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“It wasn’t me,” reiterated the unfortunate.

“When I called out to you,” pursued the
unheeding Mrs. Henshaw, ‘“you started and
pulled your hat over your eyes and turned
away. I should have caught you if it hadn’t
been for all them carts in the way and falling
down. I can’t understand now how it was I
wasn’t killed ; I was a mask- of mud from
head to foot.”

Despite his utmost efforts to prevent it, a
faint smile flitted across the pallid features
of Mr. Henshaw.

“Yes, you may laugh,” stormed his wife,
“and I've no doubt them two beauties
laughed too. [I’ll take care you don’t have
much more to laugh at, my man.”

She flung out of the room and began to
wash up the crockery. Mr. Henshaw, after
standing irresolute for some time with his
hands in his pockets, put on his hat again
and left the house. )

He dined badly at a small eating-house,
and returned home at six. olclock . that
evening to find his wife out and the cup-
board empty. He went back to the same
restaurant for tea, and after a gloomy meal
went round to discuss the situation with Ted
Stokes. That gentleman’s suggestion of a
double alibi he thrust aside with disdain and
a stern appeal to talk sense.

“ Mind, if my wife speaks to you about it,”
he said, warningly, *“it wasn’t me, but some-
body like me. You might say he 'ad been
mistook for me before.”

Mr. Stokes grinned and, meeting a freezing
glance from his friend, at once became
serious again.

“ Why not say it was you?” he said,
stoutly. “ There’s no ’arm in going for a
’bus-ride with a friend and a couple o’ ladies.”

“(’ course there ain’t,” said the other,
hotly, “else I shouldn’t ha’ done it. But
you know what my wife is.”

Mr. Stokes, who was by no means a
favourite of the lady in question, nodded.
“You were a bit larky, too,” he said, thought-
fully. “You ’ad quite a little slapping game
after you pretended to steal her brooch.”

“1 s'pose when a gentleman’s with a lady

he ’as got to make ’imself pleasant ? ” said Mr.,

Henshaw, with dignity. “Now, if my missis
speaks to you about it, you say that it wasn’t
me, but a friend of yours up from the country
who is as like me as two peas. See?”

“Name o’ Dodd,” said Mr. Stokes, with a
knowing nod. “Tommy Dodd.”

“I'm not playing the giddy goat,” said
the other, bitterly, “and I'd thank you not
to.”
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“All right,” said Mr. Stokes, somewhat
taken aback. ‘ Any name you like ; I don’t
mind.”

Mr. Henshaw pondered.
name’ll do,” he said, stiffly.

“Bell ?” suggested Mr. Stokes. * Alfred
Bell? I did know a man o’ that name once.
He tried to borrow a bob off of me.”

“That'll do,” said his friend, after some
consideration ; “ but mind you stick to the
same name. And you'd better make up
something about him—where he lives, and
all that sort of thing—so that you can stand
being questioned without looking more like a
silly fool than you can help.”

“I’ll do what I can for you,” said Mr.
Stokes, “but I don’t s’pose your missis’ll
come to me at all. She saw you plain
enough.”

They walked on in silence and, still deep
in thought over the matter, turned into a
neighbouring tavern for refreshment. Mr.
Henshaw drank his with the air of a man
performing a duty to his constitution ; but
Mr. Stokes, smacking his lips, waxed eloquent
over the brew.

“I hardly know what I’m drinking,” said
his friend, forlornly. “I suppose it’s six-
half, because that’s what I asked for.”

Mr. Stokes gazed at him in deep sym-
pathy. ‘It can’t be so bad as that,” he said,
with concern.

“You wait till youre married,” said Mr.
Henshaw, brusquely. “You’d no business
to ask me to go with you, and I was a good-
natured fool to do it.”

“You stick to your tale and it’li be all
right,” said the other. “Tell her that you
spoke to me about it, and that his name
is Alfred Bell—-B E double L—and that he
lives in—in Ireland. Here! I say!”

“Well?” said Mr. Henshaw, shaking off
the hand which the other had laid on his
arm.

“You—you be Alfred Bell,” said Mr.
Stokes, breathlessly.

Mr. Henshaw started and eyed him ner-
vously. His friend’s eyes were bright and,
he fancied, a bit wild.

“Be Alfred Bell,” repeated Mr. Stokes.
“Don’t you see? Pretend to be Alfred Bell
and go with me to see your missis. I’ll lend
you a suit o’ clothes and a fresh neck-tie,
and there you are.’

“[Vhat ?” said the astounded Mr. Henshaw.

“It’s as easy as easy,” declared the other.
“To-morrow evening, in a new rig-out, I
walks you up to your house and asks for you
to show you to yourself. Of course, I'm

“ Any sensible
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why I brought ’im up; I wanted George to
see ‘im.”

