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CHAPTER XXVII.

IN WHICH PHIPPS IS NOT TO BE FOUND, AND THR
GENERAL IS CALLED UPON TO DO HIS OWN LYING.

A the appointed hour on the following morning, the
court resumed its session. The plaintiff and defendant
were both in their places, with their counsel, and the
witnesses of the previous day were all in attendance.
Among the little group of witnesses there were two or
three new faces—a professional-looking gentleman with
spectacles; a thin-faced, carefully dressed, slender man,
with a lordly air, and the bearing of one who carried the
world upon his shoulders and did not regard it as much
of a burden; and, last, our old friend Sam Yates.

There was an appearance of perplexity and gloom on
the countenances of Mr. Cavendish and his client. They
were in serious conversation, and it was evident that they
were in difficulty. Those who knew the occasion of the
abrupt adjournment of the court on the previous day
looked in vain among the witnesses for the face of
Phipps. He was not in the room, and, while few sus-
pected the real state of the case, all understood how es-
sential he was to the defendant in his attempt to estab-
lish the genuineness of the assignment.

At the opening of the court, Mr. Cavendish rose to
speak. His bold, sharp manner had disappeared. The
instrument which he had expected to use had slipped
hopelessly out of his hand. He was impotent. *“ May
it please the Court,” he said, ‘‘ the defendant in this
case finds himself in a very embarrassing position this
morning. It was known yesterday that Cornelius Phipps,
the only surviving witness of the assignment, mysteri-
ously disappeared at the moment when his testimony
was wanted. Why and how he disappeared, I cannot

Yevenoars, 400

tell. Tie nas not yet been found. All due diligence has
been exercised to discover him, but without success. I
make no charges of fou1 play, but it is impossible for
me, knowing what I know about him—his irreproachable
character, his faithfulness to my client, and his perfect
memory of every event connected with the execution of
the paper in question—to avoid the suspicion that he is
by some means, and against his will, detained from ap-
pearing here this morning. I confess, sir, that I was
not prepared for this. It is hard to believe that the
plaintiff could adopt a measure so desperate as this for se-
curing his ends, and I will not criminate him ; but I pro-
test that the condition in which the defendant is left by this
defection, or this forcible detention—call it what you will
—demands the most generous consideration, and compels
me to ask the Court for suggestions as to the best course
of proceeding. There are now but two men in court who
saw the paper executed, namely, the assignor and the as-
signee. Theformer has declared, with an effrontery which
I have never seen equalled, that he never signed the docu-
ment which so unmistakably bears his signature, and that
the names of two of the witnesses are forgeries. Ido not
expect that, in a struggle like this, the testimony of the
latter will be accepted, and I shall not stoop to ask it.”

Mr. Cavendish hesitated, looked appealingly at the
judge, and then slowly took his seat, when Mr. Balfour,
without waiting for any suggestions from the Court, rose
and said : /

¢ 1 appreciate the embarrassment of the defence, and
am quite willing to do all I can to relieve it. His insin-
uations of foul dealing toward his witness are absurd, of
course, and, to save any further trouble, I am willing to
receive as a witness, in place of Mr. Phipps, Mr. Bel-
cher himself, and to pledge myself to abide by what he
establishes. 1 can do no more than this, I am sure, and
now I challenge him to take the stand.”

18
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The judge watched the defendant and his counsel in
their whispered consultation for a few minutes, and ther
said: “‘ It seems to the Court that the defence can rea-
sonably ask for nothing more than this.”

Mr. Belcher hesitated. He had not anticipated this
turn of the case. There appeared to be no alternative,
however, and, at last, he rose with a very red face, and
walked to the witness-stand, placing himself just where
Mr. Balfour wanted him—in a position to be cross-ex-
amined.

It is useless to rehearse here the story which had been
prepared for Phipps, and for which Phipps had been
prepared. Mr. Belcher swore toall the signatures to the
assignment, as having been executed in his presence, on
the day corresponding with the date of the papér. He
was permitted to enlarge upon all the circumstances
of the occasion, and to surround the execution of the
assignment with the most ingenious plausibilities. He
told his story with a fine show of candor, and with great
directness and clearness, and undoubtedly made a pro-
found impression upon the Court and the jury. Then Mr.
Cavendish passed him into the hands of Mr. Balfour.

¢ Well, Mr. Belcher, youhave told us a very straight
story, but there are a few little matters which I would
like to have explained,” said Mr. Balfour. ‘¢ Why, for
instance, was your assignment placed on record only a
few months ago?”

¢ Because I was not a lawyer, sir,” replied Mr. Bel-
cher, delighted that the first answer was so easy and
so plausible. ‘I was not aware that it was necessary,
until so informed by Mr. Cavendish.”

¢ Was Mr. Benedict’s insanity considered hopeless
from the first ?”

¢ No,” replied Mr. Belcher, cheerfully; ‘ we were
quite hopeful that we should bring him out of it,”

¢ He had lucid intervals, then.”

