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The Ivory Gate
Walter Besant
A Modern Reader’s Edition
A rich, dry old solicitor leads, without knowing it, a second life as Edmund Gray, a genial preacher of a new social order, and neither of his selves remembers the other. Besant asks which of the two men was the better one and does not entirely answer.
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Sunt geminae Somni portae: quarum altera fertur Cornea, qua veris facilis datur exitus umbris: Altera candenti perfecta nitens elephanto: Sed falsa ad caelum mittunt insomnia manes. Virgil, Aen. VI.
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After this novel was commenced in Chambers’s Journal it was discovered that the title had already been used by the late Mr. Mortimer Collins, for a novel published in the year 1865. The Author communicated with Mr. Collins’s representatives, and has to thank them for making no opposition to the use of this title.
To
S. Squire Sprigge, Esq., M.D.
My dear Sprigge,
Since it was you who first instructed me in the existence of the brain disease which forms the motif of this story, and furnished me with such illustrations of its working as enabled me to write the story, I am in honor bound to make the most public acknowledgment possible of this fact.
[image: The Greek Theatre, Taormina, Sicily]The Greek Theatre, Taormina, Sicily — William Logsdail (1890)I therefore beg to inscribe your name on the title page of this volume in grateful recognition of an obligation which is not by any means discharged by such recognition. I am also moved to do so in remembrance of another kind of work in which I have been so fortunate as to have your invaluable collaboration.
Very sincerely yours, WALTER BESANT. United University Club, S.W. September 12, 1892.
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[image: ]Who Is Edmund Gray?

Mr. Edward Dering, in a rare interval of work, occupied himself with looking into his bank book. Those humble persons whom the City, estimating the moral and spiritual worth of a man by his income, calls ‘small,’ frequently and anxiously examine their bank books, add up the columns, and check the entries. Mr. Dering, who was not a small man, but a big man, or rather, from a City point of view, a biggish man, very seldom looked at his bank book; first because, like other solicitors in large practice, he had clerks and accountants to do that kind of work for him: next because, like many solicitors, while he managed the affairs of other people with unceasing watchfulness, he was apt to neglect his own affairs. Happily, when one has an income of some thousands, private affairs from time to time force themselves upon their owner in the most agreeable manner possible. They obtrude themselves upon him. They insist upon being noticed. They compel him to look after them respectfully: to remove them from the dullness of the bank, and to make them comfortable in investments.
Mr. Dering opened the book, therefore, having for the moment nothing else to do, looked at the balance, was satisfied with its appearance, and began working backward, that is to say, upward, to read the entries. Presently, he came to one at which he stopped, holding his forefinger on the name.
[image: The Ninth of November, 1888]The Ninth of November, 1888 — William Logsdail (1890)It was on the right-hand side, the side which to small men is so terrifying, because it always does its best to annihilate the cash balance, and seems bent upon transforming addition into multiplication, so amazing are the results. The name which Mr. Dering read was Edmund Gray. The amount placed in the same line opposite to that name was 720l. Therefore, he had drawn a check to the order of Edmund Gray for the sum of 720l.
Now, a man may be in very great practice indeed; but if, like Mr. Dering, he knows the details of every case that is brought into the House, he would certainly remember drawing a check for 720l., and the reason why it was drawn, and the person for whom it was drawn, especially if the check was only three weeks old. Seven hundred and twenty pounds! It is a sum in return for which many and very substantial services must be rendered.
‘Edmund Gray!’ he murmured. ‘Strange! I cannot remember the name of Edmund Gray. Who is Edmund Gray? Why did I give him 720l.?’
The strange fact that he should forget so large a sum amused him at first. Beside him lay a book which was his private Diary. He opened it and looked back for three months. He could find no mention anywhere of Edmund Gray. To repeat: he knew all the details of every case that came into the House: he signed all the checks: his memory was as tenacious and as searching as the east wind in April; yet this matter of Edmund Gray and his check for 720l. he could not recall to his mind by any effort.
[image: The Bluecoat Boy]The Bluecoat Boy — William Logsdail (1905)There is a certain stage in brain fatigue when one cannot remember names: it is the sure and certain symptom of over-work: the wise man recognizes the symptom as a merciful warning and obeys it. Mr. Dering knew this symptom. ‘I must take a holiday,’ he said. ‘At sixty-seven, one cannot afford to neglect the least loss of memory. Edmund Gray! To forget Edmund Gray and 720l.! I must run down to the sea-side for a fortnight’s rest.’
He shut up the bank book and tried to go back to his work. But this name came back to him. ‘Edmund Gray,’ he murmured—‘Edmund Gray. Who on earth is this Edmund Gray? Why did he get a check for 720l.?’
The thing ceased to amuse him: it began to irritate him: in two minutes it began to torture him: he leaned back in his chair: he drummed with his fingers on the table: he took up the book and looked at the entry again. He got up and walked about the room—a long lean figure in a tight frock-coat. To walk about the room and to swing your arms often stimulates the memory. In this case, however, no good effect followed. The nommé Edmund Gray remained a name and nothing more—the shadow of a name. Mr. Dering rapped the table with his paper-knife, as if to conjure up that shadow. Futile superstition! No shadow appeared. But how could the shadow of a name—an unknown name—carry off 720 golden sovereigns?
‘I feel as if I am going mad,’ he murmured. ‘Seven hundred and twenty pounds paid by myself in a single lump, only three weeks ago, and I remember nothing about it! I have no client named Edmund Gray. The money must therefore have been paid by me for some client to this unknown person. Yet it was paid by my check, and I don’t remember it. Strange! I never forgot such a thing before.’
There was an office bell on the table. He touched it. A clerk—an elderly clerk—an ancient clerk—obeyed the call. He was the clerk who sat in the room outside Mr. Dering’s office: the clerk who wrote the checks for the chief to sign, brought back the letters when they had been copied, directed the letters for the post, received visitors, and passed in cards: in fact, the private secretary, stage-manager—we all want a stage-manager in every profession—or confidential clerk. As befits a man of responsibility, he was dressed all in black, his office coat being as shiny as a mirror on the arms and on the shoulders: by long habit it hung in certain folds or curves which never unbent: his face was quite shaven and shorn: all that was left of his white hair was cut short: his eyes were keen and even foxy: his lips were thin: his general expression was one of watchfulness: when he watched his master it was with the attention of a servant: when he watched anybody else it was as one who watches a rogue, and would outwit him, if he could, at his own roguery. In certain commercial walks of the lower kind, where honor and morality consist in the success of attempts to cheat each other, this kind of expression is not uncommon. Whether his expression was good or bad, he was an excellent clerk: he was always at his post at nine in the morning: he never left the office before seven, and, because Mr. Dering was a whale for work, he sometimes stayed without a grumble until eight or even nine. Man and boy, Checkley had been in the office of Dering & Son for fifty-five years, entering as an errand-boy at twelve.
‘Checkley,’ said his master, ‘look at this bank book. Credit side. Fourth entry. Have you got it?’
