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Traditions of Southeast 
Washington Preserved 

Virginia Avenue Residence 
Of Dr. Frederick May Later 
Passed to Famous Mayor 

By John Clagett Proctor. 
The Southeast section of Washington, still called by many an old- 

timer the Navy Yard section, has its historic spots in common with the 
other parts of the Capital City, and there are many families still living 
in this section whose people settled there a hundred or more years ago, 
and who can relate all about the early days of Christ Episcopal 
Church, the United States Navy Yard and Congressional Cemetery 
from the stones told them by their 
parents and grandparents. Of 
course, they might not have every- 
thing just exactly right, for tradition 
frequently errs in the handing down 
of events by word of mouth, and 
still it is always interesting to hear 
some early resident relate events 
which he had reason to believe hap- 
pened many years ago. 

Just where Capitol Hill leaves off 
and the Navy Yard section com- 
mences. so far as the writer knows, 
is a matter of geography that has 
never been satisfactorily determined. 
For. indeed, the latter is as mythical 
a territory as Brightwood, Foggy 
Bottom, English Hill, Svampoodle 
and some other parts of Washing- 
ton—one knows when he is in it, 
hut he does not know exactly 'when 
he is out of it. But, generally 
speaking, anywhere east of about 
Sixth street southeast and south of 
Pennsylvania avenue to the Ana- 
costia River might safely be called 
what is known to the old Wash- 
ingtonian as the Navy Yard section. 

rupumr wia noiei. 

Until a few' years ago probably the 
oldest building standing in South- 
east Washington was the old Eastern 
Branch Hotel, occupied by William 
Tunnicliffe in 1796. There the 
Washington Dancing Assembly held 
its first ball in December of that 
year, the first one recorded as held 
in the city. In 1800 it became the 
home of Capt. William Easby and 
subsequently served as a saloon, a 

garage and a storage place until it 
was razed. It stood at the south- 
west corner of Ninth street and 
Pennsylvania avenue, the site being 
now' occupied by a gasoline station. 

Another old landmark that stood 
for years in the Navy Yard section, 
substantially unaltered, and w'hich 
might well have been saved for 
future generations, but which was 
severely remodeled several years ago, 
was the residence know’n as The 
Maples, W’hich stood on the north 
side of South Carolina avenue, be- 
tween Sixth and Seventh streets, 
near Sixth. This building w;as 
erected in 1795-6 by Capt. William 
Mayne Duncanson. who held the 
rank of captain in the British Army, 
W'ho came to this country in 1794 
with Thomas Law', and w'ho, with 
the latter, came to the Federal Cap- 
ital in 1795. 

When Capt. Duncanson arrived 
here he surely came at an oppor- 
tune time to lose all he had ever 
made, as did the other members of 
the syndicate who contracted with 
Uncle Sam for 42 per cent of all 
the lots in the city. Capt. Dun- 
canson parted with $70,000 and un- 
dertook other obligations wnich left 
him a poor man, and also quite a 
different person, financially at least, 
from the wealthy gentleman who 
had arrived here only a few years 
before and who had built the man- 
sion on South Carolina avenue. 

Capt. Duncanson was of the Eng- 
lish aristocracy, well bred and well 
educated, and his home was the 
meeting place of the elite in Wash- 
ington at that time. His mansion, 
which was designed by William Lov- 
ering, W'as in keeping with his social 
standing and he had a coach house 
and stable sufficient in size for his 
four-in-hand, then quite the thing 
for men of wealth and refinement. 
But the making of a fortune—or 
the adding to one—proved an illu- 
sion, and on July 25, 1809, a decree 
was issued by the court directing 
the sale of his South Carolina ave- 
nue property, with the dwelling 
we see today, to Francis Scott Key 
as trustee. 

un juiy zu. ibbb. utie to tnis prop- 
erty was again transferred, this time 
to Ma.|. Augustus A. Nicholson of 
the United States Marine Corps, 
at that time one of the best-known 
men in the Navy Yard section. He 
was a man of very aristocratic char- 
acter. of fine taste, and what the 
French call a bon vivant. In 1821 
he was married to Miss Lispenard 
of New' York. His second wife was 

Sallie Carroll, daughter of Daniel 
Carroll of Duddington. 

