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Upon the receipt of the order from

Fire Drill in the Big Printing Shop

F RE."

The word was passed around
among amateur firefighters of the gov-
ernment printing office one afternoon
recently. The fire brigade is said to
consist of about a dozen laborers.

Really there was no fire about the
big printing office, save in the engine
room furnaces and under the smelting
pots.

Some one high In authority at the
printery had read a newspaper ac-
count of a disastrous conflagration in
the west. The story of the blaze put
the notion in his head to resurrect a
“general order” of several yearg
standing which provides for a fire drill
at intervals.

Jt was near to the hour for closing
down *“*the works,” 4:30 o'clock, when
the edict- went forth that the fire bri-
gade was to assemble quickly and
from the new building attack an Im-
aginary conflagration in the old strue-
ture across the alley, which separates
the: new from the old.

the front office the amateur firemen
got busy without delay. There was a
dragging forth of hose and other ap-
paratus for fighting “the red demon.”
A tall man, who seemed to be in suo-
preme command of the filremen, gave
the orders in cool, confident tones,

Innumerable hose lines were con-
nected with fire plugs in the new
building. Nozzles were almed at the
venerable structure across Jackson al-
ley. As the streams of water began
to play and the spray was rising in
clouds, like the mist from Niagara
Falls, the printers, bookbinders, wo-
man folders and other workers began
to file out of the buildings.

There I8 an order that the exit of
the workmen and workwomen must be
through the side doors along the al-
ley and G street. Consequently, as
the head of the line of workers reach-
ed the doors on the alley and wit-
negsed the deluge of water crashing
against the walls of the old building
and flying back in foaming masses,
they tried to force thier way back in-
to the new structure,

Hundreds of toilers behind, not
aware of the conditions in front,
pressed forward and forced the front
rank out into the alley and Into the
torrents of flying water. The ensued

a gcene of excitement.

“Con” Men Find Vlrgmlan Easy Mark

STORY told at police headquarters
by Clarence Davis of Glenallen,
Va., recalled to older members of the
force the day when confidence men
had full sway here. The Virginian
relaied that three men had inveigled
him into mateching twenty-five-cent
pieces in a room at the Raleigh hotel,
and that they had disappeared, one of
them taking $458 belonging to him.
When Davis reached the city and
he registered at a hotel near John
Marshall place and Pennsylvania ave-
pnue, he was seated on the coping at
the northwest corner of Pennsylvania
avenue and Tth street when a strang-
or spoke to him. He did not hesitate
io tell the stranger he was from near
Richmond, and the latter said he was
acquainted with people in Richmond.
The Virginian informed the strang-
er that he was thinking of going to
New York, and that he was a brick-
layer by trade.

“So am [ a bricklayer,” the stranger
gaid, “and I'm out of work.”

“Come to New York with me,” Da-
vis told him,
get a job.”

Soon a second man, a red-haired in-
dividual, who sald he was an Hnglish-
man, appeared and was introduced. A
drink was suggested. The men had
one in a saloon on Pennsylvania ave-
nue.

Davis sald he would go back to
Richmond and draw his money from
bank in order that he might have
funds enough to see him through his
trip to New York. Accompanied by
Smith, the man who first accosted
him, Davis went to Richmond, drew
his money and returned the next day.
The red-haired man and a friend met
them and the quartet went to the ho-
tel where the alleged swindlers had
taken a room.

A game of matching quarters was
indulged in and Davis lost what silver
change he had. It was then necessary
for him to get out his roll of bills, It
was the first time Lawrence and Hop-
kins, as the two “con” men were
known, had seen the roll. At the sug-
gestion of one of the men, Davis
handed his roll to Hopkins to hold.
Lawrence then sald he wanted to get
a check cashed, and it was while he
was pretending he was looking for a
man to eash it that those in the party
became separated.

“and I will see that you

Army of Bees Sting Horses to Death

TEAM of horses, stung by a couple

of bees, plunged madly into twen-
ty hives, upsetting them, releasing an
army of 80,000 angry bees, which
stung the horses to death, a few days
ago, over on the Virginia side of the
Potomae river.

The negro driver, who ran at the
first alarm, did not escape unwounded.
Thousands of bees pursued his flight,
and he was terribly stung, but lives.

