This quintette of youthful Amerlean voeal students won the annual prizes of the Ameriean Conservatoire of Paris,
at Fontainebleau, having sung there in the pretty little royal theater built at the order of Marie Antoinette. Left to
right—Miss Hilda Grace Berkey of Pittsburgh, Pa., first honorable mention in opera comigue for singing the “letter
seene” from “Werther”; Miss Vivian Hiles of Mason City, Iowa, second prize in opera for singlng an arvla from “Faust”;
Miss Gertrude Courtney of Spartanburg, N. €., first prize in opera for singing an aria from the “Damnation of Faust”;
Mrs. Tess Davidson of Sioux City, Iowa, first opera comique prize for singing an arla from “Manon”; and Mrs. Ruchel
Morton-Harris of New York, first brize in this class for singing an aria from “Herodiade.”

Fire Torpedoes
From Seaplanes

Newest Development in Navy Air
Service Proves Success in
Series of Tests.

STIRS UP TACTICAL OFFICERS

In Experiments at Hampton Roads a
Hit Amidships Was Scored by Mis-
gile Fired at an Angle
of 90 Degrees.
Washington.—The newest develop-
ment of the navy alr service, the fir-
ing of torpedoes from seaplunes, the
success of which has just been demon-
strated In a series of remarkable tests
off the Virginia capes, with the dread-
nauglit Arkansas gs a target, is caus-
ing no end of concern among the tac-
tieal officers aboard these monster

fighting ships.

While the fleet officers are consid-
ering methods of defense against such
torpedo attacks, which admittedly pre-

© gents many obstacles, work In periect-
ing offensive toctles 1s going ahead
at the naval alr station at the Hamp-
ton Roads navul base. The tests just
completed have been valuable not to
the flyers alone, but to those officers
whese duty it is to keep In action
what they believe probably always
will be the backbone of naval warfare,
the battleship.

The success of firing torpedoes from
seaplanes admittedly has brought the
science of naval warfare into a new
phase, with the result that, while bat-
tleships will continue to be essential
to supremaecy at sea, that fighting
force which is superior in the air will
be dominant. It is the problem now
of Admiral Jones and other high
officers of the fleet, who control naval
avintion as well as surface craft, to
co-ordinate the two for the best re-
sults.

The development of firing torpedoes
from aireraft has been the work of a
yvear and a half, largely in the hands
of Lieut., H. T. Bartlett, and it has
been conducted at wvarious stations
along the Atlantic coast, Hampton
Roads, Yorktown, Pensacola and New-
port. One of the problems has been
the perfection of a launching gew: so
that the torpedo, carried under the
seaplane, may be let go at the proper
time; another has been the manufac-
ture of a torpedo which when dropped
into the water at from twenty to fifty
feet will withstand the jar, recover It-
gelf and funection properly; still an-
other has been the training of pilots
and the working out of tacties for
attack,

The tests just completed with the
battleship Arkansas as the target
showed that these obstacles have been
overcome to a large extent, although
it must be sald that this kind of tor-
pedo firing is as yet not fully devel-
oped. The tests have demonstrated
that there are many things yet to
overcome—for Instance, the mnecessity
for a better type of seaplane, to pro-
vide greater speed und endurance; a
longer range for firing forpedoes, so
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No Seat Large Enough
for 216-Pound Pupil

The regret of Walter Winkley
of Little Roek, Ark., over re
opening of school was turned to
joy when he found he would
have a couple of days of fishing
und swimming until a speecial
chalr could be constructed for
him. Walter is sixteen years
old and welghs 216 pounds, T.
(. Abbott, school superintend-
ent, tried to find the new puplil
n seat, but all were too small,
and an effort to fit Walter in
sidewise was likewise unsucecess-
ful, 80 a ehair was ordered built
to fit Walter.
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that It will not be essential that the
seaplane get dangerously near the tar-
get, and a still greater problem, that
of dropping a torpedo from a distance
higher than forty or fifty feet from
the surface of the water. These weulk-
nesses are recognized, and the airmen
are trying to overcome them.

Flew Ninety Miles to Rendezvous,

In the attack on the Arkansas the
geaplanes carrying torpedoes flew
from the naval base at Hampton
Roads, a distance of 90 miles, to the
gcene of the operations: The tor-
pedoes were slung under the “sea-
planes, each seaplune carrying cne,
The Arkansas, accompanied by ftwo
other battleships, the Wyoming and
the North Dakota, were under way,
steaming at 17 knots an hour,

The problem for the seaplanes was
to get to the target, lgunch the torpe-
does to register hits and get away
again, The comparative success of
this .was demonstrated in the tally,
which showed that of seventeen for-
pedoes launched nine hit the farzet;
The ‘Arkansas was able to dodga threa
of the torpedoes by quick manenver-
ing, although one of these went on
and, by accident, hit the North Da-
kota.

