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XL ™~

E WERH fairly accustomed to receive welrd

) telegrnms at Baker street, but 1 have a par
ticular recollection of one which resiched us
on a gloomy I"ebruary worning, some seven
or elght years ago, and gave Mr, Sherlock
Holmes a puzzled quarter of an hour. It
was addressed o him, and ran thus;

Pleasa nwalt me, Terrible misfortuna
Right wing three-quarter missing, indis-
pensable tomorrow, OVERTON

“Strand postmark and dispatehed ten-thirty-
six," sald Holmes, reading it over and over,
“AMr. Overton wus evidently cousiderably ex-
cited when he sent it, and somewhat inco-
herent In consequence. Well, well, he will be
here, 1 daresay, by the time I have looked
through the Mimes, and then we shall know
all about 1. Even the most insignificant prob-
=S lem would be welcome In theso stagnant days."

Things lLad Indeed been very slow with us,
aiRd T had learned to dread such periods of inaction, for I knew by
experience that my companlon's braln was so abnormally active that
it was dangerous to leave it without materlal upon which to work.
For years I had gradually weanod him from that drug mania which
had threatened once to check his remarkable carcer. Now I knew
that under ordinary conditons he no longer cruved for this artificlal
stimulus, but T was well aware that the flend was not dead, but sleep-
Ing nnd I have known that the sleep was a light one and the waking
neir when in perlods of idleness I have seen the drawn look upon
Holmes' ascetio face and the broodlng of his deep-set and inscrutable
oeyes. Therefore I blessed this Mr, Overton, whoever ho might be,
glnce he had come with his
enlgmiatic message to break
thut dangerous calm which
brought more peril to my
friend than l the storms of
hls tempestuous life,

Asi wo hnd expected, the
telegram was soon followed
by Its sender, and the card of
Mr. Cyril Overton, Trinity
college, Cambridge, an
nounced the arclval of au
cnormous young wman, six
ten stone of solid bone wmid

msele, who spanned the
doorway with his  broad
sbhoulders and logked from

ang of us to tho other with a
comely face, which wis hag
gard with anxiety,
“Mr, Bherlock Holwes ™
My companien bowed.

“I've been down to Scotland
Yard, Mr. Holmes., 1 saw In-
spector Stanley Hopkins, He
advised we to come fo you.
Heo pald tho case, so far as
he could sece, was more in
your line than In that of the
megular police.”

“Pray slt down and tell
me what is the matter,”

“It's awful, Mr. Holmes—

slmply awrfull Godfrey
‘1 Btaunton—you've heard of
him, of course? He's simply
\ , the hlnge that the whole
N ‘team turns on.  I'd rather .
B spare two from the pack and N—

have Godfrey for my three.
quarter line.  Whether s
passing or tackling, or drib
bling, thete's no one to touch
him, and then, he's got the
Lhead, and ean hold us all to-
gether. What am 1 to do?
That's what I ask you, Mrn
Holmes, There's Moore-
house, frst reserve, but he s tralned as a half, and he always edges
right in onto the serum Instead of keeping out on the touchline, He's
4 flne place kick, it's true, but then he has no judgment, and he can't
sprint for nuts. Why, Morton or Johuson, the Oxford fllers. 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 elther punt or drop
lsn't worth a place for pace alone. No, Mr. Holmes, we ave done un-
less you can help me find Godfrey Staunton."

My friend had listened with amused surprise to this long speech,
which was poured forth with extruordlpary vigor and vl rnestness,
every polut being driven home by the slapping of a brawny hund upon
the gpeaker’s knee. When our visltor was sllent Holmes stretched out
his hand and took down letter “S" of his commonplace bool. Iter
once he dug in valn into that mine of varied fnformation.