‘Edmund Gray, 720l.,’ the clerk read.
‘Yes. What is that cheque for? Who is Edmund Gray?’
The clerk looked surprised. ‘I don’t know,’ he said.
‘Why did I pay that money?’
The clerk shook his head.
‘Did you look at the book when you laid it on the table?’
The clerk nodded.
‘Well—what did you think of it?’
‘I didn’t think of it at all. It wasn’t one of the checks you told me to draw about that time ago. If I had thought, I should have supposed it was your private business.’
‘I was not aware, Checkley, that I have any private affairs that you do not know.’
‘Well—but you might have.’
‘True. I might have. Just so. As I haven’t—who, I ask you again—who is this Edmund Gray?’
‘I don’t know.’
‘Have you ever heard of any Edmund Gray?’
‘Never to my knowledge.’
‘This is the first time you have heard that name?’ the lawyer persisted.
‘The very first time.’
‘Consider. Is there any Edmund Gray in connection with any of my clients?’
‘Not to my knowledge.’
‘Not to your knowledge. Has any Edmund Gray ever been employed about the office?’
‘No—certainly not.’
‘We have recently been painted and papered and whitewashed and new carpeted at great expense and inconvenience. Did Edmund Gray conduct any of those operations?’
‘No.’
‘Has the name of Edmund Gray ever been mentioned in any letters that have come here?’
It was notorious in the office that Checkley read all the letters that came, and that he never forgot the contents of any. If you named any letter he would at once tell you what was written in it, even if it were twenty years old.
‘I have never even heard the name of Edmund Gray in any letter or in any connection whatever,’ the clerk replied firmly.
‘I put all these questions, Checkley, because I was pretty certain myself from the beginning; but I wanted to make myself quite certain. I thought it might be a trick of failing memory. Now, look at the name carefully’—the clerk screwed up his eyes tightly in order to get a good grip of the name. ‘You see I have given him a check for 720l., only three weeks ago. I am not the kind of man to give away 720l. for nothing. Yet I have actually forgotten the whole business.’
Certainly he did not look the kind of man to forget such a simple thing as the giving away of 720l. Quite the contrary. His grave face, his iron-gray hair, his firm lips, his keen, steady eyes, apart from the methodical regularity with which his papers were arranged before him, all proclaimed that he was very far from being that kind of man. Very much the reverse, indeed.
‘You don’t mean to say, sir,’ Checkley began, with a change in his face from watchfulness to terror—‘you can’t mean——‘
‘I mean this, Checkley. I know of no Edmund Gray; and unless the bank has made a mistake, there has been committed—a—what do they call it in the law-courts?’
The clerk held the bank book in his hand, staring at his master with open eyes. ‘What?’ he repeated. ‘What do they call it? Good Lord! They call it forgery—and for 720l.! And on you, of all people in the world! And in this office! In our office!—our office! What a dreadful thing, to be sure! Oh, what a dreadful thing to happen! In our office—here!’ The clerk seemed unable to express his astonishment.
‘First of all, get me the returned cheques.’
The checks always came back in the pocket of the bank book. Checkley was accustomed to take them out and to file them in their proper place.
[image: The Children of James Todd]The Children of James Todd — William Logsdail (1920)Again, Mr. Dering neither drew his checks nor wrote his letters with his own hand. He only signed them. One clerk wrote the letters; another drew the checks by his instruction and dictation.
[image: Self Portrait]Self Portrait — Robert Jobling (1913)Checkley went back to his own room and returned with a bundle of returned drafts. He then looked in the safe—a great fireproof safe—that stood open in one corner of the room, and took out the current check book.
‘Here it is,’ he said. ‘Check drawn by you yourself in your own handwriting, and properly signed, payable to order—not crossed—and duly endorsed. Now you understand why I know nothing about it. Edmund Gray, Esquire, or order. Seven hundred and twenty pounds. Signed Dering & Son. Your own handwriting and your own signature.’
‘Let me look.’ Mr. Dering took the paper and examined it. His eyes hardened as he looked. ‘You call this my handwriting, Checkley?’
‘I—I—I did think it was,’ the clerk stammered. ‘Let me look again. And I think so still,’ he added more firmly.
‘Then you’re a fool. Look again. When did I ever sign like that?’
Mr. Dering’s handwriting was one of those which are impossible to be read by any except his own clerks, and then only when they know what to expect. Thus, when he drew up instructions in lawyer language, he expressed the important words by an initial, a medial, or a final consonant, and made scratches for all the words between; his clerks, however, understood him very well. If he had written a love letter, or a farce, or a ballade, or a story, no one, either clerks, or friends, or compositors, would have understood anything but a word here and a word there. For his signature, however, that was different. It was the signature of the Firm: it was a signature a hundred and twenty years old: it was an eighteenth-century signature: bold, large, and clear, every letter fully formed: with dots and flourishes, the last letter concluding with a fantasia of penmanship belonging to a time when men knew how to write, belonging to the decorative time of penmanship.
‘Two of the dots are out of place,’ said Checkley, ‘and the flourish isn’t quite what it should be. But the check itself looks like your hand,’ he added stoutly. ‘I ought to have seen that there was something wrong about the signature, though it isn’t much. I own to that. But the writing is like yours, and I would swear to it still.’
‘It isn’t my handwriting at all, then. Where is the counterfoil?’
Checkley turned over the counterfoils. ‘What is the date?’ he asked. ‘March the 4th? I can’t find it. Here are cheques for the 3rd and for the 6th, but none at all for the 4th.’
‘Let me look.’ Strange! There was no counterfoil. And the numbers did not agree with that on the cheque.
‘You haven’t got another cheque book, have you?’
‘No; I certainly have not.’
Mr. Dering sat with the check in his hand, looking at it. Then he compared it with a blank check. ‘Why,’ he said, ‘this check is drawn from an old book—two years old—one of the books before the bank amalgamated and changed its title and the form of the checks—not much of a change, it is true—but—how could we be such fools, Checkley, as not to see the difference?’
‘Then somebody or other must have got hold of an old check book. Shameful! To have check books lying about for every common rogue to go and steal!’
Mr. Dering reflected. Then he looked up and said: ‘Look again in the safe. In the left-hand compartment over the drawer, I think you will find an old check book. It belonged to a separate account—a Trust. That has been closed. The book should be there.—Ah! There it is.—I wonder now,’ the lawyer went on, ‘how I came to remember that book? It is more than two years since I last used it or even thought of it. Another trick of memory. We forget nothing, in fact, nothing at all. Give it to me. Strange, that I should remember so slight a thing. Now—here are the checks, you see—color the same—lettering the same—size the same—the only difference being the style and title of the Company. The fellow must have got hold of an old book left about, as you say, carelessly. Ah!’ His color changed. ‘Here’s the very counterfoil we wanted! Look! the number corresponds. The check was actually taken from this very book! a book in my own safe! in this very office! Checkley, what does this mean?’
