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A PERSISTENT CLIENT

By Augustus Goodrich Sherwin.
"A barefooted bride in a way, eh?"

I intimated to my old college chum,
Roy Dacre. --- .

He flushed slightly. We were still
close friends after five years' gradu-
ation and drifted into new life chan-
nels. He had inherited a fortune and
had not gone into a profession, al-

though he made a feint at carrying
on the real estate business of his de-

ceased father, which really meant
looking after the family investments.

Dacre was about the only one of
my old friends who particularly cul-
tivated me. There was a reason. I
had broken all intellectual trammels
in the opinion of my college asso-
ciates, had placed myself beyond the
select social pale by disdaining the
respectable calling of the law and
engaging in the detective line. It
had always fascinated me. I made a
success at the start in a big bank
mystery. I was something of a scrib-
bler, and I fancied that eventually
my experience might lead to my be-
coming an expert writer on crimin-
ology.

"A barefooted bride? Yes, just that
if necessary," spoke Dacre, a trifle

"What of it? Poor, ob-

scure, but an angel! Between some
pampered, spoiled lady of fashion and
this sweet wildwood flower, who
would hesitate that valued innocence,
the assurance of fidelity and love.
Yes, for I love her. I believe Elsa
Warren returns the sentiment I am
going to marry her if she will have
me."

I studied by client and friend for a
minute or two to decide that he was
fully resolved. He had even been an
erratic, wilfull fellow, doing odd
things in violation of prevailing eth-

ics generally right in his deduction,
always right in his motives. I won-
dered what his aristocratic friends
would say about this new resolution

"I have told you my story from
beginning to end," he added "as I
would do to no other person. I need
your professional assitance. Can I
have it?"

"In other words, you wish me to
find this Reuben Thorpe and his step-
daughter, Elsa Warren."

"Precisely."
"I will think it over this evening

and let you know in the morning," I
answered, and with that my visitor
departed.

There was a good deal to think
over. Briefly, Dacre, while hunting
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She Seemed to Feel It a Duty to Stay
With the Lonely Old Man

in a wild part of the Lake Superior
country, had sustained a bad fall
from a cliff-sid- e. He had lain help-
less and isolated half of the day and
all of the one night, unable to climb
up the steep incline. He had been
discovered by a girl whose whole ap-
pearance suggested some wild moun-
tain maid.

Her name was Elsa Warren and she
lived with her stepfather, Reuben
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