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I stood on the curb opposite our building and stared at it. It was a two-story affair that stood alone with an alleyway between it and its neighbor. It was new as were all the other buildings in this office park and was at the end of the cul-de-sac. I was soon joined by the lady who was now my partner in our firm of lawyers, Samuels, Samuels and O’Hara. I am Justin Samuels, and the other Samuels is my brother Theodore who liked being called Ted. O’Hara is Rosalyn O’Hara, not an attorney but an in-your-face private investigator who set up shop with Ted and me. She told everyone to call her Rosie. Ted joined us.

“We move in tomorrow?” he said,

“We move in tomorrow,” I said, “the cleaners are finishing up now.”

“I like the lettering of our name,” Ted said, “it’s old-world style that somehow looks modern.”

“The only problem is O’Hara doesn’t belong there,” Rosie said, “she’s not an attorney.”

“So, what,” Ted said, “you’re just as important a part of this firm as Justin and me. And don’t forget you’re head of our investigation unit.” Rosie let out a laugh.

“A unit of one,” she said.

“Doesn’t matter,” Ted said, “the name, Samuels, Samuels and O’Hara sounds grand.”

The first week in the life of our firm was given over to moving in furniture and hiring staff. And by the middle of the second week, we were ready to roll. Our shingle was out, our desks were set up, computers and phones installed, secretaries poised to work. All we needed now were clients. My phone rang and when I answered, it was my former boss calling to wish us well. When I first mentioned my intention to go out on my own the partners weren’t thrilled, to put it mildly. But, in time, they came around to the point where they wished Ted and me good fortune. I floated the idea to Jenny, my former secretary, that she should come with me but her husband threw cold water at that idea. He told her, and rightly so, we had no track record as a going business venture. So, she opted to stay where she was.

Our first case came from two blocks away. The owner of a bicycle repair shop that was located at the entrance of our office park walked into our office requesting to speak to an attorney. I happened to walk through the door with him and I heard him tell our receptionist he needed a lawyer.

“I’m Attorney Samuels,” I said, “how can I help you?

Our first case was an easy one. The man’s shop was robbed and his insurance company was nickel and diming him when it came to paying his claim. As soon as they discovered the owner had hired an attorney to represent him, they did an about face and offered to pay him full value for what he had lost and I saw to it they included his legal fees.

“I just heard we won our first case,” Ted said, flopping down in a client chair.

“I won’t call it a win,” I said, “the insurance company caved and decided to pay up.”

“In my book that’s a win. My wife wants you to come to dinner on Sunday. Are you free?”

“I’m free and thank her for me.”

I was always apprehensive about visiting Ted at home because I was fearful his wife would grill me about why I was no longer with the girl I had. The truth was I didn’t know myself why we were no longer together. We just drifted apart, and I heard she had moved across the country to San Francisco. She never told me she was going and I never tried to find out the truth. She used to tell me that with love comes commitment. They exist together and I never felt committed.

Other cases followed and very soon Samuels, Samuels and O’Hara was a busy place, although we had yet to grab one that required the skills of Rosie O’Hara and our investigation department.

“I’m tired of straightening my desk,” Rosie said to me, “I need some real work. I’m beginning to feel like a fifth wheel. And if you tell me Rome wasn’t built in a day one more time, I think I will scream.”

“Okay, I won’t say it,” I said, “but you know it’s true.”

Two weeks later the building of Rome was finished and Rosie was in the limelight. There was a hit and run accident and the man who did the hitting of a pedestrian in a crosswalk, got scared and ran. There were witnesses who told the police what they saw and one of them had the presence of mind to jot down the plate number of the car. The police tracked down the driver and arrested him. He was charged with leaving the scene of an accident that resulted in death. In his defense the man said it was raining and the pedestrian was walking against a red ‘do not walk’ sign which gave him the right of way to turn. The pedestrian was killed instantly and the driver panicked and drove off.

The man was found guilty of leaving the scene of an accident, but nothing was said about his speed or if he could have stopped in time. The family of the pedestrian thought the police were derelict in their duty and had not done enough to prove the driver was responsible for the death. They decided to bring a wrongful death suit against the driver and remembered I had won a similar case so they called my old office who told them I had a new office with a new number. The husband of the woman who was killed came to see me and after talking with him I recognized I needed Rosie’s expertise to show that, had the man been driving at the legal speed, he might have been able to avoid the collision. Or, at most, just injured the pedestrian, not kill her instantly. Rosie was anxious to get to work and asked me to get all the files pertaining to the case from the police and the prosecutor.