[image: Self Portrait]Self Portrait — George Reid (1894)Checkley took the book from his master with a trembling hand, and read feebly the writing of the counterfoil, March 4th, 1883. Edmund Gray, 720l.’
‘Lord knows what it means,’ he said. ‘I never came across such a thing in my life before.’
‘Most extraordinary! It is two years since I have given a thought to the existence of that book. Yet I remembered it the moment when it became useful. Well, Checkley, what have you got to say? Can’t you speak?’
‘Nothing—nothing. O Lord, what should I have to say. If you didn’t draw that cheque with your own hand——‘
‘I did not draw that check with my own hand.’
‘Then—then it must have been drawn by somebody else’s hand.’
‘Exactly.’
‘Perhaps you dictated it.’
‘Don’t be a fool, Checkley. Keep your wits together, though this is a new kind of case for you. Criminal law is not exactly in your line. Do you think I should dictate my own handwriting as well as my own words?’
‘No. But I could swear—I could indeed—that it is your writing.’
‘Let us have no more questions and answers. It is a forgery. It is a forgery. It is not a common forgery. It has been committed in my own office. Who can have done it? Let me think’—he placed the check and the old check book before him. ‘This book has been in my safe for two years. I had forgotten its very existence. The safe is only used for my private papers. I open it every morning myself at ten o’clock. I shut it when I go up-stairs to lunch. I open it again when I return. I close it when I go away. I have not departed from this custom for thirty years. I could no more sit in this room with the safe shut—I could no more go away with the safe open—than I could walk the streets in my shirt sleeves. Therefore, not only has the forgery been committed by someone who has had access to my safe, but by someone who has stolen the check in my very presence and before my eyes. This consideration should narrow the field.’ He looked at the check again. ‘It is dated March the 4th. The date may mean nothing. But it was presented on the 5th. Who came to my room on the 4th or the days preceding? Go and find out.’
Checkley retired and brought back his journal.
‘You saw on the 4th——‘ He read the list of callers.
‘That doesn’t help,’ said Mr. Dering.
‘On the 1st, 2d, 3d, and 4th you had Mr. Arundel working with you here every day from ten till twelve.’
‘Mr. Arundel. Yes, I remember. Anybody else?’
‘Nobody else.’
‘You forget yourself, Checkley,’ Mr. Dering said. ‘You were, as usual, in and out at different times.’
‘O Lord! sir— I hope you don’t think——‘ The old clerk stammered, turning pale.
‘I think nothing, I want to find out. Go to the bank. See the manager. Let him tell you if he can find out by whom the check was cashed. If in notes—it must have been in notes—let those notes be instantly stopped. It is not crossed, so that we must not expect anything so simple as the Clearing House. Go at once and find out exactly what happened.’
This happened at about half-past ten. The bank was no more than five minutes’ walk. Yet it was twelve o’clock when the clerk returned.
‘Well, what have you found out?’ asked the master.
‘I have found out a great deal,’ Checkley began eagerly. ‘First, I saw the manager, and I saw the pay clerk. The check was handed in by a commissionaire. Everybody trusts a commissionaire. The pay clerk knows your signature, and thought it was all right. I showed the check to the manager. He knows your handwriting, and he says he would swear that the check was drawn by you yourself. So I am not such a fool as you think.’
‘Go on.’
‘The commissionaire told the pay clerk that he was ordered to take it all in ten-pound notes. He took them, put them in his pouch, and walked away. He was a one-armed man, and took a long time over the job, and didn’t seem a bit in a hurry.’
‘About the notes?’
‘The manager will stop them at once. But he says that if the thing was done by an old hand, there must be confederates in it, and there will be trouble. However, the notes are stopped. That’s done. Then I went on to the commissionaires’ barracks in the Strand. The sergeant very soon found the man, and I had a talk with him. He was employed by an old gentleman, he says, staying at the Cecil Hotel, Strand. The old gentleman sent him to the bank with instructions to get the money in ten-pound notes; and very particular he was with him about not losing any of them on the way. He didn’t seem a bit in a hurry either. Took the notes from the man and laid them in a pocket-book. It was in the coffee-room, and half a dozen other gentlemen were there at the same time. But this gentleman seemed alone.’
‘Humph! A pretty cool business, upon my word! No hurry about it. Plenty of time. That was because they knew that the old check book would not be found and examined.’
‘Why did they write the check on the counterfoil? Why did they put the check book back again—after they had taken it out?’
‘I don’t know. The workings of a forger’s brain are not within the compass of my experiences. Go on, Checkley.’
‘The commissionaire says that he is certain he would know the gentleman again.’
‘Very good indeed, if we can only find the gentleman.’
‘I then went on to the Cecil Hotel and saw the head waiter of the coffee-room. He remembered the commissionaire being sent for: he saw the bundle of bank-notes brought back from the bank, and he remembers the old gentleman very well. Says he should certainly know him again.’
‘Did he describe him?’
‘There didn’t seem anything particular to describe. He was of average height, so to speak, dressed in gray trousers and a black frock-coat, and was gray-haired. Much as if I was to describe you.’
‘Oh! The notes are stopped. Yet in three weeks there has been ample time to get them all changed. Every note may have been changed into gold in three weeks. An elderly gentleman: gray hair: average height: that tells us nothing. Checkley, the thing has been done by someone who had, or still has, access to my safe. Perhaps, in some way or other, keys have been procured. In that case——‘ He stepped over to the safe and opened a drawer. ‘See, Checkley; this drawer is untouched: it is full of jewelry and things which belonged to my mother. Nothing touched. Here is a bag of spade guineas again—nothing taken. What do you say to that? If the forger had possessed keys, he would, first of all, have cleared out the things which he could turn into money without any difficulty and very little risk. Nothing taken except that check, and the check book replaced. What do you say to that? Eh?’
‘I don’t know what to say. I’m struck stupid. I never heard of such a thing before.’
‘Nor I. Why, it must have been done in this room, while the safe was open, while I was actually present. That is the only solution possible. Again, who has been in this room?’
‘All the callers—I read their names to you—your clients.’
‘They all sit in that chair. They never leave that chair so long as they are with me.’ He indicated the chair which stood at the corner of the lawyer’s great table at his left hand. Now the safe was in the far corner, on the other side of the room. ‘They could not possibly—— Checkley, the only two who could possibly have access to that safe in office hours are yourself and Mr. Arundel.’
‘Good heavens! sir—you can’t believe—you can’t actually think——‘
‘I believe nothing. I told you so before. I think nothing. I want the facts.’
The room was long rather than square, lit by two large windows, overlooking the gardens of New Square, Lincoln’s Inn. The lawyer sat with his back to the fire, protected by a cane-screen, before a large table. On his left hand, at the corner of the table, stood the clients’ chair: on his right hand, between the two windows, was a small table with a couple of drawers in it. And in the corner, to the left of any one writing at the small table, and on the right hand of the lawyer, was the open safe already mentioned. There were two doors, one communicating with the clerk’s room, the other opening directly on the stairs. The latter was locked on the inside.
