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there may be work for mo to do. So 
now. liiy good sir, I bog you *t?> sit down 
:iud toll mo, slowly and quietly, exactly 
what it is that has OCCUITP:! and how 
yen desire that I should help you." 

Young Overton's face assumed the 
bothered look of a man who is more 
accustomed to using his muscles than 
Siis wits, but by degrees, with many 
repetitions and obscurities which I 
may omit from his narrative, lie laid 
his strange story before us. 

"It's tliis wfty, Mr. Holmes. As I 
have said, I am the skipper of the Hug
ger team of Cambridge varsity, and 
Godfrey Staunton is my best man. To
morrow we play Oxford. Yesterday wo 
all came up. and we settled at bom-
ley's private hotel. At 10 o'clock J, went 
round and saw tliut all the fellows ha I 
gone to roost, for 1 believe in strict 
training and plenty of sleep to keep a 
team lit. I had a word or two with 
Godfrey before ho turned in. He seem
ed to me to be pale and bothered. I 
asked him what was the matter. Ha 
said lie was all right—just a touch of 
headache. I bade him good night and 
left him. Half an hour later, the por
ter tells me. a rough looking*man with 
a beard called with a note for Godfrey, 
lie had not gone to bed. and the note 
was taken to his room. Godfrey read 
It and fell back in a chair as if ho had 
been pole axed. The porter was so 
scared that lie was goinsr to fetch me, 
but Godfrey stopped him, had a drink 
of waler and pulled himself together. 
Then he went downstairs, said a few 
words to the man who was waiting in 
the hall, and the two of them went off 
together. The last that the porter saw 
of them they'were almost running 
down the street in the direction of the 
Strand. Tliis morning Godfrey's room 
was empty, his bed liad never been 
slept in, and his tilings were all just as 

had seen them the night before. lie 
had gone off at a moment's notice with 
this stranger, and no word has come 
from him since. 1 don't believe he will 
ever come back. He was a sportsman, 
was G"-!i'roy, down to his marrow, and 
he wouldn't have stopped his training 
uid let in his skipper if it wore not for 

some cause tlnit was too strong for 
him. No; I feel as if he were gone for. 
:ood. and we should never see him 

again." 
Sherlock Holmes listened with the 

deepest, attention to this singular nar
rative. 

"What did you do:" he asked. 
"I wired to Cambridge to learn if 

anything had been heard of him there. 
I have had an answer. >'o one has 
seen him." 

"Could ho have got back to Cam
bridge-.'" 

"Yes; there is a late train—quarter 
past 11." 

"But, so far as you can ascertain, he 
did not take itV" 

"No; he has not been seen." 
"What did you do next?" gS 
"I wired to Lord Mount-James." 
"Why to Lord Mount-James:" 
"Godfrey is an orphan, and Lord 

Mount-James is his nearest relative— 
his uncie, I believe." 

"Indeed. This throws new light upon 
the matter. Lord Mount-James is one 
of the richest men in England." f-'Ki 

"So I've heard Godfrey say." > :-f. 
"And your friend was closely re

lated':'' 
"Yes; he was his heir, and the old 

boy is nearly eighty—crain full of gout 
too. They say he could chalk his bil
liard cue wiili his knuckles. He never 
allowed Godfrey a shilling in his life, 
for he is an absolute miser, but it will 
all come to 'dm right enough." 

"Have you heard from Lord Mount-
James 

So." 

"What motive could your friend have 
in going to Lord Mount-James?" 

"Well, something was worrying him 
the night I Wore, and if it was to do 
with money it is possible that he would 
make l'or his nearest relative, who had 
so much of it, though from all I have 
heard he would not have much chance 
of getting it. Godfrey was not fond of 
the old man. He would not go if he 
could help it." 

"Well, we can soon determine that. 
If your friend was going to his relative, 
Lord Mount-James, you have then to 
explain the visit of this rough looking 
fellow at so late an hour and the agi
tation that was caused by his coming."' 

Cyril Overton pressed his hands to 
his head. "I can make nothing of it," 
said he. 

"Well, well, I have a clear day, and 
I shall be liapjiy to look into the mat
ter," said Holmes. "1 should strongly 
recommend YOU to make your prepara
tions for your match without reference 
to this young gentleman. It must, as 
you say, have been an overpowering 
necessity which tore him away in such 
a fashion, and the same necessity is 
likely to hold him away. Let us step 
round together to the hotel and see if 
the porter can throw any fresh light 
upon the matter." 

