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The brass sign read:

"Thîis is the place, Molly," wbispered the taîl,
lanky man to the trim little woman who accom-
panied hin. The couple bad cerne te Toronto te
interview Mr. Dennis Corrigan.

They pushed open a door, entered the elevater
at the end of thc ballway and werc speedily landed
on the required floor. Rigbt opposite the elevator
was thc office of the man wbom tbey bad cerne te
censult. A burried w'hiseer, and tbey were in the
office of the great gcuius who bad an idea te suit
evcry trouble. A trim stenographer tripped over
the green carpetcd floor and a sked bow they ceuld
bc served.

"We want te sec Mr. Corrigan," replied the man.
"AIl right, sir," said the stenographer. "FilI ini

yeur name and address on this card, also the nature
of your business, and you can sec Mr. Corrigan in
a few minutes," The couple seated tbcmnsclves, and
the man started te fill in the blank card w'bicb the
girl had given him.

Narne --Carl C. Hendersen,
Addlrcss O-Osawa, Ontario,
Nature o! Business for Initerview Sailt cf

a bouse.
"Now, my girl," said Mr. ffenderson, "try to

get us an audience as seen as possible."
Iu a few minutes thec closing o! a door leading

frorn the private office te the outside bhallway was
heard. Almost sirnultancously, witb the exit of thýe
previeus client, thc stenograpber returned and
ibeck<oned tle couple te advance, and a moment Iter
they were u',bcred iînto the private sanctum o! Mr.
Denisi, Corrigan. A clean shaven, almest corpu-
lent maîî was seatd ner a large dcsk. He gave a
quick glance parswheîî the HTendersons entered.
"esetd"lie Iwsaid, "nd lut me know hrîefly bew
1i Icabeo!feviete o.

.Mr. Henderson cougbed( once or twice and statu.
îuered somethinlg.qceinli a look of annoyance cross
Ille face o! Corrigan. be suddenly blurted eut, "Mr,
Corrigani, I ca't tell you wbat we canme bere for,
butt Mlly-I mean Mrs. H-endlerson-can."

The ecyes e! the ilea man rested tpprovinizly fer
a !w seco)nds onm the pretty faceo! the lady, and

her said, "(,o)ahecad. madarn, Ir im tnn.
"Well, ir, te miake a long stery shior t, my bus.

baud boulgbt a boulse about two yeaLrs atge inOsaa
WVe paicd a reatsoPabIe price for it. A\t the timec we

beugbýIt Uic bhou"e, my husband had a grocery store
at Pirton, Ont., whkib we have since hand te dlispfose
of owiug to the ilness o! Mr. Tilenderson Now.
Mr. Corrigan, rny busbiand is fully recove(red, and

aiia oppertunity te buy bIack 'bis store for $4.000,
tbat's the amount be paîd fer bis heuse. AIl our
capital is entirely gene, -and our only asset is the
beuse. Since my bnshand's recovery-twe months
ago-we have spent more than $5o advertising the
bouse but cannot get even a person te make us
an oder."

Mrs. Henderson paused a.moment in ber recital
and in a faltering veice contiuuied, "And, Mr. Cor-
rigani, I have te tell yen the worst part o! the w¶iole
affair. il! my bushand ca nnot selI the bouse bv
Monday next, the store will be sold te someone
else, and bere it is Tuesday merning, and only these
f ew days le!t. Oh, 'Mr. Corrigan, please help us,

wnt yeni? We heard tbreugb a friend that yenl
are a wonderful man. That's why we came bere.
as a last resort." Mrs. Fiendlerson began te seb, ami
ber buisb)and( looked mighty uuncomfortable.

Mr. Corrigan rose te bis full six feet o! sleek
trnnbod. and turning te HI-endersoii, said, "Now,
rny god man, get youir wif'e composed. and take
ber borne, and yen will becar from mne iin a few days.
By thc way, my fee is $100 for every case 1
uindertakelc, but as yen bave explained your circuni-
stances, 1 wil neýt demiaud paymeut until Moudiv
next after 1 selI yeur bouse,"

"Mr. Cerrigan,." cried Mrs. Henderson, "are yen
really geiug te sel the lieuse ?"

"Net a doubt in the werld about it," was the
answer. "Yen eaui expeet me eut ncxt Friday tel(ool over the property, and probahly on Saturday
the sale wiII be ma-de,"

Starnrerinig their beartfeît tbanks the Fiender-
sons Werc tishered eut, and Mr. Corrigan seated
himself at the desk te await anether impatient client.

