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Nation’s

Celebrities Gathered at

ASHINGTON.—Washington is stealing Broadway's thunder.

Washington

Time wus

when your eountry cousin went to New York and strolled np and down

Broadway when he wanted to see the nation’s celebrities,

to Washington. Strolling through the
corridors of Washington's hotels in
the course of a day, one wonders if
there are any celebrities left in New
hero  worshipers must
have to confine thelr worshiping to the
movie stars and chorus girls, because
pll of the literary and art high-lights
seem to be in Washington.

Newspaper men of note have
taken up their permanent headquar-
ters in the national eapital. The
fourth estate is represented here by

the eream of the nation’s Journalists, and luncl time at the Press club appears |

like a congress of famous journallsts

Famous artists, ranging from “Tad,
pewspaper readers throughout the country, to Henry Reuterdahl,

Now he has come

THATS

gathered to debate ways amd means.

" who draws comies for the delight of

whose |

marine palntings are welcomed in any salon, roam the streets of Washing- |

ton.

The paragrapbers have had their fling at fun in the senate and depart- i
ments. Don Marquis has brought his “archie” here, while “F. P. A." has |
worried the mailman with his great number of contributions which go to

make up “The Conning Tower.”

The sporting men are not altogether missing.

of the Nutional league, has come here, and scores of other men in the
spotlight of sport come and go, most of them coming here to join the aviation
corps, which is regarded as the sporting war game.

All of these are the “foreign celebrities.”

ton’s own celebrities. It is a busy day for the “hero worshiper” who comes
to town these days, and there are lots of sprained and strained necks when

the passengers board the trains at the

Unlon station.

Find Relief From Strenuous Work in Sports

MERICA'S administrative officials have to play. They could not stand the |
gtrain of the onerous task of war-making if they did not. All of them have |
thelr hobby.

President Wilson is a golfer of no mean abflity. He has never

played to any great extent in publie,
but those who know his game elaim it
is “corking good.™

Secretary Lane golfs a little, but
he gets most of his exercise out of
the morning setting-up exefcises
which Walter Camp conducts three or
four days a wegk for high officials.

Postmaster General Burleson likes
to do some fishing,. Week-ends, when
it
stream in the Blue Rldge mountains
or to Chesapeake bay and gathers in

the “finny tribe.” Newton Baker may be secretary of war, but he is strong
for the water. Coming from the fnland he Is perhaps the greatest mariner in
the eabinet. Secretary Baker finds great delight in going down the Potomac |
river in the Mayflower or the Sylph, and he takes a river trip whenever he |
finds himself going just a little bit stale.

Secretary of the Treasury MecAdoo gets away from Washington when he

begins to tire.
long walks into the country.

In the Pennsylvania mountains, with his family, he takes

Of the senators and congressmen there are a score or more of real golf
enthusiasts and they can be found almost any afternoon at one of the

and riding.

' Washington country clubs. Many of the Western legislators go in for driving

Every official has some form of diversion which he finds time to practice.
There need be no fear that the members of this administration will go stale,
for they have recognized the value of recreation In times when the burden

of war is heavy upon them.

Chemists and Scientists Do Work in Secret
“[DDEN behind a clump of trees in the outskirts of the city, Washington

has a house of mystery. It is officially recognized and officially protected.
Within the walls of this mysterious house no stranger ever peeps. It is the

United States bureau of standards.

On the edge of the wood there has
been erected the greatest war labora-
tory in the world—the bureau of
standards, Within this building there
are scores of chemists and scientists
working day and night upon inventions
to aid America and the allies in the
conduct of the war. The most eminent
of America’s sclentists have been gath-
ered for work there.

No one is allowed to enter the
buildings until he has

No outsider knows what goes on

Ameriean engineers at work there now,

just completing an airplane engine which will make the American airplane
the strongest and swiftest that ever entered Into battle. Rumor has it that
these engineers locked themselves up for a week to design the engine. Offi-
cfally no one even knew the engineers were at work there.

