
KILLED INIULT
OF THE BRIDGE TOWER.

Struck by a Train, a Man Falls
Over a Hundred

Feet

vto Way of Getting at Him Save by
Lowering a Volunteer into

the Black Hole.

FELLOW WORKMAN OFFERS TO GO.

The Victim Was William Brown, a Carpenter,
Who Helped in the Building of the

Big Bridge Twenty-five
Years Ago.

While crossing the south railroad track of
the Brooklyn Bridge within the shadow of
the gothle-sliaped archway of the tower on

the New York side, William Brown, fore¬
man of a gang of carpenters, was Mruck
by a train at 5:30 a. m. yesterday, and fell
between the ties. Being directly on the
tower, it would naturally be supposed he
could not have fallen far at that point, and
that the train would have passed over and
crushed his body.
As a matter of fact the unfortunate man

fell a distance of 110 feet down Into the
blackness of an awful vault made by the
hollow in the massive masonry of the
bridge tower. Looked at from any point on

the river or land the big towers appear
solid, but thej' are not in reality e'o. each
having a well fifty feet vide in its centre.
These wells are made the receptacles of
refuse by the watchmen and cleaners on

the bridge, the river water at high tide
entering through an aparture and cleansing
the vaults. There are neither stairs nor

ladders leading down into the inky black
vaults, it never having been foreseen t'.at
there would be necessity for anybody to
descend on a mission of humanity. Conse¬
quently, when Brown's body disappeared
in the well. It was seen that it could cnly
be recovered by lowering a volunteer into
the depths to make a rope fast to it.
A workman, whose name unfortunately

has not been learned, offered to go upon
this mission, although neither lie nor ar.-y
of those who lowered him into the depths
supposed for a moment that life voulu be
found remaining in the body at the bot¬
tom. To the amazement of all, Broivn was
still breathing when his body, covered with
slime anil filth, had been hoisted to the
surface by the rope which the volunteer
had attached around it, just under the
arms.
An ambulance, in charge of Dr. Johnson,

of the Hudson Street Hospital, had hur¬
ried around, and into it the unconscious
man was lifted. Both legs were broken
and there was a gaping hole in the man's
skull, but it was not until five hours later
that he ceased to breathe.
Brown belonged to the night shift, and

had gone on duty at 11 p. m. He was

superintending the laying of new ties on
the north track in the vicinity of the New
York tower of the bridge. Having occasion
to visit the tower, he stepped upon the
Bouth track right in front of a train which
was in charge of Conductor Gill.
He was fifty-five years of age, married

and the father of two children. He lived
at No. 220 East Seventh street. For twen-
ty-flve years he had worked around the
Brooklyn Bridge, having been one of the
<»« rrv^r' -*rs o* the construction gang when

oeing />+f>d. He was a thorough,
e, stv er and enjoyed the

confidence or .j superiors and the good
will of his fellow workmen.
These death traps ought to be filled with

cement. In their present condition they
are also a menace to the health of every
passeinger on the bridge trains.

DISOBEYED HIS MOTHER.

Georgie Schenerer Fell from the Roof and
Will Be a Cripple for Life.

Because he disobeyed his mother, twelve-
pear-old Georgie Schenerer is in the Harlem
Hospital, and when he leayes there it will
be as a cripple. The Schenerer family
lives on the top floor of the four-story tene¬
ment house at No. 222 East One Hundred
and Second street. Mrs. Schenerer has re¬
peatedly told Georgie not to go on the roof,
but yesterday he disobeyed her.
While his mother was doing the house¬

work Georgie went to the forbidden place
to fly his kite. There was no wind, and It
fell to the ground. In looking over the
roof after it the boy lost his balance and
fell. He struck the shutter of his mother's
kitchen, then broke through three clothe*
lii'es, and finally struck the ground. His
sister Carrie saw him fall, and her cries
brought Mrs. Schenerer to the window,
from which she saw her son's body lying
motionless on the ground below. He "was
taken to the Harlem Hospital, where it was
said he would recover, but that he would
be a cripple for life.

