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and when he was teaching a country
school he got a salery of fa5 a mom‘h
and boarded round. Andy Johnson's
empty stomach flapped against his back-
one many a time hefore he filled it with
the rich things of the White House
kitchens and Ben Harrison lived in nar-
frow quarters &t Washington boarding
houses, even when he was a United
States Senator. None of the presidents
I venture had softer beds at home than
they got in the White House. Thpse
used now are ol the finest hair resting
on springs which give atevery turn of
the body. The old bedsteads of mahog
any which I have been told were dan-
gerously aljve at tmes wat_h unmenho'n-
ahle insects have long since been dis
placed by bedsteads of brass, and the
White House today isasclean as a pin
and as comfortable as any home of the
Mrs. Harrison was a splendid

co !
hoﬂg;ﬁ(’;epe, and so is Mrs. Cleveland.
Mrs. Cleveland, I am told, watches

ev, i bout the Executive mansion
hesgﬁh‘:fdasees that things are kept up
to date and in good order.  The house,
You know, is cieaned every spring. Ii
takes about aco people to do the clean-
ing, and so you need not worry about
any lady of the White House being
overworked if she bas enough executive
ability to know what she wants and tell
; do it-

0“113?(5]2?:1;0:&" you just how the White

ouse looks in this year of our Lord
18g7. It is bigger than it seems, for it
Covers the third of an acre. You do not
See the basement as you Took at it from
the street, and the basement is almost a
house ju itsell. Its rooms are high, and,
with Its recent improvements, it is now
as dry as a bone. Thﬂ White House 15,
You know, some distance back from the
Street. A big park surrounds it, and go-
ing up to the front door you walk ahout
a drive which leads in the shape of a
half moon to Pennsylvania avenue. Ou
one side of this drive there is a flag
pavement, and in coming into the side
of the yard nearest the treasury you
walk hall the length of the building be-
ore you reach the front porch. As you
do this you cau look right down into
the basement and see the servants at
work. The room below youis devoted
to the laundry, and you may see colored
women here almost any day of the week
rubbing away at our preSldent’s shirts
Or ironing the pretty uyhue dresses which
the White House children wear. Pasa.
ing these you reach the large porteco
chere. The columns which uphold this
are as big as the biggest _oak tree, and
the stone platform within them is so
large that a regiment of soldiers could
be stationed upon it and have room to
Spare. Yon reach this platform by
stone steps and stand at last before the
front door of the White House. )

Stop a moment belore you go in. Do
You realize where you stand? lYou are
at a peint where the great miracle in
the history of nations is enacted every
four years. Within a few weeks through
that door will pass out forever the king
of what is one of 1he greatest peoples of
the world and at the same time a new
king will step in,

Without a jar, without the stoppage of
a single wheel, in the twinkling of an
eye the government of seventy millions
of people will be changed, and our na-
tional machinery will go on as smoothly
and as irresistibly as it has since its
beginning. Think again where you are.
You are at the goal of the Awmerican’s
ambition. At the door of the White

House, the point where thousands are
ever striving to enter as masters, but
where few succeed. Look back over
the procession which has already passed
in, and in your mind’s eye picture the
disappointed faces of some who have
gone out, Note that little fat mau in
gorgeous coat, knee breeches and
gaiters, How his bald head shines and
how he swells and puffs as he walks
through the door. Thatis John Adams,
the first president who ever jJived in the
White House. His great ability was so
leavened with wvanity that he thought
himself superior to George Washington,
Look again. It isfour years later and
Adams is about to depart. How his
face frowns. He leaves the White
House with regret, and now at midnight
on the 3rd of March his coach is at the
door, for he cannot bear tosee his sue-
cessor jnaugurated. Now it is morning.
A new President stands upon the stone
steps under the great porte-cochere.
This man is big and raw-boned. He
has a red head and his face is covered
with {reckles. See how democratic he
is and how his blue eyes smile on ali
those about hini. That is Thomas Jet-
ferson. He feels proud and rich as he
enters the Executive Mansion. It is
eight years later, and he also is about to
depart. He has been denocunced and
calumniated during his reign, and the
iron of bitternessis in his soul as it was
in that of John Adams. He has during
his term spent more than his saiary.
His wine bills alone have cost him more
than $r1,000, and now at the close he
finds himrself going back to his Virginia
home almost a bankrupt. He sees that
he is desuned to be pifgched for the rest
of his life, but he does not yet realize
that he will have to sell his magnificent
library to Congress for a song, or that
his estate wilt eventually be disposed of
by lottery that enough may be gotten to
suppott his children.

