T _,.,._,}, TN st

SACRAMENTO DAILY RECORD-UNION. SUNDAY, MAY 24, 18986.

oo

(e

in

'n::_—_, { ‘34
i)

e

There are many people in this world

of ours who, in one way or another, |
are always regretting and complaining |
that girls from 12 to 18 are not pre-
maturely old women. They would
have them gifted with the wisdom of |
Solomon and as experienced as Prince
Metternich. They should forsooth act |
as if the weight of years attributed to |
Methuselah were upon their ymmr.:‘
shoulders, while the prudence of gray
hairs and power of reflection depicted |
upon the face of an owl ought to be |
their birthright. Science and l»hilum—‘
phy they should of their own choice |
prefer to poetry or fiction. They should ]
be fond of sober-colored gowns, with |
high necks, and wear their hair combed ;
stiaight back, guiltless of curls and |
frizzies, not to mention bangs, and un-
ornamented in any manner whatsoever.
Dickens and his compeers should be
voided as dangerous, while Bacon and
Sir Isaac Newton ought to furnish |
proper reading matter enough to sat- |
isfy the cravings of a young mind.
Young men should be looked upon with !
decided hostility, and beetles, bugs, |
spiders, butterflies, ete., should be stud-
ied until our girls themselves look like |
the fossil remains of some antigquated |
species, to be found encased under |
glass, in the collection of the Museum |
Association.

“But what utter nonsense you ex-
claim. Why, yes, certatnly; I agree |
with you entirely, but let me tell you, I |
have known mothers who were just as |
rigid with their daughters as those in |
the picture I have just drawn, forget- |

that come in all departments of life
with the passi vears. It is not long,
at least it does not seem long to look
back upon, since the favorite pastime
of a young woman was confined to
crochet, embroidery, fine needlework of
all sorts and tatting. One never sees
those pretty ivory or gutta percha shut-
tles nowadays; they did use to look
graceful, flying back and forth in the
slender white fingers that used often to
wield them. Her accomplishments
were ordinarily music and French, as
they often are now, but her outdoor
sports embraced grace-hoops and cro-

quet, and for the more venturesome
spirits of the sisterhood, horseback
riding. Verily, this is a generation of

tomboys, but we surely ought to have
no fault to find, so long as girls do not
overstep the bounds of modesty. Let
them be tomboys as long as they will;
they will be healthier, happier women
for it, as well as better wives and moth-
ers, for having had their innocent little
“fling” before settling down ‘‘for good.”
Behold the contrast between ‘“The days
of old, when knights were bold,” and
the present. Girls of all ages are adopt-

{ ing sports once considered proper only

The bicycle craze has evolved
adopted by the whole
maids alike, in
and brothers.

for boys.
into a custom
world. Matrons and
common with husbands

! Football for boys has its first cousin

girls, over which
iting contest has

in basket-ball for
lately many an ex
been fought in bloomers by cur college
girls. Tennis has superseded croquet,
as a general favorite, and one often
a game of handball played with live
zest among girls, where the one-time
game of bean-bag used to be in high
favor. Another decided step in pro-
gression is the fashion of developing
the waist. The small wasp-like waist is
decidedly out of favor, and girls are
discarding stays and wearing waists
in which they can breathe freely and
move about more e¢asily and gracefully
in their outdoor games.

Will all this tomboyi and un-
trammeled action on the part of our
girls develop them into “blue-stock-
ings” and female suffragists, do you
think? 1 do not. I have heard, first
and last, many opinions on this sub-
ject, and I find that the true woman,
the refined, whole-hearted mother of a
family, who has been allowed to de-
velop opinions of her own uninfluenced
by prejudice, who is protected by the
lcve of a faithful husband, as well as
the woman whose father and brothers

shness

ing evidently their own youth, and|p,ve a care for her welfare, has no de-

every impulse belonging to the transi- |
tion state which makes or mars the fu- |
ture man or woman. |

It is no use, mothers, girls will be |
girls as long as the wortd wags, and |
that will be for some time yet, since it |
is evidently good for some centuries be- |
yond you and me. They will continue |

to commit a thousand follies, make un- !
dying friendships which last a week or |