Sevenoaks. 411

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Was that the reason why, the next day after the a\
leged assignment, you wrote him a letter, urging him t
make the assignment, and offering him a royalty for the
use of his patents ? ”

¢ 1 never wrote any such letter, sir. I never sent him
any such letter, sir.”

““ You sent him to the asylum, did you?”

‘I co-operated with others, sir, and paid the bills,”
said Mr. Belcher, with emphasis.

¢ Did you ever visit the asylum when he was there?”

1 did, sir.”

‘“Did you apply to the superintendent for liberty to
secure his signature to a paper?”

¢“ 1 do not remember that I did- It would have been
an unnatural thing for me to do. If I did, it was a pa-
per on some subordinate affair. It was some years ago,
and the details of the visit did not impress themselves
upon my memory."”

““How did you obtain the letters of Nicholas Johnson
and James Ramsey? I ask this, because they are not
addressed to you.”

““I procured them of Sam Yates, in anticination of the
trial now in progress here. The witnesses were dead,
and I thought they would help me in establishing the
genuineness of their signatures.”

‘ What reason had you to anticipate this trial 2

“ Well, sir, I am accustomed to providing for all con-
tingencies. That is the way I was made, sir. It seemed
to me quite probable that Benedict, if living, would for-
get what he had done before his insanity, and that. if he
were dead, some friend of his boy would engage in the
suit on his behalf. I procured the autographs aftes I
saw his boy in your hands, sir.”

‘“So you had not seen these particular signaturet st
the time when the alleged assignment was made 2"
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““ No, sir, I had not seen thei. -

¢ And you simply procured them to use as a defence
in a suit which seemed probable, or possible, and which
now, indeed, is in progress of trial?”

‘“ That is about as clear a statement of the fact as I
can make, sir ;" and Mr. Belcher bowed and smiled.

¢T suppose, Mr. Belcher,” said Mr. Balfour, ¢ that ir
seems very strange to you that the plaintiff should have
forgotten his signature.”

“Not at all, sir. On the contrary, I regard it as the
most natural thing in the world. T should suppose that
a man who had lost his mind once would naturally lose
his memory of many things.”

‘ That certainly seems reasonable, but how is it that
he does not recognize it, even if he does not remember
the writing of it?”

““1 don’t know; a man’s signature changes with
changing habits, I suppose,” respended the witness.

““ You don't suppose that any genuine signature of
yours could pass under your eye undetected, do you?”
inquired Mr. Balfour.

““No, sir, I don’t. T'll be frank with you, sir.”

‘¢ Well, now, I'm going to test you. Perhaps other
men, who have always been sane, do sometimes forget
their own signatures.”

Mr, Balfour withdrew from his papers a note. Mr.
Belcher saw it in the distance, and made up his mind
that it was the note he had written to the lawyer before
the beginning of -the suit. The latter folded over the
signature so that it might be shown to the witness, inde-
pendent of the body of the letter, and then he stepped
to him holding it in his hand, and asked him to declars
it either a genuine signature or a forgery.

¢ That’s my sign-manual, sir.”

““ You are sure ? "

* I know it, sir.”
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““ Very well,” said Mr. Balfour, handing the letter to
the clerk to be marked. *‘ You are right, I have no
doubt, and I believe this is all I want of you, for the
present.”

‘“ And now, may it please the Court,” said Mr. Bal-
four, ““I have some testimony to present in rebuttal of
that of the defendant. I propose, practically, to finish
up this case with it, and to show that the story to which
you have listened is false in every particular. First, I
wish to present the testimony of Dr. Charles Barhydt.”

At the pronunciation of his name, the man in specta-
cles arose, and advanced to the witness-stand.

“ What is your name ? ” inquired Mr. Balfour.

¢ Charles Barhydt.”

‘“ What is your profession ? ¥

““I am a physician.”

““ You have an official position, I believe ? ”

¢ Yes, sir; I have for fifteen years been: the superin-
tendent of the State Asylum for the Insane.”

““ Do you recognize the plaintiff in this case, as a for-
mer patient in the asylum ? ?

‘1 do, sir.” ’

“ Was he ever visited by the defendant while in your
care?”

‘* He was, sir.”

““ Did the defendant endeavor to procure his signature
to any document while he was in the asylum?”’

‘¢ He did, sir.”

““ Did he apply to you for permission to get this signa-
ture, and did he importunately urge you to give him this
permission ?

“ He did, sir.”

‘¢ Did you read this document 2’

“1 did, sir.”

“ Do you remember what it was ? 7

‘“ Perfectly, in a general way. It was an assignment
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of a number of patent-rights and sundry machines, o
plements, and processes.”

Mr. Balfour handed to the witness the assignment, and
then said : “ Be kind enough to look that through, and
tell us whether you ever saw it before.”

After reading the document through, the Doctor said :
¢ This is the identical paper which Mr. Belcher showed
me, or a very close copy of it. Several of the patents
named here I remember distinctly, for I read the paper
carefully, with a professional purpose. I was curious te
know what had been the mental habits of my patient.”

