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ing for the final O.K. from the son, who lives inthe City here, and Bob was taking him out thisafternoon. I amn hoping so much he'1l close thedeal. There's a big commission in it,' and wecertainly need it. We've really been embarrassedlately. There's Bob, now, just driving in. Iwonder if he has the cheque? It is to be a cashsale."

"We must go," said Mrs. Porter. "Bob willwant his dinner now ... I should have been homehalf an hour ago. Women always hang aroundtoo long after a tea. They forget in their fullnessof stornach that other people are hungry. Corneon, Helen."
Helen was not ready. "Let's wait and see ifBob closed the deal," she said. "I can't go homewithout knowing." They waited.
Robert Lane came in, greeting his wife's guestscordially.
"Did you seil the house, Bob?" Helen asked."I can't go home until I know. If you did it wilmake the end of a perfect day, for Marie has hada wonderful tea."'
Bob sat down before he answered."I neyer came 80 near to selling anything. îtwas a cnrious case, and I don't understand it. Thesale was made, practically. We discussed every-thing, and it was ail clear. 'IIow shall I make outthe cheque?' the old gentleman asked me, and Ihanded our business card to him s0 he could seethe exact name of the cornpany, 'Western Realty*Company, Limited.' My hand may have shakena lttle-we do not see many cheques for tenthousand dollars these days. The young man tookthe card from, me to hand it to, his father, andread it aloud. My name was on it, of course-..Robert Lane, representaive. Rie turned to me