& year, until the mood wears off; they |
will fall madly in love dozens of times |
and fall out again, if too great opposi- |
tion is not brought to bear on the |
bread-and-butter passion of their ten- |
der, impressionable young hearts, and
they will be none the worse for it, I as- |
sure you, if mother is the right sort of
a mother, who will take this rosebud of
existence into her arms and kiss away |
her little trials and disappointments |
(which to the young are every bit as
heavy and hard to bear as the trials

which come in after life), with tender- |

ést love and

Kknoweth

sympathy. “The
own bitterness,” and I
krnow how a young girl’s heart can ache
over some transient worry.

Thank Providence! times are chang-
ing, and giris are not expected to be

its

heart |

sire for the rough contact with the
world at large, which she would be
thrust into at the polis. One bright,

energetic little woman, in answer to
my query on this subject, replied: “I
want to be treated as an equal by my
masculine relatives and friends. I don’t
want to have my opinions scorned as of
no value, simply because I am a woman,
but when it comes to mixing with poli-
ties, going to the polls to cast a ballot
among a lot of rough men, I'd rather be
excused. I've no fancy for anything of
that sort. I believe a woman has her
kingdom, over which she holds abso-
lute sway, right in her own little house-
hold, and she should be content to leave
affairs of state to the men, who are bet-
ter fitted by nature to contend with
them.” And this I find is a general
opinion expressed by the majority of
my women friends. I personally can-
not feel the least degree of sympathy
with the woman's suffrage movement.
A woman on a platfoerm spouting poli-
tics and howling about the rights of

| women is as utterly out of place as a

{

old maids at the immature age of 15, |

@s they were fifty years ago, by every-
one. There are some old fogies left who

came

preach upon this text, “When I was a |

girl,” by the hour, if they can find any-
one to listen to them. What would our
great-grandmothers have thought had
& nineteenth century miss suddenly

|

appeared, riding down upon her astride |

& bicycle, tricked out in
costume? Can you not imagine the
holy horror with which one of those
good dames would have regarded her?

Why should anyone condemn
goung for trying to make themselves
look as$ attractive as possibie?
Just as natural for young girls to love
pretty clothes and bright ribbons and
“jots of fun” as it is for the flowers to
love the 1shine that gives them the

power to take on different hues. Those
croakers who want girls to be old
women before they are maids, and

would deck them out in sober browns
and drabs before they are out of swad-
dling clothes, would probably wish to
extinguish the sun, have the sky paint-
ed a somber lead color, and the festive
green grass and gorgeous blossoms
faded to a nondescript hue, inoffen
to their very proper and correct taste.
But the God who made the flowers and
buttertlies and gave them their beauty,
placing the life-giving sun in the heav-
ens for their pleasure and benefit, made
also these human yms, and gave
them the instincts necessary for their
health and physical development.

Let the girls, then, enjoy their illu-
gions and dreams as long as possible.
The day of disillusionment comes soon
enough, as you and I know full well
Let them flutter out the brief hour of
their buttertly day, which has its own
charm as well as use, both in looking
back over years past and forward to
those ahead. Time will full soon re-
veal to them what the world expects,
aye demands, of the woman who has
gost her youth, no matter how young her
heart may be. Mrs. Grundy does not
take anyone’'s heart into consideration
in the summing up of conduct; she
harshly lays down a law fm: each pe-
riod of our existence, according to our
years, and woe betide ¢he woman who
dares to be a law unto herself!
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It is interesting to note the changes
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woman in pantaloons, or a man in the
kitchen. A minister, who, one Sunday
morning, was taking his leisurely way
to church in one of the Yankee States,
across a small boy making a
mouse-trap. The lad belonged to his
pa h, and the minister, ¢ in duty
paused to remonstrate with
him for desecrating the Sabbath day.
The boy replied: “Every one to his
calling—some to making mouse-traps
and some to preaching.” So it is with us
all. Every one has his calling for
ature. Let the
women portion of humankind show the

the | Other sex how to live good, pure and un-

lives, and let the men in turn

suliied

It is | take the text and preach upon it if they

will; that is their mission, and exem-
plification is ours—they expect it of us.
We wuld lose our place upon the pe-
1 of masculine respect were it
wise. Let us then live up to the
wark, realizing, not destroying, their
ideals of true womanhood.
* * *

