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"To Editor Oregcr.ian. who ar Iv

aware how the Goddess of Liberty
flu-ay- s behave like' a Lady, however ex--

ritfd.
SIB: ! go to Lecture

DEAREST where Hon. Mr. Femaune
rallllnary Suffergette

from London, was awaiting tor 8.30 to

arrive when she would tell the ladies of
Ar.i'rica to arise up and exert their man-h0"-

I arrHe there anxious to know
when tha: FVmalo Revolution shall re-

volve, so I could run away tn time. I
make tap-ta- p to Mage door. A Male
Janitor show me into that place with
dl3 ouridged air of a married tr.an who
ha'J surrendered his vote Ions ago.

At back of stage, in a small Aunty
Room. I am told that Hon. Mrs. Spank-hur- st

ia inside broiling some Words for
evening's entertainment. Occasional so-

prano war-crie- s heard here & thre with
English accent.

Pretty soonly a stenog-
rapher, with golden teeth and firm ex-

pression of Mrs. Napoleon, leep in front
of me & cry horsety:

"If you got nothing to say, say it &

go!"
I rwallow my soul nervuf ly.
"O kindly. Miss- - " I commence, but

she burst me off.
"Don't all me Miss:'- - she otter peev-

ishly. "My name is Major Birdie
Why should you remind me of

my man-mad- e hobbles bv calling me
M:es?' Time will come when every -i

shall hop forth in angry rage :md
drop such sljvish i hackles."

And she drop a ink etand on my toe to
remind ne about It. I draw my head up
priujly to altitude of 4 ft.

"I wish see Hon. Mrs. Spenkhurst,
plr-ise.- I corrugate with all my muscle.

' Plop!" contuse this militant stenogra-
pher seering m by my .collir-butto- n A
pointing a hat-pi- n at my hart. "Ad-
vance not a fee4 further. Mrs. Spank-bur-

got no time to chatter Idly with
oiTe man."

"X am - ot a mere men. I am a Japan-ee.- "

I report.
She answer by shake to my collar.

She press my goblet so hard I enjoy
gasps & choks

'Loose an ay front my neck." 1 ;rargle
"or I shall scream for Police."

"O will you? How nice of you!" suf-
fuse ths Fma'e Joyly. "Then maybe I
shall be arrested again how fortunate!
Only twice more and I shall get a Martyr
Medal & bo permitted to aet on the plat-
form during lectures."

?he p.iake me sorre more till my eyes
teeth begin to crop off.

Cf suddenly door of that Aunty Room
burst open A c.uiet average Lady

cut lookirg quite Reform, hut much
lew hatchet than Hon. Carrie Nation.

"Birdie!" she sny borsfully. "drop that
Man!" (Birdie do so. "Didn't I fre-
quently tell you not to mixtreat men.
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rELL." said the House Detec
tive of the St. Rockies, "elec-

tion's over."
"Quite so." said the Hotel Clerk. "It

is. It's one of the most over elections I I

ever remember."
"I s'pose you're satisfied with the re-

sult?" went on the House Detective.
"I have to be, whether I am or not,-- '

said the Hotel Clerk. "But I don't mind
telling you that I'm satisfied with this
election and with the last election and
with the next election and sometimes I
think I'd be Just as well satisfied if we
never had any more elections. I'm dis-

appointed if any man doesn't win and
I'm also disappointed if he does; only in
that case the disappointed period
stretches out further. One way I get it
all tn a sudden lump and the other way
It lasts through four years and keeps
on getting worso all the time. The can-
didate that I vote for never turns out as
1 expected he would and I didn't expect
he would when 1 did.