Conveyed to Senator. 
Subsequently, on June 2, 1856, a 

deed conveying Nicholson's holdings 
was draw'n to John M. Clayton, 
United States Senator from Dela- 
ware, w'ho died in Dover, Del., No- 
vember 9 of that year. It was 
Senator Clayton, who, when serving 
as Secretary of State in the cabinet 
of President Zachary Taylor, March 
7. 1849. to July 22, 1850, negotiated 
the Clayton-Bulwer treaty with 
Great Britain, which provided for 
the construction of a ship canal 
across the Isthmus of Panama, and 
in which both parties agreed not 
to erect fortifications here or to 
acquire any part of the Central 
American territory. 

Senator Clayton improved the old 
residence by adding on the east 
front a ball or music room for his 
daughter, and at his own expense 
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had gas piped to the premises from 
some distance. During his brief 
residence herev no doubt, many 
notable social entertainments took 
place. 

The next deed to this property, 
dated April 20. 1858, was to Louis 
Francis Pourtales, said to have been 
an exile of French nobility. In 
1872 the residence and square were 
sold to Mrs. Emily Edson Briggs, 
whose son. Edson Briggs, was until 
his death a decade or more ago a 
member of the Association of Oldest 
Inhabitants, and upon one occasion 
this organization held its Inde- 
pendence Day celebration there. 

Mrs. Briggs, or “Olivia.” as she 
signed her articles, was one of 
Washington's best known early 
newspaper women writers. She was 
the wife of John R. Briggs, assistant 
clerk in 1865 of the United States 
House of Representatives, and a 

personal acquaintance of President 
Lincoln, who admonished him not 
to let his wife come to the in- 
auguration, for. he said: “It is best 
for our women to remain indoors 
on that day, as the bullets may be 
flying.” 

Lincoln ren riciure. 
But Mrs. Briggs did attend one 

of the White House receptions, or 
levees, as those functions were then 
called, and her pen picture of the 
martyr President, written many 
years afterward, is characteristic 
of her style. She said: 

“At that time, as all Americans 
know, Lincoln was the most jovial 
of men and the contrast in his ap- 
pearance when I saw him at the 
levee was startling. If you have 
ever seen an oak tree standing alone 

1 The May-Smalltvood, resi- 
dence, 324-326 Virginia ave- 
nue S.E., until recently occu- 
pied by the Friendship House, 

in a field with its great gnarled 
trunk and branches stretching 
heavenward, the atmosphere about 
it charged with electricity and the 
black, thundering clouds on the 
horizon threatening any moment a 
war of the elements, you will realize 
the impression made upon me by 
Abraham Lincoln as he stood there 
in perpetual fear of a dagger thrust 
or a bullet and the warning notes 
of internecine strife founding from 
the South.” 

Another old landmark, which has 
long since disappeared from the 
Southeast section, was the Ana- 
costia Fire Company's building, 
which occupied the site at Ninth 
street and Virginia avenue, now oc- 

cupied by No. 18 Engine Company. 
The Anacostia company was organ- 
ized on December 16. 1818, as we 
find by the following notice printed 
in the National Intelligencer of 
that date: 

"Fire Company—The citizens of 
the fourth ward are particularly re- 

quested to meet at the tavern of 
Lawson Pearson on Wednesday 
evening, 16th instant, at 7 o'clock, 
for the purpose of organizing a fire 
company agreeable to law.” 

Named Officers at Tavern. 
Subsequently a meeting was 

called for January 6, 1819, for the 
election of officers, but the time 
was evidently postponed until Feb- 
ruary 9, when the following officers 
were elected at.Hemsworth's Tav- 
ern: Dr. Alexander McWilliams, 
president; John W. Brashears, sec- 

retary; Robert Desher, treasurer; 
Thomas Haliday, director of engi- 
neers; Robert Clark and Colmere 
Bean, ax men; James Friend, di- 
rector of ladder men; George Adams, 
director of sentinels; William Prout, 
director of furniture men, and Ed- 
ward W. Clark, director of line or 
linemen. At first this company was 
located near the Branch Market, 
south of K street, between Fifth 
and Sixth streets, but later when 
this building was erected in 1839 
on the west side of Ninth street, 
between K street and Virginia ave- 
nue, where No. 18 Engine Company 
is now located, the company moved 
there. In 1863, shortly before the 
company went out of existence, its 
president was Thomas W. Cook. 

