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Wells David Dwight
Her Ladyship's Elephant

 
A WORD TO THE WISE

 
A well-known English novelist once told me that of all his

published works – and their name is legion – one only had been
founded on fact, and that one his critics united in condemning
as impossible and unnatural. In the case of my own little book,
I venture to forestall such criticism by stating that while the
characters which appear in its pages are at the most only composite
photographs, the one "impossible" and "unnatural" figure, the
elephant, had his foundation in actual fact; and the history of
its acquirement by the Consul, as hereinafter set forth, is the
truthful narration of an actual experience, one of many episodes,
stranger than fiction, which went to form the warp and woof of
my diplomatic experience.

DAVID DWIGHT WELLS.



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER I

IN WHICH THE SAME QUESTION
IS ANSWERED IN TWO WAYS

 
Harold Stanley Malcolm St. Hubart Scarsdale, Esq., of "The

Towers," Sussex, sat uncomfortably on a very comfortable chair.
His patent-leather boots were manifestly new, his trousers fresh
from the presser, his waistcoat immaculate, while his frock
coat with its white gardenia, and his delicate grey suede gloves,
completed an admirable toilet. He was, in short, got up for the
occasion, a thoroughly healthy, muscular, well-groomed animal;
good-natured too, fond in his big-hearted boyish way of most
other animals, and enough of a sportsman to find no pleasure in
winging tame or driven grouse and pheasants. He was possessed,
moreover, of sufficient brains to pass with credit an examination
which gave him a post in the War Office, and had recently
become, owing to the interposition of Providence and a restive
mare, the eldest son.

In spite of all this, he was very much out of his depth as he
sat there; for he was face to face with a crisis in his life, and
that crisis was embodied in a woman. And such a woman!  –
quite unlike anything his conservative British brain had ever
seen or imagined before the present London season: a mixture
of Parisian daintiness and coquetry, nicely tempered by Anglo-



 
 
 

Saxon breeding and common sense – in a word, an American.
He had come to propose to her, or rather she had sent for him,

to what end he hardly knew. Of this only was he certain, that
she had turned his world topsy-turvy; cast down his conventional
gods; admired him for what he considered his fallings-off from
the established order of things; laughed at his great coups; cared
not a whit for his most valued possessions; and become, in short,
the most incomprehensible, bewitching, lovable woman on earth.

He had talked to her about the weather, the opera, the Court
Ball, and now – now he must speak to her of his love, unless,
blessed reprieve! she spoke first – which she did.

"Now, Mr. Scarsdale," she remarked, "I have not sent for you
to talk amiable society nonsense: I want an explanation."

"Yes, Miss Vernon," he replied, nerving himself for the
ordeal.

"Why did you propose to Aunt Eliza at the Andersons' crush
last night?"

"Because – " he faltered. "Well, really, you see she is your only
relative in England – your chaperon – and it is customary here to
address offers of marriage to the head of the family."

"I really don't see why you want to marry her," continued his
tormentor. "She is over sixty. Oh, you needn't be shocked; Aunt
Eliza is not sensitive about her age, and it is well to look these
things fairly in the face. You can't honestly call her handsome,
though she is a dear good old soul, but, I fear, too inured to
Chicago to assimilate readily with English society. Of course her



 
 
 

private means are enormous – "
"Good heavens! Miss Vernon," he exclaimed, "there has been

some dreadful mistake! I entertain the highest respect for your
aunt, Miss Cogbill, but I don't wish to marry her; I wish to marry
– somebody else – "

"Really! Why don't you propose to Miss Somebody Else in
person, then?"

"It is usual – " he began, but she cut him short, exclaiming:
"Oh, bother! Excuse me, I didn't mean to be rude, but really,

you know, any girl who was old enough to marry would be quite
capable of giving you your – answer." The last word, after a
pause for consideration, was accompanied by a bewitching, if
ambiguous, smile.

"I – I hope you are not offended," he floundered on, in
desperate straits by this time.

"Oh dear, no," she returned serenely, "I'm only grieved for
Aunt Eliza. You shouldn't have done it, really; it must have upset
her dreadfully; she's too old for that sort of thing. Do tell me
what she said to you."

"She said I must propose on my own account," he blurted out,
"and that she could not pretend to advise me."

"Clever Aunt Eliza!" murmured Miss Vernon.
"So you see," continued her lover, determined to have it over

and know the worst, "I came to you."
"For more advice?" she queried, and, receiving no answer,

continued demurely: "Of course I haven't the remotest idea



 
 
 

whom you mean to honour, but it does seem to me that the wives
of Englishmen allow themselves to be treated shamefully, and I
once made out a list of objections which I always said I would
present to any Englishman who proposed to me. Of course," she
hastened to add, "you will probably marry an English girl, who
won't mind."

"I haven't said so!" he interjected.
"No," she said meditatively, "you haven't. I'll tell you what

they are if you wish."
"Do," he begged.
"Well, in the first place," she continued, "I should refuse to

be a 'chattel.'"
"Oh I say – " he began. But she went on, unheeding his

expostulation:
"Then my husband couldn't beat me, not even once, though

the law allows it."
"What do you take us for?" he exclaimed.
"Then," she proceeded, "he would have to love me better than

his horses and his dogs."
"Oh I say! Mabel," he burst out, teased beyond all limits of

endurance, "don't chaff me; I'm awfully in earnest, you know,
and if you will accept what little I have to offer – three thousand
a year, and 'The Towers,' now poor Bob's gone – " He paused,
but she made no answer, only he noticed that all of a sudden she
had become very serious.