¢ But you did not give the defendant liberty to pro:
cure the signature of the patentee ? ”

¢1did not. I refused to do so on the ground that he
was not of sound mind—that he was not a responsible
person.”

‘“ When was this ?”’

1 have no record of the date, but it was after the
12th of May, 1860—the date of Mr. Benedict’s admission
to the asylum.”

¢ That is all,” said Mr. Balfour. Mr. Cavendish tried
to cross-examine, but without any result, except to em-
phasize the direct testimony, though he tried persistently
to make the witness remember that, while Mr. Belchet
might have shown him the assignment, and that he read
it for the purpose which he had stated, it was another
paper to which he had wished to secure the patient’s
signature.

Samuel Yates was next called.

“You are a member of our profession, I believe,”
said Mr. Balfour.

T am, sir.”

‘¢ Have you ever been in the service of the defendant
in this case ? "

¢¢Yes, sir.”

““ What have you done for bim? ”
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¢¢ 1 worked many months in the endeayor to ascertain
whether Paul Benedict was living or dead.”

“¢ It isn't essential that we should go into that; and as
the defendant has testified that he procured the auto-
graph letters which are in the possession of the Court
from you, I presume you will corroborate his testimony.”

‘“ He did procure them of me, sir.”

““Did he inform you of the purpose to which he wished
to put them? "

‘¢ He did, sir. He said that he wished to verify some
signatures.”

“ Were you ever employed in his library at Seven-
oaks, by his agent ? ”

‘“ Yes, sir, I wrote there for several weeks.”

¢ May it please the Court, I have aletter in my hand,
the genuineness of whose signature has been recognized
by the defendant, written by Robert Belcher to Paul
Benedict, which, as it has a direct bearing upon the
case, I beg the privilege of placing in evidence. It was
written the next day after the date of the alleged assign-
ment, and came inclosed from Benedict’s hands to
mine.”

Mr. Belcher evidently recalled the letter, for he sat
limp in his chair, like a man stunned. A fierce quarrel
then arose between the counsel concerning the admission
of the letter. The judge examined it, and said that he
could see no reason why it should not be admitted.
Then Mr. Balfour read the following note :

“ SEVENOAKS, May 5, 1860.

“ Dear Benedict:—1 am glad to know that you are better.
Sinee you distrust my pledge that I will give you a reasonable
share of the profits on the use of your patents, I will go to your
house this afternoon, with witnesses, and have an independent
paper prepared, to be signed by myself, after the assignment is
executed, which will give you a definite claim upon me for roy«
alty. We will be there at four o'clock,

“ Yours, "oRErT BELCHER."”
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“* Mr. Yates,” said Mr. Balfour, ‘ have you ever sees
this letter before ?”

‘Yates took the letter, looked it over, and then said :
“I have, sir. I found the letter in a drawer of the
library-table, in Mr. Belcher’s house at Sevenoaks. I
delivered it unopened to the man to whom it was ad-
dressed, leaving him to decide the question as to whether
it belonged to him or the writer. I had no idea of its con-
tents at the time, but became acquainted with them after-
ward, for I was present at the opening of the letter.”

‘¢ That is all,” said Mr. Balfour,

‘“So you stole this letter, did you?” inquired Mr.
Cavendish.

‘I found it while in Mr. Belcher's service, and took
it personally to the man to whom it was addressed, as he
apparently had the best right to it. I am quite willing
to return it to the writer, if it is decided that it belongs
to him. I had no selfish end to serve in the affair.”

Here the judge interposed. ‘‘The Court,” said he,
““finds this letter in the hands of the plaintiff, delivered
by a man who at the time was in the employ of the de-
fendant, and had the contents of the room in his keep-
ing. The paper has a direct bearing on the case, and
the Court will not go back of the facts stated.”

Mr. Cavendish sat down and consulted his client. Mr.
Belcher was afraid of Yates. The witness not only knew
too much concerning his original intentions, but he was
a lawyer who, if questioned too closely and saucily,
would certainly manage to bring in facts to his disad-
vantage. Yates had already damaged him sadly, and
Mr. Belcher felt that it would not do to provoke a re-
direct examination. So, after a whispered colloquy
with his counsel, the latter told the witness that he
was done with him. Then Mr. Belcher and his counsel
conversed again for some time, when Mr. Balfour rose
and said, addressing the Court :
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¢ The defendant and his counsel evidently need time
for consultation, and, as there is a little preliminary
work to be done before I present another witness, I sug-
gest that the court take a recess of an hour. In the
meantime, I wish to secure photographic copies of the
signatures of the two autograph letters, and of the four
signatures of the assignment. I ask the Court to place
these documents in the keeping of an officer, to be used
for this purpose, in an adjoining room, where I have
caused a photographic apparatus to be placed, and
where a skilful operator is now in waiting. I ask this
privilege, as it is essential to a perfect demonstration
of the character of the document on which the decision
of this case must turn.”

The judge acceded to Mr. Balfour’s request, both in
regard to the recess and the use of the paper, and the
assembly broke up into little knots of earnest talkers,
most of whom manifested no desire to leave the build-
ing.

