TO CELLBRATE

F the experiénce of past
years is repeated the an
nual celebration of the
gigning of the Decla-
ration of Independence
this year will cost 200
lives. No more serious

results, as far as casual-
ties are concerned, could
be expected from & considerable bat-
tle. For though the number of dead
will be relatively small, the list of
wounded will be very large. Probably
20,000 or more will be seriously hurt
in one way or another by exploaives.
Of these more than 100 will lose one
or both legs. Nearly 100 boys will
receive Injurles in the right hand from
toy pistols, from which they will die
in a lingering and painful manner from
lockjaw,

In the palm of the human hand
there {8 a plexus, or network of nerves.
When a toy pistol explodes, or ghoots
backward, as it is always lable to do,
the wound inflicten is usually in the |
palm; there is laceration of the net- |
work of nerves aforesald, and lockjaw |
is likely to follow. |

The estimate of 20,000 wounded |
does not include the slight-hurt, who |
will make a much longer 1ist. But|
taking the figures given, and !eavingl
out of consideration all destruction of |
property by fire, it would seem that |

AFTER THE EXPLOSION

mse. most torpedoes are entirely
harmless: but some of the small ones,
round and very hard, about the gize of
a marble, which go off with a report |
like a pistol-shot, are in the deadly
class, containing as théy do fulminate |
of mercury, |

Years ago, as most people will he?
able to recall, there was a dreadful |
Fourth of July accident in Philadel-
phia. A large quantity of torpedoes, |
of a kind whose sale had been e!-i
pressly prohibited by local ordinance,
was exposed on a street stand, kept by |
an Itallan, on one of the busiest dml'n-i
town thoroughfares. Exactly what]

the nation’s bill for its Fourth of July | caused it nobody ever knew, but appar- |

celebration s a pretty heavy one.

ently a stone thrown by a boy struck |

The property loss by fires due 10|15 torpedoes, and all of them went off |

careless use of explosives, will amount |
to at least $500,000. Possibly it may |
run up into the millions, but the es- |
timate here given represents merely |
an average Fourth of July.
will throw firecrackers into places 1
where they are likely to start confia- |
gration, and skyrockets, which excite |
such enthusiasm when they go up.
have a deplorable way of coming down
upon roofs and making mischief.

Then, too, many of the modern kind
of fireworks, such as the bombs, which
rige 1,000 feet in the air and explode,
liberating beautiful showers of varl-
colored stars, contain considerable
quantities cf high explosives, and are
proportionately dangerous. Only last
Fourth of July, it will be remembered,
many people were killed and wounded
by the accldental getting off of a quan-
tity of such bombs which had been
put in peadiness for & fireworks ex-
hibition.

Some, probably a dozen, shopa that
contain large stocks of fireworks will
be destroyed by the accidental setting
oft of the combustibles, incidentally
endangering much property in their

. Few finer and more
striking exhibitions In the fireworks
line are given on the glorious Fourth
than are furnished by such impromptu-
displays, but they cost a great deal
of money.

if grown people are satisfled to risk
life and limb in playlng with the high
explosives contained In many kinds of
fireworks, it is nobody's busimess but
theirs. Unfortunately, some of the in-
strumerts of celebration placed in the
hands of children are loaded with small
quantities of similar deadly materials.
Naturally, the little ones like best the
' which make the loudest
nolse, and those are the ones that con-
tain fulminate of mercury (an exceed-
ingly dangerous substance) and some-
times even dynamite.

Just why the police do not take the
pecessary pains to suppress the sale of
such torpedoes nobody can say. To of-
ﬁrmfwulehuamnthahw.
ordinarily the regulation is not en-
forced, and little Bobby or Johnny
walks Innocently about the streets on
the Fourth of July with enough dyna-
mite in his jacket pocket to injure him
seriously, or possibly kill him, If 8 mis-
chance should set off bis package of
torpedoes all at once.

ts are not acquainted sufficient-
1y with the danger that lurks in some
It they were at all

:

£

together. They were loaded with dyna-
mite, and the explosion was tremend- |
ous. Seven children were killed, while
a number of others were more or less

People . iously hurt

A great many of the Fourth of July |
accidents are caused by children’s mis- |
chief. A boy will throw a firecracker
at a girl, for example, burning her |
geripusly. Then there is the deadly
cracker that has failed fo explode, and |
which must be examined and relighted, |
the consequence being an unexpected
report and possibly the logs of an eye.