MEN NOT

The president at the Teacup Club rapped
loudly for order. "Girls, do be quiet,** she said,
"We have a very important question to decide
to-day. A number of men have expressed a de¬
sire to become members of this club and"

"I vote against it," said the "girl with the
Roman nose. "We can all express our real opin¬
ions now, knowing they will go no further,
whereas"
"No club man can ever keep a secret," broke

in the girl with the dimple in her chin. "As
for us, we would die rather than divulge"
"They are so curious, too," broke in the girl

with the classic profile. "We have all talked
e«r much about our meetings that they want to
know how they are conducted, that is all."

"Yes, that is just it," said the brown-eyed
blonde, "and once in they wouW: spoil all the
originality of it by having r-aies and all that.
Then they'd go awa^ and say that we couldn't
get along withorL them."
"The idea, said the president, "when that's

the very reason I set our time of meeting in the
aftern. jn'."
"Loo'i{ here," said the girl with the eyeglasses,

'of co.urse ^-e don't want to offend them; why
have a 'man's day' ance in a while?"

"So we might," said the president, "but we
had better wait until we get all our Winter
things. Well, I suppose, since we are all agreed,
that we had better not waste time in voting on
it. I'm awfully glad to see you here, Effie; I
was afraid you would not be able to come."
yOh, I was determined not to miss it," said

the girl wiWi the Roman nose. "I left word for
them to tell the doctor I was asleep if he called
n my absence. I have been troubled with in-
-mnia, you know, and be would tell them not to

irb me. Of course, he gave me strict orders
to go out, but he"
Will never know that," said the brown-eyed

Banana Fie.
Beat the yolks of two eggs very light

with one cup of crumbled cake, a half cup
sugar, butter the size of a walnut and a

little rich cream. Flavor with lemon or
vanilla, then stir in two -#arge bananas,
cut in thin slices, pour the mixture into a

pie pan lined with good paste and bake in
a quick oven. While It Is baking beat the
whites of the eggs very light with a little
rosewater and three tablespoonfuls of
powdered sugar. Take out the pie, drop
the meringue In clots over top of it and set
back In the oven until It Is a pale brown.

PLUCK* LITTLE MI
IIIII TO II

Thought the Gerry Society
Would Teach Him How to

Master a Trade.

Tramped, Worked and Begged All
the Way from His Home

in Peapack, N. J.

ONCE ROBBED OF ALL HIS MONEY.

But This Thirteen-Year-Old Boy Has the
True Ring, and He'll Succeed

Some Day.May Be
Sent Back.

Worn out, but hopeful, David H. Miller,
of Peapack, Somerset County, N. J., cele¬
brated as the home of the Smith family,
arrived at the Gerry society Thursday night
and declared that he was prepared to enter
the institution and learn a trade. Agent
Pizzaro looked over the desk at him, rub¬
bed his eyes, and asked the boy what he
wanted.
"Haven't you been expecting me? Myfriend telegraphed you, didn't he?"

^^No^^^j^ungjnan, your friepd did not

HE WANTS TO LEARN A TRADE.
telegraph me, and I did not expect you,"
replied Mr. Pizzaro.
Only then did David's hope turn to disap¬

pointment. He Is thirteen years of age and
left his home July 22, full of the hope that

WANTED.

blonde. "Oh, such a time as I had last Fall
when I was ill! You see. papa was going to
make me go to Philadelphia to stay with old
Aunt Borely. I.I was not very well, anyhow,
so I took to my bed."
"Yes, and yon had that nice young doctor,

too," said the girl with the eyeglasses. "Oh,
why am I so brutally healthy!"
"I did, and he cured me of any particular in¬

terest In myself along with my ailment," went on

the brown-eyed blonde. "I had a most becoming
light in the room the first time he called, and
what do you think he did? Pulled every window
shade up to the top, until I looked a perfect
fright.and he young enough to know better!"
"Pshaw!" said the girl with the classic pro¬

file. "All doctors are horrid. Why, I once had
such a handsome one that he sent my pulse away
up every time he felt it. I did look so horrid
that one day I.I put on a little rouge Just be¬
fore he came. In consequence he said I had a

high fever and put me on a milk and water dlel
for three days, besides giving me"
"Like the mean thing I had last year," said

the girl with the dimple In her chin. "I had a

cough and wanted a trip to Florida; instead I
got a pair of overshoes, a lot of flannels and a

mackintosh." k
"Of course," said the girl with the Roman

nose. "Well, I don't believe my doctor is a good
one; he"
"I think we had better adjourn now," broke in

the president "Effle ought not to be out late,
and I am wild to tell Tom that men will not be
admitted to this club. Doesn't the doctor do the
pain in your chest any good. Effie?"
"You don't suppose that I told him anything

about that, do you?" said the girl with the
Roman nose. "I hope I'm not such a idot.-with
Adela's wedding coming off in Christmas week
and my lovely low-cut gown all ready to wear to