"It's like that last illness of a family
pet. a campaign is. You work over the
suffering animal and spend your money
trying to help him and you sit up nights
with him. But then the end comes and
it's up to you to either stuff him as an
ornament or to bury him in the back
yard without flom-er- 'TIs the same with

--randidates as with dogs: if ft doesn't
hurt the dogs" feelings to have me saying
so. Your man wins, we'll assume. He
becomes Ponto Stuffed. Any time you feel
as if you'd like to get the worth of your
vote you can drop down to the City Hall
or run up to the State House, as the
case may be. and have a rep at htm.
There he is. all gussied up in his little
glass case, with a sweet red smile that
won't come off painted on his lips and
a pair of nice clear, bright crockery eyes
In his head that can look right at you
and never see you. and a seam down his
tummy to show where the official tax-
idermists have removed his heart and
other important organs and filled him
with sawdust and arsenic. Or suppose
he gets licked. That makes him Ponto
Buried. You lay him away behind the
smokehouse and plant a forget-nie-quii- k

vine over his gTave and go out to look
for a new and hardier breed of pup upon
which to bestow your affections.

Anyway. I guess maybe I'm beginning
to lose Interest in our great political cam-
paigns since all the poetry began to die
out of them. The gasoline that used to
burn in tho torchlight processions has
gone Into the automobile and the place
where they clean hats while you wait.
The romance and the oratory are gunc.
too. There's no call for silver tongues
any more, unless they're trying a night
rider in Kentucky or a Senator Bailey in
Texas. Don't you remember. Larry, the
halycon days when we'd have those glori-
ous rallies on the night before and the
night after election, the Democrats hav-
ing theirs on the night before and the
Republicans theirs the night after; when
the redtlre would burn and the toy can-
non would go off. taking one or two
patriots and parts of patrfbts with it,
and hen. with flambeaux on their shoul-
ders and the kerosene dripping down on
their noble brows, the great common peo-
ple would go marching by.' rank after
rank, and getting ranker all the time, the
leaders being In carriages and the voters
on foot and both likely to maintain those
respective relations for some time to
come. And don't you remember the
transparency' they always let you carry
if you were a very enthusiastic party
man. that had a candle in it and canvas
sides with Inspiring slogans lettered on.
and was held upright by a

pi toot Kererence
dogs & other atm brutes coming alone
to this ofllce? See how he trembles!
H?.ve you no chivalry for his sex?"

V.'hile Hon. Firdie tottle back ashame-l- v

this1 quiet Lady lead me inside to
office.

"Who von wish eee, please?" sne
turninc to .ne I blue eyes what

flashed it. the sunlight like skimmed
milk.

"I wish to see Hon. Mrs: Femaline G.
Spankhurst.. it convenient," I report
calmly.

"I amJiim." she pop out suff ergettely.
"What, your- - I otter. "Could you be

Mrs. Spankhurst, that famous Patriette
what fought so fearlusly for cause of
Female Liberty and bit a Policeman
while doing so?"

"Wby you look surprise?" she ask it.
"Woubi you not know me by my ap-

pearance?"
"Ah, no!" I reply candiedly. "You do

not look like a Suffergette you' are too
effeminate."

"Ideas has changed about Suffergettes
in past few months." she reproach with
extra dry smile. "It are now nearly im-

possible to tell them from women."
"What is your impressions about

America?" I quixx with brite Reporter
expression.

't enjoy great disappointment about
this Kingdom." she portary. "Before
arriving here I thought this wa a fr
Country. But I had scarce been here 6

minutes before I discovered it was far
from free." '

'Strangers what stops in American
hotels finds nothing free." I snuggest for
sympathy. "Is ladles not more raanci-pate- d

in America than in England?"
"Answer is: By no means!" she re-

port like a gun. "Less so, if possible.
Wives here is attached to their hus-
bands like neckties. It are conalderea
stvlish for a man to have one or more
pretty ones in his wardrobe. They are
brite silky & tied in neat matrimonial
knots but what American man woulo
give the power of the Ballot Box to
such a light artickle of clothing?"

Ts not constitution of these U- - S. po-

lite to ladles?" I reproach.
"Constitution of these U. S. is very

wrong for women. Who is responsible
for such disgusting laws?" she ask it.

