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a sigh. “Maybe I-‘promised- you a bit'|
Anyway 1 could- | i

more than 1 oughter.

«But if you know who the boy’s father
is, what’s to prevent your telling me?”

«His father made me’ promise not to
tell a soul without his permission, and
I've got to get that first.

«Well, why don’t you get it?’

«'yve tried to, sir, but he has dis-
appeared. He’s evidently been took bad
with remorse, an’ he’s gope out t:o
America to look for his son there. His
Jast address was Denver, Colorado. He’s
not written home for six months, an’

Lady Besty—" said.

he was young, and it might give him a
nasty turn to think -the ’tecs were coming
along again. Now, I've a boy of my own
in New Jersey, earning his fifty dollars
a week in a dyehouse.
didn’t lose by it, he'd undertake the job,

Here he stopped short suddenly, being
afflicted with an absurdly artificial cough
Then he went on. «“Ag I was a-sayin’,
gir, his wife’s in a desp’rate way about
him.”

«The boy’s mother?”

Mr. Bolland nodded. Lady Betty was

my mother! I was probably a man of
title myself! A thrill of exultation ran
through me. Mary was right. Trust a

oman’s perspicacity in such matters.
w“Now F:okphere,yMr. Bolland,” I re-
cumed, “the boy in question has grown
up to be a man of some importance In
the world and he is naturally anxious to
find out his parents. He has asked me,
a8 a business man and a particular
friend, to help him, and we are going to
Jeave no stone unturned in the matter.
In the circumstances the very least you
can do is to give me, at any rate the
name of his mother, so that I can com-
municate with her and restore him to
his family. It is absurd his father
should be looking for him at the other
end of the world, while he’s probably
living within a mile or two of the family

London mansion.”
“Ay, it do seem
admitted. .
“Then who are the boy’s parents?
1 asked. “I appreciate your scruples,
but 'm sure the father would release
you from them if he knew the circum-
stances.”
1 took out a five pound note from my
own pocket, placed it persuasively on
the other one, and held them both out
to him. .
“Put ’em away,’ he said, holding up
his hands before his face. “Put ‘em
away. Don’t tempt me. I'm tryin’ to
run straight. You oughtn’t to do it,
Mr. Jude. 1 beg pardon, sir.”
Mr. Bolland was so genuinely dis-
tressed that I felt ashamed of myself.
1 folded up the two notes and put them
in my pocket. But it was'mpst exas-
perating that I should be within an ace
of knowing my parentage, and that the
secret should be withheld after all. The
matter could not rest there.
“Can’t you go to the mother to-mor-
row—today even—and tell ner that her
son is found?” T urged.
He shook his head. ~
“I couldn’t even do that, sir, not
without his lordship’s permission.” Then
he stopped short in confusion. “I've
done it now. Well, I don’t see as it
matters much. You’ll happen understand
it a bit better. The father of that
young gentleman”—he moved uncom-
fortably on his chair—“is one of the
proudest - aristocrats in the ’Ouse of
Lords, and if his son was to turn up,
casual-like, there’d be a scandal. It’s
his lordship that’ll have to own him
first. You’ll have to wait till he comes
back, even if it’s a matter o’ years,
sir.”
“Nothing of the sort,” I replied;
“this isn’t going to wait for years, nor
many months either. dis lordship must
be found. We must set American detec-
tives on his track. They'll find him
right enough.” o
“But you don’t know his name, S8Ir,
suid Bolland deferentially. )
“Then it’s you who will have to give
the instructions, and, if necessary, g0

over yourself.”

Mr. Bolland shook his head. .
| ain’t no good at travellin’, sir.

foolish,” Holland

Tesides, it would cost a lot of money. |

You'd better wait till his lordship comes
back. It may be only a few vears.”

“Nonsense, I would’nt think of wait-
ins a single year—that is, my friend
wouldn’t, and 1 know he will be ready
to defray any reasonable expense.
{hink T can trust vou to incur no un-

seem to think there’s no hurry in the
matter, but 1 assure you it won’t bear
further delay.

Prinkerton’s Detective Agency
York, putting the matter in their hands.
I'll leave his lordship’s name blank.
You can fill it in, and post the letter.”

face brightened.

to have detectives on his track, sir,” he

Mr. Bolland reflected.