The large crackers, some of which are |
a foot or more in length, are really |
dapngerous bombs, and should not be
put in childish hands. No prudent fa-|
ther would allow his boy 1o use a toy |
cannon, with loose gunpowder, which
is likely to become ignited with dis-l

| air, and when the great nations of the
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His LARGEST CRACKER

astrous Indeed, the list of
killed and wounded would be enor-
mously diminished if parents wonld
take the necessary pains to keep toy |
plstols, raw gunpowder, and giant fire-
crackers out of the hands of their chil-
dren, reserving to themselves also the
business of setting off the fireworks
in the evening.

If we must have a Fourth of July
celebration, let us try to be more sen-
sible about it, and so dut down the
pumber of slain and injured, as well
as the serious property loss of bygone
Fourths.

Guns and pistols are not suitable
playthings for children.

The little boy who picks up his toy
gun and playfully says, “I'll shoot you,”
should be taught that even in play he
must not point a weapon at another,
tor it is in just such ways that respect |
for life i8 lessened and involuntary |
manslaughter is the result.

Thoughtful parents will not give chil-
dren such toys. [t has been the cus- |
tom for many years to celebrate the |
Fourth of July with noise and fire:
works.

Children did not originate the prac-
tice. It is the method shown by their
parents, and so each year we have a
glaughter of the Innocents equal in
number to the loss in a great battle, |
and, as in the days of old, when hu- |
man sacrifices were laid on the altar,
we gacrifice to the nation's glory hun-
dreds of its embryo citizens.

The man who takes his life in his
hands and goes to battle for his coun- |
try's protection gives his life to a|
worthy cause, but the children whose |
lives are sacrificed to celebrate the na- |
tion's birth have given their lives to
little purpose

Is it pot time that parents should
think of this subject, and see if they
cannot devise other methods of cele- |
brating our national holiday that will
not entail such sacrifices of life and
property? Isit not time that in an age
when peace and arbitration are in the

results,

earth are steadily advancing toward
the day,when disputes and differences

will be settled by arbitration, that we |
should begin to teach the children |
higher ideals of patriotism than noise
and shooting?

STILL AMONG THE LIVE ONES

Woman's Fear That Husband Had De-
parted This Life Proved Altogether
Unfounded.

“1 beg your padon, if I disturb you,
sir,” she sald to the keeper of the
morgue, “but my husband has been
gone two days, and I fear that he
may have been killed on the stréet and
brought here.”

“Husband missing, eh?” querled the
official. “We may have him in her.
What sort of a looking man was he?"

“A short, thick-set man, sir, with
side whiskers and two front teeth
gone.”

“Um.
front teeth gone?
likely to get In
car?”’

“He was, sir. I he thought the car
meant to t;lul him, he'd stand
on the track until he was run over.”

“How was he on dodging hacks?"

“He never dodged one in his life.
He used to carry bhalf 'a dozen rocks
tied up in a handkerchief, and the
hackman who tried to run him down
got his head knocked off.”

“Been gone two days, eh?™

“Two days and a night, sir, and
you don't know how worried I am.”

“Yes, | suppose s0,” absently re-
plied the gan. “I wish I could say
he was here, and thus relieve your
anxiety.”

Side whiskers, eh? Two
Was he a man
front of a cable

'rhon he isn't here?”
“Ng'm—not unless he shaved off

those side whiskers and went to a
dentist before he was brought in. I'm
sorry to disappoint you, but we are
just out of short, thick-set men with
side whiskers. One may be brought
in any , however.”

“I¢ not here then, he is still alive?”
suggested the woman, as the look of
anxiety left her face.

“I should so Infer, ma'am—should
so infer. In fact, ma'am, I am quite
sure your husband is alive and well.”
“Thanks, sir—thanks! You haven't
seen him?”

“] have, ma'am. Less than half an
hour ago he asked me to drink with
him in that saloon over there, and
from this window you can now EBee
him standing up to the bar, side whie-
kers and all.”

