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WEST SHORE.

| wat detalled the olher evening Lo report the play, * The
Miner's Ouths,” which was on the boards st Cordray’s. 1 took
Jack lawson with me  Jack had never been 1o & theatre
helore, baving spent the lust ten yours of his life a0 & cowboy
s Montans. Nesl morniog | handed in the lollowing report,
which, hough serious, was crowded out of the dramatic depart-
et (o the ** Light Side of ife."

“The Miner's Osth s & clever bit of profanity in which
the players semad quite 8t home.  They were nover so earnest
st when swearing  Mr. French, sy Iob Laster, got there in
groal shape, not a0 tanch by virtoe of his acting s that be s
it 0o shaped he cun not get there [n any other way, He
s well pot wp from the ground. Jack wanted Lo go up and
shake hands with him ot the clow of the first scene, but 1 told
bl this waa oot the slate of Montans.  Miss Fasle Tittell, as
Mary Tumill, did protty woll considering that Mary Turrill did
very badly.  When Jack saw sorrow writlen In her sad, sweet
face, be turnad b0 e and sald, "' | now believe that bible story
shout e asgel onos Walling.”  He drew his red handkerchiel
fromm his pecket and wiped his safosed eyes, which for ten long
years had looked ogt npon the gray stretch of plaine and the
Histant cobd, white peaks—wymdols of the harrensss and hard-
i of bis recenl life. Mise Minnke Tittel), s Girace Turrll,
took all she could of & woman's part, leaving the rest. Her
mumtume waa aboul the caly thing grown up about her, and that
Wit beund new and of recent growth.  Jack mald he thought
she wae playing o litthe abwad of her time, and that she was a
roguilar boart breaker. | told him | dide't know how regular
S Wi o that, bat that | wished | was Sam Nolter—James
[eviin--who seemed 1 have & lean on her chair. Joslah
Poiges —Cimorge larry - makes & good villaln, and it dosen't
soaen ot on, sither. o realisth was his scting that Jack for
# H waa s play and drew his sixshooter. | happened 1o see
Wi e the oct and canght his arm, and M him that Briggs
wat ome of Lhe nhowst folows n Portland Dot for this tisorge
Barry would have made his foal sait. Yoo see, | was afrald
b wonkd bt Mime Fasbe. M Gy s Wing Lung, makes &
frwl-rale heathen—sonething rarer off the stage than on it
Mine Marshall did horsll piely and Mejor Landon more so
The Majwr stambled over sotme money and fell in love with her,
Ol 1 was et L Dan't think be ever strack hottom
The villain Josiah Neigge. was soght by Wisg Lang finding
Mo it 11w sndortunate be had oo one whett be slew
Mark Morndith. It mewsne strangs 15 e that 5o Wing Lang
FERY rearne & lellow’s bulied sbirt unless & lellow be guilty.
| forget o My i e proger place that when Bob Lester
knocked the villals down Jack ofied, “Give him—  Here |
sapped my hand over Jack's mouth | do not know what
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esling reading than many articles writlen capecislly for g
press. A letter from & friend of mine to s friend of mis, g
a friendly lotter it is, begins thus: * How very ety it gy
Iate now, * * * How delightiul everything ey
now, It is so pleasant out of doors, and everything by
fresh and green that it makes even the practical memberdf ge
family try to think of something that rhymes with
There are some drawbacks to this sort of weather though, Th
house looks wdultymddlrty.lndlmth*
homes look the same, from the mattresses out airing ssd the
clouds of dust from carpets which ‘can’t be beat'" | kaey
you would like the whole letter; but I'm wiraid | shall e
fita, without & remedy, for giving you so much of it

Reriken Eorron (to applicant)—You say you Iun".
able disposition ?

Arriioaxt—Yes, sir; here’s my reference.

It ran: ““This certifies that the bearer was in our pem
paper office for three days, during which time no one hed so
slon to thrash him.—(Signed) Tux Gusxen,”

Revien Emron—Consider yoursell employed.

A man was recently *' fined " for golng to sleep in & Remie
theatre during the performance of & play. The wonder it
waan't sent to Siberia or killed outright, He was foriunsl
however, in being able to take & nap under such clronmsiases.

The Snohomish Sun asks whether George Francis Train s
kenius or & crank, If the alternative must be chosen, we e
clude the gentleman is & genius, for, it seems, no one bl lan

him,

A fow days since the faculty and stadents of the Collegete
Institate, of Olympis, were taken to the insane aaylem, #
Steilacoom, by the steamer Emma Hayward on s excamies.

Few things add so much importance to » man s hevig
been in a rilroad sccident.

UNKIND.,
“ 1 mee our exchange has improved.”

“How so?"
“There isn't o much of it."

QUITE A MISTAKE.

He—Somehow 1 despise that fellow's looks.
Nus—And think! Only yesterday | mistook him for yo&

SECOND CHOICE.

Hius—What do you take me for?

Hy—Because you were left, Lax Famcund




