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Shetlock Holmes StOt'Y {here may be work for me to do. So “The ui;.:l-nt porter saw nothing, I sup- :?:"I‘:’fottll“‘fm‘l\'llﬂl aa :it-t-l(:t(l‘Pllt.lac";[ :{ud .%W%e&ﬁ?}..%%%%#“?&%—‘ !
Tl\ \ Ad i t .|. now, my good sir, I beg you'ts sit down ! posas” | ; inesse the end may be attained. Mean- #
€ veniure o

the Missing Three-
Quarter

No. 11 of the Series

(Copyright, 1904, by A. Conan Doyle and Collier's
Weekly.)

(Copyrighe, 1905, by McClure, Phillips & Co.)

AE were fairly accustomed
to rececive weird tele-
grams at Baker street,
but 1 have a parvticular
recollection of one which
reached us on 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 amd
ran thus:

Please awalit me. Terrible misfortine.
Right wing three-quarter missing, indis-
pensable tomorrow. OVIERTON.

“Strand postmark and dispatched
10:36,” said Holmes, reading it over
and over. “Mr., Overton was evidently
considerably excited when he sent it
and somewhat incolierent in conse-
quence. Well, well, he will Le here,
dare say, by the time I have looked
through the Times, and then we shall
Know all about it. Even the most Incie
nificant problem would be weicome in
these stagnant days.”

Things had indeed been very slow
with us, and I had learned to dread
such periods of inaction, for I knew
by experienee that my companion’s
brain was so abnormally active that it
was dangerous to leave it without ma-
terial upon-which to work. For yenrs
I had gradually weaned bLim (rom
that drug mania which had threatenad
once to checic his remarkable career.
Now I knew that under ordinury cou-
ditiong he no longer craved for this
artificial stmulus, but I was well
aware thar the fiend was not dead,
but slveping, and I have known that
the sleep was a light one and the wil
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 My, Overion,
whoever he might be, since he had
came with his enigmatic message to
break that dangerous calm which
brought more peril to my friend than
all the storms of his tempestuous life.

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

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes?”

My companion bowed.

“I've been down to Scotland Yard,
Mr. Holmes, 1 saw Inspector Stauley
Hopkins. e advised me to come to
you. He said the case, so fur as he
could see, was more in your line than

“1n that 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 whoie 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 no one to touch
him, and, then, he's got the head and
can hold us all together. What am I
te do? That's what 1 ask you, M.
Holmes. I'here'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. [Ile's a fine place kick, it's
true, but then he has no judgment, and
he can't sprint for nuts. Wby, Mor-
ton or Johnson, the Oxford fiers,
could romp round him. Stevenson is
fast enough, but be 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
surprise to this long speech, which
was poured forth with extraordinary
vigor and earnestness, every point be-
ing driven home by the slapping of a
brawny hand upon the speaker’s knece.
‘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 informatlon.

“There is Arthur H. Staunton, the
rising young forger,” said he, *“and
there was Henry Staunton, whom I
helped to hang, but Godfrey Staunton

15 & 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?”

Holmes 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 a
soul in England who didn’t know God-
frey Staunton, the c¢rack three-quarter,
Cambridge, Blackheath and five in-
ternationals. 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. Ovérton—a sweeter and health-
fer one. My ramifications stretch out
into many sections of society, but never,
1 am happy to say, Into amateur sport,
which is tha hest and soundest thing in
Bogland. Howeyer, your unexpecied
visit this morning shows me that even
in that world of fresh air and fuir play
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and tell me, slowly and quietly, exactly
what it is that has ocenrred and how
yeu desive that I should help you."

Young Overtou’'s fice assumed the
bothered look of & man who is more
accustomed to using his museles than
fig wits, hut by degrees, with mauy
repetitions and obsceuities which 1
may omit from his narrative, he Jaid.
his strange story before us,