*“There {8 Arthur H. Staunton, the rising young forger,” sald he,
“and there was Heory Staunton, whow I belped to hang, but Godfrey
Staunton is a new name to me,”

“It was our visitor's turn to look surprised

“Why, Mr. Holmes, I thought you knew things,” said he. “I suppose,
then, if you bave never bheard of Godfrey Stauunton, you don't know
Cyrll Overton, either?"

Holmes sbook his head good humoredly.

“Great Beotl” cried the athlete. “Why, 1 was first reserve for Eng-
land agalnst 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
_kvow Godfrey Staunton, the crack three-quarter, Cambridge, Black-

beath and five internationals Good Lord, Mr, Holmes, where have

! you UBved?

. Holmes laughed at the young glaot's nalve astonlshment,

‘ “You lve in a different world from me, Mr, Overton—a sweeter and
hsalthier one, My ramifications stretch out Into many sections of so-
cloty, but never, I am happy to say, into amateur sport, which is the
best and soundest thing in England. However, your unexpected visit
this morning shows me that even in that world of fresh alr and fair
play there may be work for we to do. Bo now, my good sir, I beg you
to sit down and tell me, slowly and quietly, exactly what it Is that
oocurred, and bow you desire that 1 should help you."

Young Overton's face assumed the Lothered look of the man who i8
wore accustomed to using his muscles thun his wits, but Ly degrees,
with many repetitions and obscurities which I may omit from bis nue-
riutdve, he lald his strange story befors us.

“It's this way, Mr. Holmes. As I have sald, I ww the skipper of
the Rugger team of Cambridge ‘varsity and Godlrey Staunton is wy
best man. Tomorrow we play Oxford. Yesterday we all came up,
aud we sottled at Beotley's private hetel. At 10 o'clock I went around
und saw that all the fellows had gone to roost, for 1 belleve o strict
truinlng and plenty of sleep to Keep a team ft. I had & word or two
with Godfrey befuore he turned jo. He secmed to we o be pule and
bothered. 1 apked him what was the matter. He sadd be was all
right—just a touch pf headache, 1 bade him good oight and left Lim
Half an hour later the porters tells me that a gough looking man with

% ... " beard culled with n note for Godfrey, He had not gune to bed, wnd

the note was taken to his room. Godfrey read it and fell back in a

chulr as If he had been pole-axed. The porter was so scared that he

was going to feteh me, but Godfrey stopped him, had a drink of water

and pulled blwsclf together. Then Le went dowonstairs, sald o few

wards 1o the mau who was walting Io the hall, and the two of them

‘ ,  wout out together. The lust that the porter saw of them they were
whinost runoing down the street in the direction of the Nirand., This

worning Godfrey's room wus empty, his bad had never been elept o,

B und his things were all jost as 1 bad seen them the night before. e

" hid goue off st 4 wetelt's notice with this strauger, aud no word hias
vome from blm sivee 1 don't belleve be will ever come back. He

Wis & sportsmnn, was Godirey, down to his marrow, and he wounldo't

bave stopped his trmlplng and let o his skipper if it were not for .

.
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some cause that was too strong for him. No, 1 feal as if he were
gone for good and we should never seo him again.”

Bherlock Holmes lstened with the deepost attention to this singular
narrative.

“What did you do?" he asked.

“1 wired to Cambridge to learn if anything had been heard of Lilm
there, I have had an answer. No one has seen him."

“Could he have got back to Cambridge ™

“Yos, there s a late train—I11:15"

“But, so far as you can ascertain, he did not take 117"

“No, he hasg not been seen.”

“What did you do next?'

T wired to Lord Mount-James."

“Why to Lord Mount-James?"

“Godfrey 18 an orphan and Lord JYount-Jumes 18 bhis pearest reln-
tive—hls uncle, 1 belleve”

“Indeed. This throws pew ‘light upon the wmatier
James is onoof the richest wen in Eogland.™

“So I've heard Godfrey say.”

“And your friend was closely related?”

“Yes, he wis his helr, and the old boy 1s vearly S0—cram full of
gout, too, They sy he could chalk Lis billlard cue with his knuckles,
He never allowed Godfrey a shilling in his lifs, for he |8 an absolufe
miser, but it will all come to him right enough.”

