
Eat Slowly—There’s a Real. Health Secret Involved In 
DON’T USE STOMACH 

LIKE A CARPET BAG 
Remember That You Live on One-Third of What 

You Eat and That the Doctor Lives on 

the Other Two-Thirds. 

/ Cv ROYAL S. COPELAND, M. D. 
United States Senator from New York. 

Former Commissioner of Health, New York City. 
r % rOT long ago the Librarian of Congress invited me to a luncheon. 

JVI He had an interesting group about the table. Among the guests 
■A ^ 

was Prof. W. E. Soothill, Professor of Chinese at Oxford Univer- 

Prof. Soothill set us all laughing by reciting a 

little poem It was a recital intended to warn Dr. 

Putnam*3 guests against overindulgence. 
Here are the words: 

Eat slowly; only men in rags. 
Or gluttons deep in sin. 

Mistake themselves for carpet bags 
And tumble victuals in. 

Funnv, isn't it? It gave us a good laugh and 
in all probability increased our appetites in con- 

sequence. 
The poem was written by Sir Walter Raleigh. 

Of course this is not the Sir Walter Raleigh, 
explorer, statesman, historian and poet, of Eliza- 
beth’s time. It is Sir Walter Raleigh, now Pro- 

I fessor of English at Oxford. 
I trust you are not one of those who “mis- 

take themselves for carpet bags and tumble 
victuals in.” But if you are not. you are a rare 

"parson. 
i 1 truly believe the average individual rats too much. Many times I 

have said that you live on one-third of what you eat and the doctors 
live on the other two-thirds. 

J Tfiis statement is almost If no 

quite true, because most of us over 
cal and habitually overeat, i hav» 

| no patience with folks who slam 
themselves for the sake of beinj 
alender- That is an evil worse If an> 
thing than sinful overeating. Bui 
everybody should be sensibly temper 

I ate in habits of eating. 
! It is surprising how much the tn 

| take of food can be reduced withoui 
tfta slightest decline tn weight. This 
shows that the body does not use 

but must get rid of. much of th* 
material taken into the stomach 
Useless and |>erhapa harmful de 
mauds are made on the digestive am! 
eliminative organs by everyday ex 

cesses. 

, In addition, as 81r Walter sug 
treats, to eat slowly Is of great tin 
portanee to health. Only tramps oi 

gluttons deep in sin should gulf 
Iheir food snd treat the stomach a? 

if it were a dump heap or a place tc 
“tumble victuals In." 

Much of the food we eat consist I 
largely of starch. This must be con 

verted Into sugar before It can be 

utilized by the body. The first step 

Pin thle conversion is th# mixture 
with the starch of large nuantitles 
of saliva. This cannot be accom- 

plished unless you eat slowly, thor- 
oughly pulverizing the food. 
A hnna^-sn tvrll memorize this little 

poem. It should be recited at every 

meal. _ 

} Answers To H ealt H Queries 
P K. Q-—What should a g'rl of 

eighteen. 6 ft. 2 In. tall weigh? 

A.—She should weigh about 120 

pounds. ... 

C 8. Q.—What should a r r! ’ged 
Blneteen. 8 ft. 5 in. tall weigh? 

g ■ —1 

A-—She should weigh ab it 127 

*>und*. • • . 

p. U. Q—What should * girl 
weigh who Is twenty years c l and 
| ft. S In. tall? 

A._Por her age nod h»isht she 

■hould weigh ebout 128 pounds. 
• • • 

14 C. O. Q.—-Whet shoo'd a g1:’ 
aged fourteen. f> ft. 2 in. tall w. gh. 
also a man sged seventy, ft ft. * in. 

tall? 

a.—They should weigh respective- 
ly about 111 end 150 pounds. 
Cw»*'et't. i?t*. F*»tur» e*r*i*-». in.- 

Home-Making Helps 
By Wanda Barton. 

A at Lost. Just Mislaid. 

HOUSEHOLD 
convenience* have 

affinities. Until we learn to 

place these friendly helpers 
side by side we will continue the ex- 

asperating bunts for them at the 
busiest times and to lose our tem;>er 
at the same time. For Instance, the 
floun sifter belongs In the barrel, or 

sack, or resting on top. not tucked 
away on a pantry shelf, or In some 
nested bowls. 

