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MAKE GOOD

Make good.
Cut out "If," "could," and "shoifld"
And start in to SAW WOOD.
You can still have the best things

in life like the rest
40f the men who've achieved just be-

cause they've believed
In themselves You're deceived if

you think fortune comes
With a rattle of drums and a fanfare

of state,
To hand yours on a plate. That isn't

the way
That she visits today.
You must get out and rustle, and

bustle, and hustle
And you'll need all your muscle, for

you've got to tussle,
Plunge into the fight, Hit to left and

(p to right,
And keep crashing and smashing.
Don't let up your working till things

meet your liking.
For God's sake stop bawling instead,

do some mauling.
It makes the world bitter to look at

a quitter,
Fate scowls when she sees a grown-

up on his knees.
A man with his health is a mine

jammed with wealth,
Full of unexplored lodes. Why, the

freckled back toads
Have the sense to keep jumping

and here are you, frumping!
Come, now, strike your gait it isn't

too late,
There's no such thing as fate!

. Drop that fool-tal- k of 'luck," get a
grip on your pluck,

An buck,
Bi 4n
To grin,
And WIN!

Everybody's.

SPICE

"How's the baby?" asked the
neighbor of the new father. "Fine,"
said the proud parent. "Don't you
find that a baby brightens up a house-
hold wonderfully?" pursued the
friend. "Yes," said the parent, with
a sigh, "we have the gas going most
of the night now." New York Globe.

"You'll have some explaining to do
when you go home, won't you?"
"No," (replied the member of con-r- f

gress. ' I'm not" going to explain. I'm
going to let my constituents argue
matters out among themselves and
then take the side that seems to
have the most advocates " Washing-
ton Star.

"This is a foine country, Bridget!"
exclaimed Norah, who had but re-

cently arrived in the United States
"Sure, it's generous everybody is. I

asked at the postoffice about sindin'
money to me mither, an' the young
man tells me I can get a money or-i- .

der for tin dollars for tin cints.
Think of that, now!" Birmingham
Age-Heral-

At the bedside of a patient who
was a noted humorist five doctois

were in consultation as to the best
means to produce perspiration. The
sick man overheard the discussion
and, after listening for a few min-

utes, he turned his head toward the
group and whispered with a dry
chuckle: "Just send in your bill,
gentlemen; that will bring it on at
once." Boston Pilot.

Pat and Mike were taking a walk
in the country one Sunday morning
when the former suddenly paused and
turned to his companion with a re-

flective smile.
"Jist a minute, Moike," said he,

"Kin yez tell me why the kissin' av
yez gurrul is loike a bottle ov
olives?"

"Shure, an 01 kin not!" was the
'qujick response of Mike. "Do yez
think thot 01 am wan av thim

'T.corra, an' it's an alsy wan,
Moin.e," was the grinful rejoinder of
Pat. "If yez kin git wan, the rist
come aisy." Boston Advertiser.

The girl of his heart looked at him
doubtfully.

"Frankly," she said, "I don't think
I can accept you. The man I marry
must be brave and brainy."

"Well? I think I can say that I
am both."

"Oh, I admit your bravery. You
certainly saved my life when our boat
upset the other day; but, after all,
that was scarecly brainy."

"I beg your pardon," he corrected
her, gently; "one moment I upset
the boat on purpose." London Even-

ing Standard.

"You don't feel any personal resent-
ment toward the man who defeated
you?"

"No," replied the statesman. "I'm
too broad-minde- d for that, of course."

"As a matter of fact, you are doubt-

less grateful to him for allowing you
to leave behind the cares of public
office and devote yourself to more
lucrative private business."

"Certainly. But I never forget a
favor. I'm going to do my best to
give him an opportunity to feel the
same kind of gratitude next election."

Washington Star.

On a crowded San Francisco
street car one wet, miserable night
not long ago, a coin was heard to
drop. As nearby passengers craned
their necks an old man stooped and
picked it up. 'Anybody lost a five-doll-

piece?" he asked, anxiously.
Nine passengers hurriedly searched
their pockets and shouted: "I have."
"Well, I've found a penny toward it,"
said the old man. San Francisco
Argonaut.

Tommy's mother had married
again, and though Tommy didn't in
the least object to his new father, he
was somewhat puzzled as to their re-

lationship.
"Mamma," he said, "is this man my

step-papa?- "

"Yes, dear, he is your step-papa.- "

"Well, mamma," pursued thought- -

ful Thomas, "you call me your little
lad, don't you?"

"Yes, dearie, you are mamma's lit-

tle lad."

"Then, mamma," concluded Thorn- - ,'H
as, "I suppose I must bo my step- - jH
papa's little step-ladder- Philadel- - H
phia Record. H
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