‘Call Mr. Arundel,’ said the chief.
While Checkley was gone, he walked to the window and observed that any one sitting at the table could, by merely reaching out, take anything from the safe and put it back again unobserved, if he himself happened to be occupied or looking another way. His grave face became dark. He returned to his own chair, and sat thinking, while his face grew darker and his eyes harder, until Mr. Arundel appeared.
[image: Alfred James Hipkins]Alfred James Hipkins — Edith Hipkins (1898)Athelstan Arundel was at this time a recently admitted member of the respectable but too numerous family of solicitors. He was between two and three and twenty years of age, a tall and handsome young fellow, of a good manly type. He was an ex-articled clerk of the House, and he had just been appointed a Managing Clerk until something could be found for him. The Arundels were a City family of some importance: perhaps something in a City Firm might presently be achieved by the united influence of family and money. Meantime, here he was, at work, earning a salary and gaining experience. Checkley—for his part, who was as jealous of his master as only an old servant, or a young mistress, has the right to be—had imagined symptoms or indications of a growing preference or favor toward this young gentleman on the part of Mr. Dering. Certainly, he had Mr. Arundel in his own office a good deal, and gave him work of a most confidential character. Besides, Mr. Dering was Executor and Trustee for young Arundel’s mother, and he had been an old friend and schoolfellow of his father, and had known the young man and his two sisters from infancy.
‘Mr. Arundel,’ the lawyer began. At his own house, he addressed his ward by his Christian name: in the office, as managing clerk, he prefixed the courtesy title. ‘An extremely disagreeable thing has happened here. Nothing short of a forgery.—Don’t interrupt me, if you please’—for the young man looked as if he was about to practice his interjections.—‘It is a most surprising thing, I admit. You needn’t say so, however. That wastes time. A Forgery. On the fifth of this month, three weeks ago, a check, apparently in my handwriting, and with my signature, so skillfully executed as to deceive even Checkley and the manager of the bank, was presented at my bank and duly cashed. The amount is—large—720l.—and the sum was paid across the counter in ten-pound notes, which are now stopped—if there are any left.’ He kept his eyes fixed on the young man, whose face betrayed no other emotion than that of natural surprise. ‘We shall doubtless trace these notes, and through them, of course, the forger. We have already ascertained who presented the check. You follow?’
‘Certainly. There has been a forgery. The forged check has been cashed. The notes are stopped. Have you any clue to the forgery—any suspicions?’
‘As yet, none. We are only beginning to collect the facts.’ The lawyer spoke in the coldest and most austere manner. ‘I am laying them, one by one, before you.’
Young Arundel bowed.
‘Observe then, that the forged check belongs to a check book which has been lying, forgotten by me, in this safe for two years. Here is the book. Turn to the last counterfoil. Here is the check, the forged check, which corresponds. You see?’
‘Perfectly. The book has been in the safe for two years. It has been taken out by someone—presumably the forger—the check has been forged; the counterfoil filled up; and the book replaced. Why was all this trouble taken? If the man had got the check, why did he fill up the counterfoil? Why did he return the book? I beg your pardon.’
‘Your questions are pertinent. I come to the next point. The safe is never opened but by myself. It is open so long as I am in the room, and at no other time.’
‘Very well. The man who took out this check book, forged the check, and replaced the book, must have done it in my very presence.’
‘Certainly, I know that.’
‘Oh! Could not someone—somehow—have got a key?’
‘I thought of that. It is possible. But the drawers are full of valuables, jewelry—curios—all kinds of things which could easily be turned into money. And they were not touched. Now, had the safe been opened by a key, these things would certainly have vanished.’
‘So it would seem.’
‘These are the main facts, Mr. Arundel. Oh! one more. We have found the messenger who cashed the check. Perhaps there are one or two other points of more or less importance. There is only one more point I wish to bring before you. Of course—I make no charge—I insinuate none. But this must be remembered—there are only two persons who have had access to this safe in such a manner as to make it possible for them to take anything out of it— Checkley——‘
‘No—no—no,’ cried the old man.
‘And you yourself. At the time of the robbery, you were working at that table with the safe open and within reach of your left hand. This is a fact, mind—one of the facts of the case—not a charge.’
‘What?’ cried the young man, his cheek aflame—‘you mean——‘
‘I mean nothing—nothing at all. I want you—and Checkley—who alone have used this room, not counting callers who sat in that chair—to know the facts.’
‘The facts—yes—of course—the facts. Well’—he spoke rapidly and a little incoherently—‘it is true that I worked here—but—oh! it is absurd. I know nothing of any check book lying in your safe. I was working at this table’—he went to the table—‘sitting in this chair. How could I get up and search about in a safe for an unknown and unsuspected check book before your very eyes?’
‘I do not know. It seems impossible. I only desire you to consider, with me, the facts.’
Had Mr. Dering spoken just a little less coldly, with just a little less dryness in his manner, what followed would perhaps have been different.
‘Yes—the facts,’ repeated the young man. ‘Well—let us get at the facts. The chief fact is that whoever took that check and filled it up must have known the existence of that check book more than two years old.’
‘It would seem so.’
‘Who could know about that old check book? Only one who had been about your office more than two years, or one who had had opportunities of examining the safe. Now, you sat there—I sat here’—he seated himself, only turning the chair round. ‘How is it possible for a man sitting here to take anything out of that safe without your seeing him? How is it possible for him, without your knowledge, to examine slowly and carefully the contents of the safe?’
‘Everything is possible,’ said Mr. Dering, still coldly. ‘Let us not argue on possibilities. We have certain facts before us. By the help of these, I shall hope to find out others.’
‘At five o’clock every day I put the work in the drawer of this table and I go away.’ He opened the drawer, as if to illustrate this unimportant fact. He saw in it two or three pieces of paper with writing on them. He took them out. ‘Good Heavens!’ he cried. ‘They are imitations of your handwriting.’
Checkley crossed the room swiftly, snatched them from him, and laid them before his master. ‘Imitations of your handwriting,’ he said, ‘imitations—exercises in forgery—practice makes perfect. Found in the drawer. Now!’
[image: Portret van Pangeran Ario Soejono, minister zonder portefeuille in oorlogskabinet te Londen]Portret van Pangeran Ario Soejono, minister zonder portefeuille in oorlogskabinet te Londen — Anton Abraham van Anrooy (1914)Mr. Dering looked at the papers and laid them beside the forged cheque. ‘An additional fact,’ he said. ‘These are certainly imitations. The probable conclusion is that they were made by the same hand that forged this cheque.’
‘Found in the drawer,’ said Checkley, ‘used by Mr. Arundel. Never by me. Ah! The only two, are we? These imitations will prove that I’m not in it.’
‘The fact that these imitations are found in the drawer,’ said Mr. Dering, ‘is a fact which may or may not be important.’
‘What?’ cried the young man, flaring up. ‘You think that I made those imitations?’