“Thank heaven, and 1 will go
over and take him by the neck, and—
and—"

“Glad to be of service to you,
maam. If 1 had a short, thick-set
man with side whiskérs and two front
teeth out on a slab inside, Iwould
admit you with pleasure, but as 1
haven't, you'll have to take up with
the live onme over there, and make
the best of it. Good day, ma'am. Call
again it you happen this way, and 1
may be in better luck."—Philadelphia
Record.

Mot That Way.
“] heard my husband say the othe:
day there are laws against barkegs.”
“g8o there are. The practice is near
1y stopped.”
“Is 1t? Just listen to those dogs!"

i
:

Little Johnny had been a resident
of Combs, Ark., all his life. He was
an adept at fibbing and to break him
of the habit his mother painted a little
spot on his hand with ink every time
she caught him fibbing. The result
was that some days he would have
several black spots on his hands.

Comba south, and some of the grad-
ing contractors imported negroes 10
drive teams. One day Johnnle ran to
his mother very excitedly, and ex-
claimed:

Call Me Early.
“Why do you call tha
the Queen of May?"
“Becausé he leaves such early
calls,” explained the hotel clerk.

drummer

| right

| ghadows.

Ihe Cases of Alice Clement

True Stories of the World's Greatest Woman Sleuth

as Told by Herself to

Courtney Riley Cooper
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The Invisible Clue

Aflce Clement was bound for Eu-|

rope, mission unknown except to her-
self and the watchers of eriminals who
wear the police stars of the city of

Chicagn. And, judging from the queer
little smile which Miss Clement gave
me as we walked down Fifth avenue,
after our meeting, It seemed that the
mission was to remain a secret.

“It seems, “that the occa-
glon of your coming to New  York
ought to be enough to cause you Lo
tell a little of it anyway.”

She directed one of those
good humored looks at me.
time when I
Lefore

' 1 said,

flashing,

“Can you remember a
ever told anything of a case
1 finished it?" she queried.

I was forced to admit that she was
Miss Clement continued:

“Resides,” with a smile, “New York
{sn't 80 new to me.
here once.”

it was then that a crossing jam took
our atientlon from things eriminal,
and it was npot until an hour later,
when seateq in the moonlight on the
top deck of a Coney Island boat, that
the conversation drifted back. I had
said something about the detective
storfes of fiction and the wonderful
doctors who always are finding erim-

{pals through their scientific investi-
gations.
“And vyet,” esaid Miss Clement,

“there's many a story of fiction that
has its counterpart in real life. For
instance, that New York arrest I spoke
of was an example of what can be
done by science. The up-to-date po-
lice departments are not so blind to
new discoveries as you might think.”
As the wtory started, 1 could not
help admiring the plcture before me,
the white clad figure with its hat

shielding the face from the pearl-like |

flood of the moon, the flash of eyes

| now and then as the head turned, the

clasped hands—and on bevond the

rolling sea, gleaming and swirling £n|
In the distance the |

the night light.
ghore slid past in black, ever changing

usual erowd of the boat was absent.

Here and there about the deck, how- |

ever, sat young men angd young waomn-

en conversing in low tomes, or sitting |

g ent and looking out to the thin line
of the horizon. Far ahead, a light

| house flaghed 1ts warning. The steam

of the sghip's exhaust mixed incongru-

| ougly with the music of the boat or-

chestra. 1 leaned nearer that I might
hear better, ;

“I can't say that I ever was really
assigned to a case where murders or
gomething of the kind have been econ-
cerned,” Miss Clement had begun, “but

it always seems | am just bappening |
| along by accident.

This New York
cage (1 call It that because the case

was finished here) was one of those

affairs, though not a murder.

| “1 was walking down State street,
Chlcago, one morning when a crowd

around a store caused me to stop. The
shattered glass and general wreckage
within told of some kind of accident.
I elbowed my way to the door, and
there met one of the men from the
central office.

““What's happened? I inquired.

“+Qafe blowing,’ was the answer.
‘And it was a real one. The yeggman
who did this job must have thought
he was a Mount Vesuvius. He not
only tore the store to pieces, but he
tried to do the same thing to himself.'
He pointed to a few spots of blood on
the wall, evidently where the safe-
blower had been knocked by the ex-
plosion and cut his head. ‘But just the
same, the detective continued, ‘that
didn't keep him from cleaning the safe
of about $10,000 in mquey and paper
and getting away. And that's what
gets me. 1 can't for the life of me
see how he managed to escape.’