PIl think it over, sir, and come again
n a _week or two, if you don’t mind,”
1e said. .

“But-T' do mind,” T replied. “You

I shall write a letter to
in New

Mr. Bolland reflected again. Then his
“I don’t think his lordship- would hke

“You see, he was a bit wild when

If you’d see he

I’'m sure. He knew his lordship. Yes,”
he said cheerfully, “that’ll be the best
way, and it’ll keep the thing secret,too.”
) It seems a good idea,” I replied,
and it will be a nice httle jaunt for
your son. Of course I’ll see he doesn’t
lose by it if his employers won’t take:
him back. Fifty dollars a week, you
say. That’s ten pounds, I think?”

“It is, Mr. Jude. Tom’s allus worth a
good wage to any employer, but ten
pound don’t go far in New Jersey.”

“Perhaps mnot,” I said. “Now if I
give you a cheque for twenty pounds,
that’ll be one week’s wage and ten
pounds for expenses. Your son may find
his lordship the first week.” i
Mr. Bolland shook his head.
_“No , sir. Tom. would’t leave
his billet for less than a month’s wage
and expenses. It isn’t likely. Think
it over, sir,” he said, rising. “There’s
no occasion to do anything in a hurry.”
I walked over to my bureau, took out
my cheque book and wrote a cheque for
fifty pounds. '
“Send this to your son on account,”
I said. “You may look to me for any
wage he may lose, and all reasonable
out-of-pocket expenses.” _ ;
Mr. Bolland put the cheque carefully
in his pocket book.
“T’ll send it off tomorrow,” he said,
“and you may rely Tom will start for
Colorado the mornin’ after he gets it.
If anyone can find his lordship, Tom will.
I’ll let you know directly I hear from
him. It’ll be a fin esurprise for his lord-
ship. There’ll be grand doin’s = when
your friend gets his own again, sir; but
he’ll have to run cautious. There’s Lord
William to reckon with, who’s been
countin’ on the title an’ estates for
twenty years. He’s a dark horse, an’
will stick at nothin’. Your friend will
have to run slow, sir.”
Then Mr. Bolland left me.
Mary was waiting in the
room.
“Well?” she said as I entered, “I’'m
sure youw’ve had good news, John. A-e
you a Hartlepool ?”
“I may be,” I answered. “Anyway,
if I’'m not I shall be a man of title some
day, and you’ll be ‘your ladyship.””
I don’t think I ever saw Mary as
pleased as she was that minute. It
seemed as if the dream of our life was
to be realized at last, and the stigma
of my birth replaced by a coronet. 1
am to buy Debrett’s Peerage on Mon-
day, and we shall go carefully through
it with the clues we possess.
April 22nd. Bolland writes that he
has heard from his son, Tom, who left
New Jersey for Denver immediately on
receipt of Instructions.
May 10th. Young Bolland has traced
my father in Denver, and discovererd
that he left for San Francisco six months
ago. Bolland is, of course, following the
trail.
June Tth. No news from San Fran-
cisco. Old Bolland is very uneasy about
his son.
July 2lst.

drawing

At last Bolland has had
news. 1Is son has been laid up in
hospital with a broken leg. Incident-
ally, all his money was stolen when
he was knocked down by a car in the
streets of San Francisco. 1 have cabled
a further one hundred pounds. The
search is more expensive than T ex-

system you use—Steam, Hot

Water or Warm Air, you cannot.
get that much desired, gentle, restful
and wholesome atmosphere without
proper humidity. ‘
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pected. It is most unfortunate that my
father got it into his head that . was in
the States. Nothing ever was further |
from my intentions. I suppose it was |

necessary charges.” There was 2 trans-
parent honesty about the man that 1m-
pressed me from the first.
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l out there.

Lord William’s suggestion that I was |
I
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EVERY WOMAN IN CANADA KNOWS

BENSON'S PREPARED GOR

The purest and finest corn starch - ob-
tainable. '

They know what delicious and satisfy-
ing desserts it makes.

They know what snap and piquancy it
gives to sauces and gravies.

They know how indispensable it is in
baking and pastry making.

THEREFORE LET YOUR WOMEN
CUSTOMERS KNOW THAT YOU HAVE IT

" Display it on your counter and shelves
—quick sales will follow.

The Edwardsburg Starch Co.
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