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THE MOONSTONE

PROLOGUE

THE STORM NG OF SERI NGAPATAM (1799)

Extracted froma Fani |y Paper

| address these lines--written in India--to ny relatives in England.

My object is to explain the notive which has induced ne to refuse
the right hand of friendship to ny cousin, John Herncastle.

The reserve which | have hitherto maintained in this matter has been
m sinterpreted by nenbers of nmy fam |y whose good opinion | cannot
consent to forfeit. | request themto suspend their decision unti
they have read ny narrative. And | declare, on ny word of honour
that what | am now about to wite is, strictly and literally,

the truth.

The private difference between my cousin and nme took its rise
in a great public event in which we were both concerned--

the storm ng of Seringapatam under General Baird, on the 4th
of May, 1799.

In order that the circunstances may be clearly understood,

| nmust revert for a nonment to the period before the assault,

and to the stories current in our canp of the treasure in jewels
and gold stored up in the Pal ace of Seringapatam

One of the wildest of these stories related to a Yell ow Di anpond- -
a famous gemin 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 the Mon
Partly fromits peculiar colour, partly froma superstition which
represented it as feeling the influence of the deity whomit adorned,
and growing and |l essening in lustre with the waxi ng and wani ng

of the noon, 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 | have heard,

in anci ent Greece and Rone; not applying, however (as in India),

to a di anond devoted to the service of a god, but to a sem -transparent
stone of the inferior order of gens, supposed to be affected

by the lunar influences--the noon, in this |latter case al so,

gi ving the name by which the stone is still known to collectors in our
own time.

The adventures of the Yellow Di anond begin with the el eventh
century of the Christian era.

At that date, the Mohammedan conqueror, Mhmoud of Chizni, crossed India;
sei zed on the holy city of Sommauth; and stripped of its treasures the
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famous tenple, which had stood for centuries--the shrine of Hindoo
pi |l gri mage,
and the wonder of the Eastern world.

O all the deities worshipped in the tenple, the nobon-god al one escaped

the rapacity of the conquering Mohamredans. Preserved by three Brahn ns

the inviolate deity, bearing the Yellow Dianond in its forehead, was renoved
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 noon-god was set up
and wor shi pped. Here, on the night when the shrine was conpl eted,
Vi shnu the Preserver appeared to the three Brahnmins in a dream

The deity breathed the breath of his divinity on the Dianond 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, fromthat

time forth, by three priests in turn, night and day, to the end of the
generations of men. And the Brahm ns heard, and bowed before his wll.

The deity predicted certain disaster to the presunptuous nortal who laid
hands on the sacred gem and to all of his house and nane who received

it after him And the Brahm ns caused the prophecy to be witten 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 pricel ess Monstone,
ni ght and day. One age foll owed another until the first years

of the eighteenth Christian century saw the reign of Aurungzebe,
Enperor of the Moguls. At his commnd havoc and rapi ne were | et

| oose once nore anong the tenples of the worshi p of Brahmah

The shrine of the four-handed god was polluted by the slaughter

of sacred animals; the inmages of the deities were broken in pieces;

and the Moonstone was seized by an officer of rank in the arny

of Aurungzebe.

Powerl ess to recover their |ost treasure by open force,

the three guardian priests foll owed and watched it in disguise.

The generations succeeded each other; the warrior who had
committed the sacril ege perished m serably; the Monstone passed
(carrying its curse with it) fromone | am ess 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 of Vishnu the Preserver should
restore to themtheir sacred gem Tinme rolled on fromthe first

to the last years of the eighteenth Christian century. The Di anond
fell into the possession of Tippoo, Sultan of Seringapatam

who caused it to be placed as an ornament in the handl e of a dagger
and who conmanded it to be kept anpbng the choicest treasures

of his arnopury. Even then--in the palace of the Sultan hinself--
the three guardian priests still kept their watch in secret.

There were three officers of Tippoo's househol d,

strangers to the rest, who had won their naster's confidence

by conform ng, or appearing to conform to the Missul man faith;

and to those three men report pointed as the three priests

i n disguise
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So, as told in our canp, ran the fanciful story of the Monstone.
It made no serious inpression on any of us except ny cousin--
whose | ove of the marvellous induced himto believe it.

On the night before the assault on Seringapatam he was absurdly
angry with nme, and with others, for treating the whole thing

as a fable. A foolish wangle followed; and Herncastle's

unl ucky temper got the better of him He declared, in his
boastful way, that we should see the Dianond on his finger

if the English arny took Seringapatam The sally was sal uted

by a roar of |aughter, and there, as we all thought that night,
the thing ended.

Let me now take you on to the day of the assault. M cousin and

were separated at the outset. | never saw himwhen we forded the river;
when we planted the English flag in the first breach; when we crossed
the ditch beyond; and, fighting every inch of our way, entered the town.
It was only at dusk, when the place was ours, and after General Baird

hi rsel f had found the dead body of Ti ppoo under a heap of the slain,
that Herncastle and | net.

W were each attached to a party sent out by the general's orders
to prevent the plunder and confusion which followed our conquest.
The canp-followers comitted depl orabl e excesses; and, worse still,
the soldiers found their way, by a guarded door, into the treasury
of the Pal ace, and | oaded thenselves with gold and jewels.

It was in the court outside the treasury that ny cousin and | nmet,
to enforce the laws of discipline on our own soldiers. Herncastle's fiery
tenper had been, as | 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 performthe duty that had been
entrusted to him

There was riot and confusion enough in the treasury, but no
violence that | saw. The nmen (if | may use such an expression)
di sgraced t hensel ves good- hunmouredly. All sorts of rough

jests and catchwords were bandi ed about anobng them

and the story of the Dianpond turned up agai n unexpectedly,

in the formof a nischievous joke. "Who's got the Monstone?"
was the rallying cry which perpetually caused the plundering,
as soon as it was stopped in one place, to break out in another
While | was still vainly trying to establish order, | heard

a frightful yelling on the other side of the courtyard, and at
once ran towards the cries, in dread of finding some new outbreak
of the pillage in that direction.

| got to an open door, and saw the bodies of two |ndians
(by their dress, as | guessed, officers of the pal ace)
| ying across the entrance, dead.

A cry inside hurried ne into a room which appeared to serve as an arnoury.
A third Indian, nortally wounded, was sinking at the feet of a nman whose back
was towards nme. The man turned at the instant when | cane in, and | saw
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John Herncastle, with a torch in one hand, and a dagger dripping with blood
in the other. A stone, set like a pormel, in the end of the dagger's handle,
flashed in the torchlight, as he turned on ne, like a gleamof fire.

The dying Indian sank to his knees, pointed to the dagger in Herncastle's
hand, and said, in his native | anguage--"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 nen who had foll owed ne across

the courtyard crowmded in. M cousin rushed to neet them |ike a madman
"Clear the room" he shouted to nme, "and set a guard on the door!"

The nmen fell back as he threw himself on themwi th his torch and his dagger
| put two sentinels of my own conmpany, on whom |l could rely, to keep

the door. Through the remainder of the night, | saw no nore of
nmy cousin.
Early in the norning, the plunder still going on, General Baird announced

publicly by beat of drum that any thief detected in the fact, be he whom
he mi ght, should be hung. The provost-nmarshal was in attendance,

to prove that the General was in earnest; and in the throng that foll owed
t he proclamation, Herncastle and | net again.

He held out his hand, as usual, and said, "Good norning.
| waited before I gave himny hand in return.

"Tell me first," | said, "howthe Indian in the arnmoury nmet his death,
and what those | ast words meant, when he pointed to the dagger in your hand."

"The Indian nmet his death, as | suppose, by a nmortal wound,"
said Herncastle. "What his |ast words neant | know no nore than
you do."

I | ooked at himnarrowly. His frenzy of the previous day
had all calnmed down. | deternmined to give him another chance.

"I's that all you have to tell me?" | asked
He answered, "That is all."

| turned ny back on him and we have not spoken since.

IV

| beg it to be understood that what | wite here about ny cousin
(unl ess sone necessity should arise for making it public)

is for the information of the family only. Herncastle has said

not hing that can justify nme in speaking to our commandi ng of ficer
He has been taunted nore than once about the Di anond, by those who
recoll ect his angry outbreak before the assault; but, as may easily
be i magi ned, his own renmenbrance of the circunmstances under which
surprised himin the armoury has been enough to keep himsilent.

It is reported that he neans to exchange into another reginent,
avowedly for the purpose of separating hinmself from Me
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Whet her this be true or not, | cannot prevail upon nyself to becone
his accuser--and | think with good reason. If | nmade the matter public,
I have no evidence but noral evidence to bring forward.

I have not only no proof that he killed the two nen at the door

| cannot even declare that he killed the third nman inside--

for | cannot say that ny own eyes saw the deed conmitted.

It is true that | heard the dying Indian's words; but if those
words were pronounced to be the ravings of delirium how could
contradict the assertion fromny own know edge? Let our relatives,
on either side, formtheir own opinion on what | have witten,

and decide for thensel ves whether the aversion | now feel towards
this man is well or ill founded.

Al t hough | attach no sort of credit to the fantastic Indian |egend

of the gem | nust acknow edge, before |I conclude, that | aminfluenced
by a certain superstition of my owmn in this matter. It is ny conviction
or ny delusion, no matter which, that crinme brings its own fatality with it.
I am not only persuaded of Herncastle's guilt; I ameven fanciful enough
to believe that he will live to regret it, if he keeps the Di anond,

and that others will live to regret taking it fromhim if he gives the
Di anond away.

THE STORY
FI RST PERI OD

THE LOSS OF THE DI AMOND (1848)

The events rel ated by GABRI EL BETTEREDGE, house-steward
in the service of JULIA LADY VERI NDER

CHAPTER |

In the first part of ROBI NSON CRUSOE, at page one hundred and twenty-nine,
you will find it thus witten:

“"Now | saw, though too late, the Folly of beginning a Wrk before we
count the Cost, and before we judge rightly of our own Strength to go
through with it."

Only yesterday, | opened ny ROBI NSON CRUSOE at that place.

Only this morning (May twenty-first, Eighteen hundred and fifty),
came ny |lady's nephew, M. Franklin Blake, and held a short
conversation with me, as follows:--

"Betteredge," says M. Franklin, "I have been to the |awer's about sone
fam |y matters; and, anong other things, we have been tal king of the |oss
of the Indian Dianond, in my aunt's house in Yorkshire, two years since.

M. Bruff thinks as | think, that the whole story ought, in the interests
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of truth, to be placed on record in witing--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 lawer's side, | said | thought so too.
M. Franklin went on

“In this matter of the Dianond," he said, "the characters of innocent
peopl e have suffered under suspicion already--as you know.

The nmenories of innocent people may suffer, hereafter, for want

of a record of the facts to which those who cone after us can appeal
There can be no doubt that this strange famly story of ours ought

to be told. And I think, Betteredge, M. Bruff and | together have hit
on the right way of telling it."

Very satisfactory to both of them no doubt. But | failed to see
what | nyself had to do with it, so far

"We have certain events to relate,” M. Franklin proceeded;

"and we have certain persons concerned in those events who are

capable of relating them Starting fromthese plain facts, the idea
is that we should all wite the story of the Mwonstone in turn--

as far as our own personal experience extends, and no farther

We nust begin by showi ng how the Dianond first fell into the hands

of ny uncle Herncastle, when he was serving in India fifty years since.
This prefatory narrative | have already got by me in the formof an old
fam |y paper, which relates the necessary particulars on the authority
of an eye-witness. The next thing to do is to tell how the D anond
found its way into nmy aunt's house in Yorkshire, two years ago,

and how it came to be lost in little nore than twelve hours afterwards.
Nobody knows as nmuch as you do, Betteredge, about what went on in

the house at that tine. So you nust take the pen in hand, and start
the story."

In those terns | was infornmed of what ny personal concern was
with the matter of the Dianmond. |If you are curious to know
what course | took under the circunstances, | beg to inform
you that | did what you would probably have done in ny place.
| nodestly declared myself to be quite unequal to the task

i nposed upon ne--and | privately felt, all the tine,

that | was quite clever enough to performit, if I only gave
nmy own abilities a fair chance. M. Franklin, | imagine,

nmust have seen ny private sentinments in ny face. He declined
to believe in ny nodesty; and he insisted on giving ny abilities
a fair chance

Two hours have passed since M. Franklin left ne. As soon as his

back was turned, | went to my witing desk to start the story.

There | have sat helpless (in spite of ny abilities) ever since;

seei ng what Robi nson Crusoe saw, as quoted above--nanely, 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 renenber,
| opened the book by accident, at that bit, only the day before

rashly undertook the business now in hand; and, allow nme to ask--

if THAT isn't prophecy, what is?

I am not superstitious; | have read a heap of books in ny tine;
I ama scholar in my owm way. Though turned seventy, | possess
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an active nmenory, and legs to correspond. You are not to take it,
if you please, as the saying of an ignorant man, when | express
ny opinion that such a book as ROBI NSON CRUSCE never was witten,

and never will be witten again. | have tried that book for years--
generally in conbination with a pipe of tobacco--and | have found
it my friend in need in all the necessities of this nortal life.

When ny spirits are bad--ROBI NSON CRUSOE. Wien | want advice- -

ROBI NSON CRUSCE. | n past tinmes when nmy wife plagued ne;

in present tines when | have had a drop too nuch-- ROBI NSON CRUSOE

I have worn out six stout ROBINSON CRUSCES with hard work in ny service.

On ny lady's last birthday she gave nme a seventh. | took a drop too
much on the strength of it; and ROBI NSON CRUSCE put ne right again.
Price four shillings and sixpence, bound in blue, with a picture into

t he bargai n.

Still, this don't look nmuch |ike starting the story of the Di anond--does it?
| seemto be wandering off in search of Lord knows what, Lord knows where.
W will take a new sheet of paper, if you please, and begin over again,

with nmy best respects to you.

CHAPTER 1 |

| spoke of nmy lady a |line or two back. Now the Dianond coul d never have
been in our house, where it was lost, if it had not been nade a present
of to ny lady's daughter; and ny |lady's daughter woul d never have been

in existence to have the present, if it had not been for ny |ady who
(with pain and travail) produced her into the world. Consequently, if we
begin with ny lady, we are pretty sure of beginning far enough back

And that, let me tell you, when you have got such a job as m ne in hand,
is areal confort at starting.

If you know anything of the fashionable world, you have

heard tell of the three beautiful Mss Herncastles.

M ss Adel aide; Mss Caroline; and Mss Julia--this |ast being

t he youngest and the best of the three sisters, in nmy opinion
and | 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 Dianmond; he had the |ongest tongue and the shortest
tenmper of any man, high or low, | ever net with)--I say,

I went into the service of the old lord, as page-boy in waiting
on the three honourable young | adies, at the age of fifteen years.
There | lived till Mss Julia married the late Sir John Veri nder
An excel |l ent man, who only wanted sonebody to manage him

and, between ourselves, he found sonebody to do it;

and what is nore, he throve on it and grew fat on it,

and lived happy and died easy on it, dating fromthe day

when ny lady took himto church to be married, to the day

when she relieved himof his last breath, and closed his eyes
for ever.

| have omtted to state that | went with the bride to the
bri de's husband's house and | ands down here. "Sir John,"
she says, "l can't do without Gabriel Betteredge." "M/ |ady,"
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says Sir John, "I can't do without him either." That was
his way with her--and that was how | went into his service.

It was all one to me where | went, so long as ny mstress and
wer e together.

Seeing that nmy lady took an interest in the out-of-door work,

and the farnms, and such like, | took an interest in themtoo--
with all the nore reason that | was a small farmer's seventh

son nyself. M lady got nme put under the bailiff, and | did

nmy best, and gave satisfaction, and got pronotion accordingly.
Some years later, on the Monday as it m ght be,

nmy | ady says, "Sir John, your bailiff is a stupid old man.

Pension himliberally, and |l et Gabriel Betteredge have his place."
On the Tuesday as it mght be, Sir John says, "M | ady,

the bailiff is pensioned liberally; and Gabriel Betteredge has

got his place." You hear nore than enough of married people
living together miserably. Here is an exanple to the contrary.
Let it be a warning to sone of you, and an encouragenent to others.
In the nmeantine, | will go on with my story.

Well, there | was in clover, you will say. Placed in a position

of trust and honour, with a little cottage of nmy own to live in,
with nmy rounds on the estate to occupy nme in the norning,

and ny accounts in the afternoon, and ny pipe and nmy ROBI NSON CRUSOE
in the evening--what nore could |I possibly want to nake ne happy?
Renenmber what Adam wanted when he was alone in the Garden of Eden;
and if you don't blane it in Adam don't blame it in ne.

The woman | fixed ny eye on, was the woman who kept

house for me at ny cottage. Her name was Selina Goby.

| agree with the late WIIliam Cobbett about picking a w fe.

See that she chews her food well and sets her foot down

firmy on the ground when she wal ks, and you're all right.
Selina Goby was all right in both these respects, which was
one reason for marrying her. | had another reason, |ikew se,
entirely of my own discovering. Selina, being a single woman,
made nme pay so nuch a week for her board and services.

Selina, being my wife, couldn't charge for her board, and woul d
have to give ne her services for nothing. That was the point
of view | looked at it from Econony--with a dash of |ove.

| put it to nmy mistress, as in duty bound, just as | had put it
to myself.

"I have been turning Selina Goby over in ny mind," | said,
"and | think, nmy lady, it will be cheaper to marry her than
to keep her."

My | ady burst out |aughing, and said she didn't know

whi ch to be npost shocked at--nmny | anguage or my principles.

Sone joke tickled her, | suppose, of the sort that you can't
take unl ess you are a person of quality. Understandi ng nothing
nmysel f but that | was free to put it next to Selina,

I went and put it accordingly. And what did Selina say?

Lord! how little you nust know of wonen, if you ask that.

O course she said, Yes.

As ny tine drew nearer, and there got to be talk of my having
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a new coat for the cerenony, ny nmind began to m sgive ne.

| have conmpared notes with other nmen as to what they

felt while they were in ny interesting situation;

and they have all acknow edged that, about a week before

it happened, they privately wi shed thenselves out of it.

I went a trifle further than that nyself; | actually rose up

as it were, and tried to get out of it. Not for nothing!

| was too just a man to expect she would let nme off for nothing.
Conpensation to the wonman when the man gets out of it,

is one of the laws of England. In obedience to the |aws,

and after turning it over carefully in my mind, | offered Selina
Goby a feather-bed and fifty shillings to be off 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. | got the new coat as cheap
as | could, and | went through all the rest of it as cheap as | coul d.

W were not a happy couple, and not a m serable couple. W were six of one
and hal f-a-dozen of the other. How it was | don't understand, but we always
seenmed to be getting, with the best of notives, in one another's way.

VWhen | wanted to go up-stairs, there was my wife com ng down; or when ny wife
wanted to go down, there was | conming up. That is married life, according to
ny experience of it.

After five years of misunderstandings on the stairs, it pleased

an all-wise Providence to relieve us of each other by taking ny wife.

I was left with my little girl Penel ope, and with no other child.
Shortly afterwards Sir John died, and my |lady was left with her

little girl, Mss Rachel, and no other child. | have witten

to very poor purpose of my lady, if you require to be told that ny
little Penel ope was taken care of, under nmy good m stress's own eye,
and was sent to school and taught, and nmade a sharp girl, and pronoted,
when ol d enough, to be Mss Rachel's own nmaid.