Mr. Cavendish approached Mr. Balfour, and asked for
a private interview. When they had retired to a lobby,
he said: ““ You are not to take any advantage of this
conversation. I wish to talk in confidence.”

‘“ Very well,” said Mr. Balfour,

¢ My client,” said Cavendish, ““is in a devilish bad
box. His principal witness has run away, his old
friends all turn against him, and circumstantial evi-
dence doesn’t befriend him. I have advised him to
stop this suit right here, and make a compromise. No
one wants to kill the General. He’s a sharp man, but
he is good-natured, and a useful citizen. He can han-
dle these patents better than Benedict can, and make
money enough for both of them. What could Benedict
do if he had the patents in his hands? He’s a simple-
ton. He’s a nobody. Any man capable of carrying on

his business would cheat him out of his eye-teeth.”
18%
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¢ 1 am carrying on his business, myself, just at this
time,” remarked Mr. Balfour, seriously.

¢ That's all right, of course; but you know that you
and I can settle this business better for these men than
they can settle it for themselves.”

¢ Il be frank with you,” said Mr. Balfour. I am
not one who regards Robert Belcher as a good-natured
man and a useful citizen, and I, for one—to use your
own phrase—want to kill him. He has preyed upon the
public for ten years, and I owe a duty not only to my
client but to society. I understand how good a bargain
1 could make with him at this point, but I will make no
bargain with him. He is an unmitigated scoundrel,
and he will only go out of this court to be arrested for
crime; and I do not expect to drop him until I drop
him into a penitentiary, where he can reflect upon his
forgeries at leisure.”

‘¢ Then you refuse any sort of a compromise.”

“ My dear sir,” said Mr. Balfour, warmly, ‘ do you
suppose I can give a man a right to talk of terms who is
in my hands? Do you suppose I can compromise witk
crime ? You know I can’t.” -

“ Very well—let it go. I suppose I must go through
with it. You understand that this conversation is con-
fidential.”

““Ido: and you?”

¢ Oh, certainly!”
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CHAPTER XXVII1,

IN WHICH A HEAVENLY WITNESS APPEARS WHO CAN-
NOT BE CROSS-EXAMINED, AND BEFORE WHICH THE
DEFENCE UTTERLY BREAKS DOWN.

AT the re-assembling of the court, a large crowd had
come in. Those who had heard the request of Mr. Bal-
four had reported what was going on, and, as the prom-
ised testimony seemed to involve some curious features,
the court-room presented the most crowded appearance
that it had worn since the beginning of the trial.

Mr. Belcher had grown old during the hour. His con-
sciousness of guilt, his fear of exposure, the threatened
loss of his fortune, and the apprehension of a retribu-
tion of disgrace were sapping his vital forces, minute by
minute. All the instruments that he had tried to use
for his own base purposes were turned against himself.
The great world that had glittered around the successful
man was growing dark, and, what was worse, there were
none to pity him. He had lived for himself; and now,
in his hour of trouble, no one was true to him, no one
loved him—not even his wife and children !

He gave a helpless, hopeless sigh, as Mr. Balfour
called to the witness-stand Prof. Albert Timms.

Prof. Timms was the man already described among
the three new witnesses, as the one who seemed to be
conscious of bearing the world upon his shoulders, and
to find it so inconsiderable a burden. He advanced to
the stand with the air of one who had no stake in the
contest. His impartiality came from indifference. He
had an opportunity to show his knowledge and his skill,
and he delighted in it.

¢ What is your name, witness ? ” inquired Mr. Balfouz

¢¢ Albert Timms, at your service.”
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‘“ What is your calling, sir?

‘1 have at present the charge of a department in the
School of Mines. My specialties are chemistry and mi-
croscopy.”

“ You are specially acquainted with these branches of
natural science, then ?

ST am;, sir?

¢ Have you been regarded as an expert in the detec-
tion of forgery? ”

““1 have been called as such in many cases of the
kind, sir.”

““Then you have had a good deal of experience in
such things, and in the various tests by which such mat-
ters are determined ? ”

““T have, sir.”

‘¢ Have you examined the assignment and the auto-
graph letters which have been in your hands during the
recess of the court?”

‘T have, sir.”

““ Do you know either the plaintiff or the defendant in
this case?”

‘1 do not, sir. I never 'saw either of them until to-
day.”

‘ Has any one told you about the nature of these pa-
pers, so as to prejudice your mind in regard to any of
them ?

‘¢No, sir. I have not exchanged a word with any one
in regard to them.”

¢ What is your opinion of the two letters ? ¥

‘¢ That they are veritable autographs.”

‘ How do you judge this ?”

“‘ From the harmony of the signatures with the text of
the body of the letters, by the free and natural shaping
and interflowing of the lines, and by a general impres-
sion of truthfulness which it is very difficult to communi.
cate in words.”

Sevenoaks. 421

“ What do you think of the signatures to the assign-
ment ?”’

