32 A GOOD SAMARITAN

with gentle decision. “I must go home —
when is the next boat? One is going now —
good-night, Mr. Fairfax — no, don’t come with
me — I don’t need you,” and she was gone.

Two minutes later Strong’s innocent slum-
bers were dispersed by a vicious shake. “ Wake
up! wake up!” ordered Fairfax, restraining
himself with difficulty from mangling the cause
of his sufferings. “I’ve had enough, and we’re
going home, straight.”

Rex was mistaken about that, but Billy was
cordial in agreeing with him. “Good idea,
Recky! Howd’y’ ever come to think of it ? Le’s
go home straight; tha’s a bully good thing to do.
Le’s do it. Big head on you, ol’ boy,” and yawn-
ing still, but with unperturbed good nature,
Strong marched, a bit crookedly, arm in arm
with his friend to the street.

Rex’s memory of the trip uptown on the
Elevated was like an evil dream. Strong, after
his nap, was as a giant refreshed, and his play
of wit knew no contracting limits. There were,
luckily, not many passengers going up at this
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