Naval and marine consiructors and Inventors are quartered there. What
they are doing no one knows, even though everyone belleves they are strug-
gling with a device which may stop the ravages of the German U-boats.

Munition experts work there. Perhaps some great and powerful explosive

will be the result of their labors.

The bureau of standards is situated far enough away from the town, so

that most people forget its existence.
Washington. What will come out of this “House of Mystery” no one knows. |

It is the most mysterious place in

Perhaps one day the Instrument which will end the war may be built behind

those walls.

Mementos of Admiral Farragut Placed in Museum

| N THESE stirring times when every American citizen is a potentlal national
hero, special interest attaches to any memento of the heroes and patriots
of our past wars. Some

striking objects commemorative of the life and

services of one of the most romantic
figures among the list of
Admiral

THE

John K. Tener, president |

| about to travel the most beautiful wa-

| Beckley writes in the New York Mall

is possible, he slips away to a |

| ships that had almost taken root at

| Stevens Point, where the Institute Is,

W

There are, of course, Washing- |

| And Florida
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Palisades of

HEN yon do the seemingly |
commonplace thing of buy-|
ing a ticket for a sall up|
the Hudson, you are em-
barking on no commonplace thing at
all. For rest assured of this: Youare

terway in all the civilized world, Zoe

There are mighty rivers in Africa,
they say, that take the breath away
for sheer solitnry grandeur. And the
Amazon, with vast and sinister forests.
streams, mystic and
weird. Virginians point with pride tn’I
the broad Potomac with its fine es- |
tates and quiet reaches.

Come with me, will you, for g little
voyage from Desbrosses street to Al-
bany? And from the economical vant-
age point of a £2, nine-hour trip, let us |
see some of the things that make this
“Empire” river so lopdly—and so hu-!
man.

At the left hami, ux we start north, |
are the Hoboken docks, not pretty per- |
haps, but touched with interest be- |
eanse of the huge internmed G.ﬂrman!

their plers.

The sweet green promontory of
| sticks out defiantly from between ter-
minals and wurehouses that try to |
choke it. Yet the castlelike home-
stead of the Stevens family manages
to keep Its look of aristrocratic sereni-
ty, despite the crowdings of commer-
cialism,

At Weehawken, where trolley cars
pow zigzag so nimbly up the heights,
s’ the spot—#hen a picturesque and
grassy ledge; now merely “opposite
West Forty-second street”—where
Hamilton and Burr met on the “feld
of hooor” in 1804,

The boat goes ‘so fast that in a
minute it seems we are passing River-
gide drive, which some day will be
conceded the loveliest street in the
world.

Now we pass the district of cliff
dwellers—thousands of tall houses ris-
ing out of the trees, as it seems, from
the river. To me these apartment
houses, each one homing more fami-
lies than some small villages, are a
featore of thrills and beauty.

Cliffs Little Changed.

The real, unspoiled loveliness of the
river begins here, where the still rural
looking Fort Washington polnt reaches
out toward the magnificent rise of the
Palisades at Fort Lee. g

Barring the few homes that now
peep out through the trees at the top
of these G00-foot eliffs, there is not
such a precious lot of difference be-
tween how they look today and how
they looked when George Washington
and his staff watched from them the
destruction of Fort Washington on the
eastern heights nearly a century and

| through the heart of Jersey.

2 half ago and lined out a retreat

The appeal of the Palisades is
fresher each time you sail past them.
| As the steamer purrs along, you need
| only narrow your eves a little to shut
out things close at hand, and pretend
it is 1609, and that you see Indlans ly-
ing prone upon the flat rocks high
above the river, watching Hendrick
Hudson beating northward in his tiny
caravel.