¢¢ 1 think they are all counterfeits but one.”

¢ Prof. Timms, this is a serious matter. You should
be very sure of the truth of a statement like this. You
say you think they are counterfeits : why? ”

¢ If the papers can be handed to me,” said the wit-
ness, ‘“ I will show what leads me to think so.”

The papers were handed to him, and, placing the let-
ters on the bar on which he had been leaning, he drew
from his pocket a little rule, and laid it lengthwise along
the signature of Nicholas Johnson. Having recorded
the measurement, he next took the corresponding name
on the assignment.

] find the name of Nicholas Johnson of exactly the
same length on the assignment that it occupies on the
letter,” said he.

‘¢ Is that a suspicious circumstance ? ”

1t is, and, morcover” (going on with his measure-
ments), ¢ there is not the slightest variation between the
two signatures in the length of a letter. Indeed, to the
naked eye, one signature is the counterpart of the other,
in every characteristic.”

¢ How do you determine, then, that it is anything but
a genuine signature ? ”

¢ The imitation is too nearly perfect.”

“ How can that be? ”

“Well; no man writes his signature twice alike.
There is not one chance in a million that he will do so,
without definitely attempting to do so, and then he will
be obliged to use certain appliances to guide him.”

‘¢ Now will you apply the same test to the other sig-
nature ? ”

Prof. Timms went carefully to work again with his
measure. He examined the form of every letter in de-
tail, and compared it with its twin, and declared, at the
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close of his examination, that he found the second namse
as close a counterfeit as the first.

‘¢ Both names on the assignment, then, are exact fac-
similes of the names on the autograph letters,” said Mr.
Balfour.

‘“ They are, indeed, sir—quite wonderful reproduc-
tions.”

‘¢ The work must have been done, then, by a very
skilful man,” said Mr. Balfour.

The professor shook his head pityingly. ‘¢ Oh, no,
sir,”” he said. ‘“None but bunglers ever undertake a
job like this, Here, sir, are two forged signatures. If
one genuine signature, standing alone, has one chance
in a million of being exactly like any previous signature
of the writer, two standing together have not one chance
in ten millions of being exact fac-similes of two others
brought together by chance.”

““ How were these fac-similes produced?” inquired
Mzr. Balfour.

‘¢ They could only have been produced by tracing first
with a pencil, directly over the signature to be counter-
feited.” -

‘¢ Well, this seems very reasonable, but have you any
further tests ?”

¢ Under this magnifying glass,” said the professor,
pushing along his examination at the same time, I see
a marked difference between the signatures on the two
papers, which is not apparent to the naked eye. The
letters of the genuine autograph have smooth, unhesi-
tating lines; those of the counterfeits present certain
minute irregularities that are inseparable from pains-
taking and slow execution. Unless the Court and the
jury are accustomed to the use of a glass, and to ex-
aminations of this particular character, they will hardly
be able to see just what I describe, but I have an ex
periment which will convince them that I am right,”
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¢ Can you perform this experiment here, and now ?”

1 can, sir, provided the Court will permit me to es-
tablish the necessary conditions. I must darken the
room, and as I notice that the windows are all furnished
with shutters, the matter may be very quickly and easily
accomplished.”

¢ Will you describe the nature of your experiment ? !

““ Well, sir, during the recess of the court, I have had
photographed upon glass all the signatures. These,
with the aid of a solar microscope, I can project upon
the wall behind the jury, immensely enlarged, so that
the peculiarities I have described may be detected by
every eye in the house, with others, probably, if the
sun remains bright and strong, that I have not alluded
tﬂ."

““ The experiment will be permitted,” said the judge,
““ and the officers and the janitor will give the professor
all the assistance he needs.”

Gradually, as the shutters were closed, the room grew
dark, and the faces of judge, jury, and the anxious-look-
ing parties within the bar grew weird and wan among
the shadows. A strange silence and awe descended
upon the crowd. The great sun in heaven was sum-
moned as a witness, and the sun would not lie. A voice
was to speak to them from a hundred millions of miles
away—a hundred millions of miles near the realm
toward which men looked when they dreamed of the
Great White Throne.

They felt as'a man might feel, were he conscious, in
the darkness of the tomb, when waiting for the trump of
the resurrection and the breaking of the everlasting day.
Men heard their own hearts beat, like the tramp of
trooping hosts ; yet there was one man who was glad of
the darkness. To him the judgment day had come ;
and the closing shutters were the rocks that covered
him. He could see and not be seen. He could behold
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his own shame and not be conscious that five hundred
eyes were upon him.

All attention was turned to the single pair of shutters
not entirely closed. Outside of these, the professor had
established his heliostat, and then gradually, by the aid
of drapery, he narrowed down the entrance of light to a
little aperture where a single silver bar entered and
pierced the darkness like a spear. Then this was c_:_losed
by the insertion of his microscope, and, leaving his ap-
paratus in the hands of an assistant, he felt his way back
to his old position.

¢ May it please the Court, I am ready for the experi-
ment,” he said.

