
Jf?<? Qreat
Jildei) Cibrary
09 tf?e Bryant

parK Site.
Before very many days the New York

I egis'ature wiil be asked to grant the
ieath warrant of Bryant Park reservoir.
The great library formed by the conaol-
dation of the Astor and Lenox libraries
with the Tllden Trust wants to make Its
home there. The Journal has told how
useless the reservoir has become. It Is of
no more use to New York than a fifth wheel
to a wagon. So It Is hoped that the Leg¬
islature will forget politics long enough to
do something that will be of real benefit
to x<?w York. Just as soon as the trustees
of fhe consolidated Institutions can prepare
abelr bill It will be presented for action.

At* tho recent hearing before Mayor
8trr'n£ the Mayor expressed himself strong¬
ly n favor of granting the desired site;:
bn "'hen the question of paying for the

bti ding came up there was a hitch. The
or did not want to put through any

®o>e large expenditures of public funds
"rIng his administration, and as this

j^°:ild involve an outlay of two or three
.1 lion dollars by the city, he preferred
to have It come up again after his term
of office expired. The bill which is being

1 ifted by Lewis Cass Ledyard, one of the
stees, however, will provide for the

"T Ming as well a3 the site.
.efore Mr. Tilden's will was broken by

1 r<>latlves, and when It was still sup-

^

sed that the Tllden Library would be a

parate institution, the Tllden trustees,
otably Mr. John Blgelow, had been

anxious to secure the Bryant Park reser¬
voir site. The breaking of the will and

taIk of moving the
% City HaH up to

Bryant Park upset their plaas, however,
but since the consolidation it is said that
the trustees have been almost unanimously
n favor of that site for the combined
library, it is now almost sure that they
will finally get it, and should the city
agree to put up the building, a public com¬

petition wll probably be ordered for the
designs for the library.
Previous to Mr. Tilden's death he Was

ehown a rough draft of tf proposed library
to be built in the shape of a cross. This
pleased him greatly. The Bryant Park
reservoir site is especially adapted to such
« building, and after Mr. Tllden died and
his trustees were thinking of that site for
the building to be erected in his memory,
they had these plans prepared for a librarv
on this site, if it could be secured. At the
suggestion of Mr. Blgelow, Ernest Flags
the New York architect, drew the first
P ans for the proposed cruciform building
fehould the city finally build a home on this
s te for the combined library, it is not at
al Improbable that this or a similar design
will be used.
The cross-shaped building has wonderful

ad\ antages for a library of this kind. T^e
long arms of ,he cross offer wonderful rtd-
vantages for shelving and reading alcoves,
with an a mndance of both light and air.

plnM contemplates four wings, each
sixty er sixty-five feet in width, and a

ouiiding with a hall or rotunda
feet lu diameter. In each of the

tour angles formed by the intersection of
u.ngs of the cross, there would also

be a small octagonal pavillion, about forty-

fn^ L (liaipeter' wlth reading rooms
d vestibules for entrance and exit
The Upper vvlng or stem of the" crogg

would extend toward Fifth avenue, and
a^e an imposing entrance facing that

chh°:°rbn""-!. '
p

°Ut resPectively toward Fortieth
Torty-second streets and have en-

rances on each. The main wing of the
r .em of the cross would stretch down
>e present pastern terminus of' Bryant

Bark proper. At this end. too, there would

or Ind?maU 8e"li'circnIar ^ture rooms
or audience chambers, with special
entrances on the park as well as from the
library wing. Double-faced shelves would
extend out at right angles from the walls

^rming a series of alcoves down each side
three of the four wings of the cross

while in the short wing extending toward
[ 1« ifth avenue there would be special shelves
j and cases for the exhibition of rare aE«
> valuable books.

aiCOVe9 WOnId be about eight feet

on each" 27**^ feet with book
on each sid, and a table in each. There

jould be four tiers of them, and those
aboVe would be three or four feet shallower

aHow
ery

n
°bOVe tLe Brst- Thls would

' a small railed passageway runniap

SS ^rtslrof «ch
a low vls'l0rs to pass from one alcove to
«»»"«- on ehd, floor. Th(. ... S'rC

ty of the alcoves alone by this Dlan
would be 1.200,000 books, while 300 000
inore could be accommodated If the walls
of the corridors of the rotunda were used
as i0 the British Museum. This would give

i ^r]rpacltr of i-5oo'oo° b°°ks' --hich
Is nearly as great as that of the British

Bbrarvl ir1'' far tha* W

seurn and
"°ePt tho Bri«*h Mu-

tlfirutA i n .6 fflmous Bibllotheque Na¬
tion. Ie ln parla. ThJa ls moro thaQ ^

a

the capacity of either the Congressional
°r *«** SS

trfs-ro,,shiy by

Plans could be built for less than S3 000 0M
while the use of the stone and othTZ
terial of which the old reservoir I,
composed would materially reduce this ou7
usirur an°tn°U8f P!tpenso could be saved bv
nsing all this stone for the walls of the nPl
library without having to move it awaT
?ourserneVmItlriTwt0 itsOf
rled for Cthe of °th^ ,hre to ^
but all (his stone coni i

hhrarv building
.tructio? I" tflo ioE

president
Roosevelt's

Superior
Offieer.