A dozen or more irresponsible bees
were flying about the grounds at the
home of Dr. Reginald Munson, on the
Columbia plke, near Arlington. where
he has forty hives, The horses, at-
tached to a coal wagon, worried by
their humming, slapped at the bees
with their tails. The bees retaliated,
stinging the horses.

The horses, wild with alarm at the
unusgnal attack, plunged madly about
the vard, upsetting twenty hives and
releasing some ten bushels of bees—

Fervid Vocabulary

HE lone policeman who stands

guard by the District building in
Washington was making his rounds
placidly when there dawned upon his
horrified mind the fact that a horse
was standing with his fore feet upon
the District bullding’s own /sidewalk,

The horse was hitched to a two-
seated surrey. Upon a seat of the
surrey sat a gentleman with a broad
black hat.

“Gat that horse off the sidewalk,”
said the policeman.

“If you want this horse to get off
that sidewalk you put him off your-
self, you—" The remainder of the
sentence was more in the way of ex-
pletive than explanation.

“Yon better shut up and get that
horse where it belongs,” the police-
man pursued

about 80,000 in all

These bees immediately attacked
the horses, stinging them so badly
that both animals died within an hour.

Dr. Munson has long been an en-
thusiastic apiarist. His hives are lo-
cated in the yard at one side of his
house.

The coal wagon, driven by George
lLow, drew up In front of the place
about 3 o'clock in the afternoon. Low
was a lttle dublous about venturing
inside. He could plainly hear an oc-
casional buzzing that was not alto-
gether music to his ears.

A* black swarm of buzzing bees im-
mediately flew toward the horses and
Low. The latter went scampering
down the road with his hands up to
his face, brushing away a thousand or
more of the insects which had gath-
ered about him.

The frightened horses were almost
instantly covered with the insects.
They started to turn toward the road,
but sank limply in the traces, whin-
neying wildly with pain.

The entire neighborhood was 1
stantly aroused. A crowd collected
at a safe distance to watfch the un-
usual event. No one dared at first
to go to the rescue of the horses.

Cause of Arrest

And then there followed a contro-
versy. It was heated, fo use a well-
worn but perfectly good phrase, and
in the end the pollceman hopped into
the buggy and took the broad-hatted
gentleman around to police station
No. 1, where it became evident that
the prisoner was a southerner and
was being charged with profanity—
and lots of it, varied, variegated, lurid,
personal and original.

The southern gentleman kept it go-
ing Lo some extent even while he was
being examined at No. 1, but he did
guit in time to let them know that he
was not the owner of the horse.

About this time a hatless, breath-
less real estate agent rushed out of
the District building.

“Somebody’'s run off with my horse
and buggy! Where did they go?” he
shouted. ;

Meantime No. 1 had managed to
cool the southern gentleman to a state
where he would disgorge $5 as col-
lateral, the price of his profanity. And
all this time no one had found out
that the southern gentleman was not
the owner of the horse at allL

HALL CAINE ON KING EDWARD.

Author Tells Story of Dead Mon=
arch's Visit to Isle of Man.

During a visit to the Isle of Man,
where I first had the honor to come
to close quarters with him, he took
obvious pleasure in the freedom with
which the people who surrounded hiy
person spoke to him, Hall Calne says
in the New York Herald.

I remembered that one of our com-
pany said, pointing to the little gray
town of Rumsey, which in a few hours
had become tramsfigured into an orl-
ental ecity, under the blaze of every
available scrap of bunting.

“This beats oornnation day in Lon-
don, your majesty.”

The King smiled and gracefully al-
lowed himself to agree.

There were no police with him that
day, no detectives and hardly any es-
cort—only a gentleman In light bowler,
two ladies in sailor hats, with a few
carriages full of friends behind them
and a number of bicycle journalists
seudding at their side. It was a charm-
ing picture—a pleture probably with-
out parallel in any foreign country.
It was the picture of a sovereign who
felt absolutely safe in the love and
protection of the people over whom he
ruled.

“l trust we have mot tired you to
death, sir,” I said.

He answered:

“It has been simply delightful.
enjoyed it all immensely.”

