
48 A GOOD SAMARITAN
“I like that,” Judge Rush sputtered, chuck

ling. “ You’re ready to let me kill myself, if 
needs be, to get the facts. All right, young man 
— I like impetuosity — it means energy. I’ll 
go on. The facts not known to the public, 
which I wish to tell you, are as follows. After 
your failure to keep your appointment on the 
evening of the 7th, I was about through with 
you. I considered you careless both of your own 
interests and ours, and we began to look for 
another assistant. A man who fitted the place 
as you did seemed hard to find and the case was 
in statu quo when, two nights ago, my son 
brought home young William Strong to dinner. 
Our families are old friends and Billy’s father 
and I were chums in college, so the boy is at 
home in our house. As you probably know, 
he has the gift of telling a good story, so when 
he began on the events of an evening which you 
will remember------”

Rex’s deep laughter broke into the dignified 
sentences at this point.

“I see you remember.” Judge Rush smiled