‘I do not permit myself—yet—to make any conclusions at all. Everything, however, is possible.’
Then this foolish young man lost his temper and his head.
‘You have known me all my life,’ he cried. ‘You have known me and all my people. Yet at the first moment you are ready to believe that I have committed a most abominable forgery! You—my father’s oldest friend—my mother’s Trustee! My own Guardian! You!’
‘Pardon me. There are certain facts in this case. I have laid them before you. I have shown——‘
‘To suspect me,’ Arundel repeated, ‘and all the time another man—that man—your clerk—who knows everything ever done in this office, is in and about the place all day long.’
‘The imitations,’ said Checkley quietly, ‘were found in his own drawer—by himself.’
‘Who put them there? Who made them? You—villain and scoundrel!’
‘Stop, stop,’ said Mr. Dering coldly. ‘We go too fast. Let us first prove our facts. We will then proceed to conclusions.’
‘Well, sir, you clearly believe that I forged your name and robbed you of all this money. I have not got ten pounds in the world; but that is not, I suppose, a fact which bears on the case. You think I have seven hundred pounds somewhere. Very good. Think so, if you please. Meanwhile, I am not going to stay in the service of a man who is capable of thinking such a thing. I leave your service—at once. Get someone else to serve you—somebody who likes being charged with forgery and theft.’ He flung himself out of the room and banged the door behind him.
‘He has run away,’ said Checkley. ‘Actually, run away at the very outset! What do you think now?’
‘I do not think. We shall, I daresay, find out the truth in due course. Meantime, these documents will remain in my keeping.’
‘Only, I hope, sir,’ the clerk began, ‘that after what you’ve just seen and heard, after such insolence and running away and all——‘
‘Don’t be an ass, Checkley. So far as appearances go, no one could get at the safe except you and Arundel. So far as the ascertained facts go, there is nothing to connect either of you with the thing. He is a foolish young man; and if he is innocent, which we must, I suppose, believe’—but his look did not convey the idea of robust faith—‘he will come back when he has cooled down.’
‘The imitations of your handwriting in his drawer——‘
‘The man who forged the check,’ said Mr. Dering, ‘whoever he was, could easily have written those imitations. I shall see that hot-headed boy’s mother, and bring him to reason.—Now, Checkley, we will resume work. And not a word of this business, if you please, outside. You have yourself to think of as well, remember. You, as well as that boy, have access to the safe. Enough—enough.’
Athelstan Arundel walked home all the way, foaming and raging. No omnibus, cab, or conveyance ever built could contain a young man in such a rage. His mother lived at Pembridge Square, which is four good measured miles from Lincoln’s Inn. He walked the whole way, walking through crowds, and under the noses of dray-horses, carriage-horses, and cart-horses, without taking the least notice of them. When he reached home, he dashed into the drawing-room, where he found his two sisters—Hilda and Elsie—one of them a girl of eighteen, the other of thirteen. With flaming cheeks and fiery eyes he delivered himself of his story; he hurled it at their heads; he called upon them to share his indignation, and to join with him in scorn and contempt of the man—their supposed best friend, Trustee, Guardian, Adviser—their father’s best friend—who had done this thing—who had accused him, on the bare evidence of two or three circumstantial facts, of such a crime!
[image: Ragnhild Juel]Ragnhild Juel — Lily Christie (1892)There is something magnetic in all great emotions: one proof of their reality is that they are magnetic. It is only an actor who can endow an assumed emotion with magnetism. Elsie, the younger girl, fell into a corresponding sympathy of wrath: she was equal to the occasion: passion for passion, she joined him and fed the flame. But—for all persons are not magnetic—the elder sister remained cold. From time to time she wanted to know exactly what Mr. Dering had said: this her brother was too angry to remember: she was pained and puzzled: she neither soothed him nor sympathized with him.
[image: Self Portrait with Rachel Hill]Self Portrait with Rachel Hill — Walford Graham Robertson (1914)Then the mother returned, and the whole story was told again, Elsie assisting. Now, Mrs. Arundel was a woman of great sense: a practical woman: a woman of keen judgment. She prided herself upon the possession of these qualities, which are not supposed to be especially feminine. She heard the story with disturbed face and knitted brow.
‘Surely,’ she said, ‘what you tell me, Athelstan, is beyond belief. Mr. Dering, of all men, to accuse you—you—of such a thing! It is impossible.’
‘I wish it was impossible. He accuses me of forging that check for 720l. He says that while I was working in his office for him, a fortnight ago, I took a certain check book out of the safe, forged his writing on a check, and returned the check book. This is what he says. Do you call that accusing, or don’t you?’
‘Certainly. If he says that. But how can he—Mr. Dering—the most exact and careful of men? I will drive to Lincoln’s Inn at once and find out. My dear boy, pray calm yourself. There is—there must be—some terrible mistake.’
She went immediately; and she had a long interview with the solicitor.
Mr. Dering was evidently much disturbed by what had happened. He did not receive her as he usually received his clients, sitting in his armchair. He pushed back the chair and stood up, leaning a hand on the back of it, a tall, thin, erect figure, gray-haired, austere of face. There was little to reassure the mother in that face. The very trouble of it made her heart sink.
‘I certainly have not accused Athelstan,’ he said. ‘It is, however, quite true that there has been a robbery here, and that of a large sum of money—no less than 720l.’
‘But what has that to do with my boy?’
‘We have made a few preliminary inquiries. I will do for you, Mrs. Arundel, what I did for your son, and you shall yourself understand what connection those inquiries have with him.’
He proceeded coldly and without comment to set forth the case so far as he had got at the facts. As he went on, the mother’s heart became as heavy as lead. Before he finished, she was certain. There is, you see, a way of presenting a case without comment which is more efficacious than any amount of talk; and Mrs. Arundel plainly perceived—which was indeed the case—that the lawyer had by this time little doubt in his own mind that her son had done this thing.
‘I thought it right,’ he continued, ‘to lay before him these facts at the outset. If he is innocent, I thought, he will be the better able to prove his innocence, and perhaps to find the guilty person. If he is guilty, he may be led to confession or restitution. The facts about the check book and the safe are very clear. I am certain that the safe has not been opened by any other key. The only persons who have had access to it are Checkley and your son Athelstan. As for Checkley—he couldn’t do it, he could not possibly do it. The thing is quite beyond him.’
Mrs. Arundel groaned. ‘This is terrible!’ she said.
‘Meantime, the notes are numbered: they may be traced: they are stopped: we shall certainly find the criminal by means of those notes.’
‘Mr. Dering’—Mrs. Arundel rose and laid her hand on his—‘you are our very old friend. Tell me—if this wretched boy goes away—if he gives back the money that remains—if I find the rest—will there be—any further—investigation?’
‘To compound a felony is a crime. It is, however, one of those crimes which men sometimes commit without repentance or shame. My dear lady, if he will confess and restore—we shall see.’
