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A HONEYMOON IN HIDING

The Fascinating Adventures of a Romantic Honeymoon

By MRS. GEORGE DE HORNE VAIZEY

CHAPTER I

“O NLY another day! I can’t believe it. This
time to-morrow you will be my wife. You

will have a wedding-ring on your finger, and
a Mrs. to your name; you will be Mrs. Pat Hilbert,
and little Gwen Nugent will be no more. Bless her
little heart, she was a sweet thing. But Gwen Hil-
bert—Gwen Hilbert will be just a thousand times
sweeter. I’'m going to love her a thousand times
more. Don’t I wish it were three o’clock to-morrow
afternoon when all the flustration was over, and we
were safely started on our honeymoon !”

“I don’t. Not I. It's my very own wedding,
and I'm going to enjoy every moment of the day.
I've the prettiest dress, and the prettiest brides-
maids, and the prettiest presents that ever were seen,
and it you were a polite bridegroom you’d have in-
terrupted me before now to say that I was the
prettiest bride. And I'll simply love walking up the
aisle and seeing all the people craning and staring
just for the privilege of seeing Me, and seeing you
standing there waiting, and feeling that it’s really
and truly true at last, and we are going to be mar-
ried! The service part itself is solemn, but you and
I are so perfectly, utterly one, that it’s a beautiful
solemnity, for we are only longing to be bound.
How will you feel when he says: ‘I do now pro-
nounce them man and wife,” and the organ peals out,
Tum—tum—te rum tum tum tum?” Gwen’s right
hand strummed an impassioned bar from the “Wed-
ding March” on her lover’s knee. “I’ve sat listen-
ing to it so many times—from a back pew—feeling
so flat and dull, knowing that I had to go home
to darn stockings and eat-cold mutton for dinner,
but this time it will be for me, that glorious crash
of sound—for You and Me, and 7’Il he the bride
coming floating down the aisle, with my veil thrown
back, smiling at the back pews out of my beautiful
new world. Oh, I'll love it; I'll love it. And you, poor
dear, you might as well love it too, and be‘aisy. No-
body’ll look at yow. You'll be hidden by my veil
and my train and my flowers, and no one will give
you a second thought. It's Gwen Nugent’s day.
Exit Gwen Nugent in a blaze of glory. She’s going
to marry a doctor; a poor, struggling, unknown G.
P., and be good and industrious ever after. Amen.
Kiss me at once!”

The prospective bridegroom obeyed expansively,
and with admirable despatch. Then he rumpled
his hair and sighed, and said:

“Yes. Poor! that's the deuce of it. I can't
help worrying about the house and wondering if
we have done right in undertaking such a big rent.
I can’t bear to think that you may be tight, and have
to do without things you have been accustomed to.
If the practice does as well as we expect, we ought
to be pretty comfortable in a few years, but this
furnishing business is horribly expensive—and just
for the moment——"

“I know. We've got to look at every sixpence
before we spend it, and turn it over several times
and reflect seriously if threepence wouldn’t do in-
stead. Who cares? I don’t. We shall have each
other, and piles of new clothes, and a houseful of
new old furniture, and all the pots and pans and
brooms and brushes and uninteresting etceteras
spick and span, so that the cook won’t have to say
every second day, ‘I shall require a blacking-brush
and two new saucepans.’ (That’s the way the
money goes). And if you grumble about your food,
I can always retort that you told me to be economic-
al. Did you call in at the house to-day as you pass-
ed? How is its dear little self?”

“I did. It is looking wonderfully straight and
settled. 'The boxes you sent in are locked up in
the storeroom, and I've got the key on my bunch.
I've written to the police to keep a sharp lookout,
and asked them to warn the neighbors on both sides
that the house is empty. It's insured, too, against
fire and burglary, so I think we have taken all pre-
cautions. The maids are to go in two days be-
fore we arrive, aren’t they  Sure that's enough ?”