Tomatoes With Lemon.
Peel half a dozen yellow tomatoes, ripe

but firm, slice them evenly and pile the
slices pyramid-wise in a pretty dish. As
you pile them strew in between a dust of
salt, the merest dash of white pepper and
plenty of granulated sugar. Finish the top
with a rounded half tomato, then squeeze
over the whole the Juice of one large or two
small lemons. Let stand five minutes, stick
bits of green about the base, put a lump
of ic»on top and send to table.

he would And open arms to welcome him at
the Gerry society, and that he would be
taught a trade. A tramp had told him not
long ago that there was a chance at the
Gerry society for all boys who wanted to
do something, and David, who had but a

sparce knowledge of carpentering, which
ho had learned from his father, decided
to walk to .>ew York and finish his educa¬
tion.
On the way he found that his stout little

frame was beginning to weary of the road,
and when he reached Waine-sville, he
thought It would be a good plan to take
passage on a canalboat. He did so antl
landed at Morristown. There he set to
work manfully to swell his little capital of
£2.15. By selling papers he managed to

increase his funds to $3.45, and then he
set out again for his destination. He
walked to Dover and from there to KocUa-
wa.v.
The journey was not half over, and he

pushed 011 to' Little Falls, where he met a

kind woman, who treated him like a
mother and braced him up with plenty of
good food. The next day he reached Jer¬
sey City on the canalboat Morris Cornc'l.
He did not dare spend his smkll surplus,
and begged from door to door for food.
Wednesday night he lay in the park to
rest, but* when the sun came up and
awakened him he found that his money
was gone. .

It was hard luck for the youngster, but
he pulled himself together and tried to get
employment. Failing in that, he turned
his face toward Xew York, and a good-
natured ferryman sent him across the
river, where he found a generous police¬
man, who put him on the right road to the
Gerry Society and gave him a nickel be¬
sides.

It appears that David had confided to
some one in his travels that he was going
to the Gerry Society to learn a trade, and

ftwful Fall of a Garpentet.
William Brown, at work on the Brook¬

lyn Bridge, was struck by a train and
knocked into open space or vault In
the tower on the New York side. He
fell a distance of 110 feet and died
after being pulled out with a rope.

that the person had jokingly offered to
telegraph in advance of his arrival. The
formality of arraigning him before Magis¬
trate Deuel in the Jefferson Market Court
was gone through with, and the tramping
youngster was then committed to the cave
of the society, where he will be held until
his parents can reclaim him.
He was very much disappointed to learn

that he was not on the right track to get a
term of manual training, but he has good
metal in him, and it will assert itself some
day.
The Pratt Institute, in Brooklyn, en¬

dowed by its founders to help just such
cases, may undertake the charge, if Its
rules do not conflict.

KICKED BY A HORSE TRAINER

Mrs. Albert Cooper Says That Was Her Lot
and She Wants a Divorce.

Mrs. Emma Cooper began an action in the
Supreme Court yesterday for a separation
from Albert Cooper, a well-known horse
trainer. They were married December 13,
1892, and she alleges, through her lawyers,
Howe & Hummel, that her husband began
to act cruelly toward her a few months
after their marriage. She declares that on
8fever.il occasions he knocked her down, and
once kickeu her, injuring her severely. She
also alleges that on Tuesday last he threat¬
ened to kill her.
Mrs. Cooper says her husband receives a

salary of .$7,200 a' year from J. It. Keene.
and that he also trains for Sir Roderick
Cameron, Astor Chanler an dother owners
of horses.

Where Dirt He Get tlie Hat?
While Pascolla Tripiano was sleeping in the

doorway of his home, nt No. 80 Park street,
Thursday night, some one Rtole his hat. Yester¬
day he started out to purchase a new one and
visited a second-hand clothing store at No. 61
Bitvard street. He finally purchased a black
derby for 40 cents, and when he arrived home
found that he had purchased the hat thafc had
been stolen from him the night before. He at
once went to Centre Street Court and obtained
a subpoena, which was served on the clothing
dealer, who will have to explain where he got
the hat.

