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Washington, D.C.

                                                                        

 September 1, 1919

Dear Ories <?>,

     I have been having two and half glorious days of rest.  The weather is wonderfully cool and lovely.  The excursion crowds were the biggest in history, so I decided I would not go anywhere.  As I told you the cars are ancient, and a week ago Sunday there was a big wreck of excursion trains to Atlantic City on account of the old wooden coaches crumbling like match boxes.    

     I am so glad you liked the book.  I forgot to tell you why I did not get more.  They were all too elementary, except the one I sent, and I was almost afraid it was, but there seemed to be some good things in it, especially about colors.  

*

    I never get a chance to get any more books, or anything else, since the 5:30 business as the stores are closed all day Saturday during July and August.  Consequently, I am getting rich in money, but not in books, which I would much rather have.  None of those I sent you cost very much, so don’t let that worry you.  

     I have sent back your picture so you will have time to enter it at the Fair.  I look a last, fond look at it trying to think up something to criticize as you wanted me to do, and the only thing I can say is that you might make the blue sage a little spikier and have a few dark stems in the coreopsis, though I know they do not look that way en masse, but the bright yellow in the background can stand some toning down to further the perspective.  But remember I couldn’t get a good light on it, and if it looks all right to 

*

you, leave it as it is, because it is beautiful.  The little juniper is a masterpiece.  I wish you would make some special tree studies sometime.

    Did I tell you that some of the big trees at Mt. Vernon had enormous trumpet vines clear to the top? It grows wild here along the fences and in the woods and I saw some wonderful specimens all the way up to Philadelphia and the biggest of all right in the city, about a hundred years old I imagine.

     I put the two skirts in the box the picture for packing.  I wore them all last winter as you can see by their appearance and I was awfully glad I had them too, but they seemed too worn for this year now that I have my own office.  This sounds snobby, but appearance does count for a good deal, I am sorry to say.  Not that I have to be sorry for my self --

*

heavens, no, of course not, but that is it should be so.

     Both of the other girls in the office have gone and I will be all alone most of the time, I think.  Colonel Hyde has been assigned to duty in Panama (it is thought he will have to revert to his pre-war status, a major !! how have the mighty fallen !!) and Colonel Buschhe, the one I always liked so much, will probably take his place.  He is now a full Colonel.  And if he takes Colonel Hyde’s place Major Smith will be in line for Col. Bussche’s, he fills it most of the time now.  So there is probably a change coming for me, but I am hoping it won’t be unpleasant as to environment, as I am so happy where I am.  I’m awfully scared I’ll have to be a secretary in the near future, as I can’t stretch my writing out much longer.  But as no one knows yet how things are going to turn out, I am not worrying, for I am most always lucky.

(End of Extant Letter)
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