Tbe followiug and suleçessive days o! thse week,

DENNIS CORRIGAN

IDEAS

Thîrd Floor

the leading newspaper in the town contained thefollowing "ad." in the personal column:
"An ideal home for sale at a tremendou ssacrifice,.flouse is admirahly sÎtuated in"Oshawa. A newly-married couple woul find"it a regular littie paradise. For a family it"would prove equally splendid.
" For an aged couple te pass the evening of"their life, ne finer place could possibly be bad." The bouse and grounds will be sacriflced"for $5,000. Sickness alone makes this bargain

"possible. Address at once for appointment te"sec the bouse, Home Sweet Home, Daîlv
"Record."

Promptly the following Friday a red auto drewup in front of the home of Mr. Carl Henderson,Mr. Dennis Corrigan alighted, and stepped brisk!,yalong the gravel walk that led to the front di>or.ASharp ring at the door-belI brought a speedy re-spense in the persen of Mrs. Henderson. She wasgownc«1 in a neat and mos" becoming frock wWcrhseemed te suit the critical inspection of Mr. Cor-
rigan.

S1arn se glad you have cmre." she said. "W,ýfeared yeu hadl forgetten us, Mr. Corrigan. Haveyeu get a purchaser for the bouse?"
"Net yet, rnadam," was the reply, "But 1 mustlook over the premises and see w a requires to be

donc."
"What do you mean, Mr. Cerrigan? You cannotimprove the bouse except by a fresh coat of paint,and as it happens, the bouse was paintedt very re-

cently."
"I will explain in a few minutes, mdm"wasthe reply. "Meanwhile, zive me ten or flfceni min-utes Ie investigate and 1 will lay my plan of catu-

paign before you."
Th e puzzled little womnan returned te lier domes-tic duties and wishied ber bus,-band would soon returnand try *te find out what the strange Mr. Corrigan

was tryinl te do.
The i da man rapidly surveyed the bouse anlgrounds.HFe held a large noteb>ook in bis banid andmade copions notes frem tirne to time. Meanwhile,Mr. IHendel(rson bad retuirnied, and was informned bybis wife of the stranige preccedure of!Mr. Corrigan.
Wben inrally his canvass of the premises wascompleted,. Corrigan joined ithe enderson)Is on theirsunny ernda.

Good morning, Mr. Corriganr," said Hendersonl
as h danc d w itb outstretcl ed and

Salutations baving been lieartily returned. Mr.Corriganl seated bimself and, producing bis memor-anduxnbook, began te read front the notes."?lie ilrst tbîng we will start on," he saîd, "isthe bouse. 1t is ail rigbt, the location is good, butit needs sprucing up. I n its present condition it isunsaleable, but inside of a few heuirs we will baveit in a saileable shape. The grotunds are in a badlcondition, the trees are uncared for, and vout mustconfes;s it kilîs tbe good points of the house. Iflrmliy believe it is ont account of the surroundingsof your-borne tbat you were unable to get a pur-chaser. By the way. Mr. H-enderson, wbat is thatgreen fruit on those two big trees over there?"Corrigan pointed te thie trees in question, wbîchHende.lcson deflned as "Sour wild apples,"Mr. Corrigan paused a moment, and turning te,Mrs, Henderso0n, cxclaimed, *'Now, madamt, we mustget busy. Bring a paper and pencil and Write downthe tbings we need te make Our sale a succcss,"in a moment, Mrs, Henderson returncd witb thewriting implements and wonderingly proceeded towrite down tbe list of the tbings wbicb Mr. Cor-rîgan read off:- One can of red paint, one paintbruisb, two harrels of ripe red apples, tbree ham-mocks, two garden swings, a quantity o! pettedp at inprrt, and a large cage.
"Wa nte world do you need the red paintfer ?" asked Mr. Henderson.

"Yo'll se," said Mr. Corrigan, "the judicieususe I can put the paint te, se g et a hustie on, as itis nearly noon, and have althese tbings here asquickly as possible. I Presume yen will bave te buythe paint and Ilpples, -but the rest of the stuf yencan berrow f rom yeur neigbbors, and if you pick upbal! a dozen percb chairs and 'an invalid chair aswell, they would prove mighty useful."1
Mr. and Mrs. Henderson exchanged frightenedglances. There was ne deubt in their minds thatCerrigan was crazy, but as he bad extricatcd their 1dcarcst friend, Mr. Muzzle, from a serions scrape,teaoh inwardly determined te see it througb, andtrust the idea man te win or lese. Mr. Hendersonwended bis way te tewn te make the necessary pur- fchases, and Mrs. Hendersen was soon întervicwingbier neighbors in a qncst for chairs, swings, plants,Parrot, etc.
Mr. Corrigan had autoed away, prornising te re-turn at 4 p.rn. sharp te complete bis laying eut of tthe grounds. Right on the hourbcé was back, and va scene of indescribable confusion met bis gaze.Th

