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jjj* a rattle at the lock of the compartinrint, and a couple of porter- 
lifted and shoved a woman through the door, and hurled her rugs and
umbrellas in after her.

“Instinctively I reached for the diamonds. I shoved them quickly 
into the satchel and, pushing them far down to the bottom of the bag, 
snapped the spring lock. Then I put the cigars in the pocket of my 
coat, but with the thought that now that IJiad a woman as a travelling 
companion I would probably not be. allowed to enjoy them. • x 

“One of her pieces of luggage had fallen: at my feet, and a roll of- 
rugs had landed at my side. I thought if I hid the fact'that the lady 
was not welcome, and at once endeavored to be civil, she might permit 
me to smoke. So I picked her hand bag off the floor and asked her 
where I might place it.

“Às I spoke I looked at her for the first time, and saw that she was 
a most remarkably handsome woman. 1

“She smiled charmingly and begged me not to disturb myself.
Then she arranged her own things about her, and, opening her dress­
ing-bag, took out a gold cigarette case. “ Tn black/ she answered, rising and blocking the door of the

“ T>o you object to smoke V she asked. ^ compartment. 'All in black, with a bonnet !’
“I laughed and assured her I had been in great terror lest she “The train waited three minutes at Arles, and in that time I 

might object to it herself. ' pose I must have rushed up to over twenty women and asked,
'"If you like cigarettes/ she said, 'will you try some of these? you Natalie?’ The only reason I wasn’t punched with an umbrelM 

They are rolled especially for my husband in Russia, and they are or handed over to the police was that they probably thought I mm 
supposed to be very good/ - ' — -

' “I thanked her, and took one from her

IA station at the same instant which gave the Princess Zichy the chance 
she wanted to rob

“I needn’t say that she
ran into the station at full speed and came to a sudden stop I 
just throwm my coat into the rack, and had reached out my nand for 
the bag. In another instant I Would have had the strap around my 
shoulder. But at that moment the Princess threw open the door of 
the compartment and beckoned wildly at the people on the platform.
^Natalie !’ she called, 'Natalie ! -here I am. Come here ! This way /
She turned upon trie in the greatest excitement. 'My maid !’ she cried. > /
'She is looking for me. She passed the window without seeing me.
Go, please, and bring her back.’ She continued pointing out of the 
door and beckoning me with her other hand. There certainly 
something about t^*t woman’s tone which made one jump. When she 
w*e giving orders you had no chance to think of anything else. So I 
nested out on my errand of mercy, and then rushed back «g«i» to ask 
what the maid looked like.
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VI M CHAPTER XL
HE necklace was a present from the Queen of Eng­

land to the Czarina of Russia,” began the Queen’s 
Messenger. / “It was to celebrate the occasion of 
the Czar’s coronation. Our Foreign Office knew 
that-the Russian Ambassador in Paris was to pro-, 
oeed to Moscow for that ceremony, and I was 
directed to go to Paris and turn over the necklace 

to him. But whqn I reached Paris I found hé had not expected me 
for a week later and was taking a few days’ vacation at Nice. His 
people asked me to leave the necklace with them at the Embassy, but 
I bad been charged to get a receipt for it from the Ambassador him­
self, so I started at onee for Nice. The fact that Monte Carlo is not
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crazy.
case, and I found it so 

much better than my own that I continued to smoke her cigarettes 
throughout the rest of the journey. I must say that we got on very 
«well. I judged from the coronet on her cigarette-case, and from farir 
manner, which was quite as well bred as that of any woman I 
met, tKat she was gome one of importance, and though she seemed 
almost too good looking to be respectable, I determined that she was 
some grande dame who .was so assured of her position that she could 
afford to be unconventional. At first she react her novel, and then she 
made some comfnent on the scenery, and finally we began to discuss 
the current politics of the Continent. She talked of all the cities in 
Europe, and seemed to know every one worth knowing. But she vol­
unteered nothing about herself except that she frequently made use 
of the expression, 'When my husband was stationed - at Vienna,’ or 
‘When my husband was promoted to Rome.’ Once she said to me, T 
have often seen you at Monte Carlo. I saw you when you won the 
pigeon championship.’ J told her that I was not a pigeon shot, and 
she gave a little start, of surprise. ‘Oh, I beg your pardon,’ she said ; 
1 thought you were Morton Hamilton, the English champion.’. As a 
matter of fa'ct, I do look like Hamilton, but I know now that her ob­
ject was to make me think that she had no idea as to who I really 
She needn’t have acted at all, for I certainly had no suspicions of her, 
and was only too pleased to have so charming a companion.

