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(Continued.)
You. sir. sitting peaceably at home, 

with a good light and an easy con- 
•cience. may think I was a timid fool; 
ret I was afraid—honestly and openly 
afraid The little detective heard the 
n«ws of it in my voice, for he gave me 
a reassuring pat upon the back.

“Have you ever heard of a 'priest’s 
hole?" he whispered. "In the days 
when Meudon Hall was built, no coun­
try house was without its hiding-place. 
Protestants and priests. Royalists and 
Republicans, they all used the secret 
burrow at one time or another.”

"How did he get to?“
“That is what we are here to dis­

cover; and as I have no wish to de­
stroy Mr. Ford's old oak panels I 
think our simplest plan will be to wait 
until he conies back again.”

The shadows leapt upon us as Peace 
extinguished the light he carried. The 
great window alone was luminous with 
the faint starlight that showed the 
tracery of its ancient stonework; for 
the rest, the darkness hedged us 
about in impenetrable barriers. Side 
by side, we stood by the wall In which
ve knew the secret 
«xlst.

It may have been 
more when from the 
where below our feet.

entrance« must

ten minutes or 
distance—some- 
or so it seemed

to me—there came the faint echo of a 
closing door. It was only in such 
cold silence that we could have heard 
it The time ticked on. Suddenly, 
upon the black of the floor, there 
•hone a thin reflection like the slash 
of a sword—a reflection that grew into 
a broad gush of light as the sliding 
panel in the wall, six feet from where 
we stood, rose to the full opening. 
There followed another pause, during 
•which I could see Peace draw himself
together as if tor some 
tlon.

A shadow darkened 
on the floor, and a head 
■oat. The light but half

unusual exer-

the reflection 
came peering 
displayed the

face, but I could see that the teeth 
■were bare and glistening, like those 
of a man in some deadly expectation. 
The next moment he stepped across
the threshold.

With a spring like the rush 
terrier. Addington Peace was 
him. driving him off his balance 
the impact of the blow. One

of a 
upon 
with 
loud

■cream he gave that went echoing 
away into the distant corridors. But, 
before I could reach them, the little 
detective had him down, though he 
still kicked viciously until I lent a 
hand. The click of the handcuffs on 
bls wrists ended the matter.

It was Ford's valet, the man Jack­
■on.

We were not long by ourselves. 1 
heard a quick patter of naked feet 
from behind us, and Harbord, the sec: 
retary, came running up, swinging a 
heavy stick in his hand. Ranson? fol­
lowed close at his heels. They both 
•topped at the edge of the patch of 
light in which we were, staring from 
us to the gaping hole in the walk

“What In thunder are you about?" 
cried the manager.

"Finding a solution to your prob­
lem,” said the little detective, getting 
to his feet. "Perhaps, gentlemen, you 
■will be good enough to follow me.”

He stepped through the opening in 
the wall, and lifted the candle which 
the valet bad placed on the floor 
whilst he was raising the panel from 
within. By its light I could see the 
first steps of a flight which led down 
into darkness.

"We will take Jackson with us,” he 
continued. "Keep an eye on him, Mr. 
Phillips, if you please."

It was a strange procession that we 
made. First Peace, with the candle, 
then Ransom, with the valet follow­
ing, while I and Harbord brought up 
the rear. We descended some thirty 
•teps, formed in the thickness of the 
wall, opened a heavy door, and so 
found ourselves in a narrow chamber, 
some twelve feet long by seven broad. 
Upon a mattress at the further end 
lay a man, gagged and bound. As the 
light fell upon his features Ransom 
sprang forward, shouting his name.

“Silas Ford, by thunder!"
With eager fingers we loosened th« 

gag and cut the ropes that bound his 
wrists. He sat up. turning bls long, 
thin face from one to the other of us 
as he stretched the cramp from 
Hmbs.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” said
VWeil, Ransom, how are things?”

“Bad, sir; but it’s not too late.” 
He nodded his b«ad. passing 

bla

he.

his

hands through hla hair with a quick, 
nervous movement

"You've caught my clever friend, I 
see. Kindly go through bls pockets, 
will you? He has something I must 
ask him to return to me.”

We found It In Jackson's pocket­
book—a cheque, antedated a week, for 
five thousand pounds, with a covering 
letter to the manager of the bank. 
Ford took the bit of stamped paper, 
twisting it to and fro in his aupple 
fingers.

It was smart of you. Jackson," be 
said, addressing the bowed figure be­
fore him. "I give you credit for the 
Idea To hidnap a man just as be was 
bringing off a big deal—well, you 
would have earned the money.”