“A cursory glance on the out-
side, however, showed that the
matter of escape had been [fair
ly easy. An alley was at the
glde of the building, and from there,
by dark routes through an excavation
and an unfinished building, it was easy
to reach Wabash avenue and the rail-
road yards beyond. I have never made
it mueh of a point to 2pend much time
figuring out by what method a man

bas escaped. It doesn't do much to-
ward finding him. 1 went back Into
the store.

““What do you think of it? 1 asked
the central office man. :

“+t isn't what you'd call the best
chance in the world,’ was his answer.
“There's not a thing to hang a clue on.
The only chance we have is to get
track of some of that negotiable pa-
per and trace him that—hub!’

“He had been digging around In the
rubbish near the safe, and pulled forth
& bundle of papers. That clue was
gone. The robber had taken only the
money. 1 looked around the room.

“iAt least, 1 said, ‘we can find out
whether he I8 & megro or a white
man., Lend me your knife'

“] stepped to the wainscoting and
chipped off a bit of blood-stained wood.
Then I started for a microscopist.

“That night a chance was in my
grasp and 1 was on a Kansas City
Fiyer, bound for Fort Leavenworth,
Kan. And the next afternoon—"

“Why Leavenworth?” I asked. “Had
you found out his name?”

Miss Olement’s gmile flashed in the
light.

R
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er him, and landed at his compan-
ion’s heels.
“Is there anything wrong wid ye!™
inquired Pat, feelingly.
“Nothing—nothing at all" replied
the other.
“Thin what did ye make sich & sud-
dint retrate for an’ lave me C

Suffering Impressions.

«|f ipanimate objects could feel
photography would be a cruel busi
ness”.

soT |

“Just think of some of the faces re

corded on sensitive plates.”

“Not a trace of it,” was the answer.
“] was depending on a new friend,
Plasmodium Falciparum, to give me
that.”

“Who?

“You never met,” was the laughing
reply. “But as I said, the next after-
noon found me in Fort Leavenworth,
addressing a man in the blue of the
United States army.

“ "Yours 18 the only regiment in from
the Philippines since when? I asked.

“'In & year, was the answer.

{ made an arrest |

It was a cool night, and the |

(Copyright, by W. G. Chapman.)

““May 1 see the pictures and any
letters that have been intercepted?”

Ot explained Miss Clem-
ent, “my credentials had been shown
The object of my visit was, of course,
as yvel a secret, with the exception of
the fact that I was lueking for a crim-
inal. The letters were shown me, |
hurried away, and by the next day 1
was in Oklahoma City, A sample r:u:(-
of books was under my arm. [ fouad
the knocked at
the door

Is Miss Sexton in?"

the girl at the door

T am
SWer.

course,”’

house 1 desired, and

I Inquired of

Miss Sexton,’ came the ao-

““Your name was given tne as being
interested in books,” 1 sald as | edged
past her and into the hall. 1 did not
stop talking then, but manufactured
the name of a publisher, a scheme of
gelling and everything else connected
with book agency. My aim was to get
the girl in a room and alone. 1 suc-
ceewed In my purpose. Then | locked
the door and whirled.

“'l want that night
manded.

“The girl blanched.
| “*Night letter?” she stammered.

“‘From Tom Barton,' [ snapped
back. I had played a ‘hunch’ and I
| saw that 1 had hit the mark. The
|w0mm1 half rose.

“*1 don't know whom you are talk-
ing about,” she answered.
| “‘You don't?” 1 questioned. back,

letter!" 1 de-

| “You know very well who 1 am talking ,

|about!” I answered. ‘You know that
| he has deserted the Unlted States
| army, that he now is a fugitive from
| justice, and that he bas wired you to
| foin him. Don't scream or try to get
out of this room,” 1 warned her.

“] have a revolver, and 1 will shoot.
| Until 1 see otherwisge, you are under
| arrest.’ 1 showed my badge. ‘Now
| give me that night letter!’

“The girl, she was hardly more than
that, reeled half way across the par-

lor and was leaning against the piano
for support. Her face was ghastly.
Her hands were clasped until the
| blood distended the wrist veins like
blue cords. Her breath came in
gasps.

