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Bread, Cakes, Pies, Buns—
anything made from
flour — is llggt_ made from

PURITY
FLOUR

'More Bread and Better Bread

CANADIAN NORTHERN

THROUGH SERVICE

Toronto to Winnipeg

NOVEMBER 1st

Via PARRY SOUND, SUDBURY, PORT ARTHUR
and FORT WILLIAM
Connections at Winnipeg Union Station
for Edmonton, Calgary, Prince Albert,
Saskatoon, Regina, Brandon and all
important points in Western Canada
and the Pacific Coast

Leave Toronto 1045 P. M.

Monday, Wednesday and Friday

ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT
RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points and berth reservations from
Local Agents or write to R. L. FAIRBAIRN, General
Passenger Agent, 68 King Street East, Toronto, Ont.

CANADIAN PACIFIC

WHEN YOU TRAVEL
TRAVEL IN COMFORT

«The Canadian Pacific Railway offers to the travelling public ser-
vice and equipment second to none. They build, own and operate their
Compartment Observation Cars, Standard Sleepers, Dining Cars,
Coaches and Motive Power.”

“The Canadian Pacific own and operate a line of palatial hotels
along the railway from Atlantic to Pacific, thus affording their patrons
every possible comfort.”

Those contemplating a trip will receive full details and literature
on application to any C.P.R. agent, or write
W. FULTON, M. G. MURPHY,

Asst. Dist. Pass’r Agent, Toronto. Dist. Pass’r Agent, Toronto.

hear everything at once. Send the
waiter away—we can look after our-
selves. You’'ll spoil my appetite by
keeping me waiting—I’ve been on pins
and needles ever since I got your last
telegram.”

“I’ve been on pins and needles since
seven o’clock this morning,” remark-
ed Scraye, laughing. He strolled over
to one of the windows and looked out
on the Cathedral Close below. And
suddenly he started and drew back.
“Packe!” he said. “Come here—come
to this corner of the window and look
round the blind. Do you see those
people coming out of the north porch
there—the three people? Look care-
fully at the younger of the two wo-
men.”

Packe, obeying these mysterious in-
structions, edged his nose to the cor-
ner of the window curtains and look-
ed out. He saw three persons cross-
ing the Close from the porch of the
cathedral—an elderly gentleman of
military appearance, a lady who was
presumably his wife, and a younger
lady of fine figure and handsome face
who was talking to her companions
with great vivacity.

«“Well?” he said. “I see ’em. What
of them?”

“Know any of them?” asked Scraye.

“None of them,” answered Packe.
“Who are they?”

“Three of my guests at Scraye. I
knew they were coming into Bryches-
ter; that’s why I didn’t want you to
be about. I didn’t want the lady in
the wonderful hat to see you. She
might know you, by sight, anyhow.
You don’t know her?”

“l don’t know any of ’em—never
seen ’em before,” said Packe.

“The old gentleman is Colonel Dur-
ham—the old lady is his wife. And
the young—or younger—lady is Mrs.
Wythenshawe. Take a good look at
her. It’s lucky I caught sight of them
just now; it’ll save me a lot of trou-
ble. I'm a poor hand at description,
and I was going to describe her to
you. Now you can see her for your-
self.”

“Undeniably pretty woman,” re-
marked Packe. “Charming! And who
is Mrs. Wythenshawe?”

Scraye laughed. The door opened
and the head-waiter marshalled in a
satellite bearing dishes.

“Get rid of these chaps,” whispered
Packe as he turned away from the
window. “I won’t break bread nor
touch liquor until ’'m on the way to
satisfaction.

Scraye waited until the men had left
the room.

‘“Very well,” he said. ‘“Here goes,
then. You know our state chambers
at Scraye?”

“Of course!”

‘“You remember the Queen’s Cham-
ber in particular?”

“Quite well, and that the bed-linen’s
never been washed since Elizabeth
slept in it.”

“Do you remember the inset cup-
board or cabinet in that room, in
which we keep certain heirlooms?”

(II do‘!i

|
13 O you remember the cross which
the Tsar of Russia gave to

my grandfather?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Very well. The Tsar’s Cross has
been stolen.”

“Stolen?”

