JACOK'S MATCHMAKING.
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Tffa confession evidently cost the
poer woman dearly, and she looked
piteously at her husband as she made
it. It was not however_ Teceived as
solemnly as it was wmade, for, after
looking at her for a moment, asif
thuynderstruck, Jack burst into a peal
of laughter. . »

“My dear child, you are demented!”
he gasped between the paroxysms.
“What on earth put such a notion into
your silly little head?”

“L expect I'd better tell you every-
thing, Jack. You see, this morning,
when we were in the garden, we got to
‘talking of the future—mine and hers—
.and she burst out into atirade that
frightened me more effectually than
her old callous condition ever did. You
know aunt Eleanor—"

“Yes, dear, I know aunt Eleanor
meant me {o act as an artistic scare-
crow, and it certainly would be very

- disgraceful of me if I became, however
involuntarily, a bait. But really your
notion is too absurd, ’pon my word it
is!"—and a fresh burst of laughter in-
terrupted Jack’s protest. )

A little reassured by her husband’s
amusement at her terror, Mrs. Melford
allowed herself to be reasoned out of
most of it, and, much comforted, left
Jack to resume his work.

No sooner was she gone. however
than Jack’s manner changed. He still
looked amused; but he was worried
t00, and smoked fast and furiously, as
he walked up and down the studio.

“Bother the women!” he muttered.
“A mice pickle that old woman has got
the lot of us into! Poor little Madge!
T'was a shame to laugh at her in that
way; but what could I do? Maude,
poor girl, would break her heart if she
hought wé had either of us guessed
her silly little seeret; and, beside, the
jdea of aunt Eleanor’s rage if she knew
the truth is too absurd! That’s what
comes of my setting up as a_Mentor to
female youth and beauty with a taste
‘for theatricals and art. Ou, hang the
women! No wonder those old fellows
painted the tempter as a snake with a
woman’s head.  As soon as a second
woman gets into the matrimonial
Eden, there’s bound to be a row! 1
might have known whas the young wo-
man was by that freak about her
pame—Miss Thornleigh, indeed!

“Poor girll I suppose she fancies
every man, woman and chid is after
those money-bags of hers! = Well, itz a
form of trial ’m not likely to suffer

from, any way?® As he turned, he
caught sight of a photograph’ lying on
the floor, and ux_lconscmusl{ ; cked it
up and looked atit. “Dear o

ow well he looks! Wouldn’t he laugh

~called her

Gerald! |

if he knew of my preaicamentl B{
Jove, what a notion! . See if I don
pay you out of all this bother, Miss Al-
verton — Thornleigh!” ‘And he sat
down and began writing as follows—
“Dear old Jerry—If you have not
forgotten your promise or changed

mind, it may interest you to know that We— "~

{. e., myself and the partner of my joys and
woes—hiave returne X
seg up for the present at Hatton, a jolly little
village on the G. W. R. As we have a fair-
ly comfortable spare room, the sooner you
redeem your Pl e and come and see us
the better I shall like it. 1 am not going to
write a yarn about your welcome, et-coetera.
It you are the same. Gerald Foulis as of old
‘at Eton and Oxford, you know how glad 1
shall be to see you, and, thank goodness, in

from ltaly and have

the matter of my old friends, at all events, .

Margaret and I 'are one. I heard from
ventry of your return from lIndia, and of
your accession of rank. From what he told
me, I fear the latter is no great subject of
congratulation, and that you were far bettex
off in the old days,
“Do, for charity’s sake, come and stay

with us! My wife is a dear, cheery little

ody, a tete-a-tete with whom 1 enjoy im-
mensely; but she has lately developed a she-
cousin, and 1 feel daily more and more that,
alone and unassisted, 1 -cannot any longer
make head afainst the pair of them; so do
come and oblige “Your old friend,
“J ACK.

“P. S.—Look here! Don’t for .
gake, tall in love with either of,the (Fﬂt
Both are pretty; but one’s en éi, and tha
other hasn't a halt—penny, By-the-way, Pve
dropped the ‘Lord’ in your case, aud an-
nounced you as plain ‘Gerald Foulis.’ ?

Jack gave a s_iggl of relief when this
letter ‘was ' finished, and soon after
dropped it himself into the post. :

t evening, ' sitting under the

cedar with his wife and her cousin, hs-

remarked casually—

“By-the-by, Madge, you’ll have to
make the gable-room tidy. I half ex-
pect an ol
called Jerry Foulis
vigit. I think you’il both like

a lurge enough income to save
from absolute starvation, he’s -a. good
deal less industrious.” N
Little Mrs. Melford’s bright eyes
opened wide at this sudden: annonnce-
ment, but she said nothing. Maude
likewise was silent; and what Jack
“gpoilt-child”- ~expression
deepened visiblg.;
“My dear Jack,”
ford, a little later, when they were
Bloue LOBEoT o Why ey, i
iend? Op, id you
hixaa, with Maude here? ~ An arzist.
an

£l

nrsei”. i g
“One question at a time, my demr

L. . Take it easy, and I’ll do my best

satisfy you; so now to begin. He is
Gerald Foulis, an old sqhoof-‘mate and

friend, Gerald, commonly -
for a few day[s’_’;
he’s an artist like myself, only, havieg e

exclaimed Mrs. Mel-

Food—looking, and  young