The torpedoes, of course, were dum-
mies, but in every other way except as
to explosive charge they were of the
navy standard type, weighing about
1,600 pounds,

The planes, from an altitude of
about 2,000 feet, swooped down to
within 40 feet of the water and when
about 1,000 yards from the target let
go the torpedoes. It was easy eneugh,
from the Dbridge of the Arkansas, to
see these drop. WWhen they were let
go the planes would get up again and
duck out of the wuy, turning off and
making for the base.

The torpedo would land in the water
with a great splash and then go out
of sight. It required a minute and a
half or two minutes for the torpedo
to recover Itself in the water and then
make for the target., Ifs course was
easily discernible, as it traveled be-
neath the water at a depth of 18 feef.
It left a rippling wake as it made its
way nearer and nearer.

Nine Torpedoes Found Target.

Observers, stationed all over the
battleship, reported by telephone to
the bridge, where the navigator shifted
the position of the vessel, sometimes
ir time to dodge the torpedo. In spite
of thls, however, nine of the torpedoes
hit, regarded generally as & remark-
ably high score,

Of course the conditions of the test
were largely In favor of the seaplanes.
The weather was Ideal and there was
no opposition, excepting, of course, the
ability of the battleship to dodge the
oncoming torpedoes. In battle, natu-
rally, the seaplanes would have had a
far less enasy time. But conditions on
both sides would have been reverged.

The operations conducted with the
Arkansas as the center of attack
demonstrated what is regarded among
navy officers as highly important—
that the torpedo attack and the neces-
sary maneuvering to avold such an
onslanght threw the battleship forma-
tlon into such confusion as to de-
stroy the firing program. Rapid
maneuvering wias necessary to avoid
the torpedoes, with the result that the
gunsg were swinging baeck and forth
to an extent where a firing program
could have been carried out only with
the utmost difficulty, part of the time
not at all.

Rear Admiral W, A, Moflitt, <hief of
the bureau of naval aeronautics, who
observed the operations from the
bridge of the Arkansas, a battleship
abeard which he was at one time the
executive officer, commented on the
confusion caused by the torpedo at-
tack. He regarded this as one of the
essential results of the maneuvers.

New to the Service.

An interesting detail of the whole
performance was the firing of a tor-
pedo at an angle of 90 degrees, dis-

tinctly new in the service, In the pre-

liminary part of the attack the alr-
planes, in order to let go their tor-
pedoes, headed straight for the battle
ship, coming as close as 800 yards, In
spite of the large number of alrplunes
hovering about, It was easy enough to
tell which was about to fire a torpedos
so that the dodging by the ship was
simplified. '

But all this caleulation was upset
when one of the seaplanes swooped
down in a directlon opposite to that
In which the battleship was traveling.
Nobody thought that the plane ex-
pected to launch a torpedo, but it did
that very thing, sending it oif at an
angle of 90 degrees.

Within two minites the torpedo had
recovered itself and was turning ab
right angles, making directly for the
battleship.
around to escape the hit, which' was
amidships, op the port side, a blow
sufficient, had the torpedo been loaded
with explosives, to have sent the bat-
tleship to the bottom.

Altered Views of Officers.

The natural tendency -of some of-
ficers aboard the fleet to belittle ale-
craft as an essential agency in the
future has been echanged materially
by the tests with the Arkansas. The
tendency existed, even after the bamb-
ing tests of a year ago, whichistic-
ceeded In the destruction of the tfen
one-time German warships turned pver,
fo the United States under thie tew
of the armistice, The feeling then was'
that bombs would be effective only.

properly placed, under the most favor= s

able conditions, and then in engage-'|
ments which were not far from land

Protective decks might easily be
constructed, it generally was bheld,
which would make it almost impossi-
hle to destroy a battleship, With limi-
tatlions, this Is true, but the torpedo
has changed the situation materially.
Nobody knows better than the navy
the effectiveness of terpedoes.

In furtherance of the torpedo firlng
the naval alr service has drawn up
plans for a new type of seaplane, ty be
called the Davis-Douglas plane. This
will have greater ecruising radius and
greater lifting abillty, overcoming sevs
eral of the disadvantages now recogs
nized with the Inadequate type of ship
now used. In the tests just held the
seaplanes did not go above 1,000 feet,
whereas In actual operation they
might be called upon to go to 10,000 or
even more, that safety might be as-
gured—Donald Macgregor in the New
York Herald.

