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UP WITH IT

DAY or two after my contempla-
tion of the curious prospectus of
International Santa Claus, Incor-
porated, I encountered the invent-

» or of the Spectrophone walking in

the park. A broad smile illumined his
Remt 1dt face, and as he paced the walk
he more than onee broke into a fit of hi-

larious mirth. His behavior was too gmuch
for my curiosity and approaching him from
behind I slapped him with much famil-
iarity upon the back and asked to be per-
mitted to share the joke.

**Oh, is it?” he observed, the
smile still lurking at the corners of his
lips.

“Yes,” said 1. “What's the joke? You've
been walking up and down here for the
past half hour grinning like g Cheshire
cat. I'd like to join you in the laugh.”

“Certainly,” he acquiesced.amiably. “I
don’t mind telling you, though _\'ou' may
not find it as amusing as I do. Fact is,
I got fooling with the machine last night
and for the first time I devoted my at-
tention to the immediate rather than the
remote future. It would make g horse
laugh to see some of the things that are
going to happen in the next five years.
Tt existing bubbles in the social, the
tical and the financial world. that are
g to be pricked before 1910 are truly
a caution.”

“Great changes in store for us, eh?” I
queried.

“I should say so,” he laughed.
know Secretary Taft?”

“Yes,” I responded, eagerly.

‘““And—er—the German emperor?"’

“Yes,” sai@ I, my curiosity whetted,

‘““And Gen. Kuropatkin?”

“Well—what of them—pray tell me!” 1
cried impatiently.

“Ob, well—I guess you'd better wait
and see,”” he laughed. ‘‘But if anybody
ever asks you who will be the president
of the German republic, don’t you go
mentioning Mr. William J. Hohenzollern
for the job, that's all He’s popular
enough, but he'll never be president of
the United States of Germagy any more
than Theodore Roosevelt will be emperor
of Columbia. There's different things in
store for both of 'em—"

“Well, what of them?
I demapded.

“Olbsyl wasn’t laughing about that,” said

it’s you,

“You

Pray tell me!”
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the old gentleman, sobering up. ‘“What
amused me was a glimpse I had last night
of a new terror to distinguished men and
women which will hegin to be in just
thirty-six months from date. I stumbied
on it in my explorations of a Vassar der-
mitory last night.”

“A Vassar dormitory?” I cried. ‘“Great
heavens, man! Is nothing sacred to the in-
truding eye of this machine of yours?”

“In my hands, yes,"” said he. “The
voung ladies may rest well assured that
as long as I possess the Spectrophone there
will be no prying into their confidential
affairs. Indeed, that is precisely one of the
reasons why I fear I ghall never be able
to put the Spectrophone on the market.
There are many improper and embarrass-
ing uses to which such an instrument in
unscrupulous hands might be_.put, and
there are even times whexn 1 feel myself

strongly impelled to destroy the whole
mechanism for fear that it may fall into
the cogrol of persons who would abuse
its privileges. But, as I was saying, the
famous people of the world have a new
terrer in store for them and .it strikes
me as belng funny. You are aware, are
vou not, that seven out of ten schoel girls
and boys in this land are autograph hunt-
ers?”’

“Indeed, yes,” said I “In fact,” I add-
ed, “I am personally acguainted with a
matinee idol whe is compelied to employ
a private secretary to write his auto-
graph for him. He told me last night
that even with that he was seriously
thinking of having & Tubber stamp made
tg help the chap out. Autograph hunting,
as a matter of fact, is the most popular
sport in this country today, and seems

to ba the only one that is not protected
by the laws of the land. In season and
out the gutograph hunter pursues his prey
and ruthlessly bags his game.”

“Well, in three years from now that
will all bé changed,” chuckled the Aged
Inventor, “‘and in place of this noble ar-
ray of chirographic nimrods we shall find
the Voice Hunter infesting the land.”

“The what?” I cried in astonishment.