"But how did you get down here?" 
struck tn the manager.

"He told me that he had discovered 
an old hiding place—a 'priest's hole' 
he ca’led It, and I walked Into th« 
trap as the best man may do some­
times. As we got to the bottom of 
that stairway he slipped a sack over 
my bead, and had me fixed in thirty 
seconds. He fed me himself twice a 
day, standing by to see I didnt holloa. 
When I paid up he was to have twen­
ty-four hours' start; then he would 
let you know where I wu. I held out

WITH A SPRING LIKE THE PUSH Of A TERRIER, 
ADDINGTON PEACE WAS UPON HIM.

r The tr'ck was becoming evident But 
where was Ford? In the house or 
grounds, dead or alive, but where?

"I was able, through my friend the 
bootboy, to examine the boots on th« 
night of our arrival. My measure­
ment« corresponded with thos« that 
Jackson, the valet, wore. Was he 
acting for himself, or was Harbord, 
or even Ransom, in the secret? That 
too, it was necessary to discover be­
fore I showed my hand.

“Your story of Harbord's midnight 
excursion supplied a clue. The sec­
retary had evidently followed some 
man who had disappeared mysterious­
ly. Could there be the entrance to a 
secret chamber In that corridor? That 
would explain the mystification of 
Harbord as well as the disappearance 
of Silas Ford. If so Harbord was not 
Involved.

"If Ford were held a prisoner he

awhile, but I gave in tonight The 
delay was getting too dangerous. 
Have you a cigarette, Harbord? Thank 
you. And who may you be?”

It was to the detective he spoke.
"My name is Peace, Inspector Ad­

dington Peace, from Scotland Yard."
"And I owe my rescue to you?" 
The little man bowed.
“You will have no reason to regret 

it And what did you think had be­
come of me, Inspector?"

"It was the general opinion that 
you had taken to yourself wings, Mr. 
Ford.”

It was as we traveled up to town 
next day that Peace told me his story.
I will set it down as briefly as may 
be.

"1 soon came to the conclusion that 
Ford, whether dead or alive, was in­
side the grounds of Meudon Hall. If 
he had bolted, for setee reason, by-the-

(way. which was perfectly tncompr«. 
henalble. a man of his ability would 
not have left a broad trail across th« 
cantor of hU lawn for all to sm 
Th«r« was, moreover, no trace of him 
that our m«n could ferret out at any 
station within reasonable distance. A 
motor was possible, but there wen no 
marks of Its presence next morning 
In the slush of the roads. That fact 
I learnt from a curious groom who 
had aided In the search, and who, 
with a similar Idea upon him, had 
carefully examined the highway at 
daybreak.

"When I clambered to th« top of 
the wall I found that th« snow upon 
th« coping had been dislodged I 
traced the marks, as you saw, for 
about a doaen yard« Where they end 
ed I. too, dropped to the ground out­
side. There I made a remarkable 
discovery. Upon a little drift of «now 
that lay In the shallow ditch beneath 
were more footprints. But they w«re 
not those of Ford. They were th« 
marks of long and narrow boots, and 
led into the road, where they were 
lost In the track of a flock of abeep 
that had been driven over It th« day 
before.

"I took a careful measurement of 
those footprints. They might, of 
course, belong to some private Inves­
tigator; but they gave me an Idea. 
Could some man have walked across 
the lawn in Ford's boots, changed 
them to his own on the top of th« 

! wall, and so departed? Was It th« 
desire of some one to let It be sup­
posed that Ford had run away?

“When I examined Ford's private 
rooms I was even more fortunate. 
From the bootboy I discovered that 
the master had three pairs of shoot­
ing boots. There were three pairs In 
the stand. Some one had made a 
very serious mistake Instead of hid- 1 
Ing the pair he had used on the lawn. I 
he had returned them to their place, i

must be fed Illa gaoier must of ne- 
ccHalty remain In the bouse But the 
trap 1 set In the suggested journey to 
town was an experiment singularly un­
successful, for nil tlie three men I de­
sired to test refused. However, if I 
were right about the secret chamber 
I could checkmate the blackmailer by 
keeping n watch on him from your 
room, which commanded the line of 
communications But Jackson wm i 
clever enough to leave hie victualling 
to the nighttime. 1 scattered the 
flour to try the result of thnt ancient 
trick. It was succ«Mful. That 1» all. 
Do you follow me?” I

“Yob. but how did Jack-
son come to know the s«cr«t hiding­
place ?"

“He has long been a servant of th« 
house. You bad better ask hla old 
master."
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MADE AN UNEXPECTED HIT
Mark Sheridan, With an Act Not on 

the Bill, Convuleed an English 
Audience.