As for nme, | went on with ny business as bailiff year after year up

to Christmas 1847, when there came a change in ny life. On that day,

my lady invited herself to a cup of tea alone with nme in ny cottage.

She remarked that, reckoning fromthe year when | started as page-boy in
the time of the old lord, I had been nore than fifty years in her service,
and she put into ny hands a beautiful waistcoat of wool that she had

wor ked herself, to keep ne warmin the bitter wi nter weather

| received this magnificent present quite at a loss to find words to thank
my mstress with for the honour she had done nme. To ny great astonishment,
it turned out, however, that the waistcoat was not an honour, but a bribe.
My | ady had discovered that | was getting old before | had discovered

it nmyself, and she had conme to my cottage to wheedle ne (if | may use

such an expression) into giving up ny hard out-of-door work as bailiff,

and taking ny ease for the rest of ny days as steward in the house. | nmde
as good a fight of it against the indignity of taking nmy ease as | could.
But my m stress knew the weak side of ne; she put it as a favour to herself.
The di spute between us ended, after that, in my w ping ny eyes,

like an old fool, with ny new wool | en wai stcoat, and saying | would think
about it.

The perturbation in nmy mind, in regard to thinking about it, being truly
dreadful after my |ady had gone away, | applied the renmedy which |
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have never yet found to fail me in cases of doubt and energency.
| snmoked a pipe and took a turn at ROBINSON CRUSCE. Before | had

occupi ed nyself with that extraordi nary book five mnutes, | cane
on a conforting bit (page one hundred and fifty-eight), as foll ows:
"To-day we | ove, what to-norrow we hate." | saw ny way clear directly.

To-day | was all for continuing to be farmbailiff; to-norrow, on
the authority of ROBINSON CRUSOE, | should be all the other way.
Take myself to-nmorrow while in to-nmorrow s hunmour, and the thing
was done. M nmind being relieved in this manner, | went to sleep
that night in the character of Lady Verinder's farmbailiff,

and | woke up the next nmorning in the character of Lady
Verinder's house-steward. All quite confortable, and all through
ROBI NSON CRUSOE

My daught er Penel ope has just | ooked over ny shoulder to see what |
have done so far. She remarks that it is beautifully witten,

and every word of it true. But she points out one objection.

She says what | have done so far isn't in the |east what | was

wanted to do. | am asked to tell the story of the Di anond and,
instead of that, | have been telling the story of nmy own self.
Curious, and quite beyond ne to account for. | wonder whether

the gentl emen who make a business and a living out of witing books,
ever find their own selves getting in the way of their subjects,
like me? |If they do, | can feel for them |In the neantine,

here is another false start, and nore waste of good writing-paper
What's to be done now? Nothing that | know of, except for you

to keep your tenper, and for ne to begin it all over again for the
third tinme.

CHAPTER 111

The question of how |l amto start the story properly | have

tried to settle in two ways. First, by scratching nmy head,

which led to nothing. Second, by consulting my daughter Penel ope,
which has resulted in an entirely new i dea.

Penel ope's notion is that | should set down what happened,

regul arly day by day, beginning with the day when we got the news

that M. Franklin Bl ake was expected on a visit to the house.

When you come to fix your nmenory with a date in this way, it is

wonder ful what your menory will pick up for you upon that conpul sion.
The only difficulty is to fetch out the dates, in the first place.
Thi s Penel ope offers to do for nme by |ooking into her own diary,

whi ch she was taught to keep when she was at school, and which she has
gone on keeping ever since. |In answer to an inmprovenent on this notion
devi sed by nyself, nanely, that she should tell the story instead

of me, out of her own diary, Penelope observes, with a fierce

| ook 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 | inquire what this neans, Penel ope says, "Fiddlesticks!"

| say, Sweethearts.

Begi nni ng, then, on Penelope's plan, | beg to nmention that |
was specially called one Wednesday norning into ny |ady's
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own sitting-room the date being the twenty-fourth of My,
Ei ght een hundred and forty-eight.

"Gabriel," says ny lady, "here is news that will surprise you.
Franklin Bl ake has cone back from abroad. He has been staying
with his father in London, and he is coming to us to-norrow
to stop till next nonth, and keep Rachel's birthday."

If | had had a hat in my hand, nothing but respect would have prevented ne
fromthrowing that hat up to the ceiling. | had not seen M. Franklin since
he was a boy, living along with us in this house. He was, out of all sight
(as | renmenber him, the nicest boy that ever spun a top or broke a w ndow.

M ss Rachel, who was present, and to whom | made that remark, observed,

in return, that SHE renmenbered himas the nost 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 | ache with fatigue," was the way M ss Rachel summed it up, "when | think
of Franklin Bl ake."

Hearing what | now tell you, you will naturally ask how it

was that M. Franklin should have passed all the years,
fromthe tinme when he was a boy to the time when he was a man
out of his own country. | 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 t he thing happened:

My lady's el dest sister married the cel ebrated M. Bl ake--
equal ly famous for his great riches, and his great suit at |aw.
How many years he went on worrying the tribunals of his

country to turn out the Duke in possession, and to put hinself

in the Duke's place--how many | awer's purses he filled

to bursting, and how many ot herwi se harm ess people he set

by the ears together disputing whether he was right or wong--

is nmore by a great deal than | can reckon up. His wife died,

and two of his three children died, before the tribunals could nmake
up their mnds to show himthe door and take no nore of his noney.
VWhen it was all over, and the Duke in possession was |eft

i n possession, M. 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 | trust my native institutions," was the formin which
he put it, "after the way in which my native institutions have
behaved to ME?" Add to this, that M. Blake disliked all boys,
his own included, and you will admit that it could only end

in one way. Master Franklin was taken fromus in England,

and was sent to institutions which his father COULD trust,

in that superior country, CGermany; M. Bl ake hinself,

you will observe, remmining snug in England, to inprove his

fell ow-countrynen in the Parlianent House, and to publish

a statenent on the subject of the Duke in possession

whi ch has remai ned an unfinished statenent fromthat day

to this.

There! thank God, that's told! Neither you nor | need trouble our
heads any nmore about M. Bl ake, senior. Leave himto the Dukedom
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and let you and | stick to the Di anond.

The Di anond takes us back to M. Franklin, who was the innocent neans
of bringing that unlucky jewel into the house.

Qur nice boy didn't forget us after he went abroad. He wote every
now and then; sonetinmes to nmy |ady, sonetines to Mss Rachel

and sonetinmes to me. W had had a transaction together

before he left, which consisted in his borrowing of me a bal

of string, a four-bladed knife, and seven-and-si xpence in noney--
the col our of which [ast | have not seen, and never expect to
see again. His letters to ne chiefly related to borrow ng nore
| heard, however, frommy |ady, how he got on abroad, as he grew
in years and stature. After he had |earnt what the institutions
of Germany could teach him he gave the French a turn next,

and the Italians a turn after that. They nmade hi m anobng them

a sort of universal genius, as well as | could understand it.

He wote a little; he painted a little; he sang and pl ayed and
conposed a little--borrowing, as | suspect, in all these cases,
just as he had borrowed fromme. Hs nother's fortune

(seven hundred a year) fell to himwhen he cane of age,

and ran through him as it mght be through a sieve.

The nore noney he had, the nore he wanted; there was a hole

in M. Franklin's pocket that nothing would sew up

Wherever he went, the lively, easy way of himnade hi mwel cone.
He lived here, there, and everywhere; his address (as he used

to put it hinself) being "Post Ofice, Europe--to be left till
called for." Twice over, he made up his mnd to cone back

to Engl and and see us; and twi ce over (saving your presence),
some unmenti onabl e woman stood in the way and stopped him

H's third attenpt succeeded, as you know al ready from

what ny lady told me. On Thursday the twenty-fifth of My,

we were to see for the first tinme what our nice boy had grown

to be as a man. He cane of good bl ood; he had a hi gh courage;
and he was five-and-twenty years of age, by our reckoning.

Now you know as rmuch of M. Franklin Blake as | did--

before M. Franklin Bl ake came down to our house.

The Thursday was as fine a sumer's day as ever you saw.
and ny lady and M ss Rachel (not expecting M. Franklin
till dinner-tine) drove out to lunch with some friends in
t he nei ghbour hood.

When they were gone, | went and had a | ook at the bedroom which

had been got ready for our guest, and saw that all was straight.
Then, being butler in ny lady's establishment, as well as steward

(at my own particular request, nmnd, and because it vexed ne

to see anybody but nyself in possession of the key of the late

Sir John's cellar)--then, | say, | fetched up sone of our fanous
Latour claret, and set it in the warm sumer air to take off the chil
before dinner. Concluding to set nyself in the warm sumrer air next--
seeing that what is good for old claret is equally good for old age--
| took up ny beehive chair to go out into the back court, when I

was stopped by hearing a sound |ike the soft beating of a drum

on the terrace in front of ny lady's residence.
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Going round to the terrace, | found three mahogany-col oured Indi ans,
in white linen frocks and trousers, |ooking up at the house.

The Indians, as | saw on looking closer, had small hand-drunms slung in front
of them Behind themstood a little delicate-looking light-haired English
boy carrying a bag. | 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 exhibited, | nust own,

t he nost el egant manners, presently informed ne that ny judgment was right.
He requested permission to show his tricks in the presence of the |ady of

t he house.

Now | am not a sour old man. | amgenerally all for anmusenent,
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 ny weakness,

when | know a fami |y plate-basket to be out on a pantry-table,
is to be instantly reninded of that basket by the sight

of a strolling stranger whose manners are superior to my own.

| accordingly inforned the Indian that the | ady of the house
was out; and | warned himand his party off the prem ses.

He made me a beautiful bow in return; and he and his party went
off the premses. On ny side, | returned to ny beehive chair
and set nyself down on the sunny side of the court, and fel

(if the truth nmust be owned), not exactly into a sleep, but into
the next best thing to it.

I was roused up by ny daughter Penel ope running out at mne

as if the house was on fire. Wat do you think she wanted?

She wanted to have the three Indian jugglers instantly taken up
for this reason, nanely, that they knew who was com ng from
London to visit us, and that they neant sone mischief to

M. Franklin Bl ake.

M. Franklin's nane roused nme. | opened ny eyes, and nmade ny girl
expl ai n hersel f.

It appeared that Penel ope had just come from our |odge, where she
had been having a gossip with the | odge-keeper's daughter

The two girls had seen the Indians pass out, after | 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 | could discover, except that he was

pretty and delicate-looking--the two girls had stolen al ong
the inner side of the hedge between us and the road, and had
wat ched t he proceedi ngs of the foreigners on the outer side.
Those proceedings resulted in the performance of the follow ng
extraordinary tricks.

They first | ooked up the road, and down the road, and nade
sure that they were alone. Then they all three faced about,
and stared hard in the direction of our house. Then they

j abbered and disputed in their own | anguage, and | ooked at
each other like men in doubt. Then they all turned to their
little English boy, as if they expected HHMto help them

And then the chief Indian, who spoke English, said to the boy,
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"Hol d out your hand."

On hearing those dreadful words, mnmy daughter Penel ope said she didn't
know what prevented her heart from flying strai ght out of her

| thought privately that it m ght have been her stays.

Al | said, however, was, "You nake nmy flesh creep." (NOTA BENE
Wonen |ike these little conplinents.)

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 Indi an, thereupon, asked him (not at all unkindly), whether

he would like to be sent back to London, and | eft where they

had found him sleeping in an enpty basket in a market--

a hungry, ragged, and forsaken little boy. This, it seens,

ended the difficulty. The little chap unwillingly held out his hand.
Upon that, the Indian took a bottle fromhis bosom and poured out

of it some black stuff, like ink, into the pal mof the boy's hand.
The Indian--first touching the boy's head, and naki ng signs over
it inthe air--then said, "Look." The boy becane quite stiff,

and stood like a statue, looking into the ink in the holl ow of
hi s hand.

(So far, it seemed to ne to be juggling, acconpanied by a foolish
waste of ink. | was beginning to feel sleepy again, when Penel ope's
next words stirred ne up.)

The Indi ans | ooked up the road and down the road once nore--
and then the chief Indian said these words to the boy;
"See the English gentleman fromforeign parts.”

The boy said, "I see him"

The Indian said, "lIs 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 |ndian put
a second question--after waiting a little first. He said:
"Has the English gentleman got It about hin®"

The boy answered--also, after waiting a little first--"Yes."

The Indian put a third and | ast question: "WII the English gentleman
come here, as he has prom sed to conme, at the close of day?"

The boy said, "I can't tell."
The 1 ndi an asked why.

The boy said, "I amtired. The mist rises in ny head, and puzzles ne.
| can see no nore to-day."

Wth that the catechismended. The chief Indian said sonething in his
own | anguage to the other two, pointing to the boy, and pointing towards
the town, in which (as we afterwards di scovered) they were | odged.

He then, after nmaking nore signs on the boy's head, blew on his forehead,
and so woke himup with a start. After that, they all went on their way
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towards the town, and the girls saw them no nore.

Most things they say have a noral, if you only look for it.
VWhat was the nmoral of this?

The noral was, as | thought: First, that the chief juggler had heard

M. Franklin's arrival tal ked of anbng the servants out-of-doors, and saw
his way to naking a little noney by it. Second, that he and his nen and boy
(with a viewto making the said noney) nmeant to hang about till they saw ny

| ady drive hone, and then to come back, and foretell M. Franklin's arriva
by magic. Third, that Penel ope had heard them rehearsing their hocus-pocus,
i ke actors rehearsing a play. Fourth, that | should do well to have an eye,
t hat evening, on the plate-basket. Fifth, that Penel ope would do well to

cool down, and | eave ne, her father, to doze off again in the sun

That appeared to nme to be the sensible view [|If you know anything of the
ways

of young wonen, you won't be surprised to hear that Penel ope woul dn't

take it. The noral of the thing was serious, according to my daughter

She particularly rem nded me of the Indian's third question, Has the English
gentl eman got It about hin? "Oh, father!" says Penel ope, clasping her hands,
"don't joke about this. Wat does 'It' nean?"

"We'll ask M. Franklin, nmy dear," | said, "if you can wait till

M. Franklin cones. | winked to show | neant that in joke.

Penel ope took it quite seriously. M girl's earnestness tickled ne.
"What on earth should M. Franklin know about it?" | inquired.

"Ask him" says Penel ope. "And see whether HE thinks it

a laughing matter, too."™ Wth that parting shot, my daughter

left nme.

| settled it with nmyself, when she was gone, that | really

woul d ask M. Franklin--mainly to set Penelope's mnd at rest.
What was said between us, when | did ask him l|ater on that same day,
you will find set out fully in its proper place. But as |

don't wish to raise your expectations and then di sappoint them

I will take | eave 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 ny great surprise, M. Franklin
i ke Penel ope, took the thing seriously. How seriously,

you wi Il understand, when | tell you that, in his opinion,

“I't" meant the Mbonstone.

CHAPTER | V

I amtruly sorry to detain you over ne and ny beehive chair

A sleepy old man, in a sunny back yard, is not an interesting object,
| amwell aware. But things nust be put down in their places,

as things actually happened--and you nust please to jog on a little
while longer with me, in expectation of M. Franklin Blake's arriva
later in the day.

Before | had tine to doze off again, after ny daughter Penel ope
had left nme, | was disturbed by a rattling of plates and di shes
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in the servants' hall, which meant that dinner was ready.

Taking my own neals in my own sitting-room | had nothing to do
with the servants' dinner, except to wish thema good stonmach to it
all round, previous to conposing nyself once nore in ny chair

I was just stretching my | egs, when out bounced another wonan on ne.
Not my daughter again; only Nancy, the kitchen-maid, this tine.

I was straight in her way out; and | observed, as she asked

me to let her by, that she had a sul ky face--a thing which

as head of the servants, | never allow, on principle, to pass ne

wi t hout inquiry.

"What are you turning your back on your dinner for?" | asked.
"What ' s wrong now, Nancy?"

Nancy tried to push by, w thout answering; upon which | rose up
and took her by the ear. She is a nice plunp young | ass,

and it is customary with nme to adopt that manner of show ng
that | personally approve of a girl.

"What's wong now?" | said once nore.

"Rosanna's | ate again for dinner," says Nancy. "And I'msent to fetch
her in. Al the hard work falls on ny shoulders in this house.
Let me alone, M. Betteredge!"

The person here nentioned as Rosanna was our second housensi d.
Having a kind of pity for our second housemai d (why, you shal
presently know), and seeing in Nancy's face, that she would fetch
her fellowservant in with nmore hard words than mi ght be needfu
under the circunstances, it struck nme that | had nothing particul ar
to do, and that I mght as well fetch Rosanna nyself; giving her

a hint to be punctual in future, which | knew she would take kindly
from ME

"Where i s Rosanna?" | inquired.

"At the sands, of course!" says Nancy, with a toss of her head.
"She had another of her fainting fits this norning, and she asked

to go out and get a breath of fresh air. | have no patience

with her!”

"Go back to your dinner, my girl," | said. "I have patience with her
and I'Il fetch her in."

Nancy (who has a fine appetite) |ooked pleased. When she | ooks pl eased,
she | ooks nice. Wen she |ooks nice, | chuck her under the chin
It isn't imorality--it's only habit.

Well, | took ny stick, and set off for the sands.

No! it won't do to set off yet. | amsorry again to detain you;

but you really nust hear the story of the sands, and the story of Rosanna--
for this reason, that the matter of the Di anond touches them both nearly.
How hard | try to get on with ny statenent wi thout stopping by the way,

and how badly | succeed! But, there!--Persons and Things do turn up

so vexatiously in this life, and will in a manner insist on being noticed.
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Let us take it easy, and let us take it short; we shall be in the thick

t he
mystery soon, | prom se you!

Rosanna (to put the Person before the Thing, which is but
common politeness) was the only new servant in our house.

About four nmonths before the tine | amwiting of,

nmy | ady had been in London, and had gone over a Refornmatory,

i ntended to save forlorn women fromdrifting back into bad ways,
after they had got released fromprison. The matron, seeing ny
| ady took an interest in the place, pointed out a girl to her
naned Rosanna Spearman, and told her a nost mserable story,
which | haven't the heart to repeat here; for I don't |ike

to be made wetched w thout any use, and no nore do you.

The upshot of it was, that Rosanna Spearman had been a thief,
and not being of the sort that get up Conpanies in the City,
and rob fromthousands, instead of only robbing fromone

the law l aid 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 Spearnman shal

have her chance, in ny service." In a week afterwards,

Rosanna Spearnman entered this establishnment as our second
housenai d.

Not a soul was told the girl's story, excepting Mss Rachel and ne.
My | ady, doing ne the honour to consult me about nost things,

consul ted nme about Rosanna. Having fallen a good deal latterly into
the late Sir John's way of always agreeing with nmy lady, | 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 fromny |ady, in private,
to encourage her. In return, she showed herself, | am bound

to say, well worthy of the kind treatnent bestowed upon her.
Though far from strong, and troubled occasionally with those
fainting-fits already nentioned, she went about her work
nodest |y and unconpl ai ningly, doing it carefully, and doing

it well. But, sonehow, she failed to nake friends anong

the other wonen servants, excepting my daughter Penel ope,

who was al ways kind to Rosanna, though never intinmate

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 additiona

m sfortune of having one shoul der bigger than the other.