So much of a girl’s life fs influenced
by what she reads. Do mothers and
guardians often enough realize the im-
portance of this and direct the reading
of thei voung charges personally?
This is a question easily solvable by
noting the sort of booke taken from the
libraries by young children who seen
half the time unaware of the class of
literature they are choosing. But often
an unwise selection of a book gives a
child a taste for the improbable, which
soon develops into a habit not easy to
break. Fancy a child of twelve de-
vouring Ouida’s novels in a manner
very flattering, indeed, to the author,
but decidedly unwhclesome for the
yvouthful reader, whose inclinations are
being formed for good or ill as may be.
The consumbtion of fairy tales is an-
other item which should be considered.
I must confess that I like a good fairy
tale myself to this day, but it is apt to
develop into an abnormal taste hard to
hold in dheck, and is a whip to the
imagination which spurs it into an un-
healthy speed of action.

Children live in a world of their own
creation half of their time that is filled
with imaginary perscns and things
quite out of the ordinary. A child I
once knew had a funny little familiar
spirit who lived in a dark closet, which

she called the *“Dramataile’”’; nobody

knew how she evolvad the name, and
the little maid would hold converse by
the hour with this imaginary sprite, de-
tailing to her family the sayings of her
oracle in something of the following
fashion: The family becoming deeply
interested in an argument, and the feel-
ing waxing rather warm on both sides,
Mam’selle would suddenly appear in
their midst announcing solemnly with
wide open eyves, “The Dramataile says
stop talking!” At other times if con-
versation seemed to flag Missy would
come to the rescue with, “The Drama-
taile says keep talking.” Amnd so it is
with the majority of little ones. They
‘have imagination and to spare, and
much depends upon the material with
which it is fed.

Louise M. Alcott, Mrs. Whitney( Mrs.
Burnett and many others have written
healthy, digestible stories of child life
that will hold our little ones a trifie

closer to the work-day world they

must one day encounter, and help
largely to fit them for it.
* & %

The Sunday-school of St. Paul's

Church held a picnic at Oak Grove on
the Grant Saturday of last week. The
seven wagons furnished by John Laf-
ferty were filled almost to overflowing,
and the day was one of untrammeled
enjoyment from start to finish. Many
voung people went out on their wheels,
and everyone was in high spirits. Some
of the small fry, who were like young
colts, almost uncontrollable, in spite
of the admonitions and protestations
of their elders, would amuse themselves
and alarm everyone by jumping on and
off the wagons at the rear end, and in
one of these mischievous exploits young
Robert Bentley, son of Irving Bentley,
residing at Twenty-sixth and H streets,
fell off and directly under the hoofs of
the horses pulling the next wagon. It
was due entirely to the nerve and skill
of the young driver of the horses that
the boy escaped being killed. As it was,
his hat was crushed in by one of the
horse’s hoofs, but he jumped up direct-
ly after the wagon passed as sound as
ever, much to the relief of the frineds
who had him in charge. Mrs. Tucker,
Mrs. T. B. ¥all, Miss Mirrie Govan and
Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Pierson were among
those who drove out in private equip-

ages.

* % *x

A short time since, somewhere be-
tween Sacramento and Folsom, at a
place where the bicycle track follows
a single plank over a small stream of
water, deep enough however to wet one
pretty thoroughly, the unwonted sight
presented itself to the amused beholder
of seven consecptive bicyelists diving
wheel foremost into the water. It was
awfully funny—for those who were
lecoking on. If you want to ascertain
for yourself just how it happened, try
it. Take a ride over the road yourself—
but no—I forgot—the plank has been
removed and you have to go round the
pond now. Only the other day a new
victim took a tumble. You come down
upon it so suddenly from a rise of the
ground you don’t observe how narrow
the bridge is until you are fairly on to
it. One prudent young fellow dismount-
ed and backed over, pulling his wheel
after him, rather than risk a ducking.
The rest of us had to laugh, but he said,
“Who laughs last laughs best,” and so
it proved. The “ounce of prevention”
turned out to be made of good stuff in
his case.