The next party that comes is a little
old fellow with ajolly young wile, who
makes the White House ring with the
fun which goes on about her. It is
pretty Dolly Madison in her high turban
cap and her sober old husband, who is
tied to her apron strings, Then comes
Monroe and John Quincy Adams, and
behind them I see the handsome and
stately Andrew Jackson, with his
cavalier ways. Then there is the foxy
Van Buren with his hair combed just so
and looking as though he had come
from a band box, and bluff General
Harrison, who used to go in and out of
that door carrying a market basket, lor
he liked to select his dinmers himself.
There is the Roman-nosed Tyler, who
had more fights with Congress than
Cleveland, and bluff old Zach Taylor,
who died in the White House. There
are Fillmore and Pierce, and the pom-
pous Buchanan, and greatest of all
there is Abraham Lincoln. Then comes
the Presidents of more recent days, and
as they pass before us the tragedies and
comedies of twenty-four lives are played
over again as we look.

The front door of the White Housel
What stories it could teil: of griel as
well as joy. Through that door Abra-
ham Lincoln was brought after he was
shot by John Wilkes Booth., Step with
me to that side window and I will show
you an old man who was one of the
White House messengers at the time,
and who is still stationed at the door.
His name is Pendle. He told me once

huw little Tad Lincoln came running to
him the morning after that shooting and

cried:

“They have killed my papa; they have
kifled my papa!®’

He will tell you how he picked up
Tad and tried to comfort him, and how
he carried him upstairs to his room and
talked to him until he dropped off to
sleep.

It was through that same door that
Garfield was brought after he was shot
by Guiteau. He had been but a few
weecks in the White House, and. tired
and worn out by fighting with the office-
seekers and the Senate, was just abotit
to go to Long Branch for a tew days of
much-needed rest. He came out here
and took the carriage for the depot, not
hall a mile away, and was waiting for
the train to start when the assassin’s
bullet brought him back. He was car-
ried in through this door, and lay here
for weeks, racked with excruciating

ain. During those last days he said to

teward Crump, who nursed him, that
he could not see why Guiteau had shot
him, and he thought he might have
waited at least untit lhie had returned
{from his little vacation. Arthur, the
doorkeeper of the private secretary’s
room of the White House, whom we
must meet today if we would call upon
the President, was here then. He told
me that Guiteau came day after day to
the White House to see Garfield but
Arthur thought he saw danger in his
eyes, and would not allow his card to be
taken in. Guiteau intended to kill Gar-
field in the White House. Failing in
this, he stationed himself in the park
just opposite, and was there seen watch-
ing this door the morning that Garfield
was shot., He remained there until be
saw the White House carriage come
out, and then, taking the street car, he
reached the depot and performed his
bloody deed. Since then the White
House has been more carefully guarded
than before.

We passed policeman when we came
into the yard. They patrol the streets
about the White House night and day.
There are now more than a dozen on
duty within the Wiiite House grouads,
and Pres'dent McKinley will be watched
almost as carefully as any king. There
are guards within the vestibule on the
other side of the door. There are
guards in the basement, and the mes-
sengers who conduct you from room to
room, though they look very harmless,
have by long watching become expert
detectives, and can tell a crank almost
at a glance.

There are only lour hours ol the day
when strangers without urgent business
can he admitted to the White House.
This is from 10a. m. till 2 p. m. After
this, if you call and ring tﬁe bell, you
will see a guard's face at the little round
hole filled with plate glass in the mosaic
window of the door and a pair of sharp
eyes will examine you before the knob is
turned which lets you in.

If youare so fortunate as to pass this
inspection, you will see the doors open
inward and a monient later will find
yourself standing in what might be called
a very cave of Aladdin. Columans have
been written about the east room and
the wonders ol the parlors of the White
House. The most beautitul part of the
whole building to my mind is this great
vestibule with its frescoed ceiling, its
beautiful walls covered with the coat of
arms of the United States, its floor of
many colored tiles and the jeweled wall
which separates it from the corridor
opening intv the blue room, the red