Sherlock Holmes was a past master 
in the art of putting a humble witness 
at. his ease, and very soon, in the pri
vacy of Godfrey Staunton's abandoned 
room, he had extracted all that the por
ter had to tell. The visitor of the night 
befoiv was not a gentleman, neither 
was he a workingman. He was simply 
what the porter described as a "medi
um looking chap," a man of fifty, 
fcuurd grizzled, pale face, quietly dress
ed. He seemed himself to be agitated. 
The porter had observed his hand 
trembling when he had' hold out the 
note." Godfrey Staunton had crammed 
the note into his pocket. Staunton had 
not shaken hands with the man in the 
hall. They had exchanged a few sen
tences, of which the porter had only 
distinguished the one word "time." 
Then they had hurried off in the man
ner described. It was just half-past 10 
by the hall clock. 

"Let me see," said Holmes, seating 
himself on Staunton's bed. "You are 
the day porter, are you not':" 

"Yes, sir. I go off duty at 11." 
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E were fairly accustomed 
to receive weird tele
grams at Baker street, 
but 1 have a particular 
recollection of one which 
reached us 011 a gloomy 
February morning, some 

seven or eight years ago, and gave Mr. 
Sherlock Holmes a puzzled quarter of 
an hour. It was addressed to him and 
run thus: 

Ploase await me. Terrible misfortune. 
Right winu three-quarter missing', indis
pensable tomorrow. OVKHTOX. 

"Strand postmark and dispatched 
10:30," said Holmes, reading it over 
and over. "Mr. Overton was evidently 
considerably excited when lie sent it 
and somewhat incoherent in conse
quence. Well, well, lie will be here. I 
dare say, by the time I have looked 
through the Times, and then we shall 
know all about it. Even the most insig
nificant problem would be welcome in 
these stagnant days." 

... Things had indeed been very slow 
iiwitli us, itud I had learned to dread 
such periods of inaction, for I know 

vby experience that my companion's 
brain was so abnormally active that it. 

xwas dangerous to leave it without 111a-
,'terial upon which to work. For years 
ml had gradually weaned him from 
/that drug mania which had threatened 
once to cliec'i his remarkable career. 
.Now I knew that under ordinary con
ditions he no longer craved for this 

-artjiicial stimulus, but I tvas well 
•aware that the tieud was not. dead, 
.but bleeping, and I have known that 
rthe sleep was a light one and the wak
ing near when in periods of idleness 
/I have seen the drawn look upon 
Holmes' ascetic face and the brooding 
of his deep set and inscrutable eyes. 
Therefore 1 blessed this Mr. Overton, 
whoever he might be, since he had 
ccune with his enigmatic message to 
break that dangerous calm which 
brought more peril to my friend than 
ail the storms of his tempestuous life. 

As we hud expected, the telegram 
•was soon followed by its sender, and 
the card of Mr. Cyril Overton, Trinity 
college, Cambridge, announced the ar
rival of an enormous young man, six
teen stone of solid bone and muscle, 
who spanned the doorway with his 
broad shoulders and looked from one 
of us to the other with a comely face 
which was haggard with anxiety. 

"Mr. Sherlock IlolmesV" 
• My companion bowed. 

"I've been down to Scotland Yard, 
:Mr. Holmes. 1 saw Inspector Stanley 
Hopkins. lie advised me to come to 
you. He said the case, so far as he 
could see, was more in your line than 
In tliat of the regular police." 

"Pray sit down and tell me what is 
the matter." 

"It's awful, Mr. Holmes. Simply 
awful' 1 wonder my hair isn't gray. 
Godfrey Staunton—you've heard., of 
him, of course? He's simply the hinge 
that the whole team turns on. I'd 
rather spare two from the pack and 

" have Godfrey for my three-quarter 
"• •* line. Whether It's passing or tackling 

or dribbling there's 110 one to touch 
him, and, then, he's got the head and 
can hold us all together. What am 1 

' to do? That's what I ask you, Mr. 
Holmes. There's Moorhouse, first re
serve, but he is trained as a half, and 
he always edges right in on to the 
scrum instead of keeping out on the 
touch line. lie's a fine place kick, it's 
true, but then he has no judgment, and 
he can't sprint for nuts. Why, Mor
ton or Johnson, the Oxford Uiers, 
could romp round him. Stevenson is 
fast enough, but he couldn't drop from 
the twenty-five line, and a three-
quarter who can't either punt or drop 
Isn't worth a place for pace alone. 