“Have you heard from Lord Mount-Jamea?'

“Nn-"

“What motive could your friend
James?"

“Well, something was worrying him the nlght before, and Iif it was
to do with money it I8 possible that he would make for his nearest
relative, who had so much of it, though from all I have heard he
would not have much ¢hance of getting it. Godfrey wus uot fond of
the old man. He would not go If he could help 1"
1f your friend was golng to hls

relative, Lord Mount-Jumes,
sou would bave then to ex-
plain the visit of this rough
looking fellow at so late an
bour and the agitation that
was caused by bis coming.”

Cyril Overton pressed his
hands to his head. * 1 ¢an
make nothing out of i, sald
Lo,

“Well, well, 1 have n clear
doy, and I should be happy
to look Into the watter,” sald
Holmes., “I should strongly
recommend you to make your
preparations for your mateh
without refercoce W this
young gentloman, [t must, a4
fou say, bave been an over.
powering necessity  which
tore hilm away 1w such a
fashion, and the sawc neces-
sity s likely to bold him
awny, Let us step rouund to
gether to the hotel and see if
the porter can throw any
fresh light upon the wmatter,

Sherlock Holmes was u
past muster in the art of pat-
tog 4 humble witness at his
oase, aod very soon, In the
privacy of Godirey ~ Siiiin-
ton's abandoned mom, he had
extractod all that the porter
had w tell.  The visitor of
the night before was not a
gentleman, neither was he u
workingman, He was simply
what the ported deseribed us
a “medivm looking chap,” u
mun of 50, beard grizaled,
pale face, quietly dressed.
e scemed himself to be agl-

Lord Mount-

bave in going tw Lord Mouul

“Well, we can sovon determine that

tated.  The porter bad ob-
serveed his  hand  tremhbling
when he had held out the

note, Gadfrey Staunton had
crammed the note into his

pocket. Staunton had not shaken hsuds with the men In the hall
They had exchanged a few sentences of which the porter had only
distinguished the one word, “time.” Then they bhad hurried off (o the
wanoer deseribed. 1t was just half-past 10 by the hall elock,

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

“Yes, slr; 1 go off duty at 11.”

“The night porter saw nothing, 1 suppose?’

“No, sir; one theater party came in Inte,

“Were you on duty all doy yesterday?”

“Yes, sir."

“Did you take any messages to Mr. Staunton?

“Yes, sir; one telegram.™

“Ah! that's Interesting.

“About 6."

“Where was Mr. Staunton when Le recelved %

“Here o hls room.”

“Were you present when he opened 17"

“Yes, sir; I walted to seo if there was an snswer."

“Well, was there?'

“Yes, glr; he wrote an answer.™

“Did you take it

“No, he took it himself."

“But ke wrote it in your presence i

“Yes, sir, 1 was standing by the door and he with his back tarned

at that table. When he had written it, he sald: ‘All right, porter, 1
will take this myself," "

“What did be write it with?"

“A pen, gir"

“Was the telegruphlc form one of these on the tabla?”

“Yes, sir; it was the top one.”

Holmes rose. Taking the forus, he carried them over to the window
and carefully examined that which was uppermost.

“It s & pity he did uwot write in pencil” said he, throwing them
down again, with a shrug of disappointment. “As you have no doubt
frequently observed, Watson, the Uupression usually goes hrough—
a fact which has dissolved wany 4 bappy warriage. However, 1 can
find uo trace here, I rejolee, however, to perceive thst e wrote with
& broad-pointed pen, snd I bardly doubt that we will tind some ln-
pression upon this blotting pad. Ab, yes: surely thig {s the very
thing!"

He tore a strip of the blotting puper and turned towsard ue a ueer
looking conglomeration) of characters that looked ke nothing so wuch
us an lwiwtion of noelent Egyptian bieroglyplies,

Cyrll Overton was much excited. “Hold it to the glass!”