The string bag is one of the great 
kitchen needs with scissors hung be- 
side it. When packages come from 
the stones It takes but a minute to 
roll the string over the fingers, make 
a loop with the end and drop it into 
the I tag. If it is put In. In a tumbled 
mass it takes a tune to unravel it 
Just when you want to use it for 
trussing the chicken, tying up the 
roast, the laundry, or maybe the 
shoes that must go to be mended. 
A stout ball of twme should always 
be In the tag as well as the “dona- 
tion string" as we call It. 

Almost invariably the needle and 
thie.id :s forgotten until we have 
our hands in the stuffing then we 
must wash up before w-e are through 
or call to some member of the family 

I to “go up stairs" and get It. A 
i sewing box. basket or corner of a 

drawer should contain a suitable 
1 needle and coarse thread, and a 

white celiuleti thlmb'e. Wherever 
placed It should be an unwritten law 
they should not be disturbed except 
for legitimate use. In the kitchen 
tool box there should also be a box 
of corks of odd sizes. Tools after 

j using should always be returned to 
the box and never laid down where 
trud and left 

Saucepans, pots, covers and bak- 
ing pans belong to the stove and as 

near it as possible. All cleaning 
p< wders. snaps. liquids, cleaning 

{ cloths, brushes, pans, housemaids, 
1 boxes and so on belong to the clean- 

Ins t-anch and must be In a clot-et 
or torner by Hhemselves. not sca.t- 
feted almut in od<J places to have 

\ to hunt for eorh time they a.e 
n-eded A hag ot cloths and clothe*- 

, ptn* hun? tn a bandy place In the 
hen or cleaning closet, la at 

hand when needed. 

I A Fashion Model’s Diary 
By GRACE THORNCLIFFE 

She Sells an Unsuitable Dress—and Glevies in It. 

1 
SHOULD never admit It—even 

to aa close a friend and least 

severe critic as a Diary—but I 

engineered a spiteful sale the other 

■|.y To confess Is half of expiation, 

ao I might as well ease my soul. 

In the first place and my favor 

Mrs. Cameron is a simply poisonous 

©erson. She dashes Into the shop 
©bout five minutee before closinc 

time keeps me shcw.ng models unto 

©40 gets the whole place in an up- 
-Imr and leaves without purchasing 
©thing. That's only one of her 

^.nt little eccentricities. Another 

Kto order a model that I've pro 

pounced unaulted to her and return 

weeks later to tell Madame that 1 

Sked her Into buying a frightful 
dress. Still another. Is to return a 

dress after abea worn U only tnree 

nr four times, giving acme tT.\ta, 

rnmolaint as her reaeon. And lois 

25J-but I think I’ve prejudiced 

you sufficiently In my favor 
7 

Annealing late on Monday. Just as 

T/Cas thinking of home and an over- 

Aurfed chair and a leisurely dinner. 

|ha had to be shown everything .n 

■“And^nothing like that pink tulle 

•venmg drees you talked me Jn.,» SSt month. I knew 1 ahouldn t have 

UK*new! Over try polite as.pe.vK* 
remonstrances she had der-artnd 
SR it!©; dress. She's enormous m 

«»# hips and slight In the shoulders 

JJJl I nearly perished when she ook 

^VVhich got mv trad up and 1 

•bowed her everything distinct iv 

fiSJSd to her and the stupid 
woman didn't even know It but 
Tushed and gurgled over everything 

&v about 6:30 I had thought her into 

taknif a blonda aatin dress, a cute 

Sough model—for somebody #!** 

It had a deep lace yoke which rut 

Off the shouldera.and made hers look 

► •-v a m( e Ins'gnificant than they 
are. A three-tiered <klrt, plented in 
a rhecVet board arrangement, a 
crushed bolt and enormous sid* tie 
con'rived what tor her w*js a simply 
horrihl** effort.- I was delighted 
when she took It. 

The Great Moment • By Tmda Dahl. 

THE greatest moment in a girl's life—when 
she stands in her bridal finpry for one last, 
lingering look! It’s the happiest moment 

and yet at the same time, there’s an element of 
sadness attached. But this doesn't last, for who 

I 
could be sad on the most wonderful day of all— 
the wedding day! She’s her very loveliest then, 
for this is the day of her greatest triumph. The 
greatest moment of all the great moments she 
may know in her life. 