* * *

Saturday, the 16Gth inst., was the oc-
casion of the closing entertainment of
the year in the Saturday Club. There
were some resignations, some applica-
tions for membership, as well as re-
newals of membership by those already
in the club desiring to continue. A very
fine paper was read by Mrs. Briggs,
ziving a sketch of the work accom-
plished by the club during the past year,
also naming the more prominent com-
posers whose works had been studied.
The *“‘Grieg Concerto,” performed by
Miss Carrilee Wilsey, accompanied by
Mrs. Charles Neale, was uncommonly
fine, its intricacy of execution being
well handled and performed with a
grace and ease that won much com-
mendation from the audience. A vocal
solo, “The Worker,” by Gounod, sung
by Mrs. Frances Moeller, was wonder-
fully beautiful, and it was remarked
that she had never been heard to better
advantage or in better voice. Being
the last meeting of the year great care
had been giving to the decorations,
which were much finer than usual. Day-
light was excluded and the gas lighted,
giving a soft glow to the room, which,
combined with the unusual number of
potted plants and flowers, made a very
pleasing effect.

i * % %

The music-loving people of Sacra-
mento who attended the Schubert con-
cert on Tuesday evening of last week
have seldom listened to so perfect an
entertainment. It was pleasure un-
alloyed from the firs: to the last num-
ber. It may be as one lady was heard

toe remark, tha't “we have as good
voices in Sacramento,”” but material is
not

all that is necessary to produce a
ed effect, Every in

voice this

nd one thing was particularly

able; They severally and to-
* sang with no visible effort. The
tenor, Mr. Battle, was not the
finest concert tenor we have heard in
our city by any means; althcugh his
voice was of pure quality and very
sweet, it was not very strong, but it
blended harmoniousiy with the other

voices of the quartet, and the effect left
be desired. 1 have never
personally heard four male voices un-
der so perfect training as the Schuberts
d. Without the aid of tuning-

3 of any sort, they
struck the chord as one man, never for

nothing to

ot
nt

an instant deviating one shade from
the key in any number, which is simply

wonderful
of a comp«
rangement.

Mr. Wade is a vigorous and sympa-
thetic singer, and his rendition of
“The Sands o' Dee,” by Clay, brought
tears to many eyes. The duet between
Messrs, Johnson and Hollister was well
received, and they gave very effectively
in encore “The Wanderer's Night
Song,” by Rubenstein, which for expres-
sion and depth of feeling was an im-
provement on “Friend or Foe,” their
first number. :

Miss Hughes proved herself a very
talented young lady, in that she is not
only mistress of her chosen instrument,
the harp, but is a very superior accom-
panist upon the piano as well.

I think one of the most enjoyable of
her selections was that given in re-
sponse to an encore, after playing
“Flowers From the South,” which, by
the way, introduced those familiar old
tunes “Suwanee River,” “Maryland, My
Maryland,” and “Way Down South in
Dixie.”” The encore number was Moz-
kowski's lovely “Serenata,” and it was
rendered doubly beautiful when drawn
from the responsive strings of the harp,

But by far the finest selection on the
programme was the quintet, the last
number on the list—*“The Lost Chord,"
by Sallivan, arranged by Mr. Wade.
The harp accompaniment, which was
more the style of an obligato, followed
descriptively the meaning of the words
all through, giving an effect that was
sublime. So perfect was the sympathy
and so complete the undersiaading be-
tween the performers, it was as if one

when thrcading the mazes
tion of Dudley Buck’s ar-
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master mind were producing at will,
as a beautiful whole, the wondrous har-
mony whose echoes will remain with us
for many a day to come. The perform-
ers were so accommodating as to en-
cores, and so thorough in the rendition
0¢ every number, we can but hope they
will return to us in the near future, and
should they do so, they deserve to be
greeted with a crowded house.
POLLY OLIVER.