Accusers Ilespolce Mercy for Him.
James Phillips, son of a wealthy politician and

business man of Washington, yesterday pleaded
guilty before Judge Cowing to forging the name
of Rev. Dr. John R. Paxtow to two checks on
the Fifth Avenue Bank. Phillips was arrested
on Tuesday. One cheek was for $55 and the
other for $57. Dr. Paxton. the bank officials and
Assistant District-Attorney Battle united, out of
regard for the young man's family, in asking
clemency, and Judge Cowing sent Phillips to the
Elmira Reformatory.

Fashion's Latest Gapfice.
The bolero jacket Is back In every degree

and shade of fabric. It threatens to be an

Indispensable adjunct of all waists, no mat¬

ter what the material. It admits of all
sorts of ornamentation, from the heaviest
of braiding to a dainty little fiijJsh of black
velvet ribbon loops.
Some of the boleros are square at the

back, with two points ending at the waist
line in front; others are very short and
rounded, and a few are slit up the centre
of the back and trimmed accordingly.
Three of the prettiest imported ones are

worth describing. The first was of fine
buff linen, embroidered with flowers and
trimmed all around the edge with a fine
plaiting of cream-colored silk mulle. The
sleeve, a dainty arrangement of the em¬

broidered linen, was drawn up in the centre
to the top of the arm and there finished
with rosettes of ilght-hued ribbon. The
second was of light gray crepon, formed
entirely of wide tucks and inserting of
cream-coiored lace. Another, of pale rose

linen, finished with a plaiting of white mus¬

lin, and Intended to be worn with a wide,
black satin belt, was perhaps the most
effective. These fancy bits of waist trim¬
ming.for the present bolero is nothing
more.are intended to be worn with any
skirt or waist, only a general Idea of har¬
mony being observed. It is quite permissi¬
ble that one bolero should serve for several
gowns and several vests or waists. It Is a

delightful relief to the Inevitable and neces¬

sary black satin skirt.

Pompadour Goiffures.
The pompadour style of hair dressing is

once more in high favor, possibly because
it is becoming to both ol<J. and young faces,
and also because the properly constructed
pompadour needs neither curling nor crimp¬
ing. It should be silky, gleaming and soft,
and is the best possible medium for show¬
ing off the color and texture of one's hair.

SOME TABLE
APPOINTMENTS.

A spoon for every use and a use iof every
spoon. It would seem so in this day of endless
Invention and variety. Table silver Is without
limit of pattern or structure. The new sugar
tongs are like miniature ice pincers. The han¬
dles are finished with two large rings and tho
ends are claw shaped, so that the lumps of
sugar are held as though In a vise.

Two-pointed spears, the handles shaped like
corn shears, lying at the side of one's plate in¬
dicate corn as a course. If properly served the
corn is broken into halves or smaller bits, and
so easily speared and held.

The new perforated spoons should be a boon to
lemonade drinkers in this day, when strawberries
and pineapple and orange slices are all to be Been

tantalizingly floating In Its depths. They eome

in all sorts of pretty designs, with gold-lined
basins and extra long tube handles, constructed
like a straw with a hole at each end.

No ice-cream set is complete without pronged
silver spoons. They are a good substitute for
forks, being a compromise between them and the
regulation spoon.

The new berry spoons are all repousse, with
berry designs, and generally perforated; the
pointed orange spoon remains in high favor,
while for sliced cucumbers there are pronged and
perforated si>oons, and for pie, forks with ono

broad, sharp-edged prong and two narrow ones.

Grape scissors are made much in the fashion of
lamp wick clippers, except that they are gor¬
geous with silver clustered grape »nd largp leaf
designs.
The small bon bon dish is to be replaced by

huge Holland spoons designed for the same pur¬
pose. These are made with long handles in dull
silver or copperish gold, in imitation of the an¬

cient ones that used to be attached by chains to
the old Dutch hearth stones.

The changes In napery are not very marked.
Pure white still holds its own against any ool-
ored damask or tinted satin.. The designs most
in favor are the floral patterns.

A Question of Propriety.
They were drinking soda at the same

fountain and their conversation was there¬
fore audible to all their fellow customers.
"Two kmonades, please.very sour. I'm

glad to sec they use fresh lemons, the acid
Is so bad ror one."
They were not young women, as one

would have discovered by their very llrst
remarks, even liad they looked so.

