
OLD-FASHIONED GENTLEMAN

sixty, with a cold, smooth-shaven face, fer-

ret eyes and thin, straight lips, thin as the

edges of a tight-shut clam, and as bloodless.

He was dressed in black and wore a white

necktie which gave him a certain ministerial

air. His companion, the attorney, was
younger and warmer looking, and a trifle

stouter, with bushy gray locks under his

hat brim, and bushy gray side-whiskers un-

der two red ears that lay flat against his

head. He was anything but ministerial,

either in deportmen, or language. What he
didn't know about corporation law wouldn't

have been of the slightest value to any-

body—not even to a would-be attorney

passing an examination. Both men were
short in their speech and incisively polite,

with a quick step-in and step-out air about

them which showed how thoroughly they

had been trained in the school of Street
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