¢ The witness will proceed,” said the judge.

“There will soon appear upon the wall, above the
heads of the jury,” said Prof. Timms, ‘ the genuine
signature of Nicholas Johnson, as it has been p_hoto-
graphed from the autograph letter. I wish the judge
and jury to notice two things in, this signature—the
cleanly cut edges of the letters, and the two lines c_)f i?l-
dentation produced by the two prongs of the pen, in its
down-stroke. They will also notice that, in the up-
stroke of the pen, there is no evidence of indentation
whatever. At the point where the up-stroke begins,
and the down-stroke ends, the lines of indentation will
come together and cease.”

As he spoke the last word, the name swept through
the darkness over an unseen track, and appeared upon
the wall, within a halo of amber light. All eyes saw it,
and all found the characteristics that had been pre-
dicted. The professor said not a word. . There was not
a whisper  in the room. When a long minute had
passed, the light was shut off. i

¢ Now,” said the professor, ‘I will show you, in the
same place, the name of Nicholas Johnson, as it has
been photographed from the signatures to the assign-
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ment. What I wish you to notice particularly in this
signature is, first, the rough and irregular edges of the
iines which constitute the letters. They will be so
much magnified as to present very much the appear-
ance of a Virginia fence. Second, another peculiarity
which ought to be shown in the experiment—one which
has a decided bearing upon the character of the signa-'
ture. If the light continues strong, you will be able to
detect it. The lines of indentation made by the two
prongs of the pen will be evident, as in the real signa-
ture. I shall be disappointed if there do not also appear
a third line, formed by the pencil which originally traced
the letters, and this line will not only accompany, in an
irregular way, crossing from side to side, the two in-
dentations of the down-strokes of the pen, but it will
accompany irregularly the hair-lines. I speak of this
latter peculiarity with some doubt, as the instrument I
use is not the best which science now has at its com-
mand for this purpose, though competent under perfect
conditions.”

He paused, and then the forged signatures appeared
upon the wall. There was a universal burst of admira-
tion, and then all grew still—as if those who had given
way to their feelings were suddenly stricken with the
consciousness that they were witnessing a drama in
which divine forces were playing a part. There were
the ragged, jagged edges of the letters ; there was the
supplementary line, traceable in every part of them.
There was man’s lie—revealed, defined, convicted by
God’s truth !

The letters lingered, and the room seemed almost
sensibly to sink in the awful silence. Then the stillness
was broken by a deep voice. What lips it came from,
no one knew, for all the borders of the room were as
dark as night. It seemed, as it echoed from side to
side, to come from every part of the house: “ Mene,
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mene, fekel upharsin!/” Such was the effect of these
words upon the eager and excited, yet thoroughly sol-
emnized crowd, that when the shutters were thrown
open, they would hardly have been surprised to see the,
bar covered with golden goblets and bowls of wassalil,
surrounded by lordly revellers and half-nude women,
-with the stricken Belshazzar at the head of the feast.
Certainly Belshazzar, on his night of doom, could hardly
have presented a more pitiful front than Robert Belcher,
as all eyes were turned upon him. His face was hag-
gard, his chin had dropped upon his breast, and he re-
clined in his chair like one on whom the plague had laid
its withering hand.

There stood Prof. Timms in his triumph. His exper-
iment had proved to be a brilliant success, and that was
all he cared for.

““ You have not shown us the other signatures,” said
Mr. Balfour.

“ False in one thing, false in all,” responded the pro-
fessor, shrugging his shoulders. ‘“I can show you the
others ; they would be like this ; you would throw away
your time.” .

Mr. Cavendish did not look at the witness, but pre-
tended to write.

““Does the counsel for the defence wish to question
the witness ? 7 inquired Mr. Balfour, turning to him.

¢ No,” very sharply.

“ You can step down,” said Mr. Balfour. As the wit-
ness passed him, he quietly grasped his hand and
thanked him. A poorly suppressed cheer ran around

the court-room as he resumed his seat. Jim Fenton, .

who had never before witnessed an experiment like that
which, in the professor’s hands, had been so successful,
was anxious to make some personal demonstration of
his admiration. Restrained from this by his surround
ings, he leaned over and whispered: *‘ Professor
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you've did a big thing, but it’s the fust time I ever
knowed any good to come from peekin’ through a key-
hole.”

‘“ Thank you,” and the professor nodded sidewise,
evidently desirous of shutting Jim off, but the latter
wanted further conversation.

¢ Was it you that said it was mean to tickle yer par-
son ? " inquired Jim.

f“ What?” said the astonished professor, looking
round in spite of himself.

“ Didn’t you say it was mean to tickle yer parson?
It sounded more like a furriner,” said Jim.

When the professor realized the meaning that had been
attached by Jim to the *‘ original Hebrew,” he was taken
with what seemed to be a nasal hemorrhage that called
for his immediate retirement from the court-room.