The King's memory was an extra-
ordinary gift. Pointing to a monu-
ment on top of & hill, one of our party
sald:

“That is Albert Hill, sir. The tower
is Albert Tower, so called after a
pieture of the prince consort's visit to
Rumsey in 1847

“l remember perfecily,” said the
King. “I was on the yacht with the
Queen, bnt I was only 7 years of age
and the Queen was ill, so I did not
come ashore.”

“Perhaps you remember, sir, what
happened when the prince consort land-
ed.”

“I do. He had come unexpectedly.
There was nobody to receive him and
a iocal barber took him to the top of
the hill." A memory that retains an
incident of such little moment can
never have falled Edward VII. in re-
lation to greater events of his life,

FASHION HINTS

I've

/" The wardrobe of the summer girl who
hasn’t one or more little dresses on the
order of the one sketched here, is de-
cidedly incomplete.

This is of light blue handkerchief
linen, plentifully trimmed with Irish lace,

but carried out very simply. The style
is one that is not extreme but always
dainty and becoming.

HOUSEHOLD HINTS,

A plain salt gargle is very good for
sore throat.

Gasoline is good to clean soft white
leather shoes.

All frozem puddings are improved
by being served with whipped cream.

Use ammonia and water rather than
soap and water for washing marble.

Milk is good to wash white paint;
cold tea equally good to wash colored
paint.

In buying potatoes plck those that
are firm and hard and have the few-
est “eyes.”

Left-over biscuit are much  better
ent in two and toasted than if merely
warmed over.

When cooking mackerel or other
salt fish, see that the skin side is
placed uppermost,

To lengthen the life of a tin wash
basin, paint is inside with any good
quality of paint,

Clean zine with kerosene, rubbed on
with a soft cloth, and follow with beil-
ing owater.

A whisk broom that has outlived its
usefulness can be shortened and made
into a sink brush.

A few chopped almonds added to a
custard or bread pudding will greatly
improve its flavor,

A sprig of mint in the water in
which potatoes or peas are boiled will
add a piguant flavor.

Sounded Like Smoke.
“Isn’t it disgraceful the way women
smoke nowadays?”’
"Wh}'?"
“I just saw an advertisement offer-
ing to any woman six puffs for a dol-
lar.”—Purple Cow.

Speaking as a reporter, when we
are looking for news, we do not care
much for the latest joke.

We have become used to having

' suspleiously.

| absurd.

monnle refnse ta laneb at our jokes.

In Cupid’s Behal

By MORTIMER CARLTON

Although Harrlet and I have lived
in New York for nearly three years,
we have mot become reconciled to the
aloofness and indifference with which
most dwellers in the metropolis seem
to regard their neighbors. We still
observe the people next door with a
kindly curlosity In keeping with the
traditions of the little town where we
were born, brought up, and married.

It was a June evening when first
we noticed our neighbors., Harriet
and 1 were sitting in the twilight of
our little parlor, dreaming together of
the cool woodland haunts we had
onece, frequented. In the midst of our
reminiscences Harriet's attentlon was
suddenly drawn to the window.

“Frederic!” she whispered. *“Do
look. Be careful, or she'll see you.
L] * *

The poor thing! 1 wonder
what the matter is!"”

Peeping over Harrlet's shoulder I
saw a girl, dressed in black, seated at
the fifth floor parlor window opposite
but a few feet above ours. There was
something appealing in her attitude.

Presently she got up and lighted
the gas. The next Instant a gray-
haired man entered the room.

“Sibly is coming,” we heard him
say, as he Threw himself info the chair
by the window. ‘“He wants a definite
answer tonight."

The girl made no reply. She was
gtanding in the middle of the room,
and Harriet and I could see the de-
speir in her large, dark eyes.

“Well, why don't you say some-
thing?" the man exclaimed.

“What is there to say, father?"

“You might at l€ast try to be cheer-
ful, Justine,” he complained. “Heaven
knows, 1 am no more taken with the
{dea of your marrying a man like Sib-
ley than you are. But how can I
help it? A word from him and I am
worse than ruined.”

“Very well, father,” the girl replied,
wearily. “When Mr. Sibley comes,
vou may tell him what you please.
“But"—with a little shiver of repul-
gion—'"don't ask me to see him."”

She passed quickly into the next
room.

