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Smithsonian Hears of More Great Sea Serpents

W ' ASHlNQTON.—Officials of the Smithsonian institution consider the re-
ceipt of sea serpent stories merely a part of the day’B work and refuse

to be in the least excited by telegrams or letters telling of the discovery of
the marine monster. Two such re-
ports came to them recently, how-
ever. that were somewhat interesting.
One told of the finding of the re-
mains of a serpent at Indian Rocks,
on the west coast of Florida not far
from St. Petersburg. The creature
was described as fully 40 feet long,

with a huge head, and if it was not
a veritable sea serpent, the oldest
fisherman on the coast did not know
what it was. Unfortunately, no

scientist was at hand to preserve the
remains, and neither was anyone there with a camera. The other sea mon-

ster. discovered on Derniere island, Louisiana, was described as a huge fish.
“80 feet long and with an estimated weight of 90 tons —180,000 pounds—-

with the head of an elephant with ivory tusks, the snout of an alligator and
the body of a whale.” This, the officials assert, probably is the carcass of a

whale of unusual size.
Most frequently the fish which is mistaken for a sea serpent is the

thrasher shark, which grows to a length of 20 feet or more. This shark is
commonly known to fishermen in northern Atlantic waters, in the Mediter-
ranean sea and also off the coast of California as the “swingle-tailed shark,”

because of the great length of its tail. Frequently when a number of these
sharks travel together there is the appearance of an extraordinarily long fish,
and the long tails, which are used to thrash through the water, support the
belief that a sea serpent has been seen.

What America Lacks in Way of Art Education

R EALIZING that many Americans who have begun their art studies abroad
. will be compelled to continue their work in the United States because of

the European war, Dr. P. P. Claxton. commissioner of the United States bu-
reau of education, has had a report

made on the professional art schools
of this country by Miss Florence N.
Levy, editor of the American Art
Annual. In the study which Miss
Levy has made she has outlined the
history of the movement in this coun-
try and has described the system of
management of the various institu-
tions. including the academic schools,
schools of design and industrial art,

schools of architecture and of normal
art. Miss Levy is of the opinion that.
while great progress has been made in the development of many art schools
In this country, art education as a whole lacks co-ordination, that Americans
apparently have begun at the wrong end, having many schools devoted to

academic work in contrast to a few’ industrial art schools. It is believed that

much can be done by the federal, state and municipal governments in the
way of encouraging the progress of fine and industrial arts in the United
States by establishing a system of scholarships similar to the practice in a

number of European systems. There a system of small scholarships has
been developed w;hicli gradually eliminates the less talented pupils, but gives

continued and increasing support to the unusually gifted.
According to Miss Levy, the Centennial exposition in Philadelphia in

1876, stimulated a new interest in urt and art education in America. Sht
credits the Columbian exposition in Chicago in 1893, and the Louisiana Pur-
chase exposition, in 1904, as giving added impetus to the art movement in the
United States, and expresses the belief that the Panama-Pacific exposition,

in San Francisco during the coming year, will bring about a great awakening

in art on the Pacific coast.

When Adamson Appeared in New Suit of Clothes

w ILLIAMCHARLES ADAMSON, representative from Georgia for the past

16 years and chairman of the house committee on interstate and foreign

commerce, has a new suit of clothes. This announcement would not be made
but for the reason that Judge Adam-
son seemed a bit hurt the other day
when he strode in before about thirty

of his colleagues attired in the new
purchase and nobody noticed it.
Adamson has been careless of his
clothing, save that he has shown a
particular fondness for bright red
neckties and red vests, and his suit
usually fits him about as gracefully
as a shirt on a beanpole. He does
not care, so long as he is comfortable,

but so much comment had been made
on his wearing apparel, both verbal and published, that the judge, as he is
familiarly known, decided to tone up a bit. Accordingly he bought this new

suit and wandered in where the crowd was thickest, in the house lobby, to
show it off. He strutted up and down the lobby several times and finally
blurted out:

"Well, I don’t see any use in buying a new suit if nobody is going to say

anything about It.”
Whereupon conversation ceased and Adamson was "given the once over”

By about thirty pairs of eyes, and instead of compliments the remarks were,

“Where did you get It?” "How did it happen?” et cetera. He said:
"You see, they wanted to charge me sl4 for this same suit, but I thought

that was too much and so I waited until they had a marked down sale and
got it for $10.”

In summer Adamson is one of the first to don an all-white costume, in-
cluding white canvas shoes and white socks, and the suit usually has the
appearance of having been used also as pajamas at night. It Is therefore an

avent when Adamson puts on a new suit.

