i^\jtt ^^iinsoj^

Newest

Productions

of

Lyons,

Italy, and Austria, from 3s. 6d. per yard.
600 Colours to choose from.

BLACK SILKS,from 2 s . l l d . p e r y d .
SILK V E L V E T S , all Colours from
•3s. 6 d .

COSTUMES.

SILK C O S T U M E S in E i g h t Styles,
all at 5 i guineas.

S I L K S K I R T S , one guinea.
T h e richest S I L K C O S T U M E S
(from Paris Models) are always to be seen
in the Show Rooms.

C A S H M E R E & SILK C O S T U M E S ,
from 4 guineas.

MANTLES.

DRESSES.
PATTERNS

C O S T U M E S of Fashionable Materials, from 2J to 6 guineas.
N e w Shapes from Paris a n d Berlin in constant succession.
F i n e Camel's Hair CLOAKS, from
2 guineas.
L Y O N S S I L K M A N T L E S , richly
trimmed, from 3 guineas.
Rich V E L V E T M A N T L E S a n d
JACKETS, from 4 guineas.
S O R T I E S D E BAL, great Choice,
from 1 guinea.
N e w Materials, as introduced from
. Houbaiz, Saxony, and Bradford, from
IDs. 6d. to 42s. the Dress.
DRAP D E FRANCE, a beautiful
fin^Cashmere,
all Wool, 21s.
the Dress.
AND
EHSRMfSHRS
^^^r.rnrr

^

I Emory University Library

a

^
o
ai

M

Si

• « •

o3
O

a; <1

•if

•5

•*^,

O
Si

Ci3

<i

%

g

In Memoham

fT

01

<

*1

^
• « .

•S ^

a
o
o

p<
S-i

o

Si "a

i Ruth Candler Lovett

Pi

• ^

<; «

Q

.t-)

«

p

^^
^
*4

3

CQ

1.^

H
OS

lyinNTII I A
If I y 11 I I L L n

At 48s.
We consider that wine drinkers willfindon
trial that this Amontillado is of very noticeable
value,
A respectable house can do little more than call
attention to a fact, and invite a trial, and it may of
course legitimately use the press for the purpose of
publicity, but to employ it to puff an inferior article
is to abuse a great opportunity, and ends by equally
degrading both commerce and hterature.

Meeting the Want of the Times, our system is
strictly for

Cash, and its advantage is shown, we

think, in the Quality of everything

a "WARD

we Sell.

& SON,

1, Chapel Street, Curzon Street, Mayfair, W.
Fullprict list on application.

THE

iMOONSTONE.

NOVELS BY WILKIE COLLINS.
ILLUSTRATED

LIBIiARY

EDITIONS.

Price 6J. ecKh, uith Frontispieces by GEORGE DU MAURIEU and
Sir JOHN GILBERT, and several full-page lUustraliont in each Volume.
The W O M A N in W H I T E ANTONINA.
BASIL.
H I D E and S E E K .
The D E A D S E C R E T .
The Q U E E N of H E A R T S
The M O O N S T O N E .

MAN and W I F E .
POOR MISS F I N C H .
M I S S or M R S . ?
The N E W MAGDALEN.
The F R O Z E N D E E P .
MY M I S C E L L A N I E S .
The L A W and the LADY'

Also a POPULAR EDITION, uniform with the present Volume,
in illustrated boards, price 2s. each.
CHATTO & V K D U S , 74 t 75 PICCADILLY, W.

THE

MOONSTONE:
A ROMANCE.

BY

WILKIE

COLLINS,

AUTHOR OF " T H E WOMAN IN W H I T E , " " HIDE AND SEEK," ETC.

A NEW

CHATTO

EDITION.

& WINDUS,

PICCADILLY

LONDON : PRINTED BY
SPOTTIS'.VOODE

AND

CO.,

NEW-STREET

AND PARLIAMENT STREET

SOTARE

PREFACE.
IN some of my foimcr novels, the object j^roposcd has been
to trace the influence of circumstances upon character.
the present story I have reversed the process.

In

The attempt

made, here, is to trace the influence of character on circumstances.

The conduct pursued, under a sudden emergency,

by a young girl, supplies the foundation on which I have
built this book.
The same object has been kept in view, in the handling
of the other characters which appear in these pages.

Their

course of thought and action under the circumstances which
surround them, is shown to be (what it would most probably
have been in real life) sometimes right, and sometimes wrong.
Eight, or wrong, their conduct, in either event, equally directs
the course of those portions of the story in which they are
concerned.
In the case of the physiological experiment which occupies
a prominent place in the closing scenes of The Moonstone,
the same principle has guided me once more.

Having

Vll]
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first

ascertained, not

only from books, but from

living

authorities as well, what the result of that experiment would
really have been, I have declined to avail myself of the
novelist's privilege of supposing something which might have
happened, and have so shaped the story as to make it grow
out of what actually would have happened—which, I beg to
inform my readers, is also v.'hat actually does happen, in
these pages.
With reference to the story of the Diamond, as here set
forth, I have to acknowledge that it is founded, in some
important particulars, on the stories of two of the royal
diamonds of Europe.

The magnificent stone which adorns

the top of the Kussian Imperial Sceptre, was once the eye
of an Indian idol.

The famous Koh-i-Noor is also supposed

to have been one of the sacred gems of India; and, more
than this, to have been the subject of a prediction, which
prophesied certain misfortune to the persons who should
divert it from its ancient uses.
GLOUCESTER P L A C E , PORTMAN

June 30th, 1868.

SQUARE,

PEEFACE TO T H E P E E SENT EDITION.

THE circumstances under which The Moonstone was originally
written, have invested the book^in the author's mind—with
an interest peculiarly its own.
While this work was still in course of periodical publication in England, and in the United States, and when not
more than one third of it was completed, the bitterest affliction of my life and the severest illness from which I have
ever suffered, fell on me together.

At the time when

my mother lay dying in her little cottage in the country, I
was struck prostrate, in Loudon; crippled in every limb by
the torture of rheumatic gout.

Under the weight of this

double calamity, I had my duty to the public still to bear in
mind.

My good readers in England and in America, whom

I had never yet disappointed, were expecting their regular
weekly instalments of the new story.

I held to the story—

for my own sake, as well as for theirs.

In the intervals of

grief, in the occasional remissions of pain, I dictated from
my bed that portion of The Moonstone which has since
proved most successful in amusing the public—the "Narrative of Miss Clack."

Of the physical sacrifice which the

effort cost me I shall say nothing.

I only look back now at

X
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the blessed relief which my occupation (forced as it was)
brought to my mind.

The Art which had been always the

pride and the pleasure of my life, became now more than
ever " i t s own exceeding great reward."

I doubt if I should

have lived to write another book, if the responsibility of the
weekly publication of this story had not forced me to rally
my sinking energies of body and mind—to dry my useless
tears, and to conquer my merciless pains.
The novel completed, I awaited its reception by the
public with an eagerness of anxiety, which I have never
felt before or since for the fate of any other writings of mine.
If

The Moonstone

had failed,

have been bitter indeed.

my mortification

would

As it was, the welcome accorded

to the story in England, in America, and on the Continent of
Europe was instantly and universally favourable.

Never

have I had better reason than this work has given me to
feel gratefully to novel-readers of all nations.

Everywhere

my characters made friends, and my story roused interest.
Everywhere the public favour looked over my faults—and
repaid me a hundred-fold for the hard toil which these pages
cost me in the dark time of sickness and grief.
I have only to add that the present edition has had the
benefit of my careful revision.

All that I can do towards

making the book worthy of the readers' continued ajDproval
has now been done.
May, 1871.

W . C.
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THE STORMING OF SERINGAPATAM (1799.)
Extracted from a Family

I

Paper.

these lines—written in India—to my relatives in England.
My object is to explain t t e motive which has induced me to
refuse the right hand of friendship to my cousin, John Herncastle.
The reserve which I have hitherto maintained in this matter has
been misinterpreted by members of my family whose good opinion
I cannot consent to forfeit. I request them to suspend their decision
until they have read my narrative. And I declare, on my word of
honour, that what I am now about to write is, strictly and literally,
the truth.
The private difference between my cousin and me took its rise in
a great public event in which we were both concerned—the storming
of Seringapatam, under General Baird, on the 4th of May, 1799.
In order that the circumstances may be clearly understood, I
must i-evert for a moment to the period before the assault, and to
the stories current in our camp of the treasure in jewels and gold
stored up in the Palace of Seringapatam.
ADDRESS

II.

One of the wildest of these stories related to a Yellow Diamond—
a famous gem in the native annals of India.
The earliest known traditions describe the stone as having been
set in the forehead of the four-handed Indian god who typifies tha
1
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Moon. Partly from its peculiar colour, partly from a superstition
which represented it as feeling the influence of the deity whom it
adorned, and growing and lessening in lustre with the waxing and
waning of the moon, it first gained the name by which it continues
to be known in India to this day—the name of THE MOONSTONE. A
similar superstition was once prevalent, as I have heard, in ancient
Greece and Rome ; not applying, however (as in India), to a diamond devoted to the service of a god, but to a semi-transparent
stone of the inferior order of gems, supposed to be affected by the
lunar influences—the moon, in this latter case also, giving the name
by which the stone is still known to collectors in our own time.
The adventures of the Yellow Diamond begin with the eleventh
century of the Christian era.
At that date, the Mohammedan conqueror, Mahmoud of Ghizni,
crossed India; seized on the holy city of Somnauth ; and stripped
of its treasures the famous temple, which had stood for centuries—
the shrine of Hindoo pilgrimage, and the wonder of the eastern world.
Of all the deities worshipped in the temple, the moon-god alone
escaped the rapacity of the conquering Mohammedans. Preserved
by three Brahmins, the inviolate deity, bearing the Yellow Diamond
in its forehead, was removed by night, and was transported to the
second of the sacred cities of India—the city of Benares.
Here, in a new shrine—in a hall inlaid with precious stones,
under a roof supported by pillars of gold—the moon-god was set up
and worshipped. Here, on the night when the shrine was completed, Yishnu the Preserver appeared to the three Brahmins in a
dream.
The deity breathed the breath of his divinity on the Diamond in
the forehead of the god. And the Brahmins knelt and hid their
faces in their robes. The deity commanded that the Moonstone
should be watched, from that time forth, by three priests in turn,
night and day, to the end of the generations of men. And the
Brahmins heard, and bowed before his will. The deity predicted
certain disaster to the presumptuous mortal who laid hands on the
sacred gem, and to all of his house and name who received it after
him. And the Brahmins caused the prophecy to be written over the
gates of the shrine in letters of gold.
One age followed another—and still, generation after generation,
the successors of the three Brahmins watched their priceless Moonstone, night and day. One age followed another, until the first
years of the eighteenth Christian century saw the reign of Aurungzebo. Emperor of the Moguls. At his command, havoc and rapine
were let loose once more among the temples of tho worship of
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.Brahmah. The shrine of the four-handed god was polluted by the
slaughter of sacred animals ; the images of the deities were broken
in pieces; and the Moonstone was seized by an officer of rank in
the army of Aurungzebe.
Powerless to recover their lost ti'easure by open force, the three
guardian priests followed and watched it in disguise. The generations succeeded each other; the warrior who had committed the
sacrilege perished miserably; the Moonstone passed (carrying its
curse with it) from one lawless Mohammedan hand to another; and
still, through all chances and changes, the successors of the three
guardian priests kept their watch, waiting the day when the will oi
Vishnu the Preserver should restore to them their sacred gem,
Time rolled on from the first to the last years of the eighteenth
Christian century. The Diamond fell into the possession of Tippoo,
Sultan of Seringapatam, who caused it to be placed as an ornament
in the handle of a dagger, and who commanded it to be kept among
the choicest treasures of his armoury. Even then—in the palace of
the Sultan himself—the three guardian priests still kept their watch
in secret. There were three officers of Tippoo's household, strangers
to the rest, who had won their master's confidence by conforming,
or appearing to conform, to the Mussulman faith; and to those
three men report pointed as the three priests in disguise.
III.

So, as told in our camp, ran the fanciful story of the Moonstone.
It made no serious impression on any of us except my cousin—
whose love of the marvellous induced him to believe it. On the
night before the assault on Seringapatam, he was absurdly angry
with me, and with others, for treating the whole thing as a fable.
A foolish wrangle followed; and Hemcastle's unlucky temper got
the better of him. He declared, in his boastful way, that we should
see the Diamond on his finger, if the English army took Seringapatam. The sally was saluted by a roar of laughter-, and therej as we
all thought that night, the thing ended.
Let me now take you on to the day of the assault.
My cousin and I were separated at the outset. I never saw him
when we forded the river; when we planted the English flag in the
first breach ; when we crossed the ditch beyond; and, fighting evei-y
inch of our way, entered the town. It was only at dusk, when
the place was ours, and after General Baird himself had found
the dead body of Tippoo under a heap of the slain, that Herncastle
and I met.
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We were each attached to a party sent out by the general's
orders to prevent the plunder and confusion which followed our
conquest. The camp-followers committed deplorable excesses ; and,
worse still, the soldiers found their way, by an unguarded door, into
the treasury of the Palace, and loaded themselves with gold and
jewels. It was in the court outsiuc J:.p treasury that my cousin and
I met, to enforce the laws of discipline on our own soldiers. Herncastle's fiery temper had been, as I could plainly see, exasperated to
a kind of frenzy by the terrible slaughter through which we had
passed. He was very unfit, in my opinion, to perform the duty that
had been entrusted to him.
There was riot and confusion enough in the treasury, but no
violence that I saw. The men (if I may use such an expression)
disgraced themselves good-humouredly. All sorts of rough jests
and catchwords were bandied about among them ; and the story of
the Diamond turned up again unexpectedly, in the form of a mischievous joke. " Who's got the Moonstone ? " was the rallying cry
which perpetually caused the plundering, as soon as it was stopped
in one place, to break out in another. While I was still vainly
trying to establish order, I heard a frightful yelling on the other side
of the court-yard, and at once ran towards the cries, in dread of
finding some new outbreak of the pillage in that direction.
I got to an open door, and saw the bodies of two Indians (by
their dress, as I guessed, ofiicers of the palace) lying across the
entrance, dead.
A cry inside hurried me into a room, which appeared to serve as
an armoury. A third Indian, mortally wounded, was sinking at the
feet of a man whose back was towards me. The man turned at the
instant when I came in, and I saw John Herncastle, with a torch in
one hand, and a dagger dripping with blood in the other. A stone.,
set like a pommel, in the end of the dagger's handle, flashed in the
torchlight, as he turned on me, like a gleam of fire. The dying
Indian sank to his knees, pointed to the dagger in Herncastle's hand,
and said, in his native language:—" The Moonstone will have its
vengeance yet on you and yours ! " He spoke those words, and fell
dead on the floor.
Before I could stir in the matter, the men who had followed me
across the courtyard crowded in. My cousin rushed to meet them,
like a madman. " Clear the room ! " he shouted to me, " and set
a guard on the door! " The men fell back as he threw himself on
them with his torch and his dagger. I put two sentinels of my own
company, on whom I could rely, to keep the door. Through the
remainder of the night, I saw no more of my cousin.
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Early in the morning, the plunder still going on. General Baird
announced publicly by beat of drum, that any thief detected in the
fact, be he whom he might, should be hung. The provost-marshal
was in attendance, to prove that the General was in earnest; and in
the throng that followed the proclamation, Herncastle and I met
again.
He held out his hand, as usual, and said, " Good morning."
I waited before I gave him my hand in return.
" Tell me first," I said, " how the Indian in the armoury met
his death, and what those last words meant, when he pointed to the
dagger in your hand."
" The Indian met his death, as I suppose, by a mortal wound,"
said Herncastle. " What his last words meant I know no moi-e
than you do."
I looked at him narrowly. His frenzy of the previous day had
all calmed down. I determined to give him another chance.
" Is that all you have to tell me ? " I asked.
He answered, " That is all."
I turned my back on him ; and we have not spoken since.

IV.

I beg it to be understood that what I write here about my cousin
(unless some necessity should arise for making it public) is for the
information of the family only. Herncastle has said nothing that
can justify me in speaking to our commanding ofiicer. He has been
taunted more than once about the Diamond, by those who recollect
his angry outbreak before the assault; but, as may easily be
imagined, his own remembrance of the circumstances under which I
surprised him in the armoury has been enough to keep him silent.
It is reported that he means to exchange into another regiment,
avowedly for the purpose of separating himself from me.
Whether this be true or not, I cannot prevail upon myself to
become his accuser—and I think with good reason. If I made the
matter public, I have no evidence but moral evidence to bring forward. I have not only no proof that he killed the two men at the
door ; I cannot even declare that he killed the third man inside—for
I cannot say that my own eyes saw the deed committed. It is true
that I heard the dying Indian's words ; but if those words were
pronounced to be the ravings of delirium, how could I contradict the
assertion from my own knowledge ? Let our relatives, on either side,
form their own opinion on what I have written, and decide for them-

b

THE

MOONSTONE.

selves whether th* aversion I now feel towards this man is well or
ill founded.
Although I attach no sort of credit to the fantastic Indian legend
of the gem, I must acknowledge, before I conclude, that I am
influenced by a certain superstition of my own in this matter. It is
my conviction, or my delusion, no matter which, that crime brings
its own fatality with it. I am not only persuaded of Herncastle's
guilt; I am even fanciful enough to believe that he will live to regret
it, if he keeps the Diamond; and that others will live to regret
taking it from him, if he gives the Diamond away.

Slk ^k\%
FIRST

PERIOD.

THE LOSS OF THE DIAMOND (1848).
The Events related by GABRIEL BETTEREDGE, House-Steward in the
service of JULIA, LADY YERINDER.

CHAPTER L
IN the first part of Robinson Crusoe, at page one hundred and
twenty-nine, you will find it thus written :
" Now I saw, though too late, the Folly of beginning a Work
before we count the Cost, and before we judge rightly of our own
Strength to go through with it."
Only yesterday, I opened my Bobinson Crusoe at that place.
Only this morning (May tv/enty-first. Eighteen hundred and fifty),
came my lady's nephew, Mr. Franklin Blake, and held a short conversation with me, as follows :—
"Betteredge," says Mr. Franklin, " I have been to the lawyer's
about some family matters; and, among other things, we have been
talking of the loss of the Indian Diamond, in my aunt's house in
Yorkshire, two years since. Mr. Bruff thinks, as I think, that the
whole story ought, in the interests of truth, to be placed on record
in writing—and the sooner the better."
Not perceiving his drift yet, and thinking it always desirable for
the sake of peace and quietness to be on the lawyer's side, I said I
thought so too. Mr. Franklin went on.
" In this matter of the Diamond," he said, " t h e characters of
innocent people have suffered under suspicion already—as you know.
The memories of innocent people may suffer, hereafter, for want of a
record of the facts to which those who come after us can appeal.
There can be no doubt that this strange family stoiy of ours ought
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to be told. And I think, Betteredge, Mr. Bruff and I together have
hit on the right way of telling it."
Very satisfactory to both of them, no doubt. But I failed to see
what I myself had to do with it, so far.
" We have certain events to relate," Mr. Franklin proceeded;
" and we have certain persons concerned in those events who are
capable of relating them. Starting from these plain facts, the idea
is that we should all write the story of the Moonstone in turn—as
far as our own personal experience extends, and no farther. We
must begin by showing how the Diamond first fell into the hands of
my uncle Herncastle, when he was serving in India fifty years since.
This prefatory narrative I have already got by me in the form of an
old family paper, which relates the necessary particulars on the
authority of an eye-witness. The next thing to do is to tell how the
Diamond found its way into my aunt's house in Yorkshire, two years
ago, and how it came to be lost in little more than twelve hours
afterwards. Nobody knows as much as you do, Betteredge, about what
went on in the house at that time. So you must take the pen in
hand, and start the story."
In those terms I was informed of what my personal concern was
with the matter of the Diamond. If you are curious to know what
course I took under the circumstances, I beg to inform you that I
did what you would probably have done in my place. I modestly
declared myself to be quite unequal to the task imposed upon me—
and I privately felt, all the time, that I was quite clever enough to
perform it, if I only gave my own abilities a fair chance. Mr.
Franklin, I imagine, must have seen my private sentiments in my
face. He declined to believe in my modesty; and he insisted on
giving my abilities a fair chance.
Two hours have passed since Mr. Franklin left me. As soon as
his back was turned, I went to my writing-desk to start the story.
There I have sat helpless (in spite of my abilities) ever since ; seeing
what Robinson Crusoe saw, as quoted above—namely, the folly of
beginning a work before we count the cost, and before we judge
rightly of our own strength to go through with it. Please to remember, I opened the book by accident, at that bit, only the day
before I rashly undertook the business now in hand; and, allow me
to ask—if that isn't prophecy, what is ?
I am not superstitious ; I have read a heap of books in my time ;
I am a scholar in my own way. Though turned seventy, I possess
an active memory, and legs to correspond. You are not to take it,
if you please, as the saying of an ignorant man, when I express my
opinion that such a book as Jlobinson Crusoe never was written, ai.d
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never will be written again. I have tried that book for years—
generally in combination with a pipe of tobacco—and I have found
it my friend in need in all the necessities of this mortal life. When
my spirits are bad—Bobinson Crusoe. When I want advice—
Bohinson Crusoe. In past times, when my wife plagued me ; in
present times, when I have had a drop too much—Bobinson Crusoe.
I have worn out six stout Bobinson Crusoes with hard work in my
service. On my lady's last birthday she gave me a seventh. I
took a drop too much on the strength of i t ; and Bobinson Crusoe
put me right again. Price four shillings and sixpence, bound in
blue, with a picture into the bargain.
Still, this don't look much like starting the story of the Diamond
•—does it ? I seem to be wandering off in search of Lord knows
what. Lord knows where. We will take a new sheet of paper, if
you please, and begin over again, with my best respects to you.

CHAPTER II.
I SPOKE of my lady a line or two back. Now the Diamond could
never have been in our house, where it was lost, if it had not been
made a present of to my lady's daughter; and my lady's daughter
would never have been in existence to have the present, if it had not
been for my lady who (with pain and travail) produced her into the
world. Consequently, if we begin with my lady, we are pretty sure
of beginning far enough back. And that, let me tell you, when you
have got such a job as mine in hand, is a real comfort at starting.
If you know anything of the fashionable world, you have heard
tell of the three beautiful Miss Herncastles. Miss Adelaide ; Miss
Caroline ; and Miss Julia—this last being the youngest and the best
of the three sisters, in my opinion ; and I had opportunities of
judging, as you shall presently see. I went into the service of the
old lord, their father (thank God, we have got nothing to do with
him, in this business of the Diamond ; he had the longest tongue
and the shortest temper of any man, high or low, I ever met with)—
I say, I went into the service of the old lord, as page-boy in waiting
on the three honourable young ladies, at the age of fifteen years.
There I lived, till Miss Julia married the late Sir John Yerinder.
An excellent man, who only wanted somebody to manage him ; and,
between ourselves, he found somebody to do i t ; and what is more,
he throve on it, and grew fat on it, and lived happy and died easy
on it, dating from the day when my lady took him to church
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to be married, to the day when she relieved him of his last breath,
and closed his eyes for ever.
I have omitted to state that 1 went with the bride to the bride's
husband's house and lands down here. " Sir John," she says, " I
can't do without Gabriel Betteredge." " M y lady," says Sir John,
" I can't do without him, either." That was his way with her—and
that was how I went into his service. It was all one to me where
I went, so long as my mistress and I were together.
Seeing that my lady took an interest in the out-of-door work,
and the farms, and such like, I took an interest in them too—with
all the more reason that I was a small farmer's seventh son myself.
My lady got me put under the bailiff, and I did my best, and gave
satisfaction, and got promotion accordingly. Some years later, on
the Monday as it might be, my lady says, " Sir John, your bailiff is
a stupid old man. Pension him liberally, and let Gabriel Betteredge
have his place." On the Tuesday as it might be. Sir John says,
" My lady, the bailiff is pensioned liberally ; and Gabriel Betteredge
has got his place." You hear more than enough of married people
living together miserably. Here is an example to the contrary. Let
it be a warning to some of you, and an encouragement to others. In
the meantime, I will go on with my story.
Well, there I was in clover, you will say. Placed in a position
of trust and honour, with a little cottage of my own to live in, with
my rounds on the estate to occupy me in the morning, and my
accounts in the afternoon, and my pipe and my Bobinson Crusoe in
the evening—what more could I possibly want to make me happy ?
Remember what Adam wanted when he was alone in the Garden of
Eden ; and if you don't blame it in Adam, don't blame it in me.
The woman I fixed my eye on, was the woman who kept house
for me at my cottage. Her name was Selina Goby. I agree with
the late William Cobbett about picking a wife. See that she chews
her food well, and sets her foot down firmly on the ground when she
walks, and you're all right. Selina Goby was all right in both these
respects, which was one reason for marrying her. I had another
reason, likewise, entirely of my own discovering. Selina, being a
single woman, made me pay so much a week for her board and
services. Selina, being my wife, couldn't charge for her board, and
would have to give me her services for nothing. That was the point
of view I looked at it from. Economy—with a dash of love. I put
it to my mistress, as in duty bound, just as I had put it to myself.
" I have been turning Selina Goby over in my mind," I said, " a n d
I think, my lady, it will be cheaper to marry her than to keep her."
My ladv burst out laughing, and said she didn't know which to
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be most shocked at—my language or my principles. Some joke
tickled her, I suppose, of the sort that you can't take unless you are
a person of quality. Understanding nothing myself but that I was
free to put it next to Selina, I went and put it accordingly. And
what did Selina say ? Lord ! how little you must know of women,
if you ask that. Of course she said. Yes.
As my time drew nearer, and there got to be talk of my having
a new coat for the ceremony, my mind began to misgive me. I have
compared notes with other men as to what they felt while they were
in my interesting situation ; and they have all acknowledged that,
about a week before it happened, they privately wished themselves
out of it. I went a trifle further than that myself; I actually rose
up, as it were, and tried to get out of it. Not for nothing! I was
too just a man to expect she would let me off' for nothing. Compensation to the woman when the man gets out of it, is one of the laws
of England. In obedience to the laws, and after turning it over
carefully in my mind, I ofiered Selina Goby a feather-bed and fifty
shillings to be ofl' the bargain. You will hardly believe it, but it is
nevertheless true—she was fool enough to refuse.
After that it was all over with me, of course. I got tho new
coat as cheap as I could, and I went through all the rest of it
as cheap as I could. We were not a happy couple, and not a
miserable couple. We were six of one and half-a-dozen of the other.
How it was I don't understand, but we always seemed to be getting,
with the best of motives, in one another's way. When I wanted to
go upstairs, there was my wife coming down ; or when my wife
wanted to go down, there was I coming up. That is married life,
according to my experience of it.
After five years of misunderstandings on the stairs, it jjleased an
afi-wise Providence to relieve us of each other by taking my wife.
I was left with my little girl Penelope, and with no other child.
Shortly afterwards Sir John died, and my lady was left with her
little girl, Miss Rachel, and no other child. I have written to very
poor purpose of my lady, if you require to be told that my little
Penelope was taken care of, under my good mistress's own eye, and
was sent to school, and taught, and made a sharp girl, and promoted,
when old enough, to be Miss Rachel's own maid.
As for me, I went on with my business as bailiff year after year
up to Christmas, 1847, when there came a change in my life. On
diat day, my lady invited herself to a cup of tea alone with me in
my cottage. She remarked that, reckoning from the year when I
ftarted as page-boy in the time of the old lord, I had been more
than fifty years in her seiwice, and she put into my hands a beautiful
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waistcoat of wool that she had worked herself, to keep me warm in
the bitter winter weather.
I received this magnificent present quite at a loss to find words
to thank my mistress with for the honour she had done me. To my
great astonishment, it turned out, however, that the waistcoat was
not an honour, but a bribe. My lady had discovered that I was
getting old before I had discovered it myself, and she had come to
my cottage to wheedle me (if I may use such an expression) into
giving up my hard out-of-door work as bailiff, and taking my ease
for the rest of my days as steward in the house. I made as good a
fight of it against the indignity of taking my ease as I could. But
my mistress knew the weak side of m e ; she put it as a favour to
herself. The dispute between us ended, after that, in my wiping
my eyes, like an old fool, with my new woollen waistcoat, and saying
I would think about it.
The perturbation in my mind, in regard to thinking about it,
being truly dreadful after my lady had gone away, I applied the
remedy which I have never yet found to fail me in cases of doubt
and emergency. I smoked a pipe and took a turn at Bohinson Crusoe.
Before I had occupied myself with that extraordinary book five
minutes, I came on a comforting bit (page one hundred and fiftyeight), as follows : " To-day we love, what to-morrow we hate." I
saw my way clear directly. To-day I was all for continuing to be
farm-bailiff; to-morrow, on the authority of Bobinson Crusoe, I
should be all the other way. Take myself to-morrow while in tomorrow's humour, and the thing was done. My mind being relieved
in this manner, I went to sleep that night in the character of Lady
Verinder's farm-bailiff, and I woke up the next morning in the
character of Lady Verinder's house-steward. All quite comfortable,
and all through Bobinson Crusoe t
My daughter Penelope has just looked over my shoulder to see
what I have done so far. She remarks that it is beautifully written,
and every word of it true. But she points out one objection. She
says what I have done so far isn't in the least what I was wanted to
do. I am asked to tell the story of the Diamond, and, instead of
that, I have been telling the story of my own self. Curious, and
quite beyond me to account for. t wonder whether the gentlemen
who make a business and a living out of writing books, ever find
their own selves getting in the way of their subjects, like me ? If
they do, I can feel for them. In the meantime, here is another
false start, and more waste of good writing-paper. What's to be
done now ? Nothing that I know of, except for you to keep your
temper, and for me to begin it all over again for the third time.
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CHAPTER H I .
THE question of how I am to start the story properly I have tried
to settle in two ways. First, by scratching my head, which led to
nothing. Second, by consulting my daughter Penelope, which has
resulted in an entirely new idea.
Penelope's notion is that I should set down what happened,
regularly day by day, beginning with the day when we got the news
that Mr. Franklin Blake was expected on a visit to the house.
When you come to fix your memory with a date in this way, it is
wonderful what your memory will pick up for you upon that compulsion. The only difficulty is to fetch out the dates, in the first
place. This Penelope offers to do for me by looking into her own
diary, which she was taught to keep when she was at school, and
which she has gone on keeping ever since. In answer to an improvement on this notion, devised by myself, namely, that she should tell
the story instead of me, out of her own diary, Penelope observes,
with a fierce look and a red face, that her journal is for her own
private eye, and that no living creature shall ever know what is in
it but herself. When I inquire what this means, Penelope says,
" Fiddlesticks ! " I say. Sweethearts.
Beginning, then, on Penelope's plan, I beg to mention that
I was specially called one Wednesday morning into my lady's own
sitting-room, the date being the twenty-fourth of May, Eighteen
hundred and forty-eight.
" Gabriel," says my lady, " here is news that will surprise you.
Franklin Blake has come back from abroad. He has been staying
with his father in London, and he is coming to us to-morrow to stop
till next month, and keep Rachel's birthday."
If I had had a hat in my hand, nothing but respect would have
prevented me from throwing that hat up to the ceiling. I had not
seen Mr. Franklin since he was a boy, living along with us in this
house. He was, out of all sight (as I remembered him), the nicest
boy that ever spun a top or broke a window. Miss Rachel, who
was present, and to whom I made that remark, observed, in return,
that she remembered him as the most atrocious tyrant that ever
tortured a doll, and the hardest driver of an exhausted little girl in
string harness that England could produce. " I burn with indignation, and I ache with fatigue," was the way Miss Rachel summed
it up, " when I think of Franklin Blake."
Hearing what I now tell you, you will naturally ask how it was
that Mr. Franklin should have passed all the years, from the time
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v/hen he was a boy to the time when he was a man, out of his OWQ
country. I answer, because his father had the misfortune to be
next heir to a Dukedom, and not to be able to prove it.
In two words, this was how the thing happened :
My lady's eldest sister married the celebrated Mr. Blake—
equally famous for his great riches, and his great suit at law. How
many years he went on worrying the tribunals of his country to turn
out the Duke in possession, and to put himself in the Duke's place
—how many lawyers' purses he filled to bursting, and how many
otherwise harmless people he set by the ears together disputing
whether he was right or wrong—is more by a great deal than I can
reckon up. His wife died, and two of his three children died, before
the tribunals could make up their minds to show him the door and
take no more of his money. When it was all over, and the Duke
in possession was left in possession, Mr. Blake discovered that the
only way of being even with his country for the manner in which it
had treated him, was not to let his country have the honour of
educating his son. " How can I trust my native institutions," was
the form in which he put it, " after the way in which my native
institutions have behaved to me ? " Add to this, that Mr. Blake
disliked all boys, his own included, and you will admit that it could
only end in one way. Master Franklin was taken from us in
England, and was sent to institutions which his father coidd trust,
in that superior country, Germany; Mr. Blake himself, you will
observe, remaining snug in England, to improve his fellow-countrymen in the Parliament House, and to publish a statement on the
subject of the Duke in possession, which has remained an unfinished
statement from that day to this.
There ! thank God, that's told ! Neither you nor I need trouble
our heads any more about Mr. Blake, senior. Leave him to the
Dukedom ; and let you and I stick to the Diamond.
The Diamond takes us back to Mr. Franklin, who was the
innocent means of bringing that unlucky jewel into the house.
Our nice boy didn't forget us after he went abroad. He wrote
every now and then ; sometimes to my lady, sometimes to Miss
Rachel, and sometimes to me. We had had a transaction together,
before he left, which consisted in his borrowing of me a ball of
string, a four-bladed knife, and seven-and-sixpence in money—the
colour of which last I have not seen, and never expect to see again.
His letters to me chiefly related to borrowing more. I heard,
however, from my lady, how he got on abroad, as he grew in years
and stature. After he had learnt what the institutions of Germany
could teach him, he gave the French a turn next, and the Italians
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a turn after that. They made him among them a sort of universal
genius, as well as I could understand it. He wrote a little ; he
painted a little ; he sang and played and composed a little—borrowing, as I suspect, in all these cases, just as he had borrowed frcm
me. His mother's fortune (seven hundred a year) fell to him when
he came of age, and ran through him, as it might be through a
sieve. The more money he had, the more he wanted: there was
a hole in Mr. Franklin's pocket that nothing would sew up.
Wherever he went, the lively, easy way of him made him welcome.
He lived here, there, and everywhere ; his address (as he used to
put it himself) being, " Post Office, Europe—to be left till called
for." Twice over, he made up his mind to come back to England
and see us ; and twice over (saving your presence), some unmentionable woman stood in the way and stopped him. His third attempt
succeeded, as you know already from what my lady told me. On
Thursday the twenty-fifth of May, we were to see for the first time
what our nice boy had grown to be as a man. He came of good
blood; he had a high courage ; and he was five-and-twenty years of
age, by our reckoning. Now you know as much of Mr. Franklin
Blake as I did—before Mr. Franklin Blake came down to our house.
The Thursday was as fine a summer's day as ever you saw: and
my lady and Miss Rachel (not expecting Mr. Franklin till dinnertime) drove out to lunch with some friends in the neighbourhood.
When they were gone, I went and had a look at the bedroom
which had been got ready for our guest, and saw that all was
straight. Then, being butler in my lady's establishment, as well as
steward (at my own particular request, mind, and because it vexed
me to see anybody but myself in possession of the key of the late
Sir John's cellar)—then, I say, I fetched up some of our famous
Latour claret, and set it in the warm summer air to take off the
chill before dinner. Concluding to set myself in the warm summer
air next—seeing that what is good for old claret is equally good for
old age—I took up my beehive chair to go out into the back court,
when I was stopped by hearing a sound like the soft beating of
a drum, on the terrace in front of my lady's residence.
Going round to the terrace, I found three mahogany-coloured
Indians, in white linen frocks and trousers looking up at the house.
The Indians, as I saw on looking closer, had small hand-drums
slung in front of them. Behind them stood a little delicate-looking
light-haired English boy carrying a bag. I judged the fellows to
be strolling conjurors, and the boy with the bag to be carrying the
tools of their trade. One of the three, who spoke English, and who
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exhibited, I must own, the most elegant manners, presently informed
me that my judgment was right. He requested permission to show
his tricks in the presence of the lady of the house.
Now I am not a sour old man. I am generally all for amusement, and the last person in the world to distrust another person
because he happens to be a few shades darker than myself. But
the best of us have our weaknesses—and my weakness, when I know
a family plate-basket to be out on a pantry table, is to be instantly
reminded of that basket by the sight of a strolling stranger whose
manners are superior to my own. I accordingly informed the Indian
that the lady of the house was out; and I warned him and his party
off' the premises. He made me a beautiful bow in return ; and he
and his party went off the premises. On my side, I returned to my
beehive chair, and set myself down on the sunny side of the court,
and fell (if the truth must be owned), not exactly into a sleep, but
into the next best thing to it.
I was roused up by my daughter Penelope running out at me
as if the house was on fire. What do you think she wanted ? She
•sNanted to have the three Indian jugglers instantly taken up ; for
this reason, namely, that they knew who was coming from London
to visit us, and that they meant some mischief to Mr. Franklin Blake.
Mr. Franklin s name roused me. I opened my eyes, and made
my girl explain herself
It appeared that Penelope had just come from our lodge, where
she had been having a gossip with the lodge-keeper's daughter.
The two girls had seen the Indians pass out, after I had warned
them off, followed by their little boy. Taking it into their heads
that the boy was ill-used by the foreigners—for no reason that I
could discover, except that he was pretty and delicate-looking—the
two girls had stolen along the inner side of the hedge between us
and the road, and had watched the proceedings of the foreigners on
the outer side. Those proceedings resulted in the performance of
the following extraordinary tricks.
They first looked up the road, and down the road, and made sure
that they were alone. Then they all three faced about, and stared
hard in the direction of our house. Then they jabbered and disputed in their own language, and looked at each other like men in
doubt
Then they a turned to their little English boy, as if they
S
i b said
'li^ tto the
,tV"'"'-^^f^
*^^"
*^^hand
"^''^" I^'Ji^S who spoke
±.nglish,
boy, " Hold out
your
A^^n^i\^^^''''i
? ° ' ' ' '^T¥^^
'™'''^'' ™y -daughter Penelope said she
didn t know what prevented her heart from flying straight out of her
I thought privately that it might have been her stays. All I said

THE LOSS OP THE DIAMOND.

17

however, was, " You make my flesh creep." (Nota bene : Women
like these little compliments.)
Well, when the Indian said, "Hold out your hand," the boy
shrunk back, and shook his head, and said he didn't like it. The
Indian, thereupon, asked him (not at all unkindly), whether he
would like to be sent back to London, and left where they had found
him, sleeping in an empty basket in a market—a hungry, ragged,
and forsaken little boy. This, it seems, ended the difficulty. The
little chap unwillingly held out his hand. Upon that, the Indian
took a bottle from his bosom, and poured out of it some black stuff,
like ink, into the palm of the boy's hand. The Indian—first touching the boy's head, and making signs over it in the air—then said,
" Look." The boy became quite stiff, and stood like a statue,
looking into the ink in the hollow of his hand.
(So far, it seemed to me to be juggling, accompanied by a
foolish waste of ink. I was beginning to feel sleepy again, when
Penelope's next words stirred me up.)
The Indians looked up the road and down the road once more—
and then the chief Indian said these words to the boy : " See the
English gentleman from foreign parts."
The boy said, " I see him."
The Indian said, " Is it on the road to this house, and on no
other, that the English gentleman will travel to-day ? "
The boy said, " It is on the road to this house, and on no other,
that the English gentleman will travel to-day."
The Indian put a second question—after waiting a little first.
He said : " Has the English gentleman got It about him ? "
The boy answered—also, after waiting a little first—" Yes."
The Indian put a third and last question: '' Will the English gentleman come here, as he has promised to come, at the close of day ? "
The boy said, " I can't tell."
The Indian asked why.
The boy said, " I am tired. The mist rises in my head, and
puzzles me. I can see no more to-day."
With that, the catechism ended. The chief Indian said something in his own language to the other two, pointing to the boy, and
pointing towards the town, in which (as we afterwards discovered)
they were lodged. He then, after making more signs on the boy's
head, blew on his forehead, and so woke him up with a start. After
that, they all went on their way towards the town, and the girls saw
them no more.
Most things they say have a moral, if you only look for it.
What was the moral of this ?
2
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The moral was, as I thought: First, that the chief juggler had
heard Mr. Franklin's arrival talked of among the servants out-ofdoors, and saw his way to making a little money by it. Second,
that he and his men and boy (with a view to making the said money)
meant to hang about till they saw my lady drive home, and then to
come back, and foretell Mr. Franklin's arrival by magic. Third,
that Penelope had heard them rehearsing their hocus-pocus, like
actors rehearsing a play. Fourth, that I should do well to have an
eye, that evening, on the plate-basket. Fifth, that Penelope would
do well to cool down, and leave me, her father, to doze off again in
the sun.
That appeared to me to be the sensible view. If you iinow anything of the ways of young women, you won't be surprised to hear
that Penelope wouldn't take it. The moral of the thing was serious,
according to my daughter. She particularly reminded me of the
Indian's third question. Has the English gentleman got It about
him? " O h , father!" says Penelope, clasping her hands, " d o n ' t
joke about this ! What does ' I t ' mean ? "
" We'll ask Mr. Franklin, my dear," I said, " if you can wait till
Mr. Franklin comes." I winked to show I meant that in joke.
Penelope took it quite seriously. My girl's earnestness tickled me.
" What on earth should Mr. Franklin know about it ? " I inquired.
" A s k him," says Penelope. " A n d see whether he thinks it a
laughing matter, too." With that parting shot, my daughter left me.
I settled it with myself, when she was gone, that I really would
ask Mr. Franklin—mainly to set Penelope's mind at rest. What
w-as said between us, when I did ask him, later on that same day,
you will find set out fully in its proper place. But as I don't wish
to raise your expectations and then disappoint them, I will take
leave to warn you here—before we go any further—that you won't
find the ghost of a joke in our conversation on the subject of the
jugglers. To my great surprise, Mr. Franklin, like Penelope, took
the thing seriously. How seriously, you will understand, when I
tell you that, in his opinion, " I t " meant the Moonstone.

CHAPTER IV
I AM truly sorry to detain you over me and my beehive chair. A
sleepy old man, in a sunny back yard, is not an interesting object, I
am well aware. But things must be put down in their places, as
things actually happened—and you must please to jog on a little
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while longer with me, in expectation of Mr. Franklin Blake's arrival
later in the day.
Before I had time to doze off again, after my daughter Penelope
had left me, I was disturbed by a rattling of plates and dishes in the
servants' hall, which meant that dinner was ready. Taking my own
meals in my own sitting-room, I had nothing to do with the servants'
dinner, except to wish them a good stomach to it all round, previous
to composing myself once more in my chair. I was just stretching
ray legs, when out bounced another woman on me. Not my daughter
again; only Nancy, the kitchen-maid, this time. I was straight in
her way out; and I observed, as she asked me to let her by, that
she had a sulky face—a thing which, as head of the servants, I
never allow, on principle, to pass me without inquiry.
" What are you turning your back on your dinner for ? " I asked.
" What's wrong now, Nancy ? "
Nancy tried to push by, without answering; upon which I rose
up, and took her by the ear. She is a nice plump young lass, and
it is customary with me to adopt that manner of showing that I
personally approve of a girl.
" What's wrong now ? " I said onoe more.
" Rosanna's late again for dinner," says Nancy. " A n d I'm
sent to fetch her in. All the hard work falls on my shoulders in
this house. Let me alone, Mr. Betteredge! "
The person here mentioned as Rosanna was our second housemaid. Having a kind of pity for our second housemaid (why, 3 'U
shall presently know), and seeing in Nancy's face that she would
fetch her fellow-servant in with more hard words than might be
needful under the circumstances, it struck me that I had nothing
particular to do, and that I might as well fetch Rosanna myself;
giving her a hint to be punctual in future, which I knew she would
take kindly from vie.
" Where is Rosanna ? " I inquired.
" A t the sands, of course!" says Nancy, with a toss of her
head. " She had another of her fainting fits this morning, and she
asked to go out and get a breath of fresh air. I have no patience
with her! "
" Go back to your dinner, my girl," I said. " I have patience
with her, and I'll fetch her in."
Nancy (who has a fine appetite) looked pleased. When she
looks pleased, she looks nice. When she looks nice, I chuck her
under the chin. It isn't immorality—it's only habit.
Well, I took my stick, and set off for the sands.
No ! it won't do to set off yet. I am sorry again to detain you ;
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but you really must hear the story of the sands, and the story of
Rosanna—for this reason, that the matter of the Diamond touches
them both nearly. How hard I try to get on with my statement
without stopping by the way, and how badly I succeed ! But, there !
—Persons and Things do turn up so vexatiously in this life, and will
in a manner insist on being noticed. Let us take it easy, and let us
take it short; we shall be in the thick of the mystery soon, I
promise you!
Rosanna (to put the Person before the Thing, which is but
common politeness) was the only new servant in our house. About
four months before the time I am writing of, my lady had been in
London, and had gone over a Reformatory, intended to save forlorn
women from drifting back into bad ways, after they had got released
from prison. The matron, seeing my lady took an interest in the
place, pointed out a girl to her, named Rosanna Spearman, and told
her a most miserable story, which I haven't the heart to repeat here;
for I don't like to be made wretched without any use, and no more
do you. The upshot of it was, that Rosanna Spearman had been a
thief, and not being of the sort that get up Companies in the City,
and rob fi-om thousands, instead of only robbing from one, the law
laid hold of her, and the prison and the reformatory followed the
lead of the law. The matron s opinion of Rosanna was (in spite of
what she had done) that the girl was one in a thousand, and that
she only wanted a chance to prove herself worthy of any Christian
woman's interest in her. My lady (being a Christian woman, if
ever there was one yet) said to the matron, upon that, " Rosanna
Spearman shall have her chance, in my service." In a week afterwards, Rosanna Spearman entered this establishment as our second
housemaid.
Not a soul was told the girl's story, excepting Miss Rachel and
me. My lady, doing me the honour to consult me about most things,
consulted me about Rosanna. Having fallen a good deal latterly
into the late Sir John s way of always agreeing with my lady, I
agreed with her heartily about Rosanna Spearman.
A fairer chance no girl could have had than was given to this
poor girl of ours. None of the servants could cast her past life in
her teeth, for none of the servants knew what it had been. She
had her wages and her privileges, like the rest of them; and every
now and then a friendly word from my lady, in private, to encourage
her. In return, she showed herself, I am bound to say, well worthy
of the kind treatment bestowed upon her. Though far from strong
and troublud occasionally with those fainting-fits already mentioned
she went about her work modestly and uncomplainingly, doing it
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carefully, and doing it well. But, somehow, she failed to make
friends among the other women servants, excepting my daughter
Penelope, who was always kind to Rosanna, though never intimate
with her.
I hardly know what the girl did to offend them. There was
certainly no beauty about her to make the others envious; she was
the plainest woman in the house, with the additional misfortune of
having one shoulder bigger than the other. What the servants
chiefly resented, I think, was her silent tongue and her solitary
ways. She read or worked in leisure hours when the rest gossipedAnd when it came to her turn to go out, nine times out of ten she
quietly put on her bonnet, and had her turn by herself. She never
quarrelled, she never took offence ; she only kept a certain distance,
obstinately and civilly, between the rest of them and herself. Add
to this that, plain as she was, there was just a dash of something
that wasn't like a housemaid, and that ivas like a lady, about her.
It might have been in her voice, or it might have been in her face.
All I can say is, that the other women pounced on it like lightning
the first day she came into the house, and said (which was most
unjust) that Rosanna Spearman gave herself airs.
Having now told the story of Rosanna, I have only to notice
one of the many queer ways of this strange girl to get on next to
the story of the sands.
Our house is high up on the Yorkshire coast, and close by the
sea. We have got beautiful walks all round us, in every direction
but one. That one I acknowledge to be a horrid walk. It leads,
for a quarter of a mile, through a melancholy plantation of firs, and
brings you out between low cliffs on the loneliest and ugliest little
bay on all our coast.
The sand-hills here run down to the sea, and end in two spits of
rock jutting out opposite each other, till you lose sight of them in
the water. One is called the North Spit, and one the South.
Between the two, shifting backwards and forwards at certain seasons
of the year, lies the most horrible quicksand on the shores of Yorkshire. At the turn of the tide, something goes on in the unknown
deeps below, which sets the whole face of the quicksand shivering
and trembling in a manner most remarkable to see, and which has
given to it, among the people in our parts, the name of The Shivering Sand. A great bank, half a mile out, nigh the mouth of the
bay, breaks the force of the main ocean coming in from the offing.
Winter and summer, when the tide flows over the quicksand, the sea
seems to leave the waves behind it on the bank, and rolls its waters
in smoothly with a heave, and covers the sand in silence. A lone-
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some and a horrid retreat, I can tell you ! No boat ever ventures
into this bay. No children from our fishing-village, called Cobb's
Hole, ever come here to play. The very birds of the air, as it
seems to me, give the Shivering Sand a wide berth. That a young
woman, with dozens of nice walks to choose from, and company to
go with her, if she only said " Come!" should prefer this place,
and should sit and work or read in it, all alone, when it's her turn
out, I grant you, passes belief. It's true, nevertheless, account for
it as you may, that this was Rosanna Spearman's favourite walk,
except when she went once or twice to Cobb's Hole, to see the only
friend she had in our neighbourhood, of whom more anon.
It's
also true that I was now setting out for this same place, to fetch the
girl in to dinner, which brings us round happily to our former point,
and starts us fair again on our way to the sands.
I saw no sign of the girl in the plantation. When I got out,
through the sand-hills, on to the beach, there she was, in her little
straw bonnet, and her plain grey cloak that she always wore to hide
her deformed shoulder as much as might be—there she was, all
alone, looking out on the quicksand and the sea.
She started when I came up with her, and turned her head away
from me. Not looking me in the face being another of the proceedings which, as head of the servants, I never allow, on principle, to
pass without inquiry—I turned her round my way, and saw that she
was crying. My bandanna handkerchief—one of six beauties given
to me by my lady—was handy in my pocket. I took it out, and I
said to Rosanna, " Come and sit down, my dear, on the slope of the
beach along with me. I'll dry your eyes for you first, and then I'll
make so bold as to ask what you have been crying about."
When you come to my age, you will find sitting down on the
slope of a beach a much longer job than you think it now. By the
time I was settled, Rosanna had dried her own eyes with a very
inferior handkerchief to mine—cheap cambric. She looked very
quiet, and very wretched; but she sat down by me like a good girl,
when I told her. When you want to comfort a woman by the
shortest way, take her on your knee. I thought of this golden rule.
But there ! Rosanna wasn't Nancy, and that's the truth of i t !
" Now, tell me, my dear," I said, " what are you crying about ? "
" About the years that are gone, Mr. Betteredge," says Rosanna
quietly. " My past life still comes back to me sometimes."
" Come, come, my girl," I said, "your past life is all sponged
out. Why can't you forget it ?"
She took me by one of the lappets of my coat. I am a slovenly
old man, and a good deal of my meat and drink gets splashed about
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on my clothes. Sometimes one of the women, and sometimes
another, cleans me of my grease. The day before, Rosanna had
taken out a spot for me on the lappet of my coat, with a new composition, warranted to remove anything. The grease was gone, but
there was a little dull place left on the nap of the cloth where the
grease had been. The girl pointed to that place, and shook her head.
" T h e stain is taken off," she said. " B u t the place shows,
Mr. Betteredge—-the place shows ! "
A remark which takes a man unawares by means of his own coat
is not an easy remark to answer. Something in the girl herself, too,
made me particularly sorry for her just then. She had nice brown eyes,
plain as she was in other ways—and she looked at me with a sort of
respect for my happy old age and my good character, as things for
ever out of her own reach, which made my heart heavy for our second
housemaid. Not feeling myself able to comfort her, there was only
one other thing to do. That thing was—to take her in to dinner.
" Help me up," I said. " You're late for dinner, Rosanna—and
I have come to fetch you in."
"You, Mr. Betteredge!" says she.
" They told Nancy to fetch you," I said. " But I thought you
might like your scolding better, my dear, if it came from me."
Instead of helping me up, the poor thing stole her hand into
mine, and gave it a little squeeze. She tried hard to keep from
crying again, and succeeded—for which I respected her. "You're
very kind, Mr. Betteredge," she said. " I don't want any dinner
to-day—let me bide a little longer here."
" What makes you like to be here?" I asked. " What is it that
brings you everlastingly to this miserable place."
" Something draws me to it," says the girl, making images with
her finger in the sand. " I try to keep away from it, and I can't.
Sometimes," says she in a low voice, as if she was frightened at her
own fancy, " sometimes, Mr. Betteredge, I think that my grave is
waiting for me here."
" There's roast mutton and suet-pudding waiting for you!" says
1. " G o in to dinner directly. This is what comes, Rosanna, of
thinking on an empty stomach! " I spoke severely, being naturally
indignant (at my time of life) to hear a young woman of five-andtwenty talking about her latter end !
She didn't seem to hear me : she put her hand on my shoulder,
and kept me where I was, sitting by her side.
" I think the place has laid a spell on me," she said. " I dream
of it night after night; I think of it when I sit stitching at my
work. You know I am grateful, Mr. Betteredge—you know I try
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to deserve your kindness, and my lady's confidence in me. But I
wonder sometimes whether the life here is too quiet and too good for
such a woman as I am, after all I have gone through, Mr. Betteredge
—after all I have gone through. It's more lonely to mo to be among
the other servants, knowing I am not what they are, than it is to be
here. My lady doesn't know, the matron at the reformatory doesn't
know, what a dreadful reproach honest people are in themselves to a
woman like me. Don't scold me, there's a dear good man. I do
my work, don't I ? Please not to tell my lady I am discontented
— I am not. My mind's unquiet, sometimes, that's all." She
snatched her hand off my shoulder, and suddenly pointed down to
the quicksand. " L o o k ! " she said. " Isn't it wonderful ? isn't it
terrible ? I have seen it dozens of times, and it's always as new to
me as if I had never seen it before ! "
I looked where she pointed. The tide was on the turn, and the
horrid sand began to shiver. The broad brown face of it heaved
slowly, and then dimpled and quivered all over. " D o you know
what it looks like to me?" says Rosanna, catching me by the
shoulder again. " I t looks as if it had hundreds of suffocating
people under it—all struggling to get to the surface, and all staking
lower and lower in the dreadful deeps! Throw a stone in, Mr.
Betteredge ! Throw a stone in, and let's see the sand suck it down !"
Here •^vas unwholesome talk! Here was an empty stomach
feeding on an unquiet mind! My answer—a pretty sharp one, in
the poor girl's own interests, I promise you!—was at my tongue's
end, when it was snapped short off on a sudden by a voice among
the sand-hills shouting for me by my name. "Betteredge !" cries
the voice, "where are y o u ? " " H e r e ! " I shouted out in return,
without a notion in my mind of who it was. Rosanna started to her
feet, and stood looking towards the voice. I was just thinking of
getting on my own legs next, when I was staggered by a sudden
change in the girl's face.
Her complexion turned of a beautiful red, which I had never
seen in it before ; she brightened all over with a kind of speechless
and breathless surprise. " W h o is i t ? " I asked. Rosanna gave
me back my own question. " O h ! who is i t ? " she said softly,
more to herself than to me. I twisted round on the sand, and looked
behind me. There, coming out on us from among the hills, was a
bright-eyed young gentleman, dressed in a beautiful fawn-coloured
suit, with gloves and hat to match, with a rose in his button-hole,
and a smile on his face that might have set the Shivering Sand itself
smiling at him in return. Before I could get on my legs, he plumped
down on the sand by the side of me, put his arm round my neck,
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foreign fashion, and gave me a hug that fairly squeezed the breath
out of my body. " D e a r old Betteredge!" says he. " I owe you
seven-and-sixpence. Now do you know who I am ? "
Lord bless us and save us ! Here—four good hours before we
expected him—was Mr. Franklin Blake !
Before I could say a word, I saw Mr. Franklin, a little surprised
to all appearance, look up from me to Rosanna. Following his lead,
I looked at the girl too. She was blushing of a deeper red than
ever, seemingly at having caught Mr. Franklin's eye ; and she turned
and left us suddenly, in a confusion quite unaccountable to my mind,
without either making her curtsey to the gentleman or saying a word
to me. Very unlike her usual self: a civiller and better-behaved
servant, in general, you never met with.
" That's an odd girl," says Mr. Franklin. " I wonder what she
sees in me to surprise h e r ? "
" I suppose, sir," I answered, drolling on our young gentleman's
Continental education, " it's the varnish from foreign parts."
I set down here Mr. Franklin's careless question, and my foolish
answer, as a consolation and encouragement to all stupid people—it
being, as I have remarked, a great satisfaction to our inferior fellowcreatures to find that their betters are, on occasions, no brighter than
they are. Neither Mr. Franklin, with his wonderful foreign training,
nor I, with my age, experience, and natural mother-wit, had the
ghost of an idea of what Rosanna Spearman s unaccountable behaviour really meant. She was out of our thoughts, poor soul, before
we had seen the last flutter of her little grey cloak among the sandhills. And what of that ? you will ask, naturally enough. Read on,
good friend, as patiently as you can, and perhaps you will be as sorry
for Rosanna Spearman as I was, when I found out the truth.

CHAPTER V
THE first thing I did, after we were left together alone, was to make
a third attempt to get up from my seat on the sand. Mr. Franklin
stopped me.
" There is one advantage about this horrid place," he said ; " we
have got it all to ourselves. Stay where you are, Betteredge; I
have something to say to you."
While he was speaking, I was looking at him, and trying to see
something of the boy I remembered, in the man before me. The
man put me out. Look as I might, I could see no more of his boy's
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rosy cheeks than of his boy's trim little jacket. His complexion had
got pale : his face, at the lower part, was covered, to my great
surprise and disappointment, with a curly brown beard and mustachios. He had a lively touch-and-go way with him, very pleasant
and engaging, I admit; but nothing to compare with his free-andeasy manners of other times. To make matters worse, he had
promised to be tall, and had not kept his promise. He was neat,
and slim, and well made; but he wasn't by an inch or two up to the
middle height. In short, he baffled me altogether. The years that
had passed had left nothing of his old self, except the bright, straightforward look in his eyes. There I found our nice boy again, and
there I concluded to stop in my investigation.
" Welcome back to the old place, Mr. Franklin," I said. "All
the more welcome, sir, that you have come some hours before we
expected you."
" I have a reason for coming before you expected me," answered
Mr. Franklin. " I suspect, Betteredge, that I have been followed
and watched in London, for the last three or four days ; and I have
travelled by the morning instead of the afternoon train, because I
wanted to give a certain dark-looking stranger the slip."
Those words did more than surprise me. They brought back to
my mind, in a flash, the three jugglers, and Penelope's notion that
they meant some mischief to Mr. Franklin Blake.
" Who's watching you, sir,—and why ? " I inquired.
" Tell me about the three Indians you have had at the house today," says Mr. Franklin, without noticing my question. " I t ' s just
possible, Betteredge, that my stranger and your three jugglers may
turn out to be pieces of the same puzzle."
" How do you come to know about the jugglers, s i r ? " I asked,
putting one question on the top of another, which was bad manners,
I own. But you don't expect much from poor human nature—so
don't expect much from me.
" I saw Penelope at the house," says Mr. Franklin; " a n d
Penelope told me. Your daughter promised to be a pretty girl,
Betteredge, and she has kept her promise. Penelope has got a
small ear and a small foot. Did the late Mrs. Betteredge possess
those inestimable advantages ? "
" The late Mrs. Betteredge possessed a good many defects, sir,"
says I. " One of them (if you will pardon my mentioning it) was
never keeping to the matter in hand. She was more like a Q.y than
a woman: she couldn't settle on anything."
" She would just have suited me," says Mr. Franklin. " I
never settle on anything either. Betteredge, your edge is better than
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ever. Your daughter said as much, when I asked for particulars
about the jugglers. ' Father will tell you, sir. He's a wonderful
man for his age; and he expresses himself beautifully.' Penelope's
own words—blushing divinely. Not even my respect for you prevented me from—never mind; I knew her when she was a child, and
she's none the worse for it. Let's be serious. What did the
jagglers do ? "
I was something dissatisfied with my daughter—not for letting
Mr. Franklin kiss her; Mr. Franklin was welcome to that—but for
forcing me to tell her foolish story at second hand. However, there
was no help for it now but to mention the circumstances. Mr.
Franklin's merriment all died away as I went on. He sat knitting
his eyebrows, and twisting his beard. When I had done, he repeated
after me two of the questions which the chief juggler had put to the
boy—seemingly for the purpose of fixing them well in his mind.
" ' Is it on the road to this house, and on no other, that the
English gentleman will travel to-day ?' * Has the English gentleman
got It about h i m ? ' I suspect," says Mr. Franklin, pulling a little
sealed paper parcel out of his pocket, " that ' I t ' means this. And
' this,' Betteredge, means my uncle Herncastle's famous Diamond."
"Good Lord, s i r ! " I broke out, "how do you come to be in
charge of the wicked Colonel's Diamond ?"
" The wicked Colonel's will has left his Diamond as a birthday
present to my cousin Rachel," says Mr. Franklin. " And my father,
as the wicked Colonel's executor, has given it in charge to me to
bring down here."
If the sea, then oozing in smoothly over the Shivering Sand, had
been changed into dry land before my own eyes, I doubt if I could
have been more surprised than I was when Mr. Frankhn spoke
those words.
" The Colonel's Diamond left to Miss Rachel! " says I. " And
your father, sir, the Colonel's executor ! Why, I would have laid
any bet you like, Mr. Franklin, that your father wouldn't have
touched the Colonel with a pair of tongs ! "
" Strong language, Betteredge ! What was there against the
Colonel ? He belonged to your time, not to mine. Tell me what
you know about him, and I'll tell you how my father came to be his
executor, and more besides. I have made some discoveries in
London about my uncle Herncastle and his Diamond, which have
rather an ugly look to my eyes; and I want you to confirm them.
You called him the ' wicked Colonel' just now. Search your
memory, my old friend, and tell me why."
I saw he was in earnest, and I told him.
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Here follows the substance of what I said, written out entirely
for your benefit. Pay attention to it, or you will be all abroad, when
we get deeper into the story. Clear your mind of the children, or
the dinner, or the new bonnet, or what not. Try if you can't forget
politics, horses, prices in the City, and grievances at the club. I
hope you won't take this freedom on my part amiss ; it's only a way
I have of appealing to the gentle reader. Lord ! haven't I seen you
with the greatest authors in your hands, and don't I know how ready
your attention is to wander when it's a book that asks for it, instead
of a person ?
I spoke, a little way back, of my lady's father, the old lord with
the short temper and the long tongue. He had five children in all.
Two sons to begin with ; then, after a long time, his wife broke out
breeding again, and the three young ladies came briskly one after
the other, as fast as the nature of things would permit; my mistress,
as before mentioned, being the youngest and best of the three. Of
the two sons, the eldest, Arthur, inherited the title and estates.
The second, the Honourable John, got a fine fortune left him by a
relative, and went into the army.
It's an ill bird, they say, that fouls its own nest. I look on the
noble family of the Herncastles as being my nest; and I shall take
it as a favour if I am not expected to enter into particulars on the
subject of the Honourable John. He was, I honestly believe, one
of the greatest blackguards that ever lived. I can hardly say more
or less for him than that. He went into the army, beginning in the
Guards. He had to leave the Guards before he was two-and-twenty
—never mind why. They are very strict in the army, and they
were too strict for the Honourable John. He went out to India to
see whether they were equally strict there, and to try a little active
service. In the matter of bravery (to give him his due), he was a
mixture of bull-dog and game-cock, with a dash of the savage. He
was at the taking of Seringapatam. Soon afterwards he changed
into another regiment, and, in course of time, changed again into a
third. In the third he got his last step as lieutenant-colonel, and,
getting that, got also a sunstroke, and came home to England.
He came back with a character that closed the doors of all his
family against him, my lady (then just married) taking the lead, and
declaring (with Sir John's approval, of course) that her brother
should never enter any house of hers. There was more than one
slur on the Colonel that made people shy of him; but the blot of
the Diamond is all I need mention here.
It was said he had got possession of his Indian jewel by means
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which, bold as he was, he didn't dare acknowledge. He never
attempted to sell it—not being in need of money, and not (to give
him his due again) making money an object. He never gave it
away; he never even showed it to any living soul. Some said he
was afraid of its getting him into a difficulty with the military
authorities; others (very ignorant indeed of the real nature of
the man) said he was afraid, if he showed it, of its costing him
his life.
There was perhaps a grain of truth mixed up with this last
report. It was false to say that he was afraid; but it was a fact
that his life had been twice threatened in India ; and it was firmly
believed that the Moonstone was at the bottom of it. When he
came back to England, and found himself avoided by everybody, the
Moonstone was thought to be at the bottom of it again. The
mystery of the Colonel's life got in the Colonel's way, and outlawed
him, as you may say, among his own people. The men wouldn't
let him into their clubs ; the women—more than one—whom he
wanted to marry, refused him; friends and relations got too nearsighted to see him in the street.
Some men in this mess would have tried to set themselves right
with the world. But to give in, even when he was wrong, and had
all society against him, was not the way of the Honourable John.
He had kept the Diamond, in flat defiance of assassination, in India.
He kept the Diamond, in flat defiance of public opinion, in England.
There you have the portrait of the man before you, as in a picture :
a character that braved everything; and a face, handsome as it was,
that looked possessed by the devil.
We heard different rumours about him from time to time.
Sometimes they said he was given up to smoking opium and collecting old books; sometimes he was reported to be trying strange
things in chemistry; sometimes he was seen carousing and amusing
himself among the lowest people in the lowest slums of London.
Anyhow, a solitary, vicious, underground life was the life the Colonel
led. Once, and once only, after his return to England, I myself
saw him, face to face..
About two years before the time of which I am now writing, and
about a year and a half before the time of his death, the Colonel
came unexpectedly to my lady's house in London. It was the night
of Miss Rachel's birthday, the twenty-first of J u n e ; and there was
a party in honour of it, as usual. I received a message from the
footman to say that a gentleman wanted to see me. Going up into
the hall, there I found the Colonel, wasted, and worn, and old, and
shabby, and as wild and as wicked as ever.

30

THE MOONSTONE.

" Go up to my sister," says h e ; " a n d say that I have called
to wish my niece many happy returns of the day."
He had made attempts by letter, more than once already, to be
reconciled with my lady, for no other purpose, I am firmly persuaded,
than to annoy her. But this was the first time he had actually
come to the house. I had it on the tip of my tongue to say that my
mistress had a party that night. But the devilish look of him daunted
me. I went upstairs with his message, and left him, by his own
desire, waiting in the hall. The servants stood staring at him, at a
distance, as if he was a walking engine of destruction, loaded with
powder and shot, and likely to go off among them at a moment's notice.
My lady had a dash—no more—of the family temper. " Tell
Colonel Herncastle," she said, when I gave her her brother's
message, " that Miss Verinder is engaged, and that / decline to see
him." I tried to plead for a civiller answer than that; knowing the
Colonel's constitutional superiority to the restraints which govern
gentlemen in general. Quite useless ! The family temper flashed
out at me directly. " When I want your advice," says my lady,
" you know that I always ask for it. I don't ask for it now." I
went down-stairs with the message, of which I took the liberty of
presenting a new and amended edition of my own contriving, as
follows : ' ' My lady and Miss Rachel regret that they are engaged,
Colonel; and beg to be excused having the honour of seeing you."
I expected him to break out, even at that polite way of putting it.
To my surprise he did nothing of the sort; he alarmed me by taking
the thing with an unnatural quiet. His eyes, of a glittering bright
grey, just settled on me for a moment; and he laughed, not out of
himself, hke other people, but into himself, in a soft, chuckling,
horridly mischievous way. " Thank you, Betteredge," he said.
" I shall remember my niece's birthday." With that, he turned on
his heel, and walked out of the house.
The next birthday came round, and we heard he was ill in bed.
Six months afterwards—that is to say, six months before the time I
am now writing of—there came a letter from a highly respectable
clergyman to my lady. It communicated two wonderful things in
the way of family news. First, that the Colonel had forgiven his
sister on his death-bed. Second, that he had forgiven everybody else,
and had made a most edifying end. I have myself (in spite of the
bishops and the clergy) an unfeigned respect for the Church ; but I
am firmly persuaded, at the same time, that the devil remained in
undisturbed possession of the Honourable John, and that the last
abominable act in the life of that abominable man was (saving your
presence) to take the clergyman in !
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This was the sum-total of what I had to tell Mr. Franklin. I
remarked that he listened more and more eagerly the longer I went
on. Also, that the story of the Colonel being sent away from his
sister's door, on the occasion of his niece's birthday, seemed to strike
Mr. Franklin like a shot that had hit the mark. Though he didn't
acknowledge it, I saw that I had made him uneasy, plainly enough,
in his face.
" You have said your say, Betteredge," he remarked. " It's my
turn now. Before, however, I tell you what discoveries I have
made in London, and how I came to be mixed up in this matter of
the Diamond, I want to know one thing. You look, my old friend,
as if you didn't quite understand the object to be answered by this
consultation of ours. Do your looks belie you ?"
" No, sir," I said. " My looks, on this occasion at any rate, tell
the truth."
" In that case," says Mr. Franklin, " suppose I put you up to
my point of view, before we go any further. I see three very serious
questions involved in the Colonel's birthday-gift to my cousin Rachel.
Follow me carefully, Betteredge ; and count me off on your fingers,
if it will help you," says Mr. Franklin, with a certain pleasure in
showing how clear-headed he could be, which reminded me wonderfully of old times when he was a boy. " Question the first: Was
the Colouel's Diamond the object of a conspiracy in India ? Question the second : Has the conspiracy followed the Colonel's Diamond
to England ? Question the third : Did the Colonel know the conspiracy followed the Diamond ; and has he purposely left a legacy
of trouble and danger to his sister, through the innocent medium of
his sister's child ? That is what I am driving at, Betteredge. Don't
let me frighten you."
It was all very well to say that, but he had frightened me.
If he was right, here was our quiet English house suddenly invaded by a devilish Indian Diamond—bringing after it a conspiracy
of living rogues, set loose on us by the vengeance of a dead man.
There was our situation, as revealed to me in Mr. Franklin's last
words ! Who ever heard the like of it—in the nineteenth century,
mind; in an age of progress, and in a country which rejoices in the
blessings of the British constitution ? Nobody ever heard the like of
it, and, consequently, nobody can be expected to believe it. I shall
go on with my story, however, in spite of that.
When you get a sudden alarm, of the sort that I had got now,
nine times out of ten the place you feel it in is your stomach. When
you feel it in your stomach, your attention wanders, and you begin
to fidget. I fidgeted silently in my place on the sand. Mr. Franklin
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noticed me, contending with a perturbed stomach or mind—which
you please; they mean the same thing—and, checking himself just
as he was starting with his part of the story, said to me sharply,
" What do you want ?"
What did I want ? I didn't tell him; but I'll tell you, in confidence. I wanted a whiff of my pipe, and a turn at Bohinson
Crusoe.

CHAPTER VI.
KEEPING my private sentiments to myself, I respectfully requested
Mr. Franklin to go on. Mr. Franklin replied, " Don't fidget,
Betteredge," and went on.
Our young gentleman's first words informed me that his discoveries, concerning the wicked Colonel and the Diamond, had
begun with a visit which he had paid (before he came to us) to the
family lawyer, at Hampstead. A chance word dropped by Mr.
Franklin, when the two were alone, one day, after dinner, revealed
that he had been charged by his father with a birthday present to be
taken to Miss Rachel. One thing led to another; and it ended in
the lawyer mentioning what the present really was, and how the
friendly connexion between the late Colonel and Mr. Blake, Senior,
had taken its rise. The facts here are really so extraordinary, that
I doubt if I can trust my own language to do justice to them. I
prefer trying to report Mr. Franklin's discoveries, as nearly as may
be, in Mr. Franklin's own words.
" You remember the time, Betteredge," he said, " when my
father was trying to prove his title to that unlucky Dukedom ?
Well! that was also the time when my uncle Herncastle returned
from India. My father discovered that his brother-in-law was in
possession of certain papers which were likely to be of service to
him in his lawsuit. He called on the Colonel, on pretence of
welcoming him back to England. The Colonel was not to be deluded
in that way. ' You want something,' he said, ' or you would never
have compromised your reputation by calling on me.' My father
saw that the one chance for him was to show his hand : he admitted,
at once, that he wanted the papers. The Colonel asked for a day to
consider his answer. His answer came in the shape of a most extraordinary letter, which my friend the lawyer showed me. The
Colonel began by saying that he wanted something of my father, and
that he begged to propose an exchange of friendly services between
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them. The fortune of war (that was the expression he used) had
placed him in possession of one of the largest Diamonds in the
world ; and he had reason to believe that neither he nor his precious
jewel was safe in any house, in any quarter of the globe, which they
occupied together. Under these alarming circumstances, he had
determined to place his Diamond in the keeping of another person.
That person was not expected to run any risk. He might deposit
the precious stone in any place especially guarded and set apart—
like a banker's or jeweller's strong-room—for the safe custody of
valuables of high price. His main personal responsibility in the
matter was to be of the passive kind. He was to undertake—either
by himself, or by a trustworthy representative—to receive at a prearranged address, on certain pre-arranged days in every year, a note
from the Colonel, simply stating the fact that he was a living man
at that date. In the event of the date passing over without the note
being received, the Colonel's silence might be taken as a sure token
of the Colonel's death by murder. In that case, and in no other,
certain sealed instructions relating to the disposal of the Diamond,
and deposited with it, were to be opened, and followed implicitly.
If my father chose to accept this strange charge, the Colonel's papers
were at his disposal in return. That was the letter."
" What did your father do, sir ? " I asked.
" D o ? " says Mr. Franklin. " Fll tell you what he did. He
brought the invaluable faculty, called common sense, to bear on the
Colonel's letter. The whole thing, he declared, was simply absurd.
Somewhere in his Indian wanderings, the Colonel had picked up
with some wretched crystal which he took for a diamond. As for
the danger of his being murdered, and the precautions devised to
preserve his life and his piece of crystal, this was the nineteenth
century, and any man in his senses had only to apply to the police.
The Colonel had been a notorious opium-eater for years past; and,
if the only way of getting at the valuable papers he possessed was
by accepting a matter of opium as a matter of fact, my father was
quite willing to take the ridiculous responsibility imposed on him—
all the more readily that it involved no trouble to himself. The
Diamond and the sealed instructions went into his banker's strongroom, and the Colonel's letters, periodically reporting him a living
man, were received and opened by our family lawyer, Mr. Bruff, as
my father's representative. No sensible person, in a similar position, could have viewed the matter in any other way. Nothing in
this world, Betteredge, is probable unless it appeals to our own
trumpery experience ; and we only believe in a romance when we see
it in a newspaper."
3
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It was plain to me fi-om this, that Mr. Franklin thought his
father's notion about the Colonel hasty and wrong.
" W h a t is your own private opinion about the matter, s i r ? "
I asked.
" Let's finish the story of the Colonel first," says Mr. Franklin.
" There is a curious want of system, Betteredge, in the English
mind ; and your question, my old friend, is an instance of it. When
we are not occupied in making machinery, we are (mentally speaking)
the most slovenly people in the universe."
" S o much," I thought to myself, "for a foreign education!
He has learned that way of girding at us in France, I suppose."
Mr. Franklin took up the lost thread, and went on.
" My father," he said, "got the papers he wanted, and never
saw his brother-in-law again from that time. Year after year, on
the pre-arranged days, the pre-arranged letter came from the
Colonel, and was opened by Mr. Bruff. I have seen the letters, in
a heap, all of them written in the same brief, business-like form of
words : ' Sir,—This is to certify that I am still a living man. Let
the Diamond be. John Herncastle.' That was all he ever wrote,
and that came regularly to the day ; until some six or eight months
since, when the form of the letter varied for the first time. It ran
now :—' Sir,—They tell me I am dying. Come to me, and help
me to make my will.' Mr. Bruff went, and found him, in the little
suburban villa, surrounded by its own grounds, in which he had
lived alone, ever since he had left India. He had dogs, cats, and
birds to keep him company ; but no human being near him, except
the person who came daily to do the house-work, and the doctor at
the bedside. The will was a very simple matter. The Colonel had
dissipated the greater part of his fortune in his chemical investigations. His will began and ended in three clauses, which he dictated
from his bed, in perfect possession of his faculties. The first clause
provided for the safe keeping and support of his animals. The
second founded a professorship of experimental chemistry at a
northern university.
The third bequeathed the Moonstone as
a birthday present to his niece, on condition that my father would
act as executor. My father at first refused to act. On second
thoughts, however, he gave way, partly because he was assured that
the executorship would involve him in no trouble; partly because
Mr. Bruff suggested, in Rachel's interest, that the Diamond might
be worth something, after all."
" Did the Colonel give any reason, sir," I inquired, " why he
left the Diamond to Miss Rachel ? "
" He not only gave the reason—he had the reason written in
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his will," said Mr. Franklin. " I have got an extract, which you
shall see presently. Don't be slovenly-minded, Betteredge! One
thing at a time. You have heard about the Colonel's Will; now
you must hear what happened after the Colonel's death. It was
formally necessary to have the Diamond valued, before the Will
could be proved. All the jewellers consulted, at once confirmed the
Colonel's assertion that he possessed one of the largest diamonds
in the world. The question of accurately valuing it presented some
serious difficulties. Its size made it a phenomenon in the diamondmarket ; its colour placed it in a category by itself; and, to add to
these elements of uncertainty, there was a defect, in the shape of
a flaw, in the very heart of the stone. Even with this last serious
drawback, however, the lowest of the various estimates given was
twenty thousand pounds.
Conceive my father's astonishment !
He had been within a hair's-breadth of refusing to act as executor,
and of allowing this magnificent jewel to be lost to the family. The
interest he took in the matter now, induced him to open the sealed
instructions which had been deposited with the Diamond. Mr. Bruff
showed this document to me, with the other papers ; and it suggests
(to my mind) a clue to the nature of the conspiracy which threatened
the Colonel's life."
"Then you do believe, sir," I said, " t h a t there was a conspiracy ? "
" Not possessing my father's excellent common sense," answered
Mr. Franklin, " I believe the Colonel's life was threatened, exactly
as the Colonel said. The sealed instructions, as I think, explain
how it was that he died, after all, quietly in his bed. In the event
of his death by violence (that is to say, in the absence of the regular
letter from him at the appointed date), my father was then directed
to send the Moonstone secretly to Amsterdam.
It was to be
deposited in that city with a famous diamond-cutter, and it was to
be cut up into from four to six separate stones. The stones were
then to be sold for what they would fetch, and the proceeds were to
be applied to the founding of that professorship of experimental
chemistry, which the Colonel has since endowed by his Will. Now,
Betteredge, exert those sharp wits of yours, and observe the conclusion to which the Colonel's instructions point! "
I instantly exerted my wits. They were of the slovenly English
sort; and they consequently muddled it all, until Mr. Franklin took
them in hand, and pointed out what they ought to see.
"Remark," says Mr. Franklin, " t h a t the integrity of th'>
Diamond, as a whole stone, is here artfully made dependent on the
preservation from violence of the Colonel's life. He is not satisfied
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with sayii^ to the atonies he dr»tds, ' K H me—and yon viU l e no
nearer to ttie XHsmoiid than yoo are now : it is irhere yon tanl g«*
at it—in the guarded strong-room of a bank.' He sajs instead,
< £31 me—and the IHanumd viU be the Diamond no hwga-; its
identity niQ. be destro;;ed.' What does that mean ? "
H ^ I had (as I tboaght) a flash of tiie wonderful foreign
' I know," I said. " It means lo\reiing the Tslae of the stone,
and cheating the rogaes in tiiat way ! '
" Nothing of the sort," says Mr. Franklin. '" I lucre inquired
about that. TheflawedDiamond, eat np, would aetnalljfetchmore
than &e Diamond as it now is; for tins j^ain reason—that from
four to six perfect brilliants loight be cutfiromit, which would be,
collectively, worth more money than the large—^but imperfect—
sii^Ie stone. If robbery fer ibe purpose of gain was at the bottom
of the conspiracy, Hie Colonel's instructions ahsohitdf made the
Diamond better worth st^ding. More money could have been got
for it, and the disposal of it in the diamond-market would have been
infinitely easier, if it had passed through the hands of the workmen
of Amsterdam."
"LcHtd bless us, sir!" I burst out. "Whatwas tiie plot,then?"
" A plot oiganized among the Indians \dio originaUy owned the
jewel," says Mr. Franklin—" a plot witii some old IBQndoo superstition at the bottom of it. That is my opinion, confirmed bj a
funilj paper which I have about me at this moment."
I saw, now, why the appe&nmee of the three Indian jugglers at
our house had presented itself to Mr. Franklin in the l i ^ t of
a eireamstance worth noting.
" I don't want to force my opinion on you," Mr. Franklin went
on. " The idea of certain chosen servants of an old Hindoo superstition devoting themselves, through all difficulties and dangers, to
watdiing the opportunity of recovering their sacred gem, appears
to m« to be perfectly consistent with everything that we know of the
patience of Oriental races, said the influence of Oriental religions.
But tiien I am an imaginative man; and the butcher, the ^i^er,
and the tax-gatherer, are not the only credible realities in existence
to my mind. Let the guess I have made at the truth in this matter
go for what it is worth, and let us get on to the only practical
question that concerns us. Does the conspiracy against the Moonstone survive the Colonel's death ? And did tibe Colonel know it,
when he left the birthday gift to his niece ? "
I b^anto see my lady and Miss itachel at the end of it all, now.
Not a word he said escaped me.

THE LOSS OF THE DIAMOND.

37

' I was not veiy willing, when I discovered the stoiy of the
Moonstone," said Mr. Franklin, " t o be the means of bringing it
here. But Mr. Bruff reminded me that somebody must put my
cousin's legacy into my cousin s hands—and that I might as well do
it as anybody else. After taking the Diamond out of the bank, I fancied
I was followed in the streets by a shabby, dark-complexioned man. I
went to my father's house to pick up my luggage, and found a letter
there, which unexpectedly detained me in Loudon. I went back to
the bank with the Diamond, and thought I saw the shabby man
again. Taking the Diamond once more out of the bank this morning, I saw the man for the third time, gave him the slip, and started
(before he recovered the trace of me) by the morning instead of the
afternoon train. Here I am, with the Diamond safe and sound—•
and what is the first news that meets me ? I find that three strolling Indians have been at the house, and that my arrival from London,
and something which I am expected to have about me, are two special objects of investigation to them when they believe themselves to
be alone. I don't waste time and words on their pouring the ink
into the boy's hand, and telling him to look in it for a man at a distance, and for something in that man s pocket. The thing (which I
have often seen done in the East) is ' hocus-pocus ' in my opinion,
as it is in yours. The present question for us to decide is, whether
I am wrongly attaching a meaning to a mere accident ? or whether
we really have evidence of the Indians being on the track of the
I\Ioonstone, the moment it is removed from the safe keeping of the
bank?"
Neither he nor I seemed to fancy dealing with this part of the
inquiry. We looked at each other, and then we looked at the tide,
oozing in smoothly, higher and higher, over the Shivering Sand.
" What are you thinking o f ? " says Mr. Franklin, suddenly.
" I was thinking, sir," I answered, " that I should like to shy
the Diamond into the quicksand, and settle the question in that way."
" I f you have got the value of the stone in your pocket,"
answered Mr. Franklin, " say so, Betteredge, and in it goes !"
It's curious to note, when your mind's anxious, how very far in
the way of relief a very small joke will go. AVe found a fund of
merriment, at the time, in the notion of making away with Miss
Rachel's lawful property, and getting Mr. Blake, as executor, into
dreadful trouble—though where the merriment was, I am quite at a
loss to discover now.
Mr. Franklin was the first to bring the talk back to the talk's
proper purpose. He took an envelope out of his pocket, opened it,
and handed to me the paper inside.
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"Betteredge," he said, " w e must face the question of the
Colonel's motive in leaving this legacy to his niece, for my aunt's
sake. Bear in mind how Lady Verinder treated her brother from
the time when he returned to England, to the time when he told you
he should remember his niece's birthday. And read that."
He gave me the extract from the Colonel's Will. I have got it
by me while I write these words ; and I copy it, as follows, for your
benefit:
" Thirdly, and lastly, I give and bequeath to my niece, Rachel
Verinder, daughter and only child of my sister, Julia Verinder,
widow—if her mother, the said Julia Verinder, shall be living on
the said Rachel Verinder's next Birthday after my death—the yellow
Diamond belonging to me, and known in the East by the name of
The Moonstone : subject to this condition, that her mother, the said
Julia Verinder, shall be living at the time. And I hereby desire my
executor to give my Diamond, either by his own hands or by the
hands of some trustworthy representative whom he shall appoint,
into the personal possession of my said niece Rachel, on her next
birthday after my death, and in the presence, if possible, of my
sister, the said Julia Verinder. And I desire that my said sister
may be informed, by means of a true copy of this, the third and last
clause of my Will, that I give the Diamond to her daughter Rachel,
in token of my free forgiveness of the injury which her conduct
towards me has been the means of inflicting on my reputation in my
lifetime; and especially in proof that I pardon, as becomes a dying
man, the insult offered to me as an officer and a gentleman, when
her servant, by her orders, closed the door of her house against me,
on the occasion of her daughter's birthday."
More words followed these, providing, if my lady was dead, or
if Miss Rachel Avas dead, at the time of the testator's decease, for
the Diamond being sent to Holland, in accordance with the sealed
instructions originally deposited Avith it. The proceeds of the sale
were, in that case, to be added to the money already left by the Will
for the professorship of chemistry at the university in the north.
I handed the paper back to Mr. Franklin, sorely troubled what to
say to him. Up to that moment, my own opinion had been (as you
know) that the Colonel had died as wickedly as he had lived. I don't
say the copy from his Will actually converted me from that opinion :
I only say it staggered me.
" Well," says Mr. Franklin, " now you have read the Colonel's
own statement, what do you say ? In bringing the Moonstone to my
aunt's house, am I serving his vengeance blindfold, or am I vindicating him in the character of a penitent and Christian man ? "
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" It seems hard to say, sir," I answered, " that he died with a
horrid revenge in his heart, and a horrid lie on his lips. God alone
knows the truth. Don't ask me."
Mr. Franklin sat twisting and turning the extract from the Will
in his fingers, as if he expected to squeeze the truth out of it in that
manner. He altered quite remarkably, at the same time. From
being brisk and bright, he now became, most unaccountably, a slow,
solemn, and pondering young man.
" This question has two sides," he said. " A n Objective side,
and a Subjective side. Which are we to take ? "
He had had a German education as well as a French. One of
the two had been in undisturbed possession of him (as I supposed)
up to this time. And now (as well as I could make out) the other
was taking its place. It is one of my rules in life, never to notice
what I don't understand. I steered a middle course between the
Objective side and the Subjective side. In plain English I stared
hard, and said nothing.
" Let's extract the inner meaning of this," says Mr. Franklin.
" Why did my uncle leave the Diamond to Rachel ? Why didn't he
leave it to my aunt ? "
" That's not beyond guessing, sir, at any rate," I said. "Colonel
Herncastle knew my lady well enough to know that she would have
refused to accept any legacy that came to her from him."
" How did he know that Rachel might not refuse to accept it,
too?"
" Is there any young lady in existence, sir, who could resist the
temptation of accepting such a birthday present as The Moonstone ? "
" That's the Subjective view," says Mr. Franklin. It does you
great credit, Betteredge, to be able to take the Subjective view. But
there's another mystery about the Colonel's legacy which is not
accounted for yet. How are we to explain his only giving Rachel
her birthday present conditionally on her mother being alive ?"
" I don't want to slander a dead man, sir," I answered. " But
if he has purposely left a legacy of trouble and danger to his sister,
by the means of her child, it must be a legacy made conditional on
his sister's being alive to feel the vexation of it."
" Oh ! That's your interpretation of his motive, is it ? The
Subjective interpretation again ! Have you ever been in Germany,
Betteredge?"
" N o , sir. What's your interpretation, if you please ? "
" I can see," says Mr. Franklin, " t h a t the Colonel's object may,
quite possibly, have been—not to benefit his niece, whom he had
never even seen—but to prove to his sister that he had died for-
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giving Jier, and to prove it very prettily by means of a present made
to her child. There is a totally different explanation from yours,
Betteredge, taking its rise in a Subjective-Objective point of view.
From all I can see., one interpretation is just as likely to be right as
the other."
Having brought matters to this pleasant and comforting issue,
Mr. Franklin appeared to think that he had completed all that was
required of him. He laid down flat on his back on the sand, a n i
asked what was to be done next.
He had been so clever, and clear-headed (before he began to
talk the foreign gibberish), and had so completely taken the lead in
the business up to the present time, that I was quite unprepared for
such a sudden change as he now exhibited in this helpless leaning
upon me. It was not till later that I learned—by assistance of Miss
Rachel, who was the first to make the discovery—that these puzzling
shifts and transformations in Mr. Franklin were due to the effect on
him of his foreign training. At the age when we are all of us most
apt to take our colouring, in the form of a reflection from the colouring of other people, he had been sent abroad, and had been passed
on from one nation to another, before there was time for any one
colouring more than another to settle itself on him firmly. As a
consequence of this, he had come back with so many different sides
to his character, all more or less jarring with each other, that he
seemed to pass his life in a state of perpetual contradiction with
himself. He could be a busy man, and a lazy man; cloudy in the
head, and clear in the head ; a model of determination, and a spectacle
of helplessness, all together. He had his French side, and his
German side, and his Italian side—the original English foundation
showing through, every now and then, as much as to say, " Here
I am, sorely transmogrified, as you see, but there's something of me
left at the bottom of him still." Miss Rachel used to remark that
the Italian side of him was uppermost, on those occasions when he
unexpectedly gave in, and asked you in his nice sweet-tempered way
to take his own responsibilities on your shoulders. You will do him
no injustice, I think, if you conclude that the Italian side of him was
uppermost now.
" Isn't it your business, sir," I asked, " to know what to do
next ? Surely it can't be mine ? "
Mr. Franklin didn't appear to see the force of my question—not
being in a position, at the time, to see anything but the sky over
his head.
" I don't want to alarm my aunt without reason," he said.
*' Aod I don't want to leave her without what may be a needful
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warning. If you were in my place, Betteredge, tell me, in one word,
what would you do ? "
In one word, I told him : " Wait."
" With all my heart," says Mr. Franklin. " How long? "
I proceeded to explain myself.
" A s I understand it, sir," I said, " somebody is bound to put
this plaguy Diamond into Miss Rachel's hands on her birthday—
and you may as well do it as another. Very good. This is the
twenty-fifth of May, and the birthday is on the twenty-first of June.
We have got close on four weeks before us. Let's wait and see
what happens in that time ; and let's warn my lady or not, as the
circumstances direct.us."
"Perfect, Betteredge, as far as it g o e s ! " says Mr. Franklin.
" B u t , between this and the birthday, what's to be done with the
Diamond ? "
" W h a t your father did with it, to be sure, sir! " I answered.
" Your father put it in the safe keeping of a bank in London. You
put it in the safe keeping of the bank at Frizinghall." (Frizinghall
was our nearest town, and the Bank of England wasn't safer than
the bank there.) " I f I were you, sir," I added, " I would ride
straight away with it to Frizinghall before the ladies come back."
The prospect of doing something—and, what is more, of doing
that something on a horse—brought Mr. Franklin up like lightning
from the flat of his back. He sprang to his feet, and pulled me up,
without ceremony, on to mine. " Betteredge, you are worth your
weight in gold," he said. " Come along, and saddle the best horse
in the stables directly ! "
Here (God bless it!) was the original English foundation of him
showing through all the foreign varnish at last! Here was the
Master Franklin I remembered, coming out again in the good old
way at the prospect of a ride, and reminding me of the good old
times! Saddle a horse for him ? I would have saddled a dozen
horses, if he could only have ridden them all!
We went back to the house in a hurry ; we had the fleetest horse
in the stables saddled in a hurry ; and Mr. Franklin rattled off in a
hurry, to lodge the cursed Diamond once more in the strong-room
of a bank. When I heard the last of his horse's hoofs on the drive,
and when I turned about in the yard and found I was alone again,
I felt half inclined to ask myself if I hadn't woke up from a dream.
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CHAPTER VII.
I was in this bewildered frame of mind, sorely needing a
little quiet time by myself to put me right again, my daughter
Penelope got in my way (just as her late mother used to get in my
way on the stairs), and instantly summoned me to tell her all that
had passed at the conference between Mr. Franklin and me. Under
present circumstances, the one thing to be done was to clap the extinguisher upon Penelope's curiosity on the spot. I accordingly
replied that Mr. Franklin and I had both talked of foreign politics,
till we could talk no longer, and had then mutually fallen asleep in
the heat of the sun. Try that sort of answer when your wife or your
daughter nest worries you with an awkward question at an awkward
time, and depend on the natural sweetness of women for kissing and
making it up again at the next opportunity.
The afternoon wore on, and my lady and Miss Rachel came back.
Needless to say how astonished they were, when they heard that
Mr. Franklin Blake had arrived, and had gone off again on horseback. Needless also to say, that they asked awkward questions
directly, and that the " foreign politics " and the " falling asleep in
the sun" wouldn't serve a second time over with them. Being at
the end of my, invention, I said Mr. Franklin's arrival by the early
train was entirely attributable to one of Mr. Franklin's freaks.
Being asked, upon that, whether his galloping off again on horseback was another of Mr. Franklin's freaks, I said, "Yes, it was ; "
and slipped out of it—I think veiy cleverly—in that way.
Having got over my difficulties with the ladies, I found more
difiiculties w^aiting for me when I went back to my own room. In
came Penelope—with the natural sweetness of women—to kiss and
make it up again; and—with the natural curiosity of women—to
ask another question. This time she only wanted me to tell her
what was the matter with our second housemaid, Rosanna Spearman.
After leaving Mr. Franklin and me at the Shivering Sand,
Rosanna, it appeared, had returned to the house in a very unaccountable state of mind. She had turned (if Penelope was to be believed)
all the colours of the rainbow. She had been merry without reason,
and sad without reason. In one breath she asked hundreds of
questions about Mr. Franklin Blake, and in another breath she had
been angry with Penelope for presuming to suppose that a strange
gentleman could possess any interest for her. She had been surprised, smiling, and scribbling Mr. Franklin's name inside her
workbox. She had been surprised again, crying and looking at her
WHILE
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deformed shoulder in the glass. Had she and Mr. Franklin known
anything of each other before to-day ? Quite impossible! Had
they heard anything of each other ? Impossible again 1 I could
speak to Mr. Franklin's astonishment as genuine, when he saw how
the girl stared at him. Penelope could speak to the girl's inquisitiveness as genuine, when she asked questions about Mr. Franklin.
The conference between us, conducted in this way, was tiresome
enough, until my daughter suddenly ended it by bursting out with
what I thought the most monstrous supposition I had ever heard in
my life.
" F a t h e r ! " says Penelope, quite seriously, "there's only one
explanation of it. Rosanna has fallen in love with Mr. Franklin
Blake at first sight!"
You have heard of beautiful young ladies falling in love at first
sight, and have thought it natural enough. But a housemaid out of a
reformatory, with a plain face and a deformed shoulder, falling in
love, at first sight, with a gentleman who comes on a visit to her
mistress's house, match me that, in tho way of an absurdity, out of
any story-book in Christendom, if you can ! I laughed till the tears
rolled down my cheeks. Penelope resented my merriment, in rather
a strange way. " I never knew you cruel before, father," she said,
very gently, and went out.
i\Iy girl's words fell upon me like a splash of cold water. I was
savage with myself, for feeling uneasy in myself the moment she had
spoken them—but so it was. We will change the subject, if you
please. I am sorry I drifted into writing about i t ; and not without reason, as you will see w^hen we have gone on together a little
longer.
The evening came, and the dressing-bell for dinner rang, before
Mr. Franklin returned from Frizinghall. I took his hot water up to
hi?! room myself, expecting to hear, after this extraordinary delay,
that something had happened. To my great disappointment (and
no doubt to yours also), nothing had happened. He had not met
with the Indians, either going or returning. He had deposited the
Moonstone in the bank—describing it merely as a valuable of great
price—and he had got the receipt for it safe in his pocket. I went
down-stairs, feeling that this was rather a flat ending, after all our
excitement about the Diamond earlier in the day.
How the meeting between Mr. Franklin and his aunt and cousin
went off, is more than I can tell you.
I would have given something to have waited at table that day.
But, in my position in the household, Avaiting at dinner (except on
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high family festivals) was letting down my dignity in the eyes of the
other servants—a thing which my lady considered me quite prone
enough to do already, without seeking occasions for it. The news
brought to me from the upper regions, that evening, came from
Penelope and the footman. Penelope mentioned that she had never
known Miss Rachel so particular about the dressing of her hair, and
had never seen her look so bright and pretty as she did when she
went down to meet Mr. Franklin in the drawing-room. The footman's report was, that the preservation of a respectful composure in
the presence of his betters, and the waiting on Mr. Franklin Blake
at dinner, were two of the hardest things to reconcile with each other
that had ever tried his training in service. Later in the evening,
Ave heard them singing and playing duets, Mr. Franklin piping high.
Miss Rachel piping higher, and my lady, on the piano, following
them, as it were over hedge and ditch, and seeing them safe
through it in a manner most Avonderful and pleasant to hear through
the open Avindows, on the terrace at night. Later still, I went to
Mr. Franklin in the smoking-room, Avith the soda-water and brandy,
and found that Miss Rachel had put the Diamond clean out of his
head. " She's the most charming girl I have seen since I came
back to England !" was all I could extract from him, Avhen I endeavoured to lead the conversation to more serious things.
Towards midnight, I went round the house to lock up, accompanied by my second in command (Samuel, the footman), as usual.
When all the doors were made fast, except the side door that opened
on the terrace, I sent Samuel to bed, and stepped out for a breath of'
fresh air before I too went to bed in my turn.
The night was still and close, and the moon was at the full in the
heavens. It was so silent out of doors, that I heard from time to
time, very faint and low, the fall of the sea, as the ground-swell
heaved it in on the sand-bank near the mouth of our little bay. As
the house stood, the terrace side was the dark side ; but the broad
moonlight showed fair on the gravel Avalk that ran along the next side
to the terrace. Looking this way, after looking up at the sky, I
saw the shadow of a person in the moonlight thrown forward from
behind the comer of the house.
Being old and sly, I forbore to call out; but being also, unfortunately, old and heavy, my feet betrayed' me on the gravel. Before
I could steal suddenly round the corner, as I had proposed, I heard
lighter feet than mine—and more than one pair of them as I thought
—retreating in a hurry. By the time I had got to the corner, the
trespassers, whoever they were, had run into the shrubbery at the
off side of the walk, and Avere hidden from sight among the thick
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trees and bushes in that part of the grounds. From the shrubbery,
they could easily make their way, over our fence, into the road. If
I had been forty years younger, I might have had a chance of
catching them before they got clear of our premises. As it was, I
Avent back to set a-going a younger pair of legs than mine. Without disturbing anybody, Samuel and I got a couple of guns, and
went all round the house and through the shrubbery. Having made
sure that no persons were lurking about anywhere in our grounds,
we turned back. Passing over the walk where I had seen the
shadoAV, I noAV noticed, for the first time, a little bright object, lying
on the clean gravel, under the light of the moon. Picking the object
up, I discovered it was a small bottle, containing a thick SAveetsmelling liquor, as black as ink.
I said nothing to Samuel. But, remembering Avhat Penelope
had told me about the jugglers, and the pouring of the little pool of
ink into the palm of the boy's hand, I instantly suspected that I had
disturbed the three Indians, lurking about the house, and bent, in
their heathenish Avay, on discovering the Avhereabouts of the Diamond
that night.

CHAPTER VIII.
for one moment, I find it necessary to call a halt.
On summoning up my OAvn recollections—and on getting Penelope
to help me, by consulting her journal—I find that we may pass pretty
rapidly over the interval between Mr. Franklin Blake's arrival and
Miss Rachel's birthday. For the greater part of that time the days
passed, and brought nothing with them worth recording. With your
good leave, then, and with Penelope's help, I shall notice certain
dates only in this place ; reserving to myself to tell the story day by
day, once more, as soon as we get to the time Avhen the business of
the Moonstone became the chief business of everybody in our house.
This said, we may now go on again—beginning, of course, with
the bottle of sweet-smelling ink Avhich I found on the gravel walk at
night.
On the next morning (the morning of the twenty-sixth) I showed
Mr. Franklin this article of jugglery, and told him what I have
already told you. His opinion was, not only that the Indians had
been lurking about after the Diamond, but also that they were
actually foolish enough to believe in their OAvn magic—meaning
thereby the making of signs on a boy's head, and the pouring of ink
HERE,
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into a boy's hand, and then expecting him to see persons and things
beyond the reach of human vision. In our country, as well as in the
East, Mr. Franklin informed me, there are people who practise this
curious hocus-pocus (without the ink, however); and who call it
by a French name, signifying something like brightness of sight.
"Depend upon it," says Mr. Franklin, " t h e Indians took it for
granted that we should keep the Diamond here; and they brought
their clairvoyant boy to show them the way to it, if they succeeded
in getting into the house last night."
" Do you think they'll try again, s i r ? " I asked.
" I t depends," says Mr. Franklin, " o n Avhat the boy can really
do. If he can see the Diamond through the iron-safe of the bank at
Frizinghall, we shall be troubled Avith no more visits from the Indians
for the present. If he can't, we shall have another chance of catching
them in the shrubbery, before many more nights are over our heads."
I waited pretty confidently for that latter chance ; but, strange to
relate, it never came.
Whether the jugglers heard, in the town, of Mr. Franklin having
been seen at the bank, and droAV their conclusions accordingly; or
whether the boy really did see the Diamond where the Diamond Avas
now lodged (which I, for one, flatly disbelieA^e); or whether, after
all, it was a mere effect of chance, this at any rate is the plain truth—
not the ghost of an Indian came near the house again, through the
weeks that passed before Miss Rachel's birthday. The jugglers remained in and about the town plying their trade; and Mr. Franklin
and I remained waiting to see what might happen, and resolute not
to put the rogues on their guard by showing our suspicions of them
too soon. With this report of the proceedings on either side, ends
all that I have to say about the Indians for the present.
On the twenty-ninth of the month. Miss Rachel and Mr. Franklin
hit on a noAV method of working their way together through the time
which might otherAvise have hung heavy on their hands. There are
reasons for taking particular notice here of the occupation that
amused them. You AA'ill find it has a bearing on something that is
still to come.
Gentlefolks in general have a very aAvkward rock ahead in life —
the rock ahead of their own idleness. Their lives being, for the
most part, passed in looking about them for something to do, it is
curious to see—especially Avhen their tastes are of Avhat is called tho
intellectual sort—how often they drift blindfold into some nasty
pursuit. Nine times out of ten they take to torturing something, or
to spoiling something—and they firmly believe they are improving
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their minds, when the plain truth is, they are only making a mess in
the house. I have seen them (ladies, I am sorry to say, as well as
gentlemen) go out, day after day, for example, with empty pill-boxes,
and catch newts, and beetles, and spiders, and frogs, and come home
and stick pins through the miserable wretches, or cut them up,
without a pang of remorse, into little pieces. You see my young
master, or my young mistress, poring over one of their spiders'
insides with a magnifying-glass ; or you meet one of their frogs
walking down-stairs without his head—and Avhen you wonder what
this cruel nastiness means, you are told that it means a taste in my
young master or my young mistress for natural history. Sometimes,
again, you see them occupied for hours together in spoiling a pretty
flower with pointed instruments, out of a stupid curiosity to knoAV
what the flower is made of. Is its colour any prettier, or its scent
any sweeter, Avhen you do know ? But there ! the poor souls must
get through the time, you see—they must get through the time.
You dabbled in nasty mud, and made pies, when you were a child;
and you dabble in nasty science, and dissect spiders, and spoil
flowers, when you grow up. In the one case and in the other, the
secret of it is, that you have got nothing to think of in your poor
empty head, and nothing to do with your poor idle hands. And so
it ends in your spoiling canvas with paints, and making a smell
in the house ; or in keeping tadpoles in a glass box full of dirty
water, and turning eA'erybody's stomach in the house ; or in chipping
off bits of stone here, there, and everywhere, and dropping grit into
all the victuals in the house; or in staining your fingers in the pursuit
of photography, and doing justice without mercy on everybody's face
in the house. It often falls heavy enough, no doubt, on people who
are really obliged to get their living, to be forced to work for the
clothes that cover them, the roof that shelters them, and the food
that keeps them going. But compare the hardest day's work you
ever did with the idleness that splits flowers and pokes its way into
spiders' stomachs, and thank your stars that your head has got something it must think of, and your hands something that they must do.
As for Mr. Franklin and Miss Rachel, they tortured nothing, I
am glad to say. They simply confined themselves to making a mess ;
and all they spoilt, to do them justice, was the panelling of a door.
Mr. Franklin's universal genius, dabbling in everything, dabbled
in what he called " decorative painting." He had invented, he
informed us, a new mixture to moisten paint Avith, which he described
as a " vehicle." What it was made of, I don't know. What it did,
I can tell you in two Avords—it stank. Miss Rachel being wild to
try her hand at the new process, Mr. Franklin sent to London for
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the materials; mixed them up, with accompaniment of a smell which
made the very dogs sneeze when they came into the room ; put an
apron and a bib over Miss Rachel's gown, and set her to work decorating her own little sitting-room—called, for want of English to
name it in, her " boudoir." They began with the inside of the door.
Mr. Franklin scraped off all the nice varnish with pumice-stone, and
made what he described as a surface to work on. Miss Rachel then
covered the surface, under his directions and with his help, with
patterns and devices—griffins, birds, flowers, cupids, and such like—
copied from designs made by a famous Italian painter, whose name
escapes me: the one, I mean, who stocked the Avorld Avith Virgin
Maries, and had a sweetheart at the baker's. Viewed as work, this
decoration was slow to do, and dirty to deal with. But our young
lady and gentleman never seemed to tire of it. When they were not
riding, or seeing company, or taking their meals, or piping their
songs, there they Avere with their heads together, as busy as bees,
spoiling the door. Who was the poet who said that Satan finds
some mischief still for idle hands to do ? If he had occupied my
place in the family, and had seen Miss Rachel with her brush, and
Mr. Franklin with his vehicle, he could have written nothing truer of
either of them than that.
The next date worthy of notice is Sunday the fourth of June.
On that evening we, in the servants' hall, debated a domestic
question for the first time, which, like the decoration of the door,
has its bearing on something that is still to come.
Seeing the pleasure Avhich Mr. Franklin and Miss Rachel took
in each other's society, and noting AA'hat a pretty match they were in
all personal respects, Ave naturally speculated on the chance of their
putting their heads together with other objects in view besides the
ornamenting of a door. Some of us said thei"e would be a wedding
in the house before the summer was over. Others (led by me)
admitted it was likely enough Miss Rachel might be married; but
we doubted (for reasons Avhich will presently appear) Avhether her
bridegroom would be Mr. Franklin Blake.
That Mr. Franklin Avas in love, on his side, nobody who saw and
heard him could doubt. The difficulty Avas to fathom Miss Rachel.
Let me do myself the honour of making you acquainted with her;
after which, I Avill leave you to fathom her yourself^—if you can.
My young lady's eighteenth birthday Avas the birthday noAV
coming, on the tAventy-first of June. If you happen to like dark
women (Avho, I am informed, have gone out of fashion latterly in the
gay world), and if you have no particular prejudice in favour of size,
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I ansAA'er for Miss Rachel as one of the prettiest girls your eyes ever
looked on. She Avas small and slim, but all in fine proportion from
top to toe. To see her sit doAvn, to see her get up, and specially to
see her walk, was enough to satisfy any man in his senses that the
graces of her figure (if you will pardon me the expression) were in
her flesh and not in her clothes. Her hair Avas the blackest I ever
saw. Her eyes matched her hair. Her nose Avas not quite largo
enough, I admit. Her mouth and chiuAvere (to quote Mr. Franklin)
morsels for the gods ; and her complexion (on the same undeniable
authority) was as warm as the sun itself, Avith this great advantage
over the sun, that it Avas always in nice order to look at. Add to
the foregoing that she carried her head as upright as a dart, in a
dashing, spirited, thoroughbred Avay—that she had a clear voice,
AA'ith a ring of the right metal in it, and a smile that began very
prettily in her eyes before it got to her lips—and there behold the
portrait of her, to the best of my painting, as large as life !
And Avhat about her disposition next ? Had this charming
creature no faults ? She had just as many faults as you have,
ma'am—neither more nor less.
To put it seriously, my dear pretty Miss Rachel, possessing a
host of graces and attractions, had one defect, Avhich strict impartiality compels me to acknowledge. She was unlike most other
girls of her age, in this—that she had ideas of her own, and was
stiff-necked enough to set the fashions themselves at defiance, if the
fashions didn't suit her views. In trifles, this independence of hers
was all well enough; but in matters of importance, it carried her
(as my lady thought, and as I thought) too far. She judged for
herself, as few women of tAvice her age judge in general; never asked
your advice ; never told you beforehand what she was going to do ;
never came Avith secrets and confidences to anybody, from her mother
downwards. In little things and great, with people she loved, and
people she hated (and she did both with equal heartiness). Miss
Rachel always Avent on a Avay of her OAvn, sufficient for herself in the
joys and SOITOAVS of her life. Over and over again I have heard my
lady say, " Rachel's best friend and Rachel's worst enemy are, one
and the other—Rachel herself."
Add one thing more to this, and I have done.
With all her secrecy, and self-will, there was not so much as the
shadow of anything false in her. I never remember her breaking
her word; I never remember her saying No, and meaning Yes. I
can call to mind, in her childhood, more than one occasion when the
.good little soul took the blame, and suffered the punishment, for
Bome fault committed by a playfellow whom she loved. Nobody ever
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knew her to confess to it, when the thing was found out, and she
Avas charged with it afterAvards. But nobody ever knew her to lie
about it, either. She looked you straight in the face, and shook her
little saucy head, and said plainly, " I won't tell you ! " Punished
again for this, she would OAvn to being sorry for saying " won't ; "
but, bread and water notwithstanding, she never told you. Selfwilled—devilish self-willed sometimes—I grant; but the finest
creature, nevertheless, that ever walked the ways of this lower world.
Perhaps you think you see a certain contradiction here ? In that
case, a word in your ear. Study your wife closely, for the next
four-and-twenty hours. If your good lady doesn't exhibit something
in the shape of a contradiction in that time. Heaven help you !—you
have married a monster.
I have now brought you acquainted with Miss Rachel, which you
will find puts us face to face, next, with the question of that young
lady's matrimonial views.
On June the twelfth, an invitation from my mistress Avas sent to a
gentleman in London, to come and help to keep Miss Rachel's birthday. This was the fortunate individual on whom I believed her
heart to be privately set! Like Mr. Franklin, he was a cousin of
hers. His name was Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite.
My lady's second sister (don't be alarmed; we are not going
very deep into family matters this time)—my lady's second sister, I
say, had a disappointment in love ; and taking a husband afterwards,
on the neck or nothing principle, made what they call a misalliance.
There was terrible work in the family when the Honourable Caroline
insisted on marrying plain Mr. AbleAvhite, the banker at Frizinghall.
He Avas very rich and very respectable, and he begot a prodigious
large family—all in his favour, so far. But he had presumed to
raise himself from a low station in the world—and that was against
him. However, Time and the progress of modem enlightenment
put things right; and the misalliance passed muster very Avell. We
are all getting liberal now; and (provided you can scratch me, if I
scratch you) what do I care, in or out of Parliament, whether you
are a Dustman or a Duke ? That's the modern way of looking at it
—and I keep up with the modern way. The Ablewhites lived in a
fine house and grounds, a little out of Frizinghall. Very worthy
people, and greatly respected in the neighbourhood. We shall not
be much troubled with them in these pages—excepting Mr, Godfrey,
who was Mr, Ablewhite's second son, and who must take his proper
place here, if you please, for Miss Rachel's sake.
With all his brightness and cleverness and general good qualities
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Mr. Franklin's chance of topping Mr. Godfrey in our young lady's
estimation Avas, in my opinion, a very poor chance indeed.
In the first place, Mr. Godfrey was, in point of size, the finest
man by far of the two. He stood over six feet high; he had a
beautiful red and white colour; a smooth round face, shaved as bare
as your hand; and a head of lovely long flaxen hair, falling negligently over the poll of his neck. But why do I try to give you this
personal description of him ? If you ever subscribed to a Ladies'
Charity in London, you knoAV Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite as Avell as I
do. He Avas a barrister by profession ; a ladies' man by temperament ; and a good Samaritan by choice. Female benevolence and
female destitution could do nothing without him. Maternal societies
for confining poor women; Magdalen societies for rescuing poor
women: strong-minded societies for putting poor women into poor
men's places, and leaving the men to shift for themselves ;—he was
vice-president, manager, referee to them all. Wherever there was a
table Avitli a committee of ladies sitting round it in council, there
Avas Mr. Godfrey at the bottom of tho board, keeping the temper of
the committee, and leading the dear creatures along the thorny ways
of business, hat in hand, I do suppose this AA-as the most accomplished philanthropist (on a small independence) that England ever
produced. As a speaker at charitable meetings the like of him for
drawing your tears and your money was not easy to find. He was
quite a public character. The last time I Avas in London, my
mistress gave me two treats. She sent me to the theatre to see a
dancing woman who was all the rage ; and she sent me to Exeter
Hall to hear Mr. Godfrey. The lady did it, with a band of music.
The gentleman did it, with a handkerchief and a glass of water.
Crowds at the performance with the legs. Ditto at the performance
with the tongue. And Avith all this, the sweetest-tempered person
(I allude to Mr. Godfrey)—the simplest and pleasantest and easiest
to please—you ever met Avith. He loved everybody. And everybody loved him. What chance had Mr. Franklin—what chance had
anybody of average reputation and capacities—against such a man
as this ?
On the fourteenth, came Mr. Godfrey's answer.
He accepted my mistress's invitation, from the Wednesday of
the birthday to the evening of Friday—when his duties to the Ladies'
Charities Avould oblige him to return to town. He also enclosed a
copy of verses on what he elegantly called his cousin's " natal day."
Miss Rachel, I was informed, joined Mr. Franklin in making fun of
the verses at dinner ; and Peneloi e, who was all on Mr, Franklin's
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side, asked me, in great triumph, Avhat I thought of that. "Miss
Rachel has led you off on a false scent, my dear," I replied ; " b u t
my nose is not so easily mystified. Wait till Mr. Ablewhite's verses
are followed by Mr. Ablewhite himself."
My daughter replied, that Mr. Franklin might strike in, and try
his luck, before the verses Avere followed by the poet. In favour of
this vieAV, I must acknoAvledge that Mr. Franklin left no chance
untried of winning Miss Rachel's good graces.
Though one of the most inveterate smokers I ever met Avith, he
gave up his cigar, because she said, one day, she hated the stale
smell of it in his clothes. He slept so badly, after this effort of selfdenial, for want of the composing effect of the tobacco to which he
was used, and came down morning after morning looking so haggard
and worn, that Miss Rachel herself begged him to take to his cigars
again. No! he would take to nothing again that could cause her
a moment's annoyance ; he would fight it out resolutely, and get
back his sleep, sooner or later, by main force of patience in waiting
for it. Such devotion as this, you may say (as some of them said
downstairs), could never fail of producing the right effect on Miss
Rachel—backed up, too, as it was, by the decorating Avork every day
on the door. All very well—but she had a photograph of Mr.
Godfrey in her bed-room ; represented speaking at a public meeting,
with all his hair blown out by the breath of his OAvn eloquence, and
his eyes, most lovely, charming the money out of your pockets.
What do you say to that ? Every morning—as Penelope herself
owned to me—there was the man whom the Avomen couldn't do
without, looking on, in effigy, while Miss Rachel was having her
hair combed. He would be looking on, in reality, before long—that
was my opinion of it.
June the sixteenth brought an event which made Mr. Franklin's
chance look, to my mind, a Averse chance than ever.
A strange gentleman, speaking English Avith a foreign accent,
came that morning to the house, and asked to see Mr. Franklin
Blake on business. The business could not possibly have been connected with the Diamond, for these two reasons—first, that Mr.
Franklin told me nothing about i t ; secondly, that he communicated
it (when the gentleman had gone, as I suppose) to my lady. She
probably hinted something about it next to her daughter. At any
rate. Miss Rachel was reported to have said some severe things to
Mr. Franklin, at the piano that evening, about the people he had
lived among, and the principles he had adopted in foreign parts.
The next day, for the first time, nothing Avas done towards the
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decoration of the door. I suspect some imprudence of Mr. Pranklin'a
on the Continent—with a Avoman or a debt at the bottom of i t ^ h a d
followed him to England. But that is all guesswork. In this case,
not only Mr. Franklin, but my lady too, for a Avonder, left me in
the dark.
On the seventeenth, to all appearance, the cloud passed away
again. They returned to their decorating Avork on the door, and
seemed to be as good friends as ever. If Penelope was to be believed, Mr. Franklin had seized the opportunity of the reconciliation
to make an offer to Miss Rachel, and had neither been accepted nor
refused. My girl was sure (from signs and tokens which I need not
trouble you with) that her young mistress had fought Mr. Franklin
off by declining to believe that he Avas in earnest, and had then
secretly regretted treating him in that way afterwards. Though
Penelope was admitted to more familiarity Avith her young mistress
than maids generally are—for the tAVO had been almost brought up
together as children—still I knew Miss Rachel's reserved character
too well to believe that she Avould shoAV her mind to anybody in this
way. What my daughter told me, on the present occasion, was, as
I suspected, more Avhat she Avished than Avliat she really knew.
On the nineteenth another event happened. We had the doctor
in the house professionally. He was summoned to prescribe for a
person whom I have had occasion to present to you in these pages—
our second housemaid, Rosanna Spearman.
This poor girl-—Avho had puzzled me, as you knoAV already, at
the Shivering Sand—puzzled me more than once again, in the
interval time of which I am noAv Avriting. Penelope's notion that
her fellow-servant was in love with Mr. Franklin (which my daughter,
by my orders, kept strictly secret) seemed to me just as absurd as
ever. But I must own that what I myself saw, and what my daughter
saw also, of our second housemaid's conduct, began to look mysterious,
to say the least of it.
For example, the girl constantly put herself in Mr. Franklin's
way—very slyly and quietly, but she did it. He took about as
much notice of her as he took of the cat: it never seemed to occur
to him to waste a look on Rosanna s plain face. The poor thing's
appetite, never much, fell away dreadfully; and her eyes in the
morning showed plain signs of waking and crying at night. One
day Penelope made an awkAvard discovery, which we hushed up on
the spot. She caught Rosanna at Mr. Franklin's dressing-table,
secretly removing a rose Avhich Miss Rachel had given him to wear
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in his button-hole, and putting another rose like it, of her OAvn
picking, in its place. She Avas, after that, once or twice impudent
to me, when I gave her a well-meant general hint to be careful in
her conduct; and, Avorse still, she was not over-respectful now, on
the few occasions w-hen Miss Rachel accidentally spoke to her.
My lady noticed the cfcange, and asked me what I thought about
it, I tried to screen the girl by answering that I thought she Avas
out of health ; and it ended in the doctor being sent for, as already
mentioned, on the nineteenth. He said it Avas her nerves, and
doubted if she was fit for service. My lady offered to remove her
for change of air to one of our farms, inland. She begged and
prayed, with the tears in her eyes, to be let to stop; and, in an evil
hour, I advised my lady to try her for a little longer. As the event
proved, and as you Avill soon see, this was the worst advice I could
have given. If I could only have looked a little way into the future,
I would have taken Rosanna Spearman out of the house, then and
there, with my own hand.
On the twentieth, there came a note from Mr. Godfrey. He had
arranged to stop at Frizinghall that night, having occasion to consult
his father on business. On the afternoon of the next day, he and his
two eldest sisters would ride over to us on horseback, in good time
before dinner. An elegant little casket in China accompanied the
note, presented to Miss Rachel, with her cousin's love and best
wishes. Mr. Franklin had only given her a plain locket not worth
half the money. My daughter Penelope, nevertheless—such is the
obstinacy of women—still backed him to win.
Thanks be to Heaven, we have arrived at the eve of the birthday
at last! You Avill own, I think, that I haA'e got you over the
ground this time, without much loitering by the way. Cheer up !
I'll ease you with another new chapter here—and, Avhat is more, that
chapter shall take you straight into the thick of the story.

