
Cynthia's Chauffeur

you are the foreigner here. Where is my son's

car? "

" In the garage at Folkestone, my lord."

" Well, you had better cross by an early boat

to-morrow and bring it here. You understand all

the preliminaries, I suppose? Find out from the

Customs people what deposit is necessary, and come

to me for the money."

So it happened that when Medenham was able to

take his first drive in the open air, the Mercury

awaited him and Cynthia at the door of the hotel.

It positively sparkled in the sunlight; never was car

more spick and span. The brasswork scintillated,

each cylinder was rhythmical, and a microscope would

not have revealed one speck of dust on body or

upholstery.

On a day in July—for everybody agreed that not

even a marriage should be allowed to interfere with

the Scottish festival of St. Grouse—^that same shin-

ing Mercury \ ith the tonneau decorously cased in

glass for the 1 our, drew up at the edge of a red

carpet laid down from curb to stately porch of St.

George's, Hanover Square, and Dale turned a grin-

ning face to the doorway when Viscount Medenham
led his bride down the steps through a shower of rice

and good wishes.

Wedding breakfasts and receptions are all " much
of a muchness," as the Mad Hatter said to another

Alice, and it was not until the Mercury was speeding
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