“The Volce Hunter,” repeated the oid
gentleman. “In 1907 the thing begins and
in 1908 autograph hunting is completely
superseded. My first discovery of the ap-
proaching condition was in the contents
of a little cabinet in this very attractive
‘Vassar boudoir. As I was glancing through
merely to see what Iimprovements the
vears were bringing in our educational In-
stitutions, if any, my eye fell upon this

eabinet, and the inscription upon the little
gilt tablet on its front instantly aroused
my curiosity to the highest pitch. It
read ‘Voice Cellection.” What on earth
that could be was of course a mystery to
me, but closer inspection showed that the
significance of the line was no more than
what it pretended to be. In very truth
the dozen or more drawers of the cabinet
held an assortment of the voices of great
men and women of the period inscribed
upon cylinders just ag nowadays we in-
scribe autographs upon cards for these
collectors. This particular young lady
seemed to have been highly favored, for
she had a notable array of highly inter-
esting specimens in her possession, such
as—but perhapg you would like to see
for yourself?"’

My reply was, of course, in the affirma-

tive, and we< returned instantly to his
‘quarters, and ten seconds later my eye
was resting upon the scene—a pretty little
parlor, furnished in exquisite taste, filled
with dainty trifles of a femnine sort in
the way of ribbons and knickknacks, sou-
venirs of dances, ball games, commence-
ment programmes and all the thousand
and one other things that constitute the
memorabilia of the average college girl.
For a moment I withdrew my eye to es-
cape the sense of infrusion that came over
me as I observed that the lovely owner of
the room was at that instant occupying
it. I am no Peeping Tom and it seemed
improper that I should be thus peering
over the shoulders of the charming young
lady engaged in writing a letter, possibly
to her fiance. But my ear remained, and
a second later I was aware that the letter
she wasg writing was not necessarily of a
confidential nature,

“My dear Mrs. Bronson-Jones,” she read
aloud. “I have just finished reading your
exquisite novel, ‘Juliana the Chauffeuress,’
and cannot rescist the temptation to write
and ask you if you will not let me add
veur voice to my already very large col-
lection.. I have the voiceg of President
Roosevelt, Chief Justice Taft, Secretary
Cortelyou, Richard Harding Davis, Elfie
Fay, Carrie Nation, Senator Bryan, Gov.
McClellan and others, and shall not feel
that my collection is complete without
vours. I inclose a stamped and directed
phonographic eylinder for the purpose, and
trust I may not be disappointed in my
request. Sincerely yours, Mabel- Carmody
Johnson.”

The reading aloud of this letter, indi-
caling as it did that I might peep agaift
upon the scene without fear of intrusion
upon anything of a sacred nature, induced
me to place my eye at the lens, and a mo-
ment later I had the pleasure of person-
ally inspecting the young woman’'s col-
lection, One by one she removed the cylin-
ders from the cabinet and ran over her

remarkable assemblage of distinguished
voices. And such sentiments as they ex-
pressed! It was indeed illuminating. The

firet I recognized at once as that of my
late candidate, Judge Parker. It was
dated 1906, and in stentorian tones rang
out the words ""As I sald in my speech of
acceptance of July 10, I shall under no

circumstances be a candidate for a second
term.” Then came the voice of President
Roosevelt dated 1907. “It is true that I
have already declined a third term, but
the will of the people is paramount to the
wish of the imdividual. if my countrymen
will call the coming one a second term I
shall hold myself bound as a loyal citizen
of the commonwealth to bow before their
inexorabe resoive.”

The next cylinder contained the voice of
Bourke Cockran and was, in fact, not an
extract from a speech, but an oration of
some length. The young lady did not let it
go on long enough to enable me to deter-
mine upon which side of fhe political
contest of 1908 the speaker was but the
old voice rang out as true and reverbe-
rantly as ever. .

Follpwing this came the mellow cadences
of William Jennings Bryan, short, shagp
and ringing: ‘“The crime of '96 musthﬁd
shall be avenged! Vox populi vox meil’

In 1907 David B. Hill sent his voice to
the fair young collector: “I am a Demo-
crat, and shall retire January 1, 1909, if
there is enough of me left to retire with.”

Gov. McClellan honored the young wom-

an with the sentiment: ‘‘Mr, Roosevelt is

the Man Higher Up just now, but walt
until March 4, 1909, I may take the ele-
vator myself."”