CHAPTER IX.
JUNE twenty-first, the day of the birthday, AA'as cloudy and unsettled
at sunrise, but towards noon it cleared up bravely.
We, in the servants' hall, began this happy anniversary, as usual
by offering our little presents to Miss Rachel, with the regular speech
delivered annually by me as the chief. I folloAv the plan adopted by
the Queen in opening Parliament—namely, the plan of saying much
the same thing regularly every year. Before it is deliA'ered, my
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speech (like the Queen's) is looked for as eagerly as if nothing of
the kind had ever been heard before. When it is delivered, and
turns out not to be the novelty anticipated, though they grumble
a little, they look forward hopefully to something newer next year.
An easy people to govern, in the Parliament and in the Kitchen—
that's the moral of it.
After breakfast, Mr. Franklin and I had a private conference on
the subject of the Moonstone—the time having noAV come for
removing it from the bank at Frizinghall, and placing it in Miss
Rachel's own hands.
Whether he had been trying to make love to his cousin again,
and had got a rebuff—or Avhether his broken rest, night after night,
Avas aggravating the queer contradictions and uncertainties in his
character—I don't know. But certain it is, that Mr. Franklin
failed to shoAV himself at his best on the morning of the birthday.
He was in tAventy difierent minds about the Diamond in as many
minutes. For my part, I stuck fast by the plain facts as Ave knew
them. Nothing had happened to justify us in alarming my lady on
the subject of the jewel; and nothing could alter the legal obligation
that now lay on Mr. Franklin to put it in his cousin's possession.
That was my vioAv of the matter ; and, twist and turn it as he might,
he Avas forced in the end to make it his view too. We arranged
that he was to ride over, after lunch, to Frizinghall, and bring the
Diamond back, with Mr, Godfrey and the two young ladies, in all
probability, to keep him company on the way home again.
This settled, our young gentleman went back to Miss Rachel,
They consumed the whole morning, and part of the afternoon, in
the everlasting business of decorating the door, Penelope standing
by to mix the colours, as directed ; and my lady, as luncheon time
drew near, going in and out of the room, Avith her handkerchief to
her nose (for they used a deal of Mr. Franklin's vehicle that day),
and trying vainly to get the two artists away from their work. It
Avas three o'clock before they took off their aprons, and released
Penelope (much the Avorse for the vehicle), and cleaned themseh'es
of their mess. But they had done Avhat they wanted—they had
finished the door on the birthday, and proud enough they were of it.
The griffins, cupids, and so on, Avere, I must own, most beautiful to
behold ; though so many in number, so entangled in flowers and
devices, and so topsy-turvy in their actions and attitudes, that you
felt them unpleasantly in your head for hours after you had done
Avith the pleasure of looking at them. If I add that Penelope
ended her part of the morning's work by being sick in the backkitchen, it is in no unfriendly spirit towards the vehicle. No ! no I
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It left off stinking when it dried ; and if Art requires these sort of
sacrifices—though the girl is my own daughter—I say, let Art have
them!
Mr. Franklin snatched a morsel from the luncheon-table, and
rode off to Frizinghall—to escort his cousins, as he told my lady,
^.'o fetch the Moonstone, as Avas privately knoAvn to himself and to me.
This being one of the high festivals on Avhich I took my place at
the side-board, in command of the attendance at table, I had plenty
to occupy my mind Avhile Mr. Franklin was aAvay. Having seen to
the wine, and revioAved my men and Avomen AA'ho were to wait at
dinner, I retired to collect myself before the company came. A
Avhiff of—you know what, and a turn at a certain book which I have
had occasion to mention in these pages, composed me, body and
mind. I was aroused from what I am inclined to think must have
been, not a nap, but a reverie, by the clatter of horses' hoofs outside ; and, going to the door, received a cavalcade comprising Mr.
Franklin and his three cousins, escorted by one of old Mr. Ablewhite's grooms,
Mr. Godfrey struck me, strangely enough, as being like Mr,
Franklin in this respect—that he did not seem to be in his customary
spirits. He kindly shook hands Avith me as usual, and was most
politely glad to see his old friend Betteredge Avearing so well. But
there Avas a sort of cloud over him, Avhich I couldn't at all account
for ; and when I asked how he had found his father in health, he
answered rather shortly, " Much as usual,"
However, the tAvo
Miss Ablewhites Avere cheerful enough for twenty, which more than
restored the balance. They were nearly as big as their brother;
spanking, yellow-haired, rosy lasses, overflowing with superabundant
flesh and blood ; bursting from head to foot with health and spirits.
The legs of the poor horses trembled Avith carrying them ; and Avhen
they jumped from their saddles (without waiting to be helped), I
declare they bounced on the ground as if they Avere made of indiarubber. Everything the Miss Ablewhites said began Avith a large 0 ;
everything they did Avas done Avith a bang; and they giggled and
screamed, in season and out of season, on the smallest provocation.
Bouncers—that's what I call them.
Under cover of the noise made by the young ladies, I had an
opportunity of saying a private Avord to Mr. Franklin in the hall.
" Have you got the Diamond safe, sir ? "
He nodded, and tapped the breast-pocket of his coat.
" Have you seen anything of the Indians ? "
" Not a glimpse." With that answer, he asked for my lady,
and, hearing she Avas in tho small drawing-room, Avcnt there straiglit.
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The bell rang, before he had been a minute in the room, and Penelope
Avas sent to tell Miss Rachel that Mr. Franklin Blake wanted to
speak to her.
Crossing the hall, about half an hour afterAvards, I was brought
to a sudden standstill by an outbreak of screams from the small
draAving-room. I can't say I Avas at all alarmed ; for I recognised
in the screams the favourite large 0 of the Miss Ablewhites. However, I Avent in (on pretence of asking for instructions about tho
dinner) to discover Avhether anything serious had really happened.
There stood Miss Rachel at the table, like a person fascinated,
Avith the Colonel's unlucky Diamond in her hand. There, on either
side of her, knelt the tAvo Bouncers, devouring the jewel Avith their
eyes, and screaming Avith ecstasy every time it flashed on them in
a neAV light. There, at the opposite side of the table, stood Mr.
Godfrey, clapping his hands like a large child, and singing out
softly, "Exquisite! exquisite!" There sat Mr. Franklin, in a
chair by the bookcase, tugging at his beard, and looking anxiously
towards the Avindow. And there, at the AA'iudow, stood the object
he Avas contemplating—-my lady, having the extract from the
Colonel's Will in her hand, and keeping her back turned on the
Avhole of the company.
She faced me, when I asked for my instructions ; and I saAV the
family froAvn gathering over her eyes, and the family temper tAvitching at the corners of her mouth.
" Come to my room in half an hour," she answered. " I shall
haA'e something to say to you then."
With those words, she Avent out. It was plain enough that she
Avas posed by the same difficulty Avhich had posed Mr. Franklin and
me in our conference at the Shivering Sand. Was the legacy of the
Moonstone a proof that she had treated her brother Avith cruel
injustice ? or Avas it a proof that he Avas Averse than the Avorst she
had ever thought of him ? Serious questions those for my lady to
determine, while her daughter, innocent of all knoAvledge of the
Colonel's • character, stood there with the Colonel's birthday gift in
her hand.
Before I could leave the room, in my turn. Miss Rachel, ahvays
considerate to the old seiwant Avho had been in the house when she
Avas born, stopped me. " Look, Gabriel! " she said, and flashed
the jewel before my eyes in a ray of sunlight that poured through
the AvindoAV.
Lord bless us ! it uris a Diamond! As large, or nearly, as
a plover's egg ! The light that streamed from it Avas like the light
of the harvest moon. When vou looked down into the stone, vou

58

THE MOONSTONE.

looked into a yellow deep that drcAv your eyes into it so that they
saw nothing else. It seemed unfathomable; this jeAvel, that you
could hold between your finger and thumb, seemed unfathomable as
the heavens themselves. We set it in the sun, and then shut the
light out of the room, and it shone aAvfuUy out of the depths of its
own brightness, with a moony gleam, in the dark. No wonder Miss
Rachel Avas fascinated: no Avonder her cousins screamed.
The
Diamond laid such a hold on me that I burst out Avith as large an
" 0 " as the Bouncers themselves. The only one of us Avho kept
his senses was Mr. Godfrey. Ho put an arm round each of his
sisters' A\'aists, and, looking compassionately backAvards and forwards
betAveen the Diamond and me, said, " Carbon, Betteredge ! mere
carbon, my good friend, after all! "
His object, I suppose, Avas to instruct me. All he did, however,
Avas to remind me of the dinner. I hobbled off' to my army of
waiters downstairs. As I went out, Mr. Godfrey said, " Dear old
Betteredge, I have the truest regard for him ! " He Avas embracing
his sisters, and ogling Miss Rachel, Avhile he honoured me Avith
that testimony of afiection. Something like a stock of love to draw
on there 1 Mr. Franklin Avas a perfect savage by comparison Avith him.
At the end of half an hour, I presented myself, as directed, in
my lady's room.
What passed betAveen my mistress and me, on this occasion, Avas,
in the main, a repetition of what had passed between Mr. Franklin
and me at the Shivering Sand—Avith this difference, that I took care
to keep my own counsel about the jugglers, seeing that nothing had
happened to justify me in alarming my lady on this head. When
I received my dismissal, I could see that she took the blackest vicAV
possible of the Colonel's motives, and that she Avas bent on getting
the Moonstone out other daughter's possession at the first opportunity.
On my Avay back to my own part of the house, I Avas encountered
by Mr. Franklin. He wanted to knoAV if I had seen anything of his
cousin Rachel. I had seen nothing of her. Could I tell him Avhere
his cousin Godfrey A^•as ? I didn't knoAV; but I began to suspect
that Cousin Godfrey might not be far aAA'ay from Cousin Rachel.
Mr. Franklin's suspicions apparently took the same turn.
He
tugged hard at his beard, and AA^ent ard shut himself up in the
library, with a bang of the door that had a Avoiid of meaning in it.
I was interrupted no more iu the business of preparing for the
birthday dinner till it AA^as time for me to smarten myself up for
receiving the company. Just as I had got my Avhite waistcoat on,
Penelope presented herself at my toilet, on pretence of brushing
what little hair I have got left, and improving the tie of my Avhitc
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cravat. My girl was in high spirits, and I saw she had something
to say to me. She gave me a kiss on the top of my bald head, and
whispered, "News for you, father ! Miss Rachel has refused him."
" Who's ' him ?'" 1 asked,
" The ladies' committee-man, father," says Penelope. " A
nasty sly fellow ! I hate him for trying to supplant Mr. Franklin ! "
If I had had breath enough, I should certainly have protested
against this indecent way of speaking of an eminent philanthropic
character. But my daughter happened to be improving the tie of
my cravat at that moment, and the Avhole strength of her feelings
found its way into her fingers. I never Avas more nearly strangled
in my life.
" I saw him take her away alone into the rose-garden," says
Penelope. " And I waited behind the holly to see hoAV they came
back. They had gone out arm-in-arm, both laughing. They came
back, walking separate, as grave as grave could be, and looking
straight away from each other in a manner which there Avas no mistaking. I never Avas more delighted, father, in my fife ! There's
one Avoman in the world who can resist Mr. Godfrey AblcAvhite, at
any rate ; and, if I was a lady, I should be another! "
Here I should have protested again. But my daughter had go'o
the hair-brush by this time, and the Avhole strength of her feelings
had passed into that. If you are bald, you will understand hoAV she
scarified me. If you are not, skip this bit, and thank God you have
got something in the way of a defence between your hair-brush and
your head.
" Just on the other side of the holly," Penelope went on,
" M r . Godfrey came to a stand-still. ' You prefer,' says he, 'that
I should stop here as if nothing had happened ? ' Miss Rachel
turned on him like lightning. ' You have accepted my mother's
invitation,' she said; ' and you are here to meet her guests. Unless
you wish to make a scandal in the house, you will remain, of
course !' She went on a few steps, and then seemed to relent
a little, ' Let us forget what has passed, Godfrey,' she said, ' and
let us remain cousins still.' She gave him her hand. He kissed
it, which I should have considered taking a liberty, and then she
left him. He waited a little by himself, with his head down, and
his heel grinding a hole slowly in the gravel walk; you never saw
a man look more put out in your life. ' AAvkward! ' he said
between his teeth, when he looked up, and Avent on to the house
— ' very awkAvard! ' If that Avas his opinion of himself, he was
quite right. AwkAvard enough, I'm sure. And the end of it is,
father, what I told you all along," cries Penelope, finishing me
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off with a last scarification, the hottest of all. " Mr, .Franklin's
the man ! "
I got possession of the hair-brush, and opened my lips to
administer the reproof which, you Avill own, my daughter's language
and conduct richly deserved.
Before I could say a word, the crash of carriage-Avheels outside
struck in, and stopped me. The first of the dinner-company had
come, Penelope instantly ran off. I put on my coat, and looked
in the glass. My head was as red as a lobster; but, in other
respects, I was as nicely dressed for the ceremonies of the evening
as a man need be. I got into the hall just in time to announce the
two first of the guests. You needn't feel particularly interested
about them. Only the philanthropist's father and mother—Mi', and
Mrs. Ablewhite.

CHAPTER X.
ONE on the top of the other, the rest of the company followed the
Ablewhites, till we had the whole tale of them complete. Including
the family, they were twenty-four in all. It was a noble sight to see,
Avhen they were settled in their places round the dinner-table, and
the Rector of Frizinghall (with beautiful elocution) rose and said
grace.
There is no need to A^'orry you with a list of the guests. You
will meet none of them a second time—in my part of the story, at
any rate—with the exception of two.
Those two sat on either side of Miss Rachel, who, as queen of
the day, Avas naturally the great attraction of the party. On this
occasion, she was more particularly the centre-point towards which
everybody's eyes were directed ; for (to my lady's secret annoyance)
she wore her wonderful birthday present, which eclipsed all the rest—•
the Moonstone. It was without any setting Avlien it had been placed
in her hands ; but that universal genius, Mr. Franklin, had contrived,
Avith the help of his neat fingers and a little bit of silver wire, to fix
it as a brooch in the bosom of her white dress. Everybody Avondered
at the prodigious size and beauty of the Diamond, as a matter of
course. But the only two of the company who said anything out of
the common way about it, were those two guests I have mentioned,
who sat by Miss Rachel on her right hand and her left.
The guest on her left was Mr. Candy, our doctor at Frizinghall,
This Avas a pleasant, companionable little man, Avjth the draw-
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back, however, I must own, of being too fond, in season and out of
season, of his joke, and of his plunging in rather a headlong manner
into talk with strangers, Avithout Avaiting to feel his Avay first. In
society he was constantly making mistakes, and setting people unintentionally by the ears together. In his medical practice he was a
more prudent man; picking up his discretion (as his enemies said)
by a kind of instinct, and proving to be generally right where more
carefully conducted doctors turned out to be Avrong. What he said
about the Diamond to Miss Rachel was said, as usual, by way of a
mystification or joke. He gravely entreated her (in the interests
of science) to let him take it home and burn it. " We Avill first
heat it. Miss Rachel," says the doctor, " to such and such a degree;
then Ave will expose it to a current of air; and, little by little—puff!
—we evaporate the Diamond, and spare you aAvorld of anxiety about
the safe keeping of a valuable precious stone !" My lady, listening
with rather a careworn expression on her face, seemed to wish that
the doctor had been in earnest, and that he could have found Miss
Rachel zealous enough in the cause of science to sacrifice her birthday gift.
The other guest, Avho sat on my young lady's right hand, was an
eminent public character—being no other than the celebrated Indian
traveller, Mr. Murthwaite, who, at risk of his life, had penetrated iu
disguise Avhere no European had ever set foot before.
This was a long, lean, wiry, brown, silent man. He had a AA'eary
look, and a very steady, attentive eye. It was rumoured that he
was tired of the humdrum life among the people in our parts, and
longing to go back and wander off on the tramp again in the Avild
places of the East. Except what he said to Miss Rachel about her
jewel, I doubt if he spoke six words or drank so much as a single
glass of wine, all through the dinner. The Moonstone was the only
object that interested him in the smallest degree. The fame of it
seemed to have reached him, in some of those perilous Indian places
where his wanderings had lain. After looking at it silently for so
long a time that Miss Rachel began to get confused, he said to her
in his cool immovable way, " I f you ever go to India, Miss Verinder,
don't take your uncle's birthday gift Avith you. A Hindoo diamond
is sometimes part of a Hindoo religion. I know a certain city, and
a certain temple in that city, where, dressed as you are now, your
life Avould not be worth five minutes' purchase." Miss Rachel, safe
in England, was quite delighted to hear of her danger in India. The
Bouncers were more delighted still; they dropped their knives and
forks with a crash, and burst out together vehemently, " 0 ! how
interesting !" My lady fidgeted in her chair, and changed the subject.
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As the dinner got on, I became aware, little by little, that this
festival Avas not prospering as other like festivals had prospered
before it.
Looking back at the birthday now, by the light of Avhat happened
afterwards, I am half inclined to think that the cursed Diamond must
have cast a blight on the whole company. I plied them Avell with
Avine; and being a privileged character, followed the unpopular
dishes round the table, and whispered to the company confidentially,
'' Please to change your mind and try i t ; for I know it will do you
good." Nine times out of ten they changed their minds—out ol
regard for their old original Betteredge, they were pleased to say—
but all to no purpose. There Avere gaps of silence in the talk, as
the dinner got on, that made me feel personally uncomfortable. When
they did use their tongues again, they used them innocently, in the
most unfortunate manner and to the worst possible purpose. Mr.
Candy, the doctor, for instance, said more unlucky things than I
ever knew him to say before. Take one sample of the way in which
he Avent on, and you will understand what I had to put up with at
fhe sideboard, officiating as I was in the character of a man who had
the prosperity of the festival at heart.
One of our ladies present at dinner was Avorthy Mi'S. Threadgall,
widow of the late Professor of that name. Talking of her deceased
husband perpetually, this good lady never mentioned to strangers
that he was deceased. She thought, I suppose, that every ablebodied adult in England ought to know as much as that. In one of
the gaps of silence, somebody mentioned the dry and rather nasty
subject of human anatomy; whereupon good Mrs. Threadgall
straightway brought in her late husband as usual, without mentioning that he was dead. Anatomy she described as the Professor's
favourite recreation in his leisure hours. As ill-luck Avould have it,
Mr. Candy, sitting opposite (who knew nothing of the deceased gentleman), heard her. Being the most polite of men, he seized the
opportunity of assisting the Professor's anatomical amusements on
the spot.
" They have got some remarkably fine skeletons lately at the
College of Surgeons," says Mr. Candy, across the table, in a loud
cheerful voice. " I strongly recommend the Professor, ma'am,
when he next has an hour to spare, to pay them a visit."
You might have heard a pin fall. Tiie company (out of respect
to the Professor's memory) all sat speechless. I Avas behind Mrs.
Threadgall at the time, plying her confidentially with a glass of hock.
She dropped her head, and said in a very low voice, " My beloved
husband is no more."
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Unlucky Mr. Candy, hearing nothing, and miles away from
suspecting the truth, went on across the table louder and politer
than ever.
" The Professor may not be aware," says he, " t h a t the card of
a member of the College Avill admit him, on any day but Sunday,
between the hours of ten and four."
Mrs. Threadgall dropped her head right Into her tucker, and, in
a loAver voice still, repeated the solemn words, " My beloved husband
is no more."
I Avinked hard at Mr. Candy across the table. Miss Rachel
touched his arm. My lady looked unutterable things at him. Quite
useless ! On he Avent, with a cordiality that there was no stopping
auyhow. " I shall be delighted," says he, " t o send the Professor
my card, if you will oblige me by mentioning his present address."
" H i s present address, sir, is the grave," says Mrs. Threadgall,
suddenly losing her temper, and speaking with an emphasis and
fury that made the glasses ring again. " The Professor has been
dead these ten years !"
" Oh, good heavens!" says Mr. Candy. Excepting the
Bouncers, who burst out laughing, such a blank now fell on the
company, that they might all have been going the way of the
Professor, and hailing as he did from the direction of the grave.
So much for Mr. Candy. The rest of them were nearly as provoking in their different Avays as the doctor himself. When they
ought to have spoken, they didn't speak; or when they did speak
they were perpetually at cross purposes. Mr. Godfrey, though so
eloquent in public, declined to exert himself In private. Whether
he was sulky, or whether he was bashful, after his discomfiture in
the rose-garden, I can't say. He kept all his talk for the private
ear of the lady (a member of our family) who sat next to him. She
Avas one of his committee-Avomen—a spiritually-minded person, with
a fine show of collar-bone and a pretty taste in champagne ; liked it
dry, you understand, and plenty of it. Being close behind these two
at the sideboard, I can testify, from what I heard pass between
them, that the company lost a good deal of very improving conversation, which I caught up while drawing the corks, and carving the
mutton, and so forth. What they said about their Charities I didn't
hear. AVhen I had time to listen to them, they had got a long way
beyond their women to be confined, and their AVomen to be rescued,
and were disputing on serious subjects. Religion (I understand Mr,
Godfrey to say, between the corks and the carving) meant love.
And love meant religion. And earth was heaven a little the worse
for wear. And heaven was earth, done up again to look like new.
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Earth had some very objectionable people iu It; but, to make
amends for that, all the women in heaven would be members of a
prodigious committee that never quarrelled, AvIth all the men in
attendance on them as ministering angels. Beautiful! beautiful!
But why the mischief did Mr. Godfrey keep It all to his lady and
himself ?
Mr. Franklin again—surely, you will say, Mr. Franklin stirred
the company up into making a pleasant evening of It ?
Nothing of the sort! He had quite recovered himself, and he
Avas in wonderful force and spirits, Penelope having informed him, I
suspect, of Mr. Godfrey's reception in the rose-garden. But, talk
as he might, nine times out of ten he pitched on the wrong subject,
or he addressed himself to the Avrong person ; the end of it being
that he offended some, and puzzled all of them. That foreign
training of his—those French and German and Italian sides of him,
to which I have already alluded—came out, at my lady's hospitable
board, in a most bewildering manner.
What do you think, for instance, of his discussing the lengths to
which a married woman might let her admiration go for a man who
was not her husband, and putting It in his clear-headed witty French
way to the maiden aunt of the Vicar of Frizinghall ? What do you
think, when he shifted to the German side, of his telling the lord of
the manor, while that great authority on cattle was quoting his experience in the breeding of bulls, that experience, properly understood, counted for nothing, and that the proper way to breed bulls
was to look deep into your own mind, evolve out of it the idea of a
perfect bull, and produce him ? What do you say, when our county
member, growing hot, at cheese and salad time, about the spread of
democracy in England, burst out as follows : " If we once lose our
ancient safeguards, Mr. Blake, I beg to ask you, what have we got
left? "—what do you say to Mr. Franklin answering, from the Italian
point of view : " W e have got three things left, sir—Love, Music,
and Salad?" He not only terrified the company with such out
breaks as these, but, when the English side of him turned up in due
course, he lost his foreign smoothness ; and, getting on the subject
of the medical profession, said such downright things in ridicule of
doctors, that he actually put good-humoured little Mr, Candy In a
rage.
The dispute between them began in Mr, Franklin beincr led I
forget how—to acknowledge that he had latterly slept very badly at
night. Mr. Candy thereupon told him that his nerves were all out
of order, and that he ought to go through a course of medicine
immediately. Mr. Franklin replied that a course of medicine, and a
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course of groping in the dark, meant, in his estimation, one and the
same thing. Mr. Candy, hitting back smartly, said that Mr,
Franklin himself was, constitutionally speaking, groping in the dark
after sleep, and that nothing but medicine could help him to find it.
Mr. Franklin, keeping the ball up on his side, said he had often
heard of the blind leading the blind, and now, for the first time, he
knew what it meant. In this way, they kept it going briskly, cut
and thrust, till they both of them got hot—Mr. Candy, in particular,
so completely losing his self-control. In defence of his profession,
that my lady was obliged to Interfere, and forbid the dispute to go
on. This necessary act of authority put the last extinguisher on the
spirits of the company. The talk spurted up again here and there,
for a minute or tAvo at a time; but there was a miserable lack of
life and sparkle in it. The Devil (or the Diamond) possessed that
dinner-party ; and it was a relief to everybody when my mistress
rose, and gave the ladies the signal to leave the gentlemen over
their wine,
I had just ranged the decanters in a row before old Mr, Ablewhite (who represented the master of the house), when there came
a sound from the terrace which startled me out of my company
manners on the instant. Mr. Franklin and I looked at each other;
it was the sound of the Indian drum. As I live by bread, here were
the jugglers returning to us with the return of the Moonstone to the
house!
As they rounded the corner of the terrace, and came in sight, I
hobbled out to warn them off. But, as ill-luck would have it, the
two Bouncers were beforehand with me. They whizzed out on to
the terrace like a couple of skyrockets, wild to see the Indians exhibit their tricks. The other ladies followed; the gentlemen came
out on their side. Before you could say, " Lord bless u s ! " the
rogues were making their salaams; and the Bouncers Avere kissing
the pretty little boy.
Mr, Franklin got on one side of Miss Rachel, and I put myself
behind her. If our suspicions were • right, there she stood, innocent
of all knowledge of the truth, showing the Indians the Diamond in
the bosom of her dress !
I can't tell you what tricks they performed, or how they did it.
What with the vexation about the dinner, and what with the provocation of the rogues coming back just In the nick of time to see the
jewel with their own eyes, I own I lost my head. The first thing
that I remember noticing was the sudden appearance on the scene of
the Indian traveller, Mr. Murthwaite. Skirting the half-circle in
5
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which the gentlefolks stood or sat, he came quietly behind the jugglers, and spoke to them on a sudden in the language of their own
country.
If he had pricked them with a bayonet, I doubt if the Indians
could have started and turned on him with a more tigerish quickness
than they did, on hearing the first words that passed his lips. The
next moment, they were bowing and salaaming to him in their most
polite and snaky way. After a few words in the unknown tongue
had passed on either side, Mr. Murthwaite withdrew as quietly as
he had approached. The chief Indian, who acted as intei-preter,
thereupon wheeled about again towards the gentlefolks. I noticed
that the fellow's coffee-coloured face had turned grey since Mr.
MurthAvalte had spoken to him. He bowed to my lady, and Informed
her that the exhibition was over. The Bouncers, indescribably disappointed, burst out with a loud " 0 ! " directed against Mr. Murthwaite for stopping the performance. The chief Indian laid his
hand humbly on his breast, and said a second time that the juggling
was over. The little boy went round with the hat. The ladies
withdrew to the drawing-room; and the gentlemen (excepting Mr.
Franklin and Mr. Murthwaite) returned to their wine. I and the
footman followed the Indians, and saw them safe off the premises.
Going back by way of the shrubbery, I smelt tobacco, and found
Mr. Franklin and Mr. Murthwaite (the latter smoking a cheroot)
walking slowly up and down among the trees. Mr. Franklin beckoned
to me to join them.
" This," says Mr. Franklin, presenting me to the great traveller,
" is Gabriel Betteredge, the old servant and friend of our family of
whom I spoke to you just now. Tell him, if you please, what you
have just told me."
Mr. Murthwaite took his cheroot out of his mouth, and leaned, in
his weary way, against the trunk of a tree.
" M r . Betteredge," he began, "those three Indians are no more
jugglers than you and I are."
Here was a new surprise ! I naturally asked the traveller if he
had- ever met with the Indians before.
"Never," says Mr. Murthwaite; " b u t I know what Indian
juggling really is. All you have seen to-night Is a very bad and
clumsy imitation of it. Unless, after long experience, I am utterly
mistaken, those men are high-caste Brahmins. I charged them with
being disguised, and you saAV how It told on them, clever as the
Hindoo people are in concealing their feelings. There is a mystery
about their conduct that I can't explain. They have doubly sacrificed their caste—first, in crossing the sea; secondly, in disguising
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themselves as jugglers. In the land they live in, that is a tremendous
sacrifice to make. There must be some very serious motive at the
bottom of it, and some justification of no ordinary kind to plead for
them, in recovery of their caste, when they return to theiroAvn country."
I was struck dumb. Mr. MurthAvaite went on with his cheroot.
Mr. Franklin, after what looked to me like a little private veering
about between the different sides of his character, broke the silence
as follows:
" I feel some hesitation, Mr. Murthwaite, in troubling you with
family matters, in which you can have no interest and which I am
not very willing to speak of out of our own circle. But, after Avhat
you have said, I feel bound. In the Interests of Lady Verinder and
her daughter, to tell you something AvhIch may possibly put the clue
into your hands. I speak to you in confidence ; you AVIII oblige me,
I am sure, by not forgetting that ? "
With this preface, he told the Indian traveller all that he had
told me at the Shivering Sand. Even the immovable Mr. Murthwaite
Avas so interested in what he heard, that he let his cheroot go out.
"Now," says Mr, Franklin, when he had done, "Avhat does
your experience say ? "
" My experience," ansAvered the traveller, " says that you have
had more narrow escapes of your life, Mr. Franklin Blake, than I
have had of mine ; and that is saying a great deal."
It was Mr. Franklin's turn to be astonished noAV.
" Is it really as serious as that ? " he asked.
" I n my opinion it Is," answered Mr. Murthwaite. " I can't
doubt, after what you have told me, that the restoration of the Moonstone to Its place on the forehead of the Indian idol, is the motive
and the justification of that sacrifice of caste which I alluded to just
noAV. Those men will A^alt their opportunity with the patience of
cats, and Avill use it with the ferocity of tigers. How you have
escaped them I can't imagine,'^ says the eminent traveller, lighting
his cheroot again, and staring hard at Mr. Franklin. "You have
been carrying the Diamond backwards and forwards, here and in
London, and you are still a living man! Let us try and account
for it. It was daylight, both times, I suppose, when you took the
jewel out of the bank In London ? "
" Broad daylight," says Mr. Franklin.
" And plenty of people in the streets ? "
" Plenty."
" You settled, of course, to arrive at Lady Verinder's house at a
certain time ? It's a lonely country between this and the station.
Did you keep your appointment ? "

68

THE MOONSTONE.

" No. I arrived four hours earlier than my appointment."
" I beg to congratulate you on that proceeding ! When did you
take the Diamond to the bank at the town here ? "
" I took it an hour after I had brought it to this house—and three
hours before anybody was prepared for seeing me in these parts."
" I beg to congratulate you again! Did you bring it back here
alone?"
" No. I happened to ride back with my cousins and the groom."
" I beg to congratulate you for the third time ! If you ever feel
inclined to travel beyond the civilized limits, Mr. Blake, let me
know, and I will go with you. You are a lucky man."
Here I struck in. This sort of thing didn't at all square with
my English ideas.
"You don't really mean to say, sir," I asked, " that they would
have taken Mr. Franklin's life, to get their Diamond, if he had given
them the chance ? "
" Do you smoke, Mr, Betteredge ? " says the traveller,
" Yes, sir."
" Do you care much for the ashes left in your pipe, when you
empty i t ? "
" No, sir."
" In the country those men came from, they care just as much
about killing a man, as you care about emptying the ashes out of
your pipe. If a thousand lives stood between them and the getting
back of their Diamond—and if they thought they could destroy those
lives without discovery—they would take them all. The sacrifice of
caste is a serious thing in India, if you like. The sacrifice of life is
nothing at all."
I expressed my opinion, upon this, that they were a set of
murdering thieves, Mr. Murthwaite expressed his opinion that they
were a wonderful people. Mr. Franklin, expressing no opinion at
all, brought us back to the matter in hand.
" They have seen the Moonstone on Miss Verinder's dress," he
said. " What is to be done ? "
" What your uncle threatened to do," ansAvered Mr. Murthwaite.
" Colonel Herncastle understood the people he had to deal with.
Send the Diamond to-morrow (under guard of more than one man)
to be cut up at Amsterdam, Make half a dozen diamonds of it,
instead of one. There is an end of its sacred identity as The Moonstone—and there is an end of the conspiracy."
Mr. Franklin turned to me.
" There is no help for it," he said. " We must speak to Lady
Yerinder to-morrow."
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" What about to-night, sir ? " I asked. " Suppose the Indians
come back ? "
Mr. Murthwaite answered me, before Mr. Franklin could speak.
" The Indians won't risk coming back to-night," he said. " The
direct way is hardly ever the way they take to anything—let alone
a matter like this, in which the slightest mistake might be fatal to
their reaching their end."
" But suppose the rogues are bolder than you think, sir ? " I
persisted.
" In that case," says Mr. Murthwaite, " let the dogs loose.
Have you got any big dogs in the yard ? "
" Two, sir. A mastiff and a bloodhound."
" They will do. In the present emergency, Mr. Betteredge, the
mastiff and the bloodhound have one great merit—they are not
likely to be troubled with your scruples about the sanctity of human
life."
The strumming of the piano reached us from the drawing-room,
as he fired that shot at me. He threw away his cheroot, and took
Mr. Franklin's arm, to go back to the ladies. I noticed that the
sky was clouding over fast, as I followed them to the house. Mr,
Murthwaite noticed it too. He looked round at me, in his dry,
drolling way, and said :
" The Indians will want their umbrellas, Mr. Betteredge, tonight ! "
It was all very well for him to joke. But I was not an eminent
traveller—and my Avay in this world had not led me into playing
ducks and drakes with my own life, among thieves and murderers in
the outlandish places of the earth. I went Into my own little room,
and sat down in my chair in a perspiration, and wondered helplessly
what was to be done next. In this anxious frame of mind, other
men might have ended by working themselves up into a fever ; I
ended in a different way. I lit my pipe, and took a turn at Bobinson
Crusoe.
Before I had been at it five minutes, I came to this amazing bit
—page one hundred and sixty-one—as follows :
" Fear of Danger is ten thousand times more terrifying than
Danger itself, Avhen apparent to the Eyes ; and we find the Burthen
of Anxiety greater, by much, than the Evil which we are anxious
about."
The man who doesn't believe in Bobinson Crusoe, after that, is a
man with a screw loose In his understanding, or a man lost in the
mist of his own self-conceit! Argument Is thrown away upon him;
and pity is better reserved for some person with a livelier faith.
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I was far on with my second pipe, and still lost in admiration of
that wonderful book, Avhen Penelope (who had been handing round
the tea) came In with her report from the drawing-room. She had
left the Bouncers singing a duet—words beginning with a large
" 0 , " and music to correspond. She had observed that my lady
made mistakes in her game of whist for the first time in our experience of her. She had seen the great traveller asleep in a corner.
She had overheard Mr. Franklin sharpening his wits on Mr. Godfrey,
at the expense of Ladies' Charities in general; and she had noticed
that Mr, Godfrey hit him back again rather more smartly than
became a gentleman of his benevolent character. She had detected
Miss Rachel, apparently engaged In appeasing Mrs. Threadgall by
showing her some photographs, and really occupied in stealing looks
at Mr. Franklin, which no intelligent lady's maid could misinterpret
for a single instant. Finally, she had missed Mr. Candy, the doctor,
Avho had mysteriously disappeared from the draAving-room, and had
then mysteriously returned, and entered into conversation with Mr.
Godfrey. Upon the Avhole, things were prospering better than the
experience of the dinner gave us any right to expect. If we could
only hold on for another hour, old Father Time Avould bring up their
carriages, and relieve us of them altogether.
Everything wears off' in this Avorld ; and even the comforting
eflect of Bohinson Crusoe Avore off, after Penelope left me. I got
fidgety again, and resolved on making a survey of the grounds before
the rain came. Instead of taking the footman, whose nose was
human, and therefore useless in any emergency, I took the bloodhound AvIth me. His nose for a stranger was to be depended on.
We went all round the premises, and out into the road—and returned
as wise as we went, liaA'ing discovered no such thing as a lurking
human creature anywhere.
The arrival of the carriages AA'as the signal for the arrival of the
rain. It poured as if it meant to pour all night. With the exception of the doctor, Avhose gig Avas waiting for him, the rest of the
company went home snugly, under cover, in close carriages, I told
Mr. Candy that I was afraid he AA'ould get Avet through. He told
me, in return, that he wondered I had arrived at my time of life,
Avithout knoAving that a doctor's skin Avas waterproof. So he drove
away in the rain, laughing over his OAvn little joke; and so we got
rid of our dinner company.
The next thing to tell Is the story of the night.
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CHAPTER XL
the last of the guests had driven aAvay, I Avent back into the
inner hall, and found Samuel at the side-table, presiding over the
brandy and soda-water. My lady and Miss Rachel came out of the
drawing-room, followed by the tAVO gentlemen. Mr. Godfrey had
some brandy and soda-water. Mr. Franklin took nothing. He sat
down, looking dead tired ; the talking on this birthday occasion had,
I suppose, been too much for him.
My lady, turning round to wish them good-night, looked hard at
the wicked Colonel's legacy shining in her daughter's dress.
" Rachel," she asked, " Avhere are you going to put your Diamond
to-night ? "
Miss Rachel was in high good spirits, just in that humour for
talking nonsense, and perversely persisting in it as if it was sense,
Avhich you may sometimes have observed in young girls, when they
are highly wrought up, at the end of an exciting day. First, she
declared she didn't know Avhere to put the Diamond. Then she
said, " On her dressing-table, of course, along with her other things."
Then she remembered that the Diamond might take to shining of
itself, with its awful moony light. In the dark—and that would terrify
her in the dead of night. Then she bethought herself of an Indian
cabinet which stood in her sitting-room ; and instantly made up her
mind to put the Indian diamond In the Indian cabinet, for the purpose
of permitting tAvo beautiful native productions to admire each other.
Having let her little flow of nonsense run on as far as that point,
her mother interposed and stopped her.
" My dear! your Indian cabinet has no lock to It," says my lady.
"Good Heavens, mamma!" cried Miss Rachel, " i s this an
hotel ? Are there thieves in the house ? "
Without taking notice of this fantastic way of talking, my lady
Avished the gentlemen good-night. She next turned to Miss Rachel,
and kissed her. " Why not let me keep the Diamond for you tonight ? " she asked.
Miss Rachel received that proposal as she might, ten years since,
have received a proposal to part her from a neAv doll. My lady sav/
there Avas no reasoning with her that night. " Come into my room,
Rachel, the first thing to-morrow morning," she said. " I shall have
something to say to you." AVith those last AVords she left us sloAvly;
thinking her own thoughts, and, to all appearance, not best pleased
with the Avay by which they were leading her.
Miss Rachel Avas the next to say good-night. She shook hands
WHEN
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first with Mr. Godfrey, who was standing at the other end of the
hall, looking at a picture. Then she turned back to Mr. Franklin,
still sitting weary and silent in a corner.
What words passed between them I can't say. But standing
near the old oak frame which holds our large looking-glass, I saw
her reflected in it, slyly slipping the locket which Mr, Franklin had
given to her, out of the bosom of her dress, and showing it to him
for a moment, with a smile which certainly meant something out of
the common, before she tripped off to bed. This incident staggered
me a little in the reliance I had previously felt on my own judgment,
I began to think that Penelope might be right about the state of her
young lady's affections, after all.
As soon as Miss Rachel left him eyes to see with, Mr. Franklin
noticed me. His variable humour, shifting about everything, had
shifted about the Indians already,
"Betteredge," he said, " I ' m half inclined to think I took Mr.
MurthAvaite too seriously, when we had that talk in the shrubbery.
I Avonder whether he has been trying any of his traveller's tales on
us ? Do you really mean to let the dogs loose ? "
" I'll relieve them of their collars, sir," I answered, " and leave
them free to take a turn in the night, if they smell a reason for it."
" A l l right," says Mr. Franklin. " W e ' l l see what is to be
done to-morrow. I am not at all disposed to alarm my aunt. Betteredge, Avithout a very pressing reason for it. Good-night."
He looked so worn and pale as he nodded to me, and took his
candle to go upstairs, that I ventured to advise his having a drop of
brandy-and-water, by A^'ay of nightcap, Mr. Godfrey, Avalking toAvards
us from the other end of the hall, backed me. He pressed Mr.
Franklin, in the friendliest manner, to take something, before he
went to bed.
I only note these trifling circumstances, because, after all I had
seen and heard, that day, it pleased me to observe that our tAvo
gentlemen were on just as good terms as ever. Their Avarfare of
words (heard by Penelope in the drawing-room), and their rivalry
for the best place in Miss Rachel's good graces, seemed to have
set no serious difference between them. But there ! they were both
good-tempered, and both men of the world. And there is certainly
this merit in people of station, that they are not nearly so quarrelsome among each other as people of no station at all.
Mr. Franklin declined the brandy-and-water, and Avent upstairs
with Mr. Godfrey, their rooms being next door to each other. On
the landing, however, either his cousin persuaded him, or he veered
about and changed his mind as usual, " Perhaps I may want it iu
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the night," he called down to me. " Send up some brandy-andwater into my room."
I sent up Samuel with the brandy-and-water; and then went
out, and unbuckled the dogs' collars. They both lost their heads
Avith astonishment on being set loose at that time of night, and
jumped upon me like a couple of puppies! However, the rain soon
cooled them down again : they lapped a drop of water each, and
crept back Into their kennels. As I went into the house, I noticed
signs in the sky Avhich betokened a break in the weather for the
better. For the present, it still poured heavily, and the ground was
in a perfect sop.
Samuel and I Avent all over the house, and shut up as usual. I
examined everything myself, and trusted nothing to my deputy on
this occasion. All Avas safe and fast, Avhen I rested my old bones in
bed, between midnight and one In the morning.
The Avorries of the day had been a little too much for me, I
suppose. At any rate, I had a touch of Mr. Franklin s malady that
night. It was sunrise, before I fell off at last into a sleep. All the
time I lay aAvake, the house Avas as quiet as the grave. Not a sound
stirred but the splash of the rain, and the sighing of the wind among
the trees as a breeze sprang up AvIth the morning.
About half-past seven I Avoke, and opened my AvIndoAV on a fine
sunshiny day. The clock had struck eight, and I was just going
out to chain up the dogs again, Avhen I heard a sudden whisking of
petticoats on the stairs behind me.
I turned about, and there was Penelope flying doAvn after me
like mad. " F a t h e r ! " she screamed, " come upstairs, for God's
sake ! The Diamond is gone ! "
" Are you out of your mind ? " I asked her.
" Gone ! " says Penelope. " Gone, nobody knows hoAV ! Come
up and see."
She dragged me after her into our young lady's sitting-room,
which opened into her bed-room. There, on the threshold of her
bed-room door, stood Miss Rachel, almost as white in the face as
the white dressing-gown that clothed her. There also stood the tAvo
doors of the India cabinet, Avide open. One of the drawers inside
was pulled out as far as it AA'ould go.
" Look ! " says Penelope. " I myself saAV Miss Rachel put tho
Diamond into that draAver last night."
I went to the cabinet. The drawer was empty.
" Is this true, miss ? " I asked.
With a look that was not like herself, Avith a A'oice that was not
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like her own, Miss Rachel answered, as my daughter had answered :
" The Diamond is gone ! "
Having said those words, she Avithdrew into her bed-room, and
shut and locked the door.
Before we knew which Avay to turn next, my lady came in,
hearing my voice in her daughter's sitting-room, and wondering what
had happened. The neAvs of the loss of the Diamond seemed to
petrify her. She went straight to Miss Rachel's bed-room, and
insisted on being admitted. Miss Rachel let her in.
The alarm, running through the house like fire, caught the two
gentlemen next.
Mr. Godfrey Avas the first to come out of his room. All he did
when he heard what had happened was to hold up his hands in
a state of bewilderment, which didn't say much for his natural
strength of mind. Mr. Franklin, whose clear head I had confidently
counted on to advise us, seemed to be as helpless as his cousin when
he heard the news In his turn. For a wonder, he had had a good
night's rest at last; and the unaccustomed luxury of sleep had, as
he said himself, apparently stupefied him. However, Avhen he had
swallowed his cup of coffee—Avhich he always took, on the foreign
plan, some hours before he ate any breakfast—his brains brightened;
the clear-headed side of him turned up, and he took the matter In
hand, resolutely and cleverly, much as follows :
He first sent for the servants, and told them to leave all the
lower doors and AvIndows (with the exception of the front door, which
I had opened) exactly as they had been left Avhen Ave locked up
overnight. He next proposed to his cousin and to me to make
quite sure, before Ave took any further steps, that the Diamond had
not accidentally dropped somewhere out of sight—say at the back
of the cabinet, or down behind the table on which the cabinet stood.
HaA'Ing searched in both places, and found nothing—having also
questioned Penelope, and discovered from her no more than the
little she had already told me—Mr. Franklin suggested next extending our inquiries to Miss Rachel, and sent Penelope to knock at
her bed-room door.
My lady answered the knock, and closed the door behind her.
The moment after, Ave heard It locked Inside by Miss Rachel. My
mistress came out among us, looking sorely puzzled and distressed.
" The loss of the Diamond seems to have quite overAvhelmed Rachel,"
she said, in reply to Mr. Franldln. " She shrinks, in the strangest
manner, from speaking of it, even to me. It is impossible you can
gee lier for the present."
Having added to our perplexities by this account of Miss Rachel,
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my lady, after a little effort, recovered her usual composure, and
acted with her usual decision.
" I suppose there is no help for i t ? " she said, quietly. " I
suppose I have no alternative but to send for the police ? "
" And the first thing for the police to do," added Mr. Franklin,
catching her up, " I s to lay hands on the Indian jugglers who
performed here last night."
My lady and Mr. Godfrey (not knoAvIng Avhat Mr. Franklin and
I knew) both started, and both looked surprised.
" I can't stop to explain myself now," Mr. Franklin went on.
" I can only tell you that the Indians have certainly stolen the
Diamond. Give me a letter of introduction," says he, addressing
my lady, " t o one of the magistrates at Frizinghall—merely telling
him that I represent your interests and Avishes, and let me ride off
with it Instantly. Our chance of catching the thieves may depend
on our not wasting one unnecessary minute." (Nota bene: Whether
it Avas the French side or the English, the right side of Mr. Franklin
seemed to be uppermost now. The only question was. How long
would it last ?)
He put pen, ink, and paper before his aunt, Avho (as it appeared
to me) wrote the letter he wanted a little unwillingly. If it had
been possible to overlook such an event as the loss of a jewel worth
twenty thousand pounds, I believe—Avith my lady's opinion of her
late brother, and her distrust of his birthday-gift—it Avould have
been privately a relief to her to let the thieves get off with the
Moonstone scot free.
I went out with Mr. Franklin to the stables, and took the
opportunity of asking him how the Indians (whom I suspected, of
course, as shrewdly as he did) could possibly have got into the house.
" One of them might have slipped into the hall, in the confusion,
when the dinner company were going away," says Mr Franklin.
" The fellow may have been under the sofa while my aunt and
Rachel were talking about where the Diamond was to be put for the
night. He would only have to wait till the house Avas quiet, and
there it would be in the cabinet, to be had for the taking." With
those words, he called to the groom to open the gate, and galloped off.
This seemed certainly to be the only rational explanation. But
how had the thief contrived to make his escape from the house ?
I had found the front door locked and bolted, as I had left it at
night, when I went to open it, after getting up. As foi the other
doors and windows, there they were still, all safe and fast, to speak
for themselves. The dogs, too ? Suppose the thief had got away
by dropping from one of the upper AvindoAvs, how had he escaped
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the dogs ? Had he come provided for them with drugged meat ?
As the doubt crossed my mind, the dogs themselves came galloping
at me round a corner, rolling each other over on the Avet grass, in
such lively health and spirits that it was with no small difliculty I
brought them to reason, and chained them up again. The more
I turned it over in my mind, the less satisfactory Mr. Franklin's
explanation appeared to be.
We had our breakfasts—whatever happens in a house, robbery
or murder, it doesn't matter, you must have your breakfast. When
we had done, my lady sent for me ; and I found myself compelled
to tell her all that I had hitherto concealed, relating to the Indians
and their plot. Being a woman of a high courage, she soon got
over the first startling effect of what I had to communicate. Her
mind seemed to be far more perturbed about her daughter than about
the heathen rogues and their conspiracy. "You know how odd
Rachel is, and how differently she behaves sometimes from other
girls," my lady said to me. " But I have never, in all my experience,
seen her so strange and so reserved as she is now. The loss of her
jewel seems almost to have turned her brain. Who would have
thought that horrible Diamond could have laid such a hold on her
in so short a time ? "
It was certainly strange. Taking toys and trinkets in general,
Miss Rachel was nothing like so mad aft(*r them as most young
girls. Yet there she was, still locked up iiifionsolably in her bedroom. It is but fair to add that she was not the only one of us in
the house who was thrown out of the regular groove. Mr. Godfrey,
for instance—though professionally a sort of consoler-general—
seemed to be at a loss where to look for his OAvn resources. Having
no company to amuse him, and getting no chance of trying what
his experience of women in distress could do towards comforting
Miss Rachel, he wandered hither and thither about the house and
gardens in an aimless uneasy way. He Avas in two different minds
about Avhat it became him to do, after the misfortune that had
happened to us. Ought he to relieve the family, in their present
situation, of the responsibility of him as a guest, or ought he to
stay on the chance that even his humble services might be of some
use ? He decided ultimately that the last course was perhaps the
most customary and considerate course to take, in such a very
peculiar case of family distress as this was. Circumstances try the
metal a man is really made of. Mr. Godfrey, tried by circumstances, showed himself of weaker metal than I had thought him
to be. As for the women-servants—excepting Rosanna Spearman,
who kept by herself—they took to whispering together in corners,
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and staring at nothing suspiciously, as is the manner of that weaker
half of the human family, Avhen anything extraordinary happens in
a house. I myself acknowledge to have been fidgety and illtempered. The cursed Moonstone had turned us all upside down.
A little before eleven, Mr. Franklin came back. The resolute
side of him had, to all appearance, given way, in the interval since
his departure, under the stress that had been laid on it. He had
left us at a gallop ; he came back to us at a walk. When he went
away, he was made of iron. When he returned, he was stuffed with
cotton, as limp as limp could be.
" Well," says my lady, " are the police coming ?"
" Yes," says Mr. Franklin; " they said they Avould follow me in
a fly. Superintendent Seegrave, of your local police force, and two
of his men. A mere form ! The case is hopeless."
" What! have the Indians escaped, sir ?" I asked.
" The poor ill-used Indians have been most unjustly put in
prison," says Mr. Franklin. " They are as Innocent as the babe
unborn. My idea that one of them was hidden in the house, has
ended, like all the rest of my ideas, in smoke. It's been proved,"
says Mr. Frankhn, dwelling with great relish on his own incapacity,
" to be simply impossible."
After astonishing us by announcing this totally new turn in the
matter of the Moonstone, our young gentleman, at his aunt's request,
took a seat, and explained himself.
It appeared that the resolute side of him had held out as far as
Frizinghall. He had put the whole case plainly before the magistrate, and the magistrate had at once sent for the police. The first
inquiries instituted about the Indians showed that they had not so
much as attempted to leave the town. Further questions addressed
to the police, proved that all three had been seen returning to Frizinghall with their boy, on the previous night between ten and eleven—
which (regard being had to hours and distances) also proved that
they had walked straight back, after performing on our terrace.
Later still, at midnight, the police, having occasion to search the
common lodging-house where they lived, had seen them all three
again, and their little boy with them as usual. Soon after midnight
I myself had safely shut up the house. Plainer evidence than this,
in favour of the Indians, there could not well be. The magistrate
said there was not even a case of suspicion against them so far. But,
as it was just possible, when the police came to investigate the matter,
that discoveries affecting the jugglers might be made, he would contrive, by committing them as rogues and vagabonds, to keep them
at our disposal, under lock and key, for a Aveek. They had igno-
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rantly done something (I forget what) in the town, which barely
brought them within the operation of the law. Every human institution (Justice included) will stretch a little, if you only pull it the
right way. The worthy magistrate was an old friend of my lady's—
and the Indians were " committed " for a week, as soon as the court
opened that morning.
Such was Mr, Franklin's narrative of events at Frizinghall,
The Indian clue to the mystery of the lost jewel was now, to all
appearance, a clue that had broken in our hands. If the jugglers
were innocent, who, in the name of wonder, had taken the Moonstone
out of Miss Rachel's drawer ?
Ten minutes later, to our infinite relief. Superintendent Seegrave
arrived at the house. He reported passing Mr. Franklin on the
terrace, sitting In the sun (I suppose with the Italian side of him
uppermost) ; and warning the police, as they went by, that the
Investigation was hopeless, before the investigation had begun.
For a family in our situation, the Superintendent of the Frizinghall police was the most comforting officer you could wish to £3e,
Mr, Seegrave was tall and portly, and military in his manners. He
had a fine commanding voice, and a mighty resolute eye, and a grand
frock-coat which buttoned beautifully up to his leather stock. " I'm
the man you want!" was written all over his face; and he ordered
his two inferior policemen about with a severity which convinced us
all that there was no trifling with him.
He began by going round the premises, outside and in; the
result of that investigation proving to him that no thieves had broken
in upon us from outside, and that the robbery, consequently, must
have been committed by some person in the house, I leave you to
imagine the state the servants were In when this official announcement first reached their ears. The Superintendent decided to begin
by examining the boudoir; and, that done, to examine the servants
next. At the same time, he posted one of his men on the staircase
which led to the servants' bed-rooms, with instructions to let nobody
in the house pass him, till further orders.
At this latter proceeding, the weaker half of the human family
went distracted on the spot. They bounced out of their corners;
whisked up-stairs in a body to Miss Rachel's room (Rosanna Spearman
being carried away among them this time); burst in on Superintendent Seegrave; and all looking equally guilty, summoned him to
say which of them he suspected, at once,
Mr. Superintendent proved equal to the occasion—he looked at
them with his resolute eye, and he cowed them with his military
voice.
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"Now, then, you women, go down-stairs again, everyone of you,
I won't have you here. Look ! " says Mr. Superintendent, suddenly
pointing to a little smear of the decorative painting on Miss Rachel's
door—at the outer edge, just under the lock. " Look what mischief
the petticoats of some of you have done already. Clear out! clear
out! " Rosanna Spearman, Avho Avas nearest to him, and nearest to
the little smear on the door, set the example of obedience, and
slipped off instantly to her work. The rest followed her out. The
Superintendent finished his examination of the room; and, making
nothing of it, asked me Avho had first discovered the robbery. My
daughter had first discovered it. My daughter was sent for.
Mr. Superintendent proved to be a little too sharp with Penelope
at starting. " NOAV, young Avoman, attend to me—and mind you
speak the truth." Penelope fired up instantly. " I ' v e never been
taught to tell lies, Mr. Policeman!—and if father can stand there
and hear me accused of falsehood and thieving, and my own bed-room
shut against me, and my character taken away, AvhIch Is all a poor
girl has left, he's not the good father I take him for!" A timely
Avord from me put Justice and Penelope on a pleasanter footing
together. The questions and answers went swimmingly ; and ended
in nothing worth mentioning. My daughter had seen Miss Rachel
put the Diamond in the drawer of the cabinet, the last thing at
night. She had gone in with Miss Rachel's cup of tea, at eight the
next mornlngj and had found the drawer open and empty. Upon
that, she had alarmed the house—and there was an end of Penelope's
evidence.
Mr. Superintendent next asked to see -Miss Rachel herself
Penelope mentioned his request through the door. The answer
reached us by the same road :—" I have nothing to tell the policeman—I can't see anybody." Our experienced officer looked equally
surprised and offended when he heard that reply. I told him my
young lady was ill, and begged him to wait a little and see her later.
We thereupon Avent down-stairs again, and were met by Mr, Godfrey
and Mr. Franklin, crossing the hall.
The two gentlemen, being Inmates of the house, Avere summoned
to say if they could throw aiiy light on the matter. Neither of them
knew anything about it. Had they heard any suspicious noises
during the previous night ? They had heard nothing but the pattering
of the rain. Had I, lying awake longer than either of them, heard
nothing either ? Nothing ! Released from examination, Mr. Franklin
(still sticking to the helpless view of our difficulty) whispered to me,—
" That man will be of no earthly use to us. Superintendent Seegrave
is an ass," Released in his turn, Mr, Godfrey whispered to me,—•
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" Evidently a most competent person,
Betteredge, I have the
greatest faith in him ! " Many men, many opinions, as one of the
ancients said, before my time.
Mr, Superintendent's next proceeding took him back to the
" boudoir" again, with my daughter and me at his heels. His
object was to discover Avhether any of the furnitui'o had been moved,
during the night, out of its customary place—his previous investigation in the room having, apparently, not gone quite far enough to
satisfy his mind on this point.
While we were still poking about among the chairs and tables,
the door of the bed-room was suddenly opened. After having denied
herself to (Everybody, Miss Rachel, to our astonishment, walked into
the midst of us of her own accord. She took up her garden hat
from a chair, and then went straight to Penelope with this question :—
" Mr. Franklin Blake sent you with a message to me this
morning ? "
" Yes, miss."
" He wished to speak to me, didn't he ? "
" Y e s , miss."
" Where is he now? "
Hearing voices on the terrace below, I looked out of window, and
saw the two gentlemen walking up and down together. Answering
for my daughter, I said, " Mr. Franklin is on the terrace, miss,"
Without another word, without heeding Mr. Superintendent, who
tried to speak to her; pale as death, and wrapped up strangely in
her own thoughts, she left the room, and went down to her cousins
on the terrace.
It showed a want of due respect, it showed a breach of good
manners, on my part; but, for the life of me, I couldn't help looking
out of window when Miss Rachel met the gentlemen outside. She
went up to Mr, Franklin without appearing to notice Mr. Godfrey,
who thereupon drew back and left them by themselves. What she
said to Mr. Franklin appeared to be spoken vehemently. It lasted
but for a short time; and (judging by what I saw of his face from
the window) seemed to astonish him beyond all power of expression.
While they were still together, my lady appeared on the terrace.
Miss Rachel saw her—said a few last words to Mr, Franklin—and
suddenly went back into the house again, before her mother came up
Avith her. My lady, surprised herself, and noticing Mr, Franklin's
surprise, spoke to him. Mr. Godfrey joined them, and spoke also,
Mr. Franklin walked away a little, between the two, telling them what
had happened, I suppose; for they both stopped short, after taking
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a few steps, like persons struck with amazement. I had just seen as
much as this, when the door of the sitting-room was opened violently.
Miss Rachel walked swiftly through to her bedroom, wild and angry,
with fierce eyes and flaming cheeks. Mr. Superintendent once more
attempted to question her. She turned round on him at her bedroom door. " / have not sent for you ! " she cried out, vehemently.
" / don't Avant you. My Diamond Is lost. Neither you nor anybody
else will ever find it! " With those words she went in, and locked
the door in our faces. Penelope, standing nearest to it, heard her
burst out crying the moment she was alone again.
In a rage, one moment; in tears, the next! What did it mean ?
I told the Superintendent it meant that Miss Rachel's temper
was upset by the loss of her jewel. Being anxious for the honour of
the family, it distressed me to see my young lady forget herself—
even with a police-officer—and I made the best excuse I could,
accordingly. In my own private mind, I was more puzzled by Miss
Rachel's extraordinary language and conduct than words can tell.
Taking Avhat she had said at her bedroom door as a guide to guess
by, I could only conclude that she was mortally offended by our
sending for the police, and that Mr. Franklin's astonishment on the
terrace was caused by her having expressed herself to him (as the
person chiefly instrumental in fetching the police) to that effect. If
this guess was right, why—having lost her Diamond—should sh-e
object to the presence in the house of the very people whose business
it was to recover it for her ? And how. In Heaven's name, could
she know that the Moonstone would never be found again ?
As things stood, at present, no answer to those questions was to
be hoped for from anybody in the house. Mr. Franklin appeared to
think it a point of honour to forbear repeating to a servant—even
to so old a servant as I was—what Miss Rachel had said to him on
the terrace. Mr. Godfrey, who, as a gentleman and a relative, had
been probably admitted into Mr. Franklin's confidence, respected
that confidence as he was bound to do. My lady, who was also in
the secret no doubt, and who alone had access to Miss Rachel, OAvned
openly that she could make nothing of her. "You madden me when
you talk of the Diamond!" All her mother's influence failed to
extract from her a word more than that.
Here we were, then, at a dead-lock about Miss Rachel—and at a
dead-lock about the Moonstone. In the first case, my lady was
powerless io help us. In the second (as you shall presently judge),
Mr. Seegrave was fast approaching the condition of a superintendent
at his wits' end.
Having ferreted about all over the " boucloir," without making
6
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any discoveries among the furniture, our experienced officer applied
to me to know, whether the servants in general were or were not
acquainted with the place in which the Diamond had been put for the
night.
" I knew where it was put, sir," I said, " to begin with. Samuel,
the footman, knew also—^for he was present in the hall, when they
were talking about where the Diamond was to be kept that night. My
daughter knew, as she has already told you. She or Samuel may
have mentioned the thing to the other servants—or the other servants
may have heard the talk for themselves, through the side-door of the
hall, which might have been open to the back staircase. For all I
can tell, everybody in the house may have known Avhere the jewel
was, last night."
My answer presenting rather a wide field for Mr. Superintendent's
suspicions to range over, he tried to narrow it by asking about the
servants' characters next.
I thought directly of Rosanna Spearman. But it was neither my
place nor my wish to direct suspicion against a poor girl, Avhose
honesty had been above all doubt as long as I had knoAvn her. The
matron at the Reformatory had reported her to my lady as a sincerely
penitent and thoroughly trustworthy girl. It was the Superintendent's
business to discover reason for suspecting her first—and then, and
not till then, it would be my duty to tell him how she came into my
lady's service. "All our people have excellent characters," I said.
" And all have deserved the trust their mistress has placed in them."
After that, there was but one thing left for Mr. Seegrave to do—
namely, to set to work, and tackle the servants' characters himself
One after another, they were examined. One after another, they
proved to have nothing to say-—and said it (so far as the women
were concerned) at great length, and with a very angry sense of the
embargo laid on their bedrooms. The rest of them being sent back
to their places down-stairs, Penelope was then summoned, and
examined separately a second time.
My daughter's little outbreak of temper in the " boudoir," and
her readiness to think herself suspected, appeared to have produced
an unfavourable impression on Superintendent Seegrave. It seemed
also to dwell a little on his mind, that she had been the last person
who saw the Diamond at night. When the second questioning was
over, my girl came back to me in a frenzy. There Avas no doubt of
it any longer—the police-officer had almost as good as told her she
was the thief! I could scarcely believe him (taldng Mr. Franklin's
view) to be quite such an ass as that. But, though he said nothing,
the eye with which he looked at my daughter was not a very pleasant
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eye to see. I laughed It off with poor Penelope, as something too
ridiculous to be treated seriouslj'—which it certainly was. Secretly,
I am afraid I was foolish enough to be angry too. It was a little
trying—it was, indeed. My girl sat down in a corner, AvIth her
apron over her head, quite broken-hearted. Foolish of her, you
Avill say: she might have waited till he openly accused her. Well,
being a man of just and equal temper, I admit that. Still Mr.
Superintendent might have remembered—never mind what he might
have remembered. The devil take him !
The next and last step in the Investigation brought matters, as
they say, to a crisis. The officer had an interview (at which I was
present) with my lady. After informing her that the Diamond must
have been taken by somebody in the house, he requested permission
for himself and his men to search the servants' rooms and boxes on
the spot. My good mistress, like the generous high-bred Avoman she
Avas, refused to let us be treated like thieves. " I will never consent
to make such a return as that," she said, "for all I OAve to the
faithful servants who are employed in my house."
Mr. Superintendent made his bow, AvIth a look In my direction,
which said plainly, " Why employ me, if you are to tie my hands in
this way ? " As head of the servants, I felt directly that Ave were
bound. In justice to all parties, not to profit by our mistress's generosity. " We gratefully thank your ladyship," I said; " but Ave
ask permission to do Avhat is right in this matter, by giving up our
keys. When Gabriel Betteredge sets the example," says I, stopping
Superintendent Seegrave at the door, " t h e rest of the servants will
follow, I promise you. There are my keys, to begin with ! " My
lady took me-by the hand, and thanked me with the tears in her
eyes. Lord ! what would I not have given, at that moment, for the
privilege of knocking Superintendent Seegrave down !
As I had promised for them, the other servants followed my lead,
sorely against the grain, of course, but all taking the view that I
took. The women Avere a sight to see, while the police-officers Avere
rummaging among their things. The cook looked as if she could
grill Mr. Superintendent alive on a furnace, and the other Avomen
looked as if they could eat him when he was done.
The search over, and no Diamond cr sign of a Diamond being
found, of course, anywhere. Superintendent Seegrave retired to my
little room to consider with himself what he was to do next. He and
his men had now been hours In the house, and had not advanced us
pne inch towards a dlscoveiy of how the Moonstone had been taken,
-or of whom Ave Avere to suspect as the thief.
While the police-officer was still pondering in solitude, I was
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sent for to see Mr. Franklin iu the library. To my unutterable
astonishment, just as my hand was on the door, it was suddenly
opened from the inside, and out walked Rosanna Spearman!
After the library had been swept and cleaned in the morning,
neither first nor second housemaid had any business in that room at
any later period of the day. I stopped Rosanna Spearman, and
charged her with a breach of domestic discipline on the spot.
" What might you want in the library at this time of d a y ? "
I inquired.
" M r . Franklin Blake dropped one of his rings up-stairs," says
Rosanna; " a n d I have been into the library to give it to him."
The girl's face was all in a flush as she made me that answer; and
she walked away with a toss of her head and a look of self-importance
Avhich I was quite at a loss to account for. The proceedings in the
house had doubtless upset all the women-servants more or less; but
none of them had gone clean out of their natural characters, as
Rosanna, to all appearance, had now gone out of hers.
I found Mr. Franklin writing at the library-table. He asked for
a conveyance to the railway station the moment I entered the room.
The first sound of his voice informed me that we now had the resolute
side of him uppermost once more. The man made of cotton had
disappeared ; and the man made of Iron sat before me again.
" Going to London, sir ? " I asked.
" Going to telegraph to London," says Mr. Franklin. " I have
convinced my aunt that we must have a cleverer head than Superintendent Seegrave's to help us ; and I have got her permission to
despatch a telegram to my father. He knows the Chief Commissioner of Police, and the Commissioner can lay his hand on the right
man to solve the mystery of the Diamond, Talking of mysteries,
by-the-bye," says Mr. Franklin, dropping his voice, " I have another
Avord to say to you before you go to the stables. Don't breathe a
Avord of it to anybody as yet; but either Rosanna Spearman's head
is not quite right, or I am afraid she knows more about the Moonstone than she ought to knoAV."
I can hardly tell whether I was more startled or distressed at
hearing him say that. If I had been younger, I might have confessed as much to Mr. Franklin. But when you are old, you acquire
one excellent habit. In cases where you don't see your way clearly,
you hold your tongue,
" She came in here with a ring I dropped in my bedroom," Mr.
Franklin went on. " When I had thanked her, of course I expected
her to go. Instead of that, she stood opposite to me at the table
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looking at me in the oddest manner—half frightened, and half
familiar—I couldn't make it out. ' This is a strange thing about
the Diamond, sir,' she said, in a curiously sudden, headlong way. I
said, ' Yes, it was,' and Avondered Avhat Avas coming next. Upon my
honour, Betteredge, I think she must be Avrong in the head! She
said, ' They will never find the Diamond, sir, will they ? No ! nor
the person who took it—I'll answer for that.' She actually nodded
and smiled at me ! Before I could ask her what she meant, we
heard your step outside. I suppose she was afraid of your catching
her here. At any rate, she changed colour, and left the room.
What on earth does It mean ? "
I could not bring myself to tell him the girl's story, even then.
It would have been almost as good as telling him that she Avas the
thief Besides, even if I had made a clean breast of it, and even
supposing she was the thief, the reason Avliy she should let out her
secret to Mr. Franklin, of all the people in the world, Avould haAe
been still as far to seek as ever.
" I can't bear the Idea of getting the poor girl into a scrape,
merely because she has a flighty Avay with her, and talks very
strangely," Mr. Franklin Avent on. " And yet if she had said to the
Superintendent what she said to me, fool as he Is, I'm afraid
"
He stopped there, and left the rest unspoken.
" The best Avay, sir," I said, " will be for me to say two Avords
privately to my mistress about It at the first opportunity. My lady
has a very friendly interest in Rosanna; and the girl may only have
been forAvard and foolish, after all. When there's a mess of any
kind in a house, sir, the AA'omen-servants like to look at the gloomy
side—it gives the poor Avretches a kind of importance in their own
eyes. If there's anybody ill, trust the women for prophesying that
the person will die. If it's a jewel lost, trust them for prophesying
that itAvIll never be found again."
This view (Avhich, I am bound to say, I thought a probable view
myself, on reflection) seemed to relieve Mr. Franklin mightily: he
folded up his telegram, and dismissed the subject. On my Avay to
the stables, to order the pony-chaise, I looked in at the servants'
hall, where they were at dinner. Rosanna Spearman was not among
them. On inquiry, I found that she had been suddenly taken ill,
and had gone up-stairs to her OAvn room to lie down.
'' Curious! She looked well enough when I saw her last,'' I remarked.
Penelope followed me out. "Don't talk in that way before the
rest of them, father," she said. "You only make them harder on
Rosanna than ever. The poor thing is breaking her heart about
Mr, Franklin Blake."
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Here was another view of the girl's conduct. If it Avas possible
for Penelope to be right, the explanation of Rosanna's strange language and behaviour might have been all In this—that she didn't
care what she said, so long as she could surprise Mr. Franklin into
speaking to her. Granting that to be the right reading of the riddle.
It accounted, perhaps, for her flighty self-conceited manner Avhen she
passed me in the hall. Though he had only said three words, still
she had carried her point, and Mr. Franklin had spoken to her.
I saw the pony harnessed myself. In the infernal netAvork of
mysteries and uncertainties that now surrounded us, I declare it was
a relief to observe how well the buckles and straps understood each
other! When you had seen the pony backed into the shafts of the
chaise, you had seen something there was no doubt about. And
that, let me tell you, was becoming a treat of the rarest kind in our
household.
Going round Avith the chaise to the front door, I found not only
Mr, Franklin, but Mr. Godfrey and Superintendent Seegrave also
AvaitIng for me on the steps.
Mr. Superintendent's reflections (after failing to find the Diamond
in the servants' rooms or boxes) had led him, it appeared, to an
entirely new conclusion. Still sticking to his first text, namely, that
somebody in the house had stolen the jewel, our experienced officer
Avas now of opinion that the thief (he Avas wise enough not to name
poor Penelope, whatever he might privately think of her!) had been
acting in concert AvIth the Indians; and he accordingly proposed
shifting his inquiries to the jugglers in the prison at Frizinghall.
Hearing of this new move, Mr. Franklin had volunteered to take the
Superintendent back to the toAvn, from which he could telegraph to
London as easily as from our station. Mr. Godfrey, still devoutly
believing in Mr. Seegrave, and greatly interested In witnessing the
examination of the Indians, had begged leave to accompany the
officer to Frizinghall. One of the two inferior policemen was to be
left at the house, in case anything happened. The other Avas to go
back with the Superintendent to the toAvn. So the four places in the
pony-chaise were just filled.
Before he took the reins to drive off, Mr. Franklin walked me
away a few steps out of hearing of the others.
" I will wait to telegraph to London," he said, "till I see what
comes of our examination of the Indians. My own conviction is,
that this muddle-headed local police-officer is as much in the dark as
ever, and is simply trying to gain time. The idea of any of the
servants being in league with the Indians is a preposterous absurdity,
in my opinion. Keep about the house, Betteredge, till I come back.
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and try what you can make of Rosanna Spearman. I don't ask you
to do anything degrading to your own self-respect, or anything cruel
towards the girl. I only ask you to exercise your observation more
carefully than usual. We will make as light of it as we can before my
aunt—but this is a mote important matter than you may suppose."
" It's a matter of tAventy thousand pounds, sir," I said, thinking
of the value of the Diamond.
" It's a matter of quieting Rachel's mind," ansAvered Mr. Franklin
gravely. " I am veiy uneasy about her."
He left me suddenly, as If he desired to cut short any further
talk between us. I thought I understood why. Further talk might
have let me into the secret of what Miss Rachel had said to him on
the terrace.
So they drove away to Frizinghall. I was ready enough, in the
girl's own Interest, to have a little talk with Rosanna in private.
But the needful opportunity failed to present itself
She only came
doAvn-stairs again at tea-time. When she did appear, she was flighty
and excited, had what they call an hysterical attack, took a dose of
sal-volatile by my lady's order, and Avas sent back to her bed.
The day wore on to its end drearily and miserably enough, I can
tell you. Miss Rachel still kept her room, declaring that she was
too ill to come down to dinner that day. My lady was in such low
spirits about her daughter, that I could not bring myself to make
her additionally anxious, by reporting what Rosanna Spearman had
said to Mr, Franklin, Penelope persisted in believing that she was
to be forthwith tried, sentenced, and transported for theft. The
other women took to their Bibles and hymn-books, and looked as
sour as veijuice over their reading—a result, which I have observed,
in my sphere of life, to follow generally on the performance of acts
of piety at unaccustomed periods of the day. As for me, I hadn't
even heart enough to open my Robinson Crusoe. I went out into
the yard, and, being hard up for a little cheerful society, set my
chair by the kennels, and talked to the dogs.
Half an hour before dinner-time, the two gentlemen came back
from Frizinghall, having arranged with Superintendent Seegravf
that he was to return to us the next day. They had called on Mr.
Murthwaite, the Indian traveller, at his present residence, near the
toAvn. At Mr. Franklin's request, he had kindly given them the
benefit of his knowledge of the language, in dealing with those
two, out of the three Indians, who knew nothing of EngHsh. The
examination, conducted carefully, and at great length, had ended in
nothing; not the shadow of a reason being discovered for suspecting
the jugglers of having tampered with any of our servants. On reaching
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that conclusion, Mr. Franklin had sent his telegraphic message to
London, and there the matter now rested till to-morrow came.
So much for the history of the day that followed the birthday.
Not a glimmer of light had broken in on us, so far. A day or two
after, however, the darkness lifted a little. How, and with what
result, you shall presently see.

CHAPTER X I I .
T H E Thursday night passed, and nothing happened. With the
Friday morning came two pieces of news.
Item the first: the baker's man declared he had met Rosanna
Spearman, on the previous afternoon, with a thick veil on, walking
towards Frizinghall by the footpath Avay over the moor. It seemed
strange that anybody should be mistaken about Rosanna, whoso
shoulder marked her out pretty plainly, poor thing—^but mistaken
the man must have been; for Rosanna, as you know, had been all
the Thursday afternoon ill up-stairs in her room.
Item the second came through the postman. Worthy Mr. Candy
had said one more of his many unlucky things, when he drove off in
the rain on the birthday night, and told me that a doctor's skin was
waterproof. In spite of his skin, the wet had got through him. He
had caught a chill that night, and was now down with a fever. The
last accounts, brought by the postman, represented him to be lightheaded—talking nonsense as glibly, poor man, in his delirium as he
often talked it in his sober senses. We were all sorry for the little
doctor ; but Mr. Franklin appeared to regret his illness, chiefly on
Miss Rachel's account. From what he said to my lady, while I was
in the room at breakfast-time, he appeared to think that Miss
Rachel—if the suspense about the Moonstone was not soon set at
rest—might stand in urgent need of the best medical advice at our
disposal.
Breakfast had not been over long, when a telegram from Mr.
Blake, the elder, arrived, in answer to his son. It informed us that
he had laid hands (by help of his friend, the Commissioner) on the
right man to help us. The name of him was Sergeant Cuff; and
the arrival of him from London might be expected by the morning
train.
At reading the name of the new police-officer, Mr. Franklin gave
a start. It seems that he had heard some curious anecdotes about
Sergeant Cuff, from his father's lawyer, during his stay in London,
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" I begin to hope we are seeing the end of our anxieties already,"
he said. " I f half the stories I have heard are true, when it comes
to unravelling a mystery, there isn't the equal in England of
Sergeant Cuff!"
We all got excited and impatient as the time drew near for the
appearance of this renowned and capable character. Superintendent
Seegrave, returning to us at his appointed time, and hearing that the
Sergeant was expected, instantly shut himself up in a room, with
pen, ink, and paper, to make notes of the Report AvhIch would be
certainly expected from him. I should have liked to have gone to
the station myself, to fetch the Sergeant. But my lady's carriage
and horses were not to be thought of, even for the celebrated Cuff;
and the pony-chaise was required later for Mr, Godfrey, He deeply
regretted being obliged to leave his aunt at such an anxious time;
and he kindly put off the hour of his departure till as late as the
last train, for the purpose of hearing what the clever London policeofficer thought of the case. But on Friday night he must be in
town, having a Ladies' Charity, in difficulties, waiting to consult
him on Saturday morning.
When the time came for the Sergeant's arrival, I went down to
the gate to look out for him.
A fly from the railway drove up as I reached the lodge; and out
got a grizzled, elderly man, so miserably lean that he looked as if
he had not got an ounce of flesh on his bones in any part of him.
He was dressed all in decent black, with a white cravat round his
neck. His face was as sharp as a hatchet, and the skin of it was as
yellow and dry and withered as an autumn leaf. His eyes, of a
steely light grey, had a very disconcerting trick, when they encountered your eyes, of looking as if they expected something more
from you than you Avere aware of yourself. His walk was soft; his
voice was melancholy; his long lanky fingers were hooked like claws.
He might have been a parson, or an undertaker—or anything else
you like, except what he really was. A more complete opposite to
Superintendent Seegrave than Sergeant Cuff, and a less comforting
officer to look at, for a family in distress, I defy you to discover,
search where you may.
" Is this Lady Verinder's ?" he asked.
" Yes, sir."
" I am Sergeant Cuff."
" This way, sir, if you please."
On our road to the house, I mentioned my name and position in
the family, to satisfy him that he might speak to me about the
business on which my lady was to employ him. Not a word did he
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say about the business, however, for all that. He admired the
grounds, and remarked that he felt the sea air very brisk and
refreshing. I privately wondered, on my side, how the celebrated
Cuff had got his reputation. We reached the house, in the temper
of two strange dogs, coupled up together for the first time in their
lives by the same chain.
Asking for my lady, and hearing that she was in one of the conservatories, we went round to the gardens at the back, and sent a
servant to seek her. While we were waiting. Sergeant Cuff looked
through the evergreen arch on our left, spied out our rosery, and
walked straight in, with the first appearance of anything Hke interest
that he had shown yet. To the gardener's astonishment, and to my
disgust, this celebrated policeman proved to be quite a mine of
learning on the trumpery subject of rose-gardens.
" A h , you've got the right exposure here to the south and sou'west," says the Sergeant, with a wag of his grizzled head, and a
streak of pleasure in his melancholy voice, " This is the shape for
a rosery—nothing like a circle set in a square. Yes, yes; with
walks between all the beds. But they oughtn't to be gravel walks
like these. Grass, Mr. Gardener—grass walks between your roses ;
gravel's too hard for them. That's a sweet pretty bed of white roses
and blush roses. They always mix well together, don't they ?
Here's the white musk rose, Mr. Betteredge—our old English rose
holding up its head along with the best and the newest of them.
Pretty dear !" says the Sergeant, fondling the Musk Rose with his
lanky fingers, and speaking to it as if he was speaking to a child.
This was a nice sort of man to recover Miss Rachel's Diamond,
and to find out the thief Avho stole i t !
" You seem to be fond of roses, Sergeant ? " I remarked.
" I haven't much time to be fond of anything," says Sergeant
Cuff, " B u t when I have a moment's fondness to bestow, most times,
Mr. Betteredge, the roses get it. I began my life among them in my
father's nursery garden, and I shall end my life among them, if I
can. Yes. One of these days (please God) I shall retire from
catching thieves, and try my hand at growing roses. There will be
grass walks, Mr. Gardener, between my beds," says the Sergeant,
on whose mind the gravel paths of our rosery seemed to dwell
unpleasantly.
" It seems an odd taste, sir," I ventured to say, " for a man in
your line of life."
" If you will look about you (which most people won't do)," says
Sergeant Cuff, "you will see that the nature of a man's tastes is,
most times, as opposite as possible to the nature of a man's business.
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Show me any two things more opposite one from the other than a
rose and a thief; and I'll correct my tastes accordingly—if it is'ut
too late at my time of life. You find the damask rose a goodish
stock for most of the tender sorts, don't you, Mr. Gardener ? Ah!
I thought so. Here's a lady coming. Is it Lady Verinder ? "
He had seen her before either I or the gardener had seen her—•
though we knew which Avay to look, and he didn't. I began to think
him rather a quicker man than he appeared to be at first sight.
The Sergeant's appearance, or the Sergeant's errand—one or
both—seemed to cause my lady some little embarrassment. She
Avas, for the first time In all my experience of her, at a loss what to
say at an intervicAV Avith a stranger. Sergeant Cuff put her at ease
directly. He asked If any other person had been employed about
the robbery before Ave sent for him ; and hearing that another person
had been called in, and Avas now in the house, begged leave to speak
to him before anything else was done.
My lady led the way back. Before he folloAved her, the Sergeant
relieved his mind on the subject of the gravel walks by a parting
Avord to the gardener. " Get her ladyship to try grass," he said,
Avith a sour look at the paths. " No gravel! no gravel!"
Why Superintendent Seegrave should have appeared to be several
sizes smaller than life, on being presented to Sergeant Cuff, I can't
undertake to explain, I can only state the fact. They retired together ; and remained a Aveary long time shut up from all mortal
intrusion. When they came out, Mr. Superintendent was excited,
and Mr. Sergeant Avas yawning.
" The Sergeant wishes to see Miss Verinder's sitting-room,"
says Mr. Seegrave, addressing me Avith great pomp and eagerness.
" The Sergeant may have some questions to ask. Attend the Sergeant, if you please ! "
While I was being ordered about in this Avay, I looked at the
great Cuff. The great Cuff, on his side, looked at Superintendent
Seegrave in that quietly expecting way which I have already noticed.
I can't affirm that he was on the watch for his brother officer's
speedy appearance in the character of an Ass—I can only say that
I stiongly suspected it.
I led the way up-stairs. The Sergeant went softly all over the
Indian cabinet and all round the " b o u d o i r ; " asking questions
(occasionally only of Mr. Superintendent, and continually of me),
the drift of which I believe to have been equally unintelligible to
both of us. In due time, his course brought him to the door, and
put him face to face with the decorative painting that you know of.
He laid one lean inquiring finger on the small smear, just under the
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lock, which Superintendent Seegrave had already noticed, when he
reproved the women-servants for all crowding together into the
room.
" That's a pity," says Sergeant Cuff. " How did it happen ? "
He put the question to me. I answered that the women-servants
had crowded into the room on the previous morning, and that some
of their petticoats had done the mischief. " Superintendent Seegrave ordered them out, sir," I added, " before they did anymore
harm."
" R i g h t ! " says Mr. Superintendent in his military way. " I
ordered them out. The petticoats did it. Sergeant—the petticoats
did it."
" D i d you notice which petticoat did it ? " asked Sergeant Cuff,
still addressing himself, not to his brother-officer, but to me.
" No, sir."
He turned to Superintendent Seegrave upon that, and said, " You
noticed, I suppose ? "
Mr. Superintendent looked a little taken aback; but he made
the best of it. " I can't charge my memory. Sergeant," he said, " a
mere trifle—a mere trifle."
Sergeant Cuff looked at Mr. Seegrave as he had looked at the
gravel walks in the rosery, and gave us, in his melancholy way, the
first taste of his quality which we had had yet.
" I made a private inquiry last Aveek, Mr. Superintendent," he
said. " At one end of the inquiry there was a murder, and at the
other end there was a spot of ink on a tablecloth that nobody could
account for. In all my experience along the dirtiest ways of this
dirty little world, I have never met AvIth such a thing as a trifle yet.
Before we go a step further in this business we must see the petticoat
that made the smear, and we must know for certain when that paint
Avas wet."
Mr. Superintendent—taking his set-down rather sulkily—asked
if he should summon the women. Sergeant Cuff, after considering
a minute, sighed, and shook his head.
" No," he said, " we'll take the matter of the paint first. It's a
question of Yes or No with the paint—which is short. It's a question of petticoats with the women—which is long. What o'clock
was it when the servants Avere In this room yesterday morning ?
Eleven o'clock—eh ? Is there anybody in the house Avho knoAVS
whether that paint was wet or dry, at eleven yesterday morning ? "
" Her ladyship's nephew, Mr. Franklin Blake, knows," I said.
" Is the gentleman in the house ? "
Mr. Franklin was as close at hand as could be—waiting for hia
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first chance of being introduced to the great Cuff. In half a minute
he was in the room, and was giving his evidence as follows :
" T h a t door. Sergeant," he said, " h a s been painted by Miss
Verinder, under my inspection, with my help, and in a vehicle of
my own composition. The vehicle dries whatever colours may be
used with it, in twelve hours."
" D o you remember when the smeared bit was done, s i r ? "
asked the Sergeant.
" Perfectly," answered Mr. Franklin.
" That was the last
morsel of the door to be finished. We wanted to get it done, on
Wednesday last—and I myself completed it by three in the afternoon, or soon after."
" To-day Is Friday," said Sergeant Cuff, addressing himself to
Superintendent Seegrave. " Let us reckon back, sir. At three on
the Wednesday afternoon, that bit of the painting Avas completed.
The vehicle dried it In twelve hours—that Is to say, dried it by three
o'clock on Thursday morning. At eleven on Thursday morning you
held your inquiry here. Take three from eleven, and eight remains.
That paint had been eight hours dry, Mr. Superintendent, when you
supposed that the Avomen-servants' petticoats smeared it."
First knock-doAvn bloAV for Mr. Seegrave! If he had not suspected poor Penelope, I should have pitied him.
Having settled the question of the paint. Sergeant Cuff, from
that moment, gave his brother officer up as a bad job—and addressed
himself to Mr. Franklin, as the more promising assistant of the two.
" It's quite on the cards, sir," he said, " that you have put tho
clue into our hands."
As the words passed his lips, the bedroom door opened, and
Miss Rachel came out among us suddenly.
She addressed herself to the Sergeant, without appearing to notice
(or to heed) that he Avas a perfect stranger to her.
"Did you say," she asked, pointing to Mr. Franklin, " t h a t he
had put the clue Into your hands ? "
("This is Miss Verinder," I Avliispered, behind the Sergeant.)
" That gentleman, miss," says the Sergeant—with his steelygrey eyes carefully studying my young lady's face—" has possibly
put the clue into our hands."
She turned for one moment, and tried to look at Mr. Franklin.
I say, tried, for she suddenly looked away again before their eyes
met. There seemed to be some strange disturbance in her mind.
She coloured up, and then she turned pale again. With the paleness,
there came a new look into her face—a look which it startled me

to see.
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" Having answered your question, miss," says the Sergeant, " I
beg leave to make an inquiry in my turn. There is a smear on the
painting of your door, here. Do you happen to know when it was
done? or who did it? "
Instead of making any reply. Miss Rachel went on Avith her
questions, as if he had not spoken, or as if she had not heard him.
" Are you another police officer ? " she asked.
" I am Sergeant Cuff, miss, of the Detective Police."
" Do you think a young lady's advice worth having ? "
" I shall be glad to hear it, miss."
" D o your duty by yourself—and don't allow Mr. Franklin Blake
to help you ! "
She said those words so spitefully, so savagely, AvIth such an
extraordinary outbreak of ill-will towards Mr. Franklin, In her voice
and iu her look, that—though I had knoAA'n her from a baby, though
I loved and honoured her next to my lady herself—I was ashamed
of Miss Rachel for the first time In my life.
Sergeant Cuff's immovable eyes never stirred from off her face.
" T h a n k you, miss," he said. " D o you happen to knoAV anything
about the smear ? Might you have done It by accident yourself ? "
" I know nothing about the smear."
With that answer, she turned aAvay, and shut herself up again in
her bedroom. This time, I heard her—as Penelope had heard her
before—burst out crying as soon as she Avas alone again,
I couldn't bring myself to look at the Sergeant—I looked at Mr.
Franklin, who stood nearest to me. He seemed to be even more
sorely distressed at what had passed than I was.
" I told you I was uneasy about her," he said. " A n d noAV
you see why."
" Miss Verinder appears to be a little out of temper about the
loss of her Diamond," remarked the Sergeant. " I t ' s a valuable
jewel. Natural enough ! natural enough ! "
Here was the excuse that I had made for her (Avhen she forgot
herself before Superintendent Seegrave, on the previous day) being
made for her over again, by a man Avho couldn't have had my interest
in making it—for he was a perfect stranger ! A kind of cold shudder
ran through me, which I couldn't account for at the time. I know,
noAV, that I must have got my first suspicion, at that moment, of a
new light (and a horrid light) having suddenly fallen on the case, in
the mind of Sergeant Cuff—purely and entirely in consequence of
what he had seen in Miss Rachel, and heard from Miss Rachel, at
that first interview between them.
" A young lady's tongue is a privileged member, sir," says the
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Sergeant to Mr. Franklin. " Let us forget what has passed, and go
straight on with this business. Thanks to you, we know when the
paint was dry. The next thing to discover is when the paint was
last seen without that smear. You have got a head on your
shoulders—and you understand what I mean."
Mr. Franklin composed himself, and came back with an effort
from Miss Rachel to the matter in hand.
" I think I do understand," he said, " The more we narrow the
question of time, the more we also narrow the field of inquiry."
" That's it, sir," said the Sergeant. " Did you notice your work
here, on the Wednesday afternoon, after you had done it ? "
Mr. Franklin shook his head, and answered, " I can't say I did."
" D i d you ? " inquired Sergeant Cuff, turning to me.
" I can't say I did either, sir."
" Who was the last person in the room, the last thing on Wednesday night ? "
" Miss Rachel, I suppose, sir."
Mr. Franklin struck in there, " Or possibly your daughter,
Betteredge." He turned to Sergeant Cuff, and explained that my
daughter was Miss Verinder's maid.
" M r . Betteredge, ask your daughter to step up. S t o p ! " says
the Sergeant, taking me away to the window, out of earshot.
"Your Superintendent here," he went on, In a whisper, " has made
a pretty full report to me of the manner in which he has managed
this case. Among other things, he has, by his own confession, set
the servants' backs up. It's very important to smooth them down
again. Tell your daughter, and tell the rest of them, these two
things, with my compliments : First, that I have no evidence before
me, yet, that the Diamond has been stolen; I only know that the
Diamond has been lost. Second, that 77iy business here with the
servants is simply to ask them to lay their heads together and help
me to find it."
My experience of the Avomen-servants, Avhen Superintendent
Seegrave laid his embargo on their rooms, came in handy here.
" May I make so bold. Sergeant, as to tell the women a third
thing ? " I asked. " Are they free (Avith your comiffiments) to fidget
up and downstairs, and whisk in and out of their bedrooms, if the fit
takes t h e m ? "
"Perfectly free," says the Sergeant.
" That will smooth them down, sir," I remarked, " from the cook
to the scullion."
" Go, and do it at once, Mr. Betteredge."
I did it in less than five minutes. There was only one difficulty
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Avhen I came to the bit about the bedrooms. It took a pretty stiff
exertion of my authority, as chief, to prevent the whole of the female
household from following me and Penelope up-stairs, in the character of
volunteer witnesses in a burning fever of anxiety to help Sergeant Cuff.
The Sergeant seemed to approve of Penelope. He became a
trifle less dreary; and he looked much as he had looked when he
noticed the white musk rose in the flower-garden. Here is my
daughter's evidence, as drawn off from her by the Sergeant. She
gave it, I think, very prettily—but, there ! she is my child all over:
nothing of her mother in her; Lord bless you, nothing of her
mother in her!
Penelope examined : Took a lively interest in the painting on the
door, having helped to mix the colours. Noticed the bit of work
under the lock, because it was the last bit done. Had seen it, some
hours afterwards, without a smear. Had left it, as late as twelve at
night, without a smear. Had, at that hour, wished her young lady
good night in the bedroom; had heard the clock strike in the
" boudoir;" had her hand at the time on the handle of the painted
door; knew the paint was wet (having helped to mix the colours, as
aforesaid); took particular pains not to touch i t ; could swear that
she held up the skirts of her dress, and that there was no smear on
the paint then; could not swear that her dress mightn't have
touched it accidentally In going out; remembered the dress she had
on, because it was new, a present from Miss Rachel; her father
remembered, and could speak to it, too; could, and would, and did
fetch i t ; dress recognised by her father as the dress she wore that
night; skirts examined, a long job from the size of them; not the
ghost of a paint-stain discovered anywhere. End of Penelope's
evidence—and very pretty and convincing, too. Signed, Gabriel
Betteredge.
The Sergeant's next proceeding was to question me about any
large dogs in the house who might have got into the room, and done
the mischief with a whisk of their tails. Hearing that this was impossible, he next sent for a magnifying-glass, and tried how the
smear looked, seen that way. No skin-mark (as of a human hand)
printed off on the paint. All the signs visible—signs which told that
the paint had been smeared by some loose article of somebody's dress
touching it in going by. That somebody (putting together Penelope's
evidence and Mr. Franklin's evidence) must have been in the room,
and done the mischief, between midnight and three o'clock on the
Thursday morning.
Having brought his investigation to this point, Sergeant Cuff
discovered that such a person as Superintendent Seegrave was still
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left in the room, upon which he summed up the proceedings for his
brother-officer's benefit, as follows :
" This trifle of yours, Mr. Superintendent," says the Sergeant,
pointing to the place on the door, " has grown a little in importance
since you noticed it last. At the present stage of the inquiry there
are, as I take it, three discoveries to make, starting from that smear.
Find out (first) whether there Is any article of dress in this house
with the smear of the paint on it. Find out (second) who that dress
belongs to. Find out (third) hoAv the person can account for having
been iu this room, and smeared the paint, betAveen midnight and
three In the morning. If the person can't satisfy you, you haven't
far to look for the hand that has got the Diamond. I'll Avork this
by myself, if you please, and detain you no longer from your regular
business in the town. You have got one of your men here, I see.
Leave him here at my disposal, iu case I Avant him—and allow me
to wish you good morning."
Superintendent Seegrave's respect for the Sergeant Avas great;
but his respect for himself Avas greater still. Hit hard by the celebrated Cufl", he hit back smartly, to the best of his ability, on leaving
the room.
" I have abstained from expressing any opinion, so far," says
Mr. Superintendent, with his military voice still in good working
order. " I have now only one remark to offer, on leaving this case
in your hands. There is such a thing. Sergeant, as making a
mountain out of a molehill. Good morning."
" There is also such a thing as making nothing out of a molehill,
in consequence of your head being too high to see it." Having returned his brother-officer's compliments in those terms. Sergeant
Cuff Avheeled about, and walked away to the wIndoAV by himself.
Mr. Franklin and I waited to see what was coming next. The
Sergeant stood at the window with his hands in his pockets, looking
out, and whistling the tune of " The Last Rose of Summer " softly to
himself Later in the proceedings, I discovered that he only forgot
his manners so far as to whistle, when his mind was hard at work,
seeing its way inch by Inch to its own private ends, on which occasions " The Last Rose of Summer " evidently helped and encouraged
him. I suppose it fitted in somehow with his character. It reminded him, you see, of his favourite roses, and, as he Avhistled it, it
was the most melancholy tune going.
Turning from the windoAv, after a minute or two, the Sergeant
walked into the middle of the room, and stopped there, deep in
thought, with his eyes on Miss Rachel's bed-room door. After a
little he roused himself, nodded his head, as much as to say, " That
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will do! " and, addressing me, asked for ten minutes' conversation
AvIth my mistress, at her ladyship's earliest convenience.
Leaving the room Avith this message, I heard Mr. Franklin ask
the Sergeant a question, and stopped to hear the answer also at the
threshold of the door.
" Can you guess yet," inquired Mr. Franklin, " who has stolen
the Diamond?"
" Nobody has stolen the Diamond,'" answered Sergeant Cuff,
We both started at that extraordinary view of the case, and both
earnestly begged him to tell us what he meant.
" Wait a little," said the Sergeant. " The pieces of the puzzle
are not all put together yet."

CHAPTER XIII.
I FOUND my lady in her own sitting-room. She started and looked
annoyed when I mentioned that Sergeant Cuff wished to speak to her.
"Must I see h i m ? " she asked. " C a n ' t you represent me,
Gabriel?"
I felt at a loss to understand this, and shoAved it plainly, I
suppose, in my face. My lady Avas so good as to explain herself
" I am afraid my nerves are a little shaken," she said, " There
is something in that police-officer from London which I recoil from—
I don't know Avhy. I have a presentiment that he is bringing trouble
and misery Avith him into the house. Very foolish, and very unlike
me—but so it is."
I hardly knew what to say to this. The more I saw of Sergeant
Cuff, the better I liked him. My lady rallied a little after having
opened her heart to me—being, naturally, a woman of a high courage,
as I have already told you,
" If I must see him, I must," she said. " But I can't prevail on
myself to see him alone. Bring him In, Gabriel, and stay here as
long as he stays."
This was the first attack of the megrims that I remembered in
my mistress since the time when she was a young girl. I went back
to the " boudoir." Mr. Franklin strolled out Into the garden, and
joined Mr. Godfrey, whose time for departure Avas now draAving near.
Sergeant Cuff and I Avent straight to my mistress's room.
I declare my lady turned a shade paler at the sight of him ! She
commanded herself, however. In other respects, and asked the
Sergeant if he had any objection to my being present. She was so
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good as to add, that I was her trusted adviser, as well as her old
servant, and that In anything Avhich related to the household I v/as
the person whom It might be most profitable to consult. The Sergeant
politely answered that he would take my presence as a favour, having
something to say about the servants in general, and having found my
experience In that quarter already of some use to him. My lady
pointed to tAvo chairs, and we set in for our conference immediately.
" I have already formed an opinion on this case," says Sergeant
Cuff, " which I beg your ladyship's permission to keep to myself for
the present. My business now is to mention Avhat I have discovered
up-stairs in Miss Verinder's sitting-room, and what I have decided
(with your ladyship's leave) on doing next."
He then Avent into the matter of the smear on the paint, and
stated the conclusions he droAV from it—^just as he had stated them
(only with greater respect of language) to Superintendent Seegrave.
" One thing," he said, in conclusion, " i s certain. The Diamond is
missing out of the drawer in the cabinet. Another thing is next to
certain. The marks from the smear on the door must be on some
article of dress belonging to somebody in this house. We must
discover that article of dress before we go a step further,"
"And that discovery," remarked my mistress, "implies, I
presume, the discovery of the thief? "
" I beg your ladyship's pardon—I don't say the Diamond is
stolen, I only say, at present, that the Diamond is missing. The
discovery of the stained dress may lead the way to finding it,"
Her ladyship looked at me. " D o you understand t h i s ? " she
said,
" Sergeant Cuff understands it, my lady," I answered.
" How do you propose to discover the stained dress ? " inquired
my mistress, addressing herself once more to the Sergeant, " My
good servants, who have been with me for years, have, I am ashamed
to say, had their boxes and rooms searched already by the other
officer. I can't and won't permit them to be insulted in that way a
second time! "
(There was a mistress to serve 1 There was a woman in ten
thousand, if you like !)
" That is the very point I was about to put to your ladyship,"
said the Sergeant. " The other officer has done a world of harm to
this inquiry, by letting the seiwants see that he suspected them. If
I give them cause to think themselves suspected a second time,
there's no knowing what obstacles they may not throw in my way—
the women especially. At the same time, their boxes inust be
searched again—for this plain reason, that the first investigation
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only looked for the Diamond, and that the second investigation must
look for the stained dress. I quite agree Avith you, my lady, that
the servants' feelings ought to be consulted. But I am equally clear
that the servants' wardrobes ought to be searched."
This looked very like a dead-lock. My lady said so. In choicer
language than mine.
" I have got a plan to meet the difficulty," said Sergeant Cufl',
" i f your ladyship will consent to it. I propose explaining the case
to the servants."
" The women will think themseh^es suspected directly," I said,
interrupting him.
" The women A\'Ou't, Mr. Betteredge," answered the Sergeant,
" if I can tell them I am going to examine the Avardrobes of everybody—from her ladyship doAvuAvards—AAIIO slept In the house on
Wednesday night. It's a mere formality," he added, AvIth a side
look at my mistress ; " but the servants AVIU accept It as even dealing
between them and their betters ; and, instead of hindering the investigation, they Avill make a point of honour of assisting It."
I saw the truth of that. My lady, after her first surprise was
over, saw the truth of it also.
"You are certain the Investigation is necessary ? " she said.
" It's the shortest way that I can see, my lady, to the end Ave
have in view."
My mistress rose to ring the bell for her maid. " You shall
speak to the servants," she said, " Avith the keys of my wardrobe iu
your hand."
Sergeant Cuff stopped her by a very unexpected question.
" Hadn't Ave better make sure first," he asked, " that the other
ladies and gentlemen in the house AVIII consent, too ? "
" The only other lady in the house is Miss Verinder," answered
my mistress, AvIth a look of surprise. " The only gentlemen are my
nephews, Mr. Blake and Mr. Ablewhite. There is not the least
fear of a refusal from any of the three."
I reminded my lady here that Mr. Godfrey Avas going away. As
I said the words, Mr. Godfrey himself knocked at the door to say
good-by, and was followed in by Mr. Franklin, Avho was going with
him to the station. My lady explained the difficulty. Mr. Godfrey
settled it directly. He called to Samuel, through the window, to
take his portmanteau up-staIrs again, and he then put the key himself into Sergeant Cufi"s hand. " My luggage can folloAV me to
London," he said, " when the inquiry is over." The Sergeant
received the key with a becoming apology. " I am sorry to put you
to any inconvenience, sir, for a mere formality; but the example of
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their betters will do Avonders iu reconciling the servants to this
inquiry," Mr, Godfrey, after taking leave of my lady, in a most
sympathising manner, left a farcAvell message for Miss Rachel, the
terms of which made It clear to my mind that he had not taken No
for an answer, and that he meant to put the marriage question to
her once more, at the next opportunity. Mr. Franklin, on folloAving
his cousin out, informed the Sergeant that all his clothes Avere
open to examination, and that nothing he possessed Avas kept under
lock and key. Sergeant Cuff made his best acknowledgments. His
views, you will observe, had boon met with the utmost readiness by
my lady, by Mr. Godfrey, and by Mr. Franklin. There Avas only
Miss Rachel UOAV Avanting to folloAV their lead, before Ave called the
servants together, and began tho search for the stained dress.
My lady's uuaccountable objection to the Sergeant seemed to
make our conference more distasteful to her than ever, as soon as we
were left alone again. " I f I send you doAvn Miss Verinder's keys,"
she said to him, " I presume I shall have done all you Avant of me
for the present ? "
" I beg your ladyship's pardon," said Sergeant Cuff. "Before
we begiu, I should like, if convenient, to have the Avashing-book.
Tho stained article of dress may be an article of linen. If the
search loads to nothing, I Avant to be able to account next for all the
linen in the house, and for all the linen sent to the wash. If there is
an article missing, there Avill be at least a presumption that it has got
the paint-stain on it, and that it has been purposely made away
with, yesterday or to-day, by the person oAvning it. Superintendent
Seegrave," added the Sergeant, turning to me, " pointed the attention of the Avomen-servants to the smear, Avhen they all croAvded into
the room on Thursday morning. That may turn out, Mr. Betteredge, to have been one more of Superintendent Seegrave's many
mistakes."
My lady desired me to ring the bell, and order the washing-book.
She remained with us until it Avas produced, in case Sergeant Cuff
had any further request to make of her after looking at it.
The washing-book Avas brought In by Rosanna Spearman, The
girl had come down to breakfast that morning miserably pale and
haggard, but sufficiently recovered from her illness of the previous
day to do her usual Avork. Sergeant Cuff looked attentively at our
second housemaid—at her face, when she came in ; at her crooked
shoulder, when she went out.
" Have you anything more to say to me ? " asked my lady, still
as eager as ever to be out of the Sergeant's society.
The great Cuff opened the Avashlug-book, understood it perfectly
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in half a minute, and shut it up again. " I venture to trouble your
ladyship with one last question," he said, " Has the young woman
who brought us this book been in your employment as long as the
other servants ? "
" Why do you ask ? " said my lady,
" The last time I saw her," answered the Sergeant, " she was in
prison for theft."
After that, there was no help for it, but to tell him the truth.
My mistress dwelt strongly on Rosanna's good conduct in her service,
and on the high opinion entertained of her by the matron at the reformatory. " You don't suspect her, I hope ? " my lady added, in
conclusion, very earnestly.
" I have already told your ladyship that I don't suspect any
person in the house of thieving—up to the present time."
After that answer, my lady rose to go up-staIrs, and ask for Miss
Rachel's keys. The Sergeant was beforehand AvIth me in opening
the door for her. He made a very low bow. My lady shuddered as
she passed him.
We waited, and waited, and no keys appeared. Sergeant Cuff
made no remark to me. He turned his melancholy face to the
window; he put his lanky hands into his pockets ; and he Avhistled
" The Last Rose of Summer " softly to himself.
At last, Samuel came in, not AvIth the keys, but with a morsel of
paper for me. I got at my spectacles, with some fumbling and
difficulty, feeling the Sergeant's dismal eyes fixed on me all the
time. There were two or three lines on the paper, written in pencil
by my lady. They informed me that Miss Rachel flatly refused to
have her Avardrobe examined. Asked for her reasons, she had burst
out crying. Asked again, she had said : " I won't, because I won't.
I must yield to force if you use It, but I AVIII yield to nothing else."
I understood my lady's disinclination to face Sergeant Cuff Avith such
an answer from her daughter as that. If I had not been too old for
the amiable weaknesses of youth, I believe I should have blushed
at the notion of facing him myself.
" Any news of Miss Verinder's keys ? " asked the Sergeant.
" My young lady refuses to have her wardrobe examined."
" Ah ! " said the Sergeant.
His voice was not quite in such a perfect state of discipline as
his face. When he said " Ah ! " he said it in the tone of a man
who had heard something which he expected to hear. He half
angered and half frightened me—Avhy, I couldn't tell, but he did It.
" Must the search be given up ? " I asked.
" Y e s , " said the Sergeant, " t h e search must be glA'en up,
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because your young lady refuses to submit to it like the rest. We
must examine all the Avardrobes In the house or none. Send Mr.
Ablewhite's portmanteau to London by the next train, and return
the washing-book, with my compliments and thanks, to the youug
Avoman Avho brought it in."
He laid the Avashing-book on the table, and, taking out his peuknlfe, began to trim his nails.
" You don't seem to be much disappointed," I said.
" No," said Sergeant Cuff; " I am not much disappointed."
I tried to make him explain himself.
" Why should Miss Rachel put an obstacle In your Avay ? " I
inquired. " Isn't it her interest to help you ? "
" Wait a little, Mr. Betteredge—wait a little."
Cleverer heads than mine might have seen his drift.
Or a
person less fond of Miss Rachel than I Avas, might have seen his
drift. My lady's horror of him might (as I have since thought)
have meant that she saw his drift (as the scripture says) " in a glass
darkly." I didn't see It yet—that's all I know.
" What's to be done next ? " I asked.
Sergeant Cuff finished the nail on which he was then at AVork,
looked at it for a moment Avith a melancholy interest, and put up his
pen-knife.
" Come out into the garden," he said, " and let's haA'e a look at
the roses."

CHAPTER XIV.
THE nearest way to the garden, on going out of my lady's sittingroom, was by the shrubbery path, which you already know of For
the sake of your better understanding of what is noAV to come, I may
add to this, that the shrubbery path Avas Mr. Franklin's favourite
walk. When he was out In the grounds, and A^'hen we failed to find
him anywhere else, we generally found him here.
I am afraid I must own that I am rather an obstinate old man.
The more firmly Sergeant Cuff kept his thoughts shut up from me,
the more firmly I persisted In trying to look in at them. As we
turned into the shrubbery path, I attempted to circumvent him In
another way.
" As things are now," I said, " if I was in your place, I should
be at my wits' end."
" I f you were in my place," answered the Sergeant, "you would
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have formed an opinion—and, as things are now, any doubt you
might previously have felt about your own conclusions would be
completely set at rest. Never mind for the present what those
conclusions are, Mr. Betteredge. I haven't brought you out here
to draw me like a badger; I have brought you out here to ask for
some information. You might have given It to me no doubt, in the
house, instead of out of it. But doors and listeners have a knack of
getting together; and, in my line of life, we cultivate a healthy taste
for the open air."
Who was to circumvent this man ? I gave in—and waited as
patiently as I could to hear what was coming next.
" We won't enter into your young lady's motives," the Sergeant
went on; " we will only say it's a pity she declines to assist me,
because, by so doing, she makes this investigation more difficult than
it might otherwise have been. We must now try to solve the mystery
of the smear on the door—AvhIch, you may take my word for it,
means the mystery of the Diamond also—in some other way. I
have decided to see the servants, and to search their thoughts and
actions, Mr. Betteredge, instead of searching their Avardrobes.
Before I begin, however, I want to ask you a question or two. You
are an observant man—did you notice anything strange in any of the
servants (making due allowance, of course, for fright and fluster),
after the loss of the Diamond Avas found out ? Any particular quarrel
among them ? Any one of them not in his or her usual spirits ?
Unexpectedly out of temper, for instance ? or unexpectedly taken ill ? "
I had just time to think of Rosanna Spearman's sudden illness at
yesterday's dinner—but not time to make any answer—when I saw
Sergeant Cuffs eyes suddenly turn aside towards the shrubbery;
and I heard him say softly to himself, " Hullo ! "
" What's the matter ? " I asked.
" A touch of the rheumatics in my back," said the Sergeant, in
a loud voice, as if he Avanted some third person to hear us. " We
shall have a change In the weather before long."
A few steps further brought us to the corner of thp house.
Turning off sharp to the right, we entered on the terrace, and went
down, by the steps in the middle, into the garden below. Sergeant
Cuff stopped there. In the open space, where we could see round us
on every sid°.
"About t'nat young person, Rosanna Spearman?" he said. " I t
isn't very likely, with her personal appearance, that she has got a
lover. But, for the girl's own sake, I must ask you at once Avhether
she has provided herself with a sweetheart, poor wretch, like tho
rest of them ? "
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What on earth did he mean, under present circumstances, by
putting such a question to me as that ? I stared at him, instead of
answering him.
" I saw Rosanna Spearman hiding in the shrubbery as we went
by," said the Sergeant.
" When you said ' Hullo ' ? "
" Yes—when I said ' Hullo !' If there's a sweetheart in the
case, the hiding doesn't much matter. If there isn't—as things are
in this house—the hiding is a highly suspicious circumstance, and it
will be my painful duty to act on it accordingly,"
What, in God's name, was I to say to him ? I knew the
shrubbery Avas Mr. Franklin's favourite Avalk ; I kncAV he Avould
most likely turn that way when he came back from the station ; I
knew that Penelope had over and over again caught her fellowservant hanging about there, and had always declared to me that
Rosanna's object was to attract Mr. Franklin's attention. If my
daughter Avas right, she might AA'OU have been lying in Avait for Mr.
Franklin's return when the Sergeant noticed her. I was put between
the two difficulties of mentioning Penelope's fanciful notion as if it
was mine, or of leaving an unfortunate creature to suffer the consequences, the very serious consequences, of exciting the suspicion
of Sergeant Cufl". Out of pure pity for the girl—on my soul and my
character, out of pure pity for the girl—I gave the Sergeant the
necessary explanations, and told him that Rosanna had been mad
enough to set her heart on Mr. Franklin Blake.
Sergeant Cuff never laughed. On the few occasions when anything amused him, he curled up a little at the corners of the lips,
nothing more. He curled up now.
" Hadn't you better say she's mad enough to be an ugly girl and
only a servant ? " he asked. " The falling In love with a gentleman
of Mr. Franklin Blake's manners and appearance doesn't seem to tne
to be the maddest part other conduct by any means. However, I'm
glad the thing is cleared up : it relieves one's mind to have things
cleared up. Yes, I'll keep it a secret, Mr. Betteredge. I like to be
tender to human infirmity—though I don't get many chances ot
exercising that virtue in my line of life. You think Mr. Franklin
Blake hasn't got a suspicion of the girl's fancy for him ? Ah ! he
would have found it out fast enough if she had been nice-looking.
The ugly women have a bad time of it in this world ; let's hope it
Avill be made up to them in another. You have got a nice garden
here, and a well-kept lawn. See for yourself how much better the
fioAvers look with grass about them instead of gravel. No, thank
you, I won't take a rose. It goes to my heart to break them off
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the stem. Just as it goes to your heart, you know, when there's
something wrong in the servants' hall. Did you notice anything
you couldn't account for in any of the servants when the loss of the
Diamond was first found out ? "
I had got on very fairly well with Sergeant Cuff so far. But the
slyness with which he slipped in that last question put me on my
guard. In plain English, I didn't at all relish the notion of helping
his inquiries, when those inquiries took him (in the capacity of snake
in the grass) among my fellow-servants.
" I noticed nothing," I said, " except that we all lost our heads
together, myself included."
" Oh," says the Sergeant, " that's all you have to tell me, is i t ? "
I answered, with (as I flattered myself) an unmoved countenance,
" That is all."
Sergeant Cuff's dismal eyes looked me hard in the face.
" M r . Betteredge," he said, "have you any objection to oblige
me by shaking hands ? I have taken an extraordinary liking to you."
(Why he should have chosen the exact moment when I was
deceiving him to give me that proof of his good opinion, is beyond
all comprehension! I felt a little proud—I really did feel a little
proud of having been one too many at last for the celebrated Cuff!)
We went back to the house; the Sergeant requesting that I
would give him a room to himself, and then send in the servants
(the indoor servants only), one after another, in the order of their
rank, from first to last.
I showed Sergeant Cuff into my own room, and then called the
servants together in the hall. Rosanna Spearman appeared among
them, much as usual. She was as quick in her way as the Sergeant
in his, and I suspect she had heard what he said to me about the
servants In general, just before he discovered her. There she was,
at any rate, looking as if she had never heard of such a place as the
shrubbery in her life.
I sent them in, one by one, as desired. The cook was the first
to enter the Court of Justice, otherwise my room. She remained
but a short time. Report, on coming out: " Sergeant Cuff is
depressed in his spirits ; but Sergeant Cuff is a perfect gentleman."
My lady's own maid followed. Remained much longer. Report,
on coming out: " I f Sergeant Cuff doesn't believe a respectable
woman, he might keep his opinion to himself, at any r a t e ! "
Penelope went next. Remained only a moment or two. Report,
on coming out: " Sergeant Cuff is much to be pitied. He must
have been crossed in love, father, Avhen he was a young man." The
first housemaid folloAved Penelope. Remained, like my lady's maid,
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a long time. Report, on coming out: " I didn't enter her ladyship's
service, Mr. Betteredge, to be doubted to my face by a low policeofficer ! " Rosanna Spearman went next. Remained longer than
any of them. No report on coming out—dead silence, and lips as
pale as ashes. Samuel, the footman, followed Rosanna. Remained
a minute or two. Report, on coming out: " Whoever blacks
Sergeant Cuff's boots ought to be ashamed of himself." Nancy,
the kitchenmald, Avent last. Remained a minute or two. Report,
on coming out: " Sergeant Cuff has a heart; he doesn't cut jokes,
Mr. Betteredge, with a poor hard-Avorking girl."
Going into the Court of Justice, when it Avas all over, to hear If
there were any further commands for me, I found the Sergeant at
his old trick—looking out of windovv, and whistling " The Last
Rose of Summer " to himself.
" Any discoveries, sir ? " I Inquired.
" If Rosanna Spearman asks leave to go out," said the Sergeant,
" let the poor thing go ; but let me knoAV first."
I might as well have held my tongue about Rosanna and Mr.
Franklin ! It was plain enough; the unfortunate girl had fallen
under Sergeant Cuff's suspicions, in spite of all I could do to
prevent it.
" I hope you don't think Rosanna is concerned In the loss of the
Diamond ? " 1 ventured to say.
The corners of the Sergeant's melancholy mouth curled up, and
he looked hard In my face, just as he had looked In the garden.
" I think I had better not tell you, Mr. Betteredge," he said.
" You might lose your head, you know, for the second time."
I began to doubt Avhether I had been one too many for the
celebrated Cuff, after all! It was rather a relief to me that we
were interrupted here by a knock at the door, and a message from
the cook. Rosanna Spearman had asked to go out, for the usual
reason, that her head was bad, and she wanted a breath of fresh air.
At a sign from the Sergeant, I said. Yes. " V/hlch is the servants'
way out ? " he asked, when the messenger had gone. I shoAved
him the servants' way out, " Lock the door of your room," says
the Sergeant; " and if anybody asks for me, say I'm in there, composing my mind," He curled up again at the corners of the lips,
and disappeared.
Left alone, under those circumstances, a devouring curiosity
pushed me on to make some discoveries for myself.
It was plain that Sergeant Cuff's suspicions of Rosanna had
been roused by something that he had found out at his examination
of the seiwants in my room, NOAV, the only two servants (excepting
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Rosanna herself) who had remained under examination for any
length of time, were my lady's OAvn maid and the first housemaid,
those tAVO being also the women Avho had taken the lead in persecuting their unfortunate fellow-servant from the first. Reaching
these conclusions, I looked in on them, casually as It might be, in
the servants' hall, and, finding tea going forward. Instantly invited
myself to that meal, (For, nota bene, a drop of tea is to a Avoman's
tongue what a drop of oil is to a wasting lamp.)
My reliance on the tea-pot, as an ally, did not go unrewarded.
In less than half an hour I knew as much as the Sergeant himself.
My lady's maid and the housemaid had, it appeared, neither of
them believed In Rosanna's Illness of the previous day. These two
devils—I ask your pardon ; but hoAV else can you describe a couple
of spiteful women ?—had stolen up-staIrs, at Intervals during the
Thursday afternoon; had tried Rosanna's door, and found it locked ;
had knocked, and not been ansAvered ; had listened, and not heard
a sound Inside. When the girl had come do'.vn to tea, and had been
sent up, still out of sorts, to bed again, the two devils aforesaid had
tried her door once more, and found it locked; had looked at the
keyhole, and found it stopped up ; had seen a light under the door
at midnight, and had heard the crackling of a fire (a fire in a
servant's bed-room in the month of June !) at four in the morning.
All this they had told Sergeant Cuff, Avho, in return for their anxiety
to enlighten him, had eyed them Avith sour and suspicious looks,
and had shown them plainly that he didn't believe either one or the
other. Hence, the unfavourable reports of him AvhIch these tAvo
women had brought out with them from the examination. Hence,
also (without reckoning the influence of the tea-pot), their readiness
to let their tongues run to any length on the subject of the Sergeant's
ungracious behaviour to them.
Having had some experience of the great Cuff's roundabout ways,
and having last seen him evidently bent on folloAving Rosanna
privately when she went out for her walk, it seemed clear to me
that he had thought it unadvisable to let the lady's maid and the
housemaid know how materially they had helped him. They were
just the sort of women. If he had treated their evidence as trust.vorthy, to have been puffed up by it, and to have said or done something which would have put Rosanna Spearman on her guard.
I walked out in the fine summer afternoon, \'ery sorry for the
poor girl, and very uneasy in my mind at the turn things had taken.
Drifting towards the shrubbery, some time later, there I met Mr.
Franklin. After returning from seeing his cousin off at the station,
he had been with my lady, holding a long conversation with her.
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She had told him of Miss Rachel's unaccountable refusal to let hor
wardrobe be examined; and had put him in such low spirits about
my young lady, that he seemed to shrink from speaking on the
subject. The family temper appeared in his face that evening, for
the first time in my experience of him.
"Well, Betteredge," he said, "how does the atmosphere of
mystery and suspicion in which Ave are all living now, agree with
you ? Do you remember that morning Avhen I first came here Avith
the Moonstone ? I wish to God we had thrown It Into the quicksand ! "
After breaking out In that way, he abstained from speaking again
until he had composed himself. We Avalked silently, side by side,
for a minute or two, and then he asked mo Avhat had become of
Sergeant Cuff. It Avas impossible to put Mr. Franklin off Avith the
excuse of the Sergeant being in my room, composing his mind. I
told him exactly Avhat had happened, mentioning particularly what
my lady's maid and the housemaid had said about Rosanna Spearman.
Mr. Franklin s clear head saAV the turn the Sergeant's suspicions
had taken, in the tAvinklIng of an eye.
" Didn't you tell me this morning," he said, " that one of tho
tradespeople declared he had met Rosanna yesterday, on the footAvay to Frizinghall, when we supposed her to be ill in her room ? "
"Yes, sir."
" I f my aunt's maid and the other woman have spoken the truth,
you may depend upon it the tradesman did meet her. The girl's
attack of illness Avas a blind to deceive us. She had some guilty
reason for going to the town secretly. The paint-stained dress is a
dress of hers ; and the fire heard crackling in her room at four in the
morning was a fire lit to destroy it. Rosanna Spearman has stolen
the Diamond. I'll go in directly, and tell my aunt the turn things
have taken."
" Not just yet, if you please, sir," said a melancholy voice
behind us.
We both turned about, and found ourselves face to face with
Sergeant Cuff.
" Why not just yet ? " asked Mr. Franklin.
" Because, sir, if you tell her ladyship, her ladyship will tell
Miss Verinder."
"Suppose she does. What t h e n ? " Mr, Franklin said those
words with a sudden heat and vehemence, as if the Sergeant had
mortally offended him.
" Do you think it's wise, sir," said Sergeant Cuff, quietly, " to
put such a question as that to me—at such a time as this ? "
There was a moment's silence between them : Mr. Franklin
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walked close up to the Sergeant. The two looked each other straight
in the face. Mr. Franklin spoke first, dropping his voice as suddenly
as he had raised It.
" I suppose you knoAv, Mr. Cuff," he said, " that you are treading
on delicate ground ? "
" It isn't the first time, by a good many hundreds, that I find
myself treading on delicate ground," answered the other, as immovable as ever.
" I am to understand that you forbid me to tell my aunt what
has happened ? "
" You are to understand, if you please, sir, that I throw up the
case. If you tell Lady Verinder, or tell anybody, what has happened,
until I give you leave."
That settled it. Mr. Franklin had no choice but to submit. He
turned away in anger—and left us.
I had stood there listening to them, all in a tremble ; not knoAVing whom to suspect, or what to think next. In the midst of my
confusion, two things, however, were plain to me. First, that my
young lady was, in some unaccountable manner, at the bottom of the
sharp speeches that had passed between them. Second, that they
thoroughly understood each other, Avithout having previously exchanged a word of explanation on either side.
" M r . Betteredge," says the Sergeant, " y o u have done a very
foolish thing in my absence. You have done a little detective business on your oAvn account. For the future, perhaps you will be so
obliging as to do your detective business along Avith me."
He took me by the arm, and walked me away with him along the
road by which he had come. I dare say I had deserved his reproof—
but I was not going to help him to set traps for Rosanna Spearman,
for all that. Thief or no thief, legal or not legal, I don't care—I
pitied her.
" What do you want of me ? " I asked, shaking him off, and
stopping short.
" Only a little information about the country round here," said
the Sergeant.
I couldn't well object to improve Sergeant Cuff in his geography.
" Is there any path, in that direction, leading to the sea-beach
from this house ? " asked the Sergeant. He pointed, as he spoke,
to the fir-plantation which led to the Shivering Sand.
" Yes," I said, " there is a path."
" Show it to me."
Side by side, in the grey of the summer evening, Sergeant Cuff
and I set forth for the Shivering Sand.
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CHAPTER XY.
THE Sergeant remained silent, thinking his own thoughts, till we
entered the plantation of firs which led to the quicksand. There he
roused himself, like a man whose mind was made up, and spoke to
me again.
" Mr. Betteredge," he said, " as you have honoured me by
taking an oar in my boat, and as you may, I think, be of some
assistance to me before the evening is out, I see no use in our
mystifying one another any longer, and I propose to set you an
example of plain speaking on my side. You are determined to give
me no information to the prejudice of Rosanna Spearman, because
she has been a good girl to you, and because you pity her heartily.
Those humane considerations do you a world of credit, but they
happen in this instance to be humane considerations clean throAvn
away. Rosanna Spearman is net In the slightest danger of getting
into trouble—no, not If I fix her with being concerned in the disappearance of the Diamond, on evidence which is as plain as the
nose on your face ! "
" Do you mean that my lady won't prosecute ? " I asked.
" I mean that your lady can't prosecute," said the Sergeant.
" Rosanna Spearman is simply an instrument in the hands of another
person, and Rosanna Spearman will be held harmless for that other
person's sake."
He spoke like a man in earnest—there was no denying that.
Still, I felt something stirring uneasily against him in my mind.
" Can't you give that other person a name ? " I said.
" Can't you, Mr. Betteredge ? "
"No."
Sergeant Cuff stood stock still, and suiweyed me with a look of
melancholy interest.
" It's always a pleasure to me to be tender towards human
infirmity," he said. " I feel particularly tender at the present
moment, Mr. Betteredge, towards you. And you, with the same
excellent motive, feel particularly tender towards Rosanna Spearman,
don't you ? Do you happen to know whether she has had a new
outfit of linen lately ? "
What he meant by slipping in this extraordinary question
unawares, I Avas at a total loss to imagine. Seeing no possible
injury to Rosanna if I owned the truth, I answered that the girl had
come to us rather sparely provided Avith linen, and that my lady, in
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recompence for her good conduct (I laid a stress on her good conduct),
had given her a new outfit not a fortnight since.
" This is a miserable world," says the Sergeant. " H u m a n life,
Mr. Betteredge, is a sort of target—misfortune is ahvays firing at it,
and always hitting the mark. But for that outfit, Ave should have
discovered a new nightgown or petticoat among Rosanna's things,
and have nailed her in that way. You're not at a loss to follow me,
are you ? You have examined the servants yourself, and you know
what discoveries two of them made outside Rosanna's door. Surely
you knoAV what the girl was about yesterday, after she was taken ill ?
You can't guess ? Oh dear me, it's as plain as that strip of light
there, at the end of the trees. At eleven, on Thursday morning.
Superintendent Seegrave (who is a mass of human infirmity) points
out to all the women servants the smear on the door. Rosanna has
her own reasons for suspecting her own things ; she takes the first
opportunity of getting to her room, finds the paint-stain on her nightgown, or petticoat, or what not, shams ill and slips away to the
town, gets the materials for making a noAV petticoat or nightgown,
makes it alone in her room on the Thursday night, lights a fire (not
to destroy i t ; two of her fellow-servants are prying outside her door,
and she knows better than to make a smell of burning, and to have
a lot of tinder to get rid of)—lights a fire, I say, to dry and iron the
substitute dress after wringing it out, keeps the stained dress hidden
(piobably on her), and is at this moment occupied in making away
with it, in some convenient place, on that lonely bit of beach ahead
of us. I have traced her this evening to your fishing village, and to
one particular cottage, which we may possibly have to visit, before
we go back. She stopped in the cottage for some time, and she
came out with (as I believe) something hidden under her cloak. A
cloak (on a woman's back) is an emblem of charity—it covers a
multitude of sins. I saw her set off northwards along the coast,
after leaving the cottage. Is your sea-shore here considered a fine
specimen of marine landscape, Mr. Betteredge ? "
I answered, " Yes," as shortly as might be.
"Tastes differ," says Sergeant Cuff. "Looking at it from my
point of view, I never saw a marine landscape that I admired less.
If you happen to be following another person along your sea-coast,
and if that person happens to look round, there isn't a scrap of cover
to hide you anywhere, I had to choose between taking Rosanna in
custody on suspicion, or leaving her, for the time being, with her
little game in her own hands. For reasons which I won't trouble
you with, I decided on making any sacrifice rather than give the
alarm as soon as to-night to a certain person AVIIO shall be nameless
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between us. I came back to the house to ask you to take me to the
north-end of the beach by another way. Sand—in respect of its
printing off people's footsteps—Is one of the best detective officers I
knoAV, If we don't meet AvIth Rosanna Spearman by coming round
on her in this way, the sand may tell us what she has been at, if the
light only lasts long enough. Here is the sand. If you will excuse
my suggesting it—suppose you hold your tongue, and let me go first ? "
If there Is such a thing known at the doctor's shop as a detectivefever, that disease had now got fast hold of your humble servant.
Sergeant Cuff went on between the hillocks of sand, down to the
beach. I followed him (with my heart in my mouth); and Avaited at
a little distance for Avhat was to happen next.
As it turned out, I found myself standing nearly In the same
place Avhere Rosanna Spearman and I had been talking together
when Mr. Franklin suddenly appeared before us, on arriving at our
house from London. While my eyes Avere watching the Sergeant,
my mind wandered away in spite of me to Avhat had passed, on that
former occasion, between Rosanna and me. I declare I almost felt
the poor thing slip her hand again into mine, and give it a little
grateful squeeze to thank me for speaking kindly to her. I declare
I almost heard her voice telling me again that the Shivering Sand
seemed to draAV her to it against her own will, whenever she went
out—almost saw her face brighten again, as it brightened Avhen she
first set eyes upon Mr. Franklin coming briskly out on us from
among the hillocks. My spirits fell lower and lower as I thought of
these things—and the view of the lonesome little bay, when I looked
about to rouse myself, only served to wake me feel more uneasy still.
The last of the evening light was fading away ; and over all the
desolate place there hung a still and awful calm. The heave of the
main ocean on the great sand-bank out in the bay, Avas a heave that
made no sound. The inner sea lay lost and dim, AvIthout a breath
of wind to stir it. Patches of nasty ooze floated, yellow-white, on
the dead surface of the water. Scum and slime shone faintly in
certain places, where the last of the light still caught them on the
two great spits of rock jutting out, north and south. Into the sea.
It was now the time of the turn of the tide: and even as I stood
there waiting, the broad brown face of the quicksand began to dimple
and quiver—the only moving thing In all the horrid place.
I saw the Sergeant start as the shiver of the sand caught his
eye. After looking at it for a minute or so, he turned and came
back to me.
" A treacherous place, Mr. Betteredge," he said; " and no signs
of Rosanna Spearman anywhere on the beach, look where you may."
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He took me down lower on the shore, and I saw for myself that
his footsteps and mine were the only footsteps printed off on the
sand.
" How does the fishing village bear, standing where we are now?"
asked Sergeant Cuff.
" Cobb's Hole," I answered (that being the name of the place),
" bears as near as may be, due south."
" I saw the girl this evening, walking northward along the shore,
from Cobb's Hole," said the Sergeant. "Consequently, she must
have been walking towards this place. Is Cobb's Hole oil the other
side of that point of land there ? And can we get to it—now it's low
water—by the beach ? ''
I answered, " Yes," to both those questions.
" If you'll excuse my suggesting It, we'll step out briskly," said
tho Sergeant. " I want to find the place AA'here she left the shore,
before It gets dark."
We had walked, I should say, a couple of hundred yards toAvards
Cobb's Hole, when Sergeant Cuff suddenly went down on lils knees
on the beach, to all appearance seized Avith a sudden frenzy for
saying his prayers.
" There's something to be said for your marine landscape here,
after all," remarked the Sergeant. " H e r e are a Avoman's footsteps,
Mr. Betteredge! Let us call them Rosanna's footsteps, until Ave
find evidence to the contrary that we can't resist. Very confused
footsteps, you will please to observe—purposely confused, I should
say. Ah, poor soul, she understands the detective virtues of sand
as well as I do ! But hasn't she been in rather too great a hurry
to tread out the marks thoroughly ? I think she has. Here's one
footstep going from Cobb's Hole; and here is another going back
to it. Isn't that the toe of her shoe pointing straight to the water's
edge ? And don't I see two heel-marks further doAvn the beach,
close at the water's edge also ? I don't want to hurt your feelings,
but I'm afraid Rosanna is sly. It looks as if she had determined
to get to that place you and I have just come from, without leaving
any marks on the sand to trace her by. Shall Ave say that she
walked through the water from this point till she got to that ledge
of rocks behind us, and came back the same Avay, and then took
to the beach again where those two heel-marks are still left. Yes,
Ave'll say that. It seems to fit in with my notion that she had
something under her cloak, when she left the cottage. No ! not
something to destroy—for, in that case, where Avould have been the
need of all these precautions to prevent my tracing the place at
which her walk ended ? Something to hide is, I think, the better
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guess of the tAvo. Perhaps, if we go on to the cottage, we may find
out what that something is ? "
At this proposal, my detective-fever suddenly cooled. " You
don't want me," I said. " What good can I do ? "
" The longer I know you, Mr. Betteredge," said the Sergeant,
" the more virtues I discover. Modesty—oh dear me, hoAV rare
modesty Is in this world ! and how much of that rarity you possess !
If I go alone to the cottage, the people's tongues will be tied at the
first question I put to them. If I go with you, I go introduced by
a justly respected neighbour, and a flow of conversation is the necessary result. It strikes me in that light; hoAV does it strike you ? "
Not having an answer of the needful smartness as ready as
I could have wished, I tried to gain time by asking him what cottage
he wanted to go to.
On the Sergeant describing the place, I recognised it as a cottage
inhabited by a fisherman named Yolland, with his wife and two
grown-up children, a son and a daughter. If you will look back,
you will find that, in first presenting Rosanna Spearman to your
notice, I have described her as occasionally varying her walk to the
Shivering Sand, by a visit to some friends of hers at Cobb's Hole.
Those friends Avere the Yollands—respectable, worthy people, a
credit to the neighbourhood. Rosanna's acquaintance with them
had begun by means of the daughter, who Avas afflicted with a misshapen foot, and who was known in our parts by the name of
Limping Lucy. The two deformed girls had, I suppose, a kind
of fellow-feeling for each other. Any way, the Yollands and Rosanna
always appeared to get on together, at the few chances they had of
meeting, in a pleasant and friendly manner. The fact of Sergeant
Cuff having traced the girl to their cottage, set the matter of my
helping his Inquiries in quite a new light. Rosanna had merely
gone where she Avas in the habit of going; and to shoAV that she had
been in company Avith the fisherman and his family was as good
as to prove that she had been Innocently occupied, so far, at any
rate. It would be doing the girl a serA'ice, therefore, instead of an
injury, if I allowed myself to be convinced by Sergeant Cuff's logic.
I professed myself convinced by it accordingly.
We went on to Cobb's Hole, seeing the footsteps on the sand,
as long as the light lasted.
On reaching the cottage, the fisherman and his son proved to
be out in the boat; and Limping Lucy, always weak and weary, was
resting on her bed up-stairs. Good Mrs. Yolland received us alone
in her kitchen. When she heard that Sergeant Cuff was a celebrated
character in London, she clapped a bottle of Dutch gin and a couple