"Not sure." I deploy, "but I suppose
it must be Cannon, who are
blame for nearly everything what hap-
pen to America lately."

She make Jot of this Informations In
note-boo- (Hon. had better be
sick abed when this British Lioness
visits Washington!)

'What you think of American lady
Sufferers what are working for that
Cause you mention?" This from me..

"Sweet girls & earnest,-- ' she corrode,
"but too coy with the Police. Mrs. Mary
S. Blatch have the makings of a good
soldier. Rev. Annie Shaw are a able
stateslady: and I was very favorables.
Impressed with the polltlckle talents of
Mrs. Carrie Chapman Kitten "

"Catt!" I say for correction.
"Is she?" require Hon. Mrs. "I didn't

think so when I met her."
"What you think of Hon. Mrs. O. Hap- -

run
A

resting in the pit of the human stomach
and weighed 48 pounds at the start and
2407 at the finish? Ah. those were the
days when a man could really enter into
the spirit of the thing and have an ex-

cuse for staying out late every night for
two months.

"What have we to compare to that
now? Nothing. A few gentlemen con-

nected with the great public utilities, such
as light, gaa and transportation, get to-

gether at a club somewhere and decide
that all things being considered
be best to have one smooth-fac- e candi-
date and one with whiskers, in order that
the populace may have a choice to select
from. After which we have a cash regis-
ter primary, a card index campaign, the
total poll is figured up on an adding
machine and victory. Instead of perching
on the banners, is stamped but with a bell
punch. Eventually I look to see trading
stamps given away with each vote and
every tenth man will have a chance in a
set of pluah furniture. Politics these
days is about as exciting as a wand drill
by the Girls-- High School of Bebula,
Iowa." -

"I guess you're right." said the House
Detective gloomily. "Yet 1 thought them
suffragetters wui goin" to throw a little
ginger into this here last election, auch
as breakin' up the meetin'a an" bully-ragg- in'

the candidates. But nothin' came
off."

"It's the time of the year that's at
fault." nald the Hotel Clerk. "The
fathers of the Republic never thought
we'd have a strong suffragette movement
In this country or they wouldn't ve
made election day the first Tuesday after
the first Monday in November. You see,
tho early part of November la an off-

season, so to speak, too late for Fall
styles and a trifle early for the fashion-
able Winter modes. You can't expect a

suffragette, no matter
how enthusiastic she may be. to take an
active part in a campaign if she's all
harrowed up by the thought that possi-
bly her campaigning costume Is either
two weeks too late or else three weeks
too early. If we'd make election day the
Monday after Easter Sunday. I think it
would strengthen the cause greatly.

"I'm alsos afraid the American leaders
mail a wrlous mistake when they se-

lected yellow as their color, for. as you
know. Larry, or if you don't know any
lady will tell you so. yellow is a calor
that .Is very, very trying on some com-
plexions'. I throw it out merely a a
friendly hint and they can take It or
leave it alone, just as it suits them, but
if I were them I'd change the suffragette
color, say four times a year, to crushed
caterpillar or warm elephant's breath or
whatever the prevalent tone of the com-

ing season was going to be. They'd have
a million new converts in no time, all
with shoes, hats and parasols to match.
Or they might adopt the more tasteful
and becoming colors of the English sis-

ters that were brought over here the
other day by Mrs. Spankhurst I think' the
name is green and purple on a white
background."

"Wher'd they find that color schemer'
asked the House Detective.

"They didn't find it anywhere: it was
handed to them a a gift by the London
police." said the Hotel Clerk. "When a
couple of chivalrous London bobbies land
a lady suffragette at the police station
they're blowing on their knuckles And
she has the purple and green, on white
design all over her In large welts. I
used to wonder why the London police
ditin't carry clubs like our cops, but since
the soiffragette movement came up I
know why; they don't need them. They're
a brawny, manly lot almost any two of
them are equal to the task of beating a
woman Into insensibility without the use
of any tools whatsoever. And so green
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py Belmont since she got hitched up to
the Causer I nextly require.