Since the Palisades have become
part of the state park, New Yorkers
are getting better acquainted with
them. Bw wntil lately hardly one per-
son in a thousand knew the wooded
wonders of this 16-mile strip, its pri-
meval ravines, its streams and forests,
its wildflowers and the fair fields that
sweep back from the little old hamlets
at the top.

River

the Hudson.

Artists hunted them out, and a few
hardy eajnpers explored the wilderness
they found. But to this day there is

more untogched ground along these |
Palisades for New Yorkers to play in
than in any other territory within a |

hundred miies,

Under the shaft-like walls, and close |
to the rim of the river, between Fort |

Lee and Plermont, is & row of tiny
white rents with boats drawn ap. gaily
painted canoes and lirtle =ailboats,

Bare-legged kiddies run out hoping | |3

for “waves'" us our steamer passes,
and the campers wave amd halloo.
On the right, the end of Manhuttan

island 18 marked by n high rise of |

wobded land and that famous creek in
which was lost the intrepid Dutchman

who tried to swim it “in spayt den
duyvel” to warn the farmers ap coun- | §
try that the PBritish had landed on | |

Manhattan isle.

Notwithstanding the squealing rail- |
roads that mow trestle it where It |

|
|

§ ROADS REDUCE LIVING COST

B | Make for Prosperity More Than Any

Other National Undertaking, Says
Alaskan Engineer.

“Good roads, more than any other
national undertaking, make for the
prosperity, happiness and contentment
of the people,” declared Col. W. P.
Itichardson. engineer In charge of high-
ways in Alaska. *“This is partienlurly
evident at this time, when in every
large city there Is protest against the
high prices of food. In my judgment,
good romds, more than any other |
agency, will help to solve permanent- |
| ly the high eost of living. Transporta-

tlon, of course, is at the foundation |

of prices, Tt is truthfnlly said that |
where there is inndequate transporta-
tion food prices mount high. We know
that in cities prices are greatly in ex-
cess of those in rural districts and it |

Is all o matter of transportation and |

distribution. If we have good roads, I

we can get our products to market. If |

joins the Hupdson, Spuyten Duyvel still | §

kdeeps a good deal the look of a pretty
country.
Just north of Spuyten Duyvel is a

mountalpecte, which used to be culled |

Tibbet's hill and had a fortification,
now replaced by the tall shaft of the
Hendriek Huodson mooument.

| was attacked at this peint by Indians.

Before the Majestic Palisades.

The lovely wooded hillsides we now
pass on the east bank are where the
rich men «of Riverdale have their
homes and where the picturesque con-
vent of Mount Bt. Vincent peeps out
from the trpes

If the day is clear you can glimpse a
large castlellke house which was built
by Edwin Forrest, famous tragedian
of a generation ago. It now forms
purt of the convent, and is headquar-
ters for the American branch of the
Sisters of €harity of St. Vincent.

The Palisundes new grow more and
more majestic, and the east bank eof
the river is cool-looking and clad with
trees through which the houses in the
suburhs of Yonkers begin to peep.

If you were tired and hot at the be-
ginning of the trip. you are rested by
this time despite yourself. There is
something, in the very width of the
Hudson and the calm of the great
cliffs to the west and the vast sweep
of water as, far ahead, it swells Into
the Tappan Zee, that blurs remem-
brance of city cares and makes body
and mind relax,

The boat puts in at Yookers and
gives you a chance to see a suburb
that is a thriving city. You learn that
this old Dutech town, only 17 miles
from the battery, has 90,000 popuia-
tion and iz full of lively business in-
terests.

On the Hudson's west bank nestles
the quaint, neat landing of Alpine,
beginning at the river's brim and
straggling up the precipitous wooded
hili. You can almost smell the damp
greenness of the forest, quiet and ealm
on the weekday, but abloom with pic-
nle parties every Sunday from early
morning till way past dark.

For this is all state park property
now, free to the people and protected
from gquarrymen. You can't quite see
the village proper from the river, for

‘rom the brink, a sweet, rustic hamlet,
as remote from the world as though it
were indeed an Alpine community.