In a moment, our attention was
drawn to the “horrid man" across the
area. He had arisen from the chair
and left the room. He returned, ac-
companied by a clean shaven man of
middle stature, rather portly, and very
deliberate in his movements.

“Where's Justine?” the visitor ask-
ed.

“She's indisposed, Sibley,” his host
replied. “But she has left the mat-
ter to me."”

“Look here, Bullard,” Sibley said
“] don't come here to
listen to evasions. I came for a defin-
Ite answer."

“1 know you did,” Justine's father
replied petulantly. “But you needn’t
snarl at me because my daughter
doesn't feel equal to seeing you. It
isn’t my fault. I've done

“What is her answer?” Sibley inter-
rupted.

“Oh, she consents, just as I told you
ghe would.”

“Good!" exclaimed Sibley, and Har-
riet and T saw his smile of triumph,
and hated him for it.

His smile quickly gave place, how-
ever, to a crafty expression.

“If I'm to get you out of your scrape,
Bullard,” he went on, “we shall have
to be married right away, The post
office people are suspicious, and they
may spring a surprise any moment.”

“Will Monday evening do?” asked
Bullard, his face pale with fear, “I—I
ion't think I—that my daughter will
consent to an earlier date.”

Sibley eyed his host a second, Then
he said:

“Very well. Monday evening at
seven, Leave all the details to me
Bullard. All vou will have to do is to
keep quiet. Mind you say nothing of
this to that fellow Colby. He's likely
to cause trouble.”

“Leonard Colby.
Tustine loves.”

“Impossible, 1 protested.
know Leonard Colby.
our coming lawyers. And anyway,
Harriet, it’s his affair, not ours.”

“RBut don't you see, Frederie?" Har-
riet exclaimed. “Mr. Colby doesn't
suspect what a predicament Justine
g in.”

“Why doesn't Justine
then?' I urged.
him."

“Of conrse she does, and that s the
reason why she can't tell him. He
hasn't proposed yet! And,” my wife
went on, *“he must propose hefore
Monday! Since you know him, Fread-
aric, don't tell me that our overhear-
Ing dsn't providential. You must see
him first thing in the morning. For
lhat pocr girl's sake I hope we are
not too late”

lZarly rhe next morning I ecalled at
Colby's office,

Colby, however, was out. He had
left word, his clerk said, that he
wonld be detained up town all day.

“It's too awful, Fred,” cried Harriet
18 I reached home, “Mr. Colby came
‘his morning, and Justice has refused
alm.”

“Tt's Justine's pride,” Harrlet ex-
plalned. “She just couldn't bring her-
self to reveal the family skeleton to
Mr. Colby., Don't you see, Fred? She
1as8 had to decide between the honor
of her name and her love for him. And
the saddest part of it is” Harriet
adfled, “that the sacrifice is perfectly
Her father doesn't deserye it
Her family name isn’t worth it, and
we must preyent it.”

And so I went to Colby's office
again, This time I found him st hia

That's the man

“Why,. 1
He is one of

tell him,
“You say she loves

desk. His naturally sunny counte
nance was clouded with gloom, and his
response to my greeting was an inar
ticulate growl

Presently I induced him to unbur
den himself. What he told me con:
firmed my wife's theory of the situa
tion. But more than that, it made
evident to me that Justine's refusal
had struck at something deeper than
his vanity.

“I've done something, or said some-
thing,” he groaned, ‘“that made her
lose faith in me."

“Nonsense,” 1 declared, “there's an:
other man. What is her father do-
ing?

“Floating gold mines. That is an-
other thing that worries me. If he's
not careful, he will get himself into
trouble with the postal authorities.”

“Who are his associates?” I asked.

"Wpll there's Wollford, and Sibley,
and

“Ah, Siblay Who is he?”

“The silent partner, He sgupplies
the money.”

“Married?” I continued.

“] don’t know. I haven't heard,”
Colby replied listlessly. *“What are
you getting at?”

“Could anything be plainer?" I eried.
“Her father, impoverished and eager
to recoup his fortune—a charming
dutiful daughter—a wealthy banker.”
I got up preparatory to departure.
“Look up Sibley—and don't let any
more grass grow under your feet!"

