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JACK'S MATCHMAKING.

| “On Jack, whab on earth shall we
“do?” .

“Well, what’s the matter now, little

" woman? Is the house on fire, or have |

you upset my last drop of ‘turpentine?”
. .and Jack Melford turned to look at his
! ,?youngnwife, who was disconsolately ex-
~amining a letter she had just received
‘from the postman.
- “Read that, Jack, and you’ll see for
* -yourself”—handing the highly-scented
istle to her husband, who sniffed at
* 3t for ‘a moment with comic disgust,
‘and then read aloud—
“My dear Margaret—The letter announc-
Ing your return from Italy and your estab-
lishment at Hatton was very wélcome, not

-only ag giving us a hope of seeing 2 little

-more of you both, but from a selfish point of
- ~yiew”— “Not a doubt of that, ma’am?’ in-
terrupted Jack—*'as 1 ant going t0 ask iou
%o help me out of a difficulty. Maude has
** Tbeen, as I told you in my last, growing more
-and more' difficult t0 manage. Since Sir
Ralph Alverton openly announced his in-
“tention of making her his_ heiress, she has
become simply unbearable, and I am in
daily terror that she will affront him in
gome Wi{;r. and in consequence ruin her pros-
: gects. ou must know the old géntieman
- ~has an intense and utter aversion to artists
.- of all kinds and sorts—‘long-haired, sxwer-
4ng puppies,’ he politely ealls them. ell,

Maude, always romantic and mad after
- «cleverness of all kinds, is doubly crazy just
" 'now, She is-always compldining that, since
o improvement in her prospects, she is be-
et by a lotof young men who look on her
-simply as an itinerate money-bag, to be
~caught and utilised by the first comer. Na-
. tumllly young men like a girl with money,
..and 1 very much doubt if Maud’s talented

idols would not be of very much the same
-~opinion as the poor fellows she insists on

dubbing ‘uncle Ralph’s Philistines.” Where
‘on earth she gets her romance from I'm sure
I can’t tell—not from me, that’s certain I”
“Humph! No; I exonerate her fully
from that charge,” muttered Jack.

. “But, to cns a long story short,” the letter
“went on, “'she was mxl:x);; the other day
/ibtiu% stom.eedﬂignoz —eor od gl'd l?whezll isl“

alph turn n_ her an er plain
-that, if she married an artist of any ki‘x))d, noyt
-oné penny of his money would she ever see,

Maunde never said a word on the subject:
- but her thoughts were pretty evident, ioni
“.James Bertie proposed to her the next dayv,
-and, theugh he was in every way most suit-
/ ablb, and the mateh would have been most

Ecml&shgto Sié‘hRalph, the headstrottil’;gm gitlg
. Be& -gave the poor young man

finish: his ggoposl:):l’o ere she refused him,

Natprally, her uncle, whose heart was set

-on the mateh, 1s ann:ﬁ*ed; and_befween the |

two I feel very wretched: . So I am_writing

“to ask 8 g.re&t favor.of you, t{lmme] y, to re-
.eefve Maude oh a vistt for g little while.

I have told her of my jhtention to write

to you on this subjety{ and she seems to

+catch at the idea of getling away from home;

‘quite humdrum enou to
an artist’s - life.

eve:

“Alverton.” I

‘i fact, romantie and foolish even as'she ‘i,

she feels the diffiqulty of her position a8 xe-
8 het uﬁaf‘?nef only me&awgems ls—:sl‘ell
[argaret, if she will really have me;, let it

. be as her cotsin in name as well as in
~ A whils

For Heaven’s sake, let me for a little
drop “Miss Alverton, the heiress,” and en-
koy myself as. plﬁn “Maude Thornl it
ow, u}g dear ax}nret,ean and wil g‘on
grant this request? 1 need ggt try to des-
cribe_what a relief it will be to me, if you
<flo. Please explain all this to your husband
'or me. . .
“I consider 1am asking a greater favor,
in b-agfingo you to receive Maude this way,
than T should dare to hoxgrtor from any
one but your fathi1's daughter; but let me
udd thal I consiicr this visit entuuuxryﬁ

| affair, and that 1 will not hedr of yo

ing put to any expense, wiich 1 know, with
your limited means, you cau ill afford. I
am particularly anxious that Mau .c should
soe an entirely different phase ol unic {1
that to which she has lately been acciy-
tomed; and your dear husband’s beii :
artist is an additional advantage.” . -

“So that’s it, is it?” laughed Jac
“Fhe old lady wishes her impression-
able daughter to have a nearer view of
Bohemia, I see! Well, perhaps she’s
right"—with a half-sigh. “Our life is
‘ ; knock om
the head ‘all brilliant idealisations of
Never mind,  Hitle
woman,” he added quickly, noticin
his wife’s grieved look; “if we are no
a pair of Creesuses, there’s enough for
bread and water, and even at times for
cheese. Kisses are gratis; so there’s
not much to complain of in the life;
and, even if you do darn socks,.dear
heart, instead of making the pure em-
broidery of old days, I confess I amnot
Bohemian enough to prefer worn hose
to neatly-mended ones.” .

“But, you see, Jack, the point is, I do
owe aunt Eleanor agreat deal; she was
ve? %ood to me when dear father died. -
an should like to Lelp her, for'X
know her step-daughter tries her a

ood bit.” L
g gixl’s worth her

“Beund to, if the
galt!” muttered Jack.

“But I don’t,” continued Mrs, Mel-:
ford, “like the notion of this absurd,
farce about her name, or of your being,
bored by a tashionable @sthetic young,
lady, such as Maude is described by,
one to be.” A
“Well, the change of name won’t
bother me, and, as to the nei B,
there is no one will care two strawa. if
ghe calls herself ‘Miss Smith’ or ‘Miss

V confess I shall grudge.
losing our lete-g-tetes a little; but s¢il, 3
it’s a.case of your being able to do'a
kmdx,less to a persorf you feel grateful
to, I'll offer myself up on the altar.of
{our gratitude. = Besides, I've alws
he studio as a refuge; so, on the w%
my share of the sacrifice s not al '
ing. I’m far more sorry for you, for I