“It's this way, Mre. Holmes. As I
have said, T am the sKipper of the ugz-
gor team of Cambridge varsity, and
Godfrey Staunton is my best man. To-
morrow we play Oxford. Yesterday we
all eame up, amd ave settled at Bemn-
ley's private hotel. At 10 o'clock [ went
round and saw that all the fellows had
gone to roost, for 1 believe in strict
training and plenty of sleep (o keep a
team fit. I had a word or two with
Godfrey before he turned in. Ide seom-
ed to me to be pale and bothered., I
asiked him what was the matier. Tle
said he was all right-—just a touch of
headache. I bade him good night and
left him. ITalf an hour later, the por- |
tor tells me. a rough looking*man with
a beard called with a note for Godfrey.
ITe had not gone to bed, and the note
was taken to his room. Godfrey read
It and fell back in a chair as if he had
been pole axed. The porter was so
scared that he was moing to feteh me,
hut Godfrey stopped him, had a drink
of water and palled himself fogzether.
Then e went downstairs, said o 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 divection of the
Strand. -This morning Godfrey's ronm
was empty, his bed had never h(-v-ni
slept in, and his things were all just as |
I had seen them the night before. Ie
had gone off at a moment’s notice with
this stranger, and no word has come
from him since. I don’t believe he wiil
ever come back, Ile was o sportsman,
was Godirey, down to his marrow, and
he wouldh't have stopped his training
and let in his sKinper if it woere not for
some cause that was too sirong for
him. No; I feel as if he were gone for.

good, and we should never see him
again.'”
Sherloek ITolmes listened with the

decpest attention to this singular nar-
rative.

“What did yon do?" he asked.

“I wired to Cambridge to learn if
anything had been hearvd of him there
I have had an aunswer. No one has
seen him."

“C‘ould he
bridge?”

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

“But, so far as you can ascertain, he
did not take it?"”

“No; he has not been seen.”

“IWhat did you do next?"

“I wired to Lord Mount-James.”

“Why to Lord Mouunt-James?"

“Godfrey is an orphan, and Lord
Mount-James is his nearvest relative—
his uncle, I helieve.”

“Indeed. This throws new light upon
the matter. lLord Mount-Jammnes is one
of the richest men in England,”

“So I've heard Godfrey say."

“And your friend was closely re-
lated ™"

*“Yes; be was his heir, and the old
boy is nearly eighty—cram full of gout
too. They say he could chalk his bil-
liard cue wirth his knuekles. He never
allowed Godfrey a shilling in his life,
for he is an absolute miser, but it will
all come to him right enough.”

“Have you heard from Lord Mount-
James?"”

N0

“WNWhat

have got back tuo Cam-

motiive could your friend have
in going to N.ord Mount-James?”

“Well, something was worrying him
the night before, and if it was to do
with money it is possible that he would
mike for his nearvest relative, who had I
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
feilow 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,"” |

“No, sfr.  One theater party eame in
late; no one else.”
“Were you on duty all day yestoer-

day ¥’
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“Did you take uny messages to My
"

Staunton’

“Yes, sir: one telegram.”

“Al. that's interesting,  What o'clock
wias this?”

*About 6"

“Whoere was My, Staunton when
received its”

“Treve in his voowm.”

SYWere you present when lie openeid

lie
il

. T waited to see if there was

“Well, was there?”

“Y s, sirg he wrote an answer."”
“Did you take it?”

“No: hie took it himself."”

“Put he wrote it in your presence?”

“Yes, sir. I was standing by tie
door and he with his back turned at
that table. When he bad written it
ho said, “All right, porier, I wiil take
this myseli’"”

syihat did he write it with?
“A pen, sir”

while, I should like in your presence,

Mir. Overton, to go through these pa-

“Was the telegraphic form one of
these on the table?”

“Yeg, sir; it was the top one.'”

Holmos rose. Taking the fomns, he

carofully examined that which was

upperiost.

“1t is a pity he did not write in pen- |

cil.” said he, throwing  (hem down
again, with a shrug of disappoiutment,
“As you have no doubt frequently ob-
sorved, Watson, the impression usuaily
through—a fact which has dis-
soived many a happy marviage,  How-
ever, T can find no trace here. 1 re-
joice, however, to perceive that he

rOe
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| spite of his shabhy and oven

{ ippearance
carried them over to the window and | u 2

pers which bave been left upon the ta-
ble.”

There were a number of letters, bills
aund notebaoks, which Holmes turned
over and examined with quick, nerv-
ous fingers awl darting, penctrating
eyes, “Nothing here” he said at last.
“By the way, 1 suppose your friend
wis. 4 healthy young fellow—nothing
amiss with bim?¥"

ssSound as a bell.”

“tlave you ever known him il1?%

“Not a day. He has becen Iaid up
with a hack, and once he slipped his
kueecap, but that was nothing.™

“Vorhaps he was not so strong as
vou suppose. 1 should think he may
have had some secret trouble. With
your assent, I will put oune or two of
these papers in my pocket, in case
they should bear upon our future in-
quiry.” 2

“One moment—one moment!™ eried u
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
absurd
his voice had a sharp
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?

o

erackle

i he asked.