MOST PERFECT OF BACKS

It was too late to swing|
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With Philip Holt and Helen Carew
the course of true love was running
altogether too smoothly—there was
not a ripple on the surface, not a
shadow In the depths, They were
deeply enamored of each other, her
parents were pleased with the match,
Philip had a good position, money of
his own and expectations from his
great aunt, an aged spinster, one
Catherine Geoghan, In short, the con-
ditions were abnormal.

Any one at all weatherwlise will tell
you that there are sometimes days
s0 superlatively beantiful that a se-
vereg storm may be looked for in the
near future. Such days are called
weather-breeders. One day Philip,
who was calling upon Helen—he spent
a good share of his time now at that
occupation—said suddenly: “There! I
forgot to write to Aunt Kate today.
This was my day for writing her; but
my head is so full of you that I forgot
everything else, you dear girll”

“Sit right down there at my desk
and write her now,” replled Helen.
“I'll play you some of that Harrigan
and Hart musle you like 50 well while
you write"

A word about thls rich Aunt Kate,
A part of her time she spent on a
farm she owned In New Hampshire
and a part of her time in New York.
Exeept that she was a rather eccen-
tric body thls was about all that
Philip had told concerning her. Kate
had never seen her; but they were to
visit her on thelr wedding tour.

Helen seated herself at the plano
and began those alrs once so popular;
presently breaking into song with
“Love, bring out your orange blos-
soms, put on your snow-white wvell,”
from “Cordella’s Aspirations.” There
was In the living room one of those
dinky little writing desks which wom-
en adore and men execrate. Philip
seated himself at it and wrote. He
had completed his letter, put it In the
envelope, sealed It and directed 1t when,
g0 awkward was he In handling
Helen’s foollsh little Ivory-handied
pen, a great glob of Ink dropped on

the rulned envelope, crumpled it up
and threw It into the beribboned little
‘wastebasket by the slde of the desk,
substituted another envelope, directed
it, pressed It on the blotting pad,
sealed the letter and put it In his
poclket.
“There, that's done! Now come and
¢ fo me,” he sald. Tt was lnte when

¢ | Phillp left. How desolate the llving

room looked to Helen after his de
Parture.

“Dear Philip!” she slghed. Then her
eye caught the dlscarded envelope—
‘'she had happened to be looking when
~he threw It away—and she picked it
out the basket and smoothed It out.
And this is what met her eyes: “Miss
Fifie La Tour," with the addition of
# New York address.

Fifle La Tour! If that name dld not
suggest the footlights then nothing
did. And he had sald he was writing
to his aunt! Out of the shadows
which the piano lamp left lurking In
the room the green-eyed monster
crawled and seized upon Helen. She
crept up to her room like a wounded
dove with a broken wing.

During a wakeful night and the
dreary morning hours that followed
Helen did a lot of thinking, her mood
ulternating between tearful despalr
and righteous Indignation.

Helen took a resolution. She In-
formed her mother—her father was
away on a business trip—that she was
golng to New York. She packed a
traveling bag, put her month's allow-
ance In her purse and departed. Ar-
riving In the big city, she took a taxl
and drove to the address of Miss Fifle
La Tour, from whom she proposed to
wrest the truth. The cave of the siren

The osteopaths started something
last year when they began to search
for the most perfect back in the world.
As soon as they had discovered what
they thought was perfection, some one
always came forward with a back a
little better. In order to make a last-
Ing decision it was necessary to- hold
an elimination eontest, and Miss Rose
Harvey of New York bhas scored first
prize in four out of five of the con-
tests she has entered in different parts
of the United States. Today she is
conceded to bave an absolutely perfect

proved to be an old-fashloned dwell-
ing stranded In that part of the me-
tropolls once known as Chelsea Vil-
lage, A mneat housemaid admitted her
when she frigldly demanded to see
Miss Ly Tour,

It was an old-fashloned parlor into
which she wag shown, with “tidles” on
the chairs, ghastly “enlarged crayon
portraits” on the walls and a glit
basket of wax frult under a glass on
the marble-tipped table.

“These chorus girls do get up the
respectable In a thorough manner,”
thought Helen. “I suppose there will
be a respectably got-up guardian to
match the parlor.”

There was a considerable delay, and
then entered, to her, the most aston-
{shing persen upon whom she had
ever set eyes. It was a little
bird-like old woman, dressed in many
colors, beflounced and befurbelowed.
From an obvious wig yellow curls
hung down to her shoulders, and keen,
merry old eyes looked out over
heavlly rouged cheeks from elther
side of a very beak of a nose.

