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308 Strictly Business

I said, I'm worth $40,000,000. I don't want to have it all

put in my coffin when I die. I want to do some good with

it. I seen you handling over these here volumes of liter-

ature, and I thought I'd keep you. I've give the mission-

ary societies $2,000,000, but what did I get out of it?

Nothing but a receipt from the secretary. Now, you are

just the kind of young man I'd like to take up and see what

money could make of him."

Volumes of Clark Russell were hard to find that even-

ing at the Old Book Shop. And James Turner's smarting

and aching feet did not tend to improve his temper.

Humble hat cleaner though he was, he had a spirit equal

to any caliph's.

"Say, you old faker," he said angrily, "be on your way.

I don't know what your game is, unless you want change

for a bogus $40,000,000 bill. Well, I don't carry that

much around with me. But I do carry a pretty fair left-

handed punch that you'll get If you don't move on."

"You are a blamed impudent little gutter pup," said the

caliph.

Then James delivered his self-praised punch; old Tom

seized him by the collar and kicked him thrice; the hat

cleaner rallied and clinched, two bookstands were over-

turned, and the books sent flying. A cop came up, took

an arm of each, and marched them to the nearest station

house. "Fighting and disorderly conduct," said the

cop to the sergeant.