“Sue them for freedom of information if you have to,” she said. I didn’t have to. In just a couple days I received emails telling me I could send a courier for the records.

Rosie went to work poring over the details of the accident. The first thing she wanted to determine was how fast was the automobile travelling at the point of impact. It had to be moving very fast to kill instantly but there was no indication the police had made a determination. The details she was reading showed the names and addresses of the witnesses so her first job was to interview them with the idea of determining how fast the car was moving and she got several guesses, all of them way above the legal limit.

She went out to the site of the accident to see if there were any skid marks that would tell if the driver attempted to stop. There weren’t any.

“He hit that woman full on,” Rosie said, “going about ten miles an hour over the limit, and continued on. There was no attempt to stop.”

“Are you sure about this?” I said, “can I use this in court?” 

“I’m sure. And yes, you can use it. The eyewitnesses and lack of skid marks tell the story. In addition to the fact, he killed her instantly. That. alone says speed.”

I asked Rosie to continue working on the case and find out what she could about the driver’s finances. The man owned three dry cleaning stores spread throughout the city. One was in Brooklyn and the other two in Manhattan. He was not wealthy, but all three stores were thriving which meant he had the means to come up with money for my client. A date was set for the trial and I informed the opposing attorney of my intention to request a jury trial. Upon hearing this the attorney advised his client to try for a settlement out of court. This was good advice because we could have been arguing the case in front of a jury that was sympathetic to the dead woman’s family. I huddled with my client and we decided to accept their offer as long as my fee was included.

Ted stopped in to see me. “I heard you got a nice settlement,” he said, “and you didn’t even break a sweat.”

“You heard right,” I said, “and Rosie did most of the sweating.”
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A call came in for me and when I answered, a cultured and very clip voice said,” is this Attorney Samuels?”

“It is,” I said, “who is calling?”

“Justin Samuels?”

“The same. May I ask who is calling?”

“You may, but my name will mean nothing to you. I would like to have a meeting.”

“A meeting? Do you mean an appointment?”

“Of course.”

“Okay, I will send the call back to my secretary and she will set up an appointment for you.” I hung up before he could say anything to continue that strange call.

My secretary, Janet Phillips, a woman about forty, knocked and entered my office. “He’s coming in tomorrow at 2,” she said, “what a strange man.”

Janet called at exactly 2 p.m. the next day, “Mr. Darwinkle is here,” she said.

“Who?” I said. And before she could answer, my door opened and in stepped a tall, reed thin, bearded man.

“Darwinkle,” he said with his hand outstretched. “Do I have the pleasure of meeting Attorney Justin Samuels?”

“Indeed, you do.” I said shaking his hand and trying to copy his manner of speaking. “Well then, Mr. Darwinkle, now that we’re acquainted what can I do for you?”

“I’m hoping you can get me out of a bit of bother, I find myself in.”

“A bit of bother? Mr. Darwinkle, you’re British, I presume.”

“You presume correctly. A newly made American.”

“I see. And the bother?”

“Has to do with a lady, don’t you know. Claims I’m the father of her unborn child. Wants me to marry her.”

“And you don’t,” I said.

“Oh, dear chap, of course I don’t,” he replied.

“Are you the father of the child?”

“She says I am, but I’m not. I’m not the only man who has dipped into that well, you see.”

“Are you saying this lady has other lovers?”

“At least one that I know of,” Darwinkle replied.

“Just as a matter of curiosity how did you come to know about me?”

“Just by accident. I was visiting my stockbroker in the building adjacent to this and I saw your name. I did a bit of research on Google and very good things came up. There are other attorneys named Samuels, you know, but only one Justin.

“Tell me more about your relationship with this lady,” I said, “you can begin with her name.” Darwinkle gave me the details of his relationship with the lady in question and at the end of it I concluded he could very well be the father.

“Tell me, Mr. Darwinkle, why is the lady pushing you to marry her? What about the other guy, er chap”

“Well, she can’t very well push marriage on him,” he replied, “Bloke’s already married. Has a couple children I’m told.”

As he spoke to me it occurred to me, he was stuck and if the lady insisted, it would take a miracle to
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