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DOUBLE

bored air, résumed his seat. Ten minutes
passed—fifteen ; at the end of half an hour
the elder man’s impatience found vent in a
tirade against the entire sex.

“She’s dressing up; that’s what it is,”
explained Jim. *For him !”

A door opened above and a step sounded
on the stairs. Mr. Carter looked up uneasily,
and, after the first sensation of astonishment
had passed, wondered vaguely what his
double had run away for. The girl, her lips
parted and her eyes bright, came swiftly down
into the room.

“Where is he ?” she said, quickly.

“Eh ?” said her father, in surprise. “Why,
there! Can’t you see?”

The light died out of the girl’s face and
she looked round in dismay. The watchful
Mr. Carter thought that he also detected in
her glance a spice of that temper which had
made her relatives so objectionable.

“ That |” she said, loudly. “ That! That’s
not my Bert |”

“That’s what I told ’em,” said Mr. Carter,
deferentially, ““over and over again.”

“ What !” said her father, loudly. “ Look

ain.” ‘

“If T looked all night it wouldn’t make
any difference,” said the disappointed Miss
Evans. “The idea of making such a
mistake ! ”

“We're all liable to mistakes,” said Mr.
Carter, magnanimously, “even the best of us.”

“You take a good look at him,” urged
her brother, “and don't forget that it’s four
years since you saw him. Isn’t that Bert’s
nose?”

“No,” said the girl, glancing at the feature
in question, “not a bit like it. Bert had a
beautiful nose.” '

“ Look at his eyes,” said Jim.

Miss Evans looked, and meeting Mr.
Carter’s steady gaze tossed her head scorn-
fully and endeavoured to stare him down.
Realizing too late the magnitude of the task,
but unwilling to accept defeat, she stood
confronting him with indignant eyes.

“ Well ?’ said Mr. Evans, misunderstanding.

“Not a bit like,” said his daughter, turning
thankfully. ‘“ And if you don’t like Bert, you
needn’t insult him.”

She sat down with her back towards Mr.
Carter and looked out at the window.

“Well, I could ha’ sworn it was Bert
Simmons,” said the discomfited Mr. Evans.

“ Me, t0o,” said his son. “I’d ha’ sworn
to him anywhere. It’s the most extraordinary
likeness Zve ever seen.”

He caught his father’s eye, and with a jerk
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of his thumb telegraphed for instructions as
to the disposal of Mr. Carter.

“He can go,” said Mr. Evans, with an
attempt at dignity; “he can go this time,
and I hope that this’ll be a lesson to him
not to go about looking like other people.
If he does, next time, p'raps, he won’t:
escape so easy.”

“You're quite right,” said Mr. Carter,

blandly. “T’ll get a new face first thing
to-morrow morning. I ought to have done
it before.”

He crossed to the door and, nodding to
the fermenting Mr. Evans, bowed to the
profile of Miss Evans and walked slowly out.
Envy of Mr. Simmons was mingled with
amazement at his deplorable lack of taste
and common sense. He would willingly
have changed places with him. There was
evidently a strong likeness, and——

Busy with his thoughts he came to a
standstill in the centre of the footpath, and
then, with a sudden air of determination,
walked slowly back to the house.

“Yes?” said Mr. Evans, as the door
opened and the face of Mr. Carter was thrust
in. *What have you come back for ?”

The other stepped into the room and
closed the door softly behind him. “T have
come back,” he said, slowly—*“ I have come
back because I feel ashamed of myself.”

“ Ashamed of yourself?” repeated Mr.
Evans, rising and confronting him.

Mr. Carter hung his head and gazed ner-
vously in the direction of the girl. “I cant
keep up this deception,” he said, in a low
but distinct voice. “I am Bert Simmons.
At least, that is the name I told you four
years ago.”

“ I knew I hadn’t made a mistake,” roared
Mr. Evans to his son. “I knew him well
enough. Shut the door, Jim. Don’t let
him go.”

“] don’t want to go,” said Mr. Carter,
with a glance in the direction of Nancy. = “I
have come back to make amends.”

“ Fancy Nancy not knowing him!” said
Jim, gazing at the dstonished Miss Evans.

“She was afraid of getting me into
trouble,” said Mr. Carter, ““and 1 just gave
her a wink not to recognise me; but she
knew me well enough, bless her.”