“I am a private detectite, and I am
endeavoring to explain his disappear-
ance,”

**Oh, you are, are you?
instructed you, eh?”

“Phis  geatleman,

And who

Mr. Staunton’s
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LITTLE OLD MAN IN THE

wrote with a broud pointed quill pen, | friend, was referred to me by Scot-
and I can hardly doubt that we will | land Yard.”
find some impression npon this biotting |

!
|

pad.  Ahl, yes, surely this is the very
thing!”

lie tore ou a strip of the blotting |
paper and turned toward us the fol-|

lowing hierogiyphic:

'«u’:% %3 "R &;ﬁ‘&
\ﬁ.\h& \ﬂ&«:‘t

Cyril Overton  was much  excited.
“ITold it to the glass!” he eriad.

“That is vnnecessary,” said Holmes.
“The paper is thin, and the reverse wiil

suaid he. i}l’i\(‘ the message, Herve it is.” 11e
“Well, well, I have a clear day, and | turned It over and we read:
I shall be happy to look into the mat-
ter,” said Holmes. *“1 should strongly | gﬁ
recommend jou to make your prepara- ! “é e (o
tions for your match without reference /"7
X 0

to this young gentieman. It must, as l ol s/ ,dm
you say, have been an overpowering
necessity which tore him away in such 7

& : “S lhat is the {all en A i hal folo.
a fashion, and the same necessity is| 'o ‘"4“. 3 “" fall ”“‘l of the tel
likely to hold him away. gram  which  Godfrey Staunton  dis

Let us step
round together to the hotel and see if
the porter can throw any fresh light
upon the matter.”

Sherlock Holimes was a past master
in the art of putting a humble witness
at his ense, and very soon, in the pri-
viaey of Godfroy Staunion's abandoned |
room, he had extracted all that the po
ter had to tell. The visitor of the nizit |
before was not a gentleman, neither
was he a workingman. He was simply
whatt the porter described as a “medi-
um lookinz chap,” a man of €y,
Peard grizzled, pale face. quictly dress-
ed. lie seemed himself to be agitated,
The porter had observed his hand
trembling when he had held out the !
note. Codfrey 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, Tt was just half-past 10
by the hall clock.

“Let me see,” sald Holmes, seating
himself on Staunton’s bed. “You are
the day porter, are you not?"

“Yes, sir. T go off duty at 11.”

| which

(quiry has already nario

patched within a few hours of his dis
appearance.  There are at least
words of the mes

SIX

caped us, but what remains—'Stand by
us for God's sake!lproves thai ‘h..v:
youngz man a  formidable dan-
gor which approached him, and from
souie one else could
him, ‘Us,’ mark you! Another persoi
wus involved, Who should it be
the pale faced, beavded man, who
secmed himself in so nervous o stute?
What, thon, is the connection hetween
Gaodfrey Staunton  and the b i
mun?  And what is the thisd
from which each of thom !

oveht rfor
Delp against prossing o our i
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waill down

that,
“Wao have only to find to whorm that
telegram is addressed.” I suzo 3
“Exactly, miy dear Watson, Yo
flection, though profound, had alren )y
crossed my But I daro say it

may have come to vour noth

mind.

you wilk into a postofiice and
to see the counterfoil of anotlior
message there may be so
tion on the prrt of the officia!
you. 'There is so
these muatters.

s
nieh fred rgn
ITowever, 1

lurve '

l

*\Who are you, sir?”

“I am Cyril Overton.”

“Ihen it is you who sent me a tele-
gram. My name is Lord Mount-
James. 1 came round as quickly as
the Bayswater 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 bhim, will be
prepared to do that.”

“But if he Is never found, eh?
swer me that!”

“In that case no doubt his family”—

*“Nothing of the sort, sir!” screamed
the little man.  *“Don’t look to me for
a4 penny—not a penny! You under-
stand that, Mr. Detective! I am all the
family that this young man has got,
and -1 tell you that I am not respon-
sible, If he has any expectations it is
due to the fact that I have never wast-
o money, and I do not propose to be-
in to do so now. As to those papers
with which you are making so free, I
may tell you that in case there should

An-

{ be anything of any value among them

saze which have es- |

vou will be held strictly to account for
what you do with them,"

“YVery good, sir,”” said Sherlock
ITohimes. *“May I ask in the meanwhile
whether you have yourself any theory
to account for this young man's disap-
pearance?"”

*No, sir, I have not. He is big
cunougsh and old enough to look after
himsell, and if he is so foolish as to
loze himself I entirely refuse to accept
the responsibility of hunting for him.”