What the servants chiefly resented, | think, was her silent
tongue and her solitary ways. She read or worked in |eisure
hours when the rest gossiped. And when it came to her turn

to go out, nine tinmes out of ten she quietly put on her bonnet,
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and had her turn by herself. She never quarrell ed,

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 sonething that wasn't |ike a housenmnid, and that WAS

like a | ady, about her. It m ght have been in her voice,

or it mght have been in her face. Al | can say is,

that the other wonen pounced on it like lightning the first
day she canme into the house, and said (which was npbst unjust)
t hat Rosanna Spearnan gave herself airs.

Havi ng now told the story of Rosanna, | have only to notice one of the many
queer ways of this strange girl to get on next to the story of the sands.

Qur 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 | acknow edge to be a horrid walk. It |leads, for a quarter
of a mle, through a nelancholy plantation of firs, and brings you
out between low cliffs on the loneliest and ugliest little bay on al
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 themin the water
One is called the North Spit, and one the South. Between the two,

shi fting backwards and forwards at certain seasons of the year

lies the nost horrible quicksand on the shores of Yorkshire.

At the turn of the tide, sonething goes on in the unknown deeps bel ow,
whi ch sets the whole face of the quicksand shivering and trenbling

in a manner nost renmarkable to see, and which has given to it,

anong the people in our parts, the nanme of the Shivering Sand.

A great bank, half a mle out, nigh the nouth of the bay,

breaks the force of the main ocean coming in fromthe offing.

W nter and sumrer, when the tide flows over the quicksand,

the sea seens to | eave the waves behind it on the bank, and rolls

its waters in snoothly with a heave, and covers the sand in silence.

A lonesone and a horrid retreat, | can tell you! No boat ever
ventures into this bay. No children fromour fishing-village, called
Cobb's Hole, ever cone here to play. The very birds of the air

as it seens to ne, give the Shivering Sand a wi de berth.

That a young woman, with dozens of nice wal ks to choose from

and conpany to go with her, if she only said "Cone!" should prefer
this place, and should sit and work or read in it, all alone,

when it's her turn out, | grant you, passes belief. [It's true,
neverthel ess, account for it as you may, that this was Rosanna Spearnman's
favourite wal k, except when she went once or twice to Cobb's Hol e,

to see the only friend she had in our neighbourhood, of whom nore 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.

| saw no sign of the girl in the plantation. Wwen | 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
al ways wore to hide her deformed shoul der as nmuch as night be--
there she was, all al one, |ooking out on the quicksand and

t he sea.
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She started when | came up with her, and turned her head away from ne.
Not | ooking me in the face being another of the proceedi ngs, which

as head of the servants, | never allow, on principle, to pass

Wit hout inquiry--I turned her round ny way, and saw that she was crying.
My bandanna handkerchi ef --one of six beauties given to ne by ny |ady--
was handy in my pocket. | took it out, and | said to Rosanna,

"Cone and sit down, ny dear, on the slope of the beach along with ne.
['"I'l dry your eyes for you first, and then I'I|l nake so bold as to ask

what you have been crying about."”

VWhen you cone to my age, you will find sitting down on the slope of a beach
a much | onger job than you think it now By the time | was settled,
Rosanna had dried her own eyes with a very inferior handkerchief to m ne--
cheap canbric. She |ooked very quiet, and very wetched; but she sat

down by nme like a good girl, when | told her. Wen you want to confort

a worman by the shortest way, take her on your knee. | thought of this
golden rule. But there! Rosanna wasn't Nancy, and that's the truth

of it!

"Now, tell nme, ny dear," | said, "what are you crying about?"

"About the years that are gone, M. Betteredge," says Rosanna quietly.
"My past life still cones back to ne sonetines."”

"Cone, cone, ny girl, | said, "your past life is all sponged out.
Why can't you forget it?"

She took ne by one of the | appets of ny coat. | ama slovenly old man,

and a good deal of my neat and drink gets splashed about on ny cl ot hes.
Soneti mes one of the wonen, and sonetines another, cleans ne of ny grease.
The day before, Rosanna had taken out a spot for me on the |appet of ny coat,
with a new conposition, warranted to renmove 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.

"The stain is taken off,"
the place shows!"

she said. "But the place shows, M. Betteredge--

A remark which takes a man unawares by means of his own coat

is not an easy remark to answer. Sonething in the girl

hersel f, too, nmade ne particularly sorry for her just then

She had nice brown eyes, plain as she was in other ways--

and she |l ooked at ne with a sort of respect for ny happy old age
and ny good character, as things for ever out of her own reach
whi ch nmade ny heart heavy for our second housenmid. Not feeling
nysel f able to confort her, there was only one other thing to do.
That thing was--to take her in to dinner.

"Help me up," | said. "You're late for dinner, Rosanna--and
have cone to fetch you in."

"You, M. Betteredge!" says she.

"They told Nancy to fetch you," | said. "But thought you
m ght |ike your scolding better, ny dear, if it came fromme."
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Instead of hel ping ne up, the poor thing stole her hand into nine, and gave
it

alittle squeeze. She tried hard to keep fromcrying again, and succeeded- -
for which | respected her. "You're very kind, M. Betteredge," she said.

"I don't want any dinner to-day--let me bide a little |longer here.”

"What nmekes you like to be here?" | asked. "Wat is it that brings
you everlastingly to this mserable place?"

"Something draws ne to it," says the girl, making images with her finger

in the sand. "I try to keep away fromit, and | can't. Sonetines,"”
says she in a low voice, as if she was frightened at her own fancy,
"sonmetines, M. Betteredge, | think that ny grave is waiting for me here."

"There's roast nmutton and suet-pudding waiting for you!"

says |I. "Go in to dinner directly. This is what cones,
Rosanna, of thinking on an enpty stomach!" | spoke severely,
being naturally indignant (at ny time of life) to hear a young
woman of five-and-twenty tal king about her latter end!

She didn't seemto hear me: she put her hand on ny shoul der
and kept ne where | was, sitting by her side.

"I think the place has laid a spell on nme," she said.

"I dreamof it night after night; | think of it when I sit
stitching at my work. You know | amgrateful, M. Betteredge--
you know | try to deserve your kindness, and ny |ady's confidence
in me. But | wonder sonetinmes whether the life here is too

qui et and too good for such a woman as | am after all | have
gone through, M. Betteredge--after all | have gone through

It's nore lonely to me to be anpbng the other servants,

knowi ng | am not what they are, than it is to he here.

My | ady doesn't know, the matron at the reformatory doesn't know,
what a dreadful reproach honest people are in thensel ves

to a woman like ne. Don't scold ne, there's a dear good man.

I do ny work, don't 1? Please not to tell my lady | am di scontented--
| amnot. M mnd s unquiet, sonetines, that's all."

She snatched her hand off my shoul der, and suddenly pointed

down to the quicksand. "Look!" she said "lIsn't it wonderful ?
isn't it terrible? | have seen it dozens of tines,

and it's always as newto ne as if | had never seen

it before!"

| | ooked where she pointed. The tide was on the turn, and the horrid
sand began to shiver. The broad brown face of it heaved slowy,

and then dinpled and quivered all over. "Do you know what it |ooks
like to ME?" says Rosanna, catching ne by the shoul der again

"It looks as if it had hundreds of suffocating people under it--

all struggling to get to the surface, and all sinking | ower and

| ower in the dreadful deeps! Throw a stone in, M. Betteredge!

Throw a stone in, and let's see the sand suck it down!"

Her e was unwhol esonme tal k! Here was an enpty stomach
feeding on an unquiet mnd! M answer--a pretty sharp one,
in the poor girl's own interests, | prom se you!--was at

ny tongue's end, when it was snapped short off on a sudden
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by a voice anong the sand-hills shouting for me by nmy nane.
"Betteredge!" cries the voice, "where are you?" " Here!"

| shouted out in return, without a notion in ny mnd of who it was.
Rosanna started to her feet, and stood | ooking towards the voice.

I was just thinking of getting on ny own | egs next, when | was

st aggered by a sudden change in the girl's face.

Her conpl exion turned of a beautiful red, which | had never seen in it
bef or e;

she brightened all over with a kind of speechless and breathl ess surprise.
"Who is it?" | asked. Rosanna gave ne back ny own question

"Ch! who is it?" she said softly, nore to herself than to ne.

I twisted round on the sand and | ooked behind nme. There, coning out

on us fromanong the hills, was a bright-eyed young gentl eman

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 m ght

have set the Shivering Sand itself smling at himin return. Before
could get on ny |egs, he plunped down on the sand by the side of ne,

put his armround ny neck, foreign fashion, and gave me a hug that fairly
squeezed the breath out of ny body. "Dear old Betteredge!" says he.

"I owe you seven-and-si xpence. Now do you know who | anf"

Lord bl ess us and save us! Here--four good hours before we expected him-
was M. Franklin Bl ake!

Before | could say a word, | saw M. Franklin, a little
surprised to all appearance, |look up fromnme to Rosanna
Foll owing his lead, | |looked at the girl too. She was

bl ushing of a deeper red than ever, seem ngly at having caught

M. Franklin's eye; and she turned and | eft us suddenly,

in a confusion quite unaccountable to nmy m nd, wthout either
maki ng her curtsey to the gentleman or saying a word to ne.

Very unlike her usual self: a civiller and better-behaved servant,
in general, you never nmet with.

"That's an odd girl," says M. Franklin. "I wonder what she sees
in me to surprise her?"

"l suppose, sir," | answered, drolling on our young gentleman's
Conti nental education, "it's the varnish fromforeign parts.”

| set down here M. Franklin's carel ess question, and ny foolish answer,

as a consol ati on and encouragenent to all stupid people--it being,

as | have remarked, a great satisfaction to our inferior fellowcreatures
to find that their betters are, on occasions, no brighter than they are.

Nei ther M. Franklin, with his wonderful foreign training, nor |

with nmy age, experience, and natural nother-wit, had the ghost of an idea
of what Rosanna Spearman's unaccount abl e behavi our really neant.

She was out of our thoughts, poor soul, before we had seen the last flutter
of her little grey cloak anong the sand-hills. And what of that? you wll
ask,

natural ly enough. Read on, good friend, as patiently as you can, and perhaps
you will be as sorry for Rosanna Spearman as | was, when | found out

the truth.
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CHAPTER V

The first thing | did, after we were | eft together alone,
was to make a third attenpt to get up fromny seat on the sand.
M. Franklin stopped ne.

"There is one advantage about this horrid place," he said,;
"we have got it all to ourselves. Stay where you are, Betteredge;
| have sonmething to say to you."

VWil e he was speaking, | was |ooking at him and trying to see sonething
of the boy I remenbered, in the man before ne. The man put nme out.
Look as | might, | could see no nore of his boy's rosy cheeks than

of his boy's trimlittle jacket. His conplexion had got pale:

his face, at the |ower part was covered, to ny great surprise

and di sappointrment, with a curly brown beard and nustachi os.

He had a lively touch-and-go way with him very pleasant and engagi ng,
| admit; but nothing to conpare with his free-and-easy manners

of other tinmes. To make matters worse, he had promi sed to be tall
and had not kept his promise. He was neat, and slim and well nade;
but he wasn't by an inch or two up to the nmiddle height. 1In short,
he baffled ne altogether. The years that had passed had | eft nothing
of his old self, except the bright, straightforward |Iook in his eyes.
There | found our nice boy again, and there | concluded to stop in

nmy investigation.

"Wel come back to the old place, M. Franklin," | said.
"All the nore welcome, sir, that you have come sone hours
before we expected you."

"I have a reason for comi ng before you expected ne," answered M. Franklin.
"I suspect, Betteredge, that | have been foll owed and watched in London

for the last three or four days; and | have travelled by the norning instead
of the afternoon train, because | wanted to give a certain dark-I ooking
stranger the slip."

Those words did nore than surprise ne. They brought back to nmy nmind,
in a flash, the three jugglers, and Penel ope's notion that they meant
some mschief to M. Franklin Bl ake.

"Who's wat ching you, sir,--and why?" | inquired.

"Tell me about the three Indians you have had at the house to-day,"
says M. Franklin, without noticing nmy question. "It's just possible,
Betteredge, that ny stranger and your three jugglers may turn out to be
pi eces of the same puzzle.”

"How do you cone to know about the jugglers, sir?" | asked,
putting one question on the top of another, which was bad nmanners,
| owmn. But you don't expect nuch from poor hunman nature--

so don't expect nuch from ne.

"I saw Penel ope at the house," says M. Franklin; "and Penel ope told ne.
Your daughter promi sed to be a pretty girl, Betteredge, and she has

kept her promise. Penelope has got a snmall ear and a small foot.

Did the late Ms. Betteredge possess those inestimbl e advantages?”
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"The late Ms. Betteredge possessed a good many defects, sir,"
says |I. "One of them (if you will pardon nmy mentioning it)

was never keeping to the matter in hand. She was nore like a fly
than a woman: she couldn't settle on anything."

"She would just have suited ne," says M. Franklin. "l never settle

on anything either. Betteredge, your edge is better than ever.

Your daughter said as nmuch, when | asked for particul ars about the jugglers.
"Father will tell you, sir. He's a wonderful man for his age; and he
expresses hinmself beautifully." Penelope's own words--Dblushing divinely.
Not even ny respect for you prevented me from-never nmind; | knew her

when she was a child, and she's none the worse for it. Let's be serious.
What did the jugglers do?"

I was sonething dissatisfied with nmy daughter--not for letting
M. Franklin kiss her; M. Franklin was wel come to THAT--

but for forcing me to tell her foolish story at second hand.
However, there was no help for it now but to nmention

the circunstances. M. Franklin's nerrinent all died away as |
went on. He sat knitting his eyebrows, and tw sting his beard.
When | had done, he repeated after me two of the questions which
the chief juggler had put to the boy--seeningly for the purpose
of fixing themwell in his mnd.

""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 hin?'
| suspect," says M. Franklin, pulling alittle seal ed paper parce

out of his pocket, "that 'It' neans THIS. And 'this,"' Betteredge,

means my uncl e Herncastle's fanmous Di anond. "

"Good Lord, sir!"™ | broke out, "how do you cone to be in charge
of the wi cked Col onel's Di anond?"

"The wicked Colonel's will has left his Dianond as a birthday
present to ny cousin Rachel," says M. Franklin. "And ny father
as the wicked Col onel's executor, has given it in charge to ne
to bring down here."

If the sea, then oozing in snmoothly over the Shivering Sand,
had been changed into dry |and before ny own eyes, | doubt if |
coul d have been nore surprised than I was when M. Franklin
spoke those words.

"The Colonel's Dianond |left to Mss Rachel!" says |. "And
your father, sir, the Colonel's executor! Wy, | would
have laid any bet you like, M. Franklin, that your father
woul dn"t have touched the Colonel with a pair of tongs!”

"Strong | anguage, Betteredge! \What was there against the Col onel

He bel onged to your time, not to mine. Tell me what you know about him
and |I'Il tell you how ny father cane to be his executor, and nore besides.
I have made sone di scoveries in London about my uncle Herncastle

and his Di anond, which have rather an ugly look to ny eyes; and | want

you to confirmthem You called himthe 'w cked Col onel' just now.

Search your nmenory, ny old friend, and tell me why."
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| saw he was in earnest, and | told him

Here follows the substance of what | said, witten 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
| hope you won't take this freedomon ny part amiss; it's only a way

I have of appealing to the gentle reader. Lord! haven't | seen you
with the greatest authors in your hands, and don't | know how ready
your attention is to wander when it's a book that asks for it,

i nstead of a person?

| spoke, a little way back, of ny lady's father, the old lord with

the short tenper and the long tongue. He had five children in all

Two sons to begin with; then, after a long tine, his w fe broke out
breedi ng again, and the three young | adies came briskly one after

the other, as fast as the nature of things would permt; my m stress,

as before nentioned, being the youngest and best of the three.

O the two sons, the eldest, Arthur, inherited the title and estates.

The second, the Honourable John, got a fine fortune left himby a relative,
and went into the arny.

It's an ill bird, they say, that fouls its own nest.

I ook on the noble fam |y of the Herncastles as being ny nest;
and | shall take it as a favour if | amnot expected to enter
into particulars on the subject of the Honourable John

He was, | honestly believe, one of the greatest blackguards that
ever lived. | can hardly say nore or less for himthan that.

He went into the arny, beginning in the Guards. He had to | eave
the Guards before he was two-and-twenty--never mnd why.

They are very strict in the army, and they were too strict for

t he Honourabl e 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 himhis due), he was a

m xture of bull-dog and ganme-cock, with a dash of the savage.

He was at the taking of Seringapatam Soon afterwards

he changed into another reginent, and, in course of tine,
changed into a third. 1In the third he got his |last step

as |ieutenant-colonel, and, getting that, got also a sunstroke,
and canme home to Engl and.

He cane back with a character that closed the doors of all his fanly
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 nore than one slur on the Col one

t hat nmade people shy of him but the blot of the Dianond is all | need
mention here.

It was said he had got possession of his Indian jewe

by means which, bold as he was, he didn't dare acknow edge.

He never attenpted to sell it--not being in need of noney,

and not (to give himhis due again) maki ng noney an object.

He never gave it away; he never even showed it to any living soul
Sone said he was afraid of its getting himinto a difficulty with
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the mlitary authorities; others (very ignorant indeed of the rea
nature of the man) said he was afraid, if he showed it, of its
costing himhis life.

There was perhaps a grain of truth mxed up with this |last report.
It was false to say that he was afraid; but it was a fact

that his Iife had been twice threatened in India; and it was
firmy believed that the Moonstone was at the bottomof it.

When he cane back to England, and found hinsel f avoided by everybody,
t he Moonstone was thought to be at the bottomof it again

The nystery of the Colonel's life got in the Colonel's way,

and outlawed him as you may say, anopng his own people.

The men wouldn't let himinto their clubs; the women--

nore than one--whom he wanted to marry, refused him

friends and relations got too near-sighted to see himin

the street.

Some nen in this mess would have tried to set thensel ves right

with the world. But to give in, even when he was wong, and had

all society against him was not the way of the Honourable John

He had kept the Dianond, in flat defiance of assassination, in India.
He kept the Dianond, 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, handsone as it was,
that | ooked possessed by the devil.

We heard different runours about himfromtine to tine. Sonetinmes they
said he was given up to snoking opium and coll ecting old books;
sonmetimes he was reported to be trying strange things in chem stry;
soneti mes he was seen carousing and anusing hinmself among the | owest
people in the | owest slunms of London. Anyhow, a solitary, vicious,
underground life was the Iife the Colonel Ied. Once, and once only,
after his return to England, | nyself saw him face to face.

About two years before the tine of which | am now writing,

and about a year and a half before the tine of his death,

t he Col onel cane unexpectedly to ny |lady's house in London

It was the night of Mss Rachel's birthday, the twenty-first

of June; and there was a party in honour of it, as usual

I received a nessage fromthe footman to say that a gentl eman want ed
to see me. Going up into the hall, there | found the Col onel

wasted, and worn, and old, and shabby, and as wild and as w cked

as ever.

"Go up to ny sister," says he; "and say that | have called to wish my niece
many happy returns of the day."

