THE WEST SHORE.

H E was only a shoemaker. He was short and lame,

limping painfully when he walked. His face
was ugly, red and freckled, and his coarse hair and
courser beard were almost scarlet, while small, light
eyes and shaggy, sandy brows added the finishing
touches to & face that was positively repulsive until
one came to know it well,

His name was Waterbury, and the Indians had be-
stowed upon him the sobriquet, “Chuck Olalla,"
“ohuok " signifying water, and “olalls," berry, Hehad
been homeless and friendless as long as his memory
reached backward, If ever a father's pride or
mother's tenderness had been lavished upon him, they
were of the things of which he knew not.

He could neither read nmor write, and he cared
little for men; but he had his old, brown pipe, and be
used to sit out on his back porch, deriving infinite |
pleasure from the changes in the sky, and fancying
that the winds whispered all kinds of fanciful stories
m it stole through the yarrow and golden-rod avd
bore the down of the dandelion away. |

It was a lucky day for Jamie Waterbury when he
drifted into the httle mining town on Orscker creek,
in Eastern Oregon, Here he erocted his littls “ double
sided " shop, with a * living room " behind, and paint- |
od a big, red boot upon a rough board for a sign.

Then he fitted up & bard, uncomfortable bed in
the back room, and bought an old stove and some
pans and kettles, fastened a gorgeously illustrated
newspaper over his small, high window, and Iaid in »
fow necessary provisions. Out in the shop he placed
his tools neatly on the bench, hung bits of leather |
here and there upon the rude walls, put his beloved
pipe where it would be always handy, and declared
bimself ready for businees, '

“Not as it's very comf'terble,” ho ssid, looking
about him, when his simple arrangements were com-
pleted, “nur vary han'some nuther. Dut till" md
Jamio gave a long sigh of content, it's home, an
thet means s sight to & man what's never hed ona.
Me an' my pipe oughter be sorter happy here "fﬂ"‘hf'
ef on'y my business 'll be sorter lively, I wisht I'd
hev & cust'mer the firet day, jest fer luck, like.”

And Jamie's wish was unexpectedly fulfled
Some one did come in the first day his shop was open;
came, bqndlnl Mﬂ,' with sweet lips and & light
step, throagh his low door; some one Who WAk tll

aud slim, and who wore a loose white gown, with &

wido blue sash tied about her waist, aud no coverivg
over her soft, brown ourls Bt whether her comivg
ws for luck—ah! Jamie, it is best to not mako uf'.n?.-
o in thia uncomfortable world—it would be dificult
o discover,
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At all evonts, the young person in the white gown
gave o little start of disappointment when she saw
him, but immediately recovered her self possession
sod smiled kindly st Chuck Olalla, who was covered
with blashes, the viotim of visible dismay st this
charming apparition.

“I'm your next door neighbor,” she said, pleas-
sotly. “Thave the postoffics and confostionery store,
snd mamma and I have rooms behind —the same aa
you—so we must bo good friends. I've brought in
my slipper for you to mend. Oan you do it nioely? "

Bho looked away from him as she spoke, pitying
his confusion, not from any innate reflnement of foeal-
iog, but beoause sho had been taught st boarding
sohool that it was the correot thing todo.  And Chuok
Olalla had not expected any such visitor as this, and
hin lips were dumb,

Miss Deano wat down on the rude, three-legged
stool, whieh ho awkwardly offered her, and chatted
graciously while he stitchod away at the slipper. She
bad lived there six months, she told him proudly, and,
besides the postoffice, she had done very well in the
candy and cigar line. Bho was glad ho was to live so
near, for sometimes she was afraid of tramps. It was
very silly of her, of course, but still she thought she
would sleep more soundly to know that there was
some one near il aver she needed help. Then she
paused and bit her pretty lip, for the thought oame to
her quite suddenly that he, with his stanted body and
lame foot, would be but a broken reed to loan upon.

Porhiaps the same reflection oame to J smie, for he
sighed and looked wistfally away st the mountaine
moment, turning the dainty, bigh-heeled slipper over
and over in his hand in an absent-minded way. Fin.
ally the work waa finished.

“ Yery nicely done, too," Miss Jennie sid, giving
him & brief, sweet smile. Then she pail him and
welt awny.

The ugly, but tender-bearted, fellow took up the
little silver piece whe bad given him, pierced it with
one of his tools, and, putting » stoul leather string
through it, hung it about his neok.

“ It's my good luok pieca,”" ho said to himsel! with
u wonderfal Imhlm- of heart—and he wore it there
aotil the day of his death.

That was the one happy summer of Chuck Olalla's
life. Misa Jonnie was & vary commonplase young
woman, indeed; but in his eyes sho was an angel sel
upon & high. llnlppfﬂlﬂhlbl' throne. In rnllly. sho
waa & girl who had beon born in the weel, and knew
w0 other life,  She had lived always in small country
lowns, but hﬂndm d M MMM. “
Llt price, and six months st an equally choap board.
ing school, hind IF"H her for H.‘ an M ll-
Justrious (srmer’s wife, while it left her anfitted for