"Lady Mary, my mother, you know, would of course leave the



 
 
 

place to you at once, but there's no title; my father was only a
knight. I'm sorry – "

"Oh," she replied, "I wouldn't have married you if you had
had one; quite enough of my countrywomen have made fools of
themselves on that account."

"Then you will marry me!" he cried, and sprang towards her.
She saw her slip and tried to correct it.
"I haven't said – " she began, but the sentence was never

finished; for Harold Stanley Malcolm St. Hubart Scarsdale, of
"The Towers," Sussex, closed the argument and the lips of Miss
Mabel Vernon, of Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A., at one and the same
time.

Robert Allingford, United States Consul at Christchurch,
England, and Marion, youngest daughter of Sir Peter and Lady
Steele, were seated on the balcony of the Hyde Park Club one hot
afternoon. Everybody had gone down to the races at Goodwood,
and the season was drawing its last gasp. The "Row," which
they overlooked, was almost deserted, save for an occasional
depressed brougham, while the stretches of the Park beyond were
given over to nursemaids and their attendant "Tommies" and
"Bobbies."

Mamma was there, of course. One must be conventional in
London, even in July; but she was talking to the other man, Jack
Carrington, who had been invited especially for that purpose, and
was doing his duty nobly.

The afternoon tea had been cleared away, and the balcony was



 
 
 

deserted. In another week Marion would go into the country,
and he would return to his consulate. He might never have
such another chance. Opportunities for a proposal are so rare in
London that it does not do to miss them. A ball affords almost the
only opening, and when one remembers the offers to which one
has been a third party, on the other side of a thin paper screen
– well, it makes a man cautious.

Robert Allingford had planned and worked up this tea with
patience and success. Jack was to be best man, in consideration
of his devotion to mamma – provided, of course, that the services
of a best man should be required. On this point Allingford was
doubtful. He was sure that Lady Steele understood; he knew that
Sir Peter had smiled on him indulgently for the past fortnight;
his friends chaffed him about it openly at dinners and at the club;
but Marion – he was very far from certain if she comprehended
the state of affairs in the slightest degree.

He had given her river-parties, box-parties, dinners, flowers,
candy – in short, paid her every possible attention; but then she
expected Americans to do so; it was "just their way," and "didn't
mean anything."

He greatly feared that his proposal would be a shock to her,
and English girls, he had been told, did not like shocks. He
wondered if it would have been better to ask Lady Steele for her
daughter's hand, but this he felt was beyond him. Proposing was
bad enough anyway, but to attempt a declaration in cold blood –
he simply couldn't. Moreover he felt that it must be now or never.



 
 
 

Jack had been giving him the field for five minutes already, and
he had not even made a beginning. He would go in and get it over.

"You are leaving town next week," he said. "I shall miss you."
"You have been very good to me," she replied simply.
"Good to myself, you mean. It is the greatest pleasure I have

in life to give you pleasure, Marion."
"Mr. Allingford!" she said, half rising. He had used her

Christian name for the first time.
"Forgive me if I call you Marion," he went on, noting with

relief that her ladyship was talking charity bazaar to Jack, and so
assuring him from interruption.

"I mean, give me the right to do so. You see I'm awfully in
love with you; I can't help loving the sweetest girl I know. You
must have seen how I cared."

"Lately, yes – I have suspected it," she answered in a low voice.
"Do you mind? I can't help it if you do. I'll love you anyway,

but I want you to be my wife, to care for me just a little; I don't
ask more."

"I think you must speak to mamma."
"But I don't wish – I mean, can't you give me something to go

on – some assurance?"
She blushed and looked down, repeating the phrase, "I think

you must speak to mamma."
"Is that equivalent – " he began; then he saw that it was, and

added, "My darling!"
Her head sank lower, he had her hand in a moment, and



 
 
 

wondered if he might venture to kiss her, screened as they both
were by her sunshade, but hesitated to do so because of the
ominous silence at the other end of the balcony.

"If you have nothing better to do this evening," said Lady
Steele's voice to him, "come to us. Sir Peter and I are dining at
home, and if you will partake of a family dinner with us we shall
be delighted."

He bowed his acceptance.
"Come, Marion," her ladyship continued. "We have spent a

charming afternoon, Mr. Allingford, thanks to your hospitality.
We are at home on Thursdays after September; Mr. Carrington,
you must come and hear more about my bazaar." And they were
gone.

Jack stepped to the bell. "Well, Bob," he said to Allingford,
"is it brandy and soda or champagne?"

"Champagne," replied that gentleman.
"Then," remarked Carrington, after ordering a bottle of '80

"Perrier" – "then, Bob, my boy, let me congratulate you."
"I think I deserve it," he replied, as he wrung his friend's hand;

"for I believe I have won for my wife the most charming girl in
London."

"I am awfully glad for you," said Carrington, "and I consider
her a very lucky young woman."

"I don't know about that," returned Allingford, "and I'm sure
I don't see what she can find to care for in me. Why, we hardly
know each other. I've only met her in public, and not over a



 
 
 

couple of dozen times at that."
"Oh, you will find it much more fun becoming acquainted

after you are engaged. Our English conventions are beautifully
Chinese in some respects."