“That 18 unnpecessary,” sald Holwes, “The paper Is

“You

No one elge.”

What o'clock was that?

he oried:

thiu, and the

revarse will give the moessage.
read:

Here It 18" He

turned It over and

'S80 that i& the tail-end of the telegram which Godfrey Staunton dis-
patched within o few bhours of his disappearance, Theto are at least
slx words of the wessage wiilch bhave vecnped us, but what remains
‘Stund by us for God's sake?—proves that this young man saw o for
midable danger which approached him and from which someone elso
coulll protect him. ‘Us, mark you! Aunother person was fnvolved.
Who should it be but the pale-faced, bearded man, who secmed hiw-
2l In so nervous a state? What, then, Is the connection between
Godfrey Btaunton and the bearded many And what is the third souree
from which each of them sought for help against pressing danger?
Qur inguiry bas already narrowed down to that”

“Wea have only to find to whom that telegram Is addressed,” 1 sng-
gested.

“Exactly, my dear Watson, Your retleclion, though profound, had
already crossed my mind. Buat 1 dare say it may have come to your
uotice that If you walk uto a postoffice and demand to soe the counter-
foll of another man's wessage there may be some disinelination on the
part of the ofticials wo oblige you. There Is so much red wpe in these
witters. However, I have no doubt that with a lttle deliency and
flnesse the end way be obtalped, Meanwhile, 1 should like in’your
presence, Mr. Overton, to go through these papers which have been
left upou the table”

There were g number of lettars, bills and notebooks, which Holmes
turned over aud examined with quick, nervous fingers and darting,
penetrating eyes, “Nothing here,” ho sald, at last. “By the way, 1
suppose your friend was @ healthy young fellow—nothing amiss with
bl 7"

“SBound as a bell"

“Have you ever known him iI17

“Not a day. He has been laid up with & huck, snd onee he slipped
his Kneecap, but that was nothing.”

“Perhiaps be wuas pot so strong us you suppose. 1 should think he
may have had some secret trouble. With your assent, 1 will put one
ur two of these papers in my pocket, in case they should bear upon our
future inguiry.”

“One moment—one moment!” cried o querulous volce, aud wo looked
up 1o tind & gueer little old man, jerking and twitching in the doon-
way, He was dreessed in rusty bluck, with a very broad-brimmed top-
hat and a loose white necktie—the whole offect being that of a very
rustic parson of of an undertaker's mute. Yet, in spite of his shabby
and even absurd appearnnce, his voice had o sharp crackle, und his
manner & quick intensity which communded attention,

“Who are you, sir, and by what right do you touch this gentleman's
papers ™ he asked.

“I am & private detective apd T ow endeavoring (o explain his dis-
appesrance.’”

“Oh, you are, wr'e yon? And who fnstructed you, eh 7'

“This gentlemun, Mr. Staunton's friend, was referred 1o wme by
Seotland Yard"

“Who are you, sir?”

“I am Oyril Overton”
Ao Nhat 4 48 you who meut
we i telegram. My name s
Lord Mount-James. 1 caume
ronnd as quickly as tho
Bayswater 'bus would bring
me. So you have instructed
a detective?"

“Yes, sir”

“And you are prepared to
meet the cost?”

“1 have no doubt, sir, that
my friend Godfrey, when we
find him, will be prepared to
do that.”