"My daughter is so tall and lithe, and
fair, that she has, of course, a wide field in
the selection of characters," said one.

"True," answered the other, "quite true;
but, of course, she. couldn't attempt any¬
thing that was not sedate. Now my Alice,
on the contrary, i« full of mischief, a gypsy
in every sense. There, I've let it out! But
you wont speak of it, and, above all,
flon't tell your daughter. I know I can

trust you. Yes, Alice is going as a gypsy-
she's going as Carmen. You know my hus-
band saw a good deal of the different
tribes, he knows their ways and their man¬
ners, he brought home all sorts of gypsy
things, and he says Alice is perfect when
she's dressed as Carmen. And she's going
to sing some of the songs out of the opera
to accentuate the character."
Right here she paused. Evidently there

was something in her companion's face that
stopped her, for it was a very abrupt pause.
The other's face had a set, rigid sort of
look. She held her head very stiff and
her mouth was perked up. whether on ac¬
count of the sour lemonade or whether.
"Well," she said slowly, "I scarcely think

Carmen is a Character suited to a young
lady. You know, my dear, she was not a
moral woman, there is no doubt about that.
Now, a gypsy, a nondescript gypsy, is all
right, but Carmen.why. my dear, recall the
opera. We must draw the line somewhere.
T'.iere are so many other characters to
choose from, such n list of historical and
romantic ones. Of course, brunettes are
not. as a rule, represented as angels, but
still.now my daughter, with her golden
hair and blue eyes"
"What is she going as?" asked the other

eagerly. "I won't tell."
"Well, she has the bag to hang at her

side and the proper head dress, a perfect
dream of pearls and very becoming; just
the thing for Gretchen, and the dress isn't
expensive and I've always loved 'Faust.' "

The flisfforttmnes off Abou Ben
Hassan, Called the Fortunate.

Cash donations already nckno wledged $0,751.57
Avon Inn entertainment 4.00
Teresa Harrison, lingo Warsbawskl, Alfred Warslinw-

skl and Harry Caro l.OO
Devere's entertainment 22.^5

Total $0,778.82
"Salda," said Abou Ben Mouzzin, the camel driver, leaning down from his

beast during the slack dinner hour at the Streets of Cairo, "Allah be with you
as he has deserted Tils servant, the most unhappy true believer on the Island
Coney.

"Look at him there, Hassan, son of my soul, child of the starry eyes."
Hassan is about three. His eyes are more like buttonholes than stars, but

this might have been due to the sand and honeyed pop-corn that eclipsed his
Celestial young face.

"Why do I, a follower of the prophet, faithful to the commands of the
faithful, beat my beast, which is true to me, and go with my soul, which is har¬
ried, Into bringing infidels into this place? Bitter is my heart as aloes, dull is
my brain as the Winter season. It is for Hassan, not for me, I mourn. Why?
You see in me one who has bade Nlharksaid to happiness. It was in the Chi¬
cago I saw her. She was hosboris.beautiful as a sunny holiday crowd. You
saw her; she was Luna, the Maid of the Moon, and because she was good to look
at she got $14 every week, and she bore me Hassan, beloved of Allah, and then
she went off with the pedler of the juice of the lime. May wild dogs defile the
graves of his ancestors and his children never know the taste of hump of young
camel!

"Why do I tell you this tale of the misfortunes of Mouzzin, who was called
the fortunate? I tell It to you because I want you to come here on the day
of Junior Republics, the twelfth day of this month of Mouzzin's misery. For
what else can I do with Hassan, now t hat his mother, who was a ghoul and no

woman, has left him. Hassan will go to the Republic of Juniors."
Sure enough, Abou Ben Mouzzln has sent in an application to have the son

of the Maid of the Moon admitted to the Freeville farm. Unfortunately, he Is
too young for citizenship.

Devere is still doing grand work among the hotels for the Junior Republic.
At Hathaway Inn, Deal Beach, o ne of the most delightful summering

spots on the Jersey coast, an enthusiastic audience was entertained by William
DeA-ere, the poet, humorist and singer, and Junior Republic orator, on Thurs¬
day night. The demand for honorary memberships to the Junior Republic,
and badges for the "Boys and Girls of '96," was brisk.

Mr. Darling, the proprietor, and his manager, Mr. P. J. Curran, liberally
donated the hotel bill to the fund.