Just a Little Flower Girl at a Wedding 
By WINIFRED BLACK 

MARY 
BROOKE if going to he flower 

gir! at a wedding, and you ought to 
see Mary Brooke when she talks 

about it. 
Those brown eyes of hers got as big as 

bowls—mush bowls, too, at that—and they 
shine like stars and she laughs just for pure 
joy. 

She’s going to wear a white dress, trim- 
med with wild flowers and she’s going to carry 
a basket of lupin and poppies and lilacs and, 
—oh, dear me—she’ll look like little Miss 
Spring coming to visit Old Auntie Summer 
and glad to be there. 

She’s trying on her slippers and holding 
up her dress and looking at it and worrying 
about her hair and practicing the way she’ll 
hold the basket and walking the way she’s nilu,mrMajn< 
going to walk up the aisle. The other night WlNincLWBUvft 
she made her father sit down at the piano and play “Here Comes 
the Bride”—and that father of hers doesn’t know one tune from an- 

other and can’t play the piano the least little bit in the world, but 
Mary Brooke didn’t mind that—oh. not in the least. 

She just “pretended and that 
fixed that all right. 

This morning she woke up 
very early and climbed into her 
mother’s bed and said: 

“Mother, tell me one thing I 
forgot to ask you, who is the 
bride going to be?” 

That’s the first time Mary 
Brooke even thought about the 
bride at all. A3 far as she's 
concerned, she’s going to be the 
whole wedding —bride, groom, 
bridesmaids, maid of honor, best 
man, ushers and all. 

When the day comes, I wouldn’t 
be surprised if she shed a sym- 
pathetic tear with the bride's 
mother and shook her head 
mournfully with the mother of 
the groom. Dear little Mary 
Brooke, she always sees the 
dramatic side of the situation 
and she always knows what 

Advice to Girls 
By Annie Laurie 

Dear annie laurie: 
I am a girl twenty years of 

age. For the past month I have 
been engaged to a young man 

whom I like very much. I am 

sure he would make a good 
provider and be kind to me. But 
his education Is not as extensive 
as mine and sometimes I think his 
ideals might be higher. 

Do you think I should break my 
engagement? Would it be fair to 

my fiance? I have thought about 
it from all angles but always end 
up where I started. Tour advice 
trill be very much appreciated 

UNDECIDED. 

UNDECIDED: I think, my dear. 

that the only possible way for 

you to be fair to your fiance end 

yourself would be to break off this 

impossible engagement. Since you 

feel that your education is superior 
to his. since you have no respect for 

hts “ideals." I think that a marriat- 

between you both would be decidedly 
unwise. Beginning In such a way, 
it would be bound to split upon the 

rocks. 

_ >« 

>-■■■- ■ --—-- 

everybody else is thinking and 
feeling about it. 

“Here comes the bride”— 
can’t you hear the organ? 

How sweet the little church 
is! Why, they’ve fairly covered 
the walls with the yellow blos- 
soms of the wild mustard, and 
what a cataract of little yellow 
roses—pink ones, too, and 
white, the Lady Bancsias—how 
thick and sweet they grow. 

The wild flowers from the 
fields—forget-me-nots as blue as 

blue, and buttercups as yellow 

Artistic Ways to Shade the Eyes 
By JOSEPHINE HUDDLESTON 

I 
KNOW you’ll all be Interested^ 

In learning that there are sev- 

eral new tints now on the mar- 

ket for shading the eyes to make 

them appear larger and brighter. 
This Is indeed an innovation in cos- 

metics because until recently the 
wider range of tints for this pur- 
pose were confined mostly to pro- 
fessional use on the stage and then 
regular stage lines, which are im- 
practical for social use. were the 
only means of attaining the flatter- 
ing results which this type of make- 
up gives. 

Ths new eye tints come In black, 
brown, dark blue, light blue and a 

dark bluish green. The most artful 
way to make use of the eye shading 
is to make a shadow on the upper 
bd. using the tint that most nearly 
matches the coloring of the eyes. 