Those who "know the ropes" up In Mul¬
berry street have discovered that. Commis¬
sioner and President Theodore Roosevelt,
Master of the Police of New York, before
whom fierce Inspectors and captains bow
deferentially, has a superior officer. The
outside world thinks of this athletic young:
police potentate as autocrat supreme from
the moment he passes within the portals
of Headquarters. But at one point of his
brisk, impetuous progress to his desk off
conies his hat. He makes a salute more

deferential and respectful than any that
have been shown to him, and then, his

step softened, disappears into his private
room.

[ Gray-haired officials, men whose names

{ire famous in Scotland Yard and familiar
to the Parisian Prefect of Police, so re¬

markable have been their achievements,
have tonched their caps in all humility
as he has passedi by. A blue-coated army
that is the finest city force In the world
hangs 011 his slightest word, and fears his

frown. And yet the man who controls and
commands all this has a superior officer,
before whom his head must be bared as he

walks past.
Nc$ one who saw this superior officer for

the first time Would realize it all. For it

is just a slip of a girl clicking away -ut her

typewriter, a small, pretty young woman,

with a curly bang, her hair wound around
the back of her head in a loose knot, and a

plaid silk waist touched up with red bows

worn above a dark, trim skirt. Smiles break
out upon her face occasionally, but the most

of the time she sits bolt upright, dignified,
conscious that she is t.he queen of Mulberry
street.
Miss Gertrude Kelley is her name, and her

power Is unlimited. Grim, stern officers of

high rank unbend before her as the presi¬
dent himself docs, and mere acting captains
and sergeants openly adore. Her especial
corner Is regarded throughout the dreary,
bare building as the shrine of a saint, and
the rooms, so redolent of crime and crimi¬
nals, are brighter since she has taken to

coming there every day.' If any policeman,
from the'Chief down to the newest patrol¬
man, should omit to take off his helmet or

cap on entering, he would be frowned upon
by the department as long as he should re¬

main,in it.
"Good morning," the gruffest inspector

saysj. striving to tone down his voice to a

pitch It has not had for years. "Good
morning," says the latest recruit to the
ranks, summoned there by order of the

president, saying it half timidly, but with a

look of admiration. To all Miss Kelley re¬

sponds with a sweet grace, never stopping
meanwhile as she clicks off another line.
Calmly, when seated by the president's

desk taking dictation, she mafces the auto¬
crat of all the bluecoats actually wait her
pleasure as she turns over a page in her
notebook or corrects a phrase. Under her
small, dainty thumb Roosevelt sits, patient
and with all his unrest gone. For a be¬
liever in military discipline and «. martinet
with his command, he knows he must await

j the t?e3tttPe~aflu tbs leofc of his saperisir-
officer..

HERE'S GENIUS FOR ITOU!
The terrors of a creaking door have been

abolished in many fashionable New York
homes. This instrument of nerve torture
may now be made to evolve sweet sounds.
This Is accomplished by the combination
of a door harp, the notes of which are
made by little balls striking the strings of
a delicate little Instrument as the door is
opened or shut. If the door be opened ab¬
ruptly ffie balls fall irregularly against the
strings,:which resound in a pretty series of
aeolian sounds, like the music of distant
bells.

Six U/omei? of
Bostoi? U/l?o

I^ide Op a

Sextuplet.
Undismayed by the disaster that recently

overtook a team of six athletes who were

pushing a sextuplet bicycle along at a

forty-mile an hour gait, when one of the
tires collapsed, a party of six strong
minded, strong limbed, be-bloomered young
women, members of a Boston athletic as¬

sociation, have taken to public appear¬
ances astride the six-saddled bike.
The organization of the sextette was

gradual, beginning with a tandem team of
charming girl bachelors. Then another tan¬
dem team was permitted to pool Its wheel
with 1he first. A fifth woman paid the differ¬
ence for a quintuple, but the odd number
,was unsatisfactory,
and number six was .

admitted to the fra¬
ternity, a machine
was especially con¬

structed for them, and
with its unusual
load has become a fa¬
miliar sight on the
suburban x-oads of
Boston.
The crew of the

sextuplet do not seek
to draw attention to
themselves by the
attractiveness of their
wheeling garb. It
is doubtful if cos¬
tumes less likely to
inspire the orbit, in
fact, were ever seen
outside of Boston.
From the appearance
of the young women
as caught by the or¬

bit they have just re¬

turned from a long
spin, and are not
looking as fresh as
they might. This is
the only bicycle team
of six women ever or¬
ganized.