Allingford laughed, saying: "I don't know that I'm going to
be engaged. I can't imagine why her family should approve of
the match; I haven't a title and never can have, and I'm only in
consular service. Now if I had been a diplomat – "

"My dear fellow," said Carrington, "you seem to forget that
you have a few dozen copper-mines at your disposal, and a larger
income than you can conveniently spend. Her people haven't
forgotten it, however, as I'll venture to prophesy that you'll find
out before to-morrow morning. As for your being an American
and a Consul, that doesn't count. Just make the settlements
sufficiently large, and as long as you don't eat with your knife or
drink out of your finger-bowl they will pardon the rest as amiable
eccentricities."

"You are a cynic, Carrington, and I don't believe it," said
Allingford, rising to go. "Anyway, what do you know about
marriage?"

"Nothing, and I am not likely to," rejoined his friend, "but I've
lived in London."

The dinner that night at Belgrave Square did not serve to put
the Consul at his ease. True, he sat by Marion, but no word
was spoken of what had passed that afternoon, and he could not
help feeling that he was in an anomalous position. He had on



 
 
 

his company manners, and was not at his best in consequence.
He felt he was being watched and would be criticised in the
drawing-room after dinner, which made him nervous. Sir Peter
had several married daughters, one of whom was present, and
Allingford wondered how their husbands had behaved under
similar circumstances. He gave Lady Steele, at whose right he sat,
ample opportunity to question him concerning his family history
and future plans and prospects – a chance of which she was not
slow to avail herself.

When the ladies had departed and had left the two gentlemen
to their coffee and cigars, Sir Peter lost no time in opening the
question, and said, somewhat bluntly:

"So I hear that you wish to marry my daughter."
The Consul signified that such was the case.
"I'm sure I don't know why," resumed her father, with true

British candour. "I become so used to my children that I
sometimes wonder what other people can see in them. Marion
is a good little girl, however, I'll say that for her – a good little
girl and not extravagant."

Sir Peter's manner was reassuring, and Allingford hastened to
say that he was sensible of the great honour Miss Steele had done
him in considering his suit, and that he should strive to prove
himself worthy of her.

"I don't doubt it, my dear fellow, I don't doubt it." And
the baronet paused, smiling so amiably that the Consul was
disconcerted, and began to fear an unpleasant surprise.



 
 
 

"I trust," he returned, "that you are not averse to me as a son-
in-law?"

"Personally much the reverse; but I always ask the man who
comes to me as you have done one question, and on his answer I
base my approval or disapproval of his suit."

"And that question is?"
"Can you support a wife, Mr. Allingford?"
"As a gentleman I could not have asked her hand if such were

not the case."
"Ah," replied Sir Peter, "that is quite right."
"As for my position – " continued the young man.
"You hold a public office in the service of your country. I

consider that sufficient guarantee of your position, both moral
and social."

Allingford, who knew something of American practical
politics, thought this by no means followed, but forbore to say
so, and Sir Peter continued:

"Have you any family?"
"No relations in the world except my younger brother, Dick,

who manages the property at home, while I play at politics
abroad."

"I see," said his host. "One question more and I have done.
I dislike talking business after dinner – it should be left to
the lawyers; but, seeing that you are an American and do not
understand such things, I thought – "

The Consul stopped him by a gesture. "You are referring to



 
 
 

the settlements, Sir Peter," he said. "Set your mind at rest on that
score. I'll do the proper thing."

"Of course, my dear fellow, of course; I don't doubt that for a
moment. But – er – you won't think me mercenary if I ask you to
be – in short – more definite. I speak most disinterestedly, purely
out of consideration for my daughter's future."

Allingford frowned slightly as Carrington's prophecy came
back to him. His prospective father-in-law was quite within his
rights in speaking as he did, but why couldn't he have left it at
least till to-morrow?

"Would a copper-mine do?" he said, looking up. "I'd give her
a copper-mine."

"Really, I don't know what to say," replied Sir Peter, in
some perplexity. "I'm quite ignorant of such matters. Are – er –
copper-mines valuable?"

"The one I'm thinking of has been worth a quarter of a million
since it started, and we have only begun to work it," replied the
Consul.

"Bless my soul!" ejaculated his host. "You don't say so! Do
you go in much for that sort of thing?"

"Yes, I've quite a number."
"Dear me!" said Sir Peter dreamily, "a quarter of a million."

Then waking up he added: "But I'm forgetting the time. My dear
Allingford – er – your Christian name escapes me."

"Robert, Sir Peter."
"Thanks. I was going to say, my dear Robert, that you must



 
 
 

go upstairs and see mamma."



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER II

IN WHICH THE CONSUL LOSES
A RELATIVE AND GAINS A WIFE

 
When Robert Allingford entered the smoking-room of his

club, one afternoon early in October, he was genuinely glad
to find that it had but one occupant, and that he was Harold
Scarsdale. The two men had met each other for the first
time at a house-party some eighteen months before, and their
acquaintance had ripened into true friendship.

"Hello!" he cried, accosting that gentleman. "You're enjoying
to the full your last hours of bachelor bliss, I see."

"Speak for yourself," replied Scarsdale, who looked extremely
bored. "You're also on the dizzy brink."

"It's a fact," admitted the Consul; "we are both to be married
to-morrow. But that is all the more reason why we should make
the most of our remaining freedom. You look as glum as if you'd
lost your last friend. Come, cheer up, and have something to
drink."

"They say," remarked the Englishman as he acquiesced in the
Consul's suggestion, "that a man only needs to be married to find
out of how little importance he really is; but I've been anticipating
my fate. Miss Vernon's rooms are a wilderness of the vanities of
life, and here I am, banished to the club as a stern reality."



 
 
 

"Quite so," replied the American. "I'm in the same box. The
dressmakers have driven me clean out of Belgrave Square. But
you, you really have my sympathy, for you are to marry one
of my countrywomen, and they are apt to prove rather exacting
mistresses at times like these."

