


PS3300

W5
A4




LT

1020023887

T TS v irmabe

)
g.
|
E {
g

R g s

T T T TN (T 35 TS "
e a d T e e -
it s e S e R




THE AFFAIR AT THE INN

Satins A L -




THE AFFAIR AT
THE INN

BY

KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN
MARY FINDLATER
JANE FINDLATER
ALLAN McAULAY

ETERE LAY

A e

..... L: i

Copfright, 1904, by the Curtis Publishking Co.

NEW YORK

GROSSET & DUNLAP
PUBLISHERS

*Do YOU APPROVE OF MARRIAGE ?’ (page 92)




COPYRIGHT 1904 BY HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & CO,

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

Published September, 1004

128374

A Y550

LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

FROM DRAWINGS BY MARTIN JUSTICE

% Do you approve of marriage ?” (page 92) . .
Frontispiece

I will stick these in . . . if you will do the roll-
ing up ”

¢ Look out for yourself! Shin up that bank !”
The door opened, and Mrs. MacGill came walking in
I cannot say ske looked plain, however .

Something . . . in my breast . . . melted entirely
at that moment . . . . o




AN account of certain events which are supposed to
have occurred in the month of May, 19—, at a quiet
country inn on Dartmoor, in Devonshire ; the events
being recorded by the persons most interested in the
unfolding of the little international comedy.
The story is written by four authors, each author
being responsible for one character, as follows : —
Miss Vizeinia Pomeroy, of Richmond, Virginia,
U.S. A., by Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Mazs. MacGrrr, of Tunbridge Wells, England, by
Mary Findlater, author of “ The Rose of Joy.”

Miss Crcinia Evesman, Mrs. MacGill’s English com-
panion, by Jane Helen Findlater, author of © The
Green Graves of Balgowrie.”

Sir ArcEmBALD MAXWELL MAcCEENzIE, of Kindar-

roch, N. B., by Allan MeAulay, author of “ The
Rhymer.”

THE AFFAIR AT THE INN

Virginia Pomeroy

DARTMOOR, DEVONSHIRE
Tae Grey Tor IXN
Tuesday, May 18th, 19—

i i HEN my poor father died five years ago,
the doctor told my mother that she must
have an entire change. We left America at

once, and we have been travelling ever since,
always in the British Isles, as the sound of
foreign languages makes mamma more ner-
vous. As a matter of fact, the doctor did
not advise eternal change, but that is the
interpretation mamma has placed upon his
command, and so we are forever moving on,
like What’s-his-name in “ Bleak House.”
1t is not so extraordinary, then, that we are

in the Devonshire moorlands, because one
1




