
THE CALGARY VENUS

aays dago. 'Whaddyer corne here
fort s ays Junker. 'No seli,' says
dago. A friend of mine-3ud Stev-
ens, you know him, Pax-was i the
store, and hie told nme about it. Hie
asked the dago to, show him-and you
know Bud thinks he's sortie cheese on
pictures, huhl"

'.' lle has that idea," Mr. Paxter
allowed. Bud Stevens was a lesser
liglit, and net to, be grudged praise.

"Ail, Bud says it was a real old
musterpilece. "

"That all?"
" 1So lie teld the dago te take the

picture te aucition,"

"'Well, if it's really what he says,
it'a littie old pieture for miine."

-1 inust look at it myseif," said
Remford, in a depressing voice.

Now Mr. Paxter 's sentiments were
mingled. As lias been remarked, hie
knew nothing uf art, but then, lie re-
flected, neither did Pierpont Morgan.
if it had been Pierpont Nlorgan 's
hobby to, colleet old masters, wliy
should it net be bis, J. Henry Pax-
ter's?1 And hore was Kendrick Evans
elaiing to be going te possess it!

" 1What's it a pieture oft?" lie de-
manded.

" 1Some ancient dope--Venus, or
someftlinig. Ilere 's Bud." Mr. Stev.
euis had sauntered in. Say, Bud, what
ia that blamed picture calledl"

" 1'The Venus of the Uru,' by Miel-
ael Angelo," Bud replied.

"Oh!" grunted Mr. Paxter. The
titie did not sound promising; lie had
>iloped it wotild be "Sunrise in SwÎt-
zerland- or "Father's Coiniing," be-
cause either of these, lie knew, would
please his wife.

"It's a beaut," said Bud. "Recog-
nized it froin the newspaper pictures.
Stolen froin a ehureh in Italy."

-Gen-u-ine?"
"Yen betdlier."
"What's it worth?"
Bud drew thie littie knot of men te.

gether, and said, ver>, soleimuly and
softly: "'riv lundred thousand-to
the Italian Governimenit,"

"Wliew!" eried Mr. Paxter.
"But, ef course, you would neyer

pay that. Might clinch for two hun.
dred"

" Twe hundred 's a lot for a picture,
anyway."P

" 1Net for a genuine Michael Angelo,
you boneliead. "

J. Hlenry thought a littie ivhîie, and
then inquired, "And where dfes this
dago live?"

" Don't knew."
d4Say, Pax," objected. Kendrick

Eva ns, "eut that eut, y 'know--goîng
to buy it privately. Comie dewn witl
the rest of ius to-morrow afternoon,
te the auction. Have anether?"

"Guess l'Il be there," Mr. Paxter
remiarked. "Ne, nu more for me.
Guess lI l be there, surely."

-And keep, your clama off that
durned picture!" lie added mentally.
Ilenest, hie didu 't ivant, any Venus of
any U1rn for biniseif, but Kendrick
Evans waau t going te have it if hie
could h elp.

Possibly the Aeme Auction Empor-
iumi bas scareely contained, at any
one tiime, se distinguishied a coneoi.rse
as that whidli gathered the niext after-
noon. Paxter was there, of coiurse,
and Kendrick Evans. l3ud Stevens,
Shetover (ef Shotever and Miller),
Mr. Ronmferd, ex-Alder-man Brasted,
and other real estate mien te the nuni-
ber ef fuly a score. Auctioneer Pea-
body siiuiledi witli great înward satis-
faction. Things promised, well for
the "bankrupt stock" (a speeial con-
aignmeut froin the factory) that day.
But, te lis disgust, liardly a soul seeru-
ed te care for silver tea services or
diamnond rings.

"I have hore, gentlemen," lie said,
in desperatien, "a most magnif.iceti
and miassive-"

Kendrick Evans, in the front rew,
drew hini dewn, and whispered iu lis
ear.

"Very well," replief-lich auction-
eer, brighiteingio. "Tomý, bring on the
Venus.'

Tomi ivent te the office aud stagger-
ed back with a big canvas, unframed,
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