“I quite ainderstand your position,”
cald Holmes, with a mischievous twin-
in his eyes. *“Perhaps you don't
quite understand mine. Godfrey Staun-
ton appears to have been a poor man,

1f he has been Kidnaped it could not
have Leen for anything which he him-
elff possesges.  The fame of your

woealth has gone abroad, Lord Mount-
James, and it is certainly possible that
4 wine ol thieves have secured your
nevhew in order to gain from him some
ination to your house, your
1 your treasure.”
¢ face of our unpleasant little vis-
tor turned as white as his necktle.
‘Jleavens, slr, what an ldea! T never
thought of such villainy! What inhu-
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BAGGAGE TO AND FROM

i

Bus, Cab and Transfer Line: =

J. MELTON, Prop.

f} CALLS MADE TO ANY PART OF THE CITY
THE DEPOTS
Prompt Attention to Transfer Business
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Call ‘Bus Barn’
Either phone
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HILL

Monument Maker}

that amounts to
Sometl.ing.

Let us imake
Istimates on
anything you
i may desire.
o
iThe best of
workmanihip,
. i
A Guarantee ©

Artistic Designs

in Granite and Marble.

R LEHIELE

Denison, lowa

water, $70 per acre.
110 acres 23 miles from Deloit.
S65 per acre.

from Defiance. $65 per acre.

very easy terins, $60 per acre.

Good farm in good country.

Domans

2.14 acres, good farm, 4 miles from Denison, only $50 per acre.
65 acres, good farm, good improvements and orchard.

124 acres, 4% miles from Dow City.

160 acre good farm, Monona County, $10.00 per acre.
240 acre good farm, Monona Counnty, $42.50 per acre.
Other farms in Monona Connty, 120 acres up at low prices. Also sev-
eral farms near Sioux City, 240 up to 720 acres, cheap.
400 acre improved farm in Kansas, about 150 miles from Kansas City.
Cheap for sale or trade.

Bros., |

A Few Farms For Sale at Bargains

280 acres 14 miles from Denison.

Good improvements, fine land and

Elegant improvements, fine land,

Six miles

Good farm, good improvements,

EENISON,
O WA
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?‘; Fine Fresh Meats Delivered Promptly to Any Part }
3 Of the City, | /r
; [Moeller Bros., E
:1: Call Them Up On Either Phone, Denison, ,’ilowa.
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be in his office
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Consultation

and advice

FREE
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FOR MEN

1 can cure you of uny chronic disease that
you may have. Perbaps you do not realize
how much your happiness depends upon
the state of your health..1f you ars sulleriug
from any of the diseasrs, which ruin the lives
of 50 many men, unfitting them for basines
call tolsee me, Iciancure you.

1f, after investigation, (which costs you
nothing,) 1 find that 1 cannot curve you, 1 will
tell you so frankly, thus avolding any ex-
pense to yon but

IF I UNDERTAKE YOUR CASE I WILL
CURE YOU.

iIf you are suffering from nervous debllity
I wunt to talk to you. Icancure 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,

See me on my next visit snd let me start
you on the road to health,

Citizen’s Bank Building,

Chronic and Nervous rDiseases, Eye, Ear,
Heart, Lung and Stomach Troubles, will

in the Merchant

Hotel,

(Formerly Fargo House,)

DENISON, ONE DAY, TUES., NOV. Tth |

FromS a, m. to 6 p.m,
and retura every four weeks,

NGt s
I
Guarantee

Cures

o X

FOR WOMEN.

I can successfully treat you for any weak
ness that you may be amicted with., Lack
of perfect healthmeans the loss of nearly
every thing thata woman holds dear o life

and if you are rovperfectly well call to se %
me.

Consultatioy costs you nothing and is al=
ways confidential.  Many chronic discases
If taken in time are easily cured by the
skilled specialist and the cost is so trifilng
compared with the suffering endured by
their nesiect, that it s Infinitely cheaper to
be made well again,

If women realize how much their menta
baluree depended upon their bodily vigor
they wounld ot hesitate to be cured, Do not
delay coming to see me but do so at once
ond you will never regret i,

[ have been Instruicental in restoring hap=
piness to hundreds of unhappy homes and
have great faith in my abillty to successfull
treat all diseases peculinr to women.,

Piles and All Rectal Diseases Cured or No Pay.
— L ADDRESS——

DR. B. A. STOCKDALE,

Des Moines, Iowa

K57 See me in my DesMoines officeany week day except Tunesday and Wednesday

e cmr

Dr. B. A. Stockdal

SPECIALIST.

\
\

,

P B RSN,

Jr;4i’"$é-‘—

SIS




