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At Midnight. .

The hour is late and the night

dark. The wind raises from a
moan to a wild shrick rattling
the shutters, and  grumbling

down the chimney fans thedying
cmbers flame and the
sparks dance gayly about.

The patter of the early fall
rain upon my window iscongenial

into a

with my spirit tonight,
and the whole
world scems weary when out in
the storm and darkness the hour
of midnight is tolled; another
twenty four hours added to  the
years ol yesterday.

As the days pile up
building of our lives, the

I am weary

into the
hours
stand not as individual hours, but
become part of the structure, the
strength of the whole being  as
great as its weakest part,

T'o us, these hours are entrust-
ed to be used at our own discretion;
then that we
pearl,
when the

it 1s worth while
make “each one a cach
that

building is complete, it be in His

|n'.|l‘] W prray er’’

likeness and receive His approval
of “well done.”
But how still the house! the
flame ac-
companicd by the mournful night
that

snapping song of the
sounds, 1s  all breaks the
silence.

The merry song of the children
that made the walls echo by day,
was hushed when sleep closed the
weary eyelids,

What so peaceful as a  child
;lh]t'\'}nf no i-[‘umiillx.r Care or ;_,ruill\‘
conscicnee fretting itself far into
the night, struggling to
life's problems incowardly clforts

solve

to forget!

It is the peace that
understanding and one of the
things laid aside when the boy
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becomes a man,

As vet, time 1s no fast hurrey-
ing stream, bat a sportfulsunlit
ocean.

Years to the child are as ages;
ah! the sceret ol vicissitude 1syet
unknown
universe we taste what afterward
in this quick whirling universe is
forever denied us  the balm of
rest.

As yet sleeping and waking are
one.

But what is that in the corner?
two pairs of little shoes!

What a story of long marches
stumblings  the

and in a motionless

and freguent

scufled toes tell!

What a‘tale of tramping and
climbing the worn heel por-
travs,

What numberless trips of ad-
venture through the boundless
waste Q:f the back yard,
the little owners stare over the
fence at the busy hurrying throng
and wonder, as we do, when we

where

gaze into the infinite blue of the
“where does it all end?”
me—I remember—I1

heaven
"\ h!
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thought they found too much
mud today—those little
they tracked my carpet!

I wonder, tonight, if I wouldn’t
kiss those feot prints as things
too precious to lose if I knew the
their

shoes

little shoes had completed
journey and tomorrows sun would
find them empty.

Oft times when the little shrill
voices il the room with laughter
mis-
face
looks into mine with an oft re-
I feel impatient

['m tired of answering questions

and [ turn to the little soldier
looking to me for reenforcements
Yrun
now"—ah! ves

or whose hands are deep in

chief or a sweet childish

peated guestion

away dear, not
with the
past that once we held so
and not all
the longing of our inmost hearts
can then avail-—nor all the out
stretehed hands fill empty

Death mav not rob us of our

and say
busy
cheap

shall baby teet run
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babtes, but time surely will.
What then is our time worth?
what can 1 learn from books that
‘ teach
have learned more of good

me? I
from
my children than they ever learn-
cd from me.
I have watched them in

baby “]M can not

their
play when little blocks and brok-
en carts, into
their
active fancy, and when childish
troubles, like billows surge upon

were  changed

palaces and chariots by

them, what so sure to comfort as
those broken toys.

little
laces in the morning turn west-

I have seen the eager
wird tothegreat mountain whose
rugped sides and sharp crags are
mist covered, piercing the clouds
of the { ture is one peak sur-
rounded by a halo, the wonderful
“some day™ that is always just
ahead, where all the good things
lic buried and where all the child-
ish dreams will be realized.

Not as a vagary it appears to
the child, but as a definite period
of time—""When I am a man.”
There's not such a space be-
tween the boy and the man, 1,
too have built “'castles in Spain”
to have them turn to ashes while
I dreamed, and what toys have I
taken for my pleasure when the
Will the
Great Master, then be impatient,
will He not remember we are but

sterner things wearied.

dust and be sorry forour childish-
I, like my children, have
had my time of questioning, have
looked and longed for the wonder-
ful “'some day"™ with its hidden
treasure, ever since I reached for
the bright dancing things in the
sunlight and found them to be
motes—I am looking and longing
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yvet and having climbed a portion
of the mountain, on looking back
in the evening, I fiad 1 left the
fair life garden ""that resulted in-
finite around and where every-

thing was dewy fragrance and
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Here is S'omething
that WillHold 3 ou

A Good Iron Bed §

Different Colors

Spring and
Mattress

$6.90

Our fall line of Furniture, Carpets and

] Jraper-

ies, shown on our floors, is the largest ever shown

by us or any other merchant in the county.

We have Ingrain Carpets, all wool, at s0c a

vard and up.

. (P - gw s foe - v - sy pe -
Brussels from 7oc a yard and up.

The room size Rug line 1s especially fine.

Our line of Lace

equal in the city.

All e asKk is

— £

Curtains

is also without an

Curtains from goc a pair and up.

a Comparisen
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Reavis (X Abbey

Falls City, ,Nebragff(a-

budding hope’ when I ceased to
be a child.

Dear little shoes in the firclight
dear little feet just starting life's
journey! s¢e you as you tramp
the oft beaten paths of
yvard and as you swing high in
the old maple tree, where like
birds, some of your fondest mem-
ories will build their nest.

the back

I see you reach the first cross
road, the little feet that hitherto
have known no path but the home
path, now start toward the school
house and the little hand that
was clasped in ming waves child-
new road seen
through my tears secms long and
lonely.
ing throng just over the

ish glee, but the

[ see vou join the hurry-
lence.
I see you stop at the fountains by
the way side and find much of
the bitter is of vour own brewingr.
I see vou with joy break the fur-
there
be joy when you bind the sheaf,
I see you scarch for the some day
—just over there.

Ah! my children, when an hour
like this comes to you, I will
know whats over there. Are we
selfish? Or when the great God

row in the sced time, may

allowed us to entsr the sacred
shrine of parenthood,did we taste
a joy so sweet that frail human
nation cries out in pain when the
chords tighten and the
leave our hearth stone,

hiildren

It seems to me tonight, were it
possible for the tide of time to
stop awhile, I'd cry “'let it be now
with the muddy tracks on my
carpet and the little shoes in the
firclight.”

Emergency Medicines.
Itis a great convenicnce to
have at hand reliable
for use in cases of

remedies
accident and
for slight injuries and ailments.
A good liniment and one that is
fast becoming a favorite if not a
household necessity is
lain’s Paimn Balm. By
it promptly to a

Chamber-
applying
cut, bruise or
burp it allays the painand causes

the injury to heal in  about

ore-
third the time usually required,
and as it is an antiseptic it pre-

vents any danger of blood poison-
ing. When Pain Balm is kept at
hand a sprain may be treated be-
fore inflamation sets in, which
insures a quick recovery. For
sale by A. G. Wanner,