Following is the list of contributors at Hathaway Inn:
J. Bryant Leake, 50 cents; Miss Helyn Rolston, $1; W. E. Keyes, .$1; A. Lin¬

den, $1; J. It. McCoy, $1; Mrs. G. A. Wells, $1; E. S. Calvert, .$1; Master Rose-
well Graves Rolston and Master Brown Rolston, $1; H. B. Fischer, Mrs. H. B.
Fischer and Miss A. E. Fischer, .$3; Robert H. Leake. $1; Charles H. Slmms, $1;
L. B. Ito!ston and little Jean Rolston, $5; Unknown, 25 cents; George W. Jones,
$2; little Margaret Kennedy, $1.

There are thousands of people to whom Coney Island Is an unknown land,
hedged around with prejudices.

A lot of well-meaning people see nothing of the bright side, of the happy thou¬
sands, who, In the rumbling surf, forget the heart-breaking struggle for existence.

Coney is the worklngman's playground, and the ticket which the Journal of-
ers for 50 cents, entitling the holder to a trip to Coney and back, and a day's en¬

joyment, at no further cost. Is the cheapest and, in fact, the only one of its kind
ever issued.

As you stroll down the Bowery an Immense arch greets the eye at the Western
extremity, upon which Is perched a collection of musicians, who make up in
volume for what they lack In melody.

Upon a stool is perched a funny little lecturer, almost hidden from view be¬
neath a high hat, waving his arms frantically In the direction of the Midway.

You take your fingers out of your ears and find yourself gazing up at a happy-
faced negro in the throes of a laughing song, which makes you smile in spite of
yourself.

After listening to the eloquent arguments of Colonel Maitland, who was a gen¬
tleman "befo' the wah, sail," you pass Inside and spend a pleasant half-hour lis¬
tening to negro songs by genuine plantation darkles, who wind up the entertain¬
ment with th$ traditional cake-walk.

Next comes the Persian Theatre, where Mark Stone, the showman from the
far West, has gathered a number of pretty girls.

The next attraction, the Moorish Palace, contains one of the prettiest illusions
on the Island. You see a beautiful girl apparently floating in the air, vanishing
at the close of the performance In a shower of sparks.

Skirt dancers, comedians and more pretty girls are found In Mile. Cengus's
Theatre, and near the exit you pause before a platform upon which is seated a

number of Eastern hourls, their faces covered with gauzy veils, while voluble
Harry Hamilton discourses eloquently upon the superior attraction of the "Origi¬
nal Streets of Cairo."

That's the Midway, or, rather, a part of It, and you can "do" it thoroughly
and on'y use part of your big 50-cent ticket.

And another thing, mothers and fathers, you need have no compunctions
about taking the little ones and going to Coney, for you will all be as safe as

though you were In your own home.
Commissioner Welles and Inspector Clayton have kindly agreed to act upon the

Committee of Arrangements, and everything is sure to go as smooth as a cold
drink at noon.

People are commencing to learn about the big day and applications are pour,
ing In from all sides for tickets. Tickets are on sale at the business office of the
Journal; the uptown office. No. 1122 Broadway; the Harlem office, and at all
prominent hotels, drug stores and large clothing stores in New York and Brooklyn.

TOUGH GANG IS BROKEN UP.

Police Swoop Down on the Coenties Slip
Crowd and Capture Eight.

Two blocks south of the Froduce Ex¬

change is a blind alley "L" shaped, about
200 feet long. For several years it has

been the meeting place of the "Coenties
Sl'p Gang," a crowd of worthless, crimi¬

nally inclined young men. For years they
have intimidated the residents of the vicin¬

ity by demanding from any one that chanced
to pass, the price of a "growler" of beer,
and woe betide the man who refused. In

this alley the "gang" congregated nightly.
Many times have the police of the Old

Slip Station made raids on the place, but it

seemed only to make the "Rang" the more

desperate, and new members took the
places of the absent ones.

Captain Donald Grant of the Old Slip
police, determined to break up the "gang,"
and at 1 o'clock yesterday morning Detec¬
tives Leroy, Snyder and three policemen
made a sudden raid on the alley and cap¬
tured the eight principal leaders.
At the station house they gave their names

as George Stephenson, Charles Peel, Abra¬
ham Stephenson, William Higglns, John
Doran, Henry Bergen, Robert Anderson and
John Scott Kearney. They have no fixed
home, and their ages vary from eighteen
to forty.
All were sent to the Workhouse by Magis¬

trate Wentworth yesterday.