116

THE MOONSTONE.

of clean pipes on the table, and stared as if she could never see
enough of him.
I sat quiet in a corner, waiting to hear how the Sergeant would
find his way to the subject of Rosanna Spearman. His usual roundabout manner of going to work proved, on this occasion, to be more
roundabout than ever. How he managed it Is more than I could
tell at the time, and more than I can tell now. But this Is certain,
he began with the Royal Family, the Primitive Methodists, and the
price of fish; and he got from that (in his dismal, underground way)
to the loss of the Moonstone, the spitefulness of our first housemaid,
and the hard behaviour of the women-servants generally towards
Rosanna Spearman. Having reached his subject In this fashion,
he described himself as making his Inquiries about the lost Diamond,
partly with a A'iew to find it, and partly for the purpose of clearing
Rosanna from the unjust suspicions of her enemies in the house.
In about a quarter of an hour from the time when we entered the
kitchen, good Mrs. Yolland was persuaded that she was talking to
Rosanna's best friend, and was pressing Sergeant Cuff to comfort
his stomach and revive his spirits out of the Dutch bottle.
Being firmly persuaded that the Sergeant was wasting his breath
to no purpose on Mrs. Yolland, I sat enjoying the talk between them,
much as I have sat, In my time, enjoying a stage play. The great
Cuff showed a wonderful patience ; trying his luck drearily this way
and that way, and firing shot after shot, as it were, at random, on
the chance of hitting the mark. Everything to Rosanna's credit,
nothing to Rosanna's prejudice—that Avas how it ended, try as he
might; with Mrs. Yolland talking nineteen to the dozen, and placing
the most entire confidence in him. His last effort was made, when
we had looked at our watches, and had got on our legs previous to
taking leave.
" I shall noAv wish you good-night, ma'am," says the Sergeant.
" And I shall only say, at parting, that Rosanna Spearman has
a sincere well-wisher in myself, your obedient servant. But, oh
dear me ! she will never get on in her present place; and my advice
to her is—leave It."
"Bless your heart alive! she is going to leave i t ! " cries
Mrs. Yolland. {Xota bene—I translate Mrs. Yolland out of the
Yorkshire language into the Enghsh language. When I tell you
that the all-accomplished Cuff was every now and then puzzled to
understand her until I helped him, you will draw your own conclusions as to what your state of mind would be if I reported her in
her native tongue.)
Rosanna Spearman going to leave us ! I pricked up my ears at
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that. It seemed strange, to say the least of it, that she should have
given no warning. In the first place, to my lady or to me. A certain
doubt came up In my mind whether Sergeant Cuff's last random
shot might not have hit the mark. I began to question whether my
share in the proceedings was quite as harmless a one as I had thought
it. It might be all in the way of the Sergeant's business to mystify
an honest woman by wrapping her round In a network of lies ; but
it was my duty to have remembered, as a good Protestant, that the
father of lies is the Devil—and that mischief and the Devil are
never far apart. Beginning to smell mischief in the air, I tried to
take Sergeant Cuff out. He sat down again instantly, and asked
for a little drop of comfort out of the Dutch bottle. Mrs. Yolland
sat down opposite to him, and gave him his nip. I went on to the
door, excessively uncomfortable, and said I thought I must bid them
good-night—and yet I didn't go.
" So she means to leave ? " says the Sergeant. " What is she
to do when she does leave ? Sad, sad! The poor creature has got
no friends in the world, except you and me."
" A h , but she has though ! " says Mrs. Yolland, " She came in
here, as I told you, this evening; and, after sitting and talking a
little with my girl Lucy and me, she asked to go upstairs by herself,
into Lucy's room. It's the only room in our place where there's
pen and ink. ' I want to write a letter to a friend,' she says, ' and
I can't do it for the prying and peeping of the servants up at tho
house,' Who the letter was written to I can't tell you : it must
have been a mortal long one, judging by the time she stopped upstairs over it. I offered her a postage-stamp when she came down.
She hadn't got the letter in her hand, and she didn't accept the
stamp. A little close, poor soul (as you know), about herself and
her doings. But a friend she has got somewhere, I can tell you ;
and to that friend, you may depend upon it, she will go."
" Soon ? " asked the Sergeant.
" As soon as she can," says Mrs. Yolland.
Here I stepped in again from the door. As chief of my lady's
establishment, I couldn't allow this sort of loose talk about a servant
of ours going, or not going, to proceed any longer in my presence,
without noticing it.
"You must be mistaken about Rosanna Spearman," I said.
" If she had been going to leave her present situation, she would
have mentioned it. In the first place, to jne."
" Mistaken ? " cries Mrs. Yolland. " Why, only an hour ago
she bought some things she wanted for travelling—of my oAvn self,
Mr. Betteredge, in this very room: And that reminds me," says
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the wearisome woman, suddenly beginning to feel in her pocket,
" of something I have got it on my mind to say about Rosanna and
her money. Are you either of you likely to see her when you go
back to the house ? "
" I'll take a message to the poor thing, with the greatest
pleasure," answered Sergeant Cuff, before I could put in a word
edgewise.
Mrs. Yolland produced out of her pocket, a few shillings and
sixpences, and counted them out with a most particular and exasperating carefulness In the palm of her hand. She offered the
money to the Sergeant, looking mighty loth to part with it all the
while.
" Might I ask you to give this back to Rosanna, Avith my love
and respects ? " says Mrs. Yolland. " She Insisted on paying me
for the one or two things she took a fancy to this evening—and
money's welcome enough in our house, I don't deny it. Still, I'm
not easy in my mind about taking the poor thing's little savings.
And to tell you the truth, I don't think my man would like to hear
that I had taken Rosanna Spearman's money, when he comes back
to-morrow morning from his work. Please say she's heartily welcome
to the things she bought of me—as a gift. And don't leave the
money on the table," says Mrs. Yolland, putting it down suddenly
before the Sergeant, as if it burnt her fingers—"don't, there's a
good man ! For times are hard, and flesh is weak; and I might
feel tempted to put it back in my pocket again."
" Come along! " I said, " I can't wait any longer : I must go
back to the house."
" I'll follow you directly," says Sergeant Cuff.
For the second time, I went to the door; and, for the second
time, try as I might, I couldn't cross the threshold.
" It's a delicate matter, ma'am," I heard the Sergeant say,
"giving money back. You charged her cheap for the things,
I'm sure ? "
" Cheap ! " says Mrs. Yolland. " Come and judge for yourself."
She took up the candle and led the Sergeant to a corner of the
kitchen.
For the life of me, I couldn't help following them.
Shaken down in the corner was a heap of odds and ends (mostly old
metal), which the fisherman had picked up at different times from
wrecked ships, and which he hadn't found a market for yet, to his
own mind. Mrs. Yolland dived Into this rubbish, and brought up
an old japanned tin case, with a cover to it, and a hasp to hang it
up by—the sort of thing they use, on board ship, for keeping their
maps and charts, and such-like, from the wet.
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" There ! " says she. " When Rosanna came in this evening,
she bought the fellow to that. ' It will just do,' she says, to put
my cuffs and collars in, and keep them from being crumpled in my
box.' One and ninepence, Mr. Cuff. As I live by bread, not a
halfpenny more!"
" Dirt cheap ! " says the Sergeant, with a heavy sigh.
He weighed the case in his hand. I thought I heard a note or
two of " The Last Rose of Summer " as he looked at it. There
Avas no doubt now ! He had made another discovery to the prejudice of Rosanna Spearman, in the place of all others where I
thought her character was safest, and all through me ! I leave you
to imagine what I felt, and how sincerely I repented having been
the medium of Introduction between Mrs. Yolland and Sergeant Cuff.
" That will do," I said. " We really must go."
Without paying the least attention to me, Mrs. Yolland took
another dive into the rubbish, and came up out of it, this time, Avith
a dog-chain.
" Weigh It In your hand, sir," she said to the Sergeant. " We
had three of these ; and Rosanna has taken two of them. ' What
can you want, my dear, with a couple of dog's chains ? ' says I.
' I f I join them together they'll go round my box nicely,' says she.
' Rope's cheapest,' says I. ' Chain's surest,' says she. ' Who ever
heard of a box corded AvIth chain,' says I. ' Oh, Mrs. Yolland,
don't make objections ! ' says she ; ' let me have my chains! ' A
strange girl, Mr. Cuff—good as gold, and kinder than a sister to
my Lucy—but ahvays a little strange. There ! I humoured her.
Three and sixpence. On the word of an honest woman, three and
sixpence, Mr. Cuff!"
" Each ? " says the Sergeant.
" B o t h together!" says Mrs. Yolland. "Three and sixpence
for the tAVO."
"Given away, ma'am," says the Sergeant, shaking his head.
" Clean given away ! "
" There's the money," says Mrs. Yolland, getting back sideways
to the little heap of silver on the table, as if it drew her in spite of
herself. " The tin case and the dog chains Avere all she bought,
and all she took away. One and ninepence and three and sixpence
—total, five and three. With my love and respects—and I can't
find it In my conscience to take a poor girl's savings, when she may
A^'ant them herself"
" I can't find it In my conscience, ma'am, to give the money
back," says Sergeant Cuff. " You have as good as made her a
present of the things—you have indeed."
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" Is that your sincere opinion, sir ? " says Mrs. Yolland brightening up wonderfully,
" There can't be a doubt about It," answered the Sergeant.
" Ask Mr. Betteredge."
It was no use asking me. All they got out of me Avas, " Good
night,"
" Bother the money ! " says Mrs. Yolland. With those words,
she appeared to lose all command over herself; and, making a
sudden snatch at the heap of silver, put It back, holus-bolus, in her
pocket. " It upsets one's temper, it does, to see It lying there, and
nobody taking it," cries this unreasonable Avoman, sitting down with
a thump, and looking at Sergeant Cuff, as much as to say, " It's in
my pocket again now—get It out if you can ! "
This time, I not only Avent to the door, but went fairly out on
the road back. Explain it how you may, I felt as if one or both of
them had mortally offended me. Before I had taken three steps
down the village, I heard the Sergeant behind me.
" Thank you for your introduction, Mr. Betteredge," he said.
" I am Indebted to the fisherman's wife for an entirely new sensation.
Mrs. Yolland has puzzled me."
It Avas on the tip of my tongue to have given him a sharp answer,
for no better reason than this—that I Avas out of temper with him,
because I was out of temper with myself. But when he owned to
being puzzled, a comforting doubt crossed my mind whether any
great harm had been done after all. I waited in discreet silence to
hear more.
" Yes," says the Sergeant, as if he was actually reading my
thoughts In the dark. " Instead of putting me on the scent, it may
console you to know, Mr. Betteredge (AvIth your interest In Rosanna),
that you have been the means of throwing me off. What the girl
has done, to-night, is clear enough, of course. She has joined the
two chains, and has fastened them to the hasp in the tin case. She
has sunk the case, in the water or in the quicksand. She has made
the loose end of the chain fast to some place under the rocks, knoAvn
only to herself. And she will leave tho case secure at its anchorage
till the present proceedings have come to an end; after which she
can privately pull it up again out of its hiding-place, at her own
leisure and convenience. All perfectly plain, so far. But," says
the Sergeant, with the first tone of impatience in his voice that I
had heard yet, " the mystery Is—what the devil has she hidden In
the tin case ? "
I thought to myself, " The Moonstone ! " But I only said to
Sergeant Cuff, " Can't you guess ? "
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" It's not the Diamond," says the Sergeant. " The whole experience of my life is at fault, if Rosanna Spearman has got the Diamond."
On hearing those words, the infernal detective-fever began, I
suppose, to burn in me again. At any rate, I forgot myself in the
interest of guessing this noAV riddle. I said rashly, " The stained
dress!"
Sergeant Cuff stopped short in the dark, and laid his hand on
my arm.
" Is anything thrown Into that quicksand of yours, ever thrown
up on the surface again ? " he asked.
"Never," I answered. "Light or heavy, whatever goes into
the Shivering Sand is sucked down, and seen no more."
" Does Rosanna Spearman knoAv that ? "
" She knows it as well as I do."
" Then," says the Sergeant, " Avhat on earth has she got to do
but to tie up a bit of stone in the stained dress, and throw it into
the quicksand ? There isn't the shadow of a reason why she should
have hidden it—and yet she must have hidden It. Query," says the
Sergeant, walking on again, " i s the paint-stained dress a petticoat
or a night-gown ? or is it something else Avhich there is a reason for
preserving at any risk ? Mr. Betteredge, if nothing occurs to prevent it, I must go to Frizinghall to-morrow, and discover what she
bought in the toAvn, when she privately got the materials for making
the substitute dress. It's a risk to leave the house, as things are
noAV—but It's a Avorse risk still to stir another step in this matter in
the dark. Excuse my being a little out of temper; I'm degraded in
my OAvn estimation—I have let Rosanna Spearman puzzle me."
When Ave got back, the servants Avere at supper. The first
person we saw In the outer yard Avas the policeman whom Superintendent Seegrave had left at the Sergeant's disposal. The Sergeant
asked if Rosanna Spearman had returned. Yes. When ? Nearly
an hour since. What had she done ? She had gone up-stairs to
take off her bonnet and cloak—and she was now at supper quietly
with the rest.
Without making any remark. Sergeant Cuff walked on, sinking
lower and loAver iu his own estimation, to the back of the house.
Missing the entrance in the dark, he Avent on (In spite of my calling
to him) till he Avas stopped by a Avicket-gate which led Into the garden.
When I joined him to bring him back by the right Avay, I found that
he was looking up attentively at one particular Avindow, on the bedroom floor, at the back of the house.
Looking up, in my turn, I discovered that the object of his contemplation was the window of Miss Rachel's room, and that lights
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were passing backwards and forwards there as if something unusual
was going on.
" Isn't that Miss Verinder's room ? " asked Sergeant Cuff.
I replied that it was, and invited him to go in with me to supper.
The Sergeant remained in his place, and said something about
enjoying the smell of the garden at night. I left him to his enjoyment. Just as I was turning in at the door, I heard " The Last
Rose of Summer" at the wicket-gate. Sergeant Cuff had made
another discovery ! And my young lady's AA'indow was at the bottom
of it this time !
The latter reflection took me back again to the Sergeant, with a
polite Intimation that I could not find It In my heart to leave him by
himself. " I s there an5'thing you don't understand up there ? " I
added, pointing to Miss Rachel's windoAV.
Judging by his A^oice, Sergeant Cuff had suddenly risen again to
the right place in his own estimation. "You are great people for
betting in Yorkshire, are you not ? " he asked.
" Well ? " I said. " Suppose we are ? "
" If I was a Yorkshlreman," proceeded the Sergeant, taking my
arm, " I would lay you an even sovereign, Mr. Betteredge, that your
young lady has suddenly resolved to leave the house. If I Avon on
that event, I should offer to lay another sovereign, that the Idea has
occurred to her within the last hour."
The first of the Sergeant's guesses startled me. The second
mixed Itself up somehow in my head with the report we had heard
from the policeman, that Rosanna Spearman had returned from the
sands Avithin the last hour. The two together had a curious effect
on me as we went in to supper. I shook off Sergeant Cuff's arm,
and, forgetting my manners, pushed by him through the door to
make my own inquiries for myself.
Samuel, the footman, was the first person I met In the passage.
" Her ladyship Is waiting to see you and Sergeant Cuff," he said,
before I could put any questions to him.
" How long has she been waiting ? " asked the Sergeant's voice
behind me.
" For the last hour, sir."
There it was again ! Rosanna had come back ; Miss Rachel had
taken some resolution out of the common; and my lady had been
waiting to see the Sergeant—all within the last hour ! It was not
pleasant to find these very different persons and things linking themselves together In this way. I went on upstairs, without looking at
Sergeant Cuff, or speaking to him. My hand took a sudden fit of
trembling as I lifted it to knock at my mistress's door.
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" I shouldn't be surprised," whispered the Sergeant over my
shoulder, " i f a scandal was to burst up in the house to-night.
Don't be alarmed ! I have put the muzzle on worse family difficulties
than this, in my time."
As he said the words, I heard my mistress's voice calling to us
to come in.

CHAPTER XVI.
W E found my lady with no light in the room but the reading-lamp.
The shade was screwed down so as to overshadow her face. Instead
of looking up at us in her usual straightforward way, she sat close
at the table, and kept her eyes fixed obstinately on an open book.
"Officer," she said, " I s it important to the inquiry you are
conducting, to know beforehand if any person now in this house
wishes to leave it ? "
" Most Important, my lady."
" I have to tell you, then, that Miss Verinder proposes going to
stay with her aunt, Mrs. Ablewhite, of Frizinghall. She has arranged
to leave us the first thing to-morrow morning."
Sergeant Cuff" looked at me. I made a step forward to speak to
my mistress—and, feeling my heart fail me (if I must own it), took
a step back again, and said nothing.
" May I ask your ladyship when Miss Verinder Informed you that
she was going to her aunt's ? " inquired the Sergeant.
" About an hour since," answered my mistress.
Sergeant Cuff looked at me once more. They say old people's
hearts are not very easily moA'ed. My heart couldn't have thumped
much harder than it did now, If I had been five-and-twenty again!
" I have no claim, my lady," says the Sergeant, " t o control
Miss Verinder's actions. All I can ask you to do Is to put off her
departure, if possible, till later in the day. I must go to Frizinghall
myself to-morrow morning—and I shall be back by two o'clock, if
not before. If Miss Verinder can be kept here till that time, I
should wish to say tAVO words to her—unexpectedly—before she
g^es."
My lady directed me to give the coachman her orders, that the
carriage Avas not to come for Miss Rachel until tAVO o'clock. "Have
you more to say ? " she asked of the Sergeant, when this had been
done.
" Only one thing, your ladyship. If Miss Verinder is surprised
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at this change in the arrangements, please not to mention Me as
being the cause of putting off her journey."
My mistress lifted her head suddenly from her book as if she
was going to say something—checked herself by a great effort—and,
looking back again at the open page, dismissed us with a sign of
her hand.
" T h a t ' s a wonderful woman," said Sergeant Cuff, when we
were out in the hall again. " But for her self-control, the mystery
that puzzles you, Mr, Betteredge, would have been at an end
to-night."
At those words, the truth rushed at last into my stupid old head.
For the moment, I suppose I must have gone clean out of my senses.
I seized the Sergeant by the collar of his coat, and pinned him
against the wall.
" D a m n y o u ! " I cried out, "there's something wrong about
Miss Rachel—and you have been hiding it from me all this time ! "
Sergeant Cuff looked up at me—flat against the wall—without
stirring a hand, or moving a muscle of his melancholy face.
" Ah," he said, " you've guessed it at last."
My hand dropped from his collar, and my head sunk on my
breast. Please to remember, as some excuse for my breaking out
as I did, that I had served the family for fifty years. Miss Rachel
had climbed upon my knees, and pulled my whiskers, many and
many a time when she was a child. Miss Rachel, with all her
faults, had been, to my mind, the dearest and prettiest and best
young mistress that ever an old servant waited on, and loved. I
begged Sergeant Cuff's pardon, but I am afraid I did it with watery
eyes, and not in a very becoming way.
" Don't distress yourself, Mr. Betteredge," says the Sergeant,
with more kindness than I had any right to expect from him. " In
my line of life, if we were quick at taking offence, we shouldn't be
worth salt to our porridge. If it's any comfort to you, collar me
again. You don't in the least knoAV how to do i t ; but I'll overlook
your awkwardness in consideration of your feelings."
He curled up at the corners of his lips, and, in his own dreary
way, seemed to think he had delivered himself of a very good joke.
I led him into my own little sitting-room, and closed the door.
" 'Tell me the truth. Sergeant," I said. " What do you suspect ?
It's no kindness to hide it from me now."
" I don't suspect," said Sergeant Cuff. " I knoAV."
My unlucky temper began to get the better of me again.
" Do you mean to tell me, in plain English," I said, " that Misa
Rachel has stolen her own Diamond ? "
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" Yes," says the Sergeant; " that Is what I mean to tell you, in
so many words. Miss Verinder has been in secret possession of the
Moonstone from first to last; and she has taken Rosanna Spearman
into her confidence, because she has calculated on our suspecting
Rosanna Spearman of the theft. There Is the whole case in a nutshell. Collar me again, Mr. Betteredge. If it's any vent to your
feelings, collar me again."
God help me ! my feelings were not to be relieved in that way.
" Give me your reasons !" That was all I could say to him.
" You shall hear my reasons to-morroAv," said the Sergeant.
" If Miss Verinder refuses to put off her visit to her aunt (which
you will find Miss Verinder AVIII do), I shall be obliged to lay the
whole case before your mistress to-morroAV. And, as I don't knoAV
what may come of It, I shall request you to be present, and to hear
what passes on both sides. Let the matter rest for to-night. No,
Mr. Betteredge, you don't get a word more on the subject of the
Moonstone out of me. There is your table spread for supper. That's
one of the many human infirmities which I always treat tenderly.
If you will ring the bell, I'll say grace. ' For what we are going to
receive
'"
" I wish you a good appetite to it. Sergeant," I said.
"My
appetite is gone. I'll wait and see you served, and then I'll ask
you to excuse me, if I go aAvay, and try to get the better of this by
myself."
I saw him served with the best of everything—and I shouldn't
have been sorry if the best of everything had choked him. The
head gardener (Mr. Begbie) came in at the same time, with his
weekly account. The Sergeant got on the subject of roses and the
merits of grass walks and gravel Avalks immediately. I left the two
together, and went out Avith a heavy heart. This was the first
trouble I remember for many a long year which wasn't to be blown
off by a whiff of tobacco, and which Avas even beyond the reach of
Bobinson Crusoe.
Being restless and miserable, and having no particular room to
go to, I took a turn on the terrace, and thought it over in peace and
quietness by myself. It doesn't much matter what my thoughts
were. I felt wretchedly old, and worn out, and unfit for my place—
and began to Avonder, for the first time in my life, when it would
please God to take me. With all this, I held firm, notwithstanding,
to my belief in Miss Rachel. If Sergeant Cuff had been Solomon
in all his glory, and had told me that my young lady had mixed
herself up in a mean and guilty plot, I should have had but one
answer for Solomon, wise as he was, " You don't know her; and I do."
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My meditations were interrupted by Samuel. He brought me a
Avritten message from my mistress.
Going into the house to get a light to read it by, Samuel remarked that there seemed a change coming in the weather. My
troubled mind had prevented me from noticing it before. But, now
my attention was roused, I heard the dogs uneasy, and the wind
moaning low. Looking up at the sky, I saw the rack of clouds
getting blacker and blacker, and hurrying faster and faster over a
watery moon. Wild weather coming — Samuel was right, wild
Aveather coming.
The message from my lady informed me, that the magistrate at
Frizinghall had written to remind her about the three Indians.
Early in the coming week, the rogues must needs be released, and
left free to follow their own devices. If we had any more questions
to ask them, there was no time to lose. Having forgotten to mention
this, when she had last seen Sergeant Cuff, my mistress now desired
me to supply the omission. The Indians had gone clean out of my
head (as they have, no doubt, gone clean out of yours). I didn't see
much use in stirring that subject again. However, I obeyed my
orders on the spot, as a matter of course.
I found Sergeant Cuff and the gardener, with a bottle of Scotch
Avhisky between them, head over ears In an argument on the growing
of roses. The Sergeant was so deeply interested that he held up his
hand, and signed to me not to Interrupt the discussion, when I came
in. As far as I could understand It, the question between them AA'as,
whether the white moss rose did, or did not, require to be budded on
the dog rose to make It grow well. Mr. Begbie said. Yes; and
Sergeant Cuff said. No. They appealed to me, as hotly as a couple
of boys. Knowing nothing AA'hatever about the growing of roses, I
steered a middle course—just as her Majesty's judges do, AA'hen the
scales of justice bother them by hanging even to a hair. " Gentlemen," I remarked, "there is much to be said on both sides." In
the temporary lull produced by that Impartial sentence, I laid my
lady's written message on the table, under the eyes of Sergeant Cuft'.
I had got by this time, as nearly as might be, to hate the Sergeant. But truth compels me to acknowledge that, in respect of
readiness of mind, he was a Avonderful man.
In half a minute after he had read the message, he had looked
back into his memory for Superintendent Seegrave's report; had
picked out that part of it in which the Indians were concerned; and
was ready with his answer. A certain great traveller, Avho understood the Indians and their language, had figured in Mr. Seegrave's
report, hadn't he ? Very well. Did I know the gentleman's name
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and address ? Very well again. Would I write them on the back
of my lady's message ? Much obliged to me. Sergeant Cuff would
look that gentleman up, when he went to Frizinghall in the morning.
" Do you expect anything to come of it ? " I asked. " Superintendent Seegrave found the Indians as innocent as the babe unborn."
" Superintendent Seegrave has been proved wrong, up to this
time, in all his conclusions," answered the Sergeant. " It may be
Avorth AvhIle to find out to-morrow whether Superintendent Seegrave
Avas wrong about the Indians as Avell." With that he turned to Mr.
Begbie, and took up the argument again exactly at the place Avhere
it had left off. " This question between us is a question of soils and
seasons, and patience and pains, Mr. Gardener. Now let me put it to
you from another point of vieAV. You take your white moss rose
"
By that time, I had closed the door on them, and Avas out of
hearing of the rest of the dispute.
In the passage, I met Penelope hanging about, and asked what
she was waiting for.
She was Avalting for her young lady's bell, when her young lady
chose to call her back to go on Avith the packing for the next day's
journey. Further Inquiry revealed to me, that Miss Rachel had
given it as a reason for wanting to go to her aunt at Frizinghall,
that the house was unendurable to her, and that she could bear the
odious presence of a policeman under the same roof with herself no
longer. On being informed, half an hour since, that her departure
would be delayed till tAvo in the afternoon, she hadfloAvninto a violent
passion. My lady, present at the time, had severely rebuked her,
and then (having apparently samethlng to say, which was reserved
for her daughter's private ear) had sent Penelope out of the room.
My girl was In Avretchedly low spirits about the changed state of
things in the house. "Nothing goes right, father; nothing is like
Avhat it used to be. I feel as if some dreadful misfortune was hanging
over us all."
That was my feeling too. But I put a good face on It, before my
daughter. Miss Rachel's bell rang while we were talking. Penelope
ran up the back stairs to go on AvIth the packing. I Avent by the
other way to the hall, to see Avhat the glass said about the change in
the weather.
Just as I approached the SAvIng-door leading into the hall from
the servants' offices, it was violently opened from the other side;
and Rosanna Spearman ran by me, AA'ith a miserable look of pain iu
her face, and one of her hands pressed hard over her heart, as if the
pang was in that quarter. " What's the matter, my girl ? " I asked,
stopping her. " Are you i l l ? " " F o r God's sake, don't speak to
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me," she answered, and twisted herselt out of my hands, and ran on
towards the servants' staircase. I called to the cook (who was within
hearing) to look after the poor girl. TAVO other persons proved to
be within hearing, as well as the cook. Sergeant Cuff darted softly
out of my room, and asked what Avas the matter, I answered
"Nothing."
Mr. Franklin, on the other side, pulled open the
swing-door, and beckoning mo into the hall, inquired if I had seen
anything of Rosanna Spearman.
" She has just passed me, sir, with a very disturbed face, and in
a very odd manner."
" I am afraid I am innocently the cause of that disturbance,
Betteredge."
"You, s i r ! "
" I can't explain it," says Mr. Franklin; " b u t , if the girl is
concerned In the loss of the Diamond, I do really believe she was on
the point of confessing everything—to me, of all the people in the
world—not two minutes since."
Looking towards the swing-door, as he said those last words, ]
fancied I saw it opened a little way from the inner side.
Was there anybody listening ? The door fell to, before I could
get to it. Looking through, the moment after, I thought I saw the
tails of Sergeant Cuff's respectable black coat disappearing round the
corner of the passage. He knew, as Avell as I did, that he could
expect no more help from me, now that I had discovered the turn
which his investigations were really taking. Under those circumstances, it was quite in his character to help himself, and to do it by
the underground Avay.
Not feeling sure that I had really seen the Sergeant—and not
desiring to make needless mischief, Avhere, Heaven knows, there Avas
mischief enough going on already—I told Mr. Franklin that I thought
one of the dogs had got into the house—and then begged him to
describe what had happened between Rosanna and himself.
" W e r e you passing through the hall, s i r ? " I asked. " D i d
you meet her accidentally, AA'hen she spoke to you ? "
Mr. Franklin pointed to the billiard-table.
" I was knocking the balls about," he said, " and trying to get
this miserable business of the Diamond out of my mind. 1 happened
to look up—and there stood Rosanna Spearman at the side of me,
like a ghost! Her stealing on me in that Avay was so strange, that
I hardly knew what to do at first. Seeing a very anxious expression
in her face, I asked her if she wished to speak to me. She ansAvered,
' Yes, if I dare.' Knowing what suspicion attached to her, I could
only put one construction on such language as that. I confess it
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made me uncomfortable. I had no Avish to invite the girl's confidence. At the same time, in the difficulties that now beset us, I
could hardly feel justified in refusing to listen to her, if she Avas
really bent on speaking to me. It was an awkward position ; and I
dare say I got out of it awkwardly enough. I said to her, ' I don't
quite understand you. Is there anything you Avant me to do ? '
Mind, Betteredge, I didn't speak unkindly! The poor girl can't
help being ugly—I felt that, at the time. The cue was still in my
hand, and I went on knocking the balls about, to take off the
awkwardness of the thing. As it turned out, I only made matters
worse still. I'm afraid I mortified her without meaning it! She
suddenly turned away. ' He looks at the billiard balls,' I heard her
say. ' Anything rather than look at me ! ' Before I could stop her,
she had left the hall. I am not quite easy about it, Betteredge.
Would you mind telling Rosanna that I meant no unkindness ?
I have been a little hard on her, perhaps, in my own thoughts—I
have almost hoped that the loss of the Diamond might be traced to
her. Not from any ill-will to the poor girl: but
" He stopped
there, and going back to the billiard-table, began to knock the balls
about once more.
After what had passed between the Sergeant and me, I knew
what it was that he had left unspoken as well as he knew it
himself.
Nothing but the tracing of the Moonstone to our second housemaid could now raise Miss Rachel above the infamous suspicion that
rested on her in the mind of Sergeant Cuff, It was no longer a
question of quieting my young lady's nervous excitement; it was a
question of proving her innocence. If Rosanna had done nothing to
compromise herself, the hope which Mr. Franklin confessed to having
felt would have been hard enough on her in all conscience. But this
was not the case. She had pretended to be ill, and had gone
secretly to Frizinghall, She had been up all night, making something or destroying something, in private. And she had been at the
Shivering Sand, that evening, under circumstances which were highly
suspicious, to say the least of them. For all these reasons (sorry as
I was for Rosanna) I could not but think that Mr. Franklin's Avay of
looking at the matter was neither unnatural nor unreasonable, in
Mr. Franklin's position, I said a Avord to him to that effect.
" Yes, yes ! " he said in return, " But there is just a chance—
a very poor one, certainly—that Rosanna's conduct may admit of
some explanation which Ave don't see at present. I hate hurting a
woman's feelings, Betteredge ! Tell the poor creature what I told
you to tell her. And if she Avants to speak to me—I don't care
9
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whether I get into a scrape or not—send her to me in the library.
With those kind words he laid down the cue and left me.
Inquiry at the servants' offices informed me that Rosanna had
retired to her own room. She had declined all offers of assistance
with thanks, and had only asked to be left to rest in quiet. _ Here,
therefore, was an end of any confession on her part (supposing she
really had a confession to make) for that night. I reported the
result to Mr. Franklin, who, thereupon, left the library, and went up
to bed,
I was putting the lights out, and making the windows fast, when
Samuel came in with news of the two guests whom I had left in my
room.
The argument about the A\hlte moss rose had apparently come to
an end at last. The gardener had gone home, and Sergeant Cuff
was nowhere to be found in the lower regions of the house,
I looked into my room. Quite true—nothing was to be discovered
there but a couple of empty tumblers and a strong smell of hot grog.
Had the Sergeant gone of his own accord to the bed-chamber that
was prepared for him ? I went up-staIrs to see.
After reaching the second landing, I thought I heard a sound of
quiet and regular breathing on my left-hand side. My left-hand
side led to the corridor which communicated with Miss Rachel's
room. I looked in, and there, coiled up on three chairs placed
right across the passage—there, with a red handkerchief tied round
his grizzled head, and his respectable black coat rolled up for a
pillow, lay and slept Sergeant Cuff!
He vi'oke, instantly and quietly, like a dog, the moment I
approached him.
" Good night, Mr. Betteredge," he said. " A n d mind, if you
ever take to growing roses, the Avhite moss rose is all the better for
not being budded on the dog-rose, whatever the gardener may say to
the contrary !''
" What are you doing here ? " I asked. " Why are you not in
your proper bed? "
" I am not in my proper bed," answered the Sergeant, " because
I am one of the many people in this miserable world who can't earn
their money honestly and easily at the same time. There was a coincidence, this evening, between tho period of Rosanna Spearman's
return from the Sands and the period when Miss Verinder stated her
resolution to leave the house. Whatever Rosanna may have hidden,
it's clear to my mind that your young lady couldn't go aAvay until she
kneAv that it was hidden. The two must have communicated privately
once already to-night. If they try to communicate again, when tha
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house is quiet, I Avant to be in the way, and stop it. Don't blame
mo for upsetting your sleeping arrangements, Mr. Betteredge—blame
tho Diamond."
" I wish to God the Diamond h;id never found its Avay Into this
house ! " I broke out.
Sergeant Cuff looked AvIth a rueful face at the three chairs on
which he had coudcmned himself to pass the night.
" So do I," he said, gravely.

CHAPTER XVII,
NoTiiixa happened In the night; and (I am happy to add) no attempt
at communication between Miss Itachel and Rosanna rewarded the
vigilance of Sergeant Cuff.
I had expected tho Sergeant to set off for Frizinghall the first
thing in tho morning. lie Availed about, however, as if he had
BomethlDg else to do first. I left liim to his own devices ; and going
into the grounds shortly after, met Mr. Franklin on his favourite walk
by the shrubbery side.
Before Ave had exchanged two v.'ords, the Sergeant unexpectedly
joined us. lie made up to Mr. l^'riiuldiu, Avho received him, I must
own, haughtily enough. " Have you iinything to say to me ? " was
all the return he yol for polit<;ly Avlshiiig Mr. I'raiiklin good morning,
" I have soiiietl/iiig to Kiiy to you, sir," answered the Sergeant,
" on tho subject of tlio inquiiy I ,'uii conducting; here. You detected
tlie turn that Inquiry Vt'iis really taking, yesterday. Naturally enough.
In your position, you are shocked and distressed. Naturally enough,
also, you visit your ov,n augry senso of your OAvn family scandal
upon Me."
" What do you Avaiit ? " Mr. Franklin broke In, sharply enough.
" I Avant to remind you, sir, that I have at any rate, thus far,
not been piov/'d to bo Avnjiig. Besiiiiig that In mind, be pleased to
remember, at tho same tline, that I am an officer of tho law acting
here under tho sanction of tlie mistress of the house. Under these
circumstances, Is It, or is it not, your duty as a good citizen, to
;i: ; ist iiio with any special inforin^tlon AvhIch you may happen to
possess?"
" I possess no special information," says Mr. Franklin.
Sergeant Cuff put tLal answer by him, as if no aiis'iver had been
made.
" You may suvo my liiae, fir, fom bcin;j v/asted on an inquiry
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at a diitan>_v." he wen: on, - i f you choose to understand me and
6]-trak oat."
• I dont uaJerstand you," answered Mr. Franklin ; "and I have
nothing t,'" sav."
•• One of the female servfints (I won't mention names) spoke to
you privately, sir. last nizht."
Once more ilr. Franklin cnt him short; once more Mr. Franklin
ansAvered. " I have nothing to say."
Standing bv in silence. I thoaght of the movement in the swingdjor on the previous evening, and of the coat-tails which I had seen
disappearing doAvn the passage. Sergeant Cuff' had, no doubt, just
heard enoa^^h, bef.re I interrupted him. to make him suspect that
Rosanna had rehevea her mind by confessing something to Mr.
Franklin Bhike.
This not:-in Lad bareiy struck me—when who should appear at
the eni of the shni'obery walk bat Eosa'ona Spearman in her OAVTI
proper person! She was followed by Penelope, who was evidently
trying to ma'ie 'ner retrace her stops to the house. Seeing that
Ml'. Franklin was not alone. Rosanna came to a standstill, evidently
in great perplexity what to do nest. Penelope waited behind her.
Mr. Frankhn saw the girls as soon as I saw them. The Sergeant,
Avith his hevilish canning, took on not to have noticed them at all.
All this happened in an instant. Before either Mr, Franklin or I
could say a Awnd. Sergeant Cuff struck in smoothly, with an appearance of contlnaing the previous conversation.
"You needn't be afraid of harming the girl, sir," he said to
Mr. Franklin, sreakin^ in a loud voice, so that Rosanna might hear
him. •• On the contrary, I recomme'-d you to honour me with your
conhdenoe, if you feel any interest in Rosanna Spearman,"
Mr. Franklin instantly took on not to have noticed the girls
either. He answered, speaking loudly on his side :
'• I take no interest whatever in Rosanna Spvearman."
I looked towards the end of the walk. AH I saw at the distance
was that Rosanna suddenly turned round, the moment Mr. Franklin
had spoken. Instead of resisting Penelope, as she had done the
moment lefore. she now let my daughter take her by the arm and
lead her back to the house.
The breakfast-bcli rang as the two girls disappeared—and even
Sergeant Cuff" was now obliged to give It up as a bad job ! He said
to me quietly. " I shall go to Frizinghall, Mr. Betteredge; and I
shall be back before two." He Avent his way Avithout a word more—
and for some few hoars we were well rid of him.
" You must make it right with Rosanna," Mr. Fi-ankiin said to
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me, when we were alone. " I seem to be fated to say or do something awkward, before that unlucky girl. You must have seen yourself that Sergeant Cuff laid a trap for both of us. If he could confuse me, or irritate her into breaking out, either she or I might have
said something which Avould answer his purpose. On the spur of
the moment, I saw no better way out of it than the way I took. It
stopped the girl from saying anything, and it showed the Sergeant
that I saw through him. He was evidently listening, Betteredge,
when I was speaking to you last night."
He had done worse than listen, as I privately thought to myself.
He had remembered my telling him that the girl Avas in love with
Mr. Franklin ; and he had calculated on that, Avhen he appealed to
Mr. Franklin's interest in Rosanna—In Rosanna's hearing.
" A s to listening, sir," I remarked (keeping the other point to
myself), " we shall all be rowing in the same boat. If this sort of
thing goes on much longer. Prying, and peeping, and listening are
the natural occupations of people situated as Ave are. In another
lay or two, Mr. Franklin, we shall all be struck dumb together—
'or this reason, that we shall all be listening to suiprlse each other's
secrets, and all know it. Excuse my breaking out, sir. The horrid
mystery hanging over us in this house gets Into my head like liquor,
and makes me wild. I won't forget what you have told me. I'll
take the first opportunity of making it right with Rosanna Spearman."
" You haven't said anything to her yet about last night, have
you ? " Mr. Franklin asked.
" No, sir."
" Then say nothing now. I had better not invite the girl's
confidence, with the Sergeant on the look-out to surprise us together.
My conduct is not very consistent, Betteredge—is It ? I see no
way out of this business, which isn't dreadful to think of, unless the
Diamond is traced to Rosanna. And yet I can't, and won't, help
Sergeant Cuff to find the girl out."
Unreasonable enough, no doubt. But it was my state of mind
as well. I thoroughly understood him. If you will, for once in
your life, remember that you are mortal, perhaps you Avill thoroughly
understand him too.
The state of things, indoors and out, while Sergeant Cuff was on
his way to Frizinghall, was briefiy this :
Miss Rachel AA'aited for the time when the carriage was to take
her to her aunt's, still obstinately shut up in her OAVU room. My
lady and Mr. Franklin breakfasted together. After breakfast, Mr.
Franklin took one of his sudden resolutions, and Avent out precipi-
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lately to quiet his mind by a long walk. I was the only person who
saw him go ; and he told me he should be back before the Sergeant
returned. The change iu the weather, foreshadowed overnight,
had come. Heavy rain had been foUoAved, soon after dawn, by high
wind. It was blowing fresh as the day got on. But though the
clouds threatened more than once, the rain still held off. It was
not a bad day for a walk, if you Avere young and strong, and could
breast the great gusts of Avind Avhich came sAveepIng in from the sea.
I attended my lady after breakfast, and assisted her in thf
settlement of our household accounts. She only once alluded to tho
matter of the Moonstone, and that was in the Avay of forbidding any
present mention of it between us. " Wait till that man comes back,"
she said, meaning the Sergeant. " We must speak of it then : we
are not obliged to speak of It noAV."
After leaving my mistress, I found Penelope waiting for me in
my room.
" I wish, father, you would come and speak to Rosanna," she
said. " I am very uneasy about her."
I suspected what was the matter readily enough. But it is a
maxim of mine that men (being superior creatui-es) are bound to Improve women—If they can. When a Avoman wants me to do anything (my daughter, or not, it doesn't matter), I always insist on
knowing Avhy. The oftener you make them rummage their own
minds for a reason, the more manageable you will find them in all
the relations of life. It isn't their fault (poor wretches !) that they
act first, and think afterwards; it's the fault of the fools who
humour them.
Penelope's reason why, on this occasion, may be given in her
own words. " I am afraid, father," she said, " Mr. Franklin has
hurt Rosanna cruelly, without intending it."
" What took Rosanna into the shrubbery walk ? " I asked.
" H e r OA\'n madness," says Penelope; " I can call it nothing
else. She Avas bent on speaking to Mr. Franklin, this morning, come
what might of it. I did my best to stop her; you saw that. If I
could only have got her away before she heard those dreadful
words
"
" There ! there ! " I said, " don't lose your head. I can't
call to mind that anything happened to alarm Rosanna."
" Nothing to alarm her, father. But Mr. Franklin said he took
no interest whatever in her—and, oh, he said it in such a cruel
voice! "
" He said It to stop the Sergeant's mouth," I answered.
" I told her that," says Penelope. " But you see, father (though
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Mr. Franklin isn't to blame), he's been mortifying and disappointing
her for weeks and weeks past; • and now this comes on the top of it
all! She has no right, of course, to expect him to take any interest
in her. It's quite monstrous that she should forget herself and her
station in that Avay. But she seems to have lost pride, and proper
feeling, and everything.
She frightened me, father, when Mr.
Franklin said those words. They seemed to turn her Into stone.
,A sudden quiet came over her, and she has gone about her work,
ever since, like a woman in a dream."
I began to feel a little uneasy. There Avas something In the
way Penelope put It which silenced my superior sense. I called to
mind, now my thoughts were directed that Avay, what had passed
between Mr. Franklin and Rosanna overnight. She looked cut to
the heart on that occasion; and now, as ill-luck Avould have it, she
had been unavoidably stung again, poor soul, on the tender place.
Sad! sad!—all the more sad because the girl had no reason to
justify her, and no right to feel it.
I had promised Mr. Franklin to speak to Rosanna, and this
seemed the fittest time for keeping my word.
We found the girl sweeping the corridor outside the bedrooms,
pale and composed, and neat as ever in her modest print dress. I
noticed a curious dimness and dulness in her eyes—not as if she
had been crying, but as if she had been looking at something too
long. Possibly, it was a misty something raised by her own thoughts.
There was certainly no object about her to look at which she had
not seen already hundreds on hundreds of times.
"Cheer up, Rosanna! " I said. "You mustn't fret over your
own fancies. I have got something to say to you from Mr. Franklin."
I thereupon put the matter in the right view before her, in the
friendliest and most comforting Avords I could find. My principles,
in regard to the other sex, are, as you may have noticed, very severe.
But somehow or other, Avhen I come face to face with the women,
my practice (I own) Is not conformable.
" Mr. Franklin Is very kind and considerate. Please to thank
him." That was all the answer she made me.
My daughter had already noticed that Rosanna went about her
work like a woman in a dream. I noAV added to this observation,
that she also listened and spoke like aAvoman in a dream. I doubted
if her mind was in a fit condition to take in what I had said to her.
" Are you quite sure, Rosanna, that you understand me ? " I
asked.
" Quite sure."
She echoed me, not like a living Avoman, but like a creature
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moved by machinery. She Avent on sweeping all the time. I took
away the broom as gently and as kindly as I could.
" Come, come, my girl! " I said, " this Is not like yourself. You
have got something on your mind. I'm your friend—and I'll stand
your friend, even If you have done Avrong. Make a clean breast of
it, Rosanna—make a clean breast of i t ! "
The time had been, Avhen my speaking to her in that way would
have brought the tears into her eyes. I could see no change in
them now.
" Yes," she said, " I'll make a clean breast of it."
" To my lady ? " I asked.
"No."
" To Mr. F r a n k l i n ? "
" Y e s ; to Mr. Franklin."
I hardly knew what to say to that. She Avas in no condition to
understand the caution against speaking to him in private, which
Mr. Franklin had directed me to give her. Feeling my way, little
by little, I only told her Mr. Franklin had gone out for a walk.
" It doesn't matter," she ansAA'ered. " I shan't trouble Mr.
Franklin, to-day."
" Why not speak to my lady ? " I said. " The way to relieve
your mind Is to speak to the merciful and Christian mistress who has
always been kind to you."
She looked at me for a moment with a grave and steady attention, as If she was fixing what I said in her mind. Then she took
the broom out of my hands; and moved off with it sloA\'ly, a little
way down the corridor.
" No," she said, going on with her sweeping, and speaking to
herself; " I know a better way of relieving my mind than that."
" \^Tiat is it ? "
" Please to let me go on with my work."
Penelope folloAved her, and offered to help her.
She answered, " No. I want to do my Avork. Thank you,
Penelope." She looked round at me. " Thank you, Mr. Betteredge."
There was no moving her—there was nothing more to be said.
I signed to Penelope to come aAvay with me. We left her, as we
had found her, sweeping the corridor, like a woman in a dream.
" This Is a matter for the doctor to look into," I said. "It's
beyond me."
My daughter reminded me of Mr. Candy's Illness, owing (as you
may remember) to the chill he had caught on the night of the dinnerparty. His assistant—a certain Mr. Ezra Jennings—was at our
disposal, to be sure. But nobody knew much about him in our
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parts. He had been engaged by Mr. Candy, under rather peculiar
circumstances; and, right or wrong, we none of us liked him or
trusted him. There were other doctors at Frizinghall. But they
were strangers to our house; and Penelope doubted. In Rosanna's
present state, whether strangers might not do her more harm than good.
I thought of speaking to my lady. But, remembering the heavy
weight of anxiety which she already had on her mind, I hesitated to
add to all the other vexations this new trouble. Still, there was a
necessity for doing something. The girl's state Avas, to my thinking,
downright alarming—and my mistress ought to be informed of it.
UnA?illing enough, I went to her sitting-room. No one was there.
My lady Avas shut up Avith Miss Rachel. It Avas impossible for me
to see her till she came out again.
I waited in vain till the clock on the front staircase struck the
quarter to two. Five minutes afterwards, I heard my name called,
from the drive outside the house. I knew the voice directly.
Sergeant Cuff had returned from Frizinghall.

CHAPTER XVIII.
down to the front door, I met the Sergeant on the steps.
It went against the grain with me, after Avhat had passed between
us, to shoAv him that I felt any sort of interest in his proceedings.
In spite of myself, however, I felt an interest that there Avas no
resisting. My sense of dignity sank from under me, and out came
the words : " What news from Frizinghall? "
" I have seen the Indians," answered Sergeant Cufl'. " And I
have found out what Rosanna bought privately In the town, on
Thursday last. The Indians will be set free on Wednesday in next
week. There isn't a doubt on my mind, and there isn't a doubt on
Mr. Murthwaite's mind, that they came to this place to steal the
Moonstone, Their calculations were all thrown out, of course, by
what happened in the house on Wednesday night; and they have no
more to do with the actual loss of the jcAvel than you have. But
I can tell you one thing, Mr. Betteredge—If ive don't find the
Moonstone, they will. You have not heard the last of the three
jugglers yet."
Mr. Franklin came back from his walk as the Sergeant said
those startling Avords. Governing his curiosity better than I had
governed mine, he passed us without a Avord, and went on into the
house.
GOING
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As for me, having already dropped my dignity, I determined to
have the Avhole benefit of the sacrifice. " So much for the Indians,"
I said. " What about Rosanna next ? "
Sergeant Cuff shook his head.
" The mystery in that quarter is thicker than ever," he said.
" I have traced her to a shop at Frizinghall, kept by a linendraper
named Maltby. She bought nothing whatever at any of the other
drapers' shops, or at any milliners' or tailors' shops; and she
bought nothing at Maltby's but a piece of long cloth. She was very
particular in choosing a certain quality. As to quantity, she bought
enough to make a nightgown."
" Whose nightgoAvn? " I asked.
" Her OAvn, to be sure. BetAveen twelve and three, on the
Thursday morning, she must have slipped doAvn to your young lady's
room, to settle the hiding of the Moonstone while all the rest of you
Avere in bed. In going back to her oAvn room, her nightgoAvn must
have brushed the Avet paint on the door. She couldn't wash out the
stain; and she couldn't safely destroy the nightgown without first
providing another like it, to make the Inventory of her linen complete."
" What proA-es that it Avas Rosanna's nightgoAvn?" I objected.
" The material she bought for making the substitute dress,"
ansAvered the Sergeant. "If it had been Miss Verinder's nightgown, she Avould haA'e had to buy lace, and frilling, and Lord knoAvs
what besides; and she Avouldn't have had time to make it in one
night. Plain long cloth means a plain servant's nightgoAvn. No,
no, Mr. Betteredge—all that is clear enough. The pinch of the
question is—why, after having provided the substitute dress, does
she hide the smeared nightgoAvn, instead of destroying it? If the
girl Avon't speak out, there is only one Avay of settling the difficulty.
The hiding-place at the Shivering Sand must be searched—and the
true state of the case AVIU be discovered there."
" HoAV are you to t'lid the place ?" I inquired.
" I am sorry to disappoint you," said the Sergeant—" but that's
a secret Avhich I mean to keep to myself."
(Not to irritate your curiosity, as he irritated mine, I may here
inform j'ou that he had come back from Frizinghall provided with
a search-Avarrant. His experience in such matters told him that
Rosanna Avas in all probability carrying about her a memorandum
of the hiding-place, to guide her, in case she returned to it, under
changed circumstances and after a lapse of time. Possessed of this
memorandum, the Sergeant Avould be furnished with all that he
could desire.)
"NoAv, Mr. Betteredge," he went on, " suppose Ave drop specula-
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tion, and get to business. I told Joyce to haA'e an eye on Rosanna.
Where is Joyce ? "
Joyce was the Frizinghall policeman, who had been left by
Superintendent Seegrave at Sergeant Cuff's disposal. The clock
struck two, as he put the question; and, punctual to the moment,
the carriage came round to take Miss Rachel to her aunt's.
" One thing at a time," said the Sergeant, stopplug me as I was
about to send in search of Joyce. " I must attend to Miss Verinder
first."
As the rain was still threatening. It Avas the close carriage that
had been appointed to take Miss Rachel to Frizinghall. Sergeant
Cuff beckoned Samuel to come down to him from the rumble behind.
" You will see a friend of mine AA'altIng among the trees, on this
side of the lodge gate," he said. " My friend, without stopping the
carriage, will get up into the rumble Avith you. You have nothing
to do but to hold your tongue, and shut your eyes. Otherwise, you
will get into trouble."
With that advice, he sent the footman back to his place. What
Samuel thought I don't knoAV. It Avas plain, to my mind, that Miss
Rachel was to be privately kept in A'iew from the time when she left
our house—If she did leave it. A watch set on my young lady !
A spy behind her in the rumble of her mother's carriage ! I could
have cut my own tongue out for having forgotten myself so far as to
speak to Sergeant Cuff.
The first person to come out of the house Avas my lady. She
stood aside, on the top step, posting herself there to see what
happened. Not a Avord did she say, either to the Sergeant or to me.
With her lips closed, and her arms folded In the light garden cloak
which she had wrapped round her on coming into the air, there she
stood, as still as a statue, Avalting for her daughter to appear.
In a minute more. Miss Rachel came downstairs—very nicely
dressed in some soft yelloAV stuff', that set off her dark complexion,
and clipped her tight (in the form of a jacket) round the waist. She
had a smart little straw hat on her head, with a white veil twisted
round it. She had primrose-coloured gloves that fitted her hands
like a second skin. Her beautiful black hair looked as smooth as
satin under her hat. Her little ears Avere like rosy shells—they had
a pearl dangling from each of them. She came swiftly out to us,
as straight as a lily on Its stem, and as lithe and supple in every
movement she made as a young cat. Nothing that I could discover
was altered in her pretty face, but her eyes and her lips. Her eyes
were brighter and fiercer than I liked to see ; and her lips had so
completely lost their colour and their smile that I hardly knew them
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again. She kissed her mother in a hasty and sudden manner on
the cheek. She said, " T r y to forgive me, mamma"—and then
pulled doAvn her veU over her face so vehemently that she tore it.
In another moment she had run down the steps, and had rushed
into the carriage as if it was a hiding-place.
Sergeant Cuff was just as quick on his side. He put Samuel
back, and stood before Miss Rachel, Avith the open carriage-door in
his hand, at the instant when she settled herself in her place.
" What do you want ? " says Miss Rachel, from behind her veil.
" I want to say one word to you, miss," answered the Sergeant,
"before you go. I can't presume to stop your paying a visit to
your aunt. I can only venture to say that your leaving us, as things
are now, puts an obstacle in the way of my recovering your Diamond.
Please to understand t h a t ; and now decide for yourself whether you
go or stay."
Miss Rachel never even answered him. "Drive on, James ! "
she called out to the coachman.
Without another word, the Sergeant shut the carriage-door.
Just as he closed it, Mr. Franklin came running doAvn the steps.
"Good-by, Rachel," he said, holding out his hand.
"Drive on! " cried Miss Rachel, louder than ever, and taking
no more notice of Mr. Frankhn than she had taken of Sergeant Cuff.
Mr. Franklin stepped back thunderstruck, as well he might be.
The coachman, not knowing what to do, looked towards my lady,
still standing immovable on the top step. My lady, Avith anger and
sorrow and shame all struggling together in her face, made him
a sign to start the horses, and then turned back hastily into the
house. Mr. Franklin, recovering the use of his speech, called after
her, as the carriage drove off, '• Aunt! you were quite right. Accept
my thanks for aU your kindness—and let me go."
My lady turned as though to speak to him. Then, as if distrusting herself, waved her hand kindly. " Let me see you, before
you leave us, Franklin," she said, in a broken voice—and went on
to her own room.
" Do me a last favour, Betteredge," says Mr. Franklin, turning
to me, Avith the tears in his eyes. " Get me away to the train as
soon as you can ! "
He too went his way into the house. For the moment, Miss
Rachel had completely unmanned him. Judge from that, how fond
he must have been of her !
Sergeant Cuff and I were left face to face, at the bottom of the
steps. The Sergeant stood with his face set towards a gap in the
trees, commanding a view of one of the windings of the dnve which
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led from the house. He had his hands in his pockets, and he was
softly Avhistling " The Last Rose of Summer " to himself.
" There's a time for everythiug," I said, savagely enough.
" This Isn't a time for Avhistling."
At that moment, the carriage appeared in the distance, through
the gap, on its Avay to tho kulgo-gate. There Avas another man,
besides Samuel, plainly visible iu the rumble behind.
"All right!" said tho Sergeant to himself. He turned round
tome. " I t ' s no time for whistliug, Mr. Betteredge, as you say.
It's time to take this business iu baud, now, Avithout sparing anybody. We'll begin with Rosauua Spoavuiau. ^Vhero is Joyce ? "
We both called for Joyce, and received no ansAver. I sent one
of the stable-boys to look for hiui.
"You heard Avhat I said to Miss A'eriudcr ? " remarked the
Sergeant, AvhIle wo were Avaitlug. "And you saAV how she received
it ? I tell her plainly that her loaviug us will be an obstacle Iu the
way of my recovering her Diamond—and she leaves, in the face of
that statement! Your youug lady has got a travelling companion
in her mother's carriage, Mr. Betteredge—and the name of it is,
the Moonstone."
I said nothing. I only held on like death to my belief In Miss
Rachel.
The stable-boy came back, followed—very unwillingly, as it
appeared to me—^hy Joyce.
"Where is Rosanna Spearman ? " asked Sergeant Cuft'.
" I can't account for it, sir," Joyce began; " a n d I am very
sorry. But somehoAV or other
"
" Before I went to Frizinghall," said the Sergeant, cutting him
short, " I told you to keep your eyes on Rosanna Spearman, Avithout
allowing her to discover that she was being Avatched. Do you mean
to tell me that you have let her give you tho slip ? "
" I am afraid, sir," says Joyce, begiuuing to tremble, " that I
was perhaps a little too careful not to let her discover me. There
are such a many passages In the lower parts of this house
"
" How long is It since you missed her ? "
" Nigh on an hour since, sir."
" You can go back to your regular business at Frizinghall," said
the Sergeant, speakiug just as composedly as ever, iu his usual
quiet and dreary Avay. " I don't think your talents are at all In our
line, Mr. Joyce. Your present form of employment is a trifle
beyond you. Good morning."
The man slunk off'. I find It very difficult to describe hoAv I
was affected by the discovery that Rosauua Spearman Avas missing.
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I seemed to be in fifty different minds about it, all at the same time.
In that state, I stood staring at Sergeant Cuff—and my powers of
language quite failed me.
" N o , Mr. Betteredge," said the Sergeant, as if he had discovered the uppermost thought in me, and Avas picking It out to be
answered, before all the rest. " Your young friend, Rosanna, Avon't
slip through my fingers so easy as you think. As long as I kuow
where Miss Verinder is, I have the means at my disposal of tracing
Miss Verinder's accomplice. I prevented them from communicating
last night. Very good. They AVIU get together at Frizinghall,
instead of getting together here. The present inquiry must be
simply shifted (rather sooner than I had anticipated) from this house,
to the house at which Miss Verinder is visiting. In the meantime,
I'm afraid I must trouble you to call the servants together again."
I went round with him to the servants' hall. It is very disgraceful, but it is not the less true, that I had another attack of the
detective-fever, when he said those last words. I forgot that I hated
Sergeant Cuff. I seized him confidentially by the arm. I said,
" F o r goodness' sake, tell us what you are going to do with the
servants now? "
The great Cuff stood stockstill, and addressed himself in a kind
of melancholy rapture to the empty air.
" I f this man," said the Sergeant (apparently meaning me),
" only understood the growing of roses, he would be the most completely perfect character on the face of creation ! " After that
strong expression of feeling, he sighed, and put his arm through
mine. " This is how it stands," he said, dropping doAA'u again to
business. " Rosanna has done one of t\A'o things. She has either
gone direct to Frizinghall (before I can get there), or she has gone
first to visit her hiding-place at the Shivering Sand. The first thing
to find out is, which of the-servants saw the last of her before she
left the house."
On instituting this inquiry, it turned out that the last person
who had set eyes on Rosanna was Nancy, the kitchenmaid.
Nancy had seen her slip out AvIth a letter in her hand, and stop
the butcher's man who had just been delivering some meat at the
back door. Nancy had heard her ask the man to post the letter
when he got back to Frizinghall. The man had looked at the address, and had said it was a round-about Avay of delivering a letter,
directed to Cobb's Hole, to post It at Frizinghall—and that, moreover, on a Saturday, which would prevent the letter from getting to
its destination until Monday morning. Rosanna had answered that
the delivery of the letter being delayed till Monday was of no im-
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portance. The only thing she wished to be sure of was that the
man would do what she told him. The man had promised to do it,
and had driven aAvay. Nancy had been called back to her work in
the kitchen. And no other person had seen anything afterwards of
Rosanna Spearman.
" Well ? " I asked, Avhen we Avere alone again.
" Well," says the Sergeant. " I must go to Frizinghall."
"About the letter, s i r ? "
" Yes. The memorandum of the hiding-place is in that letter.
I must see the address at the post-office. If it is the address I
suspect, I shall pay our friend, Mrs. Yolland, another visit on
Monday next."
I went with the Sergeant to order the pony-chaise. In the stableyard we got a new light thrown on the missing girl.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE news of Rosanna's disappearance had, as It appeared, spread
among the out-of-door servants. They too had made their inquiries;
and they had just laid hands on a quick little imp, nicknamed
"Duffy"—Avho was occasionally employed in weeding the garden,
and who had seen Rosanna Spearman as lately as half-an-hour since.
Duffy Avas certain that the girl had passed him In the fir-plantation,
not walking, but naming, in the direction of the sea-shore.
" Does this boy know the coast hereabouts ? " asked Sergeant
Cuff.
" He has been born and bred on the coast," I answered.
" Duffy ! " says the Sergeant, " do you want to earn a shilling ?
If you do, come along with me. Keep the pony-chaise ready,
Mr. Betteredge, till I come back."
He started for the Shivering Sand, at a rate that my legs
(though well enough preserved for my time of life) had no hope of
matching. Little Duffy, as the way is with the young savages in
our parts when they are in high spirits, gave a howl, and trotted off
at the Sergeant's heels.
Here again, I find It impossible to give anything like a clear
account of the state of my mind in the Interval after Sergeant Cuff
had left us. A curious and stupefying restlessness got possession of
me. I did a dozen different needless things In and out of the house,
not one of which I can noAV remember. I don't even know hoAV long
it was after the Sergeant had gone to the sands, Avhen Duffy came

running back with a message for me. Sergeant Cuff had given the
boy a leaf torn out of his pocket-book, on AvhIch was written in
pencil, " Send me one of Rosanna Spearman's boots, and be quick
about it."
I despatched the first woman-servant I could find to Rosanna s
room ; and I sent the boy back to say that I myself Avould folloAV him
with the boot.
This, I am well aware, was not the quickest way to take of
obeying the directions which I had received. But I was resolved to
see for myself what new mystification was going on, before I trusted
Rosanna's boot in the Sergeant's hands. My old notion of screening the girl, if I could, seemed to have come back on me again, at
the eleventh hour. This state of feeling (to say nothing of tho
detective-fever) hurried me off, as soon as I had got the boot, at the
nearest approach to a run which a man turned seventy can reasonably
hope to make.
As I got near the shore, the clouds gathered black, and the rain
came down, drifting in great white sheets of water before the wind.
I heard the thunder of the sea on the sand-bank at the mouth of the
bay. A little further on, I passed the boy crouching for shelter
under the lee of the sand-hills. Then I saw the raging sea, and the
rollers tumbling in on the sand-bank, and the driven rain sweeping
over the waters like a flying garment, and the yellow wilderness of
the beach with one solitary black figure standing on it—the figure of
Sergeant Cuff.
He waved his hand towards the north, when he first saw me.
" Keep on that side!" he shouted. " And come on down here
to me I "
I went doAvn to him, choking for breath, with my heart leaping
as if it was like to leap out of me. I was past speaking. I had a
hundred questions to put to him; and not one of them would pass
my hps. His face frightened me. I saw a look in his eyes which
was a look of horror. He snatched the boot out of my hand, and
set it in a footmark on the sand, bearing south from us as we stood,
and pointing straight towards the rocky ledge called the South Spit.
The mark was not yet blurred out by the rain—and the girl's boot
fitted it to a hair.
The Sergeant pointed to the boot in the footmark, without saying
a word.
I caught at his arm, and tried to speak to him, and failed as I
had failed when I tried before. He went on, following the footsteps
down and down to where the rocks and the sand joined. The South
Spit Avas just awash with the flowing tide; the waters heaved over
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the hidden face of the Shivering Sand. Now this way and now that,
with an obstinate patience that was dreadful to see, Sergeant Cuff
tried the boot in the footsteps, and always found it pointing the same
way—straight to the rocks. Hunt as he might, no sign could he
find anywhere of the footsteps walklng/rom them.
He gave it up at last. Still keeping silence, he looked again at
me ; and then he looked out at the waters before us, heaving in
deeper and deeper over the quicksand. I looked where he looked—
and I saw his thought in his face. A dreadful dumb trembling
crawled all over me on a sudden. I feel upon my knees on the
beach.
" She has been bacK at the hiding-place," I heard the Sergeant
say to himself. " Some fatal accident has happened to her on
those rocks."
The girl's altered looks, and words, and actions—the numbed,
deadened way in which she listened to me, and spoke to me—when
I had found her sweeping the corridor but a few hours since, rose
up in my mind, and warned me, even as the Sergeant spoke, that
his guess was wide of the dreadful truth. I tried to tell him of the
fear that had frozen me up. I tried to say, " The death she has
died. Sergeant, was a death of her own seeking." No I the words
wouldn't come. The dumb trembling held me in its grip. I couldn't
feel the driving rain. I couldn't see the rising tide. As in the
vision of a dream, the poor lost creature came back before me. I
saw her again as I had seen her in the past time—on the morning
when I went to fetch her into the house. I heard her again, teUIng
me that the Shivering Sand seemed to draw her to it against her
will, and wondering whether her grave was waiting for her there.
The horror of it struck at me, in some unfathomable way, through
my own child. My girl was just her age. My girl, tried as Rosanna
was tried, might have lived that miserable life, and died this dreadful
death.
The Sergeant kindly lifted me up, and turned me away from the
sight of the place where she had perished.
With that relief, I began to fetch my breath again, and to see
things about me, as things really Avere. Looking towards the sandhills, I saw the men-servants from out-of-doors, and the fisherman,
named Yolland, all running down to us together; and all, having
taken the alarm, calling out to knoAV if the girl had been found. In
the fewest words, the Sergeant showed them the evidence of the
footmarks, and told them that a fatal accident must have happened
to her. He then picked out the fisherman from the rest, and put a
question to him, turning about again towards the sea : " Tell me,"
10
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he said. " Could a boat have taken her off, in such weather as this,
from those rocks where her footmarks stop ? "
The fisherman pointed to the rollers tumbling in on the sandbank, and to the great waves leaping up in clouds of foam against
the headlands on either side of us.
" No boat that ever was built," he answered, " could have got to
her through that."
Sergeant Cuff looked for the last time at the footmarks on the
sand, which the rain was now fast blurring out.
" There," he said, " i s the evidence that she can't have left this
place by land. And here," he went on, looking at the fisherman,
" is the evidence that she can't have got away by sea." He stopped,
and considered for a minute. " She was seen running towards this
place, half an hour before I got here from the house," he said to
Yolland. " Some time has passed since then. Call it, altogether,
an hour ago. How high would the water be, at that time, on this
side of the rocks?" He pointed to the south side—otherwise, the
side which was not filled up by the quicksand.
" As the tide makes to-day," said the fisherman, " there wouldn't
have been water enough to drown a kitten on that side of the Spit,
an hour since."
Sergeant Cuff turned about northward, towards the quicksand.
" How much on this side?" he asked.
" L e s s still," answered Yolland. " T h e Shivering Sand would
have been just awash, and no more."
The Sergeant turned to me, and said that the accident must
have happened on the side of the quicksand. My tongue was
loosened at that. " No accident! " I told him. " When she came
to this place, she came, weary of her life, to end it here."
He started back from me. " How do you know ? " he asked.
The rest of them crowded round. The Sergeant recovered himself
instantly. He put them back from me ; he said I was an old man ;
he said the discovery had shaken me; he said, " L e t him alone a
little." Then he turned to Yolland, and asked, " I s there any
chance of finding her, when the tide ebbs a g a i n ? " And Yolland
answered, " None. What the Sand gets, the Sand keeps for ever."
Having said that, the fisherman came a step nearer, and addressed
himself to me.
" Mr. Betteredge," he said, " I have a word to say to you about
the young woman's death. Four foot out, broadwise, along the side
of the Spit, there's a shelf of rock, about half fathom doAvu under
the sand. My question is—Avhy didn't she strike that ? If she
slipped, by accident, from ofl" the Spit, she fell in where there's
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foothold at the bottom, at a depth that would barely cover her to the
waist. She must have waded out, or jumped out, into the Deeps
beyond—or she wouldn't be missing noAV. No accident, sir! The
Deeps of the Quicksand have got her. And they have got her by
her own act."
After that testimony from a man whose knowledge was to be
relied on, the Sergeant was silent. The rest of us, like him, held
our peace. With one accord, we all turned back up the slope of
the beach.
At the sand-hillocks we were met by the under-groom, running
to us from the house. The lad is a good lad, and has an honest
respect for me. He handed me a little note, with a decent sorrow in
his face. " Penelope sent me with this, Mr. Betteredge," he said.
" She found It in Rosanna's room."
It was her last farewell word to the old man who had done his
best—thank God, always done his best—to befriend her,
"You have often forgiven me, Mr. Betteredge, In past times.
When you next see the Shivering Sand, try to forgive me once more.
I have found my grave where my grave was waiting for me. I have
lived, and died, sir, grateful for your kindness."
There was no more than that. Little as it was, I hadn't manhood enough to hold up against it. Your tears come easy, when
you're young, and beginning the world. Your tears come easy, when
you're old, and leaving it. I burst out crying.
Sergeant Cuff took a step nearer to me—meaning kindly, I don't
doubt. I shrank back from him. " Don't touch me," I said.
" It's the dread of you, that has driven her to It."
" You are wrong, Mr. Betteredge," he answered, quietly. " But
there will be time enough to speak of It when we are indoors again."
I followed the rest of them, with the help of the groom's arm.
Through the driving rain we went back—to meet the trouble and the
terror that were waiting for us at the house.

CHAPTER XX.
in front had spread the news before us. We found the
servants in a state of panic. As we passed my lady's door, it was
thrown open violently from the inner side. My mistress came out
among us (with Mr. Franklin following, and trying vainly to compose
her), quite beside herself with the horror of the thing.
" "You are answerable for this ! " she cried out, threatening the
THOSE
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Sergeant wildly with her hand. " Gabriel! give that wretch his
money—and release me from the sight of him ! "
The Sergeant was the only one among us who was fit to cope
with her—being the only one among us who was in possession of
himself.
" I am no more answerable for this distressing calamity, my
lady, than you are," he said. " If, in half an hour from this, you
still insist on my leaving the house, I will accept your ladyship's
dismissal, but not your ladyship's money."
It was spoken very respectfully, but very firmly at the same time
—and It had its effect on my mistress as well as on me. She
suffered Mr. Franklin to lead her back into the room. As the door
closed on the two, the Sergeant, looking about among the womenservants in his observant way, noticed that AA'hile all the rest were
merely frightened, Penelope was in tears. " When your father has
changed his Avet clothes," he said to her, " come and speak to us, in
your father's room."
Before the half-hour was out, I had got my dry clothes on, and
had lent Sergeant Cuff such change of dress as he required. Penelope came in to us to hear what the Sergeant wanted with her. I
don't think I ever felt what a good dutiful daughter I had, so strongly
as I felt it at that moment. I took her and sat her on my knee—
and I prayed God bless her. She hid her head on my bosom, and
put her arms round my neck—and we waited a little while in silence.
The poor dead girl must have been at the bottom of it, I think, with
my daughter and with me. The Sergeant went to the window, and
stood there looking out. I thought it right to thank him for considering us both in this way—and I did.
People in high life have all the luxuries to themselves—among
others, the luxury of indulging their feelings. People In low life
have no such privilege. Necessity, which spares our betters, has no
pity on us. We learn to put our feelings back into ourselves, and to
jog on with our duties as patiently as may be. I don't complain of
this—I only notice it. Penelope and I were ready for the Sergeant,
as soon as the Sergeant was ready on his side. Asked if she knew
what had led her fellow-servant to destroy herself, my daughter
answered (as you will foresee) that it was for love of Mr, Franklin
Blake, Asked next, if she had mentioned this notion of hers to any
other person, Penelope answered, " I have not mentioned it, for
Rosanna's sake," I felt it necessary to add a word to this, I said,
" A n d for Mr, Franklins sake, my dear, as well. If Rosanna has
died for love of him, it is not with his knowledge or by his fault.
Let him leave the house to-day, if he does leave it, without the use-
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less pain of knowing the truth." Sergeant Cuff said, " Quite
right," and fell silent again; comparing Penelope's notion (as it
seemed to me) with some other notion of his own AvhIch he kept to
himself
At the end of the half-hour, my mistress's bell rang.
On my way to answer it, I met Mr. Franklin coming out of his
aunt's sitting-room. He mentioned that her ladyship was ready to
see Sergeant Cuff—in my presence as before—and he added that he
himself wanted to say two words to the Sergeant first. On our way
back to my room, he stopped, and looked at the railway time-table
in the hall.
"Are you really going to leave us, s i r ? " I asked. "Miss
Rachel will surely come right again, if you only give her time ? "
" She will come right again," answered Mr. Franklin, " when
she hears that I have gone away, and that she Avill see me no more."
I thought he spoke in resentment of my young lady's treatment
of him. But it was not so. My mistress had noticed, from the
time when the police first came into the house, that the bare mention
of him was enough to set Miss Rachel's temper in a flame. He had
been too fond of his cousin to like to confess this to himself, until
the truth had been forced on him, when she drove off to her aunt's.
His eyes once opened in that cruel way which you know of, Mr.
Franklin had taken his resolution—the one resolution which a man
of any spirit could take—to leave the house.
What he had to say to the Sergeant was spoken in my presence.
He described her ladyship as willing to acknowledge that she had
spoken over-hastlly. And he asked if Sergeant Cuff would consent
—In that case—to accept his fee, and to leave the matter of the
Diamond where the matter stood now. The Sergeant answered,
" No, sir. My fee is paid me for doing my duty. I decline to take
it, until my duty is done."
" I don't understand you," says Mr. Franklin.
" I ' l l explain myself, sir," says the Sergeant. "When I came
here, I undertook to throw the necessary light on the matter of the
missing Diamond. I am now ready, and waiting, to redeem my
pledge. When I have stated the case to Lady Verinder as the case
now stands, and when I have told her plainly what course of action
to take for the recovery of the Moonstone, the responsibility will be
off my shoulders. Let her ladyship decide, after that, whether she
does, or does not, allow me to go on. I shall then have done what
I undertook to do—and I'll take my fee."
In those words Sergeant Cuff reminded us that, even in the
Detective Police, a man may have a reputation to lose.
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The view he took was so plainly the right one, that there was no
more to be said. As I rose to conduct him to my lady's room, he
asked if Mr. Frankhn wished to be present. Mr. Franklin answered,
" Not unless Lady Verinder desires it." He added, in a whisper to
me, as I was following the Sergeant out, " I know, what that man is
going to say about Rachel; and I am too fond of her to hear it, and
keep my temper. Leave me by myself."
I left him, miserable enough, leaning on the sill of my window,
with his face hidden in his hands—and Penelope peeping through
the door, longing to comfort him. In Mr. Franklin's place, I should
have called her in. When you are ill-used by one woman, there is
great comfort In telling it to another—because, nine times out of
ten, the other always takes your side. Perhaps, when my back was
turned, he did call her In ? In that case, it is only doing my daughter
justice to declare that she would stick at nothing, in the way of
comforting Mr. Franklin Blake.
In the meantime, Sergeant Cuff and I proceeded to my lady's
room.
At the last conference we had held with her, we had found her
not over willing to lift her eyes from the book which she had on the
table. On this occasion there was a change for the better. She
met the Sergeant's eye with an eye that was as steady as his own.
The family spirit showed itself in every line of her face ; and I
knew that Sergeant Cuff would meet his match, when a woman like
my mistress was strung up to hear the worst he could say to her.

CHAPTER XXI.
THE first words, when we had taken our seats, were spoken by my
lady.
" Sergeant Cuff," she said, "there was perhaps some excuse for
the Inconsiderate manner in which I spoke to you half an hour since.
I have no wish, however, to claim that excuse. I say, Avith perfect
sincerity, that I regret it, if I wronged you."
The grace of voice and manner with which she made him that
atonement had its due effect on the Sergeant. He requested permission to justify himself—putting his justiflcatlon as an act of
respect to my mistress. It was impossible, he said, that he could be
in any way responsible for the calamity which had shocked us all,
for this sufficient reason, that his success in bringing his inquiry to
its proper end depended on his neither saying nor doing anything
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that could alarm Rosanna Spearman. He appealed to me to testify
whether he had, or had not, carried that object out. I could, and
did, bear witness that he had. And there, as I thought, the matter
might have been judiciously left to come to an end.
Sergeant Cuff, however, took it a step further, evidently (as you
shall noAV judge) with the purpose of forcing the most painful of all
possible explanations to take place between her ladyship and himself.
" I have heard a motive assigned for the young Avoman's suicide,"
said the Sergeant, " which may possibly be the right one. It is a
motive quite unconnected with the case AvhIch I am conducting here.
I am bound to add, however, that my own opinion points the other
Avay. Some unbearable anxiety in connexion Avith the missing
Diamond, has, I believe, driven the poor creature to her own destruction. I don't pretend to know what that unbearable anxiety may
have been. But I think (with your ladyship's permission) I can lay
my hand on a person Avho Is capable of deciding whether I am right
or wrong."
" Is the person now in the house ? " my mistress asked, after
waiting a little.
" The person has left the house, my lady."
That answer pointed as straight to Miss Rachel as straight could
be. A silence dropped on us which I thought Avould neA'er come to
an end. Lord ! hoAv the wind hoAA'led, and how the rain drove at
the window, as I sat there AvaitIng for one or other of them to speak
again !
" B e so good as to express yourself plainly," said my lady.
" Do you refer to my daughter ? "
" I do," said Sergeant Cuff, in so many words.
My mistress had her cheque-book on the table when we entered
the room—no doubt to pay the Sergeant his fee. She noAV put
it back in the drawer. It went to my heart to see how her poor
hand trembled — the hand that had loaded her old servant with
benefits; the hand that, I pray God, may take mine, when my time
comes, and I leave my place for ever !
" I had hoped," said my lady, very slowly and quietly, " to
have recompensed your services, and to have parted Avith you without Miss Verinder's name having been openly mentioned between
us as it has been mentioned now. My nephew has probably said
something of this, before you came into my room ? "
" M r . Blake gave his message, my lady. And I gave Mr.
Blake a reason
"
" I t is needless to tell me your reason. After what you have
just said, you know as well as I do that you have gone too far
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to go back. I owe it to myself, and I owe it to my child, to
insist on your remaining here, and to insist on your speaking out."
The Sergeant looked at his Avatch.
" I f there had been time, my lady," he answered, " I should
have preferred writing my report, instead of communicating it by
word of mouth. But, if this inquiry is to go on, time is of too much
importance to be Avasted In Avrltlng. I am ready to go into the
matter at once. It is a very painful matter for me to speak of, and
for you to hear
"
There my mistress stopped him once more.
" I may possibly make it less painful to you, and to my good
servant and friend here," she said, "If I set the example of speaking
boldly, on my side. You suspect Miss Verinder of deceiving us all,
by secreting the Diamond for some purpose of her own ? Is that true ?''
" Quite true, my lady."
" "Very well. Now, before you begin, I have to tell you, as Miss
Verinder's mother, that she is absolutely incapable of doing what you
suppose her to have done. Your knowledge of her character dates
from a day or two since. My knowledge of her character dates from
the beginning of her life. State your suspicion of her as strongly as
you please—it is Impossible that you can offend me by doing so. I
am sure, beforehand, that (with all your experience) the circumstances ha\'e fatally misled you in this case. Mind! I am in possession of no private information. I am as absolutely shut out of
my daughter's confidence as you are. My one reason for speaking
positively, is the reason you have heard already. I know my child."
She turned to me, and gave me her hand. I kissed it in silence.
"You may go on," she said, facing the Sergeant again as steadily
as ever.
Sergeant Cuff bowed. My mistress had produced but one effect
on him. His hatchet-face softened for a moment, as if he was sorry
for her. As to shaking him in his own conviction, it was plain to
see that she had not moved him by a single inch. He settled himself in his chair; and he began his vile attack on Miss Rachel's
character in these words :
" I must ask your ladyship," he said, " t o look this matter in
the face, from my point of view as well as from yours. Will you
please to suppose yourself coming down here, in my place, and with
my experience ? and will you allow me to mention very briefly what
that experience has been ? "
My mistress signed to him that she would do this. The Sergeant
went on:
' For the last twenty years," he said, " I have been largely em-
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ployed in cases of family scandal, acting in the capacity of confidential
man. The one result of my domestic practice which has any bearing
on the matter now in hand, is a result which I may state in two
words. It is well within my experience, that young ladles of rank
and position do occasionally have private debts AvhIch they dare not
acknowledge to their nearest relatives and friends. Sometimes, the
milliner and the jeweller are at the bottom of it. Sometimes, the
money is wanted for purposes which I don't suspect in this case, and
which I Avon't shock you by mentioning. Bear in mind Avhat I have
said, my lady—and now let us see hoAV events in this house have
forced me back on my own experience, whether I liked it or not! "
He considered with himself for a moment, and went on—with a
horrid clearness that obliged you to understand him; with an
abominable justice that favoured nobody.
" M y first information relating to the loss of the Moonstone,"
said the Sergeant, " came to me from Superintendent Seegrave. He
proved to my complete satisfaction that he was perfectly incapable
of managing the case. The one thing he said Avhich struck me as
worth listening to, was this—that Miss Verinder had declined to be
questioned by him, and had spoken to him AvIth a perfectly incomprehensible rudeness and contempt. I thought this curious—but I
attributed it mainly to some clumsiness on the Superintendent's part
which might have offended the young lady. After that, I put it by
in my mind, and applied myself, single-handed, to the case. It
ended, as you are aware. In the discovery of the smear on the door,
and in Mr. Franklin Blake's evidence satisfying me, that this same
smear, and the loss of the Diamond, were pieces of the same puzzle.
So far, if I suspected anything, I suspected that the Moonstone had
been stolen, and that one of the servants might prove to be the thief
Very good. In this state of things, what happens ? Miss Verinder
suddenly comes out of her room, and speaks to me. I observe three
suspicious appearances in that young lady. She is still violently
agitated, though more than four-and-twenty hours have passed since
the Diamond was lost. She treats me, as she has already treated
Superintendent Seegrave. And she is mortally offended with Mr.
Franklin Blake. Very good again. Here (I say to myself) is a
young lady who has lost a valuable jewel—a young lady, also, as my
own eyes and ears inform me, who is of an impetuous temperament.
Under these circumstances, and with that character, what does she
do ? She betrays an incomprehensible resentment against Mr. Blake,
Mr. Superintendent, and myself—otherwise, the very three people
who have all. In their different ways, been trying to help her to
recover her lost jewel. Having brought my inquiry to that point—
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then, my lady, and not till then, I begin to look back into my own
mind for my own experience. My own experience explains Miss
Verinder's otherwise incomprehensible conduct. It associates her
with those other young ladies that I knoAV of. It tells me she has
debts she daren't acknowledge, that must be paid. And it sets me
asking myself, whether the loss of the Diamond may not mean—that
the Diamond must be secretly pledged to pay them. That is the
conclusion which my experience draws from plain facts. What does
your ladyship's experience say against it ? "
" What I have said afready," answered my mistress. " The
circumstances have misled you."
I said nothing on my side. Bobhison Crusoe—God knows how—
had got into my muddled old head. If Sergeant Cuff had found
himself, at that moment, transported to a desert island, without a
man Friday to keep him company, or a ship to take him off—he
would have found himself exactly where I wished him to be ! (Nota
bene:—I am an average good Christian, when you don't push my
Christianity too far. And all the rest of you—which is a great
comfort—are, in this respect, much the same as I am.)
Sergeant Cuff went on :
"Right or Avrong, my lady," he said, "having drawn my conclusion, the next thing to do was to put It to the test. I suggested
to your ladyship the examination of all the Avardrobes in the house.
It was a means of finding the article of dress AvhIch had, in all probability, made the smear; and it Avas a means of putting my conclusion to the test. How did It turn out ? Your ladyship consented;
Mr. Blake consented; Mr. Ablewhite consented. Miss Verinder
alone stopped the whole proceeding by refusing point-blank. That
result satisfied me that my view was the right one. If your ladyship
and Mr. Betteredge persist in not agreeing Avith me, you must be
blind to what happened before you this very day. In your hearing,
I told the young lady that her leaving the house (as things were
then) would put an obstacle in the way of my recovering her jewel.
You saw yourselves that she drove off in the face of that statement.
You saw yourselves that, so far from forgiving Mr. Blake for having
done more than all the rest of you to put the clue into my hands, she
publicly insulted Mr. Blake, on the steps of her mother's house.
What do these things mean ? If Miss Verinder is not privy to the
suppression of the Diamond, what do these things m e a n ? "
This time he looked my Avay. It was downright frightful to
hear him piling up proof after proof against Miss Rachel, and to
know, while one was longing to defend her, that there was no disputing the truth of what he said. I am (thank God!) constitu-
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tionally superior to reason. This enabled me to hold firm to my
lady's view, which was my view also. This roused my spirit, and
made me put a bold face on It before Sergeant Cuff. Profit, good
friends, I beseech you, by my example. It will save you from many
troubles of the vexing sort. Cultivate a superiority to reason, and
see how you pare the claws of all the sensible people when they try
to scratch you for your own good !
Finding that I made no remark, and that my mistress made no
remark. Sergeant Cuff proceeded. Lord ! how it did enrage me to
notice that he was not in the least put out by our silence !
" There is the case, my lady, as it stands against Miss Verinder
alone," he said. " T h e next thing is to put the case as it stands
against Miss Verinder and the deceased Rosanna Spearman, taken
together. We will go back for a moment, if you please, to your
daughter's refusal to let her wardrobe be examined. My mind being
made up, after that circumstance, I had two questions to consider next.
First, as to the right method of conducting my inquiry. Second, as
to whether Miss Verinder had an accomplice among the female
servants in the house. After carefully thinking It over, I determined
to conduct the inquiry in, what we should call at our office, a highly
irregular manner. For this reason : I had a family scandal to deal
with, which it was my business to keep within the family limits.
The less noise made, and the fcAver strangers employed to help me,
the better. As to the usual course of taking people in custody on
suspicion, going before the magistrate, and all the rest of it—nothing of the sort was to be thought of, when your ladyship's daughter
was (as I believed) at the bottom of the whole business. In this
case, I felt that a person of Mr. Betteredge's character and position
in the house—knowing the servants as he did, and having the
honour of the family at heart—would be safer to take as an assistant
than any other person whom I could lay my hand on. I should
have tried Mr. Blake as well—but for one obstacle in the way. He
saw the drift of my proceedings at a very early date ; and, with his
interest in Miss Verinder, any mutual understanding was impossible
between him and me. I trouble your ladyship with these particulars
to show you that I have kept the family secret within the family
circle. I am the only outsider who knoAvs It—and my professional
existence depends on holding my tongue."
Here I felt that my professional existence depended on not
holding my tongue. To be held up before my mistress, in my old
age, as a sort of deputy-policeman, was, once again, more than my
Christianity was strong enough to hear.
((' I beg to inform your ladyship," I said, " t h a t I never, to my
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knowledge, helped this abominable detective business, in any way,
from first to last; and I summon Sergeant Cuff to contradict me, if
he dares ! "
Having given vent in those words, I felt greatly relieved. Her
ladyship honoured me by a little friendly pat on the shoulder. I
looked with righteous indignation at the Sergeant to see what he
thought of such a testimony as that. The Sergeant looked back
like a lamb, and seemed to like me better than ever.
My lady informed him that he might continue his statement.
" I understand," she said, " that you have honestly done your best,
in what you believe to be my interest. I am ready to hear what
you have to say next."
" What I have to say next," answered Sergeant Cuff, "relates
to Rosanna Spearman. I recognised the young woman, as your
ladyship may remember, when she brought the washing-book into
this room. Up to that time I was inclined to doubt whether Miss
Verinder had trusted her secret to any one. When I saw Rosanna,
I altered my mind, I suspected her at once of being privy to the
suppression of the Diamond, The poor creature has met her death
by a dreadful end, and I don't want your ladyship to think, now
she's gone, that I was unduly hard on her. If this had been a
common case of thieving, I should have given Rosanna the benefit
of the doubt just as freely as I should have given it to any of the
other servants in the house. Our experience of the Reformatory
Avomen Is, that when tried in service—and when kindly and judiciously treated—they prove themselves in the majority of cases to
be honestly penitent, and honestly worthy of the pains taken with
them. But this was not a common case of thieving. It was a case
—in my mind—of a deeply planned fraud, with the owner of the
Diamond at the bottom of it. Holding this view, the first consideration which naturally presented itself to me, in connexion with
Rosanna, was this. Would Miss Verinder be satisfied (begging your
ladyship's pardon) with leading us all to think that the Moonstone
was merely lost ? Or would she go a step further, and delude us
into believing that the Moonstone was stolen ? In the latter event
there was Rosanna Spearman—with the character of a thief—ready
to her hand; the person of all others to lead your ladyship off, and
to lead me off, on a false scent."
Was it possible (I asked myself) that he could put his case against
Miss Rachel and Rosanna in a more horrid point of view than this ?
It was possible, as you shall now see.
" I had another reason for suspecting the deceased woman," he
said, " which appears to me to have been stronger still. Who
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would be the very person to help Miss Verinder in raising money
privatelj' on the Diamond ? Rosanna Spearman. No young lady
in Miss Verinder's position could manage such a risky matter as
that by herself. A go-between she must have, and who so fit, I ask
again, as Rosanna Spearman ? Your ladyship's deceased housemaid
was at the top of her profession when she was a thief. She had
relations, to my certain knowledge, with one of the few men in
London (in the money-lending line) who would advance a large sum
on such a notable jewel as the Moonstone, without asking awkward
questions, or insisting on awkAvard conditions. Bear this in mind,
my lady; and now let me show you how my suspicions have been
justified by Rosanna's own acts, and by the plain inferences to be
drawn from them."
He thereupon passed the whole of Rosanna's proceedings under
review. You are already as well acquainted with those proceedings
as I am ; and you will understand how unansAverably this part of his
report fixed the guilt of being concerned in the disappearance of the
Moonstone on the memory of the poor dead girl. Even my mistress
was daunted by what he said now. She made him no answer when
he had done. It didn't seem to matter to the Sergeant whether he
was answered or not. On he went (devil take him !), just as steady
as ever.
" Having stated the whole case as I understand it," he said, " I
have only to tell your ladyship, now, what I propose to do next. I
see two ways of bringing this inquiry successfully to an end. One
of those ways I look upon as a certainty. The other, I admit, is a
bold experiment, and nothing more. Your ladyship shall decide.
Shall we take the certainty first ? "
My mistress made him a sign to take his own way, and choose
for himself.
" Thank you," said the Sergeant. " We'll begin with the
certainty, as your ladyship is so good as to leave it to me. Whether
Miss Verinder remains at Frizinghall, or whether she returns here,
I propose, in either case, to keep a careful watch on all her proceedings—on the people she sees, on the rides and walks she may take,
and on the letters she may write and receive."
" What next ? " asked my mistress.
" I shall next," answered the Sergeant, " request your ladyship's
leave to introduce into the house, as a servant in the place of
Rosanna Spearman, a woman accustomed to private inquiries of this
sort, for whose discretion I can answer."
" What next ? " repeated my mistress.
"Next," proceeded the Sergeant, " and last, I propose to send
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one of my brother-officers to make an arrangement Avith that moneylender in London, whom I mentioned just now as formerly acquainted
with Rosanna Spearman—and whose name and address, your ladyship may rely on it, have been communicated by Rosanna to Miss
Verinder. I don't deny that the course of action I am now suggesting will cost money, and consume time. But the result is certain.
We run a line round the Moonstone, and we draw that line closer
and closer till we find it in Miss Verinder's possession, supposing
she decides to keep it. If her debts press, and she decides on
sending it away, then we have our man ready, and we meet the
Moonstone on its arrival in London."
To hear her own daughter made the subject of such a proposal
as this, stung my mistress into speaking angrily for the first time.
" Consider your proposal declined, in every particular," she said.
" And go on to your other way of bringing the inquiry to an end."
" M y other way," said the Sergeant, going on as easy as ever,
" is to try that bold experiment to which I have alluded. I think
I have formed a pretty correct estimate of Miss Verinder's temperament. She is quite capable (according to my belief) of committing
a daring fraud. But she is too hot and Impetuous in temper, and
too little accustomed to deceit as a habit, to act the hypocrite in
small things, and to restrain herself under all provocations. Her
feelings, in this case, have repeatedly got beyond her control, at the
very time when it was plainly her interest to conceal them. It is
on this peculiarity in her character that I now propose to act. I
want to give her a great shock suddenly, under circumstances that
will touch her to the quick. In plain English, I want to tell Miss
Verinder, without a word of warning, of Rosanna's death—on the
chance that her own better feelings will hurry her into making
a clean breast of it. Does your ladyship accept that alternative ? "
My mistress astonished me beyond all power of expression. She
answered him on the instant:
" Y e s ; I do."
" The pony-chaise is ready," said the Sergeant. " I wish your
ladyship good morning."
My lady held up her hand, and stopped him at the door.
" My daughter's better feelings shall be appealed to, as you
propose," she said. " But I claim the right, as her mother, ol
putting her to the test myself You AA'ill remain here, if you please ;
and I will go to Frizinghall."
For once in his life, the great Cuff stood speechless with amazement, like an ordinary man.
My mistress rang the bell, and ordered her waterproof things.
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It was still pouring Avith rain; and the close carriage had gone, as
you know, with Miss Rachel to Frizinghall, I tried to dissuade her
ladyship from facing the severity of the weather. Quite useless!
I asked leave to go with her, and hold the umbrella. She wouldn't
hear of it. The pony-chaise came round, with the groom in charge.
"You may rely on two things," she said to Sergeant Cuff, in the
hall. " I will try the experiment on Miss Verinder as boldly as you
could try it yourself. And I will inform you of the result, either
personally or by letter, before the last train leaves for London
to-night."
With that, she stepped into the chaise, and, taking the reins
herself, drove off to Frizinghall.

CHAPTER XXII.
MY mistress having left us, I had leisure to think of Sergeant Cuff.
I found him sitting in a snug corner of the hall, consulting his
memorandum book, and curling up viciously at the corners of the lips.
" Making notes of the case ? " I asked.
" N o , " said the Sergeant. "Looking to see what my next
professional engagement is."
" Oh ! " I said. " You think it's all over then, here ? "
" I think," answered Sergeant Cuff, " that Lady Verinder is
one of the cleverest women in England. I also think a rose much
better worth looking at than a diamond. Where is the gardener,
Mr. Betteredge ? "
There was no getting a word more out of him on the matter of
the Moonstone. He had lost all interest in his own inquiry; and
he would persist in looking for the gardener. An hour afterAvards,
I heard them at high words in the conservatory, with the dog-rose
once more at the bottom of the dispute.
In the meantime, it was my business to find out whether Mr.
Franklin persisted in his resolution to leave us by the afxemoou
train. After having been informed of the conference In my lady's
room, and of how it had ended, he immediately decided on waiting
to hear the news from Frizinghall. This very natural alteration in
his plans—which, with ordinary people, would have led to nothing
in particular—proved, in Mr. Franklins case, to have one objectionpible result. It left him unsettled, with a legacy of idle time on hia
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hands, and in so doing, it let out all the foreign sides of his character,
one on the top of another, like rats out of a bag.
Now as an Italian-Englishman, now as a German-Englishman,
and now as a French-Englishman, he drifted in and out of all the
sitting-rooms in the house, Avith nothing to talk of but Miss Rachel's
treatment of him; and with nobody to address himself to but me.
I found him (for example) in the library, sitting under the map of
Modern Italy, and quite unaware of any other method of meeting
his troubles, except the method of talking about them. " I have
several worthy aspirations, Betteredge; but what am I to do with
them noAV ? I am full of dormant good qualities, if Rachel would
only have helped me to bring them out! " He was so eloquent in
draAving the picture of his own neglected merits, and so pathetic in
lamenting over It when it was done, that I felt quite at my wits' end
how to console him, when it suddenly occurred to me that here was
a case for the wholesome application of a bit of Bobinson Crusoe.
I hobbled out to my own room, and hobbled back with that immortal
book. Nobody in the Hbrary! The map of Modern Italy stared
at me; and / stared at the map of Modern Italy.
I tried the drawing-room. There was his handkerchief on the
floor, to prove that he had drifted in. And there was the empty
room to prove that he had drifted out again.
I tried the dining-room, and discovered Samuel with a biscuit
and a glass of sherry, silently investigating the empty air. A minute
since, Mr. Franklin had rung furiously for a little light refreshment.
On its production, in a violent hurry, by Samuel, Mr. Franklin had
vanished before the bell down-stairs had quite done ringing with the
pull he had given to it.
I tried the momlng-room, and found him at last. There he was
at the Avindow, draAving hieroglyphics with his finger in the damp on
the glass.
"Your sherry is waiting for you, sir," I said to him, I might
as well have addressed myself to one of the four walls of the room;
he was doAvn In the bottomless deep of his own meditations, past all
pulling up. " How do you explain Rachel's conduct, Betteredge ? "
was the only answer I received. Not being ready with the needful
reply, I produced Bobinson Crusoe, in AvhIch I am firmly persuaded
some explanation might have been found, if Ave had only searched
long enough for it. Mr. Franklin shut up Robinson Crusoe, and
floundeied into his German-English gibberish on the spot. " Why
not look into It ? " he said, as if I had personally objected to looking
into it. " Why the devil lose your patience, Betteredge, when
patience is all that's wanted to arrive at the truth ? Don't interrupt
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me. Rachel's conduct is perfectly intelligible, if you will only do
her the common justice to take the Objective view first, and the
Subjective view next, and the Objective-Subjective view to wind up
with. What do we knoAV ? We knoAV that the loss of the Moonstone, on Thursday morning last, threw her into a state of nervous
excitement, from which she has not recovered yet. Do you mean to
deny the Objective view, so far ? Very well, then—don't interrupt
me. Now, being in a state of nervous excitement, how are we to
expect that she should behave as she might otherwise have behaved
to any of the people about her ? Arguing in this way, from Avlthlnoutwards, what do we reach ? We reach the Subjective VIOAV. I
defy you to controvert the Subjective view. Very well then—Avhat
follows ? Good Heavens! the Objective-Subjective explanation
follows, of course! Rachel, properly speaking, is not Rachel, but
Somebody Else. Do I mind being cruelly treated by Somebody
Else ? "You are unreasonable enough, Betteredge; but you can
hardly accuse me of that. Then how does It end ? It ends, in spite
of your confounded English narrowness and prejudice, in my being
perfectly happy and comfortable. Where's the sherry ? "
My head was by this time in such a condition, that I was not
quite sure whether it was my own head, or Mr. Franklin s. In this
deplorable state, I contrived to do, what I take to have been, three
Objective things. I got Mr. Franklin his sherry; I retired to my
own room; and I solaced myself with the most composing pipe of
tobacco I ever remember to have smoked in my life.
Don't suppose, however, that I was quit of Mr. Franklin on such
easy terms as these. Drifting again, out of the morning-room into
the hall, he found his way to the offices next, smelt my pipe, and
was instantly reminded that he had been simple enough to give up
smoking for Miss Rachel's sake. In the twinkling of an eye, he
burst in on me with his cigar-case, and came out strong on the one
everlasting subject, in his neat, witty, unbelieving, French way.
" Give me a light, Betteredge. Is it conceivable that a man can
have smoked as long as I have, without discovering that there is a
complete system for the treatment of women at the bottom of his
cigar-case ? Follow me carefully, and I will prove it in two words.
You choose a cigar, you try It, and it disappoints you. What do
you do upon that ? You throw it away and try another. NOAV
observe the application! You choose a woman, you try her, and
she breaks your heart. Fool I take a lesson from your cigar-case.
Throw her away, and ti-y another ! "
I shook my head at that. Wonderfully clever, I dare say, but
my own experience was dead against it. " In the time of the late
11
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Mrs. Betteredge," I said, " I felt pretty often inclined to try your
philosophy, Mr. Franklin. But the laAV insists on your smoking
your cigar, sir, when you have once chosen it." I pointed that
observation with a wink. Mr. Franklin burst out laughing—and we
were as merry as crickets, until the next new side of his character
turned up in due course. So things went on with my young master
and m e ; and so, (while the Sergeant and the gardener were wrangling
over the roses) we two spent the interval before the news came back
from Frizinghall.
The pony chaise returned a good half hour before I had ventured
to expect it. My lady had decided to remain for the present, at her
sister's house. The groom brought two letters from his mistress;
one addressed to Mr. Franklin, and the other to me.
Mr. Franklin's letter I sent to him in the library—into which
refuge his driftings had now taken him for the second time. My
own letter, I read in my own room. A cheque, which di'opped out
when I opened it, informed me (before I had mastered the contents)
that Sergeant Cuff's dismissal from the inquiry after the Moonstone
was now a settled thing.
I sent to the conservatory to say that I wished to speak to the
Sergeant directly. He appeared, with his mind full of the gardener
and the dog-rose, declaring that the equal of Mr. Begbie for obstinacy
never had existed yet, and never would exist again. I requested him
to dismiss such wretched trifling as this from our conversation, and
to give his best attention to a really serious matter. Upon that he
exerted himself sufficiently to notice the letter in my hand. " A h ! "
he said in a weary way, " you have heard from her ladyship. Have
I anything to do with it, Mr. Betteredge ? "
" You shall judge for yourself. Sergeant." I thereupon read
hira the letter (with my best emphasis and discretion), in the
following words :
" MY GOOD GABEIEL,—I request that you will inform Sergeant Cuff,
that I have performed the promise I made to him ; with this result,
so far as Rosanna Spearman is concerned. Miss Verinder solemnly
declares, that she has never spoken a word in private to Rosanna,
since that unhappy woman first entered my house. They never met,
even accidentally, on the night when the Diamond was lost; and no
communication of any sort whatever took place between them, from
the Thursday morning when the alarm was first raised in the house,
to this present Saturday afternoon, AA'hen Miss Verinder left us.
After telling my daughter suddenly, and in so many words, of
Rosanna Spearman's suicide—this is what has come of it."
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Having reached that point, I looked up, and asked Sergeant Cuff
what he thought of the letter, so far ?
" I should only offend you If I expressed my opinion," answered
the Sergeant. " Go on, Mr. Betteredge," he said, with the most
exasperating resignation, " go on."
When I remembered that this man had had the audacity to complain of our gardener's obstinacy, my tongue itched to " go on " in
other words than my mistress's. This time, however, my Christianity
held firm. I proceeded steadily with her ladyship's letter:
" Having appealed to Miss Verinder In the manner which the
officer thought most desirable, I spoke to her next In the manner
which I myself thought most likely to impress her. On two different
occasions, before my daughter left my roof, I privately warned her
that she was exposing herself to suspicion of the most unendurable
and most degrading kind. I have now told her. In the plainest
terms, that my apprehensions have been realized.
" Her answer to this, on her OAVU solemn affirmation, is as plain
as words can be. In the first place, she owes no money privately
to any living creature. In the second place, the Diamond is not
now, and never has been, in her possession, since she put it into
her cabinet on Wednesday night.
" The confidence which my daughter has placed In me goes no
further than this. She maintains an obstinate silence, when I ask
her if she can explain the disappearance of the Diamond. She
refuses, Avith tears, when I appeal to her to speak out for my sake.
* The day will come Avhen you '.vill knoAv Avhy I am careless about
being suspected, and why I am silent cA'en to you. I have done
much to make my mother pity me—nothing to malie my mother
blush for me.' Those are my daughter's own AN'ords.
" After what has passed between the officer and me, I think—
stranger as he is—that he should be made acquainted Avith what
Miss Verinder has said, as well as you. Read my letter to him,
and then place in his hands the cheque AvhIch I enclose. In resigning all further claim on his services, I have only to say that I am
convinced of his honesty and his intelligence; but I am more firmly
persuaded than ever, that the circumstances, in this case, have
fatally misled him."
There the letter ended. Before presenting the cheque, I asked
Sergeant Cuff if he had any remark to m.ake.
" I t ' s no part of my duty, 'Mr. Betteredge," he ansAA'ereJ, •'• to
{nake remarks on a case, Avhen I have done with it."
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I tossed the cheque across the table to him. " D o you believe
in that part of her ladyship's letter ? " I said, indignantly.
The Sergeant looked at the cheque, and lifted up his dismal eyebrows in acknowledgment of her ladyship's liberality.
" This is such a generous estimate of the value of my time," he
said, " that I feel bound to make some return for it. I'll bear in
mind the amount in this cheque, Mr. Betteredge, when the occasion
comes round for remembering it."
" What do you mean ? " I asked.
" Her ladyship has smoothed matters OA'er for the present very
cleverly," said the Sergeant. " B u t this family scandal is of the
sort that bursts up again when you least expect it. We shall have
more detective-business on our hands, sir, before the Moonstone is
many months older."
If those words meant anything, and if the manner in which he
spoke them meant anything—It came to this. My mistress's letter
had proved, to his mind, that Miss Rachel was hardened enough to
resist the strongest appeal that could be addressed to her, and that
she had deceived her own mother (good God, under what circumstances !) by a series of abominable lies. How other people, in my
place, might have replied to the Sergeant, I don't know. lansAvered
what he said in these plain terms :
" Sergeant Cuff, I consider your last observation as an insult to
my lady and her daughter ! "
" Mr. Betteredge, consider it as a warning to yourself, and you
will be nearer the mark."
Hot and angry as I was, the infernal confidence with which he
gave me that answer closed my lips.
I walked to the window to compose myself. The rain had given
over; and, who should I see in the courtyard, but Mr. Begbie, the
gardener, waiting outside to continue the dog-rose controversy with
Sergeant Cuff.
" My compliments to the Sairgent," said Mr. Begbie, the moment
he set eyes on me. " If he's minded to AA'alk to the station, I'm
agreeable to go with him."
" W h a t ! " cries the Sergeant, behind me, " are you not convinced yet ? "
" The de'il a bit I'm convinced ! " answered Mr. Begbie.
" Then I'll walk to the station ! " says the Sergeant.
" Then I'll meet you at th-e gate ! " says Mr. Begbie.
I was angry enough, as you know—but how was any man's anger
to hold out against such an interruption as this ? Sergeant Cuff
noticed the change in me, and encouraged it by a word in season.
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" Come! come ! " he said, " why not treat my view of the case as
her ladyship treats it ? Why not say, the circumstances have fatally
misled me ? "
To take anything as her ladyship took it, was a privilege worth
enjoying—even with the disadvantage of Its having been offered to
me by Sergeant Cuff. I cooled sloAvly doAvn to my customary level.
I regarded any other opinion of Miss Rachel, than my lady's opinion
or mine, with a lofty contempt. The only thing I could not do, AVUS
to keep off the subject of the Moonstone! My OAVU good sense
ought to have warned me, I know, to let the matter rest—but, there !
the virtues which distinguish the present generation AA'ere not invented in my time. Sergeant Cuff had hit me on the raw, and,
though I did look down upon him AvIth contempt, the tender place still
tingled for all that. The end of It was that I perversely led hiui
back to the subject of her ladyship's letter. " I am quite satisfied
myself," I said. " B u t never mind that! Go on, as if I was still
open to conviction. You think Miss Rachel is not to be believed on
her word ; and you say we shall hear of the Moonstone again. Back
your opinion. Sergeant," I concluded, in an airy Avay. " Back your
opinion."
Instead of taking offence. Sergeant Cuff seized my hand, and
shook it till my fingers ached again.
" I declare to heaven," says this strange officer solemnly, " I
Avould take to domestic service to-morrow, Mr. Betteredge, if I had
a chance of being employed along with You ! To say you are as
transparent as a child, sir, is to pay the children a compliment which
nine out of ten of them don't deserve. There ! there ! Ave won't
begin to dispute again. You shall have it out of me on easier terms
than that. I won't say a word more about her ladyship, or about
Miss Verinder—I'll only turn prophet, for once in a way, and for
your sake. I have warned you already that you haven't done AvIth
the Moonstone yet. Very Avell. Now I'll tell you, at parting, of
three things which will happen in the future, and Avhich, I believe,
will force themselves on your attention, whether you like it or not."
" Go on! " I said, quite unabashed, and just as airy as ever.
" First," said the Sergeant, "you will hear something from the
Yollands—when the postman delivers Rosanna's letter at Cobb's
Hole, on Monday next."
If he had thrown a bucket of cold water over me, I doubt if I
could have felt it much more unpleasantly than I felt those words.
Miss Rachel's assertion of her innocence had left Rosanna's conduct
—the making the new nightgown, the hiding the smeared nightgown,
and all the rest of it—entirely Avithout explanation. And this had
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never occurred to me, till Sergeant Cuff forced it on my mind all in
a moment!
" In the second place," proceeded the Sergeant, " you •will hear
of the three Indians again. You will hear of them in the neighbourhood, if Miss Rachel remains in the neighbourhood. You will hear
of them in London, if Miss Rachel goes to London."
Having lost all interest in the three jugglers, and having
thoroughly convinced myself of my young lady's innocence, I
took this second prophecy easily enough. " So much for two of
the three things that are going to happen," I said. "Now for the
third ! "
" Third, and last," said Sergeant Cuff, " you will, sooner or
later, hear something of that money-lender in London, whom I have
twice taken the liberty of mentioning already. Give me your
pocket-book, and I'll make a note for you of his name and address
—so that there may be no mistake about it if the thing really
happens."
He wrote accordingly on a blank leaf:—" Mr. Septimus Luker^
Middlesex-place, Lambeth, London."
" There," he said, pointing to the address, " are the last words,
on the subject of the Moonstone, which I shall trouble you with for
the present. Time will show whether I am right or Avrong. In the
meanwhile, sir, I carry away with me a sincere personal liking for
you, which I think does honour to both of us. If we don't meet
again before my professional retirement takes place, I hope you will
come and see me in a little house near London, which I have got my
eye on. There will be grass walks, Mr. Betteredge, I promise you,
in my garden. And as for the white moss rose
"
" The de'il a bit ye'll get the white moss rose to grow, unless ye
bud him on the dogue-rose first," cried a voice at the window.
We both turned round. There was the everlasting Mr. Begbie,
too eager for the controversy to wait any longer at the gate. The
Sergeant wrung my hand, and darted out into the court-yard, hotter
still on his side. " Ask him about the moss rose, when he comes
back, and see if I have left him a leg to stand on ! " cried the great
Cuff, hailing me through the window in his turn. " Gentlemen,
both ! " I answered, moderating them again as I had moderated them
once already. " I n the matter of the moss rose there is a great
deal to be said on both sides ! " I might as well (as the Irish say)
have whistled jigs to a milestone. Away they went together, fighting the battle of the roses A\ ichout asking or giving quarter on either
side. The last I saAv of them, Mr. Begbie was shaking his obstinate
head, and Sergea'nt Cuff had got him by the arm like a prisoner in
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charge. Ah, well! well! I own I couldn't help liking the Sergeant—
though I hated him all the time.
Explain that state of mind, if you can. You will soon be rid,
now, of me and my contradictions. When I have reported Mr.
Franklin's departure, the history of the Saturday's events will be
finished at last. And when I have next described certain strange
things that happened in the course of the new week, I shall have
done my part of the Story, and shall hand over the pen to the person
who is appointed to follow my lead. If you are as tired of reading
this narrative as I am of writing it—Lord, how Ave shall enjoy ourselves on both sides a few pages further on !

CHAPTER XXIII.
I HAD kept the pony chaise ready, in case Mr. Franklin persisted in
leaving us by the train that night. The appearance of the luggage,
followed downstairs by Mr. Franklin himself, informed me plainly
enough that he had held firm to a resolution for once in his life.
" So you have really made up your mind, sir ? " I said, as we
met in the hall. " Why not wait a day or two longer, and give Miss
Rachel another chance ? "
The foreign varnish appeared to have all Avorn off Mr. Franklin,
now that the time had come for saying good-bye. Instead of replying
to me In words, he put the letter which her ladyship had addressed
to him into my hand. The greater part of it said over again what
had been said already in the other communication received by me.
But there was a bit about Miss Rachel added at the end, which will
account for the steadiness of Mr. Franklin's determination, if it
accounts for nothing else.
"You will wonder, I dare say" (her ladyship Avrote), " a t my
allowing my own daughter to keep me perfectly in the dark. A
Diamond worth twenty thousand pounds has been lost—and I am
left to infer that the mystery of its disappearance is no mystei-y to
Rachel, and that some incomprehensible obligation of silence has
been laid on her, by some person or persons utterly unknown to me,
with some object in view at which I cannot even guess. Is It conceivable that I should allow myself to be trifled with in this way ?
It is quite conceivable, in Rachel's present state. She is in a condition of nervous agitation pitiable to see. I dare not approach the
subject of the Moonstone again until time has done something to
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quiet her. To help this end, I have not hesitated to dismiss the
police-officer. The mystery which baffles us, baffles him too. This is
not a matter in which any stranger can help us. He adds to what I
have to suffer; and he maddens Rachel if she only hears his name.
" My plans for the future are as well settled as they can be. My
present idea is to take Rachel to London—partly to relieve her mind
by a complete change, partly to try what may be done by consulting
the best medical advice. Can I ask you to meet us in town ? My
dear Franklin, you, in your way, must imitate my patience, and wait,
as I do, for a fitter time. The valuable assistance which you rendered to the enquiry after the lost jewel is still an unpardoned offence,
in the present dreadful state of Rachel's mind. Moving blindfold in
this matter, you have added to the burden of anxiety which she has
had to bear, by innocently threatening her secret with discovery,
through your exertions. It is impossible for me to excuse the perversity that holds you responsible for consequences which neither you
nor I could imagine or foresee. She is not to be reasoned with—•
she can only be pitied. I am grieved to have to say it, but, for the
present, you and Rachel are better apart. The only advice I can
offer you is, to give her time,"
I handed the letter back, sincerely sorry for Mr, Franklin, for I
knew how fond he was of my young lady; and I saw that her
mother's account other had cut him to the heart, "You know the
proverb, sir," was all I said to him, " W h e n things are at the
Avorst, they're sure to mend. Things can't be much worse, Mr.
Franklin, than they are now."
Mr. Franklin folded up his aunt's letter, without appearing to be
much comforted by the remark which I had ventured on addressing
to him.
" When I came here from London with that horrible Diamond,"
he said, " I don't believe there was a happier household in England
than this. Look at the household now! Scattered, disunited—the
very air of the place poisoned with mystery and suspicion ! Do you
remember that morning at the Shivering Sand, when we talked about
my uncle Herncastle, and his birthday gift ? The Moonstone has
served the Colonel's vengeance, Betteredge, by means which the
Colonel himself never dreamt of! "
With that he shook me by the hand, and went out to the pony chaise.
I followed him down the steps. It was very miserable to see
him leaving the old place, where he had spent the happiest years of
his life, in this way. Penelope (sadly upset by all that had happened
in the house) came round crying, to bid him good-bye. Mr. Franklin
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kissed her. I waved my hand as much as to say, " You're heartily
welcome, sir." Some of the other female servants appeared, peeping after him round the corner. He was one of those men Avhom
the women all like. At the last moment, I stopped the pony chaise,
and begged as a favour that he would let us hear from him by letter.
He didn't seem to heed what I said—he was looking round from one
thing to another, taking a sort of farewell of the old house and
grounds. " Tell us where you are going to, sir ! " I said, holding
on by the chaise, and trying to get at his future plans in that way.
Mr. Franklin pulled his hat down suddenly over his eyes. " G o i n g ? "
says he, echoing the word after me. " I am going to the devil!"
The pony started at the word, as If he had felt a Christian horror of
it. " God bless you, sir, go where you may ! " Avas all I had time
to say, before he was out of sight and hearing. A SAveet and
pleasant gentleman ! With all his faults and follies, a sweet and
pleasant gentleman! He left a sad gap behind him, when he left
my lady's house.
It was dull and dreary enough, when the long summer evening
closed in, on that Saturday night.
I kept my spirits from sinking by sticking fast to my pipe and
my Bobinson Crusoe. The women (excepting Penelope) beguiled
the time by talking of Rosanna's suicide. They Avere all obstinately
of opinion that the poor girl had stolen the Moonstone, and that she
had destroyed herself in terror of being found out. My daughter, of
course, privately held fast to what she had said all along. Her
notion of the motive which was really at the bottom of the suicide
failed, oddly enough, just where my young lady's assertion of her
innocence failed also. It left Rosanna's secret journey to Frizinghall, and Rosanna's proceedings in the matter of the nIghtgOA\'u
entirely unaccounted for. There was no use In pointing this out to
Penelope; the objection made about as much impression on her as
a shower of rain on a waterproof coat. The truth is, my daughter
inherits my superiority to reason—and, in respect to that accompUshment, has got a long way ahead of her own father.
On the next day (Sunday), the close carriage, which had been
kept at Mr. Ablewhite's, came back to us empty. The coachman
brought a message for me, and written instructions for my lady's
own maid and for Penelope.
The message informed me that my mistress had determined to
take Miss Rachel to her house In London, on the Monday. The
written instructions Infoi-med the two maids of the clothing that was
wanted, and directed them to meet their mistresses in town at a
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given hour. Most of the other servants were to follow. My lady
had found Miss Rachel so unwilling to return to the house, after
Avhat had happened in it, that she had decided on going to London
direct from Frizinghall. I was to remain in the country, until
further orders, to look after things indoors and out. The servants
left Avith me were to be put on board Avages.
Being reminded, by all this, of what Mr. Franklin had said
about our being a scattered and disunited household, my mind was
led naturally to Mr. Franklin himself Tho more I thought of him,
tho more uneasy I felt about his future proceedings. It ended in
my Avrlting, by the Sunday's post, to his father's valet, Mr. Jeffco
(Avhom I had knoAvn in former years) to beg he would let me know
Avhat Mr. Franklin had settled to do, on arriving in London.
The Sunday evening was, if possible, duller even than the
Saturday evening. We ended the day of rest, as hundreds of
thousands of people end It regularly, once a week, in these islands
—that is to say, we all anticipated bedtime, and fell asleep in our
chairs.
How the Monday affected the rest of the household I don't know.
The Monday gave 7ne a good shako up. Tho first of Sergeant Cuff's
prophecies of what was to happen—namely, that I should hear from
tho Yollands—came true on that day.
I had seen Penelope and my lady's maid off in tho railway with
the luggage for London, and Avas pottering about the grounds, when
I heard my name called. Turning round, I found myself face to
face AvIth the fisherman's daughter. Limping Lucy. Bating her
lame foot and her leanness (this last a horrid drawback to a woman,
in my opinion), the girl had some pleasing qualities In the eye of a
man. A dark, keen, clever face, and a nice clear voice, and a beautiful brown head of hair counted among her merits. A crutch
appeared iu the list of her misfortunes. And a temper reckoned
high in the sum total of her defects.
" Well, my dear," I said, " what do you want with me ? "
"Where's tho man you call Franklin B l a k e ? " says the girl,
fixing me with a fierce look, as she rested herself on her crutch.
" That's not a respectful way to speak of any gentleman," I
answered. " If you Avisb to inquire for my lady's nephew, you will
please to mention him as Mr. Franklin Blake."
She limped a step nearer to me, and looked as If she could have
eaten me alive. " il/v. Franklin B l a k e ? " she repeated after me.
" Murderer Franklin Blake Avould bo a fitter name for him."
My practice with the late Mrs. Betteredge came in handy here.
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Whenever a woman tries to put you out of temper, turn the tables,
and put her out of temper instead. They are generally prepared for
every effort you can make in your own defence, but that. One word
does it as Avell as a hundred; and one word did It with Limping
Lucy, I looked her pleasantly in the face ; and I said—" Pooh I "
Tho girl's temper flamed out directly. She poised herself on her
sound foot, and she took her crutch, and beat it furiously three times
on the ground. " H e ' s a murderer! he's a murderer! he's a
murderer ! He has been tho death of Rosanna Spearman ! " She
screamed that answer out at tho top of her voice. One or two of
tho people at work in the grounds near us looked up—saw it was
Limping Lucy—knew Avhat to expect from that quarter—and looked
away again,
" H o has been the death of Rosanna Spearman ? " I repeated.
" What makes you say that, Lucy ? "
" What do you care ? What does any man care ? Oh ! if she
had only thought of tho men as I think, she might have been living
now!"
" She always thought kindly of »«c, poor soul," I said ; " and,
to the best of my ability, I always tried to act kindly by her."
I spoke those words In as comforting a manner as I could.
Tho truth is, I hadn't the heart to irritate tho girl by another of my
smart replies. I had only noticed her temper at first. I noticed
her wretchedness now—and wretchedness is not uncommonly insolent, you will find, in humble life. My answer melted Limping
Lucy. She bent her head down, and laid It on the top of her
crutch.
" I loved her," the girl said softly. " She had lived a miserable
life, Mr, Betteredge—vile people had ill-treated her and led her
Avrong—and It hadn't spoiled her sweet temper. She was an angel.
She might have been happy with mc. I had a plan for our going to
Loudon together like sisters, and living by our needles. That man
came here, and spoilt It all. He bewitched her. Don't tell me he
didn't mean it, and didn't knoAV It. lie ought to have knoAvn it. He
ought to have taken pity on her. ' I can't live without him—and,
oh, Lucy, he never even looks at me.' That's Avhat she said. Cruel,
cruel, cruel. I said, ' No man Is worth fretting for In that way.'
And she said, ' There are men worth dying for, Lucy, and he Is one
of them.' I had saved up a little money. I had settled things with
father and mother. I meant to take her away from the mortification
she was sufl'ering here. We should have had a little lodging in
Londou, aud lived together like sisters. She had a good education,
sir, as you know, and she wrote a good hand. She was quick at her
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needle. I have a good education, and I write a good hand. I am
not as quick at my needle as she Avas—but I could have done. We
might have got our Ih'ing nicely. And, oh ! what happens this
morning ? what happens this morning ? Her letter comes and tells
me that she has done with the burden of her life. Her letter comes,
and bids me good-bye for ever. Where Is he ? " cries the girl,
lifting her head from the crutch, and flaming out again through her
tears. " Where's this gentleman that I mustn't speak of, except
with respect ? Ha, Mr. Betteredge, the day is not far off when the
poor will rise against the rich. I pray Heaven they may begin with
him. I pray Heaven they may begin with him."
Here was another of your average good Christians, and here was
the usual break-doAvn, consequent on that same average Chi-Istlanity
being pushed too far! The parson himself (though I OAVU this Is
saying a great deal) could hardly have lectured the girl in the state
she A\-as in now. All I ventured to do was to keep her to the point—
in the hope of something turning up which might be worth hearing.
" "^Vhat do you want AvIth Mr. Franklin Blake ? " I asked.
" I want to see him."
" For anything particular ? "
" I have got a letter to give him."
" From Rosanna Spearman ? "
"Yes."
" Sent to you in your own letter ? "
"Yes."
Was the darkness going to lift ? Were all the discoveries that I
was dying to make, coming and ofl'ering themselves to me of their
own accord ? I was obliged to Avalt a moment. Sergeant Cuff had
left his infection behind him. Certain signs and tokens, personal to
myself, Avarned me that the detective-fever was beginning to set in
again.
"You can't see Mr. Franklin," I said.
" I must, and will, see him."
" He went to London last night."
Limping Lucy looked me hard in the face, and saw that I AA'as
speaking the truth. Without a Avord more, she turned about again
instantly toAvards Cobb's Hole.
" Stop! " I said. " I expect UOAVS of Mr. Franklin Blake tomorroAV. Give me your letter, and I'll send It on to him by the post."
Limping Lucy steadied herself on her crutch and looked back at
me over her shoulder.
" I am to give it from my hands Into his hands," she said.
" And I am to give it to him in no other Avay."

