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V¥ E'7E been here 1.’ Vurmganﬁ 2tt just two weeks, dear,

AN

'V 1oL Wik
tc spare;
what with romance, 202k, and bathing, and the very
crowded sesson,
AR my leisute is exhecsted keeplng crimpings In
my halr,

18 DECAGAC 3 HAVE LUL LaG au wuur

First, the ‘m:lhmg’ 1 have nyvor bathed, you know,
“becauss Aunt Maggie
Liked the mouutsing; but this ysar the Flodden-
Tompkyns took my part.
Ecro 1 em, and jost in wondsr at the costumes scant
and taggy,
Ard the siockings—hijzhest, eurely, atyle of Decora-
tive Art,

Yes, red stockingn seem the castom § dress cut short,
and redly glencing,
In wa go, snd nevar mind the iack of what's called
it embongoint;”
And for aii the world we lcok like ancient spinsters
bailzt-dansing,
Or u lot of with ‘red metnaaide much collapsed and
cut of joini,

On, such shapes! such rits! such elbows! If the
poet had but ecen nus
Wao got up e antlque myik (Qon’t ask me who),
it coudd not be
Zven in hig wildesi draums be ever wonld have thought
of Veaue
Rising (in vad stockings 3), rising slowly from the
foam-clad sca.

if we'ra horrid, thongh, the men are something worse,
T fairly trembie
When I sea s dripping swilmer
krowp on ghore,
Haiz =) lanlk, waatache all stringy--e'en the hand-
somest resemble
Bwimming Joga, thelr hides all elemmy ; *“ only this,
and pothing more,”

coming whom I've

As to modesty—don’t neme it.  The Apollo Belvedere
Wouldn’t make me change obinion, Art or no Art.
Yet T buyr
That you will not mention what I tell you; bot the
truth fx, Mary,
There's no bwuly iz & wet gncovered human foot
und leg.

Yet these mea thiak naught of coming, bare below
the knee, and walking
<n ti:e sands, where all the tide of fashion dafly
chbs and fowa,
Bowling, smiling, quite uncoussious of thelr legs, and
even taliing
To the girls, gesticnlating meanwhile with thelr
wet bare toes?

¢ ia awtil! TFor I'm sure, st least among the upper
classes,
Toes werc always, like soma verbs, thiags under-
&tood but not expresse
Twonld be weli to poet up
crowd of bathers passen,
#Man never {a" {yon know the line 7}, ** but always”
(I think) *to be dressed.”

iére thin bare-legged

Yea, s awful, Art oy oe Art!
dlscovered
In whase garb thers's nething that our sense of
delicacy shoek:
He's & clergyman, «
Iy covered,
iead to fool, wears xtuds and sollar, neck-tle, kat,
and dark bluc socks.

! That's the style of bathing that T call

And buf ons man I've

all ig flunnel (dark blue), pice-

Just tao lov
artistic;
Quilrt, comiortablo~looklng 33 rou do on shore,
you know ;
All Ine Yest &4re, & CODICAS, AEAr, MUCH 10O Wet and
realistic—
Eadlees groupa of legs and evmng, with flesh-tints
after Bougnerean.

Novw I've told you all there i to tell about the place,
2Xtepling
siunsets; vcean, rocke, angd clamia, Point Judith, and
that sort of thing;
That's of courae; Il let them pges, and help you, May,
in your selecting,
In case you come here; It 38 20 hord to know exactly
what to bring.

if you coime, May, biing a hat, dear, broad of brim,
and aseidental
cait mx\L; it lock; then feathers, in

shoek:

'1.’, or cn-nruy;

But French ﬁllpperﬁ snd allk stockings—Mary, bring
Four very best

Parpsola to o l!ch the elockings; faintest maure is

e
J ﬂ"‘lll.a. the supzet, cotlined in the
7 wesl.

Bring some booke In brilliant bindings--for one of
osar little ways i3
Now and then to vead spart, the book contrasting
with the
Bricg no jewels; al we wear are little simple knots
of dataless
“7oss te natnre”—that's the word, though what {t
meens I must confess

T've wo polton. Ntudy np zome verses till you agy

hesn sweetly,

ot three, no more? tis beat aro those that no
onae tiderstands—

Weird and mystic; or, ii you ere cuve that you can do
it neatly,

There's the #6ls, * fomn:e incomprise,” that has done

woztiers in good hands,

Bring 2 Look--say Adelaide Procter—interlined and
marked, rtemember 5
If you ¥ ‘mnn’t it, ikern buy ope; mark it, bend it,
give It krocks
With fiie poker; carl the edzes, néd a tear-drop, scent
with ember;
That's the hook yoa leave bohind yoa and forget
oo the rocks.

Ang *lawn tesnls,” yen must know it; that s quite
the thing to do here:
How the name bringn Mentague and Wallack's from
the shadowy pasti
H8hall we
too true, dear,
No oae here beging 1o loolk as *H. I did In Fon
ot Lusts

join them ab faws tennta?”  Ahb, alas! it i
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But *“H, J.” belongs to winter, and we must not mix
sens4tions
As Mrs, Flodden-Tompkyns says (her ntoc)dngs have
the Tompkyns crestl),
“When sparrows bulld and leaves break forth, ’tis
time for us to make migrations,
We human birds, and throw ourselves on Mother
Nature's tawny bresst.”

Isn't that too sweet? And, Mary, will yon help me?
I've been honting
For a word Fitzaddle used the other day as I camo

n:
#Clothed tn white samite.” What is samite? do you
know? The dress was bunting,
¢ Blanchisseuse,” with floes of corn for. trimming
where the folds begin.

Now, dear Mary, 1 huvc written sheets, when clearly
‘twas my dut;
To have crimped my hair anew ; and, aa it is, I shall
be late;
A crimpless woman, though a Venus, 18 not here “a
thing of beauty—"
There comea Fitzaddle—I must hurry; good by,
dear, Your loving

P.S.—1If by chance yon see Tom Granger—he says he
can not get awsy—
Juat sav I asked abont him. will vou? Now dan’t
Jorget, Your loving
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