AT RANDOM.
In San Francisco a new crusade has

been started. The luncheon of the average
school child is the object of reform, and
Dr. Charlotte B. Brown is the crusader.
Dr. Brown has devoted time and energy to
the investigation of the luncheon problem.
She discovered that the deadly pickle and
the fatal cake were the favorite noonday
dishes. She recommends an excellent regi¬
men for growing girls somewhat along
these lines:

"1. Rising early enough to fill one's lungs
with pure air after a suitable toilet, a
cheerful, generous breakfast of material
chosen on which to do four good -hours'
work before noon.that is. some home
duty, a brisk walk to school, with three
hours of study. 2. A warm lunch, even if
but a cup of cocoa or hot milk, or a bowl
of soup wanned up, with the lunch-basket
meal. 3. The great need of exercise, and,
besides the morning duties, an hour at
least after school should be given to out-
of-door sport. 4. Xo study allowed after
9 p. m., and every girl of fifteen years
should be asleep at 0:30 p. m., a later hour
being permitted Friday or Saturday nights
only."
Kansas City has a woman machinist.

She Is Mrs. Carrie Cooley, wife of H. M.
Cooley, proprietor of a shop where gasoline
engines, self-heating flat-irons and various
kinds of light machinery are manufactured.
Four years ago Mrs. Cooley became im¬
bued with the idea of taking up the machin¬
ist's trade as she watched her husband
turning rough lumps of brass and bars of
steel into pretty, bright mechanical de¬
vices. She soon developed the mechanical
turn which marks a liking for the calling,
and took up the work as naturally as the
average housewife takes to cooking and
mending.
Mme. Bernhardt, who Is as great an au¬

thority on the preservation ef youth as she
is on the art of acting, has certain theories
on hair culture that are interesting. Ex¬
perts say that fruit and exercise make
luxuriant locks; Mme. Bernhardt never
eats even a berry, never walks an unneces¬
sary step, yet she points with triumph to
lonfj; glossy hair. She believes in as few
hairpins as possible and any amount of ex¬

posure to wind and snn. To accomplish
this she lets her hair hang unconfined as
much and as often as possible.
Princess Beatrice of Battenberg Is great¬

ly interested in the subject of lace mak¬
ing and lace. She has a collection of
specimens worth a king's ransom, and by
way of ornament cares less for jewels than
the beautiful spun and woven webs which
she loves to wear. She has a voluminous
scrap book with Ivory covers, In which
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H LYING BRAGGART.
Police Compelled to Admit That

Jacob Levy Did Not Kill
An nie Bock.

His Story to Dinan Wholly False,
and Stains on His Knife

Tobacco Juice.

MORE IN THE DARK THAN EVER.

Searching Pawnshops for Jewelry Stolen from
the Murdered Woman.Her Husband's

Picture in the Rogue's Gal.ery.
Her Estate $500.

Jacob Levy, nicknamed "Nigger Jake,"
of No. 18 East Broadway, who was ar¬
rested on suspicion of being Implicated in
the murder of Annie Bock early last Tues¬
day morning, in lier flat at No. 207 East
Twenty-first street, was released by Mag¬
istrate Ktidlich In Yorkville Court yes¬
terday. This leaves the police without a
clew and more in the dark than ever as
to who committed the mysterious murder.
Levy's arrest was due to his lying pro¬

pensities, and turned out to be such a
farcical affair that even he enjoyed it. The
detectives yesterday morning thought they
had a good case, but tne day's developments
spoiled it. They found that the stain on

Levy's knife was not blood, but tobacco
juice; that the scrapings of his finger nails
contained no blood, and that he had not
shaved off his mustache as a means of
disguise.
Then they learned that Levy's story to

