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f the Justices, a lady of much formality and dignity
g§ or:fl:ner. JAs she was z}l’nnoun.ced for one moment ,{
was on the awful edge of a cordial, “How—do-you;fio?
but collecting myself 1 muttered, *“Good-morning,”’ and
accepted her kangaroo shake of the hand high up in the
air in the proper manner. Mrs. Dillon ‘t"m:got entm_el}j,
and with true Kentucky heartiness said, *“ Good-evenin'.
So glad to see you!” " Miss Tyler, of course, said the
right thing, but Maud was so overcome by her first agp?'ar-
ance in Washington that she said, “Good-e’vemn —
I mean good-afternoon—(gasps) no, no, I don’t—good-
mornin’ is the thing, isn’t it? Please excuse me, I am
so stupid ! All said with her ringing laugh, which even
made Mrs. Justice unbend. The people came in large
numbers and stood around aimlessly. After the first of
January the rooms will be packed to suffocation, they tell
me, with all kinds and conditions of individuals.

@

I have found a jewel of a man to wait on us—an old
darky who has served the best people in Washington for
twenty-five years past. He knows every,body in town
by name, has Washington ways at his fingers’ ends, and will
steer me through breakers ahead, I am quite certain.

On Cabinet day he opens the door to visitors, then
announces them so distinctly that I can call nearly every
one by name—something which seems to flatter people

reatly. The butler’'s name is ' Lemuel—Lem for short.
%ie is over fifty, but is sprightly and distinguished in man-
ner and speech. 1am humble enough to recognize how
much more he knows than I do about a few things, and if
I can buy his information without lowering myself too
far in his eyes I intend to do so. I let the girl Henrjetta
0, and have secured a Swede who bids fair to prove satis-
gactory. Lem is only a general utility house-man, so the
two of us are being waited upon by two men and two
maids. What would mother say if she could see me in
such glory? Father would say, ** Wasteful extravagance '
([ can Jjust hear him), but mother would draw herself up,
and with one of her haughty gestures say, ““There is

nothing too good for one of my girls.”’
Your loving sister,
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THIRD LETTER
WAaSHINGTON, D. C., NOVEMBER 5, 189—
Dear Sister:

At the very beginning of this letter I must tell you my
latest domestic experience, so that you may believe the
spirit of competition is still alive in a place reputed to be
iven over entirely to government and society. When 1

rst set up housekeeping here I took milk of a dairyman
recommended by Mrs. Kneller, of the Navy. He came
around and delivered milk from a wagon just as they do
at home. The milk was pretty good at first, but soon
became suspiciously watery, so I stopped taking of him
and gave my patronage to a little German woman in the
market. Bear in mind that my patronage is something
to view with respect nowadays, and that the whole Nation
wants to know what I amn going to have for Thanksgiving
dinner, judging from the number of times I have been
interviewed on the subject. Yesterday, late in the morn-
ing, when I was trying to get a moment to myself in
which to answer some letters, a hurried knock came on
the door of the little room opening off of my bedroom,
which Tim calls “ mother’s retirin chamber.””  Follow-
ing the knock came Louise, the E\test addition in the
way of upstairs girls. She explained, all of a flutter and
trying to hold in a big laugh: “The milkman’s down in
the kitchen, Mrs. Cummings, an’ he's got the cow.”

“Cow?" [ echoed. ‘“He's got the cow in my kitchen,
do you mean? "

{“No'm, not quite, but I shouldn’t wonder if he’d bring
itin if you don’'t go down to see him. He says he’s
heard you said his milk was watered, so he just brung in
the cow hitched on to the back of his wagon, so as you
can see it, an’ says he'll milk: it right in front of the house
if you'd like to see where the mijlk comes from. [ told
him to go, but he just stands like a bull in a ten-acre lot
an’ says he'll hold his ground till he sees the missus.”
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And I positively had to g0 downstairs and argue with
him over half an hour before he could be convinced of
my determination to do as I pleased. “‘Sure nuff,”’ as
L.em says, there stood a fine, plump cow hitched to
the rear of his wagon in front of the house, and if I had
let him he would have milked the cow there and then.

