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“My husband !" exclaimed Mrs. Multiple, starting
np, with an excollent appeatance of horror and amaze-
ment.

“1 thought yon said he was out," said Mr. Choke,
uneasily.

“Bat he has returned. It is his knock. Gracious
heavens! what shall Tdo?" eried Mrs. Multiple, rushing
frantically to the window and wringing her hands.

"My doar ludy, there is no cause for nlarm,"” said Mr,
Choke, recovering his presence of mind. *“You have
only to introduee me a8 o friend whom yon knew before
your marringe.”

“Thix is dreadful ! Horrible!" eried Mrs, Multiple,
in n frantic state, too frightened, apparently, to listen to
renson.  “ He will not be deceived, and has evidently
watched me.  He saw you from the window yesterday
nud fold me who yon were."

“Pray ealm yoursell, madam.  You will betray your-
sell wnd me too it yon go on in that fashion,” said Mr.
Choke, getting alarmed st the state of affuirs; while the
sonnd of the knocker reverbernted a second time through
the house.

“There!  The man is opening the street door,” cried
Mrs. Multiple, who had worked herself into a perfect
frenzy. “He is coming in. Here! You must hide in-
atantly," she added, suddenly throwing open the door of
n small boudoir adjoining, as though by an afterthought,

“1 assure you, denr madam, there is no occasion,”
protested Mr, Choke.

“There is! My reputation is at stake," cried Mrs.
Multiple, vehemently.

“But the servant who opens the door? "

“Heo will hold his tongue, If my husband does not
#ee you his suspicions will bo allayed,” said Mrs, Multi-
ple. T will lock you in and give the key to the butler.
You shall be relensed as soon as you can safely leave,"

There was no time for further parley, and Mr. Choke
somewhat reluctantly yielded to the lady’s urgent en-
trentios and stepped into the boudoir, The door had no
soonor closed upon him than Sam Multiple burst into the
room and eonfronted his wife with n terrible nspect. The
soeno that ensued had been carefully rehearsed, and was
well calealated to deceive the anxious listener,
vowed and deolared that he had seen & man enter the
house, and, in spite of his wife's eager deninl, he contin.
ued to upbraid her fiercely, His rage and jealousy were
60 great that he swore he would strangle the intruder:
and he oertainly sucooeded in impressing Mr, Choke with,
;’::1:::::::;;:‘ l;md ‘(I:t[ll:uiw;at..mg hli!n in his preaenl. mood,
INnosenes s:mn to 4‘“”]_]1:]'3;:“::“ lm:m]lt o o
calmer, though it was evident hin 3 he El‘llth_mlly il

i L . at he was still angrily
suspicions. . With considerable ingenuity his wif
\ : 2 e at
Nfglh prevailed upon him to fecompany her into
ndjoining spartment, and poor Mr. Choke felt uns !::1
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“Very well, indeed, Bam. T believe you wonld mgke {
a good actor, my dear,” said his wife, sinking into » """’.f !
from sheer exhaustion. =

“ By Jove! Loo, you were first rate,” said Sam, admiy.
ingly, mopping his forehead. “I shouldnt care, thﬂﬂgh;
to play the jealous husband every day in the week. [is
infernally fatigning. Thanks, my love. T think I will
take o B and 8." :

“What is to happen next ?" inquired Mrs. Multipla,
as she handed the grateful dranght to her husband,

“I think we can now proceed,” said Sam, after imhil.
ing the refreshment he needed. “Hi! Simmonds!" he
roared in a voice of thunder, audible all oyer the:
premises,

“You will frighten poor Mr. Choke out of his wits,
Sam," said Mrs. Multiple, putting her hands to her sars

“Serve him right," said Sam, spitefully, ]

“Simmonds! Bring me my revolver!” he shouted
with increased vigor.

The butler made his appearance, bearing no weapan,
but carrying over his arm a suit of livery, The twinkls
in his eye plainly showed that he appreciated the serio-
comic drama that was being enacted.

“Now, Simmonds, do you recollect what yon have fo
do ?" inquired Sam.

“Yes, sir,” answered the butler, promptly; “I'm to
say that yon've locked the street door and put the key in
your pocket."”

“Exactly. I'm still raging with jealousy, remember,
and wouldn't hesitate to kill any one I found on the
premises,” said Sam, impressively. “Youn must look
agitated and frightened yourself, you know." '

“Bear in mind, Simmonds, that you are risking your
place in order to assist him to escape,” interposed M
Multiple. :

“Yes, and the only plan you can think of is to pass
him off for a friend of yours, who has stepped in to have.
n chat,” added Sam.
“Don't overdo the part,” said Mrs. Multiple, er-
nestly. . 'z
“No! and you must be realistic; a £5 note wouldn't
be too much to ask for the service you are rendering
him,” said Sam, with & wink. - : N

“I'll make a point of that, sir,” returned the bnti?- g

“He surely won't consent to disguise himself in&
livery!" said Mrs. Multiple, incredulously, when the
butler had departed on his errand. A

“He will if S8immonds carries out my instructions™
answered Sam, with coufidence. “It will be explained
to him that otherwise he will have to remain whero heis
all night, with the risk of detection.” '

“And you propose to turn him out into the strest
dressed like a lacquey 2" exclaimed Mrs. Hultiplgo b

_ “Not only so, but I shall take care that his wife 568
him,” said Sam, complacently. m" Py

“His wife!| s he a married man ?" cried
tiple, in amazement. -
| " Very much so; and from all accounts Mre. OB
ourls his venerable whiskers for him," snswered Sam-