He had made attenpts by letter, nore than once already, to be reconciled
with nmy |ady, for no other purpose, | amfirmy persuaded, than to annoy her
But this was the first time he had actually come to the house. | had it

on the tip of ny tongue to say that my mstress had a party that night.

But the devilish | ook of himdaunted ne. | went up-stairs with his nessage,
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 wal ki ng engi ne of destruction,
| oaded with powder and shot, and likely to go off anpbng them at a

nonent's notice.
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My | ady had a dash--no nore--of the fanmly tenper.

"Tell Colonel Herncastle," she said, when | gave her her
brother's nessage, "that Mss Verinder is engaged, and that |
decline to see him" | tried to plead for a civiller answer
than that; knowi ng the Colonel's constitutional superiority
to the restraints which govern gentlenen in general

Quite useless! The fam |y tenper flashed out at ne directly.
"When | want your advice," says ny |lady, "you know t hat

al ways ask for it. | don't ask for it now" | went downstairs
with the message, of which | took the liberty of presenting

a new and anended edition of my own contriving, as follows:
"My lady and M ss Rachel regret that they are engaged, Col onel
and beg to be excused having the honour of seeing you."

| expected himto break out, even at that polite way of putting it.
To my surprise he did nothing of the sort; he alarned ne

by taking the thing with an unnatural quiet. H s eyes,

of a glittering bright grey, just settled on ne for a nonent;

and he | aughed, not out of hinself, |ike other people,
but INTO himself, in a soft, chuckling, horridly mschievous way.
"Thank you, Betteredge," he said. "I shall renenber

my niece's birthday." Wth that, he turned on his heel
and wal ked out of the house.

The next birthday canme round, and we heard he was ill in bed.
Six nmonths afterwards--that is to say, six nonths before

the time | amnow witing of--there cane a letter froma highly
respectable clergyman to my lady. |t conmunicated two wonderfu
things in the way of famly news. First, that the Col one

had forgiven his sister on his death-bed. Second, that he had
forgi ven everybody el se, and had made a nost edifying end.

| have nyself (in spite of the bishops and the clergy)

an unfeigned respect for the Church; but | amfirmy persuaded,
at the same time, that the devil remained in undisturbed
possessi on of the Honourable John, and that the | ast abom nabl e
act inthe life of that abom nable man was (saving your presence)
to take the clergyman in!

This was the sumtotal of what | had to tell M. Franklin.

I remarked that he |listened nore and nore eagerly the | onger |
went on. Also, that the story of the Col onel being sent away
fromhis sister's door, on the occasion of his niece's birthday,
seemed to strike M. Franklin Iike a shot that had hit the mark.
Though he didn't acknowl edge it, | saw that | had made hi m uneasy,
pl ainly enough, in his face.

"You have said your say, Betteredge," he remarked. "It's nmy turn now.
Before, however, | tell you what discoveries | have made in London,
and how | canme to be mixed up in this matter of the Dianond, | 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 | ooks belie you?"

“"No, sir," | said. "My |ooks, on this occasion at any rate,
tell the truth."

"In that case," says M. Franklin, "suppose | put you up to my point
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of view, before we go any further. | see three very serious questions
involved in the Colonel's birthday-gift to my cousin Rachel
Foll ow nme carefully, Betteredge; and count nme off on your fingers,

if it will help you," says M. Franklin, with a certain pleasure
in showi ng how cl ear-headed he could be, which rem nded ne wonderfully
of old tines when he was a boy. "Question the first: Was the Colonel's

Di amond the object of a conspiracy in India? Question the second:
Has the conspiracy followed the Colonel's Dianond to Engl and?
Question the third: Did the Colonel know the conspiracy foll owed
the Di amond; and has he purposely left a | egacy of trouble and danger
to his sister, through the innocent medium of his sister's child?
THAT is what | amdriving at, Betteredge. Don't let ne

frighten you."

It was all very well to say that, but he HAD frightened ne.

If he was right, here was our quiet English house suddenly invaded

by a devilish Indian Dianmond--bringing after it a conspiracy

of living rogues, set |oose on us by the vengeance of a dead man

There was our situation as revealed to ne in M. Franklin's |ast words!
VWho ever heard the like of it--in the nineteenth century, mnd

in an age of progress, and in a country which rejoices in the

bl essings 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 ny story, however, in spite of that.

When you get a sudden alarm of the sort that | 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. | fidgeted silently in nmy place on the sand.

M. Franklin noticed me, contending with a perturbed stomach or m nd--
whi ch you pl ease; they nean the same thing--and, checking hinself

just as he was starting with his part of the story, said to ne sharply,
"What do you want ?"

What did | want? | didn't tell HM but I'Il tell YOU, in confidence.
I wanted a whiff of ny pipe, and a turn at ROBI NSON CRUSOE

CHAPTER VI

Keeping my private sentinments to nyself, | respectfully requested M.
Frankl i n
to go on. M. Franklin replied, "Don't fidget, Betteredge," and went on

Qur young gentleman's first words informed nme that his discoveries,
concerning the wi cked Col onel and the Di anond, had begun with a visit

whi ch he had paid (before he cane to us) to the fanmily |awer, at Hanpstead.
A chance word dropped by M. Franklin, when the two were al one, one day,
after dinner, reveal ed that he had been charged by his father with a
birthday present to be taken to Mss Rachel. One thing |led to another

and it ended in the | awer nentioning what the present really was,

and how the friendly connexi on between the |ate Col onel and M. Bl ake,
senior, had taken its rise. The facts here are really so extraordinary,
that | doubt if |I can trust my own | anguage to do justice to them

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MOONSTONE

| prefer trying to report M. Franklin's discoveries, as nearly as
in M. Franklin's own words.

"You renenber the tinme, Betteredge," he said, "when ny father
was trying to prove his title to that unlucky Dukedonf?

Well! that was also the tinme when ny uncle Herncastle returned
fromlindia. M father discovered that his brother-in-I|aw

was in possession of certain papers which were likely to be

of service to himin his lawsuit. He called on the Col onel

on pretence of wel com ng himback to England. The Col onel was

not to be deluded in that way. "You want sonething,"” he said,
"or you would never have conpronised your reputation by calling
on ME." M father saw that the one chance for himwas to show

his hand; he admitted, at once, that he wanted the papers.

The Col onel asked for a day to consider his answer.

Hi s answer cane in the shape of a npbst extraordinary letter

which ny friend the | awer showed nme. The Col onel began by saying
that he wanted sonmething of my father, and that he begged

to propose an exchange of friendly services between them

The fortune of war (that was the expression he used) had pl aced
himin possession of one of the |argest Dianonds 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 gl obe,

whi ch they occupi ed together. Under these alarm ng circunstances,
he had determined to place his Dianond in the keepi ng of

anot her person. That person was not expected to run any risk.

He m ght 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 hinself,

or by a trustworthy representative--to receive at a

prearranged address, on certain prearranged days in every year

a note fromthe Colonel, sinply stating the fact that he was

a living man at that date. 1In the event of the date passing

over without the note being received, the Colonel's silence

m ght be taken as a sure token of the Colonel's death by nurder

In that case, and in no other, certain sealed instructions
relating to the disposal of the Dianond, and deposited

with it, were to be opened, and followed inplicitly.

If my father chose to accept this strange charge,

the Col onel's papers were at his disposal in return. That was
the letter."

"What did your father do, sir?" | asked.

"Do?" says M. Franklin. "I'Il tell you what he did

He brought the invaluable faculty, called commpn sense,

to bear on the Colonel's letter. The whole thing, he declared,
was sinply absurd. Sonewhere in his Indian wanderi ngs,

the Col onel had picked up with sone wetched crystal which

he took for a dianond. As for the danger of his being nurdered,
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 Col onel had been

a notorious opiumeater for years past; and, if the only way

of getting at the val uabl e papers he possessed was by accepting
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a matter of opiumas a matter of fact, my father was quite
willing to take the ridiculous responsibility inmposed on him-
all the nore readily that it involved no trouble to hinself.

The Di ampbnd and the seal ed instructions went into his banker's
strong-room and the Colonel's letters, periodically reporting
hima living man, were received and opened by our famly | awer,
M. Bruff, as nmy father's representative. No sensible person

in a simlar position, could have viewed the matter in any other way.

Nothing in this world, Betteredge, is probable unless it appeals
to our own trunpery experience; and we only believe in a romance
when we see it in a newspaper."”

It was plain to nme fromthis, that M. Franklin thought his father's
about the Col onel hasty and wrong.

"What is your own private opinion about the matter, sir?"

| asked.

"Let's finish the story of the Colonel first," says M. Franklin
"There is a curious want of system Betteredge, in the English mnd;
and your question, my old friend, is an instance of it. Wen we
are not occupied in making machinery, we are (nmentally speaking)

the nost slovenly people in the universe."

"So much," | thought to nyself, "for a foreign education!
He has | earned that way of girding at us in France,
| suppose.”

M. 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 fromthat tine.
Year after year, on the prearranged days, the prearranged
letter cane fromthe Col onel, and was opened by M. Bruff.
| have seen the letters, in a heap, all of themwitten in

the same brief, business-like formof words: " Sir,--This is
to certify that | amstill a living man. Let the Di anond be.
John Herncastle." That was all he ever wote, and that cane

regularly to the day; until sonme six or eight nonths since,

when the formof the letter varied for the first tinme.

It ran now. "Sir,--They tell nme | amdying. Cone to ne,

and help nme to make ny will." M. Bruff went, and found him
inthe little suburban villa, surrounded by its own grounds,

in which he had lIived al one, ever since he had left India.

He had dogs, cats, and birds to keep hi m conpany;

but no human bei ng near him except the person who cane

daily to do the house-work, and the doctor at the bedside.

The will was a very sinple matter. The Col onel had dissi pated
the greater part of his fortune in his chem cal investigations.
H's will began and ended in three clauses, which he dictated
fromhis bed, in perfect possession of his faculties. The first
cl ause provided for the safe keeping and support of his ani mals.
The second founded a professorship of experinmental chem stry

at a northern university. The third bequeathed the Monstone
as a birthday present to his niece, on condition that nmy father
woul d act as executor. My father at first refused to act.

On second thoughts, however, he gave way, partly because he was
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assured that the executorship would involve himin no trouble;
partly because M. Bruff suggested, in Rachel's interest,
that the Di anond ni ght be worth sonething, after all.”

"Did the Col onel give any reason, sir," | inquired, "why he |eft
the Dianond to M ss Rachel ?"

"He not only gave the reason--he had the reason witten in his wll,6"
said M. Franklin. "l have got an extract, which you shal

see presently. Don't be slovenly-nminded, Betteredge!

One thing at a tinme. You have heard about the Colonel's WII;
now you must hear what happened after the Col onel's death.

It was formally necessary to have the Di anond val ued,

before the WIIl could be proved. All the jewellers consulted,

at once confirmed the Colonel's assertion that he possessed

one of the largest dianonds in the world. The question

of accurately valuing it presented sone serious difficulties.

Its size made it a phenonmenon in the diamond market;

its colour placed it in a category by itself; and, to add

to these el enents of uncertainty, there was a defect,

in the shape of a flaw, in the very heart of the stone.

Even with this |ast serious draw back, however, the | owest

of the various estimates given was twenty thousand pounds.
Conceive ny father's astonishnent! 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 famly.

The interest he took in the matter now, induced himto open

the seal ed i nstructions which had been deposited with the Di anond.
M. Bruff showed this docunent to ne, with the other papers;

and it suggests (to ny mnd) a clue to the nature of the conspiracy
whi ch threatened the Colonel's life.”

"Then you do believe, sir," | said, "that there was a conspiracy?"

"Not possessing ny father's excellent common sense," answered M. Franklin,
"I believe the Colonel's life was threatened, exactly as the Col onel said.
The seal ed instructions, as | think, explain howit was that he died,

after all, quietly in his bed. |In the event of his death by viol ence (that
is

to say, in the absence of the regular letter fromhimat the appointed date),
ny father was then directed to send the Moonstone secretly to Ansterdam

It was to be deposited in that city with a fanous di anond-cutter, and it
was to be cut up into fromfour 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 experinental chem stry,
whi ch the Col onel has since endowed by his WIl. Now, Betteredge, exert

t hose

sharp wits of yours, and observe the conclusion to which the Col onel's

i nstructions point!"”

| instantly exerted my wits. They were of the slovenly English sort;
and they consequently nuddled it all, until M. Franklin took themin hand,
and poi nted out what they ought to see.

"Remark," says M. Franklin, "that the integrity of the Di anond,
as a whole stone, is here artfully nade dependent on
the preservation fromviolence of the Colonel's life.
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He is not satisfied with saying to the enenies he dreads, "Kill nme--
and you will be no nearer to the Di anond than you are now,

it is where you can't get at it--in the guarded strong-room

of a bank." He says instead, "Kill nme--and the Di anond wil |

be the Dianond no longer; its identity will be destroyed."”

What does that nean?"
Here | had (as | thought) a flash of the wonderful foreign brightness.

"I know," | said. "It means |lowering the value of the stone,
and cheating the rogues in that way!"

"Not hi ng of the sort,"” says M. Franklin. "I have inquired
about that. The flawed Di anond, cut up, would actually fetch
nore than the Dianond as it nowis; for this plain reason--

that fromfour to six perfect brilliants mght be cut fromit,
whi ch woul d be, collectively, worth nore noney than the | arge--
but inperfect single stone. |f robbery for the purpose

of gain was at the bottom of the conspiracy, the Colonel's

i nstructions absolutely made the Di anond better worth stealing.
More nmoney coul d have been got for it, and the disposal of it
in the dianond market woul d have been infinitely easier

if it had passed through the hands of the worknen

of Ansterdam'

"Lord bless us, sir!" | burst out. "Wat was the plot, then?"

"A plot organised anong the Indians who originally owed the jewel, k"
says M. Franklin--"a plot with some old Hi ndoo superstition at

the bottomof it. That is my opinion, confirned by a fam |y paper
whi ch | have about ne at this noment."”

I saw, now, why the appearance of the three Indian jugglers
at our house had presented itself to M. Franklin in the |ight
of a circumstance worth noting.

"I don't want to force my opinion on you," M. Franklin went on
"The idea of certain chosen servants of an old Hi ndoo superstition
devoting thenselves, through all difficulties and dangers,

to wat ching the opportunity of recovering their sacred gem
appears to ne to be perfectly consistent with everything that we
know of the patience of Oriental races, and the influence

of Oriental religions. But then | am an inmginative man;

and the butcher, the baker, and the tax-gatherer, are not

the only credible realities in existence to ny mind.

Let the guess | have nade 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 agai nst the Monstone
survive the Colonel's death? And did the Col onel know it,

when he left the birthday gift to his niece?"

| began to see ny lady and M ss Rachel at the end of it all, now
Not a word he said escaped ne.

"I was not very willing, when | discovered the story of the Moonstone,
said M. Franklin, "to be the neans of bringing it here. But M. Bruff
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rem nded ne that sonebody nmust put my cousin's legacy into ny cousin's hands-
and that | might as well do it as anybody el se. After taking the Di anond
out of the bank, | fancied | was followed in the streets by a shabby,

dar k- conpl exi oned man. | went to ny father's house to pick up ny |uggage,
and found a letter there, which unexpectedly detained ne in London.

I went back to the bank with the Dianpbnd, and thought | saw the shabby

man agai n. Taking the Diampbnd once nore out of the bank this norning,

| saw the man for the third tinme, gave himthe slip, and started

(before he recovered the trace of ne) by the norning instead of

the afternoon train. Here |l am with the Di anond safe and sound--

and what is the first news that neets ne? | find that three strolling

I ndi ans have been at the house, and that my arrival from London

and sonething which | am expected to have about nme, are two special objects
of investigation to them when they believe thenselves to be al one.

| don't waste tinme and words on their pouring the ink into the boy's hand,
and telling himto look in it for a man at a di stance, and for sonething

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 | amwongly attaching a neaning to a nere
accident? or whether we really have evidence of the Indians being on

the track of the Moonstone, the noment it is renoved fromthe safe keeping of
t he bank?"

Nei ther he nor | seenmed to fancy dealing with this part of the inquiry.
We | ooked at each other, and then we | ooked at the tide, o0ozing in snoothly,
hi gher and hi gher, over the Shivering Sand.

"What are you thinking of?" says M. Franklin, suddenly.

"I was thinking, sir," I answered, "that | should |like to shy the Di anond
into the quicksand, and settle the question in THAT way."

"If you have got the value of the stone in your pocket,"
answered M. Franklin, "say so, Betteredge, and in it goes!"

It's curious to note, when your mnd s anxious, how very far in the way of
relief a very small joke will go. W found a fund of merrinment, at the tinme,
in the notion of nmaking away with M ss Rachel's |lawful property, and getting
M. Bl ake, as executor, into dreadful trouble--though where the nerrinent
was,

| amquite at a | oss to discover now.

M. Franklin was the first to bring the talk back to the talk's
proper purpose. He took an envel ope out of his pocket, opened it,
and handed to ne the paper inside.

"Betteredge," he said, "we nust face the question of the Colonel's
nmotive in leaving this legacy to his niece, for ny aunt's sake.

Bear in mnd how Lady Verinder treated her brother fromthe tine
when he returned to England, to the tinme when he told you he should
remenber his niece's birthday. And read that."

He gave me the extract fromthe Colonel's WII. | have got it

by me while | wite these words; and | copy it, as foll ows,
for your benefit:
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"Thirdly, and lastly, | give and bequeath to ny niece, Rachel Verinder
daughter and only child of ny sister, Julia Verinder, w dow-if her nother,
the said Julia Verinder, shall be living on the said Rachel Verinder's

next Birthday after ny death--the yell ow Di anond bel onging to nme, and known
in the East by the nane of The Moonstone: subject to this condition

that her nother, the said Julia Verinder, shall be living at the tine.

And | hereby desire my executor to give ny Dianond, either by his

own hands or by the hands of sonme trustworthy representative whom

he shall appoint, into the personal possession of my said niece Rachel

on her next birthday after nmy death, and in the presence, if possible,

of my sister, the said Julia Verinder. And | desire that ny said sister
may be informed, by nmeans of a true copy of this, the third and | ast

clause of my WIIl, that | give the D anond to her daughter Rachel

in token of my free forgiveness of the injury which her conduct towards

me has been the neans of inflicting on ny reputation in my |ifetineg;

and especially in proof that | pardon, as becomes a dyi ng nan,

the insult offered to ne as an officer and a gentl eman, 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 ny |ady was dead,

or if Mss Rachel was dead, at the tinme of the testator's decease,
for the Dianond being sent to Holland, in accordance

with the sealed instructions originally deposited with it.

The proceeds of the sale were, in that case, to be added

to the nmoney already left by the WII for the professorship of
chemistry at the university in the north.

| handed the paper back to M. Franklin, sorely troubled what to say
to him Up to that noment, my own opi nion had been (as you know)
that the Col onel had died as wickedly as he had lived. | don't say
the copy fromhis WIIl actually converted me fromthat opinion

| only say it staggered ne.

"Well," says M. Franklin, "now you have read the Col onel's own statenent,
what do you say? |In bringing the Monstone to my aunt's house, am
serving his vengeance blindfold, or am| vindicating himin the character
of a penitent and Christian nman?"

"It seens hard to say, sir," | 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 ne."