The black tint is for those who 
have black or very dark brown eyes; 
the brown is for the medium shades 
of brown eyes; light blue shadows 
on the upper lids intensifies pale blue 
eves, making them appear a deeper 
blue; the dark blue is for dark blue 
nr violet colored eyes, and the bluish 
green tint enhances the beauty of 
hazel colored eyes. 

To make shadows on the upp«r 
Mils Just massage a bit of cold cream 
over the lid. remove It gently with 
a soft tissue, then apply a tiny bit 
of the tint (it comes in pai>te form 
similar to paste rouge) and smooth 

CcprrtCiil. 1?!$, Mt««p4pw 

► a? gol«1, and Uttie prim ouncnes 

of primroses, yellow and white, 
almost perfumed, hut not quite. 
They smell just like a healthy 
baby’s breath — have you ever 

noticed it? 
And lilacs, purple and white. 

Oh. yes, I love the flowers at a 

wedding. If I had my way, the 
church would always be a mass 

of blossoms whenever two young 
people stand at the a'.tar and 
promise to love each other for 
better, for worse, in sickness 
and in health, till death does 

them part. 
I’m glad Mary Brooke is go- 

ing to be flower girl at an old- 

i fashioned wedding, with plenty 
of flowers and the church full 
of old friends and all the rela- 
tions coming for miles I hope 
she’ll grow up with a heart full 

of the old-fashioned supersti- 
tion that nothing is worth any- 
thing in this world hut love— 
the real love that suffers long 
and is kind, love that under- 
stands, love that forgives, love 

that does not count the pennies, 
love that gives and gives and 

gives. For after all — listen, 
little Mary Brooke, I’m going to 

whisper something to you: 
Love is the only thing in this 

world that makes life worth liv- 

ing for even one minute and 
don’t you let anybody tell you 

anything different. 
I Ouprrijht, 192#. Nmeapar r«*tnr* S»r*lc* inn. 

-- 

► this out evenly over the skin, pull- 
ing the shading well out to the ends 
of the eyes so that it forms a slight 
shadow at the ends of the eyes aa 

well as on the upper lid. 
Be careful not to bring the shad- 

Ins too close to the nose, however, 
as this is apt to give the impression 
of lack of sleep, for It is here and 
under the eyee that insufficient rest 
first makes its beauty destroying ap- 
pearance. 

Shading of this kind should never 
be applied under the eyes aa that, 
too. gives the Impression of real and 
unheautiful shadows. 

One reason that I favor the shad- 
ing so much In preference to mas- 
cara is that one can use it without 
ever needing to worry over a glit- 
tering light in the eyes which mas- 

cara frequently produces If too much 
is used. 

11 Some Odd Facts ~| 
Diamonds of a sort can he bought 

as cheaply as sixpence each whole- 
sale. 

• • • 

Epidemics of measles occur every 
two years, usually in March and 
April. 

• • • 

By using X-rays, two g»neraMons 
of tobacco plants have been grown 
tn one year. 

Strtiec. Isa 

LOOK AT YOURSELF 
RIGHT IN THE FACE 

Easy Enough to Pick Flaws in Others But Why Not 
Make an Honest Examination of Your 

Own Shortcomings? 
By DR. LOUIS E. BISCH 

IT 
take* courage to have a heart-to-heart talk with yourself. It takes 

a brave man and a brave woman to explore fearlessly the inner 
seif. 

Every one is only too ready to pick flaws in others, only too 
willing to offer advice, but how many of us have 
ever settled down to frank and free communion 
with that other self of ours—the self within— 
bent upon learning to know ourselves as we are? 

Every human being tries to make excuses 
for himself. 

Every human being is continually on the 
defensive. 

Every man, woman and child resents any 
attack that threatens his serenity and his self- 
esteem. 

Look hack and you will find that seldom, 
If ever, have you admitted you were entirely 
wrong or at fault. 

Keview your life and you will be surprised 
how little you have changed. 

^ ou will be a^toniihed, for instance, how i rivm slightly you have benefited by your mistakes. t.oowi 

Is not your code of conduct-—despite annual and renew’ed New 
dear’s resolutions—about the same as it was ten years ago? Don’t 
you harbor just about the same likes and dislikes as you ever did? 