“Jove Fred,” Colby responded.
“You're a wonder!” :

“Nothing of the kind,” I disclaimed.
“Simply a married man. Which re-
minds me,” I added. “My wife wants
you to dine with us Monday evening.
Dinner at six-thirty. Be punctual. My
wife insists on punctuality. But you
will find her rather clever as solving
puzzles like yours.

The final act in our little drama was
brief, but full of surprises.

At quarter past six on Monday even-
ing Justine, already dressed for her
wedding journey and looking far from
happy, lighted her parlor gas and—
very carefully pulled down the shades.
This was a contingency which neither
Harriet nor I had foreseen, and our
consternation quite bereft us of wit.

Before we had recovered sufficiently
to discuss so serlous a miscarriage of
our plan with the calmness it de-
manded, we were further appaled to
find that a full quarter of an hour had
elapsed and that Colby had not yet ap-
peared.

Then Harrlet saw two shadows, un-
mistakeably masculine, pass across
the Bullard window shades.

“It's Sibley and the minister,” she
exclaimed. “I know it ig! Frederie,
if Mr. Colby does not come in three
minutes, 1 am going over and tell the
minister.

“Now my dear,” I remonstrated.
“You musn't get excited.”

I went to the window and craned my
neck in futile effort to get a view of
the street. 1 was Inwardly anathema-
tizing a system of archiiecture which
s0 brutally limits the outlook from a
rear apartment to the walls of the
adjacent buildings, when 1 became
aware of an unusual stir in the neigh-
borhood. @Glancing upward, I saw a
cloud of smoke rising from the next
street and spreading above the roof of
Bullard's apartment.

“Harriet!” I cried. “There's a fire
in the next street. It may be the
front apartments in Justine's house.”

My wife came to the window.

“I wish I could see something” 1
added giving way to the excitement
that was in the air.

““What time is it?” Harriet asked.

“Quarter of seven,”

“And Mr. Colby not here!"” Harriet
gasped, “He will be too late. 1 know
he will!” She locked at me with sud-
den determination. “Frederic throw a
book -at Justine's window. Throw it
hard, and then we'll both ery ‘fire!’
We must gain time somehow."”

1 turned to pick up a book. But
just as T drew back my arm to hurl
it, Harrlet exclaimed.

“There's Mr. Colby—coming up the
fire escape!"”

Looking down, I saw Mr. Colby
clammering up the fire escape to Bul-
lard's house. He made for Justine's
apartment on the top floor. Once on
her baleony he flung open the window,
tore the shade from its sockets and
plunged into the room.

Twao men stood staring at him—Bul
lard and Sibley.

“Where's Justine?" Colby pants
“Quick! House afire—stalrway cut
off—go down fire escape!”

His voice brought Justine. For &
brief second the four made a tablean,
Colby breathing heavily, the others
gazing at him as if he were an ap-
parition. Then Sibley awoke to the
significance of Colby’s warning, His
eyes turned furtively from Colby to
the window, and "with a rush he gain-
ed the balcony and fairly slid down
the ladder.

His frenzied exit aroused the oth.
ers.

“You next, father,” said Justine.

Her father did not stop to argue the
order of their going. Like Sibley he
seemed quite willing to entrust Jus-
tine to Colby.

Justine followed him, and then came
Colby. As they began to descend, Col-
by glanced up and recognized us. He
smiled broadly and waved his hand.
It flashed upon me then that he had
exaggerated the extent of the fire to
suit his purpose. It was as I learned
later, a small affalr which the firemen
had confined to the basement of Bul-
lard's house.

“Well,” T sald to Harriet, “that- endb

our part.”
But it didn’t. There remained the
wedding. Harrlet was matron of

honor, and I was best man. Sibley
was not present, Colby has “looked
him up” so effectually that he had
found It expedient to take a long va
eation in Europe

NAB ENGLISH THIEF

HOW THE POLICE RECOGNIZED
OLD CROOK.

Wilts When His Pilcture |s Taken
From the Rogue's Gallery—Has
Committed Many Thefts.

New York.—"Demme, sir, 'm the
right man,” said Willilam H. Jarvis
when confronted in police headquar-
ters with a picture of himself taken
by the Scotland Yard authorities.

Jarvis Is the distinguished looking
Englishman arrested at the Gilsey
house, charged with unlawfully enter-
ing a room.