Richard Harding Davis’ voice, dated
Jan. 16, 1908, says: “We are still bottled
up at the north pole. Gen. Kuropatkin
has just disappeared over the horizon
line in the direction of Hudson bay.”

An interesting contribution from Mr. J.
Pierpont Morgan came next: “If investi-
&tion proves that the Cologne cathedral,
which ] have just presented to the British
museum, was surreptitiously and dishon-
estly removed from its site on the Rhins
I shall, of course, return it to the eriginal
owners.”

Admiral Rojestvensky refers to a his-
torical incident in his contribution: “In
a heavy fogski it js impossible to tell a
f‘lshing smackski from a Japanovitch. If
it was only a fishball hit us, how wasg I
to knowski?”

The actors in the young girl's collection
indulged in a great variety of sentiments,
most of them from the plays of Shake-
speare, George Ade and others. James T.
Powers' voice was devoted to the “To be
or not to be' seliloquy of Hamlet, which
wag strikingly original in conception. Nat
Goodwin indulged in a snatch from the
first act of ‘“‘Parsifal.”” The splendid voice
of Sir Henry Irving was devoted to a de-
licious rendering of ‘‘Casey at the Bat,”
and from Francis Wilson came the oration
of Brutus after the assassination of Cae-
sar. Richard Mansfield indulged in no quo-
tations, contenting himself with the old
time autographic formula, “I &m very
truly yours, Richard Mansfleld.”

Among the women's voices in the collec-
tion were those of Sarah Bernhardt in a
little imitation of the Rogers brothers;
Mrs. Patrick Campbell, who recited Ed-
ward Markham’s “Man With the Hoe”
backward, with fine effect;” Mme. Pattl,
who filled up a whole cylinder with the
word ‘“‘Farewell”"—there were at least
twenty-four of them; Carrie Nation, who
observed that her motto was “No longer

down with rum, but up with it,” and
many others of equal celebrity.
The list ran up into many numbers,

and I am inclined to believe that I should
have remained with this interesting and
novel collection but for the jolt which
my tender sensibilities received when the
Chauncey Depew ecylinder was brought
forth. There have been many moments
of pathos in my life, but none has more
readily brought tears to my eyes than this
one.

“Mr. Chairman and Gentlemen of the
New England Soclety,” it began, “two
vears ago when I was in the senate

For me the speech went no further, My
emotions overcame me, and a moment
later I crept weeping from the Yroom.
There are some things that the spectro-
phone must inevitably reveal that can
serve only to add to the stores of misery
that confront us on our way -through li
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Mr. Justice Brewer was a judge
of a criminal court instead of a
member of the supreme bench of
the Ampited States, I believe he would
be merciful to a prisoner at the bar,”
said an. Omaha man at the Fifth Avenue
hotel the other night. “The eminent jg6-
tice could put himself in the place of the
accused.

“I suppose it is contempt of court to
tell it, but the judge was once suspected
of a grave crime, and it took the com-
bined efforts of his friends and a four-
gallon jug of whisky to keep him from
being dragged off to jail. The sheriff of
Natrona county, Wyo., couldn’'t see it
any other way than that the justice was
a train robber.

““We were hunting out in Medicine Bow
Park. In the party were Justice Brewer
and W. H. Munger, the last named now
judge of the United States court for the
District of Nebraska. Henry D. Esta-
brook, general attorney for the Weskern
Tnion Telegraph company, and one or two
others. Medicine Bow Park is one of the
most beautifnd parts of Wyoming, and in
those days it was practically inaccessible
to wagon travel. It was an excelient hunt-
ing ground for this reason, and, in fact, it
was the refuge of the hunted, whether
man or beast. If a cowboy ‘got inte trou-
ble’ he was even more likely to strike out
for Medicine Bow Park than for the Hole
in the Wall.