M. Franklin sat twisting and turning the extract fromthe WII
in his fingers, as if he expected to squeeze the truth out of it
in that manner. He altered quite remarkably, at the sane tine.
From bei ng brisk and bright, he now becane, npbst unaccountably,
a slow, solemm, and pondering young man.

"This question has two sides," he said. "An Objective side,
and a Subjective side. Wiich are we to take?"

He had had a German education as well as a French. One of the two had
been in undi sturbed possession of him(as | supposed) up to this tine.
And now (as well as | could rmake out) the other was taking its place.

It is one of ny rules in life, never to notice what | don't understand.
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| steered a nmiddle course between the Objective side and the Subjective side.
In plain English | stared hard, and sai d nothing.

"Let's extract the inner neaning of this," says M. Franklin.
"Whay did ny uncle | eave the Dianond to Rachel? Wy didn't he leave it
to ny aunt?"

"That's not beyond guessing, sir, at any rate," | said.

"Col onel Herncastle knew ny |ady well enough to know that she
woul d have refused to accept any |egacy that came to her
fromHM'

"How di d he know that Rachel m ght not refuse to accept it, too?"

"I's there any young |l ady in existence, sir, who could resist the tenptation
of accepting such a birthday present as The Moonstone?"

"That's the Subjective view," says M. Franklin. "It does you

great credit, Betteredge, to be able to take the Subjective view
But there's another nystery about the Colonel's | egacy which is not
accounted for yet. How are we to explain his only giving Rachel her
bi rt hday present conditionally on her nother being alive?"

“I don't want to slander a dead man, sir," | answered.

"But if he HAS purposely left a | egacy of trouble and danger

to his sister, by the neans of her child, it nust be a |egacy
made conditional on his sister's being alive to feel the vexation
of it."

"Ch! That's your interpretation of his notive, is it?
The Subjective interpretation again! Have you ever been
in Germany, Betteredge?"

"No, sir. What's your interpretation, if you please?"

"I can see," says M. Franklin, "that the Col onel's object may,

qui te possibly, have been--not to benefit his niece, whom he had never

even seen--but to prove to his sister that he had died forgiving her

and to prove it very prettily by nmeans of a present made to her child.
There is a totally different explanation fromyours, Betteredge, taking its
rise in a Subjective-Objective point of view Fromall | can see,

one interpretation is just as likely to be right as the other."

Havi ng brought matters to this pleasant and conforting issue, M. Franklin
appeared to think that he had conpleted all that was required of him

He | aid down flat on his back on the sand, and asked what was to be

done next.

He had been so clever, and cl ear-headed (before he began to talk

the foreign gibberish), and had so conpletely taken the | ead

in the business up to the present tine, that | was quite

unprepared for such a sudden change as he now exhibited in this
hel pl ess | eaning upon nme. It was not till later that | |earned--

by assistance of M ss Rachel, who was the first to nmake the discovery--
that these puzzling shifts and transformations in M. Franklin

were due to the effect on himof his foreign training.

At the age when we are all of us nost apt to take our col ouring,
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in the formof a reflection fromthe col ouring of other people,

he had been sent abroad, and had been passed on from one nation
to another, before there was tinme for any one colouring nore than
another to settle itself on himfirmy. As a consequence of this,
he had cone back with so many different sides to his character

all nore or less jarring with each other, that he seened to pass
his life in a state of perpetual contradiction with hinself.

He could be a busy nan, and a | azy man; cloudy in the head,

and clear in the head; a nodel of determ nation, and a spectacle
of hel pl essness, all together. He had his French side,

and his Gernman side, and his Italian side--the origina

English foundati on showi ng through, every now and then,

as nmuch as to say, "Here | am sorely transnogrified, as you see,
but there's sonething of me left at the bottomof himstill."

M ss Rachel used to remark that the Italian side of him

was uppernmost, on those occasi ons when he unexpectedly gave in,
and asked you in his nice sweet-tenpered way to take his own
responsi bilities on your shoulders. You will do himno injustice,
I think, if you conclude that the Italian side of himwas

upper nost now.

"lIsn'"t it your business, sir," | asked, "to know what to do next?
Surely it can't be m ne?"

M. Franklin didn't appear to see the force of ny question--
not being in a position, at the tine, to see anything but the sky
over his head.

"I don't want to alarm my aunt without reason,” he said.

"And | don't want to | eave her wi thout what may be a needful warning.
If you were in ny place, Betteredge, tell ne, in one word,

what woul d you do?"

In one word, | told him "Wit.
"Wth all nmy heart," says M. Franklin. "How |long?"
| proceeded to explain nyself.

"As | understand it, sir," | said, "sonebody is bound to put
this plaguy Dianond into Mss 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 tine; and let's warn

my |lady, or not, as the circunstances direct us."

"Perfect, Betteredge, as far as it goes!" says M. Franklin.
"But between this and the birthday, what's to be done with
t he Di anond?"

"What your father did with it, to be sure, sir!" | answered.

"Your father put it in the safe keeping of a bank in London.

You put 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.) "If | were you, sir," | added,

"I would ride straight away with it to Frizinghall before the |adies
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conme back."

The prospect of doing sonething--and, what is nore, of doing that sonething
on a horse--brought M. Franklin up like lightning fromthe flat of his back
He sprang to his feet, and pulled ne up, w thout cerenobny, on to m ne.
"Betteredge, you are worth your weight in gold," he said. "Cone along,

and saddl e the best horse in the stables directly."

Here (God bless it!) was the original English foundation

of him showi ng through all the foreign varnish at |ast!

Here was the Master Franklin | renmenbered, comi ng out again

in the good old way at the prospect of a ride, and rem nding

me of the good old times! Saddle a horse for hinP

I woul d have saddl ed a dozen horses, if he could only have ridden
them al |'!

We went back to the house in a hurry; we had the fleetest horse in

the stables saddled in a hurry; and M. Franklin rattled off in a hurry,
to | odge the cursed Di anond once nore in the strong-room of a bank

VWhen | heard the |ast of his horse's hoofs on the drive, and when | turned
about in the yard and found I was alone again, | felt half inclined to ask
myself if | hadn't woke up from a dream

CHAPTER VI |

VWhile | was in this bew |ldered frame of m nd, sorely needing
alittle quiet tine by nyself to put nme right again, nmy daughter
Penel ope got in ny way (just as her late nother used to get in ny
way on the stairs), and instantly sumoned nme to tell her al
that had passed at the conference between M. Franklin and ne.
Under present circunstances, the one thing to be done was to
clap the extingui sher upon Penelope's curiosity on the spot.

| accordingly replied that M. Franklin and I had both

tal ked of foreign politics, till we could talk no | onger

and had then mutually fallen asleep in the heat of the sun

Try that sort of answer when your w fe or your daughter

next worries you with an awkward question at an awkward ti ne,
and depend on the natural sweetness of wonen for kissing and
making it up again at the next opportunity.

The afternoon wore on, and ny | ady and M ss Rachel cane back

Needl ess to say how astoni shed they were, when they heard that

M. Franklin Blake had arrived, and had gone off again on horseback
Needl ess al so to say, that THEY asked awkward questions directly,
and that the "foreign politics" and the "falling asleep in the sun”
woul dn't serve a second tine over with THEM Being at the end

of ny invention, | said M. Franklin's arrival by the early train
was entirely attributable to one of M. Franklin's freaks.

Bei ng asked, upon that, whether his galloping off again

on horseback was another of M. Franklin's freaks, | said,

"Yes, it was;" and slipped out of it--1 think very cleverly--

in that way.
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Havi ng got over my difficulties with the |ad

es, | found nore

difficulties waiting for ne when | went back to nmy own room

In came Penel ope--with the natural sweetness

of wonen- -

to kiss and make it up again; and--with the natural curiosity
of wonen--to ask another question. This tinme she only wanted
me to tell her what was the matter with our second housenmi d,

Rosanna Spear man.

38

After leaving M. Franklin and nme at the Shivering Sand, Rosanna, it

appear ed,

had returned to the house in a very unaccountable state of nind

She had turned (if Penel ope was to be believed) al
the rai nbow. She had been nerry wi thout reason

t he col ours of
and sad wi thout reason.

In one breath she asked hundreds of questions about M. Franklin Bl ake,

and in another breath she had been angry with Penel ope for

presum ng

to suppose that a strange gentl eman coul d possess any interest for her.
ng M. Franklin's nane

She had been surprised, smling, and scri bbl

i nside her workbox. She had been surprised again,
at her deformed shoulder in the glass. Had she and M.

anyt hi ng of each other before to-day? Quite
anyt hing of each other? Inpossible again! |
astoni shnment as genui ne, when he saw how t he

when she asked questions about M. Franklin.

conducted in this way, was tiresome enough, unti
it by bursting out with what | thought the nost

had ever heard in ny life.

crying and | ooki ng
Frankl i n known

npossi bl el Had they heard
could speak to M. Franklin's
girl stared at him

Penel ope could speak to the girl's inquisitiveness as genuine,
The conference between us,

nmy daughter suddenly ended
nonstrous supposition

"Fat her!" says Penel ope, quite seriously, "there's only one expl anation
of it. Rosanna has fallen in love with M. 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 housenmid out of a reformatory,

with a plain face and a deforned shoulder, falling in |ove,

with a gentleman who cones on a visit to her

m stress's house,

at first sight,

mat ch nme that,

in the way of an absurdity, out of any story-book in Christendom if you can

| laughed till the tears rolled down ny cheeks.

merrinment, in rather a strange way. "I never
she said, very gently, and went out.

My girl's words fell upon nme like a splash of

cold water.

Penel ope resented ny
knew you cruel before, father,

I was savage with myself, for feeling uneasy in nyself the nonent
change t he subject,

she had spoken them-but so it was. W will
if you please. | amsorry | drifted into wri

ting about it;

and not without reason, as you will see when we have gone on together

alittle longer.

The evening cane, and the dressing-bell for dinner rang,

before M. Franklin returned from Fri zi nghal

. | took

his hot water up to his room myself, expecting to hear

after this extraordi nary delay, that sonmething had happened.
To my great disappointnment (and no doubt to yours al so),
not hi ng had happened. He had not net with the Indians,

ei ther going or returning. He had deposited

in the bank--describing it merely as a val uabl e of great
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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 excitenent about the Diampond earlier in

t he day.

How the meeting between M. Franklin and his aunt and cousin went off,
is more than | can tell you.

I would have given sonething to have waited at table that day.

But, in my position in the household, waiting at dinner (except on
high famly festivals) was letting dowmn ny dignity in the eyes

of the other servants--a thing which ny |ady considered nme quite
prone enough to do already, w thout seeking occasions for it.

The news brought to ne fromthe upper regions, that evening,

came from Penel ope and the footman. Penel ope nentioned that she had
never known M ss Rachel so particular about the dressing of her hair
and had never seen her | ook so bright and pretty as she did when she
went down to nmeet M. Franklin in the drawi ng-room The footman's
report was, that the preservation of a respectful conposure

in the presence of his betters, and the waiting on M. Franklin

Bl ake 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, we heard them singing and pl ayi ng duets,

M. Franklin piping high, Mss Rachel piping higher, and ny | ady,

on the piano, following themas it were over hedge and ditch

and seeing them safe through it in a manner nost wonderful and

pl easant to hear through the open wi ndows, on the terrace at night.
Later still, | went to M. Franklin in the snoking-room wth

the soda-water and brandy, and found that M ss Rachel had put

t he Di anond cl ean out of his head. "She's the nobst charming gir

I have seen since | canme back to England!"™ was all | could extract
fromhim when | endeavoured to | ead the conversation to nore
serious things.

Towards m dnight, | went round the house to | ock up, acconpani ed by ny
second in command (Saruel, the footman), as usual. \Wen all the doors
were made fast, except the side door that opened on the terrace,

| sent Sanuel to bed, and stepped out for a breath of fresh air before
too went to bed in ny turn.

The night was still and close, and the nbon was at the full in the heavens.
It was so silent out of doors, that | heard fromtime to tine,

very faint and low, the fall of the sea, as the ground-swell heaved it

in on the sand-bank near the nmouth of our little bay. As the house stood,
the terrace side was the dark side; but the broad noonlight showed

fair on the gravel walk that ran along the next side to the terrace.
Looking this way, after |ooking up at the sky, | saw the shadow

of a person in the moonlight thrown forward from behind the corner of

t he house.

Being old and sly, | forbore to call out; but being also, unfortunately,
old and heavy, mnmy feet betrayed ne on the gravel. Before | could stea
suddenly round the corner, as | had proposed, | heard |ighter feet than m ne-

and nore than one pair of themas | thought--retreating in a hurry.
By the tinme | had got to the corner, the trespassers, whoever they were,
had run into the shrubbery at the off side of the walk, and were hidden
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from sight anong the thick trees and bushes in that part of the grounds.
From the shrubbery, they could easily nake their way, over our fence
into the road. |If | had been forty years younger, | m ght have had

a chance of catching them before they got clear of our preni ses.

As it was, | went back to set a-going a younger pair of |egs than m ne.
W t hout di sturbing anybody, Sanuel and | got a couple of guns, and went
all round the house and through the shrubbery. Having nade sure that no
persons were |urking about anywhere in our grounds, we turned back

Passi ng over the wal k where | had seen the shadow, | now noti ced,
for the first tine, alittle bright object, lying on the clean gravel,
under the light of the nobon. Picking the object up, | discovered it

was a small bottle, containing a thick sweet-snelling liquor, as black as
i nk.

| said nothing to Sanmuel. But, renmenbering what Penel ope had told
me about the jugglers, and the pouring of the little pool of ink
into the palmof the boy's hand, | instantly suspected that | had

di sturbed the three Indians, |urking about the house, and bent,
in their heathenish way, on discovering the whereabouts of the D anond
t hat ni ght.

CHAPTER VI I |

Here, for one nonment, | find it necessary to call a halt.

On sunmoni ng up ny own recollections--and on getting Penel ope to help ne,

by consulting her journal--1 find that we nay pass pretty rapidly over

the interval between M. Franklin Blake's arrival and M ss Rachel's birthday.
For the greater part of that time the days passed, and brought nothing with
them worth recording. Wth your good | eave, then, and wi th Penel ope's help

I shall notice certain dates only in this place; reserving to nmyself

to tell the story day by day, once nobre, as soon as we get to the tine

when the business of the Mdonstone becanme the chief business of everybody

in our house.

This said, we nmay now go on agai n--begi nni ng, of course,
with the bottle of sweet-snmelling ink which I found on the grave
wal k at night.

On the next morning (the norning of the twenty-sixth) | showed M. Franklin
this article of jugglery, and told himwhat | have already told you.

Hi s opi nion was, not only that the |Indians had been | urking about after

the Di amond, but also that they were actually foolish enough to believe

in their own magic--nmeaning thereby the naking of signs on a boy's head,
and the pouring of ink into a boy's hand, and then expecting himto see
persons and things beyond the reach of human vision. 1In our country,

as well as in the East, M. Franklin informed ne, there are people who
practise this curious hocus-pocus (w thout the ink, however); and who cal

it by a French nane, signifying sonething |ike brightness of sight.

"Depend upon it," says M. Franklin, "the Indians took it for granted

that we should keep the Dianond here; and they brought their clairvoyant
boy to show themthe way to it, if they succeeded in getting into the house
[ ast night."
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"Do you think they'Il try again, sir?" | asked.
"It depends,” says M. Franklin, "on what the boy can really do.

If he can see the Dianond through the iron safe of the bank at Frizinghall
we shall be troubled with no nore visits fromthe Indians for the present.
If he can't, we shall have another chance of catching themin the shrubbery,
before many nore nights are over our heads."

| waited pretty confidently for that latter chance; but, strange to relate,
it never came.

VWhet her the jugglers heard, in the town, of M. Franklin having
been seen at the bank, and drew their concl usions accordingly;

or whether the boy really did see the D anond where the Di anond
was now | odged (which I, for one, flatly disbelieve); or whether
after all, it was a nere effect of chance, this at any rate is
the plain truth--not the ghost of an Indian canme near the house again,
t hrough the weeks that passed before M ss Rachel's birthday.

The jugglers remained in and about the town plying their trade;
and M. Franklin and | rermained waiting to see what m ght happen
and resolute not to put the rogues on their guard by show ng our
suspi cions of themtoo soon. Wth this report of the proceedi ngs
on either side, ends all that | have to say about the Indians for
the present.

On the twenty-ninth of the nonth, Mss Rachel and M. Franklin
hit on a new nethod of working their way together through

the time which m ght otherw se have hung heavy on their hands.
There are reasons for taking particular notice here of the
occupation that amused them You will find it has a bearing
on sonething that is still to cone.

Gentl efol ks in general have a very awkward rock ahead in life--
the rock ahead of their own idleness. Their |ives being,

for the nost part, passed in |ooking about them for sonething
to do, it is curious to see--especially when their tastes

are of what is called the intellectual sort--how often they
drift blindfold into sonme nasty pursuit. N ne tinmes out of ten
they take to torturing something, or to spoiling sonething--
and they firmy believe they are inproving their m nds,

when the plain truth is, they are only making a ness in the house.
I have seen them (ladies, | amsorry to say, as well as gentl enen)
go out, day after day, for exanple, with enpty pill-boxes,

and catch newts, and beetles, and spiders, and frogs,

and conme hone and stick pins through the m serabl e wretches,

or cut themup, wi thout a pang of renorse, into little pieces.
You see ny young master, or my young m stress, poring over

one of their spiders' insides with a magnifying-gl ass;

or you neet one of their frogs wal ki ng downstairs without

hi s head--and when you wonder what this cruel nastiness neans,
you are told that it neans a taste in ny young master or ny
young nmistress for natural history. Sonetinmes, again, you see
t hem occupi ed for hours together in spoiling a pretty flower
with pointed instrunents, out of a stupid curiosity to know
what the flower is made of. 1s its colour any prettier
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or its scent any sweeter, when you DO know? But t
t he poor souls nmust get through the time, you see--they nust
time. You dabbled in nasty mud, and nade pies,

get through the
when you were a

and di ssect spiders,

In the one case

child; and you dabble in nasty sc

and in the other, the secret of it

that you have got nothing to think of in your poor
and nothing to do with your poor idle hands. And

your spoiling canvas with paints,

or in keeping tadpoles in a glass box full of dirt
and turning everybody's stomach in the house; or
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,

on everybody's face in the house. It often falls
no doubt, on people who are really obliged to get their I|iving,
work for the clothes that cover them the roof

to be forced to

that shelters them and the food that

But conpare the

har dest day's work you ever did wi

her e!

ence,

and spoil flowers, when you grow up

is,
enpty head,
so it ends in

and nmeking a snmell in the house;

y water,
n chi ppi ng off

and doing justice without nercy

heavy enough,

keeps them goi ng.

th the

i dl eness that splits flowers and pokes its way into spiders
stomachs, and thank your stars that your head has
it MJUST think of, and your hands sonething that they MJST

do.

As for M. Franklin and M ss Rachel

They sinmply confined thensel ves to naking a ness;
them justice, was the panelling of a door

got somet hi ng

and all they spoilt,

M. Franklin's universal genius, dabbling in everything,

dabbl ed i n what
he i nforned us,

described as a "
VWhat it did, | can tel

he call ed "decorative painting.”
a new mxture to noisten paint wt
vehicle." What it was made of,

M ss Rachel being wild to try her hand at the new
M. Franklin sent to London for the nmaterials; mxed them up
wi th acconpani rent of a snell which made the very
when they canme into the roonm put an apron and a bib over

M ss Rachel's gown, and set her to work decorating her own
little sitting-room-called, for want of English t

her "boudoir."