Do you remember how father used to say, “If Em’s
heart could be turned wrong side out it would be found
lined with other people’s troubles”’? I often wonder why
peopls tell me so much about themselves. You have
such a keen interest in human nature that I must give you
a peep at the inner lives of these world's people.” It
seems that the beauty of Washington, Marion Tyler, has
after all a heart. The gossip goes that she is a heartless
coquette, and is soon to marry a foreigner attached to the
English Embassy—a foreigner, who, strange to say, has
money as well as a prospective title. The Tylers, I have
discovered, are poor in com arison with the style they
keep up. The victoria, with liveried coachman and foot-
man, in which Marion and her mother drive about leaning
back with the indolent, superior air of princesses, is
hired by the year. Marion’s parents have brought her up
with the understanding that she can only repay them for
the sacrifices they have made in order to keep up appear-
ances, by marrying well in a worldly way, now that she is
of a salable age. I had concluded the world must be
right for once about people’s feelings, hecause Marion
seemed almost reckless in her flirtations, and the matri-
monial views she expressed were worldly and heartless,
But the other day a note came to me from her, all tear-
blotted and rumpled, saying :

u Dear Mrs. Cummings—If you wish to save a girl from
ruin, write inviting me to spend the day with you to-morrow.
You are the only human being in all this desert of selfishness
I almost believe you have a heart. Yours, MaRION.”

I'wrote her a note and she cam= the next day before
luncheon. When she first arrived the lovely face was in jts
usual conventional repose (she has made an art of self-
control), but after a few moments she began by saying
she must explain her frantic note, and as she spoke the
tears slmyl_y filled the sad brown eyes, making her expres-
sion soc{mlf\ll that a lump rose in my own throat. Then
she tol .me that for two vears she has loved one of the
young Lleuterymts stationcd at the barracks. He is ag
poor as she 1s, and her parents have put her to slow
torture ever since they began to suspect her weakness for

Emmy.
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ieutenant Garven. They have told her she is to mar
II\‘[l:u Brian Bymington, the Secretary of the E'ths_
Legation, heir to af mloneyeld title, and tI f(_ea}'nthey will win
day, because of the girl’s previous traini g

th? thgughl she was thgeir own child, but it seems she
is Mrs. Tyler's niece, whom they adopted in her infancy.
You can imagine how such people would make her
feel the load of obligation toward themselves. This she
feels keenly, and knows besides how utterly unfitted
she is to be a poor man’s wife. Just imagine a girl of
twenty, Lyde, who cannot sew on a button or mend
a glove! She has had a special maid to do gverythmg
for her all her life, even when Senator Tyler's grocery
bills were in arrears. One of the worst features of
the case is that her lover has been entangled with a
married woman here whose influence has ruined a good
many men. He does not try to conceal his former rela-
tions with this woman from™ Marion, but such relations
seem to be looked upon as a matter of course in
Washington, and Lieutenant Garven tells the child if she
marries Bymington he will go back to this Mrs. Deming,
and Marion can blame herself. The poor child walked
the floor with clenched hands as she told me all this.
I really believe it was the first time in all her life that she
had talked out herself to any one.

¥

She asked me if T would let her meet Jack Garven
here alone once in a while, because her father has for-
bidden her to receive him at home. I did not know how
to refuse, and still I hardly like the idea. 1 said I would
think it out the best I could and let her know in a day
or two. I have only met Mr. Garven a few times. He
seemed then to be a typical young Army officer, almost as
light-headed as he is said to be light-footed at waltzing,
but there may be more to him than I think. Henry
would think me a romantic fool if 1 should tell him about
this, but I know you will sympathize with the child as [
do. You and I always did like ‘“the love parts” of a
story, didn't we, Lyde? I tell Henry he and I will have
to get acquainted “again after this administration. We
hardly see anything of each other. He works hard at his
departmental duties, and | even harder as the season
comes on, what with luncheons, teas, dinners, my own
receptions and calls,

I had tea at the Chinese Legation the other day. Dear
child, you do not know what tea is—you have never
tasted the real thing. I never had before the Chinese
Minister, through an interpreter, explained to me that in
China they keep pots of the beverage about and drink it
whenever they are thirsty, as we do water. I asked him
why they did not all die of nervous prostration. He
came nearer laughing than I ever knew a Chinaman to
do before, and assured me there was no harm in real tea :
that the American disease lies only in the wretched
leavings which the Americans drink. = This tea was like
nothing else 1 ever tasted. It suggested roses and honey
and some of Aunt Jin's spiced peaches and violets. As
it costs fifteen or twenty dollars a pound over here I fear
I cannot add it to my marketing list.