Policeman Dinan about visiting a woman
at No. 207 East Twenty-first street, the
home of Mrs. Bock, was purely an im¬
aginary tale of conquest.
The bragging waiter used the number of

the house where the murder was commit¬
ted because he had called on Dora Gilbert
at that place four weeks before. She rec¬
ognized him yesterday.
On the night of the murder it was shown

that he was in the company of Policeman
Corrigan from 10 o'clock to 1:30 in the
morning. After that he called on Isidor
Cohen, a private watchman at No. 80 East
Broadway, and remained with him till 4
o'clock in the morning, when he wenthome.
The contradictory stories told by Levy'smother and brother were explained on

the theory that they were trying to shield
him In the belief that he was in danger."They were trying to help me," said
Levy to the detectives, "but they came
very near sending me to the electric chair."
The police yesterday discovered the pic¬

ture of Jacob Bock, husband of the dead
woman, in the rogue's gallery. It is
marked "No. 2,081," and was taken when
he was arrested on October 1, 1803, on a
charge of picking pockets. He was not
convicted.
Captain O'Brien has sent officers to

search the pawnshops to find the ring
and diamond earrings stolen from the
woman.
Application for letters of administration

on the estate of Annie Bock was filed in
the Surrogate's office yesterday by Aaron
Brafmau, brother of the dead woman. The
application places the value of her prop¬
erty at $.">00.

WAS IT YELLOW FEVER?

A Woman Dies in -necticut After an

Attack of "black Vomit."
New Haven, Conn., August 7..Secretary

Lindsley, of the State Board of Health,
was notified this morning by Dr. Ferguson",
of Thomaston, that a patient of his, a

woman, had died yesterday under condi¬
tions which strongly indicate that her ali¬
ment was yellow fever.
The woman, whose name Dr. Lindsley

does not know, became violently 111 oil her
return from a visit to New York and Brook¬
lyn. She had xngh fever, headache and
finally the "black vomit." Death resulted
in a short time. Two local doctors decided
that the woman's disease resembled yellow
fever more than any other disease they
knew of, and so notified Dr. Lindsley.
Tried to Mnke a Deaf-Mnte Hear.
Frederick W. Meniken, who Is (leaf and dumb.

Is In partnership with his brother, Samuel, ut
No. 054 West Thirty-fourth street. Frederick
was in Jefferson Market Court yesterday as com¬
plainant against F. J. Broderiek In a disputeabout a $7 check. Broderiek squared the com¬
plaint by redeeming' the check. As Meniken
was leaving the bridge Magistrate Deuel called
Court Officer Hunt and told him to ask Meniken
If his brother Is also a (leaf-mute. Hunt putbis hand on Menlken's shoulder and whispered"the Judge wants to knnw if your brother Is
also deaf and dumb?" Menikon simply looked
at the policeman and then walked out of court,while the Magistrate laughed at Hunt's attemptto make a deaf-mute hear.

she pastes unique patterns of lace with
accompanying notes In her own royal hand¬writing.
Miss Edna Waymack, of Cleveland, O.,

Is the only woman In the country whose
business Is outdoor sign painting. Scaf¬
folds and ladders have no terrors for her,
and she mounts them bravely In the face
of the multitude which always assembles
In cities to watch an unusual sight. Her
waking costume consists of a serviceable
skirt, a jumper of blue cloth and a cap
which she manages to pull well down over
her face In order to keep off sunburn. Her
mittens conceal a pair of dainty hands,
and her feet are encased in patent leather
boots corresponding in neatness. Miss
Waymack began upon her sign painting
-career more than three years ago, and
has travelled over a great deal of the
Western country in company with her
uncle, who Is also a sign painter. Her
home is Bellefontalne, O.

An Embroidery Note.
Laundering embroidered linen is an art

for which the proper following of the rules
of needlework are largely responsible.
First and most Important, only the best
wash silks should be used, for any Inferior
grade will surely run. Avoid any knots,
for they are sure to show plainly after
the embroidery Is pressed, no matter how
skillfully concealed In the working, and
never, if you are expert, cross from one
part of a design to another, leaving a
connecting thread.

Marketing On Commission.
Marketing for suburban residents Is a

new employment for women wage earners.
Large baskets lined throughout with metal
and divided into several compartments, one
of which may be filled with ice, are pro¬
vided for the transportation of meats and
fish. Economical women who understand
catering are largely In demand for this sort
of work.

MORPHINE HABIT CURED.
The most scientific treatment of the age.

guarantee a cure. This is not a taperng off
process, and no money is required uutil cure la
complete. Patients have the quiet acd seclu¬
sion of a beautiful country bouse while i^pder-
golng treatmeD* irrespoudence solicited and
considered str° nfldential.
Address t 8, Station X- N. X. 0.