Helen half expected her to go peck-
ing at the wax cherries under the
glass globe on the center table, She
came in with a motion half flying,
half dancing; her feet, clad in the
tightest of while slippers, seemed
scarcely to tonech the fioor,

“T beg pardon,” said Helen start-
ing up, “I wish to see Miss La Tour™

“Well, my dear, you see her—all
that's left of her, anyway. There was
g time when people paid biz money
for seats to see Fifie La Tour. But
that was years and years ago. One

back,

can't be. young forever, though I de

‘the face of the envelope. He tore ofr

| of their shells, usu

pretty well at If, don"t you think, my

pretty dear?”

“Do you know,” stammered the be-
wlildered Helen, “a young man named
Philip Hold?"

“Enow him?” cried the old lady.
Why, he's my nevvy.”

“You—you can't—be Aunt Kate?”
gasped Helen.

“And why not, pray? And whom
might you be, you little ducky?"

“I—I'm Helen, he's going to marry,”
faltered the girl. And then she just
broke down and shed tears—tears of
repentance for her owun mistrust of
her lover and tears of pleasure that
Philip was guiltless—and told her
whole little story. The funny little old
woman fairly cackled with laughter;
she plcked up her skirts and exer-
cised the most astonishing pas de
seuls; Helen was really afrald she
would come to pieces. Then sinking
Into a chalr and catching her breath
she sald, “This is just too dellcious.
It's years and years since Fifle La
Tour has been mixed up In a love af-
fair before, but In my day, my dear,
thousands of women were frantically
Jealous of me, I am sure. La, la! And
here I am over eighty and still sus-
pected of belng a siren,” Then, In a
gerfous tone, she went on: “You see,
my dear, I was once a ballet dancer—
La Tour was my stage name, and I
still keep 1t for general use and have
all my letters so addressed. I know
I am an old fool, but it helps me to
pretend to myself that I am still
young.

“Phillp has never told you that I
used to be a dancer at courts. That
was a subject tabooed among the
Holts and Geeghans—when they were
alive, I mean. All dead now. All
gone and under the sod. All but
Phillp.” And a great ‘tear slid down
one of the rouged and wrinkled
cheeks.

When Philip reached his lodgings
that night he found a telegram from
Helen awalting him saying: “Am on
a visit to Aunt Kate, Will be home
tomorrow."

He could searcely walt for the mor-
row to know what It all meant. But
the morrow came, and with it Helen
and her explanation and confession.
She forgave him, of course. In these
matters it Is always the man who gets
Jockeyed Into the position of being
forglven, and the course of their true
love went running smoothly on again.
Among the wedding presents was a
beautiful silver tea service from “‘Miss
Fifie La Tour."”

ARMADILLO ENEMY OF BIRDS

Feathered Creatures in Uruguay and
Argentina Careful to Build Nests
Out of His Reach.

Armadillos are so plentiful in Uru-
guay and Argentina that visitors will
percelve in the noyeliy shops dozens
: : turned upside
down and ornamenteéd by silk or guilt-
ed eharacters, so that they can be used
as ladies’” work baskets,

He' can be found as far south as
Patagonia, and here it is alleged dur-
Ing the tertiary period existed the
giant armadillo, known as the Glypto-
don, which grew to be as large as a
present-day elephant.

The fondness for birds' eggs of the
armadillo and other members of his
family, in which they are joined by
the big Hzard, the iguana, Induces
many birds to bulld their nests from
mud and reed and attach them to the
twigs of trees overhanging some river,
where armadillo, sloth or iguana can-
not possibly jump, climb or swim,

The sloth is usually a climber and
generally swings from the branches
of trees, hanging downward, but he
agaln regards a dish of nice fresh ants
as a delicacy. The ant eater of South
Africa iIs often found on the veldt far
removed from wooded lands, and here
he makes his bed in a hole just under
the sand. It is mot unusual to see a
Beer riding across the veldt suddenly
fly from hls mount, while the horse
silnks down to hls shoulders, Indieat-
ing that he has placed his feet on
the spot above the burrowed home of
an ant eater.

His habit is to find a nice unt heap
and to fashlon a round hole at the
base, whence his long tongue will pen-
etrate all the corridors and lick off
the antish Inhabitants. American min-
ing engineers and others trekking
across the veldt often make ovens of
their holes.

Phosphorescent Light.