M. Franklin scraped off al

They began with the inside of the

He had i nvented,
h, which he
don't know.

you in two words--it stank.

process,

dogs sneeze

O name it in,
door .

the nice varnish with pum ce-stone,

and made what he described as a surface to work on.
M ss Rachel then covered the surface, under his d

and with his he
fl owers, cupids,
by a fanpbus Ita
t he one, | nean,

p, with patterns and devices--grif

rections
fins, birds,

and such like--copied from desi gns nmade
ian painter, whose nane escapes ne:
who stocked the world with Virgin Mries,

and had a sweetheart at the baker's. Viewed as wor

this decoration

was slowto do, and dirty to dea

k,
Wit h.

But our young |l ady and gentl eman never seened to tire of it.
When they were not riding, or seeing conpany, or t

or piping their
as busy as bees,

If he had occup
Rachel with her

songs, there they were with their

aki ng their neals,
heads toget her,

spoiling the door. Wo was the poet who said
that Satan finds sone mischief still for idle hands to do?

ed ny place in the famly, and had seen M ss
brush, and M. Franklin with his vehicle,

he could have witten nothing truer of either of t
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t hat .

The next date worthy of notice is Sunday the fourth of June.

On that evening we, in the servants' hall, debated a donestic
qguestion for the first tinme, which, like the decoration of the door
has its bearing on sonething that is still to cone.

Seeing the pleasure which M. Franklin and M ss Rachel took

in each other's society, and noting what a pretty match

they were in all personal respects, we naturally specul ated

on the chance of their putting their heads together with

ot her objects in view besides the ornanenting of a door

Sonme of us said there would be a wedding in the house bhefore

the summer was over. Ohers (led by ne) adnmitted it was

likely enough M ss Rachel mght be married; but we doubted

(for reasons which will presently appear) whether her bridegroom
woul d be M. Franklin Bl ake.

That M. Franklin was in |love, on his side, nobody who saw and heard
hi m coul d doubt. The difficulty was to fathom M ss Rachel

Let me do myself the honour of making you acquainted with her

after which, I will |eave you to fathom for yourself--

if you can.

My young | ady's eighteenth birthday was the birthday now coni ng

on the twenty-first of June. |[If you happen to |ike dark wonen

(who, | aminfornmed, have gone out of fashion latterly in the gay
world), and if you have no particular prejudice in favour of size,

I answer for Mss Rachel as one of the prettiest girls your eyes

ever | ooked on. She was snall and slim but all in fine proportion
fromtop to toe. To see her sit down, to see her get up

and specially to see her wal k, 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 was the blackest | ever saw. Her eyes matched her hair.

Her nose was not quite large enough, | admit. Her nmouth and chin were
(to quote M. Franklin) norsels for the gods; and her conpl exion

(on the sanme undeni abl e authority) was as warmas the sun itself,

with this great advantage over the sun, that it was 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 way--

that she had a clear voice, with a ring of the right nmetal init,

and a snile that began very prettily in her eyes before it got to her |ips--
and there behold the portrait of her, to the best of ny painting, as |arge
as lifel!

And what about her disposition next? Had this charming creature no faults?
She had just as many faults as you have, ma'am-neither nore nor |ess.

To put it seriously, nmy dear pretty M ss Rachel

possessi ng a host of graces and attractions, had one defect,
which strict inpartiality conpels nme to acknow edge.

She was unlike nmost other girls of her age, in this--that she had
i deas of her own, and was stiff-necked enough to set the fashions
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t hemsel ves at defiance, if the fashions didn't suit her views.
In trifles, this independence of hers was all well enough

but in matters of inportance, it carried her (as ny |ady thought,
and as | thought) too far. She judged for herself, as few wonen
of twice her age judge in general; never asked your advice;

never told you beforehand what she was going to do;

never came with secrets and confidences to anybody, from her

not her downwards. In little things and great, with people

she | oved, and people she hated (and she did both with equa
heartiness), M ss Rachel always went on a way of her own,
sufficient for herself in the joys and sorrows of her life.

Over and over again | have heard ny | ady say, "Rachel's best
friend and Rachel's worst eneny are, one and the other--

Rachel hersel f."

Add one thing nore to this, and | have done.

Wth all her secrecy, and self-will, there was not so nuch as the shadow
of anything false in her. | never remenber her breaking her word;
I never renmenber her saying No, and neaning Yes. | can call to mnd

in her childhood, nore than one occasion when the good little sou

took the blanme, and suffered the punishnment, for sone fault committed
by a playfell ow whom she | oved. Nobody ever knew her to confess to it,
when the thing was found out, and she was charged with it afterwards.
But nobody ever knew her to lie about it, either. She |ooked 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 own to being
sorry for saying "won't;" but, bread and water notw thstanding,
she never told you. Self-willed--devilish self-willed sometines--I grant;

but the finest creature, neverthel ess, that ever wal ked the ways of this

| ower 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 | ady doesn't exhibit sonething in

the shape of a contradiction in that tine, Heaven help you!--you have married
a nonster.

I have now brought you acquainted with Mss Rachel, which you will find
puts us face to face, next, with the question of that young lady's
mat ri noni al vi ews.

On June the twelfth, an invitation fromm mstress was sent to a
gentleman in London, to cone and help to keep M ss Rachel's birthday.
This was the fortunate individual on whom | believed her heart

to be privately set! Like M. Franklin, he was a cousin of hers.

Hi s name was M. Godfrey Ablewhite.

My lady's second sister (don't be alarnmed; we are not going very deep
into famly matters this time)--ny lady's second sister, | say,

had a di sappointnent in love; and taking a husband afterwards,

on the neck or nothing principle, nmade what they call a msalliance.
There was terrible work in the fanmily when the Honourable Caroline

i nsisted on marrying plain M. Ablewhite, the banker at Frizinghall
He was very rich and very respectabl e, and he begot a prodigi ous
large famly--all in his favour, so far. But he had presumed

to raise hinmself froma |low station in the world--and that was
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agai nst him However, Tinme and the progress of nodern enlightennment
put things right; and the ms-alliance passed nuster very well

We are all getting Iiberal now, and (provided you can scratch ne,
if I scratch you) what do | care, in or out of Parliament,

whet her you are a Dustman or a Duke? That's the nodern way of

| ooking at it--and | keep up with the nodern way. The Abl ewhites
lived in a fine house and grounds, a little out of Frizinghall
Very worthy people, and greatly respected in the nei ghbourhood.

We shall not be much troubled with themin these pages--

excepting M. CGodfrey, who was M. Ablewhite's second son, and who
must take his proper place here, if you please, for Mss Rachel's
sake.

Wth all his brightness and cl everness and general good qualities,
M. Franklin's chance of topping M. Godfrey in our young |ady's
estimation was, in my opinion, a very poor chance indeed.

In the first place, M. 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 snooth round face,
shaved as bare as your hand; and a head of lovely |ong

flaxen hair, falling negligently over the poll of his neck

But why do I try to give you this personal description of hinf
If you ever subscribed to a Ladies' Charity in London

you know M. Godfrey Ablewhite as well as | do.

He was a barrister by profession; a |adies' nan by tenperanent;
and a good Samaritan by choice. Fenmale benevol ence and fenal e
destitution could do nothing without him Mternal societies for
confining poor women; Magdal en societies for rescui ng poor wonen;
strong-m nded societies for putting poor wonmen into poor

men's places, and leaving the men to shift for thensel ves; --

he was vice-president, manager, referee to themall.

Wherever there was a table with a commttee of ladies sitting round
it in council there was M. CGodfrey at the bottom of the board,
keepi ng the tenper of the comrittee, and | eading the dear
creatures along the thorny ways of business, hat in hand.

I do suppose this was the nost acconplished phil anthropi st

(on a small independence) that England ever produced.

As a speaker at charitable neetings the Iike of himfor

drawi ng your tears and your noney was not easy to find.

He was quite a public character. The last time | was in London,
nmy mstress gave ne two treats. She sent ne to the theatre

to see a danci ng woman who was all the rage; and she sent

me to Exeter Hall to hear M. Godfrey. The lady did it,

with a band of nmusic. The gentleman did it, with a handkerchi ef
and a glass of water. Crowds at the performance with the | egs.
Ditto at the performance with the tongue. And with all this,
the sweetest tenpered person (I allude to M. CGodfrey)--

the sinplest and pl easantest and easiest to please--you ever

met with. He |oved everybody. And everybody |oved H' M

What chance had M. Franklin--what chance had anybody

of average reputation and capacities--against such a nman as
this?

On the fourteenth, came M. Godfrey's answer.
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He accepted nmy nmistress's invitation, fromthe Wdnesday
of the birthday to the evening of Friday--when his duties

to the Ladies' Charit

ies would oblige himto return to town.

He al so encl osed a copy of verses on what he elegantly called
his cousin's "natal day." M ss Rachel, | was inforned,

joined M. Franklin

n maki ng fun of the verses at dinner

and Penel ope, who was all on M. Franklin's side, asked ne,
in great triunph, what | thought of that. "M ss Rachel has |ed
you off on a false scent, ny dear,” | replied; "but MY nose is

not so easily mystifi

ed. Wit till M. Ablewhite's verses are

foll owed by M. Ablewhite himself."

My daughter replied,
and try his luck, bef

that M. Franklin mght strike in,
ore the verses were followed by the poet.

In favour of this view, | nust acknow edge that M. Franklin |eft

no chance untried of

Wi nning M ss Rachel's good graces.

Though one of the nobst inveterate snokers | ever met with,

he gave up his cigar
the stale snell of it
after this effort of

because she said, one day, she hated
in his clothes. He slept so badly,
sel f-denial, for want of the conposing

ef fect of the tobacco to which he was used, and came down
norni ng after norning | ooking so haggard and worn, that M ss
Rachel herself begged himto take to his cigars again.

No! he would take to
a nonent's annoyance;

not hi ng again that could cause here
he woul d fight it out resolutely,

and get back his sleep, sooner or later, by main force of

patience in waiting f

or it. Such devotion as this, you may say

(as sonme of them said downstairs), could never fail of producing
the right effect on Mss Rachel --backed up, too, as it was,

by the decorating wor
but she had a photogr
represent ed speaking

k every day on the door. Al very well--
aph of M. Godfrey in her bed-room
at a public nmeeting, with all his hair

bl own out by the breath of his own el oquence, and his eyes,

nost | ovely, charnming the noney out of your pockets. Wat do you
say to that? Every norning--as Penel ope herself owned to ne--

there was the man whom t he wonmen coul dn't do without, | ooking on

in effigy, while Mss Rachel was having her hair conbed.

He woul d be I ooking on, in reality, before long--that was ny opinion

of it.

June the sixteenth br

ought an event which made M. Franklin's chance | ook,

to my m nd, a worse chance than ever.

A strange gentl eman,
came that norning to

speaking English with a foreign accent,
t he house, and asked to see M. Franklin Bl ake

on business. The business could not possibly have been connected

with the Di anond, for
told me nothing about

t hese two reasons--first, that M. Franklin
it; secondly, that he comrunicated it

(when the gentleman had gone, as | suppose) to ny | ady.
She probably hinted sonething about it next to her daughter
At any rate, Mss Rachel was reported to have said sone

severe things to M.

Franklin, at the piano that evening,

about the people he had |lived anong, and the principles he had
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adopted in foreign parts. The next day, for the first tineg,
not hi ng was done towards the decoration of the door

| suspect sone inprudence of M. Franklin's on the Continent--
with a woman or a debt at the bottomof it--had followed

himto England. But that is all guesswork. |In this case,

not only M. Franklin, but nmy lady too, for a wonder, left ne in
t he dark.

On the seventeenth, to all appearance, the cloud passed away again

They returned to their decorating work on the door, and seened

to be as good friends as ever. |If Penelope was to be believed,

M. Franklin had seized the opportunity of the reconciliation to nake
an offer to Mss Rachel, and had neither been accepted nor refused.

My girl was sure (from signs and tokens which | need not trouble you wth)
that her young mistress had fought M. Franklin off by declining

to believe that he was in earnest, and had then secretly regretted
treating himin that way afterwards. Though Penel ope was adnitted

to nmore famliarity with her young m stress than maids generally are--
for the two had been al nost brought up together as children--still |
knew M ss Rachel's reserved character too well to believe that she
woul d show her mnd to anybody in this way. What ny daughter told ne,
on the present occasion, was, as | suspected, nore what she wi shed than
what she really knew

On the nineteenth another event happened. W had the doctor

in the house professionally. He was sumoned to prescribe for a
person whom | have had occasion to present to you in these pages--
our second housemni d, Rosanna Spear nan.

This poor girl--who had puzzled ne, as you know al r eady,

at the Shivering Sand--puzzled nme nore than once again,

in the interval time of which | amnow witing. Penelope's notion
that her fellowservant was in love with M. Franklin

(which ny daughter, by my orders, kept strictly secret)

seemed to be just as absurd as ever. But | nust own that what |
mysel f saw, and what my daughter saw al so, of our second
housemni d' s conduct, began to | ook nysterious, to say the |east

of it.

For exanple, the girl constantly put herself in M. 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 seened to occur to himto waste a | ook on Rosanna's
plain face. The poor thing's appetite, never nmuch, fell away dreadfully;

47

and her eyes in the norning showed plain signs of waking and crying at night.

One day Penel ope made an awkward di scovery, which we hushed up on the spot.
She caught Rosanna at M. Franklin's dressing-table, secretly renoving

a rose which M ss Rachel had given himto wear in his button-hole, and
putting another rose like it, of her own picking, inits place. She was,
after that, once or twi ce inpudent to nme, when | gave her a well-neant
general hint to be careful in her conduct; and, worse still, she was not

over-respectful now, on the few occasions when M ss Rachel accidentally spoke

to her.
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My | ady noticed the change, and asked nme what | thought about it. | tried
to screen the girl by answering that | thought she was out of health; and it
ended in the doctor being sent for, as already nentioned, on the nineteenth.
He said it was her nerves, and doubted if she was fit for service.

My | ady offered to renpove her for change of air to one of our farns, inland.
She begged and prayed, with the tears in her eyes, to be let to stop

and, in an evil hour, | advised ny lady to try her for a little |onger
As the event proved, and as you will soon see, this was the worst advice
could have given. |If I could only have | ooked a little way into the future

| woul d have taken Rosanna Spearnman out of the house, then and there, with ny
own hand.

On the twentieth, there cane a note from M. 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 el dest sisters would ride
over to us on horseback, in good tinme before dinner. An elegant little
casket in China acconpanied the note, presented to Mss Rachel, with her
cousin's |love and best wishes. M. Franklin had only given her a plain

| ocket not worth half the noney. M daughter Penel ope, neverthel ess--such is
t he obstinacy of wonmen--still backed himto w n.

Thanks be to Heaven, we have arrived at the eve of the birthday at |ast!
You will own, | think, that | have got you over the ground this tineg,

wi t hout nuch loitering by the way. Cheer up! |1'Ill ease you with another
new chapter here--and, what is nmore, that chapter shall take you straight
into the thick of the story.

CHAPTER 1| X

June twenty-first, the day of the birthday, was 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 M ss Rachel

with the regul ar speech delivered annually by ne as the chief.

| follow the plan adopted by the Queen in opening Parlianent--
nanmely, the plan of saying nmuch the sane thing regularly every year
Before it is delivered, nmy 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 grunble a little,
they | ook forward hopefully to something newer next year

An easy people to govern, in the Parlianent and in the Kitchen--
that's the noral of it. After breakfast, M. Franklin and

had a private conference on the subject of the Monstone--

the tinme having now cone for renobving it fromthe bank

at Frizinghall, and placing it in Mss Rachel's

own hands.

Whet her he had been trying to make | ove to his cousin again
and had got a rebuff--or whether his broken rest, night after night,
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was aggravating the queer contradictions and uncertainties in
his character--1 don't know But certain it is, that M. Franklin
failed to show hinself at his best on the norning of the birthday.

He was in twenty different nminds about the Dianond in as many m nutes.

For my part, | stuck fast by the plain facts a we knew them

Not hi ng had happened to justify us in alarming nmy |ady on the subject
of the jewel; and nothing could alter the | egal obligation that

now lay on M. Franklin to put it in his cousin's possession.

That was my view of the matter; and, twist and turn it as

he m ght, he was forced in the end to nake it his view too.

We arranged that he was to ride over, after lunch, to Frizinghall

and bring the Di anond back, with M. Godfrey and the two

young | adies, in all probability, to keep him conpany on the way
home agai n.

This settled, our young gentleman went back to M ss Rachel

They consuned t he whol e norni ng, and part of the afternoon,

in the everlasting business of decorating the door

Penel ope standing by to mx the colours, as directed; and ny | ady,
as luncheon tinme drew near, going in and out of the room

with her handkerchief to her nose (for they used a dea

of M. Franklin's vehicle that day), and trying vainly to get

the two artists away fromtheir work. It was three o'clock
before they took off their aprons, and rel eased Penel ope

(much the worse for the vehicle), and cl eaned thensel ves of

their ness. But they had done what they wanted--they had finished
t he door on the birthday, and proud enough they were of it.

The griffins, cupids, and so on, were, | nust own, npst beautifu
to behol d; though so many in nunber, so entangled in flowers

and devices, and so topsy-turvy in their actions and attitudes,
that you felt themunpleasantly in your head for hours

after you had done with the pleasure of |ooking at them

If | add that Penel ope ended her part of the norning's work

by being sick in the back-kitchen, it is in no unfriendly

spirit towards the vehicle. No! no! It left off stinking
when it dried; and if Art requires these sort of sacrifices--
t hough the girl is my own daughter--1 say, let Art

have them

M. Franklin snatched a norsel fromthe |uncheon-table, and rode
off to Frizinghall--to escort his cousins, as he told ny | ady.
To fetch the Monstone, as was privately known to hinself and

to me.

This being one of the high festivals on which | took ny place

at the side-board, in command of the attendance at table,

I had plenty to occupy nmy mind while M. Franklin was away.
Havi ng seen to the wine, and reviewed ny nen and wonmen who

were to wait at dinner, | retired to collect nyself before

the conpany cane. A whiff of--you know what, and a turn at a
certain book which |I have had occasion to nmention in these pages,
conposed ne, body and mind. | was aroused fromwhat | am
inclined to think nmust have been, not a nap, but a reverie,

by the clatter of horses' hoofs outside; and, going to the door
recei ved a caval cade conprising M. Franklin and his three cousins,
escorted by one of old M. Ablewhite's groomns.
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M. Godfrey struck ne, strangely enough, as being like M. Franklin

in this respect--that he did not seemto be in his customary spirits.