“'Deserted” she agked vaguely, ‘de-
serted? He told me he was on fur-
lough of a month. We were going to
get married, and he got the furlough
for our trip.'

“'¢ will be a much longer furlough
than that, 1 answered lcily. 'You are
a good girl, Miss Sexton. [ can see
that. My coming here will enable you
to escape a great deal. | do not desire
to cause you any more notoriety than
Is necessary. But [ must insist on
your remaining under guard a few days
at & hotel. No one will know the
difference—providing you give me
that night letter. Otherwise, it will
be plain jail—anhi the papers.'

“A long walt and then the girl, hall
staggering, came toward me a few
eteps and extended a yellow envelope.
1 placed it In my pocketbook and
wordlessly we left the house. In all
my life I never had seen a gi;l 80 ab-
solutely crushed. There were mno
tears, Her grief and surprise were
too deep far that. Only the bloodless
tace, the trembling, blue lips, the eyes
which looked almost unseeingly at the
world, told of the girl's suffering. On
the way to the hotel, where a detec-
tive awaited me, I learned her story—
not much of one, that of a stenogra-
| pher, lonely and young, who had met
a man in uniform and been fascinated.
It wasn't much to hear, but the sin-
cerity of it all, the deadened way in
which it was told, cut into my heart.

“:And you kmew nothing of him?
1 asked.

“ ¢ was lonely, was her invariable,
dull answer; ‘he told me lots of
things. 1 believed them.’

“An hour later 1 opened the tele-
gram, a day message instead of the

believing it to be. 1 read:
“‘Meet me Newark, N. J., June 10.
Will be married then. Keep thing

- 5 S e

night letter 1 had determined upon

son when 1 gee you, Tom.

[ gr LR N TP .
| secret untll afterward. WHI tell rea-}bl'ing. kicking man seught to evade
| the handenfi= and then

Tom Barton

There came a pause in the narra- | was started to the station

tive. Miss Clement spent a moment |
in watching the lovelorn actions of & |
shop girl end a floorwalker near the |

railing of the boat. She smiled fn |
amused appreciation at the effort of

handholding and then turned her eyes
to watch the blinking of the light

honse. The story began again,

“] went to & telegraph station
My wires were not to Tom, however
bmt to the o n Chicago And
when. a few d: ter, 1 stepped fror
the train at Newark, 1 saw near the
bagy 1 famillar faces of
two central oflice men I looked In

for my deserter. He was not in
t. 1 walked into the station and
1 to pace the room IMiscour- |
ement had fh d upon me. 1 had |
Ken ey T tion, yet there had

for failure. 1 had tra

her story that sh

been cf

ed the

she

the only one who knew that Tom hiad

left the that she was the
who knew him at
1 had accepted

. igd

fort, In faect

only girl in the city

al And in n

that slory
tion. | saw

invesi
# that was

possible liad this ¢ nlaved to dis
arm me by her exj n of deep sor
row? Had there en Bomeons else
who had warned him? Had—

A sug n fear entered my heart
There w one chance to find out
and that w to learn the possibility
of a telegram having been delivered
to bhim at the station 1 hurried to
the bulletin board to see, if possible,
If the name of Tom—I1 knew the last
name would be changed—had been
put there that day. 1 ecrossed the

| room and then stopped with a shock
Before me stood out the chalk-marked |
| words: |
“*Agnes Sexton.’
“I rushed 1o the telegraph desk and

called for the message. Then with
trembiing hands [ tore open the enve-
lope.

| “‘Have porter show vou way 1o
| Gramerey Park, New York, the mes
| eage ran. ‘Wil be walting for vyou
there at northwest corner at mid-
pight. Can't tell reason. Get direc

| tions explicitly,’

“It was signed 'Tom’ as the other
|measas:n had been. [ reached for a
| pencil, scribbled my orders on the
| plece of paper, then dropped it at the
feet of one of the central office men

| ag 1 hurried past, Then 1 started for |
| New York.

