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"I paînt it," explained the dago.
"I paint. I vair good paintairr. 1
dam good paintairr. I son of a gun
-yes, no?",

"014 dear," said Braated, "what
w411 your wife sa.3'"

"Twenty-flve huxidred! Two thou-
sand tive hundredl Say, Pax., but
you're stung! "eried Shotover.

"'You set of swindlers!" Mr. Pax-
ter rejoined. "A fakel"

"What about Mounit Fleradora
Ileiglihts?" demanded a voice, where-
at ail laughed again. Mr. Paxter did
not recognize the voice as Romford's.

"As it is a plant," lie said, -tith
great dignity, "I shall, of course, re-
fuse te pay for it. (Auctioneer Pea-
body 's smile vanishied instantly).
"Yen, refuse to pay!" repeated the
indignant purchaser. Ile pushed his
way through the crowd, and, standing
by the door, added: "Put that lin
your pipes--axd smoke it 1 "

Caveat emptor, says the Latin pro-
verb--let the purchaser beware! Mr.
Paxter walked away ini the higliest
anger. Yes, lie woiild refuse to pay,
and they could go to law about it 1
They and their Venuses 1 Venus be
hialged! Yen, lie would refuse te pay,
and Kendrick Evansu and his crew
eould go te pot.

But lie reckoned witliout his liet-
or rather, his f riends. When lie reach-
ed hone-after a spell during whioh,
h-elieve mne, his clerks feit the influence
of Miss yenus-ad r-gn u

char o th pochbegan te review
the day'. catastrophe in a dispassion-
ate way, a big wagon drove up. Pax-
ter knew it was going to stop at bis
gate before it actuaily did.

"Go awaY!" lie shouted.
"Pieture, naine Paxter. Sign

here. "
-"Don't razit it!"
"Are you Paxtert"
" Yes-no, I'ni the caretaker. Pax-

ter's away. "
"Y' kin aigu for it, can't yen?"
"Can't aigu fer anythixi' without

orders."'
"It's a picture, " said the mani.

"R'eallyt Takeitaway,likeagood
feller."1

" Where 'm 1 to take it, anyway?"
"Keep, it yourself."'
"Gee, I 'n a married mani, with two

kids. "
"Well, sell it, then."
"And get pinched by the Retern

League? Not for mine."
Mr. Paxter sighed desperately. fle

uxiderstoe>d that Kexidrick Evaxis, in
a refinement of eruelty, had forward.
od the picture wîthout wrappixig it
Up.

"It's yours, ain't lUT"' persisted
the expressman.

"Yen9-no, ita' Mr. Paxter 's--no, it
isn't."3

" Why wont you take it, then?"
"Don 't want it. Look here-tak.

it away-burxi it, whatever you like,
but take it nway. Say, could you use
a ten-spet, riglit now?"

"Sure."Y
"Then hike off with that blamed

Venus."'
"It 's Venus they cal[ the dame?

Dunno what l'Il do with it, but-cone
on, gimme the bill. "

Greatly cheered, Mr. Paxter handedù
the mani a ten-dollar bill, aud, with
marvellous gratification, saw him
drive away. le wa8 saved.
*But was he 1 That was the hariâ-

sing thouglit. Was the Venus gene,
or would she turn up elsewhere? Pos.
sibly the expresmian would lose his
job, because Mr. Paxter had forgot..
ten to sigu; but that was xiothing. The
thing waa-would the Venus reap..
pesar? A treubled niglit was Mr. Pax-.
ter's.

Sure enough, Miss Venus did reap..
pear. When Mr.. Paxter sat iu bis
inner rooni next morxixg, a boy lurch.
ed i, and said, "Picture fer yeu."1

" Get out!" roared Mr.. Paxter. The.
boy got out quiekly. Mr. Paxter puh
ed his button, and the boy came in
again.

"Where's that picture?"
"Gorie," said the boy. Mr,. Paxter

sxnuled on hlmr. But twenty minutee
later the boy hurched lin once mon-


