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9 UT Turner, it's impssble. My uncle knew 1B Reedham quite we:1siHe could not bave1
been taken in like that."1

"But yon've seen this Charlton yonrself, Mi.1
Stephen," said Turner sbrewdly. "More than once
haven't you, and you did not recognize him?"

"You're riglit, but I can't believe it. 1 tell you it'simpossible, wby it was an awful thing to do."i
" It was, but he'Il stick at nothing, makin' love even i

to Mise Wrede an' bis own wife livin', an' bis very boy 1
in the office beside hîm."

Ste phlen Curie stared hielplessly.
"0f course, the lad Reedham was in the office,

didn't lie recognize hîm then?"
"No,'lie didn't, but Charlton lie was always messin'

round 'iim. It was that that mnade me suspect fust.
You sec it warn't natural for a bounder like that to
take sucli an interest in a boy fron nowbere. so to
speak, one that coldn't give hirs a leg up in bis own
ainbitious sàlieies."

"And Turner, Mms Reedliain married again. Sbe's
Mrs. George L idgate now, don't you know that, and
Charlton must know it."

"11ernay knLow it by now, lie didn't afore lie went
away. But tIen I warn't sure quite. One day jes
before lie went te the Cape I went inte bis room
sudden witli a cable for lin to lok at, and he was
sitting there writli is eoggles off, and I saw lits eyes.
Rernember Reedham e- eyes? They weren't like
nobody else's; tbey seened te look riglt tbrongb you.
It gave me a start, and f romn that minute I was nearly
sure, but te-day, when I saw lin speak to the boy, I
knew. Wbat's got te be done, Mr. Selien? "

" Weil, in the first place rny uncle will have to be
told."

"And then the perlice, Mr. Ste phlen," said Turner
anxiously. "Scotland Yard, ain't that our firt duty?"

"Not juet yet, Turner, we muet go cautîously, because
I dont grasp the trutli just yet. We mut le ab-
solutely certain. My uncle je at Hyde Park Square,
you Say?"

"Yes, sir, tliey will corne up froin Southampton
together."

'Well, if you wat jut a moment v'il go bnck te
tewn with you."

H1e stepped ot of the rooin, and stood a moment
irresolute in the hiall. It was notlialf-past eiglit.
Reflecting that it would take lim t least tliree-
3uarters of an hour to g et to Hyde Park Square, lie
decided te slip ont witliout saying anytlàing to the
rest of the farily.

To tlirow sncb a bonli in their iidst and afterwards
listen te the babel of borrifled discussion, would
lie te waste the entire evening. Besides, before saying
a word te aliving creature lie muet maie sure of the
truth of this extraordinary, alinost incredible stery.

H1e believed it te lie true. H1e could not see wbat
benefit a man like Turner could achieve by concocting
it. Besides lie lad not suffilcient imagination. H1e
rang a bell in the bail, and as be took down his over.-
,coat the parlourmaid appeared lcoking sornewhat
surprised.

'Just belp me on, Jane, and tell thein I bave been
cafled out unexpectedly. Wait till I have been gene a
few minutes. It's important business, tel my father
l'Il exp!ain it wben I corne back."

n p the velvet cllar of hie coat, brushed
sfroin bis shoulders, and gave lin hie

iat. She observed the pallor of lis face;,
el wliether lie lad got inte any private
l ad not particularly liked the look of tlie
ie had admitted te the breakfast-room,

iliarity lad incensed ber greatly. Jane
ieprops of Fair Lawn, an excellent servant,
elf on lier long years of unimnpeacliable

[rew before the two passed ont, wbich tliey
uietly, closing the inuer door without a

Road Turner got out and sougbt the 'bus te convey
hirn te the Elephant and Castle. Steplien continued
bis way ia1ûne. His bands were clencbed, lie bit bis
lips te keep down the rising excitement. Hie rage
against Reedham was the noblest, rnanliest passion
that liad ever made ferment in bis soul. It was tbis
that had corne between Katherine Wrede and hirneelf,
this double-dyed scoundrel, wbo not content witb
desolating his own borne, had tried te wreck an innocent
life-surely no punishment could le teo great for sucb
an one.

By the turnelie reached Hyde Park Square, just
after nine, lie had seorked bimself up into a perfect
tempest of indignation.

"Mr. Currie is at borne, sir, yes" said the butler.
"A gentleman bad just gone inte the boudoir, Mr.
Charlton, perbaps you know lim. 1He was expected
to dinner, but lie did not corne."

"lYes, I know hir," said Steplien thickly. "Putme înte tbe lîhrary and ask my uncle te corne to me
at once. Tell hum, if you like, that it is a matter of
life and deatb."

Stephen was perfectly f amiliar witli the bouse, lie
went to the library himself and tbe butler proceeded
te tbe boudoir to deliver bis message.

Mr. Currie did not delay, lie followed the butler
immediately out of the roorn, leaving Charlton and
Katherine alone tegether. tpin"lesi od

" Wbat bas liappened, Stehn esi od
bumoredly, seeing bis nepbew standing by tbe table
with bis overcoat on, as if in a burry. " Have you
been ordered Southi, or wbat, and is this good-bye? "

" No, Uncle Archie, it is notbing of that sort. Corne
in and sbut the door. A terrible tbinghlashlappened."

"Where? Not at Pair Lawn, Ihlope? I saw your
father to-day. H1e said ail were well.'