THE LOSS OF THE DIAMOND.

173

" Shall I write, and tell hIra Avhat you have said ? "
" Tell him I hate him. And you AVIU tell him the truth."
" Yes, yes. But about the letter
?"
" I f ho wants the letter, he must come back here, and get it
from Mo."
With those words she limped off on the way to Cobb's Hole.
Tho dctcctive-fover burnt up all my dignity on the spot. I folioAved
her, and tried to make her talk. All in vain. It was my misfortune
to bo a man—and Limping Lucy enjoyed disappointing me. Later
iu tho day, I tried my luck with hor mother. Good Mrs. Yollaud
could only cry, aud recommend a drop of comfort out of tho Dutch
bottle. I found the fisherman on tho beach. lie said it Avas " a bad
job," and Avont on mending his net. Neither father nor mother kncAV
more than I knew. Tho one way left to try was tho chance, which
might come with tho morning, of writing to Mr. Franklin Blake.
I leave you to imagine how I watched for the postman on Tuesday
morning. IIo brought me two letters. One, from Penelope (Avhich
I had hardly patience enough to read), anuounced that my lady and
Miss Rachel Avere safely established in London. The other, from
Mr. Jcfl'co, informed me that his master's son had left England
already.
On reaching the metropolis, Mr. Franklin had, it appeared, gone
straight to his father's residence. Ho arrived at an awkward time.
Mr. Blake, tho elder, was up to his eyes in the business of the House
of Commons, aud was amusing himself at homo that night with tho
fivourite parliamentary plaything which they call " a private bill."
Mr. Jeffco himself showed Mr. Franklin into his father's study.
" My dear Franklin ! why do you surprise mo iu this Avay ? Anything Avrong ? " " Yes; something wrong Avith Rachel; I am dreadfully distressed about it." " Grieved to hear It. But I can't listen
to you now." " When crt» you listen ? " " My dear boy ! I won't
deceive you. I can listen at the end of the session, not a moment
before. Good-night." " Thank you, sir. Good-night."
Such was tho conversation, inside the study, as reported to me
by Mr. Jeffco. Tho conversation outside the study, was shorter still.
"Jeffco, see what time the tidal train starts to-morrow morning?"
" At six-forty, Mr. Franklin." " Have me called at five." " Going
abroad, sir ? " " Going, Jeffco, Avherevcr the railway chooses to
take me." " Shall I tell your father, sir ? " " Yes ; tell him at the
end of the session."
The next morning Mr. Franklin had started for foreign parts.
To what particular place he Avas bound, nobody (himself included)
could presume to guess. We might hear of him next iu Europe,
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Asia, Africa, or America. The chances were as equally divided as
possible, in Mr. Jeffco's opinion, among the four quarters of the
globe.
This news—by closing up all prospect of my bringing Limping
Lucy and Mr. Franklin together—at once stopped any further progress of mine on the way to discovery. Penelope's belief that her
fellow-servant had destroyed herself through unrequited love for
Mr. Franklin Blake, was confirmed—and that Avas all. Whether the
letter which Rosanna had left to be given to him after her death did,
or did not, contain the confession which Mr. Franklin had suspected
her of trying to make to him in her life-time, it was impossible to
say. It might be only a farewell word, telling nothing but the secret
of her unhappy fancy for a person beyond her reach. Or it might
own the whole truth about the strange proceedings in which Sergeant
Cuff had detected her, from the time when the Moonstone was lost,
to the time when she rushed to her own destruction at the Shivering
Sand. A sealed letter It had been placed in Limping Lucy's hands,
and a sealed letter it remained to me and to every one about the
girl, her own parents included. We all suspected her of having been
in the dead woman's confidence ; we all tried to make her speak ; we
all failed. Now one, and now another, of the servants—still holding
to the belief that Rosanna had stolen the Diamond and had hidden
it—peered and poked about the rocks to AvhIch she had been traced,
and peered and poked in vain. The tide ebbed, and the tide flowed ;
the summer went on, and the autumn came. And the Quicksand,
which hid her body, hid her secret too.
The news of Mr. Franklin's departure from England on the
Sunday morning, and the neAvs of my lady's arrival in London with
Miss Rachel on the Monday afternoon, had reached me, as you are
aware, by the Tuesday's post. The Wednesday came, and brought
nothing. The Thursday produced a second budget of news from
Penelope.
My girl's letter informed me that some great London doctor had
been consulted about her young lady, and had earned a guinea by
remarking that she had better be amused. Flower-shows, operas,
balls—there was a whole round of gaieties in prospect; and Miss
Rachel, to her mother's astonishment, eagerly took to it all. Mr.
Godfrey had called; evidently as sweet as ever on his cousin, in
spite of the reception he had met Avith, Avhon he tried his luck on the
occasion of the birthday. To Penelope's great regret, he had been
most graciously received, and had added Miss Rachel's name to one
of his Ladles' Ckarlties on the spot. My mistress Avas reported to
be out of spirits, and to haA'e held tAvo long intervioAvs with her
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laAvyer. Certain speculations followed, referring to a poor relation
of the family—one Miss Clack, whom I have mentioned in my
account of the birthday dinner, as sitting next to Mr. Godfrey, and
having a pretty taste in champagne. Penelope was astonished to
find that Miss Clack had not called yet. She would surely not be
long before she fastened herself on my lady as usual—and so forth, and
so forth. In the way women have of girding at each other, on and off
paper. This would not have been worth mentioning, I admit, but
for one reason. I hear you are likely to be turned over to Miss
Clack, after parting with me. In that case, just do me tho favour of
not believing a word she says, if she speaks of your humble servant.
On Friday, nothing happened—except that one of the dogs
showed signs of a breaking out behind the ears. I gave him a dose
of syrup of buckthorn, and put him on a diet of pot-liquor and
vegetables till further orders. Excuse my mentioning this. It has
slipped in somehow. Pass it over please. I am fast coming to the
end of my offences against your cultivated modern taste. Besides,
the dog was a good creature, and deserved a good physicking; he
did indeed.
Saturday, the last day of the week, is also the last day in my
narrative.
The morning's post brought me a surprise in the shape of a
London newspaper. The handAvrltlng on the direction puzzled me.
I compared it with the money-lender's name and address as recorded
in my pocket-book, and identified It at once as the writing of
Sergeant Cuff.
Looking through the paper eagerly enough, after this discovery,
I found an ink-mark drawn round one of the police reports. Here
it is, at your seiwice. Read it as I read It, and you will set the
right value on the Sergeant's polite attention in sending me the
news of the day :
" LAMBETH—Shortly before the closing of the court, Mr. Septimus
Luker, the well-known dealer in ancient gems, carvings, Intagli,
&c., &e., applied to the sitting magistrate for advice. The applicant
stated that he had been annoyed, at intervals throughout the day, by
the proceedings of some of those strolling Indians who infest the
streets. The persons complained of AA'ere three in number. After
having been sent away by the police, they had returned again and
again, and had attempted to enter tho house on pretence of asking
for charity. Warned off in the front, they had been discovered
again at the back of the premises. Besides the annoyance com-
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plained of, Mr. Luker expressed himself as being under some
apprehension that robbery might be contemplated. His collection
contained many unique gems, both classical and Oriental, of the
highest value. He had only the day before been compelled to
dismiss a skilled workman in ivory carving from his employment
(a native of India, as we understood), on suspicion of attempted
theft; and he felt by no means sure that this man and the streetjugglers of whom he complained, might not be acting In concert.
It might be their object to collect a crowd, and create a disturbance
in the street, and. In the confusion thus caused, to obtain access to
the house. In reply to the magistrate, Mr. Luker admitted that he
had no evidence to produce of any attempt at robbery being in contemplation. He could speak positively to the annoyance and interruption caused by the Indians, but not to anything else. The
magistrate remarked that. If the annoyance were repeated, the
applicant could summon the Indians to that court, where they might
easily be dealt with under the Act. As to the valuables in Mr.
Luker's possession, Mr. Luker himself must take the best measures
for their safe custody. He Avould do well perhaps to communicate
with the police, and to adopt such additional precautions as their
experience might suggest. The applicant thanked his worship, and
Avithdrew."
One of the wise ancients Is reported (I forget on Avhat occasion)
as having recommended his fellow-creatures to " look to the end."
Looking to the end of these pages of mine, and wondering for some
days past how I should manage to write it, I find my plain statement of facts coming to a conclusion, most appropriately, of its own
self. We have gone on, in this matter of the Moonstone, from one
marvel to another; and here Ave end Avith the greatest marvel of all—
namely, the accomplishment of Sergeant Cuff's three predictions in
less than a week from the time when he had made them.
After hearing from the Yollands on the Monday, I had now heard
of the Indians, and heard of the money-lender, in the news from
London—Miss Rachel herself remember, being also in London at
the time. You see, I put things at their worst, even when they tell
dead against my own view. If you desert me, and side with the
Sergeant, on the evidence before you—If the only rational explanation you can see is, that Miss Rachel and Mr. Luker must have got
together, and that the Moonstone must be now in pledge in the
money-lender's house—I own I cau't blame you for arriving at that
conclusion. In the dark, I have brought you thus far. In the dark
I am compelled to leave you, with my best respects.
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Why compelled ? it may be asked. Why not take the persons
who have gone along with me, so far, up Into those regions of
superior enlightenment In which I sit myself?
In answer to this, I can only state that I am acting under orders
and that those orders have been given to me (as I understand) in
the interests of truth. I am forbidden to tell more In this narrative
than I knew myself at the time. Or, to put it plainer, I am to keep
strictly within the limits of my own experience, and am not to Inform
you of what other persons told me—for the very sufficient reason
that you are to have the information from those other persons themselves, at first hand. In this matter of the Moonstone the plan is,
not to present reports, but to produce Avitnesses. I picture to
myself a member of the family reading these pages fifty years hence.
Lord! what a compliment he will feel it, to be asked to take nothing
on hearsay, and to be treated in all respects like a Judge on the
bench.
At this place, then, we part—for the present, at least—after
long journeying together, with a companionable feeling, I hope, on
both sides. The devil's dance of the Indian Diamond has threaded
its way to London ; and to London you must go after it, leaving me
at the country-house. Please to excuse the faults of this composition—my talking so much of myself, and being too familiar, I am
afraid, with you. I mean no harm; and I drink most respectfully
(having just done dinner) to your health and prosperity, in a tankard
of her ladyship's ale. May you find in these leaves of my writing,
what Bobinson Crusoe found in his experience on the desert Island
—namely, " something to comfort yourselves from, and to set in the
Description of Good aud Evil, on the Credit Side of the Account."
—Farewell.
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SECOND PEEIOD.
THE DISCOVERY OF THE TRUTH.

(1848-1849.)

The Events related in several Narratives.

Contributed by Miss

CLACK

; niece of the late

SIR JOHN VERINDER.

CHAPTER I.
I AM indebted to my dear parents (both now in heaven) for having had
habits of order and regularity instilled into me at a very early age.
In that happy bygone time, I was taught to keep my hair tidy at
all hours of the day and night, and to fold up every article of my
clothing carefully, in the same order, on the same chair, in the same
place at the foot of the bed, before retiring to rest. An entry of the
day's events in my little diary Invariably preceded the folding up.
The " Evening Hymn " (repeated in bed) invariably followed the
folding up. And the sweet sleep of childhood invariably followed
the " Evening Hymn."
In later life (alas !) the Hymn has been succeeded by sad and
bitter meditations; and the sweet sleep has been but ill exchanged
for the broken slumbers which haunt the uneasy pillow of care. On
the other hand, I have continued to fold my clothes, and to keep mj
little diary. The former habit links me to my happy childhood—
before papa was ruined. The latter habit—hitherto mainly useful
in helping me to discipline the fallen nature which we all inherit
from Adam—has unexpectedly proved important to my humble
interests in quite another way. It has enabled poor Me to serve
the caprice of a Avealthy member of the family into which my late
uncle married. I am fortunate enough to be useful to Mr. Franklin
Blake.
I have been cut off from all news of my relatives by marriage for
some time past. When we are isolated and poor, we are not in-
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frequently forgotten. I am noAV living, for economy's sake, in a
little town in Brittany, inhabited by a select circle of serious English
friends, and possessed of the inestimable adA'antages of a Protestant
clergyman and a cheap market.
In this retirement—a Patmos amid the hoAvlIng ocean of popery
that surrounds us—a letter from England has reached me at last.
I find my insignificant existence suddenly remembered by Mr.
Franklin Blake. My wealthy relative—Avould that I could add my
spiritually-wealthy relative!—Avrites, without even an attempt at
disguising that he wants something of me. The Avhim has seized
him to stir up the deplorable scandal of the Moonstone : and I am
to help him by writing the account of Avhat I myself witnessed while
visiting at Aunt Verinder's house in London. Pecuniary remuneration is offered to me—with the want of feeling peculiar to the rich.
I am to re-open wounds that Time has barely closed; I am to recal
the most Intensely painful remembrances—and this done, I am to
feel myself compensated by a new laceration, in the shape of Mr.
Blake's cheque. My nature is weak. It cost me a hard struggle,
before Christian humility conquered sinful pride, and self-denial
accepted the cheque.
Without my diary, I doubt—pray let me express It In the grossest
terms !—If I could have honestly earned my money. With my
diary, the poor labourer (Avho forgives Mr. Blake for insulting her)
Is Avorthy of her hire. Nothing escaped me at the time I was visiting
dear Aunt Verinder. Everything was entered (thanks to my early
training) day by day as it happened; and everything down to the
smallest particular, shall be told here. My sacred regard for truth
is (thank God) far above my respect for persons. It will be easy
for Mr. Blake to suppress what may not prove to be sufficiently
flattering in these pages to the person chiefly concerned in them.
He has purchased my time; but not even his wealth can purchase
my conscience too.*
* NOTE. Added by Franklin Blake.—Miss Clack may make tier mind
quite easy on this point. Nothing will be added, altered, or removed, in her
raaiLUScript, or in any of the other manuscripts Avhich pass through my hands.
"Whatever opinions any of the Avriters may express, whateA'er peculiarities of
treatment may mark, and perhaps in a literary sense, disfigure, the narratives
Avhich I am now collecting, not a line will be tampered Avith anywhere, from
first to last. As genuine documents they are sent to me—and as genuine
documents I shall preserve them ; endorsed by the attestations of Avitnesses
who can speak to the facts. It only remains to be added, that " the person
chiefly concerned " in Miss Clack's narrative, is happy enough at the present
moment, not only to brave the smartest exercise of Miss Clack's pen, but even
to recognize its unquestionable value as an instrument for the exhibition of
Miss Clack's character.
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My diary informs me, that I was accidentally passing Aunt
"Verinder's house in Montagu Square, on Monday, 3rd July, 1848.
Seeing the shutters opened, and the blinds drawn up, I felt that
it would be an act of polite attention to knock, and make inquiries.
The person who answered the door, informed me that my aunt and
her daughter (I really cannot call her my cousin !) had arrived from
the country a week since, and meditated making some stay in
London. I sent up a message at once, declining to disturb them,
and only begging to know whether I could be of any use.
The person who answered the door, took my message in insolent
silence, and left me standing in the hall. She is the daughter of a
heathen old man named Betteredge—long, too long, tolerated in my
aunt's family. I sat doAvn in the hall to Avait for my answer—and,
having always a few tracts in my bag, I selected one which proved
to be quite providentially applicable to the person who answered the
door. The hall was dirty, and the chair was hard ; but the blessed
consciousness of returning good for evil raised me quite above any
trifling considerations of that kind. The tract was one of a series
addressed to young women on the sinfulness of dress. In style it
was devoutly familiar. Its title was, " A Word With You On Your
Cap-Ribbons."
" My lady is much obliged, and begs you will come and lunch
to-morroAV at two."
I passed over the manner in which she gave her message, and
the dreadful boldness of her look. I thanked this young castaway;
and I said, in a tone of Christian interest, " Will you favour me by
accepting a tract ? "
She looked at the title. " I s it Avritten by a man or a woman,
Miss ? If it's written by a woman, I had rather not read it on that
account. If it's written by a man, I beg to inform him that he
knows nothing about it." She handed me back the tract, and
opened the door. We must sow the good seed somehow. I waited
t i l the door was shut on me, and slipped the tract into the letterbox. When I had dropped another tract through the area railings,
I felt relieved, in some small degree, of a heavy responsibihty
towards others.
We had a meeting that evening of the Select Committee of the
Mothers'-Small-Clothes-Conversion-Soclety. The object of this excellent Charity is—as all serious people know—to rescue unredeemed
fathers' trousers from the pawnbroker, and to prevent their resumption, on the part of the irreclaimable parent, by abridging them
immediately to suit the proportions of the innocent son. I was a
member, at that time, of the select committee; and I mention the
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Society here, because my precious and admirable friend, Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite, was associated with our work of moral and material usefulness. I had expected to see him in the board-room, on the
Monday evening of which I am now writing, and had proposed to tell
him, when we met, of dear Aunt Verinder's arrival in London. To
my great disappointment he never appeared. On my expressing a
feeling of surprise at his absence, my sisters of the Committee all
looked up together from their trousers (we had a great pressure of
business that night), and asked in amazement, if I had not heard
the news. I acknoAvledged my Ignorance, and Avas then told, for the
first time, of an event which forms, so to speak, the starting-point of
this narrative. On the previous Friday, two gentlemen—occupying
widely-different positions In society—had been the victims of an
outrage which had startled all London. One of the gentlemen Avas
Mr. Septimus Luker, of Lambeth. The other was Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite.
Living in my present isolation, I have no means of introducing
the newspaper-account of the outrage into my narrative. I was also
deprived, at tho time, of the Inestimable advantage of hearing the
events related by the fervid eloquence of Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite.
All I can do is to state the facts as they were stated, on that Monday
evening, to me ; proceeding on the plan which I have been taught
from infancy to adopt in folding up my clothes. Everything shall
be put neatly, and everything shall be put in its place. These lines
are Avritten by a poor weak woman. From a poor weak Avoman who
will be cruel enough to expect more ?
The date—thanks to my dear parents, no dictionary that ever
was written can be more particular than I am about dates—was
Friday, June 30th, 1848.
Early on that memorable day, our gifted Mr. Godfrey happened
to be cashing a cheque at a banking-house in Lombard-street. The
name of the firm is accidentally blotted in my diary, and my sacred
regard for truth forbids me to hazard a guess in a matter of this
kind. Fortunately, the name of the firm doesn't matter. What
does matter is a circumstance that occurred Avhen Mr. Godfrey had
transacted his business. On gaining the door, he encountered a
gentleman—a perfect stranger to him—Avho was accidentally leaving
the office exactly at the same time as himself. A momentary contest
of politeness ensued between them as to Avho should be the first to
pass through the door of the bank. The stranger insisted on making
Mr. Godfrey precede him; Mr. Godfrey said a few civil words; they
bowed, and parted in the street.
Thoughtless and superficial people may say. Here is surely a
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very trumpery little Incident related in an absurdly circumstantial
manner. Oh, my young friends and fellow-sinners ! beware of presuming to exercise your poor carnal reason. Oh, be morally tidy!
Let your faith be as your stockings, and your stockings as your faith.
Both ever spotless, and both ready to put on at a moment's notice!
I beg a thousand pardons. I have fallen insensibly into my
Sunday-school style. Most inappropriate in such a record as this.
Let me try to be worldly—let me say that trifles, in this case as in
many others, led to terrible results. Merely premising that the
polite stranger was Mr. Luker, of Lambeth, we will now follow Mr.
Godfrey home to his residence at E l b u r n .
He found waiting for him, in the hall, a poorly clad but delicate
and interesting-looking little boy. The boy handed him a letter,
merely mentioning that he had been entrusted with it by an old lady
whom he did not knoAV, and Avho had given him no instructions to
wait for an answer. Such incidents as these were not uncommon in
Mr. Godfrey's large experience as a promoter of public charities.
He let the boy go, and opened the letter.
The handwriting was entirely unfamiliar to him. It requested
his attendance, within an hour's time, at a house in Northumberlandstreet, Strand, which he had never had occasion to enter before.
The object sought was to obtain from the worthy manager certain
details on the subject of the Mothers'-Small-Clothes-ConversionSociety, and the information was wanted by an elderly lady who
proposed adding largely to the resources of the charity, if her questions were met by satisfactory replies. She mentioned her name,
and she added that the shortness of her stay in London prevented
her from giving any longer notice to the eminent philanthropist whom
she addressed.
Ordinary people might have hesitated before setting aside their
own engagements to suit the convenience of a stranger. The Christian Hero never hesitates where good is to be done, Mr, Godfrey
instantly turned back, and proceeded to the house in Northumberlandstreet, A most respectable though somewhat corpulent man answered
the door, and, on hearing Mr, Godfrey's name, immediately conducted
him into an empty apartment at the back, on the drawing-room floor.
He noticed two unusual things on entering the room. One of them
was a faint odour of musk and camphor. The other was an ancient
Oriental manuscript, richly illuminated with Indian figures and
devices, that lay open to inspection on a table.
He was looking at the book, the position of which caused him to
stand with his hack turned toAvards the closed folding doors communicating with the front room, when, without the slightest previous
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noise to warn him, he felt himself suddenly seized round the neck
from behind. He had just time to notice that the arm round his
neck was naked and of a tawny-brown colour, before his eyes were
bandaged, his mouth was gagged, and he was thrown helpless on the
floor by (as he judged) two men. A third rifled his pockets, and—
if, as a lady, I may venture to use such an expression—searched
him, without ceremony, through and through to his skin.
Here I should greatly enjoy saying a fcAV cheering Avords on the
devout confidence which could alone have sustained Mr. Godfrey in
an emergency so terrible as this. Perhaps, however, the position
and appearance of my admirable friend at the culminating period of
the outrage (as above described) are hardly within the proper limits
of female discussion. Let me pass over the next few moments, and
return to Mr, Godfrey at the time when the odious search of his
person had been completed. The outrage had been perpetrated
throughout in dead silence. At the end of it some Avords were exchanged, among the invisible wretches, in a language AvhIch he did
not understand, but in tones AvhIch were plainly expressive (to his
cultivated ear) of disappointment and rage. He was suddenly lifted
from the ground, placed in a chair, and bound there hand and foot.
The next moment he felt the air flowing in from the open door,
listened, and concluded that he was alone again in the room.
An interval elapsed, and he heard a sound below like the rustling
sound of a woman's dress. It advanced up the stairs, and stopped.
A female scream rent the atmosphere of guilt. A man's voice beloAV
exclaimed, " H u l l o ! "
A man's feet ascended the stairs. Mr.
Godfrey felt Christian fingers unfastening his bandage, and extracting his gag. He looked in amazement at two respectable strangers,
and faintly articulated, " What does it mean ? " The two respectable
strangers looked back, and said, "Exactly the question we were
going to ask you."
The inevitable explanation followed. No! Let me be scrupulously particular, Sal volatile and water folloAved, to compose dear
Mr. Godfrey's nerves. The explanation came next.
It appeared, from the statement of the landlord and landlady of
the house (persons of good repute in the neighbourhood), that their
first and second floor apartments had been engaged, on the previous
day, for a week certain, by a most respectable-looking gentleman—
the same who has been already described as answering the door to
Mr. Godfrey's knock. The gentleman had paid the week's rent and
all the week's extras in advance, stating that tlie apartments were
wanted for three Oriental noblemen, friends of his, who were visiting
England for the first time. Early on the morning of the outrage,
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two of the Oriental strangers, accompanied by their respectable
English friend, took possession of the apartments. The third was
expected to join them shortly; and the luggage (reported as very
bulky) was announced to follow when it had passed through the
Custom-house, late in the afternoon. Not more than ten minutes
previous to Mr. Godfrey's visit, the third foreigner had arrived.
Nothing out of the common had happened, to the knowledge of the
landlord and landlady down-stairs, until within the last five minutes
—when they had seen the three foreigners, accompanied by their
respectable English friend, all leave the house together, walking
quietly in the direction of the Strand. Remembering that a visitor
had called, and not having seen the visitor also leave the house, the
landlady had thought it rather strange that the gentleman should be
left by himself up-stairs. After a short discussion with her husband,
she had considered it advisable to ascertain whether anything was
wrong. The result had followed, as I have already attempted to
describe it; and there the explanation of the landlord and the landlady came to an end.
An investigation was next made in the room. Dear Mr. Godfrey's
property was found scattered in all directions. When the articles
were collected, however, nothing was missing; his watch, chain,
purse, keys, pocket-handkerchief, note-book, and all his loose papers
had been closely examined, and had then been left unharmed to be
resumed by the owner. In the same way, not the smallest morsel
of property belonging to the proprietors of the house had been abstracted. The Oriental noblemen had removed their own illuminated
manuscript, and had removed nothing else.
What did it mean ? Taking the worldly point of view, it appeared
to mean that Mr. Godfrey had been the victim of some incomprehensible error, committed by certain unknown men. A dark conspiracy was on foot in the midst of us ; and our beloved and innocent
friend had been entangled in its meshes. When the Christian hero
of a hundred charitable victories plunges into a pitfall that has been
dug for him by mistake, oh, what a warning it is to the rest of us to
be unceasingly on our guard! How soon may our own evil passions
prove to be Oriental noblemen who pounce on us unawares !
I could write pages of affectionate warning on this one theme,
but (alas!) I am not permitted to improve—I am condemned to
narrate. My wealthy relative's cheque—henceforth, the incubus of
my existence—warns me that I have not done with this record of
violence yet. We must leaA'e Mr, Godfi-ey to recover in Northumberland Street, and must follow the proceedings of Mr, Luker, at a
later period of the day.
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After leaving the bank, Mr, Luker had visited various parts of
London on business errands. Returning to his OAVU residence, ho
found a letter waiting for him, which was described as having been
left a short time previously by a boy. In this case, as in Mr.
Godfrey's case, the handwriting was strange ; but the name mentioned
was the name of one of Mr. Luker's customers. His correspondent
announced (writing iu the third person—apparently by the hand of
a deputy) that he had been unexpectedly summoned to London. He
had just established himself in lodgings in Alfred Place, Tottenham
Court Road; and he desired to see Mr. Luker immediately, on the
subject of a purchase which he contemplated making. The gentleman was an enthusiastic collector of oriental antiquities, and had
been for many years a liberal patron of the establishment in Lambeth.
Oh, when shall we wean ourselves from the worship of Mammon!
Mr. Luker called a cab, and drove off instantly to his liberal patron.
Exactly what had happened to Mr. Godfrey in Northumberland
Street now happened to Mr. Luker in Alfred Place. Once more the
respectable man answered the door, and showed the visitor upstairs
into the back drawing-room. There, again, lay the illuminated
manuscript on a table. Mr. Luker's attention was absorbed, as
Mr. Godfrey's attention had been absorbed, by this beautiful work of
Indian art. He too was aroused from his studies by a tawny naked
arm round his throat, by a bandage over his eyes, and by a gag in
his mouth. He too was thrown prostrate, and searched to the skin.
A longer interval had then elapsed than had passed in the experience
of Mr. Godfrey; but it had ended as before, in the persons of the
house suspecting something Avrong, and going upstairs to see what
had happened. Precisely the same explanation which the landlord
in Northumberland Street had given to Mr. Godfrey, the landlord in
Alfred Place now gave to Mr. Luker. Both had been imposed on
in the same way by the plausible address and well-filled purse of the
respectable stranger, who introduced himself as acting for his foreign
friends. The one point of difference between the two cases occurred
when the scattered contents of Mr. Luker's pockets were being collected from the floor. His watch and purse were safe, but (less
fortunate than Mr. Godfrey) one of the loose papers that he carried
about him had been taken away. The paper In question acknowledged the receipt of a valuable of great price which Mr. Luker had
that day left in the care of his bankers. This document would be
useless for purposes of fraud, inasmuch as it provided that the
valuable should only be given up on the personal application of the
owner. As soon as he recovered himself, Mr. Luker hurried to the
bank, on the chance that the thieves who had robbed him might
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ignorantly present themselves with the receipt. Nothing had been
seen of them when he arrived at the establishment, and nothing was
seen of them afterwards. Their respectable English friend had (in
the opinion of the bankers) looked the receipt over before they attempted to make use of It, and had given them the necessary warning
in good time.
Information of both outrages was communicated to the police,
and the needful investigations were pursued, I believe, with great
energy. The authorities held that a robbery had been planned, on
insufficient information received by the thieves. They had been
plainly not sure whether Mr. Luker had, or had not, trusted the
transmission of his. precious gem to another person ; and poor polite
Mr. Godfrey had paid the penalty of having been seen accidentally
speaking to him. Add to this, that Mr. Godfrey's absence from our
Monday evening meeting had been occasioned by a consultation of
the authorities, at which he was requested to assist—and all the
explanations required being now given, I may proceed with the
simpler story of my own little personal experiences in Montagu
Square.
I was punctual to the luncheon hour on Tuesday. Reference to
my diary shows this to have been a chequered day—much in it to
be devoutly regretted, much in It to be devoutly thankful for.
Dear Aunt Verinder received me with her usual grace and kindness. But I noticed, after a little while, that something was wrong.
Certain anxious looks escaped my aunt, all of which took the direction of her daughter. I never see^ Rachel myself without wondering
how it can be that so insignificant-looking a person should be the
child of such distinguished parents as Sir John and Lady Verinder.
On this occasion, however, she not only disappointed—she really
shocked me. There was an absence of all lady-like restraint in her
language and manner most painful to see. She Avas possessed by
some feverish excitement which made her distressingly loud when
she laughed, and sinfully wasteful and capricious in what she ate
and drank at lunch. I felt deeply for her poor mother, even before
the true state of the case had been confidentially made known to me.
Luncheon over, my aunt said: " Remember what the doctor
told you, Rachel, about quieting yourself with a book after taking
your meals."
" I ' l l go into the library, mamma," she answered. " B u t if
Godfrey calls, mind I am told of it. I am dying for more news of
him, after his adventure in Northumberland Street." She kissed
her mother on the forehead, and looked my way. " Good-by, Clack,"
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she said, carelessly. Her Insolence roused no angry feeling in me.
I only made a private memorandum to pray for her.
When we were left by ourselves, my aunt told me the whole
horrible story of the Indian Diamond, Avhich, I am happy to know,
it is not necessary to repeat here. She did not conceal from me
that she would have preferred keeping silence on the subject. But
when her OAVU servants all knew of the loss of the Moonstone, and
when some of the circumstances had actually found their way into
the newspapers—when strangers were speculating whether there Avas
any connection between what had happened at Lady Verinder's
country-house, and what had happened in Northumberland Street
and Alfred Place—concealment was not to be thought of; and perfect frankness became a necessity as well as a virtue.
Some persons, hearing what I now heard, would have been
probably overwhelmed Avith astonishment. For my own part, knowing Rachel's spirit to have been essentially unregenerate from her
childhood upwards, I was prepared for whatever my aunt could tell
me on the subject of her daughter. It might have gone on from bad
to worse till it ended in Murder; and I should still have said to,myself, The natural result! oh, dear, dear, the natural result! The
one thing that did shock me was the course my aunt had taken
under the circumstances. Here surely was a case for a clergyman,
if ever there was one yet! Lady Verinder had thought It a case for
a physician. All my poor aunt's early life had been passed In her
father's godless household. The natural result again ! Oh, dear,
dear, the natural result iigain !
" The doctors recommend plenty of exercise and amusement for
Rachel, and strongly urge me to keep her mind as much as possible
from dwelling on the past," said Lady Verinder.
" Oh, what heathen advice!" I thought to myself " I n this
Christian country, what heathen advice ! "
My aunt Avent on, " I do my best to carry out my instructions.
But this strange adventure of Godfrey's happens at a most unfortunate
time. Rachel has been Incessantly restless and excited since she
first heard of it. She left me no peace till I had written and asked
my nephew Ablewhite to come here. She even feels an interest in
the other person who was roughly used—Mr. Luker, or some such
name—though the man is, of course, a total stranger to her."
" Your knowledge of the world, dear aunt, is superior to mine,"
I suggested diffidently. " But there must be a reason surely for this
extraordinary conduct on Rachel's part. She is keeping a sinful
secret from you and from everybody. May there not be something
in these recent events which threatens her secret with discovery ? "
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" Discovery ? " repeated my aunt. " What can you possibly
mean ? Discovery through Mr. Luker ? Discovery through my
nephew ? "
As the word passed her lips, a special providence occurred. The
servant opened the door, and announced Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite.

CHAPTER II.
GODFREY followed the announcement of his name—as Mr.
Godfrey does everything else—exactly at the right time. He was
not so close on the servant's heels as to startle us. He was not so
far behind as to cause us the double inconvenience of a pause and an
open door. It is in the completeness of his daily life that the true
Christian appears. This dear man was very complete.
" G o to Miss Verinder," said my aunt, addressing the servant,
" and tell her Mr. Ablewhite is here."
We both inquired after his health. We both asked him together
whether he felt like himself again, after his terrible adventure of the
past week. With perfect tact, he contrived to answer us at the same
moment. Lady Verinder had his reply in words. I had his charming
smile.
" What," he cried, with infinite tenderness, " have I done to
deserve all this sympathy ? My dear aunt! my dear Miss Clack ! I
have merely been mistaken for somebody else. I have only been
blindfolded ; I have only been strangled; I have only been thrown
flat on my back, on a very thin carpet, covering a particularly hard
floor. Just think how much worse it might have been ! I might
have been murdered ; I might have been robbed. What have I lost ?
Nothing but Nervous Force—which the law doesn't recognise as
property; so that, strictly speaking, I have lost nothing at all. If I
could have had my own way, I would have kept my adventure to
myself—I shrink from all this fuss and publicity. But Mr, Luker
made his injuries public, and my injuries, as the necessary consequence, have been proclaimed in their turn, I have become the
property of the newspapers, until the gentle reader gets sick of the
subject, I am very sick indeed of it myself. May the gentle reader
soon be like me ! And how is dear Rachel ? Still enjoying the
gaieties of London ? So glad to hear i t ! Miss Clack, I need all
your indulgence. I am sadly behind-hand with my Committee Work
and my dear Ladies. But I really do hope to look in at the Mothers'
Small-Clothes next week. Did you make cheering progress at
ME.
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Monday's Committee ? Was the Board hopeful about future prospects ? And are we nicely off for Trousers ? "
The heavenly gentleness of his smile made his apologies irresistible. The richness of his deep voice added its own indescribable
charm to the interesting business question which he had just addressed
to me. In truth, we were almost too nicely off for Trousers ; we
were quite overwhelmed by them. I was just about to say so, when
the door opened again, and an element of worldly disturbance entered
the room, in the person of Miss Verinder.
She approached dear Mr. Godfrey at a most unlady-Iike rate of
speed, with her hair shockingly untidy, and her face, what I should
call, unbecomingly flushed.
" I am charmed to see you, Godfrey," she said, addressing him,
I grieve to add, in the off-hand manner of one young man talking to
another. " I wish you had brought Mr, Luker with you. You and
he (as long as our present excitement lasts) are the two most
interesting men in all London, It's morbid to say this; it's
unhealthy; it's all that a well-regulated mind like Miss Clack's
most instinctively shudders at. Never mind that. Tell me the
whole of the Northumberland-street story directly. I know the
newspapers have left some of it out."
Even dear Mr. Godfrey partakes of the fallen nature which we all
inherit from Adam—it is a very small share of our human legacy,
but, alas! he has it. I confess it grieved me to see him take
Rachel's hand in both of his own hands, and lay it softly on the left
side of his waistcoat. It was a direct encouragement to her reckless
way of talking, and her insolent reference to me.
"Dearest Rachel," he said, in the same voice which had thrilled
me when he spoke of our prospects and our trousers, " the newspapers have told you everything—and they have told it much better
than I can."
" Godfrey thinks we all make too much of the matter," my aunt
remarked. " He has just been saying that he doesn't care to
speak of it."
" Why ? "
She put the question with a sudden flash in her eyes, and a
sudden look up into Mr. Godfrey's face. On his side, he looked
down at her with an indulgence so injudicious and so ill-deserved,
that I really felt called on to interfere.
" Rachel, darling ! " I remonstrated, gently, " true greatness
and true courage are ever modest."
" You are a very good fellow in your way, Godfrey," she said—
not taking the smallest notice, observe, of me, and still speaking to
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her cousin as it she was one young man addressing another. " But
I am quite sure you are not great; I don't believe you possess any
extraordinary courage ; and I am firmly persuaded—If you ever had
any modesty—that your lady-worshippers relieved you of that virtue a
good many years since. You have some private reason for not talking
of your adventure in Northumberland-street; and I mean to know it."
" M y reason is the simplest imaginable, and the most easily
acknowledged," he answered, still bearing with her. " I am tired of
the subject."
" You are tired of the subject ? My dear Godfrey, I am going
to make a remark."
" What Is it ? "
" You live a great deal too much in the society of women. And
you have contracted two very bad habits In consequence. You have
learnt to talk nonsense seriously, and you have got into a way of
telling fibs for the pleasure of telling them. You can't go straight
with your lady-worshippers. I mean to make you go straight with
me. Come, and sit doAvn. I am brimful of downright questions;
and I expect you to be brimful of downright answers."
She actually dragged him across the room to a chair by the
window, where the light would fall on his face. I deeply feel being
obliged to report such language, and to describe such conduct. But,
hemmed In as I am, between Mr. Franklin Blake's cheque on one
side and my own sacred regard for truth on the other, what am I to
do ? I looked at my aunt. She sat unmoved; apparently in no
Avay disposed to interfere. I had never noticed this kind of torpor
in her before. It was, perhaps, the reaction after the trying time
she had had in the country. Not a pleasant symptom to remark, be
it what it might, at dear Lady Verinder's age, and Avith dear Lady
Verinder's autumnal exuberance of figure.
In the meantime, Rachel had settled herself at the window with
our amiable and forbearing—our too forbearing—Mr. Godfrey. She
began the string of questions with which she had threatened him,
taking no more notice of her mother, or of myself, than if we had
not been in the room.
" Have the police done anything, Godfrey ? "
" Nothing whatever,"
" It is certain, I suppose, that the three men who laid the trap
for you were the same three men Avho afterAvards laid the trap for
Mr, Luker ? "
" Humanly speaking, my dear Rachel, there can bo no doubt of it."
" And not a trace of them has been discovered ? "
•' Not a trace."
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" It is thought—is it not ?—that these three men are the three
Indians Avho came to our house In the country."
" Some people think so."
" Do you think so ? "
" My dear Rachel, they blindfolded me before I could see their
faces. I know nothing whatever of the matter. HOAV can I offer an
opinion on it ? "
Even the angelic gentleness of Mr. Godfrey was, you see, beginning to give way at last under the persecution inflicted on him.
Whether unbridled curiosity, or ungovernable dread, dictated Miss
Verinder's questions I do not presume to Inquire. I only report
that, on Mr. Godfrey's attempting to rise, after giving her the answer
just described, she actually took him by the two shoulders, and
pushed him back into his chair—Oh, don't say this was Immodest!
don't even hint that the recklessness of guilty terror could alone
account for such conduct as I have described ! We must not judge
others. My Christian friends, indeed, indeed, indeed, Ave must not
judge others !
She went on with her questions, unabashed. Earnest Biblical
students will perhaps be reminded—as I Avas reminded—of the
blinded children of the devil, AA'ho Avent on with their orgies, unabashed, in the time before the Flood.
" I want to knoAv something about Mr. Luker, Godfrey."
" I am again unfortunate, Rachel. No man knows less of Mr.
Luker than I do."
" You never saw him before you and he met accidentally at the
bank ? "
" Never."
" You have seen him since ? "
" Yes. We have been examined together, as well as separately,
to assist the police."
" Mr, Luker was robbed of a receipt which he had got from his
banker's—was he not ? What Avas the receipt for ? "
" For a valuable gem AvhIch he had placed in the safe keeping of
the bank,"
" That's what the newspapers say. It may be enough for the
general reader; but It is not enough for me. The banker's receipt
must have mentioned what the gem was ? "
" The banker's receipt, Rachel—as I have heard it described—
mentioned nothing of the kind. A valuable gem, belonging to Mr.
Luker ; deposited by Mr. Luker; sealed with Mr. Luker's seal;
and only to be given up on Mr. Luker's personal application. That
was the form, and that is all I knoAV about it."
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She waited a moment, after he had said that. She looked at
her mother, and sighed. She looked back again at Mr. Godfrey, and
went on.
" Some of our private affairs, at home," she said, " seem to have
got into the newspapers ? "
" I grieve to say, it is so."
"And some idle people, perfect strangers to us, are trying to
trace a connexion betAveen what happened at our house in Yorkshire
and what has happened since, here In London ? "
" The public curiosity, in certain quarters, is, I fear, taking that
turn."
" The people who say that the three unknown men who ill-used
you and Mr. Luker are the three Indians, also say that the valuable
gem
"
There she stopped. She had become gradually, within the last
few moments, whiter and whiter In the face. The extraordinary
blackness of her hair made this paleness, by contrast, so ghastly to
look at, that we all thought she Avould faint, at the moment when
she checked herself In the middle of her question. Dear Mr. Godfrey
made a second attempt to leave his chair. My aunt entreated her
to say no more. I followed my aunt with a modest medicinal peaceoffering, in the shape of a bottle of salts. We none of us produced
the slightest effect on her. " Godfrey, stay where you are. Mamma,
there is not the least reason to be alarmed about me. Clack, you're
dying to hear the end of it—I won't faint, expressly to oblige you."
Those were the exact words she used—taken down in my diary
the moment I got home. But, oh, don't let us judge ! My Christian
friends, don't let us judge !
She turned once more to Mr. Godfrey. With an obstinacy
dreadful to see, she went back again to the place where she had
checked herself, and completed her question in these words :
" I spoke to you, a minute since, about what people were saying
in certain quarters. Tell me plainly, Godfrey, do they any of them
say that Mr. Luker's valuable gem is—The Moonstone ? "
As the name of the Indian Diamond passed her lips, I saw a
change come over my admirable friend. His complexion deepened.
He lost the genial suavity of manner which is one of his greatest
charms. A noble indignation inspired his reply.
" They do say it," he answered. " There are people who don't
hesitate to accuse Mr. Luker of telling a falsehood to serve some
private interests of his own. He has over and over again solemnly
declared that, until this scandal assailed him, he had never even
heard of The Moonstone. And these vile people reply, without a
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shadow of proof to justify them. He has his reasons for concealment;
we decline to believe him on his oath. Shameful! shameful! "
Rachel looked at him v^ry strangely—I can't well describe hoAV
—while he was speaking. When he had done, she said,
" Considering that Mr. Luker is only a chance acquaintance of
yours, you take up his cause, Godfrey, rather warmly."
My gifted friend made her one of the most truly evangelical
answers I ever heard in my life.
" I hope, Rachel, I take up the cause of all oppressed people
rather warmly," he said.
The tone in which those words were spoken might have melted a
stone. But, oh dear, what Is the hardness of stone ? Nothing,
compared to the hardness of the unregenerate human heart I She
sneered. I blush to record It—she sneered at him to his face.
" Keep your noble sentiments for your Ladles' Committees, Godfrey. I am certain that the scandal AvhIch has assailed Mr. Luker,
has not spared You."
Even my aunt's toi-por was roused by those words.
" My dear Rachel," she remonstrated, " you have really no right
to say that! "
" I mean no harm, mamma—I mean good. Have a moment's
patience with me, and you will see."
She looked back at Mr. Godfrey, with what appeared to be a
sudden pity for him. She went the length—the very unladylike
length—of taking him by the hand.
" I am certain," she said, " t h a t I have found out the true
reason of your unwillingness to speak of this matter before my
mother and before me. An unlucky accident has associated you in
people's minds with Mr. Luker. You have told me what scandal
says of him. What does scandal say of you ? "
Even at the eleventh hour, dear Mr. Godfrey—always ready to
return good for evil—tried to spare her.
" Don't ask me ! " he said. " It's better forgotten, Rachel—it
is, indeed."
" I will hear i t ! " she cried out, fiercely, at the top of her voice.
" T e l l her, Godfrey ! " entreated my aunt. "Nothing can do
her such harm as your silence is doing now! "
Mr. Godfrey's fine eyes filled Avith tears. He cast one last
appealing look at her—and then he spoke the fatal words :
" If you will have it, Rachel—scandal says that the Moonstone
is in pledge to Mr. Luker, and that I am the man who has pawned it."
She started to her feet with a scream. She looked backwards
and forwards from Mr. Godfrey to my aunt, and from my aunt to
13
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Mr. Godfrey, in such a frantic manner that I really thought she had
gone mad,
"Don't speak to m e !
Don't touch m e ! " she exclaimed,
shrinking back from all of us (I declare like some hunted animal! j
into a corner of the room. " This is my fault! I must set it
right. I have sacrificed myself—I had a right to do that, if I liked.
But to let an innocent man be ruined; to keep a secret Avhich
destroys his character for life—Oh, good God, It's too horrible ! I
can't bear i t ! "
My aunt half rose from her chair, then suddenly sat doAvn
again. She called to me faintly, and pointed to a little phial in her
Avork-box.
" Q u i c k ! " she Avhispered. " S i x drops, in water. Don't let
Rachel see."
Under other circumstances, I should have thought this strange.
There was no time now to think—there Avas only time to give the
medicine. Dear Mr. Godfrey unconsciously assisted me in concealing what I was about from Rachel, by speaking composing words to
her at the other end of the room,
"Indeed, indeed, you exaggerate," I heard him say, " M y
reputation stands too high to be destroyed by a miserable passing
scandal like this. It will be all forgotten In another week. Let us
never speak of It again," She was perfectly inaccessible, even to
such generosity as this. She went on from bad to worse.
" I must, and will, stop it," she said. " Mamma ! hear what I
say. Miss Clack ! hear what I say. I knoAV the hand that took the
Moonstone. I know—" she laid a strong emphasis on the words;
she stamped her foot In the rage that possessed her—" I knoiv tfiat
Godfrey Ablewhite is innocent.
Take me to the magistrate, Godfrey ! Take me to the magistrate, and I will sAvear i t ! "
My aunt caught me by the hand, and whispered, " Stand between
us for a minute or two. Don't let Rachel see me." I noticed a
bluish tinge In her face which alarmed me. She saAV I was startled.
" The drops will put me right in a minute or two," she said, and
so closed her eyes, and waited a little.
While this was going on, I heard dear Mr. Godfrey still gently
remonstrating.
"You must not appear publicly in such a thing as this," he
said. " Your reputation, dearest Rachel, is something too pure and
too sacred to be trifled with."
"My reputation!" She burst out laughing. " W h y , I am
accused, Godfrey, as AA'OII as you. The best detective officer In
England declares that I have stolen my own Diamond. Ask him
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what he thinks—and he will tell you that I have pledged the Moonstone to pay my priA'ate debts!" She stopped, ran across the
room—and fell on her knees at her mother's feet. " Oh, mamma !
mamma ! mamma ! I must be mad—mustn't I ?—not to OAVU the
truth, now ? " She Avas too vehement to notice her mother's condition—she was on her feet again, and back AvIth Mr. Godfrey, in an
instant. " I Avon't let you—I Avon't let any Innocent man—be
accused and disgraced through my fault. If you Avon't take me
before the magistrate, draw out a declaration of your innocence on
paper, and I AVIU sign it. Do as I tell you, Godfrey, or I'll Avrite it
to the newspapers—I'll go out, and cry it in the streets ! "
We will not say this Avas the language of remorse—Ave AVIII say
it was the language of hysterics. Indulgent Mr. Godfrey pacified
her by taking a sheet of paper, and draAvIng out the declaration.
She signed it In a feverish hurry. " Show it everywhere—don't think
of me," she said, as she gave it to him. " I am afraid, Godfrey, I
have not done you justice, hitherto, in my thoughts. You are more
unselfish—you are a better man than I believed you to be. Come
here Avhen you can, and I will try and repair the Avrong I have done you."
She gave him her hand. Alas, for our fallen nature ! Alas, for
Mr. Godfrey ! He not only forgot himself so far as to kiss her
hand—he adopted a gentleness of tone in ansAvering her which, in
suoii a case, Avas little better than a compromise with sin. " I will
come, dearest," he said, " on condition that Ave don't speak of this
hateful subject again." Never had I seen and heard our Christian
Hero to less advantage than on this occasion.
Before another Avord could be said by anybody, a thundering
knock at the street door startled us all. I looked through the
windoAV, and saAV the World, the Flesh, and the Devil waiting before the
house—as typified in a carriage and horses, a powdered footman, and
three of the most audaciously dressed Avomen I ever beheld in my life,
Rachel started, and composed herself. She crossed the room to
her mother,
" They have come to take me to the flower-show," she said,
" One word, mamma, before I go. I have not distressed you, have I ? "
(Is the bluntness of moral feeling Avhich could ask such a question as that, after what had just happened, to be pitied or condemned ?
I like to lean towards mercy. Let us pity it.)
The drops had produced their efi'ect. My poor aunt's complexion
was like itself again, " N o , no, my dear," she said. " G o with
our friends, and enjoy yourself,"
Her daughter stooped, and kissed her. I had left the window,
and was near the door, when Rachel approached it to go out.
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Another change had come over her—she was in tears. I looked
with Interest at the momentary softening of that obdurate heart.
I felt inclined to say a few earnest Avords. Alas ! my well-meant
sympathy only gave offence. " What do you mean by pitying me ? "
she asked. In a bitter Avhisper, as she passed to the door. "Don't
you see hoAV happy I am ? I'm going to the floAver-show, Clack ; and
I've got the prettiest bonnet iu Londou." She completed the hollow
mockery of that address by blowing me a kiss—and so left the room.
I Avish I could describe in words the compassion that I felt for
this miserable and misguided girl. But I am almost as poorly
provided with words as AvIth money. Permit me to say—my heart
bled for her.
Returning to my aunt's chair, I observed dear Mr. Godfrey
searching for something softly, here and there, in difl'erent parts of
the room. Before I could offer to assist him, he had found what
he wanted. He came back to my aunt and me, with his declaration
of innocence in one hand, and with a box of matches in the other.
" Dear aunt, a little conspiracy ! " he said. " Dear Miss Clack,
a pious fraud AvhIch even your high moral rectitude will excuse !
Will you leave Rachel to suppose that I accept the generous selfsacrifice Avhich has signed this paper ? And will you kindly bear
witness that I destroy It In your presence, before I leave the house?"
He kindled a match, and, lighting the paper, laid it to burn in
a plate on the table. " Any trifling inconvenience that I may
suffer is as nothing," he remarked, " compared with the importance
of preserving that pure name from the contaminating contact of the
world. There ! We have reduced it to a little harmless heap of
ashes ; and our dear impulsive Rachel AVIU never know Avhat Ave
have done ! How do you feel ? My precious friends, how do you
feel ? For my poor part, I am as light-hearted as a boy ! "
He beamed on us AvIth his beautiful smile; he held out a hand
to my aunt, and a hand to me. I Avas too deeply affected by his
noble conduct to speak. I closed my eyes; I put his hand. In
a kind of spiritual self-forgetfulness, to my lips. He murmured
a soft remonstrance. Oh, the ecstasy, the pure, unearthly ecstasy
of that moment! I sat—I hardly knoAv on Avhat—quite lost in my
own exalted feelings. When I opened my eyes again. It Avas like
descending from heaven to earth. There was nobody but my aunt
in the room. He had gone.
I should like to stop here—I should like to close my narrative
with the record of Mr. Godfrey s noble conduct. Unhappily, there
is more, much more, Avhich the unrelenting pecuniary pressure of
Mr. Blake's cheque obliges me to tell. The painful disclosures
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which were to reveal themselves in my presence, during that
Tuesday's visit to Montagu Square, were not at an end yet.
Finding myself alone with Lady Verinder, I turned naturally to
the subject of her health ; touching delicately on the strange anxiety
Avhich she had shown to conceal her indisposition, and the remedy
applied to It, from the observation of her daughter.
My aunt's reply greatly surprised me.
" Drusllla," she said (if I have not already mentioned that my
christian name is Drusllla, permit me to mention it UOAV), "you are
touching—quite Innocently, I knoAV—on a very distressing subject."
I rose immediately. Delicacy left me but one alternative—the
alternative, after first making my apologies, of taking my leave.
Lady Verinder stopped me, and insisted on my sitting down again.
"You have surprised a secret," she said, " AvhIch I had confided
to my sister Mrs. AblcAvhite, and to my lawyer Mr. Bruff, and to
no one else. I can trust in their discretion ; and I am eure, Avhen
I tell you the circumstances, I can trust in yours. Have you any
pressing engagement, Drusllla ? or is your time your own this
afternoon? "
It is needless to say that my time was entirely at my aunt's
disposal,
" Keep me company then," she said, " for another hour. I have
something to tell you which I believe you will be sorry to hear.
And I shall have a service to ask of you afterwards, If you don't
object to assist me."
It Is again needless to say that, so far from objecting, I was all
eagerness to assist her.
"You can wait here," she went on, "till Mr. Bruff comes at
five. And you can be one of the Avitnesses, Drusllla, Avlien I sign
my Will."
Her Will! I thought of the drops which I had seen In her
work-box. I thought of the bluish tinge which I had noticed in
her complexion. A light AvhIch was not of this Avorld—a light
shining prophetically from an unmade grave—daAvned on my mind.
My aunt's secret was a secret no longer.

CHAPTER III,
CONSIDERATION for poor Lady Verinder forbade me even to hint
that I had guessed the melancholy truth, before she opened her lips.
I Avalted her pleasure iu silence ; and, having privately arranged to
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say a few sustaining words at the first convenient opportunity, felt
prepared for any duty that could claim me, no matter how painful
it might be.
" I have been seriously ill, Drusllla, for some time past,"
my aunt began.
" And, strange to say, without knowing It
myself."
I thought of the thousands and thousands of perishing human
creatures who were all at that moment spiritually ill, without knowing it themselves. And I greatly feared that my poor aunt might
be one of the number. " Yes, dear," I said, sadly. " Yes."
" I brought Rachel to London, as you know, for medical advice,"
she went on. " I thought it right to consult two doctors."
Two doctors ! And, oh me (in Rachel's state), not one clergyman ! " Yes, dear ? " I said once more. " Yes ? "
" One of the two medical men," proceeded my aunt, "was a
stranger to me. The other had been an old friend of my husband's,
and had always felt a sincere interest in ,fne for my husband's sake.
After prescribing for Rachel, he said he wished to speak to me privately in another room. I expected, of course, to receive some
special directions for the management of my daughter's health. To
my surprise, he took me gravely by the hand, and said, ' I have been
looking at you. Lady Verinder, with a professional as well as a personal interest. You are, I am afraid, far more urgently in need of
medical advice than your daughter.' He put some questions to me,
which I Avas at first inclined to treat lightly enough, until I observed
that my answers distressed him. It ended in his making an appointment to come and see me, accompanied by a medical friend, on the
next day, at an hour when Rachel would not be at home. The
result of that visit—most kindly and gently conveyed to me—satisfied both the physicians that there had been precious time lost,
which could never be regained, and that my case had UOAV passed
beyond the reach of their art. For more than two years I have
been suffering under an insidious form of heart disease, which,
without any symptoms to alarm me, has, by little and little, fatally
broken me down. I may live for some months, or I may die before
another day has passed over my head—the doctors cannot, and dare
not, speak more positively than this. It Avould be vain to say, my
dear, that I have not had some miserable moments since my real
situation has been made knoAvn to me. But I am more resigned
than I was, and I am doing my best to set my worldly affairs In order.
My one great anxiety is that Rachel should be kept in ignorance of
the truth. If she knew it, she Avould at once attribute my broken
health to anxiety about the Diamond, and Avould reproach herself
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bitterly, poor child, for what is in no sense her fault. Both the
doctors agree that the mischief began two, if not three years since,
I am sure you Avill keep my secret, Drusllla—for I am sure I sea
sincere sorrow and sympathy for me in your face."
Sorrow and sympathy! Oh, Avhat Pagan emotions to expect
from a Christian Englishwoman anchored firmly on her faith !
Little did mypoor aunt imagine what agush of devout thankfulness
thrilled through me as she approached the close of her melancholy
story. Here was a career of usefulness opened before me ! Here
Avas a beloved relative and perishing felloAv-creature, on the eve of
the great change, utterly unprepared ; and led, providentially led, to
reveal her situation to Me ! HOAV can I describe the joy with
Avhich I now remembered that the precious clerical friends on whom
I could rely, were to be counted, not by ones or twos, but by tens
and tAventles ! I took my aunt In my arms—my overflowing tenderness was not to be satisfied, notv, with anything less than an embrace,
" O h ! " I said to her, fervently, " t h e indescribable interest Avith
which you inspire me I Oh ! the good I mean to do you, dear,
before Ave p a r t ! " After another word or tAvo of earnest prefatory
Avarning, I gave her her choice of three precious friends, all plying
the work of mercy from morning to night In her OAVU neighbourhood ;
all equally inexhaustible In exhortation ; all affectionately ready to
exercise their gifts at a word from me. Alas! the result was far
from encouraging. Poor Lady Verinder looked puzzled and frightened, and met everything I could say to her AvIth the purely worldly
objection that she was not strong enough to face strangers. I yielded
—for the moment only, of course. My large experience (as Reader
and Visitor, under not less, first and last, than fourteen beloved
clerical friends) informed me that this was another case for preparation by books. I possessed a little library of Avorks, all suitable to
the present emergency, all calculated to arouse, convince, prepare,
enlighten, and fortify my aunt. " You will read, dear, won't you ? "
I said, in my most Avinning Avay. "You will read, if I bring you
my own precious books ? Turned down at all the right places, aunt.
And marked in pencil where you are to stop and ask yourself, ' Does
this apply to me ?' " Even that simple appeal—so absolutely
heathenlsing is the influence of the world—appeared to startle my
aunt. She said, " I will do what I can, Drusllla, to please you,"
with a look of surprise, which Avas at once Instructive and terrible
to see. Not a moment Avas to be lost. The clock on the mantelpiece informed me that I had just time to hurry home; to provide
myself AvIth a first series of selected readings (say a dozen only);
and to return In time to meet the lawyer, and witness Lady
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Verinder's Will. Promising faithfully to be back by five o'clock,
I left the house on my errand of mercy.
When no interests but my own are involved, I am humbly content to get from place to place by the omnibus. Permit me to give
an idea of my devotion to my aunt's interests by recording that, on
this occasion, I committed the prodigality of taking a cab.
I drove home, selected and marked my first series of readings,
and drove back to Montagu Square, with a dozen works in a carpetbag, the like of which, I firmly believe, are not to be found in the
literature of any other country in Europe. I paid the cabman
exactly his fare. He received it with an oath; upon which I
instantly gave him a tract. If I had presented a pistol at his head,
this abandoned wretch could hardly have exhibited greater consternation. He jumped up on his box, and, with profane exclamations
of dismay, drove ofi" furiously. Quite useless, I am happy to say !
I sowed the good seed, in spite of him, by throwing a second tract
in at the window of the cab.
The servant who answered the door—not the person with the
cap-ribbons, to my great relief, but the footman—informed me that
the doctor had called, and was still shut up AvIth Lady Verinder.
Mr. Bruff, the lawyer, had arrived a minute since and was waiting
in the library. I was shown into the library to wait too.
Mr. Bruff looked surprised to see me. He is the family solicitor,
and we had met more than once, on previous occasions, under Lady
A^'erinder's roof. A man, I grieve to say, grown old and grizzled
in the service of the Avorld. A man Avho, in his hours of business,
was the chosen prophet of Law and Mam.mon; and who, in his
hours of leisure, was equally capable of reading a novel and of
tearing up a tract.
" Have you come to stay here. Miss Clack ? " he asked, with
a look at my carpet-bag.
To reveal the contents of my precious bag to such a person as
this would have been simply to invite an outburst of profanity. I
lowered myself to his own level, and mentioned my business in the house.
" My aunt has informed me that she is about to sign her Will,"
I answered. " She has been so good as to ask me to be one of the
Avitnesses."
" A y e ? aye? Well, Miss Clack, you will do. You are over
twenty-one, and you have not the slightest pecuniary interest in
Lady Verinder's Will."
Not the slightest pecuniary interest in Lady Verinder's Will,
Oh, hoAV thankful I felt Avhen I heard that! If my aunt, possessed
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of thousands, had remembered poor Me, to whom five pounds is an
object—if my name had appeared In the Will, with a little comforting legacy attached to it—my enemies might have doubted the
motive which had loaded me with the choicest treasures of my
library, and had drawn upon my falling resources for the prodigal
expenses of a cab. Not the cruellest scoffer of them all could doubt
now. Much better as it was ! Oh, surely, surely, much better
as it was !
I was aroused from these consoling reflections by the voice of
Mr. Bruff. My meditative silence appeared to Aveigh upon the spirits
of this worldling, and to force him, as it were, into talking to me
against his own will.
" Well, Miss Clack, what's the last news In the charitable circles ?
How is your friend Mr. Godfrey AblcAvhlte, after the mauling he got
from the rogues in Northumberland Street ? Egad ! they're telling
a pretty story about that charitable gentleman at my club ! "
I had passed over the manner in Avhich this person had remarked
that I Avas more than tAventy-one, and that I had no pecuniary
interest in my aunt's Will. But the tone in which he alluded to
dear Mr. Godfrey was too much for my forbearance. Feeling bound,
after what had passed in my presence that afternoon, to assert the
innocence of my admirable friend, whenever I found it called In
question—I own to having also felt bound to include in the accomplishment of this righteous purpose, a stinging castigation in the
case of Mr. Bruff.
" I live very much out of the Avorld," I said; " a n d I don't
possess the advantage, sir, of belonging to a club. But I happen to
know the story to Avhich you allude; and I also know that a viler
falsehood than that story never Avas told."
" Yes, yes. Miss Clack—you believe in your friend. Natural
enough. Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite won't find the world in general
quite so easy to convince as a committee of charitable ladies. Appearances are dead against him. He was in the house when the
Diamond was lost. And he was the first person in the house to go
to London afterwards. Those are ugly circumstances, ma'am, viewed
by the light of later events."
I ought, I know, to have set him right before he went any farther.
I ought to have told him that he was speaking in ignorance of a
testimony to Mr. Godfrey's innocence, offered by the only person
who was undeniably competent to speak from a positive knowledge
of the subject. Alas ! the temptation to lead the laAvyer artfully on
to his own discomfiture was too much for me. I asked what he
meant by "laterevents"—AvIth an apj)earanceoftbeutmost innocence.
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" B y later eA'ents, Miss Clack, I mean events in which the
Indians are concerned," proceeded Mr. Bruff, getting more and
more superior to poor Me, the longer he went on. " What do the
Indians do, the moment they are let out of the prison at Frizinghall ?
They go straight to London, and fix on Mr. Luker. What follows ?
Mr. Luker feels alarmed for the safety of ' a valuable of great price,'
which he has got in the house. He lodges it privately (under a
general description) in his bankers' strong-room.
Wonderfully
clever of him : but the Indians are just as clever on their side. They
have their suspicions that the ' valuable of great price' is being
shifted from one place to another; and they hit on a singularly bold
and complete way of clearing those suspicions up. Whom do they
seize and search ? Not Mr. Luker only—AA'hich would be intelligible
enough—but Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite as well. Why ? Mr. Ablewhite's explanation is, that they acted on blind suspicion, after
seeing him accidentally speaking to Mr. Luker. Absurd ! Half-adozen other people spoke to Mr. Luker that morning. Why were
they not followed home too, and decoyed into the trap ? No ! no !
The plain inference Is, that Mr. Ablewhite had his private interest
in the ' valuable ' as Avell as Mr. Luker, and that the Indians were
so uncertain as to AvhIch of the two had the disposal of it, that there
was no alternative but to search them both. Public opinion says
that, Miss Clack. And public opinion, on this occasion, is not
easily refuted."
He said those last words, looking so wonderfully wise in his own
worldly conceit, that I really (to my shame be it spoken) could not resist
leading him a little farther still, before I overwhelmed him with
the truth.
" I don't presume to argue with a clever laAvyer like you," I
said. " B u t is it quite fair, sir, to Mr. AbleAvhIte to pass over the
opinion of the famous London police officer Avho investigated this
case ? Not the shadow of a suspicion rested upon anybody but
Miss Verinder, in the mind of Sergeant Cuff."
" Do you mean to tell me. Miss Clack, that you agree with the
Sergeant ? "
" I judge nobody, sir, and I offer no opinion."
" A n d I commit both those enormities, ma'am. I judge the
Sergeant to have been utterly wrong; and I offer the opinion that,
if he had knoAvn Rachel's character as I knoAV it, he Avould have suspected everybody in the house but her. I admit that she has her
faults—she is secret, and self-willed; odd and wild, and unlike other
girls of her age. But true as steel, and high-minded and generous
fo a fault. If the plainest evidence in the Avorld pointed one Avay,
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and if nothing but Rachel's word of honour pointed the other, I
would take her word before the evidence, laAvyer as I am ! Strong
language, Miss Clack ; but I mean it."
" Would you object to illustrate your meaning, Mr. Bruff, so
that I may be sure I understand it? Suppose you found Miss
Verinder quite unaccountably interested in Avhat has happened to
Mr. Ablewhite and Mr. Luker ? Suppose she asked the strangest
questions about this dreadful scandal, and displayed the most ungovernable agitation when she found out the turn it was taking ? "
" Suppose anything you please. Miss Clack, it wouldn't shake
my belief in Rachel Verinder by a hair's-breadth."
" She is so absolutely to be relied on as that ? "
" So absolutely to be relied on as that."
" Then permit me to inform you, Mr. Bruff, that Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite was in this house not two hours since, and that his entire
innocence of all concern in the disappearance of the Moonstone was
proclaimed by Miss Verinder herself, in the strongest language I
ever heard used by a young lady in my life."
I enjoyed the triumph—the unholy triumph, I fear, I must
admit—of seeing Mr. Bruff utterly confounded and overthrown by a
few plain words from Me. He started to his feet, and stared at me
in silence. I kept my seat, undisturbed, and related the whole
scene as it had occurred. " And what do you say about Mr. Ablewhite 7WIV ? " I asked, with the utmost possible gentleness, as soon
as I had done.
" If Rachel has testified to his innocence. Miss Clack, I don't
scruple to say that I believe In his innocence as firmly as you do.
I have been misled by appearances, like the rest of the world ; and
I Avill make the best atonement I can, by publicly contradicting the
scandal Avhich has assailed your friend wherever I meet with it. In
the meantime, alloAV me to congratulate you on the masterly manner
in which you have opened the full fire of your batteries on me at the
moment when I least expected it. You Avould have done great
things in my profession, ma'am. If you had happened to be a
man."
With those words he turned away from nie, and began walking
irritably up and down the room.
I could see plainly that the new light I had thrown on the subject
had greatly surprised and disturbed him. Certain expressions dropped
from his lips, as he became more and more absorbed in his own
thoughts, which suggested to my mind the abominable view that he
had hitherto taken of the mystery of the lost Moonstone. He had
not scrupled to suspect dear Mr. Godfrey of the infamy of stealing the

204

THE MOONSTONE.

Diamond, and to attribute Rachel's conduct to a generous resolution
to conceal the crime. On Miss Verinder's own authority—a perfectly unassailable authority, as you are aAvare, in the estimation of
Mr. Bruff—that explanation of the circumstances Avas noAV shown to
be utterly wrong. The perplexity into AvhIch I had plunged this
high legal authority was so overwhelming that he was quite unable
to conceal it from notice. " What a case !" I heard him say to himself, stopping at the window In his Avalk, and drumming on the glass
with his fingers. " I t not only defies explanation, it's even beyond
conjecture."
There was nothing in these words which made any reply at all
needful, on my part—and yet, I answered them ! It seems hardly
credible that I should not have been able to let Mr. Bruff alone,
even now. It seems almost beyond mere mortal perversity that I
should have discovered. In what he had just said, a ncAv opportunity
of making myself personally disagreeable to him. But—ah, my
friends! nothing is beyond mortal perversity; and anything is
credible when our fallen natures get the better of us !
" Pardon me for intruding on your reflections," I said to the
unsuspecting Mr. Bruff. " But surely there is a conjecture to make
which has not occurred to us yet."
" Maybe, Miss Clack. I own I don't know what it Is."
" Before I was so fortunate, sir, as to convince you of Mr. Ablewhite's Innocence, you mentioned it as one of the reasons for suspecting him, that he Avas in the house at the time when the Diamond
was lost. Permit me to remind you that Mr. Franklin Blake AA'as
also In the house at the time when the Diamond was lost."
The old worldling left the wIndoAV, took a chair exactly opposite to mine, and looked at me steadily, with a hard and vicious
smile.
"You are not so good a lawyer, Miss Clack," he remarked in a
meditative manner, " as I supposed. You don't know hoAV to let
well alone."
" I am afraid I fail to follow you, Mr. Bruff," I said, modestly.
" I t won't do. Miss Clack—It really won't do a second time.
Franklin Blake is a prime favourite of mine, as you are well aAvare.
But that doesn't matter. I'll adopt your A'iew, on this occasion,
bgfore you have time to turn round on me. You're quite right,
ma'am.
I have suspected Mr. AbleAvhite, on grounds AvhIch
abstractedly justify suspecting Mr. Blake too. Very good—let's
suspect them together. It's quite In his character, we AVIII say, to
be capable of stealing the Moonstone. The only question Is, whether
it was his interest to do so,"
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" Mr. Franklin Blake's debts," I remarked, " are matters of
family notoriety."
" A n d Mr. Godfrey AblcAvhite's debts have not arrived at that
stage of development yet. Quite true. But there happen to be two
difficulties In the way of your theory. Miss Clack. I manage Franklin
Blake's affairs, and I beg to inform you that the vast majority of his
creditors (knowing his father to be a rich man) are quite content to
charge Interest on their debts, and to Avalt for their money. There
is the first difficulty—Avhich is tough enough. You AVIU find the
second tougher still. I have it on the authority of Lady Verinder
herself, that her daughter Avas ready to marry Franklin Blake, before
that infernal Indian Diamond disappeared from the house. She
had draAvn him on and put him off again, with the coquetry of a
young girl. But she had confessed to her mother that she loved
cousin Franklin, and her mother had trusted cousin Franklin Avith
the secret. So there he Avas, Miss Clack, with his creditors content
to wait, and with the certain prospect before him of marrying an
heiress. By all means consider him a scoundrel; but tell me. If
you please, Avhy he should steal the Moonstone ? "
" The human heart Is unsearchable," I said gently. " Who is
to fathom I t ? "
" In other Avords, ma am—though he hadn't the shadow of a
reason for taking the Diamond—he might have taken it, nevertheless, through natural depravity. Very Avell. Say he did. Why the
devil
"
" I beg your pardon, Mr. Brufl". If I hear the devil referred to
in that manner, I must leave the room."
" I beg your pardon. Miss Clack—I'll be more careful In my
choice of language for the future. All I meant to ask Avas this.
Why—even supposing he did take the Diamond—should Franklin
Blake make himself the most prominent person In the house, iu
trying to recover it ? You may tell me he cunningly did that to
divert suspicion from himself. I answer that he had no need to
divert suspicion—because nobody suspected him. He first steals
the Moonstone (without the slightest reason) through natural
depravity ; and he then acts a part. In relation to the loss of the
jewel, which there Is not the slightest necessity to act, and which
leads to his mortally offending the young lady Avho Avould otherwise
have married him. That Is the monstrous proposition which ycfu
are driven to assert, if you attempt to associate the disappearance of
the Moonstone with Franklin Blake. No, no. Miss Clack! After
what has passed here to-day, betAveen us two, the dead-lock, in this
case, is complete. Rachel's OAVU innocence is (as her mother knows.
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and as I know) beyond a doubt. Mr. AblcAvhite's innocence is
equally certain—or Rachel would never have testified to it. And
Franklin Blake's innocence, as you have just seen, unanswerably
asserts itself. On the one hand, Ave are morally certain of all these
things. And, on the other hand, we are equally sure that somebody
has brought the Moonstone to London, and that Mr. Luker, or his
banker, is in private possession of it at this moment. What is the use
of my experience, what Is the use of any person's experience, in such
a case as that ? It baffles me ; it baffies you ; it baffles everybody."
No—not everybody. It had not baffled Sergeant Cuff. I Avas
about to mention this, AvIth all possible mildness, and with every
necessary protest against being supposed to cast a slur upon Rachel
—when the servant came in to say that the doctor had gone, and
that my aunt Avas waiting to receive us.
This stopped the discussion. Mr. Bruff collected his papers,
looking a little exhausted by the demands Avhich our conversation
had made on him. I took up my bag-full of precious pubHcatlons,
feeling as If I could have gone on talking for hours. "NVe proceeded
in silence to Lady Verinder's room.
Permit me to add here, before my narrative advances to other
events, that I have not described what passed between the lawyer
and me, without having a definite object in VIOAV. I am ordered to
include in my contribution to the shocking story of the Moonstone a
plain disclosure, not only of the turn which suspicion took, but even
of the names of the persons on whom suspicion rested, at the time
when the Indian Diamond was believed to be in London. A report
of my conversation in the library with Mr. Bruff ajjpeared to me to
be exactly what was Avanted to answer this purpose—while, at the
same time, it possessed the great moral advantage of rendering a
sacrifice of sinful self-esteem essentially necessary on my part. I
have been obliged to acknowledge that my fallen nature got the
better of me. In making that humiliating confession, I get the
better of my fallen nature. The moral balance is restored; the
spiritual atmosphere feels clear once more. Dear friends, we may
go on again.

CHAPTER IVTHE signing of the Will was a much shorter matter than I had
anticipated. It was hurried over, to my thinking, in indecent haste.
Samuel, the footman, was sent for to act as second Avitness—and the
pen was put at once into my aunt's hand. I felt strongly urged to
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say a feAv appropriate words on tlils solemn occasion. But Mr. Bruff'g
manner convinced me that it Avas Avisest to check the impulse while
he was in the room. In less than two minutes it Avas all over—and
Samuel (unbeneflted by what I might have said) had gone downstairs again.
Mr. Bruff folded up the Will, and then looked my Avay; apparently wondering Avhether I did or did not mean to leave him alone
with my aunt. I had my mission of mercy to fulfil, and my bag of
precious publications ready on my lap. He might as Avell have expected to move St. Paul's Cathedral by looking at it, as to move Me.
There Avas one merit about him (due no doubt to his Avorldly training)
which I have no wish to deny. He was quick at seeing things. I
appeared to produce almost the same impression on him AvhIch I had
produced on the cabman. He too uttered a profane expression, and
withdrew In a violent hurry, and left me mistress of the field.
As soon as we Avere alone, my aunt reclined on the sofa, and then
alluded, with some appearance of confusion, to the subject of her Will.
" I hope you won't think yourself neglected, Drusllla," she said.
" I mean to give you your little legacy, my dear, with my own hand."
Here was a golden opportunity! I seized It on the spot. In
other words, I instantly opened my bag, and took out the top publication. It proved to be an early edition—only the tAventy-fifth—of
the famous anonymous work (believed to be by precious Miss BelloAVs),
entitled The Serjjent at Home. The design of the book—with which
the worldly reader may not be acquainted—is to show how the Evil
One lies in wait for us in all the most apparently Innocent actions of
our daily lives. The chapters best adapted to female perusal are
" Satan in the Hair Brush;" "Satan behind the Looking Glass;"
" Satan under the Tea Table ;" " Satan out of the Window"—and
many others.
" Give your attention, dear aunt, to this precious book—and you
will give me all I ask." With those words, I handed it to her open,
at a marked passage—one continuous burst of burning eloquence 1
Subject: Satan among the Sofa Cushions.
Poor Lady Verinder (reclining thoughtlessly on her own sofa
cushions) glanced at the book, and handed It back to me looking
more confused than ever.
" I ' m afraid, Drusllla," she said, " I must Avalt till I am a little
better, before I can read that. The doctor
"
The moment she mentioned the doctor's name, I kncAV what was
coming. Over and over again In my past experience among my
perishing fellow-creatures, the members of the notoriously infidel
profession of Medicine had stepped betvreeu me and my mission oi
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mercy—on the miserable pretence that the patient wanted quiet, and
that the disturbing influence of all others which they most dreaded,
was the influence of Miss Clack and her Books. Precisely the same
blinded materialism (working treacherously behind my back) now
sought to rob me of the only right of property that my poverty could
claim—my right of spiritual property in my perishing aunt.
" The doctor tells me," my poor misguided relative Avent on,
" that I am not so well to-day. He forbids me to see any strangers ;
and he orders me, if I read at all, only to read the lightest and the
most amusing books. ' Do nothing. Lady Verinder, to weary your
head, or to quicken your pulse —those were his last words, Drusilla,
when he left me to-day."
There was no help for it but to yield again—for the moment
only, as before. Any open assertion of the infinitely superior importance of such a ministry as mine, compared with the ministry of
the medical man, would only have provoked the doctor to practise on
the human weakness of his patient, and to threaten to throw up the
case. Happily, there are more ways than one of sowing the good
seed, and few persons are better versed in those ways than myself.
"You might feel stronger, dear. In an hour or two," I said.
" Or you might wake, to-morrow morning, with a sense of something
wanting, and even this unpretending volume might be able to supply
it. You will let me leave the book, aunt ? The doctor can hardly
object to t h a t ! "
I slipped it under the sofa cushions, half in, and half out, close
by her handkerchief, and her smelling-bottle. Evei*y time her hand
searched for either of these, it would touch the book ; and, sooner or
later (who knoAVs ?) the book might touch her. After making this
arrangement, I thought It wise to withdraw. " Let me leave you to
repose, dear aunt; I will call again to-morrow." I looked accidentally towards the window as I said that. It was full of flowers,
in boxes and pots. Lady Verinder Avas extravagantly fond of these
perishable treasures, and had a habit of rising every now and then,
and going to look at them and smell them. A new idea flashed
across my mind. " Oh ! may I take a flower ? " I said—and got to
the window unsuspected, in that way. Instead of taking away a
flower, I added one, in the shape of another book from my bag,
which I left, to surprise my aunt, among the geraniums and roses.
The happy thought followed, " Why not do the same for her, poor
dear, in every other room that she enters ? " I immediately said
good-bye ; and, crossing the hall, slipped into the library. Samuel,
coming up to let me out, and supposing I had gone, went down stau-s
again. On the library table I noticed two of the "amusing books"

THE DISCOVERY OP THE TRUTH.

209

which the Infidel doctor had recommended. I instantly covered them
from sight AvIth tAvo of my OAVU precious publications. In the breakfast-room I found my aunt's favourite canary singing in his cage.
She was ahvays in the habit of feeding the bird herself
Some
groundsel was streAved on a table AvhIch stood Immediately under the
cage. I put a book among the groundsel. In the drawing-room I
found more cheering opportunities of emptying my bag. My aunt's
favourite musical pieces Avere on the piano. I slipped in two more
books among the music. I disposed of another in the back drawingroom, under some unfinished embroidery, Avhich I kneAV to be of
Lady Verinder's working. A third little room opened out of the
back drawing-room, from AvhIch It Avas shut off by curtains Instead of
a door. My aunt's plain old-fashioned fan Avas on the chimney-piece.
I opened my ninth book at a very special passage, and put the fan in
as a marker, to keep the place. The question then came, whether
I should go higher still, and try the bed-room floor—at the risk,
undoubtedly, of being insulted, if the person Avith the cap-ribbons
happened to be In the upper regions of the house, and to find me
out. But oh, Avhat of that ? It is a poor Christian that is afraid of
being insulted. I Avent upstairs, prepared to bear anything. All
Avas silent and solitary—it was the servants' tea-time, I suppose. My
aunt's room was in front. The miniature of my late dear uncle, Sir
John, hung on the Avail opposite the bed. It seemed to smile at
m e ; it seemed to say, "Drusilla! deposit a book." There were
tables on either side of my aunt's bed. She was a bad sleeper, and
Avanted, or thought she Avanted, many things at night. I put a book
near the matches on one side, and a book under the box of chocolate
drops on the other. Whether she Avanted a light, or whether she
AA'anted a drop, there was a precious publication to meet her eye, or
to meet her hand, and to say with silent eloquence. In either case,
"Come, try me! try m e ! " But one book Avas UOAV left at the
bottom of my bag, and but one apartment was still unexplored—the
bath-room, AvhIch opened out of the bed-room. I peeped in ; and the
holy Inner voice that never deceives, Avhispered to me, "You have
met her, Drusllla, everyAvhere else; meet her at tho bath, and the
work is done." I observed a dressIng-goAA'u throAvn across a chair.
It had a pocket in it, and In that pocket I put my last book. Can
Avords express my exquisite sense of duty done, Avhen I had slipped
out of the house, unsuspected by any of them, and when I found myself
in the street with my empty bag under my arm ? Oh, my worldly
friends, pursuing the phantom, Pleasure, through the guilty mazes of
Dissipation, hoAV easy it Is to be happy. If you will only be good!
"When I folded up my things that night—Avhen I reflected on the
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true riches which I had scattered Avith such a lavish hand, from top
to bottom of the house of my wealthy aunt—I declare I felt as free
from all anxiety as if I had been a child again. I was so lighthearted that I sang a verse of the Evening Hymn. I was so lighthearted that I fell asleep before I could sing another. Quite like a
child again ! quite like a child again !
So I passed that blissful night. On rising the next morning,
how young I felt! I might add, how young I looked, if I were
capable of dweUing on the concerns of my own perishable body. But
I am not capable—and I add nothing.
Towards luneheon time—not for the sake of the creature-comforts,
but for the certainty of finding dear aunt—I put on my bonnet to go
to Montagu Square. Just as I was ready, the maid at the lodgings
in which I then lived looked in at the door, and said, " Lady Verinder's servant, to see Miss Clack."
I occupied the parlour-floor, at that period of my residence in
London. The front parlour Avas my sitting-room. Very small, very
low in the celling, very poorly furnished—but, oh, so neat! I
looked into the passage to see which of Lady Verinder's servants had
asked for me. It Avas the young footman, Samuel—a civil freshcoloured person, with a teachable look and a very obliging manner.
I had always felt a spiritual interest in Samuel, and a wish to try
him Avith a few serious Avords. On this occasion, I invited him into
my sitting-room.
He came in, with a large parcel under his arm. When he put the
parcel down. It appeared to frighten him. " My lady's love. Miss ;
and I was to say that you Avould find a letter inside." Having given
that message, the fresh-coloured young footman surprised me by
looking as if he would have liked to run aAA'ay.
I detained him to make a feAV kind inquiries. Could I see my
aunt, if I called in Montagu Square ? No ; she had gone out for a
drive. Miss Rachel had gone with her, and Mr. AbloAvhlte had taken
a seat in the carriage, too. KnoAving how sadly dear Mr. Godfrey's
charitable work Avas In arrear, I thought it odd that he should be
going out driving, like an Idle man. I stopped Samuel at the door,
and made a feAV more kind inquiries. Miss Rachel was goincf to a
ball that night, and Mr. AbleAvhite had arranged to come to cofi'ee,
and go with her. There Avas a morning concert adA'ertised for tomorrow, and Samuel was ordered to take places for a large party,
including a place for Mr. AbleAvhite. "All the tickets may be crone]
Miss," said this innocent youth, " i f I don't run and get theru at
once ! " He ran as he said the words—and I found myself alone
again, with some anxious thoughts to occupy me.
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We had a special meeting of the Mothers' Small-Clothes-Converslon Society, that night, summoned expressly with a A'iew to
obtaining Mr. Godfrey's advice and assistance. Instead of sustaining
our sisterhood, under an overwhelming flow of Trousers which quite
prostrated our little community, he had arranged to take coffee in
Montagu Square, and to go to a ball afterwards ! The afternoon of
the next day had been selected for the Festival of the Brltish-Ladies'Servants'-Sunday-Sweetheart-Supervlslon Society. Instead of being
present, the life and soul of that struggling Institution, he had
engaged to make one of a party of Avorldllngs at a morning concert !
I asked myself what did it mean ? Alas ! it meant that our Christian
Hero was to reveal himself to me in a new character, and to become
associated in my mind with one of the most aAvful backslidlngs of
modern times.
To return, however, to the history of the passing day. On
finding myself alone in my room, I naturally turned my attention to
the parcel which appeared to have so strangely intimidated the
fresh-coloured young footman. Had my aunt sent me my promised
legacy ? and had it taken the form of cast-off clothes, or worn-out
silver spoons, or unfashionable jewellery, or anything of that sort ?
Prepared to accept all, and to resent nothing, I opened the parcel—
and what met my view ? The twelve precious publications which I
had scattered through the house, on the previous day ; all returned
to me by the doctor's orders! Well might the youthful Samuel
shrink when he brought his parcel into my room! Well might he
run when he had performed his miserable errand ! As to my aunt's
letter, it simply amounted, poor soul, to this—that she dare not
disobey her medical man.
What was to be done UOAV ? With my training and my principles,
I never had a moment's doubt.
Once self-supported by conscience, once embarked on a career of
manifest usefulness, the true Christian never yields. Neither public
nor private influences produce the slightest effect on us, when we
have once got our mission. Taxation may be the consequence of a
mission ; riots may be the consequence of a mission ; Avars may be
the consequence of a mission : Ave go on with our Avork, irrespective
of every human consideration Avhich moves the Avorld outside us. We
are above reason ; we are beyond ridicule ; Ave see with nobody's
eyes, we hear with nobody's ears, we feel with nobody's hearts, but
our own. Glorious, glorious privilege ! And how is it earned ? Ah,
my friends, you may spare yourselves the useless inquiry ! We are
the only people who can earn it—for Ave are the onlv people who are
always right.
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In the case of my misguided aunt, the form which pious perseverance was next to take revealed itself to me plainly enough.
Preparation by clerical friends had failed, OAving to Lady
Verinder's own reluctance. Preparation by books had failed, owing
to the doctor's infidel obstinacy. So be i t ! What was the next
thing to try ? The next thing to try was—Preparation by Little
Notes. In other words, the books themselves having been sent back,
select extracts from the books, copied by different hands, and all
addressed as letters to my aunt, were, some to be sent by post, and
some to be distributed about the house on the plan I had adopted on
the previous day. As letters they AA'OUM excite no suspicion; as
letters they would be opened—and, once opened, might be read.
Some of them I wrote myself. " Dear aunt, may I ask your attention to a few lines ? " &c. " Dear aunt, I Avas reading last night,
and I chanced on the folloAA'ing passage," &c. Other letters were
written for me by my valued felloAV-workers, the sisterhood at the
Mothers' Small-Clothes. " D e a r madam, pardon the interest taken
in you by a true, though humble, friend." "Dear madam, may
a serious person surprise you by saying a few cheering Avords ? "
Using these and other similar forms of courteous appeal, Ave reintroduced all my precious passages under a form Avhich not even the
doctor's watchful materialism could suspect. Before the shades of
evening had closed around us, I had a dozen awakening letters for
my aunt, instead of a dozen awakening books. Six I made immediate
arrangements for sending through the post, and six I kept in my
pocket for personal distribution in the house the next day.
Soon after two o'clock I was again on the field of pious conflict,
addressing more kind inquiries to Samuel at Lady Verinder's door.
My aunt had had a bad night. She was again in the room in
which I had witnessed her Will, resting on the sofa, and trying to
get a little sleep.
I said I would wait in the library, on the chance of seeing her.
In the fervour of my zeal to distribute the letters, it never occurred
to me to inquire about Rachel. The house was quiet, and It was
past the hour at which the musical ijerformance began. I took it for
granted that she and her party of pleasure-seekers (Mr. Godfrey,
alas ! included) were all at the concert, and eagerly devoted myself
to my good work, while time and opportunity were still at my own
disposal.
My aunt's correspondence of the morning—Including the six
awakening letters which I had posted overnight—was lying unopened
on the library table. She had evidently not felt herself equal to
dealing with a large mass of letters—and she might be daunted by
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the number of them, if she entered the library later in the day. 1
put one of my second set of six letters on the chimney-piece by itself;
leaving it to attract her curiosity, by means of its solitary position,
apart from the rest. A second letter I put purposely on the floor in
the breakfast-room. The first servant who went in after me Avould
conclude that my aunt had dropped It, and would be specially careful to
restore It to her. The field thus sown on the basement story, I ran
lightly upstairs to scatter my mercies next over the drawing-room floor.
Just as I entered the front room, I heard a double-knock at the
street-door—a soft, fluttering, considerate little knock. Before I
could think of slipping back to the library (In which I Avas supposed
to be waiting), the active young footman was in the hall, answering
the door. It mattered little, as I thought. In my aunt's state of
health, visitors in general were not admitted. To my horror and
amazement, the performer of the soft little knock proved to be an
exception to general rules. Samuel's voice beloAV me (after apparently answering some questions AvhIch I did not hear) said, unmlstakeably, " Up-staIrs, if you please, sir." The next moment I heard
footsteps—a man's footsteps—-approaching the draAving-room floor.
Who could this favoured male visitor possibly be ? Almost as soon
as I asked myself the question, the answer occurred to me. Who
could it be but the doctor ?
In the case of any other visitor, I should have allowed myself to
be discovered in the drawing-room. There would have been nothing
out of the common In my having got tired of the library, and haA'ing
gone upstairs for a change. But my oAvn self-respect stood in the
Avay of my meeting the person Avho had insulted me by sending me
back my books. I slipped into the little third room, which I have
mentioned as communicating AvIth the back drawing-room, and
dropped the curtains which closed the open doorway. If I only
waited there for a minute or two, the usual result in such cases
would take place. That Is to say, the doctor would be conducted to
his patient's room.
I waited a minute or two, and more than a minute or two. I
heard the visitor walking restlessly baclavards and forwards. I also
heard him talking to himself. I even thought I recognised the
voice. Had I made a mistake ? Was It not the doctor, but somebody else ? Mr. Bruff, for Instance ? No! an unerring Instinct
told me it was not Mr. Bruff. Whoever he was, he was still talking
to himself. I parted the heavy curtains the least little morsel in tho
world, and listened.
The words I heard were, " I'll do It to-day ! " And the voice
that spoke them was Mr. Godfrey AblcAvhlte's.
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CHAPTER V
MY hand dropped from the curtain. But don't suppose—oh, don't
suppose—that the dreadful embarrassment of my situation was the
uppermost idea in my mind ! So fervent still was the sisterly interest
I felt in Mr. Godfrey, that I never stopped to ask myself why he was
not at the concert. No ! I thought only of the words—the startling
v^-ords—which had just fallen from his lips. He would do it to-day.
He had said. In a tone of terrible resolution, he would do it to-day.
What, oh what, would he do ! Something even more deplorably
unworthy of him than what he had done already ? Would he
apostatise from the faith ? Would he abandon us at the Mothers'
Small-Clothes ? Had we seen the last of his angelic smile in the
committee-room ? Had we heard the last of his unrivalled eloquence
at Exeter Hall ? I was so wrought up by the bare idea of such
awful eventualities as these in connexion AA'ith such a man, that I
believe I should have rushed from my place of concealment, and
implored him in the name of all the Ladles' Committees in London
to explain himself—when I suddenly heard another voice in the
room. It penetrated through the curtains ; It AA'as loud, it was bold,
it was wanting in every female charm. The voice of Rachel Verinder!
" Why have you come up here, Godfrey ? " she asked. " Why
didn't you go Into the library ? "
He laughed softly, and ansAvered, " Miss Clack is in the library."
" Clack In the library ! " She Instantly seated herself on the
ottoman in the back drawing-room, " You are quite right, Godfrey,
We had much better stop here."
I had been in a burning fever, a moment since, and in some
doubt what to do next. I became extremely cold noAv, and felt no
doubt whatever. To show myself, after Avhat I had heard, was
impossible. To retreat—except into the fireplace—was equally out
of the question, A martyrdom Avas before me. In justice to myself,
I noiselessly arranged the curtains so that I could both see and hear.
And then I met my martyrdom, with the spirit of a primitive Christian,
" Don't sit on the ottoman," the young lady proceeded. " Bring
a chair, Godfrey. I like people to be opposite to me when I talk to
them."
He took the nearest seat. It was a low chair. He was very
tall, and many sizes too large for it. I never saw his legs to such
disadvantage before,
" Well ? " she went on. " What did you say to them ? "
" Just what you said, dear Rachel, to me,"
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" That mamma was not at all well to-day ? And that I didn't
quite like leaving her to go to the concert ? "
" Those were the words. They Avere grieved to lose you at the
concert, but they quite understood. All sent their love; and all
expressed a cheering belief that Lady Verinder's indisposition would
soon pass away."
" You don't think it's serious, do you, Godfrey ? "
" Far from it! In a fcAV days, I feel quite sure, all will be well
again."
" I think so, too. I was a little frightened at first, but I think
so too. It was very kind to go and make my excuses for me to
people who are almost strangers to you. But why not have gone
AvIth them to the concert ? It seems very hard that you should miss
the music too."
" Don't say that, Rachel! If you only kucAV how much happier
I am—here, with you ! "
He clasped his hands, and looked at her. In the position which
ho occupied, when he did that, he turned my Avay. Can words
describe how I sickened Avhen I noticed exactly the same pathetic
expression on his face, which had charmed me when he Avas pleading
for destitute millions of his fellow-creatures on the platform at
Exeter Hall!
" It's hard to get over one's bad habits, Godfrey. But do try to
get over the habit of paying compliments—do, to please me."
" I never paid you a compliment, Rachel, in my life. Successful
love may sometimes use the language of flattery, I admit. But
hopeless love, dearest, ahvays speaks the truth."
He droAV his chair close, and took her hand, when he said
" hopeless love." There was a momentary silence. He, who thrilled
everybody, had doubtless thrilled her. I thought I noAV understood
the words which had dropped from him Avhen he Avas alone In the
drawing-room, " I'll do it to-day." Alas ! the most rigid propriety
could hardly have failed to discover that he was doing it now.
" Have you forgotten what we agreed on, Godfrey, when you
spoke to me in the country ? We agreed that Ave Avere to be cousins,
and nothing more."
" I break the agreement, Rachel, every time I see you."
" Then don't see me."
" Quite useless! I break the agreement every time I think of
you. Oh, Rachel! how kindly you told me, only the other day,
that my place in your estimation Avas a higher place than it had ever
been yet! Am I mad to build the hopes I do on those dear words ?
Am I mad to dream of some future day when your heart may soften
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to me ? Don't tell me so, if I am ! Leave me my delusion, dearest!
I must have that to cherish, and to comfort me, if I have nothing
else ! "
His voice trembled, and he put his white handkerchief to his
eyes. Exeter Hall again ! Nothing wanting to complete the parallel
but the audience, the cheers, and the glass of water.
Even her obdurate nature was touched. I saAv her lean a little
nearer to him. I heard a new tone of Interest in her next words.
" A r e you really sure, Godfrey, that you are so fond of me as
that ? "
" Sure! You know what I Avas, Rachel. Let me tell you what
I am. I have lost every interest in life, but my interest In you.
A transformation has come over me which I can't account for,
myself. Would you believe it ? My charitable business is an
Vinendurable nuisance to me ; and when I see a Ladles' Committee
now, I wish myself at the uttermost ends of the earth ! "
If the annals of apostacy offer anything comparable to such
a declaration as that, I can only say that the case in point is not
producible from the stores of my reading. I thought of the Mothers'
Small-Clothes. I thought of the Sunday-Sweetheart-Supervision.
I thought of the other Societies, too numerous to mention, all built
up on this man as on a tower of strength. I thought of the
struggling Female Boards, Avho, so to speak, dreAV the breath of their
business-life through the nostrils of Mr. Godfrey—of that same
Mr. Godfrey Avho had just reviled our good Avork as a " nuisance "—•
and just declared that he Avished he Avas at the uttermost ends of
the earth Avhen he found himself in our company ! My young female
friends will feel encouraged to persevere, Avhen I mention that it
tried even My discipline before I could devour my OAVU righteous
indignation in silence. At the same time, it is only justice to
myself to add, that I didn't lose a syllable of the conversation.
Rachel was the next to speak.
" Y o u have made your confession," she said.
" I wonder
whether it Avould cure you of your unhappy attachment to me, If
I made mine ? "
He started. I confess I started too. He thought, and I thought,
that she was about to divulge the mystery of the Moonstone.
" Would you think, to look at me," she went on, " t h a t I am
the wretchedest girl living ? It's true, Godfrey. What greater
Avretchedness can there be than to live degraded in your OAVU estimation ? That is my life now."
" M y dear Rachel! It's impossible you can have any reason to
speak of yourself In that way ! "
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" How do you know I have no reason ? "
" Can you ask me the question ! I know it, because I know
you. Your silence, dearest, has never lowered you in the estimation
of your true friends. The disappearance of your precious birthday
gift may seem strange ; your unexplained connection with that event
may seem stranger still
"
" Are you speaking of the Moonstone, Godfrey ? "
" I certainly thought that you referred
•"
" I referred to nothing of the sort. I can hear of the loss of the
Moonstone, let Avho will speak of it, without feeling degraded In my
OAvn estimation. If the story of the Diamond ever comes to light,
it Avill be known that I accepted a dreadful responsibility ; it will be
known that I involved myself in the keeping of a miserable secret—
but It will be as clear as the sun at noonday that I did nothing
mean! You have misunderstood me, Godfrey. It's my fault for
not speaking more plainly. Cost me Avhat it may, I will be plainer
noAV. Suppose you Avere not In love Avitli me ? Suppose you were
in love with some other woman ? "
"Yes?"
" Suppose you discovered that woman to be utterly unworthy of
you ? Suppose you Avere quite convinced that it was a disgrace
to you to waste another thought on her ? Suppose the bare idea
of ever marrying such a person made your face burn, only with
thinking of it ? "
"Yes?"
-"And, suppose. In spite of all that—you couldn't tear her from
your heart ? Suppose the feeling she had roused in you (in the
time when you believed In her) Avas not a feeling to be hidden ?
Suppose the love this Avretch had Inspired in you
? Oh, how
can I find words to say it in ! How can I make a man understand
that a feeling which horrifies me at myself, can be a feeling that
fascinates me at the same time ? It's the breath of my life, Godfrey,
and it's the poison that kills me—both in one ! Go away ! I must
be out of my mind to talk as I am talking UOAV. NO ! you mustn't
leave me—you mustn't carry away a wrong impression. I must
say, Avhat Is to be said in my own defence. Mind this! He doesn't
know—he never will knoAv, Avhat I have told you. I will never see
him—I don't care what happens—I will never, never, never see him
again ! Don't ask me his name ! Don't ask me any more ! Let's
change the subject. Are you doctor enough, Godfrey, to tell me
Vv'hy I feel as if I was stifling for want of breath ? Is there a form
of hysterics that bursts Into words Instead of tears ? I dare say !
What does it matter ? You will get over any trouble I have caused
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you, easily enough now. I have dropped to my right place in your
estimation, haven't I ? Don't notice me ! Don't pity me! For
God's sake, go away ! "
She turned round on a sudden, and beat her hands wildly on the
back of the ottoman. Her head dropped on the cushions ; and she
burst out crying. Before I had time to feel shocked at this, I was
horror-struck by an entirely unexpected proceeding on the part of
Mr. Godfrey. Will it be credited that he fell on his knees at her
feet ?—on both knees, I solemnly declare ! May modesty mention
that he put his arms round her next ? And may reluctant admiration acknowledge that he electrified her Avith two words ?
" Noble creature ! "
No more than that! But he did it with one of the bursts which
have made his fame as a public speaker. She sat, either quite
thunderstruck, or quite fascinated—I don't know which—without
even making an effort to put his arms back where his arms ought to
have been. As for me, my sense of propriety was completely
bewildered. I was so painfully uncertain whether it was my first
duty to close my eyes, or to stop my ears, that I did neither. I
attribute my being still able to hold the curtain in the right position
for looking and listening, entirely to suppressed hysterics. In
suppressed hysterics, it Is admitted, even by the doctors, that one
must hold something.
" Yes," he said, with all the fascination of his evangelical voice
and manner, "you are a noble creature ! A woman who can speak the
truth, for the truth's OAVU sake—a woman who will sacrifice her
pride, rather than sacrifice an honest man who loves her—Is the
most priceless of all treasures. When such a woman marries, if
her husband only wins, her esteem and regard, he wins enough to
ennoble his whole life. You have spoken, dearest, of your place in
my estimation. Judge what that place is—when I implore you on
my knees, to let the cure of your poor wounded heart be my care.
Rachel! will you honour me, AVIII you bless me, by being my wife ? "
By this time I should certainly have decided on stopping my
ears, if Rachel had not encouraged me to keep them open, by
answering him in the first sensible words I had ever heard fall
from her lips.
" Godfrey ! " she said, " you must be mad ! "
" I never spoke more reasonably, dearest—in your interests,
as well as in mine. Look for a moment to the future.
Is
your happiness to be sacrificed to a man who has never known
how you feel towards him, and whom you are resolved never to see
again ? Is it not your duty to yourself to forget this ill-fated
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attachment ? and is forgetfulness to be found in the life you are
leading now ? You have tried that life, and you are wearying of
it already.
Surround yourself with nobler interests than the
wretched interests of the world. A heart that loves and honours
you; a home whose peaceful claims and happy duties win gently
on you day by day—try the consolation, Rachel, which is to be
found there ! I don't ask for your love—I will be content with
your affection and regard. Let the rest be left, confidently left,
to your husband's devotion, and to Time that heals even wounds
as deep as yours."
She began to yield already. Oh, what a bringlng-up she must
have had ! Oh, how differently I should have acted In her place !
" Don't tempt me, Godfrey," she said ; " I am wretched enough
and reckless enough as it is. Don't tempt me to be more wretched
and more reckless still! "
" One question, Rachel. Have you any personal objection to me ? "
" I ! I always liked you. After what you have just said to
me, I should be insensible indeed if I didn't respect and admire you
as well."
" D o you know many wives, my dear Rachel, who respect and
admire their husbands ? And yet they and their husbands get on
very well. How many brides go to the altar with hearts that would
bear inspection by the men who take them there ? And yet it
doesn't end unhappily—somehow or other the nuptial establishment
jogs on. The truth is, that women try marriage as a Refuge, far
more numerously than they are willing to admit; and, what Is more,
they find that marriage has justified their confidence In It. Look at
your own case once again. At your age, and with your attractions.
Is It possible for you to sentence yourself to a single life ? Trust
my knowledge of the world—nothing is less possible. It is merely
a question of time. You may marry some other man, some years
hence. Or you may marry the man, dearest, who is now at your
feet, and who prizes your respect and admiration above the love of
any other woman on the face of the earth."
"Gently, Godfrey! you are putting something Into my head
which I never thought of before. You are tempting me with a new
prospect, when all my other prospects are closed before me. I tell
you again, I am miserable enough and desperate enough, if you say
another word, to marry you on your own terms. Take the warning,
and go! "
" I won't even rise from my knees, till you have said yes! "
" If I say yes you will repent, and I shall repent, when it is
too late! "
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" We shall both bless the day, darling, when I pressed, and when
you yielded."
" Do you feel as confidently as you speak ? "
" You shall judge for yourself. I speak from what I have seen
in my own family. Tell me what you think of our household at
Frizinghall. Do my father and mother live unhappily together ? "
" Far from it—so far as I can see."
" W h e n my mother was a girl, Rachel (It is no secret in the
family), she had loved as you love—she had given her heart to a
man who was unworthy of her. She married my father, respecting
him, admiring him, but nothing more. Your own eyes have seen
the result. Is there no encouragement in it for you and for me ? " *
" You won't hurry me, Godfrey ? "
" My time shall be yours."
" You won't ask me for more than I can give ? "
" My angel! I only ask you to give me yourself"
" Take me ! "
In those two words she accepted him !
He had another burst—a burst of unholy rapture this time. He
drew her nearer and nearer to him till her face touched his; and
then
No ! I really cannot prevail upon myself to carry this shocking disclosure any farther. Let me only say, that I tried to close
my eyes before it happened, and that I was just one moment too
late. I had calculated, you see, on her resisting.
She submitted.
To every right-feeling person of my OAvn sex, volumes could say no
more.
Even my innocence in such matters began to see Its way to the
end of the interview now. They understood each other so thoroughly
by this time, that I fully expected to see them walk off together, arm
in arm, to be married. There appeared, however, judging by Mr.
Godfrey's next words, to be one more trifling formality which It was
necessary to observe. He seated himself—unforbidden this time—
on the ottoman by her side. " Shall I speak to your dear mother ? "
he asked. " Or will you ? "
She declined both alternatives.
" Let my mother hear nothing from either of us, until she is
better. I wish it to be kept a secret for the present, Godfrey.
Go
now, and come back this evening. We have been here alone together
quite long enough."
She rose, and, in rising, looked for the first time towards the
little room in which my martyrdom was going on.
" Who has drawn those curtains ? " she exclaimed. " Tho
* See Betteredge's Narrative, chapter viii.
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room is close enough, as it is, Avithout keeping the air out of it in
that way."
She advanced to the curtains. At the moment when she laid her
hand on them—at the moment when the discovery of me appeared to
be quite inevitable—the voice of the fresh-coloured young footman,
on the stairs, suddenly suspended any further proceedings on her side
or on mine. It Avas unmlstakeably the voice of a man in great
alarm.
" Miss Rachel! " he called out, " Avhere are you. Miss Rachel ?"
She sprang back from the curtains, aud ran to the door.
The footman came just Inside the room. His ruddy colour Avas
all gone. He said, " Please to come downstairs, Miss ! My lady
has fainted, and we can't bring her to again."
In a moment more I was alone, and free to go downstairs in my
turn, quite unobserved.
Mr. Godfrey passed me In the hall, hurrying out, to fetch the doctor.
" Go In, and help them ! " he said, pointing to the room. I found
Rachel on her knees by the sofa, with her mother's head on her
bosom. One look at my aunt's face (knowing what I kneAv) was
enough to warn me of the dreadful truth. I kept my thoughts to
myself till the doctor came in. It was not long before he arrived.
He began by sending Rachel out of the room—and then he told
the rest of us that Lady Verinder was no more. Serious persons,
in search of proofs of hardened scepticism, may be Interested
in hearing that he showed no signs of remorse when he looked
at Me.
At a later hour I peeped into the breakfast-room, and the library.
My aunt had died without opening one of the letters which I had
addressed to her, I was so shocked at this, that It never occurred to
me, until some days afterwards, that she had also died without giving
me my little legacy.

CHAPTER VI.
(1.) " MISS CLACK presents her compliments to Mr. Franklin

Blake; and. In sending him the fifth chapter of her humble narrative,
begs to say that she feels quite unequal to enlarge as she could wish
on an event so aAvful, under the circumstances, as Lady Verinder's
death. She has, therefore, attached to her own manuscript, copious
Extracts from precious publications in her possession, all bearing on
this terrible subject. And may those Extracts (Miss Clack ferA'ently
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hopes) sound as the blast of a trumpet In the ears of her respected
kinsman, Mr. Franklin Blake."
(2.) " M r . Franklin Blake presents his compliments to Miss
Clack, and begs to thank her for the fifth chapter of her narrative.
In returning the extracts sent with it, he will refrain from mentioning
any personal objection which he may entertain to this species of
literature, and will merely say that the proposed additions to the
manuscript are not necessary to the fulfilment of the purpose that he
has in view."
(3.) " Miss Clack begs to acknowledge the return of her Extracts.
She affectionately reminds Mr. Franklin Blake that she is a Christian, and that it is, therefore, quite impossible for him to offend her.
Miss C. persists in feeling the deepest interest in Mr. Blake, and
pledges herself, on the first occasion when sickness may lay him IOAV,
to offer him the use of her Extracts for the second time. In the
meanwhile she would be glad to know, before beginning the final
chapters of her narrative, whether she may be permitted to make her
humble contribution complete, by availing herself of the light which
later discoveries have thrown on the mystery of the Moonstone."
(4.) " M r . Franklin Blake is sorry to disappoint Miss Clack. He
can only repeat the instructions AvhIch he had the honour of giving
her Avhen she began her narrative. She is requested to limit herself
to her own individual experience of persons and events, as recorded
in her diary. Later discoveries she Avill be good enough to leave to
the pens of those persons who can write in the capacity of actual
witnesses."
(5.) "Miss Clack is extremely sorry to trouble Mr. Franklin
Blake with another letter. Her Extracts have been returned, and
the expression of her matured VICAVS on the subject of tho Moonstone
has been forbidden. Miss Clack Is painfully conscious that she ought
(in the worldly phrase) to feel herself put down. But, no—Miss C.
has learnt Perseverance in the School of Adversity. Her object in
writing is to know whether Mr, Blake (who prohibits everything else)
prohibits the appearance of the present correspondence in Miss
Clack's narrative ? Some explanation of the position in which Mr.
Blake's interference has placed her as an authoress, seems due on
the ground of common justice. And Miss Clack, on her side, is
most anxious that her letters should be produced to speak for themselves."
(6.) " M r . Franklin Blake agrees to Miss Clack's proposal, on
the understanding that she will kindly consider this Intimation of his
consent as closing the correspondence between them."
(7.) " Miss Clack feels it an act of Christian duty (before the
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correspondence closes) to Inform Mr. Franklin Blake that his last
letter—evidently intended to offend her—has not succeeded in accomplishing the object of the writer. She affectionately requests Mr.
Blake to retire to the privacy of his OAVU room, and to consider with
himself Avhether the training Avhich can thus elevate a poor weak
woman above the reach of insult, be not worthy of greater admiration
than he is now disposed to feel for it. On being favoured with an
intimation to that effect. Miss C. solemnly pledges herself to send
back the complete series of her Extracts to Mr. Franklin Blake."
[To this letter no ansAver Avas received. Comment is needless.
(Signed)

DRUSILLA CLACK.]

CHAPTER VII.
THE foregoing correspondence will sufficiently explain why no choice
is left to me but to pass over Lady Verinder's death with the simple
announcement of the fact which ends my fifth chapter.
Keeping myself for the future strictly within the limits of my own
personal experience, I have next to relate that a month elapsed from
the time of my aunt's decease before Rachel Verinder and I met
again. That meeting was the occasion of my spending a feAV days
under the same roof AvIth her. In the course of my visit, something
happened, relating to her marriage-engagement with Mr. Godfrey
AbleAvhite, which is important enough to requii'e special notice in
these pages. When this last of many painful family circumstances
has been disclosed, my task Avill be completed ; for I shall then have
told all that I know, as an actual (and most unwilling) witness of
events.
My aunt's remains Avere remoA'ed from London, and Avere buried
in the little cemetery attached to the church in her OAVU park. I was
invited to the funeral Avith the rest of the family. But it Avas impossible (Avith my religious vieAVs) to rouse myself in a few days
only from the shock which this death had caused me. I was informed, moreover, that the rector of Frizinghall Avas to read the
service. Having myself in past times seen this clerical castaway
making one of the players at Lady Verinder's whist-table, I doubt,
even if I had been fit to travel, Avhether I should have felt justified in
attending the ceremonj'.
Lady Verinder's death left her daughter under the care of her
brother-In-laAV, Mr. AbleAvhite the elder. He was appointed guardian
by the will, until his niece married, or came of age. Under these
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circumstances, Mr. Godfrey informed his father, I suppose, of the
new relation in which he stood towards Rachel. At any rate, in ten
days from my aunt's death, the secret of the marriage engagement
Avas no secret at all within the circle of the family, and the grand
question for Mr. Ablewhite senior—another confirmed castaway !—•
was how to make himself and his authority most agreeable to the
wealthy young lady Avho was going to marry his son.
Rachel gave him some trouble at the outset, about the choice
of a place In which she could be prevailed upon to reside. The
house in Montagu Square was associated Avith the calamity of her
mother's death. The house In Yorkshire Avas associated with the
scandalous affair of the lost Moonstone. Her guardian s OAVU residence
at Frizinghall was open to neither of these objections. But
Rachel's presence In it, after her recent bereavement, operated
as a check on the gaieties of her cousins, the Miss AblcAvhites—•
and she herself requested that her visit might be deferred to a
more favourable opportunity. It ended In a proposal, emanating
from old Mr. Ablewhite, to try a furnished house at Brighton. His
wife, an Invalid daughter, and Rachel were to inhabit It together,
and were to expect him to join them later in the season. They
would see no society but a few old friends, and they Avould have his
son Godfrey, travelling backwards and foiwvards by the London
train, always at their disposal.
I describe this aimless flitting about from one place of residence
to another—this insatiate restlessness of body and appalling stagnation of soul—merely AvIth the vicAV to arriving at results. The
event which (under Providence) proved to be the means of bringing
Rachel Verinder and myself together again, was no other than the
hiring of the house at Brighton.
My Aunt Ablewhite Is a large, silent, falr-complexioned woman,
with one noteworthy point in her character. From the hour of her
birth she has never been known to do anything for herself She
has gone through life, accepting everybody's help, and adopting
everybody's opinions. A more hopeless person, in a spiritual point
of view, I have never met Avith—there Is absolutely, in this perplexing case, no obstructive material to Avork upon. Aunt Ablewhite
would listen to the Grand Lama of Thibet exactly as she listens to
Me, and would reflect his VICAVS quite as readily as she reflects mine.
She found the furnished house at Brighton by stopping at an hotel in
London, composing herself on a sofa, and sending for her son. She
discovered the necessary servants by breakfasting in bed one
morning (still at the hotel), and gh'ing her maid a holiday on
condition that the girl " Avould begin enjoying herself by fetching
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Miss Clack." I found her placidly fanning herself in her dressinggown at eleven o'clock. " Drusilla, dear, I want some servants.
You are so clever—please get them for me." I looked round the
untidy room. The church-bells were going for a Aveek-day service ;
they suggested a word of affectionate remonstrance on my part.
" Oh, aunt! " I said sadly. " Is this worthy of a Christian Englishwoman ? Is the passage from time to eternity to be made in
this manner?"
My aunt answered, " I ' l l put on my gown,
Drusllla, if you Avill be kind enough to help me." What Avas to
be said after that ? I have done wonders with murderesses—I have
never advanced an Inch with Aunt Ablewhite. "Where Is the
list," I asked, " of the servants whom you require ? " My aunt
shook her head; she hadn't even energy enough to keep the list.
"Rachel has got it, dear," she said, " I n the next room." I went
into the next room, and so saAV Rachel again, for the first time since
Ave had parted in Montagu Square.
She looked pitiably small and thin in her deep mourning. If I
attached any serious importance to such a perishable trifle as
personal appearance, I might be inclined to add that hers was one
of those unfortunate complexions which always suffers when not
relieved by a border of white next the skin. But what are oui
complexions and our looks ? Hindrances and pitfalls, dear girls,
which beset us on our way to higher things! Greatly to my
surprise, Rachel rose when I entered the room, and came forAvard
to meet me with outstretched hand.
" I am glad to see you," she said. " Drusllla, I have been In
the habit of speaking very foolishly and very rudely to you, on
former occasions. I beg your pardon. I hope you will forgive me."
My face, I suppose, betrayed the astonishment I felt at this. She
coloured up for a moment, and then proceeded to explain herself.
" In my poor mother's lifetime," she went on, " her friends were
not always my friends, too. Now I have lost her, my heart turns
for comfort to the people she liked. She liked you. Try to be
friends with me, Drusllla, if you can."
To any rightly-constituted mind, the motive thus acknoAvledged
was simply shocking. Here In Christian England was a young
woman in a state of bereavement, with so little Idea of where to
look for true comfort, that she actually expected to find it among
her mother's friends ! Here was a relative of mine, aAvakened to a
sense of her shortcomings towards others, under the influence, not
of conviction and duty, but of sentiment and impulse! Most
deplorable to think of—but, still, suggestive of something hopeful,
to a person of my experience in plying the good work. There could
15

226

THE MOONSTONE.

be no harm, I thought, in ascertaining the extent of the change
which the loss of her mother had wrought in Rachel's character.
I decided, as a useful test, to probe her on the subject of her
marriage engagement to Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite.
Having first met her advances with all possible cordiality, I sat
by her on the sofa, at her own request. We discussed family affairs
and future plans—always excepting that one future plan which was
to end in her marriage. Try as I might to turn the conversation
that way, she resolutely declined to take the hint. Any open
reference to the question, on my part, would have been premature at
this early stage of our reconciliation. Besides, I had discovered all
I wanted to know. She was no longer the reckless, defiant creature
whom I had heard and seen, on the occasion of my martyrdom in
Montagu Square. This was, of itself, enough to encourage me to
take her future conversion in hand—beginning with a few words ot
earnest warning directed against the hasty formation of the marriage
tie, and so getting on to higher things. Looking at her, now, with
this new interest—and calling to mind the headlong suddenness Avith
which she had met Mr. Godfrey's matrimonial views—I felt the
solemn duty of interfering, with a fervour which assured me that I
should achieve no common results. Rapidity of proceeding was, as
I believed, of importance in this case. I went back at once to the
question of the servants wanted for the furnished house.
" Where is the list, dear ? "
Rachel produced it.
" Cook, kitchen-maid, housemaid, and footman," I read. " Mj
dear Rachel, these servants are only wanted for a term—the term
during which your guardian has taken the house. We shall have
great difficulty in finding persons of character and capacity to accept
a temporary engagement of that sort, if we try in London. Has the
house in Brighton been found yet ? "
" Yes. Godfrey has taken i t ; and persons in the house wantec
him to hire them as servants. He thought they would hardly dc
for us, and came back having settled nothing."
" And you have no experience yourself in these matters, Rachel ?'
" None whatever."
" And Aunt Ablewhite Avon't exert herself? "
" No, poor dear. Don't blame her, Drusilla. I think she is
the only really happy woman I have ever met with."
"There are degrees in happiness, darling. We must have i
little talk, some day, on that subject. In the meantime I wil
undertake to meet the difficulty about the servants. Your aun
win write a letter to the people of the bouse—^—-"
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" She will sign a letter, if I write it for her, which comes to the
same thing."
" Quite the same thing. I shall get the letter, and I will go to
Brighton to-morrow."
" How extremely kind of you! We will join you as soon as you
are ready for us. And you will stay, I hope, as my guest. Brighton
is so lively ; you are sure to enjoy it."
In those words the invitation was given, and the glorious prospect
of interference was opened before me.
It was then the middle of the week. By Saturday afternoon the
house was ready for them. In that short interval I had sifted, not
the characters only, but the religious views as well, of all the disengaged
servants who applied to me, and had succeeded in making a selection
Avhich my conscience approved. I also discovered, and called on, tAVo
serious friends of mine, residents In the town, to whom I knew I could
confide the pious object Avhich had brought me to Brighton. One of
them—a clerical friend—kindly helped me to take sittings for our little
party in the church in which he himself ministered. The other—a
single lady, like myself—placed the resources of her library (composed throughout of precious publications) entirely at my disposal.
I borrowed half-a-dozen works, all carefully chosen with a view to
Rachel. When these had been judiciously distributed in the various
rooms she Avould be likely to occupy, I considered that my preparations
were complete. Sound doctrine in the servants who waited on her ;
sound doctrine in the minister who preached to her ; sound doctrine
in the books that lay on her table—such was the treble Avelcome which
my zeal had prepared for the motherless girl! A heavenly composure
filled my mind, on that Saturday afternoon, as I sat at the window
waiting the arrival of my relatives. The giddy throng passed and repassed before my eyes. Alas ! how many of them felt my exquisite
sense of duty done ? An awful question. Let us not pursue it.
Between six and seven the travellers arrived. To my indescribable
surprise, they Avere escorted, not by Mr. Godfrey (as I had anticipated)
but by the lawyer, Mr. Bruff.
" How do you do. Miss Clack? " he said. " I mean to stay this
time."
That reference to the occasion on which I had obliged him to
postpone his business to mine, Avhen Ave Avere both visiting in Montagu
Square, satisfied me that the old worldling had come to Brighton
Avith some object of his OAVU In VICAV. I had prepared quite a little
Paradise for my beloved Rachel—and here was the Serpent already !
" Godfrey Avas very much vexed, Drusilla, not to be able to come
with us," said my Aunt Ablewhite. " There was something in the
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Avay which kept him in town. Mr: Bruff volunteered to take his
place, and make a holiday of it till Monday morning. By-the-by,
Mr. Bruff, I'm ordered to take exercise, and I don't like it. _ That,"
added Aunt AbleAvhite, pointing out of window to an Invalid going
by in a chair on wheels, drawn by a man, " is my idea of exercise. If
it's air you want, you get It In your chair. And if It's fatigue you
Avant, I am sure It's fatiguing enough to look at the man."
Rachel stood silent, at a window by herself with her eyes fixed
on the sea.
" Tired, love ? " I inquired.
" N o . Only a little out of spirits," she answered. " I have
often seen the sea, on our Yorkshire coast, with that light on it.
And I was thinking, Drusilla, of the days that can never come
again."
Mr. Bruff remained to dinner, and stayed through the evening.
The more I saAv of him, the more certain I felt that he had some
prh'ate end to serve in coming to Brighton,
I watched him
carefully. He maintained the same appearance of ease, and talked
the same godless gossip, hour after hour, until it was time to take
leave. As he shook hands with Rachel, I caught his hard and
cunning eye resting on her for a moment with a peculiar interest and
attention. She was plainly concerned in the object that he had in
A'iew. He said nothing out of the common to her or to any one on
leaving. He invited himself to luncheon the next day, and then he
went aAvay to his hotel.
It was impossible the next morning to get my Aunt Ablewhite
out of her dressing-gown In time for church. Her invalid daughter
(sufl'ering from nothing, in my opinion, but incurable laziness,
inherited from her mother) announced that she meant to remain in
bed for the day. Rachel and I went alone together to church. A
magnificent sermon was preached by my gifted friend on the
heathen Indifi'erence of the Avoiid to the sinfulness of little sins.
For more than an hour his eloquence (assisted by his glorious voice)
thundered through the sacred edifice. I said to Rachel, when we
came out, " Has it found its A\ay to your heart, dear ? " And she
answered, " N o ; it has only made my head ache." This might
have been discouraging to some people ; but, once embarked on a
career of manifest usefulness, nothing discourages Me.
We found Aunt Ablewhite and Mr. Brufi' at luncheon. When
Rachel declined eating anything, and gave as a reason for It that she
Avas suffering from a headache, the lawyer's cunning iustantlv saAV,
and seized, the chance that she had given him.
" There is only one remedy for a headache," said this horrible
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old man. " A walk. Miss Rachel, Is the thing to cure you. I am
entirely at your service, if you will honour me by accepting my arm."
" With the greatest pleasure. A walk is the very thing I was
longing for."
" It's past two," I gently suggested. " And the afternoon
service, Rachel, begins at three.
" HOAV can you expect me to go to church again," she asked,
petulantly, " AvIth such a headache as mine ? "
Mr. Bruff officiously opened the door for her. In another
minute more they Avere both out of the house. I don't know Avhen I
have felt the solemn duty of Interfering so strongly as I felt It at that
moment. But what Avas to be done ? Nothing AA'as to be done but
to interfere at the first opportunity, later in the day.
On my return from the afternoon service I found that they had
just got back. One look at them told me that the laAvyer had said
Avhat he wanted to say. I had never before seen Rachel so silent
aud so thoughtful. I had never before seen Mr. Bruff pay her such
devoted attention, and look at her with such marked respect. He
had (or pretended that he had) an engagement to dinner that day—
and he took an early leave of us all; Intending to go back to London
by the first train the next morning.
" Are you sure of your own resolution ? " he said to Rachel at
the door.
" Quite sure," she answered—and so they parted.
The moment his back Avas turned, Rachel Avithdrew to her OAVU
room. She never appeared at dinner. Her maid (the person AvIth
the cap-ribbons) Avas sent downstairs to announce that her headache
had returned. I ran up to her and made all sorts of sisterly ofl'ers
through the door. It was locked, and she kept it locked. Plenty
of obstructive material to Avork on here ! I felt greatly cheered and
stimulated by her locking the door.
When her cup of tea Avent up to her the next morning, I
followed it In. I sat by her bedside and said a few earnest words.
She listened AvIth languid civility. I noticed my serious friend's
precious publications huddled together on a table in a corner. Had
she chanced to look into them ?—-I asked. Yes—and they had not
interested her. Would she allow me to read a few passages of the
deepest Interest, Avhich had probably escaped her eye ? No, not
now—she had other things to think of. She gave these ansAvers,
with her attention apparently absorbed in folding and refolding the
frilling of her night-gown. It was plainly necessary to rouse her
by some reference to those worldly Interests AvhIch she still had at
heart.