Mrs. Arundel drove home again. She came away fully persuaded in her own mind that her son—her only son—and none other, must be that guilty person. She knew Mr. Dering’s room well: she had sat there hundreds of times: she knew the safe: she knew old Checkley. She perceived the enormous improbability of this ancient clerk’s doing such a thing. She knew, again, what temptations assail a young man in London: she saw what her Trustee thought of it: and she jumped to the conclusion that her son—and none other—was the guilty person. She even saw how he must have done it: she saw the quick look while Mr. Dering’s back was turned: the snatching of the check book: the quick replacing it. Her very keenness of judgment helped her to the conviction. Women less clever would have been slower to believe. Shameful, miserable termination of all her hopes for her boy’s career! But that she could think of afterward. For the moment the only thing was to get the boy away—to induce him to confess—and to get him away.
[image: Joseph Frain Webster, Second Lieutenant, the Black Watch, Killed in Action, 30 October 1914, Aged 22 years]Joseph Frain Webster, Second Lieutenant, the Black Watch, Killed in Action, 30 October 1914, Aged 22 years — George Harcourt (1914)He was calmer when she got home, but he was still talking about the thing: he would wait till the right man was discovered: then he would have old Dering on his knees. The thing would be set right in a few days. He had no fear of any delay. He was quite certain that it was Checkley—that old villain. Oh! He couldn’t do it by himself, of course—nobody could believe that of him. He had accomplices—confederates—behind him. Checkley’s part of the job was to steal the check book and give it to his confederates and share the swag.
‘Well, mother?’ he asked.
His mother sat down. She looked pale and wretched.
‘Mother,’ cried Hilda, the elder sister. ‘Quick! What has happened? What does Mr. Dering say?’
‘He accuses nobody,’ she replied in a hard dry voice. ‘But——‘
‘But what?’ asked Hilda.
‘He told me everything—everything—and—and——Oh!’ She burst into sobs and crying, though she despised women who cry. ‘It is terrible— It is terrible— It is incredible. Yet, what can I think? What can any one think? Leave us, Hilda. Leave us, Elsie.’ The two girls went out unwillingly. ‘Oh! my son—how can I believe it? And yet—on the one hand, a boy of two-and-twenty exposed to all the temptations of town: on the other, an old clerk of fifty years’ service and integrity. And when the facts are laid before you both—calmly and coldly—you fly into a rage and run away, while Checkley calmly remains to await the inquiry.’
Mrs. Arundel had been accustomed all her life to consider Mr. Dering as the wisest of men. She felt instinctively that he regarded her son with suspicion: she heard all the facts: she jumped to the conclusion that he was a prodigal and a profligate: that he had fallen into evil ways, and spent money in riotous living: she concluded that he had committed these crimes in order to get more money for more skittles and oranges.
‘Athelstan ‘—she laid her hand upon his arm, but did not dare to lift her eyes and behold that guilty face—‘Athelstan’—confess—make reparation so far as you can—confess—oh! my son—my son! You will be caught and tried and found guilty, and—oh! I cannot say it—through the notes which you have changed. They are all known and stopped.’
The boy’s wrath was now changed to madness.
‘You!’ he cried. ‘You! My own mother! You believe it, no! Oh! we are all going mad together. What? Then I am turned out of this house, as I am turned out of my place. I go, then—I go; and’—here he swore a mighty oath, as strong as anybody out of Spain can make them—‘I will never—never—never come home again till you come yourself to beg forgiveness—you—my own mother!’
Outside, in the hall, his sisters stood, waiting and trembling.
‘Athelstan,’ cried the elder, ‘what, in the name of Heaven, have you done?’
‘Go, ask my mother. She will tell you. She knows, it seems, better than I know myself. I am driven away by my own mother. She says that I am guilty of—of—of forgery.’
‘If she says so, Athelstan,’ his sister replied coldly, ‘she must have her reasons. She would not drive you out of the house for nothing. Don’t glare like that. Prove your innocence.’
‘What? You, too? Oh! I am driven away by my sisters as well——‘
‘No, Athelstan—no,’ cried Elsie, catching his hand. ‘Not both your sisters.’
‘My poor child;’ he stooped and kissed her. ‘They will make you believe what they believe. Good Heavens! They make haste to believe it; they are glad to believe it.’
‘No—no. Don’t go, Athelstan.’ Elsie threw her arms about him. ‘Stay, and show that they are wrong. Oh! you are innocent. I will never—never—never believe it.’
He kissed her again, and tore himself away. The street door slammed behind him: they heard his footsteps as he strode away. He had gone.
Then Elsie fell into loud weeping and wailing. But Hilda went to comfort her mother.
‘Mother,’ she said, ‘did he really, really and truly do it?’
‘What else can I believe? Either he did it or that old clerk. Where is he?’
‘He is gone. He says he will come back when his innocence is proved. Mother, if he is innocent, why does he run away? It’s foolish to say that it is because we believe it. I’ve said nothing except that you couldn’t believe it without reasons. Innocent young men don’t run away when they are charged with robbery. They stay and fight it out. Athelstan should have stayed.’
Later on, when they were both a little recovered, Hilda tried to consider the subject more calmly. She had not her mother’s cleverness, but she was not without parts. The following remarks—made by a girl of eighteen—prove so much.
‘Mother,’ she said, ‘perhaps it is better, so long as this suspicion rests upon him, that he should be away. We shall certainly know where he is: he will want money, and will write for it. If it should prove that somebody else did the thing, we can easily bring him back as a martyr—for my own part I should be so glad that I would willingly beg his pardon on my knees—and of course we could easily get him replaced in the office. If it is proved that he did do it—and that, you think, they will be certain to find out—Mr. Dering, for your sake, will be ready to hush it up—perhaps we may get the notes back—he can’t have used them all; in any case it will be a great comfort to feel that he is out of the way: a brother convicted—tried in open court—sentenced—oh!’ She shuddered. ‘We should never get over it: never, never! It would be a most dreadful thing for Elsie and me. As for his going away, if people ask why he is gone and where, we must invent something—we can easily make up a story—hint that he has been wild—there is no disgrace, happily, about a young man being wild—that is the only thing that reconciles one to the horrid selfishness of wild young men—and if, by going away in a pretended rage, Athelstan has really enabled us to escape a horrid scandal—why, mother, in that case—we may confess that the blow has been by Providence most mercifully softened for us—most mercifully. We ought to consider that, mother.’
‘Yes, dear, yes. But he is gone. Athelstan is gone. And his future seems ruined. There is no hope for him. I can see no hope whatever. My dear, he was so promising. I thought that all the family influence would be his—we haven’t got a single City solicitor in the whole family. I thought that he was so clever and so ambitious and so eager to get on and make money and be a credit to the family. Solicitors do sometimes—especially City solicitors—become so very, very rich; and now it is all gone and done—and nothing left to hope but the miserable wish that there should be no scandal.’