Are not your prejudices about as rock-bound as when you 

For Tuesday, May 29. 
By GENEVIEVE KEMBLE. 
CCORDIN'G to the astral Indices 

of this dav those shall be re- 
-■ warded whose ways have been 
those of fidelity, application, patience 
and hard work, especially in the em- 

ployment of others or In public 
places. There are preferments, 
honors and personal pleasures for 
those who will not be carried away 
by excitements. Impulse or conten- 
tion. 

Those whose birthday It Is may 
anticipate a year of rewards, favors 
and preferments following the train 
of hard work, patience and loyalty, 
in the employment of others or In 
public service. Personal favors may 
also be bestowed, but be not carried 
into strife or contention by excite- 
ment or Impulse. A child born on 
thi* day should have splendid endows 
ments for carrying it to favor and 
rich rewards for labor and service, 
but It should be given early disci- 
pline in self-contiol and amiability. 

About all the happiness there is 
in the tcorld is a by-product ot 
trork.—Dr. Frank Crane. 

emerged from adolescence? And oh- 
serve the way you think, and see 

how strongly you resent any Inter- 
ference with your cherished notions. 

Especially observe your actions 
toward people who criticize you In 
contrast to your reactions toward 
those who flatter you and praise you. 

Yes. the truth hurts! It always 
hurts the most when It is an un- 

pleasant fact about yourself. 
But of what use is It to live tn a 

“fool's paradise”? Do you get any- 
where by "kidding yourself," as cur- 
rent vernacular would say? 

AJthough we like to begulla our- 
selves. to pat ourselves on the back, 
what we need Is to face ourselves 
squarely and unflinchingly. Then 
and then only will we correct our 
faults. Then and then only will we 
be able to develop ourselves to our 
highest possible potentialities. 

Never "square your conscience”! 
Always practise self-truth! 
Then will come self-mastery! 
Practice dally a correct mental at- 

titude toward every relation, every 
condition, every circumstance of life. 

Don't hide or evade! 
Come out into the open and have 

a real, honest-togoodness, heart-to- 
heart talk with yourself. 
linmrrtsbl. 19?*, Nwipiwr tUluN Mnle*. lac 

Love’s Awakening Steadfast Woman. | 
-By Adele Garrison-.-! 
Madge Undures an Agony of Suspense W hile Her Boy Lies 

Unconscious. 

AT 
Katie’* wail of “Junior" and' 

her burst of *ob*. I felt for 
an Instant a* If fomething Icy 

had grasped my heart and stilled its 

beating. Then as terror had Its way 
with me. I sprang toward her. 

“Where?” I cried, with hands out- 
stretched to shake a coherent answer 

from her. But Mr. Underwood was 

ahead of me. and in a twinkling had 
torn away the apron which charac- 
teristically she had swept over her 
face, and with an iron grip of her 
shoulders had swung her around 
facing him. 

“Stop this noise.” he commanded 
harshly. “Where la Junior? What 
has happened?” 

Katie choked and obeyed the Bteel 
in his voice. 

“He in orchard. Ha fall out of 
tree and he no speak.’’ 

But 1 was at the head of the stairs 
before she had finished 

“Get Dicky and Lillian!” 1 threw 
bark over my shoulder as I dashed 
d<*wn the stairs through the hall and 
out the kitchen door, the nearest to 
the orchard. Behind me Mr. Under- 
wood’s voice boomed a message. 

“I’ll telephone for the doctor. You 
stay with the kid.” 

As I threw open the door I saw 

that there was no need to find 

Dicky. With a face from which 
every bit of color was drained, he 
was striding toward the house, our 

boy held carefully in his arms while 
Jim stumped beside him clearing 
every obstacle out of his way. As 

lie saw my face he answered the 

question I dared not put. 
“No. he isn’t-” he balked at the 

word, "but he’s stunned. Get a doc- 
tor, quick. Where’U I put him?” 

“Harry's getting the doctor.” ! 
replied, whipping my faculties into 
action, and stamping relentlessly 
upon my fears while there was work 
to do. “Bring him right up to his 
own room. I’ll go ahead.” 

I raced up the stairs seeing that 
Mr. Underwood was at the telephone. 
Lillian called to me from Junior’s 
room. 