Perched on the green brow of the
Palisades at this point are some lovely
houses, and twe or three artists’ stu-
dios clinging to the woodsy walls fur-
ther down.

North of Yonkers and Alpine the
country is more beautiful with every
mile,

Whao Invented Ice Cream?

eiily
l;!

EE
ié ;
g ¥
1
T 0

8
&

!
?
:

It

|
]
:

i
|

i
|

tain locality in the Mediterranean sea,
and by metodlous song turned
heads of mariners and lured
their destruction. Hence, by a
of speech, the turn has come to be a
plied to bewitching females who
men by their musical voices and
nating ways.
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How About Other Senses?

stated Prof. Fate, “that he can rise
in the middle of the darkest night
that ever was, unerringly find his way

W
i '

The |
story goes that the little Half Moon |

it is at the top of the cliff, a bit back -

Good Road Over Rocky Mountains.

| we haven't, we cannot. Products on
| the farm are worth nothing if they
|, ecannot find a market. I am convineed
| that the most important governmental
| work is in the improvement of the |
| ronds. In this day of motor trucks
it is much easler to haul products to
the clties or to railroad terminals than
it was a few years ago, but we must
have good roads to do it. There is not
the slightest doubt that good roads
many times over pay for themselves.
They are a fundamental economic ne-
| cessity.

“The Initial outlay in the bullding of
good roads may seem large, but it is
small in comparison with the benefits
that accrue. In Alaska we have ap-
proximately 900 miles of Improved
roads, varying from the ordinary coun-
try dirt road to the best kind of ma-
eadam. In Nome there is a stretch
of road over which in the summer
time thousands of tons of products are
haunled.”

'POOR ROADS ARE EXPENSIVE

Mistaken Idea That Improved High-
ways Are Solely for Benefit of
Owners.

Poor roads are very expensive things
for country communities. The farmer
who thinks that Improved highways
are malnly for the benefit of those who
drive automobiles should reflect on
the results of a recent investigation by
the department of agriculture, which
finds that the cost of hauling farm
produce over ordinary country roads
is 23 cents a ton mile, whereas over
hard-surfaced roads it is only 13 cents.
—TYouth’s Companion.

OPERATION OF A ROAD DRAG

Use Pokiest, Laziest Kind of Team
and Let Them Have Their Own
Time—Just Keep Moving.

Do not wait for anything; build a
drag and get out onto the road.

Drive very slowly. Use the poklest,
laziest team you own, and give them
their time. Just so they keep moving
they will be going swiftly enough.
After you have used the drag a year,
end have learned when to drive rap-
idly and when to drive slowly, you can
earry a whip-or drive a mettlesome

| wait N

The Married Life of

Helen and Warren

By MABEL
HERBERT URNER

Originator of "Their Married
Life." Author of “The Jour-
nal of a Neglected Wife,” *The
Woman Alone,” Etc.

HELEN'S EFFORTS TO SAVE A
MOST DISASTROUSLY

CLEANER'S BILL RESULT

(Copyright, 1817,

[ am go-

loilles,” grun
bledd Dora, who
never took an or-
der without some
ob jection

“Well, they ean
w, don't strike any
t me that blz pan you use for the
starch.”

Mabel Herbert L roes

LET!

In the bathroom Helen emptied the
whole half gallon of gasoline into the
starch pan and dipped into [t her chif-
fon wuist.

The filmy material wilted down as
it sonked up the fluid. Her hands in

| rubber gloves, she swished It around,

held it up to drain, and pinned it to
the shade before the open window,

After dipping a lace collar and the
net yoke and sleeves of her gray taf-
| feta, the pgasoline was still  elear
enough for something else. While -‘Ih-:
| was at it, she wounld eclean those pink |
sutin slippers.

