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MELISSA'S TOUR.

By GRANT ALLEN,

I glanced over her shoulder and followed
her pen as she wrote.

Lucy looked across the table at me
with a face of blank horror. “Oh, Ver-
non,” she cried, “what are weeverto do?
And an American at that! This is just
too ghastly!®

I1nid nown my coffee cup and glanced
back at berin surprise. *“Why, what’s
upt” I exclaimed, ecanning the envelope
closely. “A letter from Oxford, surely.
Mrs, Wade, of Christ Church—I thought
1 knew the hand, And she's not an
American,”

‘“Well, look for yourself!” Lucy cried,
and tossed the note to me, pouting, 1
took it.and read. I'm aware that I have
the misfortune to be only a man, but it
really didu'tstrike measguite so terrible,
I “Dear Mus. HaxcocE—George hus
just beard that your husband and you
are going for a trip to New York this
summer. Could you manage to do us a
very great kindness? 1hope you won't
mind it. We have an American friend
—a Miss Easterbrook, of Kansas City—
niece of Professor Asa P. Easterbrook,
the well known Yale geologist, who very
much wishes to find an escort ucross the
Atlantic. 1#you would be so good as to
take charge of her and deliver her safely
to Dr. Horace Easterbrook, of Hoboken,
on your arrival in the states, you wonld
do a good- turn to her and at the same
time confer an eternal favor on yours
very truly, Eyity Wapze."

Lucy folded her hands in melodramatic

"Ka.nsas Cltyl" she exclaxmed .

with a shudder of Lorror.  “And Asa P.

Euasterbrook! A geologist, indeed! That
horrid Mrs. Wade! Bhe just did it on
purncset”

*It seems to me,” I put in regurding
the letter closely, “‘she did it mercly be-
cauge she was asked to find a chaperon
for the girl, and she wrote the very short-
est possible note, in a perfunctory way,
to the very first acquaintanceshe chanced
to hear of who was going to America.”

“Verncn!” wy wife exclaimed, with a
very decided air, *you men are such
simpletons! You erediteverybody always
with the best and purest motives, But
you'reutterly wrong. [can see through
tfhat woman. The hateful, hateful
wretch! She did it {o spite me! Oh, my
poor, poor boy; my dear, guileless Ber-
nard?’

Bernard, 1 may mention, is our eldest
son, aged just twenty-four, and a Cam-
bridge graduate, He's a tutor at King’s,
and though he’s a dear, good felloiv and
8 splendid longstop I couldn’t myself
conscientiously say 1 vegard guileless-
ness as guite his most marked character-
istie.

“What are you doing?' 1 asked as
Lucy sat down with a resolutely deter-
mined air at her writing table in the
corper.

*Doing?” my wife replied, with some
asperity in her tone. “Why, answering
that hateful, detestable woman!”

I glanced cover her shoulder and fol-
lowed her pen as she wrotes:
~ “Mv DEAR MRs. WaADE—It wus indeed
3 delight to us to see your neat little
handwriting again. Nothing would give
us greater pleasure, 'm sure, than to
take charge of your friend, who, I'm
confident, we shall find a most charming
companion. Bernard will be with us, so
she won't feel it dull, I trust. We hope
to have a very delighiful trip, and your
happy thought in providing us with a
traveling companion will add, no doubt,
to all our enjoyment—especially Ber-
pard’s,. We both join in very kindeat
regards to Mr. Wade and yourself, and 1
a1 ever yours most cordially,

“Lycy B, Hawcocr.”

My wife fastened down the envelope
with a very crushing air. “Theve, that
ought-to do for her,” she said, glancing
up at me trinmphantly. “I should think
she could see from that, if she's not as
blind 4s an owl, I've observed her atro-
cions designs upon Bernard and mean to
checkmate them. If, after such a letter,
she has the cheek to send us her Yankee
girl to chaperon, I shall consider her lost
to all sense of shame and all notions of
decency, Butshewon't, of course. She’ll
withdraw her unobirusively.” And Lucy
flung the peccant sheet that had roused

-all this wrath on to the back of the fire-

place with offended dignity.

She was wrong however., By uext
evening's post a second letter arrived,
more discomposing, if possible, to her
nerves than the first one. .
“Mrs. Lincy B: Hancock, London:

YDEAR MapaM—1I learn from my friend

Mrs, Wada, of. Oxfo:d Gollege, that you -
3 be ough

of me across the oceéan. | thauk you fir
your courtesy and will gladly accept your
friendly offer. [f you will let me know
by what steamer you stary I will register
my passage right away in Liverpool
Algo, if you will be good enough to tell
me from what depot you leave Londoun,
and by what train, I will go along with
you in the cars. I'm unused to travel
alone. Respectfully,
“Murissa P, EASTEREROOK.”

Luey gazed at it in despair. “A
ereature like that!” she cried, all Lorror-
struck, “Oh, my poor, dear Bernard!
The ocean, she says! Goalong with you
inthe cars! Melissa P. Easterbrook!”

“Perhaps,” I said fentatively, ‘‘sheo
may be better than her vame And at
any rate, Bernard's not bound to wurry
her™

Laucy darted at me profound volumes
of mute feminine contempt. ‘“The girl's
pretty,” she said at last, after a loug,
deep pause, during which I had been

- made fo realize to the full my own utter

moral and intellectual nothingness.

“You may be sure she's pretty, Mrs.

Wade wouldn’t have foisted her upon us
if she wasn't pretty, but unspeakable.

It's a vile plot on her part to destroy my:
peace of mind, You won’t belisve it,

Vernon; but I know that woman, And

what does the girl mean by signing her-
self ‘Respectfully,’” I wonder?”

“It's the American way,” I venfured
gently to interpose.

“So I gather,” my wife answered,
with a profound accent of contempt, To
her anything that isn't done in the
purest Englisk way stands, ipso facto,
gelf condemned immediately.

A day or two later a second letter ar-
rived from Miss Easterbrook, in reply to
one of Lucy’s suggesting a rendezvous.
I confess it drew up in my mind a some- .
what painful picture. I began to believe
my wife’s fears were in some ways well
grounded.

“Mrs, Lucy B. Hancock, London,” (as
before),

“PDeAr Mapay—Ithank you for yours
and will meet you on the dey and hour
you mention at 84, Pancras depot. You
will know me when you see me, because
I shall wear a dove colored dress, with
bonnet to match, and a pair of gray
spectacles, Respectfully,

© “Mgerrssa P. EKASTEREROOK.”

Ilaid it down and sighed. *“A New
England schoolmarm!” I exclaimed with
a groan, “Tt sounds rather terrible. A
dove colored dress and a pair of gruy
spectacles! I faney I cun picture her to
myself—a tall and bony person of a cer-
tain age, with corkscrew curls, who
reads improving books and has views
of her own about the fulfillment of
prophecy.”

But as my spirits went down, so Lu-
cy'as went up, like the old man ard womn-
an in the cottage weather glass, “That
looks more promising,” she said. *'Thsu
spectacles are good. Perhaps affer all
dear Bernard may escupe. [ don’t think
he's at all the sort of person to be taken

.with a dove colored bonnet.” :
Fot Eome days after Bemard came