FOLSOM'S AWAKENING.

Everything Points to a Prosperous
Future.

(From the Folsom Telegraph.)

To even a casual observer Folsom at
the present time presents a very lively
appearance. New buildings are going
up, many substantial and costly im-
provements made, and on all sides may
be seen the display of activity that de-
notes a return of confidence in the fu-
ture of the town. Folsom has been a
back-numbered town for some years
past, but with the advent of the Sacra-
mento Electric Light and Power Com-
pany’'s plant (by the way, the second
largest in the world), which transmits
power for motive and lighting purposes
to Sacramento, a distance of twenty-
two miles, great strides of advancement
have been made, and already outside
capital is clamoring for investment in
our midst. The large sawmill is al-
ready in course of construction, and
when completed will employ a large
number of men, and, although not as
large as those in the Puget Sound
country, will have an enormous output
and furnish employment to a large
number of people that will necessarily
benefit the town to a considerable ex-
tent. Other manufacturing schemes
are contemplated, which only need the
application of a little energy and push
to make their success an assured fact.
A macadamized road, costing about
$25,000, is to be built from Sacramento
to Folsom, which, when completed, will
outrival any driveway in the State and
greatly enhance the value of all prop-
erty in this vicinity. Folsom is about
the same distance from the Capital City
that Haywards is from Oakland, and
possesses many more natural advant-
ages, which, with the expenditure of a
little money, could be made a profitable
source of investment. We have already
one of the finest bicycle paths to be
found anywhere, and of which a large
number of people from all over the State
avail themselves on various occasions.
The many beautiful drives leading out
of Folsom in every direction are unsur-
passed, and are the wonder and admira-
tion of all tourists who have occasion
to drive over the same. All the stand-
ard fruits of the temperate zone are
successfully raised, many of which at-
tain a perfection rarely equaled and no-
where surpassed. Without exaggera-
tion, we have the finest climate on
earth, and, with the exception of a few
weeks during the summer months, it is
simply delightful, and a great many
tourists from various parts of the State
and elsewhere flock here in search of
health and to recuperate, and invari-
ably leave cured and loud in their praise
of our glorious climate. That Folsom
has a future—and a bright one at that—
all are bound to concede after a visit to
the town, and it will only be the matter
of a short time when silurianism will be
a thing of the past, and up-to-date
ideas prevail instead.

««Still the Leading Paper.”’
(From the Azusa Pomotropic.)
We were handed this week by G. G.
Matthews a copy of the Sacramento
“Union,” published in 1832, It is a
Fourth of July edition, headed “The
Fictorial Union.” The wood cut en-
gravings are very good considering the
date of their production, and give an
excellent idea of pioneer life in Califor-
nia. There is something in these cuts
which is even more attractive than the
Improved work of nowadays. Their
rude and unexaggerated portrayal of
the original very forcibly suggests the
idea of the honest and natural. The
Sacramento *‘Union,” still the leading
paper of Sacramento, is one of the old-

€st papers in the State.

For the “Record-Union.”
NAPOLEON.

INlustrious dreamer of a dreaming earth!
The schoolboy’s prodig¥—the early pride
Of conquest-lovers, ere the eyes were

dried

From *“IkEast Lynde

reached the birth
Of analytic thought. Our ripened years
Still pay *‘resistless penalty of tears’
At shrine of Josephine, but learn to mark
Thy devious ways, and peer out through
the dark
To cait(*h some rays of sunshine from the
ife
That sm;'r-d the earth with ashes of its
strife.
Vain is the effort and ambition vain—
We cannot stanch the all-consuming
pain.
We only catech one ray of light from fate
And place one leatless laurel—Thou wast
great.

pages, and they

If but thy greatness could for once have
shown,
That over self
throne,
And held the scepter in its princely hand;
Then as a servant, fittest to command,
All laurels had been thine. Heredity thus
crushed
in thy richer
i

it could have reared a

Would purple have been

If thy unslacking confidence had placed
Like confidence upon thy fellow-man,
And thou been true to thy first better plan,

Then had thy brow the richest laurels

graced.