grounds were covercd with Potted geranitus and

other Plants, and a large variety of porch chairswere scattered around. Thrceh ammocks were tang-led up in an old-fasb*iened ilnvalid chair and onthe verancla several canaries werc chirping merrily.Mr. Corrigan smiled with gratification. He kncwthat be had the material. Ail that was neccssary nowwere thc finishing touches
"Come here, JiM," be sheuted te his chauffeur."Get into these overalîs. We have two heurs ofbard werk abead of us." The chauffeur swung him-self te the ground, took off bis coat and got into theeveralîs.
Jnst at that moment Corrigan beard a shrillfemÎnîne voice shouting, "Fve got it, I've got it!Mr. Corrigan, I ve get the parrot 1" Mrs. Hender-son was advancing swinglng a big cage whereinrepose a gaily-plumaged bird.- "Oh. Mr. Corrigan,! bad sucb bard wor k te get him. You know, thisis the only parrot around here, He belongs teo ld

Miss Jocs, wbo loves bim like a brother, and 1bald thcjoOb Of my life te secure bim for a day."e"Yen bave done Weil, Mrs. Hendersen. Wc canarrange tbings very nicely new, and I can assureyen of mnaking a sale te-morrow at a higher price.tee, that Yeu exPcct; but here cornes your husband."'Wben Mr. Henderson jeined them, bis face wasexpressionîess.FHe could net make bead or tailof the preceedings. The Pot of red Paint and thebarrels of apples Puzzled bim especiaîîy. The smil-ing face of bis wife when she greeted bim, wisexccedingly satisfying, The confident air e!f theidea man was equally assuring, and as he did netask for any furthcr details be did net reccîve any."Now, Mr. Renderson, saîd Corrigan, "if weselI the plants and birds witb the bouse, can youarrange it witb the ownrs""Nol Nol1" exclaimed Mrs. Henderson "flot thebirds. 1 can easily arrange the chairs, plants andhamnioeks, but Miss Jones wouId neyer get everthe shock if I seld bier parrt"10"Weil, then,' it is settled * The birds will he re-turned, but ail the other stuff mnust go., e,"cntinued Mr. Cerrigan, "I want t nwiyou wîsb tedispose of yeur furniture with the bouse, If se,tell me yeur price, and I will make a clean swee1)of the wbole business, including the berrewedthins as well."
Tie Hendersons consulted together and finailyanneunced that $i,ooo weuld be acceptable te tîlenifor ail the paraphernalia inside and outside o! thebouse. "I heg your pardon, Mr. Corrigan" saidIfenderson "but what use can a barel of applesand a pet of red paint be in selling a bouse?","That is my secret, Mr. Heriderson " said theidea man, "but I can assure you it will be the mainhelp in the sale." Mr. Ifenderson o hoo is beadand sank back into ene of t eberre dprcchi."Mrs. Fienderson," said Corrigan ,"it wîll beneeessary for you te remove your belotgîrîgs atonce, and leave the bouse in My pssession ""Leave thîe bouse I Wbat do yeu nian ?"1I mean what I say. YeOur berne wil* be sold,leck, stock and barrel, te-morrew, and yen botb mustclear eut at once; se Pack yeur truuks, and I willtake yen in my auto te a botel , wbere you dan stayuntil I bring yen the price of the bouse. 'Haîf anheur later, the Hendersons were safeîy lecated inthe botel, betb wendering bew it ail was going teend.

Wben Corrigan joined bis chauffeur a littlelater, be fennd considerable erder liad been pro-dued frorn the chaos. Haînmocks were swungfromn the tr s, green, red and white porch chairswere.artistic 1 y distributed on the walks and porcb,cbirpîng cana .es in gay-colored cages were hangingfrom varietîs peints of vantage, and potted plantswere effcctivcly landscaped, «Geed work, Jimi goodwerk 1" exclaim~ed Corrigan. "It is easy 'te sýecyenare net an amateur in sprucing up real estate forsale. By the way, jini, where did yen put the par-rot ?"
"în the parler," said Jim. "Fie j abbered sncb alot of rulbbîsb, 1 couldn't stand it no lenger, selocked hîm up in thc parler."
"Jini," said the idea man "fetcb me a laddcr,while I open the red paint."1

TIhe ladder was seon on the scene. Cerriganplaced it against the branches o! one. o! the wildapple trees. "Fiere, .brn, take this Paint and bruâhand let me sec how nicely yen can dector UP thesegreen things and make them look ripe and luscieusI will unload the real apples and preceed te plantthern'
A fcw minutes later Cerrigan rolled a big barre]of apples under thc tree where Jim was doing hispainting.
"Keep up the good werk," sbouted Cerrian.

"Thatý tree ccrtainly looks the real tbing. rThese
paintcd apples actnally make my meuth water.It did not take very long te fix up the secondtree, and instead o! miserable green apples t'he treeqwcre leadcd witb tempting, resy fruit. Scattered ailever the grennd under the trees-wcre scores o! real
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A HOUSE FOR SALE
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