He kindly shook hands with me as usual, and was nost politely gl ad

to see his old friend Betteredge wearing so well. But there was a sort
of cloud over him which I couldn't at all account for; and when | asked
how he had found his father in health, he answered rather shortly,

“Much as usual." However, the two M ss Abl ewhites were cheerful enough
for twenty, which nore than restored the balance. They were nearly as big
as their brother; spanking, yellowhaired, rosy |lasses, overflowing with
super - abundant flesh and bl ood; bursting fromhead to foot with health
and spirits. The legs of the poor horses trenbled with carrying them
and when they junped fromtheir saddles (wthout waiting to be hel ped), |
decl are they bounced on the ground as if they were nmade of india-rubber
Everything the Mss Ablewhites said began with a large O everything they
did was done with a bang; and they giggled and screaned, in season

and out of season, on the snmllest provocation. Bouncers--that's what |
call them

Under cover of the noise made by the young |l adies, | had an opportunity
of saying a private word to M. Franklin in the hall

"Have you got the Di anond safe, sir?"
He nodded, and tapped the breast-pocket of his coat.
"Have you seen anything of the I|Indians?"

"Not a glinpse.” Wth that answer, he asked for ny |ady, and,
hearing she was in the small draw ng-room went there straight.

The bell rang, before he had been a mnute in the room and Penel ope
was sent to tell Mss Rachel that M. Franklin Blake wanted to speak
to her.

Crossing the hall, about half an hour afterwards, | was brought

to a sudden standstill by an outbreak of screams fromthe snall

drawi ng-room | can't say | was at all alarned; for | recognised

in the screans the favourite |arge O of the M ss Abl ewhites.

However, | went in (on pretence of asking for instructions about

the dinner) to discover whether anything serious had really happened.

There stood M ss Rachel at the table, |like a person fascinated,

with the Colonel's unlucky Dianmond in her hand. There, on either side

of her, knelt the two Bouncers, devouring the jewel with their eyes,

and screaning with ecstasy every tinme it flashed on themin a new |ight.
There, at the opposite side of the table, stood M. Codfrey, clapping his
hands like a large child, and singing out softly, "Exquisite! exquisite!"
There sat M. Franklin in a chair by the book-case, tugging at his beard,
and | ooki ng anxiously towards the wi ndow. And there, at the w ndow,
stood the object he was contenpl ating--ny |ady, having the extract from
the Colonel's WIIl in her hand, and keepi ng her back turned on the whol e of
t he conpany.

She faced nme, when | asked for mnmy instructions; and | saw the fanm |y frown

gat hering over her eyes, and the famly tenmper twitching at the corners
of her nouth.
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"Cone to ny roomin half an hour," she answered. "I shal
have sonething to say to you then.”
Wth those words she went out. It was plain enough that she was posed

by the sane difficulty which had posed M. Franklin and me in our
conference at the Shivering Sand. Was the |egacy of the Moonstone

a proof that she had treated her brother with cruel injustice? or was it
a proof that he was worse than the worst she had ever thought of hin®
Serious questions those for ny lady to determ ne, while her daughter

i nnocent of all know edge of the Colonel's character, stood there with
the Colonel's birthday gift in her hand.

Before I could I eave the roomin my turn, Mss Rachel, always considerate
to the old servant who had been in the house when she was born, stopped ne.
"Look, Gabriel!" she said, and flashed the jewel before ny eyes in a ray of
sunlight that poured through the w ndow.

Lord bless us! it WAS a Di anond! As large, or nearly, as a plover's egg!
The light that streamed fromit was like the |ight of the harvest noon.
When you | ooked down into the stone, you |l ooked into a yell ow

deep that drew your eyes into it so that they saw nothing el se.

It seened unfathomable; this jewel, that you could hold between your
finger and thunb, seened unfathomabl e as the heavens thensel ves.

W set it in the sun, and then shut the |ight out of the room

and it shone awfully out of the depths of its own brightness,

with a nmoony gleam in the dark. No wonder M ss Rachel was fascinated:
no wonder her cousins screamed. The Dianmond |aid such a hold on ME
that | burst out with as large an "O' as the Bouncers thensel ves.

The only one of us who kept his senses was M. Godfrey.

He put an armround each of his sister's waists, and, |ooking

conpassi onately backwards and forwards between the Di anond

and ne, said, "Carbon Betteredge! nere carbon, ny good friend,

after all!"

Hi s object, | suppose, was to instruct ne. All he did, however, was to
remind nme of the dinner. | hobbled off to my army of waiters downstairs.
As | went out, M. Godfrey said, "Dear old Betteredge, | have the truest
regard for him" He was enbracing his sisters, and ogling Mss Rachel
whil e he honoured me with that testinony of affection. Sonething |ike

a stock of love to draw on THERE! M. Franklin was a perfect savage by
conparison with him

At the end of half an hour, | presented nyself, as directed,
in my lady's room

What passed between my nmistress and nme, on this occasion, was,

in the main, a repetition of what had passed between M. Franklin

and me at the Shivering Sand--with this difference, that | took

care to keep nmy own counsel about the jugglers, seeing that nothing

had happened to justify nme in alarming nmy lady on this head.

When | received nmy dismissal, | could see that she took the bl ackest

vi ew possi ble of the Colonel's notives, and that she was bent on getting
t he Moonstone out of her daughter's possession at the first opportunity.

On ny way back to ny own part of the house, | was encountered by

51

M. Franklin. He wanted to know if | had seen anything of his cousin Rachel

| had seen nothing of her. Could I tell himwhere his cousin Godfrey was?

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MOONSTONE 52

| didn't know, but | began to suspect that cousin Godfrey m ght not be
far away from cousin Rachel. M. Franklin's suspicions apparently took
the same turn. He tugged hard at his beard, and went and shut hinself
up in the library with a bang of the door that had a world of neaning
init.

| was interrupted no nore in the business of preparing for the birthday
di nner

till it was tine for me to smarten nyself up for receiving the conpany.
Just as | had got ny white wai stcoat on, Penel ope presented herself

at ny toilet, on pretence of brushing what little hair | have got left,
and inmproving the tie of ny white cravat. M girl was in high spirits,
and | saw she had sonething to say to ne. She gave nme a kiss on the top
of ny bald head, and whi spered, "News for you, father! M ss Rachel has
refused him"

"Who's 'HIM ?" | asked.
"The | adies' comm ttee-man, father," says Penelope. "A nasty sly fellow
I hate himfor trying to supplant M. Franklin!"

If I had had breath enough, | should certainly have protested agai nst

this indecent way of speaking of an em nent philanthropic character

But my daughter happened to be inproving the tie of nmy cravat at that nonent,
and the whole strength of her feelings found its way into her fingers.

| never was nore nearly strangled in ny life.

"I saw himtake her away alone into the rose-garden," says Penel ope.

"And | waited behind the holly to see how they cane back.

They had gone out armin-arm both | aughing. They canme back

wal ki ng separate, as grave as grave could be, and | ooking straight

away from each other in a manner which there was no mi staking.

I never was nore delighted, father, in my |life! There's one wonman

in the world who can resist M. Godfrey Ablewhite, at any rate; and, if |
was a lady, | should be another!"

Here | shoul d have protested again. But mnmy daughter had got the hair-brush
by this tine, and the whole strength of her feelings had passed into THAT.
If you are bald, you will understand how she sacrificed ne. |If you are not,
skip this bit, and thank God you have got sonething in the way of a defence
bet ween your hair-brush and your head.

"Just on the other side of the holly," Penel ope went on,
"M. Godfrey canme to a standstill. 'You prefer,' says he,

"that | should stop here as if nothing had happened?’

M ss Rachel turned on himlike lightning. 'You have accepted ny
nother's invitation,' she said; 'and you are here to nmeet her guests.
Unl ess you wish to make a scandal in the house, you will renain,

of course!™ She went on a few steps, and then seened to rel ent
alittle. 'Let us forget what has passed, Godfrey,' she said,

"and let us remain cousins still.' She gave hi mher hand.

He kissed it, which | should have considered taking a liberty,

and then she left him He waited a little by hinself,

with his head down, and his heel grinding a hole slowy

in the gravel wal k; you never saw a nman | ook nore put

out in your life. 'Awkward!' he said between his teeth,

when he | ooked up, and went on to the house--'very awkward!’
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If that was his opinion of hinself, he was quite right.

Awkward enough, I'msure. And the end of it is, father, what |
told you all along,"” cries Penelope, finishing ne off with

a last scarification, the hottest of all. "M. Franklin's

t he man!"

| got possession of the hair-brush, and opened nmy |ips to adm nister
the reproof which, you will own, ny daughter's |anguage and conduct
richly deserved.

Before | could say a word, the crash of carriage-wheels outside
struck in, and stopped me. The first of the dinner-conpany had cone.

Penel ope instantly ran off. | put on ny coat, and | ooked in the gl ass.
My head was as red as a |lobster; but, in other respects, | was as

nicely dressed for the cerenpnies of the evening as a nman need be.

| 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
phil anthropist's father and nother--M. and Ms. Ablewhite.

CHAPTER X

One on the top of the other the rest of the conpany foll owed
the Ablewhites, till we had the whole tale of them conplete.
Including the famly, they were twenty-four in all

It was a noble sight to see, when they were settled in their
pl aces round the dinner-table, and the Rector of Frizinghal
(with beautiful elocution) rose and said grace.

There is no need to worry you with a |ist of the guests.
You will neet none of thema second tinme--in ny part of the story,
at any rate--with the exception of two.

Those two sat on either side of Mss Rachel, who, as queen

of the day, was naturally the great attraction of the party.

On this occasion she was nore particularly the centre-point

t owar ds whi ch everybody's eyes were directed; for (to ny lady's
secret annoyance) she wore her wonderful birthday present,

which eclipsed all the rest--the Moonstone. It was

wi t hout any setting when it had been placed in her hands;

but that universal genius, M. Franklin, had contrived,

with the help of his neat fingers and a little bit of silver wre,
to fix it as a brooch in the bosom of her white dress.

Everybody wondered at the prodigi ous size and beauty of the Di anond,
as a matter of course. But the only two of the conpany who said
anyt hi ng out of the common way about it were those two guests

| have nentioned, who sat by M ss Rachel on her right hand and

her left.

The guest on her left was M. Candy, our doctor at Frizinghall
This was a pleasant, conpanionable little man, with the drawback, however,
I nmust 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,
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wi thout waiting to feel his way first. |In society he was constantly

maki ng m stakes, and setting people unintentionally by the ears together

In his medical practice he was a nore prudent man; picking up his discretion
(as his enem es said) by a kind of instinct, and proving to be generally
right

where nore carefully conducted doctors turned out to be wong.

What HE said about the Dianmpbnd to M ss Rachel was said, as usual
by way of a mystification or joke. He gravely entreated her
(in the interests of science) to let himtake it home and burn it.

"We will first heat it, Mss Rachel," says the doctor, "to such

and such a degree; then we will expose it to a current of air

and, little by little--puff!--we evaporate the Di anond, and spare you

a world of anxiety about the safe keeping of a val uable precious stone!"”
My lady, listening with rather a careworn expression on her face,

seemed to wi sh that the doctor had been in earnest, and that he could
have found M ss Rachel zeal ous enough in the cause of science to sacrifice
her birthday gift.

The ot her guest, who sat on my young |ady's right hand, was an eni nent
public character--being no other than the cel ebrated Indian traveller
M. Mirthwaite, who, at risk of his life, had penetrated in disguise
where no European had ever set foot before.

This was a long, lean, wiry, brown, silent nan. He had a weary | ook,

and a very steady, attentive eye. It was rumoured that he was tired

of the hundrum |life anong the people in our parts, and longing to go

back and wander off on the tranp again in the wild places of the East.

Except what he said to Mss Rachel about her jewel, | 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 himin the small est degree.
The fanme of it seened to have reached him in some of those perilous

I ndi an pl aces where his wanderings had lain. After looking at it

silently for so long a tinme that Mss Rachel began to get confused,

he said to her in his cool immvable way, "If you ever go to India,

M ss Verinder, don't take your uncle's birthday gift with you. A Hindoo
di anond is sonetimes part of a Hindoo religion. | know a certain city,
and a certain tenple in that city, where, dressed as you are now,

your |ife would not be worth five mnutes' purchase.” M ss Rachel

safe in England, was quite delighted to hear of her danger in India.

The Bouncers were nore delighted still; they dropped their knives

and forks with a crash, and burst out together vehenently,
"O howinteresting!" M lady fidgeted in her chair, and changed
t he subj ect.

As the dinner got on, | becane aware, little by little,
that this festival was not prospering as other like festivals
had prospered before it.

Looki ng back at the birthday now, by the |ight of what happened afterwards,
| amhalf inclined to think that the cursed Di anond nmust have cast

a blight on the whole conpany. | plied themwell with w ne;

and being a privileged character, followed the unpopul ar di shes

round the table, and whispered to the conpany confidentially,

"Pl ease to change your mind and try it; for I knowit will do you good."
Nine tinmes out of ten they changed their mnds--out of regard

for their old original Betteredge, they were pleased to say--
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but all to no purpose. There were gaps of silence in the talk

as the dinner got on, that nmade ne feel personally unconfortable.

VWhen they did use their tongues again, they used theminnocently,

in the nost unfortunate manner and to the worst possible purpose.

M. Candy, the doctor, for instance, said nore unlucky things than | ever
knew himto say before. Take one sanple of the way in which he went on
and you will understand what | had to put up with at the sideboard,
officiating as | was in the character of a man who had the prosperity

of the festival at heart.

One of our |adies present at dinner was worthy Ms. Threadgall

wi dow of the |late Professor of that nanme. Tal king of her deceased
husband perpetually, this good | ady never nentioned to strangers
that he WAS deceased. She thought, | suppose, that every

abl e- bodi ed adult in England ought to know as nmuch as that.

In one of the gaps of silence, sonebody mentioned the dry

and rather nasty subject of human anatony; whereupon good

Ms. Threadgall straightway brought in her |ate husband as usual
wi t hout nentioning that he was dead. Anatomy she descri bed

as the Professor's favourite recreation in his |eisure hours.

As ill-luck would have it, M. Candy, sitting opposite

(who knew not hing of the deceased gentl eman), heard her

Being the nost polite of nen, he seized the opportunity

of assisting the Professor's anaton cal anusenents on

t he spot.

"They have got sonme remarkably fine skeletons lately at the Coll ege

of Surgeons," says M. Candy, across the table, in a | oud cheerful voice.
"I strongly recommend the Professor, nma'am when he next has an hour to
spare,

to pay thema visit."

You m ght have heard a pin fall. The conpany (out of respect

to the Professor's nenory) all sat speechless. | was behind

Ms. Threadgall at the time, plying her confidentially with a gl ass
of hock. She dropped her head, and said in a very |ow voice,

"My bel oved husband is no nore."

Unluckily M. Candy, hearing nothing, and niles away from suspecting
the truth, went on across the table |ouder and politer than ever.

"The Professor may not be aware," says he, "that the card of a nenber
of the College will admit him on any day but Sunday, between the hours
of ten and four."

Ms. Threadgall dropped her head right into her tucker, and, in a | ower
voice still, repeated the solem words, "My bel oved husband is no nore."

I winked hard at M. Candy across the table. M ss Rachel touched his arm

My | ady | ooked unutterable things at him Quite useless! On he went,

with a cordiality that there was no stopping anyhow. "I shall be delighted,"
says he, "to send the Professor nmy card, if you will oblige ne by nmentioning
his present address."

"Hi s present address, sir, is THE GRAVE," says Ms. Threadgall
suddenly | osing her tenper, and speaking with an enphasis and fury
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that made the glasses ring again. "The Professor has been dead
these ten years.™

"Oh, good heavens!" says M. Candy. Excepting the Bouncers,
who burst out |aughing, such a blank now fell on the conpany,
that they m ght all have been going the way of the Professor
and hailing as he did fromthe direction of the grave.

So nmuch for M. Candy. The rest of themwere nearly as

provoking in their different ways as the doctor hinself.

When they ought to have spoken, they didn't speak

or when they did speak they were perpetually at cross purposes.
M. Godfrey, though so eloquent in public, declined to exert hinself
in private. \Whether he was sul ky, or whether he was bashf ul

after his disconfiture in the rose-garden, | can't say.

He kept all his talk for the private ear of the |ady

(a nmenber of our family) who sat next to him She was

one of his commttee-wonen--a spiritually-mni nded person

with a fine show of collar-bone and a pretty taste in chanpagne;
liked it dry, you understand, and plenty of it.

Bei ng cl ose behind these two at the sideboard, | can testify,
fromwhat | heard pass between them that the conpany | ost

a good deal of very inproving conversation, which | caught up
while drawi ng the corks, and carving the mutton, and so forth.
What they said about their Charities | didn't hear

When | had tinme to listen to them they had got a | ong way beyond
their wonmen to be confined, and their wonen to be rescued,

and were disputing on serious subjects. Religion (I understand
M. Godfrey to say, between the corks and the carving) neant |ove.
And | ove nmeant religion. And earth was heaven a little the worse
for wear. And heaven was earth, done up again to | ook |ike new.
Earth had sone very objectionable people init; but, to nake
amends for that, all the wonmen in heaven would be nmenbers of a
prodi gi ous conmittee that never quarrelled, with all the nen in
attendance on them as mnistering angels. Beautiful! beautiful
But why the mischief did M. Godfrey keep it all to his |ady

and hinsel f?

M. Franklin again--surely, you will say, M. Franklin stirred the conpany
up into making a pl easant evening of it?

Not hi ng of the sort! He had quite recovered hinmself, and he was in
wonderful force and spirits, Penel ope having inforned him | suspect,
of M. Godfrey's reception in the rose-garden. But, talk as he ni ght,
nine tinmes out of ten he pitched on the wong subject, or he addressed
hinself to the wong person; the end of it being that he offended sone,
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--
canme out, at ny lady's hospitable board, in a nost bew | dering manner.

What do you think, for instance, of his discussing the |engths

to which a married woman m ght | et her adnmiration 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,
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t hat experience, properly understood counted for nothing, and that
the proper way to breed bulls was to | ook deep into your own m nd
evolve out of it the idea of a perfect bull, and produce hinf

What do you say, when our county nember, growi ng hot, at cheese
and salad tinme, about the spread of denpbcracy in Engl and,

burst out as follows: "If we once |ose our ancient safeguards,
M. Blake, | beg to ask you, what have we got |eft?"--what do you
say to M. Franklin answering, fromthe Italian point of view

"We have got three things left, sir--Love, Misic, and Sal ad"?

He not only terrified the conpany with such outbreaks as these,
but, when the English side of himturned up in due course,

he |l ost his foreign snoothness; and, getting on the subject

of the nedical profession, said such downright things in ridicule
of doctors, that he actually put good-hunmoured little M. Candy in
a rage.

The di spute between them began in M. Franklin being |ed--1 forget
to acknowl edge that he had latterly slept very badly at night.

M. Candy thereupon told himthat his nerves were all out of order
and that he ought to go through a course of medicine i mediately.

how- -

M. Franklin replied that a course of nedicine, and a course of groping

in the dark, neant, in his estimtion, one and the same thing.

M. Candy, hitting back smartly, said that M Franklin hinself was,
constitutionally speaking, groping in the dark after sleep

and that nothing but nmedicine could help himto find it.

M. Franklin, keeping the ball up on his side, said he had often
heard of the blind | eading the blind, and now, for the first tineg,

he knew what it nmeant. 1In this way, they kept it going briskly,
cut and thrust, till they both of them got hot--M. Candy,
in particular, so conpletely losing his self-control, in defence

of his profession, that nmy |ady was obliged to interfere,

and forbid the dispute to go on. This necessary act of authority
put the | ast extinguisher on the spirits of the conpany. The talk
spurted up again here and there, for a minute or two at a tineg;

but there was a miserable lack of |ife and sparkle in it. The Devi
(or the Di anond) possessed that dinner-party; and it was a relief
to everybody when ny mstress rose, and gave the | adies the signa
to | eave the gentlenmen over their w ne.