"Oh, I'm fairly well treated," said Scarsdale; "much better than
I deserve, I dare say. How is it with you?"

"Oh," laughed Allingford, "I feel as if I were playing a game
of blind man's buff with English conventionalities: at least I seem
to run foul of them most of the time. I used to imagine that
getting married was a comparatively simple matter; but what with
a highly complicated ceremony and an irresponsible best man,
my cup of misery is well-nigh overflowing."

"I suppose you have been doing your required fifteen days of
residence in the parish? London is slow work, now every one is
out of town," remarked Scarsdale.

"My second-best hand-bag has been residing for the past
fortnight in an adjacent attic, in fulfilment of the law," returned
the American; "but affairs at the consulate have kept me on post
more than I could have wished."

"I should not think you would have much business at this
season of the year."

"On the contrary, it is just the time when the migratory
American, who has spent the summer in doing Europe, returns
to England dead broke, and expects, nay, demands, to be helped
home."



 
 
 

"Do you have many cases of that sort?"
"Lots. In fact, one especially importunate fellow nearly caused

me to lose my train for London yesterday. I gave him what he
asked to get rid of him."

"I suppose that sort of thing is a good deal like throwing
money into the sea," said Scarsdale. "It never comes back."

"Not often, I regret to say; but in this case my distressed
countryman put up collateral."

"Indeed. I trust you can realise on it if need be."
"I don't think I want to," said the Consul, "seeing it's an

elephant."
"What!" cried Scarsdale.
"An elephant, or rather, to be exact, an order for one to be

delivered by the Nubian and Red Sea Line of freighters in two
or three days at Southampton Docks. My friend promises to
redeem it before arrival, expects advices from the States, &c.,
but meanwhile is terribly hard up."

"I hope he will be true to his promises, otherwise I wish you
joy of your elephant. You might give it to Lady Steele," suggested
Scarsdale.

"Yes. I think I can see it tethered to the railings in Belgrave
Square," remarked the Consul; "but I am not losing sleep on that
account, for, though I've informed the steamship people that I
am, temporarily, the owner of the beast, I more than suspect that
the order and the elephant are both myths. But I have been telling
you of my affairs long enough; how go yours?"



 
 
 

"Swimmingly," replied the Englishman. "Miss Vernon has
only one relative in England, thank Heaven! but my family have
settled down on me in swarms."

"Is Lady Diana Melton in town for the occasion?" asked
Allingford.

Scarsdale flushed, and for the moment did not reply.
"I beg your pardon," said the American, "if I have asked an

unfortunate question."
"Not at all," replied his friend. "My great-aunt, who, as you

know, is a somewhat determined old person, has the bad taste to
dislike Americans. So she has confined herself to a frigid refusal
of our wedding invitation, and sent an impossible spoon to the
bride."

"So you are not to have her country place for your
honeymoon," said Allingford. "From what I have heard of
Melton Court, it would be quite an ideal spot under the
circumstances."

"No, we are not going there. The fact is, I don't know where
we are going," added Scarsdale.

"Really!"
"Yes. As you were saying just now, your countrywomen are

apt to prove exacting, and the future Mrs. Scarsdale has taken it
into her head that I am much too prosaic to plan a wedding trip
– that I would do the usual round, in fact, and that she would be
bored in consequence; so she has taken the arrangements upon
herself, and the whole thing is to be a surprise for me. I don't



 
 
 

even know the station from which we start."
"I'm afraid I can't commiserate you," returned Allingford,

laughing, "for I'm guilty of doing the very same thing myself, and
my bride elect has no idea of our destination. She spends most
of her spare time in trying to guess it."

At this moment a card was handed to Allingford, who said:
"Why, here is my best man, Jack Carrington. You know him,
don't you? I wonder what can have started him on my trail," and
he requested the page to show him up.

A moment later Carrington entered the room. He was one
of the best-dressed, most perfect-mannered young men in
London, the friend of every one who knew him, a thoroughly
delightful and irresponsible creature. To-day, however, there was
a seriousness about his face that proclaimed his mission to be of
no very pleasant character.

After greeting his friends, he asked for a few words in private
with his principal, and as a result of this colloquy Allingford
excused himself to Scardsdale, saying that he must return to his
lodgings at once, as Carrington had brought him news that his
brother Dick had arrived unexpectedly from America, and was
awaiting him there.

"What a delightful surprise for you!" exclaimed Scarsdale.
"Yes, very – of course," returned Allingford drily; and after

a mutual interchange of congratulations on the events of the
morrow, and regrets that neither could be at the wedding of the
other, the Consul and his best man left the club.



 
 
 

"He did not seem over-enthusiastic at Carrington's news,"
mused Scarsdale, and then his mind turned to his own affairs.

It was not astonishing that Robert Allingford received the
news of his brother's arrival without any show of rejoicing. A
family skeleton is never an enjoyable possession, but when it is
not even decently interred, but very much alive, and in the shape
of a brother who has attained notoriety as a black sheep of an
unusually intense dye, it may be looked upon as little less than
a curse.

