6 WEST SHORE.

Under this heading the last tsue of esch month will contain a number
of the best posma entered for compaetition in the Wisr Huoux postic con-
test. Ounly residents of Oulifornis, Oregon, Washington, Idaho, Montans,
('tah, Arisons, Nevada, British Colambia and Alasks are sligible to com-
pete. The contest closss on the filteenth of sach month,

The following prizes ase offered each month, making twelve first prizes
during the year 1501 :

Fuusr Prisw,—A volume of ane of the standard poets, twelve-mo, sizs, hand-
somely bound in full padded leather, with full gilt sdges. The prise
winner may deslgnate his choloe of the following volumes: Dante,
Milton, Seott, Burns, Moors, Wordsworth, Browning, Poo, Jean Ingelow,
Mre. Hemans, Mrs, Brownlng and Favorite Fosms, a volume of cholee
selections from all the poets. These are all new books, specially insued
o olpgant gllt editions, and are from the shelves of Stuart & Thom paon,
tha well known book sellers of Portland.

Heconn Prieg.—~A subscription to Wesr Sitons for six months, to be sent to
any addross,

Tumn Prige.—A subseription to Wesr Buone for three months, to be sent
to any address.

Guaxnp Puixee~In sddition to the monthly first prize, at the end of the year
the posm that shall be decided to be the best sent in during the entire
yoar will rocelve an slegant copy of one of the great classic poema with
{Ilnsteations by Dore, and the portrait of the writer will be pablished,
#0 that those who have read the posm may have the additional pleasure
of seaing the fuoe of the one who has contributed to thalr enjoyment,
The jodges are persons of literary colture not connecled with West

Hnonx o any capacily. The following posms bave been seleoted for publi-

catlan from the large number entered In the January competition :

No, 1, PIPE, LITTLE REED,

(FIRNT FHIER),

Pipe, llitls read of wine, noe stay

Dwepairing, thit oo steatgth be fowsd

In thee. The majesty of sound

To weakling instriments alway

Hath boen doniind.  You, shoold's thow play

Thy sleader nods midt chords profound,

And it ring tros, it shall be boand

Anid earried o & ropal wag,

Low &re the twittariage of dawn,

by bntnbdn of the warbling houm,

A tinlewt blooms, dow. gecned, are bora

Abuut the feed of stataly flowers,

Lt neads must have of sl sotmo need-~

That pips thee, cloar wod true, my reed.
Usbland, Ualifornia, Mawn Wrnaw,

No. 2, THE MAIDEN'S SONG,
(MpCOND PRIER),

Danh - teip-aplaah - the laughing waters mn,
(hiving Purtive twsaks to U willow's hadr,
Kimiog the midost hlusbells on the bank,
Al tripping Uhirghtisss pabibilee whawars.
The woak-bird trise his best to onteh the soazd,
That be soay weave from it n seothiog lay |
Hat jomlons bress, singing long and Lond,
To falry caverne benr the note swsy.

Th iy tree whispars sscrets to | he ok,
Filling (he air with inconss from his bessid |
Thia, too, the eralty sephyrs grasp and hokd-
Embalming perfuims, keaping nymphe trom death.
Ten! Kloven | Twalve! Peals the middny chime
Tha summne sun smiles down with shosring ray |
The cowa, (n qaiel grasing, raive thair haads;
Acroaa tha Sell the romping bores celgh.

Upon  rastie benph, half ivy growo,
Porgwttal ub the time, or plaes, or ssns,
Hnolinem o vision of saeb lnvaliness
The slves might elaim bor s & nylvan quma,
Tha birde all warbls whes she 1ifte har epes |
The waters lave bae ting Sages tipa |
The witehing brassss, funning ber to abep,
Hroathe thair swmed miusio oo hee dalnty 1ips.

Berieivg, tal{farnia, Avion (1. Howaxp,

No. 8.

THE HEART OF THE ROSE,
{THIRD PRIZE).

1 #tand it the old tims place,
Whirs the ross wreaths droop snd sway ;
Unrosingly they touch my fnoe—
And the years have flown away,
My lovor ngain bends low,
While I toar the blossoms apart,
An idly the bads T strow—
“ Do the rosss hure & hoast ™
A word and a thrill-a hosh~
Bhall | spenk him " yes " or “oay 7"
My choek steals ths rona's bloah |
With my wyns 1 bid him stay.
Love's star in the twitight glows ;
A lelem i Jett om my brow ;
A bsart 1 have fonnd in the rose—
My question is snswored now,

Oregem City, Gregom. Mus, 0. 0, Barestax,

No. &

MOTHER—A REVERIE,

In the brash fmes by the laae

1 hiowr the sormbirds erying,
And 1 know the winter min

Boun will beat whire thou art Iying |
For the wind aud min sre sear,

Whes the stormbirds sre s-orying.
A biemes, bright, winter sose

Tups thie window whare I'm sliting ;
Its bomrt with beanty glows,

While the sittuinn hours are flitting ¢
It taps the allent pane

OF the window whors I'm sitting.
This south wind kisses lght

Tte potals curved and foldad,
Like u ploturs wars and bright,

Closs in the hoart snfolded—
Like s deoan of love nad yoath,

In the heart of age enfulded.
And it spoaks to me of thee,

While tha starmbieds are s-orying,
Though thy teos 1 onn not ses,

Thy niemory in lying
In the winter of my hesrt,

Bt brightest sad undylog.
| diwam of thee g0 desr,

Bofore the woudfire glowing ;
1 hoar the hoed bells cloas,

And the eattle solily lowing ,
T sounds forstell the rain,

While the Hro is brightly glowing.
Tt thonght I pats the lnas,

Whars stormbirds ate s.orying,
An to soinn saered fae,

Too tho grave whece thow art Iying,
Throngh tragrant pine wood aisles,

Whittw Lhe sunset ylow ia dying ;
Whato otie ean not haar the noise

01 & footfull oo the moses ;
Wher the pine lsaves lightly poiss,

Like & flls of 1naeot fovses |
Whaen the mbbit of the squierel,
With sllant footatap, crosses ;
Whero the brakm, with quiv'ring fronds,
Beaide the gravestons whispers
Tho sarlisal mutin ssngs,

Auid g wve the sadder veapers,
That the night wivd softly tasght

The leares to nhast in whispars.
Thore s quietly pou aloap,

Whils the restiess winids sre sighing,
Tn tha grave so dack and deep,

Not haed the stormbirda erylag,
Ror the teare Uhat tall like rain,

And my boart within me dying.
T toes taps on the pane,

Anid the starmbirds aee aeryi
mllom!ﬂlhmﬂimmu

Beat throngh the wind's low sighing,
While roce lssves tutter | vwy

lh!burlnqu!lhlmlﬂn_

Lowtonrille, Cal{fornia, Axia Moxszwon Huwp,

No. b

THE DYING DAY,

Th voey ade lios goblen, otil) wud swet,

WILh devassnans, we it ‘twere stompad in thought ;

The vory moantaing have s halise meaning,

Tounhed wilh the ghory by the sunsst wronght ;

Mwﬂwmﬂuhmmm

Btanid horw wnid thars 1ike pemtly gates ajar,

While rowy lighte usd purple tsted shadows

Brighion wnel durken Like s puling star,

mw.mhlmhhurwm

Bhaw fowery beightosss [ike e raby's beart,

Al erimeon aloods, ke seatited tome legven, dowly

T the wolt blue staa! by themeelves spast,