Often has the ocean {raveler re-
marked the greenish.light which fol-
lows In the wake of his vessel. This
is one of nature's firework displays.
She rejolees In light, and has given
many of her humblest creatures the
power of creating it. On land we have
the glow-worm and the firefly with
thelr brilllant torches. The creatures
that Hluminate the summer sea are
not fishes. They are tiny beasts which
are almost invisible to the naked eye.
Millfons of them, each giving out a
tiny point of light, make the waters
glow as If countless electric lamps
were burning beneath them. Almost
all sea creatures possess this wonder-
ful power to some degree. It is caused
by the presence In thelr bodies of
phosphorus, the substance which Is
used for making mateches, If a box of
matches s opened in the dark, a sim-
flar lurld glow may be perceived, com-
ing from the head of each.

Still Going Strong.

“The idea!” stormed the handsome
movie star,

“What's the trouble?”

“A firm of collar manufacturers had
the effrontery to offer me a job as
model.”

“Cheer up, my boy. That's a sign
you haven’t lost your manly beauty,”
—Birmingham Age-Herald,

Something to
Think About

By F. 4. WALKER

GRAY AUTUMN DAYXS

FTER the summer with its cheer-

ful skles, charming flowers and
airy pleasures, come the gray days of
autumn, suggesting in withered leaves
and puffs of chilly winds the approach
of winter.

If you will open your imagination
you may perceive the kinship that ex-
ists between human life and the sea-
sons, each season bringing with it a
message which few of us stop to in-
terpret.

Mother Nature, like the true moth-
er she is, never forgets her children,

Every hour she writes with her own

falr hand sweet letters of love and .

solleltous notes of warning, which if
we understand them would take us
safely through the shadows.

In the somber woods, In the sllver
streams, In the blades of grass, In the
flelds of golden wheat, in the rustling
rows of corn, she s trying to make
her pleadings comprehended, but we
romp along the primrose path with
deaf ears, bent upon having a merry
time In the sunshine.

Event succeeds to event with just
the right touch of variety and levity,
go away we go quite regardless of
what may befall us in the days to
come.

We fall into the smiling habit of
mind and bulld ourselves up In false
conceptions of life, which we do our
utmost to accept as real. In the chill
of the autumn atmosphere there
comes a ghost of doubt.

When the first fire is lighted and
we turn to the crackling logs for
warmth and cheer, our vislon clears

and we see then the error of our way

quite frequently though not In time
to escape our self-inflleted punlshment.

On the verge of winter, with bent
shoulders and a palnful tug at the
heart, we reallize how we have wasted
opportunity by fritting away our al-
lotment of precious time,

The summer-span of life is gone for-
ever, Our substance Is lost and pos-
gibly we are shlyering In rags, Wae
are creatures now of another world.
The sky 18 blue no more. The larks
are not singing, the trees are bare
and the brooks are still.

In your summer-time, Oh happy
youth, consider the days of gray au-
tumn, Prepare to meet them by avoid-
ing idleness, by practising thrift, by
forming good habits, thus making your-
self worthy of respect and unafrald of
life's dreaded perlls.

(@ by MeClure Newspaper Syndleate.)
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YOURG o orore
HAND L5

nesses That Make for Success or
Failure as Shown in Your Palm

Ckaracteristics

ILLNESSES SHOWN IN THE HAND
LLNESSES that are not severe are
shown by a line of life that Is cut
by a number of small bars. If there I8
hereditary illness, it will be indleated
by an island near the beginning of the
line of life. If an liness that Is Incu-
bating threatens to be fatal, the line
of life will be seen to be broken In one
hand and continued in the other, with
the broken fragment starting ftoward
the Interior of the mount of Venus, or
ball of the thumb. The disease may be
checked or cured if the fragment of
the line of life starts toward the palm.
Past {llnesses are marked by a cross
line on the line of the heart or the line
of the head, or both, and a small gap
In the line of health, A coming [llness
is marked on the line of health by a
little deep cross line. If the llne of
health is thick and much cut, it is a
sign of Illness In old age. Preserva-
tion from threatened Illness is seen in
a bar acrogs the broken ends of the
line of life, and recovery from a seri-
ous sickness Is shown by the line of
life broken inslde a square.
prigh & Whesler & . g
(Copyright by th heelér Syndicate, Inc.)

[ONCELS ENOUGH

O
Pags Golfers by Radio.

It is announced that the Winged
Foot Golf club may install a radie
system on Its links at Mamaroneck,
with receiving stations on each tee so
that it will be possible to page golfers
anywhere on the course. Fortunately,
the remarks made by a player who
misses his putt because while on the
green he hears he is wanted at the
telephone will not be recorded on the
farflung waves.—New York Herald