What was to be done next? All eyes were turned
upon the counsel, who were in earnest conversation.
Too evidently the defence had broken down utterly.
Mr. Cavendish was angry, and Mr. Belcher sat beside
him like 2 man who expected every moment to be
smitten in the face, and who would not be able to resent
the blow.

¢ May it please the Court,” said Mr. Cavendish, ‘¢ it
isimpossible, of course, for counsel to know what im-
pression this testimony has made upon the Court and
the jury. Dr. Barhydt, after a lapse of years, and deal-
ings with thousands of patients, comes here and testifies
to an occurrence which my client’s testimony makes im-
possible ; a sneak discovers a letter which may have
been written on the third or the fifth of May, 1860—
it is very easy to make a mistake in the figure—and
this stolen letter, never legitimately delivered—possibly
never intended to be delivered under any circumstances
—is produced here in evidence ; and, to crown all, we
have had the spectacular drama in a single act bya man
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who has appealed to the imaginations of us all, and
who, by his skill in the management of an experiment
with which none of us are familiar, has found it easy to
make a falsehood appear like the truth. The counsel for
the plaintiff has been pleased to consider the establish-
ment or the breaking down of the assignment as the
practical question at issue, - I cannot so regard it. The
question is, whether my client is to be deprived of the
fruits of long years of enterprise, economy, and indus-
try ; for itis to be remembered that, by the plaintiff’s
own showing, the defendant was a rich man when he
first knew him. I deny the profits from the use of the
plaintiff’s patented inventions, and call upon him to prove
them. I not only call upon him to prove them, but I
defy him to prove them. It will take something more
than superannuated doctors, stolen letters, and the per-
formances of a mountebank to do this.”

This speech, delivered with a sort of frenzied bravado,
had a wonderful effect upon'Mr. Belcher. He straight-
ened in his chair, and assumed his old air of self-assur-
ance. He could sympathize in any game of * bluff,”
and when it came down to a square fight for money his
old self came back to him. During the little speech of
Mr. Cavendish, Mr. Balfour was writing, and when the
former sat down, the latter rose, and, addressing the
Court, said : ““‘I hold in my hand a written notice, call-
ing upon the defendant’s counsel to produce in court a
little book in the possession of his client entitled ¢ Rec-
ords of profits and investments of profits from manu-
factures under the Benedict patents,’ and I hereby serve
it upon him.”

Thus saying, he handed the letter to Mr. Cavendish,
who received and read it.

Mr. Cavendish consulted his client, and then rose and
said : ““ May it please the Court, there is no such book
in existence,”
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““ 1 happen to know,” rejoined Mr. Balfour, ‘‘ that there
is such a book in existence, unless it has recently been
destroyed. This I stand ready to prove by the testimony
of Helen Dillingham, the sister of the plaintiff.”

‘“ The witness can be called,” said the judge.

Mrs. Dillingham looked paler than on the day before,
as she voluntarily lifted her veil, and advanced to the
stand. She had dreaded the revelation of her own
treachery toward the treacherous proprietor, but she
had sat and heard him perjure himself, until her own
act, which had been performed on behalf of justice, be-
came one of which she could hardly be ashamed.

*Mrs. Dillingham,” said Mr. Balfour, ‘‘ have you
been on friendly terms with the defendant in this case 27

““I have, sir,” she answered. ““He has beena frequent
visitor at my house, and I have visited his family at his
own.”

‘“ Was he aware that the plaintiff was your brother ?

“ He was not.”

‘“ Has he, from the first, made a confidant of you?”

* In some things—yes.”

““ Do you know Harry Benedict—the plaintiff’s son?”

.1 do, sir.”?

““ How long have you known him ?

“I made his acquaintance soon after he came to re-
side with you, sir, in the city.”

““ Did you seek his acquaintance ?

1 did, sir.”

““ From what motive ?”

¢ Mr. Belcher wished me to do it, in order to ascer-
tain of him whether his father were living or dead.”

“You did not then know that the lad was your
nephew ?

“1 did not, sir.” {

““Have you ever told Mr. Belcher that your brother
was alive 7 ”
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* I told him that Paul Benedict was alive, at the last
mterview but one that I ever had with him.”

‘¢ Did he give you at this interview any reason for his
great anxiety to ascertain the facts as to Mr. Benedict's
life or death r ”

¢ He did, sir.”

‘¢ Was there any special occasion for the visit you al-
lude to ? "

‘I think there was, sir. He had just lost heavily in
International Mail, and evidently came in to talk about
business. At any rate, he did talk about it,as he had
never done before.”

‘¢ Can you give us the drift or substance of his conver-
sation and statements ? ¥

“ Well, sir, he assured me that he had not been
shaken by his losses, said that he kept his manufactur-
ing business entirely separate from his speculations,
gave me a history of the manner in which my brother’s
wmnventions had come into his hands, and, finally, showed
me a little account-book, in which he had recorded his
profits from manufactures under what he called the
Benedict Patents.”

¢ Did you read this book, Mrs. Dillingham ? ”

‘1 did, sir.”

“ Every word?”

¢ Every word.”

