
KIPLING AND MARK TWAIN.
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lair

of the crowd with a card of his own.

He sent up his card. * Ben Koontz,

Hannibal, Mo. ' I was raised in Han-
nibal. Ben was an old schoolmate of

mine. Consequently I threw the house

wide open and rushed with both hands

out at a big, fat, heavy man, who was
not the Ben I had ever known—nor

anything like him.
"

' But is it you, Ben? ' I said.

• You've altered in the last thousand

years.

'

"The fat man said: 'Well. I'm not

Koontz exactly, but I met him down in

Missouri, and he told me to be sure

and call on you, and he gave me his

card, and'— here he acted the little

scene for my benefit
—

* if you can wait

a minute till I can get out the circulars

—I'm not Koontz exactly, but I'm

travelling with the fullest line of rods

you ever saw. *
••

"And what happened?" I asked

breathlessly.

" I shut th door. He was not Ben
Koontz—exactly—not my old school-

133