I wish you could see the Orientals of the Legation in
full dress.” The magnificent embroideries on their blouses,

as I call their floating jackets and full silk shirts, would -

make your mouth water as much as a thought of their
tea does mine. I thought the tea at the English Legation
house was delicious, until Mr. Fou Lung Chung served
me to the real thing. Henry says he expects to hear of
my eloping with the aforesaid gentleman in hopes of
*‘drinking my fill ”’ of the celestial nectar.

¥

Outside of Washington people have an idea that the
folilical society constitutes all the social intercourse
snown to the Capital. I find this a mistaken idea.
There is a large circle of people designated as trades-
people, who seldom mingle with the political set, except
at the Presidential and Cabinet rece, tions free to aﬁ.
Then there is a literary set, much like that we read about
as existing in Boston. ~ I met one of the brainy set at Mrs,
Chief Justice’s house, and she said to me : ‘¢ Does not the
weight of a butterfly existence bear down upon your
esoteric being, Mrs. Cummings? You ought to join our
club for the study of the soul’s repose, which would rest
you after days and nights of mere physical existence.”
I'thanked her humbly, and I hope gratefully, but with a
mental reservation. It seems to me my soul is getting
more repose at present than any other part of me. If she
had asked me to join a society for the development of
the muscles of the right hand, or for the promotion of
tact, [ think I should have joined,

The Georgetown people look down upon the political
set with some contempt. Their pride is that of family,
Being a member of the floating population myself I do
not expect to meet these eoplré of inherited degree.
Poor me! However, I shall not pine. It does me good
to talk all of these things out with you.

Good-by, my dear. Devotedly,
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FOURTH LETTER
WasHiNGTON, D, C., NOVEMBER 15, 189—

EMmmy,

Dear Lyde :

. You asked me in your last to tell you something
in a familiar way about the life going on in the White
Hou_se, so 1 will "devote a letter to wﬁat might be called
Presidential domesticity—if such a thing exists. The
worst of the life is the lack of privacy and room. The
first lady of the land is about the hardest-worked woman
in America in many ways. The present lovely incum-
bent has more leisure than most of those who have
occupied the place, because she knows no more about
the domestic arrangements than if she lived in a hotel.
Everything is turned over to a housekeeper, who does
not even report to Mrs. President. The President’s wife
has not the luxuries nor conveniences of ordinary rich
people living in large cities. Her quarters are circum-
scribed, and she is hesieged by reporters, especially during
the first year, while the mere reading of her letters
received cvery day is a heavy task, although she has a
secretary to help her out.  This Mrs. President does not
cven receive the reports of the head steward, the chief
official servant of the houschold. It is said that he went
to her not long ago to ask her advice about getting rat
poison to kill theé numerous rat and mice occupants of
the White House (be it said in shame to the Nation), and
she told him his province was to keep everything disa-
greeable hidden from her—from rats to ghosts. That
settled Mr. Steward,
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December, 1897

The President’s wife cannot for one moment relax the
vigilant eye she is compelled to keep on her every word,
look and action, except when she is asleep. She is the
central figure for gossips not only of one city, but of the
whole United States. If a woman were not circumspect
in this position social conditions would soon become
more topsy-turvy than they are at present at the Capital,
it seems to me. She must throw her youth behind her or
lock it up in her heart while she inhabits the White
House. Of course, they do entertain one or two guests
at a time at dinner or luncheon very often, but the reat
dinners are State affairs, at which the precedence of indi-
viduals seems to be the foremost consideration, and the
occasions are formal almost to the extent of being stiff
and uncomfortable to an easy-going person like me.

¥

We attended the first Cabinet dinner of the year early
this week. The President always gives the first dinner
of the season to his official family, as the Cabinet people
are called. 1 was full of interest and importance upon
this occasion, it being my first meal in the State dining-
room of the White House.

The President took in Mrs. Secretary of State, and Mrs.
President was escorted by Mr. Secretary of State. There
is no law of precedence in the Cabinet, but degrees of
rank have gradually grown into observance according to
the time the special portfolio has been in existence. The
portfolio of State was established first, therefore the
Secretary of State is looked upon as the ranking Cabinet
official. ~ A funny thing happened the other day. Iwas
waiting for an elevator in a store, and just then the Cabinet
lady next below me came along to get the elevator, too.
We stood chatting a while and when the elevator came
up I stood back to let her go in first, because she was
older than 1. She would not move ; I stood looking at
her and the elevator waited. She stepped behind me
saying, ‘' You rank me, Mrs. Cummings. Please go first.”
Don’t you think that was ridiculous in a Republic?

