
THE-CALGARY VENTS

"Careful, careful, Pax.,"I whîsper-
ed ex-Alderman Brasted. "One thon-
sand cold, liard, solid plunks is a lot
of money. And-your wife."

"Twelve hundred and fifty!"
shrieked Kendrick: Evans.

.Mr. Paxter paused but a second be-
fore he said, "Fifteen hundred!"

A uctioneer Peabody had an uneasy
ideai that it was ail a dream. Surely
lie had read of this kind of thing in
books'! But there, undoubtedly, was
the unmnistakable figure of à1r. lPax-
ter, and those of Kendrick E vans,
B3ud Stevens, and the rest.

"Fi fteen hiundred bid! " hie sereecli-
ed, Wo sec if a sereecli would wake him
up. -Fifteen hundred, gents!"

At the back of the erowd a dirty
but enthuisia8tic Italian, who had, it
seemied, been there ail the time, cheer-
ed. "'Býar, 'ear!"

"Seventeen, fifty," said Kendrick
Evans.

"Two thousand," snapped Bud
Stevenis.

Did Bud Stevens possess ail that
mofley? thouglit Mr. Jaxter. Any-
way, lie wasn't going to be beaten by
him, whîte Kendriek Evans was in
the fieldI. "Twenty-five hundred!"
lie uttered pompously.

-Twenty-five liundred! " cried Pea-
body on higli. Sucb. had been the re-
miarkable events of the last quarter-
hour that lie seemed to think this
kinid of thing was going on for ever.
"Twenty-flve hunidred for the Cal-
garv Venus. 'What next, genýts?"

But there seemned to, ie no next, and
Peabody looked round as much as Wo
say, 1 amn waking up. 'Twenty-five
hundredi Any ad.vance on twenty-
five hundred?"I

Dead silenice. Mr. Paxter looked
round a littie apprehenoively.

"Going, going, attwent.y-five hun-
dred. .- Gone!"

,Nir. Paxter seemed to collapse, now
the effort wua concluded. "M.ine!"
be wheezed.

"'Ear, 'ear!" slioated the Italian,
who did not apparently understaud
IJiat it was ail over.

"Yours, Mr. Paxter-and clieap at
the price. Uet me congratulate you.
Show hiui the Venus again, Tom-lit-
tie gem, ain't it?"

" Lor! " said someone who had enly
just corne in, and had flot accu the
picture before.

"Trille cold for lier, eh, ini the win-
ter?" said Peabody. "Neyer mimd,
sir-a great pieture, that."

"Wliat wîll your wife say, Pax?"
asked ex-Alderman Brasted, leering
on him. "Oh, fie, fie!"

Mr. Paxter smiled, the indulgent
smile of the victor. "Quit jollyin',
boys. Aunyway, I got it. Beat old
Evans, didn't IV' He turned, W
Kendrick Evans, expecting to find,
chagrin depicted on that gentleman 's
face; but Io his amiazemnent lie found
only a broad griii.

" Beat you, Ken., didn 't I t?" lie re-
peated, a feeling of foreboding coin-
ing over him, in spite of himseif. But
Evans only laughed the more. "Beat
youp you old huinbug, I saylI But
strange to relate, Bud Stevens, Shot-
over, Brasted, and ail the rest, even
that dlespîcable Romford, were al
grinning, tool Kendrick Evans cack-
led out loud.

"You dul " lie gasped at lengtli.
"You almighty Inuttl Why, it 's a
fakef"y

"A fake!1
*'Of course! What the deuce did

youl think 1 wanted it for? Twenty-
Byve hundred-oh, lielp 1"

"A fkle!" said Mr. Paxter, still
not comprehieuding it fuily.

"Stung 1" sliouted Stevens. Hie was
guffawing in a most unseemly way.

"You, mean," demanded Mr. Pax-
ter, " that it's a plant - that you
bunei rau up the bidding to, make
me buy a fake?1"

"Riglit first guess, Uncle Maw-
russ," spluttered Bud Stevens. Even
Auctioneer Peabody was grinning
110W.

"Hero 's the mnan!" said Kendrick
Evans, pushing forward the dirty
Italian, wlio was, it seems, Baptisto
Maseagnito. "Tell him, Bap.,"