‘It is indeed dreadful. But still—consider—no scandal. Mother, I think we should find out, if we can, something about his private life—how he has been living. He has been out a good deal of evenings lately. If there is any—any person—on whom he has been tempted to spend money—if he has been gambling—or betting, or any of the things that I read of’—this young lady, thanks to the beneficent assistance of certain works of fiction, was tolerably acquainted with the ways of young men and their temptations—‘it would be a satisfaction to know it at least.’
The ladies of a family where there is a ‘wild’ young man do not generally find it easy to get at the facts of his wildness: these remain locked up in the bosoms of his companions. No details could be learned about any wildness—quite the contrary. He seemed, so far as could be learned, to have led a very quiet and regular life. ‘But then,’ said the philosopher of eighteen, quoting from a novel, ‘men shelter each other. They are all bad together.’
[image: A girl reading a letter]A girl reading a letter — Vincenzo Gemito (1915)But—no scandal.
Everybody knows that kind of brother or sister by whom all family events are considered with a view to the scandal likely to be caused and the personal injury resulting to himself; or the envy that will follow and the personal advantage accruing from that event. That her brother was perhaps a shameful criminal might be considered by Hilda Arundel later on: at first, she was only capable of perceiving that this horrid fact, unless it could be hidden away and kept secret, might very materially injure herself.
Almost naturally, she folded her hands sweetly and laid her comely head a little on one side—it is an attitude of resignation which may be observed in certain pictures of saints and holy women. Hilda knew many little attitudes. Also, quite naturally, she glanced at a mirror on the wall and observed that her pose was one of sorrow borne with Christian resignation.
We must blame neither Hilda nor her mother. The case as put by Mr. Dering in the form of plain fact without any comment, did seem very black indeed against Athelstan. In every family the first feeling in such a case—it is the instinct of self-preservation—is to hush up the thing if possible—to avoid a scandal.
Such a scandal as the prosecution of a brother for forgery—with a verdict of guilty—is a most truly horrible, deplorable, fatal thing. It takes the respectability out of a family perhaps at a critical moment, when the family is just assuming the robes of respectability: it ruins the chances of the girls: it blights the prospects of the boys: it drives away friends: it is a black spot which all the soaps ever advertised could never wash off. Therefore, while the mother hoped, first of all, that the boy would escape the clutch of the law, Hilda was, first of all, grateful that there would be no scandal. Mr. Dering would not talk about it. The thing would not interfere with her own prospects. It was sad: it was miserable; but yet—no scandal. With what a deep, deep sigh of satisfaction did the young lady repeat that there would probably be no scandal!
As for Elsie, that child went about for many days with tearful eyes, red cheeks, and a swollen nose. She was rebellious and sharp with her mother. And to her sister she refused to speak. The days went on. They became weeks, months, years. Otherwise they would not have been days. Nothing at all was heard of Athelstan. He sent no letters to any one: he did not even write for money: they knew not where he was or what he was doing. He disappeared. It was understood that there had been wildness.
Now—which was very remarkable—though the forger had had a clear run of three weeks, it could not be discovered that any of the notes had been presented. Perhaps they were sent abroad: yet foreign and colonial banks would know the numbers of stopped notes. And toward the discovery of the forger no further step had been taken. The commissionaire who took the check had been, as you have seen, easily found: he said he should know the old gentleman who gave him the forged draft to cash. He said, being again interrogated, that Checkley was not in the least like that old gentleman. What could be thought, then? Athelstan must have ‘made up’ as an old man: he was fond of private theatricals: he could make up very well: of course he had made up. And then, this point being settled, they left off talking about the business.
Other things happened—important things—which made the memory of the prodigal son to wax dim. First of all came Hilda’s case. She was a graceful young person, with features of great regularity: her expression was cold, her eyes were hard, and her lips were a little thin, but these things at nineteen are hardly perceived. She was that sort of a girl who seems created for the express purpose, first of wearing and beautifying costly raiment, and next of sitting in a splendid vehicle. The finer the dress, the more beautiful she looked. The grander the carriage, the more queenly she seemed. In rags her coldness would be arctic, her hardness would be granitic: in silk and velvet she became a goddess. It was therefore most fitting that she should marry a rich man. Now, to be rich in these days, one must be old. It is the price that one has to pay for wealth. Sometimes one pays the price and gets old, and yet does not get what one has paid for. That seems hardly fair. There was a certain rich man, Mr. Dering’s younger brother, Sir Samuel Dering, Knight, one of the most substantial City men, a man who had a house in Kensington Palace Gardens, a yacht, a country place in Sussex, and piles of papers in a safe, meaning investments. He was a widower without encumbrance: he was fifty-seven years of age, not yet decayed: he wanted a wife to be the mistress of his house, and to look well at his dinner-parties. Of course, when one does want a wife, at any age, one wants her young. Hilda Arundel, his brother’s ward, looked as if she would discharge the duties required of the position admirably. He suggested the arrangement to his brother, who spoke about it.
There was a good deal of taking about it. Mrs. Arundel showed that she knew the value of her daughter; but there was no doubt about the conclusion of the matter. There was a grand wedding, at which all the richer Arundels were present, and none of the poor relations. Mr. Dering, the young lady’s guardian, gave her away; Hilda became Lady Dering, and has been perfectly happy ever since. Elsie remained with her mother. Her brother was never spoken of between them. But she remembered him, and she was firm in her conviction that his innocence would be some day established.
[image: Charles Darwin]Charles Darwin — John Collier (1883)After five years, nothing at all having been heard of the notes, Mr. Dering made application to the Bank of England, and received from them the sum of 720l. in new crisp notes in the place of those of which he had been robbed, so that the actual loss at 4 per cent. compound interest amounted to no more than 155l. 19s. 9¾d., which is more than one likes to lose, yet is not actually embarrassing to a man whose income is about ten thousand a year. He ceased to think about the business altogether, except as a disagreeable episode of his office.
Then Athelstan Arundel became completely forgotten. His old friends, the young men with whom he had played and sported, only remembered him from time to time as a fellow who had come to some unknown grief, and had gone away. There is always some young fellow in every set of young fellows who gets into some scrape, and so leaves the circle, and is no more seen or heard of. We go on just the same without him: very seldom is such a man remembered long: it is the way of the world: we cannot stop to lament over the fallen: we must push on: others fall: close up the ranks: push on: Time drives: the memory of the fallen swiftly waxes dim.
Fours years or so after the mysterious business of Edmund Gray, Mr. Dering received a letter with an American stamp marked ‘Private and Confidential.’ He laid this aside until he had got through the business letters; then he opened it. He turned first to the signature. ‘Ha!’ he said, ‘Athelstan Arundel. At last. Now we shall see. We shall see.’