Yet there were redeeming qualities about Dick Allingford.
In spite of his thoroughly bad name, he was one of the most
kind-hearted and engaging of men, while the way in which he
had managed his own and his brother's property left nothing
to be desired. Moreover, he was quite in his element among
his miners. Indeed his qualities, good and bad, were of a kind
that endeared him to them. He loved the good things of this
life, however, in a wholly uncontrollable manner, and, as his
income afforded almost unlimited scope for these desires, his
achievements would have put most yellow-covered novels to
the blush. Dick's redeeming virtue was a blind devotion to
his elder brother, from whom he demanded unlimited advice
and assistance in extricating him from a thousand-and-one
scrapes, and inexhaustible patience and forgiveness for those
peccadilloes. When Robert had taken a public office in England
it was on the distinct understanding that Richard should confine
his attentions to America, and so far he had not violated the



 
 
 

contract. The Consul had taken care that his brother should not
be informed of the day of his marriage until it was too late
for him to attend in person, for he shuddered to think of the
rig that Richard would run in staid and conventional English
society. Accordingly he hastened to his lodgings, full of anxious
fore-bodings. On arrival his worst fears were fulfilled. Dick
received him with open arms, very affectionate, very penitent,
and very drunk. From that gentleman's somewhat disconnected
description the Consul obtained a lurid inkling of what seemed
to have been a triumphal progress of unrestrained dissipation
from Southampton to London, of which indignant barmaids and
a wrecked four-in-hand formed the most redeeming features.

"Now explain yourself!" cried Robert in wrath, at the
conclusion of his brother's recital. "What do you mean by this
disgraceful conduct, and why are you in England at all?"

"Saw 'proaching marriage – newspaper," hiccoughed Dick –
"took first steamer."

"What did you come for?" demanded Allingford sternly.
"Come? Congratulate you – see the bride."
"Not on your life!" exclaimed the Consul. "You are beastly

drunk and not fit for decent society."
"Fault – railroad company – bad whisky," explained the

unregenerate one.
"I'll take your word for it," replied his brother. "You ought to

be a judge of whisky. But you won't go to my wedding unless
you are sober." And he rang for his valet.



 
 
 

"This is my brother, Parsons," he remarked to that individual
when he entered. "You may put him to bed at once. Use my room
for the purpose, and engage another for me for to-night."

"Yes, sir," replied his valet, who was too well trained to betray
any emotion.

"When you have got him settled," continued the Consul, "lock
him in, and let him stay till morning." With which he straightway
departed, leaving his stupefied brother to the tender mercies of
the shocked and sedate Parsons.

Allingford stood a good deal in awe of his valet, and dreaded
to see the reproachful look of outraged dignity which he knew
would greet him on his return. So he again sought the club,
intending to find Scarsdale and continue their conversation; but
that gentleman had departed, and the Consul was forced to
console himself with a brandy and soda, and settle down to a
quiet hour of reflection.

He had been engaged upwards of three months, and, it is
needless to say, had learned much in that space of time. An
engagement is a liberal education to any man, for it presents
a series of entirely new problems to be solved. He ceases to
think of and for himself alone, and the accuracy with which
he can adjust himself to these novel conditions determines the
success or failure of his married life. Robert Allingford, however,
was engaged to a woman of another nation; of his own race,
indeed, and speaking his own tongue, but educated under widely
differing standards and ideals, and on a plane of comparative



 
 
 

simplicity when viewed in the light of her complex American
sister. The little English girl was an endless mystery to him,
and it was only in later life that he discovered that he was
constantly endowing her with a complicated nature which she did
not possess. He could not understand a woman who generally – I
do not say invariably, for Marion Steele was human after all, but
who generally meant what she said, whose pleasures were healthy
and direct, and who was really simple and genuinely ignorant
of most things pertaining to the world worldly. He knew that
world well enough – ten years of mining had taught him that
– and he had been left to its tender mercies when still a boy,
with no relatives except his younger brother, who, as may well
be imagined, was rather a burden than a help.

But if Robert Allingford had seen the rough side of life, it
had taught him to understand human nature, and, as he had
been blessed with a large heart and a considerable measure of
adaptability, he managed to get on very well on both sides of the
Atlantic. True, he seldom appreciated what the British mind held
to contain worth; but he was tolerant, and his tolerance begat,
unconsciously, sympathy. On the other hand, the Consul was as
much of a mystery to his fiancée as she had ever been to him. In
her eyes he was always doing the unexpected. For one thing, she
never knew when to take him seriously, and was afraid of what
he might do or say; but she soon learned to trust him implicitly,
and to estimate him at his true sterling worth.

In short, both had partially adjusted themselves to each



 
 
 

other, and were likely to live very happily, with enough of the
unknown in their characters to keep them from becoming bored.
Allingford had never spoken definitely to his fiancée concerning
his younger brother, and she knew instinctively that it was a
subject to be avoided. To her father she had said something, but
Sir Peter had little interest in his children's affairs beyond seeing
that they were suitably married; and since he was satisfied with
the settlements and the man, was content to leave well enough
alone.

The Consul, therefore, thought himself justified in saying
nothing about the unexpected arrival of his brother, especially as
the chances of that gentleman's being in a fit state to appear at
the wedding seemed highly problematical.

Next morning there were no signs of repentance or of Dick;
for if a deserted bed, an open window, and the smashed glass of a
neighbouring skylight signified anything, it was that Mr. Richard
Allingford was still unregenerate and at large.

The bridal day dawned bright and clear, and Carrington
lunched with the Consul just before the ceremony, which, thanks
to English law, took place at that most impossible hour of the
day, 2.30 p. m.

The bridegroom floundered through the intricacies of the
service, signed his name in the vestry, and achieved his carriage
in a kind of dream; but woke up sufficiently to the realities of
life at the reception, to endure with fortitude the indiscriminate
kissing of scores of new relations. Then he drank his own health



 
 
 

and the healths of other people, and at last escaped upstairs to
prepare for the journey and have a quiet fifteen minutes with his
best man.