Even with the open window, the |

stupefying fumes were now sickening
Iy strong. Hastily, with held breath,

| she immersed the slippers, brushing
| them with a soft nailbrush.

The soiled gasoline she always
saved to use ggain after it had cleared
by standing, but now, too dizzy to
pour it back into the small-mouthed
hottle, she emptied it out into the
washbasin. Then, escaping from the
buthroom, she closed the door on rhe
stifling fumes,

“Here, Dora,” as she took the starch
pan out to the kitchen, *wash this out

| well, This gasoline bottle’s empty
I'll put it here on the lower shelf. Be
eareful not to use it for anything else.”

When, a lttle later, she went back
ta the bathroom, the waist, except for

the thicker parts around the neck and
sleeves, was almost dry. It was bean-
tifully white. Had she sent It to the
eleaners. they would have charged §2
and done it no better,

It was now after three, and she was
anxious for the things te dry quickly
so there wonld be no traces of oder
when Warren enme home.

He had repeatedly forbidden her to |
use¢ gasoline, insisting that he would
pay any amount of cleaners’ bills rath-
er than have her take chances with
this Inflammable fluid.

The dress on the towel rack she re-
arranged so the air could get to the
yoke and sleeves, but the slippers on
the stone ledge outside the window
were still quite wet.

She had just examined one and set
it back when a lighted elgar butt,
tossed from a window above, fell
straight into the pink satin toe.

A sizzling flash and the gasoline- |
soaked slipper was aflame. For a sec- |
ond Helen stood petrified, Then, jerk- |
ing up a long-handled bath brush, she |
thrust it off the ledge. But it was too
late! The blaze had leaped to the
thin lace walst,

Sereaming for Dora, she hurled the
walst into the batlr tub and turned on
the water. But now the dress had
caught and the flames were leaping up
the tiled wall.

Dora, bursting open the door, stared
panie-stricken, them rushed back
shrieking: “Fire! Fire!”

The water, now fllling the tub, ex-
tinguished the walst; but the dress,
which hung on the towel rack. was
still ablaze. Frantically Helen tried to
poke it down into the tub with the
long-handled brush. Then, reaching
over to turn on the shower, the flames
eaught the lace of her kimone sleeve,
saturnted with the gasoline fumes.

She might easily have smothered it
with the heavy bath mat, but now,
paralyzed with terror, she ran wildly
ont, too frightened even to scream.
Blindly she dashed through the hall
door that Dora had left open.

After that everything was a dazed
blur. The dranghty elevator shaft
tanned the flaming sleeve as she flew
stumblingly down the encircling stair-
way, Excited volces, rushing feet and |
Dora's still piercing shrieks of “Fire!"

Someone caught her. Something |

heavy was thrown about her. 'l‘hei
rest blurred into oblivion. |
- . - L] - - - 1

“Pve sent for her husband,” it was
a woman's volee, lowered to a discreet
whisper.

“She'll soon be all right” a man's
volce, deep and restful.

For several moments after the con-
ousness of the volces, Helen, still
clinging to the sheltering darkness,
kept her eyes closed.

A sharp pain In her shoulder. Some-
one was bandaging her arm. Then she
realized that the man bending over her
was Doctor Marden, whose office was
on the first floor.

“You're all right now,” reassuringly,
as he met her bewlldered gaze. “Drink
a little of this” raising her head to
the glass. £
Dropping back om the plliow, she
w Dora and Mr. Thompson, thelr
superintendent, at the foot of the bed.
Standing just back of the doctor was
who had an apartment on

g

vonld have done.

time looked up at Warren.

strangely white and haggard. | ¥
“Oh” faintly, “they frightened you
| when they 'phoned.™ |

| don’t need me now, Mr. Cyrtis, but i |

| ty good job of that.”

1TSS

by the McClure Newspaper Syndicate )

A< thongh t Ioeat o confased
! her hand
vod-ehill-

Then a
Tened hin-

whed,” com-
feurs,
nsoline s
that* bandage

sn't ot

divining her
off ry ey
o~ st ‘]-AI. I MR
too tight?”