“ How dare you!” said the girl, starting
up. “Why, I've never seen you before in
my life.”

“All right, Nan,” said the brazen Mr.
Carter; “but it's no good keeping it up
now. I've come back to act fair and square.”

Miss Evans struggled for breath.
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Finding that he had at last attracted his
attention, the gentleman came inside and,
breathing somewhat heavily after his exer-
tions, stood before him with outstretched
hand.

‘*“ How goes it ? ” said Mr. Carter, forcing a
smile and shaking hands.

‘““He’s grown better-looking than ever,”
said the gentleman, subsiding into a chair.
“So have you,” said Mr. Carter.

should hardly have known you.”

“Well, I'm glad to see you again,” said the
other, in a more subdued fashion. ‘ We're
all glad to see you back, and I ’ope that when
the wedding-cake is sent out there’ll be a bit
for old Ben Prout.”

“You'll be the first, Ben,” said Mr. Carter,
quickly.

Mr. Prout got up and shook hands with
him again. “It only shows what mistakes a
man can make,” he said, resuming his seat.
“It only shows how easy it is to misjudge
one’s fellow-creeturs. When you went away
sudden four years ago, 1 says to myself,
‘Ben Prout,’ 1 says, ‘make up your mind to
it, that two quid has gorn.” ” .

The smile vanished from Mr. Carter’s face,
and a sudden chill descended upon the
company.

“Two quid?” he said, stiffly.
two quid?”

“The two quid I lent you,” said Mr.
Prout, in a pained voice.

“When?” said Mr. Carter, struggling.

“When you and I met him that evening
on the pier,” said Miss Evans, in a matter-of-
fact voice.

Mr. Carter started, and gazed at her un-
easily. The smile on her lip and the
triumphant gleam in her eye were a revela-
tion to him. -He turned to Mr. Evans and,
in as calm a voice as he could assume,
requested him to discharge the debt. Mr
Prout, his fingers twitching, stood waiting.

“Well, it’s your money,” said Mr. Evans,
grudgingly extracting a purse from his
trouser-pocket ; “and I suppose you ought
to pay your debts ; still—"

He put down two pounds on the table,
and broke off in sudden amazement as Mr.
Prout, snatching up the money, bolted head-
long from the room. His surprise was
shared by his son, but the other two made
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no sign. Mr. Carter was now prepared for
the worst, and his voice was quite calm as
he gave instructions for the payment of the
other three gentlemen who presented claims
during the evening endorsed by Miss Evans.
As the last departed Mr. Evans, whose
temper had been gradually getting beyond
his control, crossed over and handed him
his watch and chain, a few coppers, and the
return half of his railway ticket.

“I think we can do without you, after all,”
he said, breathing thickly. ‘I've no doubt
you owe money all over England. You'’re a
cadger, that’s what you are.”

He pointed to the door, and Mr. Carter,
after twice opening his lips to speak and fail-
ing, blundered towards it. Miss Evans watched
him curiously.

“Cheats never prosper,” she said, with
gentle severity.

“Good-bye,” said Mr. Carter, pausing at
the door.

“It’s your own fault,” continued Miss
Evans, who was suffering from a slight touch
of conscience. ‘“If you hadn’t come here
pretending to be Bert Simmons and calling
me ‘Nan’ as if you had known me all my
life, I wouldn’t have done it.”

“ It doesn’t matter,” said Mr. Carter.
wish I was Bert Simmons, that's
Good-bye.”

“Wish you was,” said Mr. Evans, who had
been listening in open-mouthed astonish-
ment. “ Look here! Man to man—Are you
Bert Simmons or are you not ? ”

“No,” said Mr. Carter.

“ Of course not,” said Nancy.

“ And you didn’t owe that money?”

“ Nobody owed it,” said Nancy. “It was
done just to punish him.”

Mr. Evans, with a strange cry, blundered
towards the door. “I’ll have that money
out of ’em,” he roared, “if I have to hold
em up and shake it out of their trouser-
pockets. You stay here.”

He hurried up the road, and Jim, with the
set face of a man going into action against
heavy odds, followed him.

“Your father told me to stay,” said Mr.
Carter, coming farther into the room.

Nancy looked up at him through her eye-
lashes. * You need not unless you want to,”
she said, very softly.
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