Northivest corner of Virginia avenue and Fifth street S.E., 
Old Masonic Hall. Also used as a public school. Erected in 1821. 

Old Anacostia fire engine house, Ninth street and Virginia 
avenue S.E., present site of No. 18 Engine Company. 

Caleb Burgess was vice president, 
William H. Cross, secretary; James 
A, Gordon, treasurer, and A. D. 
Shaw, steward. 

From 1866 to 1874 and perhaps 
even later some of the lower public 
school grades were taught there, 
Miss Mary E. Armistead and Miss 
Maggie E. Sexton being among the 
early teachers. 

This building was a popular meet- 
ing place for various organizations 
following the Civil War, and the 
Knights of Pythias met here for a 

long time. It meant much to the 
people of the Navy Yard, who 
looked upon it as the towm hall, 
where all civic controversies were 

argued and settled to the best in- 
terests of all. 

Sentiment Attached. 
The placing of the new' engine 

house on this site compensated to 
some extent for the removal of the J old building to which so much sen- ! 
timent was attached. Naval Lodge 
of Masons was then meeting on the j 
south side of Virginia avenue be- j 
tween Fourth and Fifth streets. 
The Odd Fellows had their hall at | the corner of Seventh and G streets, j where met Harmony Lodge No. 9 

and Union Lodge No. 11. Eastern 
Lodge No. 7 met in Masonic Hall. 

Recently the writer received a 
letter from Fenton A. Denison mak- 
ing inquiries about the history of 
his old home at 711 Sixth street 
S.E., to which place his parents 
brought him about 72 years ago, 
when he was a mere child. Mr. 
Denison's father, Urbane A. Deni- 
son, was a clerk in the Pension Of- 
fice for many years before his death. 
But before moving to the Navy Yard 
section, and becoming connected 
with the Government, he kept a 

grocery store at the northwest cor- 
ner of Fourteenth and N streets 
N.W. as early as 1866, and here he 
resided also. 

F. A. Denison, the son, was a 
commission merchant at 206 Tenth 
street N.W. a number of years ago, 
and the Denison family is said to 
have been subscribers to The Star 
from its beginning. 

When the writer called at the 
old home a few days ago, he met 
Mrs. Denison, wife of the present 
occupant, who told him what little 
she knew of the history of the place, 
but her knowledge of the building 
or the site was rather limited, back 
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The Maples, on South Carolina avenue S.E., as it appeared when occupied by the Briaas family 
about 30 years ago. 

of the time when Urbane Denison 
moved there, shortly after the close 
of the Civil War. 

That the house is old is undoubt- 
edly true. But like many old homes 
it has been added to from time to 
time, and how it looked originally, 
or just when the earliest part was 
built, are matters not easily deter- 
mined. It is a frame building with 
a partly false front, and stands on 
the west side of Sixth street, on an 
elevated part of the neighborhood. 
Near the house, and on either side 
of the walk, are two magnolia trees 
which have the appearance of being 
quite old, though, according to Mrs. 
Denison, they were planted by the 
senior Mr. Denison some years after 
he moved there, while the trunks of 
two dead trees close to the old 
dwelling indicate they were planted 
there years ago. 

First Occupant. 
Without making a documentary 

search of the property in question, 
the W'riter is of the opinion that 
this early home came into being 
about 1846, when its first occupant is 
believed to have been a certain 
Margaret Adams, wudow, who. ac- 
:ording to the city directory for that 
year, seems to have lived there with 
her son. John Adams. This same 
Mrs. Adams, three years earlier, 
resided on the west side of 
Sixth street S.E., between C and D 
streets. Prior to this she resided 
on Sixth street between Pennsvl- 
vania avenue and D street, m the 
same neighborhood. At this time 
her occupation w-as given as carpet 
weaver. 