To go back to the dinner—it was very splendid, from
the things eaten to the things worn by the ladies. There
was a stateliness about everything which reminded me
more- of George Washington than anything else in
Washington ever has. When we know each other better,
and are more at home in the business, a Cabinet dinner
will seem just like any other elegant dinner, Iimagine.
Henry is not much of a lady’s man, and it was amusing
to watch him laboring to entertain the lady he took out.

The President’s wi?e has two privileges I envy her—that
of having flowers from the White House conservatories
always at her command, and having the Marine Band at
her disposal. One way she has of complimenting indi-
viduals is by sending to them immediately after din-
ner the made floral decoration which always adorns the
centre of her private dining-table at the evening meal.
Not long ago Mrs. President honored your humble
servant with a mass of camellias just off of her dining-
table. How mother would have swelled with prig
could she have seen her daughter receive a friendly
remembrance from the first lady of the land. I confess
I swelled a little bit myself for a minute or two.

The White House conservatories contain some very
rare and beautiful plants, especially in the way of orchids,
those weird, almost grotesque flowers, whicz I had only
heard of before coming here. When the head gardener
conducted me through the hothouses he showed me one
orchid of which he is particularly proud, because it bears
a striking resemblance to a human countenance. He
called the largest blossom of this variety * Grandma,”’
and all of the others * The Kids."

Mrs. President suffers from some of the same trammels
of etiquette and conventionality endured by the crowned
heads of Europe. For that matter, all prominent State
officials and tﬁeir families lose their personal freedom
somewhat as soon as they take office. Imagine Mrs.
President walking down town for a morning’s shopping,
or dropping in on a friend to visit, to “seta s er,” as
Aunt Jin used to say! I miss my friends more than any-
thing ‘else in Washington. There is not a single place in
the city where I can go informally.

¥

When the President entertains a few friends at dinner
they are served in the private dining-room, where the
members of the family always eat. Henry and I have
been entertained there once, along with a Western rail-
road magnate and his wife. The dinner was much like
any other five-course dinner formally served by a colored
man. Everything was beautifully cooked, and 1 enjoyed
myself very much, but I do not believe I shall ever get
over my dislike of a servant standing behind my chair
listening to everything that is said. | suppose that feeling
comes from our early training, but even of late ears,
since we have been able to keep three servants at gome,
I have never permitted the girl to stay in the room when
she was not needed, as long as the bell would call her in
amoment. But I can see plainly that preference in the
manner of living is all a matter o education,

But to return to the White House, The one other
familiar mode of entertainment open to its occupants is
the afternoon tea, which comes very near being informal.
Yesterday afternoon Mrs. President entertained about
thirty or forty ladies in that way, mostly visitors in town
toward whom she wished to extend a special courtesy,
such as wives and daughters of local oliticians who had
contributed largely to the campaign fund or been of use
some way or other. Sometimes an unsuccessful office-
seeker can be pacified by such a special favor bestowed
upon his wife. I know one woman who went home in
high glee showing a note of invitation dated from the
Executive Mansion and signed by the President’s wife, as
her proudest possession. For months after she went
home every caller had to hear all about that private recep-
tion and read the invitation, She was not .a sore-head
after that, even if her hushand was,

I was going to tell you in this letter of a shocking
glimpse into Washington society which a young Army
man gave me a few days ago. But engagements crowd
me and I must stop. Ty my next I will tell vou this and
some other surprising things. In the meantime, the best
love, Lyde, from your Emmy.

Editor's Note~1In the next (jnnulry)Journnl ‘‘ Mrs, Cummings™
writes her gister of the frank limpse into Washington society to
1 ant military social
assemblages she ever saw. She gives a glimpse of the life led by
a fasplongble mother and her daughter at the Capital, and of the
matrimonial prospects of young girls; what department life in
thmgton‘me"nns for young men, and describes * the greatest
day of her life. The love story of Miss Tyler and Lieutenant
Garven also assumes & new aspect in the next ‘“letters.”