“Game was plentiful, and we had a
good time. We bagged several elk and
a couple of grizzlies hefore we had been
there a week. We enjoyed ourself in
regular wild West fashion, and gave one
another wild West names. Justice Brew-
er was known as ‘Kansas Dave,” and
thev called me ‘Broncho Jake. Justice
Brewer, in a straggling growth of chin
whiskers, wearing high-topped boots, a
blue flannel shirt, broad-brimmed hat and
a cartridge belt, looked about as much like
a judge as Dynamite Dick himseif. [

“One day Justice Brewer and Judge
Munger stayed in camp to look after
things while the rest of us went out hunt-
ing. I happened to return in advance of
the others in the evening, and there
seated before the fire were two strangers.
The two judges were there, too, but they
both looked rather uncomfortable.

«well, how Is ‘Kansas Dave'? I
bawled out, addressing Justice Brewer.

« <Al right,’ he replied with a sheepish
grin, whilggone of the strangers gave a
start and 'looked at him more closely.

“ ‘Pm the sheriff of Natrona county,”
announced the newcomer,-and he had his
hand at his pistol belt as he said it

“ ‘Glad to meet you, sheriff,” I replied.
‘Make yourself at home.

“But the sheriff waved aside my offer of
hospitality and an ugly frown overspread
his tanned countenance as he once more
looked the supreme court justice over.

“ ‘It sorter looks as though I'd have to
make . some of you at home down to-my
place at Casper,” he said. ‘The Union Pa-
cific’s had another train robbery, but I
don't reckon it's any news to this bunch.’

“ “Well, indeed it is news,” I sald with a
whistle of surprise.

“But the sheriff was not to be diverted
from_his supicions.

“ ‘How long have you known that fel-
ler?”” he asked with a nod at Justice
Brewer. R

“ ‘More than fifteen yedrs,’
‘That is Justice Brewer of the
States supreme court.”

* *Aw-.hell,” came the sniff of contempt,
‘I seen his picture before I left town, and
he’s wanted for blowin® open an express
car.” - Here he whipped out his six-
shooter. ‘No monkey business. My pard
and I can take care of this bunch. Your
judge has got to come with me, and we'll
see if they don’t Know him better down gt
Casper than you do.’

“It looked just a bit serious. I knew the
justice wouldn’t relish a long ride on a
fractious broncho any more than the rest
of us. I tried to calm the sheriff and per-
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suaded him to put his weapon back in his
belt. «

“ Tl show you a few papers that I
have in gur pack,’ I said. ‘If they don’t
convince ‘You we’ll all go with you.” -

“I showed the sheriff those papers, but
not until his hostility had been somewhat
mellowed by liberal drafts at our camp
supply of snake-bite antidote. Before he
left he decided to.postpone the arrest, but
his guspicions were not entirely allayed, as
was shown by his parting remarks to me.

“‘Keep yer weather eye on that feller
till I see you again,’ he gurgled as he
floundered into his saddle. ‘Him a jedge!
You've got your sand with you to try to
poke that down me. Looks a devil of a
sight more like an Arizona stage robber.’

“And the law of Natrona county, Wyo.,
rode to the north."

; 5eardless Prssidentsn
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When Roosevelt is inaugurated on
March 4, 1904, he will be the second
president with a mustache. Cleveland
was the first.

Whatever the presidency of this
country has done for the incumbents,
it has not been productive of beards.

The first four chief executives were
as clean shaven as Benedictine friars.
J. Q. Adams was the first to break the
rule, but he was not a full-bearded
president. His facial growth of hair
came up to what are usually termed
side whiskers, but they were a trifle
more expansive than the Scotch Pres-
byterian type.

When he retired the beardless presie
dent eame in again with Jackson, but
his successor, Van Buren, brought to
the White house almost an exact pat-
tern of the whiskers grown by J. Q.
Adams.

William Henry Harrison again set
the beardless face. The seven who
came after were clean shaven.

When Mr. Lincoln was elected there
was not a hair on his face, but before
he finished his first térm he wore a
sparse beard, with clean shaven upper
lip. One of the authenticated stories
is that he did this to please a child.

Grant was the first president with a
full short beard. His immediate suc-
cessor, Hayes, was the first to wear
full, long whiskers, covering his shirt
front. Garfield also wore a full beard,
but it was less luxuriant than that of
Hayes. y

Arthur, who was the most correct
dresser of all the presidents, was the
first in the list to grow the burnside
type of whiskers. :

Benjamin Harrison’s beard was full,
with a slight tendency to curl at the
end, and was tinged with gray.