The impression prevails that this 
Adams family was in some way con- 
nected with the family of the late 
Byron S. Adams. But the writer 
understands that this family has no 

knowledge along this line on the 
subject. 

The square in which this house 
stands, and which is numbered 847, 
is bounded on the south by Virginia 
avenue, on the north by G street, 
on the east by Sixth street and on 
the west by Fifth street, Boschke, 
in his map compiled just before the 
Civil War, notes about 15 structures 
standing in this square, which orig- 
inally contained 20 lots. 

The Denison house, at 711 Sixth 
street, had some very fine neighbors 
when Washington was a small city. 

It was not far from Christ Church 
on G street, between Sixth and Sev- 
enth streets, which dates back on 
its present site to 1807, but which 
was founded prior to 1796. On Vir- 
ginia avenue to the south, some fine 
people resided, including Dr. Fred- 
erick May and Mayor Samuel 
Smallwood. 

Dr. May was a graduate of Dart- 
mouth College and of Harvard Uni- 
versity (1792). After studying medi- 
cine he came to this city from 
Boston in 1795 and began the prac- 
tice of medicine, indicating his in- 
tention to remain here, by erecting 
a residence at 324 Virginia avenue 

j southeast in 1800. 
Linked With Leaders. 

Being a college-bred man, he 
naturally became one of the impor- 
tant residents of the new city, and 
we find his name frequently linked 
with such men as Thomas Law, Dr. 
Thornton and other notable people 
who early settled in Washington, 
A man of humane impulses, he was 

always ready to serve the public, j 
even though he had no reason toj 
expect pecuniary reward. An in- | 
stance of this kind, in 1800. comes j 
down to us from Mrs. Thornton’s ] 
dairy, which says: “* • • as wTe re- 
turn'd called at the Office & asked 
Dr. T. to go to the President's House ! 
with us which he did & then came 
home with us. He stopped Dr. May 
as he was passing and took him to 
see a poor sick man who was lying 
out of doors under a tree, nobody 
being willing to take him in lest he 
might have yellow fever. He came 
from Alexandria, where It is said 
there has been some cases.—Dr. T. 
got hint put into the new Stable 
built for the President—he is very 
ill.” 

The President's stable, here re- 
ferred to, is the old school building 
which stood for many years at the 
southeast corner of G and Four- 
teenth streets N.W. and where in 
later years a class was taught by 
the celebrated Strong John Thom- 
son. The site is now covered by the 
Hamilton National Bank. 

Dr. May left a son named John 
Frederick May, who became a noted 
physician and surgeon, and died in 
this city on May 1, 1891. He was 
one of those who assisted in identi- 
fying the body of John Wilkes Booth 

I Women Who Train for Defense Against Parachute Troops Take Severe Punishment 
By Frank H. Rentfrow. 

The threat of parachute troops, 
however remote, landing in Potomac 
Park, has invoked the forming of 
several women's rifle organizations. 
Do you, dear lady, contemplate 
joining one of them? Splendid! 
Shooting, as a sport, develops many 
qualities. It teaches patience, nerve 

control, co-ordination, and if in- 
dulged in seriously, it will remove 
some of that extra poundage that's 
been worrying you. 

Feminine interests in shooting has 
increased considerably in the past 
few years. Each season the “Squaw 
Camp" at the Perry National 
Matches grows larger, as more 
women take up the sport. But most 
of them, remember, confine their 
activities to the small-bore weapons. 
Now and then, of course, just as you 
will find an occasional woman truck 
driver, or steeple-jill, some women 
will attain high proficiency with the 
heavier service rifle. But their 
numbers are rare. You couldn’t 
muster a platoon of rifle-ladies. 

Granted, the Russians had their 
famed "Battalion of Death”; but 
that unit was little more than a 

morale-building expedient. Its only 
practicable value was to shame the 
menfolk into greater efforts in their 
country's defense. And even that 
failed. 

Only a Gesture. 
Perhaps the forming of feminine 

legions to combat the incursion of 
hostile parachute troops is a beau- 
tiful and patriotic gesture; and cer- 

tainly not one to be ridiculed. But 
that’s about all it is—a gesture. The 
idea of a brigade of women riflemen, 
to employ a paradoxical term, 
trained effectively to combat enemy 
troops, is impossible. 

