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The only Non Trust Made Binder offered to the tanners ot Crawford County to day—and by far the best binder made. The 
Trust thinks it  has a cinch on your trade—consequently there is little or no improvement in its 1905 models. The Hodges 
Oueen is not in the trust.  It  knows that it  is only by Merit that it  can win against the millions of the combine. - ,~ J:  

Some of thfc Good Points—The Hodges Oueen excels in many ways. We mention a few of the special features. 
The Hodges l^neon is tl»e only bintlt'i' with IS* 1"§ jr? f™ 1"- A ̂  If R Q The Faekers stop when Needle conies up. 
There is no pounding when the bundle is I O la Ihb $£>• ! MwlAliiiri W being tied and (he result is a nice, smooth 
bundle such as no other machine can produce. *y|L^ Plllff Afi*6 aua lyiJ _ -I C+aaI uses can­
vass or wood butters—Cheaper you know - 1 lly DU LLy a O ttlW l lidvlu OT OIvvl don't last so long and 
the trust, gets the benefit. The Hodges Queen is improved right up to the minute. All we ask is that you examine the machine before buying a bindei.,*.., We 
know you will agree with us that it is the best on the market. - . ' • ^ 

Clean Sweep Hay Loaders 
They do make a clean sweep. Take every particle of hay and 
work easily. They are one-third lighter than any 
other loader. Isn't that an object? 

Something Special in Twine 
?3eV 

Call on us and we will show you the very best twine on the market and we 
will quote you a price that is worth coming in to see about. ' 

Buggies Machine Oils 
A Splendid 
Rightest of 

Line at the 
Right Prices. 

Axle Grease and everything 
the fanner needs in the line of 

, inplements. 

We solicit yo'ir patronage, 

I. B. Romans Co. 

The Acme Hay Stacker 
* and Sweep Rakes 

Are Strongest, Best and Most Durable. We guarantee them. 

The Old Reliable 

Floating Bar 
No trouble with Mole Hills 
No Side Drafts 
Easier on horses than any other mower. I 
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By A. CONAN DOYLE, 
Author of "The Adventures of Sherlock Holme9«" 

"The Hound of the Baskervilles," "The Sign 
of the Four," "A Study In Scarlet," Etc. 
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BY F. D. STEELE 
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He sat opposite to me aud lit a ciga­
rette in his old nonehnlant manner. 
He was dressed in the seedy frock coat 
of the book merchant, but the rest of 
that individual lay In a pile of white 
hair and old book3 upon the table. 
Holmes looked even thinner and keener 
than of old, but there was a dead white 
tinge In his aquiline face which told 
me that his life recently had not been a 
healthy one. 

"I am glad to stretch myself, Wat­
son," said he. "It is 110 joke when a 
tall man has to take a foot off his 
stature for several hours on end. Now, 
my dear fellow, in the matter of these 
explanations, we have, if I may ask 
for your co-operation, a hard and dan­
gerous night's work in front of us. Per­
haps It would be bettor if I gave you an 
account of the whole situation when 
that work is finished." 

"I am full of curiosity. I should 
much prefer to hear now." 

"You'll come with me tonight?" 
; "When you like and where you like." 

"This is, indeed, like the old days. 
We shall have time for a mouthful of 
dinner before we need go. Well, then, 
about that chasm. I had no serious 
difficulty In getting out of It for the 
very simple reason that I never was 
In It." 
? "You never were in It?" 

"No, Watson, I never was in It. My 
note to you was absolutely genuine. I 
luii1 little doubt thnt I lind come to the 
end of my career when I perceived the 
somewhat sinister figure of the late 
Professor Moriarty standing upon the 
narrow pathway which led to safety. 
I read an inexorable purpose in ids 
gray eyes. I exchanged some remarks 
with htm, therefore, and obtained his 

. courteous permission to write the short 
note which you afterward received. I 

. left It with mj* cigarette box and my 
Atick, Hnd I walked along the pathway, 
Moriarty still at my heels. When I 
reached the end I stood at bay. He 
drew no weapon, but he rushed at me 
and threw his long arms around me. 
He knew that his own game was up 
and was only anxious to revenge him­
self upon me. We tottered together 
•opon the brink of the fall. I hare some 
knowledge, however, of barltsu, or the 
Japanese system of wrestling, which 

has more than once been very usef'ur 
to me. I slipped through his grip, and 
he with a horrible scream kicked mad­
ly for a few seconds and ciawed the air 
with both his hands. But for all his 
efforts he could not get his balance, 

and over he went. With my face over 
the brink I saw him fall for a long way. 
Then he struck a rock, bounded off and 
splashed into the water." 