Hads’t thou with thy first impulse been
content,

Thy wisdom might unchained a continent:

But thy ambition made her children

slaves,

And filled a million of untimely graves.

—HIRAM HOYT RICHMOND.
—_——

HARD TO PLEASE.

Ve score the Weather Bureau
For the rain we didn’t get,

And then we score it once again
For making roads so wet.

We score the Weather Bureau
For the breeze that doesn’t blow,
And theh we score it harder yet
For the gales that bluster so.

We score that bureau right and left,
All up and down the land,

And still it stays in business
At the same old stand.

—Chicago Record.
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Cloth to Spare.

“I thought your father refused to
buy you any bloomers?”

“He did.”

“Or even any cloth from which to
make them?”

“He did.”

“But you have a pair?”

“I made them out of one of the sleeves
of an old gown."—Chicago Evening
Post.

A Confession.

Cumso—Snooper is a very thoughtless
man.

Cawker—True,
thoughtless.

Cumso—Does he?

Cawker—He does. When he answers
a question negatively he always says:
“Yes, I don’t think.”"—Town Topics.

—_——— -

Truly Astonishing.

Smythe—What surprises me is to see
these shopping women so uniformly well
dressed.

Mrs. Smythe (astonished)—Why,
they're almost all well-to-do people!

Smythe—Of course; but I don’'t see
when they get the time to buy their
gowns and have 'em made.

and he knows he is

SMYTHE ON SUFFRAGE.

Particnlarly With Reference to the
Women.

A Few Illustrations of Hecw the
‘Women Voted in a Large Cit;
in Kansas.

(From the Los Angeles Express.)

“They won't do a thing to that woman
suffrage plank on election day,” ejacu-
lated the scribe of the “Express,” as he
fillipsed the ashes of a cigar which
Colonel Smythe had given to him.

“How’'s that, how’s that,” replied
Colonel Smythe, as he faintly realized
that he was getting some of the smoke
of the cigar which he had given the
scribe, and which his wife had presented
te him on his birthday.

“I said,” replied the seribe, “that they
won’t do a thing to that woman's suff-
rage plank on election day.”

“Oh, I heard what vou said,” returned
Colonel Smythe, “but I merely got a
whiff of that cigar and wished to get out
of its scope.”

Then Colonel Smythe got on the wind-
ward side of the scribe, and proceeded
to light a cigar which he had taken from
another pocket, and which was not a
part of the present which his wife had
given to him on his birthday. After
cne or two premonitory puffs Colonel
Smythe debonairly and carelessly placed
the thumb of his right hand in the aper-
ture of his waistcoat and with an owl-
like cast of countenance, whien states-
men generally assume previous to esti-
mating the cost of a drink, and said: “I
don’t know so much about that, young
man.”

“I am surprised, Colonel,” spoke up
the scribe, quickly, “I thought that you
were irrevocably and unalterably op-
posed to woman’s suffrage. As far as
I am concerned, I do not care a red cop-
per whether women vote or not, but I
merely made the remark tentatively in
order to draw you out on the subject.””

A sudden attack of strabismus came
over Colonel Smythe's left eye, and re-
leasing the thumb of his right hand
from the aperture of his waistcoat he
remarked: “Well, young man, I will
admit that T was once, as you say, un-
alterably and irrevocably opposed
woman’s suffrage; but I have since
changed my mind.”

“Then you believe

to

in woman’s suf-
responded the scribe, quickly.
yw don’t be so quick,” returned the
Colonel, as he took a few more puffs.
“i think I may say that I have no opin-
ion on the subject at all. Ever since
Mrs. Smythe made up her mind that she
was mo longer to be classed with idiots,
paupers, convicts and immigr s and
was as much entitled to vote as 1 was,
I have had no opinion on woman’s suf-
frage. The fact of the case is, young
man, I can’t afford to have any opinion
on that subject. We have been married
too long to break into the divorce courts,
and our domestic tranquillity has never
been marred by any breaches about any
little matter like an opinion on woman'’s
suffrage. I am not now going to let it
subvene and subvert the peaceful rela-
tions and entente cordiale that have al-
ways existed in the Smythe mear -
The fact of the case is that the subject
of woman’s suffrage is a mare clausum
up at our house.”