230

THE MOONSTONE.

" Do you know, love," I said, " I had an odd fancy, yesterday,
about Mr. Bruff ? I thought, when I saw you after your walk with
him, that he had been telling you some bad news."
Her fingers dropped from the frilling of her night-gown, and her
fierce black eyes flashed at me.
"Quite the c o n t r a r y ! " she said.
" I t was news I was
interested in hearing—and I am deeply indebted to Mr. Bruff for
teUIng me of it."
" Yes ? " I said, in a tone of gentle interest.
Her fingers went back to the frilling, and she turned her head
sullenly away from me. I had been met in this manner, in the
course of plying the good work, hundreds of times. She merely
stimulated me to try again. In my dauntless zeal for her welfare, I
ran the great risk, and openly alluded to her marriage engagement.
"News you were interested in h e a r i n g ? " I repeated. " I
suppose, my dear Rachel, that must be news of Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite ? "
She started up in the bed, and turned deadly pale. It was
evidently on the tip of her tongue to retort on me with the unbridled
insolence of former times. She checked herself—laid her head back
on the pillow—considered a minute—and then answered in these
remarkable words :
" I shall never marry Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite."
It was my turn to start at that.
" What can you possibly mean ? " I exclaimed. " The marriage
is considered by the whole family as a settled thing ! "
" Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite is expected here to-day," she said,
doggedly. " Walt till he comes—and you will see."
" But my dear Rachel
"
She rang the bell at the head of her bed. The person Avith the
cap-ribbons appeared.
" Penelope ! my bath."
Let me give her her due. In the state of my feelings at that
moment, I do sincerely believe that she had hit on the only possible
Avay of forcing me to leave the room.
By the mere worldly mind my position towards Rachel might
have been viewed as presenting difficulties of no ordinary kind. I
had reckoned on leading her to higher things by means of a little
earnest exhortation on the subject of her marriage. And now, if
she was to be believed, no such event as her marriage was to take
place at all. But ah, my friends ! a working Christian of my
experience (with an evangelising prospect before her) takes broader
views than these. Supposing Rachel really broke off the marriage, on
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which the Ablewhites, father and son, counted as a settled thing,
what would be the result ? It could only end, if she held firm, in
an exchanging of hard words and bitter accusations on both sides.
And what would be the effect on Rachel when the stormy interview
was over ? A salutary moral depression would be the effect. Her
pride would be exhausted, her stubbornness would be exhausted, by
the resolute resistance which it was in her character to make under the
circumstances. She would turn for sympathy to the nearest person
who had sympathy to offer.
And I was that nearest person—
brimful of comfort, charged to overflowing with seasonable and
reviving words. Never had the evangelising prospect looked brighter,
to my eyes, than it looked now.
She came down to breakfast, but she ate nothing, and hardly
uttered a word.
After breakfast she wandered listlessly from room to room—then
suddenly roused herself, and opened the piano. The music she
selected to play was of the most scandalously profane sort, associated
with performances on the stage which it curdles one's blood to think
of. It would have been premature to interfere with her at such a
time as this. I privately ascertained the hour at which Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite was expected, and then I escaped the music by leaving
the house.
Being out alone, I took the opportunity of calling upon my two
resident friends. It was an indescribable luxury to find myself
indulging in earnest conversation with serious persons. Infinitely
encouraged and refreshed, I turned my steps back again to the
house, in excellent time to await the arrival of our expected visitor.
I entered the dining-room, always empty at that hour of the day, and
found myself face to face with Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite !
He made no attempt to fly the place. Quite the contrary. He
advanced to meet me with the utmost eagerness.
" D e a r Miss Clack, I have been only waiting to see you .^
Chance set me free of my London engagements to-day sooner than I
had expected, and I have got here, in consequence, earlier than my
appointed time."
Not the slightest embarrassment encumbered his explanation,
though this was his first meeting AvIth me after the scene in Montagu
Square. He was not aware, it Is true, of my having been a witness
of that scene. But he kneAV, on the other hand, that my attendances
at the Mothers' Small-Clothes, and my relations with friends
attached to other charities, must have informed me of his shameless
neglect of his Ladies and of his Poor. And yet there he was before me,
in full possession of his charming voice and his irresistible smile !
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" Have you seen Rachel yet ? " I asked.
He sighed gently, and took me by the hand. I should certainly
have snatched my hand away, if the manner in which he gave his
answer had not paralysed me with astonishment.
" I have seen Rachel," he said Avith perfect tranquillity. " You
are aware, dear friend, that she was engaged to me ? Well, she
has taken a sudden resolution to break the engagement. Reflection
has convinced her that she will best consult her welfare and mine
by retracting a rash promise, and leaving me free to make some
happier choice elscAvhere. That is the only reason she will give,
and the only ansAver she will make to every question that I can ask
other."
" What have you done on your side ? " I inquired. " Have you
submitted ? "
" Y e s , " he said with the most unruffled composure, " I have
submitted."
His conduct, under the circumstances, was so utterly Inconceivable, that I stood boAvIldered with my hand in his. It is a piece
of rudeness to stare at anybody, and It is an act of indelicacy to stare
at a gentleman. I committed both those Improprieties. And I said,
as If In a dream, " What does It mean ? "
"Permit me to tell you," he replied. " A n d suppose we sit
doAvn ? "
He led me to a chair. I have an indistinct remembrance that
he was very affectionate. I don't think he put his arm round my
waist to support me—but I am not sure. I was quite helpless, and
his AA-ays with ladies were very endearing. At any rate, we sat
doAvn. I can answer for that. If I can answer for nothing more.

CHAPTER VIII.
" I have lost a beautiful girl, an excellent social position, and a handsome income," Mr. Godfrey began ; " and I have submitted to it without a struggle. What can be the motive for such extraordinary
conduct as that ? My precious friend, there is no motive."
" No motive ? " I repeated.
" Let me appeal, my dear Miss Clack, to your experience of
children," he Avent on. " A child pursues a certain course of conduct.
You are greatly struck by It, and you attempt to get at the motive.
The dear little thing is incapable of telling you its motive. You might
as Avell ask the grass Avliy it grows, or the birds Avhy they sing. Well!
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in this matter, I am like the dear little thing—like the grass—like
the birds. I don't know Avhy I made a proposal of marriage to Miss
Verinder. I don't know Avhy I have shamefully neglected my dear
Ladles. I don't know Avhy I have apostatised from the Mothers'Small-Clothes. You say to the child. Why have you been naughty ?
And the little angel puts its finger into its mouth, and doesn't knoAv.
My case exactly. Miss Clack ! I couldn't confess It to anybody else.
I feel impelled to confess it to you ! "
I began to recover myself A mental problem Avas Involved here.
I am deei)ly interested In mental problems—and I am not, it is thought,
Avithout some skill in solving them.
" Best of friends, exert your intellect, and help me," he proceeded.
" Tell me—why does a time come Avhen these matrimonial proceedings
of mine begin to look like something done In a dream ? Why does
it suddenly occur to me that my true happiness Is in helping my dear
Ladies, in going my modest round of useful work. In saying my few
earnest Avords when called on by my Chairman ? What do I want
with a position ? I have got a position. What do I want with an
Income ? I can pay for my bread and cheese, and my nice little
lodging, and my two coats a year. What do I Avant Avith Miss Verinder ? She has told me Avith her own lips (this, dear lady, is betAveen
ourselves) that she loves another man, and that her only Idea in
marrying me'is to try and put that other man out of her head. What
a horrid union is this ! Oh, dear me, what a horrid union Is this !
Such are my reflections. Miss Clack, on my way to Brighton. I
approach Rachel with the feeling of a criminal who Is going to receive
his sentence. When I find that she has changed her mind too—
when I hear her propose to break the engagement—I experience
(there is no sort of doubt about it) a most overpowering sense of
relief. A month ago I was pressing her rapturously to my bosom.
An hour ago, the happiness of knoAving that I shall never press her
again. Intoxicates me like strong liquor. The thing seems Impossible
—the thing can't be. And yet there are the facts, as I had the honour
of stating them Avhen Ave first sat doAvu together In these two chairs.
I have lost a beautiful girl, an excellent social position, and a handsome income ; and I have submitted to It without a struggle. Can
you account for It, dear friend ? It's quite beyond me."
His magnificent head sank on his breast, and he gave up his own
mental problem In despair.
I was deeply touched. The case (If I may speak as a spiritual
phyaiclan) was now quite plain to me. It is no uncommon event, in
the experience of us all, to see the possessors of exalted ability occasionally humbled to the level of the most poorly-gifted people about
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them. The object, no doubt, in the wise economy of Providence, is
to remind greatness that it is mortal, and that the power which has
conferred it can also take it away. It was now—^to my mind—easy
to discern one of these salutary humiliations in the deplorable proceedings on dear Mr. Godfrey's part, of which I had been the unseen
witness. And it was equally easy to recognise the welcome reappearance of his own finer nature in the horror with which he recoiled
from the idea of a marriage with Rachel, and in the charming eagerness which he showed to return to his Ladles and his Poor.
I put this view before him in a few simple and sisterly words.
His joy was beautiful to see. He compared himself, as I went on,
to a lost man emerging from the darkness into the light. When I
answered for a loving reception of him at the Mothers' Small-Clothes,
the grateful heart of our Christian Hero overflowed. He pressed my
hands alternately to his lips. Overwhelmed by the exquisite triumph
of having got him back among us, I let him do what he liked with
my hands. I closed my eyes. I felt my head, in an ecstasy of
spiritual self-forgetfulness, sinking on his shoulder. In a moment
more I should certainly have swooned away In his arms, but for an
interruption from the outer world, which brought me to myself again.
A horrid rattling of knives and forks sounded outside the door, and
the footman came in to lay the table for luncheon.
Mr. Godfrey started up, and'looked at the clock on the mantelpiece.
" How time flies with you!" he exclaimed. " I shall barely
catch the train."
I ventured on asking why he was in such a huri7 to get back to
toAvn. His answer reminded me of family difficulties that were still
to be reconciled, and of family disagreements that were yet to come.
" I have heard from my father," he said. "Business obliges
him to leave Frizinghall for London to-day, and he proposes coming
on here, either this evening or to-morrow. I must tell him what
has happened between Rachel and me. His heart is set on our
marriage—there Avill be great difficulty, I fear, in reconciling him
to the breaklng-off of the engagement. I must stop him, for all our
sakes, from coming here till he is reconciled. Best and dearest of
friends, Ave shall meet again ! "
With those words he hurried out. In equal haste on my side, I
ran upstairs to compose myself in my OAvn room before meeting Aunt
Ablewhite and Rachel at the luncheon-table.
I am well aware—to dwell for a moment yet on the subject of
Mr. Godfrey—that the all-profaning opinion of the world has charged
him Avith having his own private reasons for releasing Rachel from
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her engagement, at the first opportunity she gave him. It has also
reached my ears, that his anxiety to recover his place in my estimation has been attributed, In certain quarters, to a mercenary eagerness to make his peace (through me) with a venerable committeeAvoman at the Mothers' Small-Clothes, abundantly blessed with the
goods of this world, and a beloved and intimate friend of my own.
I only notice these odious slanders for the sake of declaring that
they never had a moment's Influence on my mind. In obedience to
my Instructions, I have exhibited the fluctuations In my opinion of
our Christian Hero, exactly as I find them recorded in my diary.
In justice to myself, let me here add that, once reinstated in his
place In my estimation, my gifted friend never lost that place again.
I write with the tears in my eyes, burning to say more. But no—I
am cruelly limited to my actual experience of persons and things.
In less than a month from the time of which I am now writing,
events in the money-market (which diminished even my miserable
little income) forced me into foreign exile, and left me Avith nothing
but a loving remembrance of Mr. Godfrey which the slander of the
AA'orld has assailed, and assailed in vain.
Let me dry my eyes, and retui-n to my narrative.
I went doAvnstairs to luncheon, naturally anxious to see how
Rachel was affected by her release from her marriage engagement.
It appeared to me—but I own I am a poor authority in-such
matters—that the recovery of her freedom had set her thinking again
of that other man whom she loved, and that she was furious with
herself for not being able to control a revulsion of feeling of which
she was secretly ashamed. Who Avas the man ? I had my suspicions—but it was needless to waste time in Idle speculation. When
I had converted her, she would, as a matter of course, have no concealments from Me. I should hear all about the man; I should
hear all about the Moonstone. If I had had no higher object in
stirring her up to a sense of spiritual things, the motive of relieving
her mind of its guilty secrets would have been enough of itself to
encourage me to go on.
Aunt Ablewhite took her exercise In the afternoon in an invalid
chair. Rachel accompanied her. " I wish I could drag the chair,"
she broke out, recklessly. " I wish I could fatigue myself till I was
ready to drop."
She was in the same humour in the evening. I discovered in
one of my friend's precious publications—the Life, Letters, and
Labours of Miss Jane Ann Stamper, forty-fourth edition—passages
which bore with a marvellous appropriateness on Rachel's present
position. Upon my proposing to read them, she went to the piano.
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Conceive how little she must have knoAvn of serious people. If she
supposed that my patience Avas to be exhausted in that way! I kept
Miss Jane Ann Stamper by me, and waited for events with the most
unfaltering trust in the future.
Old Mr. Ablewhite never made his appearance that night. But
I knew the importance AvhIch his worldly greed attached to his son's
marriage with Miss Verinder—and I felt a positive conviction (do
what Mr. Godfrey might to prevent it) that we should see him the
next day. With his interference in the matter, the storm on which
I had counted Avould certainly come, and the salutary exhaustion of
Rachel's resisting powers would as certainly follow. I am not Ignorant that old Mr. Ablewhite has the reputation generally (especially
among his Inferiors) of being a remarkably good-natured man. According to my observation of him, he deserves his reputation as long
as he has his own way, and not a moment longer.
The next day, exactly as I had foreseen. Aunt Ablewhite was as
near to being astonished as her nature would permit, by the sudden
appearance of her husband. He had barely been a minute in the
house, before he Avas folloAved, to 7ny astonishment this time, by an
unexpected complication, in the shape of Mr. Bruff.
I never remember feeling the presence of the lawyer to be more
unwelcome than I felt It at that moment. He looked ready for
anything in the way of an obstructive proceeding—capable even of
keeping the peace, AvIth Rachel for one of the combatants !
" This Is a pleasant surprise, sir," said Mr. Ablewhite, addressing
himself with his deceptive cordiality to Mr. Bruff. " When I left
your office yesterday, I didn't expect to have the honour of seeing
you at Brighton to-day."
" I turned over our conversation in my mind, after you had
gone," replied Mr. Bruff. " And it occurred to me that I might
perhaps be of some use on this occasion. I was just in time to
catch the train, and I had no opportunity of discovering the carriage
in which you were travelling."
Having given that explanation, he seated himself by Rachel.
I retired modestly to a corner—with Miss Jane Ann Stamper on
my lap, in case of emergency. My aunt sat at the windoAV; placidly
fanning herself as usual. Mr. Ablewhite stood up In the middle of
the room, with his bald head much pinker than I had ever seen it yet,
and addressed himself In the most affectionate manner to his niece.
" Rachel, my dear, he said, " I have heard some very extraordinary news from Godfrey. And I am here to inquire about it.
You have a sitting-room of your own in this house. Will you honour
me by showing me the Avay to It."
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Rachel never moved. Whether she Avas determined to bring
matters to a crisis, or whether she was prompted by some private
sign from Mr. Bruff, is more than I can tell. She declined doing old
Mr. AbleAvhite the honour of conducting him Into her sitting-room.
" Whatever you AvIsh to say to me," she answered, " can be
said here—In the presence of my relatives, and in the presence "
(she looked at Mr. Bruff) " of my mother's trusted old friend."
" Just as you please, my dear," said the amiable Mr. Ablewhite.
He took a chair. The rest of them looked at his face—as if they
expected It, after seventy years of AA'orldly training, to speak the
truth. I looked at the top of his bald head; having noticed on
other occasions that tho temper which Avas really in him had a habit
of registering Itself there.
" Some weeks ago," pursued the old gentleman, " my son
Informed me that Miss Verinder had done him the honour to engage
herself to marry him. Is It possible, Rachel, that he can have misinterpreted—or presumed upon—what you really said to him ? ''
" Certainlynot," she replied. " I did engage myself to marry him."
"Very frankly answered!" said Mr. AbleAvhite. " A n d most
satisfactory, my dear, so far. In respect to what happened some
weeks since, Godfrey has made no mistake. The error is evidently
In what he told me yesterday. I begin to see It noAV. You and he
have had a lovers' quarrel—and my foolish son has Interpreted it
seriously. Ah ! I should have known better than that at his age."
The fallen nature in Rachel—the mother Eve, so to speak—
began to chafe at this.
" Pray let us understand each other, Mr. Ablewhite," she said.
" Nothing In the least like a quarrel took place yesterday between
your son and me. If he told you that I proposed breaking off our
marriage engagement, and that be agreed on his side—he told you
the truth."
The self-registering thermometer at the top of Mr. Ablewhite's
bald head, began to Indicate a rise of temper. His face was more
amiable than ever—but there was the pink at the top of his face, a
shade deeper already!
" Come, come, my dear! " he said. In his most soothing manner,
" now don't be augry, and don't be hard on poor Godfrey ! He has
evidently said some unfortunate thing. He Avas ahvays clumsy from
a child—but he means Avell, Rachel, he means Avell! "
" Mr. Ablewhite, I have either expressed myself very badly, or
you are purposely mistaking me. Once for all, it Is a settled thlug
between your son and myself that Ave remain, for the rest of our lives,
cousins and nothing more. Is that plain enough ? "

238

THE MOONSTONE.

The tone in which she said those words made it impossible, even
for old Mr. Ablewhite, to mistake her any longer. His thermometer went up another degree, and his voice when he next spoke,
ceased to be the voice which is appropriate to a notoriously goodnatured man.
" I am to understand, then," he said, " that your marriage
engagement is broken off ? "
"You are to understand that, Mr. Ablewhite, if you please."
" I am also to take it as a matter of fact that the proposal to
withdraw from the engagement came, in the first instance, from
you?"
" It came, in the first instance, from me. And it met, as I have
told you, with your son's consent and approval."
The thermometer went up to the top of the register. I mean,
the pink changed suddenly to scarlet.
" My son is a mean-spirited hound ! " cried this furious old
worldling. " In justice to myself as his father—not in justice to
him—I beg to ask you, Miss "Verinder, what complaint you have to
make of Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite ? "
Here Mr. Bruff interfered for the first time.
" You are not bound to answer that question," he said to Rachel.
Old Mr. Ablewhite fastened on him instantly.
" Don't forget, sir," he said, " that you are a self-invited guest
here. Your interference would have come with a better grace if
you had waited until it was asked for."
Mr. Bruff took no notice. The smooth varnish on his wicked
old face never cracked. Rachel thanked him for the advice he had
given to her, and then turned to old Mr. Ablewhite—preserving her
composure in a manner which (having regard to her age and her sex)
was simply aAvful to see.
"Your son put the same question to me Avhich you have just
asked," she said. " I had only one answer for him, and I have only
one answer for you. I proposed that we should release each other,
because reflection had convinced me that I should best consult his
welfare and mine by retracting a rash promise, and leaving him free
to make his choice elsewhere."
" What has my son done ? " persisted Mr. Ablewhite. " I have
a right to know that. What has my son done ? "
She persisted just as obstinately on her side.
" You have had the only explanation Avhich I think It necessary
to give to you, or to him," she ansAvered.
" In plain English, It's your sovereign will and pleasure, Mis3
Verinder, to jilt my son ? "
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Rachel was silent for a moment. Sitting close behind her, I
heard her sigh. Mr. Bruff took her hand, and gave it a little
squeeze. She recovered herself, and answered Mr. Ablewhite as
boldly as ever.
" I have exposed myself to worse misconstruction than that,"
she said. " And I have borne it patiently. The time has gone by,
when you could mortify me by calHug me a jilt."
She spoke with a bitterness of tone which satisfied me that the
scandal of the Moonstone had been in some way recalled to her mind.
" I have no more to say," she added, wearily, not addressing the
words to any one in particular, and looking away from us all, out of
the window that was nearest to her.
Mr. Ablewhite got upon his feet, and pushed away his chair so
violently that it toppled over and fell on the floor.
" I have something more to say on my side," he announced,
bringing down the flat of his hand on the table AvIth a bang. " I
have to say that if my son doesn't feel this insult, I do! "
Rachel started, and looked at him in sudden surprise.
" Insult ? " she repeated. " What do you mean ? "
" I n s u l t ! " reiterated Mr. Ablewhite. " I know your motive.
Miss Verinder, for breaking your promise to my son ! I know it as
certainly as if you had confessed it in so many words. Your cursed
family pride is insulting Godfrey, as it insulted me when I married
your aunt. Her family—her beggarly family—turned their backs on
her for marrying an honest man, who had made his own place and
won his own fortune. I had no ancestors. I wasn't descended from
a set of cut-throat scoundrels who lived by robbery and murder. I
couldn't point to the time when the Ablewhites hadn't a shirt to their
backs, and couldn't sign their own names. Ha ! ha ! I Avasn't good
enough for the Herncastles, Avhen I married. And, now it comes to
the pinch, my son isn't good enough for TJOU. I suspected it, all
along. You have got the Herncastle blood in you, my young lady!
I suspected it all along."
" A very unworthy suspicion," remarked Mr. Bruff. " I am
astonished that you have the courage to acknowledge It."
Before Mr. Ablewhite could find words to answer in, Rachel
spoke in a tone of the most exasperating contempt.
" Surely," she said to the laAvyer, " t h i s Is beneath notice. If
he can think in that way, let us leave him to think as he pleases."From scarlet, Mr. Ablewhite Avas now becoming purple. He
gasped for breath; he looked backwards and forwards from Rachel to
Mr. Bruff in such a frenzy of rage with both of them that he didn't
fenow which to attack first. His wife, Avho had sat impenetrably
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fanning herself up to this time, began to be alarmed, and attempted,
quite uselessly, to quiet him. I had, throughout this distressing
interview, felt more than one inward call to interfere AvIth a few
earnest words, and had controlled myself under a dread of the
possible results, very unworthy of a Christian Englishwoman who
looks, not to what Is meanly prudent, but to Avhat Is morally right.
At the point at which matters had now arrived, I rose superior to all
considerations of mere expediency. If I had contemplated Interposing
any remonstrance of my own humble devising, I might possibly have
still hesitated. But the distressing domestic emergency AA'hich now
confronted me, was most marvellously and beautifully provided for In
the Correspondence of Miss Jane Ann Stamper—Letter one thousand
and one, on " Peace In Families." I rose in my modest corner, and
I opened my precious book.
" Dear Mr. Ablewhite," I said, " one word! "
When I first attracted the attention of the company by rising, I
could see that he was on the point of saying something rude to me.
My sisterly form of address checked him. He stared at me in heathen
astonishment.
" A s an affectionate well-wisher and friend," I proceeded, " and
as one long accustomed to arouse, convince, prepare, enlighten, and
fortify others, permit me to take the most pardonable of all liberties—the liberty of composing your mind."
He began to recover himself; he was on the point of breaking
out—he would have broken out, Avith anybody else. But my voice
(habitually gentle) possesses a high note or so, in emergencies. In
this emergency, I felt Imperatively called upon to have the highest
voice of the two.
I held up my precious book before him ; I rapped the open page
impressively with my forefinger. " Not my words ! " I exclaimed,
in a burst of fervent interruption.
" Oh, don't suppose that I
claim attention for My humble Avords! Manna in the Avilderness,
Mr. Ablewhite ! Dew on the parched earth ! Words of comfort,
words of wisdom, words of love—the blessed, blessed, blessed words
of Miss Jane Ann Stamper! "
I was stopped there by a momentary impediment of the breath.
Before I could recover myself, this monster in human form shouted
out furiously,—
" Miss Jane Ann Stamper be
!"
It Is impossible for me to write the awful Avord, AA'hich Is hero
represented by a blank. I shrieked as It passed his lips ; I flew to
my little bag on the side table ; I shook out all my tracts ; I seized
the one particular tract on profane swearing, entitled, " Hush, for
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Heaven's Sake ! " ; I handed It to hini Avitli an expression of
agonised entreaty. He tore it In tAvo, and threAv it back at me
across the table. The rest of them rose in alarm, not knowing
Avhat might happen next. I instantly sat doAvn again in my corner.
There had once been an occasion, under sonieAvhat similar circumstances, when Miss Jane Ann Stamper had been taken by the two
shoulders and turned out of a room. I Avalted, Inspired by her
spirit, for a repetition of her martyrdom.
But no—It was not to be. His wife was the next person Avhom
he addressed. " Who—who—Avho," he saiJ, stammering Avith
rage, " asked this impudent fanatic into the house ? Did you ? "
Before Aunt Ablewhite could say a word, Rachel answered for her.
" Miss Clack Is here," she said, " as my guest."
Those words had a singular effect on Mr. Ablewhite. They
suddenly changed him from a man in a state of red-hot anger to a
man in a state of Icy-cold contempt. It Avas plain to everybody
that Rachel had said something—short and plain as her answer had
been—AvhIch gave him the upper hand of her at last.
" O h ? " he said. " Miss Clack Is here as your gueat—In HI^
house ? "
It was Rachel's turn to lose her temper at that. Her colour
rose, and her eyes brightened fiercely. She turned to the lawyer,
and, pointing to Mr. Ablewhite, asked haughtily, " W h a t does he
mean ? "
Mr. Bruff interfered for the third time.
" You appear to forget," he said, addressing Mr. Ablewhite,
" that you took this house as Miss Verinder's guardian, for Miss
Verinder's use."
"Not quite so fast," Interposed Mr. Ablewhite. " I have a last
word to say, Avhich I should have said some time since, if this
"
He looked my AA'ay, pondering Avhat abominable name he should call
me—" If this Rampant Spinster had not interrupted us. I beg to
inform you, sir, that. If my son is not good enough to be Miss
Verinder's husband, I cannot presume to consider his father good
enough to be Miss Verinder's guardian. Understand, If you please,
that I refuse to accept the position which Is offered to me by Lady
Verinder's AVIU. In your legal phrase, I decline to act. This house
has necessarily been hired in my name. I take the entire responsibility of it on my shoulders. It is my house. 1 can keep it, or let
it, just as I please. I have no Avish to hurry Miss Verinder. On
the contrary, I beg her to remove her guest and her luggage, at her
own entire convenience." He made a low bow, and Avalked out of
the room.
16
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That was Mr. AblcAvhite's revenge on Rachel, for refusing to
marry his son!
The instant the door closed. Aunt Ablewhite exhibited a phenomenon which silenced us all. She became endowed with energy
enough to cross the room !
" My dear," she said, taking Rachel by the hand, " I should be
ashamed of my husband. If I didn't know that it is his temper which
has spoken to you, and not himself. You," continued Aunt Ablewhite, turning on me in my corner with another endowment of
energy. In her looks this time instead of her limbs—" you are the
mischievous person who irritated him. I hope I shall never see you
or your tracts again." She went back to Rachel and kissed her.
" I beg your pardon, my dear," she said, " in my husband's name.
What can I do for you ? "
Consistently perverse In everything—capricious and unreasonable
in all the actions of her life—Rachel melted into tears at those commonplace words, and returned her aunt's kiss in silence,
" If I may be permitted to answer for Miss Verinder," said Mr.
Bruff, " might I ask you, Mrs. Ablewhite, to send Penelope down
with her mistress s bonnet and shawl. Leave us ten minutes together," he added, in a lower tone, " and you may rely on my setting
matters right, to your satisfaction as well as to Rachel's."
The trust of the family in this man was something wonderful to
see. Without a word more, on her side. Aunt Ablewhite left the room.
" A h ! " said Mr. Bruff', looking after her. " The Herncastle
blood has Its drawbacks, I admit. But there is something In good
breeding after a l l ! "
Having made that purely worldly remark, he looked hard at my
corner, as if he expected me to go. My interest in Rachel—an
infinitely higher interest than his—rivetted me to my chair.
Mr. Bruff gave it up, exactly as he had given it up at Aunt
Verinder's, in Montagu Square. Ho led Rachel to a chair by the
window, and spoke to her there.
" My dear young lady," he said, " Mr. Ablewhite's conduct has
naturally shocked you, and taken you by surprise. If it AA'as worth
while to contest the question with such a man, we might soon show
him that he is not to have things all his OAAU
' Avay. But it isn't
worth while. You were quite right in Avhat you said just now; he
is beneath our notice."
He stopped, and looked round at my corner. I sat there quite
immovable, with my tracts at my elbow, and with Miss Jane Ann
Stamper on my lap.
" You know," he resumed, turning back again to Rachel, "that
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it was part of your poor mother's fine nature always to see the hesi
of the people about her, and never the worst. She named her
brother-in-law your guardian because she believed in him, and
because she thought it would please her sister. I had never liked
Mr. Ablewhite myself and I induced your mother to let me insert
a clause in the will, empowering her executors, in certain events, to
consult with me about the appointment of a noAV guardian. One
of those events has happened to-day; and I find myself in a position to end all these dry business details, I hope agreeably, with a
message from my wife. Will you honour Mrs. Bruff by becoming
her guest ? And will you remain under my roof, and be one of my
family, until we wise people have laid our heads together, and have
settled what is to be done next ? "
At those words, I rose to interfere. Mr. Bruff had done exactly
what I had dreaded he would do, when he asked Mrs. Ablewhite
for Rachel's bonnet and shawl.
Before I could interpose a word, Rachel had accepted his invitation in the warmest terms. If I suffered the arrangement thus
made between them to be carried out—if she once passed the
threshold of Mr, Bruff's door—fareAvell to the fondest hope of my
life, the hope of bringing my lost sheep back to the fold ! The
bare idea of such a calamity as this quite overwhelmed me. I cast
the miserable trammels of worldly discretion to the winds, and spoke
Avith the fervour that filled me, in the Avords that came first.
" Stop ! " I said—" stop ! I must be heard. Mr. Bruff! you
are not related to her, and I am, I invite her—I summon the
executors to appoint me guardian. Rachel, dearest Rachel, I offer
you my modest home ; come to London by the next train, love,
and share it with me !"
Mr. Bruff said nothing. Rachel looked at me with a cruel
astonishment which she made no effort to conceal.
"You are very kind, Drusilla," she said. " I shall hope to
visit you AvJienever I happen to be in London. But I have accepted
Mr. Bruff's invitation, and I think it AVIU be best, for the present,
If I remain under Mr. Bruff's care."
" O h , don't say s o ! " I pleaded. " I can't part with you,
Rachel,—I can't part with you ! "
I tried to fold her in my arms. But she drew back. My
fervour did not communicate Itself; it only alarmed her.
"Surely," she said, " t h i s is a very unnecessary display of
agitation ? I don't understand it."
" No more do I , " said Mr. Bruff.
Their hardness—their hideous, worldly hardness—revolted me.
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" Oh, Rachel! Rachel ! " I burst out. " Haven't you seen yet,
that my heart yearns to make a Christian of you ? Has no inner
voice told you that I am trying to do for you, Avhat I Avas trying
to do for your dear mother when death snatched her out of my hands ?''
Rachel advanced a step nearer, and looked at me very strangely.
" I don't understand your reference to my mother," she said.
" Miss Clack, AVIII you have the goodness to explain yourself? "
Before I could answer, Mr. Bruff' came forward, and offering his
arm to Rachel, tried to lead her out of the room.
"You had better not pursue the subject, my dear," he said.
" And Miss Clack had better not explain herself."
If I had been a stock or a stone, such an Interference as this
must haA'e roused me into testifying to the truth. I put Mi-. Bruff
aside indignantly AvIth my OAVU hand, and, in solemn and suitable
language, I stated the view with which sound doctrine does not
scruple to regard the awful calamity of dying unprepared.
Rachel started back from me—I blush to Aviite it—AvIth a scream
of horror.
" Come away! " she said to Mr. Bruff. " Come away, for
God's sake, before that woman can say any more ! Oh, think of
my poor mother's harmless, useful, beautiful life ! You were at the
funeral, Mr. Bruff; you saw how everybody loved her; you saw the
poor helpless people crying at her grave over the loss of their best
friend. And that wretch stands there, and tries to make me doubt
that my mother, who was an angel on earth, is an angel in heaven
noAV ! Don't stop to talk about i t ! Come aAvay! It stifles me to
breathe the same air with her ! It frightens me to feel that Ave are
in the same room together! "
Deaf to all remonstrance, she ran to the door.
At the saice moment, her maid entered AvIth her bonnet and
shawl. She huddled them on anyhoAV. " Pack my things," she
said, " a n d bring them to Mr. Bruff's." I attempted to approach
her—I was shocked and grieved, but. It Is needless to say, not
offended. I only wished to say to her, " May your hard heart be
softened ! I freely forgh'e you ! " She pulled down her veil, and
tore her shawl away from my hand, and, hurrying out, shut the door
in my face. I bore the insult AvIth my customary fortitude. I
remember it now Avith my customary superiority to all feeling of
offence.
Mr. Bruff had his parting word of mockery for me, before he
too hurried out, in his turn.
" You had better not have explained yourself, Miss Clack," he
said, and bowed, and left the room.
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The person with the cap-ribbons followed.
" I t ' s easy to see who has set them all by the ears together," she
said. " I'm only a poor servant—but I declare I'm ashamed of
you! " She too went out, and banged the door after her.
I was left alone In the room. Reviled by them all, deserted by
them all, I was left alone in the room.
Is there more to be added to this plain statement of facts—to
this touching picture of a Christian persecuted by the world ? No !
my diary reminds me that one more of the many chequered chapters
in my life, ends here. From that day forth, I never saAV Rachel
Verinder again. She had my forglA'eness at the time when she
insulted me. She has had my prayerful good Avishes ever since.
And when I die—to complete the return on my part of good for
evil—she Avill have the Life, Letters, and Labours of Miss Jane
A7171 Sta7nper left her as a legacy by my AVIII.

S)ewnli iaarratibe.
Contributed by

MATHEW BRUFF,

Solicitor, of Gray's Inn Square.

CHAPTER I.
MY fair friend. Miss Clack, having laid down the pen, there are two
reasons for my taking it up next, in my turn.
In the first place, I am In a position to throAV the necessary
light on certain points of interest AvhIch have thus far been left in
the dark. Miss Verinder had her OAVU private reason for breaking
her marriage engagement—and I was at the bottom of it. Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite had his own private reason for withdrawing all claim to the
hand of his charming cousin—and I discovered Avhat it was.
In the second place. It was my good or 111 fortune, I hardly know
which, to find myself personally involved—at the period of which
I am noAV writing—In the mystery of the Indian Diamond. I had
the honour of an IntervieAv, at my oAvn office, Avith an Oriental
stranger of distinguished manners, Avho Avas no other, unquestionably, than the chief of the three Indians. Add to this, that I met
with the celebrated traveller, Mr. Murthwaite, the day afterwards,
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and that I held a con\'ersation with him on the subject of the
Moonstone, which has a very important bearing on later events.
And there you have the statement of my claims to fill the position
which I occupy in these pages.
The true story of the broken marriage engagement comes first
in point of time, and must therefore take the first place in the
present narrative. Tracing my way back along the chain of events,
from one end to the other, I find it necessary to open the scene,
oddly enough as you will think, at the bedside of my excellent client
and friend, the late Sir John Verinder.
Sir John had his share—perhaps rather a large share—of the
more harmless and amiable of the weaknesses incidental to humanity.
Among these, I may mention as applicable to the matter in hand,
an invincible reluctance—so long as he enjoyed his usual good
health—to face the responsibility of making his will. Lady Verinder
ei<.erted her influence to rouse him to a sense of duty in this matter;
and I exerted my influence. He admitted the justice of our views
—^but he went no further than that, until he found himself afflicted
|with the illness which ultimately brought him to his grave. Then,
I was sent for at last, to take my client's instructions on the subject
of his will. They proved to be the simplest instructions I had ever
received in the whole of my professional career.
Sir John was dozing, when I entered the room. He roused
himself at the sight of me.
"How do you do, Mr. Bruff?" he said. " I shan't be very
long about this. And then I'll go to sleep again." He looked on
with great interest while I collected pens, ink, and paper. "Are
you r e a d y ? " he asked. I bowed, and took a dip of ink, and
waited for my instructions.
" I leave everything to my wife," said Sir John. " That's all."
He turned round on his pillow, and composed himself to sleep again.
I was obliged to disturb him.
" A m I to understand," I asked, " that you leave the whole of
the property, of every sort and description, of which you die possessed,
absolutely to Lady Verinder ? "
" Yes," said Sir John. " Only, I put it shorter. Why can't
you put it shorter, and let me go to sleep again ? Everything to
my wife. That's my Will."
His property was entirely at his own disposal, and was of two
kinds. Property in land (I purposely abstain from using technical
language), and property in money. In the majority of cases, I am
afraid I should have felt it my duty to my client to ask him to re-
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consider his Will. In the case of Sir John, I knoAV Lady Verinder
to be, not only worthy of the unreserved trust which her husband
had placed in her (all good wives are Avorthy of that)—but to be also
capable of properly administering a trust (which, in my experience
of the fair sex, not one in a thousand of them is competent to do).
In ten minutes. Sir John's Will Avas drawn, and executed, and Sir
John himself, good man, Avas finishing his interrupted nap.
Lady Verinder amply justified the confidence Avhich her husband
had placed In her. In the first days of her wIdoAvhood, she sent for
me, and made her Will. The view she took of her position was so
thoroughly sound and sensible, that I v/as relieved of all necessity
for advising her. My responsibility began and ended with shaping
her instructions into the proper legal form. Before Sir John had
been a fortnight in his grave, the future of his daughter had been
most wisely and most affectionately provided for.
The Will remained in its fireproof box at my office, through more
years than I like to reckon up. It Avas not till the summer of
eighteen hundred and forty-eight that I found occasion to look at it
again under very melancholy circumstances.
At the date I have mentioned, the doctors pronounced the sentence on poor Lady Verinder, which was literally a sentence of death,
I Avas the first person whom she informed of her situation ; and I
found her anxious to go over her Will again with me.
It was impossible to improve the provisions relating to her
daughter. But, in the lapse of time, her AvIshes in regard to certain
minor legacies, left to different relatives, had undergone some modification ; and it became necessary to add three or four Codicils to the
original document. Having done this at once, for fear of accidents,
I obtained her ladyship's permission to embody her recent instructions in a second Will. My object Avas to avoid certain inevitable
confusions and repetitions Avhich UOAV disfigured the original document, and which, to OAVU the truth, grated sadly on my professional
sense of the fitness of things.
The execution of this second Will has been described by Miss
Clack, Avho was so obliging as to witness it. So far as regarded
Rachel Verinder's pecuniary interests, it Avas, Avord for word, the
exact counterpart of the first Will. The only changes introduced
related to the appointment of a guardian, and to certain provisions
concerning that appointment, AvhIch Avere made under my advice.
On Lady Verinder's death, the Will Avas placed In the hands of my
proctor to be "proved " (as the phrase is) in the usual way.
In about three weeks from that time—as well as I can remember
—the first warning reached me of something unusual going on under
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the surface. I happened to be looking in at my friend the proctor's
office, and I observed that he received me with an appearance of
greater Interest than usual.
" I have some neAvs for you," he said. " What do you think I
heard at Doctor's Commons this morning ? Lady Verinder's Will
has been asked for, and examined, already ! "
This Avas noAvs indeed! There Avas absolutely nothing which
could be contested In the AVill; and there Avas nobody I could think
of who had the slightest interest in examining it. (I shall perhaps
do well if I explain In this place, for the benefit of the few people
who don't knoAv it already, that the laAv alloAvs all Wills to be examined
at Doctor's Commons by anybody who applies, on the payment of a
shilling fee.)
" Did you hear Avho asked for the Will ? " I asked.
" Yes; the clerk had no hesitation in telling me. Mr. Smalley,
of the firm of SklpJD and Smalley, asked for it. The Will has not
been copied yet Into the great Folio Registers. So there was no
alternative but to depra-t from the usual course, and to let him see
the original document. He looked it over carefully, and made a
note in his pocket-book. Have you any idea of Avhat he wanted
with it ? "
I shook my head. " I shall find out," I answered, "before I
am a day older." With that I went back at once to my own office.
If any other firm of solicitors had been concerned in this unaccountable examination of my deceased client's Will, I might have
found some difficulty in making the necessary discovery. But I had
a hold over Skipp and Smalley AvhIch made my course in this matter
a comparatively easy one. My common-laAV clerk (a most competent
and excellent man) was a brother of Mr. Smalley's ; and, owing to
this ssrt of Indirect connection with me, Skipp and Smalley had, for
some years past, picked up the crumbs that fell from my table, in
the shape of cases brought to my office, which, for various reasons,
I did not think it Avorth Avhile to undertake. My professional patronage was. In this way, of some importance to the firm. I intended,
if necessary, to remind them of that patronage, on the present
occasion.
The moment I got back I spoke to my clerk; and, after telling
him A\'hat had happened, I sent him to his brother's office, " AvIth
Mr. Brufi''s compliments, and he Avould be glad to know why Messrs.
Skipp and Smalley had found it necessary to examine Lady Verinder's
Will."
This message brought Mr. Smalley back to my office, in company
with his brother. He acknowledged that he had acted under instruc-
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tions received from a client. And then he put It to me, Avhether It Avould
not be a breach of professional confidence on his part to say more.
We had a smart discussion upon that. He Avas right, no doubt ;
and I Avas AA-rong. The truth is, I Avas angry and suspicious—and I
insisted on knoAving more. Worse still, I declined to consider any
additional information offered me, as a secret placed In my keeping :
I claimed perfect freedom to use my OAVU discretion. Worse even
than that, I took an unAvarrantable advantage of my position.
" Choose, sir," I said to Mr. Smalley, " betAveen the risk of losing
your client's business and the risk of losing Mine." Quite indefensible, I admit—an act of tyranny, and nothing less. Like other
tyrants, I carried my point. Mr. Smalley chose his alternative, Avith out a moment's hesitation. He smiled resignedly, and gave up the
name of his client:
Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite.
That Avas enough for me—I wanted to know no more.
Having reached this point in my narrative, it now becomes necessary to place the reader of these lines—so far as Lady Verinder's
Will is concerned—on a footing of perfect equality. In respect of information, Avith myself
Let me state, then, in the fewest possible words, that Rachel
Verinder had nothing but a life-interest in the property. Her mother's
excellent sense, and my long experience, had combined to relieve
her of all responsibility, and to guard her from all danger of becoming the victim In the future of some needy and unscrupulous man.
Neither she, nor her husband (If she married), could raise sixpence,
either on the property in land, or on the property In money. They
Avould have the houses in London and in Yorkshire to live in, and
they would have the handsome Income—and that Avas all.
When I came to think over what I had discovered, I was sorely
perplexed what to do next.
Hardly a Aveek had passed since I had heard (to my surprise and
distress) of Miss Verinder's proposed marriage. I had the sincerest
admiration and affection for her; and I had been Inexpressibly
grieved Avhen I heard that she was about to throw herself away on
Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite. And now, here Avas the man—whom I had
ahvays believed to be a omooth-tongued impostor—justifying the very
worst that I had thought of him, and plainly revealing the mercenary
object of the marriage, on his side ! And Avhat of that ?—you may
reply-—the thing Is done every day. Granted, my dear sir. But
would you think of it quite as lightly as you do, if the thing was
done (let us say) Avith your OAvn sister ?
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The first consideration which now naturally occurred to me was
this. Would Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite hold to his engagement, after
what his lawyer had discovered for him ?
It depended entirely on his pecuniary position, of AvhIch I knew
nothing. If that position Avas not a desperate one, it would be well
worth his while to marry Miss Verinder for her income alone. If,
on the other hand, he stood in urgent need of realising a large sum
by a given time, then Lady Verinder's Will Avould exactly meet the
case, and would preserve her daughter from falling into a scoundrel's
hands.
In the latter event, there would be no need for me to distress
Miss Rachel, in the first days of her mourning for her mother, by an
immediate revelation of the truth. In the former event, if I remained
silent, I should be conniving at a marriage Avhich Avould make her
miserable for life.
My doubts ended in my calling at the hotel in London, at which
I knew Mrs. Ablewhite and Miss Verinder to be staying. They informed me that they were going to Brighton the next day, and that
an unexpected obstacle prevented Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite from accompanying them. I at once proposed to take his place. While I
was only thinking of Rachel Verinder, it was possible to hesitate.
When I actually saw her, my mind was made up directly, come Avhat
might of it, to tell her the truth.
I found my opportunity, when I Avas out walking with her, on the
day after my arrival.
"May I speak to you," I asked, "about your marriage engagement?"
" Y e s , " she said, indifferently, " if you have nothing more interesting to talk about."
" Will you forgive an old friend and servant of your family. Miss
Rachel, if I venture on asking whether your heart is set on this
marriage ? "
" I am marrying in despair, Mr. Bruff—on the chance of dropping into some sort of stagnant happiness which may reconcile me
to my life."
Strong language ! and suggestive of something below the surface,
in the shape of a romance. But I had my own object in view, and I
declined (as we lawyers say) to pursue the question into its side Issues.
" Mr, Godfrey Ablewhite can hardly be of your way of thinking,"
I said. " His heart must be set on the marriage at any rate ? "
" He says so, and I suppose I ought to believe him. He would
hardly mari7 me, after Avhat I have owned to him, unless he was
fond of me,"
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Poor thing! the bare idea of a man marrying her for his own
selfish and mercenary ends had never entered her head. The task I
had set myself began to look like a harder task than I had bargained for,
" It sounds strangely," I went on, " in my old-fashioned ears
"
" What sounds strangely ? " she asked,
" To hear you speak of your future husband as if you were not
quite sure of the sincerity of his attachment. Are you conscious of
any reason in your own mind for doubting him ? "
Her astonishing quickness of perception, detected a change In
my voice, or my manner, when I put that question, which warned
her that I had been speaking all along with some ulterior object in
view. She stopped, and taking her arm out of mine, looked me
searchingly in the face.
" M r . Bruff," she said, "you have something to tell me about
Godfrey Ablewhite. Tell it."
I knew her well enough to take her at her word. I told it.
She put her arm again into mine, and walked on AvIth me slowly.
I felt her hand tightening its grasp mechanically on my arm, and I
saw her getting paler and paler as I Avent on—but, not a word passed
her lips while I was speaking. When I had done, she still kept
silence. Her head drooped a little, and she walked by my side, unconscious of my presence, unconscious of everything about her; lost
—buried, I might almost say—In her OAVU thoughts.
I made no attempt to disturb her. My experience of her disposition warned me, on this, as on former occasions, to give her time.
The first instinct of girls in general, on being told of anything
which interests them, is to ask a multitude of questions, and then to
run off, and talk it all over with some favourite friend. Rachel
Verinder's first instinct, under similar circumstances, was to shut
herself up in her own mind, and to think it over by herself. This
absolute self-dependence is a great virtue In a man. In a woman It
has the serious drawback of morally separating her from the mass of
her sex, and so exposing her to misconstruction by the general
opinion. I strongly suspect myself of thinking as the rest of the
world think in this matter—except in the case of Rachel Verinder.
The self-dependence in her character, was one of its virtues in my
estimation; partly, no doubt, because I sincerely admired and liked
her; partly, because the view I took of her connexion with the loss
of the Moonstone was based on my OAvn special knowledge of her
disposition. Badly as appearances might look, in the matter of the
Diamond—shocking as It undoubtedly was to know that she Avas
associated in any AA'ay with the mystery of an undiscovered theft—I
was satisfied nevertheless that she had done nothing unworthy of
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her, because I Avas also satisfied that she had not stirred a step in
the business, Avithout shutting herself up in her OAVU mind, and
thinking it over first.
We had walked on, for nearly a mile I should say, before Rachel
roused herself. She suddenly looked up at me with a faint reflection
of her smile of happier times—the most irresistible smile I have ever
seen on a woman's face.
" I owe much already to your kindness," she said. " A u d i feel
more deeply indebted to it noAV than ever. If you hear any rumours
of my marriage when you get back to London, contradict them at
once, on my authority."
" Have you resolved to break your engagement ? " I asked.
" C a n you doubt I t ? " she returned proudly, "after what you
have told me ! "
" My dear Miss Rachel, you are very young—and you may find
more difficulty in withdrawing from your present position than you
anticipate. Have you no one—I mean a lady, of course—whom you
could consult ? "
" No one," she answered.
It distressed me, it did indeed distress me, to hear her say that.
She was so young and so lonely—and she bore it so well! The
impulse to help her got the better of any sense of my own unfitness
which I might have felt under the circumstances; and I stated such
ideas on the subject as occurred to me on the spur of the moment,
to the best of my ability. I have advised a prodigious number of
clients, and have dealt with some exceedingly awkAvard difficulties,
In my time. But this was the first occasion on which I had ever
found myself advising a young lady how to obtain her release, from
a marriage engagement. The suggestion I ofl'ered amounted briefly
to this. I recommended her to tell Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite—at a
private Interview, of course—that he had, to her certain knowledge,
betrayed the mercenary nature of the motive on his side. She was
then to add that their marriage, after what she had discovered, was
a simple impossibility—and she Avas to put it to him, whether he
thought it wisest to secure her silence by falling In Avith her views,
or to force her, by opposing them, to make the motive under Avhich
she was acting generally known. If he attempted to defend himself,
or to deny the facts, she was. In that event, to refer him to 77ie.
Miss Verinder listened attentively till I had done. She then
thanked me very prettily for my advice, but informed me at the same
time that It was impossible for her to follow it.
" May I ask," I said, " what objection you see to following i t ? "
She hesitated—and then met me with a question on her side,
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" Suppose you were asked to express your opinion of Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite's conduct ? " she began.
"Yes?'" What Avould you call i t ? "
" I should call it the conduct of a meanly deceitful man."
" Mr. Bruff! I have believed in that man. I have promised to
marry that man. How can I tell him he is mean, how can I tell him
he has deceived me, how can I disgrace him in the eyes of the world
after that ? I have degraded myself by ever thinking of him as my
husband. If I say what you tell me to say to him—I am OAvning
that I have degraded myself to his face. I can't do that. After
what has passed between us, I can't do that! The shame of It
would be nothing to him. But the shame of it would be unendurable
to me."
Here was another of the marked peculiarities in her character
disclosing itself to me without reserve. Here Avas her sensitive
horror of the bare contact AvIth anything mean, blinding her to every
consideration of what she OAved to herself, hurrying her into a false
position AvhIch might compromise her in the estimation of all her
friends ! Up to this time, I had been a little diffident about the
propriety of the advice I had given to her. But, after what she had
just said, I had no sort of doubt that it was the best advice that could
have been off'ered; and I felt no sort of hesitation in pressing it on
her again.
She only shook her head, and repeated her objection in other
words.
" He has been intimate enough with me to ask me to be his
Avife. He has stood high enough in my estimation to obtain my
consent. I can't tell him to his face that he Is the most contemptible
of living creatures, after that! "
" But, my dear Miss Rachel," I remonstrated, " it's equally impossible for you to tell him that you Avithdraw from your engagement
without giving some reason for it."
" I shall say that I have thought it over, and that I am satisfied
it Avill be best for both of us if we part."
" No more than that ? "
" No more."
" Have you thought of what he may say, on his side ? "
" He may say what he pleases."
It was impossible not to admire her delicacy and her resolution,
and it was equally impossible not to feel that she was putting herself
in the wrong. I entreated her to consider her own position. I
reminded her that she would be exposing herself to the most odious
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misconstruction of her motiA'es. " You can't brave public opinion,"
I said, " at the command of private feeling."
" I can," she answered. " I have done it already."
" What do you mean ? "
"You have forgotten the Moonstone, Mr. Bruff. Have I not
braved public opinion, there, with my own private reasons for it ? "
Her answer silenced me for the moment. It set me trying to
trace the explanation of her conduct, at the time of the loss of the
Moonstone, out of the strange avowal which had just escaped her. I
might perhaps have done it when I was younger. I certainly couldn't
do it now.
I tried a last remonstrance before we returned to the house. She
was just as immovable as ever. My mind was in a strange conflict
of feelings about her when I left her that day. She was obstinate;
she was wrong. She was interesting ; she Avas admirable ; she was
deeply to be pitied. I made her promise to write to me the moment
she had any news to send. And I went back to my business in
London, with a mind exceedingly ill at ease.
On the evening of my return, before it was possible for me to
receive my promised letter, I was surprised by a visit from Mr. Abelwhite the elder, and was informed that Mr. Godfrey had got his dismissal—and had accepted it—that very day.
With the vieAV I already took of the case, the bare fact stated in
the words that I have underlined, revealed Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite's
motive for submission as plainly as if he had acknowledged it himself. He needed a large sum of money ; and he needed it by a
given time. Rachel's income, which would have helped him to anything else, would not help him here; and Rachel had accordingly
released herself, without encountering a moment's serious opposition
on his part. If I am told that this is a mere speculation, I ask, in my
turn. What other theory will account for his giving up a marriage
which would have maintained him in splendour for the rest of his life ?
Any exultation I might otherwise have felt at the lucky turn
which things had now taken, was effectually checked by what passed
at my interview with old Mr. Ablewhite.
He came, of course, to know whether I could give him any
explanation of Miss Verinder's extraordinary conduct. It is needless
to say that I was quite unable to afford him the information he
wanted. The annoyance which I thus Inflicted, following on the
irritation produced by a recent interview with his son, threw
Mr. Ablewhite off his guard. Both his looks and his language
convinced me that Miss Verinder would find him a merciless man to
des^l with, when he joined the ladies at Brighton the next day.

THE DISCOA'ERY OP THE TRUTH.

255

I had a restless night, considering what I ought to do next.
HoAv my reflections ended, and how thoroughly Avell founded my
distrust of Mr. Ablewhite proved to be, are items of information
AvhIch (as I am told) have already been put tidily in their proper
places, by that exemplary person, Miss Clack. I haA'e only to add—
in completion of her narrative—that Miss Verinder found the quiet
and repose which she sadly needed, poor thing, in my house at
Hampstead. She honoured us by making a long stay. My AvIfe and
daughters were charmed with her ; aud, Avhen the executors decided
on the appointment of a noAv guardian, I feel sincere pride and
pleasure in recording that my guest and my family parted like old
friends, on either side.

CHAPTER II.
THE next thing I have to do, is to present such additional infonnation as I possess on the subject of the Moonstone, or, to speak more
correctly, on the subject of the Indian plot to steal the Diamond.
The little that I have to tell is (as I think I have already said) of
some Importance, nevertheless, in respect of its bearing very remarkably on events which are still to come.
About a week or ten days after Miss Verinder had left us, one
of my clerks entered the private room at my office, with a card In
his hand, and Informed me that a gentleman Avas beloAV, who wanted
to speak to me.
I looked at the card. There was a foreign name Avritten on it,
AA'hich has escaped my memory. It was followed by a line written
in English at the bottom of the card, which I remember perfectly well:
"Recommended by Mr. Septimus Luker."
The audacity of a person in Mr, Luker's position presuming to
recommend anybody to 7ne, took me so completely by surprise, that
I sat silent for the moment, wondering Avhether my own eyes had
not deceived me. The clerk, observing my bewilderment, favoured
me with the result of his own observation of the stranger who was
Avalting downstairs.
" He Is rather a remarkable-looking man, sir. So dark in the
complexion that we all set him down In the office for an Indian, or
something of that sort."
Associating the clerk's idea Avith the line Inscribed on the card
in my hand, I thought it possible that the Moonstone might be
at the bottom of Mr^ Luker's recommendation, and of the stranger's
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visit at my office. To the astonishment of my clerk, I at Once
decided on granting an IntervieAV to the gentleman below.
In justification of the highly unprofessional sacrifice to mere
curiosity which I thus made, permit me to remind anybody who
may read these lines, that no living person (In England, at any
rate) can claim to have had such an intimate connexion Avith the
romance of the Indian Diamond as mine has been. I Avas trusted
with the secret of Colonel Herncastle's plan for escaping assassination. I received the Colonel's letters, periodically reporting himself
a living man, I drew his Will, leaving the Moonstone to Miss
Verinder. I persuaded his executor to act, on the chance that the
jewel might prove to be a valuable acquisition to the family. And,
lastly, I combated Mr. Franklin Blake's scruples, and induced him
to be the means of transporting the Diamond to Lady Verinder's
house. If any one can claim a prescriptive right of Interest in the
Moonstone, and in everything connected with it, I think it Is hardly
to be denied that I am the man.
The moment my mysterious client was shoAvn In, I felt an inner
conviction that I was in the presence of one of the three Indians—
probably of the chief. He was carefully dressed in European
costume. But his swarthy complexion, his long lithe figure, and
his grave and graceful politeness of manner were enough to betray
his Oriental origin to any intelligent eyes that looked at him.
I pointed to a chair, and begged to be informed of the nature
of his business with me.
After first apologising—in an excellent selection of English words
—for the liberty which he had taken in disturbing me, the Indian
produced a small parcel the outer covering of which was of cloth of
gold. Removing this and a second wrapping of some silken fabric,
he placed a little bos, or casket, on my table, most beautifully and
richly inlaid in jewels, on an ebony ground.
" I have come, sir," he said, " to ask you to lend me some
money. And I leave this as an assurance to you that my debt will
be paid back."
I pointed to his card. "And you apply to mo," I rejoined,
" at Mr. Luker's recommendation ? "
The Indian bowed.
" May I ask how it is that Mr. Luker himself did not advance
the money that you require ? "
" Mr. Luker informed me, sir, that he had no money to lend."
" And so he recommended you to come to me ? "
The Indian, in his turn, pointed to the card. " I t is written
there," he said.
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Briefly answered, and thoroughly to the purpose ! If the Moonstone had been in my possession, this Oriental gentleman Avould
have murdered me, I am well aware, Avithout a moment's hesitation.
At the same time, and barring that slight drawback, I am bound to
testify that he was the perfect model of a client. He might not
have respected my life. But he did AA'hat none of my OAVU countrymen had ever done. In all my experience of them—he respected my
time.
" I am sorry," I said, " that you should have had the trouble
of coming to me. Mr. Luker is quite mistaken in sending you
here. I am trusted, like other men in my profession, with money
to lend. But I never lend it to strangers, and I never lend it on
such a security as you have produced."
Far from attempting, as other people would have done, to induce
me to relax my OAVU rules, the Indian only made me another boAV,
and wrapped up his box In its tAvo coverings without a word of
protest. He rose—this admirable assassin rose to go, the moment
I had answered him !
" Will your condescension towards a stranger, excuse my asking
one question," he said, " before I take my leave ?"
I bowed on my side. Only one question at parting ! The
average in my experience was fifty.
"Supposing, sir, It had been possible (and customary) iov you
to lend me the money," he said, " i n Avhat space of time Avould It
have been possible (and customary) for me to pay it back ?"
" According to the usual course pursued in this country," I
answered, "you would have been entitled to pay the money back
(if you liked) in one year's time from the date at which it was first
advanced to you."
The Indian made me a last bow, the lowest of all—and suddenly and softly walked out of the room.
It was done in a moment, in a noiseless, supple, cat-like way,
which a little startled me, I OAVU. AS soon as I was composed
enough to think, I arrived at one distinct conclusion In reference to
the otherwise incomprehensible visitor who had favoured me with a call.
His face, voice, and manner—while I was in his company—
were under such perfect control that they set all scrutiny at defiance.
But he had given me one chance of looking under the smooth outer
surface of him, for all that. He had not shovm the shghtest sign
of attempting to fix anything that I had said to him in his mind,
until I mentioned the time at which it was customary to permit the
earliest repayment, on the part of a debtor, of money that had been
advanced as a loan. When I gave him that piece of information,
17
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he looked me straight in the face, while I Avas speaking, for the first
time. The inference I drew from this was—that he had a special
purpose in asking me his last question, and a special interest in
hearing my ansAver to it. The more carefully I reflected on what
had passed between us, the more shrewdly I suspected the production of the casket, and the application for the loan, of having been
mere formalities, designed to pave the way for the parting inquiry
addressed to me.
I had satisfied myself of the correctness of this conclusion—and
was trying to get on a step further, and penetrate the Indian's
motives next—when a letter was brought to me, AvhIch proved to
be from no less a person than Mr. Septimus Luker himself He
asked my pardon In terms of sickening servility, and assured me
that he could explain matters to my satisfaction, if I would honour
him by consenting to a personal interview.
I made another unprofessional sacrifice to mere curiosity. I
honoured him by making an appointment at my office, for the
next day.
Mr. Luker was, in every respect, such an inferior creature to the
Indian—he was so vulgar, so ugly, so cringing, and so prosy—that
he is quite unworthy of being reported, at any length, in these pages.
The substance of what he had to tell me may be fairly stated as
follows:
The day before I had received the visit of the Indian, Mr. Luker
had been favoured with a call from that accomplished gentleman.
In spite of his European disguise, Mr. Luker had instantly identified
his visitor with the chief of the three Indians, Avho had formerly
annoyed him by loitering about his house, and Avho had left him no
alternative but to consult a magistrate. From this startling discovery he had rushed to the conclusion (naturally enough I own)
that he must certainly be in the company of one of the three men,
who had blindfolded him, gagged him, and robbed him of his banker's
receipt. The result was that he became quite paralysed with teiTor,
and that he firmly believed his last hour had come.
On his side, the Indian preserved the character of a perfect
stranger. He produced the little casket, and made exactly the same
application which he had afterwards made to me. As the speediest
way of getting rid of him, Mr. Luker had at once declared that he
had no money. The Indian had thereupon asked to be informed of
the best and safest person to apply to for the loan he wanted.
Mr. Luker had answered that the best and safest person, in such
cases, was usually a respectable solicitor. Asked to name some
individual of that character and profession, Mr. Luker had mentioned
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me—for the one simple reason that. In the extremity of his terror,
mine was the first name which occurred to him. " The perspiration
was pouring off me like rain, sir," the wretched creature concluded.
" I didn't know what I was talking about. And I hope you'll look
over it, Mr. Bruff, sir. In consideration of my having been really and
truly frightened out of my Avits."
I excused the fellow graciously enough. It was the readiest way
of releasing myself from the sight of him. Before he left me, I
detained him to make one inquiry. Had the Indian said anything
noticeable, at the moment of quitting Mr. Luker's house ?
Yes!
The Indian had put precisely the same question to
Mr. Luker, at parting, which he had put to me ; receiving of course,
the same answer as the ansAver Avhich I had given him.
What did it mean ? Mr. Luker's explanation gave me no
assistance towards solving the problem. My own unaided ingenuity,
consulted next, proved quite unequal to grapple with the difficulty.
I had a dinner engagement that evening; and I went up-stairs, in
no very genial frame of mind, little suspecting that the way to my
dressing-room and the way to discovery, meant, on this particular
occasion, one and the same thing.

CHAPTER III.
THE prominent personage among the guests at the dinner-party
I found to be Mr. Murthwaite.
On his appearance in England, after his wanderings, society had
been greatly interested in the traveller, as a man who had passed
through many dangerous adventures, and Avho had escaped to tell
the tale. He had noAV announced his intention of returning to the
scene of his exploits, and of penetrating into regions left still
unexplored. This magnificent indifference to placing his safety in
peril for the second time, revived the flagging interest of the worshippers in the hero. The laAV of chances was clearly against his
escaping on this occasion. It is not every day that we can meet an
eminent person at dinner, and feel that there is a reasonable prospect
of the news of his murder being the news that we hear of him next.
When the gentlemen were left by themselves in the dining-room,
I found myself sitting next to Mr. MurthAvaite. The guests present
being all English, It Is needless to say that, as soon as the wholesome check exercised by the presence of the ladies was removed,
the conversation turned on politics as a necessary result.
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In respect to this all-absorbing national topic, I happen to be
one of the most un-English Englishmen living. As a general rule,
political talk appears to me to be of all talk the most dreary and
the most profitless. Glancing at Mr. Murthwaite, when the bottles
had made their first round of the table, I found that he was apparently
of my way of thinking. He was doing it very dexterously—with all
possible consideration for the feelings of his host—but it is not the
less certain that he was composing himself for a nap. It struck me
as an experiment worth attempting, to try whether a judicious
allusion to the subject of the Moonstone Avould keep him awake, and,
if it did, to see what he thought of the last new complication in the
Indian conspiracy, as revealed in the prosaic precincts of my office.
" If I am not mistaken, Mr. MurtliAvalte," I began, " you were
acquainted with the late Lady Verinder, and you took some interest
In the strange succession of events which ended in the loss of the
Moonstone ? "
The eminent traveller did me the honour of Avaking up in an
instant, and asking me Avho I was.
I informed him of my professional connection Avith the Herncastle
family, not forgetting the curious position AvhIch I had occupied
towards the Colonel and his Diamond in the bj'gone time.
Mr. Murthwaite shifted round in. his chair, so as to put the rest
of the company behind him (Conservatives and Liberals alike), and
concentrated his whole attention on plain Mr. Bruff, of Gray's Inn
Square.
" Have you heard anything, lately, of the Indians ? " he asked.
" I have every reason to believe," I answered, " t h a t one of
them had an interview with me, in my office, yesterday."
Mr. Murthwaite was not an easy man to astonish ; but that last
answer of mine completely staggered him. I described Avhat had
happened to Mr. Luker, and what had happened to myself, exactly
as I have described It here. " I t is clear that the Indian's parting
inquiry had an object," I added. " Why should he be so anxious
to know the time at which a borrower of money is usually privileged
to pay the money back ? "
" I s it possible that you don't see his motive, Mr. Bruff? "
" I am ashamed of my stupidity, Mr. MurtliAvaite—but I certainly don't see It."
The great traveller became quite interested in sounding the
immense vacuity of my dulness to its lowest depths.
" L e t me ask you one question," he said. " I n what position
does the conspiracy to seize the Moonstone nov/ stand ?"
" I can't say," I ansAvered. " The Indian plot is a mystery to me."
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" T h e Indian plot, Mr. Bruff, can only be a mystery to you,
because you have never seriously examined it. Shall Ave run it over
together, from the time Avhen you drew Colonel Herncastle's Will, to
the time when the Indian called at your office ? In your position, it
may be of very serious importance to the interests of Miss Verinder,
that you should be able to take a clear view of this matter in case of
need. Tell me, bearing that in mind, whether you AVIU penetrate the
Indian's motive for yourself ? or whether you wish me to save you
the trouble of making any inquiry into it ? "
It is needless to say that I thoroughly appreciated the practical
purpose Avhicli I UOAV saw that he had in view, and that the first of
the two alternatives Avas the alternative I chose.
" Very good," said Mr. Murthwaite. " We Avill take the question
of the ages of the three Indians first. I can testify that they all
look much about the same age—and you can decide for yourself,
whether the man whom you saAv Avas, or was not. In the prime of life.
Not forty, you think ? My idea too. We AVIII say not forty. Now
look back to the time when Colonel Herncastle came to England,
and when you were concerned in the plan he adopted to preserve bis
life. I don't want you to count the years. I will only say, it is
clear that these present Indians, at their age, must be the successors
of three other Indians (high caste Brahmins all of them, Mr. Bruff,
Avhen they left their native country!) who followed the Colonel to
these shores. Very well. These present men of ours have succeeded to the men Avho were here before them. If they had only
done that, the matter would not have been worth inquiring into.
But they have done more. They have succeeded to the organization
which their predecessors established in this country. Don't .start!
The organization Is a very trumpery affair, according to our ideas, I
have no doubt. I should reckon it up as Including the command of
money; the services, when needed, of that shady sort of Englishman, who lives in the bye ways of foreign life in London; and,
lastly, the secret sympathy of such few men of their own country,
and (formerly, at least) of their own religion, as happen to be employed in ministering to some of the multitudinous wants of this
great city. Nothing very formidable, as you see ! But worth notice
at starting, because we 7nay find occasion to refer to this modest
little Indian organization as we go on. Having now cleared the
ground, I am going to ask you a question; and I expect your experience to answer it. What was the event which gave the Indians
their first chance of seizing the Diamond ? "
I understood the allusion to my experience.
" T h e first chance they got," I replied, " was clearly offered to
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them by Colonel Herncastle's death. They would be aware of his
death, I suppose, as a matter of course ? "
" As a matter of course. And his death, as you say, gave them
their first chance. Up to that time the Moonstone was safe in the
strong-room of the bank. You drew the Colonel's Will leaving his
jewel to his niece ; and the Will was proved in the usual way. As
a lawyer, you can be at no loss to know what course the Indians
would take (under English advice) after that."
" They would provide themselves with a copy of the Will from
Doctors' Commons," I said.
" Exactly. One or other of those shady Englishmen to whom I
have alluded, would get them the copy you have described. That
copy Avould inform them that the Moonstone was bequeathed to the
daughter of Lady Verinder, and that Mr. Blake the elder, or some
person appointed by him, was to place it in her hands. You will
agree with me that the necessary infonnatlon about persons in the
position of Lady Verinder and Mr. Blake, would be perfectly easy
information to obtain. The one difficulty for the Indians Avould be
to decide, whether they should make their attempt on the Diamond
when it was in course of removal from the keeping of the bank, or
whether they should wait until it was taken down to Yorkshire to
Lady Verinder's house. The second way would be manifestly the
safest way—and there you have the explanation of the appearance of
the Indians at Frizinghall, disguised as jugglers, and waiting their
time. In London, it is needless to say, they had their organization
at their disposal to keep them informed of events. TAVO men Avould
do it. One to follow anybody who went from Mr. Blake's house to
the bank. And one to treat the lower men servants with beer, and
to hear the news of the house. These commonplace precautions
would readily inform them that Mr. Franklin Blake had been to the
bank, and that Mr. Franklin Blake Avas the only person in the house
who was going to visit Lady Verinder. What actually followed upon
that discovery, you remember, no doubt, quite as correctly as I do."
I remembered that Franklin Blake had detected one of the spies,
in the street—that he had, in consequence, advanced the time of his
arrival in Yorkshire by some hours—and that (thanks to old Betteredge's excellent advice) he had lodged the Diamond in the bank
at Frizinghall, before the Indians were so much as prepared to see
him in the neighbourhood. All perfectly clear so far. But, the
Indians being ignorant of the precaution thus taken, how was it that
they had made no attempt on Lady Verinder's house (in which they
must have supposed the Diamond to be) through the Avhole of the
interval that elapsed before Rachel's birthday ?
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In putting this difficulty to Mr. Murthwaite, I thought it right
to add that I had heard of the little boy, and the drop of ink, and
the rest of it, and that any ^explanation based on the theory of clairvoyance was an explanation Avhich would carry no conviction whatever
with it, to my mind.
" Nor to mine either," said Mr. Murthwaite, " The clairvoyance
in this case is simply a development of the romantic side of the
Indian character. It would be a refreshment and an encouragement
to those men—quite inconceivable, I grant you, to the English
mind — to surround their wearisome and perilous errand in this
country with a certain halo of the marvellous and the supernatural.
Their boy is unquestionably a sensitive subject to the mesmeric
influence—and, under that influence, he has no doubt reflected what
was already in the mind of the person mesmerising him, I have
tested the theory of clairvoyance—and I have never found the manifestations get beyond that point. The Indians don't investigate the
matter in this way; the Indians look upon their boy as a Seer of
things invisible to their eyes—and, I repeat. In that marvel they find
the source of a new interest in the purpose that unites them, t only
notice this as offering a curious view of human character, which
must be quite new to you. We have nothing whatever to do with
clairvoyance, or with mesmerism, or with anything else that is hard
of belief to a practical man, in the inquiry that we are now pursuing.
My object in following the Indian plot, step by step. Is to trace
results back, by rational means, to natural causes. Have I succeeded
to your satisfaction so far ?"
" N o t a doubt of it, Mr. Murthwaite! I am AvaitIng, however,
with some anxiety, to hear the rational explanation of the difficulty
which I have just had the honour of submitting to you."
Mr. Murthwaite smiled. " It's the easiest difficulty to deal AvIth
of all," he said. " Permit me to begin by admitting your statement
of the case as a perfectly correct one. The Indians were undoubtedly
not aware of what Mr. Franklin Blake had done Avith the Diamond—
for we find them making their first mistake, on the first night of
Mr. Blake's arrival at his aunt's house."
" Their first mistake ? " I repeated.
" Certainly ! The mistake of allowing themselves to be surprised, lurking about the terrace at night, by Gabriel Betteredge.
However, they had the merit of seeing for themselves that they had
taken a false step—for, as you say, again, with plenty of time at
their disposal, they never came near the house for weeks afterwards."
" W h y , Mr. Murthwaite?
That's what I want to know!
Why ? "
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" Because no Indian, Mr. Bruff, ever runs an unnecessary risk.
The clause you drew in Colonel Herncastle's Will, informed them
(didn't It ?) that the Moonstone was 1,0 pass absolutely into Miss
Verinder's possession on her birthday. Very well. Tell me which
v/as the safest course for men in their position ? To make their
attempt on the Diamond while It was under the control of Mr.
Franklin Blake, who had shown already that he could suspect and
outwit them ? Or to wait till the Diamond was at the disposal of a
young girl, who would innocently delight in Avearing the magnificent
jewel at every possible opportunity ? Perhaps you want a proof
that my theory is correct ? Take the conduct of the Indians themselves as the proof They appeared at the house, after Avaiting all
those Aveeks, on Miss Verinder's birthday; and they were rewarded
for the patient accuracy of their calculations by seeing the Moonstone in the bosom of her dress ! When I heard the story of the
Colonel aud the Diamond, later in the evening, I felt so sure about
the risk Mr. Franklin Blake had run (they would have certainly
attacked him, if he had not happened to ride back to Lady Verinder's
in the company of other people); and I was so strongly convinced
of the Avorse risks still, in store for Miss Verinder, that I recommended following the Colonel's plan, and destroying the identity of
the gem by having it cut into separate stones. HOAV its extraordinary
disappearance, that night, made my advice useless, and utterly
defeated the Hindoo plot—and how all further action on the part of
the Indians was paralysed the next day by their confinement In
prison as rogues and vagabonds—you knoAv as well as I do. The
first act In the conspiracy closes there. Before we go on to the
second, may I ask whether I have met your difficulty, with an explanation which Is satisfactory to the mind of a practical man? "
It was impossible to deny that he had met my difficulty fairly ;
thanks to his superior knoAvledge of the Indian character—and
thanks to his not having had hundreds of other Wills to think of
since Colonel Herncastle's time!
" So far, so good," resumed Mr. Murthwaite. " The first chance
the Indians had of seizing the Diamond was a chance lost, on the
day when they were committed to the prison at Frizinghall. When
did the second chance offer itself? The second chance offered itself—
as I am In a condition to prove—while they were still In confinement."
He took out his pocket-book, and opened it at a particular leaf,
before he went on.
" I Avas staying," he resumed, " with some friends at Frizinghall,
at the time. A day or tAvo before the Indians Avere set free (on a
Monday, I think), the governor of the prison came to me Avith a
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letter. It had been left for the Indians by one Mrs. Macann, of
whom they had hired the lodging in Avhich they lived ; and it had
been delivered at Mrs. Macann's door, in ordinary course of post, on
the previous morning. The prison authorities had noticed that the
post-mark was ' Lambeth,' and that the address on the outside,
though expressed in correct English, was, in form, oddly at variance
with the customary method of directing a letter. On opening it,
they had found the contents to be written in a foreign language,
which they rightly guessed at as Hindustani. Their object in coming
to me was, of course, to have the letter translated to them. I took
a copy in my pocket-book of the original, and of my translation—
and there they are at your service."
He handed me the open pocket-book. The address on the letter
was the first thing copied. It was all written in one paragraph,
without any attempt at punctuation, thus : " T o the three Indian
men living with the lady called Macann at Frizinghall In Yorkshire."
The Hindoo characters followed ; and the English translation appeared at the end, expressed in these mysterious words:
" In the name of the Regent of the Night, Avhose seat Is on the
Antelope, whose arms embrace the four corners of the earth.
" Brothers, turn your faces to the south, and come to me in the
street of many noises, Avhicli leads down to the muddy river.
" The reason is this.
" My own eyes have seen it."
There the letter ended, Avithout either date or signature. I
handed it back to Mr. Murthwaite, and owned that this curious specimen of Hindoo correspondence rather puzzled me.
" I can explain the first sentence to you," he said; " and the
conduct of the Indians themselves will explain the rest. The god of
the moon is represented, in the Hindoo mythology, as a four-armed
deity, seated on an antelope ; and one of his titles is the regent of
the night. Here, then, to begin with, is something which looks
suspiciously like an indirect reference to the Moonstone. Now, let
us see what the Indians did, after the prison authorities had allowed
them to receive their letter. On the very day when they were set
free they went at once to the railway station, and took their places
in the first train that started for London. We all thought it a pity
at Frizinghall that their proceedings were not privately watched.
But, after Lady Verinder had dismissed the police officer, and had
stopped all further inquiry into the loss of the Diamond, no one else
could presume to stir in the matter. The Indians were free to go
to London, and to London they went. What was the next news we
heard of them, Mr. Bruff? "
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" T h e y were annoying Mr. Luker," I answered, " b y loitering
about the house at Lambeth,"
" Did you read the report of Mr. Luker's application to the
magistrate ? "
"Yes."
" In the course of his statement he referred, if you remember,
to a foreign workman in his employment, whom he had just dismissed
on suspicion of attempted theft, and whom he also distrusted as
possibly acting in collusion with the Indians who had annoyed him.
The inference is pretty plain, Mr. Bruff, as to who wrote that letter
which puzzled you just now, and as to which of Mr. Luker's Oriental
treasures the workman had attempted to steal."
The inference (as I hastened to acknowledge) was too plain to
need being pointed out. I had never doubted that the Moonstone
had found its way into Mr. Luker's hands, at the time Mr. Murthwaite alluded to. My only question had been. How had the Indians
discovered the circumstance ? This question (the most difficult to
deal with of all, as I had thought) had now received its answer, like
the rest. Lawyer as I was, I began to feel that I might trust Mr.
Murthwaite to lead me blindfold through the last windings of the
labyrinth, along which he had guided me thus far. I paid him the
compliment of telling him this, and found my little concession very
graciously received.
" You shall give me a piece of information in your turn before we
go on," he said, " Somebody must have taken the Moonstone from
Yorkshire to London. And somebody must have raised money on it,
or it would never have been in Mr. Luker's possession. Has there
been any discovery made of who that person was ? "
" None that I know of."
" There was a story (Avas there not ?) about Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite. I am told he is an eminent philanthropist—which is
decidedly against him, to begin with."
I heartily agreed in this with Mr. Murthwaite. At the same
time, I felt bound to inform him (without, it is needless to say,
mentioning Miss Verinder's name) that Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite had
been cleared of all suspicion, on evidence which I could answer for
as entirely beyond dispute.
"Very well," said Mr. Murthwaite, quietly, " let us leave it to
time to clear the matter up. In the meanwhile, Mr. Bruff, we must
get back again to the Indians, on your account. Their journey to
London simply ended in their becoming the victims of another defeat.
The loss of their second chance of seizing the Diamond is mainly
attributable, as I think, to the cunning and foresight of Mr. Luker—
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who doesn't stand at the top of the prosperous and ancient profession
of usury for nothing ! By the prompt dismissal of the man in his
employment, he deprived the Indians of the assistance which their
confederate would have rendered them in getting into the house. By
the prompt transport of the Moonstone to his banker's, he took the
conspirators by surprise before they were prepared Avith a new plan
for robbing him. How the Indians, in this latter case, suspected
Avhat he had done, and how they contrived to possess themselves of
his banker's receipt, are events too recent to need dwelling on. Let
it be enough to say that they know the Moonstone to be once more
out of their reach; deposited (under the general description of ' a
valuable of great price') In a banker'a strong-room. NOAV, Mr. Bruff,
what is their third chance of seizing the Diamond ? and when AVIII it
come ? "
As the question passed his lips, I penetrated the motive of the
Indian's visit to my office at last!
" I see it! " I exclaimed. " The Indians take it for granted, as
we. do, that the Moonstone has been pledged ; and they Avant to be
certainly informed of the earliest period at which the pledge can be
redeemed—because that will be the earliest period at which tho
Diamond can be removed from the safe keeping of the bank! "
" I told you you would find it out for yourself, Mr. Bruff, if I
only gave you a fair chance. In a year from the time when the
Moonstone was pledged, the Indians will be on the watch for their
third chance. Mr. Luker's own lips have told them how long they
win have to wait, and your respectable authority has satisfied them
that Mr. Luker has spoken the truth. When do we suppose, at a
rough guess, that the Diamond found its way into the money-lender's
hands ? "
" Towards the end of last June," I answered, " as well as I can
reckon it."
" And we are now in the year 'forty-eight. Very good. If the
unknown person who has pledged the Moonstone can redeem it in a
year, the jewel will be in that person's possession again at the end of
June, 'forty-nine. I shall be thousands of miles away from England
and English news at that date. But it may be worth your while to
take a note of it, and to arrange to be in London at the time."
" You think something serious will happen ? " I said.
" I think I shall be safer," he answered, " among the fiercest
fanatics of Central Asia than I should be if I crossed the door of the
bank with the Moonstone in my pocket. The Indians have been
defeated twice running, Mr. Bruff. It's my firm belief that they
won't be defeated a third time."
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Those were the last words he said on the subject. The coffee
came in ; the guests rose, and dispersed themselves about the room;
and we joined the ladles of the dinner-party up-stairs.
I made a note of the date, and it may not be amiss if I close my
narrative by repeating that note here :
June, 'forty-nine. E.vpcct news of the Indians, towards the end
of the month.
And that done, I hand the pen, Avhich I have now no further
claim to use, to the writer who follows me next.

€$trt( iJlarratibe.
Contributed by FRANKLIN BLAKE.

CHAPTER 1.
IN the spring of the year eighteen hundred and forty-nine I was
wandering in the East, and had then recently altered the travelling
plans AvhIch I had laid out some months before, and which I had
communicated to my lawyer and my banker in London.
This change made it necessary for me to send one of my servants
to obtain my letters and remittances from the English consul in a
certain city, which was no longer included as one of my restingplaces In my new travelling scheme. The man was to join me again
at an appointed place and time. An accident, for which he was not
responsible, delayed him on his errand. For a week I and my
people waited, encamped on the borders of a desert. At the end of
that time the missing man made his appearance, with the money and
the letters, at the entrance of my tent.
" I am afraid I bring you bad news, sir," he said, and pointed to
one of the letters, AvhIch had a mourning border round it, and the
address on which Avas in the handwriting of Mr. Bruff.
I know nothing, in a case of this kind, so unendurable as
suspense. The letter with the mourning border was the letter that
I opened first.
It Informed me that my father was dead, and that I was heir to
his great fortune. The Avealth which had thus fallen into my hands
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brought its responsibilities with it; and Mr. Bruff entreated me to
lose no time in returning to England.
By daybreak the next morning I was on my way back to my own
country.
The picture presented of me, by my old friend Betteredge, at the
time of my departure from England, Is (as I think) a little overdrawn. He has, in his own quaint Avay, Interpreted seriously one of
his young mistress's many satirical references to my foreign education ; and has persuaded himself that he actually saAV those French,
German, and Italian sides to my character, AvhIch my lively cousin
only professed to discover in jest, and Avhich never had any real
existence, except In our good Betteredge's own brain. But, barring
this drawback, I am bound to own that he has stated no more than
the truth in representing me as Avounded to the heart by Rachel's
treatment, and as leaving England In the first keenness of suffering
caused by the bitterest disappointment of my life.
I went abroad, resolved—If change and absence could help me
—to forget her. It is, I am persuaded, no true view of human
nature which denies that change and absence do help a man under
these circumstances : they force his attention aAvay from the exclusive
contemplation of his own sorrow. I never forgot her ; but the pang
of remembrance lost its Avorst bitterness, little by little, as time,
distance, and novelty interposed themselves more and more effectually
between Rachel and me.
On the other hand. It Is no less certain that, AvIth the act of
turning homeAvard, the remedy which had gained its ground so
steadily, began now, just as steadily, to drop back. The nearer I
drew to the country which she Inhabited, and to the prospect of
seeing her again, the more irresistibly her Influence began to recover
its hold on me. On leaving England, she was the last person in
the world, whose name I would have suffered to pass my lips. On
returning to England, she was the first person I inquired after,
when Mr. Bruff and I met again.
I was informed, of course, of all that had happened in my
absence: in other words of all that has been related here in continuation of Betteredge's narrative—one circumstance only being
excepted. Mr. Bruff did not, at that time, feel himself at liberty
to inform me of the motives which had privately Influenced Rachel
and Godfrey Ablewhite In recalling the marriage promise, on either
side. I troubled him Avith no embarrassing questions on this delicate
subject. It was relief enough to me, after the jealous disappointment caused by hearing that she had ever contemplated being
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Godfrey's wife, to know that reflection had convinced her of acting
rashly, and that she had effected her own release from her marriage
engagement.
Having heard the story of the past, my next inquiries (still
inquiries after Rachel I) advanced naturally to the present time.
Under whose care had she been placed after leaving Mr. Bruff's
house ? and where was she living now ?
She was living under the care of a Avidowed sister of the late Sir
John Verinder—one Mrs. MerrldoAA'—Avhom her mother's executors
had requested to act as guardian, and who had accepted the proposal. They were reported to me, as getting on together admirably
well, and as being UOAV established, for the season, in Mrs. MerrldcAv's
house in Portland Place.
Half an hour after receiving this information, I was on my way
to Portland Place—Avithout having had the courage to own it to
Mr. Bruff!
The man who answered the door was not sure whether Miss
Verinder was at home or not. I sent him up-staIrs with my card,
as the speediest way of setting the question at rest. The man came
down again with an impenetrable face, and informed me that Miss
Verinder was out.
I might have suspected other people of purposely denying themselves to me. But it was impossible to suspect Rachel. I left
word that I would call again at six o'clock that evening.
At six o'clock I was informed for the second time that Miss
Verinder was not at home. Had any message been left for me ?
No message had been left for me. Had Miss Verinder not received
My card ? The servant begged my pardon—Miss Verinder had
received it.
The inference was too plain to be resisted. Rachel declined to
see me.
On my side, I declined to be treated in this way, without making
an attempt, at least, to discover a reason for it. I sent up my
name to Mrs. Merridew, and requested her to favour me with a
personal Interview at any hour which it might be most convenient
to her to name.
Mrs. Merridew made no difficulty about receiving me at once.
I was shown into a comfortable little sitting-room, and found myself
in the presence of a comfortable little elderly lady. She was so
good as to feel great regret and much surprise, entirely on my
account. She was at the same time, however, not in a position to
offer me any explanation, or to press Rachel on a matter which
appeared to relate to a question of private feeling alone. This was
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said over and over again, AvIth a polite patience that nothing could
tire ; and this was all I gained by applying to Mrs. Merridew.
My last chance was to write to Rachel. My servant took a
letter to her the next day, with strict instructions to wait for an
answer.
The answer came back, literally In one sentence.
" Miss Verinder begs to decline entering into any correspondence
with Mr. Franklin Blake."
Fond as I was of her, I felt indignantly the Insult ofl'ered to me
in that reply. Mr. Bruff came in to speak to me on business, before
I had recovered possession of myself I dismissed the business on
the spot, and laid the whole case before him. He proA'ed to be as
incapable of enlightening me as Mrs. Merridew herself I asked
him if any slander had been spoken of me In Rachel's hearing.
Mr. Bruff was not aware of any slander of AvhIch I was the object.
Had she referred to me in any way, while she was staying under
Mr. Bruff's roof? Never. Had she not so much as asked, during
all my long absence, whether I was living or dead? No such
question had ever passed her lips. I took out of my pocket-book
the letter which poor Lady Verinder had Avritten to me from
Frizinghall, on the day when I left her house in Yorkshire. And
I pointed Mr. Bruff's attention to these two sentences in i t :
" The valuable assistance which you rendered to the inquiry
after the lost jewel is still an unpardoned offence, in the present
dreadful state of Rachel's mind. Moving blindfold in this matter,
you have added to the burden of anxiety which she has had to bear,
by Innocently threatening her secret with discovery through your
exertions."
" I s it possible," I asked, " that the feeling towards me which
is there described, is as bitter as ever against me now ? "
Mr. Bruff looked unaffectedly distressed.
" If you insist on an answer," he said, " I own I can place no
other Interpretation on her conduct than that."
I rang the bell, and directed my servant to pack my portmanteau,
and to send out for a railway guide. Mr. Bruff asked, in astonishment, what I was going to do.
" I am going to Yorkshire," I answered, " by the next train."
" May I ask for what purpose ? "
" Mr. Bruff, the assistance I Innocently rendered to the inquiry
after the Diamond was an unpardoned offence. In Rachel's mind,
nearly a year since ; and It remains an unpardoned offence still. I
won't accept that position! I am determined to find out the secret
of her silence towards her mother, and her enmity toAvards me. If
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time, pains, and money can do it, I will lay my hand on the thief
who took the Moonstone ! "
The worthy old gentleman attempted to remonstrate—to induce
me to listen to reason-—to do his duty towards me, in short. I was
deaf to everything that he could urge. No earthly consideration
would, at that moment, have shaken the resolution that was in me.
" I shall take up the inquiry again," I Avent on, " at the point
where I dropped i t ; and I shall follow it onwards, step by step, till
I come to the present time. There are missing links in the evidence,
as / left it, which Gabriel Betteredge can supply, and to Gabriel
Betteredge I go ! "
Towards sunset, that evening, I stood again on the well-remembered terrace, and looked once more at the peaceful old country house.
The gardener was the flrst person whom I saAV in the deserted grounds.
He had left Betteredge, an hour since, sunning himself in the customary corner of the back yard. I kncAV It Avell; and I said I would
go and seek him myself
I walked round by the familiar paths and passages, and looked
in at the open gate of the yard.
There he was—the dear old friend of the happy days that were
never to come again—there he was iu the old corner, on the old
beehive chair, with his pipe in his mouth, and his Bohinso7i Crusoe
on his lap, and his two friends, the dogs, dozing on either side of
him ! In the position in which I stood, my shadow was projected in
front of me by the last slanting rays of the sun. Either the dogs
saw it, or their keen scent informed them of my approach : they
started up with a groAvl. Starting in his turn, the old man quieted
them by a word, and then shaded his failing eyes with his hand, and
looked Inquiringly at the figure at the gate.
My own eyes were full of tears. I was obliged to wait for a
moment before I could trust myself to speak to him.

CHAPTER I i .
•' BETTEREDGE ! " I said, pointing to the well-remembered book on
his knee, " has Bohinson Crusoe informed you, this evening, that
you might expect to see Franklin Blake ?"
" By the lord Harry, Mr. Franklin ! " cried the old man, " that's
exactly what Bobinso7i C7-usoe has done! "
He struggled to his feet with my assistance, and stood for a
moment, looking backwards and forAvards between Robinson Crusoe

THE DISCOVERY OF THE TRUTH.

273

and me, apparently at a loss to discover which of us had surprised
him most. The verdict ended in favour of the book. Holding it
open before him In both hands, he surveyed the wonderful volume
with a stare of unutterable anticipation—as if he expected to see
Robinson Crusoe himself walk out of the pages, and favour us with
a personal interview.
" Here's the bit, Mr. Franklin!" he said, as soon as he had
recovered the use of his speech. " As I live by bread, sir, here's
the bit I was reading, the moment before you came in ! Page one
hundred and fifty-six as follows:—' I stood like one Thunderstruck,
or as if I had seen an Apparition.' If that isn't as much as to say:
' Expect the sudden appearance of Mr. Frankhn Blake'—there's no
meaning in the English language!" said Betteredge, closing the
book with a bang, and getting one of his hands free at last to take
the hand which I offered him.
I had expected him, naturally enough under the circumstances,
to overwhelm me with questions. But no—the hospitable Impulse
was the uppermost impulse in the old servant's mind, when a member
of the family appeared (no matter hoAV !) as a visitor at the house.
" Walk in, Mr. Franklin," he said, opening the door behind
him, with his quaint old-fashioned bow. " I ' l l ask what brings you
here afterwards—I must make you comfortable first. There have
been sad changes, since you went aAvay. The house is shut up, and
the servants are gone. Never mind that! I'll cook your dinner ;
and the gardener's wife Avill make your bed—and if there's a bottle
of our famous Latour claret left in the cellar, doAvn your throat, Mr,
Franklin, that bottle shall go. I bid you welcome, sir! I bid you
heartily welcome !" said the poor old fellow, fighting manfully against
the gloom of the deserted house, and receiving me with the sociable
and courteous attention of the bygone time.
It vexed me to disappoint him. But the house was Rachel's
house, now. Could I eat in it, or sleep in it, after Avhat had happened in London ? The commonest sense of self-respect forbade
me—properly forbade me—to cross the threshold.
I took Betteredge by the arm, and led him out into the garden.
There was no help for it. I Avas obliged to tell him the truth.
Between his attachment to Rachel, and his attachment to me, he was
sorely puzzled and distressed at the turn things had taken. His
opinion, Avhen he expressed It, was given in his usual downright
manner, and Avas agreeably redolent of the most positive philosophy
I knoAV-—the philosophy of the Betteredge school.
"Miss Rachel has her faults—I've never denied it," he began.
"And riding the high horse, now and then, is one of them. She
18
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has been trying to ride over you—and you have put up with it.
Lord, Mr. Franklin, don't you knoAv Avomen by this time better than
that ? You have heard me talk of the late Mrs. Betteredge ? "
I had heard him talk of the late Mrs. Betteredge pretty often—
invariably producing her as his one undeniable example of the inbred
frailty and perversity of the other sex. In that capacity he exhibited
her now.
" Very well, Mr. Franklin. Now listen to me. Different women
have different Avays of riding the high horse. The late Mrs. Betteredge took her exercise on that favourite female animal whenever I
happened to deny her anything that she had set her heart on. So
sure as I came home from my Avork on these occasions, so sure was
my wife to call to me up the kitchen stairs, and to say that, after my
brutal treatment of her, she hadn't the heart to cook me my dinner. I
put up with it for some time—just as you are putting up with it now
from Miss Rachel. At last my patience wore out. I went downstairs, and I took Mrs. Betteredge—affectionately, you understand—
up in my arms, and carried her, holus-bolus, into the best parlour,
where she received her company. I said, ' That's the right place
for you, my dear,' and so went back to the kitchen. I locked myself
in, and took off my coat, and turned up my shirt-sleeves, and cooked
my own dinner. When it was done, I served it up in my best
manner, and enjoyed it most heartily. I had my pipe and my drop
of grog afterwards ; and then I cleared the table, and washed the
crockery, and cleaned the knives and forks, and put the things away,
and swept up the hearth. When things were as bright and clean
again, as bright and clean could be, I opened the door, and let Mrs.
Betteredge in. ' I've had my dinner, my dear,' I said; ' and I
hope you will find that I have left the kitchen all that your fondest
wishes can desire.' For the rest of that AVoman's life, Mr. Franklin,
I never had to cook my dinner again ! Moral: You have put up
with Miss Rachel in London ; don't put up with her in Yorkshire.
Come back to the house."
Quite unanswerable ! I could only assure my good friend that
even his powers of persuasion Avere, in this case, thrown aAA'ay on me.
" It's a lovely evening," I said. " I shall Avalk to Frizinghall,
and stay at the hotel, and you must come to-morrow morning and
breakfast with me. I have something to say to you."
Betteredge shook his head gravely.
" I'm heartily sorry for this," he said. " I had hoped, Mr.
Franklin, to hear that things Avere all smooth and pleasant again
between you and Miss Rachel. If you must have your own Avay,
sir," he continued, after a moment's reflection, " there is no need
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to go to Frizinghall to-night for a bed. It's to be had nearer than
that. There's Hotherstone's Farm, barely tAvo miles from here.
You can hardly object to that on Miss Rachel's account," the old
man added slily. " Hotherstone lives, Mr. Franklin, on his own
freehold."
I remembered the place the moment Betteredge mentioned it.
The farm-house stood in a sheltered inland valley, on the banks of
the prettiest stream in that part of Yorkshire: and the farmer had a
spare bedroom and parlour, which he was accustomed to let to
artists, anglers, and tourists in general. A more agreeable place of
abode, during my stay in the neighbourhood, I could not have wished
to find.
" Are the rooms to let ? " I inquired.
" M r s . Hotherstone herself sir, asked for my good Aford to recommend the rooms, yesterday."
" I'll take them, Betteredge, with the greatest pleasure."
We went back to the yard, in which I had left my travelling-bag.
After putting a stick through the handle, and swinging the bag over
his shoulder, Betteredge appeared to relapse into the bewilderment
which my sudden appearance had caused, when I surprised him in
the beehive chair. He looked Incredulously at the house, and then
he wheeled about, and looked more incredulously still at me.
" I've lived a goodish long time In the Avorld," said this best and
dearest of all old servants—" but the like of this, I never did expect
to see. There stands the house, and here stands Mr. Franklin
Blake—and. Damme, if one of them isn't turning his back on the
other, and going to sleep in a lodging ! "
He led the Avay out, wagging his head and growling ominously.
" There's only one more miracle that can happen," he said to me,
over his shoulder. " The next thing you'll do, Mr. Franklin, will be
to pay me back that seven-and-sixpence you borrowed of me when
you were a boy."
This stroke of sarcasm put him in a better humour with himself
and with me. We left the house, and passed through the lodge
gates. Once clear of the grounds, the duties of hospitality (in Betteredge's code of morals) ceased, and the privileges of curiosity began.
He dropped back, so as to let me get on a level with him.
" Fine evening for a walk, Mr. Franklin," he said, as if we had just
accidentally encountered each other at that moment. " Supposing
you had gone to the hotel at Frizinghall, sir ? "
"Yes?"
" I should have had the honour of breakfasting with you, tomorrow morning."
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" Come and breakfast with me at Hotherstone's Farm, instead."
" Much obliged to you for your kindness, Mr. Franklin. But it
wasn't exactly breakfast that I was driving at. I think you mentioned that you had something to say to me ? If it's no secret,
sir," said Betteredge, suddenly abandoning the crooked way, and
taking the straight one, " I'm burning to knoAV what's brought you
doAvn here. If you please, in this sudden .way."
" What brought me here before ? " I asked.
" The Moonstone, Mr. Frankhn. But what brings you now, sir ?
" The Moonstone again, Betteredge."
The old man suddenly stood still, and looked at me in the grey
twilight as If he suspected his own ears of deceiving him.
" If that's a joke, sir," he said, " I ' m afraid I'm getting a little
dull in my old age. I don't take it."
" It's no joke," I answered. " I have come here to take up the
inquiry which was dropped Avhen I left England. I have come here
to do what nobody has done yet—to find out Avho took the Diamond."
" Let the Diamond be, Mr. Frankhn ! Take my advice, and let
the Diamond be! That cursed Indian jewel has misguided everybody who has come near it. Don't waste your money and your
temper—in the fine spring time of your life, sir—by meddling with
the Moonstone. How can you hope to succeed (saving your presence), when Sergeant Cuff himself made a mess of i t ? Sergeant
Cuff!" repeated Betteredge, shaking his forefinger at me sternly.
" The greatest policeman In England ! "
" My mind is made up, my old friend. Even Sergeant Cuff
doesn't daunt me.—By-the-bye, I may want to speak to him, sooner
or later. Have you heard anything of him lately ? "
" The Sergeant won't help you," Mr. Franklin.
"Why not?"
" There has been an event, sir, in the police-circles, since you
went away. The great Cuff has retired from business. He has got
a little cottage at Dorking; and he's up to his eyes in the growing
of roses. I have It In his own handwriting, Mr. Franklin. He has
grown the white moss rose, without budding It on the dog-rose first.
And Mr. Begbie the gardener Is to go to Dorking, and OAAU
' that the
Sergeant has beaten him at last."
" It doesn't much matter," I said. " I must do without Sergeant
Cuff''s help. And I must trust to you, at starting."
It is likely enough that I spoke rather carelessly. At any rate,
Betteredge seemed to be piqued by something in the reply which I
had just made to him. " You might trust to Avorse than me, Mr.
Frankhn—I can tell you that," he said a little sharply.
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The tone in Avhich he retorted, and a certain disturbance, after he
had spoken, which I detected in his manner, suggested to me that he
was possessed of some information which he hesitated to communicate.
" I expect you to help me," I said, " in picking up the fragments
of evidence which Sergeant Cuff has left behind him. I know you
can do that. Can you do no more ? "
" What more can you expect from me, sir ?" asked Betteredge,
with an appearance of the utmost humility.
" I expect more—from Avhat you said just noAV."
"Mere boasting, Mr. Franklin," returned the old man obstinately. " Some people are born boasters, and they never get over
it to their dying day. I'm one of them."
There was only one Avay to take with him. I appealed to his
interest in Rachel, and his Interest In me.
"Betteredge, Avould you be glad to hear that Rachel and I were
good friends again ?"
" I have served your family, sir, to mighty Httle purpose, if you
doubt I t ! "
" D o you remember how Rachel treated me, before I left
England?"
" As well as if it was yesterday ! My lady herself wrote you a
letter about i t ; and you were so good as to show the letter to me.
It said that Miss Rachel Avas mortally offended with you, for the
part you had taken in trying to recover her jeAvel. And neither my
lady, nor you, nor anybody else could guess why."
" Quite true, Betteredge! And I come back from my travels,
and find her mortally offended with me still. I knew that the
Diamond was at the bottom of it, last year, and I know that the
Diamond is at the bottom of It noAV. I have tried to speak to her,
and she won't see me. I have tried to Avrlte to her, and she won't
answer me. How, in Heaven's name, am I to clear the matter up ?
The chance of searching into the loss of the Moonstone, is the one
chance of Inquiry that Rachel herself has left me ! "
Those words evidently put the case before him, as he had not
seen it yet. He asked a question which satisfied me that I had
shaken him.
"There is no ill-feeling in this, Mr. Franklin, on your side—is
there ? "
"There was some anger," I ansAvered, "when I left London.
But that Is all Avorn out now. I want to make Rachel come to an
understanding with me—and I want nothing more."
" You don't feel any fear, sir—supposing you make any discoveries
—in regard to what you may find out about Miss Rachel ? "
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I understood the jealous belief in his young mistress which
prompted those words.
" I am as certain of her as you are," I answered. " The fullest
disclosure of her secret will reveal nothing that can alter her place
in your estimation, or in mine."
Betteredge's last-left scruples vanished at that.
" If I am doing wrong to help you, Mr. Franklin," he exclaimed,
" all I can say is—I am as innocent of seeing it as the babe unborn ! I
can put you on the road to discovery, if you can only go on by yourself.
You remember that poor girl of ours—Rosanna Spearman? "
" O f course! "
" You always thought she had some sort of confession, in regard
to this matter of the Moonstone, which she wanted to make to y o u ? "
" I certainly couldn't account for her strange conduct in any
other way."
"You may set that doubt at rest, Mr. Franklin, whenever you
please."
It was my turn to come to a standstill now. I tried vainly, in
the gathering darkness, to see his face. In the surprise of the moment,
I asked a little impatiently Avhat he meant.
" Steady, sir ! " proceeded Betteredge. " I mean what I say.
Rosanna Spearman left a sealed letter behind her—a letter addressed
to you."
"Where is it ? "
" In the possession of a friend of hers, at Cobb's Hole. You
must have heard tell, when you were here last, sir, of Limping Lucy
•—a lame girl with a crutch."
" The fisherman's daughter ? "
" The same, Mr. Franklin."
" Why wasn't the letter forwarded to me ? "
" Limping Lucy has a will of her own, sir. She wouldn't give
it into any hands but yours. And you had left England before I
could Avrlte to you."
" Let's go back, Betteredge, and get it at once ! "
" Too late, sir, to-night. They're great savers of candles along
our coast; and they go to bed early at Cobb's Hole."
" Nonsense ! "We might get there in half an hour."
" You might, sir. And when you did get there, you would find
the door locked." He pointed to a light, glimmering below us ; and,
at the same moment, I heard through the stillness of the evening
the bubbling of a stream.
" There's the Farm, Mr. Franklin!
Make yourself comfortable for to-night, and come to me to-morroAV
morning—if you'll be so kind ? "
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" You will go Avith me to the fisherman's cottage ? "
" Yes, sir."
"Early?"
" As early, Mr. Franklin, as you like."
We descended the path that led to the Farm.

CHAPTER H I .
I HAVE only the most indistinct recollection of Avhat happened at
Hotherstone's Farm.
I remember a hearty welcome ; a prodigious supper, which would
have fed a Avhole village in the E a s t ; a delightfully clean bedroom,
Avith nothing iu It to regret but that detestable product of the folly of
our forefathers—a feather-bed ; a restless night, with much kindling
of matches, and many lightings of one little candle ; and an immense
sensation of relief when the sun rose, and there was a prospect of
getting up.
It had been arranged over-night AvIth Betteredge, that I Avas to
call for him, on our way to Cobb's Hole, as early as I liked—which,
interpreted by my impatience to get possession of the letter, meant
as early as I could. Without waiting for breakfast at the Farm, I
took a crust of bread in my hand, and set forth, in some doubt
whether I should not surprise the excellent Betteredge in his bed.
To my great relief he proved to be quite as excited about the coming
event as I was. I found him ready, and waiting for me, with his
stick in his hand.
" How are you this morning, Betteredge ? "
" Very poorly, sir."
" Sorry to hear it. What do you complain of ? "
" I complain of a new disease, Mr. Franklin, of my own inventing.
I don't want to alarm you, but you're certain to catch it before the
morning is out."
" T h e devil I a m ! "
" Do you feel an uncomfortable heat at the pit of your stomach,
sir ? and a nasty thumping at the top of your head ? Ah ! not yet ?
It will lay hold of you at Cobb's Hole, Mr. Franklin. I call it the
detective-fever; and I first caught it in the company of Sergeant
Cuff."
" Aye ! aye ! and the cure in this instance Is to open Rosanna
Spearman's letter, I suppose ? Come along, and let's get it."
Early as it was, Ave found the fisherman's wife astir in her
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kitchen. On my presentation by Betteredge, good Mrs. Yolland
performed a social ceremony, strictly reserved (as I afterwards learnt)
for strangers of distinction. She put a bottle of Dutch gin and a
couple of clean pipes on the table, and opened the conversation by
saying, " What news from London, sir ? "
Before I could find an answer to this immensely comprehensive
question, an apparition advanced towards me, out of a dark corner of the
kitchen. A wan, wild, haggard girl, with remarkably beautiful hair,
and with a fierce keenness in her eyes, came limping up on a crutch
to the table at which I was sitting, and looked at me as if I was an
object of mingled interest and horror, which it quite fascinated her
to see.
" Mr. Betteredge," she said, without taking her eyes off me,
"mention his name again, if you please."
" T h i s gentleman's name," answered Betteredge (with a strong
emphasis on ge7itleman), " is Mr. Franklin Blake."
The girl turned her back on me, and suddenly left the room.
Good Mrs. Yolland—as I believe—made some apologies for her
daughter's odd behaviour, and Betteredge (probably) translated them
into polite English. I speak of this in complete uncertainty. My
attention was absorbed in following the sound of the girl's crutch.
Thump-thump, up the wooden stairs; thump-thump across the
room above our heads; thump-thump down the stairs again—and
there stood the apparition at the open door, Avith a letter in its hand,
beckoning me out!
I left more apologies in course of delivery behind me, and
followed this strange creature—limping on before me, faster and
faster—down the slope of the beach. She led me behind some
boats, out of sight and hearing of the few people in the fishingvillage, and then stopped, and faced me for the first time.
" Stand there," she said, " I want to look at you."
There was no mistaking the expression on her face. I inspired
her with the strongest emotions of abhorrence and disgust. Let me
not be vain enough to say that no Avoman had ever looked at me in
this maimer before. I will only venture on the more modest assertion that no woman had ever let me perceive it yet. There is a limit
to the length of the inspection which a man can endure, under
certain circumstances. I attempted to direct Limping Lucy's attention to some less revolting object than my face.
" I think you have got a letter to give me," I began. " I s it the
letter there, in your hand ? "
" Say that again," was the only answer I received.
I repeated the words, like a good child learning its lesson.
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" N o , " said the girl, speaking to herself but keeping her eyes
still mercilessly fixed on me. " I can't find out what she saw in his
face. I can't guess what she heard in his voice." She suddenly
looked away from me, and rested her head Avearlly on the top of
her crutch, " Oh, my poor dear ! " she said. In the first soft tones
which had fallen from her, in my hearing. " Oh, my lost darling !
Avhat could you see in this man ? " She lifted her head again
fiercely, and looked at me once more, " Can you eat and drink ? "
she asked.
I did my best to preserve my gravity, and answered, " Yes."
" Can you sleep ? "
"Yes."
" When you see a poor girl in service, do you feel no remorse?"
'' Certainly not. Why should I ? "
She abruptly thrust the letter (as the phrase is) into my face.
" Take it! " she exclaimed furiously. " I never set eyes on you
before. God Almighty forbid I should ever set eyes on you again."
With those parting words she limped away from me at the top of
her speed. The one interpretation that I could put on her conduct
has, no doubt, been anticipated by eveiybody. I could only suppose
that she was mad.
Having reached that inevitable conclusion, I turned to the more
interesting object of investigation which was presented to me by
Rosanna Spearman s letter. The address was written as follows :—
" For Franklin Blake, Esq. To be given Into his own hands (and
not to be trusted to any one else), by Lucy Yolland."
I broke the seal. The envelope contained a letter: and this, in
its turn, contained a slip of paper. I read the letter first:—
" Sir,—If you are curious to know the meaning of my behaviour
to you, whilst you were staying In the house of my mistress. Lady
Verinder, do what you are told to do In the memorandum enclosed
with this—and do it without any person being present to overlook
you. Your humble servant,
" ROSANNA SPEARMAN."

I turned to the slip of paper next. Here Is the literal copy of it,
word for word:
" Memorandum:—To go to the Shivering Sand at the turn of
the tide. To walk out on the South Spit, until I get the South Spit
Beacon, and the flagstaff at the Coast-guard station above Cobb's
Hole in a line together. To lay doAvn on the rocks, a stick, or any
straight thing to guide my hand, exactly in the line of the beacon
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and the flagstaff. To take care, in doing this, that one end of the
stick shall be at the edge of the rocks, on the side of them which
overlooks the quicksand. To feel along the stick, among the seaweed (beginning from the end of the stick Avhich points toAvards the
beacon), for the Chain. To run my hand along the Chain, Avhen
found, until I come to the part of it which stretches over the edge of
the rocks, down into the quicksand. And then, to pull the chain."
Just as I had read the last words—underlined in the original—I
heard the voice of Betteredge behind me. The inventor of the
detective-fever had completely succumbed to that irresistible malady.
" I can't stand it any longer, Mr. Franklin. What does her letter
say ? For mercy's sake, sir, tell us, Avhat does her letter say? "
I handed him the letter, and the memorandum. He read the
first without appearing to be much interested in It. But the second—
the memorandum—produced a strong impression on him.
" The Sergeant said i t ! " cried Betteredge. " From first to
last, sir, the Sergeant said she had got a memorandum of the hidingplace. And here it is ! Lord save us, Mr. Franklin, here is the
secret that puzzled everybody, from the great Cuff downwards, ready
and waiting, as one may say, to show itself to you I It's the ebb
now, sir, as anybody may see for themselves. How long will it be
till the turn of the tide ? " He looked up, and observed a lad at
work, at some little distance from us, mending a net. " Tammie
Blight! " he shouted, at the top of his voice.
" I hear you ! " Tammie shouted back.
" When's the turn of the tide ? "
" In an hour's time."
We both looked at our Avatches.
" W e can go round by the coast, Mr. Franklin," said Betteredge ;
" and get to the quicksand in that way, Avith plenty of time to spare.
What do you say, sir ? "
"Come along?"
On our way to the Shivering Sand, I applied to Betteredge to
revive my memory of events (as affecting Rosanna Spearman) at the
period of Sergeant Cuff's inquiry. With my old friend's help, I soon
had the succession of circumstances clearly registered in my mind.
Rosanna's journey to Frizinghall, when the whole household believed
her to be ill in her own room—Rosanna's mysterious employment of
the night-time, with her door locked, and her candle burning till the
morning-—-Rosanna's suspicious purchase of the japanned tin case,
and the two dog's chains from Mrs. Yolland—the Sergeant's positive
conviction that Rosanna had hidden something at the Shivering
Sand, and the Sergeant's absolute ignorance as to what that some-
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thing might b e - a l l these strange results of the abortive inquiry into
the loss of the Moonstone, were clearly present to me again, when we
reached the quicksand, and walked out together on the low ledge of
rocks called the South Spit.
With Betteredge's help, I soon stood in the right position to see
the Beacon and the Coast-guard flagstaff in a line together. Following the memorandum as our guide, we next laid my stick in the
necessary direction, as neatly as we could, on the uneven surface of
the rocks. And then Ave looked at our watches once more.
It wanted nearly twenty minutes yet of the turn of the tide. I
suggested waiting through this interval on the beach, instead of on
the wet and slippery surface of the rocks. Having reached the dry
sand, I prepared to sit down ; and, greatly to my surprise, Betteredge prepared to leave me.
" What are you going away for ? " I asked.
" Look at the letter again, sir, and you AVIII see."
A glance at the letter reminded me that I was charged, when I
made my discovery, to make it alone,
" It's hard enough for me to leave you, at such a time as this,"
said Betteredge, " B u t she died a dreadful death, poor soul—and
I feel a kind of call on me, Mr. Franklin, to humour that fancy of
hers. Besides," he added, confidentially, " there's nothing in the
letter against your letting out the secret afterwards, I'll hang about
in the fir plantation, and wait till you pick me up. Don't be longer
than you can help, sir. The detective-fever isn't an easy disease
to deal with, under these circumstances,"
With that parting caution, he left me.
The interval of expectation, short as it was when reckoned by
the measure of time, assumed formidable proportions when reckoned
by the measure of suspense. This was one of the occasions on which
the invaluable habit of smoking becomes especially precious and
consolatory. I lit a cigar, and sat down on the slope of the
beach.
The sunlight poured its unclouded beauty on every object that
I could see. The exquisite freshness of the air made the mere act
of living and breathing a luxury. Even the lonely little bay welcomed
the morning with a show of cheerfulness; and the bared wet surface
of the quicksand itself, glittering with a golden brightness, hid the
horror of its false brown face under a passing smile. It was the
finest day I had seen since my return to England.
The turn of the tide came, before my cigar was finished. I saw
the preliminary heaving of the Sand, and then the awful shiver that
crept over its surface—as if some spirit of terror lived and moved
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and shuddered in the fathomless deeps beneath. I threw away my
cigar, and went back again to the rocks.
My directions in the memorandum instructed me to feel along
the line traced by the stick, beginning with the end which was nearest
to the beacon.
I advanced, in this manner, more than half Avay along the stick,
without encountering anything but the edges of the rocks. An inch
or two further on, however, my patience was rewarded. In a narrow
little fissure, just within reach of my forefinger, I felt the chain.
Attempting, next, to follow it, by touch, in the direction of the
quicksand, I found my progress stopped by a thick growth of seaweed—which had fastened itself into the fissure, no doubt, in the
time that had elapsed since Rosanna Spearman had chosen her
hiding-place.
It was equally impossible to pull up the seaweed, or to force my
hand through it. After marking the spot indicated by the end of
the stick which Avas placed nearest to the quicksand, I determined
to pursue the search for the chain on a plan of my own. My idea
was to " s o u n d " immediately under the rocks, on the chance of
recovering the lost trace of the chain at the point at which it entered
the sand. I took up the stick, and knelt down on the brink of the
South Spit.
In this position, my face was within a few feet of the surface of
the quicksand. The sight of it so near me, still disturbed at intervals
by its hideous shivering fit, shook my nerves for the moment. A
horrible fancy that the dead woman might appear on the scene of her
suicide, to assist my search—an unutterable dread of seeing her rise
through the heaving surface of the sand, and point to the place—
forced itself into my mind, and turned me cold in the warm sunlight.
I OAVU I closed my eyes at the moment when the point of the stick
first entered the quicksand.
The instant afterwards, before the stick could have been submerged more than a few inches, I was free from the hold of my OAVU
superstitious terror, and was throbbing Avith excitement from head
to foot. Sounding blindfold, at my first attempt—at that first
attempt I had sounded right! The stick struck the chain.
Taking a firm hold of the roots of the seaweed with my left hand,
I laid myself down over the brink, and felt with my right hand under
the overhanging edges of the rock. My right hand found the chain.
I drew it up without the slightest difficulty. And there Avas the
japanned tin case fastened to the end of It.
The action of the water had so rusted the chain, that it was
impossible for me to unfasten it from the hasp which attached it to
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the ease. Putting the case between my knees, and exerting my
utmost strength, I contrived to draAV off the cover. Some white
substance filled the whole interior when I looked in. I put in my
hand, and found it to be linen.
In drawing out the linen, I also drew out a letter crumpled up
with it. After looking at the direction, and discovering that it bore
my name, I put the letter in my pocket, and completely removed
the linen. It came out in a thick roll, moulded, of course, to the
shape of the case in which it had been so long confined, and perfectly
preserved from any injury by the sea.
I carried the linen to the dry sand of the beach, and there
unrolled and smoothed It out. There was no mistaking it as an
article of dress. It was a nightgoAvn.
The uppermost side, when I spread it out, presented to view
innumerable folds and creases, and nothing more. I tried the
undermost side, next—and instantly discovered the smear of the
paint from the door of Rachel's boudoir !
My eyes remained rivetted on the stain, and my mind took me
back at a leap from present to past. The very Avords of Sergeant
Cuff recurred to me, as if the man himself was at my side again,
pointing to the unansAverable inference which he drew from the
smear on the door.
" Find out whether there Is any article of dress in this house
Avith the stain of paint on It. Find out who that dress belongs to.
Find out how the person can account for having been in the room,
and smeared the paint, between midnight and three in the morning.
If the person can't satisfy you, you haven't far to look for the hand
that took the Diamond."
One after another those AA'ords travelled over my memory, repeating themselves again and again with a wearisome, mechanical
reiteration. I was roused from what felt like a trance of many
hours—from what Avas really, no doubt, the pause of a few moments
only—by a voice calling to me. I looked up, and saAv that Betteredge's
patience had failed him at last. He was just visible between the
sand hills, returning to the beach.
The old man's appearance recalled me, the moment I perceived
it, to my sense of present things, and reminded me that the inquiry
which I had pursued thus far, still remained Incomplete. I had
discovered the smear on the nightgown. To whom did the nightgown belong ?
Myrfirst Impulse was to consult the letter in my pocket—the
letter which I had found in the case.
As I raised my hand to take it out, I remembered that there was
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a shorter way to discovery than this. The nightgown itself would
reveal the truth; for, in all probability, the nightgown was marked
with its owner's name.
I took it up from the sand, and looked for the mark.
I found the mark, and read—
MY OWN NAME.

