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it in his greasy wallet, out of which he extracted a

card.

"Here is also my card, Mr. Wolfson," he said with

a smile. "Any time you want some more work done

by safes, let me know; that's all."
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When Borrochson and Wolfson met the next after-

noon in the o£Bce of the latter's attorney, Henry D.

Feldman, they wasted no courtesy on each other.

"Feldman has sent up and searched the Register's

office for chattel mortgages and conditional bill-off-

sales, and he don't find none," Wolfson announced.

"So everything is ready."

"I'm glad to hear it," Borrochson said. "When
I get into a piece of business with a bloodsucker

like you, Wolfson, I am afraid for my life till I get

through."

"If I would be the kind of bloodsucker what you

are, Borrochson," Wolfson retorted, "I would be

calling a decent, respectable man out of his name.

What did I ever done to you, Borrochson?"

"You tried your best you should do me, Wolfson,"

Borrochson replied.

"You judge me by what you would have done if

you had been in my place, Borrochson," Wolfson

rejoined.

"Never mind," Borrochson said. "Now we will

close the whole thing up, and I want it distinctively

understood that there should be no comebacks.