“But if be {8 never fouund,
eli? Answer me thatl”

“In that case, uo doubt his
fumily—"

“Nothilng of the sort, sirl’
sereamed  the  lttde  wan,
Dou't look to we for g penny
—not u peuny! You under-
stand that, Mr, Detectivel 1
am anll the family that this
young man has got, and 1 tell
you that I am not yesponsl-
ble. If be has any expecta-
tlons it 18 due to the fact that
I have never wasted money,
and I do not propose to begin
to do ko now. As to those
papers with which you ure
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 1 ask,
in the meanwhile, whether
you have yourself any theory
to account for this young
man's disappearance 7

“No, sir, I have not. He i
big enough and old enough
to look after himself, and I
entirely refuse to accept the
respousibility of hunting for
b

“1 guite understand your
position,” sald Holmes, with a mischievous twinkle In his eyes. “Ter
haps you don't quite understand wine. Godfrey Btaunton appears to
Lhave been a poor mwan. If he has been kidonaped it could not have
been for anything which he himself possessed. The fawe of your
wealth has gone abroad, Lord Mount-James, and it is entirely possible
that n gung of thieves have secured your nephew in order to giln
from him some Information as to your house, your hablis and your
treasure.”

The face of our unpleasant little wisitors turned as white as his
neckeloth.

THE

“Heavens, sir, whit an ldea! 1 pever though of such villlany! What
iuhiuman rogues there are in the world! But Godfrey is a fiue lud—a
staunch lad. Nothing would ioduce bim to give his old unecle away.
'l bave the pliste moved over to the bank this evening., 1o the wean-
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Missing—fhi'éeéQuarter

tme spare no palns, Mr. Detective!
turned (o bring hiin safely back.
O evVen a tebner giows,

I beg You to leave no stono e
AR 1o money, well, so far ns & fAver,
you vin slways ook to me™

Even In his chastened reme of miond the neble miser conld
give us no Information which could help us, for he knew Hits
of the private Hfe of his nephew, Our only clueg lay in the
wrunecated telegream, aml with of thiz In his bhand
Holines set forth to tind 4 second Honk for hig ehnin,. 'We hnd
ghaken off Lotd Mount-James, and Overton hnd gone to con-
sult with the other members of his tedm over the misfortune
which had befallen thoimn,

There was a telegraph offive at a short distance from the
hotel,  We hoelted ontside §

“It's worth trylng, Waotson," Holmes, “OFf course,
with & warrant we could demand 1o see the connterfoils, but
we have not renched that stage yet, 1 don’t suppoge they remmember
faces in s0 busy a place, Let us venture (u™

“1I nm sorry to trouble youn,” sald he, in his blandest muonner to the
Young woman behiod the grating: “there 15 some small mistaka about
4 telegram 1 sent yesterday, 1T bhave had no angwer and 1 very much
fenr that 1 must have omitted to put my mame at the emd. Could you
tell me If this was so?"

The young woman turned over a sheaf of counterfoils,

“What o'¢lock was (17" she asked

YA little after six.”

“Whom was it 107"

Holmes put bis finger to bis lips and glanced at me. “The best
words in it were ‘for God's sake,” " he whispered, confidentially; *1
aw very anxious at getting no answer,"

I'he young woman separmied one of the forws.

“Phis 18 {t. There 1s no vuame,” said she, smoothing it out upon
the counter

“Phen that,,of course, accounts for my not getting an snswer,” sald
Holines. “Denr me, how vory stupld of me, to be sure! Good morn-
lng, miss, and many thanks for having relieved my mind." 1o
chuckled and rubbod his hands when wo found ourselves in the street
Onee more.

“Well?* 1 asked.

“Wa progress, my dear Watson, we progress, I had seven different
schemes for getting a glimpse of that telegram, but I could hardly
hope to succeed tho first tme."”

“And what have you gnined?"

“A start'ng point for our lnvestigation."
Uross station,” said he.

“We have a journey, then?”

“Yes, 1 think we must run down to Cambridgo together,
dications seem to me to poiut in that direction.”

“Pall me, 1 asked, as we rattled up Gruy's Inn Road, “bave you auy
suspicfon yet as to the cause of the disappearance? 1 don’'t think
thut among all our cases I have known one where the motlves are
more obscure, BSurely you don't really lmagine that he may be kid-
paped in order to give Information aguinst his wenlthy unecle?