There were the familiar letters which told me that the nightgown
was mine. I looked up from them. There was the sun; there were
the glittering waters of the bay; there was old Betteredge, advancing
nearer and nearer to me. I looked back again at the letters. My
own name. Plainly confronting me—my own name.
" If time, pains, and money can do it, I will lay my hand on
the thief who took the Moonstone."—I had left London, with those
words on my lips. I had penetrated the secret which the quicksand
had kept from every other living creature. And, on the unanswerable evidence of the paint-stain, I had discovered Myself as the Thief

CHAPTER IV.
I HAVE not a word to say about my own sensations.
My impression is, that the shock inflicted on me completely
suspended my thinking and feeling poAver. I certainly could not
have known what I was about, when Betteredge joined me—for I
have it on his authority that I laughed, when he asked what was
the matter, and, putting the nightgown into his hands, told him to
read the riddle for himself
Of what was said between us on the beach, I have not the
faintest recollection. The first place in which I can now see myself
again plainly is the plantation of firs. Betteredge and I are walking
back together to the house ; and Betteredge is telling me that I
shall be able to face it, and he will be able to face it, Avhen we have
had a glass of grog.
The scene shifts from the plantation, to Betteredge's little sittingroom. My resolution not to enter Rachel's house is forgotten. I
feel gratefully the coolness and shadiness and quiet of the room. I
drink the grog (a perfectly new luxury to me, at that time of day),
Avhich my good old friend mixes Avith icy-cold Avater from the well.
Under any other circumstances, the drink Avould simply stupify me.
As things are, it strings up my nerves. I begin to " face it," as
Betteredge has predicted. And Betteredge, on his side, begins to
" face it," too.
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The picture which I am now presenting of myself will, I suspect,
be thought a very strange one, to say the least of it. Placed in a
situation which may, I think, be described as entirely without parallel,
Avhat Is the first proceeding to which I resort ? Do I seclude myself
from all human society ? Do I set my mind to analyse the abominable impossibility which, nevertheless, confronts me as an undeniable
fact ? Do I hurry tack to London by the first train to consult
the highest authorities, and to set a searching inquiry on foot immediately ? No. I accept the shelter of a house which I had resolved
never to degrade myself by entering again ; and I sit, tippling spirits
and Avater in the company of an old servant, at ten o'clock in the
morning. Is this the conduct that might have been expected from
a man placed In my horrible position ? I can only ansAver that the
sight of old Betteredge's familiar face was an Inexpressible comfort
to me, and that the drinking of old Betteredge's grog helped me,
as I believe nothing else would have helped me. In the state of complete bodily and mental prostration Into AvhIch I had fallen. I can
only offer this excuse for myself; and I can only admire that
invariable preservation of dignity, and that strictly logical consistency of conduct which distinguish every man and woman who
may read these lines, in every emergency of their lives from the
cradle to the grave.
" Now, Mr. Franklin, there's one thing certain, at any rate,"
said Betteredge, throAving the nightgown down on the table between
us, and pointing to It as if It was a living creature that could hear him.
" He's a liar, to begin AvIth."
This comforting view of the matter Avas not the view that presented itself to my mind.
" I am as innocent of all knoAvledge of having taken the Diamond
as you are," I said. " B u t there Is the Avitness against me ! The
paint on the nightgown, and the name on the nIghtgoAvn are
facts."
Betteredge lifted my glass, and put it persuasively Into my hand.
" Facts ? " he repeated. " Take a drop more grog, Mr. Franklin,
and j'ou'll get over the weakness of believing In facts ! Foul play,
sir ! " he continued, dropping his voice confidentially. " That is
hoAV I read the riddle. Foul play somewhere—and you and I must
find it out. Was there nothing else in the tin case, Avhen you put
your hand into it ? "
The question instantly reminded me of the letter In my pocket.
I took it out, and opened it. It Avas a letter of many pages, closely
written.
I looked impatiently for the signature at the end.
" Rosanna Spearman."
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As I read the name, a sudden remembrance illuminated my mmd,
and a sudden suspicion rose out of the new light.
" Stop ! " I exclaimed. " Rosanna Spearman came to my aunt
out of a Reformatory ? Rosanna Spearman had once been a
thief?"
"There's no denying that, Mr. Franklin. What of it now, if
you please ? "
" What of it now ? How do we know she may not have stolen
the Diamond after all ? How do we know she may not have smeared
my nightgown purposely with the paint
?"
Betteredge laid his hand on my arm, and stopped me before I
could say any more.
"You will be cleared of this, Mr. Franklin, beyond all doubt.
But I hope you won't be cleared in that Avay. See Avhat the letter
says, sir. In justice to the girl's memory, see Avhat it says."
I felt the earnestness with which he spoke—felt it as a friendly
rebuke to me. " You shall form your own judgment on her letter,"
I said, " I will read it out."
I began—and read these lines :
" Sir—I have something to own to you. A confession which
means much misery, may sometimes be made in very few words.
This confession can be made in three words. I love you."
The letter dropped from my hand. I looked at Betteredge. " In
the name of Heaven," I said, " what does it mean ? "
He seemed to shrink from answering the question.
" You and Limping Lucy were alone together this morning, sir "
he said. " D i d she say nothing about Rosanna Spearman ? "
" She never even mentioned Rosanna Spearman s name."
"Please to go back to the letter, Mr. Franklin. I tell you
plainly, I can't find it in my heart to distress you, after Avhat you
have had to bear already. Let her speak for herself, sir. And get
on with your grog. For your own sake, get on with your grog."
I resumed the reading of the letter.
" It Avould be very disgraceful to me to tell you this, if I Avas a
living woman Avhen you read it. I shall be dead and gone, sir, Avhen
you find my letter. It is that Avhich makes me bold. Not even my
graA'e will be left to tell of me. I may OAVU the truth—Avith the
quicksand waiting to hide me Avhen the Avords are written.
"Besides, you will find your nightgown in my hiding-place, AvIth
the smear of the paint on it; and you will want to know how it came
to be hidden by me ? and Avhy I said nothing to you about it in my
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life-time ? I have only one reason to give. I did these strange
things, because I loved you.
" I won't trouble you with much about myself, or my life, before
you came to my lady's house. Lady Verinder took me out of a
reformatory. I had gone to the reformatory from the prison. I was
put in the prison, because I was a thief. I was a thief, because my
mother went on the streets when I was quite a little girl. My mother
went on the streets, because the gentleman who was my father deserted
her. There is no need to tell such a common story as this, at
any length. It is told quite often enough in the newspapers.
" Lady Verinder was very kind to me, and Mr. Betteredge was
very kind to me. Those two, and the matron at the reformatory are
the only good people I have ever met with in all my life, I might
have got on in my place—not happily—but I might have got on, if
you had not come visiting, I don't blame you, sir. It's my fault—
all my fault.
" Do you remember when you came out on us from among the
sand hifls, that morning, looking for Mr. Betteredge ? You were like
a prince in a fairy-story. You were like a lover in a dream. You
were the most adorable human creature I had ever seen. Something
that felt lI'Ke the happy life I had never led yet, leapt up in me at
the instant I set eyes on you. Don't laugh at this if you can help it.
Oh, if I could only make you feel hoAv serious it is to me!
" I went back to the house, and wrote your name and mine in
my Avork-box, and drew a true lovers' knot under them. Then,
some devil—no, I ought to say some good angel—whispered to me,
• Go and look In the glass.' The glass told me—never mind what.
I was too foolish to take the warning. I Avent on getting fonder and
fonder of you, just as if I was a lady in your own rank of life, and
the most beautiful creature your eyes ever rested on. I tried—oh,
dear, how I tried—to get you to look at me. If you had known hoAV
I used to cry at night with the misery and the mortification of your
never taking any notice of me, you would have pitied me perhaps,
and have given me a look UOAV and then to live on.
" It would have been no very kind look, perhaps, if you had
known how I hated Miss Rachel. I believe I found out you were in
love Avith her, before you kncAV it yourself. She used to give you
roses to wear In your button-hole. Ah, Mr. Franklin, you wore 7ny
roses oftener than either you or she thought! The only comfort I
had at that time, was putting my rose secretly in your glass of water,
iu place of hers—and then throwing her rose away.
" If she had been really as pretty as you thought her, I might
have borne it better. N o ; I believe I should have been more spiteful
19
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against her still. Suppose you put Miss Rachel into a servant's
dress, and took her ornaments off
? I don't know what is the
use of my writing in this Avay. It can't be denied that she had a
bad figure; she was too thin. But who can tell what the men like ?
And young ladies may behave in a manner which would cost a servant
her place. It's no business of mine. I can't expect you to read my
letter, if I write it In this way. But it does stir one up to hear Miss
Rachel called pretty, when one knows all the time that it's her dress
does it, and her confidence in herself.
" Try not to lose patience with me, sir. I will get on as fast as
I can to the time which is sure to interest you—the time Avhen the
Diamond Avas lost.
" But there Is one thing which I have got It on my mind to tell
you first,
" My life was not a very hard life to bear, while I was a thief.
It was only when they had taught me at the reformatory to feel my
own degradation, and to try for better things, that the days grew
long and weary. Thoughts of the future forced themselves on me
now. I felt the dreadful reproach that honest people—even the
kindest of honest people — were to me In themselves. A heartbreaking sensation of loneliness kept with me, go where I might,
and do what I might, and see what persons I might. It Avas my
duty, I know, to try and get on with my fellow-servants in my ncAv
place. Somehow, I couldn't make friends with them. They looked
(or I thought they looked) as If they suspected Avhat I had been. I
don't regret, far from It, having been roused to make the effort to be
a reformed woman—but, indeed, indeed it was a weary life. You
had come across It like a beam of sunshine at first—and then you
too failed me. I was mad enough to love you ; and I couldn't even
attract your notice. There was great misery—there really was great
misery in that.
" Now I am coming to what I Avanted to tell you. In those days
of bitterness, I went two or three times, Avhen it Avas my turn to go
out, to my favourite place—the beach above the Shivering Sand.
And I said to myself, ' I think it will end here. When I can bear It
no longer, I think it will end here.' You will understand, sir, that
the place had laid a kind of spell on me before you came. I had
always had a notion that something would happen to me at the
quicksand. But I had never looked at it, with the thought of its
being the means of my making away with myself, till the time came
of which I am now writing. Then I did think that here was a place
which would end all my troubles for me in a moment or two—aud
hide me for ever afterwards.
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" T h i s is all I have to say about myself reckoning from the
morning when I first saw you, to the morning when the alarm was
raised in the house that the Diamond was lost.
" I was so aggravated by the foolish talk among the women
servants, all wondering who Avas to be suspected first; and I Avas so
angry with you (knowing no better at that time) for the pains you
took in hunting for the joAvel, and sending for the police, that I kept
as much as possible away by myself, until later in the day, Avhen the
officer from Frizinghall came to the house.
" Mr. Seegrave began, as you may remember, by setting a guard
on the Avomen's bedrooms; and the women all folloAved him up-staIrs
in a rage, to know what he meant by the Insult he had put on them.
I went with the rest, because if I had done anything different from
the rest, Mr. Seegrave was the sort of man who would have suspected
me directly. We found him in Miss Rachel's room. He told us he
wouldn't have a lot of Avomen there; and he pointed to the smear
on the painted door, and said some of our petticoats had done the
mischief, and sent us all down-stairs again.
"After leaving Miss Rachel's room, I stopped a moment on one
of the landings, by myself, to see If I had got the paint-stain by any
chance on 7ny gown. Penelope Betteredge (the only one of the
women with whom I Avas on friendly terms) passed, and noticed Avhat
I was about.
" ' Y o u needn't trouble yourself, Rosanna,' she said. ' T h e
paint on Miss Rachel's door has been dry for hours. If Mr. Seegrave
hadn't set a watch on our bedrooms, I might have told him as much.
I don't know what you think—I was never so insulted before in
my life!'
" Penelope was a hot-tempered giri. I quieted her, and brought
her back to what she had said about the paint on the door having
been dry for hours.
" ' How do you kuoAV that ? ' I asked.
" ' I was Avith Miss Rachel, and Mr. Franklin, all yesterday
morning,' Penelope said, ' mixing the colours, Avhile they finished
the door. I heard Miss Rachel ask Avhether the door Avould be dry
that evening. In time for the birthday company to see It. And Mr.
Franklin shook his head, and said it AA'ouldn't be dry iu less than
twelve hours. It was long past luncheon-time—it Avas three o'clock
before they had done. What does your arithmetic say, Rosanna ?
Mine says the door was dry by three this morning.'
" ' Did some of the ladles go up-staIrs yesterday evening to see
it ? ' I asked. ' I thought I heard Miss Rachel Avarning them to
keep clear of the door,'
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" ' None of the ladies made the smear,' Penelope answered. ' I
left Miss Rachel in bed at twelve last night. And I noticed the
door, and there Avas nothing Avrong with it then.'
" ' Oughtn't you to mention this to Mr. Seegrave, Penelope? '
" ' I wouldn't say a Avord to help Mr. Seegrave for anything that
could be offered to me !'
" She Avent to her work, and I went to mine.
" My work, sir, was to make your bed, and to put your room
tidy. It was the happiest hour I had in the whole day. I used to
kiss the pillow on which your head had rested all night. No matter
Avho has done It since, you have never had your clothes folded as
nicely as I folded them for you. Of all the little knick-knacks in
your dressing-case, there Avasn't one that had so much as a speck on
it. You never noticed It, any more than you noticed me. I beg
your pardon ; I am forgetting myself I will make haste, and go
on again.
" Well, I Avent In that morning to do my work in your room.
There was your nightgown tossed across the bed, just as you had
thrown it off. I took it up to fold it—and I saw the stain of the
paint from Miss Rachel's door !
" I was so startled by the discovery that I ran out, with the
nIghtgoAvn in my hand, and made for the back stairs, and locked
myself into my own room, to look at it in a place where nobody could
intrude and interrupt me.
" A s soon as I got my breath again, I called to mind my talk
with Penelope, and I said to myself, ' Here's the proof that he Avas
in Miss Rachel's sitting-room between twelve last night, and three
this morning! '
" I shall not tell you in plain words Avhat was the first suspicion
that crossed my mind, when I had made that discovery. You Avould
only be angry—and, if you were angry, you might tear my letter up
and read no more of it.
" Let it be enough. If you please, to say only this. After thinking it over to the best of my ability, I made It out that the thing
Avasn't likely, for a reason that I Avill tell you. If you had been In
Miss Rachel's sitting-room, at that time of night, Avith Miss Rachel's
knowledge (and if you had been foolish enough to forget to take care
of the Avet door) site \Yould have reminded you—s/uMvould never have
let you carry aAvay such a witness against her, as the Avitness I Avas
looking at now ! At the same time, I own I Avas not completely
certain in my own mind that I had proved my own suspicion to be
wrong. You will not have forgotten that I have owned to hating
Miss Rachel. Try to think, if you can, that there was a little of
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that hatred In all this. It ended in my determining to keep the
nightgown, and to Avalt, and Avatch, and see what use I might make
of it. At that time, please to remember, not the ghost of an idea
entered my head that you had stolen the Diamond."
There, I broke off In the reading of the letter for the second time.
I had read those portions of the miserable woman s confession
AvhIch related to myself, with unaffected surprise, and, I can honestly
add, with sincere distress. I had regretted, truly regretted, the
aspersion which I had thoughtlessly cast on her memory, before I
had seen a line of her letter. But when I had advanced as far as
the passage which Is quoted above, I own I felt my mind groAvIug
bitterer and bitterer against Rosanna Spearman as I went on. " Read
the rest for yourself," I said, handing the letter to Betteredge across
the table. " If there is anything in it that I must look at, you can
tell me as you go on."
" I understand you, Mr. Franklin," he answered. " It's natural,
sir. In you. And, God help us all! " he added, in a lower tone,
" it's no less natural In her."
I proceed to copy the continuation of the letter from the original,
in my own possession :—
" Having determined to keep the nightgown, and to see what
use my love, or my revenge (I hardly know which) could turn it to
in the future, the next thing to discover was how to keep it without
the risk of being found out.
" There was only one way—to make another nIghtgoAvn exactly
like it, before Saturday came, and brought the laundry-woman and
her inventory to the house.
" I was afraid to put It off till next day (the Friday); being in
doubt lest some accident might happen in the Interval. I determined
to make the ncAV nIghtgoAvn on that same day (the Thursday), while
I could count, if I played my cards properly, on having my time to
myself. The first thing to do (after locking up your nightgown in
my drawer) was to go back to your bedroom—not so much to put it
to rights (Penelope would have done that for me, if I had asked her)
as to find out whether you had smeared off any of the paint-stain
from your nightgown, on the bed, or on any piece of furniture in the
room.
I examined everything narrowly, and at last, I found a few faint
streaks of the paint on the inside of your dressing-gown—not the
linen dressing-gown you usually wore in that summer season, but a
flannel dressing-gown which you had with you also. I suppose you
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felt chilly after walking to and fro In nothing but your night dress,
and put on the warmest thing you could find. At any rate, there
were the stains, just visible, on the inside of the dressing-gown. I
easily got rid of these by scraping away the stuff of the flannel.
This done, the only proof left against you was the proof locked up in
my drawer.
" I had just finished your room Avhen I was sent for to be questioned by Mr. Seegrave, along with the rest of the servants. Next
came the examination of all our boxes. And then followed the most
extraordinary event of the day—to me—since I had found the paint
on your nightgown. This event came out of the second questioning
of Penelope Betteredge by Superintendent Seegrave.
" Penelope returned to us quite beside herself with rage at the
manner in which Mr. Seegrave had treated her. He had hinted,
beyond the possibility of mistaking him, that he suspected her of
being the thief YIe were all equally astonished at hearing this,
and we all asked. Why ?
" ' Because the Diamond AA'as in Miss Rachel's sitting-room,'
Penelope answered. ' And because I was the last person in the
sitting-room at night! '
"Almost before the Avords had left her lips, I remembered that
another person had been In the sitting-room later than Penelope,
That person was yourself My head Avhirled round, and my thoughts
were In dreadful confusion. In the midst of it all, something in my
mind Avhispered to me that the smear on your nightgOAvn might have
a meaning entirely different to the meaning which I had given to it
up to that time. ' If the last person Avho was in the room is the
person to be suspected,' I thought to myself, * the thief is not
Penelope, but Mr. Franklin Blake ! '
" In the case of any other gentleman, I believe I should have
been ashamed of suspecting him of theft, almost as soon as the suspicion had passed through my mind.
" But the bare thought that YOU had let yourself doAvn to my
level, and that I, in possessing myself of your nightgown, had also
possessed myself of the means of shielding you from being discovered,
and disgraced for l i f e - 1 say, sir, the bare thought of this seemed to
open such a chance before me of winning your good will, that I passed
blindfold, as one may say, from suspecting to believing. I made up
my mind, on the spot, that you had shown yourself the busiest of
anybody in fetching the police, as a blind to deceive us all; and that
the hand which had taken Miss Rachel's jewel could by no possibility
be any other hand than yours."
" The excitement of this new discovery of mine must I think,
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have turned my head for awhile. I felt such a devouring eagerness
to see you—to try you with a Avord or two about the Diamond, and
to 7)iake you look at me, and speak to me, in that Avay—that I put
my hair tidy, and made myself as nice as I could, and Avent to you
boldly in the library where I kncAV you were writing.
" You had left one of your rings up-staIrs, which made as good
an excuse for my Intrusion as I could have desired. But, oh, sir !
if you have ever loved, you AVIII understand hoAV it was that all my
courage cooled, Avhen I Avalked into tho room, and found myself in
your presence. And then, you looked up at me so coldly, and you
thanked me for finding your ring In such an iudifferent manner, that
my knees trembled under me, and I felt as if I should drop on the
floor at your feet. When you had thanked me, you looked back, if
you remember, at your writing. I was so mortified at being treated
in this way, that I plucked up spirit enough to speak. I said,
' This Is a strange thing about the Diamond, sir.' And you looked
up again, and said, ' Yes, it Is ! ' You spoke civilly (I can't deny
that); but still you kept a distance—a cruel distance between us.
Believing, as I did, that you had got the lost Diamond hidden about
you, while you were speaking, your coolness so provoked me that I
got bold enough, in the heat of the moment, to give you a hint. I
said, ' They will never find the Diamond, sir, will they ? No ! nor
the person who took it—I'll answer for that.' I nodded, and smiled
at you, as much as to say, ' I knoAV ! ' This time, you looked up at
me with something like Interest In your eyes ; and I felt that a fcAv
more words on your side and mnne might bring out the truth. Just
at that moment, Mr. Betteredge spoilt it all by coming to the door.
I knew his footstep, and I also knew that It was against his rules for
me to be In the library at that time of day—let alone being there
along Avitli you. I had only just time to get out of my own accord,
before he could come In and tell me to go. I was angry and disappointed ; but I was not entirely without hope for all that. The ice,
you see, was broken between us—and I thought I would take care,
on the next occasion, that Mr. Betteredge Avas out of the Avay.
" When I got back to the servants' hall, the bell was going for
our dinner. Afternoon already! and the materials for making the
new nightgown were still to be got! There was but one chance of
getting them. I shammed 111 at dinner; and so secured the whole
of the interval from then till tea-time to my own use.
" What I was about, while the household believed me to be
lying down in my own room ; and how I spent the night, after
shamming ill again at tea-time, and having been sent upto bed, there
is no need to tell you. Sergeant Cuff discovered that much, if he
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discovered nothing more. And I can guess how. I was detected
(though I kept my veil down) in the draper's shop at Frizinghall.
There was a glass in front of me, at the counter where I was buying
the longcloth ; and—in that glass—I saw one of the shopmen point
to my shoulder and whisper to another. At night again, when I was
secretly at work, locked into my room, I heard the breathing of the
women servants who suspected me, outside my door.
" It didn't matter then ; it doesn't matter now. On the Friday
morning, hours before Sergeant Cuff' entered the house, there was
the new nightgown—to make up your number in place of the nightgown that I had got—made, AA'rung out, dried, ironed, marked, and
folded as the laundry woman folded all the others, safe in your
drawer. There was no fear (if the linen in the house was examined)
of the newness of the nightgown betraying me. All your underclothing had been renewed, when you came to our house—I suppose
on your return home from foreign parts.
" The next thing was the arrival of Sergeant Cuff; and the next
great surprise was the announcement of what he thought about the
smear on the door.
" I had believed you to be guilty (as I have owned) more because
I wanted you to be guilty than for any other reason. And now, the
Sergeant had come round by a totally different way to the same conclusion (respecting the nightgown) as mine! And I had got the
dress that was the only proof against you ! And not a living
creature knew It—yourself Included ! I am afraid to tell you how t
felt when I called these things to mind—you would hate my memory
for ever afterwards."
At that place, Betteredge looked up from the letter.
" N o t a ghmmer of light so far, Mr. Franklin," said the old
man, taking ofi* his heavy tortolseshell spectacles, and pushing Rosanna
Spearman's confession a little away from him. " Have you come to
any conclusion, sir, in your own mind, while I have been reading?"
" Finish the letter first, Betteredge ; there may be something to
enlighten us at the end of it. I shall have a Avord or two to say to
you after that."
"Very good, sir. I'll just rest my eyes, and then I'll go on
agalij. In the meantime, Mr. Franklin—I don't want to hurry you
•—but would you mind telling me, in one AA'ord, whether you see your
way out of this dreadful mess yet ? "
" I see my way back to London," I said, " to consult Mr. Bruff.
If he can't help me
"
"Yes, s i r ? "
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'And if the Sergeant won't leave his retirement at Dork"
" He won't, Mr. Franklin ! "
" Then, Betteredge—as far as I can see now—I am at the end
of my resources. After Mr. Bruff and the Sergeant, I don't knoAv
of a living creature who can be of the slightest use to me."
As the words passed my lips, some person outside knocked at
the door of the room.
Betteredge looked surprised as well as annoyed by the interruption.
" Come In," he called out, irritably, " whoever you are ! "
The door opened, and there entered to us, quietly, the most
remarkable-looking man that I had ever seen. Judging him by his
figure and his movements, he was still young. Judging him by his
face, and comparing him with Betteredge, he looked the elder of the
two. His complexion was of a gipsy darkness ; his fleshless cheeks
had fallen into deep hollows, over which the bone projected like a
pent-house. His nose presented the fine shape and modelling so
often found among the ancient people of the East, so seldom visible
among the newer races of the West. His forehead rose high and
straight from the brow. His marks and AA'iinkles were innumerable.
From this strange face, eyes, stranger still, of the softest brown—
eyes dreamy and mournful, and deeply sunk In their orbits—looked
out at you, and (In my case, at least) took your attention captive at
their will. Add to this a quantity of thick closely-curling hair,
which, by some freak of Nature, had lost Its colour in the most
startlingly partial and capricious manner. Over the top of his head
it was still of the deep black which was its natural colour. Round
the sides of his head—without the slightest gradation of grey to
break the force of the extraordinary contrast—it had turned completely white. The hue between the two colours preserved no sort
of regularity. At one place, the white hair ran up Into the black ;
at another, the black hair ran down into the white. I looked at the
man with a curiosity which, I am ashamed to say, I found it quite
impossible to control. His soft broAvn eyes looked back at me gently;
and he met my involuntary rudeness in staring at him, Avith an
apology which I was conscious that I had not deserved.
" I beg your pardon," he said. " I had no Idea that Mr. Betteredge was engaged." He took a slip of paper from his pocket, and
handed it to Betteredge. " The list for next week," he said. His
eyes just rested on me again—and he left the room as quietly as he
had entered it.
" W h o is t h a t ? " I asked.
ing
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" M r . Candy's assistant," said Betteredge.
"By-the-bye,
Mr. Franklin, you will be sorry to hear that the little doctor has
never recovered that illness he caught, going home from the birthday
dinner. He's pretty well in health ; but he lost his memory in the
fever, and he has never recovered more than the wreck of it since.
The work all falls on his assistant. Not much of it now, except
among the poor. They can't help themselves, you know. They
must put up with the man with the piebald hair, and the gipsy complexion—or they would get no doctoring at all."
" You don't seem to like him, Betteredge ? "
"Nobody likes him, sir."
" Why is he so unpopular ? "
" Well, Mr. Franklin, his appearance is against him, to begin
with. And then there's a story that Mr. Candy took him with a very
doubtful character. Nobody knows who he is—and he hasn't a friend
in the place. How can you expect one to like him, after that ? "
" Quite impossible, of course ! May I ask what he wanted with
you, when he gave you that bit of paper ? "
" Only to bring me the weekly list of the sick people about here,
sir, who stand In need of a little wine. My lady always had a
regular distribution of good sound port and sherry among the infirm
poor; and Miss Rachel wishes the custom to be kept up. Times
have changed! times have changed ! I remember when Mr. Candy
himself brought the list to my mistress. NOAV it's Mr. Candy's
assistant Avho brings the list to me. I'll go on with the letter, if you
will allow me, sir," said Betteredge, draAving Rosanna Spearman's
confession back to him. " It isn't lively reading, I grant you. But,
there ! it keeps me from getting sour with thinking of the past."
He put on his spectacles, and wagged his head gloomily. " There's
a bottom of good sense, Mr. Franklin, in our conduct to our mothers,
Avhen they first start us on the journey of life. We are all of us more
or less unwilling to be brought into the Avorld. And we are all of us
right."
Mr. Candy's assistant had produced too strong an impression on
me to be immediately dismissed from my thoughts. I passed over
the last unanswerable utterance of the Betteredge philosophy; and
returned to the subject of the man with the piebald hair,
" What is his name ? " I asked.
" A s ugly a name as need be," Betteredge answered, gruffly.
" Ezra Jennings."
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CHAPTER V
told me the name of Mr. Candy's assistant, Betteredge
appeared to think that we had wasted enough of our time on an
insignificant subject. He resumed the perusal of Rosanna Spearman's letter.
On my side, I sat at the Avindow, Avaiting until he had done.
Little by little, the impression produced on me by Ezra Jennings—
it seemed perfectly unaccountable, in such a situation as mine, that
any human being should have produced an impression on me at all!—
faded from my mind. My thoughts floAved back into their former
channel. Once more, I forced myself to look my own incredible
position resolutely in the face. Once more, I reviewed in my own
mind the course AA'hich I had at last summoned composure enough to
plan out for the future.
To go back to London that day; to put the whole case before
Mr. Bruff; and, last and most Important, to obtain (no matter by
Avhat means or at what sacrifice) a personal IntervieAV with Rachel—
this was my plan of action, so far as I Avas capable of forming It at
the time. There was more than an hour still to spare before the
train started. And there was the bare chance that Betteredge
might discover something In the unread portion of Rosanna Spearman's letter, which it might be useful for me to know before I left
the house in which the Diamond had been lost. For that chance I
Avas now waiting.
The letter ended in these terms :

HAVING

" You have no need to be angry, Mr, Franklin, even if I did feel
some little triumph at knowing that I held all your prospects in life
in my own hands. Anxieties and fears soon came back to me. With
the view Sergeant Cuff took of the loss of the Diamond, he would be
sure to end in examining our linen and our dresses. There was no
place in my room—there was no place in the house—which I could
feel satisfied would be safe from him. How to hide the nightgown
so that not even the Sergeant could find it ? and how to do that without losing one moment of precious time ?—these were not easy questions to answer. My uncertainties ended in my taking a way that
may make you laugh. I undressed, and put the nightgown on me.
You had worn it—and I had another little moment of pleasure in
wearing it after you.
" The next news that reached us in the servants' hall showed
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that I had not made sure of the nightgown a moment too soon.
Sergeant Cuff wanted to see the washing-book.
" I found it, and took it to him In my lady's sitting-room. The
Sergeant and I had come across each other more than once in former
days. I was certain he Avould know me again—and I was not certain
of what he might do when he found me employed as servant in a
house in which a valuable jcAvel had been lost. In this suspense, I
felt it would be a relief to me to get the meeting between us over,
and to know the worst of It at once.
" He looked at me as if I Avas a stranger, when I handed him the
washing-book ; and he was very specially polite in thanking me for
bringing it. I thought those were both bad signs. There Avas no
knowing what he might say of me behind my back ; there Avas no
knowing how soon I might not find myself taken in custody on
suspicion, and searched. It was then time for your return from
seeing Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite off by the ralhvay; and I went to your
favourite walk in the shrubbery, to try for another chance of speaking
to you—the last chance, for all I kneAV to the contrary, that I might
have.
" You never appeared ; and, what was worse still, Mr. Betteredge
and Sergeant Cuff passed by the place where I was hiding—and the
Sergeant saAv me.
" I had no choice, after that, but to return to my proper place
and my proper work, before more disasters happened to me. Just
as I Avas going to step across the path, you came back from the
ralhvay. You Avere making straight for the shrubbery, when you
saw me—I am certain, sir, you saw me—and you turned away as if
I had got the plague, and went into the house.*
" I made the best of my way indoors again, returning by the
s-ervants' entrance. There Avas nobody In the laundry-room at that
time ; and I sat down there alone. I have told you already of the
thoughts which the Shivering Sand put into my head. Those
thoughts came back to me now. I wondered In myself which it
would be hardest to do, if things Avent on In this manner—to bear
Mr. Franklin Blake's Indifference to me, or to jump into the quicksand and end It for ever In that way ?
" It's useless to ask me to account for my own conduct, at this
time. I try—and I can't understand It myself.
* NOTE; by Franklin Blake.—The writer is entirely mistaken, poor
creature. I never noticed her. My intention was certainly to have taken a turn
in the shrubbery. But, remembering at the same moment that my aunt might
wish to see me, after my return from the railway, I altered my mind, and
went into the house.
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" Why didn't I stop you, Avhen you avoided me in that cruel
manner ? Why didn't I call out, ' Mr. Franklin, I have got something to say to you ; it concerns yourself, and you must, and shall,
hear it ? ' You were at my mercy—I had got the whip-hand of you,
as they say. And better than that, I had the means (If I could
only make you trust me) of being useful to you in the future. Of
course, I never supposed that you—a gentleman—had stolen the
Diamond for the mere pleasure of stealing It. No. Penelope had
heard Miss Rachel, and I had heard Mr. Betteredge, talk about your
extravagance and your debts. It was plain enough to me that you
had taken the Diamond to sell it, or pledge it, and so to get the
money of which you stood in need. Well! I could have told you
of a man in London who would have advanced a good large sum on
the jewel, and Avho would have asked no aAvkward questions about
It either.
" Why didn't I speak to you ! why didn't I speak to you !
" I wonder whether the risks and difficulties of keeping the
nightgown were as much as I could manage, without having other
risks and difficulties added to them ? This might have been the
case with some women—but how could It be the case AvIth me ? In
the days when I was a thief, I had run fifty times greater risks, and
found my way out of difficulties to AvhIch this difficulty was mere
child's play. I had been apprenticed, as you may say, to frauds and
deceptions—some of them on such a grand scale, and managed so
cleverly, that they became famous, and appeared in the noAvspapers.
Was such a little thing as the keeping of the nightgown likely to
weigh on my spirits, and to set my heart sinking within me, at the
time when I ought to have spoken to you ? What nonsense to ask
the question ! The thing couldn't be.
" Where Is the use of my dwelling in this way on my own folly ?
The plain truth is plain enough, surely ? Behind your back, I loved
you with all my heart and soul. Before your face—there's no
denying it—I was frightened of you ; frightened of making you
angry with me; frightened of what you might say to me (though you
had taken the Diamond) if I presumed to tell you that t had found
it out. I had gone as near to it as I dared when I spoke to you in
the library. You had not turned your back on me then. You had
not started away from me as if I had got the plague. I tried to
provoke myself into feeling angry with you, and to rouse up my
courage in that way. No ! I couldn't feel anything but the misery
and the mortification of It.
' You re a plain girl; you have got a
crooked shoulder; you re only a housemald^v/hat do you mean by
attempting to speak to Me ? ' You never uttered a word of that,
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Mr. Franklin ; but you said it all to me, nevertheless! Is sucl
madness as this to be accounted for ? No. There is nothing tc
be done but to confess it, and let it be.
" I ask your pardon, once more, for this Avandering of my pen.
There is no fear of its happening again, I am close at the end
now.
" The first person who disturbed me by coming Into the empty
room was Penelope. She had found out my secret long since, and
she had done her best to bring me to my senses—and done It
kindly too.
" ' Ah !' she said, ' I know why you're sitting here, and fretting,
all by yourself. The best thing that can happen for your advantage,
Rosanna, will be for Mr. Franklin's visit here to come to an end.
It's my belief that he won't be long now before he leaves the house.
" in all my thoughts of you I had never thought of your going
away. I couldn't speak to Penelope. I could only look at her.
" ' I've just left Miss Rachel,' Penelope went on. ' And a hard
matter I have had of it to put up with her temper. She says the
house is unbearable to her with the police in I t ; and she's determined to speak to my lady this evening, and to go to her Aunt
Ablewhite to-moiTOw. If she does that, Mr. Franklin will be the
next to find a reason for going away, you may depend on i t ! '
" I recovered the use of my tongue at that. ' Do you mean to
say Mr. Franklin will go with her ? ' I asked.
" ' Only too gladly, if she would let him; but she won't. He
has been made to feel her temper; he is in her black books too—and that after having done all he can to help her, poor felloAV!
No ! no ! If they don't make it up before to-morrow, you will see
Miss Rachel go one Avay, and Mr. Franklin another. Where ho
may betake himself to I can't say. But he will never stay here,
Rosanna, after Miss Rachel has left us.'
" I managed to master the despair I felt at the prospect of your
going away. To own the truth, I saw a little glimpse of hope for
myself if there was really a serious disagreement between Miss
Rachel and you. ' D o you knoAV,' I asked, 'what the quarrel is
between them ? '
" ' It is all on Miss Rachel's side,' Penelope said. ' And, for
anything I know to the contrary, it's all Miss Rachel's temper, and
nothing else. I am loth to distress you, Rosanna ; but don't run
away with the notion that Mr. Franklin is ever likely to quarrel AvIth
her. He's a great deal too fond of her for that! '
" She had only just spoken those cruel words when there came
a call to us from Mr. Betteredge. AU the indoor servants Avere to.
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assemble in the hall. And then we were to go in, one by one, and
be questioned In Mr. Betteredge's room by Sergeant Cuff.
" It came to my turn to go in, after her ladyship's maid and the
upper housemaid had been questioned first. Sergeant Cuff's
inquiries—though he wrapped them up very cunningly—soon showed
me that those two women (the bitterest enemies I had in the house)
had made their discoveries outside my door, on the Tuesday afternoon, and again on the Thursday night. They had told the Sergeant
enough to open his eyes to some part of the truth. He rightly
believed me to have made a noAV nightgown secretly, but he wrongly
believed the paint-stained nightgown to be mine. I felt satisfied of
another thing, from what he said, Avhich it puzzled me to understand.
He suspected me, of course, of being concerned in the disappearance
of the Diamond. But, at the same time, he let me see—purposely,
as I thought—that he did not consider me as the person chiefly
answerable for the loss of the jewel. He appeared to think that I
had been acting under the direction of somebody else. Who that
person might be, I couldn't guess then, and can't guess now.
" In this uncertainty, one thing was plain—that Sergeant Cuff
was miles away from knowing the whole truth. You Avere safe as
long as the nightgoAvn was safe—and not a moment longer.
" I quite despair of making you understand the distress and
terror which pressed upon me now. It Avas impossible for me to risk
wearing your nightgown any longer. I might find myself taken off,
at a moment's notice, to the police court at Frizinghall, to be charged
on suspicion, and searched accordingly. While Sergeant Cuff still
left me free, I had to choose—and at once-—between destroying the
nightgown, or hiding it in some safe place, at some safe distance
from the house.
" I f I had only been a little less fond of you, I think I should
have destroyed it. But oh ! how could I destroy the only thing I
had which proved that I had saved you from discovery ? If we did
come to an explanation together, and if you suspected me of having
some bad motive, and denied it all, how could I win upon you to
trust me, unless I had the nightgown to produce ? Was it wronging
you to believe, as I did, and do still, that you might hesitate to let
a poor girl like me be the sharer of your secret, and your accomplice
in the theft which your money-troubles had tempted you to commit ?
Think of your cold behaviour to me, sir, and you will hardly wonder
at my unwillingness to destroy the only claim on your confidence and
your gratitude which it was my fortune to possess.
" I determined to hide it; and the place I fixed on Avas the place
I knew best—the Shivering Sand.
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" As soon as the questioning was over, I made the first excuS(
that came into my head, and got leave to go out for a breath of fresl
air. I went straight to Cobb's Hole, to Mr. YoUand's cottage. Hi
wife and daughter were the best friends I had. Don't suppose
trusted them Avith your secret—I have trusted nobody. All I wantec
was to write this letter to you, and to have a safe opportunity o
taking the nightgown off me. Suspected as I was, I could do neithe:
of those things, with any sort of security, up at the house.
' ' And now I have nearly got through my long letter, writing i
alone in Lucy Yolland's bedroom. When it is done, I shall gi
downstairs with the nightgown rolled up, and hidden under my cloak
I shall find the means I want for keeping it safe and dry in iti
hiding-place, among the litter of old things in Mrs. Yolland's kitchen
And then I shall go to the Shivering Sand—don't be afraid of m^
letting my footmarks betray me !—and hide the nightgown down ii
the sand, where no living creature can find it without being first le
into the secret by myself.
" And, when that's done, what then ?
" Then, Mr. Franklin, i shall have two reasons for making
another attempt to say the words to you which I have not said yet
If you leave the house, as Penelope believes you will leave it, and i
I haven't spoken to you before that, I shall lose my opportunity foi
ever. That is one reason. Then, again, there is the comforting
knowledge—if my speaking does make you angry—that I have go
the nightgown ready to plead my cause for me as nothing else can
That is my other reason. If these two together don't harden mj
heart against the coldness which has hitherto frozen it up (I mear
the coldness of your treatment of me), there will be the end of mj
efforts—and the end of my life.
" Yes. If I miss my next opportunity—if you are as cruel as
ever, and if I feel It again as I have felt it already—good-bye to th(
world which has grudged me the happiness that it gives to others
Good-bye to life, which nothing but a little kindness from you car
ever make pleasurable to me again. Don't blame yourself, sir, if ii
ends in this way. But try—do try—to feel some forgiving sorroAA
for me ! I shall take care that you find out what I have done foi
you, when I am past telling you of it myself. Will you say something kind of me then—in the same gentle Avay that you have when
you speak to Miss Rachel ? If you do that, and if there are such
things as ghosts, I believe my ghost will hear it, and tremble with
the pleasure of it.
" It's time I left off. I am making myself cry. How am I to see mj
way to the hiding-place if I let these useless tears come and blind me ?
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"Besides, Avhy should I look at the gloomy side? Why not
believe, while I can, that It will end well after all ? I may find you
in a good humour to-night—or, if not, I may succeed better tomorrow morning. I shan't improve my plain face by fretting—shall
I ? Who knows but I may have filled all these Aveary long pages of
paper for nothing ? They Avill go, for safety's sake (never mind now
for Avhat other reason) into the hiding-place along with the nightgown. It has been hard, hard work Avriting my letter. Oh ! if we
only end in understanding each other, how I shall enjoy tearing it up 1
" I beg to remain, sir, your true lover and humble servant,
" ROSANNA SPEARMAX."

The reading of the letter was completed by Betteredge In silence.
After carefully putting it back in the envelope, he sat thinking, with
his head bov/ed doAvn, and his eyes on the ground.
" Betteredge," I said, " is there any hint to guide me at the end
of the letter?"
He looked up slowly, with a heavy sigh.
" There Is nothing to guide you, Mr. Franklin," he answered.
" If you take my advice you will keep the letter in the cover till
these present anxieties of yours have come to an end. It will sorely
distress you, whenever you read it. Don't read it now."
I put the letter aAvay In my pocket-book.
A glance back at the sixteenth and seventeenth chapters of
Betteredge's Narrative will show that there really was a reason for
my thus sparing myself, at a time when my fortitude had been
already cruelly tried. Twice over, the unhappy woman had made
her last attempt to speak to me. And twice over. It had been my
misfortune (God knows how innocently !) to repel the advances she
had made to me. On the Friday night, as Betteredge truly describes
it, she had found me alone at the billiard-table. Hor manner and
language suggested to me—and Avould have suggested to any man,
under the circumstances—that she Avas about to confess a guilty
knowledge of the disappearance of the Diamond. For her own sake,
I had purposely shown no special interest in what Avas coming; for
her own sake, I had purposely looked at the billiard balls, instead of
looking at her—and what had been the result ? I had sent her
away from me, wounded to the heart! On the Saturday again —on
the day when she must have foreseen, after Avhat Penelope had told
her, that my departure was close at hand—the same fatality still
pursued us. She had once more attempted to meet me in the
shrubbery walk, and she had found me there In company with Betteredge and Sergeant Cuff, In her hearing, the Sergeant, Avith his
20
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own underhand object in view, had appealed to my interest in.
Rosanna Spearman, Again for the poor creature's own sake, I had
met the police-officer with a flat denial, and had declared—loudly
declared, so that she might hear me too—that I felt "no interest
AA'hatever in Rosanna Spearman." At those words, solely designed
to warn her against attempting to gain my private ear, she had
turned away and left the place: cautioned of her danger, as I then
belleA'ed; self-doomed to destruction, as I know now. From that
point, I ha\'e already traced the succession of events which led me
to the astounding discovery at the quicksand. The retrospect is
now complete. I may leave the miserable story of Rosanna Spearman—to which, even at this distance of time, I cannot revert without
a pang of distress—to suggest for Itself all that is here purposely
left unsaid. I may pass from the suicide at the Shivering Sand,
with its strange and terrible influence on my present position and
future prospects, to Interests which concern the living people of this
narrative, and to events which were already paving my Avay for the
slow and toilsome journey from the darkness to the light.

CHAPTER VI.
I WALKED to the rallAvay station accompanied, it Is needless to say,
by Gabriel Betteredge. I had the letter in my pocket, and the
nightgown safely packed in a little bag—both to be submitted, before
I slept that night, to the investigation of Mr. Bruff.
We left the house in silence. For the first time In my experience of him, I found old Betteredge In my company without a word
to say to me. Having something to say on my side, I opened the
conversation as soon as AA'C Avere clear of the lodge gates.
"Before I go to London," I began, " I have two questions to
ask you. They relate to myself, and I belleA'e they will rather
surprise you."
" If they will put that poor creature's letter out of my head, Mr.
Franklin, they may do anything else they like with me. Please to
begin surprising me, sir, as soon as you can."
" My first question, Betteredge, is this. Was I drunk on the
night of Rachel's Birthday ? "
" Yow drunk ! " exclaimed the old man. " W h y it's the great
defect of your character, Mr. Franklin, that you only drink with your
dinner, and never touch a drop of liquor afterwards ! "
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" But the birthday Avas a special occasion. I might have abandoned my regular habits, on that night of all others."
Betteredge considered for a moment.
"You did go out of your habits, sir," he said. "And I'll tell
you how. You looked wretchedly ill—and we persuaded you to have
a drop of brandy and water to cheer you up a little."
" I am not used to brandy and water. It is quite possible
"
" Wait a bit, Mr. Franklin. I knew you Avere not used, too. I
poured you out half a wineglass-full of our fifty year old Cognac;
and (more shame for me !) I droAvned that noble liquor In nigh on a
tumbler-full of cold water. A child couldn't have got drunk on it
—let alone a grown man ! "
I knew I could depend on his memory. In a matter of this kind.
It was plainly impossible that I could have been intoxicated. I passed
on to the second question.
" Before I was sent abroad, Betteredge, you saAv a great deal of
me when I Avas a boy ? Now tell me plainly, do you remember anything strange of me, after I had gone to bed at night ? Did you
ever discover me walking In my sleep ? "
Betteredge stopped, looked at me for a moment, nodded his head,
and walked on again.
" I see your drift now, Mr. Franklin ! " he said. " You're trying
to account for how you got the paint on your nIghtgOAvn, without
knowing It yourself. It won't do, sir. You're miles aAvay still from
getting at the truth. Walk iu your sleep ? You never did such a
thing in your life !"
Here again, I felt that Betteredge must be right. Neither at
heme nor abroad had my life ever been of the solitary sort. If I had
been a sleep-walker, there Avere hundreds on hundreds of people Avho
must have discovered me, and who. In the Interest of my own safety,
would have warned me of the habit, and have taken precautions to
restrain it.
Still, admitting all this, I clung—with an obstinacy which was
surely natural and excusable, under the circumstances—to one or
other of the only two explanations that I could see which accounted
for the unendurable position in which I then stood. Observing that
I was not yet satisfied, Betteredge shrcAvdly adverted to certain later
events in the history of the Moonstone ; and scattered both my
theories to the wind at once and for ever.
" Let's try it another way, sir," he said. " Keep your own
opinion, and see how far it will take you towards finding out the
truth. If we are to believe the nightgown—which I don't for one—
you not only smeared off the paint from the door, without knowing
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it, but you also took the Diamond Avithout knowing it. Is that right,
BO f a r ? "
" Quite right. Go on."
" "Very good, sir. We'll say you were drunk, or Avalking in your
sleep, when you took the jewel. That accounts for the night and
morning, after the birthday. But hoAV does it account for what has
happened since that time ? The Diamond has been taken to London,
since that time. The Diamond has been pledged to Mr. Luker,
since that time. Did you do those two things, Avithout knowing It,
too ? Were you drunk when I saAV you off In the pony-chaise on
that Saturday evening ? And did you walk in your sleep to Mr.
Luker's, when the train had brought you to your journey's end ?
Excuse me for saying It, Mr. Franklin, but this business has so upset
you, that you're not fit yet to judge for yourself. The sooner you
lay your head alongside of Mr. Bruff's head, the sooner you will see
your way out of the dead-lock that has got you noAv."
We reached the station, AvIth only a minute or tAvo to spare.
I hurriedly gave Betteredge my address in London, so that he
might write to me, if necessary ; promising, on my side, to inform
him of any news which I might have to communicate. This done,
and just as I was bidding him farewell, I happened to glance towards
the book-and-ncAvspaper stall. There AA'as Mr. Candy's remarkablelooking assistant again, speaking to the keeper of the stall! Our
eyes met at the same moment. Ezra Jennings took off his hat to
me. I returned the salute, and got into a carriage just as the train
started. It Avas a relief to my mind, I suppose, to dwell on any
subject which appeared to be, personally, of no sort of Importance
to me. At all events, I began the momentous journey back which
was to take me to Mi. Bruff, wondering—absurdly enough, I admit
—that I should have seen the man with the piebald hair twice in
one day !
The hour at which I arrived In London precluded all hope of my
finding Mr. Bruff at his place of business. I drove from the
railway to his private residence at Hampstead, and disturbed the old
laAvyer dozing alone in his dining-room, Avith his favourite pug-dog
on his lap, and his bottle of Avine at his elboAV.
I shall best describe the effect Avhich my story produced on the
mind of Mr. Bruff by relating his proceedings Avhen he had heard
it to the end. He ordered lights, and strong tea, to be taken Into
his study; and be sent a message to the ladles of his family, forbidding them to disturb us on any pretence Avhatever. These preliminaries disposed of, he first examined the nightgown, and then
devoted hjjuself to the reading of Rosanna Spearman's letter.
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The reading completed, Mr. Bruff addressed me for the first time
since we had been shut up together in the seclusion of his own room.
"Franklin Blake," said the old gentleman, " t h i s is a very
serious matter, in more respects than one. In my opinion, it concerns Rachel quite as nearly as It concerns you. Her extraordinary
conduct is no mystery now. She believes you have stolen the
Diamond."
I had shrunk from reasoning my own way fairly to that revolting
conclusion. But it had forced itself on me, nevertheless. My
resolution to obtain a personal Interview with Rachel, rested really
and truly on the ground just stated by Mr. Bruff.
" T h e first step to take in this Investigation," the lawyer proceeded, " i s to appeal to Rachel. She has been silent all this time,
from motives which I (who knoAV her character) can readily understand. It is impossible, after Avhat has happened, to submit to that
silence any longer. She must be persuaded to tell us, or she must
be forced to tell us, on what grounds she bases her belief that you
took the Moonstone. The chances are, that the whole of this case,
serious as it seems now, AVIU tumble to pieces, if we can only break
through Rachel's inveterate reserve, and prevail upon her to speak
out."
" That is a very comforting opinion for me," I said. " I own I
should hke to know
"
" YouAvould like to know how I can justify It," Interposed Mr.
Bruff. " I can tell you in two minutes. Understand, in the first
place, that I look at this matter from a lawyer's point of view. It's
a question of evidence, with me. Very well. The evidence breaks
down, at the outset, on one important point."
" On what point ? "
" You shall hear. I admit that the mark of the name proves
the nightgown to be yours. I admit that the mark of the paint
proves the nightgown to have made the smear on Rachel's door. But
what evidence is there to prove that you are the person who wore
it, on the night when the Diamond was lost ? "
The objection struck me, all the more forcibly that it reflected
an objection which I had felt myself
" As to this," pursued the laAvyer, taking up Rosanna Spearman's
confession, " I can understand that the letter is a distressing one to
you. I can understand that you may hesitate to analyse it from a
purely Impartial point of VICAV. But I am not in your position. I
can bring my professional experience to bear on this document, just
as I should bring it to bear on any other. Without alluding to the
woman's career as a thief I will merely remark that her letter proves
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her to have been an adept at deception, on her own showing; and I
argue from that, that I am justified In suspecting her of not having
told the whole truth. I won't start any theory, at present, as to
what she may or may not have done. I will only say that, if Rachel
has suspected you on the evidence of the night-gown only, the chances
are ninety-nine to a hundred that Rosanna Spearman was the person
who showed it to her. In that case, there is the woman's letter,
confessing that she was jealous of Rachel, confessing that she changed
the roses, confessing that she saAV a glimpse of hope for herself in
the prospect of a quarrel between Rachel and you. I don't stop to
ask who took the Moonstone (as a means to her end, Rosanna
Spearman would have taken fifty Moonstones)—I only say that the
disappearance of the jewel gave this reclaimed thief who was in love
with you, an opportunity of setting you and Rachel at variance for
the rest of your lives. She had not decided on destroying herself
then, remember; and, having the opportunity, I distinctly assert
that It was in her character, and in her position at the time, to take
it. What do you say to that ? "
" Some such suspicion," I answered, " crossed my own mind, as
soon as I opened the letter."
" Exactly ! And when you had read the letter, you pitied the
poor creature, and couldn't find It In your heart to suspect her. Does
you credit, my dear sir—does you credit! "
" But suppose it turns out that I did wear the nightgown ? What
then ? "
" I don't see how that fact is to be proved," said Mr. Bruff.
" But assuming the proof to be possible, the vindication of your
innocence would be no easy matter. We won't go into that, now.
Let us wait and see whether Rachel hasn't suspected you on the
evidence of the nightgown only."
" Good God, how coolly you talk of Rachel suspecting me ! " I
broke out. " What right has she to suspect Me, on any evidence,
of being a thief?"
" A very sensible question, my clear sir. Rather hotly put—
but well worth considering for all that. What puzzles you, puzzles
me too. Search your memory, and tell me this. Did anything
happen while you were staying at the house—not, of course, to shake
Rachel's belief in your honour—but, let us say, to shake her belief
(no matter with how little reason) in your principles generally ? "
I started, in ungovernable agitation, to my feet. The lawyer's
question reminded me, for the first time since I had left England,
that something had happened.
In the eighth chapter of Betteredge's Narrative, an allusion will
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be found to the arrival of a foreigner and a stranger at my aunt's
house, who came to see me on business. The nature of his business
was this.
I had been foolish enough (being, as usual, straitened for
money at the time) to accept a loan from the keeper of a small
restaurant in Paris, to whom I Avas Avell known as a customer. A
time was settled between us for paying the money back ; and when
the time came, I found it (as thousands of other honest men have
found it) impossible to keep my engagement. I sent the man a bill.
My name was unfortunately too Avell known on such documents : he
failed to negotiate it. His affairs had fallen into disorder, in the
interval since I had borrowed of him ; bankruptcy stared him In the
face ; and a relative of his, a French laAvyer, came to England to
find me, and to insist upon the payment of my debt. He was a man
of violent temper; and he took the wrong Avay with me. High
words passed on both sides ; and my aunt and Rachel were unfortunately in the next room, and heard us. Lady Verinder came in, and
insisted on knoAvIng what was the matter. The Frenchman produced
his credentials, and declared me to be responsible for the ruin of a
poor man, who had trusted in my honour. My aunt Instantly paid
him the money, and sent him off. She knew me better of course
than to take the Frenchman's view of the transaction. But she AA'as
shocked at my carelessness, and justly angry Avith me for placing
myself in a position, which, but for her interference, might have
become a very disgraceful one. Either her mother told her, or
Rachel heard what passed—I can't say which. She took her own
romantic, high-flown view of the matter. I Avas " heartless ; " lAvas
" dishonourable ; " I had " no principle ; " there Avas " no knowing
what I might do next"—In short, she said some of the severest
things to me which I had ever heard from a young lady's lips. The
breach between us lasted for the whole of the next day. The day
after, I succeeded in making my peace, and thought no more of It.
Had Rachel reverted to this unlucky accident, at the critical moment
when my place in her estimation Avas again, and far more seriously,
assailed ? Mr. Bruff, when I had mentioned the circumstances to
him, answered the question at once in the affirmative.
" It would have its effect on her mind," he said gravely. " And I
wish, for your sake, the thing had not happened. However, we
have discovered that there was a predisposing influence against you
—and there is one uncertainty cleared out of our way, at any rate.
I see nothing more that we can do now. Our next step in this
inquiry must be the step that takes us to Rachel."
He rose, and began walking thoughtfully up and down the room
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I was on the point of telling him that I had determined on
seeing Rachel personally ; aud twice, having regard to his age and
his character, I hesitated to take him by suiprlse at an unfaA'ourablo
moment.
" The grand difficulty is," he resumed, " how to make her show
her whole mind In this matter, without reserve. Have you any
suggestions to offer ? "
" I have made up my mind, Mr. Bruff, to speak to Rachel myself."
"' You! " He suddenly stopped In his walk, and looked at me
as if he thought I had taken leave of my senses. " You, of all the
people in the world!" He abruptly checked himself and took
another turn in the room. " Wait a little," he said. " In cases of
this extraordinary kind, the rash Avay is sometimes the best way."
He considered the question for a moment or two, under that new
light, and ended boldly by a decision in my favour. " Nothing
venture, nothing have," the old gentleman resumed. " You have a
chance in your favour which I don't possess—and you shall be the
first to try the experiment."
" A chance in my favour ? " I repeated, in the greatest surprise,
Mr, Bruff's face softened, for the first time, into a smile.
" This is how it stands," he said. " I tell you fairly, I don't
trust your discretion, and I don't trust your temper. But I do trust
in Rachel's still preserving, In some remote little corner of her heart,
a certain perverse weakness for you. Touch that—and trust to the
consequences for the fullest disclosures that can flow from a woman's
lips ! The question Is—how are you to see her ? "
" She has been a guest of yours at this house," I answered.
" May I venture to suggest—If nothing was said about me beforehand—that I might see her here? "
" Cool! " said Mr. Bruff. With that one word of comment on
the reply that I had made to him, he took another turn up and down
the room.
" In plain English," he said, " my house is to be turned into a
trap to catch Rachel; with a bait to tempt her, in the shape of an
invitation from my wife and daughters. If you were anybody else
but Franklin Blake, and If this matter was one atom less serious than
it really is, I should refuse point-blank. As things are, I firmly
believe Rachel Avill live to thank me for turning traitor to her in my
old age. Consider me your accomplice. Rachel shall be asked to
spend the day here ; and you shall receive due notice of it,"
"When? To-monw?"
" To-morrow won't give us time enough to get her answer. Say
the day after,"
TAVICO,
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" How shall I hear from you ? "
" Stay at home all the morning and expect me to call on you."
I thanked him for the Inestimable assistance which he was
rendering to me, with the gratitude that I really felt; and, declining
a hospitable Invitation to sleep that night at Hampstead, returned to
my lodgings In London.
Of the day that folloAA'ed, I have only to say that it was the
longest day of my life. Innocent as I knoAv myself to be, certain as
I Avas that the abominable imputation Avhich rested on me must
sooner or later be cleared off, there was nevertheless a sense of selfabasement in my mind which instinctively disinclined me to see any
of my friends. We often hear (almost Invariably, hoAvever, from
superficial observers) that guilt can look like innocence. I believe it
to be Infinitely the truer axiom of the two that innocence can look
like guilt. I caused myself to be denied all day, to every visitor who
called ; and I only ventured out under cover of the night.
The next morning, Mr. Bruff surprised me at the breakfast-table.
He handed me a large key, and announced that he felt ashamed of
himself for the first time in his life.
" I s she coming ? "
" She Is coming to-day, to lunch and spend the afternoon with
my Avife and my girls."
" Are Mrs. Bruff, and your daughters, in the secret ? "
"Inevitably. But women, as you may have observed, have no
principles. My family don't feel my pangs of conscience. The end
being to bring you and Rachel together again, my wife and daughters
pass over the means employed to gain it, as composedly as if they
Avere Jesuits."
" I am infinitely obliged to them. What Is this key? "
" The key of the gate in my back-garden Avail. Be there at
three this afternoon. Let yourself into the garden, and make your
way in by the conservatory door. Cross the small drawing-room, and
open the door in front of you which leads Into the music-room.
There, you will find Rachel—and find her, alone."
" How can I thank you ! "
" I will tell you how. Don't blame me for what happens afterwards."
With those words, he went out.
I had many weary hours still to wait through. To while away
the time, I looked at my letters. Among them was a letter from
Betteredge.
I opened it eagerly. To my surprise and disappointment, it
began with an apology warning me to expect no news of any import-
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ance. In the next sentence the everlasting Ezra Jennings appeared
again! He had stopped Betteredge on the Avay out of the station,
and had asked who I was. Informed on this point, he had mentioned having seen me to his master Mr. Candy.
Mr. Candy
hearing of this, had himself driven over to Betteredge, to express his
regret at our having missed each other. He had a reason for wishing
particularly to speak to me; and when I was next in the neighbourhood
of Frizinghall, he begged I would let him know. Apart from a feAV
characteristic utterances of the Betteredge philosophy, this was the
sum and substance of my correspondent's letter. The warm-hearted,
faithful old man acknowledged that he had written " mainly for the
pleasure of writing to me."
I crumpled up the letter in my pocket, and forgot It the moment
after, in the all-absorbing interest of my coming intervicAV with
Rachel.
As the clock of Hampstead church struck three, I put Mr. Bruff's
key into the lock of the door in the wall. When I first stepped into
the garden, and while I was securing the door again on the inner
side, I OAvn to having felt a certain guilty doubtfulness about what
might happen next, I looked furtively on either side of me, suspicious of the presence of some unexpected witness In some unknown
corner of the garden. Nothing appeared, to justify my apprehensions. The walks were, one and all, solitudes ; and the birds
and the bees were the only witnesses.
I passed through the garden; entered the conservatory; and
crossed the small drawing-room. As I laid my hand on the door
opposite, I heard a few plaintive chords struck on the piano in the
room within. She had often idled over the instrument in this way,
Avhen I was staying at her mother's house. I was obliged to wait a
little, to steady myself. The past and present rose side by side, at
that supreme moment—and the contrast shook me.
After the lapse of a minute, I roused my manhood, and opened
the door.

CHAPTER VII,
AT the moment AA'hen I showed myself in the doonvay, Rachel rose
from the piano,
I closed the door behind me. We confronted each other In
silence, with the full length of the room between us. The movement
she had made in rising appeared to be the one exertion of which she
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was capable. All use of every other faculty, bodily or mental,
seemed to be merged in the mere act of looking at me.
A fear crossed my mind that I had shoAvn myself too suddenly.
I advanced a few steps towards her.
I said gentlv,
" Rachel! "
The sound of my voice brought the life back to her limbs, and
the colour to her face. She advanced, on her side, still without
speaking. Slowly, as if acting under some Influence independent of
her own will, she came nearer and nearer to me ; the warm dusky
colour flushing her cheeks, the light of reviving Intelligence brightening every instant in her eyes. I forgot the object that had brought
me into her presence; I forgot the vile suspicion that rested on my
good name ; I forgot every consideration, past, present, and future,
which I was bound to remember. I saw nothing but the woman I
loved coming nearer and nearer to me. She trembled ; she stood
irresolute. I could resist It no longer—I caught her in my arms,
and covered her face with kisses.
There was a moment when I thought the kisses were returned;
a moment when it seemed as If she, too, might have forgotten.
Almost before the idea could shape itself In my mind, her first
voluntary action made me feel that she remembered. With a cry
which was like a cry of horror—with a strength which I doubt if I
could have resisted If I had tried—she thrust me back from her.
I saw merciless anger in her eyes; I saw merciless contempt on her
lips. She looked me over, from head to foot, as she might have
looked at a stranger who had insulted her.
"You coward!" she said. "You mean, miserable, heartless
coward! "
Those were her first words ! The most unendurable reproach
that a woman can address to a man, was the reproach that she
picked out to address to Me.
" I remember the time, Rachel," I said, " when you could have
told me that I had offended you, in a worthier way than that. I beg
your pardon."
Something of the bitterness that I felt may have communicated
itself to my voice. At the first words of my reply, her eyes, which
had been turned away the moment before, looked back at me
unwillingly. She answered In a low tone, with a sullen submission
of manner which was quite noAv in my experience of her.
" Perhaps there Is some excuse for me," she said. " After what
you have done. Is it a manly action, on your part, to find your
way to me as you have found it to-day ? It seems a cowardly experiment, to try an experiment on my weakness for you. It seems a
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cowardly surprise, to surprise me Into letting you kiss me. But that
is only a woman's view. I ought to have known it couldn't be your
view. I should have done better if I had controlled myself and
said nothing."
The apology was more unendurable than the insult. The most
degraded man living would have felt humiliated by it.
" If my honour was not in your hands," I said, " I would leave
you this instant, and never see you again. You have spoken of
what I have done. What have I done ? "
" What have you done ! You ask that question of 7ne ? "
" I ask It."
" I have kept your infamy a secret," she answered. " And I
have suffered the consequences of concealing It. Have I no claim
to be spared the Insult of your asking me what you have done ? Is
all sense of gratitude dead in you ? You were once a gentleman.
You were once dear to my mother, and dearer still to me
"
Her voice failed her. She dropped Into a chair, and turned her
back on me, and covered her face with her hands,
I waited a little before I trusted myself to say any more. In
that moment of silence, I hardly know which I felt most keenly—
the sting which her contempt had planted in me, or the proud resolution which shut me out from all community Avith her distress.
" If you will not speak first," I said, " I must. I have come
here with something serious to say to you. Will you do me the
common justice of listening while I say it ? "
She neither moved, nor answered. I made no second appeal to
her ; I never advanced an inch nearer t-o her chair. With a pride
Avhich was as obstinate as her pride, I told her of my discovery at
the Shivering Sand, and of all that had led to it. The narrative, of
necessity, occupied some little time. From beginning to end, she
never looked round at me, and she never uttered a word.
I kept my temper. My whole future depended, in all probability,
on my not losing possession of myself at that moment. The time
had come to put Mr. Bruff's theory to the test. In the breathless
Interest of trying that experiment, I moved round so as to place
myself In front of her.
" I have a question to ask you," I said. " I t obliges me to
refer again to a painful subject. Did Rosanna Spearman shoAV you
the nightgown ? Yes, or No ? "
She started to her feet; and walked close up to me of her own
accord. Her eyes looked me searchingly in the face, as if to read
something there which they had never read yet,
" Are you mad ? " she asked,
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I still restrained myself I said quietly, " Rachel, will you
answer my question ? "
She went on, AvIthout heeding me.
" Have you some object to gain which I don't understand ?
Some mean fear about the future, in AvhIch I am concerned ? They
say your father's death has made you a rich man. Have you come
here to compensate me for the loss of iny Diamond ? And have you
heart enough left to feel ashamed of your errand ? Is that the
secret of your pretence of Innocence, and your story about Rosanna
Spearman ? Is there a motive of shame at the bottom of all the
falsehood, this time ? "
I stopped her there. I could control myself no longer.
"You have done me an infamous Avrong! " I broke out hotly.
"You suspect me of stealing your Diamond. I have a right to
know, and I will know, the reason Avhy ! "
"Suspect y o u ! " she exclaimed, her anger rising with mine.
" You villain, I saw you take the Diamond tvith 7ny own eyes ! "
The revelation which burst upon me in those Avords, the overthrow which they instantly accomplished of the whole view of the case
on which Mr. Bruff had relied, struck me helpless. Innocent as I
was, I stood before her in silence. To her eyes, to any eyes, I must
have looked like a man overAvhelmed by the discovery of his own guilt.
She drew back from the spectacle of my humiliation, and of her
triumph. The sudden silence that had fallen upon me seemed to
frighten her. " I spared you, at the time," she said. " I Avould
have spared you now, if you had not forced me to speak." She
moved away as if to leave the room—aud hesitated before she got
to the door. " Why did you come here to humiliate yourself?"
she asked. " Why did you come here to humiliate me ? " She
went on a few steps, and paused once more. " For God's sake, say
something! " she exclaimed, passionately.
" If you have any
mercy left, don't let me degrade myself in this Avay ! Say something—and drive me out of the room ! "
I advanced towards her, hardly conscious of what I was doing.
I had possibly some confused Idea of detaining her until she had
told me more. From the moment when I kncAV that the evidence
on which I stood condemned in Rachel's mind, was the evidence of
her own eyes, nothing—not even my conviction of my own innocence—
was clear to my mind. I took her by the hand ; I tried to speak
firmly and to the purpose. All I could say was, " Rachel, you once
loved me."
She shuddered, and looked aAvay from me. Her hand lay poAverless and trembling in mine. " Let go of it," she said faintly.
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My touch seemed to have the same effect on her which the sound
of my voice had produced when I first entered the room. After she
had said the word which called me a coward, after she had made the
avowal which branded me as a thief—while her hand lay in mine
I was her master still!
I drew her gently back into the middle of the room. I seated
her by the side of me. " Rachel," I said, " I can't explain the
contradiction in what I am going to tell you. I can only speak the
truth as you have spoken it. You saw me—with your own eyes, you
saw me take the Diamond. Before God who hears us, I declare that
I now know I took it for the first time ! Do you doubt me still ? "
She had neither heeded nor heard me. " Let go of my hand,"
she repeated faintly. That was her only answer. Her head sank on
my shoulder; and her hand unconsciously closed on mine, at the
moment when she asked me to release it.
I refrained from pressing the question. But there my forbearance stopped. My chance of ever holding up my head again among
honest men depended on my chance of inducing her to make her
disclosure complete. The one hope left for me was the hope that
she might have overlooked something in the chain of evidence—some
mere trifle, perhaps, which might nevertheless, under careful investigation, be made the means of vindicating my innocence in the end.
I own I kept possession of her hand. I own I spoke to her with all
that I could summon back of the sympathy and confidence of the
bygone time.
" I want to ask you something," I said. " I want you to tell
me everything that happened, from the time when we wished each
other good night, to the time Avhen you saw me take the Diamond."
She lifted her head from my shoulder, and made an effort to
release her hand. " Oh, why go back to i t ! " she said, " Why go
back to i t ! "
" I will tell you why, Rachel. You are the victim, and I am the
victim, of some monstrous delusion which has worn the mask ol
truth. If we look at what happened on the night of your birthday,
together, we may end in understanding each other yet."
Her head dropped back on my shoulder. The tears gathered in
her eyes, and fell slowly over her cheeks. " Oh ! " she said, " have
I never had that hope ? Have I not tried to see it, as you are trying now ? "
"You have tried by yourself" I answered. " Y o u have not
tried with me to help you."
Those words seemed to awaken in her something of the hope
which I felt myself when I uttered them. She replied to my ques-
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tlons with more than docility—she exerted her intelligence ; she
Avillingly opened her Avhole mind to me.
" L e t us begin," I said, "with what happened after we had
wished each other good night. Did you go to bed ? or did you
sit up ? "
" I went to bed."
" Did you notice the time ? Was It late ? "
" Not very. About twelve o'clock, I think."
" Did you fall asleep ? "
" No. I couldn't sleep that night."
" You Avere restless ? "
" I Avas thinking of you."
The answer almost unmanned mo. Something In the tone, even
more than In the Avords, Avent straight to my heart. It AA'as only
after pausing a little first that I AA'as able to go on.
" Had you any light In your room ? " I asked.
" None—until I got up again, and lit my candle."
" How long Avas that, after you had gone to bed ? "
" .About an hour after, I think. About one o'clock."
" Did you leave your bedroom ? "
" I was going to leave it, I had put on my dressIng-goAvn ; and
I AA'as going Into my sitting-room to get a book
"
" Had you opened your bedroom door ? "
" I had just opened it."
" But you had not gone into the sitting-room ? "
' No—I Avas stopped from going into it."
' What stopped you ? "
' I saAV a light, under the door; and I heard footsteps approaching it."
" Were you frightened ? "
" Not then. I knew my poor mother Avas a bad sleeper ; and I
remembered that she had tried hard, that evening, to persuade me
to let her take charge of my Diamond. She Avas unreasonably
anxious about it, as I thought; and I fancied she was coming to me
to see If I Avas In bed, and to speak to me about the Diamond again,
if she found that I Avas up."
" What did you do ? "
" I blew out my candle, so that she might think I was in bed. I
was unreasonable, on my side—I Avas determined to keep my
Diamond in the place of my OAVU choosing."
" After blowing the candle out, did you go back to bed ? "
" I had no time to go back. At the moment when I blew the
candle out, the sitting-room door opened, and I saw—"

820

THE MOONSTONE.

"You saw? "
"You."
"Dressed as usual? "
"No."
" I n my nightgown?"
" I n your nightgown—AvIth your bedroom caudle in your.hand."
"Alone? "
"Alone."
" Could you see my face ? "
"Yes."
"Plainly? "
" Quite plainly. The candle in your hand shoAved it to me."
" Were my cA'es open ? "
"Yes."
" D i d you notice anything strange in them ? Anything like £
fixed, vacant expression ? "
" Nothing of the sort. Your eyes were bright—brighter thai
usual. You looked about in the room, as if you knew you wen
AA'here you ought not to be, and as if you AA'ere afraid of beinj
found out."
" D i d you observe one thing when I came into the room—dit
you observe how I Avalked ? "
" You Avalked as you always do. You came in as far as thi
middle of the room—and then you stopped and looked abou
you."
" What did you do, on first seeing me ? "
" I could do nothing. I Avas petrified. I couldn't speak, 1
couldn't call out, I couldn't even move to shut my door."
" Could I see j'ou, where you stood ? "
"You might certainly have seen me. But you never lookec
towards me. It's useless to ask the question. I am sure j'ou nevei
saAV me."
" How are you sure ? "
" Would you have taken the Diamond? Avould you have acted as
you did afterwards ? would you be here nov/—If you had seen that 1
was awake aud looking at you ? Don't make me talk of that part ol
i t ! I want to ansAver you quietly. Help me to keep as calm as I
can. Go on to something else."
She was right—In every Avay, right. I went on to other things.
" What did I do, after I had got to the middle of the room, and
had stopped there ? "
" You turned aAA'ay, and went straight to the corner near the
window—where my Indian cabinet stands,"
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" Wh(>n I was at tho cabinet, my back must liavo been turned
toAvards you. How did you sen wluit 1 Avas doing? "
" When you moved, 1 moved."
" So as to 800 Avhat I Avas about Avlth uiy hands ? "
" Tlioro aro tiiriHi glasses iu my sitting-rooui. As you stood
thoro, I saw all that you did, n^llected iu one of thorn."
" Wluit did you S(U) ? "
" You put your candio on tho top of tho cabinet. You opeuod,
and shut, one (hawcu- after anotluu', until you cauio to tho driiwcu- in
Avhicli I had put my Diamond, ^'ou looked at tho ojxui draAver for a
iuoim>nt. And thou you put your hand iu, aud took tho Oiamond
out."
" lIoAV do you know I took tlui Diauioiul out ? "
•' I siiAV your hand go into tlio drawer. And 1 saw tho gleam
of tho slono botwciMi your finger aud tluuub, Avhen you took your
hand out."
" Did my baud approacli tho drawer again—to close it, for
iuslauci) ? "
" N o . Y(Mi had tho Diamond in your right hand ; and yi)u took
tho candle from the top of tho cabinet Avith your loft hand."
" Did L look about mo again, after that"' "
" No."
" hid 1 loavo tho room iuiinediatoly ? "
" No, You stood quite still, for Avhat seemed a long time. I
saAV your face sidinvnys iu tho glass. You looked like a man thinking, and dissatisfied Avith his own thoughts."
" What bappeuod n e x t ? "
" You rouseil yourself on a sudden, aud you Avont straight out of
tho room."
" Did I close tho door after mo ? "
" No. You passed out <[uickly into tho passage, and left tho
door open."
"And t h o u ? "
" Tlu'u, your light disappeared, and the sound of your steps died
aAvay, aud I Avas loft alouo iu tho dark."
" J>id nothing happen—from that time, to tho time Avheu tho
whole house knew that tho Diamond Avas lost ? "
"Nothing."
" Aro you sure of that ? l\light you not have boon asleep a part
of tho time ? "
" I novor slept. I novor wont back to my bod. Nothing happoued until Ponolope ciuuo iu, at tho usmil time in tho morning."
I dropped hor hand, aud rose, nud look a turn in tho room.
21
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Every question that I could put had been answered. Every detail
that I could desire to know had been placed before me. I had even
reverted to the idea of sleep-AvalkIng, and the idea of intoxication;
and, again, the wortblessness of the one theory and the other had
been proved—on the authority, this time, of the witness who had
seen me. What was to be said next ? what Avas to be done next ?
There rose the horrible fact of the Theft—the one visible, tangible
object that confronted me, in the midst of the impenetrable darkness
Avhich enveloped all besides ! Not a glimpse of light to guide me,
when I had possessed myself of Rosanna Spearman's secret at the
Shivering Sand. And not a glimpse of light now, when I had
appealed to Rachel herself and had heard the hateful story of the
night from her own lips.
She was the first, this time, to break the silence.
" W e l l ? " she said, " y o u have asked, and I have answered.
You have made me hope something from all this, because ijou hoped
something from it. "VVhat have you to say now ? "
The tone in Avhich she spoke Avarned me that my influence over
her was a lost influence once more.
" We were to look at what happened on my birthday night,
together," she went on; " a n d we were then to understand each
other. Have we done that ? "
She waited pitilessly for my reply. In ansAvering her I committed a fatal error—I let the exasperating helplessness of my
situation get the better of my self-control. Rashly and uselessly, I
reproached her for the silence which had kept me until that moment
in ignorance of the truth,
" If you had spoken when you ought to have spoken," I began :
" if you had done me the common justice to explain yourself
"
She broke in on me with a cry of fury. The few words I had
said seemed to have lashed her on the instant into a frenzy of
rage.
" Explain myself! " she repeated, " Oh ! is there another man
like this in the world ? I spare him, when my heart is breaking ; I
screen him when my own character is at stake; and he—of all
human beings, he—turns on me now, and tells me that I ought to
have explained myself! After believing in him as I did, after loving
him as I did, after thinking of him by day, and dreaming of him by
night—he wonders I didn't charge him with his disgrace the first
time we met: ' My heart's darling, you are a Thief! My hero
whom I love and honour, you have crept into my room under cover
of the night, and stolen my Diamond ! ' That is what I ought to
have said. You villain, you mean, mean, mean A'illain, I would
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have lost fifty Diamonds, rather than see your face lying to me, as I
see It lying noAV ! "
I took up my hat. In mercy to her—yes ! I can honestly say
it—In mercy to her, I turned aAvay without a word, and opened the
door by Avhich I had entered the room.
She followed, and snatched the door out of my hand ; she closed
It, and pointed back to the place that I had left.
" No ! " she said. " Not yet! It seems that I owe a justification of my conduct to you. You shall stay and hear It. Or you
shall stoop to the lowest infamy of all, and force your Avay out."
It Avrung my heart to see her; it wrung my heart to hear her.
I answered by a sign—it Avas all I could do—that I submitted myself
to her Avill.
The crimson flush of anger began to fade out of her face, as I
Avent back, and took my chair in silence. She waited a little, and
steadied herself When she Avent on, but one sign of feeling was
discernible in her. She spoke Avithout looking at me. Her hands
Avere fast clasped in her lap, and her eyes Avere fixed on the ground.
" I ought to have done you the common justice to explain
myself" she said, repeating my own words.
" You shall see
Avhether I did try to do you justice, or not. I told you just noAV that
I never slept, and never returned to my bed, after you had left my
sitting-room. It's useless to trouble you by dAvellIng on what I
thought—you Avould not understand my thoughts—I Avill only tell
you what I did, when time enough had passed to help me to recover
myself. I refrained from alarming the house, and telling everybody
what had happened—as I ought to have done. In spite of Avhat I
had seen, I was fond enough of you to believe—no matter what!—
any impossibility, rather than admit it to my own mind that you
were dehberately a thief I thought and thought—and I ended in
writing to you."
" I never received the letter."
" I knoAV you never received it. Wait a little, and you shall
hear why. My letter Avould have told you nothing openly. It would
not have ruined you for life, if it had fallen Into some other jperson's
hands. It would only have said—in a manner AvhIch you yourself
could not possibly have mistaken—that I had reason to know you
Avere In debt, and that It was In my experience and In my mother's
experience of you, that you Avere not very discreet, or very scrupulous
about how you got money Avhen you Avanted It. You would have
remembered the visit of the French lawyer, and you would have
knoAvn what I referred to. If you had read on with some interest
after that, you would have come to an offer I had. to make to you—•
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the ofi'er, privately (not a Avord, mind, to bo said openly about it
betAveen us !), of the loan of as large a sum of money as I could get.
—And I would have got i t ! " she exclaimed, her colour beginning to
rise again, and her eyes looking up at me once more. " I would
have pledged the Diamond myself, if I could have got the money in
no other Avay ! In those words I wrote to you. Wait! I did more
than that. I arranged with Penelope to give you the letter AA'hen
nobody Avas near. I planned to shut myself Into my bedroom, and
to haA'e the sitting-room left open and empty all the morning. And
I hoped—AvIth all my heart and soul I hoped!—that you Avould
take the opportunity, and put the Diamond back secretly In the
drawer."
I attempted to speak. She lifted her hand impatiently, and
stopped me. In the rapid alternations of her temper, her anger Avas
beginning to lise again. She got up from her chair, and approached me.
" I know what you are going to say," she Avent on. "You are
going to remind me again that you never received my letter. I can
tell you why. I tore it up."
" For what reason ? " I asked.
" For the best of reasons. I preferred tearing It up to throAvIng
it away upon such a man as you ! What Avas the first news that
reached me In the morning ? Just as my little plan Avas complete,
Avhat did I hear ? I heard that you—you !! !—Avere the foremost
person in the house in fetching the police. You Avere the active
man; you were the leader ; you were Avorking harder than any of
them to recover the jewel! You even carried your audacity far
enough to ask to speak to 7ne about the loss of the Diamond—the
Diamond which you yourself had stolen ; the Diamond which Avas
all the time in your own hands ! After that proof of your horrible
falseness and cunning, I tore up my letter. But even then—even
AA'hen I was maddened by the searching and questioning of the policeman, AA'hom 7J0U had sent In—even then, there was some infatuation
in my mind Avhich Avouldn't let me give you up. I said to myself,
' He has played his vile farce before everybody else In the house.
Let me try If he can play It before me.' Somebody told me you
were on the terrace. I Avent doAvn to the terrace, I forced myself
to look at you ; I forced myself to speak to you. Have you forgotten what I said ? "
I might have answered that I remembered every word of it. But
what purpose, at that moment, would the ansAver have served ?
How could I tell her that what she had said had astonished me,
had distressed me, had suggested to me that she Avas iu a state of
dangerous nervous excitement, had even roused a moment's doubt In
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my mind Avhether the loss of the jewel Avas as much a mystery to
her as to the rest of us—but had never once given me so much as a
glimpse at the truth ? Without the shadoAV of a proof to produce in
A'Indication of my innocence, how could I persuade her that I knew
no more than the veriest stranger could have knoAvn of what was
really in her thoughts when she spoke to me on the terrace ?
" It may suit your convenience to forget; it suits my convenience
to remember," she went on. " I know Avhat I said—fori considered
it with myself, before I said It. I gave you one opportunity after
another of OAvnIng the truth. I left nothing unsaid that I could say
—short of actually telling you that I knew you had committed the
theft. And all the return you made, was to look at me Avith your
vile pretence of astonishment, and your false face of innocence—just
as 3'ou have looked at me to-day; just as you are looking at me
now ! I left you, that morning, knoAvIng you at last for what
you were—for what you are—as base a wretch as ever walked the
earth! "
" If you had spoken out at the time, you might have left me,
Rachel, knoAvIng that you had cruelly Avronged an innocent man."
" I f I had spoken out before other people," she retorted, AvIth
another burst of Indignation, "you would have been disgraced for
life ! If I had spoken out to. no ears but yours, you would have
denied it, as you are denying It now ! Do you think I should have
believed you ? AVould a man hesitate at a lie, who had done what
I saw 7J0U do—who had behaved about it afterwards, as I saw you
behave ? I tell you again, I shrank from the horror of hearing you
lie, after the horror of seeing you thieve. You talk as if this Avas
a misunderstanding which a fcAV words might have set right! Well!
the misunderstanding is at an end. Is the thing set right ? No !
the thing Is just where It was. I don't believe you now ! I don't
believe you found the nightgown, I don't believe In Rosanna Spearman's letter, I don't believe a Avord you have said. You stole it—
I saw you! You affected to help the police—I saw you! You
pledged the Diamond to the money-lender In London—I am sure of
it! You cast the suspicion of your disgrace (thanks to my base
silence !) on an innocent man! You fled to the Continent with
your plunder the next morning ! After all that vileness, there was
but one thing more you could do. You could come here Avith a
last falsehood on your lips—you could come here, and tell me that
I have Avronged you !"
If I had stayed a moment more, I know not what Avords might
have escaped me which I should have remembered Avith vain repentance and regret. I passed by her, and opened the door for the
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second time. For the second time—Avith the frantic perversity oi
a roused woman—she caught me by the arm, and barred my way out.
" Let me go, Rachel," I said. " It Avill be better for both of
us. Let me go."
The hysterical passion swelled in her bosom—her quickened
convulsive breathing almost beat on my face, as she held me back
at the door.
" W h y did you come h e r e ? " she persisted, desperately.
"I
ask you again—Avhy did you come here ? Are you afraid I shall
expose you ? Now you are a rich man, noAV you have got a place
in the world, now you may marry the best lady in the land—are
you afraid I shall say the words which I have never said yet to
anybody but you ? I can't say the words! I can't expose you !
I am worse, if worse can be, than you are yourself." Sobs and
tears burst from her. She struggled with them flercely; she held
me more and more firmly. " I can't tear you out of my heart,"
she said, " even now ! You may trust in the shameful, shameful
weakness which can only struggle against you in this way !" She
suddenly let go of me—she threw up her hands, and wrung them
frantically in the air. " Any other Avoman living would shrink from
the disgrace of touching h i m ! " she exclaimed. " O h , God! I
despise myself even more heartily than I despise him!"
The tears were forcing their way Into my eyes in spite of me—
the horror of it was to be endured no longer.
" You shall know that you have wronged me, yet," I said. " Or
you shall never see me again !''
With those words, I left her. She started up from the chair on
which she had dropped the moment before: she started up—the
noble creature !—and followed me across the outer room, with a
last merciful word at parting.
" F r a n k l i n ! " she said, " I forgive you!
Oh, Franklin,
Franklin ! we shall never meet again. Say you forgive me I"
I turned, so as to let my face shoAV her that I was past speaking
— I turned, and AA'aved my hand, and saAV her dimly, as in a vision,
through the tears that had conquered me at last.
The next moment, the Avorst bitterness of it Avas over. I was out
in the garden again, I saAV her, and heard her, no more.
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CHAPTER VIII.
that evening, I was surprised at my lodgings by a visit from
Mr. Bruff.
There was a noticeable change in the lawyer's manner. It had
lost its usual confidence and spirit. He shook hands with me, for
the first time In his life, in silence.
" Are you going back to Hampstead ? " I asked, by way of saying
something.
" I have just left Hampstead," he ansAvered. " I knoAV, Mr.
Franklin, that you have got at the truth at last. But, I tell you
plainly, if I could have foreseen the price that was to be paid for it,
I should have preferred leaving you In the dark."
" You have seen Rachel ? "
'' I have come here after taking her back to Portland Place ; it
was impossible to let her return in the carriage by herself I can
hardly hold you responsible—considering that you saAV her in my
house and by my permission—for the shock that this unlucky interview has inflicted on her. All I can do is to provide against a
repetition of the mischief. She Is young—she has a resolute spirit
—she Avill get over this, with time and rest to help her. I want ta
be assured that you will do nothing to hinder her recovery. May I
depend on your making no second attempt to see her—except with
my sanction and approval?"
" After what she has suffered, and after Avhat I have suffered," I
said, " you may rely on me."
" I have your promise ?"
" You have my promise."
Mr. Bruff looked relieved. He put down his hat, and dreAV his
chair nearer to mine.
"That's settled!" he said. "NOAV, about the future—your
future, I mean. To my mind, the result of the extraordinary turn
which the matter has now taken is briefly this. In the first place,
Ave are sure that Rachel has told you the Avhole truth, as plainly as
words can tell it. In the second place—though we know that there
must be some dreadful mistake somewhere—Ave can hardly blame
her for believing you to be guilty, on the evidence of her own senses ;
backed, as that evidence has been, by circumstances which appear,
on the face of them, to tell dead against you."
There I Interposed. " I don't blame Rachel," I said. " I only
regret that she could not prevail on herself to speak more plainly to
me at the time."
LATE
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"You might as well regret that Rachel is not somebody else,"
rejoined Mr. Bruff. " And even then, I doubt if a girl of any delicacy, whose heart had been set on marrying you, could have brought
herself to charge you to your face Avith being a thief. Anyhow, It
was not in Rachel's nature to do it. In a very different matter to
this matter of yours—which placed her, however, in a position not
altogether unlike her position towards you—I happen to knoAV that
she was influenced by a similar motive to the motive Avhich actuated
her conduct in your case. Besides, as she told me herself, on our
way to town this evening, if she had spoken plainly, she would no
more have believed your denial then than she believes it now. What
answer can you make to that ? There is no answer to be made to
it. Come, come, Mr. Franklin! my view of the case has been
proved to be all wrong, I admit—but, as things are UOAV, my advice
may be worth having for all that. I tell you plainly, we shall be
wasting our time, and cudgelling our brains to no purpose, if we
attempt to try back, and unravel this frightful complication from
the beginning. Let us close our minds resolutely to all that happened last year at Lady Verinder's country house ; and let us look
to what we can discover In the future, instead of to what we can not
discover in the past."
" Surely you forget," I said, " that the whole thing is essentially
a matter of the past—so far as I am concerned ? "
"Answer me this," retorted Mr. Bruff. " I s the Moonstone at
the bottom of all the mischief—or is it not ? "
" I t is—of course."
" Very good. What do we believe was done with the Moonstone,
when it was taken to London ?"
" It was pledged to Mr. Luker."
" W e know that you are not the person who pledged it. Do
we know who did ? "
"No."
" Where do we believe the Moonstone to be now ? "
" Deposited in the keeping of Mr. Luker's bankers."
"Exactly. Now observe. We are already in the month of
June. Towards the end of the month (I can't be particular to a
day) a year will have elapsed from the time when Ave believe the
jewel to have been pledged. There is a chance—to say the least—
that the person who pawned it, may be prepared to redeem it when
the year's time has expired. If he redeems it, Mr. Luker must
himself—according to the terms of his OAVU arrangement—take the
Diamond out of his bankers' hands. Under these circumstances, I
propose setting a Avatch at the bank, as the present month draws to
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an end, and discovering who the person is to whom Mr. Luker
restores the Moonstone. Do you see it now ? "
I admitted (a little unwillingly) that the idea was a new one,
at any rate.
" I t ' s Mr. Murthwaite's idea quite as much as mine," said Mr.
Bruff. " It might have never entered my head, but for a conversation we had together some time since. If Mr. Murthwaite is right,
the Indians are likely to be on the look-out at the bank, toAvards the
end of the month too—and something serious may come of it.
What comes of it doesn't matter to you and me—except as It may
help us to lay our hands on the mysterious Somebody who pawned
the Diamond. That person, you may rely on It, is responsible (I
don't pretend to knoAV how) for the position In Avhich you stand at
this moment; and that person alone can set you right in Rachel's
estimation."
" I can't deny," I said, " that the plan you propose meets the
difficulty in a way that is very daring, and very ingenious, and very
new. But
"
" But you have an objection to make ? "
" Yes. My objection is, that your proposal obliges us to Avait."
" Granted, As I reckon the time. It requires you to wait about
a fortnight—more or less. Is that so very long ? "
" It's a life-time, Mr. Bruff, in such a situation as mine. My
existence will be simply unendurable to me, unless I do something
towards clearing my character at once."
" Well, well, I understand that. Have you thought yet of what
you can do ? "
" I have thought of consulting Sergeant Cuff."
" He has retired from the poHce. It's useless to expect the
Sergeant to help you."
" I know where to find him ; and I can but try."
" Try," said Mr. Bruff, after a moment's consideration. " The
case has assumed such an extraordinary aspect since Sergeant Cuff's
time, that you may revive his interest In the inquiry. Try, and let
me hear the result. In the meauAvhlle," he continued, rising, " if
you make no discoveries betAveen this, and the end of the month,
am I free to try, on my side, what can be done by keeping a lookout at the bank ? "
" Certainly," I answered—" unless I relieve you of all necessity
for trying the experiment In the interval."
Mr, Bruff smiled, and took up his hat.
" Tell Sergeant Cuff," he rejoined, " that / say the discovery of
the truth depends on the discovery of the person who pawned the
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Diamond. And let me hear Avhat the Sergeant's experience says
to that."
So we parted.
Early the next morning, I set forth for the little town of Dorking
—the place of Sergeant Cuff's retirement, as indicated to me by
Betteredge.
Inquiring at the hotel, I received the necessary directions for
finding the Sergeant's cottage. It was approached by a quiet byeroad, a little way out of the town, and it stood snugly in the middle
of its own plot of garden ground, protected by a good brick wall at
the back and the sides, and by a high quickset hedge in front. The
gate, ornamented at the upper part by smartly-painted trellis-Avork,
was locked. After ringing at the bell, I peered through the trelliswork, and saw the great Cuff's favourite flower everywhere; blooming in his garden, clustering over bis door, looking in at his windows.
Far from the crimes and the mysteries of the great city, the illustrious
thief-taker was placidly living out the last Sybarite years of his life,
smothered in roses !
A decent elderly woman opened the gate to me, and at once
annihilated all the hopes I had built on securing the assistance of
Sergeant Cuff. He had started, only the day before, on a journey
to Ireland.
" Has he gone there on business ? " I asked.
The woman smiled. " He has only one business now, sir," she
said; " and that's roses. Some great man's gardener in Ireland
has found out something ncAV in the growing of roses—and Mr, Cuff's
away to Inquire into it,"
" Do you know Avhen he will be back ? "
" It's quite uncertain, sir, Mr, Cuff said he should come back
directly, or be away some time, just according as he found the neAV
discovery AA'orth nothing, or Avorth looking into. If you have any
message to leave for him, I'll take care, sii-, that he gets it."
I gave her my card, having first written on it in pencil: " I have
something to say about the Moonstone. Let me hear from you as
soon as you get back." That done, there was nothing left but to
submit to circumstances, and return to London.
In the irritable condition of'my mind, at the time of Avhich I am
now writing, the abortive result of my journey to the Sergeant's
cottage simply aggravated the restless impulse in me to be doing
something. On the day of my return from Dorking, I determined
that the next morning should find me bent on a new effort at forcing
my way, through all obstacles, from the darkness to the light.
What form Avas my next experiment to take ?
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If the excellent Betteredge had been present Avhile I was considering that question, and if he had been let into the secret of my
thoughts, he would, no doubt, have declared that the German side
of me was, on this occasion, my uppermost side. To speak seriously,
it is perhaps possible that my German training was in some degree
responsible for the labyrinth of useless speculations In which I noAV
involved myself. For the greater part of the night, I sat smoking,
and building up theories, one more profoundly improbable than
another. When I did get to sleep, my AvakIng fancies pursued me
in dreams. I rose the next morning, Avith Objective-Subjective and
Subjective-Objective inextricably entangled together in my mind;
and I began the day Avhich Avas to Avitness my next effort at practical
action of some kind, by doubting whether I had any sort of right
(on purely philosophical grounds) to consider any sort of thing (the
Diamond Included) as existing at all.
HOAV long I might have remained lost in the mist of my own
metaphysics, if I had been left to extricate myself it is Impossible
for me to say. As the event proved, accident came to my rescue,
and happily clellvered me. I happened to wear, that morning, the
same coat which I had worn on the day of my intervioAV with Rachel.
Searching for something else in one of the pockets, I came upon a
crumpled piece of paper, and, taking it out, found Betteredge's forgotten letter in my hand.
It seemed hard on my good old friend to leave him without a
reply. I Avent to my writing-table, and read his letter again.
A letter Avhich has nothing of the slightest Importance in it, is
not always an easy letter to answer. Betteredge's present effort at
corresponding with me came within this category. Mr. Candy's
assistant, otherwise Ezra Jennings, had told his master that he had
seen me ; and Mr. Candy, in his turn, wanted to see me and say
something to me, Avhen I was next in the neighbourhood of Frizinghall. What was to be said in ansAver to that, AvhIch would be worth
the paper it was written on ? I sat idly drawing likenesses from
memory of Mr. Candy's remarkable-looking assistant, on the sheet
of paper which I had vowed to dedicate to Betteredge—until it suddenly occurred to me that here Avas the irrepressible Ezra Jennings
getting in my way again ! I threw a dozen portraits, at least, of
the man with the piebald hair (the hair in every case, remarkably
like), into the waste-paper basket—and then and there, wrote my
ansAver to Betteredge. It was a perfectly commonplace letter—but
it had one excellent effect on me. The effort of writing a few sentences, in plain English, completely cleared my mind of the cloudy
nonsense which had filled it since the previous day.
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Devoting myself once more to the elucidation of the impenetrable
puzzle which my oAvn position presented to me, I now tried to meet
the difficulty by investigating it from a plainly practical point of
view. The events of the memorable night being still unintelligible
to me, I looked a little farther back, and searched my memory of
the earlier hours of the birthday for any Incident which might prove
of some assistance to me in finding the clue.
Had anything happened Avhile Rachel and I were finishing the
painted door ? or, later, Avhen I rode over to Frizinghall? or afterwards, when I went back with Godfrey AblcAA'hlte and his sisters ?
or, later again, when I put the Moonstone into Rachel's hands ? or,
later still, when the company came, and Ave all assembled round the
dinner-table ? My memory disposed of that string of questions
readily enough, until I came to the last. Looking back at the
social events of the birthday dinner, I found myself brought to a
standstill at the outset of the Inquiry. I was not even capable of
accurately remembering the number of the guests who had sat at
the same table AAitli me.
To feel myself completely at fault here, and to conclude, thereupon, that the incidents of the dinner might especially repay the
trouble of investigating them, formed parts of the same mental process, in my case. I believe other people, in a similar situation,
would have reasoned as I did. When the pursuit of our own interests
causes us to become objects of inquiry to ourselves, Ave are naturally
suspicious of what we don't knoAv. Once in possession of the names
of the persons Avho had been present at the dinner, I resolved—as a
means of enriching the deficient resources of my own memory—to
appeal to the memory of the rest of the guests; to Avrite down all
that they could recollect of the social events of the birthday ; and to
test the result, thus obtained, by the light of what had happened
afterwards, Avhen the company had left the house.
This last and ncAvest of my many contemplated experiments in
the art of inquiry—which Betteredge would probably have attributed
to the clear-headed, or French, side of me being uppermost for the
moment—may fairly claim record here, on its oAvn merits. Unlikely
as It may seem, I had noAV actually groped my way to the root of the
matter at last. All I Avanted Avas a hint to guide me in the right
direction at starting. Before another day had passed over my head,
that hint Avas given me by one of the company Avho had been present
at the birthday feast!
With the plan of proceeding Avhich I UOAV had In viev/. It AA'as
first necessary to possess the complete list of the guests. This I
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could easily obtain from Gabriel Betteredge. I determined to go
back to Yorkshire on that day, and to begin my contemplated
investigation the next morning.
It was just too late to start by the train which left London before
noon. There was no alternative but to wait, nearly three hours,
for the departure of the next train. Was there anything I could do
in London, Avhicli might usefully occupy this Interval of time ?
My thoughts went back again obstinately to the birthday dinner.
Though I had forgotten the numbers, and, in many cases, the
names of the guests, I remembered readily enough that by.far the
larger proportion of them came from Frizinghall, or from its neighbourhood. But the larger proportion Avas not all. Some foAV of us
Avere not regular residents In the country. I myself Avas one of the
few. Mr. MurtliAvaite Avas another. Godfrey AbleAvhite Avas a third.
Mr. Bruff—no : I called to mind that business had prevented
Mr. Bruff from making one of the party. Had any ladles been
present, Avhose usual residence Avas in London ? I could only
remember Miss Clack as coming Avithin this latter category. HOAVever, here Avere three of the guests, at any rate, Avhom It Avas clearly
advisable for me to see before I left toAvn. I drove off at once to
Mr. Bruff's office ; not knoAving the addresses of the persons of
whom I was In search, and thinking it probable that he might put
me in the Avay of findiug them.
Mr. Bruff proA'ed to be too busy to give me more than a minute
of his valuable time. In that minute, hoAVOA'er, he contrived to
dispose—in the most discouraging manner—of all the questions
I had to put to him.
In the first place, he considered my ncAvly-dlscovered method of
finding a clue to the mystery as something too purely fanciful to be
seriously discussed.
In the second, third, and fourth places,
Mr. MurtliAvaite Avas noAv on his Avay back to the scene of his past
adventures ; Miss Clack had suffered losses, and had settled, from
motives of economy, in France ; Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite might, or
might not, be discoverable someAvhere in London.
Suppose I
inquired at his club ? And suppose I excused Mr. Bruff, if he went
back to his business and Avished me good morning ?
The field of inquiry in London, being now so narrowed as only
to include the one necessity of discovering Godfrey's address, I took
the lawyer's hint, and drove to his club.
In the hall, I met AvIth one of the members, Avho was an old
friend of my cousin's, and Avlio Avas also an acquaintance of my own.
This gentleman, after enlightening me on the subject of Godfrey's
address, told me of two recent events In his life, Avhich were of some
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importance in themselves, and AvhIch had not previously reached
my ears.
It appeared that Godfrey, far from being discouraged by Rachel's
withdrawal from her engagement to him, had made matrimonial
advances soon afterwards to another young lady, reputed to be a
great heiress. His suit had prospered, and his marriage had been
considered as a settled and certain thing. But, here again, the
engagement had been suddenly and unexpectedly broken off—oAving,
it was said, on this occasion, to a serious difference of opinion
between the bridegroom and the lady's father, on the question of
settlements.
As some compensation for this second matrimonial disaster,
Godfrey had soon afterwards found himself the object of fond
pecuniary remembrance, on the part of one of his many admirers.
A rich old lady—highly respected at the Mothers' Small-ClothesConverslon-Society, and a great friend of Miss Clack's (to whom she
had left nothing but a mourning ring)—had bequeathed to the
admirable and meritorious Godfrey a legacy of five thousand pounds.
After recemng this handsome addition to his own modest pecuniary
resources, he had been heard to say that he felt the necessity of
getting a little respite from his charitable labours, and that his
doctor prescribed " a run on the Continent, as likely to be productive
of much future benefit to his health." If I wanted to see him, it
would be advisable to lose no time in paying my contemplated visit.
I went, then and there, to pay my visit.
The same fatality which had made me just one day too late in
calling on Sergeant Cuff, made me again one day too late in calling
on Godfrey. He had left London, on the previous morning, by the
tidal train, for Dover. He was to cross to Ostend; and his servant
believed he was going on to Brussels. The time of his return was
rather uncertain; but I might be sure he Avould be away at least
three months.
I went back to my lodgings a little depressed In spirits. Three
of the guests at the birthday dinner—and those three all exceptionally intelligent people—were out of my reach, at iiie very time when
it was most important to be able to communicate Avith them. My
last hopes now rested on Betteredge, and on the friends of the late
Lady Verinder whom I might still find living in the neighbourhood
of Rachel's country house.
On this occasion, I travelled straight to Frizinghall—the town
being now the central point in my field of inquiry. I arrived too
late in the evening to be able to communicate with Betteredge. The
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next morning, I sent a messenger AvIth a letter, requesting him to
join me at the hotel, at his earliest convenience.
Having taken the precaution—partly to save time, partly to
accommodate Betteredge—of sending my messenger in a fly, I had
a reasonable prospect. If no delays occurred, of seeing the old man
AA'ithin less than two hours from the time Avhen I had sent for him.
During this interval, I arranged to employ myself in opening my
contemplated inquiry, among the guests present at the birthday
dinner Avho were personally known to me, and who Avere easily
AvIthin my reach. These Avere my relatives, the AbleAvhItes, and
Mr. Candy. The doctor had expressed a special AvIsh to see me,
and the doctor lived in the next street. So to j\Ir. Candy I went first.
After what Betteredge had told me, I naturally anticipated
finding traces In the doctor's face of the severe Illness from AvhIch
he had suffered. But I was utterly unprepared for such a change
as I saw in him when he entered the room and shook hands with
me. His eyes were dim ; his hair had turned completely grey ; his
face was Avizen; his figure had shrunk. I looked at the once lively,
rattlepated, humorous little doctor—associated in my remembrance
with the perpetration of incorrigible social indiscretions and innumerable boyish jokes—and I saAV nothing left of his former self, but
the old tendency to vulgar smartness In his dress. The man was a
wreck; but his clothes and his jcAvellery—in cruel mockery of the
change in him—were as gay and as gaudy as ever.
" I have often thought of you, Mr. Blake," he said; " and I am
heartily glad to see you again at last. If there is anything I can
do for you, pray command my services, sir—pray command my
services ! "
He said those few common-place words with needless hurry and
eagerness, and with a curiosity to knoAV what had brought me to
Yorkshire, which he was perfectly—I might say childishly—incapable
of concealing from notice.
With the object that I had in view, I had of course foreseen the
necessity of entering into some sort of personal explanation, before I
could hope to interest people, mostly strangers to me, In doing their
best to assist my inquiry. On the journey to Frizinghall I had
arranged what my explanation was to be—and I seized the opportunity now offered to me of trying the effect of it on Mr. Candy.
" I was in Yorkshire, the other day, and I am In Yorkshire again
now, on rather a romantic errand," I said. " It is a matter,
Mr. Candy, in which the late Lady Verinder's friends all took some
interest. You remember the mysterious loss of the Indian Diamond,
now nearly a year since ? Circumstances have lately happened
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which lead to the hope that it may yet be found—and I am interesting myself as one of the family, in recovering it. Acaong the
obstacles in my way, there is the necessity of collecting again all the
evidence which was discovered at the time, and more if possible.
There are peculiarities in this case which make it desirable to revive
my recollection of everything that happened in the house, on the
evening of Miss Verinder's birthday. And I venture to appeal to
her late mother's friends who were present on that occasion, to lend
me the assistance of their memories
-"
I had got as far as that in rehearsing my explanatory phrases,
when I was suddenly checked by seeing plainly in Mr. Candy's face
that my experiment on him was a total failure.
The little doctor sat restlessly picking at the points of his fingers
all the time I Avas speaking. His dim watery eyes Avere fixed on my
face with an expression of vacant and wistful Inquiry very painful to
see. What he was thinking of, it was impossible to divine. The
one thing clearly visible Avas that I had failed, after the first two or
three words, in fixing his attention. The only chance of recalling
him to himself appeared to lie in changing the subject. I tried a
new topic immediately.
" So much," I said, gaily, " for what brings me to Frizinghall!
Now, Mr. Candy, it's your turn. You sent me a message by Gabriel
Betteredge
"
He left off picking at his fingers, and suddenly brightened up.
" Yes ! yes ! yes ! " he exclaimed eagerly. " That's it! I sent
you a message ! "
"And Betteredge duly communicated it by letter," I went on.
" You had something to say to me, the next time I Avas in your
neighbourhood. Well, Mr. Candy, here I am ! "
" Here you are! " echoed the doctor. " And Betteredge was
quite right. I had something to say to you. That was my message.
Betteredge is a wonderful man. What a memory! At his age, what
a memory! "
He dropped back into silence, and began picking at his fingers
again. Recollecting what I had heard from Betteredge about the
effect of the fever on his memory, I went on with the conversation,
in the hope that I might help him at starting.
" I t ' s a long time since we met," I said.
" We last saw
each other at the last birthday dinner my poor aunt Avas ever to
give."
" T h a t ' s i t ! " cried Mr. Candy. " T h e birthday dinner!"
He started impulsively to his feet, and looked at me. A deep flush
suddenly overspread his faded face, and he abruptly sat doAvn again,
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as If conscious of having betrayed a Aveakness which he would fain
have concealed. It was plain, pitiably plain, that he was aware of
his own defect of memory, and that he was bent on hiding it from
the observation of his friends.
Thus far, he had appealed to my compassion only. But the
words he had just said—few as they Avere—roused my curiosity
instantly to the highest pitch. The birthday dinner had already
become the one event in the past, at which I looked back Avith
strangely-mixed feelings of hope and distrust. And here was the
birthday dinner unmistakably proclaiming itself as the subject on
which Mr. Candy had something important to say to me !
I attempted to help him out once more. But, this time, my
own interests Avere at the bottom of my compassionate motive,
and they hurried me on a little too abruptly to the end I had in
view.
" It's nearly a year UOAV," I said, " since we sat at that pleasant
table. Have you made any memorandum—in your diary, or otherwise—of what you wanted to say to me ? "
Mr. Candy understood the suggestion, and shoAved me that he
understood it, as an insult.
" I require no memorandums, Mr, Blake," he said, stiffly enough.
" I am not such a A'ery old man, yet—and my memory (thank God)
is to be thoroughly depended on ! "
It is needless to say that I declined to understand that he was
offended with me,
" I wish I could say the same of my memory," I ansAvered.
" When Ztry to think of matters that are a year old, I seldom find
my remembrance as A'lvid as I could AvIsh it to be. Take the dinner
at Lady Verinder's, for instance
"
Mr. Candy brightened up again, the moment the allusion passed
my lips.
" A h ! the dinner, the dinner at Lady Verinder's!" he exclaimed, more eagerly than ever. " I have got something to say to
you about that."
His eyes looked at me again with the painful expression of
inquiry, so wistful, so vacant, so miserably helpless to see. He Avas
evidently trying hard, and trying in vain, to recover the lost recollection. " It was a very pleasant dinner," he burst out suddenly,
with an air of saying exactly what he wanted to say. " A very
pleasant dinner, Mr. Blake, wasn't it ? " He nodded and smiled,
and appeared to think, poor felloAV, that he had succeeded in concealing the total failure of his memory, by a well-timed exertion of hia
OAvn presence of mind.
22
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It was so distressing that I at once shifted the talk—deeply as 1
was interested in his recovering the lost remembrance—to topics of
local interest.
Here, he got on glibly enough. Trumpery little scandals and
quarrels in the town, some of them as much as a month old, appeared
to recur to his memory readily. He chattered on, with something of
the smooth gossiping fluency of former times. But there were
moments, even in the full flow of his talkativeness, when he suddenly
hesitated—looked at me for a moment Avith the vacant inquiry once
more in his eyes—controlled himself—and went on again. I submitted patiently to my martyrdom (It is surely nothing less than
martyrdom to a man of cosmopolitan sympathies, to absorb in silent
resignation the neAvs of a country toAvn ?) until the clock on the
chimney-piece told me that my visit had been prolonged beyond half
an hour. Having now some right to consider the sacrifice as complete, I rose to take leave. As we shook hands, Mr. Candy reverted
to the birthday festival of his own accord.
" I am so glad we have met again," he said. " I had it on my
mind—I really had it on my mind, Mr. Blake, to speak to you.
About the dinner at Lady Verinder's, you know ? A pleasant
dinner—really a pleasant dinner now, Avasn't it ? "
On repeating the phrase, he seemed to feel hardly as certain of
having prevented me from suspecting his lapse of memory, as he had
felt on the first occasion. The wistful look clouded his face again;
and, after apparently designing to accompany me to the street door,
he suddenly changed his mind, rang the bell for the servant, and
remained in the drawing-room.
I went slowly down the doctor's stairs, feeling the disheartening
conviction that he really had something to say which it was vitally
important to me to hear, and that he was morally incapable of saying
it. The effort of remembering that he wanted to speak to me was,
but too evidently, the only effort that his enfeebled memory Avas now
able to achieve.
Just as I had reached the bottom of the stairs, and had turned
a corner on my way to the outer hall, a door opened softly somewhere on the ground floor of the house, and a gentle voice said
behind m e : —
" I am afraid, sir, you find Mr. Candy sadly changed ? "
I turned round, and found myself face to face with Ezra
Jennings.
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CHAPTER IX.
THE doctor's pretty housemaid stood waiting for me, with the streetdoor open in her hand. Pouring brightly into the hall, the morning
light fell full on the face of Mr. Candy's assistant Avhen I turned,
and looked at him.
It was impossible to dispute Betteredge's assertion that the
appearance of Ezra Jennings, speaking from the popular point of
view, was against him. His gipsy-complexion, his fleshless cheeks,
his gaunt facial bones, his dreamy eyes, his extraordinary particoloured hair, the puzzling contradiction between his face and figure
which made him look old and young both together—were all more
or less calculated to produce an unfavourable impression of him
on a stranger's mind. And yet—feeling this as I certainly did—
it is not to be denied that Ezra Jennings made some inscrutable
appeal to my sympathies, which I found it impossible to resist.
While my knowledge of the world Avarned me to ansAver the question
which he had put, acknowledging that I did indeed find Mr.
Candy sadly changed, and then to proceed on my way out of the
house—my interest in Ezra Jennings held me rooted to the place,
and gave him the opportunity of speaking to me in private about
his employer, for which he had been evidently on the watch.
"Are you walking my way, Mr. Jennings?" I said, observing
that he held his hat in his hand. " I am going to call on my aunt,
Mrs. Ablewhite."
Ezra Jennings replied that he had a patient to see, and that
he was walking my way.
We left the house together. I observed that the pretty servant
girl—who was all smiles and amiability, Avhen I AA'Ished her good
morning on my way out—received a modest little message from Ezra
Jennings, relating to the time at which he might be expected to
return, with pursed-up lips, and with eyes which ostentatiously looked
anywhere rather than look in his face. The poor wretch was evidently no favourite in the house. Out of the house, I had Betteredge's Avord for it that he was unpopular everywhere. " What a
life !" I thought to myself as Ave descended the doctor's doorsteps.
Having already referred to Mr. Candy's illness on his side, Ezra
Jennings now appeared determined to leave it to me to resume the
subject. His silence said significantly, " It's your turn now." I,
too, had my reasons for referring to the doctor's Illness • and I
readily accepted the responsibility of speaking first.
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" Judging by the change I see in him," I began, " Mr. Candy's
illness must have been far more serious than I had supposed ? "
" I t is almost a miracle," said Ezra Jennings, " t h a t he lived
through it."
" Is his memory never any better than I have found it to-day ?
He has been trying to speak to me
"
" Of something which happened before he was taken ill ? " asked
the assistant, observing that I hesitated.
"Yes."
" His memory of events, at that past time, is hopelessly enfeebled," said Ezra Jennings. " I t is almost to be deplored, poor
fellow, that even the wreck of It remains. While he remembers
dimly plans that he formed—things, here and there, that he had to
say or do, before his illness—he Is perfectly incapable of recalling
what the plans were, or what the thing was that he had to say or
do. He is painfully conscious of his own deficiency, and painfully
anxious, as you must have seen, to hide it from observation. If he
could only have recovered in a complete state of oblivion as to
the past, he would have been a happier man. Perhaps we should
all be happier," he added, with a sad smile, " if we could but completely forget!"
" There are some events surely in all men's lives," I replied,
" the memory of which they Avould be unwilling entirely to lose ?"
" That is, I hope, to be said of most men, Mr. Blake. I am
afraid it cannot truly be said of all. HaA'e you any reason to suppose
that the lost remembrance which Mr. Candy tried to recover—while
you were speaking to him just now—was a remembrance which it
was important to you that he should recal ? "
In saying those words, he had touched, of his own accord, on
the very point upon which I was anxious to consult him. The
interest I felt In this strange man had impelled me, in the first
instance, to give him the opportunity of speaking to me ; reserving
Avhat I might have to say, on my side, in relation to his employer,
until I was first satisfied that he Avas a person in whose delicacy
and discretion I could trust. The little that he had said, thus far,
had been sufficient to convince me that I was speaking to a gentleman. He had what I may venture to describe as the unsought selfpossession, which is a sure sign of good breeding, not in England
only, but everywhere else in the civilised world. Whatever the
object which he had in vieAv, in putting the question that he had
just addressed to me, I felt no doubt that I Avas justified—so far
—In answering him without reserve.
" I believe, I have a strong Interest," I said, " in tracing the
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lost remembrance which Mr. Candy Avas unable to r^cal. M'lv 7
ask whether you can suggest to me any method by which I might
assist his memory ? "
Ezra Jennings looked at me, with a sudden flash of interest in
his dreamy brown eyes.
" M r . Candy's memory Is beyond the reach of assistance," he
said. " I have tried to help it often enough, since his recovery, to
be able to speak positively on that point."
This disappointed me ; and I owned it.
" I confess you led me to hope for a less discouraging ansAver
than that," I said.
Ezra Jennings smiled. " It may not, perhaps, be a flnal answer,
Mr. Blake. It may be possible to trace Mr. Candy's lost recollection, without the necessity of appealing to Mr. Candy himself"
" Indeed ? Is it an indiscretion, on my part, to ask
how?"
" By no means. My only difficulty in answering your question.
Is the difficulty of explaining myself. May I trust to your patience,
if I refer once more to Mr. Candy's illness: and if I speak of It
this time, without sparing you certain professional details ? "
" Pray go on ! You have interested me already in hearing the
details."
My eagerness seemed to amuse—perhaps, I might rather say, to
please him. He smiled again. We had by this time left the last
houses in the town behind us. Ezra Jennings stopped for a moment,
and picked some wild flowers from the hedge by the roadside. " How
beautiful they are! " he said, simply, showing his little nosegay to
me. " And how few people in England seem to admire them as they
deserve! "
" You have not always been in England ? " I said.
" No. I was born, and partly brought up, in one of our
colonies. My father Avas an Englishman ; but my mother
We
are straying away from our subject, Mr. Blake; and it Is my fault.
The truth is, I have associations with these modest little hedgeside
flowers
It doesn't matter; we were speaking of Mr. Candy. To
Mr. Candy let us return."
Connecting the few Avords about himself which thus reluctantly
escaped him, with the melancholy view of life which led him to place
the conditions of human happiness In complete oblivion of the past,
I felt satisfied that the story Avhich I had read in his face Avas, iu
two particulars at least, the story that it really told. He had suffered
as few men suffer; and there was the mixture of some foreign race
in his English blood.
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" You have heard, I dare say, of the original cause of Mr. Candy's
illness?" he resumed. " T h e night of Lady Verinder's dinnerparty was a night of heavy rain. My employer drove home through
it in his gig, and reached the house, wetted to the skin. He found
an urgent message from a patient, waiting for him; and he most
unfortunately went at once to visit the sick person, without stopping
to change his clothes. I was myself professionally detained, that
night, by a case at some distance from Frizinghall. V7hen I got
back the next morning, I found !Mr. Candy's groom waiting in great
alarm to take me to his master's room. By that time the mischief
was done ; the illness had set In."
" The illness has only been described to me, in general terms, as
a fever," I said.
" I can add nothing which will make the description more
accurate," answered Ezra Jennings. "From first to last the fever
assumed no specific form. I sent at once to two of Mr. Candy's
medical friends in the to'.vn, both physicians, to come and give me
their opinion of the case. They agreed with me that it looked
serious ; but they both strongly dissented from the view I took of tha
treatment. We differed entirely in the conclusions which we drew
from the patient's pulse. The two doctors, arguing from the rapidity
of the beat, declared that a lowering treatment was the only treatment to be adopted. On my side, I admitted the rapidity of the
pulse, but I also pointed to its alarming feebleness as indicating an
exhausted condition of the system, and as showing a plain necessity
for the administration of stimulants. The two doctors were for
keeping him on gruel, lemonade, barley-water, and so on. I was for
giving him champagne, or brandy, ammonia, and quinine. A serious
difference of opinion, as you see ! a difference b-etween tAvo physicians
of established local repute, and a stranger who was only an assistant
in the house. For the first iev,- days, I had no choice but to give
way to my elders and betters; the patient steadily sinking all the
time. I made a second attempt to appeal to the plain, undeniably
plain, evidence of the pulse. Its rapidity was unchecked, and Its
feebleness had increased. The t-rro doctors took offence at my
obstinacy. They said, ' Mr. Jennings, either we manage this case,
or you manage it. Which is it to be ? ' I said, ' Gentlemen, give
me five minutes to consider, and that plain question shall have a
plain reply.' When the time expired, I was ready with my answer.
I said, ' You positively refuse to try the stimulant treatment ?' They
refused in so many words. ' I mean to ti-y It at once, gentlemen.'—
' Try it, Mr. Jennings; and we withdraw from the case.' I sent
down to the cellar for a bottle of champagne ; and 1 administered
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half a tumbler-full of it to the patient with my own hand. The two
physicians took up their hats in silence, and left the house."
" You had assumed a serious responsibility," I said. " In your
place, I am afraid I should have shrunk from It."
" I n my place, Mr. Blake, you would have remembered that
Mr. Candy had taken you into his employment, under circumstances
which made you his debtor for life. In my place, you would have
seen him sinking, hour by hour; and you would have risked anything, rather than let the one man on earth Avho had befriended you,
die before your eyes. Don't suppose that I had no sense of the
terrible position in which I had placed myself! There Avere moments
when I felt all the misery of my friendlessness, all the peril of my
dreadful responsibility. If I had been a happy man. If I had led a
prosperous life, I believe I should have sunk under the task I had
Imposed on myself. But I had no happy time to look back at, no
past peace of mind to force itself Into contrast AvIth my present
anxiety and suspense—and I held firm to my resolution through it
all. I took an interval In the middle of the day, when my patient's
condition was at Its best, for the repose I needed. For the rest of
the four-and-tAventy hours, as long as his life Avas in danger, I never
left his bedside. Towards sunset, as usual In such cases, the
delirium incidental to the fever came on. It lasted more or less
through the night; and then intermitted, at that terrible time In tho
early morning—from two o'clock to five—Avhen the vital energies
even of the healthiest of us are at their loAvest. It is then that
Death gathers in his human harvest most abundantly. It was then
that Death and I fought our fight over the bed, Avhicli should have the
man who lay on it. I never hesitated In pursuing the treatment on
Avhicli I had staked everything. When Avine failed, I tried brandy.
When the other stimulants lost their Influence, I doubled the dose.
After an interval of suspense,—the like of which I hope to God I
shall never feel again—there came a day Avhen the rapidity of the
pulse slightly, but appreciably, diminished ; and, better still, there
came also a change in the beat—an unmistakable change to steadiness and strength. Then, I knew that I had saved him ; and then
I own I broke down. I laid the poor fellow's wasted hand back on
the bed, and burst out crying. An hysterical relief, Mr. Blake—
nothing more ! Physiology says, and says truly, that some men are
born with female constitutions—and I am one of them ! "
He made that bitterly professional apology for his tears, speaking
quietly and unaffectedly, as he had spoken throughout. His tone and
manner, from beginning to end, showed him to be especially, almost
morbidly, anxious not to set himself up as an object of interest to me.
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"You may well ask, why I have wearied you with all these
details ? " he went on. " It is the only way I can see, Mr. Blake,
of properly introducing to you what I have to say next. Now you
know exactly what my position was, at the time of Mr. Candy's illness, you will the more readily understand the sore need I had of
lightening the burden on my mind by giving it, at intervals, some
sort of relief I have had the presumption to occupy my leisure, for
some years past, in Avi'itlng a book, addressed to the members of my
profession^—a book on the intricate and delicate subject of the brain
and the nervous system. My work will probably never be finished;
and it will certainly never be published. It has none the less been
the friend of many lonely hours ; and It helped me to while away the
anxious time—the time of waiting, and nothing else—at Mr. Candy's
bedside. I told you he was delirious, I think ? And I mentioned
the time at which his delirium came on ? "
"Yes."
" Well, I had reached a section of my book, at that time, which
touched on this same question of delirium. I v/on't trouble you at
any length with my theory on the subject—I will confine myself to
telling you only what It is your present interest to know. It has
often occurred to me in the course of my medical practice, to doubt
whether we can justifiably Infer—in cases of delirium—that the loss
of the faculty of speaking connectedly. Implies of necessity the loss
of the faculty of thinking connectedly as well. Poor Mr. Candy's
illness gave me an opportunity of putting this doubt to the test. I
understand the art of writing In shorthand ; and I was able to take
down the patient's ' wanderings,' exactly as they fell from his lips.—
Do you see, Mr. Blake, what I am coming to at last ? "
I saw it clearly, and waited with breathless Interest to hear more.
" A t odds and ends of time," Ezra Jennings Avent on, " I reproduced my shorthand notes. In the ordinaiy form of writing—
leaving large spaces between the broken phrases, and even the single
words, as they had fallen disconnectedly from Mr. Candy's lips. I
then treated the result thus obtained, on something like the principle which one adopts in putting together a child's ' puzzle.' It Is
all confusion to begin with; but It may be all brought Into order
and shape, if you can only find the right way. Acting on this plan,
I filled in each blank space on the paper, with what the words or
phrases on either side of it suggested to me as the speaker's meaning;
altering over and over again, until my additions followed naturally
on the spoken words which came before them, and fitted naturally
into the spoken words which came after them. The result was, that
I not only occupied in this way many vacant and anxious hours, but
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that I arrived at something which was (as it seemed to me) a confirmation of the theory that I held. In plainer words, after putting
the broken sentences together I found the superior faculty of thinking going on, more or less connectedly, in my patient's mind, while
the Inferior faculty of expression Avas in a state of almost complete
mcapaclty and confusion."
" One word ! " I interposed, eagerly. " Did my name occur in
any of his wanderings ? "
" You shall hear, Mr. Blake. Among my Avritten proofs of the
assertion AvhIch I have just advanced—or, I ought to say, among the
Avritten experiments, tending to put my assertion to the proof—there
/,s one. In AvhIch your name occurs. For nearly the whole of one
night, Mr. Candy's mind Avas occupied with something between himself and you. t have got the broken words, as they dropped from
his lips, on one sheet of paper. And I have got the links of my
own discovering AvhIch connect those words together, on another
sheet of paper. The product (as the arithmeticians Avould say) is an
Intelhglble statement—first, of something actually done in the past;
secondly, of something which Mr. Candy contemplated doing in the
future, if his Illness had not got in the Avay, and stopped him. The
question Is whether this does, or does not, represent the lost recollection which he vainly attempted to find Avhen you called on him
this morning ? "
" Not a doubt of It! " I answered. " Let us go back directly,
and look at the papers ! "
" Quite Impossible, Mr. Blake."
"Why?"
" Put yourself In my position for a moment," said Ezra Jennings.
"Would you disclose to another person what had dropped unconsciously from the lips of your sufl'ering patient and your helpless
friend, without first knowing that there was a necessity to justify
you In opening your lips ?"
I felt that he was unansAverable, here; but I tried to argue the
question, nevertheless.
" My conduct in such a delicate matter as you describe," I
replied, " would depend greatly on AA'hether the disclosure was of a
nature to compromise my friend, or not."
" I have disposed of all necessity for considering that side of the
f[uestIon, long since," said Ezra Jennings. "Wherever my notes
included anything which Mr. Candy might have wished to keep
secret, those notes have been destroyed. My manuscript-experiments at my friend's bedside, include nothing, now, which he would
have hesitated to communicate to others, if he had recovered the use
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of his memory. In your case, I have every reason to suppose that
my notes contain something which he actually wished to say to
you
"
" And yet, you hesitate ? "
" A n d yet, I hesitate. Remember the circumstances, under
which I obtained the information which I possess ! Harmless as it
is, I cannot prevail upon myself to give It up to you, unless you
first satisfy me that there is a reason for doing so. He was so
miserably ill, Mr. Blake ! and he was so helplessly dependent upon
Me! Is it too much to ask, if I request you only to hint to me
what your interest Is In the lost recollection—or what you believe
that lost recollection to be ?"
To have answered him with the frankness which his language
and his manner both claimed from me, Avould have been to commit
myself to openly acknowledging that I was suspected of the theft of
the Diamond. Strongly as Ezra Jennings had intensified the first
impulsive interest which I had felt in him, he had not overcome my
unconquerable reluctance to disclose the degrading position in which
I stood. I took refuge once more in the explanatory phrases with
which I had prepared myself to meet the curiosity of strangers.
This time, I had no reason to complain of a want of attention on
the part of the person to whom I addressed myself Ezra Jennings
listened patiently, even anxiously, until I had done.
" I am sorry to have raised your expectations, Mr. Blake, only
to disappoint them," he said. " Throughout the whole period of
Mr. Candy's illness, from first to last, not one word about the
Diamond escaped his lips. The matter Avith AvhIch I heard him
connect your name has, I can assure you, no discoverable relation
whatever Avith the loss or the recovery of Miss Verinder's jewel."
We arrived, as he said those Avords, at a place where the highway along which we had been walking, branched off into two roads.
One led to Mr. Ablewhite's house; and the other to a moorland
village some two or three miles off. Ezra Jennings stopped at the
road which led to the village.
" M y way lies in this direction," he said. " I am really and
truly sorry, Mr. Blake, that I can be of no use to you."
His voice told me that he spoke sincerely. His soft brown eyes
rested on me for a moment with a look of melancholy interest. He
bowed, and went, without another Avord, on his way to the village.
For a minute or more, I stood and watched him, walking farther
and farther away from me; carrying farther and farther away with
him what I now firmly believed to be the clue of which I was in
search. He turned, after walking on a little way, and looked back.
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Seeing me still standing at the place where we had parted, he
stopped, as if doubting whether I might not wish to speak to him
again. There was no time for me to reason out my own situation—
to remind myself that I was losing my opportunity, at what might be
the turning point of my life, and all to flatter nothing more important than my own self-esteem! There was only time to call him
back first, and to think afterwards, I suspect I am one of the
rashest of existing men. I called him back—and then I said to
myself, " Now there is no help for it, I must tell him the truth !"
He retraced his steps directly. I advanced along the road to
meet him.
" M r . Jennings," I said, " I have not treated you quite fairly.
My interest in tracing Mr. Candy's lost recollection. Is not the
interest of recovering the Moonstone. A serious personal matter is
at the bottom of my visit to Yorkshire. I have but one excuse for
not having dealt frankly with you In this matter. It is more painful
to me than I can say, to mention to anybody what my position
really is."
Ezra Jennings looked at me with the first appearance of embarrassment which I had seen in him yet.
" I have no right, Mr. Blake, and no wish," he said, " to intrude
myself into your private affairs. Allow me to ask your pardon, on
my side, for having (most innocently) put you to a painful test."
"You have a perfect right," I rejoined, " t o fix the terms on
which you feel justified In revealing Avhat you heard at Mr. Candy's
bedside. I understand, and respect, the delicacy which influences
you in this matter. How can I expect to be taken into your confidence, if I decline to admit you into mine ? You ought to know,
and you shall know, why I am interested In discovering what Mr.
Candy wanted to say to me. If I turn out to he mistaken in my
anticipations, and if you prove unable to help me when you are
really aware of what I want, I shall trust to your honour to keep my
secret—and something tells me that I shall not trust in vain."
" Stop, Mr. Blake. I have a word to say, which must be said
before you go any farther." I looked at him In astonishment. The
grip of some terrible emotion seemed to have seized him, and shaken
him to the soul. His gipsy complexion had altered to a livid greyish
paleness; his eyes had suddenly become wild and glittering; his
voice had dropped to a tone—low, stern, and resolute—which I now
heard for the first time. The latent resources In the man, for good
or for evil—it was hard, at that moment, to say which—leapt up in
him and showed themselves to me, Avith the suddenness of a flash
of light.
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"Before you place any confidence in me," he went on, " y o u
ought to know, and you must know, under what circumstances I
have been received into Mr. Candy's house. It won't take long. I
don't profess, sir, to tell my story (as the phrase is) to any man.
My story will die with me. All I ask, is to be permitted to tell you,
what I have told Mr. Candy. If you are still in the mind, when you
have heard that, to say what you have proposed to say, you will command my attention, and command my services. Shall we walk on ? "
The suppressed misery in his face, silenced me. I answered his
question by a sign. We walked on.
After advancing a few hundred yards, Ezra Jennings stopped at
a gap in the rough stone wall which shut off the moor from the road,
at this part of it.
" Do you mind resting a little, Mr. Blake ? " he asked. " I am
not what I was—and some things shake me."
I agreed of course. He led the way through the gap to a patch
of turf on the heathy ground, screened by bushes and dwarf trees on
the side nearest to the road, and commanding in the opposite direction a grandly desolate view over thj broad brown Avilderness of the
moor. The clouds had gathered, within the last half hour. The
light was dull; the distance was dim. The lovely face of Nature
met us, soft and still and colourless—met us Avithout a smile.
We sat down in silence. Ezra Jennings laid aside his hat, and
passed his hand wearily over his forehead, wearily through his startling white and black hair. He tossed his little nosegay of wild
flowers away from him, as if the remembrances which it recalled
were remembrances which hurt him now.
" Mr. Blake ! " he said, suddenly. " You are in bad company.
The cloud of a horrible accusation has rested on me for years. I
tell you the worst at once. I am a man whose life is a wreck, and
whose character is gone."
I attempted to speak. He stopped me.
" No," he said. " Pardon me ; not yet. Don't commit yourself to expressions of sympathy which you may afterwards wish to
recal. I have mentioned an accusation AvhIch has rested on me for
years. There are circumstances in connexion with it that tell against
me. I cannot bring myself to acknowledge what the accusation is.
And I am incapable, perfectly incapable, of proving my innocence.
I can only assert my innocence. I assert it, sir, on my oath, as a
Christian. It is useless to appeal to my honour as a man."
He paused again. I looked round at him. He never looked at
me in return. His whole being seemed to be absorbed in the agony
of recollecting, and in the effort to speak.
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" There is much that I might say," he went on, " about the
merciless treatment of me by my own family, and the merciless
enmity to which I have fallen a victim. But the harm is done ; the
wrong is beyond all remedy. I decline to weary or distress you, sir,
if I can help it. At the outset of my career in this country, the vile
slander to which I have referred struck me down at once and for
ever. I resigned my aspirations in my profession—obscurity Avas
the only hope left for me. I parted with the woman I loved—how
could I condemn her to share my disgrace ? A medical assistant's
place offered itself in a remote corner of England. I got the place.
It promised me peace ; it promised me obscurity, as I thought. I
was wrong. Evil report, with time and chance to help it, travels
patiently, and travels far. The accusation from which I had fled,
followed me. I got warning of its approach. I was able to leave
my situation voluntarily, with the testimonials that I had earned.
They got me another situation in another remote district. Time
passed again ; and again the slander that was death to my character
found me out. On this occasion I had no Avarning. My employer
said, ' Mr. Jennings, I have no complaint to make against you; but
you must set yourself right, or leave me.' I had but one choice—
I left him. It's useless to dwell on what I suffered after that. I
am only forty years old now. Look at my face, and let it tell for
me the story of some miserable years. It ended in my drifting to
this place, and meeting with Mr. Candy. He wanted an assistant.
I referred him, on the question of capacity, to my last employer.
The question of character remained. I told him Avhat I have told
you—and more. I warned him that there were difficulties in the
way, even if he believed me. ' Here, as elsewhere,' I said, ' I scorn
the guilty evasion of living under an assumed name : I am no safer
at Frizinghall than at other places from the cloud that follows me,
go where I may.' He answered, ' I don't do things by halves—I
believe you, and I pity you. If you AVIII risk what may happen, I
will risk it too.' God Almighty bless him ! He has given me
shelter, he has given me employment, he has given me rest of mind
—and I have the certain conviction (I have had it for some months
past) that nothing will happen now to make him regret It."
" The slander has died out ? " I said.
" The slander is as active as ever. But Avhenit follows me here,
it will come too late."
" You will have left the place ? "
" N o , Mr. Blake—I shall be dead. For ten years past, I have
suffered from an Incurable internal complaint.
I don't disguise
from you that I should have let the agony of it kill me long since.
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but for one last interest in life, which makes my existence of some
importance to me still. I want to provide for a person—very dear
to me—whom I shall never see again. My OAVU little patrimony is
hardly sufficient to make her independent of the world. The hope,
if I could only live long enough, of increasing it to a certain sum,
has impelled me to resist the disease by such palliative means as I
could devise. The one effectual palliative in my case, is—opium.
To that all-potent and all-merciful drug, I am indebted for a respite
of many years from my sentence of death. But even the virtues
of opium have their limit. The progress of the disease has gradually
forced me from the use of opium, to the abuse of it. I am feeling
the penalty at last. My nervous system is shattered; my nights
are nights of horror. The end is not far off now. Let it come—
I have not llA'ed and worked in vain. The little sum is nearly made
up ; and I have the means of completing it, if my last reserves of
life fail me sooner than I expect. I hardly know how I have
wandered into telling you this. I don't think I am mean enough
to appeal to your pity. Perhaps, I fancy you may be all the readier
to believe me, if you know that what I have said to you, I have said
with the certain knowledge in me that I am a dying man. There
is no disguising, Mr. Blake, that you interest me, I have attempted
to make my poor friend's loss of memory the means of bettering my
acquaintance with you. I have speculated on the chance of your
feeling a passing curiosity about what he wanted to say, and of my
being able to satisfy it. Is there no excuse for my intruding myself
on you ? Perhaps there is some excuse. A man who has lived as
I have lived has his bitter moments when he ponders over human
destiny. You have youth, health, riches, a place in the world, a
prospect before you. You, and such as you, show me the sunny
side of human life, and reconcile me with the world that I am leaving,
before I go. However this talk between us may end, I shall not
forget that you have done me a kindness in doing that. It rests
with you, sir, to say what you proposed saying, or to wish me good
morning,"
I had but one answer to make to that appeal. Without a
moment's hesitation, I told him the truth, as unreservedly as I have
told it in these pages.
He started to his feet, and looked at me with breathless eagerness as I approached the leading incident of my story.
" It is certain that I went into the room," I said ; " it is certain
that I took the Diamond. I can only meet those two plain facts by
declaring that, do what I might, I did it without my own knoW"
ledge
"
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Ezra Jennings caught me excitedly by the arm.
" Stop ! " he said. " You have suggested more to me than you
suppose. Have you ever been accustomed to the use of opium ? "
" I never tasted it in my life."
" Were your nerves out of order, at this time last year ? Were
you unusually restless and irritable ? "
" Yes."
" Did you sleep badly ? "
" Wretchedly. Many nights I never slept at all."
" Was the birthday night an exception ? Try, and remember.
Did you sleep Avell on that one occasion ? "
" I do remember ! I slept soundly."
He dropped my arm as suddenly as he had taken it—and looked
at me with the air of a man whose mind was relieved of the last
doubt that rested on It.
" This Is a marked day in your life, and iu mine," he said,
gravely. " I am absolutely certain, Mr. Blake, of one thing—I
have got what Mr. Candy wanted to say to you this morning, in the
notes that I took at my patient's bedside. Wait! that is not all.
I am flrmly persuaded that I can prove you to have been unconscious
of what you were about, when you entered the room and took the
Diamond. Give me time to think, and time to question you. I
believe the vindication of your innocence is in my hands ! "
" Explain yourself, for God's sake 1 What do you mean ? "
In the excitement of our colloquy, we had walked on a few steps,
beyond the clump of dwarf trees which had hitherto screened us
from vioAV. Before Ezra Jennings could answer me, he Avas hailed
from the high-road by a man, in great agitation, who had been
evidently on the look-out for him.
" l a m coming," he called back; " I am coming as fast as I
can ! " He turned to me. " There is an urgent case Avaiting for
me at the village yonder ; I ought to have been there half an hour
since—I must attend to it at once. Give me two hours from this
time, and call at Mr. Candy's again—and I will engage to be ready
for you."
" HOAV am I to wait! " I exclaimed, impatiently. " Can't you
quiet my mind by a word of explanation before Ave part ? "
" This is far too serious a matter to be explained in a hurry,
Mr. Blake. I am not wilfully trying your patience—I should only
be adding to your suspense, if I attempted to relieve it as things are
noAV. At Frizinghall, sir, in two hours' time ! "
The man on the high-road hailed him again. He hurried away,
and left me,
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CHAPTER X.
How the interval of suspense to which I war, noAV condemned might
have affected other men in my position, I cannot pretend to say.
The influence of the two hours' probation upon 7ny temperament,
was simply this. I felt physically incapable of remaining still iu any
one place, and morally incapable of speaking to any one human being,
until I had first heard all that Ezra Jennings had to say to me.
In this frame of mind, I not only abandoned my contemplated
visit to Mrs. Ablewhite—I even shrank from encountering Gabriel
Betteredge himself.
Returning to Frizinghall, I left a note for Betteredge, telling
him that I had been unexpectedly called away, for a few hours, but
that he might certainly expect me to return towards three o'clock
in the afternoon. I requested him. In the interval, to order his
dinner at the usual hour, and to amuse himself as he pleased. He
had, as I AAOII knew, hosts of friends iu Frizinghall; and he would
be at no loss how to fill up his time until I returned to the hotel.
This done, I made the best of my way out of the town again,
and roamed the lonely moorland country which surrounds Frizinghall,
until my watch told me that it was time, at last, to retain to
Mr. Candy's house.
I found Ezra Jennings, ready and waiting for me.
He was sitting alone In a bare little room, AvhIch communicated
by a glazed door AvIth a surgery. Hideous coloured diagrams of the
ravages of hideous diseases, decorated the barren buff'-coloured walls.
A book-case filled with dingy medical works, and ornamented at tho
top with a skull, in place of the customary bust; a large deal table
copiously splashed with Ink; wooden chairs of the sort that are seen
in kitchens and cottages; a threadbare drugget In the middle of the
floor ; a sink of AA'ater, with a basin and Avaste-pipe roughly let Into
the wall, horribly suggestive of Its connection with surgical operations—comprised the entire furniture of the room. The bees Avere
humming among a few flowers placed in pots outside the Aviudow;
the birds were singing In the garden, and the faint intermittent
jingle of a tuneless piano in some neighbouring house, forced itself
now and again, on the ear. In any other place, these everyday
sounds might have spoken pleasantly of the everyday world outside.
Here, they came In as intruders on a silence which nothing but
human suffering had the privilege to disturb. I looked at the
mahogany instrument case, and at the huge roll of Hut, occupying
places of their OAVU on the book-shelves, and shuddered inwardly
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as I thought of the sounds, familiar and appropriate to the everyday
use of Ezra Jenning's room.
" I make no apology, Mr. Blake, for the place in which I am
receiving you," he said. " It is the only room in the house, at this
hour of the day, in which we can feel quite sure of being left undisturbed. Here are my papers ready for you; and here are two hooka
to which we may have occasion to refer, before we have done. Bring
your chair to the table, and we shall be able to consult them together."
I drew up to the table; and Ezra Jennings handed me his
manuscript notes. They consisted of two large folio leaves of paper.
One leaf contained Avriting which only covered the surface at intervals.
The other presented writing, in red and black ink, which completely
filled the page from top to bottom. In the irritated state of my
curiosity, at that moment, I laid aside the second sheet of paper iu
despair.
" Have some mercy on me ! " I said. " Tell me what I am to
expect, before I attempt to read this."
" Willingly, Mr. Blake ! Do you mind my asking you one or
two more questions ? "
" Ask me anything you like ! "
He looked at me with the sad smile on his lips, and the kindly
interest in his soft brown eyes.
"You have already told me," he said, " t h a t you have never—
to your knowledge—tasted opium in your life."
" To my knowledge," I repeated.
" You will understand directly, Avhy I speak with that reservation
Let us go on. You are not aware of ever having taken opium. At
this time, last year, you were suffering from nervous irritation, and
you slept wretchedly at night. On the night of the birthday, however, there Avas an exception to the rule—you slept soundly. Am
I right, so far ? "
" Quite right."
" Can you assign any cause for the nervous suffering, and your
want of sleep ? "
" I can assign no cause. Old Betteredge made a guess at tha
cause, I remember. But that is hardly worth mentioning."
"Pardon me. Anything is worth mentioning in such a case as this.
Betteredge attributed your sleeplessness to something. To what ? "
" To my leaving off smoking."
" Had you been an habitual smoker ? "
" Yes."
'' Did you leave off the habit suddenly ? '
' ' Yes."
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" Betteredge was perfectly right, Mr. Blake. When smoking is
a habit, a man must have no common constitution who can leave
it off suddenly without some temporary damage to his nervous
system. Your sleepless nights are accounted for, to my mind. My
next question refers to Mr. Candy. Do you remember having
entered into anything like a dispute with him—at the birthday
dinner, or afterwards—on the subject of his profession ? "
The question instantly awakened one of my dormant remembrances, in connection with the birthday festival.
The foolish
wrangle which took place, on that occasion, between Mr. Candy
and myself, will be found, described at much greater length than
it deserves in the tenth chapter of Betteredge's Narrative. The
details there presented of the dispute—so little had I thought of
it afterwards—entirely failed to recur to my memory.
All that
I could now recal, and all that I could tell Ezra Jennings was,
that I had attacked the art of medicine at the dinner - table,
with sufficient rashness and sufficient pertinacity to put even Mr.
Candy out of temper for the moment. I also remembered that
Lady Verinder had interfered to stop the dispute, and that the little
doctor and I had " made it up again," as the children say, and had
become as good friends as ever, before we shook hands that night,
" There is one thing more," said Ezra Jeilnlngs, " which it Is
very Important I should know. Had you any reason for feeling any
special anxiety about the Diamond, at this time last year ? "
" I had the strongest reasons for feeling anxiety about the
Diamond. I knew It to be the object of a conspiracy ; and I was
warned to take measures for Miss Verinder's protection, as the
possessor of the stone."
" Was the safety of the Diamond the subject of conversation
between you and any other person, immediately before you retired to
rest on the birthday night ? "
" It was the subject of a conversation, between Lady Verinder
and her daughter
''
" Which took place in your hearing ? "
" Yes."
Ezra Jennings took up his notes from the table, and placed them
in my hands.
" Mr. Blake," he said, " If you read those notes noAV, by the
light which my questions and your ansAA'ers have thrown on them,
you will make two astounding discoveries, concerning yourself. You
will find:—First, that you entered Miss Verinder's sitting-room and
took the Diamond, in a state of trance, produced by opium. Secondly,
that the opium was given to you by Mr. Candy—without your own
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knowledge—as a practical refutation of the opinions AvhIch you had
expressed to him at the birthday dinner."
I sat, with the papers in my hand, completely stupified.
" Try, and forgive poor Mr. Candy," said the assistant gently.
" H e has done dreadful mischief, I own; but he has done it innocently. If you will look at the notes, you will see that—but for his
illness—he would have returned to Lady Verinder's the morning
after the party, and would have acknowledged the trick that he had
played you. Miss Verinder Avould have heard of it, and Miss
Verinder would have questioned him—and the truth which has laid
hidden for a year, would have been discovered in a day."
I began to regain my self-possession. " Mr. Candy is beyond
the reach of my resentment," I said angrily. " But tlie trick that
he played me is not the less an act of treachery, for all that. I may
forgive, but I shall not forget it."
" Every medical man commits that act of treachery, Mr. Blake,
in the course of his practice. The Ignorant distrust of opium (in
England) is by no means confined to the lower and less cultivated
classes. Every doctor in large practice finds himself, OA'ery UOAV
and then, obliged to deceive his patients, as Mr. Candy deceived
you. I don't defend the folly of playing you a trick under the circumstances. I only plead with you for a more accurate and more
merciful construction of motives."
" How was it done ? " I asked. " Who gave me the laudanum,
Avithout my knowing it myself ? "
" I am not able to tell you. Nothing relating to that part of
the matter dropped from Mr. Candy's lips, all through his Illness.
Perhaps, your OAVU memory may point to the person to be suspectec!. ? "
" No."
" It is useless, in that case, to pursue the inquiry. The laudanum was secretly given to you in some Avay. Let us leave it there,
and go on to matters of more immediate importance. Read my
notes. If you can. Familiarize your mind with what has happened
in the past. I have something very bold and very startling to propose to you, which relates to the future."
Those last words roused me.
I looked at the papers, in the order in which Ezra Jennings had
placed them in my hands. The paper Avhich contained the smaller
quantity of Avriting Avas the uppermost of the tAvo. On this, the disconnected words, and fragments of sentences, Avhich had dropped
from Mr. Candy in his delirium, appeared as ibllows:
"
Mr. Franklin Blake
and agreeable
doAvn
a peg .
medicine
confesses . . sleep at night
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tell him
. out of order
medicine
he tells me . . .
and groping in the dark mean one and the same thing
all the
company at the dinner-table
I say
groping after sleep
. . nothing but medicine .
he says
leading the blind
. . . know what it means
witty
a night's rest in spite
of his teeth
wants sleep
Lady Verinder's medicine chest
five-and-twenty minims
Avithout his knowing it
to-morrow morning
Well, Mr. Blake
medicine to-day
never
without It
. out, Mr. Candy
excellent
, without it
down on him
truth
something
besides
excellent
dose of laudanum, sir
bed .
what
medicine now."
There, the first of the tAvo sheets of paper came to an end. I
handed it back to Ezra Jennings.
" That is what you heard at his bed-side ? " I said.
"Literally and exactly what I heard," he ansAvered—"except
that the repetitions are not transferred here from my short-hand
notes. He reiterated certain Avords and phrases a dozen times over,
fifty times over, just as he attached more or less importance to the
idea which they represented. The repetitions. In this sense, were of
some assistance to me in putting together those fragments. Don't
suppose," he added, pointing to the second sheet of paper, " t h a t I
claim to have reproduced the expressions which Mr. Candy himself
would have used if he had been capable of speaking connectedly. I
only say that I have penetrated through the obstacle of the disconnected expression, to the thought which was underlying It connectedly
all the time. Judge for yourself"
I turned to the second sheet of paper, Avhich I noAV knew to be
the key to the first.
Once more, Mr. Candy's Avanderlngs appeared, copied in black
ink; the intervals betAA'een the phrases being filled up by Ezra Jennings in red ink. I reproduce the result here, in one plain form;
the original language and the Interpretation of it coming close enough
together in these pages to be easily compared and verified.
"
Mr. Franklin Blake Is clever and agreeable, but he
wants taking down a peg when he talks of medicine. He confesses
that he has been suffering from Avant of sleep at night. I tell him
that his nerves are out of order, and that he ought to take medicine.
He tells me that taking medicine and groping In the dark mean one
and the same thing. This before all the company at the dinnertable. I say to him, you are groping after sleep, and nothing but
medicine can help you to find it. He says to me, I have heard of
the blind leading the blind, and noAV I knoAV Avhat it means. Witty