VVqP

A New Idea in Gloves.

5f?e J\Ieu/est
(^loue J-las
Sea/T\s or)

tfye Ii7$ide.
There Is a now glove on the market,

made on an entirely new principle. The
seams are al<l in the inside, or palm side, of
the hand. They are especially designed for
bicyclists, equestrians and drivers of fine
horses.
The appearance of the glove when the

hand Is- closed Is very neat, and 'the idea
of ithe inner seam is likely to prove very
popular 'in walking gloves. The new glove
Is said to be the most practical yet In¬
vented for retatoing a grip on handle bars,
bridle or reins.
The design of these gloves is also utilized

in several styles for a bicycle glove for
Summer wear. In
these beauty is sacri¬
ficed for comfort.
Some of the gloves
are ventilated b y
means of small holes.
Others are open in
the back entirely, af¬
ter the manner of the
gloves worn by base¬
ball pitchers and in-
fieldcrs.
The gloves are made

of kid and liorsehide.
but preferably o f
soft chamois of a

gray color. It is
claimed that the
same will not rip, 01*

the gloves burst at
the side.
There are other

novelties in gloves
for the bicycle
wearer. Some of
these have chamois
palms, and cloth or
thread backs, but all
have military gaunt¬
lets of leather.

The Disputed Skull* of Charlotte Cofday.

The Only Superior Mf. Roosevelt Recognizes.

Six: Athletic Boston Bachelor Gifts Who Ride on a Sextuplet.

MJWR15 ^
S\u\\ of

Qorday 7
Although more than a hundred years have

elapsed sinpe the dulled blade of the Terror¬
ists' guillotine severed the head of Char¬
lotte Corday, the murderess of Marat,
no shadow of doubt has rested until now

upon the authenticity of the skull which
Prince Roland Bonaparte possesses, and
which has been believed to be that of the
great French heroine. Recently, however,
Dr. Cabanes, a French savant., has been
making a careful scrutiny of the few musty
records which remain concerning Charlotte
Corday's execution and the subsequent dis¬

position of her body, and now claims that
the skull about which so much has been
written by craniologists is quite probably
tliat of some mnieless and unknown woman,
Instead of once having been the covering
of the fiery brain that directed the dagger
to Marat's heart.
Dr. Cabanes's argument that the real

head has long ago turned to dust rests
largely upon a document that he states he
found'among the papers of Vatel, a French
biographer, of Charlotte Corday, which
says that after the execution her body
was delivered for dissection to several sa¬

vants, and that her head fell into the
hands of one of them named Denon, who,
after taking out the brain, caused the skull
to be Interred with the rest, of the re¬
mains.
Some say it was the executioner who

sold her head to a curious spectator in the
crowd about the scaffold, but this Is de¬
nied by no less a person than Sanson, the
headsman himself, who says that her head
fell into the basket With many others, and
that if it was taken out afterward by the
physicians and carried away with the body,
it was done so without his knowledge.
Sanson, however, made this statement
long afterward, when he, as well as all
others actively concerned iu the doings of
these bloody days, was trying his best
to rid himself of the Infamy which he had
incurred.
A yet more grewsoine picture is the next

link In the chain of this head's history.
It is said that one hot July evening, the
day after Charlotte Corday's execution, a

woman of the people was noticed stealing
along in the shadow of the building^ in
the Rue Saint Florentin. The air was hot
and stifling, and few people were abroad,
though darkness had not yet set in. Sev¬
eral persons sitting In their doorways
noticed the woman as she passed, and
sickened as they caught a whiff of a horri¬
ble odor, which seemed to come from a

bundle she was carrying wrapped up in her
apron. Curiosity was a dangerous thing
in those days of the Terror, so no one

thought of stopping and questioning her.
But be/ore she had disappeared from

view,, those who were watching her saw

her steps grow slower and feebler. She
stood still for a moment, and then with a

groan sank fainting to the pavement. A
score of people hurried up, and, used as

they were to ghastly sights, were horrified
to see, lying In the dust at the woman's
feet, the object that she had carried
wrapped in her apron. It was a severed
fehiflie lieafl, tilt long natf stili InatiGQ
with blood, the eyes wide open and staring,
and the awful stains upon the swollen
cheeks and lips betokening that decomposi¬
tion had already made much headway.
Despite all this, there was no mistaking
the identity of this ghastly bit of human
debris, and the spectators recognized it at
once as having belonged to the murderess
of Marat, whom they had seen die upon
the guillotine the day before.
The woman quickly recovered her senses,

and it was then learned that she had come

from the Madeleine cemetery, where a

grave digger had made her a present of
the horrible relice 'with which she disap¬
peared.

JXOJN.