"Now remember," he said to that irresponsible individual,
"you are the only one who knows our destination this evening,
and if you breathe it to a soul I'll come back and murder you."

"My dear fellow," replied Carrington, "you don't suppose,
after I've endured weeks of cross-questioning and inquisitorial
advances from the bride and her family, that I am going to strike
my colours and give the whole thing away at the eleventh hour."

"You have been a trump, Jack," rejoined the Consul, "and I
only wish you may be as happy some time as I am to-day."

"It is your day; don't worry about my affairs," returned
Carrington, with a forced laugh which gave colour to the popular
report that the only vulnerable point in his armour of good
nature lay in his impecunious condition and the consequent
impossibility of his marrying on his own account.

It was only a passing cloud, however, and he hastened to
change the subject, saying: "Come, you are late already, and a
bride must not be kept waiting."

Allingford was thereupon hustled downstairs, and wept upon
from all quarters, and his life was threatened with rice and old
shoes; but he reached the street somehow with Mrs. Robert in
tow, and, barring the circumstance that in his agitation he had
embraced the butler instead of Sir Peter, he acquitted himself
very well under the trying ordeal.



 
 
 

As they drove to the station his wife was strangely quiet, and
he rallied her on the fact.

"Why," he said, "you haven't spoken since we started."
Her face grew troubled. "I was wondering – " she began.
"If you would be happy?" he asked. "I'll do my best."
"No, no, I'm sure of that, only – do tell me where we are

going."
The Consul laughed. "You women are just the same all the

world over," he replied, but otherwise did not commit himself;
but his wife noticed that he looked worried and anxious, and
that he breathed a sigh of unmistakable relief as their train drew
out of Waterloo Station. She did not know that the one cloud
which he had feared might darken his wedding day had now been
dispelled: he had seen nothing of his brother.



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER III

IN WHICH THE LONDON AND
SOUTH WESTERN RAIL-WAY
ACCOMPLISHES WHAT THE

MARRIAGE SERVICE FORBIDS
 

It might be supposed that the heir to "The Towers" and Lady
Scarsdale's very considerable property would meet with some
decided opposition from his family to his proposed alliance
with Mabel Vernon, an unknown American, who, though fairly
provided with this world's goods, could in no sense be termed a
great heiress. But the fact of the matter was that the prejudices
of his own people were as nothing when compared with those of
Aunt Eliza. In the first place she did not wish her niece to marry
at all, on the ground that no man was good enough for her; and
in the second place she had decided that if Mabel must have a
partner in life, he was to be born under the Stars and Stripes. Her
wrath, therefore, was great when she heard of the engagement,
and she declared that she had a good mind to cut the young couple
off with a cent, a threat that meant something from a woman who
had bought corner lots in Chicago immediately after the great
fire, and still held them. Scarsdale never forgot his first interview
with her after she had learned the news.



 
 
 

"I mistrusted you were round for no good," she said, "though
I wasn't quite certain which one of us you wanted."

He bit his lip.
"There's nothing to laugh at, young man," she continued

severely; "marrying me would have been no joke."
"I'm sure, Miss Cogbill – " began Scarsdale.
"You call me Aunt Eliza in the future," she broke in; "that is

who I am, and if I choose to remember your wife when I'm gone
she'll be as rich as a duchess, as I dare say you know."

"I had no thought of your leaving her anything, and I am quite
able to support her without your assistance," he replied, nettled
by her implication.

"I am glad to hear it; it sounds encouraging," returned the aunt.
"Tell me, have you ever done anything to support yourself?"

"Rather! As a younger son, I should have had a very poor
chance if I'd not."

"How many towers have you got?" was her next question.
"I don't know," said Scarsdale, laughing at her very literal

interpretation of the name of his estate.
"Have they fire-escapes?"
"I'm afraid not," he replied, "but you must come and see for

yourself. My mother will be happy to welcome you."
"No, I guess not; I'm too old to start climbing."
"Oh, you wouldn't have to live in them," he hastened to assure

her; "there are other parts to the house, and my mother – "
"That's her ladyship?"



 
 
 

"Yes."
"You are sure you haven't any title?" asked Aunt Eliza

suspiciously.
"No, nor any chance of having one."
"Well, I do feel relieved," she commented. "The Psalms say

not to put your trust in princes, but I guess if King David had ever
been through a London season he wouldn't have drawn the line
there; and what's good enough for him is good enough for me."

"I think you can trust me, Aunt Eliza."
"I hope so, though I never expected to see a niece of mine

married to a man of war."
"Not a man of war," he corrected, "only a man in the War

Office – a very different thing, I assure you."
"I am rejoiced to hear it," she replied. "Now run along to

Mabel, and I'll write your mother and tell her that I guess you'll
do." Which she straightway did, and that letter is still preserved
as one of the literary curiosities of "The Towers," Sussex.

The first meeting of Aunt Eliza and Lady Scarsdale took
place the day before the wedding. It was pleasant, short, and to
the point, and at its conclusion each parted from the other with
mingled feelings of wonder and respect. Indeed, no one could fail
to respect Miss Cogbill. Alone and unaided she had amassed and
managed a great fortune. She was shrewd and keen beyond the
nature of women, and seldom minced matters in her speech; but
nevertheless she was possessed of much native refinement and
prim, old-time courtesy that did not always seem in accordance



 
 
 

with the business side of her nature.
As time went on she became reconciled to Scarsdale, but his

lack of appreciation of business was a thorn in her flesh, and,
indeed, her inclinations had led her in quite another direction.

