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FOR THE BOYS
It's up to you, my son

There arve two trails in life, my boy,
One leads to height, to fame,

To honor, glory, peace and joy,
And one to depths of shame,

And you ean reach the glorious height —
[tz honurs ean be w

Or yor ean grope in shame's dark night —
It's up to yon, my son,

One trail is strewn with labor’s flowers,
With sharp thorns here and there;
One leads through wicked pleasure dowers

That to the eyves are fair.

One trail ascends and dayv by day
You elimb—you cannot run—
And one is down hill all the way -

[t's up to you, my son,

Stern duty gnides the npper trail,
Exact nbedicnee, ton;

Andd e whe treads it eannot fail
T win if he be true,

ot fickle folly,
Rales ofer the ofher one,

And leads to ruin with her wiles—
Tts np to yon, mv son.

gay with siyiles

At end of bme teail von will find
That all the tears and moans
And galling eares vou left helind
Were needed stepping ston «:
And at vhe other's el you'll see
Your pleasur & one by one,
But led yor on 1o isery
1" ap o von, iy son,

At partings on the teail you staad,
A earely manfio el
Your futvre lies in yonr own hnnd-
Al e e Joss o wrpnt?
I now you chovse  the eail of Right
When vou the height have won,
You'll bask in Bonoo's fndeless Hght-
It's np toovon apy son —Hx,
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CHEMAWA AMERICAN

A Printer’s Prayer

“Oh let this day he filled with
good things of life; deliver us from
hell box, and 61l every delingnent
seriber’s heart with a dollar’s we
remorse; guand over the office de i
deliver hita from wiping his
the office towel: give ns many perig
rest; keep our forms well loeked
our stomachs justified to run up 0
meal,  Deliver us foo
getting ont of sorts, and give o
patience of Job Nt
printer; help us to stick toonr b
that it may be picked up, and in
be fonnd  wanted: keep our civenlufi
up toa healthy standard that will!
no padding, Give us onr daily
Aty prie
liver ug from throwing mud at
pesing condidates, Lot help us (o
them. and when at  last ooy forns
loeked up for the hereafter It the
put to press in such oo manngr

the noon day

who has

hat deliver s from “pi”

lenven elean anl Insting impr mumw. |

onmankind.,, —Ex

>

Each man has his own  voeation:
talent is hiz call. There izone dirag
in which all space is open to hi
Emerson.
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INDIAN
PLAYERS

For tenth annnal tour (1906) 4
Green's Nebraska Indians.  Muost e
strictly first elags men in every of
and capable of playing in fust en
\hmluu sly sober and gﬁnllt'nmnly
on and off the field,  Last year we §
165 out of 192 games. If you are free §
hire out address

Guy W. Green. Linooln. Nehrs

WANTED