Mrs. Henshaw looked from one to the
other in wrathful bewilderment.

“His living image, ain’t he?” said Mr.
Stokes. *“This is my pal George’s missis,”
he added, turning to Mr. Bell.

“Good afternoon to you,” said that gentle-
man, huskily.

“He got a bad cold coming from Ireland,”
explained Mr. Stokes, ‘and, foolish-like, he
went outside a ’bus with me the other night
and made it worse.”

“0O-oh!” saild Mrs.
“In-deed! Really!”

- “He’s quite curious to see George,” said

Mr. Stokes. “In fact, he was going back to
Ireland to-night if it ’adn’t been for that.
He’s waiting till to-morrow just to see
George.”

Mr. Bell, in a voice huskier than ever, said
that he had altered his mind again.

“Nonsense ! ” said Mr. Stokes, sternly.
“ Besides, George would like to see you. 1
s’pose he won’t be long?” he added, turning
to Mrs. Henshaw, who was regarding Mr. Bell
much as a cat regards a plump sparrow.

“I don’t suppose s0,” she said, slowly.

“] dare say if we wait a little while——"
began Mr. Stokes, ignoring a frantic glance
from Mr. Henshaw.

“ Come in,” said Mrs. Henshaw, suddenly.

Mr. Stokes entered and, finding that his
friend hung back, went out again and half led,
half pushed him indoors. Mr. Bell’s shyness
he attributed to his having lived so long in
Ireland.

“ He is quite the ladies’ man, though,” he
said, artfully, as they followed their hostess
into the front room. ‘You should ha’ seen
im the other night on the ’bus. We had a
couple o’ lady friends o’ mine with us, and
even the conductor was surprised at his
goings on.”

Mr. Bell, by no means easy as to the
results of the experiment, scowled at him
despairingly.

“Carrying on, was he?” said Mrs. Hen-
shaw, regarding the culprit steadily.

“ Carrying on like one o’clock,” said the
imaginative Mr. Stokes. “ Called one of
'em his little wife, and asked her where ’er
wedding-ring was.”

“I didn’t,” said Mr. Bell, in a suffocating
voice. “I didn’t.”

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” said
Mr. Stokes, virtuously. “ Only, as I said to
you at the time, ‘Alfred,” I says, ‘it’s all
right for you as a single man, but you might
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be the twin-brother of a pal o’ mine—George
Henshaw by name—and if some people was
to see you they might think it was ’im.
Didn’t I say that?”

“You did,” said Mr. Bell, helplessly.

“ And he wouldn’t believe me,” said Mr.
Stokes, turning to Mrs. Henshaw. * That’s
why I brought him round to see George.”

“I should like to see the two of ’em
together myself,” said Mrs. Henshaw, quietly.
“I should have taken him for my husband
anywhere.”

“You wouldn’t if you’d seen ’im last
night,” said Mr. Stokes, shaking his head
and smiling.

“ Carrying on again, was he?” inquired
Mrs. Henshaw, quickly.

“No!” said Mr., Bell, in a stentorian
whisper.

His glance was so fierce that Mr. Stokes
almost quailed. “I won’t tell tales out of
school,” he said, nodding.

“Not if I ask you to?” said Mrs. Hen-
shaw, with a winning smile.

“ Ask ’im,” said Mr. Stokes.

“Last night,” said the whisperer, hastily,
“I went for a quiet walk round Victoria
Park all by myselff Then I met Mr
Stokes, and we had one half-pint together
at a public-house. That’s all.”

Mrs. Henshaw looked at Mr.
Mr. Stokes winked at her.

“It’s as true as my name is—Alfred Bell,”
said that gentleman, with slight but natural
hesitation.

* Have it your own way,” said Mr. Stokes,
somewhat perturbed at Mr. Bell’s refusal to
live up to the character he had arranged for
him.

“1 wish my husband spent his evenings in

Stokes.

“the same quiet way,” said Mrs. Henshaw,

shaking her head.

“Don’t he ?” said Mr. Stokes. *“ Why, he
always seems quiet enough to me. Too
quiet, I should say. Why, I never knew a
quieter man. I chaff “im about it some-
times.”

“That’s his artfulness,” said Mrs. Henshaw.

“ Always in a hurry to get ’ome,” pursued
the benevolent Mr. Stokes.

“ He may say so to you to get away from
you,” said Mrs. Henshaw, thoughtfully. “He
does say you're hard to shake off sometimes.”

Mr. Stokes sat stiffly upright and threw
a fierce glance in the direction of Mr.
Henshaw.

“Pity he didn’t tell me,” he said, bitterly.
“I ain’t one to force my company where it
ain’t wanted.”
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