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FuN IN CONTROLLING

-

Self-Command gives Poise to Personality,
Firmness in Decisinn. Confidence in Crisis

and Brilliant Expression to Talent.
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PRICE 8% CENTS




It is quite possibile that a woman's fnel 15 cleaner than

a man's, she changes it so mueh oftener,

Du. DeLver FEvocene CrorT

I wish vou to love life, to be happy with the world,
to treasure time. Mingle some levity with vonr gravity
mix a hit of laughter with your seriomsness, day by day
e cheeriul, hopeful, content, [t is the jovous things
von have thought, the jovous worids vou have spoken,
the jovous deeds yvou have done that shall fill vour

earth, vour heaven with happiness.



It is worth while to be efficient in at least one thing,
tho rabbits cannot add they are efficient in multiplying.
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Yes, Dicksie, it is quite possible that ever since the legion of devils
entered the drove of swine and they rushed down into the sea, we have
had “devilled ham.”
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Wit is good in salesmanship, a lady asked a grocery clerk what he
had in the shape of cucumbers that morning. He replied: “Madam,
we have fine bananas.” She took a dozen.

L

Never get angrily impatient over a long-winded public speaker,
rather be sympathetic, for he may be suffering from a birth-mark. His
mother may have been frightened by a wind-mill.
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A teacher in a cooking-school married a wise-winker in Chicago;
one night she frantically awoke her husband saying she positively heard
a burglar in the pantry. “Let him alone,” says wise-winker, “he’ll be

dead in the morning."”
* * %

Wit will get you out of many a tight place in business. A whole-
sale automohile house wrote a retail agent that they could not ship any
more machines until they received pay for the last lot. The agent wired
back: “Can’t wait so long, cancel order.”

* * *

It is not always what you say, so much as how you say it. A Dix-
well Ave. trolley conductor shouted from the front of his car: “Alright
there ¥ and a voice from among those getting on in the rear shouted
back, “Hold on a minute, till T get my clothes on”. It was a colored
boy with a basket of laundry.

¥ ¥ %

Telling the truth is only comparative—a group of boys found a
dog and decided the one who could tell the biggest lie should have him.
Just then a minister came along and hearing their plan, said: “Do you
know boys that at your age I did not even know how to lie?” At that
one of the boys spoke up: “Mister, the dog is yours.”

¥ ¥ %k

You pick up nuggets of pure humor in a schoolroom. A teacher
of a first grade room was explaining the nuisance of the common house-
fly and incidentally remarked that a single fly was capable of producing
four thousand off-spring. A little girl filled with wonder jumped up
and said, “Teacher, for the Lord’s sake, tell us now what the married
ones can produce.”



Tho women wear the hair of other women on their head, men
wear the skin of other calves on their feet.
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Certainly, Beatrice, no one can blame a wife for wanting her
husband to be like a calendar—up-to-date. Nor can you blame some
husbands for wanting a wife like a calendar—a new one every year.

Dedication

; HIS book is dedicated to those who have
failed; to those whose dream-ships have
gone down in the relentless sea of Time; to
those who feel themselves sinking, with hearts
faint from hoping, with eyes weary from watch-
ing, with feet tired from long marching, with
hands drooping from endless service; that they
may tap anew the Universe of limitless Energy,
come back to crowning success, reduce the high
cost of living, do the work of the world so well
that I shall not have to write another book.

The Author.

Position is not everything; your eyes are behind your nose, but
you can see farther than you can smell.
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A little Pittsburg boy came home from Sunday-school where the
lesson had told how Eve, the wife of Adam, came from one of Adam’s
ribs; after stuffing himself with dumplings at dinner, he doubled up on
the couch holding his sides with his hands, his mother rushed to him,
“Charlie, what is the matter?” “O mother, my ribs feel as tho I was
going to have a wife,”
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