On* often has amusing experience«, 
the humor of which only strike« on« 
afterward. Such a one occurred to m« 
a number of years ago, at a very small 
hall In the province«, where the «tags 
accommodation w»« so limited and ol 
euch a primitive kind that »omo of ui 
had to use the back of the stage as a 
drossing room, our ablution« after ths 
show being sometimes performed In a 
common or garden bucket placed on ■ 
chair. One night—It was winter, and 
the audience was almoat as chilly as 
the weather—I had finished my turn, 
and stripped to the waist, was "ablut 
Ing" violently in the old tin basin, 
when somebody made a mistake, and 
Instead of lowering the curtain, tha 
back sheet wu pulled up. disclosing 
me to view.

As I had my back In that direction, 
I did not at first realize what had hap­
pened, and hearing shrieks of laugh­
ter, I remarked, through the folds of 
l he towel in which my 
buried:

“My word, somebody's 
hltl”

Getting no reply, I looked 

face

making a

up, to dia­
cover that my erstwhile companions 
had vanished, and that, with dripping 
mane, I was standing in full view of 
the audience!

I wae pressed very much, immadl- 
ately afterward, to enter for the hun­
dred yards in the following year’s the­
atrical sporta, as it was thought that 
I might establish a record.—Mark 
Sheridan, in Strand Magazine.

Mercy Plea.
“I’ve an idea.” 
“Be kind to the stranger,*»

“Who’sÄhead”
The winner is always the 
person who possesses a 
keen appetite, and enjoys 
jierfect digestion—whose 
liver is active and bowels 
regular. The sickly per­
son lacks the stamina and 
strength necessary to 
win. They should try

HOSTETTER’S
STOMACH BITTERS
It tones, strengthens and 
rebuilds the en tire system. 
Begin today. Avoid substitute«.

Out Of Date.
Major Bankstlek (of the fhdinn 

army)—"Tell your scout master that, 
now I'm home, I abail bo pleased to 
help him. If he'd Ilk« It. with field­
work and so on." Horace (of the Boy 
Scout«)—"Thanks, awfully, dad, but— 
er—-are you quite up to date?—drill*« 
altered a lot since you were home 
last."—Punch.

CONSTIPATION
may be either a transient or per­
manent affliction, arising from 
some error in diet or as a result 
of constantly weak digestion.
For temporary and obstinate cases 
the best relief is

Right In a Sense.
The woman who boasts thnt she baa 

the b*Ht of husband« is not wholly to 
be believed although she may have th« 
best of one.

When Your Eyes Need Care
Try Murlnx Xjr" No Hmartlnr—Fm-ts

trairai hi each Packari
fritiipofiüded by onr Dol

— bul nurd In I*
Mca for many ynara. N.»w 4«»die«

Murtn* la

Murin« Evo Remedy Co.* Chicace

Men—and Vaudeville.
All men may bo divided into two 

classes—those who like vaudeville and 
those who can stand It when they are 
drunk.—Smart Set Magazine.

Has Temperament.
When a girl la intense that means 

her mother needn't expect much help 
with the housework,

EXPERIENCE
OF MOTHERHOOD

Advice to Expectant Mothers

Th« experience of Motherhood Is a try­
ing one to most women and marks dis­
tinctly an epoch in their lives. Not on« 
woman in a hundred Is prepared or un- 
derstands how to properly care for her­
self. Of course nearly every woman 
nowadays has medical treatment at such 
times, but many approach the experi­
ence with an organism unfitted for th« 
trial of strength, and when it is over 
her system has received a «hock from 
which it Is hard to recover. Following 
right upon this comes the nervous strain 
of caring for the child, and a distinct 
change in the mother results.

There Is nothing more charming than 
■ happy and healthy mother of children* 
and indeed child-birth under the right 
conditions need be no hazard to health or 
beauty. The unexplainable thing is 
that, with all the evidence of shattered 
nerves and broken health resulting from 
an unprepared condition, and with am­
ple time in which to prepare, women 
will persist in going blindly to the trial.

Every woman at this time should rely 
upon Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound, a most Valuable tonic and 
Invigorator of the f „»male organism.

In many homes 
once childless there 
are now children be­
cause of the fact 
that Lydia E. Pink­
ham’s Vegetabie 
Compound makes 
women normal', 
healthy and strong.

If yen want special advice write to 
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co. (conf!- 
dentlal) Lynn, Mass. Your letter will 
be opened, read and answered by a 
woman and held in strict confidence*
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