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WEST SHORE

| don't know If the litthe hoys and girle (you see | place the
Boys frst, bot | am really partial o the girle) ever road the
bumorous department of Wesr Suons. Bot this s oot all
that | don't know. They probably would not be able to we a
poind o thie or thal paragraph, for some grown people fall in
his. Dut you know our eyesight lails with age. Anyway |
am gudng 1o write somelhing lor the litthe ones this week, |
it anee & mnall boy mysell, and 1 am still soall in some ways
for instance, | only weigh ahout one handred and thirty pounds
thongh | do feel bigger than that
A short time ago | came ot west and called at the offics of
Wenr Fuone and told the editor that | had & notion to be & ho-
morist and write something fanny for his paper  He thoaght
that was funny and sald | might try it and we. Dot now |
musd 16 some polnt or oher, Il possible | have some very warm
friends among the little folk, and warm friends are jost the
Kind 1o have 5o they be not 00 warm o 1o make it " too hot
for ot
A lady Irtend writes me that two of my Iittle lows Iriends
have lwen somewhat witty. One litthe girl on being asked I
she wern going o vole for Boles (proncanced, boys) replied
" No " and added that she was going 1o vote for the girle! My,
Poien b the prosent povernor of lowa ) The otber little wit—a
boy —smsing his breath one frosty moming this winter sald,
" Aunt Ablos, look st the dust coming out of me' " You know
the preachiers say we are nanght but dust  Clildren are nearly
ol of them poste.  They Jook upon the moon as & silver plate
made for some angel 1o eat out of | have an acquaintance who
saye when she wae small sbe thought the stars were angel's
oy And i we were nol astromomens and knew them W be
proed big worlds whirling around Hke sllver balls in the vast
eddying oosan of sky, the stary would seem o grown men and
wosnens bal Itk naggets of sllver sot & ball & mile op In the
crown of night 1o templ misers (nto heaven. Now lan't this
postioal T A Nitle girl in e sast il & the cartaln blew
Mowed In on me ' The lollowing b not w0 postical & it is
sommething elee  [n Lowiston, ldaho, o littie girl pot confused,
It would sewin, a0 to what name she should give 1o & cortain un-
ploasant mensation.  She was such o protty girl  Her bong rich
balr, yollow oo pobl, looked like & materialioed posn & it
waved falling about her shoulders, it trem bling curle broken
Into the rythimie Sow of the wind. Into har deep blue eyws the
soft armre of 1dabo's shise seemmed 0 have melted and bocome
aminsted with inteiligence.  And & sde went through (he
orchand she carvied roses In ber hands paler has thase on ber
choeks  One day in the warm spring time 1 was & little cold
telning or dricdling & we say and this girl was bare
My sistor saw her oul ln the orchard and called her in
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svwan ) As e lttle girl sood of (he table sating the ke

crean my alster noticed her standing now on one foot and now
on the other. Her feet were cold and a little painfil, you see.
Wherelore my sister asked her, ' What's the matter? " she
repliad, ' I've got the headache in my feet.”

In North 1daho In sutamn when the fires are in the moun-
talns the sun will appear &t noon-day, as you have sometimes
seen &l [ta setting when it resembled a round plate of fire burn-
ing in the smoke but emitting no rays of light. One day when
the sun looked 8o & little girl said ** the sun hasn't any shiners.”

| have & short posm among my Mss. somewhere in which a
litthe girl, coming to the window and seeing the [alling snow,
sxclaims, ' "ook, papa, It's waining white! ”

A fTROLL OF TEN MILES,

A friend tells me a fine story about & fellow in Soathern [11i-
nols.  He went to hunt his cow and was gone all day, When
he came home st night his wile asked him if he had found the
cow. He said he hadn't; but that be had been & long way,
and added that " If the world's as big the other way as 'tia the
way | went it's & whopper.” He had been about ten miles
from home,

Sruanuen (1o the cook )—Are you the mate, sir?
Coox—Faith, and I am the man that cooks the mate!
Sarvanonir Carra (to & Swede)—Are you a child of God 1
Ewnnn-No, | vas & Svede,

Sarvanoxmr Carrais—Are you & worker in the vineyard of
the Lord?

Swire—No, | hal a yob in Astoria,

The critios are now making considerable noise about quiet
bumor. This kind of bumor is found generally between the
lines.  To may one thing and saggest another so delicately that
the reader fancies that he has discoversd what the suthor was
Pt conscions of, s to furnish the reader with quiet humor such
& be enjore and makes him foel wise!

BUT THAT COULD NOT HAVE BEEN.
She stole my heart; and I do own
The dearest thief I've ever known
“’uthu-hrmid;ud.wuyuﬂl.
Methinks she would have stolen both
My bheart and mind had she not been
%o turnished with the latter, E'en
Now | could wish, the better part,
That [ had nothing been but-—heart !