“Oh!” responded the scribe, as he
threw the cigar that Colonel Smythe
had given to him and which Mrs.
Smythe had given to the Colonel on the
occasion of his birthday, into the mid-
dle of the street. “I see, it is a matter
of expediency and discretion.”

“You may call it expediency, discre-
tion, - diplomacy, tact, policy or any-
thing else you please; the fact still re-
mains that I have no opinion on
woman’s suffrage. The women can
vote if they want to; they can stay at
home if they want to. Being a good
Répunlican, and this being a plank in
the platform, I will try my best to stand
on it and eat the crow of past admis-
sions or convictions. I haven't the
slightest objections to women voting.

I think perhaps it would be a good
thing to let them try it. There are

lots of women who would vote more in-
telligently than some men. As a mat-
ter of fact, taking them, woman for
woman, they are more intelligent than
the rank and file of the male sex. 1
have yet to find a woman who do
understand the spirit and purpo
this country; the need of hone
probity in office, and the necess
purity in politics.”

“Don't you believe that the exercise
of the suffrage by women would be
a success?”

“Now, then, this is a leading ques-
tion,” replied Colonel Smythe, “‘and as I
have no opinion on the matter I refuse
to be unwittingly or otherwise drawn
into the trap. Suppose I should say
that it would not be a success, and you
would put it in the paper. Why, that
would be the very first thing that would
arrest the eye of Mrs. Smythe, and then
I would have to go to San Francisco for
two weeks and probably be served with
a summons on my return. No siree,
young man; you cannot catch me by
any such device.

“When the Suffrage Act was first
passed in Kansas, I was residing in
Kansas City, Mo.

“Desiring to see how it worked on the
first election day I went over into what
is called Kansas City, Kas., now, and
which then was Wyandotte, the larg-
est city in Kansas. I have seen some
prefty execiting times around the polis
in nearly every large city in tha United
States, but the scenes around the polls
on the first day when women cast their
votes in thak place were the most excit-
ing things that I ever witnessed in my
life. Talk about toughs and blacklegs
surrounding the polls; they were not in
it a little bit with the big, fat, colored
mammies and the swift and assertive
white women of unspeakable nature,
who were on hand engineering the jobs.
The colored women, with great elation,
felt thalt there was one day when they
were on an equality with all the world,
and they signalized it by chewing snuff,
smoking cigars and cob pipes, and in-
dulging in such pyrotechnical language
as would even make the most hardened
ward heeler in ‘de ate' ward of this city
blush from, sheer modesty. When a re-
spectable woman would come up to the
polls to vote she would be immediately
surrounded by this peculiar conglomer-
ation of femininity, and become so
frightened at the profanity and so dis-
gusted with the familiarity that she
would immediately turn about and go
home without voting. I believe I saw at
least twenty women do this, and some
of them said emphatically to the re-
porters of the mnewspapers who were
watching the wvoting that they would
never go near the polls again.

“The men about the polls, being in
company with such forward women
with such an extensive vocabulary of
billingsgate, had less respect for the
decent women than they had before,
and kept on their hats, and indulged in

expectatory and sputatory efforts to a
most reprehensible degree.

“At the polls in the most aristocratic
portion of the city, where there are very
few of this kind of women, only men
were about, and the women there did
not vote at all. The precincts which
were supposed to be seats of intellect
and culture sent but few representa-
tive women to the polls. This fact was
brought out with such startling dis-
tinctness that all the papers of Kansas
City, Mo., remarked it, and many were
the editorials upon it. Some precinets
were so arranged as to take in both the
higher and lower classes of society. In
these precincts the polling-place just
swarmed with loud and rude colored
women and ruder white ones, and the
disputes and wrangles during the day
were more disgraceful than any I have
ever seen men indulged in. At one pre-
cinet polling-place in the afternoon 1
saw a colored woman with an illicit
breath strong enough to hold up the