Let us examine some physical 
facts; The United States Army 
rifle, model of 1903 (frequently and 
incorrectly called the "Springfield”), 
is the weapon issued to our military 
and naval services. Regardless of 
the fact that this model is 37 years 
old, it is still considered the best 
military rifle in the world. It 
weighs 8 Vs pounds when you pick it 
up, and about five times that much 
after you’ve carried it for an hour. 

We will assume you are strong 
enough to hold the rifle to your 
shoulder, supporting it at the bal- 
ance with your other hand. The 
leather sling is not permitted in 
match firing, but for military quali- 
fication one is allowed to brace his 
arm by twisting it through the sling. 

The range for this position is 200 
yards; and you are shooting at a 10- 
inch bull's-eye. You have carefully 
lined up your sights and are squeez- 
ing the trigger. The firing pin 
strikes the primer. What happens? 
Fifty-odd grains of powder explode 
in the cartridge, building up a pres- 
sure of nearly 50,000 pounds. It 
drive a 173-grain bullet out of the 
rifle at 2,700 feet per second. All 
that energy doesn’t go In one direc- 
tion. There is a recoil, generally 
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termed the ‘'kick.” And if you 
haven't held the butt-plate very 
firmly against your shoulder, you'll 
be lucky to escape with merely a bad 
bruise. Held correctly, the rifle's 
kick is more like a violent push. 
But I’ve seen 170-pound marines 
knocked right back on their buffer 
plates from it. 

Sounds Comfortable. 
Most of the shooting is done from 

the prone position; but the quali- 
fication course also calls for sitting 
and kneeling at the 200 and 300 
yard ranges. Beyond that you always 
shoot lying down. Sounds easy and 
comfortable, doesn’t it? Let's drop 
back to the 600-yard firing point. 

You are now shooting at a 20- 
inch bull's-eve, 600 yards away. You 
have learned through study that by 
moving your sights you change the 
bullet’s point of impact 36 inches 
for every 100 yards you lower or 
elevate your peep-sight. You also 
know that for every point you 
change on your wind-gauge, your 
bullet will strike 24 inches to the 
right or left, depending on which 
way you moved it. These rules ap- 
ply only to this particular range. 

You have carefully calculated the 
wind and have decided it has a 

velocity of 5 miles an hour, com- 

ing from 3 o’clock, or from your 
right, at right angles to the bul- 
let's course. By a mathematical 
formula you know you must move 

your bullet three-quarters of a point 
into the wind. Otherwise it would 
strike 18 inches away from where 
you wanted it to. 

You have smoked your sights over 
a smudge-pot, and have them cor- 

rectly set. You form a loop in your 
sling, slip your arm through it, 
tightening the strap as near to your 
armpit as you can. You lie down 
and learn that with the sling’s re- 
sistance it requires sheer force and 
strength to place the rifle butt 
against your shoulder. You press 
your jaw firmly against the stock 
and line up your sights. That 20- 
inch bull’s-eye looks like a pin- 
point wobbling about on top of the 
front sight. The target shimmers 
and dances in the heat waves. It 
fades out and then comes back 
again. Sweat rolls into your eyes 
to blind you. 

You hold your breath, for even 
a pulse-beat can throw the bul- 
let off at that range. At last the 
tiny black spot comes to rest on 

top of the front sight, framed in 
the center of the peep-sight. Care- 
fully and gradually you squeeze the 
trigger. 

Wrong Position. 
There is a sudden explosion. 

Something smashes violently against 
your shoulder. But you don’t notice 
that, for you are quite sure a mule 
has kicked you right in the face. 
You can feel your lip swelling 
up and there is a taste of salty 
blood in your mouth. An explor- 
ing tongue pushes against a loosened 
tooth. But it was your lip that 
took most of the punishment, for 
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it was smashed between your teeth 
and a thumb driven back with the 
force of that 50.000 pounds of pres- 
sure. Of course, you weren't in the 
correct position, for it wouldn't have 
happened if you were. 

