
THE COURIERI.

T H-IS is one of the curlosity-cure atonies. It has nathing ta do with the war.The motif is straight mystery, such as usually caiNe for the expert talent
of Raiffles or Sherlock Holmes. The Tsar's Golden Cross disappears from

the Royal apartments of ans of the great English country seats, and ta locate
Ut taxes the ingenuity of bath British and French experts in criminoiogy. The
crime in the case quite evidently doos flot emnanate from the East End. The
Golden Cross thief Is flot a Hooligan. Wha le he? The discovery of the crim-
irnal thraws cansiderable Iight on somne aspects of British soclety under modern
conditions. Nat a single instalment o! this story should be missed.

.CHAPTER 1.
The Tsar's Cross.THE MARQUIS 0F SCRAYE,

openlng bis eycs that October
mornIng on the familiar face
and figure of bis valet, wbe,

followlng Invariable custom, brought
bis master a bomely pot o! tea and a,-
couple o! digestive biscuits at pre.
cisely seven o'ciock, was qu!ck to ob-
serve that the man loeked as ail men
look who have news ta communilcate,
and ho sat up immediate, knowlng
that sometbing had happened.

"Well, what la it, Beevers?"
The valet cougbed, glanclng at the

door.
"Mr. Viner, my lord-be would like

te see your iordsblp as soou as pos-
sible," he answered. "He's-ln fact,
he's waitlng outsldo, my lord."

The Marquis got slowly out o! bed
and into the dressing-gown wbicb bis
mnan held la readiness.

"I suppose that mens that some-
thlng's gone wrong durlng the nig ht,"
lie muttered.

"D)on't kuow, my lord," aald Beevers.
"I haven't beard o! anythlug, my lord.
But-"

l'Weil? " asked the Marquis.
"I1 thought Mr. Viner looked n bit

upset, my lord," answered Beevers,
quietly. Ho walked across to the win-
dows, drew up the blinda, and tflrned
to the door. "Shail 1 bring hlm lu
now, my lord?" ho aaked.

The Marquis tbrust bis feet into a
pair o! slippers, and picked up a bis-
cuit as be nodded an affirmative t
the vnlet's question: then ho strQIled
across the rooem to satisfy blmseif as
to the state o! the weather. A Mo-
ment inter ho turned frein the con-
templation o! a fine moruinig te con-
front býs bouse-steward, a big, soleman-
vlisaged, middle-aged man, whose face,
once acrosa the threghold, showed un-
miatakable signa of anxiety and dis--

__ r- _- I lckfance at the

"I saw it myself'late last nlgbt, my
lord," ho answered dolefully. "S0 did
Peters. Yeu mayn't be aware o! it,
my lord, but Peters and I-we always
take a look round the state chambers
iast tblug. Everythiug was ail rigbt,
my lord, at ten-thlrty last ulght. But
-the Tsar'a Cross lan't there now."

The Marquis slpped bis ton tbougbt-
fully. Aise ho ato the reat of the bis-
cuit whlch ho had been crumbling
when Viner eutered.

"Burgiars?" ho, sald auddenly.
III don't think so, my lord. Be-

cause," auswered the bouse-steward,
growlng calmer under the Influence o!
bis master's imperturbabillty, "If it
bad been burgînra, my lord, they'd
have takon something else. Your
lordsbip is aware o! what a lot o! valu-
ables is kopt lu that cabinet lu the
Queen's Chamber. But tbere'a noth-
ing missiug except the cross."

The Marquis nodded. Ho was thluk-
iug bard. Ho suddenly turned on tbe
bouae-steward wlth a sharp luquiry.

"Yen bnveu't said anythlng o! thîs
to anyone, Viner?" ho asked.

"'Net a word, my lord-I camne
straigbt to your lordsblp," answered
Viner. "I baven't even mentioned It
ta Petors-In !act, I baven't seen ble
this morulng."

"'That's right-don't speak o! It to a
seul,"I sald the Marquis. "Now, corne
alon g-Iet me have a look at the Cab-
inet."

H E motioned the bouse-steward to
precede hlm; outsldo the rooi
ho beoened ta the valet wbe

was walting lu the corridor.
"Beevers," ho sad, "den't mention

to anyone-anyone !-that Mr. Viner
bas been ta seo me so early. Yeu un-
derstand?"

"Perfectly, my lord," replied <Bee-
vers.

The. Marquis and the bouse-steward
wont along the corridor lu silence un-
tii they came te a door set deeply lu
the wall. Viner produced a key; the
door, thrown open, revenied an ancient
stone staircase, musty a! odour and

Everytbing in that room remainod ex-
actly as it bad beon wbea the great
Queen walked out o! it; sO everytblng
was to remain until It droppod to
pieces from sheer aid age.