! No, Mr. Holmes, we are done unless 
you can help me to find Godfrey 
Staunton." 

My friend had listened with amused 
Burprlse to this long speech, which 
iwas poured forth with extraordinary 

- vigor and earnestness, every point be
ing driven home by the slapping of a 
brawny hand upon the speaker's knee. 
When our visitor was silent Holmes 
stretched out his hand and took down 
letter "S" of his commonplace book. 
For once he dug In vain into that mine 
of varied Information. 

"There Is Arthur H. Staunton, the 
rising young forger," said he, "and 
there was Henry Staunton, whom 
helped to hang, but Godfrey Staunton 
Is a new name to me." 

It was our visitor's turn to look sur
prised. 

"Why, Mr. Holmes, I thought you 
knew things," said he. "I suppose, 
then, if you have never heard of God 
frey Staunton, you don't know Cyril 
Overton either?" 

• * HtSfmes shook his head good humor 
edly. 

"Great Scott!" cried the athlete 
"Why, I was first reserve for Eng 
fand against Wales, and I've skippered 
the varsity all this year. But that's 
nothing! I didn't think there was 
soul in England who didn't know God 
frey Staunton, the crack three-quarter, 
Cambridge, Blackheatli and five in 
tematlonals. Good Lord, Mr. Holmes 
where have you lived?" . 

Holmes laughed at the young giant's 
naive astonishment. 

"You live in a different world from 
me, Mr. Overton—a sweeter and health
ier one. My ramifications stretch out 
Into many sections of society, but never, 
I am happy to say, into amateur sport 
which Is tli" best and soundest tiling in 
England. However," your unexpected 
visit this morning shows me that even 
In that world of fresh air and fulr play 

* & •. 

v?r." . ..... ....Tr-•-rv - • 
"The nTglit porter saw nothing, I si©-, 

pesq?" ., 
"Xo, str. Oiio theater party came in 

late; no one else." 
"Were you on.duty all daj jestoi-

•'' - f ihi  0 T 

"Y e s ,  s i r . "  _  ,  n , s  ,  j  h  
"Did you take any messages to Mr. 

Slauntou?" w 
"Yes, sir; one telegram." 
"Ah. that's interesting. Wliat iS'clock 

was this':'' 
"About (j." 
"Where was Mr. Staunton when he 

received it:" 
"Hero in his room." 
"Were you present when he op 1 

it?" 
"Yes, sir; I waited to see if theiv ».in 

an answer." , 
"Well, was there?" 
"Yes. sir; be wrote an answer," 
"Did you take it?" £ -
"Xo; be took it himself." 
"But lie wrote it in your presence?" 
"Yes, sir. I was standing by U.e 

door and lie with his back turned at 
that table. When he had written it 
he said, 'All right, porter, I will take 
this myself.' " 

"What did he write it with?" .. 
"A pen, sir." 
"Was the telegraphic form one of 

these 011 the table?" 
"Yes, sir; it was the top one." 
Holmes rose. Taking the fc.r,,. 

carried them over to the window 
carefully examined that which was 
uppermost. 

"It is a pity ho did not write in pen
cil."' said he, throwing lliein down 
again, with a shrug of disappointment. 
"As you have no doubt frequently ob- j 
served, Watson, the impression usually j 
goes through-a fact which has dis-| 
soived many a happy marriage. How- j 
ever, I can hud no trace here. 1 re-1 
joice, however, to perceive that he 

, i..« | 
and 

doubt that with a little delicacy and 
finesse the end may be attained. Mean
while, I should like in your presence, 
Mr. Overton, to go through these pa
per;;. which have been left upon the ta
ble." 