"I have not noticed her yet but we are
willing to welcome all recruits, however
humble," she snignify generously. "We
shall need assistance of every soprano-speakin- g

voice in America when the great
Female Revolution begins to bang up."

"Female Revolution!" I otter tor nerves.
"You mean to say that ladies will get so
cross that a Revolution will axually re-

volve ?"
"Will it!!" she snlbb, "Just wait!"
I attempt to do so.
"How will this war begin?" I requesh

with trembling thumbs.
"It will commence with a general walk-

out." she report. "At a secret signal
wirelessly telegraphed from London, every
wife, mother, daughter, cook, stenograph-
er and other helper will suddenly quit.
Every female Lady in these U. S. will
take car-fa- re & gather at Niagara Falls
where they will all camp together resist-
ing arrest. pianos, all the
latest magaslnes any other war supplies
necessary for long stay will be there.
Pretty aoonly everybody of female gander
will be collected there, quietly doing
fancy-wor- k, bridge-gam- e or any other ex-

ercise necessary for happy time.
"Meantime, what will happen to all U.

S. Gentlemen thusly deserted? At firstly
they will attempt to seem pleased (men
are very deceptive in those things). They
will make loud rejoyce sounds to cover
their peev. Large stag-parti- in fash-
ionable clubs & other saloons. Maybe one
week will pass in this sportish gal!op-- r

then everv gentleman from Oregon to Road
Island will look very dowed and

So many buttons will fall off

that streets will be blocked-troll- eys must
quit. Banks must also close down, be-

cause great financiers must stay home to
make beds A wash dishes."

Mrs. 6paxkhurst pause, so this horrors
would soak In.

"And what would happen to the Govern-
ment under this candition?" she reproach.
"Them U. S. Senators can't live around
at restaurants and still do Justus to them-
selves and the Trusts. And Hon. Bill H.

Taft I must weep slightly to think of
him. If the First Lady in the Land
should depart away with all the hired
help, who would be there to cook lunch
for that Great Appetite?"

"Capt. Archy Butt might," I snuggest
yet I was not quite sure, "What must
happen after 6 months of this exercise?"

"At terminus of this time, the Gentleman-

-Army must advance on the Lady-Arm-

Number of 20.000.000 lonesome
man-soldie- rs would approach the Enemy
prepared for anything. Tiie faces" of
every gentleman present would be full
of anxiety and beards. Their suspenders
would be held together by nails and their
sox would be anxious for needlework.
With a wlldy shout they would gallop
onto the trenches. With a maddy squeal
the Lady Army would arise up to meet
them" Mrs. Spankhurst pause sllightly.

"What then must happen?" I say with
baited breath.

"The Male Army, when it seen its wife.

Hiand purple it is. with white underneath.
"Mrs. Spankhurst wore 'em when she

landed. There was a strong delegation
down to the dock to greet her, headed,
as I recall, by Mrs. Blunch (society suf-

fragette), point lace and diamonds; Mrs.
Hunch (society suffragette). Worth gown

with pearl earrings; Miss Maudle Alono
(plain suffragette), shirt waist, walking
skirt dipping three inches in the back and
vulcanized rubber comb- in her hair; Mrs.
Munch, Mrs. Crunch and others promi-

nent in the work on this side of the At-

lantic. A delegation from the Gentle-
men's Aid Society was also on hand,
consisting of Mr. Blunch, wearing a neck-

tie that his wife picked out for him; Mr.
Hunch, slowly choking to death in the
infuriated clutch of a shirt that his wife
made for him; Mr. Munch, carrying an
umbrella, because his wife thought it
might rain; Mr. Anthony B. Susan, Mr.