“I’m getting hi* own bod ready. 
That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” 

’’Oh. ves.” I gasped a* l ran into 
the room where Lillian with a cowed 
and weeping Katie assisting her was 

transforming not only the bed but 
the room into hospital quarters. I 
went into action with them, and by 
the time Dicky laid the Inert little 

> figure of our boy down upon the 
bed. everything was in readiness for 
such first aid treatment as we could 
give before the arrival of a physi- 
cian. How I longed for Katherine's 
skill and knowledge, but Mother 
Graham had insisted upon having 
her go with her to the village upon 
a shopping trip. 1 realize however 
that my mother-in-law's absence was 
a fortunate thing. She idolizes her 
grandson and her heart is weaJc. 
If she had heard Katie's wild cry the 
result might ha\e spelled tragedy. 

"Pettit will he here Inside of ten 
minutes.-* Haxry Underwood s voice, 
controlled, strengthening, came from 
the doorway. "Caught him on a call 
at Bridgehampton. That’s ihe ad- 
vantage of having small country 
telephone circuits and helpful opera- 
tors. I told Central my troubles and 
she found him for me at once." 

His voice, the Inconsequential 
words steadied me, as I guessed he 
meant them to do. And by the time 
he had finished speaking he was 

standing beside the bed. Dicky 
stepped to one ride and motioned his 
friend toward the little figure and 
Mr. Underwood bent over the bed 
wanning the boy intently. From 
somewhere I recalled the fact that 
this man had seen much ambulance 
service during the war and I felt 
vaguely comforted when, after he 
had changed the little chap’s posi- 
tion slightly, he turned to Lillian, 
took a w'et piece of cotton from her 
and lightly sponged the blood from 
a small Jagged flesh wound on 
Junior’s cheek. He did it with an 
air that subtly conveyed his convic- 
tion that the accident was not a 
serious one. and though I knew that 
he was deliberately creating the ef- 
fect for our reassurance. I found 
that my anguished suspense had 
lessened. 

There was nothing for me to do 
but wait. Mr. Underwood hail en-; 
dsavored to rouse my boy by several j 
devices, but u-ith no success, and 
then we stood watching the beloved 

I little face so white and still while 
the ten minutes which Dr. Pettit had 
mentioned lengthened themselves in-1 
to fifteen, twenty and twenty-five. ! 

Then the telephone shrilled, and 
Harry Underwood strode Into the 
hall to answer It. 

"Yes. yes." we heard. "Dr. Pettit? 
No? What's the matter with him?" 

1 CcwrliM. ms. N*»irip«r r»«*s*s 8*r*iea taa 
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Seen Along Fifth Avenue 
And have you seen the new taf-< 

feta evening wraps? They are 

I dreams to behold, with their perky 
charm. Rows and rows of ruffles. 

! stand-up Elizabethan collars, 
flounces and many skirts charac- 
terize them. They were made 
for the new mode, to go with 

I those frocks that are so long In 
I hack and so short In front and 

that look simply poisonous with 
any other sort of evening wrap. 

~ i-M-w o>_r-| -| -i ri_ri_rii u~Ln_nj~ij~Lri.i-,‘ »■— 

-1 I- 

► I have spoken before, I am 

sure, of those lovely gray evening 
frocks. Really they are too ; 
charming for words. I saw an 
adorable one the other day in 

gray and mauve. Tou can imag> 
ine how soft the combination was, 
developed In soft flowing chiffon. 

• • • 

Paris has sent us a new fad. 
Tour initials embroidered on the 
cuff of your glove. 

———1 ■" ■" — 

GOOD-NIGHT 
STORIES 

—■—By Blanche Sil 
Doris Has a Chat With Mrs, 

nTern. 
L 

H. oh, oh!** cried Doris *1 L 
•hs asw the lovely btrJ ^ 
hover over the water, tiled 

quickly plunge tato the foaming tide L 
and out again, ‘"what a lovely S<4 
GuiL Oh, I do wleh—" she began 
when a soft tinkling laugh sounded 
at her side and turning Dona sav* 
her little elfin friend. Happy Giggle^ 
sitting on a stone. "Why. Happ* 
Giggles! I didn't know you weii 
here,” and Doris rarf over to thi 
little elfin’s side. "What land of 4 
Sea Gull is that out yonder, Happj 
Giggles? 