"No, no, we're ail riglit, Uncle Arche. It's sorne-
thing else-a horrible thing. The man Charlton
you've had so long, in whorn you've placed sucli im-
plîcit confidence, who-dainn hirn-bas put me out
witb Katherne-I

"Softly, softly, Steplien; 1 don't ailow that kind
of language in my house. Wliat bave you to say
against Cliarîten? Remernber that inoderation brings
conviction."

"But, Unele Arche, 1 can't be moderate about sncb
an awful thing," stainmered Stephen. Do you know
wliatbas linppened? -wbohle is? He isn't Charlton
at al. He's Johin Reedbar."

The old mnan stared at hirn stnpidly, bis ruddy face
beginning te look a little grey in the soft liglit.

'Yes,I tell you it's true. Turner has found it ont.
H1e carne te me to-niglit. 11e says tliere's no doulit
at ail about it Isn't there anything about the man
tbat convinces y ou? You've seen him often. Did
you ever suspect?"

Still Archibald Currie did not spealc. A weight
seemed te seutle upon bis soul. Incredible as the
suggestion iniglt seem, sorne inward intuition pointed
te it as true.

"I1 can't take it in," lie murmured at last, and feebly
like a man wio lias been suddenly stricken. For lie
had just welcorned the man of wliom lieliad spoken
te bis ininost home. H1e lad felt his own lieart warrn
te lin, lie lad seen the liglt in Katlierine's eyes.
If this were tru-. But surely, lie teld himself,
God would neyer permit it te hpe.

"Well, 1 don't wonder. I couldn't at first. It
wvas only after Turner began te explain it a little. te
1111 in the details, that it tooli shape as a likely thing
in rny mind. It was tlirongli two things lie betrayed
himself-his attention te the boy Leslie, and one day
Turner saw lin witliont bis glasses, then lie knew.
And al the tirne lie lad been lodging 'witli a woxnan
at Camden Town wlio used te lbe a servant in bis
bouse at Norwood. Turner lias been te the bousqe
and interviewed lier, and seblas known it ail along.
Of course, sbe lias been ini lie pay."

1Turner, as tlieyý
[ guessed it would
n te m'ait."
save Urne. I can
ese you'l1 corne to
utiate your stery.

offgolden hues, of amber and saffron intermingled;
the roorn was a perfect barmony of colouir and tone,
and she, in ber sweeping robe of softest brown velvet,
barmonized with it. She was stting on the coucb,
Charlton in front of lier, talking eagerly. The liglit
on ber face came from witbin. She turned with
evidentreluctance to the door, and distirictly frowned
at siglit of Stephen Currie foilowing ber uncle. But
she rose, and Charlton rose with lier, both turning
simultaneously to the door.

Archibald Currie stepped forward. His tail, spare
figure seemied to have taken on a new and pathetic
dignity. His white face terrified Katherine.

Charlton, seeing the menace in Stephen Currie's
eyeg, knew that bis bour bad corne.

"Charlton," said Arcibald Currie in a low voice,
wbich, however, was calin and judiciîal, "my nepbew
bas corne here to-night to bring a terrible and alrnost
incredible charge. He says that your naine is not
Charlton, that you are John Reedliai. What bave
you te say? I

The silence was so intense tbat tbe sound of their
breatbing seerned to 1111 the rooin. Charlton put bis band
up, nor did it tremble, and took tbe bitte glasses froin
bis face.

"Yes," be said, in a low, cear voice, perfectly
beard in every corner of tbe roorn, " I arn John Reed-
hain.

CHAPTER XII

PAID IN FULL

K ATHERINE gave a litte cry.
Archibald Currie turned to ber witb an infinity
of tenderness, and toucbed ber arn.

"Go upstairs, rny dear. I will corne to you in a few
moments. Go now."

He guided ber to the door wliere ebe stopped and
threw up her bead. There were no tears ini ber eyes,
but ber expression Archibald Currie carried witbli î
to the day of bis deatb. It was the one barrier in the
way of bis complete forgiveness of John Reedham.

"Be mercifu " she whispered.
Hep ut bier outside the door, gently closed it, and

walkedt'a&k.
Reedhamn stood silently there, noît a muscle

of bis face moving, looking with uinseeing eyes upon
Steplien Currie's flushed, indignant face.

Tliey waited, both for the directing band.
It carne in a. moment, rnaking itself feit witb no sort

of indecision, Ife was ever the man for a crisis, this
glorious old Scotebinan, witli the iron and wine of
kings' blood ini bis veins.

While other men liestated over the wisdomn of this
course or that, lie determined, and it was doue.

"I wisb te epeak te you privately, Ste phlen, no,
not a word here. Go te the library. I will corne te
you there."

Steplien went at once. It was a moment for obed-
ience, and the tene of his uncle's voice, the expression
of bis face, admitted of no demur. Ile was a corn-
pelling force, rather tlian an imperious one, hiowever,
moral suasion acting instautaneously on tlie mmnd it
souglit te influence.

-You will wait liere," the old man said then, turning
te Reedliam, " I have your word that you vWl wait
liere till I corne bnck to deal with you? I pr-omise
you it wil lot lbe long."

"I wiil wait," said Reedliam quietly, and the next
moment lie was alone.

Archibald Curie stood for a moment in the middle
of the hall, ere lie went te bis nephew, and in tbat
wonderful moment lie reviewed the wbole ground
and saw the way clear. But a colossal task was before
lirn, the most colossal, perlaps, that lie lad ever
essayed, to alint the mouhs and scal the lips of other
men.

Steplen was waiting impatiently by the table and
sprang forward witli enger worde on bis lips.
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