46 A GOOD SAMARITAN

sounded down the long, empty hall, stopped at
his door, and Rex, a new joy of living pulsing
through him, sprang again, almost before the
knock sounded, to meet gladly what might be
coming. His face looked out of the wide-open
doorway with so bright a welcome to the world,
that the two men who stood across the thres-
hold smiled an involuntary answer.

“Carty! I'm awfully glad” — and Rex stop-
ped to put his hand out graciously, deferen-
tially, to the gray-haired and distinguished man
who stood with Carter Reed.

“Judge Rush, this is my cousin, Mr. Fair-
fax,” Reed presented him, and in a moment
Rex’s friend, the breeze, was helping hospi-
tality on with gay little refreshing dashes at a
warm, silvered head, as Judge Rush sat in the
biggest chair at the big open window. He beam-
ed upon the young man with interested, friend-
ly eyes.

“That’s all very well about the quadrangle,
Mr. Reed. It certainly is beautiful and like the
English Universities,” he broke into a sentence
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