¢ Did you hear me serve a notice on the defendant’s
counsel to produce this book in court? ”

€1 did, sir.” :

“ In that notice did I give the title of the book cor-
rectly ? 7

‘‘ You did, sir.”

¢ Was this book left in your hands for a considerable
Jength of time 2"

¢ Tt was, sir, for several hours.”

¢ Did you copy it?”
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1 did, sir, every word of it.”

‘“ Are you sure that you made a correct copy ?”

“ 1 verified it, sir, item by item, again and again.”

“Can you give me any proof corroborative of yout
statement that this book has been in your hands ? ¥

¢¢ 1 can, sir.”

““What is it ?”

¢ A letter from Mr. Belcher, asking me to deliver the
book to his man Phipps.”

¢ Is that the letter ?” inquired Mr, Balfour, passing
the note into her hands.

Tt is, sir.”

¢ May it please the Court,” said Mr. Balfour, turning
to the judge, ‘“the copy of this account-book is in my
possession, and if the defendant persists in refusing to
produce the original, I shall ask the privilege of placing
it in evidence.”

During the examination of this witness, the defendant
and his counsel sat like men overwhelmed. Mr. Caven-
dish was angry with his client, who did not even hear the
curses which were whispered in his ear. The latter had
lost not only his money, but the woman whom he loved.
The perspiration stood in glistening beads upon his fore-
head. Once he put his head down upon the table be-
fore him, while his frame was convulsed with an uncon-
trollable passion. He held it there until Mr. Cavendish
touched him, when he rose and staggered to a pitcher of
iced water upon the bar, and drank a long draught.
The exhibition of his pain was too terrible to excite in
the beholders any emotion lighter than pity.

The judge looked at Mr. Cavendish, who was talking
angrily with his client. After waiting for a minute or
two, he said : “ Unless the original of this book be pro-
duced, the Court will be obliged to admit the copy. It
was made by one who had it in custody from the owner’s
hands.”
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‘I was not aware,” said Mr. Cavendish fiercely, ‘¢ that
a crushing conspiracy like this against my client could
be carried on in any court of the United States, under
Jjudicial sanction.”

““ The counsel must permit the Court,” said the judge
calmly, ““to remind him that it is so far generous to-
ward his disappointment and discourtesy as to refrain
from punishing him for contempt, and to warn him
against any repetition of his offence.”

Mr. Cavendish sneered in the face of the judge, but
held his tongue, while Mr. Balfour presented and read
the contents-of the document. All of Mr. Belcher's
property at Sevenoaks, his rifle manufactory, the goods
in Talbot’s hands, and sundry stocks and bonds came
into the enumeration, with the enormous foreign de-
posit, which constituted the General’s ““anchor to wind-
ward.” It was a handsome showing. Judge, jury, and
spectators were startled by it, and were helped to un-
derstand, better than they had previously done, the
magnitude of the stake for which the defendant had
played his desperate game, and the stupendous power
of the temptation before which he had been led to sac-
rifice both his honor and his safety.

Mr. Cavendish went over to Mr. Balfour, and they
held a long conversation, soffo voce. Then Mrs, Dilling-
ham was informed that she could step down, as she
would not be wanted for cross-examination. Mr. Bel-
cher had so persistently lied to his counsel, and his case
had become so utterly hopeless, that even Cavendish
practically gave it up.

Mr. Balfour then addressed the Court, and said that
ithad been agreed between himself and Mr. Cavendish,
in order to save the time of the Court, that the case
should be given to the jury by the judge, without pres.
entation or argument of counsel.

The judge occupied a few minutes in recounting the
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evidence, and presenting the issue, and without leaving
their seats the jury rendered a verdict for the whole
amount of damages claimed.

The bold, vain-glorious proprietor was a ruined man.
The consciousness of power had vanished. The law had

rappled with him, shaken him once, and dropped him.
He had had a hint from his counsel of Mr. Balfour’s in-
tentions, and knew that the same antagonist would wait
but a2 moment to pounce upon him again, and shake the
life out of him. It was curious to see how, not only in
his own consciousness, but in his appearance, he degen-
erated into a very vulgar sort of scoundrel. In leaving
the court-room, he skulked by the happy group that
surrounded the inventor, not even daring to lift his eyes
to Mrs. Dillingham. When he was rich' and powerful,
with such a place in society as riches and power com-
manded, he felt himself to be the equal of any woman ;
but he had been degraded and despoiled in the presence
of his idol, and knew that he was measurelessly and
hopelessly removed from her. He was glad to get away
from the witnesses of his disgrace, and the moment he
passed the door, he ran rapidly down the stairs, and
emerged upon the street.

CHAPTER XXIX.

WHEREIN MR. BELCHER, HAVING EXHIBITED HIS
DIRTY RECORD, SHOWS A CLEAN PAIR OF HEELS.

THE first face that Mr. Belcher met upon leaving the
court-house was that of Mr. Talbot.
¢ Getinto my coupé,” said Talbot. ‘I will take you
home.”
Mr. Belcher got into the coupé quickly, as if he were
19