'T HE Marquis and bis bouse-
isteward passed rapldly to this

famous apartmeut, and witb-
out a glance at anytbing e15e
went straigbt to a giass-franted

-cabinet wbich was sunk, lu the
paneiled wall beside the great
sculptured fifrplace. This cabinet
contained four shelves, linod witb
faded velvet; each shelf displaYed
>curiosities o! e-vident intereât and
value. In thoir time, the Marquises
o! Scraye had loomed large ln tbe
political and dlipIomatlc worlda; sev-
oral of tbem bad been ambassadora

- at the principal foreigu courts: ihis
cupboard-oaWbiuet, scantiiy, If at all,
protected, contained gifts .made to
them by various monarcbs and poten-
tates. Hlere was a jow'el-aet rellquary
o! the 12tb century, given to the sixth
Marquis by Pope Clement the Four-
toentb, there was a miniature o! hlmn-
self, set lu diamonds, presented ta the
eigbth Marquis by Louis Philippe, lu
acknowfledgment o! a kInd service,
dellcately rendered. There were
,rings, Intaglios, bracelets, carvings,
small picturos, rare snuff-boxes, given
itho famlly by kings, and emperors,

and grand dukes, and electors-not in
scant number, but ln profusion. And
tkere ought to bave been and certalnly
was not, the magnificent diamond
cross presented by the Tsar o! ail the
Russias tio the Marquis o! Scraye, wbo
figured with distinction lu the dlio-
matle negotiations, wbich resulted In
the Pence o! Tilsit lu 1814.

One glance at the cabinet satisfied
the present holder o! the historic title
that bis house-steward had spoken bis
foars correctiy. He turned on bis ser-
vant wlth a look of shockeýd surprise.

"It's certninly nlot there, Viner!" he
oxclaimed.

The liouse-steward's mournful coun-
tenance became stlll more lugubrlous.
1"It la certalnly not there now, my

lord," be assenbed. "But it was there
last niglit. It's been taken durlng the
nigbt, my lord. And-I'm sure it'a not
been by burglars.'_

The Marquis laid a baud on the
glass-fronted door -o! the cupboard and
pulled it open.

'«Of course," ho said, meditatlvely,

ed Viner,
"«If your

o! ton said
have had a
ince.",
id the M'axr-
d it locked.
wauted ta
safety hock
Now, wbe

that cross?
î'en for its
jýw, Viner,
a few thon-
manda."
ted Viner.

AJ'ÙJTU1 ofTÔ Jtvw TKM <TT.

tnan
That

going fromi one to the other. The
Marquis meanwhile put his head into,
the recessed cabinet, peering about
from shel! to shelf. And sud-denly he
sniffed, as at some particular scent,
and he started and drew back, glane-
ing sharply at 'bis servant's 'back.

"By Gad!" he muttered to himself
"By Gad!-very mucli by G-ad!"

Viner came:back across the room.
"'The windows are ail right, my

lord," he said. "As your lordsh'ip's
aware, they're ail fitted with patent
catches. But o! course, my lord, there
are other ways of. getting in."

"'Yes-yes, of course,". said the Mar-
quis, dreamily. ."Oh, lots o! other
ways, Viner! Weil, to corne back to
plain facts, the thing's gone. The
thIng Is, what's to be done now?"

Viner shook his bead.
"The police, my lord ?" he suggested.
But the -marquis sbook biîs bond An

bis turn-decidediy and Ilrmly.
"INo," ho auswered. "I think not,

Viner. At any rate, not just now.
You hnveu't»said a word o! ýthis to
anybody?"

"*Not to a seul, my lord!"
"'Thon don*t. Don'ýt breathe evon'a

suspicion o! it. There's no one knows
you've corne to nfe this mnorulng?"

'"Only Beevers, rny lord."
"F'il make Beevers ail right. I don't

want auybody in the bouse to know of
this-I shan't speak o! it to anyone.
Let's see--4su't this a visiters' day,
Viner ?"

"lIt Is, rny lord-from twelve to
three-thirty."

"Ail (right. Let things go on as
usual. By the by, does anyone point
out the particular objecta in this room
to vis.itors ?"

"'No, my lord, not now. We used
to, xuy lord, but there are so many par-
ties corne now-a-days that we just lot
tbem waJk round and see things, for
thema-elves. Koeping an eye on thom,
o! course, my lord."

"Vory good," sald the Marquis.
"Now, then, corne back with me to rny
room; I've nlrendy thought of wbat
l'Il do."

Once more in bis bed-'room the Mar-
quis sat down at bis wrlting-table and
picked up a reilway guide. Havlng
consulted this he drew a block o! tele-
gram !ormns to hlm and began to write..

"Il want you to send this, wire off
yourself, Viner," he sald. "Tell -one,
o! the men- to drive You down -to the
village with it; 1 don't want anybody
in the bouse to ses it -but yourself.
Let me see, now-yes, that will do."

Laylng down bis pen the Marquis
murmured over what he had written.
"'To Nicholson Packe, Esq.,

'123a, Charles Street, London, S.W.
'"Can you meet me thls afternoon at

two o'clock sharp at the Salutation
Ilotiel, Brychester? I want to ses you
on a very important and Interesting
niatter, Scraye."

"'That wlll do," the Marquis re-
peated, handiug the telegram to bis
hous-steward. "Don't forget, Viner,
send it off yourself. And then-not a
word, not'a sign! There Ia more ln
this aff-air, Viner, than.you yet drenm
o!."

CHAPTER II.
Mysterles.

A BOUT half-past nine that morning
-a fine, brlgbt morning ln Lou-
don-there swung out of the

Haymarket into Charles Street a smart
automobile diven by a young gentle-
man wbo pileoted It with the greatest
nicety and precislon te the door o!
Number 123a, dlamounted, divestod
himself of a remarkably thiek blankot
coat, and wlth a mere word te the
Iiveried youtb who had sat at his side,
went lato the bouse and lelsureiy
mouutod te the ftrst floor, where ho
preaeutly paused at a door whereon
wa fixed a smnall, blgbiy-po'llshed
brasa plate, on which wns lucisod the
name. "Mr. TTieholson Packe." He had