“1 confess, my dear Watson, that that does not nppeal to me os
a very probable explanation. It struck me, however, a8 being the one
which was most likely to intercst that very unpleasant old person.”

“1t cortninly did that; but what are your alternatives "'

“I could mentlon several. You must admit that it is curlous and
suggestive that this incident sbould oceur on the eve of ‘his important
mateh, and should involve the ouly man whoss presence seems essei-
tinl to the success of the side. It may, of course, be a coincidence,
but it 1s interesting. Amateur sport is free from betting, but a good
deal of outside betting goes on among the public; and it is poasible
that it might be worth someone’s while to get at & player as the
ruffians of the turf get at a race horse. There is one g¢xplanation. A
gocond very obvious one is
that this young man really Is
the heir of a great property,
however modest his means
may at present be, and it is
not imposaibls that a plot 1o
hold him for ransom might be
cancocted.”

“These theorles take noac
count of the telegram.”

“Quite true, Watson. The
telegram still remains the
only solid thing with which
we have to deal, and we must
not permit our attention to
wander away from it. It is
to gain light upon the pur-
pose of this telogram that we
are NOW upon our way tw
Cambridge. The path of our
{nvestigation Is at presoot
obscure, but I sghall be very
much surprised If before
evening we have not cleared
it up or made a considerable
advance along it

It was already dark when
wa reached the old university
city. Holmes took a cab at
the station and ordered the
man to drive to the house of
Dr, Leslle Armstrong, A few
minutes later we had stopped
at n large mansion in the
busiest thoroughfare. ‘We
were shown in, and after o
long walt wers at last ad-
mitted into the consulting
room, where we found the
doctor seatod behind his
table,

It argues the degree In
which I bhad lost touch with
my professlon that the name
of Laslle Armstrong was un-
known to me. Now I am
aware that he is not only one
of the heads of the medical
#chiool of the university, but
a thinker of Furopean repu-
tation In more than one
branch of sclence, Yot even
without knowing his brilllsnt record one could not full to be fmpressed
by a mere glance at the man, the square, massive face, the brooding
eyes under the thatched brows, and the granite molding of the in-
flexible jaw, A man of deep character, n man with an alert mind,
grim ascetic, self-contaluoed, formidable—so I vesnd Dr. Leslls Arm-
strong. He held my friend's card In his hand and he looked up with
no very plensed expression upon his sour features,

“l have heard your nmne, Mr, Sherlock Holmes, apd [ am aware of
your profession—one of which 1 by no means approve.”

“In that, doctor, you will find yooursell 1o agrecment
criminal In the country,” sald wy friend, quietly

“Ho far as your efforts are directed toward the suppression of erima,
sir, they must huve the soupport of every reasouable wember of the
cotmunity, though 1 capnot doubt that the offielal mue Linesry s nmply
sutlelent for the PuUrpose, Where yvour calling s wmore open Lo eriticism
Is when you pry inte the secrets of private individoals, when yon rake
up famdly watters which are better hiddew, sud when you incidentslly

n Copy

suid

He hoailed w cab, “"King's

All the -

with every

waste the thme of men who are waore busy than yourself At the pres

eut moment, for example, I sbould be writing o treatise nstead of
conversing with you.™

“No odoubt, dovtor: amnd yer the conversgllon iy prove wore o
portant thwn the tredtis Tucidentadly, 1 wuy tell you that we are
dolug twe reverse of what you very justly Dlgone, and that we are #n
deavoring o prevent anytblog Hke public esposare of private muattors
which must pecessarily follow when once the case is falrly In the
luds of the official police. You may look upon me simply as an v

regular ploneer, who goes i front of the pegnlas
I bave come 1o ask you about M
W hat abwout Yl
Nou know him, do you not
He i8 an inthaate friend of mine.
“You are sware thut he hos dissppeared 1™

“Al, indeed! Thero was no chunge of exprossion io the rugged

forirew

of the CONLULrS

Gallfpey Stautiton.™