“Stolen — abstracted — purloined—
annexed—anything you like. 1t’s gone,
anyhow. And—under strange circum-
staces. That’s why I sent for you. I
thought of you as by an inspiration.
1 said to myself, ‘I’'m not going to have
the police poking their noses into this
affair, and I won’t employ private de-
tectives. There is Nicholson Packe
who spends part of his time in writing
gensational novels—he’s always deal-
ing with mysteries and murders and
burglaries and that sort of thing on
paper; here’s a chance for him to
have ‘a go at a mystery in real life’
So there you are.” s

“Awfully good of you!” murmured
Packe, a little doubtfully. “Er—what
do you want me to do?”

“Hear all about it, first of all,” re-
plied Scraye. “I'll put it in the brief-
est and plainest fashion. You must
know that that cupboard or cabinet in
which those things are kept has never
been locked—my grandfather, who
first arranged the various contents,
never locked it, and my father didn’t,

and of course, I followed their ex-
ample. All the same, during some
nfty or sixty years, nothing’'s ever
been missed. [ suppose thousands
upon thousands have walked through
our State Chambers since we threw
them open to inspection, but we've
never lost anything. Now we come
to this affair. I myself happened tO
be in the Queen’s Chamber yesterday
evening, and I saw the Tsar’s Cross
in its usual place. My house-steward,
Viner, who takes a look round every
night, saw it also in its place last
night at half-past ten o’clock. This
morning he came to me at sevenl
o’clock to tell me it was gone. I vis
ited the room with him, saw for my-
self that it had disappeared, and im-
mediately wired for you. That's all
of that part, Packe.”

Packe poured out a glass of sherry
and sipped it thoughtfully.

“Then, before you go on to the next
part, I'll ask two or three questions,”

he said. “First of all—this hasn’t
been a burglary?”’
“No—no! No burglary. Had it been

a burglary, the burglars wouldn’t have
stopped at merely taking the cross.
There are things in that cabinet which
are worth much more.”

“That brings me to the next ques-
tion. How much is that cross worth?”’

“Oh, 1 believe, as regards intrinsic
worth, some five or six thousand
pounds. It is, of course, of solid gold
set with diamonds. I never had it
valued, but Viner tells me that it was
valued in my father’s time and that
that’s about the figure it was then es-
timated at. But I don’t believe itjs
been stolen for its mere intrinsic
value.”

“No? For what, then?”

Scraye shook his head.

“'m not clear on that point—yet,”
he answered. “I've got a sort of mud-
dled notion—we’ll work it out later.
That’s the principal reason why I
want your help. 'This is no common
theft, Packe—it’'s a decidedly uncom-
mon one.”

“] suppose,” remarked Packe, “that
the Tsar’s Cross has some fame which_
distinguishes it amongst these sort of
things? Some of these heirlooms, for
instance, are celebrated throughout
the world. Is it one of them?”

“It is. It was given, as I think I
told you when you were at Scraye, to
my great-grandfather by the then Tsar
of Russia, at the time the Peace of
Tilsit was signed, in 1814, My grea:t-
grandfather, you know, was then 1n
the diplomatic service, and rendered
some particular help to the Allied Sov-
ereigns. Oh, amongst old English
family heirlooms, it is very well known
indeed—very famous. Viner tells me
that at least one-half of the thousands
of visitors who go round the State
Chambers every year are well ac
quainted with its history and alway$s
ask to have it pointed out.”

“That’s something to know,” re-
marked Packe, musingly. ‘“The mo-
tive of a theft or a burglary is not
always mere robbery. Well—now
youwve told me all the circumstances
relating to your discovery that the
cross is missing?”

“All. It’s simply—gone.”

“Very good,” said Packe. “Then
I'm going to ask you a plain question.
The cross, we conclude, has been
stolen. Do you suspect anybody of
stealing it?”

Scraye leaned across the table, smil-
ing. He jerked a thumb towards the
windows. “Yes!” he answered in @
whisper. “I do. I suspect the woman
I pointed out to you just now—Mrs.
Wythenshawe!”

To be continued.)

Other Intentions.—Recruiting Officer—
“And now, my lad, just one more jques-
tion—are you prepared to die for your
country ?”’

Recruit—“No, I ain’t! That ain’t wot
I'm jining for. I want to make a few of
them Germans die for theirs!”’—Tit-Bits.
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Long Known.—‘“Father,” said the min-~
ister’s son, ‘“my teacher says that ‘collect’
and ‘congregate’ mean the same thing:
Do they?”’

“perhaps they do, my son,” said the
venerable clergyman; “but you may tell
your teacher that there is a vast differ-
ence between a congregation and a col-
lection.”—Christian Register.