After Cleveland the clean shaven face
returned with McKinley. The mus-
tache came in for the second time when
Rogsevelt succeeded. -

Most of the presidents were bounti-
fully supplied with hair on top of thelr
heads. The two Adams were the first
to show a slight tendency to baldness.

Van Buren was bald on the forehead,
Garfield was similarly marked.

Polk was the first ¥hd only president
who wore his hair in the ante-bellum
Southern style. It was long, and reach-
ed back from the front, over his ears.
Buchanan was the first and only one,
sp far, to wear the top roach,

Cleveland in returning to his sec-
ond administration showed a te
to baldness. McKinley was not notice-
ably blessed with a heavy growth.

But no baldheaded man, as the term
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There was a sharp contest between &

women from the East and West at the
The leaders from the two sec-
tlons were Mrs. Reginald Vanderbilt,
whose picture Is shown at the top, Mrs.
J. H. Moon at the bottom, and Mrs.
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: Different
“And went to that tmmoral play?

you saw it, t00.”

is understood, has yet been president
of the United States. .

“Yes—but I had a free ticket.”—Flie-
gende Blatter.
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OMEN WIN HONORS
AT THE CHICAGO HORSE SHOW

| supposed to represent the mature delibera-
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TSl AN

IS NOW

THE most remarkable figure in all Asia
since the death of that sturdy old
Afghan, the Emperor Abdunaman
Kahn, is the famous Empress Tsi An, who
has been well called “the only man in
China.” and who has just celebrated her
seventieth birthday.

Her origin wrapped in mystery, her
position anomafous and illegal under the
Salic constitution of China, her methods
open to criticism, though never to inves-
tigation, this truly marvelous old woman
hag for thirty-three years played a win-
ning game against mighty foreign powers,
not to mention home opposition. Her life
has been like a play, with the curtain not
vet rung down, and not once has she sur-
rendered the part of leading lady.

She has risen from the picturesquely
low to the picturesquely high. Born into
abject poverty somewhere In the west of
China in 1834, she was the daughter, some
say, of a huxter; others, of an impover-
ished Manchu nobleman. He sold her in
childhood te a rather amiable old general,
and, part slave, part adopted daughter,
acquiring patrician accomplishments with
eagerness, thig Becky Sharp of royalty be-
gan early to ‘be her own mamma.”

The dramatic point of her career was
when, in 1850, in company with 600 other
young girls, she stood on her big feet,
. which had never been bound then or
since, at the portals of the imperial palace
whence the Emperor Hsien Feng had is-
sued a proclamation—in plain American-
ese an advertisement—for secondary
wives. An ambitious slip of sixteen, she
had insisted on the adventure.

She was one of the ten aspirants chosen.
Between the mere secondary wifehood and
actual empressship a great gulf yawns.
She bridged this with beauty, brains and
the birth of a son. Emperor, empresses,
superior and inferior nobles—all passed
under her almost hypnotic influence, all
under her compulsion taught her state-
craft. Her first important interference
was in the problems of national policy
following the capture, in 1860, of Peking
by the French and English,

Then Tsi An began to enjoy the intoxt-
cation of power.. Coincident or not, the
aged emperor died almost as soon as his
young wife began to “find herself.” Male
regents were, of course, appointed by his
will for their.infant son. Tsi An baving
other plans, the court and country, were
stunned a few days after the imperial
funeral by the appearance of an edict,

tions of the little four-year-old monarch,
which appointed his mother and the im-
perial empress as regents. Upon their pro-
testing the luckless male regents weres|
graclously permitted to hang themselves,
while the public executioner cut off the
head of the secretary of state. Tsi An
then openly took the reins of government.

Under her administration the empire
was safely conducted through the Taiping
rebellion, as well ag a series of other in-
surrectidmary crises, which included the
Mohammedan rebellion in Yunnan, that of
Yakub Beg, in Kashgar, all of them actual
nationa} dangers. The quarrel with Japan
in 1874 was adroitly smoothed over without
a rupture of relations.