Catt C. Chapman and Mr. Peck Henry.
They tendered her a right 'royal recep-
tion, too. As she came down the gang-
plank they raised their voices in salute
and gave her three cheers and a tigress,
and as she entered her carriage all pres-

ent united in singing "For she s a jolly
good fellow." Edward K. Bok wired his
regrets. At her hotel Mrs. Spankhurst
held a short reception. She reported that
the Cause was everywhere looking up
abroad and that much smaller hats would

be worn this Winter. She also spoke at
length of the burning indignities that
have latetf been visited upon imprisoned
suffragettes in the English Jails."

"Wot have they been doin' to em
nowr' asked the House Detective.

"Feedin' 'em," said the Hotel Clerk.
-- Feedin' 'em' echoed the House De-

tective. "Wot's wrong with feedin'

'""Everything-.- said the Hotel Clerk.
"You see, the ladies didn't want to be
fed. They were sent to Jail and they
decided to starve themselves as a si-

lent protest. But the cruel authorities
took steps. They'd enter a lady suf-
fragette's cell, strap her firmly to a
bedpost, insert a stomach pump into
her for quite a distance, connect up a
quart of gruel, and begin working the
pump with the reverse English on it,
so to speak, and in five minutes the un-

happy victim of masculine oppression
would be full of conflicting emotions
and a square meal. And besides, she
wasn't able to say a word. That was
another privation. Here was a lady
with a silent protest, that she wanted
to talk about constantly; that being a
woman's idea of the proper way to
conduct a silent protest and yet not
be able to speak a word on account of
being crowded with a lot of open
plumbing. Parties who tried it have
told me that ifa practically impossible
to carry on an extended conversation
when you're holding a stomach pump
In your mouth, and how much more so
must be the case when it's a stomach
pump where everything is coming in
and nothing going out. Those lady
suffragettes must have suffered great-
ly. I'm sorry Mrs. Spankhurst didn't
make a public speech on the subject.
I'd have gone to hear her cheerfully.
My sympathies are always with any-
body who has all the trouble of digest-
ing a meal and none of the pleasure of
tasting it."

"Well, this talk has got a long way
from the last election, somehow," said
the House Detective.

"I'm willing to get a long way from
it," said the Hotel Clerk. "Didn't it
turn out Just like all the other elec-

tions y.e've had of recent years? It

would present arms, and tho Female
Army, when It seen its husband, would
fall in.' This would naturally be a great
victory for the Ladies." she suppose with
air of one who is used to military

"When the Ladles has won & all gone
to Congress." I derange, "will Republi-
can & Demacratick parties ba then saniti
as now?"

"Ah. no!" she rake off. "Dem & Rep
Parties must depart away. In happy date
of Equal Franchise there will be new
political divisions the Lady Party and
the Gentleman Party."

'That will make Fusion delicioufty
pleasant." I say with voice. Mrs. Spank-tiii- r.

make a motion of not hearing me.
"But Mrs. Madam." I add on for dis-

agreeable argument, "ladies may be quite
intellectual at simple subjects like cook
& baby; but how could a Congress tul
of feeble women do jobs of heavy lifting
like the Tariff'.'"

"If a hundred average Old Ladies spent
,a hundred davs in constant gossip, tslk
& insult and didn't give the U. S. a bet-

ter Tariff than it got now well. I would
give my vote t0 Japanese Schoolboy,
or any other weak-minde- d indivlddle."

"But is it right & holy to excite women
to politicks by mobs, riots, arrests, candy,

free rides, bargain-sell- s & other fool-

ishness?" I ask for final rebuke.
Parhapslv not." say Mrs. Spank. "But

Ladies is like Gentlemen In one unfor-
tunate particular you got to appeal to

their foolish side to get them excited
about Politicks."

