
LETTERS TO PATTY

tlw stti flailM inlo yoor «fw iMtwMii iMli tnt.

My fint cjFprMt wm tiM CiMm Drwt.
Tht Cream Dress you wmtmber wat MBt m

a preient by Mrs. Carrington. It came from a
hop in some unknown town, instead of being

made by Mrs. Rowe, the village dressmaker, who
lived down a muddy little Une, had no teeth, and
used to hold piaa in Upa, thin and hard as a tor-

toiaa'a. Tha Craam Draaa had long loops of

black satin ribbon, hard, stiff and shiny, instaad

of bows. The daring origiaaSty of tiiia andumtad
me. There were loops at the neck, and loops at

each side just below the waist-line. But the real

charm was that quite a large pad covered in cream
sateen was secreted under the draperiea at the

back.

That buatla iatarfered with the prayers said at

tha and of my bad hi tha morning, and with

'HabIaa''tetaroiifaithaday. Should I ha aUowad
to waar tha Craam Draaa? At that tfana yon and I

were dressed in black nun's veiling, trimmed with

crape, and black sailor hats with heavy bows of

crape on them, pulling them perpetually

over our left ears, for a grandfather dead nine

months. Later on Mother grew quite daring,

and draaaad ra hi Tiarkay rad, and even yellow,

bacauaa "acarlat ia Turkish moomhig, and yallow
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