You’ll try it again. This time 
you’ll make sure your jaw is jam- 
med hard against the rifle stock. 
The rifle goes off! It was a sledge 
hammer that hit you, you're posi- 
tive. Right _below the eye. The 
pain in your bruised lip is forgot- 
ten. You feel something W'arm and 
sticky rolling down your cheek. You 
put your hand up and it comes away 
with blood on it. On the milled 
edge of the cocking piece that hit 
you, dangle little strips of flesh 
and skin. Yours! 

But you have plenty of courage 
and determination. You won't quit. 
With understandable caution you 
shift your head a little, just enough 
to ease off a bit from further bruis- 
ing the same spots. Socko! It's 

Corpl. G. E. Hopkins of the 2d Battalion, United States 
Marines, demonstrates the proper method of adjusting the 
rifle sling to a group of competitors on the small-bore range 
at Camp Perry, Ohio. —Official Marine Corps Photo by 

Louis Tager, Courtesy of The Leatherneck. 
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your nose that takes it this time. 
You can t see the target because 
of the tears in your eyes. You 
blink them away. 

I Let's see: How many more shots 
! are there to be fired? At this range 
you get two extra rounds of am- 

munition, called "sighting shots,” 
which don't count on your score. 
You have nine more to go. 

Somehow you get through with 
them. As ybu crawl to your feet 
you know your face looks as if it 
went through a meat grinder. Your 
shoulder throbs painfully, and your 
left arm is numb and cramped from 
the confining sling. Despite the 
padding on your shooting blouse, 
your elbows are chafed raw. 

It was a tough grind! And yet 
the 600-vard range is child's play 
compared with some of the others. 
You walk down to the 500-yard fir- 
ing point and shoot 10 more rounds, 
taking a beating each time you pull 
the trigger. 

Now comes the man-killer: Five 
hundred yards rapid fire! You know 
that long, rangy arms are an asset 
for rapid fire, and for the first time 
you regret the feminine beauty of 
your own short ones. "Plenty of 
time,” the coach bellows. “Ten 
rounds, rapid; 1 minute and 20 sec- 
onds. Plenty of time! Line 'em up 
an’ squeeze ’em off.” 

You strap yourself into your rifle 
and get down into position. Aiming 
your piece at the empty butts, you 
wait for the target to appear. This 
target is different. It is a silhouette 
to resemble the head and shoulders 
of a man, measuring 26 inches across 
the shoulders and 19 inches high. 

Suddenly the targets rise above 
the butts. The firing line comes 
to life with a mad crackling of 
rifles. The target looks horribly 
small at 500 yards. But you are 
ready for your first shot. It goes off. 
You manage to escape further dam- 
age to your face. But the recoil 
has picked you up and driven your 
whole body back from the firing 
point. Your elbows flop out from 
under you. Desperately you try to 
crawl back into position and to 
reach the bolt at the same time. 
Your arms are so short! Eventually 
your clawing fingers grasp the bolt 
handle. You fight it back, ejecting 
the empty cartridge and driving 
home a new one. You realize you 
haven’t struggled back into the pro- 
per position, but there is no time 
to correct it. One minute and 20 
seconds! 

Begin to Flinch. 
You fire again, and the cocking 

piece rips more flesh from your 
cheekbone. The next smashes 
against your bruised lip. You are 

beginning to flinch. One of your 
shots plows into the dirt in front of 
the target, sending up a spurt of 
dust. You are determined to make 
the next one better. You line it up, 
carefully and long. Your shoulder, 
braced to meet the recoil, drives 
forward as the rifle clicks emptily. 
You had forgotten to count your 
shots, wasting precious seconds 
squeezing the trigger on an empty 
rifle. 

You jerk the piece from your 
shoulder, awkwardly groping about 
for your clip of ammunition. You 
can’t seem to find it. There it is! 
Your hurrying fingers knock dirt 
into it. You wipe it off and try to 
force it into the magazine. It starts 
to feed, but in your haste you don’t 
apply even pressure. The clip 
breaks, spilling two cartridges into 
the dirt. No time to pick 'em up. 
One minute and 20 seconds! 