He expected a full confession of the crime. We should never expect, says the Sage, what we desire, because we never obtain what we expect. It would have made Mr. Dering more comfortable in his mind had the letter contained a confession. Of course, Athelstan had done it. Nobody else could have done it. Yet when he thought about the business at all, there always arose in his mind an uneasy feeling that perhaps the boy had been treated unwisely. It might have been more prudent to have kept the facts from him, although they pointed so strongly in his direction, until proof positive was obtained. It might, again, have been better had the facts been put before him with a few words of confidence, even though that confidence did not exist. Time only strengthened Mr. Dering’s suspicions against the young man. The thing must have been done by Checkley or by him. Now, Checkley was not able, if he had wished, to imitate any handwriting. No! It was done by Athelstan. Why he did it, what he got by it, seeing that those notes had never been presented, no one could explain. But he did it—he did it. That was certain.
Mr. Dering therefore began to read the letter with interest. Its commencement was without any opening words of respect or friendliness. And it was not by any means the letter of a wicked man turning away from his wickedness. Not a word of repentance from beginning to end.
‘Four years ago,’ Mr. Dering read, ‘you drove me from your place and changed my whole life, by a suspicion—amounting to a charge—of the gravest kind. You assumed, without explanation or examination, that because certain facts seemed to point in a certain direction, I had been guilty of an enormous crime, that I had robbed my father’s oldest friend, my mother’s Trustee, my own guardian, my employer, of a great sum of money. You never asked yourself if this suspicion was justified by any conduct of mine—you jumped at it.’
‘Quite wrong. Willfully wrong,’ said Mr. Dering. ‘I laid the facts before him. Nothing but the facts. I brought no charge.’
‘I daresay that by this time the criminal has been long since detected. Had I remained, I would have brought the thing home to him. For of course it could be none other than your clerk. I have thought over the case thousands of times. The man who forged the check must have been one of two—either your clerk—the man Checkley—or myself. It did not take you long, I apprehend, to learn the truth. You would discover it through the presentation of the notes.’—‘This is a very crafty letter,’ said Mr. Dering; ‘when he never presented any of the notes. Very crafty.’ He resumed the letter—‘Enough said about that. I daresay, however, that I shall some day or other—before you are dead, I hope—return in order to receive some expression of sorrow from you if you can feel shame.’—‘Certainly not,’ said Mr. Dering with decision.—‘Meantime, there is a service which I must ask of you for the sake of my people. There is no one else whom I can ask. It is the reason of my writing this letter.
‘I came away with ten pounds—all I had in the world—in my pocket. Not seven hundred and twenty pounds, as you imagined or suspected. Ten pounds. With that slender capital I got across the Atlantic. I have now made twelve thousand pounds. I made it in a very short time by extraordinary good luck.’ Mr. Dering laid down the letter and considered. Twelve thousand pounds might be made—perhaps—by great good luck—with a start of seven hundred and twenty, but hardly with ten pounds. A silver reef—or more likely a gambling table, or a second crime, or a series of crimes. It will be observed that his opinion of the young man was now very bad indeed: otherwise, he would have reflected that as none of those notes had been presented, none of them had been used. Even if an English ten-pound note is converted into American dollars, the note comes home before ten years. ‘Extraordinary good luck.’ He read the words again, and shook his head. ‘Now, I want you to take charge of this money, to say nothing at all about it, to keep the matter a profound secret, to invest it or put it in some place of safety, where confidential clerks with a taste for forgery cannot get at it, and to give it, on her twenty-first birthday, to my sister Elsie. Do not tell her or anybody from whom the money comes. Do not tell anybody that you have heard from me. When I came away, she was the only one of all my friends and people who declared that she believed in me. I now strip myself of my whole possessions in order to show this mark of my love and gratitude toward her. In sending you this money I go back to the ten pounds with which I started.’
Mr. Dering laid the letter down. The words, somehow, seemed to ring true. Could the boy—after all——? He shook his head, and went on. ‘You will give Elsie this money on her twenty-first birthday, to be settled on her for herself.’
‘Athelstan Arundel.’
The letter was dated, but no address was given. The post-mark was Idaho, which, as we all know, belongs to a Western State.
He looked into the envelope. There fell out a paper, which was a draft on a well-known London Firm, payable to his order for twelve thousand and fifty pounds.
‘This is very unbusiness-like,’ said Mr. Dering. ‘He puts all this money into my hands, and vanishes. These are the ways he learns in America, I suppose. Puts the money blindly in my hands without giving me the means of communicating with him. Then he vanishes. How could he prove that it was a Trust? Well, if I could only think—but I cannot—the circumstantial evidence is too strong—that the boy was innocent—I should be very sorry for him. As for Elsie—she must be eighteen now—about eighteen—she will get this windfall in three years or so. It will be a wonderful lift for her. Perhaps it may make all the difference in her future! If I could only think that the boy was innocent—a clever lad, too—which makes his guilt more probable. But I can’t—no—I can’t. Either Checkley or that boy—and Checkley couldn’t do it. He couldn’t if he were to try. What did the boy do it for? And what did he do with the notes?’
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[image: ]Chapter I. Up the River

‘Can you not be content, George?’ asked the girl sitting in the stern. ‘I think that I want nothing more than this. If we could only go on always, and always, and always, just like this.’ She had taken off her right-hand glove, and she was dipping her fingers into the cool waters of the river as the boat slowly drifted down stream. ‘Always like this,’ she repeated softly. ‘With you close to me—so that I could touch you if I wanted to—so that I could feel safe, you know—the sun behind us, warm and splendid, such a sweet and fragrant air about us, trees and gardens and fields and lanes on either side—and both of us always young, George, and—and nice to look at, and all the world before us.’
She, for one, was not only young and nice to look upon, but fair—very fair to look upon. Even young persons of her own sex, critics and specialists in the Art and Science of Beauty—rivals as well—had to confess that Elsie was rather pretty. I believe that few such critics ever go farther. She was, to begin with, of sufficient stature, in a time when dumpy women are not considered, and when height is a first necessity of comeliness: she paid, next, such obedience to the laws of figure as becomes the age of twenty, and is, with stature, rigorously demanded at this end of the century. Her chief points, perhaps, lay in her eyes, which were of a darker shade of blue than is common. They were soft, yet not languid; they were full of light; they were large, and yet they could be quick. Her face was subject to sudden changes that made it like a spring-time sky of shower, rainbow, sunshine, and surprise. Her hair was of a very common brown, neither dark nor light. She was attired, this evening, in a simple gray frock of nun’s cloth with a bunch of white roses on her left shoulder.
[image: Arrestation de Charlotte Corday, après le meurtre de Marat]Arrestation de Charlotte Corday, après le meurtre de Marat — Alfred Dehodencq (1853)When one says that her companion was a young man, nearly all is said, because the young men of the present day are surprisingly alike. Thousands of young men can be found like George Austin: they are all excellent fellows, of much higher principles, on some subjects, than their fathers before them; not remarkably intellectual, to judge by their school record: yet with intelligence and application enough to get through their examinations moderately: for the most part they do pass them with moderate success: they are not ambitious of obtaining any of the great prizes—which, indeed, they know to be out of their reach—but they always set before themselves and keep always well in sight the ideal suburban villa and the wife: they always work steadily, if not feverishly, with the view of securing these two blessings; they always hope to secure an income that will enable them to maintain that wife
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