| “The great, mournful chimes &f the |
| two-story clock in the Metropolitan

tower were clanging twelve as 1 turn-
lp(' from Broadway, down Twentieth

| worried

| count of his actions

different
fluncee He
Wil ever Pestion e re-

0 answer

Vs A

f him

vked up and
hat we had
to obtain—the
from the

Tnite F . -
LI I'hen the real

ise on
tives

scratch his wrist there and take &

gample of
‘The man looked up
*What are :
that? he asked

“Prove our

vou going te do

case again=t vou, was

my answer ina hie

O
sleeve? he

“Nong
your
man to the
microscope
drop of this man s

“Parton
chalr

stared at me

Bt
nave

you g

questioned gque

Hold out
o1 Bend a8

ol your business

wrist Captain
Bertillon

dfide?

vill
a glass
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seemed to sgquirm in his
My mysterfous actions were af-
fecting him queerly For a moment
he remained & t. watching the oper
ation of placing a small drop of blood
on the microscope slide. He
He knew we had gome sort
of Information regarding which he
knew nothing He began to ask ques-
tions. His cantion seemed to leavs
him. One little admission came un-
guarded from his lips. Another was
added to it. We begzan to twist his ac-
And in an hour

seemed

street and into Gramercy Square. The
streets were deserted, except for a
| figure huddled against the iron grat-
ing of the eighty-year-old park. The
song of time, played in its weird, long-
sounding tones, rang out over the
sleepy old park with its doleful mes-
sage of t

Days and years

Come and go,

Passing on,

Passing on.

“From tenement-lined Third avenue
and its opening canyons of slum
| streets came the drowsy murmur of
late night. An L train clattered along.
its wheels singing and beating. 1|
looked far down the street, under the
street light and perceiyed the waiting
figures of my detectives. It lessened
the bumping of my heart to know
they were ready. 1 approached the
figure by the grating.

« g this Gramercy Park? | asked,
and with a quick glance saw that, ac-
cording to orders, my men were be-
ginning to move forward. The man
had started forward a bit at the right
of me, then had returned to his posl-
tion by the fence. 1 could not see his
face—the important thing. Work was
still before me. [ repeated my ques-
tion.

“‘1g this Gramercy Park?”

“‘Yes,' came the curt answer at
last. !

* ‘How do the numbers run?

“:sAround the block’ The man
kept his face turned from me. |
laughed rather queerly at his answer.

“+ don't quite understand,’ I said.
‘I'm a stranger here in New York. |
don't know anything about the city.
Couldn't vou tell me- which way the
pumbers run here? Do they run from
| past to west or from north to south?'
| “It was then that the man turned
| from the fence and with an angry
swing of his arm, made a circle of the
park.

““They run that way!' he answered
testily. He looked at me. I saw his |
face. I raised an arm. There was &
rush, a short struggle as the cursing, |

“THEY RUN THAT WAY,” HE ANSWERED, TESTILY

he had confessed everything and was
willing to go back to Chicago without
requisition papers.”

Miss Clement turned and looked
ahead to where a yellowish glare dit-
fused the sky.

“We're getting near Coney, aren't
we?" she asked.

“Yes" ] answered, “but that doesn’t
interest me at all right now. What I
want to know is how on earth you
found out that the robber of the safe
was a deserter from the army.”

Mise Clement smiled.

1 tolg you of Plasmodium Faleipar
um, didn't 1?”

“Yes, but what in the name of Sam
Hill is—well, whatever you said."”

Again a laugh.

“I'll have to explain it, I guess,” the
pretty little detective gaid. “When
that spot of blood found in the store
was placed under a microscope It
showed plasmodium faleiparum, or, in
other words, the tndications of a trop-
jea]l malarial fever, common to the
Philippines. Then, it was a two to
one bet that the person Was a goldier
who recently had returned to the coun-
try. 1 looked up the matter and found
that the last regiment to come from
the Philippines was stationed at Fort
Leavenworth. 1 figured he would be
a deserter, in need of mouey. After
I read the letters that had been Inter

| cepted, 1 was more of this opinion

than ever, for I saw be had been in-
tending to get married. You see, his
plan was to desert, get a bunch of
money, then leave the country. But
ft didn’t work out.”

The lights of Coney flared brighter

| than ever. Miss Clement turned to
| again watch the tender-hearted shop
girl and the Jovelorn floorwalker.
«gjlly things, aren’t they ™ she
asked
Perfect Jewel.
Mistrese—You have excellent  let-

ters of recommendation.
New Cook—Yis mum. Not a ful

| will Oi shtep out av an body's house

until Of git wan—-FPaek.