You are ready to Are what you i 
managed to salvage of your second 
clip. You squint through the sights. 
Suddenly you wonder if you are aim- 
ing at your own target or the one 
next to it. You drop the muzzle a 
bit so you can pick up the number 
board. You had been aiming at the 
wrong one. You find your own. Just 
as you start lining up your sights 
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again, the rifle of the person next 
to you bangs noisily. Your frayed 
nerves twitch and your owr* rifle goes 
off for a bad shot. 

Again you fight to reach the bolt. 
You can’t seem to find your target 
through the tiny peep-sight. Then 
you realize that the target is sinking. 
It’s going down! In the frantic 
hope of getting a lucky hit before 
it descends behind the butts, you 
jerk the trigger. That was an un- 
fortunate decision, for the bullet 
struck the top of the butts and 
showered dirt down on the gentle- j 
men attending the target. They 
don’t like that, for it is an addi- 
tional and unnecessary discomfort. 

Red Flag Waves. 
After an interminable wait the 

targets reappear. This time they 
have spotters in the shot holes to 
show where the bullets hit. You | 
haven't very many, and the few that I 
are there are widely scattered. The 
red flag that indicates a miss waves 
back and forth for a long time 

At the target next to you is a 

brawny man. a veteran at the shoot- 
ing game. You look at his target 
in amazement, for all the spotters 
are in the center of the silhouette; 
all except one. That’s way up in 
the corner, like an outcast. 

Suddenly the man starts to cuss,! 
and you learn that 11 shot holes; 
were counted on his target. In the 
old days they would simply have 
given him the value of the highest j 10, ignoring any others. But new 

regulations require him to shoot j 
over again. Eleven shot holes. He 
scowls at you and mutters some- : 

thing about “dumb dames"; and you 
feel a little guilty. 

By now you are more than half- 
way through your qualification 
course. There remain only a matter 
of 5 shots sitting and 5 kneeling, 
slow fire,.at 300 yards: 10 shots rapid 
fire, prone, at 300 yards, and 10 shots 
rapid fire, sitting, at 200 yards. 

If you survive the complete course 
you will have expended, including 
the two sighters at 600 yards, 72 
rounds of ammunition. The highest 
possible score, which means that 
every one of your 70 bullets must 
have struck the bull’s-eye, is 350. 
This has never been accomplished, 
although 348 has been attained twice 
and 347 several times. 

That, dear lady, is a sample of 
what you must endure to gain pro- 
ficiency in a science you would pro- 
bably never be called upon to use. 
The military rifle was designed for 
men. sturdy men with enough beef 
on their bones to sustain the shock 
of the weapon's recoil. 

You don’t need the excuse of train- 
ing for home defense to become a 

shooting enthusiast. Substitute the 
small-bore target rifle for the mili- 
tary weapon and you will have some- 

thing more suited to your feminine 
frame. Further, you will be able to 
keep your date in the evening and 
your escort won't wonder if your, 
battered nose wasn't a sign that 
you’d stuck it somewhere that it 
didn’t belong. 

from a scar made by a surgeon's 
scalpel used by him on the actor 
while he was playing in this city 
with Charlotte Cushman. Contrary 
to instructions, Booth insisted upon 
taking his place in the play before 
the wound had sufficiently healed, 
with the result that when Miss 
Cushman embraced him it was done 
with such force as to open the 
wound and leave a very ugly scar, 
which later aided the doctor in posi- 
tively identifying the body. 

Passed to Ex-Mayor. 
Dr. Frederick May died Januarv 

23. 1849. but many years before this 
his Virginia avenue residence had 
passed into the hands cf Samuel N. 
Smallwood, twice Mayer of Wash- 
ington, for it was here that "his 
honor” died on September 30. 1824, 
as we find his passing away an- 
nounced in the National Intelli- 
gencer of October 1. as follows: 

"Yesterday morning, between 3 
and 4 o'clock, in the 54th year of 
his age, Samuel N. Smallwood, Esq.. 
Mayor of the City of Washington." 

