THE WEST SHORE.

notified Joe I'd found “another.” The next move was 1o trn abou, get on
hands and knees back to the verge and réach a foot down—no bottom ; then
a rest, while Joe got a bracing position and 100k my hand ; next | swing both
legs over and slid down till my chest just balneed on the verge—still no
battom, and 1 shouted for Joe to pull. A short struggle and T rested easily
on my breast. Then we consulted as to our bearings.  We both remembered
one place where | had hoosted him and bt in turn polled me up.  This must
be it, and, nfter assuring ourselves the face of the cliff was within reach, we
tightened our grip and | slid down; down—gracious!  Was there no hottom #
It seemed as though 1 was a rod long and still failed to reach. [ was beyond
helping myself, and was about to yell for Joe to pull, when my left foot
touched.  Resting on ity 1 explored with: the other foor o litle ; the bottom
wits there all right, and soon as 1 could cach my breath | notified Joe. Let:
ting go and drawing a sigh of relief, which could be heard thraugh the storm,
Joe swore if that thing continued much longer be would be gray-haired by
moming. | Lghed dismally, and taking him down we proceeded.

In the next half hour we had but litle trouble, bt then ran against &
boulder which: entirely barred our progress.  ‘We now knew that cither the
storm had destroyed our path or we had somehot forked into & wrong grade,
Having a mind to see how far above the valley we were, a good-sired rock
was dropped over the edge.  After the first vard's rustling on the incline it
went over, and to our dismay gave hack no wound in striking,  'We, therefore,
retrented 1o @ projecting portion of the oliff, and sitting down out of the rain,
with legs over the edge, began spinning yams fo pass away the night.

By two o'clock the storm had ceased, and we could hear the rush of the
stream in front of us, at some distance, and from its sound it seeted certain
we could not be so far above it as the stone indicated,  However, we bad had
a sufficiéncy of night exploration, and so sat it out.  Dawn fotnd us still

< witchful and awake, and, lo! our feet were swinging within one yard of the
gmssy bottom of the vale. | walked back to where the deceptive rock lay
within & yard of where it left my hand, and with unction hurled it into the
stream, In the darkness we had passed the point where we had clambered
onto the causeway, and, of cotrse, hid lost our bearings after going beyand,

Pledging each other to a six months’ secrecy concening our night's vigil,
we sét about bullding a five and getting breakfast.  That was the nearest |
ever came to getting a “ big hom," and Joe still thinks he & just a litle the

better hunter. THE MAJOR,
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A letter,

A pronoun,

A chamcter expressing a number.
.'I'u retire.

A double notching,

Slow (music ).

Merciful,

10 comact with.

A letter,

Sehome, Washington. V. AN, Guaen,

No. 3. ENIGMA.

My whole of forty letters is an ananymous gueation, but excellent
nidvice.

My 1, 39, 26, 16, 35, 18, 30 Is a couple.

My 4, 24, 32, 8, 27, 21, 30 is molestation.

My 34 40, 9, 16, 22, 29 Is a [raud.

My 5, 31, 25, 3319 is a fresh water fish.

My 13, 6, 15, 37, 23, 38 is stong.

My 17, 3, 14, 28 Is a vessel used 1o receive the washings of ores or

metals,
My 10, 20, 11, § I8 room,

My 7, 13 Is before (obs.).
PHOXNIE

Utsther this beading ate published as many as possibde of the poems mtered foe the
monthly posthcal contest.  See annguporment in advertising volumns for partioals.
The namves of prive winne:s for the month of March will be Tound on page a31.

LIFE

Ot thee eternal ocenn's brink Des un hoar glasy flled with sand,

Sifbodd frons tiie golden grains thiat lie wll along the strand,

That the waves live cirried thither, thmagh the ages, to ihe shom,
Comtring froms an wmseets country calledd the Land of Evermiore,

Thiough the tramsparent, tiny vessel God can witch the stemdy Hine,
Falling throngh 1de's stated hour, ohedient 10 a law divine.

Fulling in a xhining carnent, He cun wawch each geain of sind

1ot bk et o B0 Wi Bois, ey, Troea the hollow of His hand.

A the heart, It the bogr ghass, andd the sand that coeselie ows

15 the We tdooed that Is moving throagh the hour until its chose |

Hach throb a grain that reasires all e sands that silent nin

Sarely marking every moment il life's shostensd hour b done |
Whether throb of jovousness; theob of love, pain or regre,

To i lawd’ imimmelile eveey Dnrt Desd's mivones set,

Never changitig with the earents of fhe great Lewin's shifting voue,
Though oftén sadly, olien lightly, or tuned to some grand, angel sony,
Ul it Jast Dronih ateikes the bour ghass, and it breaks from side to site—
Tt bes still ; vhae sandds so guiet know oo mote thelt resthes tide,

And the hour glass, broken; shisttered, falls from out Time's withered hand
AL that s beft sonie splinterod fragients wd a Beap of golidon snd.
GENIE CLANK PoMERDY,

No. 38

Hogquinm, Washington,

No. 3 A DAY DREAM,

e gy day when swmmpr slipped
Aoross (e felds with Engering feet,
And frot her urm sydlt petfutive sweel,
Thinh ahe from oud Uhe Bomots had dipyed.
A spmay Of pappies, raddy pped,
Hivisbiod soft atrims My diomas eyes.
And atimight | walked In i,
Where birds smgg fow and fountains drijpped
Cotl i the shude,  Dafiore mie swiing
A cloradd, sl Juniinogs and pale,
That wembsed as | leskesd, T valn
T qreree the shinmmeriong larver hung
Meross the path, | wed. The vl
S glimmeresd Wk a mist of min,

Solt on my ear w whisper stole
' Amd woaldst thaou see teryond il lae
Pl it e thad thow mightst guie
Tt thyy ftare 2 Woukst thol roll
vty the mbst that shuts the whole
Of Joy amd soerow befi for thee
Dheyond s ailent mystery ?
Fauger iy hungry heart e soil
Cried ont wesenst. Wb ihesd hat)
1 hastermdd o, e patised, deew Luck.
Al ! | dared not ok and see
The voad that wound through that strange Lim!
A new, unittoddin, unknown track,
Whicme winld ¢losed ) tlernity,

A the whisgier, kow and e

Crept throsagh the afr 0 ' Be patiend, love

Pheint ot not kv thit far alsee
Tiiin oy shiehl then seest e

Tmmnn thy good angel. firm and yweet,

o usdhe thy wunsdeting, woyward leet ?
Tt coudint ot choose Lag skl with fear
Tos st thy Datiare posthy boxd chene
Hopee s, tront o thivagh shade and an,

Hetter @ il yode of feans

Thun somibee studom twonugh thy days
CH all thy bilesaibgs, exiibt thi coe
The greatest, that he coming years
Are villed tn mbst wil ehod alwags

Taccitmn, WWuubibing b Cuaxrorme Lay Dewey,
et - —
IT WOULDN'T HURT IT.
GuEAT MAN (angrly)=—So you want my sutograph, eh? 1'm getting
pretty ticed of this thing, and have got 1o put a check to it.
Bokesm=0h, well, sir, 10 just as Hel have your name of o check,