I listened with amazement to this ex­
planation, which Holmes delivered be­
tween the puffs of lii.s cigarette. 

"But the tracks!" I cried. "I saw 
with my own eyes that two went down 
the path and none returned." 

"It came about in this way. The in­
stant that the professor had disap­
peared it struck me what a really ex­
traordinarily lucky chance fate had 
placed in my way. I knew that Mori­
arty was not the only man who had 
sworn my death. There were at least 
three others whose desire for venge­
ance upon me would only be Increased 
by the death of their leader. They were 
all most dangerous men. One or other 
would certainly get 1110. Ou the other 
hand, if all the world was convinced 
that I was dead they would take liber­
ties, these 111011; they would soon lay 
themselves open, and sooner or later I 
could destroy them. Then it would be 
time for me to announce that I was 
still in the laud of the living. So rapid­
ly does the brain act that I believe I 
had thought this all out before Profess­
or Moriarty lmd reached the bottom of 
tlie Iloichenbaeh fall. 

'T stood up and examined the rocky 
wall behind me. In your picturesque 
account of the matter, which I read 
with great interest some months later, 
you assert that the wall was sheer. 

That was not literally true. A few 
small footholds presented themselves, 
and there was some Indication of a 
ledge. The cliff Is so high that to climb 
it all was an obvious impossibility, 
and it was equally impossible to" make 
my way along the wet path without 
leaving some tracks. I might, it is true, 
have reversed my boots, as I have (lone 
on similar occasions, but the sight of 
three sets of tracks In one direction 
would certainly have suggested a de­
ception. Ou the whole, then, it was 
best that I should risk the climb. It 
was uot a pleasant business, Watson. 

The fall roared beneath me. 1 am not a affectionate regard for me should tempt 
fanciful person, but I give you my -V011 lo some indiscretion which would 
word that I seemed to hear Moriarty's | betray my secret. For that reason I 
voice screaming at me out of the abyss, j turned away from you this evening 
A mistake would have been fatal. I wllon y°« "Pset my books, for I was in 
More than once as tufts of grass came ! danger at the time, and any show of 
out in my hand or my foot slipped in ' surprise and emotion upon your part 
the wet notches of the rock I thought j mi^t have drawn attention to my 
that I was gone. But I struggled up- j Identity and led to the most deplorable 
ward, and at last I reached a ledge | Hn(1 irreparable results. As to Mycroft, 
several feet deep and covered with 
soft green moss, where I could lie un­
seen in the most perfect comfort. There 
I was stretched when you, my dear 
Watson, and all your following were 
investigating in the most sympathetic 
and inefficient manner the clrcum- j 
stances of my death. j 

"At last, when you had all formed ; 
your Inevitable and totally erroneous j 
conclusions, you departed for the hotel, j 
and I was left alone. I had imagined j 
that I had reached the end of my ad- | 
ventures, but a very unexpected occur- ' 
rence showed me that there were sur- j 
prises still in store for me. A huge 
rock, falling from above, boomed past | 
me, struck the path and bounded over j 
into the chasm. For an instant [ I 
thought that it was an accident, but a j 
moment later, looking up, I saw a ! 
man's head against the darkening sky, i 
and another stone struck the very 
ledge upon which I was stretched j 
within a foot of my head. Of course j 
the meaning of this was obvious. Mo- I 
riarty had uot been alone. A confeder- ! 
ate—and even that one glance had told j 
me how dangerous a man that confed- : 
erate was—had kept guard while the ; 
professor had attacked me. From a I 
distance, unseen by me, he had been a j 
witness of his friend's death and of 
my escape. He had waited, and then, 
making his way around to the top of 
the cliff, he had endeavored to succeed 
where his comrade had failed. j 

"I did not take long to think about It, 1 
Watson. Again I saw that grim face i 
look over the cliff, and I knew that It 
was the precursor of another stone. 
I scrambled down on to the path. I 

don't think I could have done it In cold 
blood. It was a hundred times more 
difficult than getting up. But I had 110 
time to think of the danger, for an­
other stone sang past Hie as I hung by 
my hands from the edge of the ledge. 
Halfway down I slipped; but, by the 
blessing of God, I lauded, torn and 
bleeding, upon the path. I took to my 
heels, did ten miles over the moun­
tains in the darkness, and a week later 
I found myself in Florence, with the 
certainty that 110 one in the world 
knew what had become of me. 