“You will pardon me, Mr, Jarvis, for
submitting you to this ordeal, but it
{s a rule of the department,” said In-
spector McCafferty apologetically, as
': paraded the prisoner before the
masked detectives,

‘‘Say, boss, don't apologize to that
old guy,” Interrupted Lieut. Willlam
Brown. “His picture is in the gallery
and he has served several bits.”

Jarvis's Indignations gave forth a
Vesuvius blast. He was an English
gentleman, he declared. He would
have the embassy down on the police.
His protest was s0 severe even In-

spector McCafferty was inclined to go

slow.

“Here's his very mug,” sald Brown,
producing Jarvis's picture.

At police headquarters, when they
know they are right, they make pris-
oners stand out and deliver. Inspec-
tor McCafferty says the plcture made
Jarvis wilt,

“Well, demme, sir, I'm the right

an,” he finally said, twirling his fine
mustacle.

Ispector McCafferty became jubilant,
for in Jarvis they had captured the
most versatile and plcturesque thiet
of two continents.

Jarvis's real name is Walter, and
not Willlam. In 1899 he won Interna-
tinoal fame through his arrest in the
Hotel Cecil, London. He was caught
in the room of a Brooklyn man. When
taken to the police station Jarivs said,
“1 went to the hotel to visit a lady,
Mrs. Sadler Jackson.”

The police found Mrs. Sadler Jack-
son at the hotel. She admitted that
Jarvis had visited her there frequent-
ly, although she was a married wom-
a0,

The scandal aroused all England.
The country divided itself—some de-
fending Mrs. Jackson for sacrificing
herself to save Jarvis, and the many
condemning Jarvis for lmplicating a
woman, There was a sensation when
it was disclosed that Mrs. Jackson was
Jarvis's sister.

Twelve years before that Jarvis had
been arrested and sentenced to four
months' imprisonment in Cork, Ire-
land. His father disowned and disin-
herited him, and upon his death left
£80,000 to Mre. Sadler on condition
that she reassume the family name of
Jackson.

Jarvis was given a three months'
sentence for the Hotel Cecll act. Then
he disappeared. It is sald he served
in the Boer war.

A year ago Jarvis appeared In New
York. He went to live at 217 West
One Hundred and Twenty-second
street, in the home of Ivers Bachelor.
He was Introduced to the latter as a
rich Englishman.

Miss Laura Fegley, who lives at the
Hotel Gilsey heard some one enter
the room of O. L. Sherer next to hers,
and, knowing Mr. Sherer was not
heme, opened the door and confronted
Jarvis and another man.

Jarvis and the young man hurried
down the corridor and disappeared.
Miss Fegley gave the alarm, and Jar-
vis was caught downstairs but his
companion escaped.

WOMAN FIGHTS BIG SNAKE

Uses Buggy Whip In Battle to Save
a Squab From the Rep-
tile.

Petersburg, Ind.—Mrs. Wes Brenton,
living three miles east of here, fought
with a big snake measurlng over four
feet long, and flnally killed it. She
went to the barn with Miss Edith
Vance to lock at some squabs and
found the big snake in a pigeon’s nest
The reptile had swallowed one squakb
whole and another partly.

Mrs. Brenton grabbed a buggy whip
and struck at the snake, which showed
fight. She continued to ply the whip
and sent Miss Vance to the house for
a gun, with which she shot the snake
twice. On cutting open the snake
the last pigeon swallowed was found
to be alive and It is being kept as a
relic.

Dog Saves Tots From Bear.

Altoona, Pa.—Defending its master’'s
three young children against an in-
furiated bear, whose cubs the children
had found in the woods, a small pet
dog was torn Into ribbons near the
home of 8. B. Walte, who lives on the
mountain near Tyrone. The three
children, the eldest only nine years
old, while on their way along a moun-
tain trail to visit an aunt, stumbled
upon the cubs in the brush and picked
one up to play with it A moment
later the mother bear came crashing
through the brush., Seeing the danger
to his young charges, the little dog
gave battle, while the children ran
home In fright. Mr. Walte and his
neighbors at once went to the spot,
hoping to find the dog still alive, but
found his body ripped to pileces by the
bear's claws. The faithful animal was
buried, his grave surmounted by a
marker reading: “He was only a dog,
but he dled for his little friends.”