Right Initial Is Very Important to Congressmen

r HE alphabet makes a big difference In a congressman’s quota of leisure.
To be born under a letter coming in the last chapter of the alphabet is

just as handy for a congressman as being born under a lucky star. Here is
an example: One of the big gongs in
the house office building sounded
ominously, notifying members that
patriots over in the house chamber
were fixing to hold a roll call and that
all hands should heave ho. Repre-
sentative Allen of Ohio came scamper-
ing out of his office and headed to-

ward the nearest elevator, for inas-
much as his name comes among the
first of the A’s, he had little time to

lose. A few* doors from Allen’s place

Is the office of Representative Young

of North Dakota. "Aren't you going over to vote?'' asked Al'eu. "Oh, yes;
later on I will," replied Young, yawning. • I've got three or four dozen letters
to dictate first, and here's a couple of big reports I must read over. What's
that ”

llut Allen had hustled along.

Inasmuch as It takes about forty minutes to call the roll, Young and the

rest of the Y’a, and a lot more congressmen with lucky initials can take their

time. At the end of a two-year term in congress a man with the right sort

of an initial letter ought to gain at least seven or eight weeks of spare time

evwr bis <«a> fortunate colleagues.

The Married Life of Helen and Warren
By MABEL HERBERT URNER

Originator of "Their Married Life.” Author of "The
Journal of a Neglected Wife,” "The Woman Alone,” etc.

Warren Decides to Go to London and Helen Determines
to Accompany Him

(Copyright, 1915, by the McClure Newspaper Syndicate.)

"It means a cool three thousand! l
Think I’llturn that down?”

Helen did not answer. With tremu- !
lous fingers she was tearing at the
margin of the “Final Extra” with its !
flaring war headlines.

“There’s no risk, I tell you,” persist-
ed Warren. "London’s all right, and
I'll be back in less than a month. Now,

for heaven’s sake, cut the hysteria.

Business here is dead! I'm not mak-
ing enough to pay the office rent. If
I’ve got a chance like this —I’d be a
chump not to take it."

Helen swallowed hard at the lump
In her throat.

"Jove, I'll ha*e to hustle to meet
Griffin at 8:30,” glancing at his w’atch.
"You’d better be getting my things
together. That small steamer trunk
in the storeroom?’’

She nodded.
“Well, give me the storeroom key

and I’ll have the elevator boy bring

it up. Get me an umbrella, will you?
Drizzling when I came in.”

Helen got the key and the umbrella,
and followed him to the door. As he
took his hat from the hall rack he
stooped to kiss her with a brisk:

"Now, don’t be silly. You ought to
be deuced glad this offer came my

way. Don’t sit up for me. Griffin’s
going over the whole case tonight—-
only chance we’ll have.” And with a

cheerful "So long,” Warren stepped
into the elevator.

From the front room window Helen
gazed down at the umbrella that came
out and bobbed up the street. She
was still dazed from the announce-

ment he had made at dinner with suqh

brutal abruptness.

Mr. Griffin had today offered him
$3,000 if he would make a rush trip to

London to look after some interest in
a stock company that had become in-
volved since the war.

Helen had heard the details only
vaguely. “Sailing on the St. Paul to-
morrow’ noon,” was the part that had
seared into her mind. Warren had ta-
booed her fears. London was safe,
perfectly safe, and he would be home
in less than a month. Three thousand
and all expenses paid—it was an offer
to jump at.

A deafening thunder crash, a zig-
zagged streak of lightning—and the
rain came down in sheets. It was the
climax, as it were, to her own terrify-
ing thoughts. The curtains were

soaked before her hands, weak with
trembling, could put down the win-
dows.

Then, with her nerves still a-quiver,
she hurriefl to answer a startling ring.

What could it be? No one would call
so late!

It was the bellboy with the trunk.
"Mr. Curtis said you wanted this up

tonight.”
“Oh, yes, just—just take it in there—-

in the bedroom.”
With the lump tightening in her

throat, Helen looked down at the
trunk, which bore the labels of their
London trip two years ago. She had
been going with him then. She
thought of all the joyous preparation

for that trip!
Now he was going alone—with all

Europe at war! What might not hap-
pen? Her mind was filled with lurid
pictures of possible dangers. ‘ How
could he consider the money a com-
pensation?

Mechanically Helen unlocked the
trunk. The tray was empty. Under-
neath were two steamer rugs, a shawl
strap, a heavy trunk strap, Warren’s
traveling cap and an air pillow.

Slowly she took out the things and
scooped up the scattered mothballs.
For a long time she knelt there, the
rugs on her knee, fumbling with the
balls she had thrown into the cap.

Her breath came fast. Her hand
clenched tight over the crunching
balls. Then she started up, threw’ the
things on the bed, rushed out to the
hall and rang peremptorily for the ele-
vator. Not until the car shot up did
she take her tense finger from the but-
ton.

"There—there’s another steamer
trunk in the basement,” breathlessly,
“that Mr. Curtis forgot. We’re sail-
ing tomorrow, so I must pack tonight.
Will you bring it up at once?”

In a few moments the trunk was in j
her room. With a desperate, feverish
haste she began to pack—Warren’s
trunk first and then her own.