THE DISCOVERY OF THE TRUTH.

357

—but I can give him a night's rest in spite of his teeth. He really
wants sleep ; and Lady Verinder's medicine chest is at my disposal.
Give him five-and-tAventy minims of laudanum to-night, without his
knoAving i t ; and then call to-morroAV morning. ' Well, Mr. Blake,
Avill you try a little medicine to-day ? You will never sleep without
it.'—'There you are out, Mr. Candy: I have had an excellent
night's rest without It.' Then, come down on him with the truth !
' You have had something besides an excellent night's rest; you had
a dose of laudanum, sir, before you went to bed. What do you say
to the art of medicine, now ? "
Admiration of the ingenuity which had woven this smooth and
finished texture out of the ravelled skein, was naturally the first
impression that I felt, on handing the manuscript back to Ezra
Jennings. He modestly interrupted the first few words in which my
sense of surprise expressed Itself by asking me if the conclusion
which he had drawn from his notes was also the conclusion at which
my own mind had arrived.
" Do you believe as I believe," he said, " that you were acting
under the influence of the laudanum in doing all that you did, on tho
night of Miss Verinder's birthday, in Lady Verinder's house ? "
" I am too ignorant of the influence of laudanum to have an
opinion of my OAA'U," I ausAvered. " I can only folloAV your opinion,
and feel convinced that you are right."
" Very Avell. The next question is this. You are convinced;
and I am convinced—hoAV are Ave to carry our conviction to the
minds of other people ? "
I pointed to the two manuscripts, lying on the table between us,
Ezra Jennings shook his head,
"Useless, Mr. Blake! Quite useless, as they stand now, for
three unanswerable reasons. In the first place, those notes have
been taken, under circumstances entirely out of the experience of
the mass of mankind. Against them, to begin with ! In the second
place, those notes represent a medical and metaphysical theory.
Against them, once more! In the third place, those notes are of
7mj making; there Is nothing but 7ny assertion to the contrary, to
guarantee that they are not fabrications. Remember what I told
you on the moor—and ask yourself what my assertion is worth.
No ! my notes have but one value, looking to the verdict of the
Avorld outside. Your innocence is to be vindicated; and they show
how it can be done. We must put our conviction to the proof—and
You are the man to prove it ? "
" H o w ? " I asked.
He leaned eagerly nearer to me across the table that divided us.
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" Ai'e you willing to try a bold experiment ? "
" I will do anything to clear myself of the suspicion that rests
on me now."
" Will you submit to some personal inconvenience for a time ? "
" To any inconvenience, no matter what it may be."
'' Will you be guided implicitly by my advice ? It may expose
you to the ridicule of fools ; it may subject you to the remonstrances
of friends whose opinions you are bound to respect
''
" Tell me what to do ! " I broke out impatiently. " And, come
what may, I'll do it."
"You shall do this, Mr. Blake," he answered. "You shall
steal the Diamond, unconsciously, for the second time, in the presence
of witnesses whose testimony is beyond dispute ? "
I started to my feet. I tried to speak. I could only look at him.
" I believe it can be done," he went on. " And it shall be done
—if you will only help me. Try to compose yourself—sit down, and
hear what I have to say to you. You have resumed the habit of
smoking; I have seen that for myself. How long have you resumed it ? "
" For nearly a year."
" Do you smoke more, or less, than you did ? "
" More."
" W i l l you give up the habit again? Suddenly, mind!—as
you gave it up before."
I began dimly to see his drift. " I will give it up, from this
moment," I ansAvered.
" I f the same consequences follow, AvhIch followed last June,"
said Ezra Jennings—" if you suffer once more as you suffered then,
from sleepless nights, we shall have gained our first step. We shall
have put y-ou back again into something assimilating to your nervous
condition on the birthday night. If we can next revive, or nearly
revive, the domestic circumstances which surrounded you; and if
we can occupy your mind again with the various questions concerning
the Diamond which formerly agitated it, we shall have replaced you,
as nearly as possible. In the same position, physically and morally,
in which the opium found you last year. In that case we may fairly
hope that a repetition of the dose AVIU lead, in a greater or lesser
degree, to a repetition of the result. There is my proposal, expressed in a few hasty words. You shall now see Avhat reasons I
have to justify me in making it."
He turned to one of the books at his side, and opened it at a
place marked by a small slip of paper.
Don't suppose that I am going to weary you with a lecture on
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physiology," he said. " I think myself bound to prove, in justice to
both of us, that I am not asking you to try this experiment in deference to any theory of my own devising. Admitted principles, and
recognised authorities, justify me in the view that I take. Give me
five minutes of your attention; and I will undertake to shoAV you
that Science sanctions my proposal, fanciful as it may seem. Here,
in the first place, is the physiological principle on which I am acting,
stated by no less a person than Dr. Carpenter. Read it for yourself."
He handed me the slip of paper which had marked the place in
the book. It contained a few lines of writing, as follows :—
" There seems much ground for the belief, that every sensory
impression which has once been recognised by the perceptive consciousness, is registered (so to speak) in the brain, and may be
reproduced at some subsequent time, although there may be no consciousness of its existence in the mind during the whole intermediate period." " Is that plain, so far ?" asked Ezra Jennings.
" Perfectly plain."
He pushed the open book across the table to me, and pointed to
a passage, marked by pencil lines.
"Now," he said, "read that account of a case, which has—as
I believe—a direct bearing on your OAvn position, and on the experiment which I am tempting you to try. Observe, Mr. Blake, before
you begin, that I am now referring you to one of the greatest of
English physiologists. The book In your hand Is Doctor Elllotson's
Human Physiology; and the case which the doctor cites, rests on
the well-known authority of Mr. Combe."
The passage pointed out to me, was expressed in these terms :—
" Dr. Abel informed me," says Mr. Combe, " of an Irish porter
to a warehouse, who forgot, when sober, what he had done when
drunk; but, being drunk, again recollected the transactions of his
former state of intoxication. On one occasion, being drunk, he had
lost a parcel of some value, and in his sober moments could give
no account of it. Next time he was intoxicated, he recollected that
he had left the parcel at a certain house, and there being no address
on it, it had remained there safely, and was got on his calling for it,"
" Plain again ? " asked Ezra Jennings,
" As plain as need be."
He put back the slip of paper in its place, and closed the book.
" Are you satisfied that I have not spoken Avithout good authority
to support me ? " he asked. " If not, I have only to go to those
bookshelves, and you have only to read the passages which I can
point out to you."
" I am quite satisfied," I said, " Avithout reading a word more,"
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" In that case, we may return to your own personal interest in
this matter. I am bound to tell you that there is something to be
said against the experiment as well as for it. If we could, this year,
exactly reproduce, in your case, the conditions as they existed last
year, it is physiologically certain that we should arrive at exactly
the same result. But this—there is no denying it—is simply impossible. We can only hope to approximate to the conditions; and
if we don't succeed in getting you nearly enough back to what you
were, this venture of ours will fail. If we do succeed—and I am
myself hopeful of success—you may at least so far repeat your proceedings on the birthday night, as to satisfy any reasonable person
that you are guiltless, morally speaking, of the theft of the Diamond.
I believe, Mr. Blake, I have now stated the question, on both sides
of it, as fairly as I can, within the limits that I have Imposed on
myself. If there Is anything that I have not made clear to you, tell
me what it is—and if I can enlighten you, I AVIII."
"All that you have explained to me," I said, " I understand
perfectly. But I own I am puzzled on one point, which you have
not made clear to me yet."
" W h a t is the p o i n t ? "
" I don't understand the effect of the laudanum on me. I don't
understand my walking down-stairs, and along corridors, and my opening and shutting the drawers of a cabinet, and my going back again
to my own room. All these are active proceedings. I thought the influence of opium was first to stupify you, and then to send you to sleep."
" The common error about opium, Mr. Blake! I am, at this
moment, exerting my intelligence (such as It Is) in your service, under
the influence of a dose of laudanum, some ten times larger than
the dose Mr. Candy administered to you. But don't trust to my
authority—even on a question which comes within my own personal
experience. I anticipated the objection you have just made : and I
have again provided myself with independent testimony, which will
carry its due weight with it in your own mind, and in the minds
of your friends."
He handed me the second of the two books which he had by
him on the table.
" There," he said, " are the far-famed Confessions of an
English Opiu7n Eater!
Take the book aAvay with you, and read it.
At the passage which I have marked, you Avill find that Avhen
De Quincey had committed what he calls ' a debauch of opium,'
he either went to the gallery at the Opera to enjoy the music, or he
wandered about the London markets on Saturday night, and interested himself in observing all the little shifts and bargainings of
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the poor in providing their Sunday's dinner.
So much for the
capacity of a man to occupy himself actively, and to move about
from place to place under the influence of opium."
" I am answered so far," I said; "but I am not answered yet as
to the effect produced by the opium on myself"
" I will try to answer you In a fcAV Avords," said Ezra Jennings.
" The action of opium is comprised, in the majority of cases, in two
influences—a stimulating influence flrst, and a sedative influence
afterAvards. Under the stimulating Influence, the latest and most
vivid impressions left on your mind—namely, the Impressions
relating to the Diamond—Avould be likely, in your morbidly sensitive
nervous condition, to become intensified in your brain, and would
subordinate to themselves your judgment and your AVIU—exactly as
an ordinary dream subordinates to itself your judgment and your will.
Little by little, under this action, any apprehensions about the safety
of the Diamond which you might have felt during the day, Avould be
liable to develop themselves from the state of doubt to the state of
certainty—would impel you into practical action to preserve the
jewel—would direct your steps, with that motive In view, into the
room which you entered—and would guide your hand to the draAvers
of the cabinet, until you had found the drawer which held the stone.
In the spiritualised intoxication of opium, you would do all that.
Later, as the sedative action began to gain on the stimulant action,
you would slowly become Inert and stupified. Later still you would
fall into a deep sleep. When the morning came, and the effect of
the opium had been all slept off, you would wake as absolutely
ignorant of what you had done in the night as If you had been living
at the Antipodes.—Have I made it tolerably clear to you, so far ? "
"You have made it so clear," I said, " that I want you to go
farther. You have shown me how I entered the room, and hoAv I
came to take the Diamond. But Miss Verinder saAv me leave the
room again, with the jewel in my hand. Can you trace my proceedings from that moment ? Can you guess Avliat I did next ? "
" That is the very point I was coming to," he rejoined. " It is
a question with me whether the experiment which I propose as a
means of vindicating your innocence, may not also be made a means
of recovering the lost Diamond as well. When you left Miss
Verinder's sitting-room, with the jewel in your hand, you Avent back
in all probability to your OAVU room
"
" Yes ? and what then ? "
" It is possible, Mr. Blake—I dare not say more—that your idea
of preserving the Diamond led, by a natural sequence, to the idea
of hiding the Diamond, and that the place in which you hid it
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was somewhere in your bedroom. In that event, the case of the
Irish porter may be your case. You may remember, under the
influence of the second dose of opium, the place in which you hid the
Diamond under the influence of the first."
It was my turn, now, to enlighten Ezra Jennings. I stopped him,
before he could say any more.
" You are speculating," I said, " o n a result which cannot
possibly take place. The Diamond is, at this moment, in London."
He started, and looked at me in great surprise,
" In London ? " he repeated, " HOAV did it get to London from
Lady Verinder's house ? "
" Nobody knows."
"You removed it with your own hand from Miss Verinder's
room. How was it taken out of your keeping ? "
" I have no idea how it was taken out of my keeping."
" Did you see it, when you Avoke in the morning ? "
"No."
" Has Miss Verinder recovered possession of It ? "
"No."
" Mr. Blake! there seems to be something here which Avants
clearing up. May I ask how you know that the Diamond is, at this
moment, in London ? "
I had put precisely the same question to Mr. Bruff, when I made
my first inquiries about the Moonstone, on my return to England.
In answering Ezra Jennings, I accordingly repeated what I had myself
heard from the lawyer's own lips—and what is already famlUar to the
readers of these pages.
He showed plainly that he was not satisfied with my reply.
" With all deference to you," he said, " and with all deference
to your legal adviser, I maintain the opinion which I expressed just
now. It rests, I am well aware, on a mere assumption. Pardon me
for reminding you, that your opinion also rests on a mere assumption
as well."
The view he took of the matter was entirely noAV to me. I waited
anxiously to hear how he would defend it.
" I assume," pursued Ezra Jennings, " that the influence of the
opium—after impelling you to possess yourself of the Diamond, with
the purpose of securing its safety—might also impel you, acting
under the same influence and the same motive, to hide it somewhere
In your own room. You assume that the Hindoo conspirators could
by no possibility commit a mistake. The Indians went to Mr. Luker's
house after the Diamond—and, therefore, in Mr. Luker's possession
tho Diamond must b e ! Have you any evidence to prove that the
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Moonstone Avas taken to London at all ? You can't even guess
how, or by whom, it was removed from Lady Verinder's house I
Have you any evidence that the jewel was pledged to Mr, Luker ?
He declares that he never heard of the Moonstone; and his
bankers' receipt acknowledges nothing but the deposit of a valuable of great price. The Indians assume that Mr. Luker is lying—
and you assume again that the Indians are right. All I say, in
differing with you, is—that my view is possible. What more, Mr.
Blake, either logically or legally, can be said for yours ? "
It was put strongly; but there Avas no denying that it was put
truly as well,
" I confess you stagger me," I replied. " Do you object to my
Avriting to Mr. Bruff, and telling him Avhat you have said ? "
" On the contrary, I shall be glad if you will Avrite to Mr. Bruff,
If we consult his experience, Ave may see the matter under a new
light. For the present, let us return to our experiment with the
opium. We have decided that you leave off the habit of smoking,
from this moment?"
" From this moment."
" That is the first step. The next step Is to reproduce, as
nearly as we can, the domestic circumstances AA'hich surrounded you
last year."
How was this to be done ? Lady Verinder was dead. Rachel
and I, so long as the suspicion of theft rested on me, were parted
irrevocably. Godfrey Ablewhite was aAvay, travelling on the Continent. It was simply impossible to reassemble the people who had
inhabited the house, when I had slept in it last. The statement ol
this objection did not appear to embarrass Ezra Jennings. He
attached very little importance, he said, to reassembling the same
people—seeing that it would be vain to expect them to reassume the
various positions which they had occupied toAvard's me in the past
times. On the other hand, he considered it essential to the success
of the experiment, that I should see the same objects about me which
had surrounded me when I was last in the house,
" AboA'e all things," he said, " you must sleep in the room which
you slept in, on the birthday night, and It must be furnished in the
same way. The stairs, the corridors, and Miss Verinder's sittingroom, must also be restored to what they were when you saw them
last. It is absolutely necessary, Mr. Blake, to replace every article
of furniture in that part of the house which may now be put away.
The sacrifice of your cigars will be useless, unless we can get Miss
Verinder's permission to do that."
" Who is to apply to her for permission ? " I asked.
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" Is it not possible for you to apply ? "
" Quite out of the question. After Avhat has passed between us,
on the subject of the lost Diamond, I can neither see her, nor Avrite
to her, as things are now."
Ezra Jennings paused, and considered for a moment.
" May I ask you a delicate question ? " he said.
I signed to him to go on.
" Am I right, Mr. Blake, in fancying (from cue or two things
which have dropped from you) that you felt no common Interest in
Miss Verinder, in former times ? "
" Quite right."
" Was the feeling returned ? "
" I t was."
" Do you think Miss Verinder would be likely to feel a strong
interest in the attempt to prove your innocence ? "
" I am certain of It."
" I n that case, 7 will write to Miss Verinder—if you will give
me leave."
" Telling her of the proposal that you have made to me ? "
" Telling her of everything that has passed betAveen us to-day."
It Is needless to say that I eagerly accepted the service which
he had offered to me.
" I shall have time to write by to-day's post," he said, looking
at his watch. " Don't forget to lock up your cigars, when you get
back to the hotel! I will call to-morrow morning and hear how you
have passed the night."
I rose to take leave of him ; and attempted to express the grateful sense of his kindness which I really felt.
He pressed my hand gently. " Remember what I told you on
the moor," he ansAvered. " If I can do you this little service, Mr.
Blake, I shall feel it like a last gleam of sunshine, falling on the
evening of a long and clouded day."
We parted. It was then the fifteenth of June. The events of
the next ten days—every one of them more or less directly connected
with the experiment of which I Avas the passive object—are all placed
on record, exactly as they happened, in the Journal habitually kept
by Mr. Candy's assistant. In the pages of Ezra Jennings, nothing
is concealed, and nothing is forgotten. Let Ezra Jennings tell how
the venture with the opium was tried, and how it ended.
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E.vtracted from the Journal

O / E Z R A JENNINGS.

1849.—June 15th.
With some interruption from patients,
and some interruption from pain, I finished my letter to Miss
Verinder in time for to-day's post. I failed to make it as short a
letter as I could have wished. But I think I have made it plain.
It leaves her entirely mistress of her own decision. If she consents
to assist the experiment, she consents of her own free Avill, and not
as a favour to Mr. Franklin Blake or to me.
June 16th.—Rose late, after a dreadful night; the vengeance of
yesterday's opium, pursuing me through a series of frightful dreams.
At one time, I AA'as Avhirling through empty space with the phantoms
of the dead, friends and enemies together. At another, the one
beloved face which I shall never see again, rose at my bedside,
hideously phosphorescent In the black darkness, and glared and
grinned at me. A slight return of the old pain, at the usual time
in the early morning, was welcome as a change. It dispelled the
visions—and It Avas bearable because it did that.
My bad night made It late in the morning, before I could get to
Mr. Franklin Blake. I found him stretched on the sofa, breakfasting on brandy and soda-Avater, and a dry biscuit.
" I am beginning, as well as you could possibly wish," he said.
" A miserable, restless night; and a total failure of appetite this
morning. Exactly what happened last year, Avhen I gave up my
cigars. The sooner I am ready for my second dose of laudanum,
the better I shall be pleased."
"You shall have It on the earliest possible day," I answered.
" In the meantime, we must be as careful of your health as Ave can.
If we allow you to become exhausted, we shall fail in that way. You
must get an appetite for your dinner. In other Avords, you must get
a ride or a walk this morning, in the fresh air."
" I will ride, if they can find me a horse here. By-the-by, I
wrote to Mr. Bruff, yesterday. Have you Avritten to Miss Verinder?"
" Yes—by last night's post."
" Very good. We shall have some news worth hearing, to tell
each other to-morrow. Don't go yet! I have a Avord to say to
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you. You appeared to think, yesterday, that our experiment with
the opium was not likely to be A'lewed very favourably by some of
my friends. You Avere quite right. I call old Gabriel Betteredge
one of my friends ; and you will be amused to hear that he protested
strongly when I saw him yesterday. ' You have done a wonderful
number of foolish things in the course of your life, Mr. Franklin;
but this tops them a l l ! ' There is Betteredge's opinion ! You will
make allowance for his prejudices, I am sure, if you and he happen
to meet ? "
I left Mr. Blake, to go my rounds among my patients ; feeling
the better and the happier even for the short intervioAv that I had
had with him.
What is the secret of the attraction that there is for me in this
man ? Does it only mean that I feel the contrast between the
frankly kind manner in which he has allowed me to become acquainted
with him, and the merciless dislike and distrust with which I am
met by other people ? Or is there really something in him which
answers to the yearning that I have for a little human sympathy—
the yearning, which has survived the solitude and persecution of
many years; which seems to grow keener and keener, as the time
comes nearer and nearer when I shall endure and feel no more ?
How useless to ask these questions! Mr. Blake-has given me a
new interest in life. Let that be enough, without seeking to know
what the new interest is.
June 17th.—Before breakfast, this morning, Mr. Candy informed
me that he was going away for a fortnight, on a visit to a friend in
the south of England. He gave me as many special directions,
poor fellow, about the patients, as If he still had the large practice
which he possessed before he Avas taken ill. The practice is worth
little enough now ! Other doctors have superseded him; and nobody
who can help it will employ me.
It is perhaps fortunate that he is to be away just at this time.
He would have been mortified if I had not informed him of the
experiment which I am going to try with Mr. Blake. And I hardly
know what undesirable results might not have happened, if I had
taken him into my confidence. Better as it is. Unquestionably,
better as it is.
The post brought me Miss Verinder's answer, after Mr. Candy
had left the house.
A charming letter! It gives me the highest opinion of her.
There is no attempt to conceal the Interest that she feels in our
proceedings. She tells me, in the prettiest manner, that my letter
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has satisfied her of Mr. Blake's innocence, Avithout the slightest
need (so far as she is concerned) of putting my assertion to the
proof. She even upbraids herself—most undeservedly, poor thing !
—for not having divined at the time what the true solution of the
mystery might really be. The motive underlying all this, proceeds
evidently from something more than a generous eagerness to make
atonement for a wrong which she has innocently inflicted on another
person. It Is plain that she has loved him, throughout the estrangement between them. In more than one place the rapture of discovering that he has deserved to be loved, breaks its way innocently
through the stoutest formalities of pen and ink, and even defles the
stronger restraint still of writing to a stranger. Is it possible (I ask
myself, in reading this delightful letter) that I, of all men in the
world, am chosen to be the means of bringing these tAVO young
people together again ? My own happiness has been trampled under
foot; my own love has been torn from me. Shall I live to see a
happiness of others, which Is of my making—a love renewed, which
is of my bringing back ? Oh merciful Death, let me see it before
your arms enfold me, before your voice whispers to me, " Rest
at l a s t ! "
There are tAVO requests contained in the letter. One of them
prevents me from showing It to Mr. Franklin Blake. I am authorised to tell him that Miss Verinder willingly consents to place her
house at our disposal; and, that said, I am desired to add no more.
So far, it is easy to comply with her wishes. But the second
request embarrasses me seriously.
Not content with having written to Mr. Betteredge, instructing
him to carry out whatever directions I may have to give. Miss
Verinder asks leave to assist me, by personally superintending the
restoration of her own sitting-room. She only waits a word of reply
from me, to make the journey to Yorkshire, and to be present as one
of the witnesses on the night when the opium is tried for the second
time.
Here, again, there is a motive under the surface; and, here
again, I fancy that I can find it out.
What she has forbidden me to tell Mr. Franklin Blake, she is
(as I interpret It) eager to tell him with her own lips, before he is
put to the test AvhIch is to vindicate his character In the eyes of other
people. I understand and admire this generous anxiety to acquit
him, without waiting until his Innocence may, or may not, be proved.
It is the atonement that she is longing to make, poor girl, after
having innocently and inevitably wronged him. But the thing cannot be done. I have no sort of doubt that the agitation which a
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meeting between them AA'ould produce on both sides—reviving
dormant feelings, appealing to old memories, awakening new hopes
—would, in their effect on the mind of Mr. Blake, be almost certainly
fatal to the success of our experiment. It is hard enough, as things
are, to reproduce in him the conditions as they existed, or nearly as
they existed, last year. AVith new interests and new emotions to
agitate him, the attempt would be simply useless.
And yet, knowing this, I cannot find it in my heart to disappoint
her. I must try if I can discover some new arrangement, before
post-time, which will allow me to say Yes to Miss Verinder, without
damage to the service which I have bound myself to render to
Mr. Franklin Blake.
Two o'clock.—I have just returned from my round of medical
visits ; having begun, of course, by calling at the hotel.
Mr. Blake's report of the night is the same as before. He has
had some intervals of broken sleep, and no more. But he feels it
less to-day, having slept after yesterday's dinner. This after-dinner
sleep is the result, no doubt, of the ride which I advised him to take.
I fear I shall have to curtail his restorative exercise in the fresh air.
He must not be too well; he must not be too ill. It is a case (as
a sailor would say) of very fine steering.
He has not heard yet from Mr. Bruff. I found him eager to
know if I had received any ansAver from Miss Verinder.
I told him exactly what I was permitted to tell, and no more.
It was quite needless to Invent excuses for not showing him the
letter. He told me bitterly enough, poor fellow, that he understood
the delicacy which disinclined me to produce it. " She consents, of
course, as a matter of common courtesy and common justice," he
said. " But she keeps her own opinion of me, and waits to see the
result." I was sorely tempted to hint that he was now wronging her
as she had wronged him. On reffection, I shrank from forestalling
her in the double luxury of surprising and forgiving him.
My visit was a very short one. After the experience of the other
night, I have been compelled once more to give up my dose of
opium. As a necessary result, the agony of the disease that Is In
me has got the upper hand again, I felt the attack coming on, and
left abruptly, so as not to alarm or distress him. It only lasted a
quarter of an hour this time, and It left me strength enough to go on
with my work.
Five o'clock.—I have written my reply to Miss Verinder.
The arrangement I have proposed reconciles the interests on
both sides, if she AVIII only consent to It. After first stating the
objections that there are to a meeting betAveen Mr. Blake and herself,
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before the experiment Is tried, I have suggested that she should so
time her journey as to arrive at the house privately, on the evening
when we make the attempt. Travelling by the afternoon train from
London, she AA'ould delay her arrival until nine o'clock. At that
hour, I have undertaken to see Mr. Blake safely into his bedchamber ; and so to leave Miss Verinder free to occupy her OAVU
rooms until the time comes for administering the laudanum. When
that has been done, there can be no objection to her Avatching the
result, with the rest of us. On the next morning, she shall shoAv
Mr. Blake (if she likes) her correspondence with me, and shall
satisfy him in that Avay that he was acquitted in her estimation,
before the question of his innocence was put to the proof.
In that sense, I have AA'ritten to her. This is all that I can do
to-day. To-morroAV I must see Mr. Betteredge, and give the necessary directions for re-opening the house.
June 18th.—Late again. In calling on Mr. Franklin Blake
More of that horrible pain in the early morning ; folloAved, this time,
by complete prostration, for some hours. I foresee. In spite of tho
penalties which it exacts from mo, that I shall have to return to the
opium for the hundredth time. If I had only myself to think of, I
should prefer the sharp pains to the frightful dreams. But the
physical suffering exhausts me. If I let myself sink, it may end
in my becoming useless to Mr. Blake at the time when he wants me
most.
It Avas nearly one o'clock before I could get to the hotel to-day.
The visit, even in my shattered condition, proved to be a most
amusing one—thanks entirely to the presence on the scene of Gabriel
Betteredge.
I found him in the room, when I went in. He wIthdreAV to the
window and looked out, AvhIle I put my first customary question to
my patient. Mr. Blake had slept badly again, and he felt the loss
of rest this morning more than he had felt It yet.
I asked next if he had heard from Mr. Bruff.
A letter had reached him that morning. Mr. Bruff expressed
the strongest disapproval of the course Avhich his friend and client
Avas taking under my advice. It Avas mischievous—for It excited
hopes that might never be realised. It Avas quite unintelligible to
his mind, except that it looked like a piece of trickery, akin to the
trickery of mesmerism, clairvoyance, and the like. It unsettled
Miss Verinder's house, and it would end in unsettling Miss Verinder
herself. He had put the ease (without mentioning names) to an
eminent physician; and the eminent physician had smiled, had
24
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shaken his head, aud had said—nothing. On these grounds, Mr.
Bruff entered his protest, and left it there.
My next inquiry related to the subject of the Diamond. Had
the laAvyer produced any OA'Idence to prove that the jeAvel Avas in
London ?
No, the laAvyer had simply declined to discuss the question. He
was himself satisfied that the Moonstone had been pledged to Mr.
Luker. His eminent absent friend, Mr. MurthAvaite (whose consummate knowledge of the Indian character no one could deny),
was satisfied also. Under these circumstances, and with the many
demands already made on him, he must decline entering into any
disputes on the subject of evidence. Time would show; and Mr.
Bruff was willing to wait for time.
It was quite plain—even if Mr. Blake had not made it plainer
still by reporting the substance of the letter, instead of reading
AA'hat was actually written—that distrust of 7ne was at the bottom
of all this. Having myself foreseen that result, I was neither
mortified nor surprised. I asked Mr. Blake if his friend's protest
had shaken him. He answered emphatically, that it had not produced the slightest effect on his mind. I Avas free after that
to dismiss Mr. Bruff from consideration—and I did dismiss him
accordingly.
A pause in the talk between us, followed—and Gabriel Betteredge came out from his retirement at the AvIndow.
" C a n you favour me AvIth your attention, s i r ? " he Inquired,
addressing himself to me.
" I am quite at your service," I answered.
Betteredge took a chair and seated himself at the table. He
produced a huge old-fashioned leather pocket-book, with a pencil
of dimensions to match. Having put on his spectacles, he opened the
pocket-book, at a blank page, and addressed himself to me once more.
" I have lived," said Betteredge, looking at me sternl}^ "nigh
on fifty years In the service of my late lady. I was page-boy before
that, in the service of the old lord, her father. I am now somewhere between seventy and eighty years of age—never mind exactly
AA'here ! I am reckoned to have got as pretty a knoAvledge and
experience of the world as most men. And what does it all end in ?
It ends, Mr. Ezra Jennings, in a conjuring trick being performed
on Mr. Franklin Blake, by a doctor's assistant AA'ith a bottle of
laudanum—and by the living jingo, I'm appointed. In my old age,
to be conjuror's boy !"
Mr. Blake burst out laughing. I attempted to speak. Betteredge held up his hand, in token that he had not done yet.
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" Not a word, Mr. Jennings !" he said. " It don't want a word,
sir, from you. I have got my principles, thank God. If an order
comes to me, Avhich Is OAvn brother to an order come from Bedlam,
it don't matter. So long as I get it from my master or mistress,
as the case may be, I obey it. I may have my OAA'U opinion, Avhich
is also, you will please to remember, the opinion of Mr. Bruff—the
Great Mr. Bruff!" said Betteredge, raising his voice, and shaking
his head at me solemnly. " It don't matter; I AvIthdraAV my opinion,
for all that. My young lady says, ' Do It.' And I say, ' Miss, it
shall be done.' Here I am, Avith my book and my pencil—the latter
not pointed so well as IcouldAvIsh, but when Christians take leave of
their senses, who Is to expect that pencils AVIII keep their points ?
Give me your orders, Mr. Jennings. I'll have them in Avriting, sir.
I'm determined not to be behind 'em, or before 'em, by so much as
a hair's-breadth. I'm a blind agent—that's Avhat I am. A blind
agent! " repeated Betteredge, AvIth infinite relish of his oAvn description of himself.
" I am very sony," I began, " that you and I don't agree
"
"Don't bring me. Into i t ! " interposed Betteredge. " T h i s is
not a matter of agreement, it's a matter of obedience. Issue your
directions, sir—Issue your directions ! "
Mr. Blake made me a sign to take him at his word. I " issued
my directions" as plainly and as gravely as I could.
" I AvIsh certain parts of the house to be reopened," I said,
" and to be furnished, exactly as they were furnished at this time
last year."
Betteredge gave his imperfectly-pointed pencil a preliminary lick
with his tongue. " Name the parts, Mr. Jennings !" he said loftily.
" First, the inner hall, leading to the chief staircase."
" ' F i r s t , the inner hall,' Betteredge wrote. "Impossible to
furnish that, sir, as It was furnished last year—to begin AvIth."
"Why?"
" Because there Avas a stuffed buzzard, Mr. Jennings, in the hall
last year. When the family left, the buzzard was put aAvay with the
other things. When the buzzard was put away—he burst."
" We will except the buzzard then."
Betteredge took a note of the exception
" ' The inner hall to
be furnished again, as furnished last year. A burst buzzard alone
excepted.' Please to go on, Mr. Jennings."
" The carpet to be laid down on the stairs, as before."
" ' The carpet to be laid doAvn on the stairs, as before.' Sorry
to disappoint you, sir. But that can't be done either,"
"Why not?"
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" Because the man who laid that carpet down, is dead, Mr. Jennings—and the like of him for reconciling together a carpet and a
corner, is not to be found in all England, look where you may."
" Very well. We must try the next best man In England."
Betteredge took another note ; and I went on issuing my directions.
" Miss Verinder's sitting-room to be restored exactly to what it
was last year. Also, the corridor leading from the sitting-room to
the first landing. Also, the second corridor, leading from the
second landing to the best bedrooms. Also, the bedroom occupied
last June by Mr, Franklin Blake."
Betteredge's blunt pencil followed me conscientiously, word by
word. " Go on, sir," he said, with sardonic gravity. " There's a
deal of writing left In the point of this pencil yet."
I told him that I had no more directions to give. " Sir," said
Betteredge, " in that case, I have a point or two to put on my own
behalf" He opened the pocket-book at a new page, and gave the
inexhaustible pencil another preliminary lick.
" I wish to know," he began, " whether I may, or may not, wash
my hands
"
"You may decidedly," said Mr. Blake. " I ' l l ring for tho
waiter."
"
of certain responsiblHties," pursued Betteredge, impenetrably declining to see anybody in the room but himself and me.
" As to Miss Verinder's sitting-room, to begin Avith. When Ave took
up the carpet last year, Mr. Jennings, Ave found a surprising quantity
of pins. Am I responsible for putting back the pins ? "
" Certainly not."
Betteredge made a note of that concession, on the spot.
" As to the first corridor next," he resumed. " When we moved
the ornaments In that part, we moA'ed a statue of a fat naked child—
profanely described In the catalogue of the house as ' Cupid, god of
Love.' He had two wings last year, in the fleshy part of his shoulders. My eye being off him, for the moment, he lost one of them.
Am I responsible for Cupid's wing ? "
I made another concession, and Betteredge made another note.
" A s to the second corridor," he VA'ent on. " There having been
nothing in It, last year, but the doors of the rooms (to CA'ery one of
which I can sAvear, if necessary), my mind is easy, I admit, respecting that pa,rt of the house only. But, as to Mr. Franklin's bedroom (If tltat is to be put back to Avhat it Avas before), I want to
know who Is responsible for keeping It in a p'erpetnal state of litter,
no matter hoAV often It may be set right—his trousers here, his
toAvels there, and his French novels everyAvhere. I say, Avho is re-
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sponsible for untldying the tidiness of Mr. Franklin's room, him
or me ? "
Mr. Blake declared that he would assume the whole responsibility
with the greatest pleasure. Betteredge obstinately declined to listen
to any solution of the difficulty, without first referring it to my
sanction and approval. I accepted Mr. Blake's proposal; and Betteredge made a last entry In the pocket-book to that effect.
"Look In Avhen you like, Mr. Jennings, beginning from tomorrow," he said, getting on his legs. " You will find me at work,
with the necessary persons to assist me. I respectfully beg to thank
you, sir, for overlooking the case of the stufl'ed buzzard, and the
other case of the Cupid's Aving—as also for permitting me to wash
my hands of all responsibility in respect of the pins on the carpet,
and the litter in Mr. Franklin's room. Speaking as a servant, I am
deeply indebted to you. Speakiug as a man, I consider you to be a
person whose head is full of maggots, and I take up my testimony
against your experiment as a delusion and a snare. Don't be afraid,
on that account, of my feelings as a man getting in the way of my
duty as a servant! You shall be obeyed. The maggots notwithstanding, sir, you shall be obeyed. If it ends in your setting the
house on fire, Damme if I send for the engines, unless you ring the
bell and order them first! "
With that farewell assurance, he made me a bow, and walked
out of the room.
" Do you think we can depend on him ? " I asked.
" Implicitly," answered Mr. Blake. " When we go to the house,
we shall find nothing neglected, and nothing forgotten."
June 19th.—Another protest against our contemplated proceedings ! From a lady this time.
The morning's post brought me tAVo letters. One, from Miss
Verinder, consenting, in the kindest manner, to the arrangement
that I have proposed. The other from the lady under whose care
she Is living—one Mrs. MerrldcAV.
Mrs. Merridew presents her compliments, and does not pretend
to understand the subject on which I have been corresponding with
Miss Verinder, in its scientific bearings. Viewed in Its social bearings, however, she feels free to pronounce an opinion. I am probably,
Mrs. Merridew thinks, not aware that Miss Verinder is barely nineteen
years of age. To alloAV a young lady, at her time of life, to be
present (without a "chaperone") in a house full of men among
whom a medical experiment is being carried on, is an outrage on
propriety which Mrs. Merridew cannot possibly permit. If the matter
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is allowed to proceed, she will feel it to be her duty—at a serious
sacrifice of her own personal convenience—to accompany Miss
Verinder to Yorkshire. Under these circumstances, she ventures
to request that I will kindly reconsider the subject; seeing that
Miss Verinder declines to be guided by any opinion but mine. Her
presence cannot possibly be necessary; and a word from me, to that
effect, would relieve both Mrs. Merridew and myself of a very unpleasant responsibility.
Translated from polite commonplace. Into plain English, the
meaning of this Is, as I take It, that Mrs. MerrldcAV stands in mortal
fear of the opinion of the world. She has unfortunately appealed
to the very last man in existence who has any reason to regard that
opinion with respect. I won't disappoint Miss Verinder ; and I
won't delay a reconciliation between two young people who love each
other, and who have been parted too long already. Translated from
plain English into polite commonplace, this means that Mr. Jennings
presents his compliments to Mrs. Merridew, and regrets that he canQot feel justified in interfering any farther In the matter.
Mr. Blake's report of himself this morning, was the same as
before. We determined not to disturb Betteredge by overlooking
him at the house to-day. To-morrow will be time enough for our
first visit of inspection.
June 20th.—Mr. Blake Is beginning to feel his continued restlessness at night. The sooner the rooms are refurnished, now, the
better.
On our way to the house, this morning, he consulted me, with
some nervous impatience and irresolution, about a letter (forwarded
to him from London) which he had received from Sergeant Cuff.
The Sergeant writes from Ireland. He acknowledges the receipt
(through his housekeeper) of a card and message which Mr. Blake
left at his residence near Dorking, and announces his return to
England as likely to take place in a week or less. In the meantime, he requests to be favoured with Mr. Blake's reasons for wishing
to speak to him (as stated in the message) on the subject of the
Moonstone. If Mr. Blake can convict him of having made any
serious mistake, in the course of his last year's Inquiry concerning
the Diamond, he will consider it a duty (after the liberal manner in
which he was treated by the late Lady Verinder) to place himself at
that gentleman's disposal. If not, he begs permission to remain in
his retirement, surrounded by the peaceful floricultural attractions
of a country life.
After reading the letter, I had no hesitation in advising Mr.
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Blake to inform Sergeant Cuff, in reply, of all that had happened
since the Inquiry was suspended last year, and to leave him to draw
his OAvn conclusions from the plain facts.
On second thoughts, I also suggested Inviting the Sergeant to be
present at the experiment, in the event of his returning to England
in time to join us. He would be a valuable witness to have, in any
case ; and, if I proved to be wrong in believing the Diamond to be
hidden in Mr, Blake's room, his advice might be of great Importance,
at a future stage of the proceedings over which I could exercise no
control. This last consideration appeared to decide Mr. Blake. He
promised to folloAV my advice.
The sound of the hammer informed us that the work of refurnishing was in full progress, as Ave entered the drive that led to
the house.
Betteredge, attired for the occasion in a fisherman's red cap, and
an apron of green baize, met us In the outer hall. The moment he
saw me, he pulled out the pocket-hook and pencil, and obstinately
insisted on taking notes of everything that I said to him. Look
where we might, we found, as Mr. Blake had foretold, that the work
was advancing as rapidly and as intelhgently as It was possible to
desire. But there was still much to be done In the Inner hall, and
in Miss Verinder's room. It seemed doubtful whether the housa
Avould be ready for us before the end of the Aveek.
Having congratulated Betteredge on the progress that he had
made (he persisted in taking notes every time I opened my lips;
declining, at the same time, to pay the slightest attention to anything
said by Mr. Blake); and haA'ing promised to return for a second visit
of Inspection in a day or two, we prepared to leave the house, going
out by the back way. Before we Avere clear of the passages doAvnstairs, I Avas stopped by Betteredge, just as I was passing the door
which led into his own room.
" Could I say two words to you in private? " he asked, in a
mysterious whisper.
I consented of course. Mr. Blake walked on to Avait for me In
the garden, while I accompanied Betteredge Into his room. I fully
anticipated a demand for certain new concessions, folloAving the
precedent already established in the cases of the stuffed buzzard,
and the Cupid's wing. To my great surprise, Betteredge laid his
hand confidentially on my arm, and put this extraordinary question
to me :
" Mr. Jennings, do you happen to be acquainted with Bobinson
Crusoe ? "
I ansAvered that I had read Robinson Crusoe when I was a child.
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" Not since then ? " inquired Betteredge.
" Not since then."
He fell back a few steps, and looked at me with an expression of
compassionate curiosity, tempered by superstitious aAve.
" He has not read Robinson Crusoe since he Avas a child," said
Betteredge, speaking to himself—not to me. " Let's try hoAV
Bobinson Crusoe strikes him now ! "
He unlocked a cupboard In a corner, and produced a dirty and
dog's-eared book, which exhaled a strong odour of stale tobacco as
he turned over the leaves. Having found a passage of Avhich he was
apparently in search, he requested me to join him In the corner; still
mysteriously confidential, and still speaking under his breath.
" I n respect to this hocus-pocus of yours, sir, Avith the laudanum
and Mr. Franklin Blake," he began. "While the Avorkpeople are
in the house, my duty as a servant gets the better of my feelings as
a man. When the workpeople are gone, my feelings as a man get
the better of my duty as a servant. Very good. Last night,
Mr. Jennings, it was borne in poAverfuUy on my mind that this new
medical enterprise of yours Avould end badly. If I had yielded to
that secret Dictate, I should have put all the furniture away again
with my own hand, and have warned the Avorkmen off the premises
when they came the next morning."
" I am glad to find, from what I have seen up-stairs," I said,
" that you resisted the secret Dictate."
" Resisted isn't the word," answered Betteredge. "Wrestled is
the word. I wrestled, sir, betAA'een the silent orders in my bosom
pulling me one AA'ay, and the written orders In my pocket-hook
pushing me the other, until (saving your presence) I was in a cold
sweat. In that dreadful perturbation of mind and laxity of body, to
what remedy did I apply ? To the remedy, sir, which has never
failed me yet for the last thirty years and more—to This Book! "
He hit the book a sounding bloAV with his open hand, and struck
out of It a stronger smell of stale tobacco than ever.
" What did I find here," pursued Betteredge, " at the first page
I opened ? This awful bit, sir, page one hundred and seventy-eight,
as folloAVS:—' Upon these, and many like Reflections, I afterwards
made it a certain rule AvIth me. That AvheneA'er I found those secret
Hints or Pressings of my Mind, to doing, or not doing any Thing
that presented ; or to going this Way, or that Way, I ncA-er failed to
obey the secret Dictate.'—As I live by bread, Mr. Jennings, those
were the first AA'ords that met my eye, exactly at the time Avhen I
myself was setting the secret Dictate at defiance ! You don't see
anything at all out of the common in that, do you, sir ? "
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" I see a coincidence—nothing more."
" You don't feel at all shaken, Mr. Jennings, in respect to this
medical enterprise of yours ? "
" Not the least in the Avorld."
Betteredge stared hard at me, In dead silence. He closed the
book with great deliberation ; he locked it up again In the cupboard
AvIth extraordinary care ; he wheeled round, and stared hard at me
once more. Then he spoke.
" Sir," he said gravely, "there are great alloAvances to be made
for a man Avho has not read Robinson Crusoe, since he Avas a child.
I wish you good morning."
He opened his door AvIth a IOAV boAV, and left me at liberty to
find my OAVU Avay into the garden. I met Mr. Blake returning
to the house.
" You needn't tell me Avhat has happened," he said. "Betteredge
has played his last card : he has made another prophetic discovery
in Robinson Crusoe. Have you humoured his favourite delusion ?
No ? You have let him see that you don't believe In Robinso7i
Crusoe ? Mr. Jennings! you have fallen to the lowest possible
place in Betteredge's estimation. Say Avhat you like, and do what
you like, for the future. You AVIII find that he Avou't Avaste another
AA'ord on you now."
June 21st.—A short entry must suffice in my journal to-day.
Mr. Blake has had the Avorst night that he has passed yet. I
have been obhged, greatly against my Avill, to prescribe for him.
Men of his sensitive organisation are fortunately quick in feeling the
effect of remedial measures. OtherAvIse, I should be Inclined to fear
that he will be totally unfit for the experiment when the time comes
to try it.
As for myself after some little remission of my pains for the
last two days, I had an attack this morning, of which I shall say
nothing but that it has decided me to return to the opium. I shall
close this book, and take my full dose—five hundred drops.
June 22nd.—Our prospects look better to-day. Mr. Blake's
nervous sufl'ering is greatly allayed. He slept a little last night.
My night, thanks to the opium, Avas the night of a man who is
stunned. I can't say that I Avoko this morning; the fitter expression
Avould be, that I recovered my senses.
We drove to the house to see If the refurnishing Avas done. It
will be completed to-morroAv—Saturday. As Mr. Blake foretold,
Betteredge raised no further obstacles. From first to last, he Avas
ominously polite, and ominously silent.
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My medical enterprise (as Betteredge calls it) must now, inevitably, be delayed until Monday next. To-morrow evening, the
workmen will be late in the house. On the next day, the established
Sunday tyranny which is one of the institutions of this free country,
so times the trains as to make it impossible to ask anybody to travel
to us from London. Until Monday comes, there Is nothing to be
done but to watch Mr. Blake carefully, and to keep him, if possible,
in the same state In which I find him to-day.
In the meanwhile, I have prevailed on him to write to Mr. Bruff,
making a point of it that he shall be present as one of the witnesses.
I especially choose the lawyer, because he is strongly prejudiced
against us. If we convince Jtim, we place our victory beyond the
possibility of dispute.
Mr. Blake has also written to Sergeant Cuff; and I have sent
a line to Miss Verinder. With these, and with old Betteredge (who
is really a person of importance in the family) we shall have witnesses
enough for the purpose—without including Mrs. Merridew, if Mrs.
Merridew persists in sacrificing herself to the opinion of the world.
June 23rd.—The vengeance of the opium overtook me again
last night. No matter; I must go on with it now till Monday is
past and gone.
Mr. Blake Is not so well again to-day. At two this morning,
he confesses that he opened the drawer in which his cigars are put
away. He only succeeded In locking It up again by a violent effort.
His next proceeding, in case of temptation, was to throw the key out
of window. The waiter brought It In this morning, discovered at the
bottom of an empty cistern—such is Fate ! I have taken possession
of the key, until Tuesday next.
June 24th.—Mr. Blake and I took a long drive in an open
carriage. We both felt beneficially the blessed influence of the soft
summer air. I dined Avith him at the hotel. To my great relief—
for I found him In an over-wrought, over-excited state, this morning
—he had two hours' sound sleep on the sofa after dinner. If he
has another bad night, now—I am not afraid of the consequences.
June 25th, Monday.—The day of the experiment! It is fivb
o'clock in the afternoon. We have just arrived at the house.
The first and foremost question, is the question of Mr. Blake's
health.
So far as it is possible for me to judge, he promises (physically
speaking) to be quite as susceptible to the action of the opium tonight, as he was at this time last year. He Is, this aftei-noon, in a
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state of nervous sensitiveness which just stops short of nervous
irritation. He changes colour readily; his hand is not quite steady ;
and he starts at chance noises, and at unexpected appearances of
persons and things.
These results have all been produced by deprivation of sleep,
which is In its turn the nervous consequence of a sudden cessation
in the habit of smoking, after that habit has been carried to an
extreme. Here are the same causes at AVork again, which operated
last year; and here are, apparently, the same effects. Will the
parallel still hold good, Avhen the final test has been tried ? The
events of the night must decide.
While I write these lines, Mr. Blake is amusing himself at the
billiard table in the Inner hall, practising different strokes In the
game, as he Avas accustomed to practise them Avhen he was a guest
in this house in June last. I have brought my journal here, partly
with a view to occupying the idle hours AvhIch I am sure to have on
my hands between this and to-morrow morning; partly in the hope
that something may happen Avhich it may be worth my while to place
on record at the time.
Have I omitted anything, thus far ? A glance at yesterday's
entry shows me that I have forgotten to note the arrival of the
morning's post. Let me set this right, before I close these leaves
for the present, and join Mr. Blake.
I received a foAV lines then, yesterday, from Miss Verinder.
She has arranged to travel by the afternoon train, as I recommended.
Mrs. Merridew has Insisted on accompanying her. The note hints
that the old lady's generally excellent temper is a little ruffled, and
requests all due indulgence for her, in consideration of her age and
her habits. I Avill endeavour, in my relations with Mrs. Merridew,
to emulate the moderation AvhIch Betteredge displays in his relations
with me. He received us to-day, portentously arrayed in his best
black suit, and his stiffest Avhite cravat. Whenever he looks my
way, he remembers that I have not read Robinso7i Cnisoe since I Avas
a child, and he respectfully pities me.
Yesterday, also, Mr. Blake had the lawyer's answer. Mr. Bruff
accepts the invitation—under protest. It is, he thinks, clearly
necessary that a gentleman possessed of the average allowance of
common sense, should accompany Miss Verinder to the scene of,
what he will venture to call, the proposed exhibition. For want of
a better escort, Mr. Bruff himself will be that gentleman.—So here
is poor Miss Verinder provided with two " chaperons." It is a
relief to think that the opinion of the world must surely be satisfied

with this !
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Nothing has been heard of Sergeant Cuff. He is no doubt still
in Ireland. We must not expect to see him. to-night.
Betteredge has just come In, to say that Mr. Blake has asked for
me. I must lay down my pen for the present.
V

^

^

T^

7p

Seven o'clock.—We have been all over the re-furnished rooms
and staircases again ; and Ave have had a pleasant stroll in the shrubbery which was Mr. Blake s favourite Avalk Avhen he was here last.
In this way, I hope to revive the old impressions of places and
things as vividly as possible In his mind.
We are now going to dine, exactly at the hour at which the
birthday dinner was given last year. My object, of course, is a
purely medical one in this case. The laudanum must find the process of digestion, as nearly as may be, where the laudanum found it
last year.
At a reasonable time after dinner, I propose to lead the conversation back again—as Inartlficially as I can—to the subject of the
Diamond, and of the Indian conspiracy to steal it. When I have
filled his mind with these topics, I shall have done all that it is in
my power to do, before the time comes for giving him the second
dose.
*
*
*
*
*
Half-past eight.—I have only this moment found an opportunity
of attending to the most important duty of all; the duty of looking
in the family medicine chest, for the laudanum which Mr. Candy
used last year.
Ten minutes since, I caught Betteredge at an unoccupied moment,
and told him what I wanted. Without a word of objection, without
so much as an attempt to produce his pocket-book, he led the way
(making allowances for me at every step) to the store-room in which
the medicine chest is kept.
I discovered the bottle, carefully guarded by a glass stopper tied
over with leather. The preparation Avhich it contained was, as I had
anticipated, the common Tincture of Opium. Finding the bottle
still Avell filled, I have resolved to use it, in preference to employing
elUier of the tAvo preparations with which I had taken care to provide myself, in case of emergency.
The question of the quantity which I am to administer, presents
certain difficulties. I have thought it over, and have decided on
increasing the dose.
My notes inform me that Mr. Candy only administered twentyfive minims. This is a small dose to have produced the results
which followed—even in the case of a person so sensitive ^s Mr.
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Blake. I think it highly probable that Mr. Candy gave more than
he supposed himself to have given—knowing, as I do, that he has
a keen relish of the pleasures of the table, and that he measured out
the laudanum on the birthday, after dinner. In any case, I shall
run the risk of enlarging the dose to forty minims. On this occasion,
Mr. Blake knows beforehand that he is going to take the laudanum
—which Is equivalent, physiologically speaking, to his having (unconsciously to himself) a certain capacity In him to resist the effects.
If my view is right, a larger quantity is therefore imperatively required, this time, to repeat the results which the smaller quantity
produced, last year.
if

*

*

*

*

Ten o'clock.—The Avitnesses, or the company (which shall I call
them ?) reached the house an hour since.
A little before nine o'clock, I prevailed on Mr. Blake to accompany me to his bedroom ; stating, as a reason, that I wished hira
to look round It, for the last time, in order to make quite sure that
nothing had been forgotten in the refurnishing of the room. I had
previously arranged Avith Betteredge, that the bedchamber prepared
for Mr. Bruff should be the next room to Mr. Blake's, and that I
should be informed of the lawyer's arrival by a knock at the door.
Five minutes after the clock in the hall had struck nine, I heard the
knock; and, going out immediately, met Mr. Bruff in the corridor.
My personal appearance (as usual) told against me. Mr. Bruff's
distrust looked at me plainly enough out of Mr. Bruff's eyes. Being
well used to producing this effect on strangers, I did not hesitate a
moment in saying what I wanted to say, before the lawyer found his
way into Mr. Blake's room.
" You have travelled here, I believe, in company with Mrs.
Merridew and Miss Verinder ? " I said.
" Yes," answered Mr. Bruff, as drily as might be.
" Miss Verinder has probably told you, that I wish her presence
in the house (and Mrs. Merridew's presence of course), to be kept
a secret from Mr. Blake, until my experiment on him has been tried
first ? "
" I know that I am to hold my tongue, sir ! " said Mr. Bruff,
impatiently. " Being habitually silent on the subject of human
folly, I am all the readier to keep my lips closed on this occasion.
Does that satisfy you ? "
I bowed, and left Betteredge to shoAv him to his room. Betteredge
gave me one look at parting, Avhich said, as if in so many words,
" You have caught a Tartar, Mr. Jennings—and the name of him
is Bruff."
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It was next necessary to get the meeting over AvIth thetAvo ladies.
I descended the stairs—a little nervously, I confess—on my Avay
to Miss Verinder's sitting-room.
The gardener's wife (charged AvIth looking after the accommodation
of the ladies) met me in the first-floor corridor. This excellent
Avoman treats me with an excessive civility which is plainly the
offspring of downright terror. She stares, trembles, and curtseys,
whenever I speak to her. On my asking for Miss Verinder, she
stared, trembled, and would no doubt have curtseyed next, if Miss
Verinder herself bad not cut that ceremony short, by suddenly
opening her sitting-room door.
" Is that Mr. Jennings ? " she asked.
Before I could answer, she came out eagerly to speak to me in
the corridor. We met under the light of a lamp on a bracket. At
the first sight of me, Miss Verinder stopped, and hesitated. She
recovered herself instantly, coloured for a moment—and then, with
a charming frankness, offered me her hand.
" I can't treat you like a stranger, Mr. Jennings," she said.
" Oh, if you only knew how happy your letters have made me ! "
She looked at my ugly Avrinkled face, with a bright gratitude so
new to me in 7ny experience of my felloAV-creatures, that I was at
a loss how to answer her. Nothing had prepared me for her kindness and her beauty. The misery of many years has not hardened
my heart, thank God. I Avas as awkward and as shy with her, as
if I had been a lad in my teens.
" Where is he now ? " she asked, giving free expression to her
one dominant interest—the Interest in Mr, Blake. " What is he
doing ? Has he spoken of me ? Is he in good spirits ? How does
he bear the sight of the house, after AA'hat happened in it last year ?
When are you going to give him the laudanum ? May I see you
pour it out ? I am so interested; I am so excited—I have ten
thousand things to say to you, and they all crowd together so that
I don't know what to say first. Do you Avonder at the interest I
take in this ? "
" No," I said. " I venture to think that I thoroughly understand it."
She was far above the paltry affectation of being confused. She
answered me as she might have answered a brother or a father.
" You have relieved me of indescribable wretchedness ; you have
given me a new life. HOAV can I be ungrateful enough to have any
concealments iromyou?
I love him," she said simply, " I have
loved him from first to last—even when I Avas Avronging him in my
own thoughts; even when I Avas saying the hardest and the cruellest
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Avords to him, Is there any excuse for me. In that ? I hope there
is—1 am afraid it is the only excuse I have. When to-morroAV
comes, and he knows that I am in the house, do you think
?"
She stopped again, and looked at me very earnestly.
" When to-morroAV comes," I said, " I think you haA'e only to
tell him AA'hat you have just told me."
Her face brightened ; she came a step nearer to me. Her fingers
trifled nervously with afloAverAvhIch I had picked in the garden, and
Avhicli I had put into the button-hole of my coat.
" You have seen a great deal of him lately," she said. " Have
you, really and truly, seen tliat ?"
" Really and truly," I ansAvered. " I am quite certain of Avhat
AA'ill happen to-morroAV. I Avish I could feel as certain of what Avill
happen to-night."
At that point in the conversation, AA'O were interrupted by the
appearance of Betteredge, with the tea-tray. He gave me another
significant look as he passed on Into the sitting-room. " Aye ! aye !
make your hay while the sun shines. The Tartar's up-stairs, Mr.
Jennings—the Tartar's up-staIrs ! "
We followed him Into the room. A little old lady, in a corner,
very nicely dressed, and very deeply absorbed over a smart piece of
embroidery, dropped her work In her lap, and uttered a faint little
scream at the first sight of my gipsy complexion and my piebald hair.
" Mrs. Merridew," said Miss 'Verinder, " this is Mr. Jennings."
" I beg Mr. Jennings's pardon," said the old lady, looking at
Miss Verinder, and speaking at me. " Ralhvay travelling always
makes me nervous. I am endeavouring to quiet my mind by occupying myself as usual. I don't know whether my embroidery is
out of place, on this extraordinary occasion. If it interferes with
Mr. Jennings's medical VICAVS, I shall be happy to put it away of
course."
I hastened to sanction the presence of the embroidery, exactly as
I had sanctioned the absence of the burst buzzard and the Cupid's
wing. Mrs. Merridew made an effort—a grateful effort—to look at
my hair. No ! it Avas not to be done. Mrs. Merridew looked back
again at Miss Verinder.
" I f Mr. Jennings will permit me," pursued the old lady, " I
should like to ask a favour. Mr. Jennings is about to try a scientific
experiment to-night. I used to attend scientific experiments when I
was a girl at school. They invariably ended in an explosion. If
Mr. Jennings will be so very kind, I should like to be warned of the
explosion this time. With a view to getting it over, if possible,
before I go to bed."
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I attempted to assure Mrs. MerrldcAv that an explosion was not
included in the programme on this occasion.
" No," said the old lady. " I am ranch obliged to Mr. Jennings
— I am aware that he is only deceiving me for my own good. I
prefer plain dealing. I am quite resigned to the explosion—but I do
want to get It over, if possible, before I go to bed."
Here the door opened, and Mrs. Merridew uttered another little
scream. The advent of the explosion ? N o : only the advent of
Betteredge.
" I beg your pardon, Mr. Jennings," said Betteredge, in his most
elaborately confidential manner. " Mr. Franklin AvIshes to knoAv
where you are. Being under your orders to deceive him, in respect
to the presence of my young lady in. the house, I haA'e said I don't
know. That you AVIII please to ohseiwe, Avas a He. Having one foot
a'iready in the grave, sir, the fcAver lies you expect me to tell, the
more I shall be indebted to you, when my conscience pricks me and
my time comes."
There was not a moment to be Avasted on the purely speculative
question of Betteredge's conscience. Mr. Blake might make his
appearance In search of me, unless I went to him at once in his OAvn
room. Miss Verinder followed mo out into the corridor.
" They seem to be In a conspiracy to persecute you," she said.
" What does it mean ? "
" Only the protest of the Avorld, Miss Verinder—on a very small
scale—against anything that Is new."
" What are we to do AvIth Mrs. Merridew ? "
" Tell her the explosion AVIU take place at nine to-morrow
morning."
" So as to send her to bed ? "
" Yes—so as to send her to bed."
Miss Verinder went back to the sitting-room, aud I AA'ent upstairs
to Mr. Blake.
To my surprise, I found him alone; restlessly pacing his room,
and a little irritated at being left by himself.
" Where is Mr. Bruff? " I asked.
He pointed to the closed doer of communication betAveen the tAVo
rooms. Mr. Bruff had looked in on him, for a moment; had attempted to renew his protest against our proceedings; and had once
more failed to produce the smallest impression on Mr. Blake. Upon
this, the laAvyer had taken refuge In a black leather bag, filled to
bursting AA'ith professional papers. " The serious business of life,"
he admitted, " was sadly out of place on such an occasion as the
present. But the serious business of life must be carried on, for all
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that. Mr. Blake would perhaps kindly make allowance for the oldfashioned habits of a practical man. Tirae was money—and, as for
Mr. Jennings, he might depend on it that Mr. Bruff would be forthcoming when called upon." With that apology, the lawyer had
gone back to his own room, and had immersed himself obstinately
in his black bag.
I thought of Mrs. MerridcAV and her embroidery, and of Betteredge and his conscience. There is a Avonderful sameness in the
solid side of the English character—just as there is a Avonderful
sameness in the solid expression of the English face.
"When are you going to give me the laudanum?" asked Mr.
Blake impatiently.
" You must Avait a little longer," I said. " I will stay and keep
you company till the time comes."
It was then not ten o'clock. Inquiries AvhIch I had made, at
various times, of Betteredge and Mr. Blake, had led me to the conclusion that the dose of laudanum given by Mr. Candy could not
possibly have been administered before eleven. I had accordingly
determined not to try the second dose until that time.
We talked a little ; but both our minds were preoccupied by the
coming ordeal. The conversation soon flagged—then dropped altogether. Mr. Blake Idly turned over the books on his bedroom table.
I had taken the precaution of looking at them, when we first entered
the room. The Guardia7i; the Tatler; Richardson's Pamela;
Mackenzie's Man of Feeling; Roscoe's Lorenzo de' Medici; and
Robertson's Charles the Fifth—all classical works; all (of course)
imraeasurably superior to anything produced in later times; and all
(from my present point of view) possessing the one great merit of
enchaining nobody's interest, and exciting nobody's brain, I left
Mr. Blake to the composing influence of Standard Literature, and
occupied myself in making this entry in my journal.
My watch informs me that it is close on eleven o'clock. I must
shut up these leaves once more,
*
*
*
*
*
Two o'clock A.M.—The experiment has been tried. With Avhat
result, I am now to describe.
At eleven o'clock, I rang the bell for Betteredge, and told
Mr. Blake that he might at last prepare himself for bed.
I looked out of AvIndow at the night. It was mild and rainy
resembling, in this respect, the night of the birthday—the tAventyfirst of June, last year. Without professing to believe in omens, it
was at least encouraging to find no direct nervous influences—no
stormy or electric perturbations—in the atmosphere. Betteredge
25
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joined me at the window, and mysteriously put a little slip of paper
into my hand. It contained these lines :
" Mrs. Merridew has gone to bed, on the distinct understanding
that the explosion is to take place at nine to-morrow morning, and
that I am not to stir out of this part of the house until she comes
and sets me free. She has no idea that the chief scene of the experiment is my sitting-room—or she would have remained in it for the
Avhole night! I am alone, and very anxious. Pray let me see you
measure out the laudanum ; I want to have something to do with it,
even in the unimportant character of a mere looker-on.—R.V "
I followed Betteredge out of the room, and told him to remove
the medicine-chest into Miss Verinder's sitting-room.
The order appeared to take him completely by surprise. He
looked as if he suspected me of some occult medical design on Miss
Verinder! "Might I presume to ask," he said, " what my young
lady and the medicine-chest have got to do Avith each other ? "
" Stay in the sitting-room, and you will see."
Betteredge appeared to doubt his own unaided capacity to superintend me effectually, on an occasion when a medicine-chest was
included In the proceedings.
" Is there any objection, sir," he asked, " to taking Mr. Bruff
into this part of the business ? "
" Quite the contrary ! I am now going to ask Mr. Bruff to
accompany me down-stairs."
Betteredge withdrew to fetch the medicine-chest, without another
AAord. I went back into Mr. Blake's room, and knocked at the door
of communication. Mr. Bruff opened it, with his papers in his hand
—immersed in Law; impenetrable to Medicine.
" I am sorry to disturb you," I said. " B u t I am going to
prepare the laudanum for Mr. Blake ; and I must request you to be
present, and to see what I do."
" Yes ? " said Mr. Bruff, with nine-tenths of his attention rivetted
on his papers, and with one-tenth uuAvillingly accorded to me.
" Anything else ? "
'' I must trouble you to return here Avith me, and to see me
administer the dose."
"Anything e l s e ? "
" One thing more. I must put you to the inconvenience of
remaining in Mr. Blake's room, and of waiting to see what happens."
" Oh, very good ! " said Mr. Bruff. " My room, or Mr. Blake's
room—it doesn't matter which; I can go on with my papers anyAvhere. Unless you object, Mr. Jennings, to my importing that
amount of common sense into the proceedings ? "
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Before I could answer, Mr. Blake addressed himself to the
lawyer, speaking from his bed.
" Do you really mean to say that you don't feel any interest in
Avhat we are going to do ? " he asked. " Mr. Bruff, you have no
more imagination than a cow ! "
" A cow is a very useful animal, Mr. Blake," said the laAvyer.
With that reply, he folloAved me out of the room, still keeping his
papers in his hand.
We found Miss Verinder, pale and agitated, restlessly pacing
her sitting-room from end to end. At a table in a corner, stood
Betteredge, on guard over the medicine-chest. Mr. Bruff sat down
on the first chair that he could find, and (emulating the usefulness
of the cow) plunged back again Into his papers on the spot.
Miss Verinder drew me aside, and reverted instantly to her one
all-absorbing interest—her interest in Mr. Blake.
" How is he now ? " she asked. " I s he nervous ? is he out of
temper ? Do you think it AVIU succeed ? Are you sure it will do
no harm ? "
" Quite sure. Come, and see me measure it out."
" One moment! It is past eleven UOAV. HOW long will it be
before anything happens ? "
" It is not easy to say. An hour perhaps."
" I suppose the room must be dark, as it was last year ? "
" Certainly."
" I shall wait in my bedroom—just as I did before. I shall keep
the door a little way open. It was a little way open last year. I
will watch the sitting-room door; and the moment it moves, I will
blow out my light. It all happened in that way, on my birthday
night. And It must all happen again in the same way, mustn't it ? "
" Are you sure you can control yourself Miss Verinder ? "
" In his interests, I can do anything! " she answered fervently.
One look at her face told me that I could trust her. I addressed
myself again to Mr. Bruff.
" I must trouble you to put your papers aside for a moment,"
I said.
" O h , certainly ! " He got up with a start—as if I had disturbed
him at a particularly interesting place—and followed me to the
medicine-chest. There, deprived of the breathless excitement incidental to the practice of his profession, he looked at Betteredge—
and yawned Avearily.
Miss Verinder joined me with a glass jug of cold Avater, which
she had taken from a side-table. " L e t me pour out the water,"
she whispered. " I must have a hand in i t ! "
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I measured out the forty minims from the bottle, and poured
the laudanum into a medicine glass. " Fill It till it is three parts
full," I said, and handed the glass to Miss Verinder. I then directed
Betteredge to lock up the medicine-chest; informing him that I had
done AvIth It noAV. A look of unutterable relief overspread the old
servant's countenance. He had evidently suspected me of a medical
design on his young lady !
After adding the water as I had directed. Miss Verinder seized a
moment—while Betteredge was locking the chest, and while Mr.
Bruff was looking back at his papers—and slyly kissed the rim of
the medicine glass. " When you give it to him," said the charming
girl, " give It to him on that side ! "
I took the piece of crystal AA'hich was to represent the Diamond
from my pocket, and gave It to her.
" You must have a hand in this, too," I said. " You must put
it where you put the Moonstone last year."
She led the way to the Indian cabinet, and put the mock Diamond
into the draAver which the real Diamond had occupied on the birthday
night. Mr. Bruff AA'itnessed this proceeding, under protest, as he
had witnessed everything else. But the strong dramatic Interest
which the experiment was now assuming, proved (to my great amusement) to be too much for Betteredge's capacity of self-restraint. His
hand trembled as he held the candle, and he whispered anxiously,
" Are you sure, miss. It's the right draAA'er ? "
I led the Avay out again, with the laudanum and water In my
hand. At the door, I stopped to address a last word to Miss Verinder.
" Don't be long In putting out the lights," I said.
" I will put them out at once," she ansAvered. "And I will
wait in my bedroom, with only one candle alight."
She closed the sitting-room door behind us. FolloAved by Mr.
Bruff and Betteredge, I went back to Mr. Blake's room.
We found him moving restlessly from side to side of the bed,
and wondering Irritably Avhether he Avas to have the laudanum that
night. In the presence of the tAA'o witnesses, I gave him the dose,
and shook up his pIlloAvs, and told him to lie down again quietly
and wait.
His bed, proA'Ided with light chintz curtains, was placed, Avitli
the head against the wall of the room, so as to leave a good open
space on either side of It. On one side, I drew the curtains completely—and in the part of the room thus screened from his view, I
placed Mr. Bruff and Betteredge, to wait for the result. At the
bottom of the bed, I half drew the curtains—and placed my OAAU
'
hair at a little distance, so that I might let him see me or not see
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me, speak to me or not speak to me, just as the circumstances might
direct. Having already been informed that he ahvays slept Avith a
light In the room, I placed one of the two lighted candles on a little
table at the head of the bed, Avhere the glare of the light Avould not
strike on his eyes. The other candle I gave to Mr. Bruff; the
light, in this Instance, being subdued by the screen of the chintz
curtains. The window was open at the top, so as to ventilate the
room. The rain fell softly, the house was quiet. It was tAventy
minutes past eleven, by my Avatch, Avhen the preparations Avere
completed, and I took my place on the chair set apart at the bottom
of the bed.
Mr. Bruff resumed his papers, AvIth every appearance of being as
deeply Interested In them as ever. But looking towards him now, I
saw certain signs and tokens Avhich told me that the LaAV Avas beginning to lose its hold on him at last. The suspended interest of
the situation in which Ave Avere now placed, was slowly asserting its
influence even on his unimaginative mind. As for Betteredge, consistency of principle and dignity of conduct had become, in his case,
mere empty words. He forgot that I Avas performing a conjuring
trick on Mr. Franklin Blake; he forgot that I had upset the house
from top to bottom ; he forgot that I had not read Robinson C7-usoe
since I was a child. " F o r the Lord's sake, sir," he whispered to
me, " tell us when it AVIII begin to Avork."
" Not before midnight," I Avhispered back. " Say nothing, and
sit still."
Betteredge dropped to the lowest depth of familiarity with me,
without a struggle to save himself. He ansAvered by a Avink !
Looking next toAvards Mr. Blake, I found him as restless as ever
In his bed ; fretfully Avondering why the Influence of the laudanum
had not begun to assert itself yet. To tell him, in his present
humour, that the more he fidgetted and Avondered, the longer he
would delay the result for which we Avere UOAV Avaiting, would have
been simply useless. The wiser course to take Avas to dismiss the
idea of the opium from his mind, by leading him insensibly to think
of something else.
With this view, I encouraged him to talk to me ; contriving so
to direct the conversation, on my side, as to lead it back again to
the subject which had engaged us earlier In the evening—the subject
of the Diamond. I took care to revert to those portions of the
story of the Moonstone, Avhicli related to the transport of it from
London to Yorkshire; to the risk AvhIch Mr. Blake had run in
removing it from the bank at Frizinghall: and to the unexpected
appearance of the Indians at the house, on the evening of the birth-
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day. And I purposely assuraed, in referring to these events, to have
misunderstood much of what Mr. Blake himself had told me a few
hours since. In this way, I set him talking on the subject with
which it was now vitally important to fill his mind—without allowing him to suspect that I was making him talk for a purpose.
Little by little, he became so interested in putting me right that he
forgot to fidget in the bed. His mind was far away from the question
of the opium, at the all-important time when his eyes first told me
that the opium was beginning to lay its hold on his brain.
I looked at my watch. It wanted five minutes to twelve, when
the premonitory symptoms of the working of the laudanum first
showed themselves to me.
At this time, no unpractised eyes would have detected any change
in him. But, as the minutes of the new morning wore away, the
swiftly-subtle progress of the influence began to show itself more
plainly. The sublime intoxication of opium gleamed in his eyes;
the dew of a stealthy perspiration began to glisten on his face. In
five minutes more, the talk which he still kept up with me, failed
in coherence. He held steadily to the subject of the Diamond ; but
he ceased to complete his sentences. A little later, the sentences
dropped to single words. Then, there was an interval of silence.
Then, he sat up in bed. Then, still busy AvIth the subject of the
Diamond, he began to talk again—not to me, but to himself. That
change told me that the first stage in the experiment was reached.
The stimulant influence of the opium had got him.
The time, now, was twenty-three minutes past tAvelve. The
next half hour, at most, would decide the question of whether he
would, or would not, get up from his bed, and leave the room.
In the breathless interest of watching him—in the unutterable
triumph of seeing the first result of the experiment declare itself in
the manner, and nearly at the time, which I had anticipated—I had
utterly forgotten the two companions of my night vigil. Looking
towards them now, I saw the Law (as represented by Mr. Bruff's
papers) lying unheeded on the floor. Mr. Bruff himself was looking
eagerly through a crevice left in the imperfectly-drawn curtains of
the bed. And Betteredge, oblivious of all respect for social distinctions, was peeping over Mr, Bruff's shoulder.
They both started back, on finding that I was looking at them,
like two boys caught out by their schoolmaster in a fault, I signed
to them to take off their boots quietly, as I was taking off mine. If
Mr. Blake gave us the chance of following him, it was vitally necessary to follow him without noise.
Ten minutes passed—and nothing happened. Then, he suddenly
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threw the bed-clothes off him. He put one leg out of bed. He
waited.
" I wish I had never taken it out of the bank," he said to Mmself " It was safe in the bank."
My heart throbbed fast; the pulses at my temples beat furiously.
The doubt about the safety of the Diamond was, once more, the
dominant impression in his brain ! On that one pivot, the Avhole
success of the experiment turned. The prospect thus suddenly
opened before me, Avas too much for my shattered nerves. I Avas
obliged to look away from him—or I should have lost my selfcontrol.
There was another interval of silence.
When I could trust myself to look back at him, he Avas out of
his bed, standing erect at the side of it. The pupils of bis eyes
Avere now contracted; his eyeballs gleamed in the light of the candle
as he moved his head slowly to and fro. He AA'as thinking; he Avas
doubting—he spoke again,
" How do I k n o w ? " he said, " T h e Indians may be hidden
iu the house ? "
He stopped, and walked sloAvly to the other end of the room.
He turned—waited—came back to the bed.
" It's not even locked up," he Avent on. " It's in the draAver of
her cabinet. And the drawer doesn't lock."
He sat down on the side of the bed. " Anybody might take it,"
he said.
He rose again restlessly, and reiterated his first Avords.
" How do I know ? The Indians may be hidden in the house."
He waited again. I drew back behind the half curtain of the
bed. He looked about the room, with a vacant glitter in his eyes.
It was a breathless moment. There was a pause of some sort. A
pause in the action of the opium ? a pause in the action of the
brain ? Who could tell ? Everything depended, now, on what he
did next.
He laid himself down again on the bed !
A horrible doubt crossed my mind. Was It possible that the
sedative action of the opium was making itself felt already ? It was
not in my experience that It should do this. But what is experience,
where opium is concerned ? There are probably no two men in
existence on whom the drug acts in exactly the same manner. Was
some constitutional peculiarity in him, feeling the Influence in some
new way ? Were we to fail, on the very brink of success ?
No ! He got up again abruptly.
" How the devil am I to
sleep," he said, " Avith this on my mind ? "
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He looked at the light, burning on the table at the head of his
bed. After a moment, he took the candle in his hand.
I blew out the second candle, burning behind the closed curtains.
I drew back, with Mr. Bruff and Betteredge, into the farthest corner
by the bed. I signed to them to be silent, as if their lives had depended on it.
We waited—seeing and hearing nothing. We waited, hidden
from him by the curtains.
The light which he was holding on the other side of us, moved
suddenly. The next moment, he passed us, swift and noiseless, with
the candle in his hand.
He opened the bedroom door, and went out.
We followed him along the corridor. We followed him down
the stairs. We followed him along the second corridor. He never
looked back ; he never hesitated.
He opened the sitting-room door, and went in, leaving it open
behind him.
The door was hung (like all the other doors in the house) on
large old-fashioned hinges. When it was opened, a crevice was
opened between the door and the post. I signed to my two companions to look through this, so as to keep them from showing themselves. I placed myself—outside the door also—on the opposite
side. A recess in the wall was at my left hand, in which I could
instantly hide myself if he showed any signs of looking back into
the corridor.
He advanced to the middle of the room, with the candle still in
his hand : he looked about him—but he never looked back.
I saw the door of Miss Verinder's bedroom, standing ajar. She
had put out her light. She controlled herself nobly. The dim
white outline of her summer dress was all that I could see. Nobody
who had not known it beforehand, would have suspected that there
was a living creature in the room. She kept back, in the dark:
not a word, not a movement escaped her.
It was now ten minutes past one. I heard, through the dead
silence, the soft drip of the rain and the tremulous passage of the
night air through the trees.
After waiting irresolute, for a minute or more, in the middle of
the room, he moved to the corner near the window, where the Indian
cabinet stood.
He put his candle on the top of the cabinet. He opened, and
shut, one drawer after another, until he came to the drawer in which
the mock Diamond was put. He looked into the drawer for a
moment. Then, he took the mock Diamond out with his right
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hand. With the other hand, he took the candle from the top of the
cabinet.
He walked back a fcAv steps toAvards the middle of the room, and
stood still again.
Thus far, he had exactly repeated what he had done on the
birthday night. Would his next proceeding be the same as the
proceeding of last year ? Would he leave the room ? Would he
go back now, as I believed he had gone back then, to his bedchamber ? Would he show us Avhat he had done with the Diamond,
when he had returned to his OAvn room ?
His first action, when he moved once more, proved to be an
action which he had not performed, when he Avas under the Influence
of the opium for the first time. He put the candle doAvn on a table,
and wandered on a little towards the farther end of the room. There
was a sofa here. He leaned heavily on the back of it, with his left
hand—then roused himself, and returned to tho middle of the room.
I could now see his eyes. They were getting dull and heavy ; the
glitter in them was fast dying out.
The suspense of the moment proved too much for Miss Verinder's
self-control. She advanced a few steps—then stopped again. Mr.
Bruff and Betteredge looked across the open doorAvay at me for the
first time. The prevision of a coming disappointment was Impressing
itself on their minds as well as on mine.
Still, so long as he stood Avhere he was, there Avas hope. We
waited, in unutterable expectation, to see what Avould happen next.
The next event was decisive. He let the mock Diamond drop
out of his hand.
It fell on the floor, before the doorway—plainly visible to him,
and to every one. He made no effort to pick It up : he looked down
at it vacantly, and, as he looked, his head sank on his breast. He
staggered—roused himself for an Instant—Avalked back unsteadily
to the sofa—and sat doAvn on it. He made a last effort; he tried
to rise, and sank back. His head fell on the sofa cushions. It was
then twenty-five minutes past one o'clock. Before I had put my
watch back in my pocket, he Avas asleep.
It was all over noAv. The sedative influence had got him ; the
experiment was at an end.
I entered the room, telling Mr. Bruff and Betteredge that they
might follow me. There Avas no fear of disturbing him. We were
free to move and speak.
" The first thing to settle," I said, " Is the question of Avhat we
&re to do with him, He AYIH probably sleep for the next six or seven
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hours, at least. It is some distance to carry him back to his own
room. When I was younger, I could have done it alone. But my
health and strength are not what they were—I am afraid I must ask
you to help me."
Before they could answer. Miss Verinder called to me softly.
She met me at the door of her room, with a light shawl, and with
the counterpane fi-om her own bed.
" Do you mean to watch him, while he sleeps ? " she asked.
" Yes. I am not sure enough of the action of the opium, in his
case, to be willing to leave him alone."
She handed me the shawl and the counterpane.
" Why should you disturb him ? " she whispered. " Make his
bed on the sofa. I can shut my door, and keep in my room."
It was infinitely the simplest and the safest way of disposing of
him for the night. I mentioned the suggestion to Mr. Bruff and
Betteredge—who both approved of my adopting it. In five minutes,
I had laid him comfortably on the sofa, and had covered him lightly
with the counterpane and the shawl. Miss Verinder wished us good
night, and closed the door. At my request, we three then drew
round the table in the middle of the room, on which the candle was
still burning, and on which writing materials were placed,
" Before we separate," I began, " I have a word to say about
the experiment which has been tried to-night. Two distinct objects
were to be gained by it. The first of these objects was to prove, that
Mr, Blake entered this room, and took the Diamond, last year,
acting unconsciously and irresponsibly, under the influence of opium.
After what you have both seen, are you both satisfied, so far ? "
They answered me in the affirmative, without a moment's
hesitation,
" The second object," I went on, "was to discover what he did
with the Diamond, after he was seen by Miss Verinder to leave her
sitting-room with the jewel in his hand, on the birthday night. The
gaining of this object depended, of course, on his still continuing
exactly to repeat his proceedings of last year. He has failed to do
t h a t ; and the purpose of the experiment is defeated accordingly.
I can't assert that I am not disappointed at the result—but I can
honestly say that I am not surprised by it. I told Mr. Blake from
the first, that our complete success in this matter, depended on our
completely reproducing in him the physical and moral conditions of
last year—and I warned him that this was the next thing to a downright impossibility. We have only partially reproduced the conditions, and the experiment has been only partially successful in
consequence. It is also possible that I may have administered too
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large a dose of laudanum. But I myself look upon the first reason
that I have given, as the true reason why Ave have to lament a failure,
as well as to rejoice over a success."
After saying those words, I put the writing materials before
Mr. Bruff, and asked him if he had any objection—before Ave
separated for the night—to draAV out, and sign, a plain statement of
Avhat he had seen. He at once took the pen, and produced the
statement with the fluent readiness of a practised hand.
" I OAve you this," he said, signing the paper, " as some atonement for what passed between us earlier in the evening. I beg
your pardon, Mr. Jennings, for having doubted you. You have done
Franklin Blake an Inestimable service. In our legal phrase, you
have proved your case."
Betteredge's apology was characteristic of the man.
" M r . Jennings," he said, " Avhen you read Robinson Crusoe
again (which I strongly recommend you to do), you will find that
he never scruples to acknowledge it, Avhen he turns out to have been
in the Avrong. Please to consider me, sir, as doing Avhat Robinson
Crusoe did, on the present occasion." With those words he signed
the paper in his turn.
Mr. Bruff took me aside, as Ave rose from the table.
" O n e word about the Diamond," he said. "Your theory is
that Franklin Blake hid the Moonstone in his room. My theory
is, that the Moonstone is In the possession of Mr. Luker's bankers
in London. We won't dispute which of us is right. We AVIU only
ask, which of us is in a position to put his theory to the test ? "
" The test. In my case," I answered, " has been tried to-night,
and has failed."
" The test, in my case," rejoined Mr. Bruff, " is still in process
of trial. For the last two days, I have had a watch set for Mr. Luker
at the bank; and I shall cause that watch to be continued until the
last day of the month. I know that he must take the Diamond
himself out of his bankers' hands—and I am acting on the chance
that the person who has pledged the Diamond may force him to do
this, by redeeming the pledge. In that case, I may be able to lay
my hand on the person. If I succeed, I clear up the mystery,
exactly at the point where the mystery baffles us now! Do you
admit that, so far ? "
I admitted it readily.
" I am going back to town by the morning train," pursued the
lawyer. " I may hear, when I return, that a discovery has been
made—and it may be of the greatest importance that I should have
Franklin Blake at hand to appeal to, if necessary, I intend to tell
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him, as soon as he wakes, that he must return with me to London.
After all that has happened, may I trust to your influence to
back me ? "
" Certainly!" I said.
Mr. Bruff shook hands with mo, and left the room. Betteredge
followed him out.
I went to the sofa to look at Mr. Blake. He had not moved
since I had laid him down and made his bed—he lay locked in a
deep and quiet sleep.
While I was still looking at him, I heard the bedroom door
softly opened. Once more. Miss Verinder appeared on the threshold,
in her pretty summer dress.
" D o me a last favour," she whispered. " L e t me watch him
with you."
I hesitated—not in the Interests of propriety; only in the
interest of her night's rest. She came close to me, and took my
hand.
" I can't sleep; I can't even sit still, in my OAvn room," she
said. " Oh, Mr. Jennings, If you were me, only think hoAV you
Avould long to sit and look at him. Say, yes ! Do ! "
Is it necessary to mention that I gave Avay ? Surely not!
She drew a chair to the foot of the sofa. She looked at him, in
a silent ecstasy of happiness, till the tears rose In her eyes. She
dried her eyes, and said she would fetch her work. She fetched her
Avork, and never did a single stitch of it. It lay in her lap—she was
not even able to look away from him long enough to thread her
needle. I thought of ray own youth ; I thought of the gentle eyes
Avhich had once looked love at me. In the heaviness of my heart, I
turned to ray Journal for relief, and Avrote in it what is written here.
So we kept our Avatch together in silence. One of us absorbed
in his Avriting ; the other absorbed In her love.
Hour after hour, he lay In his deep sleep. The light of the noAV
day greAV and grcAA' In the room, and still he never moved.
Towards six o'clock, I felt the Avarning which told me that my
pains Avere coming back. I was obliged to leave her alone with hira
for a little while. I said I Avould go up-staIrs, and fetch another
pillow for hira out of his room. It Avas not a long attack, this
tirae. In a little AvhIle, I was able to venture back, and let her see
me again.
I found her at the head of the sofa, Avhen I returned. She Avas
just touching his forehead with her lips. I shook ray head as
soberly as I could, and pomted to her chair. She looked back at me
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With a bright smile, and a charming colour in her face. " You
Avould have done it," she Avhispered, " In my place ! "
*
*
*
*
*
It is just eight o'clock. Ho is beginning to move for the first
time.
Miss Verinder is kneeling by the side of the sofa. She has so
placed herself that when his eyes first open, they must open on
her face.
Shall I leave them together ?
Yes!
#
*
*
*
*
Eleven o'clock.—The house is empty again. They have arranged
it among themselves; they have all gone to Londou by tho ten
o'clock train. My brief dream of happiness is over. I have aAvakened
again to the realities of my friendless and lonely life.
I dare not trust myself to Aviite down the kind AVords that have
been said to rae—especially by Miss Verinder aud Mr. Blake.
Besides, it Is needless. Those AVords AVIU come back to me in my
solitary hours, and AVHI help me through Avhat Is left of the end of my
life. Mr. Blake is to Avrite, and tell me what happens in London.
Miss Verinder is to return to Yorkshire in the autumn (for her
marriage, no doubt); and I am to take a holiday, aud be a guest in
the house. Oh me, IIOAV I felt it, as the grateful happiness looked at
me out other eyes, and the Avarm pressure of her hand said, " This
is your doing ! "
My poor patients are Avaiting for me. Back again, this morning,
to the old routine ! Back again, to-night, to the dreadful alternative
between the opium and the pain!
God be praised for his mercy ! I have seen a little sunshine—I
have had a happy time.
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dFtftlj iEattatibe.
The Story resumed by

FRANKLIN BLAKE.

CHAPTER I.
BUT few words are needed, on my part, to complete the narrative
that has been presented in the Journal of Ezra Jennings.
Of myself, I have only to say that I awoke on the morning of the
twenty-sixth, perfectly ignorant of all that I had said and done under
the influence of the opium—from the time when the drug first laid
its hold on me, to the time when I opened my eyes. In Rachel's
sitting-room.
Of what happened after my waking, I do not feel called upon to
render an account in detail. Confining myself merely to results, I
have to report that Rachel and I thoroughly understood each other,
before a single word of explanation had passed on either side. I
decline to account, and Rachel declines to account, for the extraordinary rapidity of our reconciliation. Sir and Madam, look back
at the time when you were passionately attached to each other—and
you will know what happened, after Ezra Jennings had shut the door
of the sitting-room, as Avell as I knoAv it myself.
I have, however, no objection to add, that Ave should have been
certainly discovered by Mrs. Merridew, but for Rachel's presence of
mind. She heard the sound of the old lady's dress in the corridor;
and instantly ran out to meet her. I heard Mrs. Merridew say,
" What is the matter? " and I heard Rachel answer, " The explosion! " Mrs. Merridew Instantly permitted herself to be taken by
the arm, and led Into the garden, out of the way of the impending
shock. On her return to the house, she met me In the hall, and
expressed herself as greatly struck by the vast Improveraent in
Science, since the time Avhen she was a girl at school. " Explosions, Mr. Blake, are infinitely milder than they were. I assure you,
I barely heard Mr. Jennings's explosion from the garden. And no
smell afterwards, that I can detect, now we have come back to the
house ! I must really apologise to your medical friend. It is only
due to him to say, that he has managed it beautifully! "
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So, after vanquishing Betteredge and Mr. Bruff, Ezra Jennings
vanquished Mrs. Merridew herself
There is a great deal of
undeveloped liberal feeling in the world, after all!
At breakfast, Mr. Bruff made no secret of his reasons for wishing
that I should accompany him to London by the morning train. The
watch kept at the bank, and the result AvhIch might yet come of it,
appealed so irresistibly to Rachel's curiosity, that she at once
decided (if Mrs. Merridew had no objection) on accompanying us
back to town—so as to be within reach of the earliest news of our
proceedings.
Mrs. Merridew proved to be all pliability and indulgence, after
the truly considerate manner in which the explosion had conducted
itself; and Betteredge was accordingly informed that we were all
four to travel back together by the morning train. I fully expected
that he would have asked leave to accompany us. But Rachel had
wisely provided her faithful old servant with an occupation that
interested him. He was charged with completing the refurnishing
of the house, and was too full of his domestic responsibilities to
feel the " detective-fever " as he might have felt it under other
circumstances.
Our one subject of regret, in going to London, was the necessity
of parting, more abruptly than we could have wished, AvIth Ezra
Jennings. It was impossible to persuade him to accompany us. I
could only promise to write to hira—and Rachel could only insist on
his coming to see her Avhen she returned to Yorkshire. There Avas
every prospect of our meeting again in a fcAV months—and yet there
was something very sad in seeing our best and dearest friend left
standing alone on the platform, as the train moved out of the station.
On our arrival in London, Mr. Bruff was accosted at the terminus by a small boy, dressed in a jacket and trousers of threadbare
black cloth, and personally remarkable In virtue of the extraordinary
prominence of his eyes. They projected so far, and they rolled
about so loosely, that you Avondered uneasily why they remained in
their sockets. After listening to the boy, Mr. Bruff asked the ladies
whether they would excuse our accompanying them back to Portland
Place. I had barely time to promise Rachel that I Avould return,
and tell her everything that had happened, before Mr. Bruff seized
me by the arm, and hurried rae Into a cab. The boy with the illsecured eyes, took his place on the box by the driver, and the driver
was directed to go to Lombard Street.
" News from the bank ? " I asked, as we started.
"News of Mr, Luker," said Mr. Bruff. " A n hour ago, he was
seen to leave his house at Lambeth, in a cab, accompanied by two
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men, who Avere recognised by my men as police officers in plain
clothes. If Mr. Luker's dread of the Indians is at the bottom of
this precaution, the inference Is plain enough. He is going to take
the Diamond out of the bank."
" And Ave are going to the bank to see what comes of it ? "
" Yes—or to hear Avhat has come of it, if it Is all over by this
time. Did you notice my boy—on the box, there ? "
" I noticed his eyes."
Mr, Bruff laughed. " They call the poor little va'etch ' Gooseberry,' at the office," he said. " I employ him to go on errands—•
and I only wish my clerks who have nick-named him, were as
thoroughly to be depended on as he is. Gooseberry is one of the
sharpest boys In London, Mr, Blake, In spite of his eyes,"
It was twenty minutes to five, when we drew up before the bank
in Lombard Street. Gooseberry looked longingly at his master, as
he opened the cab door.
" D o you AA'ant to come in t o o ? " asked Mr. Bruff kindly,
" Corae In then, and keep at my heels till further orders. He's as
quick as lightning," pursued Mr. Bruff, addressing me in a whisper.
" Two words AVIU do with Gooseberry, where twenty would be wanted
Avith another boy."
We entered the bank. The outer office—with the long counter,
behind which the cashiers sat—was crowded with people ; all waiting
their turn to take money out, or to pay money in, before the b-ank
closed at five o'clock.
Two men among the croAvd approached Mr. Bruff, as soon as he
showed himself.
" Well," asked the lawyer. " Have you seen him ? "
" H e passed us here half an hour since, sir, and went on into
the inner office."
" Has he not come out again yet ? "
" No, sir."
Mr. Bruff turned to me. " L e t us wait," he said.
I looked round among the people about rae for the three Indians.
Not a sign of them was to be seen anywhere. The only person
present with a noticeably dark complexion was a tall man in a pilot
coat, and a round hat, who looked like a sailor. Could this be one
of them in disguise ? Impossible ! The man Avas taller than any
of the Indians; and his face, where it Avas not hidden by a bushy
black beard, was twice the breadth of any of their faces at least.
" They must have their spy somewhere," said Mr. Bruff, looking
at the dark sailor in his turn. " And he may be the man."
Before he could say more, his coat-tail was respectfully pulled
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by his attendant sprite with the gooseberry eyes, Mr. Bruff' looked
AA'here the boy Avas looking. " H u s h ! " he said. " H e r e is Mr.
Luker!"
The money-lender came out from the inner regions of the bank,
folloAved by his tAvo guardian policemen in plain clothes.
" Keep your eye on hira," whispered Mr. Bruff. " If he passes
the DIaraond to anybody, he Avill pass it here."
Without noticing either of us, Mr. Luker sloAvly raade his way
to the door—now iu the thickest, now in the thinnest part of the
crowd. I distinctly saAV his hand move, as he passed a short, stout
man, respectably dressed In a suit of sober grey. The man started
a little, and loolied after him. Mr. Luker moved on slowly through
the croAvd. At tho door, his guard placed themselves on cither side
of him. They were all three folloAved by one of Mr. Bruff's men—
and I saw them no more.
I looked round at the laAvyer, and then looked significantly
towards the man In the suit of sober grey. " Yes ! " Avhispered Mr.
Bruff, " I saw It too ! " He turned about, In search of his second
raan. The second man was nowhere to be seen. He looked behind
him for his attendant sprite. Gooseberry had disappeared.
" What the devil does it mean ? " said Mr. Bruff" angrily. " They
have both left us at the very time Avhen Ave Avant them most."
It came to the turn of the man In the grey suit to transact his
business at the counter. He paid In a cheque—received a receipt
for It—and turned to go out.
" What Is to be done ? " asked Mr. Bruff. " We can't degrade
ourselves by following him."
" J can ! " I said. " I Avouldn't lose sight of that man for ten
thousand pounds ! "
" I n that case," rejoined Mr. Bruff, " I Avouldn't lose sight of
you, for tAvice the money. A nice occupation for a man in my
position," he muttered to himself as we followed the stranger out of
the bank. " F o r Heavens sake don't mention It. I should be
ruined If it was known."
The man iu the grey suit got Into an omnibus, going westward.
We got in after him. There Avere latent reserves of youth still left
in Mr. Bruff. I assert it positively—when he took his seat in the
omnibus, he blushed!
The man with the grey suit stopped the oranibus, and got out in
Oxford Street. We followed hira again. He went into a cheraist's
shop.
Mr. Bruff started. " M y cheraist!" he exclaimed. " I am
afraid we have made a mistake."
26
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We entered the shop. Mr. Bruff and the proprietor exchanged
a few Avords in private. The laAvyer joined me again, with a very
crestfallen face.
" I t ' s greatly to our credit," he said, as he took my arm, and
led me out—" that's one comfort! "
" What Is to our credit ? " I asked.
" Mr. Blake! you and I are the two worst amateur detectives
that ever tried their hands at the trade. The man in the grey suit
has been thirty years In the chemist's service. He was sent to the
bank to pay money to his raaster's account—and he knows no more
of the Moonstone than the babe unborn."
I asked what was to be done next.
'• Come back to my office," said Mr. Bruff. " Gooseberry, and
my second man, have evidently followed somebody else. Let us
hope that they had their eyes about them at any rate! "
When we reached Gray's Inn Square, the second man had
arrived there before us. He had been waiting for more than a
quarter of an hour.
" Well! " asked Mr. Bruff. " What's your news ? "
" I am sorry to say, sir," replied the man, " that I haA'e made
a mistalce. I could have taken my oath that I saw Mr. Luker pass
something to an elderly gentleman, in a light-coloured paletot. The
elderly gentleman turns out, sir, to be a most respectable master
ironmonger in Eastcheap."
"Where is Gooseberry?" asked Mr. Bruff resignedly.
The man stared. " I don't know, sir. I have seen nothing of
hira since I left the bank."
Mr. Bruff' dismissed the man. " One of two things," he said
to rae. " Either Gooseberry has run away, or he Is hunting on his
OAAU
' account. What do you say to dining here, on the chance that
the boy may come back in an hour or tAvo ? I have got some good
vine in the cellar, and Ave can got a chop from the coffee-house."
\\e, dined at Mr. Bruff"s charabers. Before the cloth was removed, " a person" Avas announced as Avanting to speak to the
laAvyer. Was the person, Gooseberry ? No : only the man Avho
had been employed to folloAvMr. Luker Avhen he left the bank.
The report, in this case, presented no feature of the slightest
Interest. Mr. Luker had gone back to his OAAU
' house, and had
there dismissed his guard. He had not gone out again afterwards.
ToAvards dusk, the shutters had been put up, aud the doors had
been bolted. The street before the house, and the alley behind
the house, had been carefully Avatched. No signs of the Indians had
been visible. No person AA'hatever had been seen loitering about
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the premises. Having stated these facts, the raan waited to know
whether there were any further orders. Mr. Bruff dismissed him
for the night.
" Do you think Mr. Luker has taken the Moonstone home with
h i m ? " I asked.
" N o t he," said Mr. Bruff. " He would never have dismissed
his two policemen, if he had run the risk of keeping the Diamond
in his own house again."
We waited another half-hour for the boy, and waited in vain.
It was then time for Mr. Bruff to go to Hampstead, and for me
to return to Rachel in Portland Place. I left my card. In charge
of the porter at the chambers, Avith a line written on It to say that
I should be at my lodgings at half past ten, that night. The card
was to be given to the boy, if the boy came back.
Some men have a knack of keeping appointments; and other
men have a knack of missing them. I am one of the other men.
Add to this, that I passed the evening at Portland Place, on the
same seat AvIth Rachel, in a room forty feet long, with Mrs. Merridew at the further end of it. Does anybody wonder that I got
home at half past twelve instead of half past ten ? How thoroughly
heartless that person must be ! And how earnestly I hope I may
never make that person's acquaintance !
My servant handed rae a raorsel of paper when he let me in.
I read, in a neat legal handwriting, these words :—" If you
please, sir, I am getting sleepy. I will come back to-morroAv morning, between nine and ten." Inquiry proved that a boy, with very
extraordinary-looking eyes, had called, had presented my card and
message, had waited an hour, had done nothing but fall asleep and
wake up again, had written a line for me, and had gone home—after
gravely informing the servant that '' he was fit for nothing unless
he got his night's rest."
At nine, the next morning, I was ready for my visitor. At half
past nine, I heard steps outside my door. " Come in. Gooseberry ! "
I called out. " Thank you, sir," answered a grave and melancholy
voice. The door opened. I started to my feet, and confronted—
Sergeant Cuff!
" I thought I would look in here, Mr. Blake, on the chance of
your being in town, before I Avrote to Yorkshire," said the Sergeant.
He was as dreary and as lean as ever. His eyes had not lost
their old trick (so subtly noticed in Betteredge's Narrative) of " looking as if they expected something more from you than you Avere
aware of yourself." But, so far as dress can alter a man, the great
Cuff was changed beyond all recognition. He Avore a broad-luimraed
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white hat, a light shooting jacket, white trousers, aud drab gaiters.
He carried a stout oak stick. His whole aim and object seemed to
be, to look as If he had lived in the country all his life. When I
complimented him on his Metamorphosis, he declined to take it as a
joke. He complained, quite gravely, of the noises and the smells
of London. I declare I am far from sure that he did not speak
with a slightly rustic accent! I offered him breakfast. The innocent countryman was quite shocked. His breakfast hour Avas half
past six—and he went to bed with the cocks and hens !
" I only got back frora Ireland last night," said the Sergeant,
coraing round to the practical object of his visit, in his own impenetrable manner. " Before I Avent to bed, I read your letter, telling
me what has happened since my inquiry after the DIaraond was
suspended last year. There's only one thing to be said about the
matter, on my side. I completely mistook my case. HOAV any man
living Avas to have seen things In their true light. In such a situation
as mine was at the time, I don't profess to know. But that doesn't
alter the facts as they stand. I own that I made a mess of it. Not
the first mess, Mr. Blake, Avhich has distinguished my professional career ! It's only in books that the officers of the detective
force are superior to the weakness of making a mistake."
" You haA-e come In the nick of time to recover your reputation,"
I said.
" I beg your pardon, Mr. Blake," rejoined the Sergeant. " Now
I have retired from business, I don't care a straw about my reputation. I have done with my reputation, thank God! I am here, sir,
in grateful remembrance of the late Lady Verinder's liberality to me.
I will go back to ray old work—if you Avant me, and If you will trust
me—on that consideration, and on no other. Not a farthing of
money Is to pass, if you please, from you to me. This is on honour.
Now tell me, Mr. Blake, hoAV the case stands since you Avrote to me
last."
I told hira of the experiment AvIth the opium, and of Avhat had
occurred afterwards at the bank iu Lombard Street. He was greatly
sti'uck by the experiment—it was something entirely new in his
experience. And he Avas particularly Interested In the theory of
Ezra Jennings, relating to Avhat I had done AvIth the Diamond, after
I had left Rachel's sitting-room, on the birthday night.
" I don't hold AvIth Mr. Jennings that you hid the Moonstone,"
said Sergeant Cuff. " But I agree Avith him, that you must certainly
have taken it back to your own room."
" Well ? " I asked. " And Avhat happened then ? "
" Have you no suspicion yourself of Avhat happened, sir? "
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" None Avhatever."
" Has Mr. Bruff no suspicion ? "
" N o more than I have."
Sergeant Cuff rose, and went to my writing-table. He came
back with a sealed envelope. It was marked " P r i v a t e ; " it Avas
addressed to me; and it had the Sergeant's signature In the corner.
" I suspected the Avrong person, last year," he said: " a n d I
may be suspecting the wrong person noAV. Wait to open the envelope, Mr. Blake, till you have got at the truth. And then compare
the name of the guilty person, with the name that I have written In
that sealed letter."
I put the letter Into my pocket—and then asked for the Sergeant's
opinion of the measures Avhich Ave had taken at the bank.
"Very Avell intended sir," he answered, " and quite the right
thing to do. But there was another person Avho ought to have been
looked after besides Mr. Luker."
" The person named In the letter you have just given to me ? "
"Yes, Mr. Blake, the person named in the letter. It can't
be helped now. I shall have something to propose to you and
Mr. Bruff, sir, when the time coraes. Let's wait, first, and see if
the boy has anything to tell us that is Avorth hearing."
It was close on ten o'clock, and the boy had not raade his
appearance. Sergeant Cuff talked of other raatters. He asked
after his old friend Betteredge, and his old enemy the gardener. In
a minute more, he Avould no doubt have got from this, to the subject
of his favourite roses, if my servant had not Interrupted us by
announcing that the boy was below.
On being brought into the room. Gooseberry stopped at the
threshold of the door, and looked distrustfully at the stranger who
Avas in my company. I told the boy to come to me.
"You may speak before this gentleman," I said. " He is here
to assist me ; and he knows all that has happened. Sergeant Cuff,"
I added, " this is the boy from Mr. Bruff's office."
In our modern system of civilisation, celebrity (no matter of
what kind) Is the lever that will move anything. The fame of the
great Cuff' had even reached the ears of the small Gooseberry, The
boy's ill-fixed eyes rolled, when I mentioned the illustrious name,
till I thought they really must have dropped on the carpet.
" Come here, my lad," said the Sergeant, " and let's hear what
you have got to tell us."
The notice of the great man—the hero of many a famous story
ill every lawyer's office in Loudon—appeared to fascinate the boy.
He placed himself in front of Sergeant Cuff, and put his hands
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behind him, after the approved fashion of a neophyte who is examined
in his catechism.
" What is your name ? " said the Sergeant, beginning with the
first question in the catechisra.
" Octavius Guy," answered the boy. " They call me Gooseberry
at the office because of my eyes."
" Octavius Guy, otherwise Gooseberry," pursued the Sergeant,
with the utmost gravity, '' you vA'ere missed at the bank yesterday
What were you about ? "
" If you please, sir, I was following a man."
" W h o was h e ? "
" A tall raan, sir, with a big black beard, dressed like a sailor."
" I remember the m a n ! " I broke in. " M r . Bruff and I
thought he was a spy, employed by the Indians."
Sergeant Cuff did not appear to be much impressed by what
Mr. Bruff and I had thought. He went on catechising Gooseberry.
" Well ? " he said—" and why did you follow the sailor ? "
" I f you please, sir, Mr. Bruff wanted to know whether Mr.
Luker passed anything to anybody on his Avay out of the bank. I
saw Mr. Luker pass something to the sailor with the black beard."
" Why didn't you tell Mr. Bruff what you saw ? "
" I hadn't time to tell anybody, sir, the sailor went out in such
a hurry."
" And you ran out after him—eh ? "
" Yes, sir."
" Gooseberry," said the Sergeant, patting his head, "you have
got something In that small skull of yours—and It isn't cotton-wool.
I am greatly pleased with you, so far."
The boy blushed with pleasure. Sergeant Cuff went on.
" Well ? and what did the sailor do, when he got into the street ? "
" He called a cab, sir,"
" And Avhat did you do ? "
" Held on behind, and run after it."
Before the Sergeant could put his next question, another visitor
was announced—the head clerk from Mr. Bruff's office.
Feeling the Importance of not interrupting Sergeant Cuff's
examination of the boy, I received the clerk in another room. He
carae with bad news of his eraployer. The agitation and exciteraent
of the last two days had proved too much for Mr. Bruff. He had
awoke that morning with an attack of gout; he Avas confined to his
room at Hampstead; and, In the present critical condition of our
affairs, he v/as very uneasy at being compelled to leave me without
the advice and assistance of an experienced person. The chief
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clerk had received orders to hold himself at my disposal, and was
willing to do his best to replace Mr. Bruff.
I wrote at once to quiet the old gentleman's mind, by telling
hira of Sergeant Cuff's visit: adding that Gooseberry was at that
moment under examination; and promising to inform Mr. Bruff,
either personally or by letter, of Avhatever might occur later in the
day. Having despatched the clerk to Hampstead AvIth ray note,
I returned to the room Avhich I had left, and found Sergeant Cuff
at the fireplace, in the act of ringing the bell.
" I beg your pardon, Mr. Blake," said the Sergeant. " I Avas
just going to send word by your servant that I wanted to speak to
you. There isn't a doubt on my mind that this boy-—-this most
meritorious boy," added the Sergeant, patting Gooseberry on the
head, " has followed the right man. Precious time has been lost,
sir, through your unfortunately not being at horae at half past ten
last night. The only thing to do, UOAA'. IS to send for a cab
immediately."
In five minutes more. Sergeant Cuff and I (AvIth Gooseberry on
the box to guide the driver) Avere on our way eastward, toAvards
the City.
"One of these days," said the Sergeant, pointing through the
front window of the cab, " that boy will do great things in my late
profession. He is the brightest and cleverest little chap I have met
AA'ith, for many a long year past. You shall hear the substance,
Mr. Blake, of what he told me AvhIle you were out of the room.
You were present, I think, Avhen he mentioned that he held on
behind the cab, and ran after it ? "
"Yes."
" Well, sir, the cab went frora Lombard Street to the ToAver
Wharf. The sailor with the black beard got out, and spoke to the
steward of the Rotterdam steamboat, AvhIch Avas to start next
morning. He asked if he could be alloAved to go on board at once,
and sleep in his berth over-night. The steward said, No. The
cabins, and berths, and bedding Avere all to have a thorough cleaning
that evening, and no passenger could be alloAved to come on board,
before the morning. The sailor turned round, and left the wharf.
AVhen he got into the street again, the boy noticed for the first time,
a raan dressed like a respectable mechanic, Avalking on the opposite
side of the road, and apparently keeping the sailor In view. The
sailor stopped at an eating-house in the neighbourhood, and Avent
in. The boy—not being able to make up his mind, at the moment
—hung about among some other boys, staring at the good things
in the eating-house window. He noticed the mechanic waiting, as
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he himself was waiting—but still on the opposite side of the street.
After a minute, a cab carae by sloAvly, and stopped where the
mechanic was standing. The boy could only see plainly one person
in the cab, who leaned forward at the Avindow to speak to the
mechanic.
He described that person, Mr. Blake, Avithout any
prompting frora me, as having a dark face, like the face of an Indian."
It was plain, by this time, that Mr. Bruff and I had made
another mistake. The sailor with the black beard was clearly not a
spy in the service of the Indian conspiracy. Was he, by any possibility, the man Avho had got the Diamond ?
"After a little," pursued the Sergeant, " t h e cab moved on
sloAvly doAvn the street. The mechanic crossed the road, and went
into the eating-house. The boy Avaited outside till he Avas hungry
and tired—and then Avent Into the eating-house, in his turn. He
had a shilling In his pocket; and he dined sumptuously, he tells me,
on a black-pudding, an eel-pie, and a bottle of ginger-beer. What
can a boy not digest ? The substance in question has never been
found yet."
" What did he see in the eating-house ? " I asked.
" Well, Mr. Blake, he saw the sailor reading the noAvspaper at
one table, and the mechanic reading the noAVspaper at another. It
AA'as dusk before the sailor got up, and left the place. He looked
about him suspiciously Avhen he got out into the street. The boy—
being a boj'—passed unnoticed. The mechanic had not come out
yet. The sailor walked on, looking about him, and apparently not
very certain of AA'here he was going next. The mechanic appeared
once more, on the opposite side of the road. The sailor Avent on,
till he got to Shore Lane, leading Into Lower Thames Street. There
he stopped before a public-house, under the sign of ' The Wheel of
Fortune,' and, after examining the place outside, went in. Gooseberry went in too. There Avere a great many people, mostly of the
decent sort, at the bar. ' The Wheel of Fortune' is a A'ery respectable house, Mr. Blake; famous for its porter and pork-pies."
The Sergeant's digressions Irritated me. He saw it; and confined
himself more strictly to Gooseberry's evidence when he went on.
" The sailor," he resumed, " asked if he could have a bed. The
landlord said ' No; they Avere full.' The barmaid corrected him,
and said ' Number Ten was empty.' A Avalter Avas sent for to show
the sailor to Number Ten. Just before that. Gooseberry had noticed
the mechanic among the people at the bar. Before the waiter had
ansAvered the call, the mechanic had vanished. The sailor was
taken ofl" to his room. Not knowing what to do next. Gooseberry
had the wisdom to wait and see if anything happened. Something
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did happen. The landlord was called for. Angry voices were
heard up-stairs. The mechanic suddenly made his appearance again,
collared by the landlord, and exhibiting, to Gooseberry's great
surprise, all the signs and tokens of being drunk. The landlord
thrust him out at the door, and threatened him Avith the police if he
came back. From the altercation betAveen them, while this Avas
going on, It appeared that the man had been discovered in Number
Ten, and had declared AvIth drunken obstinacy, that he had taken
the room. Gooseberry was so struck by this sudden intoxication of
a previously sober person, that he couldn't resist running out after
the mechanic into the street. As long as he Avas In sight of the
public-house, the man reeled about In the most disgraceful manner.
The moraent he turned the corner of the street, he recovered his
balance instantly, and became as sober a member of society as you
could wish to see. Gooseberry Avent back to ' The Wheel of Fortune,'
in a very bewildered state of mind. He waited about again, on the
chance of something happening. Nothing happened; and nothing
more Avas to be heard, or seen, of the sailor. Gooseberry decided
on going back to the office. Just as he came to this conclusion, who
should appear, on the opposite side of the street as usual, but the
mechanic again ! He looked up at one particular AvindoAV at the top
of the public-house, which was the only one that had a light in It.
The light seemed to relieve his mind. He left the place directly.
The boy made his way back to Gray's Inn—got your card and
message—called—and failed to find you. There you have the state
of the case, Mr. Blake, as it stands at the present time."
" What Is your own opinion of the case. Sergeant ? "
" I think it's serious, sir. Judging by Avhat the boy saAV, the
Indians are in it, to begin AvIth."
"Yes. And the sailor is evidently the person to whom Mr.
Luker passed the Diamond. It seems odd that Mr. Bruff, and I,
and the man in Mr. Bruff's employment, should all have been mistaken about who the person was."
"Not at all, Mr. Blake. Considering the risk that person ran,
it's likely enough that Mr. Luker purposely misled you, by previous
arrangement between thera."
" Do you understand the proceedings at the public-house? " I
asked. " The raan dressed like a mechanic, was acting of course in
the employment of the Indians. But I am as much puzzled to
account for his sudden assumption of drunkenness as Gooseberry
himself."
" I think I can give a guess at what it means, sir," said the
Sergeant. " If you AVIII reflect, you will see that the man must have
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had some pretty strict instructions from the Indians. They were
far too noticeable themselves to risk being seen at the bank, or in
the public-house—they were obliged to trust everything to their
deputy. Very good. Their deputy hears a certain number named,
in the public-house, as the number of the room which the sailor is
to have for the night—that being also the room (unless our notion is
all wrong) which the Diamond Is to have for the night, too. Under
those circumstances, the Indians, you may rely on it, would insist
on having a description of the room—of its position in the house, of
its capability of being approached from the outside, and so on.
What was the man to do, with such orders as these ? Just what he
did ! He ran up-staIrs to get a look at the room, before the sailor
Avas taken into it. He was found there, making his observations—
and he shammed drunk, as the easiest way of getting out of the
difficulty. That's how I read the riddle. After he was turned out
of the public-house, he probably Avent AA'ith his report to the place
where his employers were Avaiting for hira. And his eraployers, no
doubt, sent him back to make sure that the sailor Avas really settled
at the public-house till the next morning. As for AA'hat happened at
' The Wheel of Fortune,' after the boy left—Ave ought to have discovered that last night. It's eleven in the morning, UOAV. We must
hope for the best, and find out Avhat Ave can."
In a quarter of an hour more, the cab stopped In Shore Lane,
and Gooseberry opened the door for us to get out.
" All right'? " asked the Sergeant.
" All right," answered the boy.
The moment we entered " The Wheel of Fortune," it was plain
even to my inexperienced eyes that there Avas something wrong in
the house.
The only person behind the counter at Avhicli the liquors were
served, was a bewildered servant girl, perfectly ignorant of the
business. One or two customers, waiting for their morning drink,
were tapping impatiently on the counter with their money. The
barmaid appeared from the Inner regions of the parlour, excited and
pre-occupied. She answered Sergeant Cuff's Inquiry for the landlord, by telling him sharply that her master was up-stairs, and was
not to be bothered by anybody.
" Come along with me, sir," said Sergeant Cuff, coolly leading
the way up-stairs, and beckoning to the boy to follow him.
The barraaid called to her master, and warned him that strangers
Avere intruding themselves Into the house. On the first floor we
were encountered by the landlord, hurrying down. In a highly irritated
state, to see what Avas the matter
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" W h o the devil are you? and what do you want h e r e ? " he
asked.
" Keep your temper," said the Sergeant, quietly. " I'll tell you
who I am to begin with. I ara Sergeant Cuff."
The illustrious name instantly produced its effect. The angry
landlord threAv open the door of a sitting-room, and asked the Sergeant's pardon.
" I am annoyed and out of sorts, sir—that's the truth," he said.
" Something unpleasant has happened in the house this morning.
A man In my way of business has a deal to upset his temper. Sergeant Cuff."
" Not a doubt of it," said the Sergeant. " I'll come at once, if
you will alloAV me, to what brings us here. This gentleman and I
want to trouble you with a few inquiries, on a matter of some interest
to both of us."
" Relating to what, sir ? " asked the landlord.
" Relating to a dark man, dressed like a sailor, who slept here
last night."
" Good God! that's the man Avho is upsetting the whole house
at this moraent!" exclairaed the landlord. " Do you, or does this
gentleraan know anything about him ?"
" We can't be certain till Ave see hira," answered the Sergeant.
" See him ? " echoed the landlord. " That's the one thing that
nobody has been able to do since seven o'clock this morning. That
was the time when he left word, last night, that he was to be called.
He was called—and there Avas no getting an ansAver from him, and
no opening his door to see what was the matter. They tried again
at eight, and they tried again at nine. No use! There was the
door still locked—and not a sound to be heard in the room ! I have
been out this morning—and I only got back a quarter of an hour
ago. I have hammered at the door myself—and all to no purpose.
The potboy has gone to fetch a carpenter. If you can wait a few
minutes, gentlemen, we will have the door opened, and see what it
means."
" Was the man drunk last night ? " asked Sergeant Cuff.
" Perfectly sober, sir—or I Avould never have let him sleep in
my house."
" Did he pay for his bed beforehand ? "
" No."
" Could he leave the room in any way, without going out by the
door?"
" The room is a garret," said the landlord. " But there's a
trap-door in the ceiling, leading out on to the roof—and a little
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loAver down the street, there's an empty house under repair. Do
you think. Sergeant, the blackguard has got off in that way, without
paying?"
" A sailor," said Sergeant Cuff, " might have done it—early in
the morning, before the street was astir. He would be used to
climbing, and his head wouldn't fail him on the roofs of the houses."
As he spoke, the arrival of the carpenter was announced. We
all Avent up-stairs, at once, to the top story. I noticed that the Sergeant was unusually grave, even for /tim. It also struck me as odd
that he told the boy (after having previously encouraged him to
folloAV us), to wait in the room beloAV till we came doAvn again.
The carpenter's hammer and chisel disposed of the resistance of
the door In a few minutes. But some article of furniture had been
placed against it inside, as a barricade. By pushing at the door, Ave
thrust this obstacle aside, and so got admission to the room. The
landlord entered first; the Sergeant second; and I third. The
other persons present followed us.
AVe all looked towards the bed, and all started.
The man had not left the room. He lay, dressed, on the bed—
with a white pillow over his face, which completely hid it from view.]
" What does that mean ? " said the landlord pointing to the pilloAV.
Sergeant Cuff led the way to the bed, without answering, and
removed the pillow.
The man's swarthy face was placid and still; his black hair and
beard were slightly, very slightly, discomposed. His eyes stared
wide-open, glassy and vacant, at the ceiling. The filmy look and
the fixed expression of them horrified me. I turned away, and
Avent to the open wIndoAv. The rest of them remained, Avhere Sergeant Cuff' remained, at the bed.
" He's in a fit!" I heard the landlord say.
" He's dead," the Sergeant answered. " Send for the nearest
doctor, and send for the police."
The Avaiter was despatched on both errands. Some strange fascination seemed to hold Sergeant Cuff to the bed. Sorae strange
curiosity seeraed to keep the rest of thera Avalting, to see what the
Sergeant would do next.
I turned again to the AvIndow. The moment afterwards, I felt a
soft pull at my coat-tails, and a small voice whispered, " Look
here, sir ! "
Gooseberry had followed us into the room. His loose eyes
rolled frightfully—not in terror, but in exultation. He had raade
a detective-discovery on his oAvn account. " Look here, sir," he
repeated—and led me to a table in the corner of the room.
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On the table stood a little VA'ooden box, open, and empty. On
one side of the box lay sorae jeAvellers' cotton. On the other side,
Avas a toi'n sheet of white paper, Avith a seal on it, partly destroyed,
and with an inscription In writing, which Avas still perfectly legible.
The Inscription was in these words :
" Deposited Avith Messrs. Bushe, Lysaught, and Bushe, by
Mr. Septiraus Luker, of Middlesex Place, Lambeth, a small Avooden
box, sealed up in this envelope, and containing a valuable of great
price. The box, when claimed, to be only given up by Messrs.
Bushe and Co. on the personal application of Mr. Luker."
Those lines removed all further doubt, on one point at least.
The sailor had been in possession of the Moonstone, Avhen he had
left the bank on the previous day.
I felt another pull at my coat-tails. Gooseberry had not done
AvIth me yet.
" Robbery!" whispered the boy, pointing. In high delight, to
the empty box.
" You were told to wait down-stairs," I said. " Go aAvay! "
" A n d Murder!" added Gooseberry, pointing, with a keener
relish still, to the man on the bed.
There was something so hideous in the boy's enjoyment of the
horror of the scene, that I took him by the two shoulders and put
him out of the room.
At the moraent AA'hen I crossed the threshold of the door, I heard
Sergeant Cuff's voice, asking where I AA'as. He met me, as I returned
into the room, and forced me to go back with him to the bedside.
" Mr. Blake!" he said. "Look at the man's face. It Is a
face disguised—and here's a proof of it! "
He traced with his finger a thin line of livid Avhlte, running
backAvard from the dead raan's forehead, betAveen the swarthy complexion, and the slightly-disturbed black hair. " L e t ' s see what is
under this," said the Sergeant, suddenly seizing the black hair, Avith
a firm grip of his hand.
My nerves Avere not strong enough to bear it. I turned away
again from the bed.
The first sight that met ray eyes, at the other end of the room, was
the irrepressible Gooseberry, perched on a chair, and looking AvIth
breathless interest, over the heads of his elders, at the Sergeant's
proceedings.
"He's pulling off his wig!" whispered Gooseberry, compassionating
my position, as the only person In the room who could see nothing.
There was a pause—and then a cry of astonishment among the
people round the bed.
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" He's pulled off bis beard ! " cried Gooseberry.
There was another pause—Sergeant Cuff asked for something.
The landlord went to the washhand-stand, and returned to the bed
with a basin of Avater and a towel.
Gooseberry danced with excitement on the chair. " Come up
here, along with me, sir ! He's washing off his complexion now ! "
The Sergeant suddenly burst his way through the people about
him, and came, with horror in his face, straight to the place where I
was standing.
"Come back to the bed, sir! " he began. He looked at me
closer, and checked himself. " N o ! " he resumed. "Open the
sealed letter first—the letter I gave you this morning."
I opened the letter.
" Read the name, Mr. Blake, that I have written inside."
I read the name that he had written. It Avas—Godfrey Ablewhite.
" Now," said the Sergeant, " come with me, and look at the man
on the bed."
I went with him, and looked at the man on the bed.
GODFREY ABLEWHITE !