“Quite! There’s nothing to do but to dust and
stoke and get in provisions. T'll pick out the knick-
knacks myself. Cousin Emily has been badgering
me to let her do it. As if I would! People are
so officious about a new house; especially unmar-
ried cousins; they are capable of arranging the
whole thing while you are away, and expecting you
to be pleased and grateful. That’s why I insisted
upon getting everything ready before we leave.
They think we are mad not to leave a caretaker in
charge, but I know what that would mean, cousins
popping in from morning to night, fussing and ‘im-
proving,’ and I won’t allow anyone to improve my
own home but its own mistress. We had quite a
scene on the subject; they thoucht I wasg very
ungrateful, and to appease them I had to agree that
they should look in once or twice as they were driv-
ing past, just to ‘see that all was right” They have
a key, but I don’t think they will attempt any alter-

ations now. I'm longing to get into our own house,
Pat. You are going to have a house of your own,
Pat. And a honeymoon. Do you realize it? Do
you tremble? It's commonly agreed that a honey-
moon is a most critical and disillusionising experi-
ence. I've read reams about it in the magazine
pages of newspapers. ‘For the first time these two
young people find themselves left alone to their
own resources, the rain falls, the wind howls
against the panes of the country hotel. A feeling
of deadly emnui possesses the groom. Pat! I
shall kill you if you are possessed by a feeling of
deadly ennui.”

Pat laughed, a ringing, self-confident laugh.

“So you may. You have my full permission.
My honeymoon is going to last all my life, and feel

too short when I get to the end. As to this pre- _

liminary canter, darling, we'll have all the fun we
can out of our fifty pounds, and I leave it entirely
to you to settle how it’s to be spent. We'll be
reckless and extravagant, and blow it in a week,
or we'll be careful and provident, and eke it out
for a month; but when it's finished, back we come.
We can’t afford to spend any more just now. 1
fancy you and I can contrive to get a fair amount

of happiness out of fifty pounds and ‘our own re-
source.” Eh, little bride?”
“Oh, Pat!” cried Gwen, sighing. “Isn’t it a

heavenly world?”

CHAPTER II.

AT and Gwen Hilbert had been married for

exactly two hours and three-quarters. ‘Their

heads were thrust out of the door of a first-
class railway compartment, the window of which
bore a label reserving it for their exclusive use.
They were occupied in waving adieu to the best
man, and in regarding with benign patronage the
scurrying masses of miserable, ordinary people on
the platform who were not starting off on a honey-
moon.

“Excursion or something!” volunteered the best
man vaguely. “But you're all right, anyway. Boxes
in the second van at the back. Ta-ta! Bless you,
my children. Bear up.”

Pat showed his straight, white teeth in the most
beaming of smiles; Gwen screwed up her little nose
in a saucy grimace; the sun shone full on their
faces, and showed them so young, so handsome,
so radiantly happy and content, that they seemed the
habitants of another world from the careworn
figures on the platform. And so in good truth they
were. ‘Then, with a jolt and a roar, the train glid-
ed-out of the station, and the honeymoon was begun,
The “newly-married pair secated themselves, and
smiled rapturously into each other’s faces.

“At last! We're off!l We've left them all be-
hind. I've got you all to myself. Hurrah! Mrs,
Hilbert, I love you. You're the nicest married wo-
man I've ever met. You looked adorable in church.
I'm not sure that you don’t look more adorable
now. Is that a ‘going-away gown’? Will it be de-
scribed in the papers? Will it say, ‘the bride wore
a dress the color of her eyes, with trimmings the
color of her hair, and jolly little lace fixings at the
throat, and a long, curly feather that tickled her
husband’s cheek?’”

Mrs. Hilbert laughed and tossed the aforesaid
feather in the air.

“It has been exciting. Such a lovely day, and
such crowds in the church, and everyone so kind.
I have enjoyed myself. I wish it were all coming
over again. Did I really look nice? It was so
aggravating being inside the veil and not able to
see. Did you hear any remarks as we came out of
church ?”

“What sort of remarks?”

“Oh—h—about me! Nice remarks—people say-

ing I looked pretty, or anything like that? T heard
nothing but one great long ‘Oh—h 1’ There was a
man at the gate taking snapshots. T do hope we

shall see them.”
The bridegroom shivered.
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