"Now look at that young Carrington who comes to see you
once in a while; if you had to marry an Englishman, why didn't
you take him?" she said once to her niece.

"Why, Aunt Eliza," replied that young lady, "what are you
thinking of? According to your own standards, he is much less
desirable than Harold, for he has not a cent."

"He'd make money fast enough if his training didn't get in his
way," she retorted, "which is more than can be said of your future
husband."

The wedding was very quiet, at Miss Vernon's suggestion
and with her aunt's approval, for neither of them cared for
that lavish display with which a certain class of Americans are,
unfortunately, associated. There was to be a reception at the
hotel, to which a large number of people had been asked; but at
the ceremony scarcely a dozen were present. Scarsdale's mother
and immediate family, a brother official, who served as best man,
and Aunt Eliza made up the party.

At the bride's request, the service had been as much
abbreviated as the Church would allow, and the whole matter
was finished in a surprisingly short space of time. The reception
followed, and an hour later the happy pair were ready to leave;
but their destination was still a mystery to the groom.



 
 
 

"I think you might just give me a hint," he suggested to Aunt
Eliza, whom he shrewdly suspected knew all about it.

"Do you?" she replied. "Well, I think that Mabel is quite
capable of taking care of herself and you too, and that the sooner
you realise it the better. As for your being consulted or informed
about your wedding trip, why, my niece has been four times
round the world already, and is better able to plan an ordinary
honeymoon excursion than a man who spends his time turning
out bombs, and nitro-glycerine, and monitors, and things."

Aunt Eliza's notions of the duties of the War Office were still
somewhat vague.

After the bridal couple had left, Miss Cogbill and Lady
Scarsdale received the remaining guests, and, when the function
was over, her ladyship gave her American relative a cordial
invitation to stay at "The Towers" till after the honeymoon; but
Aunt Eliza refused.

"I'll come some day and be glad to," she said; "but I'm off
to-morrow for two weeks in Paris. I always go there when I'm
blue; it cheers one up so, and you meet more Americans there
nowadays than you do at home."

"Perhaps you will see the happy pair before you return,"
suggested Lady Scarsdale.

"Now, your ladyship," said Aunt Eliza, "that isn't fair; but to
tell you the truth of the matter, I've no more idea where they are
going, beyond their first stop, than you have."

"And that is – ?"



 
 
 

"They will write you from there to-morrow," replied Miss
Cogbill, "and then you will know as much as I do."

Scarsdale was quite too happy to be seriously worried over his
ignorance of their destination; in fact, he was rather amused at his
wife's little mystery, and, beyond indulging in some banter on the
subject, was well content to let the matter drop. He entertained
her, however, by making wild guesses as to where they were
to pass the night from what he had learned of their point of
departure, Waterloo Station; but soon turned to more engrossing
topics, and before he realised it an hour had passed away, and
the train began to slow up for their first stop out of London.

"Is this the end of our journey?" he queried.
"What, Basingstoke?" she cried. "How could you think I'd

be so unromantic? Why, it is only a miserable, dirty railway
junction!"

"Perhaps we change carriages here?"
"Wrong again; but the train stops for a few minutes, and if

you'll be good you may run out and have a breath of fresh air and
something to drink."

"How do you know," he asked, "that I sha'n't go forward and
see how the luggage is labelled?"

"That would not be playing fair," she replied, pouting, "and I
should be dreadfully cross with you."

"I'll promise to be good," he hastened to assure her, and, as
the train drew up, stepped out upon the platform.

His first intention had been to make straight for the



 
 
 

refreshment-room; but he had only taken a few steps in that
direction, when he saw advancing from the opposite end of the
train none other than Robert Allingford, who, like himself, was
a bridegroom of that day.

"Why, Benedick!" he cried, "who would have thought of
meeting you!"

"Just what I was going to say," replied the Consul, heartily
shaking his outstretched hand. "I never imagined that we would
select the same train. Come, let's have a drink to celebrate our
auspicious meeting. There is time enough."

"Are you sure?" asked the careful Englishman.
"Quite," replied his American friend. "I asked a porter, and

he said we had ten minutes."
They accordingly repaired to the luncheon-bar, and were soon

discussing whiskies and sodas.
"Tell me," said the Consul, as he put down his glass, "have you

discovered your destination yet?"
"Haven't the remotest idea," returned the other. "Mrs.

Scarsdale insisted on buying the tickets, and watches over them
jealously. If it had not been for the look of the thing, I would
have bribed the guard to tell me where I was going. By the way,
won't you shake hands with my wife? She is just forward."

"With pleasure," replied Allingford, "if you will return the
compliment; my carriage is the first of its class at the rear of the
train. We have still six minutes." With which the two husbands
separated, each to seek the other's wife.



 
 
 

Scarsdale met with a cordial welcome from Mrs. Allingford,
and was soon seated by her side chatting merrily.

"We should sympathise with each other," she said, laughing,
"for I understand that we are both in ignorance of our
destination."

"Indeed we should," he replied. "I dare say that at this moment
your husband and my wife are gloating over their superior
knowledge."

"Oh, well," she continued, "our time will come; and now tell
me how you have endured the vicissitudes of the day."

"I think you and I have no cause for complaint," rejoined
Scarsdale. "You see we understand our conventions; but I fear
that our respective partners have not had such an easy time."

"I shouldn't think it would have worried Mrs. Scarsdale,"
returned the Englishwoman.