Siixi^ iEawatibe.
Conti-ibuted by

SERGEANT CUFF.

Surrey, July 30th, 1849. To Franklin Blake, Esq.
Sir,—I beg to apologise for the delay that has occurred in the production of the Report, with which I engaged to furnish you. I have
Avalted to make It a complete Report; and I have been met, here
and there, by obstacles AvhIch it Avas only possible to remoA'e by some
little expenditure of patience and time.
The object Avhich I proposed to myself has now, I hope, been
attained. You AVIII find. In these pages, ansAvers to the greater part
—if not all—of the questions, concerning the late Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite, which occurred to your mind Avhen I last had the honour
of seeing you.
I propose to tell you—in the first place—what Is known of the
manner in which your cousin met his death ; appending to the state-

DORKING,

THE DISCOVERY OP THE TRUTH.

415

meut such inferences and conclusions as we are justified (according
to my opinion) in draAving from the facts.
I shall then endeavour—In the second place—to put you in possession of such discoveries as I have raade, respecting the proceedings
of Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite, before, during, and after the tirae, when
you and he met as guests at the late Lady Verinder's country-house.
II.

As to your cousins death, then, first.
It appears to me to be established, beyond any reasonable doubt,
that he was killed (while he Avas asleep, or Immediately on his waking)
by being smothered with a pIlloAv frora his bed—that the persons
guilty of raurdering hira are the three Indians—and that the object
conteraplated (and achieved) by the crime, Avas to obtain possession
of the diamond, called The Moonstone.
The facts from AvhIch this conclusion Is draAvn, are derived partly
from an examination of the room at the tavern ; and partly from the
evidence obtained at the Coroner's Inquest.
On forcing the door of the roora, the deceased gentleman was
discovered, dead, Avith the pillow of the bed over his face. The
medical man who examined him, being informed of this circumstance,
considered the post-mortem appearances as being perfectly compatible with murder by smothering—that is to say, Avith murder
committed by some person, or persons, pressing the pillow over the
nose and mouth of the deceased, until death resulted from congestion
of the lungs.
Next, as to the motive for the crime.
A small box, with a sealed paper torn off from it (the paper containing an inscription) Avas found open, and erapty, on a table in the
room. Mr. Luker has himself personally identified the box, the seal,
and the Inscription. He has declared that the box did actually
contain the diaraond, called the Moonstone ; and he has admitted
having given the box (thus sealed up) to Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite
(then concealed under a disguise), on the afternoon of the twentysixth of June last. The fair inference from all this is, that the
stealing of the Moonstone was the motive of the crime.
Next, as to the manner in which the crime was committed.
On examination of the roora (Avhicli is only seven feet high), a
trap-door in the celhng, leading out on to the roof of the house, was
discovered open. The short ladder, used for obtaining access to the
trap-door (and kept under the bed), Avas found placed at the opening,
so as to enable any person or persons, in the room, to leave it again
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easily. In the trap-door itself Avas found a square aperture cut in
the wood, apparently AA'ith some exceedingly sharp instruraent, just
behind the bolt which fastened the door on the inner side. In this
way, any person from the outside could have draAvn back the bolt,
and opened the door, and have dropped (or have been noiselessly
lowered by an accomplice) Into the room—Its height, as already observed, being only seven feet. That some person, or persons, must
have got admission In this way, appears evident from the fact of the
aperture being there. As to the manner In AvhIch he (or they) obtained access to the roof of the tavern. It Is to be remarked that the
third house, lower down In the street, Avas empty, and under repair—
that a long ladder was left by the Avorkmen, leading frora the pavement to the top of the house—and that, on returning to their Avork,
on the morning of the 27th, the men found the plank which they
had tied to the ladder, to prevent any one from using it In their
absence, removed, and lying on the ground. As to the possibility of
ascending by this ladder, passing over the roofs of the houses, passing
back, and descending again, unobserved—it Is discoA'ered, on the
eA'idence of the night policeman, that he only passes through Shore
Lane tAvIce In an hour, when out on his beat. The testimony of the
inhabitants also declares, that Shore Lane, after midnight, is one of the
quietest and loneliest streets In London. Here again, therefore, it
seems fair to Infer that—with ordinary caution, and presence of mind—
any man, or men, ralght have ascended by the ladder, and might have
descended again, unobserved. Once on the roof of the tavern. It has
been proved, by experiment, that a man might cut through the trapdoor, while lying down on It, and that in such a position, the parapet
in front of the house would conceal him from the view of any one
passing in the street.
Lastly, as to the person, or persons, by whom the crime was
committed.
It is known (1) that the Indians had an interest in possessing
themselves of the Diaraond. (2) It is at least probable that the
man looking like an Indian, whom Octavius Guy saw at the AvIndow
of the cab, speaking to the man dressed like a mechanic, was one of
the three Hindoo conspirators. (3) It Is certain that this same
man dressed like a mechanic, Avas seen keeping Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite in view, all through the evening of the 26th, and was found in
the bedroom (before Mr. AbleAvhite was shown into it) under circumstances which lead to the suspicion that he was examining the room.
(4) A morsel of torn gold thread was picked up in the bedroom,
which persons expert in such matters, declare to be of Indian manufacture, and to be a species of gold thread not known in England.
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(5) On the morning of the 27th, three men, answering to the description of the three Indians, Avere observed In LoAver Thames
Street, Avere traced to the Tower Wharf, and were seen to leave
London by the steamer bound for Rotterdam.
There Is here, moral, if not legal, evidence, that the murder was
committed by the Indians,
Whether the man personating a mechanic Avas, or was not, an
accomplice in the crime. It is impossible to say. That he could have
coraraitted the murder alone, seems beyond the limits of probability.
Acting by himself, he could hardly have smothered Mr. Ablewhite—
who Avas the taller and stronger man of the tAvo—without a struggle
taking place, or a cry being heard. A servant girl, sleeping in the
next room, heard nothing. The landlord, sleeping in tho room
beloAV, heard nothing. The whole evidence points to the inference
that more than one man Avas concerned In this crime—and the
circumstances, I repeat, morally justify the conclusion that the
Indians committed it.
I have only to add, that the verdict at the Coroner's Inquest was
Wilful Murder against some person, or persons, unknoAvu. Mr. Ablewhlte's family have oftered a reward, and no effort has been left
untried to discover the guilty persons. The man dressed like a
mechanic has eluded all inquiries. The Indians have been traced.
As to the prospect of ultimately capturing these last, I shall have a
word to say to you on that head, when I reach the end of the present
Report.
In the meanAA'hile, having UOAV Avritten all that Is needful on tho
subject of Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite's death, I may pass next to the
narrative of his proceedings before, during, and after the time, Avhen
you and he met at the late Ijady Verinder's house.
III.

With regard to the subject noAv In hand, I may state, at the outset, that Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite's life had two sides to It.
The side turned up to the public view, presented the spectacle of
a gentleman, possessed of considerable reputation as a speaker at
charitable meetings, and endowed AvIth administrative abilities,
Avhich he placed at the disposal of various Benevolent Societies,
mostly of the female sort. The side kept hidden from the general
notice, exhibited this same gentleman in the totally different character
of a man of pleasure, Avith a villa iu the suburbs Avhieh Avas not taken
in his own name, and Avith a lady in the villa, Avho Avas not taken iu
his own name, either.
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My investigations In the villa have shoAvn rae several fine
pictures and statues ; furniture tastefully selected, and admirably
made ; and a conseiwatory of the rarest floAvers, the match of Avhicli
it would not be easy to find in all London. My investigation of the
lady has resulted in the discovery of jeAvels Avlilch are Avorthy to take
rank with the flowers, and of carriages and horses Avhich have
(deservedly) produced a sensation In the Park, among persons Avell
qualified to judge of the build of the one, and the breed of the others.
All this Is, so far, common enough. The villa and the lady are
such familiar objects in London life, that I ought to apologise for
introducing them to notice. But what is not coraraon and not
familiar (in my experience), is that all these fine things AA'ere not
only ordered, but paid for. The pictures, the statues, the floAvers,
the jewels, the carriages and the horses—inquiry proved, to my
indescribable astonishment, that not a sixpence of debt was owing on
any of them. As to the villa, it had been bought, out and out, and
settled on the lady.
I might have tried to find the right reading of this riddle, and
tried in vain—but for Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite's death, AvhIch caused
an inquiry to be made into the state of his affairs.
The inquiry ehcited these facts : —
That Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite was entrusted AvIth the care of a
sum of twenty thousand pounds—as one of tAvo Trustees for a young
gentleman, who was still a minor in the year eighteen hundred and
forty-eight. That the Trust Avas to lapse, and that the young
gentleman was to receive the tAventy thousand pounds on the day
Avhen he came of age, in the month of Februai-y, eighteen hundred
and fifty. That, pending the arrival of this period, an income of six
hundred pounds Avas to be paid to him by his tAA'o Trustees, halfyearl}'—at Christmas and Midsummer Day. That this income was
regularly paid by the active Trustee, Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite. That
the twenty thousand pounds (from Avhich the income was supposed to
be derived) had every farthing of it, been sold out of the Funds, at
difl'erent periods, ending with the end of the year eighteen hundred
aud forty-seven. That the power of attorney, authorising the
bankers to sell out the stock, and the A'arious Avritten orders telling
them Avhat amounts to sell out, were formally signed by both the
Trustees.
That the signature of the second Trustee (a retired
army officer, living in the country) Avas a signature forged, in every
case, by the active Trustee—otherAvise Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite.
In these facts, lies the explanation of Mr. Godfrey's honourable
conduct, in paying the debts incurred for the lady and the villa—and
(as you Avill presently see) of more besides.
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We may now advance to the date of Miss Verinder's birthday (in
the year eighteen hundred and forty-eight)—the tAventy-first of June.
On the day before, Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite arrived at his father s
house, and asked (as I knoAV from Mr. Ablewhite, senior, himself)
for a loan of three hundred pounds. Mark the sum ; and remember
at the same time, that the half-yearly payment to the young gentleman was due on the twenty-fourth of the month. Also, that the
Avhole of the young gentleraan's fortune had been spent by his
Trustee, by the end of the year 'forty-seven.
Mr. AbleAvhite, senior, refused to lend his son a farthing.
The next day Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite rode over, Avith you, to
Lady Verinder's house. A foAv hours afterwards, Mr. Godfrey (as
you yourself have told me) raade a proposal of marriage to Miss
Verinder. Here, he saAv his Avay no doubt—if accepted—to the end
of all his money anxieties, present and future. But, as events
actually turned out, what happened ? Miss Verinder refused him.
On the night of the birthday, therefore, Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite's
pecuniary position was this. He had three hundred pounds to find
on the twenty-fourth of the month, and twenty thousand pounds to
find in February eighteen hundred and fifty. Failing to raise these
sums, at these times, ho was a ruined man.
Under those circumstances, Avhat takes place next ?
You exasperate Mr. Candy, the doctor, on the sore subject of bis
profession; and he plays you a practical joke. In return, with a dose
of laudanum. He trusts the administration of the dose, prepared in
a little phial, to Mr. Godfrey AbloAA'hlte—Avho has himself confessed
the share he had in the matter, under circumstances Avhich shall
presently be related to you. Mr. Godfrey Is all the readier to enter
into the conspiracy, having himself suffered frora j'our sharp tongue
in the course of the evening. He joins Betteredge In persuading you
to drink a little brandy and water before you go to bed. He privately
drops the dose of laudanura into your cold grog. And you drink the
mixture.
Let us noAV shift the scene, if you please, to Mr. Luker's house
at Lambeth. And alloAv me to remark, by way of preface, that
Mr. Bruff aud I, together, have found a means of forcing the moneylender to make a clean breast of it. We have carefully sifted the
statement he has addressed to u s ; and here it Is at your serA'ice.
IV.

Late on the evening of Friday, the tAventy-thlrd of June ('fortyeight), Mr. Luker was surprised by a visit from Mr. Godfrey
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Ablewhite. He Avas more than surprised, when Mr. Godfrey produced the Moonstone. No such Diamond (according to Mr. Luker's
experience) Avas in the possession of any private person in Europe.
Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite had tAvo modest proposals to make, in
relation to this magnificent gem. First, Would Mr. Luker be so
good as to buy it ? Secondly, Would Mr. Luker (in default of
seeing his way to the purchase) undertake to sell it on commission,
and to pay a sum down, on the anticipated result ?
Mr. Luker tested the Diamond, weighed the Diamond, and
estimated the value of the Diamond, before he answered a word.
His estimate (allowing for the flaw in the stone) Avas thirty thousand
pounds.
Having reached that result, Mr. Luker opened his lips, and put
a question : " How did you come by this ? " Only six words ! But
Avhat volumes of meaning in them !
Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite began a story. Mr. Luker opened his
lips again, and only said three words, this time. " That won't do ! "
Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite began another story. Mr. Luker wasted
no more words on him. He got up, and rang the bell for the
servant, to show the gentleman out.
Upon this compulsion, Mr. Godfrey raade an effort, and came out
with a new and amended version of the affair, to the following effect.
After privately slipping the laudanum into your brandy and
water, he wished you good-night, and Avent Into his own room. It
Avas the next room to yours ; and the tAvo had a door of communication between thera. On entering his OAVU room Mr. Godfrey (as he
supposed) closed this door. His money-troubles kept him awake.
He sat, in his dressing-gOAvn and slippers, for nearly an hour,
thinking over his position. Just as he was preparing to get into
bed, he heard you, talking to yourself in your OAvn room, and going
to the door of comraunication, found that he had not shut it as he
supposed.
He looked into your room to see Avhat was the matter. He discovered you with the candle in your hand, just leaving your bedchamber. He heard you say to yourself In a voice quite unlike
your oAvn voice, " H o w do I know? The Indians maybe hidden
in the house."
Up to that time, he had simply supposed himself (in giving you
the laudanum) to be helping to make you the victim of a harmless
practical joke. It now occurred to him, that the laudanum had
taken sorae efl'ect on you, which had not been foreseen by the doctor,
any more than by himself. In the fear of an accident happening,
he foUoAved you softly to see what you would do.
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He followed you to Miss Verinder's sitting-room, and saw you
go in. You left the door open. He looked through the crevice
thus produced, betAveen the door and the post, before he ventured
into the room himself.
In that position, he not only detected you In taking the Diamond
out of the draAver—he also detected Miss Verinder, silently Avatching
you from her bedroom, through her open door. His OAAU
' eyes
satisfied hira that she saw you take the Diaraond, too.
Before you left the sittlng-roora again, you hesitated a little.
Mr. Godfrey took advantage of this hesitation to get back again to
his bedroom before you came out, and discovered him. He had
barely got back, before you got back too. You saw hira (as he
supposes) just as he was passing through the door of coramunlcatlon.
At any rate, you called to hira In a strange, drowsy voice.
He carae back to you. You looked at hira in a dull sleepy Avay.
You put the Diamond into his hand. You said to hira, " Take It
back, Godfrey, to your father's bank. It's safe there—It's not safe
here." You turned UAvay unsteadily, and put on your dressIng-gOAvn.
You sat down in the large arm-chair In your roora. You said, " I
can't take it back to the bank. My head's like lead—and I can't
feel my feet under me." Your head sank on the back of the chair
—you heaved a hea\'y s i g h - a n d you fell asleep.
Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite Avent back, with the Diamond, Into his
OAVU room. His statement is, that he carae to no conclusion, at
that time—except that he AA'ould Avalt, and see what happened in the
morning.
When the morning came, your language and conduct showed
that you were absolutely Ignorant of what you had said and done
overnight. At the same time. Miss Verinder's language and conduct
shoAved that she AA'as resolved to say nothing (in mercy to you) on
her side. If Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite chose to keep the Diamond,
he might do so with perfect impunity. The Moonstone stood between
him and ruin. He put the Moonstone into his pocket.

This was the story told by your cousin (under pressure of
necessity) to Mr. Luker.
Mr. Luker believed the story to be, as to all main essentials,
true—on this ground, that Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite was too great
a fool to have invented it. Mr. Bruff and I agree with Mr. Luker,
in considering this test of the truth of the story to be a perfectly
reliable one.
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The next question, Avas the question of Avbat Mr. Luker Avould
do in the raatter of the Moonstone. He proposed the following
terms, as the only terms on which he would consent to mix himself
up with, what Avas (even in his line of business) a doubtful and
dangerous transaction.
Mr. Luker would consent to lend Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite the
sura of two thousand pounds, on condition that the Moonstone Avas
to be deposited Avith him as a pledge. If, at the expiration of one
year from that date, Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite paid three thousand
pounds to Mr. Luker, he was to receive back the Diamond, as a
pledge redeemed. If he failed to produce the money at the expiration of the year, the pledge (otherAvise the Moonstone) was to be
considered as forfeited to Mr. Luker—who would, in this latter case,
generously make Mr. Godfrey a present of certain promissory notes
of his (relating to former dealings) which were then in the moneylender's possession.
It is needless to say, that Mr. Godfrey indignantly refused to
listen to these monstrous terms. Mr. Luker, thereupon, handed
him back the Diamond, and Avished him good night.
Your cousin Avent to the door, and came back again. How Avas
he to be sure that the conversation of that evening, would be kept
strictly secret betAveen his friend and himself ?
Mr. Luker didn't profess to know how. If Mr. Godfrey had
accepted his terras, Mr. Godfrey would have made him an accomplice, and might have counted on his silence as on a certainty. As
things Avere, Mr. Luker must be guided by his own interests. If
aAvkward inquiries were made, hoAV could he be expected to compromise himself, for the sake of a man Avho had declined to deal
with hira ?
Receiving this reply, Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite did, what all
animals (human and otherwise) do, when they find theraselves
caught in a trap. He looked about him in a state of helpless
despair. The day of the month, recorded on a neat little card in
a box on the money-lender's chimney-piece, happened to attract
his eye. It was the tAventy-third of June. On the twenty-fourth,
he had three hundred pounds to pay to the young gentleraan for
whom he was trustee, and no chance of raising the money, except
the chance that Mr. Luker had offered to him. But for this
miserable obstacle, he might have taken the Diamond to Amsterdam,
and have made a marketable commodity of it, by having it cut up
Into separate stones. As matters stood, he had no choice but to
accept Mr. Luker's terms. After all, he had a year at his disposal, in
which to raise the three thousand pounds—^and a year is a long time.
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Mr. Luker drcAV out the necessary documents on the spot.
When they were signed, he gave Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite tAvo cheques.
One, dated June 23rd, for three hundred pounds. Another, dated a
Aveek on, for the remaining balance—seventeen hundred pounds.
HOAV the Moonstone Avas trusted to the keeping of Mr. Luker's
bankers, and how the Indians treated Mr. Luker and Mr. Godfrey
(after that had been done) you know already.
The next event in your cousin's life, refers again to Miss
Verinder. He proposed marriage to her for the second tirae—and
(after having been accepted) he consented, at her request, to consider the marriage as broken off. One of his reasons for making
this concession has been penetrated by Mr. Bruff. Miss Verinder
had only a life Interest In her mother's property—and there Avas no
raising the tAventy thousand pounds on that.
But you Avill say, he might have saved the three thousand pounds,
to redeem the pledged Diaraond, if he had married. He might
have done so certainly—supposing neither his wife, nor her guardians and trustees, objected to his anticipating more than half of
the Income at his disposal, for some unknoAvn purpose. In the first
year of his marriage. But even if ho got over this obstacle, there
Avas another Avaiting for him in the background. The lady at the
Villa, had heard of his contemplated marriage. A superb Avoraan,
Mr. Blake, of the sort tiiat are not to be trifled with—the sort Avitli
the light complexion and the Roman nose. She felt the utraost
conterapt for Mr. Godfrey AbleAvhite. It would be silent contempt,
if he made a handsome provision for her. OtherAvise, It would be
conterapt AvIth a tongue to It. Miss Verinder's life interest allowed
hira no more hope of raising the "provision" than of raising the
twenty thousand pounds. He couldn't raarry—he really couldn't
marry, under all the circumstances.
How he tried his luck again Avitli another lady, and hoAV tliat
marriage also broke doAvn on the question of money, you know
already. You also kuoAv of the legacy of flve thousand pounds, left
to him shortly afterAvards, by one of those many admirers among the
soft sex whose good graces this fascinating man had contrived to Avin.
That legacy (as the event has proved) led hira to his death.
I have ascertained that Avhen he went abroad, on getting
his five thousand pounds, he went to Amsterdam. There, he
made all the necessary arrangements for having the Diamond cut
into separate stones. He came back (in disguise), and redeemed
the Moonstone, on the appointed day. A few days were allowed
to elapse (as a precaution agreed to by both parties) before the
jewel was actually taken out of the bank. If he had got safe
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with It to Amsterdara, there would have been just time between
•Inly 'forty-nine, and February 'fifty (Avhen the young gentleman
came of age) to cut the Diamond, and to make a marketable commodity (polished or unpolished) of the separate stones. Judge
from this, what motives he had to run the risk AvhIch he actually
ran. It was " neck or nothing " with him—if ever It was " neck or
nothing " with a man yet.
I ha\'e only to remind you, before closing this Report, that there
is a chance of laying hands on the Indians, and of recovering the
Moonstone yet. They are now (there is every reason to believe) on
their passage to Bombay, in an East Indlaman. The ship (barring
accidents) AVIII touch at no other port on her Avay out; and the
authorities at Bombay (already conimunlcated AA'ith by letter, overland) will be prepared to board the vessel, the moment she enters
the harbour.
I have the honour to remain, dear sir, your obedient servant,
RICHARD CUFF (late sergeant in the Detective Force, Scotland
Yard, London).*

Scbcntf) iaatratibf.
In a Letter from MR. CANDY.
FRIZINGHALL, Wednesday, September 26th, 1849.—Dear Mr. Frank-

lin Blake, you will anticipate the sad news I have to tell you, on
finding your letter to Ezra Jennings returned to you, unopened, in
this enclosure. He died In my arms, at sunrise, on Wednesday last.
I am not to blame for haA'ing failed to warn you that his end was
at hand. He expressly forbade rae to write to you. " I ara indebted
to Mr. Franklin Blake," he said, " for having seen sorae happy days.
Don't distress him, Mr. Candy—don't distress him."
His sufferings, up to the last six hours of his life, were terrible
to see. In the intervals of remission, when his mind was clear, I
entreated him to tell me of any relatives of his to whom I might
write. He asked to be forgiven for refusing anything to 7ne. And
then he said—not bitterly—that he would die as he had lived, forgotten and unknown. He maintained that resolution to the last.
* NOTE.—Wherever the Keport touches on tho events of the birthday,
or of the three days that folloAved it, compare with Betteredge's Narrative,
chapters viii. to xiii.
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There is no hope now of making any discoveries concerning him".
His story is a blank.
The day before he died, he told me where to find all his papers.
I brought them to him on his bed. There Avas a little bundle of old
letters which he put aside. There was his unfinished book. There
was his Diary—In many locked volumes. He opened the volume
for this year, and tore out, one by one, the pages relating to the
time when you and he were together. " Give those," he said, " to
Mr. Franklin Blake. In years to corae, he may feel an interest in
looking back at what is written there." Then he clasped his hands,
and prayed God fervently to bless you, and those dear to you. He
said he should like to see you again. But the next moment, he
altered his mind. " N o , " he ansAvered, Avhen I offered to Avrite.
" I won't distress hira ! I Avon't distress him ! "
At his request, I next collected the other papers—that is to say,
the bundle of letters, the unfinished book, and the volumes of the
Diary—and enclosed thera all in one Avrapper, sealed Avith my own
seal. "Promise," he said, " t h a t you will put this into my coffin
with your own hand; and that you will see that no other hand
touches it afterwards."
I gave him my promise. And the promise has been performed.
He asked me to do one other thing for him—which it cost me a
hard struggle to comply AvIth. He said, " Let my grave be forgotten.
Give me your word of honour that you will allow no monument of
any sort—not even the commonest tombstone—to mark the place of
my burial. Let me sleep, nameless. Let me rest, unknown."
When I tried to plead with him to alter his resolution, he became for
the first, and only time, violently agitated. I could not bear to see i t ;
and I gave way. Nothing but a little grass mound, marks the place
of his rest. In tirae, the torabstones will rise round it. And the
people who come after us will look, and wonder, at the nameless grave.
As I have told you, for six hours before his death his sufferings
ceased. He dozed a little. I think he dreamed. Once or twice,
he smiled. A woman's name, as I suppose—the name of " Ella "—
was often on his lips at this time. A feAV minutes before the end
came, he asked me to lift him on his pillow, to see the sun rise
through the window. He was very weak. His head fell on my
shoulder. He Avhispered, " It's coming ! " Then he said, " Kiss
me ! " I kissed his forehead. On a sudden, he lifted his head.
The sunlight touched his face. A beautiful expression, an angelic
expression, came over it. He cried out three times, " Peace ! peace !
peace ! " His head sank back again on my shoulder, and the long
trouble of his life was at an end.
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So he has gone from us. This Avas, as I think, a great m a n though the Avorld never knoAV hira. He bore a hard life bravely.
He had the sweetest teraper I have ever met Avith. The loss of liiin
makes me feel very lonely. Perhaps I have never been quite myself
again since my illness. Soraetiraes, I think of giving up ray practice,
and going away, and trying what some of the foreign baths and Avaters
will do for me.
It is reported here, that you and Miss Verinder are to be married
next month. Please to accept ray best congratulations.
The pages of my poor friend's Journal are waiting for you at my
house—sealed up, with your name on the wrapper. I was afraid to
trust them to the post.
My best respects and good Avishes attend Miss Verinder. I
remain, dear Mr. Franklin Blake, truly yours, THOMAS CANDY.

©ifilltfj i9,arratibc.
Co7itributed by GABRIEL BETTEREDGE.

I AM the person (as you remember, no doubt) Avho led the way in
these pages, and opened the story. I am also the person who is left
behind, as it were, to close the story up.
Let nobody suppose that I have any last AA'ords to say here, concerning the Indian Diaraond. I hold that unlucky jewel in abhorrence—and I refer you to other authority than mine, for such ncAvs
of the Moonstone as you may, at the present tirae, be expected to
receive. My purpose, in this place, Is to state a fact in the history
of the family, which has been passed over by everybody, and which I
won't allow to be disrespectfully smothered up in that way. The
fact to Avhich I allude is—the marriage of Miss Rachel and Mr.
Franklin Blake. This Interesting event took place at our house In
Yorkshire, on Tuesday, October ninth, eighteen hundred and fortynine. I had a new suit of clothes on the occasion. And the married
couple went to spend the honeymoon In Scotland.
Family festivals having been rare enough at our house, since my
poor mistress's death, I own—on this occasion of the wedding—to
having (toAvards the latter part of the day) taken a drop too much
on the strength of it.
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If you have ever done the same sort of thing yourself, you will
understand and feel for rae. If you have not, you AVIU very likely
say, " Disgusting old man ! why does he tell us this ? " The reason
Avhy is now to come.
Having, then, taken ray drop (bless you! you have got your
favourite vice, too; only your vice isn't mine, and mine isn't yours),
I next applied the one infallible remedy—that remedy being, as you
know, Robi7ison Crusoe. Where I opened that unrivalled book, I
can't say. Where the lines of print at last left off running into each
other, I know, hoAvever, perfectly well. It AA'as at page three hundred
and eighteen—-a domestic bit concerning Robinson Crusoe's marriage,
as folloAvs:
" With those Thoughts, I considered my new Engagement, that
I had a Wife "—(Observe! so had Mr. Franklin!)—" one Child
born "—(Observe again! that might yet be Mr. Franklin's case, too!)
—and my Wife then"—What Robinson Crusoe's AvIfe did, or did
not do, " then," I felt no desire to discover. I scored the bit about
the Child with my pencil, and put a morsel of paper for a mark to
keep the place: " L i e you there," I said, " t i l l the marriage of
Mr. Franklin and Miss Rachel is some mouths older—and then
we'll see! "
The months passed (more than I had bargained for), and no
occasion presented itself for disturbing that mark in the book. It
was not till this present month of November, eighteen hundred and
fifty, that Mr. Franklin came Into my room, in high good spirits,
and said, " Betteredge ! I have got some news for you ! Something
is going to happen in the house, before Ave are many months older."
" Does it concern the family, sir ? " I asked.
" It decidedly concerns the family," says Mr. Frankhn.
" Has your good lady anything to do AvIth It, if you please, sir ? "
" She has a great deal to do with it," says Mr. Franklin,
beginning to look a little surprised.
" You needn't say a Avord more, sir," I answered. " God bless
you both ! I'm heartily glad to hear it."
Mr. Franklin stared like a person thunderstruck.
" May I
venture to inquire where you got your Information?" he asked.
" I only got mine (Imparted In the strictest secresy) five minutes
since."
Here was an opportunity of producing Bohinson Crusoe! Here
Avas a chance of reading that domestic bit about the child which I
had marked on the day of Mr. Franklin's marriage ! I read those
miraculous words Avith an emphasis AvhIch did them justice, and then
I looked hira severely in the face. " Now, sir, do you believe iu
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Bobinson Crusoe?" I asked, AA'ith a solemnity suitable to the
occasion.
" Betteredge ! " says Mr. Franklin, Avith equal solemnity, " I'm
convinced at last." He shook hands AvIth rae—and I felt that I
had converted him.
With the relation of this extraordinary circumstance, my reappearance In these pages comes to an end. Let nobody laugh at
the unique anecdote hero related. You are Avelcome to be as merry
as you please over everything else I have Avritten. But Avlien I write
of Bobinson Crusoe, by the Lord it's serious—and I request you
to take It accordingly !
When this is said, all is said. Ladies and gentlemen, I make
my boAV, and shut up the story.
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THE STATEMENT OF SERGEAXT C U F F ' S BIAN.

(1849.)

ON the twenty-seventh of June last, I received instructions from
Sergeant Cuff' to folloAV three men; suspected of murder, and
described as Indians. They had been seen on the Tower Wharf
that morning, embarking on board the stearaer bound for Rotterdam.
I left London by a steamer belonging to another company, which
sailed on the morning of Thursday the twenty-eighth. Arriving at
Rotterdam, I succeeded In finding the commander of the Wednesday's
steamer. He Inforraed rae that the Indians had certainly been
passengers on board his vessel—but as far as Gravesend only. Off
that place, one of the three had inquired at what tirae they Avould
reach Calais. On being inforraed that the steamer was bound to
Rotterdam, the spokesman of the party expressed the greatest
surprise and distress at the mistake Avhich he and his tAA'o friends
had made. They Avere all willing (he said) to sacrifice their passage
money, if the comraander of the steamer would only put thera ashore.
Comralserating their position, as foreigners in a strange land, and
knowing no reason for detaining them, the comraander signalled for
a shore boat, and the three men left the vessel.
This proceeding of the Indians having been plainly resolved on
beforehand, as a means of preventing their being traced, I lost no
time In returning to England. I left the steamer at Gravesend, .and
discovered that the Indians had gone from that place to London.
Thence, I again traced them as having left for Plymouth. Inquiries
made at Plymouth, proved that they had sailed, forty-eight hours
previously, in the Beidey Castle, East Indlaman, bound direct to
Bombay.
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On receiving this intelligence. Sergeant Cuff caused the authorities at Bombay to be communicated with, overland—so that the
vessel ralght be boarded by the police iraraedlately on her entering
the port. This step having been taken, my connection with the
matter came to an end. I have heard nothing more of it since
that time.
II.
THE STATEMENT OF

THE CAPTAIN, (1849.)

i AM requested by Sergeant Cuff to set in writing certain facts, concerning three men (believed to be Hindoos) who were passengers,
last summer, in the ship Bewley Castle, bound for Bombay direct,
under my comraand.
The Hindoos joined us at Plyraouth. On the passage out, I
heard no coraplaint of their conduct.
They Avere berthed In the
forward part of the vessel. I had but few occasions myself of
personally noticing them.
In the latter part of the voyage, Ave had the misfortune to be
becalmed for three days and nights, off the coast of India. I have
not got the ship's journal to refer to, and I cannot now call to mind
the latitude and longitude. As to our position, therefore, I am only
able to state generally that the currents drifted us in toAvards the
land, and that when the Avind found us again, we reached our port In
twenty-four hours afterwards.
The discipline of a ship (as all seafaring persons knoAv) becomes
relaxed in a long calm. The discipline of my ship became relaxed.
Certain gentlemen among the passengers got some of the smaller
boats lowered, and amused themselves by roAvIng about, and swimming, when the sun at evening time Avas cool enough to let them
divert themselves in that way. The boats when done with, ought to
have been slung up again in their places. Instead of this they were
left moored to the ship's side. What with the heat, and what AA'ith
the vexation of the weather, neither officers nor men seemed to be iu
heart for their duty while the calm lasted.
On the thii'd night, nothing unusual was heard or seen by the
Avatch on deck. When the morning came, the smallest of the boats
AA'as missing—and the three Hindoos Avere next reported to be missing too.
If these men had stolen the boat shortly after dark (AA'hich I
have no doubt they did), we Avere near enough to the land to make it
vain to send in pursuit of them, when the discovery was made in the
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morning. I have no doubt they got ashore, in that calm weather
(making all due alloAvance for fatigue and clumsy roAving), before
day-break.
On reaching our port, I there learnt, for the first tirae, the reason
these passengers had for seizing their opportunity of escaping from
the ship, I could only make the same stateraent to the authorities
which I have made here. They considered me to blame for allowing
the discipline of the vessel to be relaxed. I have expressed my
regret on this score to them, and to my oAvners. Since that time,
nothing has been heard to ray knoAvledge of the three Hindoos. I
have no more to add to Avhat is here Aviitten.

III.
THE STATEMENT OP MR. MURTHAVAITE.

(1850.)

(In a letter to MR. BRUFF.)

you any recollection, my dear sir, of a semi-savage person
whom you met out at dinner, In London, in the autumn of 'fortyeight ? Permit me to remind you that the person's name was
Murthwaite, and that you and he had a long conversation together
after dinner. The talk related to an Indian Diamond, called tha
Moonstone, and to a conspiracy then in existence to get possession
of the gem.
Since that time, I have been wandering In Central Asia. Thence
I have drifted back to the scene of some of my past adventures in
the north and north-AA'est of India.
About a fortnight since, I
found myself in a certain district or province (but little known to
Europeans) called Kattlawar.
Here an adventure befel rae, in AvliIch (incredible as it may appear^
you are personally Interested.
In the wild regions of KattlaAvar (and hoAV wild they are, you
will understand, when I tell you that even the husbandmen plough
the land, armed to the teeth), the population is fanatically devoted
to the old Hindoo religion—to the ancient worship of Bramah and
Vishnu. The few Mahometan families, thinly scattered about the
villages in the interior, are afraid to taste meat of any kind. A
Mahometan even suspected of killing that sacred animal, the COAV,
is, as a matter of course, put to death without mercy In these parts
by the pious Hindoo neighbours Avho surround him. To strengthen
the religious enthusiasm of the people, tAvo of the raost famous
shrines of Hindoo pilgrimage are contained Avithin the boundaries of
HAVE
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Kattlawar. One of them is Dwarka, the birthplace of the god
Krishna. The other is the sacred city of Somnauth—sacked, and
destroyed, as long since as the eleventh century, by the Mahometan
conqueror, Mahmoud of Ghizni.
Finding myself for the second time, in these romantic regions, I
resolved not to leave Kattlawar, without looking once more on the
magnificent desolation of Somnauth. At the place where I planned
to do this, I was (as nearly as I could calculate it) some three days
distant, journeying on foot, from the sacred city.
I had not been long on the road, before I noticed that other
people—by tAvos and threes—appeared to be travelling in the same
direction as myself
To such of these as spoke to me, I gave myself out as a HindooBoodhist, from a distant province, bound on a pilgrimage. It is
needless to say that my dress Avas of the sort to cai'ry out this
description. Add, that I knoAV the language as Avell as I know my
OAvn, and that I am lean enough and brown enough to make it no
easy matter to detect my European origin—and you AA'III understand
that I passed muster Avith the people readily: not as one of themselves, but as a stranger from a distant part of their own country.
On the second day, the number of Hindoos travelling in my
direction, had increased to fifties and hundreds. On the third day,
the throng had SAVollen to thousands; all slowly converging to one
point—the city of Somnauth.
A trifling service which I Avas able to render to one of my
felloAV-pIlgrims, during the third day's journey, proved the means
of introducing me to certain Hindoos of the higher caste. From
these men I learnt that the multitude was on its Avay to a great
religious ceremony, which Avas to take place on a hill at a little
distance from Somnauth. The ceremony was in honour of the
god of the Moon; and it was to be held at night.
The crowd detained us as Ave drew near to the place of celebration. By the time Ave reached the hill, the raoon Avas high in the
heaven. My Hindoo friends possessed sorae special privileges AvhIch
enabled them to gain access to the shrine. They kindly alloAved nie
to accompany thera. When we arrived at the place, Ave found the
shrine hidden from our view by a curtain hung between two magnificent trees. Beneath the trees, a flat projection of rock jutted out,
and formed a species of natural platform. BeloAV this, I stood, in
company with my Hindoo friends.
Looking back down the hill, the view presented the grandest
spectacle of Nature and Man, in combination, that I have ever seen.
The loAver slopes of the eminence melted Imperceptibly into a grassy
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plain, the place of the meeting of three rivers. On one side, the.
graceful winding of the waters stretched aAvay, UOAV visible, UOAV
hidden by trees, as far as the eye could see. On the other, the
waveless ocean slept in the calm of the night. People this lovely
scene with tens of thousands of human creatures, all dressed in
white, stretching doAvn the sides of the hill, overfloAvIng into the
plain, and fringing the nearer banks of the Avinding rivers. Light
this halt of the pilgrims by the AvIld red flames of cressets and
torches, streaming up at Intervals from every part of the innumerable
throng. Imagine the moonlight of the East, pouring in unclouded
glory over all—and you Avill form some idea of the view that met me
when I looked forth from the summit of the hill.
A strain of plaintive music, played on stringed instruments and
flutes, recalled my attention to the hidden shrine.
I turned, and saAvon the rocky platform, the figures of three men.
In the central figure of the three I recognised the man to Avhora I
had spoken in England, when the Indians appeared on the terrace at
Lady Verinder's house. The other tAvo who had been his corapanions
on that occasion, were no doubt his companions also on this.
One of the spectators, near whom I was standing, saAV me start.
In a whisper, he explained to me the apparition of the three figures
on the platform of rock.
They Avere Brahmins (he said) who had forfeited their caste, in
the service of the god. The god had coraraanded that their purification should be the purification by pilgriraage. On that night, the
three raen were to part. In three separate directions, they were to
set forth as pilgriras to the shrines of India. Never more were they
to look on each other's faces. Never more were they to rest on their
wanderings, from the day which witnessed their separation, to the
day which Avitnessed their death.
As those Avords were Avhispered to me, the plaintive music ceased.
The three men prostrated theraselves on the rock, before the curtain
which hid the shrine. They rose—they looked on one another—
they embraced. Then they descended separately among the people.
The people made Avay for them in dead silence. In three different
directions, I saAv the croAvd part, at one and the same moment.
Slowly the grand AvhIte mass of the people closed together again.
The track of the doomed men through the ranks of their fellow
mortals was obliterated. We saw them no more.
A new strain of music, loud and jubilant, rose from the hidden
shrine. The croAvd around me shuddered, and pressed together.
The curtain betAveen the trees Avas draAvn aside, and the shrine
was disclosed to view,
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There, raised high on a throne—seated on his typical antelope,
with his four arms stretching towards the four corners of the earth—
there, soared above us, dark and awful in the mystic light of heaven,
the god of the Moon. And there, in the forehead of the deity,
gleamed the yellow Diamond, whose splendour had last shone on me
in England, from the bosom of a woman's dress !
Yes! after the lapse of eight centuries, the Moonstone looks
forth once more, over the walls of the sacred city In which its story
first began. How it has found Its way back to its wild native land
—by what accident, or by what crime, the Indians regained possession of their sacred gem, may be In your knowledge, but is not in
mine. You have lost sight of it In England, and (If I know anything
of this people) you have lost sight of it for ever.
So the years pass, and repeat each other; so the same events
revolve in the cycles of time. What will be the next adventures of
the Moonstone ? Who can tell!

THE END.
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A Reprint of
the Original Edition, neAvly revised. Complete in one thick Volume,
with Twelve full-page Plates.
'* We have read this book with the greatest pleas7ire.
Co7tsidered 77ierely as a
co77it>ositlo7i, it deserves to be classed ai7zong the best speci77zens of E7iglish prose
which 07tr age has produced.
The style is agreeable, clear, a7td 77ia7ily,
a7id ivhe7i it rises i7lto eloque7ice, rises without eJfo7't or ostentatio7i.
It would
be difficult to 7ia77ie a book which exhibits 7/iore ki7id/iess, fai7'7iess, afid modesty,"
— M A C A U L A Y , in the E D I N B U R G H R E V I E W .

CHATTO

&> WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.

Demy 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31^-. 6d.

Canova 's Works in Sculpture

and Model-

ling. 150 Plates, exquisitely engraved in Outline by MOSES, and

printed on an India tint.
With Descriptions by the Countess
ALBRIZZI, a Biographical Memoir by CICOGNARA, and Portrait by WORTHINGTON.
** The fertility
of this Tiiaster's resou7'ces is a7nazi/ig, a7id the 7na7lual labour
expe7ided 071 his zuorks would have 'wor7i out 77ia7iy an 07'di7iary ivork77ia7i.
The
outline engravings arefi7iely executed.
Tlie descriptive 7iotes are discri77ii7iati7ig,
a7id in the 77iai7i
exact."—SPECTATOR.

Two Vols, imperial Svo, cloth extra, gilt, the Plates beautifully
printed in Colours, ;^3 3^-.

Catlin 's Illustrations

of the

Manners,

Customs, and Condition of the North Aiiieritiin Iitdians: the result of Eight Years of Travel and Adventure among the Wildest
and most Remarkable Tribes now existing.
Containing 360
Coloured Engravings from the Author's original Paintings.
Small 4to, cloth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, loj-. 6d.

Chaucer for Children .
A Golden Key. By Mrs. IT. R. HAAVEIS. With Eight Coloured
Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author.
" It 77tust not 07ily take a high place a77tong the Christ77tas and New Year books
of this season, but is also of per77ia7ient value as an i7itroductio7i to the study of
Chaucer, whose works, 771 selectio7is of so77ie kiiid or other, are 7iow text-books i7t
every school that aspi7-es to give sound i7istructio7i in
E7iglish."—ACADEAIY.

CroAvn Svo, cloth extra, gilt, ']s. 6d.

Colman's Htimorous

Works.

"Broad Grins," " M y Nightgown and Slippers," and other
Humorous Works, Prose and Poetical, of GEORGE COLMAN.
With Life by G. B. BUCKSTONE, and Frontispiece by HOGARTH.
Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations and Maps, 24^-.

Cope's History

of the Rifle

Brigade

(The Prince Consort's Own), formerly the 9Sth. By Sir WILLIAM
H. COPE, formerly Lieutenant, Rifle Brigade.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, Avith Portraits, 7J. dd.

Creasy's Memoirs of Eminent

Etonians;

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College.
By Sir
EDAA'ARD CREASY, Author of " T h e Fifteen Decisive Battles of
the World." A New Edition, brought down to the Present
Time, with 13 Illustrations.
*^ A nevu editio7i of ' Creasy's Etonia7is' will be welco77te.
The book was a
favourite a quarter of a ce7it7iry ago, a7id it has 77iai7itai7ied its reputation.
The
value of this 7iew edition is enha7iced by the fact that Sir Edward Creasy has
added to it several 7ne77ioirs of Etonia7is vuho have died since the first
edition
appeared.
The work is e77nnently
iuteresti7ig."—SCOTSMAN.

BOOKS PUBLISHED

BY

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, Two very thick Volumes, ']s. 6d. each.

Cruikshank's

Comic

Almanack.

Complete in Two SERIES : The F I R S T from 1S35 to 1S43 ; the
SECOND from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the BEST HUMOUR
of

THACKERAY, H O O D ,

MAYHEAA'-, A L B E R T S M I T H ,

ETT, ROBERT BROUGH, &C.

A'BECK-

With 2000 Woodcuts and Steel

Engravings by CRUIKSHANK, H I N E , LANDELLS, &C.

To be Completed in Twenty-four Parts, quarto, at 5^. each, profusely
illustrated by Coloured and Plain Plates and Wood Engravings,

The Cyclopcedia of Costume,
or, A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military—from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George
the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on
the Continent, and preceded by a General History of the Costumes
of the Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. PLANCH^,
Somerset Herald.— A Prospectus will be sent upon apphcation.
Part XV. now ready.
** A most readable and interesti7ig work—and it can scarcely be consulted i7i
vai7l, ivhether the reader is in search for infor7nation
as to military,
court,
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume.
.
All the chroi7io-lithographs.
a7td tnost of tlie woodcut illustratiofis—the
latter a7n0U7iti7ig to several
thousands
—arevery elaborately executed ; and tlie -work forms a livre de Xxxxeivkich renders
it equally suited to the library and the ladies'
drawi7ig-7-oo77t."—TIMES.

*#* Part XIV contains the Completion of the DICTIONAR Y, which,
as Vol. I. of the Booli, forms a Complete Work in itself. This volume
vtay now be had, handsomely bound in half red morocco, gilt top, price
£2, ly. dd. Cases for bittding the volume may also be had, price'^s.each.
Tlie remaitiing Parts will be occupied by the GENERAL
HISTORY
OF THE COSTUMES OF EUROPE, arranged Chronologically.
Parts I. to X. now ready, 2i.f. each.

A History of

Hertfordshire.

By JOHN E . CUSSANS. Illustrated with full-page Plates on Copper
and Stone, and a profusion of small Woodcuts.
" Mr. Cussans has, fr077i sources not accessible to Clutterbuck,
made tnost
valuable additions to the 7naitorlal history of the county fr07n the earliest period
downixiards, cleared up matiy doubtful poi7its, and given origi7ial details C07i~
cer7iing various subjects untouched or i77iperfectly treated by that vuriter.
The
pedigrees see77t to lun<e been C07ist7-ucted voith great care, and are a vahxable additioK
to the genealogical history of the county.
Mr. Cussa7is appears to have done
kis work conscientiously,
atid to have spared 7ieither ii77ie, labour, 7ior expense to
render his volui7ies ivorthy of ranking itt the highest class of County
Histories."
—ACADEMY.

Demy Svo, half-bound morocco, zis.

Dibdin's Bibliomania ;
or, Book-Madness : A Bibliographical Romance. With numerous
Illustrations. A New Edition, with a Supplement, including a
Key to the Assumed Characters in the Drama.

CHATTO

&-> WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.

Two Vols. Svo, cloth extra, 30.?.

Dixon's

White

America in 1875.
" The best writini,
Dixon has published

Conquest

By W. H E P W O R T H

DIXON.

7nost i7istritctive, a7id 77tost e7itertaining
since 'Neiv A7nerica.'
"—ATHEN^UM.

book that

Mr.

SECOND EDITION, demy Svo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations, l8.f.

Dunrauen's

The Great

Divide

A Narrative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer
of 1874. Bythe EARLof DUNRAVEN. With Maps and numerous
striking full-page Illustrations by VALENTINE W . BROMLEY.
** There has 7iot for a long ti77ie appeared a better book of travel tka7i Lord
Dutlraven's
^ The Great Divide.'
The book is full of clever observatio7i,
and both narrative a7id illust7-ations a7'e thoroughly
good."—ATHEN.CUM.

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 24.!-.

Dodge's (Colonel) The Hunting

Grounds

of the Great West: A Description of the Plains, Game, and
Indians of the Great North American Desert. By RICHARD
IRVING DODGE, Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Army.
With an Introduction by WILLIAM BLACKMORE;

Map, and

numerous Illustrations drawn by ERNEST GRISET.
*' This t7iagnifcent volu77te is one of the 7iiost able a7id 7nost interesting wcTrks
which has ever proceeded from a7i America7i pen, ivhile its freshness is equal to
that of a7iy sitnilar book. Colonel Dodge has chosen a subject of which he is
master, and treated it with afubiess that leaves nothi/ig 77iore to be desired, and
in a style ivhich is cliar7ni7ig equally for its picturesque7iess and its purity'*
—NONCONFORMIST.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ()s.

Emamtel

On Diamonds

and

Precious

stones: their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascertaining their Reality.

By HARRY EMANUEL,

F.R.G.S.

With numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7.?. 6d.

The Englishman

s House

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a
House, with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J.
RICHARDSON. Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations.
*,* This book is intended to supply a long-felt wa7it, viz., a plain,
non-technical
account of every style of house, with tlie cost and manner of building;
it skives
every variety,from
a workman s cottage to a nobleman's palace.

BOOKS

PUBLISHED

BY

Crown Svo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume ; a few Large P a p e r
copies (only 50 printed), at \2s. per Vol.

Early English

Poets.

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by R e v . A. B. G R O S A R T .
"Mr. Grosart has spe7it the tnost laborious and the tnost enthusiastic care on
the perfect restoratioti atid preservatioti of the text; atid it is very unlikely that
any other edition of tJie poet can ever be called for.
Frotn Mr. Grosart we
always expect and always receive the final results of t7iost patietit and competent
scholarship."—EXAMINER.
Complete Collected Poems.
With
1. Fletcher's ( Giles, B.D.)
Memorial-Introduction and Notes,
Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie
Steel Portrait, Index of First
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on
Lines, and Glossarial Index, &c.
Earth, Christ's Triumph over
Three Vols.
Death,
and
Minor
Poems.
W i t h Memorial-Introduction and
4. Sidney's (Sir
Philip)
Notes.
Complete Poetical
Works, including all those in " A r c a d i a . "
2. Davies'
(Sir
John)
With Portrait, Memorial-IntroComplete Poetical Works,
induction, Essay on the Poetry of
cluding Psalms I. to L. in Verse,
Sidney, and Notes. Three Vols.
and other hitherto Unpublished
MSS., for the first time Col5. Donne's (Dr.
John)
lected and Edited. With MeComplete Poetical Works,
inmorial-Introduction and Notes.
cluding the Sadres and various
Two Vols.
from MSS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes.
3. Herrick 's (Robert) Hes[/«the press.
perides, Neble Numbers,
and
Other volumes are in active preparation.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, bs.

Fairholt's

Tobacco

I t s History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and
its Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries.
By F . W . F A I R H O L T , F . S . A . A N e w Edition, with Coloured
Frontispiece and upwards of 100 Illustrations by the Author.
*^ A very pleasant a7id instructive history of tobacco and its associatio7is, which
we cordially recomtnetid alike to the votaries and to the e7ie77iies of the tnuchmalig7ied but certainly not neglected weed.
Full of interest atid infortnation."—DAILY

NEWS.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4^-. dd.

Faraday's

(Chemical History of a Candle.

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience.
A N e w Edition.
Edited by W . C R O O K E S , F . C . S .
W i t h numerous Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4J. 6d.

Faraday's
A N e w Edition.
Illustrations.

Various Forces of

Nature.

Edited by W . C R O O K E S , F . C . S . W i t h numerous

CHATTO

&- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY,

ii

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^*. 6i/.

Finger-Ring

Lore

Plistorical, Legendary, and Anecdotal.—Earliest Notices; Superstitions ; Ring Investiture, Secular and Ecclesiastical ; Betrothal and
Wedding Rings; Ring-tokens; Memorial and Mortuary Rings; PosyRings; Customs and Incidents in Connection with Rings ; Remarkable Rings, &c. By WILLIAM JONES, F.S.A. With Hundreds of
Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries.
*' Enters fully zjtto the whole siibject^ and gives an ainount of
information
and general reading /?/ refereiice thereto which is of very high interest.
The
hook is not only a sort of history of fijiger-ritigs,
but is a collection of anecdotes
in connection ivith them.
The vohinie is admirably illustrated^
and
altogether avords an amount of a->uuseme7Lt and information
which is not otherwise easily
accessible.^''—SCOTSMAN.
" Oyie of those gossiping books ivhich are as full of amusement as of ifistriiction*'—ATHEN^UM.

One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated.

The Gentleman's

Magazine.

Edited by SYLVANUS URBAN, Gentleman.
TN seeking to restore the ''GENTLEMAN'S
MAGAZINE"
to the position
•^ it formerly
held, the Publishers do 7iot lose sight of the changed
conditions
it7ider which it noiv appears.
While 7naintaining ati historical contiimity
ivhich
dates back to the reign of George the Secojid, there will be fio attempt to burden
the Present with the weight of a distant past., or to adhere slavishly to
traditions
the applicatio7t of which is nnsuited to the altered conditiofis of society at the
present time.
It is sought to render the I\Iagazine to the ge?itleman of to-day
ivhat i7t earlier times it proved to the getitleynait of a past generation.
Neiv
featiires will be introduced to take the place of those which disappear ; in the
tnost i77tportant respectSy however, the co7inecting li7iks betwee?i the present
and
the past luill be closest.
Biography and History, which haz'e always for77zed a
conspicuous portion of the contettis, will retai?i the pro7ni7ie7ice assig7ied thent^
and will be treated with the added breadth that spruigs from i7icreased fa77iili~
arity with authorities
and more exact appreciatiofi
of the provi7ice of the
Biographer
a^id the Historian.
Scie7ice, which confers -upon the age special
efni7tence, will have its latest co7iclusio7is a7id forecasts prese7tted in a 77ia7iner
which shall bring the77t within the grasp of the general reader.
The philosophical aspect of Politics, the jnatters which affect l77iperial i7iterests, will be
separated from the rivalries of party ^ a7id will receive a d7ie share of atte7ition,
ArchcEology (u7ider ivhich C077iprehe7tsive head 77iay be i7icluded Genealogy, Topography, a7id other si7nilar ntatters). Natural
History, Sport a7id
Advefiture,
Poetry, Belles Lettres, Art i7i all its 77ia7iifestations, will C07istit7ite a portion
of the co7ite7its; a7id Essays iipo7i social szibjects will, as heretofore, be i7tterspe7-sed. U7ider the head of Table Talk matters of current ifiterest will be
discussed, a7id facts of historic value will be pj'cserz'ed.
A Work of Fictio7t by
some novelist of highest positiott will r^itt through the pages of the
Magazi7ie,
a7'td will be illustrated
by artists of k7iown excelle7ice.
TVith a fill
se7ise of
what is involved in their pro7nise, a7id with a fi7-7n resolution to abide by their
pledges, the Publishers U7idertake to spare no exertio7i that is necessary to secitre
the highest class of co7itributions, to place the Magazine i7t the first ra7ik of
serials, a7id to fit it to take its place on the table a7id on the shelves of all classes
of cultivated E7iglish7ize7i.

*^* Now 7'eady, the Volume for Jtdy to December, 1876, cloth extra,
price SJ". (id. ; and Cases for biriding, price 2s. each.

BOOKS

PUBLISHED

BY

T H E RUSKIN GRIMM.—Square crown Svo, cloth extra, ds. 6d.;
gilt edges, 7^. 6d.

German Popular

Stories.

Collected by the Brothers GRIMM, and Translated by EDGAR
TAYLOR.

Edited,

with an Introduction, by J O H N

RUSKIN.

With 22 Illustrations after the inimitable designs of GEORGE
CRUIKSHANK. Both Series Complete.
** The illustrations of this volu7ne
.
are of quite sterling atid adtttirahle
art, of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales litki^h
they illustrate ; atid the original etchings, as I have before said in the Appendix to
my * Ele7nents of Drawing.' were U7irivalled in tnasterftihiess of touch since Rembratidt {iti so7tie qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by hitt^.
, Totnake
somewhat enlarged copies of thetn, lookitig at thetn thro7igh a magnifying
glass,
and never puttitig two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exercise in decisiofi and severe d.> aiuing uuhichwould leave afterwards httle to ke learnt
in schools."—Extract
from Ititroduction by J O H N R U S K I N .

One Vol. crown Svo, cloth extra, gj-.

Gilbert's (IV S.J Original

Plays

"A Wicked W^orld," "Charity," " T h e Palace of
" Pygmalion," " Trial by Jury," &c.

Truth,"

** f/is workmanship
is in its way perfect;
it is very sound, very event ve7-y
•well sustained, ami excellently balanced
throughout.^'—OBSERVER.

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 31.;. 6d.

Gillray the

Caricaturist

The Story of his Life and Times, with Anecdotal Descriptions of
his Engravings. Edited by THOMAS W R I G H T , Esq., M.A., F.S.A.
With 83 full-page Plates, and numerous Wood Engravings.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with a Map, 3^^. td.

Gold ;
or, Legal Regulations for the Standard of Gold and Silver
Ware in the different Countries of the World. Translated from
the German of STUDNITZ by Mrs. BREWER, and Edited, with
additions, by E D W I N W . STREETER.

Crown Svo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7^^. 6d.

The Golden Treastiry of

Thought:

A N ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF QUOTATIONS from Writers of all Times
and Countries. Selected and Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR.
Small Svo, cloth gilt, its.

Gosse's King Ei'ik •
A Tragedy.

By EDMUND W . GOSSE. With a Vignette by W. B.

SCOTT.
" IVe have seldom seen so tnarked an advatice in a second book beyond a
Its merits are solid and of a very high
order."—ACADEMY.

first

CHATTO

&> WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.

Small Svo, cloth gilt, 5^-.

Gosse's On Viol and Flute.
Second Edition.

W i t h a Vignette by W . C. S C O T T .

Square i 6 m o (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, 2s. p e r volume.

The Golden Library
Bayard Taylor's
Diversions of the Echo Club.
The Book of Clerical Anecdotes.
Byron's Don yuan.
Carlyle (Thomas) on tlie
Choice of Books.
moir. i j . dd.

With a Me-

Letters

Emerson's

and

Social A ims.

Godwin's ( Willia m)L ives
of the

Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat
Breakfast

Table.

of the

With an In-

troduction by G. A.

SALA.

Holmes's Professor at the
Breakfast

Tabic.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Complete.

(

Tales of a

Irving's

Washington)
Washington)

Alhatnbra.

Jesse's (Edward)

Scenes

atid Occupations of Country

Lamb's

Essays

of

Life.

Elia.

Both Series Complete in One Vol.

Leigh Hunt's

Thomas)

B. MONTGO.MERIE R A N K I N G .

Pascal's

Provincial

Let-

ters. A New Translation, with
Historical
Notes,

Introduction

by T .

M'CRIE,

and
D.D.,

LL.D.

Pope's

Complete

Poetical

Works.

Rochefoucauld's

Maxims

and Moral Reflections.
With
Notes, and an Introductory
Essay by S A I N T E - B E U V E .

St.

Pierre's

Paul

and

Virginia,
and the Indian Cottage. Edited, with Life, by the
Rev. E. C L A R K E .

Ear-ly

Poems

and Queen Mab, with Essay by

Traveller.

(

Tales of the

(Sir

Mart d'Arthur:
T h e Stories of
King Arthur and of the Knights
of the Round Table. Edited by

With all the Shelley's

original Illustrations.

Irving's

Mallory's

Essays : A

Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait, and
Introduction by E D M U N D O L L I E R

LEIGH HUNT.

Shelley's

Later

Poems:

Laon and Cythna, &c.

Shelley's

Posthumous

Poems, the Shelley Papers, &c.

Shelley's

Prose

Works,

including A Refutation of Deism,
Zajtrozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

White's Natural
of Selbortie.
tions,

by

History

Edited, with addiTHOMAS

BROWN,

F.L.S.

"A series of excellently p7-i7ited and carefully a/itiotated volumes, handy in sizi''
jind altogether attractive."—BOOKSELLER.

14

BOOKS PUBLISHED

BY

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2i.f.

The Life of the Greeks and Romans.
Described from Antique Monuments. By ERNST G U H L and W.
KONER. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited
by Dr. F HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d.

Greenwood's Low-Life

Deeps •

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there ; including
" The Man and Dog Fight," with much additional and confirmatory evidence; " W i t h a Tally-Man," " A Fallen Star,"
" T h e Betting Barber," " A Coal Marriage," &c. By JAMES
GREENWOOD.

With Illustrations in tint by A L F R E D CONCANEN.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^^. 6d.

Greenwood's Wilds of London
Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience,
of Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By JAMES
GREENWOOD. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by A L F R E D CONCANEN.
" Mr. ya7nes Gree7iwood presents hi77iself once tnore in the character of ' one
ivliose delight it is to do his hu77ible endeavour towards exposing and
extirpating
social abuses aTid those liole-and-cor7ier evils 'which afflict society.' " — S A T U R D A Y
REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4J. (id.

Guyot 's Earth and Man ;
or. Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind.
With Additions by Professors AGASSIZ, P I E R C E , and GRAY.

12

Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and a copious Index.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Hake's New Symbols
Poems.
By THOMAS GORDON H A K E .
" The entire book breathes a pu7'e a7id ennobling influence, shows welcotne
originality
of idea a7id illustration,
and yields the highest p7'oof of
itnaginative
faculty and tnature power of
expression."—ATHEN^UM.

Medium Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d.

Hall's

(Mrs.

S. C.J Sketches

of Lrish

Character. With numerous Illusts. on Steel and Wood by DANIEL
MACLISE, Sir J O H N G I L B E R T , W . HARVEY, and G. CRUIKSHANK.
"The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mitford 's beautiful
English
Sketches in ' Our Village,' but tliey are far more vigorous and picturesque
and
iright."-'BLACKVTOO'D'S

MAGAZINE.

CHATTO

&- WIND US, PICCADILLY.

iS

Three Vols, royal 4to, cloth boards, £6 6s.

Historical Portraits ;
Upwards of 430 Engravings of Rare Prints.
Collections of RODD,

RICHARDSON,

Comprising the

CAULFIELD,

&C.

With

Descriptive Text to every Plate, giving a brief outline of the most
important Historical and Biographical Facts and Dates connected
with each Portrait, and references to original Authorities.
Two Vols. Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 36^-.

Hay don's Correspondence & Table-Talk.
With a Memoir by his Son, FREDERIC WORDSWORTH

HAYDON.

Comprising a large number of hitherto Unpublished Letters from
KEATS, W I L K I E , SOUTHEY, WORDSWORTH, K I R K U P , L E I G H
H U N T , LANDSEER, HORACE S M I T H , SirG. BEAUMONT, G O E T H E ,
Mrs. SiDDONS, Sir W A L T E R SCOTT, TALFOURD, J E F F R E Y , Miss
M I T F O R D , MACREADY, Mrs. BROWNING, LOCKHART, HALLAM,

and others.

With 23 Illustrations, including Facsimiles of many

interesting Sketches, Portraits of HAYDON by KEATS and W I L K I E ,
and HAYDON'S Portraits of W I L K I E , KEATS, and MARIA FOOTE.
** Tliere can, we think, be 710 question of its interest in a purely
biographical
sense, or of its literary merit.
The letters and table-talk fortti a tnost valuable
contribution to the social and a7'tistic history of the time."—PALL
MALL GAZETTE.

Two Vols, royal Svo, with Coloured Frontispieces, cloth extra, £,z 5^.

Hope's Costume of the

Ancients.

Illustrated in upwards of 320 Outline Engravings, containing Representations of Egyptian, Greek, and Roman Habits and
Dresses.
** The substa7ice of tnany expensive works, containing all that tnay be necessary
to give to artists, and eve7i to dra77iatic perfor77ters and to others engaged in
classical representations, an idea of ancient costumes sufficienily aitlple to prevent
their offending in their perfor7na7ices by gross and obvious blunders."

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^'. 6d.

Hood's (Thomas)

Choice IVorks,

In Prose and Verse. Including the CREAM OF T H E COMIC
ANNUALS. With Life of the Author, Portrait, and over Two
Hundred original Illustrations.
'* Not 07ily does the volume include tlie better-knoTvn poems by tlie autJior, but
also what is happily described as ' tlie Cream of the Comic Annuals'
Such delicious
things as ^ Don't you smell Fire V ^ The Parish Revolution,'
and^ Huggins
atid
Vuggins,'' vjill 7iever want
readers:'—GRAPHIC.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Photographic Portrait, 6s.

Hood's
Pathetic.

(Tom) Poems, Humorous and
Edited, with a Memoir, by his Sister, FRANCES F R E E -

LING BRODERIP

i6

BOOKS PUBLISHED

BY

.Square crown Svo, in a handsome and specially-designed binding,
gilt edges, 6s.

Hood's

(Tom)

From

Nowhere

N'orth Pole: A Noah's Arkseological Narrative.

to the
With 25 Illus-

trations by W- BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES.
Tlie atnusittg letterpress is profusely
ititerspersed ivith the ji7igli7tg rhymes,
which children love and learn so easily.
Messrs. Brutiton and Barnes do fuU
justice to the writer s ttieatiing, atid a pleasanter result of the karttionious cooperation of author and artist could tiot be
desired."—TIMES.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt. Is. 6d.

Hook's

(Theodore)

Choice

Humorotts

Works, including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns,
and Hoaxes. With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, ']s.

Home's

Orion

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By RICHARD H E N G I S T H O R N E .

With Photographic Portrait.

Tenth Edition.

*' Orion will be admitted, by ez'ery 7na7l of genius, to be one of the 7loblest, if tiot
the very noblest, poetical work of the age. Its defects are trivial a7id cotivetitionalf
its beauties intrinsic and snpre77ie."—EDGAR ALLAN P O E .

Atlas folio, half morocco, gilt, ;^5 SJ.

The Italian

Masters

Autotype Facsimiles of Original Drawings in the British Museum.
With Critical and Descriptive Notes, Biographical and Artistic,
by J. CoMYNS CARR.
** This splendid volu7ne.
•
Mr. Carrs choice of exa7nples has bee7i dictated
by zuide knovuledge aud f7ie tact. .
The 77iajo7-ity have been reproduced with
retnarkable accuracy.
Of the criticist7t vuhich accoitipanies the draiuings we have
not hitherto spoken, but it is this which giz'cs t^ie book its special
value."—PALL
MALL GAZETTE.

^___

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, \os. 6d.

Jennings'

TheRosicrucians.

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire
and Serpent Worshippens, and Explanations of Mystic Symbols
in Monuments and Talismans of Primseval Philosophers. By
HARGRAVE JENNINGS. With upwards of 300 Illustrations.
Small Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

feux

d'Esprit,

Written and Spoken, of the Later Wits and Humourists. Collected
and Edited by H E N R Y S. L E I G H .
" This thoroughly congenial piece of work .
Mr. Leigh's claim to praise is
three-fold: he has performed the duty of taster zuith care a7id judg7nent ; he has
restored 7na7iy stole7i or strayed bons-mots to their rightful oioners ; a7id he has
exercised his editorial functions delicately and sparingly."—DAILY
THLKGRAI'H.
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Two Vols. Svo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14.?.

Josephus's

Complete

Works.

Translated by WHISTON. Containing both " T h e Antiquities of
the Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews."
Small Svo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s.

Kavanaghs'

Pearl

Fountain,

And other Fairy Stories. By BRIDGET and JULIA KAVANACH.
With Thirty Illustrations by J. MOYR SMITH.
*^ Genuitie new fairy stories of the old type, some of thetn as delightful as thibest of Grimtti's ^ German Popular Stoties.'
. ,
For the most paj t, the
stories are dcW7iright, thorough-going fairy stories of the tnost admi7able
kind.
Mr. Moyr Sttiith's illustrations,
too, are adt7iirable.
Look at that
white rabbit.
Anyone uculd see at the first glance that he is a rabbit ivith a
I7li7id, a7id a very •unco77it7ion mind too—that he is a fairy rabbit, and that he is
posing as chief adviser to some one—'without rcaditig even a word of the story.
Again, tiot ice the fairy-like
effect of the little picture of the fairy-bird
^ Don'tforget-77ie,' flying a-way back i7ilo jairy-land.
A mere perfectly dreotn-hle
impression of fairy-land
has hardly been given in any illustration
of faity
tales
within our
knowledge."—SPECTATOR.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, "js. 6d.

Lamb's

Complete

Works,

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with
many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page of the " Essay on Roast Pig."
" J4 complete edition of Latnb's 'writings, in prose and verse, has long been
'wanted, and is now supplied.
The editor appears to have taken great pai7is
to bring together Lamb's scattered contributions,
a7id his colleciic7i cotitains a
r.u7nber of pieces which are new reproduced for the first titne since their otii^inal
appearance in various old periodicals."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, lOi'. 6d.

Mary & Charles LambTheir Poems, Letters, and Remains.
Notes by W. CAREW HAZLITT.

With Reminiscences and

With HANCOCK'S Portrait of

the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions
of Lamb's and Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations.
" Veiy r.ianypassages
will delight those fond of literary trifles; hardly any
portion w:.llfail in ititerest for lovers of Charles La77iba7id his
sister."—STANDARD.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d.

Life in London,
or. The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With
the whole of CRUIKSHANK'S Illustrations, in Colours, after the
Originals.

BOOKS PUBLISHED

BY

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, ISJ-.

Lament's

Yachting ijt the Arctic

Seas,

or. Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neighbourhood of Spitzbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By JAMES LAMONT,
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. LiVESAY.
" After wading through ttumberless volumes of icy fictioti, concocted
narrative,
and spurious biography of A re tic voyagers, it is pleasant to meet with a real and
ge/iuine volu77ie.
He shows much tad in recou/ititig his adventures,
atid
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and i7tformation as to tnake thetn attything
but wearisottie.
. .
The book, as a whole, is the most itnportant
additio/i
viade to our Arctic literature for a long
time."—ATHENAEUM.

Small crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d.

Linton's

foshua

Davidson,

Christian and Communist. By E. LYNN LINTON. Sixth Edition,
with a New Preface.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. 6d.

Longfellow's

Complete Prose

Works.

Including " O u t r e Mer," "Hyperion," " Kavanagh," " T h e
Poets and Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." With Portrait
and Illustrations by V A L E N T I N E BROMLEY.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, "js. 6d,

Longfellow's

Poetical

Works.

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions.
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.

With numerous

" Mr. Longfello7u has for tnany years been the best known a7id the 77iost read of
A7nerica7ipoets ; and his popularity is of the right kind, atid rightly a7id fairly
10071. He lias 7iot stooped to catch attention by artifice, tior striven to force it by
violence. His works have faced the test of parody and burlesque {which in these
days is almost the C077im07i lot of writitigs of a7iy mark), and have come offl unhartned."—SATURDAY

REVIEW.

T H E ERASER PORTRAITS.—Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, with
'&T) characteristic Portraits, 31^. 6d.

Maclise's Gallery of Illustrioits
Characters.

With Notes by Dr. MAGINN.

Literary

Edited, with copious

Additional Notes, by WILLIAM BATES, B . A.
" One of the most interesting volumes of this year s
literature."—TIMES.
'* Deserves a place on every drawing-roottt table, and tnay not U7ijitly be removed
from the drawing-room
to the
library."-—SPECTATOR.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d.

Madre Natura v The Moloch of Fashion.
By L U K E L I M N E R .

With 32 Illustrations by the Author.

FOURTH EDITION, revised and enlarged.
*' Agreeably 'written atid atnusingly illustrated.
Co7/i77ioti sctise and
are brought to bear on the subjects discussed in
it."—LANCET.

erudition

Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 5^-.

Magna Chart a.
An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet
wide, with the Arms and Seals of the Barons emblazoned in Gold
and Colours.
*.,.* A full Translation, with Notes, on a large sheet, 6d.
Small Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Mark Twain 'sAdventitres of Tom Sawyer
With One Hundred Illustrations.
** The earlier part of the book is to our thinking the tnost a77tusi7ig thing
Mark
Twain has ivritten.
The hu77iour is tiot always uproarious,
but it is
ahvays
genuine, and soitietimes al77iost
pathetic."—ATHEN.«UM.
** A book to be read. There is a certain fresh7iess and tiovelty about it, a practically ro77ia7itic character, so to speak, -which will tnake it very
attractive."—
SPECTATOR.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 'js. 6d.

Mark Twain's

Choice Works.

Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author.
Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.

AVith Life,

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Mark

Twain's

Pleasure

Trip

on the

Continent of Europe.
( " T h e Innocents Abroad," and " T h e
New Pilgrim's Progress.")
Crown Svo, cloth extra, %s.

Mars ton's (Philip B.) All in All
Poems and Sonnets.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, SJ-.

Marston 's (Philip B.) Song Tide,
And other Poems.

Second Edition.

** This is afrsi work of extraordinary
perfortnatice and oj still more
dinary promise.
The youtigest school of English poetry has received an
accessio7i to its ranks in Philip Bourke Marston."—
EXAMINER.

e.xtraor.
itnportant
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T w o Vols, crown Svo, cloth extra, i8.r.

Marston's

(Dr. Westland)

Dramatic

and Poetical Works.
Collected Library Edition.
" Th.e 'Patrician's Daughter is an oasis in the desert ef modern dramatic
literature, a real ema7iation of tnind. We do not recollect any ttiodern -work in
ivhich states of thought are so freely developed, except the * Torquato Tasso ' of
Gj^ethe. The play is a work of art in tlie same sense that a play of Sophocles is a
ivork ofart ; it is one simple idea in a state of gradual developtnent
. * Thi
Favourite of Fortune' is one of the most itnportant additions to the stock of
English prose comedy that has been made during the present century."—TIMES.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, "js. 6d.

Muses of Mayfair

.

Vers d e Societe of the Nineteenth Century.

Including Selections

from T E N N Y S O N , B R O W N I N G , S W I N B U R N E , R O S S E T T I , J E A N
INGELOW, LOCKER, INGOLDSBY, H O O D , LYTTON, C . S . C ;
L A N D O R , A U S T I N D O B S O N , & C . E d i t e d by H . C . P E N N E L L .

D e m y Svo, uniform with " A c a d e m y N o t e s , " \s.

National

Gallery, Pictorial Notes of the.

( T H E B R I T I S H S C H O O L . ) W i t h upwards of l o o Illustrations of
the principal Pictures at Trafalgar Square. Edited by H E N R Y
BLACKBURN.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. p e r VoL

The Old

Dramatists.

Ben Jonson's

Works.

ALGERNON

With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical
Memoir by W I L L I A M G I F F O R D .

Edited by Col. CUNNINGHAM.
Three Vols.

CHARLES

SWIN-

BURNE ; Vol. I I I . the Transla-

tions of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's

Works.

Including his Translations. Edi "
ed, with Notes a n d Introduction,
b y Col. C U N N I N G H A M . One Vol.

Chapman 's Works.
Now First Collected. Complete
iu Three Vols. Vol. I. contains
the Plays complete, including the
doubtful ones ; Vol. I I . the
Poems and Minor Translations,
with an Introductory Essay by

Massinger 's

Plays.

From the Text of W I L L I A M
G I F F O R D . W i t h the addition of
the Tragedy of " Believe as you
List."
Edited by Col. C U N NINGHAM.

One Vol.

F c a p . Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

O'Shaughnessy's
Women,

and other Poems.

(Arthur)

An Epic of

Second Edition.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, los. 6d.

O'Shaughnessy 's Lays of
(Founded on the " Lays of Marie.")

France.

Second Edition.

F c a p . Svo, cloth extra, 7^-. 6d.

O'Shaughnessy 's Music and Moonlight.
Poems a n d Songs.
Crown Svo, carefully printed on ci"eamy paper, and tastefully
bound in cloth for the Library, price 6s. each.

The Piccadilly

Novels

POPULAR STORIES BY T H E BEST AUTHORS.
Antonina.

By W I L K I E COLLINS.

Illustrated by Sir J . G I L B E R T and A L F R E D C O N C A N E N .
Basil.

By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .

Illustrated by Sir J O H N GiLBf.RT and J . M A H O N E Y .
Hide and Seek.

By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .

Illustrated by Sir J O H N G I L B E R T and J . M A H O N E Y .

The Dead Secret.
Illustrated by Sir J O H N G I L B E R T and H .

By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .
FURNISS.

Queen of Hearts.

gy WILKIE COLLINS.

Illustrated by Sir J . G I L B E R T and . \ . C O N C A N E N .
My Miscellanies.

BV W I L K I E C O L L I N S .

With Steel Portrait, and Illustrations by A. C O N C A N E N .
The Woman in White.

By W I L K I E COLLINS.

Illustrated by Sir J . G I L B E R T and F . A. E R A S E R .
The Moonstone.
By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .
Illustrated by G. D u M A U K I E R and F . A. E R A S E R .
Man and Wife.
Illustrated by W I L L I A M S M A L L .

By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .

Poor Miss Finch.

By W I L K I E COLLINS.

Illustrated by G. D u M A U R I E R and E D W A R D H U G H E S .
Miss or Mrs. ?

By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .

Illustrated by S. L. FiLDES and H E N R Y W O O D S .
The New Magdalen.
By W I L K I E C O L L I N S .
Illustrated by G. D u M A U R I E R and C. S. R A N D S .

22

BOOKS

T H E PICCADILLY

PUBLISHED

BY

NOVELS—continued.

The Frozen
Deep.
By WILKIE COLLINS.
Illustrated by G. Du MAURIER and J. MAHONEY.
The Law and the Lady.
By WILKIE COLLINS.
Illustrated by S. L. FILDES and SYDNEY H A L L .

%* Also a P O P U L A R E D I T I O N of W I L K I E C O L L I N S ' S
N O V E L S , post Svo, Illustrated b o a r d s , 2s. each.
Felicia.

By M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.

With a Frontispiece by W- BOWLES.
" A tioble tioz'el. Its teaching is elevated, its story is sy7npathetic, and the kind
of feeling its perusal leaves behind is that tnore orditiarily derived frotn music or
poetry than fro77i prose fiction.
Few works iti modern fiction stand as high in our
estit7iation as this."—SUNDAY
TIMES.

Patricia

Kemball.

By E . LYNN LINTON.

With Frontispiece by G. Du MAURIER.
*^ A very clever and well-constructed
story, original and st7-iki7ig,
interesting
all through.
A novel abou7idi7ig iti thought and povuer and
interest."—TIMES.
** Displays genuine humour, asivell as keen social observation.
Enough graphic
portraiture and ivitty observation to furnish tnaterials for half-a-dozen tiovels of
the ordinary kind."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

The

Atonement

of Leant

Dundas.

By E . LYNN LINTON.

With a Frontispiece by H E N R Y WOODS.
^' Inker narrowness and lier depth, in her boutidless loyalty, lier
self-forgetting
passion, that exclusivetiess of love -which is akin to cruelty, and the fierce
hu77lility ivhich is vicarious pride, Lea77i Dundas is a striking fgure.
hi one
quality
the authoress has in some tneasure surpassed herself."—PALL
MALL
GAZETTE.

The

Evil

Eye, and other Stories.

By KATHARINE S.MACQUOID.

Illustrated by THOMAS R . MACQUOID and PERCY MACQUOID.
** Ca77ieos delicately, if not very minutely or vividly, wrought, and quite finished
enough to give a pleasurable sense of artistic ease and faculty.
A word of conitnendation is 77teidtedby the
illustratiotis."—ACADEMY.

Number

Seventeen.

By HENRY KINGSLEY.

Oakshott
Castle.
By HENRY KINGSLEY.
With a Frontispiece by S H I R L E Y HODSON.
''A brisk and clear 7iorth -wind of senti77ient—setitittient
that braces itistead of
enervating—blows
tlwough all his works, and makes all their readers at once
healthier and 77iore
glad."—SPECTATOR.

Open !

Sesame

I

By FLORENCE MARRYAT.

Illustrated b y F . A . F R A S E R .
*' A story which arouses a7id sustains the reader's
than, perhaps, any of its author's fortner works.
story."—GRAPHIC.

interest

to a higher degree
A very e.-ccellent

Whiteladies.
By Mrs. OLIPHANT.
With Illustrations by A. HOPKINS and H. WOODS.
"- Js really a pleasant
grace."—TIMES.

and readable

book, written

with

practical

ease and
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continued.

The Best of Husbands.

By JAMES

PAYN.

Illustrated b y j . MovR S M I T H .

Walter's Word.

By JAMES PAVN.

Illustrated by J . MOYK S M I T H .

Halves.

ByjAMEs PAYN.

W i t h a Frontispiece by J . M A H O N E Y .
" His novels are ahvays C0i7i7ne7idable in the sense of art.
They also possess
a7iotJier distinct claii/i to our liking : the girls in the77i are remarkably
charniing and true to nature, as most people, we believe, luive the good fortune
to
observe tiature represented by
girls."—SPECIATOK.

The Way we Live No7u.

By

ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

W i t h Illustrations.
^^ Mr. Trollope lias a true ai-tisfs idea of to7ie, of colour, of ha7~7nony : his
pictures
are one, and seUloi/i out of d7'aiui7ig; he never sti'ains after effect,is
fidelity
itself in exp7-essi7tg English
life, is never guilty
of caricature."—
FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW.

Diamond Cut Diamond.

By T .

A. TROLLOPE.

" Full of life, of interest, of close obse7\-atlo7i, and sympathy.
.
When
Mr. Trollope paints a scene it is su/-e to be a scene worth
painting."—SATURDAY R E V I E W .

Bound to the Wheel.

ByjoHN S.\UNDERS.

Guy Waterman.

By J O H N S A U N D E R S .

One Against the World.

By J O H N S A U N D E R S .

The Lion in tlie Path.
By J O H N S A U N D E R S .
'•^ A carefully
written
and beautiful
story—a story of goodness and
truth,
'which is yet as interesting as though it dealt with the opposite
qualities.
The author of this really clever story has been at great pains to work out all
its details with elaborate co7iscientious7iess, and the result is a very vivid picture
of the ways of life and habits of^ thought of a hundred and fifty years ago.
Certainly a very interesting
book."—TIMES.

The Golden Butterfly.

Authors of" READY-MONEY

MORTIBOY."

W i t h a Frontispiece by F . S. W A L K E R .
" ' The Golden Buttei-fywill certainly add to t/ie hafipiness of 77ia7ikind, for we
defy anybody to read it with a gloomy countenance. " — T I M E S .
My Little Girl.
Case of Mr. Lucraft.
This Sun of

Authors of " R E A D Y - M O N E Y

MORTIBOY."

Authors of " READY-ilONEY M O R T I B O Y . "

Vulcan. Authors of " R E A D Y - M O N E Y

MORTIBJY."

With Harp & Croivn. Authors of " R E A D Y - M O N E Y

MORTIBOY."
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Crovm Svo, red cloth, extra, 5^. each.

Ouida 's Novels.—Uniform
Folic Farine.
Idalia.

By OUIDA. Pascarel.
By OUIDA. Puck.

Chandos.

By OUIDA.

Edition.
By

OUIDA,

Dog of Flanders.

By OUIDA.
By OUIDA.

Under Two Flags .By OUIDA.

Strathmore.

By OUIDA.

Tricotrin.
By
Cecil
Castlemaine's

Two Little

Gage.

Held

OUIDA.

Shoes.

By OuiDA.

Signa.

By

^^^ ^ Winter

in Bondage.

OUIDA.

Wooden
By OuiDA

By OUIDA.

City. By OUIDA

" Keen poetic i7isight, an intense love of tiature, a deep admiration
beautiful in form and colour, ai-e the gifts of Ouida."—MORNING
POST.

of the

Three Vols, crown Svo, 31J. 6d.

Juliet's
By

Guardian.

Mrs.

H.

LOVETT

CAMERON.

Two Vols, crown Svo, 21^^.

The New Republic ;
or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an English Country House.
T. A. TROLLOPE'S N E W NOVEL.—Three Vols, crown Svo, •^is. 6d.

A

Family
St. Peter.

Party

in the Piasza

of

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.

N E W NOVEL BY JAMES GREENWOOD.—3 Vols, crown Svo, 3ij'. 6d.

Dick

Temple.

By JAMES

GREENWOOD.

Three Vols, crown Svo, 31J. 6d.

John Lex ley's Troubles.
By C. W. BARDSLEY, M . A.

Three Vols, crown Svo, 3IJ. 6d.

Lost Rose ;
and other Stories.

By KATHARINE S . MACQUOID.

"Mrs.
Macquoid is otie of the few novelists whose books see77i to us distinctly
lave a value."—PALL
MALL GAZETTE.

tit
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Crown Svo, illustrated boards, price 2s.

Ready-Money

Mortiboy

A Matter-of-fact Story.
By the Authors of " T h e Golden
Butterfly.^^
Two Vols. Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, los. 6d.

Plutarch's

Lives of Illustrious

Men.

Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical,
and a Life of Plutarch, by JOHN and W I L L I A M

LANGHORNE.

New Edition, with Medallion Portraits.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7^^. 6d.

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical

Works.

With BAUDELAIRE'S "E.ssay."
*' Poe stands as much alo7ie among
painters."—SPECTATOR.

ve7-se~writers

as Salvator

Kosa

among

Small Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, •^s. 6d.

The Pritice of A rgo lis.
A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. MOYR S M I T H .
With 130 Illustrations by the Author.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Facsimile, 12^. 6d.

The Final Reliques of Father

Prout.

Collected and Edited, from MSS. supplied by the family of the
Rev. FRANCIS MAHONY, by BLANCHARD JERROLD.
** We heai-tily cottiinend this handsotne voluttie toall lovers op sounduvit,
hu77iour, and manly
sense."—SPECTATOR.

genuine

In Two Series, small 4to, blue and gold, gilt edges, 6s. each.

Puniana ;
or,' Thoughts Wise and Other-Why's. A New Collection of
Riddles, Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, &c. In Two Series, each
containing 3000 of the best Riddles, 10,000 most outrageous Puns,
and upwards of Fifty beautifully executed Drawings bythe Editor,
the Hon. H U G H ROWLEY. Each Series is complete in itself.
*^ A witty, droll, atid tnost amusing

work, profusely

and elegantly

illustrated."

—STANDARD.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^-. 6d.

The Pursuivant

of Arms ;

or. Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the
Science of Heraldry.
By J. R. PLANCH£, Esq., Somerset
Herald. To which are added. Essays on the BADGES OF T H E
HOUSES OF LANCASTER AND YORK.

With Coloured Frontis-

piece, five full-page Plates, and about 200 Illustrations.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7^-. 6d.

Rabelais'

Works.

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, a n d
numerous Characteristic Illustrations b y G U S T A V E

DOR6.

H a n d s o m e l y printed, price ^s.

The Roll of Battle

Abbey,

or, A List of t h e Principal Warriors w h o came over from Normandy with William t h e Conqueror, and Settled in this Country,
A.D. 1066-7. Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet b y
two, with the principal A r m s emblazoned in Gold a n d Colours.
I n 4to, very handsomely printed, extra gold cloth, lis.

The Roll of Caerlaverock.
T h e Oldest Heraldic Roll ; including the Original A n g l o - N o r m a n
Poem, a n d an English Translation of the M S . in the British
Jiluseum.

By T H O M . \ S W R I G H T , M . A .

The Arms

emblazoned

in Gold and Colours.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 75. 6d.

Memoirs of the Sanson Family ,
Seven Generations of Executioners. By H E N R I S A N S O N . T r a n s lated from t h e French, with Introduction, by C A M I L L E B A R R ^ R E .
** A faithful
translation of this curious work, -ivhich zvill certainly repay perusal
—not on the gi'Ound of its being full of horrors, for the original author seems to
be rather asha77ied of the techtiical aspect of his profession, and is cot7l7nendably
reticetit as to its details, but because it contains a lucid accoioii of the tnost notable
causes celebres y>-i7?« the time of Louis XIV. to a period within the me77iory of
pers07is still living.
Can scarcely fail to be extre7nely
entertaitiing."—
DAILY TELEGRAPH.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4r, 6d. each.

The "'Secret Out" Series.
T h e Volumes are as follows :

The Art of Amusing

:

Magic No Mystery

A Collection of Graceful Arts,
Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By F R A N K B E L L E W .

300

Illustrations.

Hanky-Panky

:

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of
H a n d . Edited by W . H . C R E MER. 200 Illustrations.

Magician's

Illustrations.

TJie Merry Circle :
A Book of New Intellectual Games
and

Amusements.

BELLEW.

By

CLARA

Many Illustrations.

The Secret Out :

Own Book :

Performances with Cups and Balis,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c.
All from Actual
Experience.
Edited by W . H . C R E M E B .

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls,
&c., with fully descriptive Directions ; the Art of Secret Writing;
the Training of Performing Animals, &c. With Coloured Frontispiece and many Illustrations.

200

One Thousand Tricks with Cards,
and other Recreations ; with Entertaining Experiments in Drawing-room or " White Magic." By
W

H . C R E M E R , 300 Engraving

CHATTO

cS- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.
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DYCE'S SHAKESPEARE.—In 9 vols. Svo, cloth extra, £i, \os.

The Works of Shakespeare.
Edited by the Rev. ALEXANDER DYCE. A New Edition, being
the Third, with Mr. DYCE'S Final Corrections.
*** This edition is not a ttiere reprint of that which appeared in 1857, but
prese7its a text very 77iaterially altered atid a77ie7idedfrom beginning to end, -with
a large body of critical Notes altnost entii-ely neiv, and a Glossary, in which the
language of tlie poet, his allusions to customs, &=c., are fully
explained.
" The best text of Shakespeare which has yet appeared.
Mr, Dyce's editiott is a
great work, worthy of his reputation, a7idfor theprese7it it contains the standard
text."—TIMES.

In reduced facsimile, small Svo, half Roxburghe, IOJ-. 6d.

The First Folio

Shakespeare.

Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true Originall Copies. London,
Printed by ISAAC IAGGARD and E D . BLOUNT, 1623.—An exact

Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile
by a photographic process—ensuring the strictest accuracy in every
detail. A ftillprospectus -will be sent upon application,

" To Messrs. Chatto and Windus belongs the tnerit of having done 77iore to
facilitate the critical study of the text of our g7'eat d7-amatist than all the Shakespeare clubs and societies put together.
A, coi/iplete facsittiile of the celebrated
First Folio edition of i6i-^for half-a-guinea is at once a tniracle of cheaptiess and
enterpiise.
Being in a reduced form, the type is necessarily rather
diminutive,
but it is as distinct as i7i a genuine copy of the original, and will be found to be as
useful atid far tnore handy to tlie student than the
latter."—ATHEN.-EUM.

Post 8vo, with Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, l%s.

The Lansdowne

Shakespeai^e.

Beautifully printed in red and black, in small but very clear type.
With engraved facsimile of DROESHOUT'S Portrait, and 37 beautiful
Steel Plates, after STOTHARD.
Two Vols, crown Svo, cloth extra, iSj-.

The School of Shakespeare.
Including " T h e Life and Death of Captain Thomas Stukeley,"
with a New Life of Stucley, from Unpublished Sources; " A
Warning for Fair Women," with a Reprint of the Account of the
Murder; "Nobody and Somebody," " T h e Cobbler's Prophecy,"
" Histriomastix," " T h e Prodigal Son," &c. Edited, with Introductions and Notes, by RiCHARD SIMPSON.
[/« the press.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Signboards
Their History.

With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Re-

markable Characters.

HOTTEN.

By JACOB LARWOOD and J O H N CAMDEN

With nearly 100 Illustrations.

" Even if we 'were ever so 77ialiciously inclined, we could not pick out all Messrs.
Larwood atid Hotten's plums, because the good thitigs are so nuttieroits as to defy
the most wholesale
depredation."—TIMES.
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Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with lo full-page Tinted
Illustrations, ^s. 6d.

Sheridan's

Complete

Works,

with Life and Anecdotes.
Including his Dramatic Writings,
printed from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana.
" The editor has brcught together within a tnattageable compass tiot otlly the
seven plays by which Sheridan is best kiiown, but a collection also of his poetical
fieces which are lessfa7niliarto
the public, sketches of unfinished dramas, selections
frcm his reported -ivitticistns, atid extractsfi cm his priticipal speeches. To these
is prefixed a short but well-ivritten me77ioir, givi7ig the chief facts i7i Sheridan's
litei-ary a7idpolitical career ; so that, with this volutne in his hand, the student
may consider hitnsclf tolerably ii ell furnished
with all that is necessary for a
getieral ccttiprehension of the stcbject of it."— P A L L M A L L G A Z E T T E .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6^. 6d.

The Slang

Dictionary.

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An ENTIRELY N E W
EDITION, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged.
** IVe are glad to see the Slang Dictionary reprinted and enlarged.
Fr077tahigh
scientific point of view this book is 7iot to be despised.
Of course it cannot fail tobe atnusittg also. It conlains the very vocabulary of unrestrained
h7i77iour, and
oddity, and grotesquetiess.
In a word, it provides valuable tnaterial both for the
student of language and the student of hu77ian
nature."—ACADEMY.

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d.

The Smoker's

Text-Book.

By J. HAMER, F . R . S . L .

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gj.

Stedman 's Victorian
Critical Essays.

Poets

By EDMUND CLARENCE STEDMAN.

*' We ought to be thankful to those who do critical work with competent
skill
and •understandi7ig, ivith honesty of purpose, atid with diligence and
thoroughness
of execution.
And Mr. Stedman, having chosen to work in this line, deserves the
thanks of English scholars by these qualities and by something viore ;
he is faithful,
studious,and discerning."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

Imperial 410, containing 150 beautifully-finished full-page Engravings
and Nine Vignettes, all tinted, and some illuminated in gold and
colours, half-morocco, £() f)s.

Stothard's

Monumental Ef^gies of Great

Britain.
With Historical Description and Introduction by JOHN
KEMPE, F . S. A . A N E W EDITION, with a large body of Additional
Notes by JOHN H E W I T T .

*^* A few Large Paper copies, royal folio, with the arms illuminated
in gold and colours, and the plates very carefully finished in body-colours,
heightened with gold in the very finest style, half-morocco, £1^ it,s.

CHATTO

a- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.
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Large Svo, half-Roxburghe, with Illustrations, price QJ-.

Stow's Survey of London,
Edited by W. J. T H O M S , F . S . A .
plate Illustrations.

A N e w Edition, with Copper-

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, *js. 6d,

Swiff s Choice IVorks,
in Prose and Verse. W i t h Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles o f
the Maps in the Original Edition of '* Gulliver's T r a v e l s . "
*' The ' Tale of a Tub' is, in nty apprehension^
the masterpiece of Sivi/t ;
certainly Rabelais has nothing superior, even in invention,
nor anything
so condensed, SO pointed., soft4.ll of real meaning, of biting satire, of felicitous
analogy.
The * Battle of the Books ' is such an itnproventent on the similar combat in the
Lvdrin,
thatrve can hardly oivn it as an
imitation."—HALLAM.
" Siviffs reputation asa^oet has been ina 7nanner obscured by the greater
splendour, by the natural force and inventive
genius, of his prose ixtritings ; biit^ if he
had never itfrit ten either the * Tale of a Tub' or * Gulliver's
Travels,'
his name
merely as a poet ivnuld have come down to us, and have gone down to posterity^
ivith ivell-earned
honours.**—HAZLITT.

Mr Swinburne's
The

Queen Mother

Rosamotid.

Atalanta

Works
and

A Tragedy.

in Calydon.

A New Edition.

Svo, I2S.

Crown 8vo, 6J.

Chastelard.
Fcap. Svo, 7J.

Poems and

Ballads.

George Chapman :

on

'^Poems

and

Essays and

Studies.

Crown Svo, 12.?.

Erechtheus :

Blake :

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile
Paintings. Demy Svo, I6J-.

Songs before

Nations.

Crown Svo, 6s.

Svo, is.

William

Crown Bvo, -^rs.

Songs of Two

Fcap. Svo, 9J.
Ballads."

Two Vols. crowE

6d.

An Essay.

A Tragedy.

Notes

Both-well:

Fcap. Svo, <,s.

Sunrise.

Crown Svo, i c ; . td.

A Tragedy.

Crown Bvo, 6.;.

Note
of an English
publican on the Muscovite
sade. Bvo, IS.

ReCru-

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Strutt's

Sports

and

Pastimes

of the

People of England;
including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants,
and Pompous Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present
T i m e . W i t h 140 Illustrations. Edited by W I L L I A M H O N E .
* , * A few L a r g e Paper Copies, with an extra set of Copperplate
Illustrations, carefully coloured by hand, from the Originals, 50J.
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Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, 3.r. dd.

Rossetti's(W.

M.) Criticism upon Swin-

liirnis " Poems and Ballads.'^
Medium Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Dr Syntax's

Three

Tours,

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in
Search of a Wife. With the whole of ROWLANDSON'S droll page
Illustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. HOTTEN.
Large post Svo, cloth, full gilt, gilt top, with Illustrations, \2s. 6d.

Thackerayana

Notes and Anecdotes.

Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by

W I L L I A M MAKEPEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Inci-

dents in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of
his everyday reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings and
Five Coloured Plates, from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings.
*^ It would have been a real loss to bibliographical
literature
had
copyright
difficulties deprived the getieral public of this very atnusing collection.
Otie of
Thackeray's habits, from his schoolboy days, was to or7iat7ietlt the tnargins and
blank pages of the books he had in use with caricature illustratiotis
of their
contents.
This gave special value to the sale of his library, and is al77iost cause
for regret that it could tiot have been preserved in its integrity.
Thackeray's
place in literature is eminent enough to liave tnade this an interest to
future
ge7ieratio7is.
The a7io7iy77ious editor has done the best that he could to compensate for the lack of this.
It is an admirable addendu77i, tiot only to his collected
-works, but also to any memoir of hitn that has been, or that is likely to be,
written."—BRITISH

QUARTERLY REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7^-. i>d.

Thomson's

Seasons and Castle of f7i-

dolence. With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by ALLAN
CUNNINGHAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood.
Two Vols, crown Svo, cloth boards.

Cyril Tourneur's Collected Works^
including a unique Poem, entitled " The Transformed Metamorphosis ; " and ' ' Laugh and Lie Down ; or, the World's
Folly." Now first Collected, and Edited, with Critical Preface,
Introductions, and Notes, by J. CHURTON COLLINS. [/« the press.
OcowYi Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. bd.

y. M. W Twniers

Life and

Correspond-

ence. Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends
and fellow Academicians.

By W A L T E R THORNBURY.

A New

Edition, entirely rewritten and considerably enlarged.
With
numerous Illustrations in colours, facsimiled from Turner's
original Drawings.

CHATTO

&- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^-. dd.

TiU'ibs' Clubs and Club Life in London.
W i t h Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and
T a v e r n s . By J O H N T I M E S , F . S . A .

W i t h numerous Illustrations.

** The book supplies a 77liichfelt want.
The chib is the avenue to general
society of the present day, and Mr. Ti77ibs gives the entree to the club.
The
scholar and antiquary
will also find the work a repertory of information
on
tnany disputed poi7its of literary interest, atid especially respecting va7'ious wellknown anecdotes, the value of vuhich otily inci-eases luith the lapse of ti77ie."—
MORNING POST.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6d.

Timbs

English

Eccentrics

and

Ec-

centricities : Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By J o i i x
TIMBS, F.S.A.

W i t h nearly 50 Illustrations.

" The reader who luouldfain enjoy a hartnless laugh in some very odd C0777pa7:v
i7iight do tnuch ivorse than take an occasional dip into ^English
Eccentric:,'
The illustrations are admirably suited to the letterpress."— G R A P H I C .

One Vol. crown Svo, cloth extra.

Tom Taylor's ffistorical

Plays.

" C l a n c a r t y , " " J e a n n e d ' A r c , " " ' T w i x t Axe and Crown," " T h e
Fool's R e v e n g e , " &c.
[fit the press.
Crown 4to, half-Roxburghe, 12^-. 6d.

Vagabondiana ,
or. Anecdotes of Mendicant Wanderers through the Streets of
L o n d o n ; with Portraits of the most Remarkable, drawn from t h e
Life by J O H N T H O M A S S J I I T H , late K e e p e r of the P r i n t s in t h e

British Museum.

W i t h Introduction by F R A N C I S D O U C E , a n d

Descriptive Text. W i t h the Woodcuts a n d the 33 Plates, from
the original Coppers.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portrait, gj-.

Wells' Joseph and his Brethren
A Dramatic Poem.

By C H A R L E S W E L L S .

W i t h an Introductory

Essay by A L G E R N O N C H A R L E S S W I N B U R N E .
*' The author of ' Joseph and his Bi-ethi'en ' will so77ie day have to be acknoiuledged a7ti07ig the 7ne77iorable men of the second great period in our poetry.
.
There are lines even in the overture of his poe77i which tnight, it seems to me,
t7iore naturally be mistaken even by an expert in verse for the work of the young
Shakspea7-e, than any to be gathered elsewhere in the fields of English
poetiy."—
SWINBURNE.

Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 23 in. by 14 in., 2s.

The Warrant to Execute Charles /
A n exact Facsimile of this important Document, with t h e Fiftynine Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals.

CHATTO 6- WINDUS,

PICCADILLY.

Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price is.

Warrant

to Execute Mary Q. of Scots.

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth,
and a Facsimile of the Great Seal.
Large crown Svo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, 'Js. 6d.

Walton and Cotton's Complete

Angler,

or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by IzAAK WALTON ;
and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear
Stream, by CHARLES COTTON. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir H A R R I S NICOLAS, K . C . M . G .

With the 6i Plate

Illustrations, preciselj' as in Pickering's two-volume Edition.
" Among the reprints cf the year, few will be tnore vuelcottte tJuxn this edition of
the * Complete Angler^ with Sir Harris Nicolas's Metnoirs and Notes,and
Stothurd's
andInskipp's
illustrations."—SATURDAY
REVIEW.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. dd.

Wright's

Caricattire

History

of the

Georges. ( The House of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures,
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By THOMAS W R I G H T ,
Esq., M.A., F.S.A.
" Emphatically
otie of the liveliest of books, as also one of the tnost
interesting.
Has the tivcfold 7ne7-it of being at once atnusing and edifying."—MORNING
POST.

Large post Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^. dd.

Wright's

History

of Caricatttre and of

the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting, from
the Earliest Times to the Present Day. By THOMAS WRIGHT,
M. A., F.S.A. Profusely illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A.
" A very atitusing and inst7-uctive volutne."—SATURDAY

REVIEW.

J. OGDKN AND CO., PRINTERS, I 7 2 , ST. JOHN STREET, E.G.

DR. J. GOLLIS BROWNE'S GHLORODYNL
The Original a n d only Genuine.
D V I C E T O INVALIDS.—If you wish to obtain quiet refreshing sleep,
A
free from headache, relief from pain and anguish, to calm and assuage
the weary achings of protracted disease, invigorate the nervous media, and
regulate the circulating systems of the body, you will provide yourselves with
that marvellous remedy discovered by Dr. J . C O L L I S B R O W N E (late Medical
Staff), to which he gave the name of

CHLORODYNE,
And which is admitted by the Profession to be the most wonderful and valuable
remedy ever discovered.
C H L O R O D Y N E is the best remedy known for COUGHS, CONSUMPTION,
BRONCHITIS, ASTHMA,
C H L O R O D Y N E effectually checks and arrests those too often fatal
diseases known as DIPHTHERIA, FEVER, CROUP, AGUE.
C H L O R O D Y N E acts like a charm in DIARRHOEA, and is the only
specific in CHOLERA and DYSENTERY.
C H L O R O D Y N E effectually cuts short all attacks of EPILEPSY, H Y STERIA, PALPITATION, and SPASMS.
C H L O R O D Y N E is the only palliative in NEURALGIA, RHEUMATISM,
G O U T , C A N C E R , T O O T H A C H E , M E N I N G I T I S , &C.

Tht Right Hon. Earl RUSSELL has graciously favoured J. T. DAVENPORT laith the
follotvitig—" Earl Russell communicated to the College of Physicians that he received a
despatch from Her Majesty's Consul at Manilla, to the effect that Cholera has been
raging fearfully, and that the ONLY remedy of any service was CHLORODYNH."—See
XiJincet, December i, 1864.
i From W. VKSALIUS PETTIGEKW, M . D . — I have no hesitation in stating that I have
never met with any medicine so efiicacious as an Anti-spasmodic and Sedative. I have
used it in Consumption, Asthma, Diarrhoea, and other diseases, and am perfectly satisfied with the results.
From Dr. B. J. BOULTON & Co., Horncastle.—We have made pretty extensive use of
CUorodyne in our practice lately, and look upon it as an excellent direct Sedative and
Anti-spasmodic. It seems to allay pain and irritation in whatever or^an, and from whatever cause. It induces a feeling of comfort and quietude not obtainable by any other
remedy, and it seems to possess this great advantage over all other Sedatives, that it
leaves no unpleasant after-effects.
CAUTION.—The extraordinary medical reports of the efficacy of Chlorodyne render it of vital importance that the public should obtain the genuine,
which bears the words, " Dr. J. COLLis BROWNE'S CHLORODYNB,"
Vice-Chancellor WOOD stated that Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was undoubtedly
the Inventor of CHLOROOYNS ; that the whole story of the defendant, Freenan, was deliberately untrue.
Lord Chancellor SELBORNB and Lord Justice J A M E S stated that the defendant had made a deliberate misrepresentation of^the decision of Vice-Chancellor WOOD.
Chemists throughout the land confirm this decision that Dr. J . C. BROWKB
was the Inventor of CHLORODTNB.
Sold in Bottles at i^. x%d., as. gd., and 4?. 6d. by all Chemists.
Bole Mamifactnrflr • T T 'DoiTOTityAT*, fll ItiimHftll-Bt.

Eonclati. W 0 .

THE POTTERY GALLERIES,
Oxford Street, and Orchard Street,
L O N D O N ,

w

Messrs. MORTLOCK,
in order to correct a prevailing idea that they confine themselves exclusively to the production of China and Glass of the more elaborate
description, beg to state they have devoted considerable attention to the
introduction of Patterns of Artistic Merit, at prices which hitherto have
not been attempted.
Particular attention is called to the following:

The " Every Day " Dinner Service for 12 Persons,
„
,,
Breakfast
„
„
„
„
Dessert
„
„
Tea
.,
„

£4 15s.
£2 16s.
£3 15s.
£1 lOs.

Etruscan form Glass Serrice, complete, for 12 Persons, £6 16s. 6d.
Messrs. Morilock allow a liberal Discount to all who prefer to pay Cash.

The POTTERY GALLERIES, 203 & 204, Oxford Street.
30 and 31, Orchard Street, Portman Square.
LONDON, - w .

ESTABLISHED

1746.

I M P O R T A N T T O A L L.
As a means of keeping the system
clear, and thus takiag away the ground-,
work of Malarious Diseases and sUl Liver
Complaints,

END'S EliUIT SALT
is particularly valuable. No traveller
should leave home without a supply, for
by its use the most dangerous forms of
Fever, Gouty, Rheumatic, and other
Blood Poisons, very frequently causing
Apoplexy, Heart Disease, and sudden
death, etc., are prevented and cured. It
is, iu truth, a FAMIL-/ MEDiciifB CHESI

in the simplest, yei most potent form.
The i l l l j I T SALT acts as simply yet
just as powerfully on the animal systeip
us sunshine does on the vegetable world;
it has a natural action on the organs of
digest on, absorption, circulation, respiration, secretion, and excretion, and removes all impurities, thus preserving
a i d restoring health. Also, as a
UBFEESHING. COOLING. AND INVIGOEATING BEVEBAGB, USE

END'S FRUIT SALT
{Prepared Jrom So'und Bipe Fruit).
It is the best Preventative and Cure for
EiliousneBS,SickHeadache,Skiu Eruptions, Impure Blood, Pimples on the
Face,&iddiness, Feverishuess, Mental
Depression, Want of Appetite, Sourness of the Stomach, Constipation,
Vomiting, Thirst, otc., and to remove
the effects of Errors of Eating and
Drink; 'ig.
" 14, liiie df la Paix, Parit, Jan. 16, 1877.
" A gentlRniaii called iu yesterday; be is a const&.it sufferer from Chronic Dyspepsia, and has
laken all sorts of Mineral Waters. I recommentied bim to give your Salt a trial, which he did,
and received ^reat benefit; he says ne ntiver
knew what it was to be witbout pain until he
tried your Faic. and for ;he future shaVl never be
witiiwut it in the house.
M. BanjiL."
If He great value in keepinirihe body in health were
univeraall]/ Jcnoivn, no Family would be without it.

Price 23.9d. and 4s. Bd.
PI ! parerl nnly by J. C. ENO, Nevrcasrie-ou-Tyne. May be had through any ChemiBt, as
all WLolea&ie HcHisea keep ,l in ttock.
Messrs. tiXBSON & SON, Cherrists, of Hexham, writing for a further supply of the Fru.c
Salt, say:—" t'ince we introduced ,i our Fruit Salt in Hexham, a few months ago, we have sold
upwards of one thousand bottles, and it gives general satisfaction, as cu5t6mers who get it
almost always recom-.ne i it to their friends. We have had numerous insUmces of its efficacy
in the cure of Bilious Ileidti^hes, Indigestion, Stomach Complaiats, otc. It has a greater sale
than any other propriet." y medicine that we know of."
* ^ 140,000 persons evsry year die unnatural deaths. 280,000 are coijetantly suffering, from
actual diseases which may be preveited.

# 0 W TO PEEVENT THEFEOPAGATION OP IlfFEOTIOTIS DISEASES.
' f With each Bottle of Fruif, Salt is wrapped a large ILLCSTBATED Sheet, showing how to preveni, or stamp out Scarlet Fever and Typhoid, also mani- other DioOi ses. The information is
INVALITABLB.
11
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