Ferris wheel, throw her arms around |
the wife of a prominent attorney and |
say to her, ‘Look hyar, honey; if vou
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municipal officers. We hear about
wonderful and strict attention to busi-
ness of these women financiers. A good
deal of this is sheer rot and poppy-cock.
In most of the Kansas towns where the
government is in charge of women, the
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offices that the men have not the time
nor the disposition to fill. In most of
these cases in the la towns that

have women officials, the women almost
invariably go to the men for advice on |
important matters of government and |
generally act on the advice of their
male confreres. Notwithstanding the
fact that the women have exercised
suffrage in Kansas for some years,
they have not yet, as far as I have
learned, sent any women Representa- |
tives to the Legislature. They might
hold offices in small villages and muni-
cipalities and probably occupy impor-
tant county offices, but it is the ‘horrid
men’ that they always send to the Leg-
islature and Congress. When Jerry
Simpson first made his campaign for
Congress in Kansas T had the good for-
tune to hear him address a mass meet-
ing of his fellow-citizens and citizen-
esses. There were about three citi-
zenesses to one citizen in the hall. The

citizens mainly employed their time
during the meeting sitting in small

krots on the outside of the building,
smoking and discussing mattersof state,
waiting for the assembly to disperse so
they could take the ladies home.

“I once asked Senator Plumb of Kan-
sas his opinion on woman suffrage, and
he told me that he did not consider
woman suffrage as practical. He said
that but few of the inteligent women
would vote. Many of the lower classes
would exercise the suffrage, but the ma-
jority of the middle elass and comfort-
ably situated women would not take ad-
vantage of the suffrage after it was
given to them, but he said at the same
time, giving me a wink: ‘It does not do
any harm to imbue the ladies with the
idea that we have conceded to them a
great privileze, when you know that all
they desire is the concession that they
are on an equality with men.” Senator
Plumb, in talking to John P. St. John
one day in Topeka, said that woman
suffrage was a nice thing to embroider
as a motto and place in a nice frame
and hang alongside of ‘God Bless Our
Home,’ and ‘Love Thy Neighbor as Thy-
self.’

“RBut as for me, young man, you may
say to all my friends and enemies that
Colonel Smythe no longer has any opin-
jon on woman suffrage.”

. Does Not Always.
Tommy — Does experience always

teach, pa?
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BUREAU OF INFORMATION

Some Odd Questions Briefly Auswered
Herein.

Information Given to Inguirers on
Subjects of More or Less Gen-
eral Interest.
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Eds. “Record-Unio ill you please
state the actual siz > big dam at
Folsom to settle a dispute? S. & G.

Livermore

It is long, 89 feet high, ST
feet wide at 25 fee t crest, and

its masonry is 48,500 cubic yar«
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Eds. “Record-Union”: Can you give
me some information about the sub-
stitute for leather that is spoken of in
the papers? MECHANICAL.

Sacramento.
Only what we gleaa from r¢

entific notes in tecl Wl n :
Cne of these tells Industries and
pon¥): . %} the anklin Institute

of Philadelp through its Committee
i ,

f Science and Art, has given a medal
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tute for leather. The report of the com-
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leather. Pautasote is made by coating
teugh paper and leather fabries of vari-
ith a gummy compogiti
incorporated with t
this gum be-
The pau-
tasote fabrics are stated to be superior
to leather in several desirable qualities,
such as pliability under extremes of
temperature, imperviousness to water
and cleansing qualities.
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ing colored before it is used.

becomes

the fabrie,

»Young Subscriber,” Sacramento, is
advised that father or mother can best
counsel you in such a matter,
—
His Object of Gratulation.

Mrs. Hfiby—Heavens! What luck
that Van Willow woman has.

O1d Hilby—What's happened now?

Mrs. Hilby—Why, she’s actually got
St. Vitus' dance.

Old Hilby—And you call that luck?

Mr. Secondtime (feelingly)—No, my
boy. For instance, some widowers
marry again.—London Fun. l

Mrs. Hilby—Certainly. Just think
how it must make her dJdiamonds
sparkle.—~Town Topics.
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