When Tsi An’s son, Tung-chih—a weak
incapable—ascended®he throne and mani-
fested some absurd notions about doing
his own ruling, his determined parenf get
aside his decrees. Soon the young em-
peror, Tung-chih, “mounted to heaven” —
not, some have whispered, unassisted—
and in January, 1875, the empress, calmly
ignoring the laws of succession, had her
' paby nephew, Kwang-su, snatched from
his bed on a bitter winter night, carried
to the palace and proclaimed emperor.

Nevertheless, Tsl An's Kkaleidscopic
character has its bright lights. Not long
ago, when there was a famine In one part
,o!hcronpm.-h’a!udltpuwmmtbe

: Gazette that she could. not bear
to eat expensive viands while her people
were starving, and that she had to cut off
her allowance of fresh pork for a week.

Recently she issued a most edifying proc-
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lamation de®ouncing’ that very “‘graft” by
which sh¢ nas amassed her personal for-
tune. It was either kindness or a grim,
Gilbertian sense of humor which made her,
when in 1900 the embassieés were besieged
and the fate of the European inmates
‘seemed sealed, make courteous inquiries
after the health of the members of the
diplomatic corps; and send.them fresh
vegetables and flour for their support in
the intervals of the ounslaughts.

One of her latest actions was the recog-
nition of the seventieth birthday of Wu
Ting-fang, the well-remembered ex-min-
ister to this country, by granting him
permission to ride his horse within the
palace precincts.

And now, in her seventies, this cleverest
woman is becoming—not conservative, but
progressive. She has given receptions to
the ladies of the diplomatic corps—an in-
novation; she has shattered precedent by
holding audiences in the most sacred hall
of the Forbidden City, which women are
prohibited entering. Things foreign are
being introduced with her sanction. Now
she is making great favorites, and indeed
counsellors, of two charming girls, half
American by birth, whelly Parisian by
education—the Misses Nellle and Lizzie
Yu Keng, the pretty daughters of the late
minister to Paris. One day, so the story
goes, the suspicious-natured empress
asked one of these girls, who, of course,
are thoroughly conversant with the French
language, to translate a French state doc-
ument whose alleged translation by a
member of the Chinese foreign office had
been handed her,

Needless to say, she found the two
versions were different. Since then the
Misses Yu Keng have been the pets of
the palace, where they have taken up
their residence—not afraid, apparently, of
their capricious royal mistress, of whom,
after an interview, some one said:

‘‘People who have seen her eyes raised
talk of their marvelous quickness, people
who have seen her smile talk of the smile’s
coldness, ladies who have conversed with
her speak of the furious anger of hep ex-
pression as she reprimands an attendant,
succeeded instantaneously by the utmost
urbanity as she addresses a guest.”

Artificial Gas Wells

The Society of Mineral Industry has
been presented by M. P. Beau with a
plan for the artificial production of
natural gas, which is summarized in
the current number of the Revue In-
dustrielle. The extraction of coal each
day grows more costly because of the
increasing depth of the mines. Ron-
champ has already mines of more than
3,000 feet, in the Sarre region in the
east of France mines of 4,600 feet are
common, while in order to develop the
beds between Pont-a-Mousson and
Briey pits 4,500 and even 6,000 feet are
contemplated. Even in case the bed
of coal is found there is still the ques-
tion whether or not the exploitation of
the property will be profitable under
the old system. According.to M. Beau
it would be possible to set theé mine on
fire, utilizing the gas which.awould thus
be formed as in a greatMdfural gas
well. It would be necessary for this
purpose to construct two welis for each
mine, one serving for the entrance of
the air, the other for the escape of the
gas, which would be protected against
the spread of the fire by carefully
erected embankments. M. Beau states
also that it would be possible to de-
scend into the mine for the purpose of
inspecting portions of the pits and for
the purpose of placing new galleries in
operation, the risk in this case being
less than is the case today with acci-
dental fires. In the latter event the
position of the fire is unknown, in the
one under discussion the location is
perfectly known. Further, the fire
would not only attack the beds of coal,
but also the schist and carbonaceous
beds, which would thus add a consid-
erable amount to the return of th
well.—Public 'Opinion. .