"Of course it didn't," said that lady's husband; "nothing ever
worries her. But I think signing the register puzzled her a bit; she
said it made her feel as if she was at an hotel."

"Robert enjoyed it thoroughly," said Mrs. Allingford.
"Had he no criticisms to offer?"
"None, except that one seemed to get a good deal more for

one's money than in the States."
"The almighty dollar!" said Scarsdale, laughing, and added, as

he looked at his watch: "I must be off, or your husband will be
turning me out; our ten minutes are almost up."

Once on the platform, he paused aghast. The forward half of



 
 
 

the train had disappeared, and an engine was backing up in its
place to couple on to the second part. Allingford was nowhere
in sight.

"Where is the rest of the train?" cried Scarsdale, seizing an
astonished guard.

"The forward division, sir?"
"Yes! yes! For Heaven's sake speak, man! Where is it?"
"That was the Exeter division. Went five minutes ago."
"But I thought we had ten minutes!"
"This division, yes, sir," replied the guard, indicating that

portion of the train still in the station, "the forward part only
five."

In this way, then, had Allingford unconsciously deceived him,
and without doubt the American Consul had been carried off
with his, Scarsdale's, wife. The awful discovery staggered him,
but he controlled himself sufficiently to ask the destination of
the section still in the station.

"Bournemouth, sir, Southampton first stop. Are you going?
we are just off."

"No," replied Scarsdale. The guard waved his flag, the shrill
whistle blew, and the train began to move. Then he thought of
Mrs. Allingford; he could scarcely leave her. Besides, what was
the use of remaining at Basingstoke, when he did not even know
his own destination? He tore open the door of the carriage he
had just left, and swung himself in as it swept past him.



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER IV

IN WHICH LADY MELTON
FEELS THAT HER

AVERSION IS JUSTIFIED
 

From what has been said it may be imagined that Mrs.
Scarsdale, née Vernon, was an excellent hand at light and
amusing conversation; and so pleasantly did she receive the
Consul, and so amusingly rally him on the events of the day,
that he scarcely seemed to have been with her a minute, when
a slight jolt caused him to look up and out, only to perceive
the Basingstoke Station sliding rapidly past the windows.
Allingford's first impulse was to dash from the carriage, a
dangerous experiment when one remembers the rapidity with
which a light English train gets under way. In this, however, he
was forestalled by Mrs. Scarsdale, who clung to his coat-tails,
declaring that he should not desert her; so that by the time he
was able to free himself the train had attained such speed as
to preclude any longer the question of escape. The sensations
which Mr. Allingford and Mrs. Scarsdale experienced when they
realised that they were being borne swiftly away, the one from
his wife and the other from her husband, may be better imagined
than described. The deserted bride threw herself into the farthest



 
 
 

corner of the carriage and began to laugh hysterically, while the
Consul plunged his hands into his pockets and gave vent to a
monosyllabic expletive, of which he meant every letter.

After the first moments of astonishment and stupefaction both
somewhat recovered their senses, and mutual explanations and
recriminations began forthwith.

"How has this dreadful thing happened?" demanded Mrs.
Scarsdale, in a voice quavering with suppressed emotion.

"I'm afraid it's my fault," said Allingford ruefully. "The guard
told me we had ten minutes."

"That was for your division of the train, stupid!" exclaimed
the lady wrathfully.

"I didn't know that," explained the Consul, "and so I told your
husband we had ten minutes, which probably accounts for his
being left."

"Then I'll never, never forgive you," she cried, and burst into
tears, murmuring between her sobs: "Poor, dear Harold! what
will he do?"

"Do!" exclaimed the Consul, "I should think he had done
enough, in all conscience. Why, confound him, he's gone off with
my wife!"

"Don't you call my husband names!" sobbed Mrs. Scarsdale.
"Well, he certainly has enough of his own, that's a fact."
"If you were a man," retorted the disconsolate bride, "you

would do something, instead of making stupid jokes about my
poor Stanley. I'm a distressed American citizen – "



 
 
 

"No, you're not; you became a British subject when you
married Scarsdale," corrected Allingford.

"Well, I won't be, so there! I tell you I'm an American woman
in distress, and you are my Consul and you've got to help me."

"I'll help you with the greatest pleasure in the world. I'm
quite as anxious to recover my wife as you can be to find your
husband."

"Then what do you advise?" she asked.
"We are going somewhere at a rapid rate," he replied. "When

we arrive, we will leave the train and return to Basingstoke as
soon as possible. Now do you happen to know our next stop?"

"Yes: Salisbury."
"How long before we get there?"
"About three quarters of an hour."
"That will at least give us time," he said, "to consider what is

best to be done. Have you a railway guide?"
"I think there is a South Western time-table in the pocket of

dear Malcolm's coat," she said, indicating a garment on the seat
beside her.

"Why don't you call him St. Hubart and be done with it?"
queried Allingford, as he searched for and found the desired
paper. "You've given him all his other names."

"I reserve that for important occasions," she replied; "it sounds
so impressive."

Mabel Scarsdale, it will be noticed, was fast regaining her
composure, now that a definite course of action had been



 
 
 

determined upon. But she could not help feeling depressed, for
it must be admitted that it is disheartening to lose your husband
before you have been married a day. What would he do, she
wondered, when he found that the train had gone? Had he
discovered its departure soon enough to warn Mrs. Allingford to
leave her carriage? and if not, where had she gone, and had he
accompanied her? The event certainly afforded ample grounds
for speculation; but her reverie was interrupted by the Consul,
who had been deeply immersed in the time-table.
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