"Sea Gull!** exclaimed tbs wee 
elfin, “I’m quite sure my little friend 
wouldn't like that If she heard yot 
call her Sea Gull." and Happy Gig* 
gles called to the lovely bird. 

She turned and dircled over to th« 
shore and nodded to the elfin and 
Doris. 

"Come right on up. Mrs. Tern,' 
laughed Happy Giggles. "This i* 
little Doris, a friend of mine. Shd 
thought you were Mrs. Sea Gull, 
This is Mrs. Tern, Doris.” 

"Mighty glad tc< meet you, Mr^ 
Tern." said Doris. "You certainl* 
are a pretty bird. Much prettier that 
Mrs. Sea Gull.'* Indeed Mrs. Ter? 
was beautiful. Her feathers were I 
pure white, except for her gloss* 
black crest. Her beak was a love!* 
orange color and her legs were jel 
black. "You see. I never get clos* 
enough to you sea birds to tell yot, 
apart." 

"Very few folks do." replied Mrg 
Tern bowing politely. "But if you'l 
just stop and watch. Mrs. Sea Gut 
sometimes floats on the wate* 
watching for her food, but I alwa\* 
hover above the water, then dig 
down after my fish, when I gee 
them.” 

"Yes, and another way to tell yo* 
i .—.-i 

“This It Mrs. Tern, Doris." 
ladles apart.” said Happy Giggles 
"Mrs. Sea Gull’s tall is square, wink 
Mrs. Tern’s tail la—” 

"Forked.” Interrupted Doris. “Well, 
I do declare, so It is. A decided for) 
as you stand there.” 

“What are you doing these days?*i 
asked Happy Giggles, "Where* 
your family?” 

"Well, Just In the making.' 
laughed Mrs. Tern. "Come on over* 
folks, and take a look at my treag 
urea.’’ Mrs. Tern skipped over th* 
sands to a little place hollowed ou\ 
In the sand, where nestled thre* 
speckled eggs. 

Mrs. Tern busily turned then 
all over with her pretty orange-cot 
ored beak, very careful not to shake 
them too much. 

"Well. I’ve never seen that don* 
before.” laughed Doris. ‘’I’ve ofte* 
watched Mother Hen turn her egg* 
over, but she almost always gets ot 
the nest, and then shuffles theif 
about under her feathers.” 

"I can't do that very successfully.) 
chirped Mrs. Tern. "I’m alwayt 
afraid of missing one, and they mm* 
be turned so as to be all wannec 
alike, or the hatching won't be verj 
successful. No. I like to turn then? 
with my beak better. I can see wha* 
I’m doing,” and she settled herselt 
down on her precious eggs an< 
yawned. "I’m mighty glad I’ve m*d 
you, Doris, so come again and dia, 
with me after my eggs hatch. Ms 
babies are the dearest little pufi 
balls you ever saw.” 

Doris promised she would corns 
back again and away she and Happ^ 
Giggles ran down the beach. 

"Another way to tell Terns from 
Gulls when you see them flying,* 
said Happy Gigglos. "Terns almost 
always fly with their beaks pointed 
downward, while Gulls, sail through 
the air. their beaks on a line with 
their bodies. See the difference,* 
pointing to several birds sailing 
through the air. 

Happy Giggles and Doris sat down 
on the beach and spent the biggest 
part of the morning watching the 
gulls and terns. 
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Words of the Wise 
Immortality will come to »uch as are 

fit for it, and he who would a great 
toul ta future aiuit be a greet tool 
*ow» —Eier»fla. 

It is this sweet home-feeling, 
this settled repose of affection 
fn the domestic scene, that is, 
after all, the parent of the 
steadiest virtues and purest en- 

joyments. —Irving. 

A thorough eonviction of the 
difference of men is the great 
thing to be assured of in social 
knowledge —Helps. 

People tom not look forvard 
to posterity who never look back- 
ward to their ancestors. 

—Burke. 

There is as much folly in 
hypocrisy as in vice. It is just 
as easy to be an honorable man 
as to seem one. —De StaeL 
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