There was no hesitancy or uncer-
tainty in her movements. Her usual
indecision was swept away by a reso-
lute decisiveness. Her tense excite-
ment acted as a stimulant that urged
her on.

It was after twelve and she was
crowding in her tray the last few’
things when she heard his key in the
door.

“Hello, you up yet? Take this, will
you?” thrusting at her the dripping
umbrella. Then as he entered his
room: "Got the trunk packed? That’s
fine. Put in plenty of underwear?
Don’t know when I’ll get any washing
done.”

"I put in five suits,” her voice mis-
leadingly quiet; “that’s all you have
clean.”

"Ought to be enough. Phew. I’m
tired.” peeling off his coat and vest.

As he threw them on a chair hla
i glance fell on Helen's packed trunk,
| which stood conspicuously by the open
door of her room.

"Why, what’s all this?” gazing at it
j with a puzzled frown. "What the
devil—”

"I’m all packed except a few things
I’ll need in the morning.”

"You’re packed! What in thunder —

Are you crazy?”

"No, dear, but I would be if I'd
let you go on this trip alone,” wrap-

ping her hand mirror in an underskirt
and putting it in the tray.

For a moment he stared at her, then
turned away with a sneering:

“Don’t be a fool! Cut that stage
acting and help pack my suit case.”

"It’s already packed. Do you want
to take that gray sweater? I left it
there on the chair,” deftly fitting in
her bedroom slippers.

"See here, well settle this right
now! I’ve got enough to put up with
without any new capers from you. ’

Helen rose from the trunk and
turned to him with a fierce intensity.

"Warren, I’m going! I’ve thought it
all out. You’ve a stateroom alone —

you can easily get another passage.

But if you won’t do that—l shall go

anyway. I’ve enough money of my
own.”

"Have you gone stark, staring
mad?” bellowed Warren.

"There's no use roaring at ine. This
time it won’t help. I’m going on the
St. Paul tomorrow’—if 1 have to go

steerage. Dear,” she laid a pleading
hand on his arm, "I’venever felt about
anything as I do about this. I’m des-

perate—can't you see that? 1 can en-

dure anything but the thought of youx

taking this trip alone.”
Warren looked at her in astonish-

ment. It was a phase of her charac-
ter he had never seen.

In the mildest and meekest woman
there is always the possibility of a

desperation, an emotional recklessness
that may never be aroused. Tonight
it had been aroused in Helen. What-
ever she might feel tomorrow, tonight
she had this reckless courage that
knew no fear. She could have hurled
herself from the window without a
tremor.

> went alone he might

never return, he might in some way
become involved in the war—it was

this thought that impelled her.
With a muttered oath Warren strode

into the library and began sorting over
some papers he was to take with him.
He did not speak or even glance
toward Helen again. The papers
packed, still in a glowering silence he
took his bath and threw himself heav-
ily into bed.

When Helen crept in beside him,
she pressed a wistful, caressing cheek
against his shoulder as he lay with
his back toward her. But he shook
her off with a savage:

“Let me alone, will you?”
With a sigh she turned away. For

hours she lay watching the white cur-
tain as it fluttered out in the faint
light from the street.

There is nothing so intimidating, so
fatal to self-confidence, as a sleepless
night, and gradually Helen felt her
courage weakening. Her plans so
boldly conceived now seemed impos-
sible.

Yet for Warren to go alone —to take
the risks she felt he would take if she
were not with him! She turned and
threw her arms about him with a pro-

tective tenderness, softly kissing his
hair and neck and shoulder until he
stirred uneasily in his sleep.

It was dawn before Helen’s tortur-

ing thoughts grew confused.
A street in a foreign city crowded with
a riotous mob. Was it London? Sol-
diers with glittering bayonets were
shouting at something overhead —an

aeroplane. The man leaning out of
it was—Warren. The soldiers took
aim—a crash the machine shot
down —

"See here, it’s almost seven.” War-
ren w-as standing by ti»e bed in his
bathrobe. “If we sail at noon—you
can’t lie there all day.”

Dazed, bewildered, Helen gazed up

at him. The sound of his words was
still in the air, "If we sail at noon—”

j Then her mind cleared.
“Warren!” She drew him down to

the bed beßide her. "You said ‘we.’
You mean—you are—”

"Huh, from the way you ranted last
night—l haven’t much choice.”

"Oh, you have—you have,” as she
clung to him. "I was desperate last
night—but I couldn't have carried it
through. But, oh, to have you take me
willingly!” The words ended in an
ecstatic sob.

"Well, I’ve mulled it over. It’ll be
about as cheap to take you as to be
cabling back every hour. Now* hustle—-
you’ll have to move fast!”

And, dodging Helen’s clinging arms,
next moment Warren was whistling in
his bath.

No Poetry in That.
"Don’t you think there is a lot of

poetry in the mere mention of the
voices of the night?"

"Hardly, If the voice Is the baby's,
with the colla.”
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