I bow reverently with my derby pre-

paring to go. She shake me kindly by

hand, like a uncle.
"You got some lighter side to your na-

ture?" I ask for part-awa- y salute. "Are
you fond of any idle amusement in &

out of Jail?"
"Me &. Daughter Christabel oftenly col-

lects souveneers when we got nothing
else to do." she depose. "We has gath-

ered interesting ones fromsome very
Policemen. Cabinet Ministers. Parliament
Members A other brave Englisnmen what
have met & admired us. We love to keep

these reminders of many happy occa- -

'"What kind of souveneers do you get
from them Great men - photographs,
handkerchiefs & autographs? I "quire.

"No. teeth!" report Mrs. Spankhurst
me "a handful, many of which

was filfed with 'gold & looking very dis-

tinguished. So I depart away quite happy
to before getting hit by some such
argument.

Hoping you are the same
Yours truly.

HASHIMURA TOGO.
(Cpyright, 1909. by the Associated Lit-era-

Press.

Consul George Nicolas If" reports from
Nuremberg that the Statistical Year Book

1909 edition ofthefor the German Empire,
which has st been Panted. glv ""fHulation of Germany on June 30.

i population of the .Empire
8JunTsO. "OS. 6!.89.J. The year

thus shows an lncrt-a-
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wouldn't have been a regular election
without Mr. Hearst in it."

r.earst runs so much that sometimes
I almost forget wot he's running for,"
said the House Detective.

"I always remember what Hearst
runs for," said tho Hotel Clerk. "He
runs for, Sweeney."

Poison In the Middle Ages.

British Medical Journal.
In the middle'ages so little was known

of toxicology that all sudden or mys-

terious deaths were attributed to poison,

but In the light of modern knowledge
many of these are now easily explained
by such diseases as appendicitis or gas- -

trie ulcer. Even-th- Borglas can be ab-

solved from many of the poisonings laid
to their charge.

Nevertheless, from very early times in
Italy poison was a favorite means of re-

moving an enemy. Jn England, France
and Germany cruder methods of ven-

geance prevailed, and it was not until
the sixteenth century that the Medici in-

troduced poisoning into France. The
fashion spread rapidly, and poison was
employed in every rank of society to get
rid of inconvenient persons.

The art introduced into France by Cath-

erine de Medici and her followers took
root so deeply as to blossom later Into,
the black magic of Louis XIV's reign.

A Modern Lochinvar.
Carolyn Weill in Harper's.

Oh, young Lochinvar has coma out of tnei

In aTTthe wide country his air-sh- is bejt.
To save bis good dollars, he chauffeur

He rode 'unafraid, and he rode all alone.
So plucky his fllnht and so clever his car.
Havo ye e'er heard ofSmarty like yomus

Lochtnar?
He stayed not for wind and he stopped not

He new straight along in Wt eroP'an?
But ere he alifchted at
Hi alrl had consented another a to be.
Fer V man with a 0 H. P. Tourlng-Ca- r

Was to wed the fair Gladys ot brave Loch-Inva- r.

'
Then boldly he entered the pink onyx hall.
Jdons climbers and waiters and family

Thennspoke the Bride's father. "My word!

(For t'h'e poor craven bridegroom Just

rjidyou come for a match to lieht your

Or todance at our bridal, young Lord
Lochinvar?" t

"I used to court Gladys, you gave me the

I Tcent away vowinis I'd never come back.
But now. passing by. I've Just dropped in

to 4unch. -

To dance but one two-ste- drink one glass
of punch.

There are maidens in Denver, more wealthy
by far

Who would gladly be bride to the young
Lochinvar."

One wink of his eye and one word in her

When they reached the hall door, for his
p was near.

Rlirht Into the craft the fair lady he swung.
Right into the small seat beside her he

sprung!
"Let her go! We are off" over tree-to- p and

scar.
"I'll be hanged if they follow!" cried young '

Lochinvar.

There was hustling and bustling at
.

Guests, bridesmaids, and ushers were mad
as could be.

There was racing and chasing and yelling
like mad.

There was weeping by Mother and swearing
by Dad.

While away overhead, like a luminous star.
Shone the light on the p of young

Lochinvar.