Apparently many years ago the 
interment of deceased persons fol- 
lowed more quickly after their death, 
for the Intellieencer of October 2 
speaks of the Mayor's burial on the 
preceding day. As copied, this notice 
reads: 

“The funeral of our late Mayor. 
S. N. Smallwood, Esq took piace 
yesterday afternoon, and was most 
respectably and numerously attend- 
ed. As a mark of respect to the 
merits of this citizen, the shops of 
the Avenue were closed, at 3 o'clock, 
yesterday, for the remainder of the 
day.” 

The Virginia avenue residence in 
which Mayor Smallwood lived and 
died has undergone little change 
since it was built by Dr. May. No 
doubt the building as now preserved 
was originally two residences, and it 
is quite likely that Dr. May erected 
both. Just who lived in the one to 
the east in the early days the writer 
is unable to say. though his friend. 
John R Mahoney, a respected and 
venerable resident of the southeast 
and the financial secretary of the 
Association of Oldest Inhabitants, 
tells him that for a time one of 
these houses was occupied by a Mr. 
Bohrer. who was marketmaster of 
the K Street Market, and that Wil- 
liam Mead, a contractor, lived in 
the other one; that later a Dr. 
Shead bought and remodeled the 
two houses. 

Reminder of Lafayette. 
Just before the death of Mavor 

Smallwood, and a short while be- 
fore Gen. Lafayette visited this 
country and Washington, the mayor 
prepared to entertain the dis- 
tinguished Frenchman by construct- 
ing a wing on the west side of the 
house, the first floor of which was 

planned for a ballroom. However, the 
mayor died before the arrival of 
the celebrated visitor and the recep- 
tion never took place at the Vir- 
ginia avenue residence, though the 
room as originally planned remains 
as a mute reminder of the hospi- 
tality intended for the beloved 
Lafayette. 

At the corner of Fourth street 
and Virginia avenue, just a door or 
tw'o awray, stands another old build- 
ing which must also be more than 
a hundred years old. It is a queer- 
looking sort of a house, built of 
brick, and in its day was no doubt 
occupied by some one at least of 
local distinction. Mr. Mahoney says 
that Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth 
occupied it at the time she wrote 
“Life's Darkest Hour.” which hap- 
pened to be just after she separated 
from her husband. Just how long 
she continued to live on this comer 
the writer does net know', though 
it is indeed probable that some of 
her many other novels were written 
there also. 

At the northwest corner of Vir- 
ginia avenue and Fifth street still 
stands an old building erected in 
1821 by Naval Lodge. No. 4. F. A. 
A. M. Originally it was a two-story 
building, but in 1867 a third story 
was added, and here Naval Lodge 
met from the first date until it 
moved to its present quarters at 
Fourth and Pennsylvania avenue 
S.E. in 1895. As its number would 
Indicate, this lodge is one of the 
eldest Masonic bodies in the Dis- 
trict of Columbia, having been 
chartered on May 14. 1805. by the 
Girand Lodge of Maryland, under 
whose jurisdiction the District 
ddges then served. 

A list of the members, dated May, 
1806, contains the names, no doubt, 
of some of the ancestors of families 
still residing in the Navy Yard sec- 

tion. This early roster follows: 
James Burges, Benjamin King, 
Shadrack Davis, Holder Spooner, 
Kimble Easley, sr.; Kimble Easley, 
jr.; Robert Dillon, Samuel Whann, 
Anthony F. Shraub. Charles C. 
Herford. David Dobbins, James B. 
Potts, William Spooner, John D. 
Henley, Seth Carter, Winlock 
Clarke, John C. Love, John Harri- 
son, John P. Lovell, Isaac Davies, 
Robert Alexander, Charles W. 
Goldsborough, William Hamden, 
Samuel Lowdermilk, Joseph Cassin, 
Robert Rankin, Stephen Dykes, 
James Kemp, George Brown, Ed- 
ward Fitzgerald, John T. Brown, 
Elisha Perry, Charles D. Brodie, 
Thomas Smith, Peter B. Pravote, 
Bartholomew Byns, Joseph Tarbell, 
James McKaraher, John N. Can- 
non, Alexander McWilliams, George 
Dixon, Charles Lacey, James H. 
Kearney. Samuel Long, Robert Har- 
rison and Philip Alexander. 
i 


