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"Tuxadora," Mr. Paxt-er eorrected
hlm mildly.

"-le a big swindle."
"Look here, Mr. Rornford, I don't

like this bad feelîn' with, a clîent. I've
got rny reputation, 'a maucl as any-
one, and 1 don't ait liere to be-to, bo
-to be abused. So please don't let
there be any more miaunderstandin'.
Your ]and may look to you, who are
flot familiar witli oui, great and con-
stantly expandin' -West, a lonig way
out. But when the John A&. Zachary
Transporter Company, of Joyceviile,
Nebraska, locate their Canadian fac-
tory two hundred yards f roma your
Lot 9. yours and ail the othera are
out for a rise. "

"Why didn't you hold it yourself,
then ?t"

"HIold it myselif? Do you think
Iarn a ricli man, Mr, Býoinford?" The

pathos in Mr. Paxter's 'voice was in-
tense. "You look at my office, and
think I amn made of money, perhaps.
Itfs part of the trade. A real estate
mani las to keep up ajppearances,
thougli he ain 't got a cent in real buai-
nes-just like a lawyer or a doctor.
Why, the very date pad ia being
bouglit on instalments," coneluded
Mr. ýPaxter dolefuily.

" You are not going to return rny
fifteen hundred 7" said Rornford, ris-

'Il don't think, Mr. Romford, that
on more mature consideration you
would want me o"

" I shail go round to a solicitor,
then-and riglit now! " No effect.
'I 'll expose you, you old humbug! "

The door banged. Mr. Paxter, in smre
relief, pressed the button for his
stenographer; then the outer door re-
opened, and Mr. Rornford's head sud-
denly re-appeared round it. " A soli-
citor, you thief 1" snapper Roxuford,
and as suddenly withdrew his head.

"Take a letter to--" begain Mr.
IPaxter, ini great mildness of spirit, to
bis stenographer.

"Swindler! " sald Mr. Botuford,
looking round the door again.

"l'Dear Sir: We are in receipt of

your esteemed favour-'"l dictated
Mvr. Paxter.

"Solicitor!" shrieked Rtomford.
"l'0f sixth instant-'-aw, get tb.ere,

you!"'
But the Ontarian had finally de-

parted, and Mr. IPaxter was left in
peace. By the late mail lie received a
letter frorn his wif e that she would
be home Friday. This was Tueaday,
When the offlce elosed, lie dropped iu-
to his favourite bar, as was his ai
able cuatorn, for a cocktail.

Kendrick Evans was there. Paxter
disliked Kendrick Evans, who was hils
only serious rival for the "the" rank.
Kendrick Evans was telling a atory.

"Hie was clingin' to it->ositively
elingin'. Quite pathetic, Hallo, Pax.
Have one on me. "

Their business rivalry did not ex-
tend this f ar. "lThanks, Ken., make
it a bronze."

"Two bronzes, ehum," said Kend.
rick Evans to the kuitglit of the whiite
apron. Thon, resuming his story, lie
went on: "Yes, clingin' to it."

"Who was clinging to what t" jin-
quired 'Mr. Paxter.

"Gee, must I go over the spel
again?1"

"If it 's worth hiearinig."
"lIt la."p
"If you don't mind, then."
"Weil, there was some sort of ,

dago down in the East End-forget
lis name--put in a lot of êffects t<>
raise money-just junk, of course.
Except one thing. And that-pardon,
do you know Mr. Rornford? "

IlMr. Rornford la a business ae.-
quaintance, " said Paxter, beaming 01
the man f rom Ontario, who was glow.
ering into a G. sud W. aud gingr
ale.

" As I was sayin', it was alljum
exeept one thlng. That was a pie-
ture. "

IIThat al?"t
"AIl? Listen here. Hie took it to

the jnnk store man, an' juat asth
junker had bis banda on ity lie drew
back. 'Hailo,' ays the jukr'changed yonr mid?' 'Me no Bel.