"I had only one confidant -my broth­
er Mycroft. I owe you many apologies, 
oiy dear Watson, but It was all lmpor-. 
taut that it should lie thought I was 
dead, and It Is quite certain that you 
would not have written so convincing 
an account of my unhappy end had you 
not yourself thought that It was true. 
Several times during the last three 
years I have taken up my pen to write 
tojrou, but always l feared lest your 

I had to confide In him in order to ob­
tain the money which I needed. The 
course of events in London did not run 

Mecca anu paid a short but interesting 
visit to the khalifa at Khartum, the re­
sults of which I have communicated 
to the foreign office. Returning to 
France, I spent some months in a re­
search Into the coal tar derivatives, 
which I conducted in a laboratory at 
Montpellier, in the south of France. 
Having concluded this to my satisfac­
tion and learning that only one of my 
enemies was now left In London, I was 
about to return when my movements 
were hastened by the news of this_very 
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SHERLOCK HOLMES WAS STANDING SMILING AT ME. 

so well as 1 had hoped, for the trial of 
the Moriarty gang left two of its most 
dangerous members, my own most vin­
dictive enemies, at liberty. I traveled 
for two years In Tibet, therefore, and 
amused myself by visiting Lassa and 
spending some days with the head 
lama. You may have read of the re­
markable explorations of a Norwegian 
uamed Sigerson, but I am sure that it 
never occurred to you that you were 
Deceiving news of your friend. I then 
passed through Persia, looked In at 

remarkable I'ark lane mystery, which 
not only appealed to me by its own 
merits, but which seemed to offer some 
most peculiar personal opportunities. 
I came over at once to London, called 
In my own person at Baker street, 
threw Mrs. Hudson into violent hys­
terics and found that Mycroft had pre­
served my rooms and my papers exact­
ly as they had always been. 80 It was, 
my dear Watson, that at 2 o'clock to­
day I found myself In my old arm­
chair |n mjr own_old room and only 

wishing tfia't I could have seen my old 
friend Watson in the other'chair whiclj 
he has so often adorned." 

Such was the remarkable narrative 
to which I listened 011 that April even­
ing, a narrative which would have 
been utterly Incredible to me had It not 
been confirmed by the actual sight of 
the tall, spare figure and the keen, ea­
ger face, which I had never thought to 
see again. In some manner he nad 
/named of my own sad bereavement, 
and his sympathy was shown in his 
manner rather than in his words. 
•'Work is the best antidote to sorrow, 
my dear Watson," said he, "and I have 
a piece "of work for us both tonight, 
which if we can bring it to a success-i 
ful conclusion will in itself justify ai 
man's life on this planet." In vain l| 
begged him to tell me more. "You will' 
hear and see enough before morning," j 
lie answered. "We have three years of' 
the past to discuss. Let that suffice un-' 
til half past 9, when we start upon the' 
notable adventure of the empty house."! 

It was Indeed like old times when at' 
that hour I found myself seated beside 

him In a hansom, my revolver lu mj, 
pocket and the thrill of adventure ini 
my heart. Holmes was cold and sternl 
and silent. As the gleam of the street) 
lamps Hashed upon his austere featuresl 
I saw that his brows were drawn down', 
in thought and his thiu lips compressed. 
I knew not what wild beasts we were 
about to hunt down in the dark jungle 
ot criminal London, but I was well as­
sured from the bearing of this master 
huntsman that the adventure was a 
most grave one, while the sardonic 
smile which occasionally broke through^ 
his ascetic gloom boded little good tot 
the object of our quest. 

I had imagined that we were bound 
for Baker street, but Holmes stopped 
the cab at the corner of Cavendish 
square. I observed that as he stepped 
out lie gave a most searching glance to 
right and left and at every subsequent 
street corner he took the utmost pains 
to assure that he was not followed. 
Our route was certainly a singular one. 
Holmes' knowledge of the byways of 
London was extraordinary, and 011 this 
occasion he passed rapidly and with an 
assured step through a network of 
mows and stables the very existence 
of which I had never known. We 
emerged at last into a small road lined 
with old, gloomy houses which led us 
Into Manchester street and so to Bland-
ford street. Here he turned swiftly 
down a narrow passage, passed through 
a wooden gate into a deserted yard and 
then opened with a key the back door 
of a house. We entered together, and 
heclosed it behind us. 

(Continued Next Week.) 

Iteautiful Lake View 
Is an idea) summer rnsort. Good h.inLiiic and 
tisliliiK- The Northwestern Line will sell ex­
cursion tickets 10 Lake View at #1.20 for the 
round trip from Denison applying Kridavs 
and Saturdays tickets limited to return on or 
before (he followitiKMonduy. Other low rate 
round trip tickets soorf for 30 days. Apply to 
agontsClilCHgo St Northwestern B'y. 
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