“The one thing that should have made me suspicious was the 
fact that at every station she made some trivial excuse to get me out 
of the compartment. She pretended that heir maid was traveling back 
of us in one of the second-class carriages, and kept saying she could not 
•imagine why the woman did qiot come to look after her, and if the 
maid did not turn up at the next stop, would I be so very kihd as to 
get out and bring her whatever it was she pretended she wanted.

“I had taken

“When I jumped beck into the compartment the Princess 
seated where I had left her, but her eyes were bunting with happinwi

arm almost affectionately, and said in a 
kind to me. I am so sorry to have tree-

1

She placed her 
hysterical way,
Wed you.’

“I protested that every woman an the platform was dressed in

band on my 
‘You are veVy

two thousand miles from Nice may have bad something to do with
making me carry out my instructions so carefully.__ _ T.iliiàtEn :

“Now, how' the Princess Zichy came to find put about the necklace 
can guess. As you have just heard, she was at

ever

Wack.I don’t know, but I 
one time a spy in the service of the Russian government. And after 
they dismissed her she kept up her acquaintance with many of the 
Russian agents in London- It is probable that through one of them 
she learned that the necklace was to be sent to Moscow, and which 

of the Queen’s Messengers had been detailed to take it there. 
Still, I doiibt if even that knowledge would have helped her if she had 
not also known something which I supposed no one else in the world 
knew but myself and one other

!“ ‘Indeed I am so sorry/ she said, laughing ; and she continued to 
laugh until she began to Jareathe so quickly that I thought she 
going to faint

“I can see now that the last part of that journey must have been 
a terrible half hour for her. She had the cigar-case safe enough, but 
she knew that she herself was not safe. She understood'!! I were to. 
open my bag, even at the last minute, and miss the case, I would know 
positively that she had taken it I had placed the diamonds in the bag 
at the very moment she entered the compartment, and no one but our 
taro selves had occupied it since. She knew that when we reached Mar­
seilles she would either be twenty thousand pounds richer than when 
she left Paris, or that she would go to jail. That was the situation as 
she must have read it, and I don’t enfy her her state of mind during 
that last half hour. It must have been hell.

“I saw that something was wrong, and in my innocence I even 
wondered if possibly my cognac had not been a little too strong. For 
she suddenly developed into a most brilliant conversationalist, and 
applauded and laughed at everything I said, and fired off questions at 
me like a machine gun, so that I had no time to think of anything but 
of what she was saying. Whenever I stirred she stopped her chatter­
ing and leaned toward me, and watched me like a cat over 
hole. I wondered how I could have considered her an agreeable travel­
ling companion. I thought I .would have preferred to be locked in with 
a lunatic. I don’t like to think how she would have acted if I had made 

to examine the bag, but as I had it safely strapped around-ilie 
again, I did not open it, and I reached Marseilles alive. As we drew 
into the station she shook hands with me and grinned at me like a 
Cheshire cat

was
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:ive man. And, curiously enough, the 

other man was a Queen’s Messenger too, and a friend of mine. You 
must know that up to the tune of this robbery I had always concealed 
my dispatches in a manner peculiarly my own. I got the idea from 
that play called ‘A Scrap of Paper.’ In it a man wants to hide 
tain compromising document. He knows that -all his rooms will be 
secretly searched for it, so he puts it in a torn envelope and sticks it 
up where any one can see it on his mantel shelf. The result is that 
the woman who is, ransacking the house té find it looks in all the un­
likely places, but passes over the scrap of paper that is just unde^-hqr 
nose. Sometimes the papers and packages they give us to carry about 
Europe are of very great value, and sometimes they arp special makes 
of cigarettes, and orders to court dressmakers. Sometimes we know 
what we are carrying and sometimes we do not If it is a large 
of money or a treaty, they generally jtell us.- But, as a rule, we have 
no knowledge of .what the package contains ; so, to be on the safe side, 
we naturally take just as great care of it as though we knew it held 
the terms of an ultimatum or the crown jewels. As a rule, my con­
freres carry the official packages ip a despatch-box, which is just as 
obvious as a lady’s jewel bag in the hands of her maid. Every 
knows they are carrying something of value. They put a premium on 
dishonesty. Well, after I saw the ‘Scrap of Paper’ play, I determined 
to put the government valuables in the-most unlikely place that any 

would look (or them. So I used to hide the documents they gave 
me inside my riding-boots, arid small .articles, such as money or jewels, 
I carried in an old cigar-case. After I took to using pay case for that 
purpose I bought a new one, exactly like it, for my cigars. But to 
avoid mistakes, I had my initials placed on both sides of' the new one, 
and the moment I touched the cabe, even in thè dark, I could tell 
which it was by the raised initials.

