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hear evorything at once. Send the
waitor away-we can look after our-
selves. You'll spoil my appotito by
keeping me waiting-l've been on pins
and needlos evor since 1 got your last
telegram."

"I've been on pins and needles since
sevon o'clock this morning," remark-
ed Scraye, laughing. H1e strolled over
te one of the windows and looked out
on the Cathédral Close below. And
suddonly ho startod and drew back.
"Packe!" be said. "Come here--come
te this corner o! the window and look
round the blind. Do yon, ses those
peoplo coming out o! the north porcb
thore-the three people? Look caro-
fully at the younger of the two wo-
men.".

Packe, obeylng theso mysterlous In-
structions, odged bis nose to the cor-
ner of the wlndow curtains and look-
ed out. He sawv tbroe persons cross-
ing the Close from the porch of the
cathedral-an elderly gentleman of
milltary appoarance, a lady wbo was
presumably bis wife, and a younger,
lady of fine figure 'and bandsome face
who was talklng to ber companions
witb great vlvacity.

"Well ?" he said. III see 'em. What
of tbem?"

",Know any of tbom ?" asked ScraYe.
"'None of tbem," answered Packeý

"Who are they?"
"Tbr.ee of my guests at Scraye. I

know tbey wero coming Into Bryches-
t h;tat's why I didn't want you to

be about. 1 didn't want the lady in
tbe wondorful bat te seo you. Site
mlght know you, by sigbt, anyhiow.
You don't know bier?"

III don't know any of 'em-never
seen 'em before," sald Packe.,

"The old gentleman 1.s Colonel Dur-
ham-tbe ol<l lady is bis wife. And
the young--or younger-lady is Mrs.
Wytbenshawo. Take a good loo: at
hier. It's lucky 1 caught sight of tbem
just now; it'll save me a lot of trou-
ble. l'm a poor baud at description,
and 1 was going to describe ber te
you. Now you can see ber for your-
sýelf."

"UTndeniably pretty woman," re-
marked Packe. "Cbarming! And wbo
is Mrs. Wytbenshawe?"

Scraye laughed. The door opened
and the head-walter marshalled in a
satellite bearlng dlshoe.

"Get rld of these chapa," whispered
Paeke as hoe turned away from the
window. "I won't break bread uer
toucit liquor until l'm on the way te
satisfaction.

Scraye waited until the mon had left
the roomn.

"Very well," hoe said. "Here goes,
then. Yon liuow our state chambers
at Scraye?»

"0f course!"
"You remember tho Queeu's Chamt-

and of course, 1 followed their ex-
ample. Ail the sanie, during somue
utty or sixty years, nothing's ever'
been missed.. 1 suppose tnousands
upon tiiousands have walked througfl
our State Chambers since we threw
them open to inspection, but we'VO
neyer lost anything. Now we cornte
to this affair. 1 myseif happoned tO
be in the Queen's Uhiamber yesterdaY
evenlng, and 1 saw the Trsar's Cross
in its usual place. My bouse-steward,
viner, wbo takes a look round every
night, saw It aiso lu its Place last
night aýt hialf-past ten o'clock. This
morning he came to me at SeVOli
o'clock to tell me it was gone. 1 vis-
ited the room, with him, saw for mDY-
self that it had disappeared, and li-
modiately wired for you. That's ail
of that part, Packe."

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

"lThen, before you go on to, the noxt
part, l'Il ask two or tJ2ree questions,"
he said. "First of all-this, basn't
been a burglary?"

"No--no! No burgiary. Rad it been,
a burglary, the burgiars wouldn't have
stopped ati merely taking the cross.
There are thinga in that cabinet wbich
are wortb muchi more."

"That brings me to the uext ques-
tion. 110w mnuch is that cross worth?"

"Oh, 1 believe, as regards intriusiC
wortb, some five or six thousand
pounds. It la, of course, of solld gold
set wlth dlamonds. 1 neyer had it
valued, but -Viner toUs me that it was
valued in my father's time and that
that's about the figure it was thon es-
tlmated at. But 1 don't bolievo it'S
beon stolon for its mere intrinsic
value."

"No? For what, then?"
Scraye sbook bis head.
"'m uet clear on that point-yet,

hoe answerod. "I've got a sort of mud-
dled notlon-we'll work it out later.
That's the principal reason why 1
want your help. This la no commQon
theft, Paclte-it's a decldedly uueoWia
mon ene."

"I suppose," remarked Pacice, "that
1~. --.', 1- --ia n f-ul which

oi inussia, ai.
'Pilgit 'wAa se1R

at becraythe thon
4.l_ ID

iber the cross which
of Russia gave te
athor?"