5eeret of
tl?e J4ii?doo
/Tja^ieiai/s
plou/er pot.

Science Is making plan, one after the
other, all the mysteries, old and new, of
the world, while it is devising on its own

account feats more marvellous than legerde¬
main or theosophic precipitation ever

thought of. The last mystery to be re¬

vealed and to have the cold light of science
thrown upon it Is the famous old trick, or

conjuring, of the Yogis, the ascetio

"adepts" of India, of planting a seed in a

pot full of earth in plain sight of a curi¬

ous audience and causing It to grow with¬

in an hour into a flourishing plant, from

which the blossoms could actually be

plucked. Scores of people of a veracity not

to be doubted have seen this feat per¬
formed and have been baffled at its won¬

ders.
Some have tried to explain the mystery

by claiming extraordinary sleight of hand
on the part of the Yogis, and others have
Insisted that the "trick" was the perfec-
tion of hypnotism. No one who ever wit¬
nessed this seemingly marvellous growth
could be induced to believe that the plant
they finally saw had actually grown within
this short ttme from the seed. It was

either that they had been hypnotized,
bound by the will of the operator, and had
Imagined that they had seen the plant
grow from moment to moment under the thin
cloth thrown over It, or else that by some

superb skill of legerdemain the pot contain¬
ing the seed had been spirited away before
their eyes and a new pot with a blossom¬
ing pljpt set down in its place at lightning
speed.
A clear-headed, cold-blooded scientist,

however, demolished these theories a short
time ago, proving conclusively that, what¬
ever else it might be, the plant growing
marvel was no fraud. At a recent Yogi
seance, to which he went prepared, the.
aged magician planted the seed and covered
the pot with its cloth, and the man with'

a turn for science "snapped" his detective
camera at it. A moment or two later he

took another snap shot, and others at reg¬

ular Intervals of about three minutes each,
until the Yogi showed the flowering plant.
The shutter of the camera, set by clock-

work, performed its duty faithfully.
With painstaking care he then developed

each plate. In each the cloth covering the

pot was clearly visible. In only two, the

first and the last, was there a sign of any
human figure. These two plates showed
the planting of the seed and the throwing,
off of the cloth, exhibiting the > already:
flowered plant. On all the others there j
was simply the image, without a blur ofj
the covered pot. Only, showing amazingly
that in some strange way the plant had

been really forced to grow, the cloth, as

it was seen on each succeeding negative,
was raised plainly a little higher. In the
series of plates there was a constant rise.
Thus it was made evident to all of Brlt-j

lsh India that the "plant trick" was no!

delusion, but some Incomprehensible ma~-;

vel. So far much was gained, but it re¬

mained for a clever French savant, M.
Raggoneau, to dig out the secret and to

discover precisely the way it was done.

The series of photographs convinced him

that there was no fraud. As a preliminary
to his study, he set about examining close¬
ly every detail of this seeming miracle.
There must be some science about It If
there is no trickery, he reasoned; some

hidden principle of nature, or some ehernl-
cal combination mixed with the earth,;
not known to modern science as yet, and
locked in the breasts of these "adepts" for
centuries.
He observed, first of all, that the Yogis,

never attempted the "trick" unless they1
had brought along, carefully guarded,
some special earth or soil. At once it
struck him that the secret might lay In
this peculiar earth. But the Yogis would
not tell him its nature, much as

he pleaded, or divulge to him where
It came from. More and more was

he convinced that some strange quality of
this earth was what made the miracle pos¬
sible. Finally, by a system of bribery that
loosened, at last, the tongues of the cor¬

rupt Hindoo servants of the Yogis, he
learned that the "masters" obtained the
earth from ant hills. Puzzled more than

ever, Raggoneau persistently experimented
with ant hill earth that he collected at

great trouble, Ignorant of what properties
It might reveal, but sure that he was on j
the right track.
A chance that was the result of careless-

ness, pure and simple, laid the whole mys-|
tery bare to him. While experimenting, he;
got a small quantity of the earth, and'
several ants at the same time, into his
mouth. It was an 'unpleasant moment, but
It gave him the solution of the problem.
He detected, on the instant, the presence
of an enormous quantity of formic acid in
this earth, worked into It from the tiny
bodies of thousands of ants passing ttrer

and through It. The soil was charged with
formic acid, in fact, direct from the ants.
A few experiments showed him that thisi

formic acid was the mysterious, subtle;
power compelling the marvellous growths.
After a little he found himself perfectly,
able to do the Hindoo trick. The entire
secret proved to be that formic acid quick¬
ly eats away the Integument surrounding
a seed. Then, coming Into direct contact
with the germ Itself, It stimulates beyond:
all credence Its growth, bringing about in

mere moments what unassisted nature'
would require weeks for.

The IAasniflcei,.: Tilcten Library in Bryant larK as It Will Appear When Completed.