There were a number of letters, bills 
and notebi»)ks, which Holmes turned 
over and examined with quick, nerv
ous lingers ami darting, penetrating 
eyes. ".Nothing here," lie suid at last. 
"By the way, I suppose your friend 
\\,.s 1 healthy young fellow—nothing 
amiss with him':" 

'fc^Kiud as a boll." .. , 
"Have you ever known him ill?" 
"Not a day. He has been laid up 
"ith a hack, and once he slipped his 

kneecap, but that was nothing." 
"Perhaps he was not so strong as 

you suppose. I should think he may 
have had some secret trouble. With 
your asseut, 1 will put one or two of 
these papeis in my pocket, in case 
they should boar upon our future in
quiry." 

"One moment—one moment!" cried a 
querulous voice, and we looked up 
to find a queer little old man jerking 
and twitching in the doorway. He 
was dressed in rusty black, with a 
very broad brimmed top hat and a 
loose white necktie—the whole effect 
being that of a very rustic parson 
or of an undertaker's mute. Yet, in 
spite of his shabby nnd even absurd 
appearance, his voice had a sharp 
crackle and his manner a quick in
tensity which commanded attention. 

"Who are you, sir, and by what: right 
do you touch this gentleman's papers?" 
he asked. 

"I am a private detective, and I am 
endeavoring to explain his disappear
ance." 

•"Oh. you are, are you? And who 
instructed you. eh?" 

"This gentleman, Mr. Staunton's 
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A Few Farms For Sale at Bargains 
- 28u acres li miles from Denison. Good improvements, fine land and 

water. $70 per acre. 
110 acres 2i miles from Deloit. Elegant improvements, fine land. 

SG5 per acre. 
214 acres, good farm, 4 miles from Denison, only S50 per acre. 
G3 acres, good farm, good improvements and orchard. Six miles 

from Defiance. S65 per acre. 
124 acres, 4i miles from Dow Ci*"/. Good farm, good improvements, 

very easy terms, $60 per acre. 
100 acre good farm, Monona County, S40.00 per acre. " * * 

^3,240 acre good farm, Monona Connty, $42J50 per acre. 
" Other farniv iu Monona Conntv, 120 acres up at low prices. Al?o sev-

eial farms near Sioux City, 240 np to 720 acres, cheap. 
400 acre improved farm m Kansas, about, 150 miles 

Good farmjn good country. Cheap for sale or trade. 
from Kansas City. 
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£ 
Meats Delivered Promptly to Any Part 

's' 

Fine Fresh 

Of the City, 

floeller Bros. ' /  
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*WE LOOKED UP TO FIND A QUEER 
DOOtiWAY. 

** 

LITTLE OLD MAN IN THE 

wrote with a broad pointed quill pen, 
and I can hardly doubt that we will 
find some impression upon this blotting 
pad. Ah, yetf, surely this is the very 
thing!" 

lie tore oil* a strip of the blotting 
paper and turned toward us the fol
lowing hieroglyphic: .. 

much excited, 
he cried. 

Cyril Overton was 
''Hold it to the glass'' 

"That is unnecessary," suid. Holmes. 
"The paper is thin, and the reverse will 
give the message. Here it is." lie 
turned it over and we read: 

"So that is the tail end of the tele
gram which Oodfrey Staunton dis
patched within a few hours of his dis
appearance. There are at least six 
words of the message which have es
caped us, but what remains—'Stand by 
us for <!od's sake!'—proves that this 
young man saw a formidable dan
ger which approached him, and from 
which some one else could protect 
him. 'Is,' mark yon! Another person 
was involved. "Who should it. be but 
the pale faced, bearded man, who 
seemed himself in so nervous a state? 
\\ hat, then, is the connection between 
Qcdfrpy St f! union and the bearded 
man.' And what is the third source 
from which each of them sought, for 
help against pressing danger? . but* ir-
<iulry has already narrowed do >v;i to 
that." 

"1\ o have only to And to whom that 
telegram is addressed." I suggo:!!ed. 

"Exactly, my dear Watson. Vow re
flection, though profound, had alrefo.ly 
crosse: 1 my mind. But I dare shy. it 
may have come to your ngtico .ihiM ii 
you walk into a postollice find dernajj! 
to see ilie counterfoil of another njar.'s 
message there may be some disinolinr-
tion 011 the part of the oaiejals to nbii-A 
you. There is so' much 'ml t;io« i<i 
tliesK matters. However, I have 1 •> 

friend, was referred to me by Scot-
laud Yard."' 