A siam of the

mitter door

Though

¢ was to <he kmew It
rren who b into the room.
next second he was koeellng
y [IT The vague dread of his
stern reprebenston fell from her as she
It his encircling arms
all right, Mr. Curtis,,” the doe-
tor's  yoiee was  quietly  reassuring.
‘Only a slight hurn under the arm.”
‘How did it happen?” huskily.
‘Cleaning some in gasoline.”™
“Gusoline ' groaned Worren
“y they will nse it. Your wife

the

hall—waorst thing :h;
If Mrs. Tteed hadp

thrown a rug abont her it might have
heen serious. Everybody else seemed
paralyzed.”

Mrs. Reed! So she owed her rescue
"t Mrs. Reed! The words throbbed In

the blurred blackness before Helen's

closed eyes,’

With awkward, unsteady fngers
Wirren was smoothing back the singed © :
hair |

“She's suffering n litle from shoeks | |
I'll leave some quieting powders I = |
cnse she enn't sleep. You can give |
her one nine and repeat in an hour = |
if ne v, TI eall in the morning @ |
to dress the arm.” &

Helen for the fivst 1
He was

The dector gone

“That's nll right—don’t think of mes
Does your arm hurt?" still smoothing
the erisp, roughened hair. |

Her head moved In denial, not wanls
ing to admit the pain.

Mrs., Reed, who had been waiting in
the other room, eame to the door. “You

s

vou should later—just ‘phone down =

“I won't attempt to thank you. !
Reed.” Warren rose from the side of &
the bed. “There are some things yo

can—" c o
“Oh, please don’t speak of It u 8B
very glad T was able to do
We had almost the same accident if §
our family—I suppose that's why |
thought of the rog.” :
He was following her to the ¢
Their low murmured voices came
the hall. i1
Helen's turmoiled thoughts were |
hearsing the tragedy. The bathroom
What damage had been done? She has
visions of a heavy repair th
tiled walls and porcelain tub
hy the flames. ¥
Warren was again by the bed, b
she dld not look up. Just then
seemed easier to lie there
closed eyes. Now that they were
she was struggling against a b
desire to burst inte t
yearned yet dreaded for him to e
fort her.
There was a long silence, He
holding her hand, stroking slowly ¢
unbandaged arm. From the !
eame the rhythmic clatter of -
and the receding rumbling of
“Well, Kitten, how about the gast
line? Is one lesson goilng fto B
enough -
Helen nodded, biting her lips |
steadiness. Another silence. Then 8
asked. quiveringly:
“Dear, the bathroom !
Injure the walls or celling?’
“Haven't looked." briefly. *“¥i
all right—that's all that counts.
damage is dirt cheap If it'll make yo
leave that infernal stuff alome”™ .
“0Oh, I'll never use it again" ¢ y
back a sob. “T'll never even have '}
in the house.” ; :
“All right, Kitten, I won't rub it §
A joit like this is pretty tough on bof
of us." Then, with relieving !
“Well, you won't have te frizs
hair for a while. You've made a

A Reasonable Supposition.
The farmer alleged a freight tra
of the defendant company had hit ou
of his mules. “Now, Mr. Jones"™ m
the attorney for the corporation to th
aggrieved party, who occupied the wi
ness stand, “will you kindly tell th
court whether or not your mule wa
on the track, the property of the
fendant, when hit by the fnm
wWell, sir,” replied Mr. Jones, “T
witness the occurrence, but I
things must have been about as

Mscon Telegraph. r

Aid in Threading Needle.
If you are troubled to )
needle take a white envelope, stick th
needle through, draw it until
is visible and you will
needle like magic; the white surfaee «
the paper sets the eye into rellef
it were maguified. An
better than paper, as it holds
needle more securely.