“No 6ne knew of this except the Queen’s Messenger of whom I 
spoke. We once left Paris together on the Orient Express. I 
going to Constantinople and‘he was to stop off at Vienna, ôn the 
journey I told him of. my peculiar way of hiding tilings arid showed 
him my cigar-case. If I recollect rightly, op that trip it held the 
grand cross of St. Michael and St. George, which the Queen was send­
ing to our Ambassador. The Messenger was very much entertained 
at my pcheme, and, some months later when he met the Princess he told 
her about it As an amusing story. Of course, he had* no idea she' was 
a Russian spy. He didn’t know anything at all about her, except that 
she was a very attractive woman. It was indiscreet, but he could not 
possibly have guessed that she could ever make any use of what he 
told her.
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my dressing-case from the rack to get out a novel, 
arid had left it on the seat opposite to mine, and at thè end of the 
partaient farthest from her. And once when I came baric from buy­
ing her a cup of chocolate^ or from some other fool errand, I found 
her standing at my end of the compartment with both hands on the 
dressing-bag. She looked at me without so much as winking an eye, 
and shoved the case carefully into a comes. ‘Your bag slipped off on 
the floor/ she said. ‘If you’ve got any Sottiea in it, , you had better 
look and see that they’re not broken/

“And I give you my word, I was such an ass that I did open the 
case and looked all through it She must have thought I was a 'Jug­
gins. I get hot all over whenever I remember it But in spite of my

com- a move

one

“ ‘I cannot tell you,’ she said,“how much I have to thank you for.’ 
What do you think of that for impudence I ’

“I offered to put her in a carriage, but she said she must find 
-Natalie, and that she hoped we would meet again at the hotel. So I 
•drove off by myself, wondering who she wa^ and whether Natalie 
nqt her keeper.

“I had to wait several hours for the train to Nice, and as I wanted 
to stroll around the city I thought I hadbetter put the diamonds in 
the safe of the hotel.» As soon as I reached my room I locked the door^ 
placed the hand bag on the table and opened it I felt among the 
tilings at the top of it, but failed to touch the cigar-case. I shoved

one

was

dulness, and her cleverness, she couldn’t gain anything by sending me 
away, because what she wanted wys in the hand bag and every time 
she sent me away thé hand bag went with me.

“After the incident of the dressing-case her manner changed.
Either in my absence she had had time to look through it, or, when I 
was examining it for broken bottles, she had seen everything it held.

“From that moment she must have been certain that the cigar-case, 
in which she knew I carried the diamonds,
fastened to my body, and from that time on she probably was plotting 
how to get it from me.

“Her anxiety became most apparent She dropped the great lady t , , , , ,
manner, and her charming condescension went with it She ceased . , ?U 8 r e on nerves vez7 caîe*e*br F**
talking, and, when I spoke, answered me irritably, or at raridom. No one *>J one, but after another second I could not
doubt her mind was entirely occupied with her plan. The end of our £ “? Irnehedacr08S room and threw out everything on the bed. 
joumèy was drawing rapidly nearer, and her time for action was being ^ the ^amends were not amo^ them. I pulled the things about and
cut down with the speed of the express train. Even I, unsuspicious as *** a”d shuffled ”*mn«ed and 80rted tbem’ ** * 
I was, noticed that something,was very wiring with her. I really be- W%8nouBe' The cigar-case was gone. I threw everything in the dresa- 
lieve that before we reachëti Marseilles if I had not, through my own 1^caw 011 *» ^though I knew it was useless to look for it 
Stupidity, given her the chance she wanted, she might have stuck a 1 ***? Î ** ] U ***** 1 d°wn and tried to
knife in me knd rolled me out on the rails. But as it was, I only <bnk 1 r«membe”d I bad put it m the satchel at Paris just as that
thought that the long journey had tired her. I suggested that it was W°mS? had entered compartment, and I had been alone with her
a very trying trip, arid asked her if she would alEw me to offer her !T *°* "“A* ̂  *“* r°bbed me" But how? Zt ^
some of my cognac. ~ ' > left mJ 8houlder- And then I remembered that it had—that I had