"AVI10 are you, sir?" 
"I am Cyril Overton." * " 
"Then it is you who sent me a tele

gram. My name is Lord Mount-
James. 1 came round as quickly as 
the Kayswater bus would bring me. 
So you have instructed a detective?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"And are you prepared to meet the 

cost?" 
"I have no doubt, sir, that my friend 

Godfrey, when we find him, will be 
prepared to do that." 

"But if he is never found, eh? An
swer mo that!" 

"In that ease no doubt his family"— 
"Nothing of the sort, sir!" screamed 

the little man. "Don't look to me for 
a penny—uot a penny! You under
stand that, Mr. Detective! I am all the 
family that this young mau has got, 
and 1 tell you that 1 am not respon
sible. If he has any expectations it is 
due to the fact that 1 have never wast
ed money, and I do not propose to be
gin to do so now. As to those papers 
with which you are making so free, I 
may tell you that in case there should 
be anything of any value among them 
you will be held strictly to account for 
what you do with them." 

"Very good, sir," said Sherlock 
Holmes. "May I ask in the meanwhile 
whether you have yourself any theory 
to account for this young man's disap-

I pearanee?" 
i "No, sir, I have not. He is big 
1 enough and old enough to look after 

himself, and if he is so foolish as to 
. lose himself I entirely refuse to accept 
; the responsibility of hunting for him." 
| "I quite -understand your positiou," 
j said lloimcs, with a mischievous twin-
| klo in his eyes. "Perhaps you don't 
| unite understand mine. Godfrey Staun-
| ton appears to have been a poor man. 

I If lie has 'oeen kidnaped it could not 
i have been for anything which he liiin-

oolf possesses. The fame of your 
wealth has gone abroad. Lord Mount-
James, and it is certainly possible that 
a gang of thieves have secured your 
liephew in order to gain from him some 
information as to your house, your 
i.abits and your treasure." 

The face of our unpleasant little vis
itor turned as white as his necktie. 

"Heavens, sir, what an Idea! I never 
thought of such villainy! What Inliu-
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Dr. B. A; 
. SPECIALIST. 

Chronic and Nervous Diseases, Eye, Ear, 
Heart, Lung and Stomach Troubles, will * 

be in his office in the Merchant 
Hotel, ' 

" (Formerly Fargo House,) 

DENISON, ONE DAY, TUES., NOV. 7th 
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FOR MEN 
1 can cure you of any clironic disease thai 

you may have. Perhaps you do not realize 
how much your happiness depends upon 
the state of your health..If you ar? sutt'eiiui; 
from any of the diseasrs, which ruin the lives 
of so many men, unfitting them for baslnes 
call tojsee mo. I can euro you. - -• 

If, after investigation, (which costs you 
nothing,) 1 find that ; cannot cure you, 1 will 
tell you so frankly, thus avoiding any ex
pense to you but 

IP I UNDERTAKE YOUlt CASK I WILL, 
CUKE YOU. 

If you are suffering from nervous debility 
I want to tall; to you. I can cure this trou
ble and, by so doing restore you to health and 
vigor. 

Remember that the longer a case is let 
run the harder It is for me to cure and the 
more it will cost you. 

Seo me 011 my next visit snd iut me start 
you on the road to health. 
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Guarantee 
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FOR WOMEN. 
I can successfully treat you for any weak 

ness that you may be afflicted with. Lack 

of perfect'health means the loss of nearly 

every thing thata woman holds dear la life 

and If you are not/perfectly well call to se' 

Consultatloij costs you nothing and is al
ways confidential. Many chronic diseases 
if taken in timo aro easily cured by the 
skilled specialist and the cost is so trifling 
compared with the suffering endured by 
their ner'iect. that it Is infinitely cheaper to 
bo mad--, well again. 

If women realize how much their menta 
balance depended upon their bodily vigor 
the { would not hesitate to be cured, Do not 
d«;lay coming to see me but do so at once 
and you will never regret It. 

t have been Instrumental In rostorlng hap
piness to hundreds of unhappy homes and 
have great faith iu my ability to successfull 
truatall diseases peculiar to women. 

Piles and All Rectal Diseases Cored or No Pay. 
'-ADDRESS 

DR. B. A. STOCKDALE, 
Citizen's Bank Btfildfag, Des Moines, Iowa 
tf^'See me in 111 y Des Moines office any weekday except Tuesday and Wednesday 
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