EDISON'S LITTLE MEN.

WORKING THE KINETOGRAPH.
BY BARNET PHILLIPS.

A BOUT atwelvemonth ago I paid a visit to Mr. Thomas
L\ Edison at his laboratory in Orange, and he led me to
a wooden box, and asked me to look into the inside of it
through a narrow glass opening. 1 did so, when Mr,
Edison started the machinery in the box, and what did T
see! Why, a little man whom I remember reading about
in the days of my childhood—a veritable little pygmy.
There he was, sure enough. A figure about an inch
high came out of a door. He took off his hat to me, and
he danced for me, and he wheeled about and kicked and
capered, and he wound up by bowing to me once more,
then opened the door of his house, and disappeared.

“What might you call it, Mr. Edisoni” I asked, de-
lighted. ** What's his namef”

**Oh, the apparatusi” said Mr. Edison. And he wrote
down its name in his own hand, this way:
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“Tt is a kinetograph. Had enough of it?" he asked.

“Nothing like enough. Why, that is an old friend
of mine. I should so like to hear him talk."

*“We have thought that out long ago. I am not now
quite ready yet to put the apparatus before the public,
but by-and-by the kinetograph will record every gesture,
while the phonograph will repeat whatever he may say."

Now if an ordinary person had said that to me in the
same kind of airy way I might have been doubtful as to
his success, but we all know that Mr. Thomas Edison is
an extraordinary genius, so I took what he said as positive
and coneclusive. I was certain that in a short time the
kinetograph would be perfected, and so it is to-day.

Look at these little illustrations carefully.