“She thanked me and said, ‘No,’ and then suddenly her eyes light- h °ff ^.hen 1 ciu“*ed my coat and for the few momenta that
ed, and she exclaimed, ‘Yes, thank yon, if you will be so kind.’ 1 WaS 8earch,nS for Natalie. I remembered that the woman had sent

“My flask was in the hand bag, and I placed it on my lap and with m® m th^/oose chase,-and that at every other station she had tried 
my thumb slipped back the catch. As I keep my tickets and railroad Set nd of ™e on some foo! errand, 

guide jn the bag, I am so constantly opening it that I never bother to 
lock it, and the fact that it Is strapped to me has always been sufficient 
protection. But I can appreciate now what a satisfaction, and what a 
torment too, it must have been to that woman when she saw that the 
bag opened without a key. / v ^ «.

“While we were crossing the mountains I had felt rather chilly 
and had been wearing a light racing coat. But, after the lamps 
lighted the compartment became very hut and stuffy, and I found-tiie 
coat uncomfortable. So" I stood ufl, and, after first slipping the strap 
of the bag jyrer my head, I. placed the bag in the seat next me and 
pulled off the racing coat. I don’4 blame myself for being cureless; 
the hag was still within reach of my hand, and nothing would have 
happened if at that exact moment the train had not stopped at Aries.
It was the combination of my removing the beg and our entering the

my yi.
hand in deeper, and stirred the things about, but still I did not reach 
it. A cold wave swept down my spine, and a sort o£-emptiness came to 
th® pit of my stomach. Then I turned red-hot, and the sweat sprung 
out all over me. I wet my lips with my tongue, and said to myself, 
'Don’t be an ass. Pull yourself together, pull yourself together. Take 
the things out, one at a time. It’s there, of course it’s there. Don’t he 
an ass.’

was

in the bag that waswas

!“Later, after the robbery, I remembered that I had informed this 
young chap* of my secret hiding-plaee, and when I saw him again: 1 
questioned him about it He wjis greatly distressed, and said he had 
never seen the importance of the secret. He remembered be had told 
several people of it, and among others the Princess Zichy. In that 
w»y I found out that it was she who had robbed me, and I know that 
from the moment I left London she was following me and that she 
knew then that the diamonds were concealed in my cigar-case.

“My train for Nice left Paris at ten in the morning. When I 
travel at night I generally .tell the chef de gare that I am a Queen’s 
Messenger, and he gives me a compartment to myself, but in the day­
time I take whatever offers. On this morning I had found an empty 
compartment, and I had tipped the guard to keep every one else out, 
not from any fear of losing the diamonds, but because* I wanted to 

smoke. He had locked the door, and as the last bell had rung L sup­
posed I was to travel alone, so I began to‘arrange my traps and make 
myseli-comfortable. The diamonds in the cigar-case were in the inside 
pocket of mv waistcoat, and as they made a bulky package, I took 
them out, intending to put them in my hand bag. It is a small satchel 
like a bookmaker’s, Or those hand bags that couriers carry. I wear it 
slung from a strap across my shoulder, and, no matter whether I am 

--Vetting or walking, it never leaves me.
“I i took the cigar-case which held the necklace from my inside 

pocket and the case which held the cigars out of the satchel, and while 
1 was searching through it for a box of matches I laid the two cases 
beside me on the seat..
' - “At that moment-the train started, but at the

!
!

never -

(To be Continued)

U. S. CASUALTIES LAST WEEK fighting in which the Americans have 
been participating since last Monday are 
included in the totals. In the 12.716 
casualties, the total of deaths, including 
291 tien lost at sea, men killed in action, 
dead of wounds, disease, accident and 
other causes, number 5,100—army, 4,421; 
marines, 679. The wounded aggregated 
6,941—army men, 5,817; marines 1,124. 
Those missing, including prisoners, toral 
675—army men, 593 ; marines. 82.

You won’t hpve a chance to drown 
gour sorrows after the town goes dry.”

You can’t drown your sorrows,” answer­
ed Uncle Bill Bottletop. " A sorrow’s like

w™r,L-««tc«« c.i. c,w, : mST^'-wUZSSsS. “

-*
Washington, July 22—Casualties in the 

army and marine corps overseas increas­
ed 983 .during the week, compared with 
647 the previous week, and aggregated 
12,716, with the inclusion of yesterday's' 
army list of 199 and the marine corps 
list of 26.

While the week’s total casualties 
the largest announced for any week since 
American troops have been on the battle 
fronts, it is unlikely that any of the 
casualties which have resulted from heavy
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