I had just ranged the decanters in a row before old M. Ablewhite
(who represented the master of the house), when there cane

a sound fromthe terrace which, startled nme out of ny conpany
manners on the instant. M. Franklin and | | ooked at each other
it was the sound of the Indian drum As | 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 cane

in sight, | hobbled out to warn themoff. But, as ill--

luck would have it, the two Bouncers were beforehand with mne.
They whi zzed out on to the terrace |ike a couple of skyrockets,
wild to see the Indians exhibit their tricks. The other

| adi es foll owed; the gentlenmen came out on their side.

Bef ore you could say, "Lord bless us!" the rogues were nmaking
their sal aans; and the Bouncers were kissing the pretty
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little boy.

M. Franklin got on one side of Mss Rachel, and | put nyself behind her.
If our suspicions were right, there she stood, innocent of all know edge of
the truth, showing the Indians the Dianond in the bosom of her dress!

| can't tell you what tricks they perforned, or howthey did it.
VWhat with the vexation about the dinner, and what with the

provocati on of the rogues com ng back just in the nick of tine

to see the jewel with their own eyes, | own | lost ny head.

The first thing that | remenber noticing was the sudden

appearance on the scene of the Indian traveller, M. Mirthwaite.
Skirting the half-circle in which the gentlefol ks stood or sat,

he cane quietly behind the jugglers and spoke to themon a sudden in
the | anguage of their own country.

If he had pricked themw th a bayonet, | doubt if the Indians could have
started and turned on himwith a nore tigerish quickness than they did,
on hearing the first words that passed his |lips. The next nonent they
were bowi ng and salaamng to himin their nost polite and snaky way.
After a few words in the unknown tongue had passed on either side,

M. Mirthwaite withdrew as quietly as he had approached.

The chi ef Indian, who acted as interpreter, thereupon wheel ed about again
towards the gentlefolks. | noticed that the fellow s coffee-col oured
face had turned grey since M. Mirthwaite had spoken to him

He bowed to my |ady, and informed her that the exhibition was over.

The Bouncers, indescribably di sappointed, burst out with a | oud

"O" directed against M. Murthwaite for stopping the perfornmance.

The chief Indian laid his hand hunbly on his breast, and said a second
time that the juggling was over. The little boy went round with the hat.
The | adies withdrew to the drawi ng--room and the gentl enen

(excepting M. Franklin and M. Murthwaite) returned to their w ne.

| and the footman foll owed the |Indians, and saw t hem safe off

the prenmi ses.

Goi ng back by way of the shrubbery, | snelt tobacco, and found

M. Franklin and M. Murthwaite (the latter snoking a cheroot)

wal king slowy up and down anong the trees. M. Franklin beckoned
to me to join them

"This," says M. Franklin, presenting me to the great traveller,
"is Gabriel Betteredge, the old servant and friend of our famly

of whom | spoke to you just now. Tell him if you please, what you
have just told ne."

M. Mirthwaite took his cheroot out of his mouth, and | eaned,
in his weary way, against the trunk of a tree.

"M . Betteredge," he began, "those three Indians are no nore jugglers
than you and | are."

Here was a new surprise! | naturally asked the traveller if he had ever net
with the Indians before.

"Never," says M. Miurthwaite; "but | know what | ndian
juggling really is. Al you have seen to-night is a very bad
and clunsy imtation of it. Unless, after |ong experience,
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| amutterly m staken, those nen are hi gh-caste Brahnins

I charged them wi th bei ng disguised, and you saw how it told on them
cl ever as the Hindoo people are in concealing their feelings.
There is a nystery about their conduct that | can't explain.
They have doubly sacrificed their caste--first, in crossing

the sea; secondly, in disguising thenselves as jugglers.

In the land they live in that is a tremendous sacrifice to make.
There nust be sone very serious notive at the bottomof it,

and sone justification of no ordinary kind to plead for them

in recovery of their caste, when they return to their own
country."

I was struck dunb. M. Murthwaite went on with his cheroot.
M. Franklin, after what | ooked to ne |like a little private
veering about between the different sides of his character
broke the silence as foll ows:

"I feel some hesitation, M. Mirthwaite, in troubling you with famly
matters,

in which you can have no interest and which I amnot very wlling

to speak of out of our own circle. But, after what you have said,

| feel bound, in the interests of Lady Verinder and her daughter

to tell you sonething which may possibly put the clue into your hands.
| speak to you in confidence; you will oblige ne, | am sure, by not
forgetting that?"

Wth this preface, he told the Indian traveller all that he had
told me at the Shivering Sand. Even the imovable M. Mirthwaite
was so interested in what he heard, that he let his cheroot go out.

"Now, " says M. Franklin, when he had done, "what does your experience say?"

"My experience," answered the traveller, "says that you have had nore
narrow escapes of your life, M. Franklin Blake, than | have had of mne
and that is saying a great deal."

It was M. Franklin's turn to be astoni shed now
"Is it really as serious as that?" he asked.

“In nmy opinion it is," answered M. Murthwaite. "I can't doubt,

after what you have told ne, that the restoration of the Monstone

to its place on the forehead of the Indian idol, is the notive and the
justification of that sacrifice of caste which | alluded to just now.
Those nmen will wait their opportunity with the patience of cats,

and will use it with the ferocity of tigers. How you have escaped
them | can't imagine," says the em nent traveller, lighting his
cheroot again, and staring hard at M. Franklin. "You have been
carrying the D anond 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 tinmes, | suppose, when you took the jewel out of
t he bank in London?"

"Broad daylight," says M. Franklin.

"And plenty of people in the streets?”
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"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 appoi ntnment?"

“"No. | arrived four hours earlier than nmy appointnent."

"I beg to congratul ate you on that proceeding! Wen did you take
the Dianond to the bank at the town here?"

"I took it an hour after | had brought it to this house--
and three hours before anybody was prepared for seeing ne in
these parts.”

"I beg to congratulate you again! Did you bring it back here al one?"

“"No. | happened to ride back with ny cousins and the groom™"
"I beg to congratulate you for the third tine! |If you ever
feel inclined to travel beyond the civilised limts, M. Bl ake,
let me know, and I will go with you. You are a |ucky nman."

Here | struck in. This sort of thing didn't at all square
with nmy English ideas.

"You don't really nean to say, sir," | asked, "that they
woul d have taken M. Franklin's life, to get their D anond,
if he had given themthe chance?"

"Do you snoke, M. Betteredge?" says the traveller
"“Yes, sir.

"Do you care nmuch for the ashes left in your pipe when you enpty it?"

"No, sir.

"In the country those nen cane from they care just as nuch about

killing a man, as you care about enptying the ashes out of your pipe.

If a thousand |lives stood between them and the getting back of their Di anond-
and if they thought they could destroy those |ives without discovery--

they would take themall. The sacrifice of caste is a serious thing in

I ndi a,

if you like. The sacrifice of |life is nothing at all."

| expressed my opinion upon this, that they were a set of nurdering thieves.
M. Mirthwaite expressed H' S opinion that they were a wonderful people.

M. Franklin, expressing no opinion at all, brought us back to the matter

i n hand.

"They have seen the Monstone on Mss Verinder's dress," he said.
"What is to be done?"

"What your uncle threatened to do," answered M. Mirthwaite.
"Col onel Herncastl e understood the people he had to deal wth.
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Send the Dianmond to-norrow (under guard of nore than one man) to be cut
up at Ansterdam Make half a dozen dianonds of it, instead of one.
There is an end of its sacred identity as The Mbonstone--and there is an
end of the conspiracy.”

M. Franklin turned to ne.

"There is no help for it," he said. "W nust speak to Lady
Verinder to-norrow "

"What about to-night, sir?" | asked. "Suppose the |Indians conme back?"

M. Mirthwaite answered ne before M. Franklin could speak.
"The Indians won't risk com ng 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 m stake
m ght be fatal to their reaching their end."

"But suppose the rogues are bolder than you think, sir?" | persisted.

"In that case,"” says M. Murthwaite, "let the dogs | oose.
Have you got any big dogs in the yard?"

"Two, sir. A mastiff and a bl oodhound."

"They will do. In the present enmergency, M. Betteredge,
the mastiff and the bl oodhound have one great merit--

they are not likely to be troubled with your scruples about
the sanctity of human life."

The strumm ng of the piano reached us fromthe draw ng-room

as he fired that shot at ne. He threw away his cheroot,

and took M. Franklin's arm to go back to the | adies.

I noticed that the sky was clouding over fast, as | followed them
to the house. M. Mirthwaite noticed it too. He |ooked round

at ne, in his dry, droning way, and said:

"The Indians will want their unbrellas, M. Betteredge, to-night!"

It was all very well for HMto joke. But | was not an emi nent traveller--
and nmy way in this world had not led me into playing ducks and drakes with ny
own life, anong thieves and nurderers in the outlandish places of the earth.

I went into nmy owmn little room and sat down in ny chair in a perspiration,

and wondered hel pl essly what was to be done next. In this anxious frane
of mi nd, other men mi ght have ended by working thenselves up into a fever;
| ended in a different way. | lit ny pipe, and took a turn at

ROBI NSON CRUSOE

Before | had been at it five mnutes, | cane to this amazing bit--
page one hundred and si xty-one--as follows:

"Fear of Danger is ten thousand tinmes nmore terrifying than Danger itself,
when 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 ROBI NSON CRUSOE, after THAT,

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MOONSTONE 62

is amnwth a screwloose in his understanding, or a man
lost in the mist of his own self-conceit! Argunment is thrown
away upon him and pity is better reserved for sone person
with a livelier faith.

I was far on with my second pipe, and still lost in admration of that
wonder ful book, when Penel ope (who had been handi ng round the tea)

came in with her report fromthe draw ng-room She had |eft the Bouncers
singing a duet-words beginning with a large "O " and nmusic to correspond.
She had observed that ny |ady nade m stakes in her gane of whist

for the first tine in our experience of her. She had seen the great
traveller asleep in a corner. She had overheard M. Franklin sharpening
his wits on M. Godfrey, at the expense of Ladies' Charities in general

and she had noticed that M. Godfrey hit himback again rather nore smartly
than becanme a gentlenman of his benevol ent character. She had detected

M ss Rachel, apparently engaged in appeasing Ms. Threadgall by show ng

her some photographs, and really occupied in stealing |l ooks at M. Franklin,
which no intelligent lady's maid could msinterpret for a single instant.
Finally, she had nmissed M. Candy, the doctor, who had nysteriously

di sappeared fromthe drawi ng-room and had then nysteriously returned,

and entered into conversation with M. Godfrey. Upon the whol e,

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 Tinme would bring up their carriages, and relieve us of

t hem al t oget her

Everything wears off in this world; and even the conforting
ef fect of ROBI NSON CRUSCE wore off, after Penelope |eft ne.

| got fidgety again, and resolved on naking a survey of the
grounds before the rain came. Instead of taking the footman,
whose nose was human, and therefore usel ess in any energency,
| took the bl oodhound with ne. HI S nose for a stranger

was to be depended on. We went all round the prem ses,

and out into the road--and returned as wi se as we went,
havi ng di scovered no such thing as a | urking human

creature anywhere.

The arrival of the carriages was the signal for the arrival of the rain.

It poured as if it neant to pour all night. Wth the exception of the

doct or,

whose gig was waiting for him the rest of the conpany went honme snugly,

under cover, in close carriages. | told M. Candy that | was afraid he would
get wet through. He told ne, in return, that he wondered | had arrived

at ny time of life, without knowing that a doctor's skin was waterproof.

So he drove away in the rain, laughing over his own little joke; and so we
got

rid of our dinner conpany.

The next thing to tell is the story of the night.
CHAPTER XI
VWhen the last of the guests had driven away, | went back into

the inner hall and found Sanuel at the side-table, presiding
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over the brandy and soda-water. My |lady and M ss Rachel cane
out of the draw ng-room followed by the two gentl enen.

M. Godfrey had sonme brandy and soda-water, M. Franklin
took nothing. He sat down, |ooking dead tired; the tal king
on this birthday occasion had, | suppose, been too nuch

for him

My lady, turning round to wi sh them good-ni ght, | ooked hard
at the wicked Col onel's |egacy shining in her daughter's dress.

"Rachel ," she asked, "where are you going to put your Di anond to-night?"

M ss Rachel was in high good spirits, just in that hunour

for tal ki ng nonsense, and perversely persisting in it as if it
was sense, which you may sonetines have observed in young girls,
when they are highly wought up, at the end of an exciting day.
First, she declared she didn't know where to put the Di anond.
Then she said, "on her dressing-table, of course, along with

her other things." Then she renenbered that the Di anond

m ght take to shining of itself, with its awful noony |ight

in the dark--and that would terrify her in the dead of night.
Then she bet hought herself of an Indian cabi net which stood

in her sitting-room and instantly nmade up her mind to put

the Indian dianond in the Indian cabinet, for the purpose of
permtting two beautiful native productions to adm re each other
Having let her little flow of nonsense run on as far as that point,
her nother interposed and stopped her

"My dear! your Indian cabinet has no lock to it," says ny |ady.
"Good Heavens, mamm!" cried M ss Rachel, "is this an hotel ?
Are there thieves in the house?"

Wt hout taking notice of this fantastic way of talking, ny |ady

wi shed the gentl enen good-ni ght. She next turned to M ss Rachel

and kissed her. "Wiy not |let ME keep the Dianond for you to-night?"
she asked.

M ss Rachel received that proposal as she might, ten years since,
have received a proposal to part her froma new doll

My | ady saw there was no reasoning with her that night.

"Conme into ny room Rachel, the first thing to-norrow norning,"

she said. "I shall have sonmething to say to you." Wth those

| ast words she left us slowy; thinking her own thoughts, and,

to all appearance, not best pleased with the way by which they were
| eadi ng her.

M ss Rachel was the next to say good-night. She shook hands first
with M. Godfrey, who was standing at the other end of the hall

| ooking at a picture. Then she turned back to M. Franklin,
still sitting weary and silent in a corner

What words passed between them | can't say. But standing near the old
oak frame which holds our |arge | ooking-glass, | saw her reflected
init, slyly slipping the [ ocket which M. Franklin had given to her
out of the bosom of her dress, and showing it to himfor a nmoment,
with a smle which certainly neant sonething out of the conmon,
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before she tripped off to bed. This incident staggered ne a little
in the reliance | had previously felt on nmy own judgnment. | began
to think that Penel ope m ght be right about the state of her young
| ady's affections, after all.

As soon as Mss Rachel left himeyes to see with, M. Franklin noticed ne.
Hi s variabl e hunour, shifting about everything, had shifted about the
I ndi ans al ready.

"Betteredge," he said, "I'mhalf inclined to think I took M. Mirthwaite
too seriously, when we had that talk in the shrubbery. | wonder whether
he has been trying any of his traveller's tales on us? Do you really nean
to let the dogs | oose?"

"I"ll relieve themof their collars, sir," | answered, "and | eave
themfree to take a turn in the night, if they snell a reason for it."

"All right," says M. Franklin. "W'Il|l see what is to be done to-norrow. |
am not at all disposed to alarmny aunt, Betteredge, without a very pressing
reason for it. Good-night."

He | ooked so worn and pale as he nodded to ne, and took his

candle to go up-stairs, that | ventured to advise his having

a drop of brandy-and-water, by way of night-cap. M. Godfrey,

wal ki ng towards us fromthe other end of the hall, backed ne.

He pressed M. Franklin, in the friendliest nanner, to take sonething,
bef ore he went to bed.

I only note these trifling circunstances, because, after al

I had seen and heard, that day, it pleased me to observe

that our two gentlemen were on just as good terns as ever.

Their warfare of words (heard by Penel ope in the draw ng-roon),

and their rivalry for the best place in Mss Rachel's good graces,
seemed to have set no serious difference between them

But there! they were both good-tenpered, and both nen of the world.
And there is certainly this nmerit in people of station, that they
are not nearly so quarrel some anong each other as people of no
station at all.

M. Franklin declined the brandy-and-water, and went up-stairs
with M. CGodfrey, their roons being next door to each other

On the | andi ng, however, either his cousin persuaded him

or he veered about and changed his m nd as usual

"Perhaps | may want it in the night," he called down to ne.
"Send up sone brandy-and-water into my room"

| sent up Samuel with the brandy-and-water; and then went out
and unbuckl ed the dogs' collars. They both |ost their heads
with astoni shment on being set |oose at that time of night,

and junped upon ne like a couple of puppies! However, the rain
soon cool ed them down again: they |apped a drop of water each
and crept back into their kennels. As | went into the house
noticed signs in the sky which betokened a break in the weather
for the better. For the present, it still poured heavily,

and the ground was in a perfect sop

Sanuel and | went all over the house, and shut up as usual
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| exam ned everything myself, and trusted nothing to nmy deputy
on this occasion. All was safe and fast when | rested ny ol d bones
in bed, between midnight and one in the norning.

The worries of the day had been a little too much for ne, | suppose.
At any rate, | had a touch of M. Franklin's nalady that night.

It was sunrise before | fell off at last into a sleep

Al the time | lay awake the house was as quiet as the grave.

Not a sound stirred but the splash of the rain, and the sighing

of the wind anmong the trees as a breeze sprang up with

t he norni ng.

About hal f-past seven | woke, and opened my wi ndow on a fine sunshiny day.
The cl ock had struck eight, and | was just going out to chain up the dogs
agai n, when | heard a sudden whi sking of petticoats on the stairs behind ne.

| turned about, and there was Penel ope flying down after nme |ike nmad.
"Fat her!" she screamed, "conme up-stairs, for God's sake! THE DI AMOND
IS GONE!'" "Are you out of your mnd? "I asked her

"Gone!" says Penel ope. "Gone, nobody knows how! Cone up and see.”

She dragged me after her into our young lady's sitting-room which opened
into

her bedroom There, on the threshold of her bedroom door, stood M ss Rache
al nost as white in the face as the white dressinggown that clothed her

65

There al so stood the two doors of the Indian cabinet, w de open. One, of the

drawers inside was pulled out as far as it would go.

"Look!" says Penel ope. "I nyself saw M ss Rachel put the Di anond
into that drawer last night." | went to the cabinet. The drawer
was enpty.

"I's this true, miss?" | asked.

Wth a |look that was not |ike herself, with a voice that was not |ike her
own,

M ss Rachel answered as nmy daughter had answered: "The Dianond is gone!"
Havi ng said those words, she withdrew i nto her bedroom and shut and | ocked
t he door.

Bef ore we knew which way to turn next, my |ady canme in, hearing ny
voice in her daughter's sittingroom and wondering what had happened.
The news of the |oss of the Dianond seened to petrify her. She went
straight to Mss Rachel's bedroom and insisted on being adnitted.

M ss Rachel let here in

The alarm running through the house |ike fire, caught the two gentlenen
next .

M. Godfrey was the first to come out of his room

Al'l he did when he heard what had happened was to hold up
his hands in a state of bew |l dernent, which didn't say much
for his natural strength of mind. M. Franklin, whose clear
head | had confidently counted on to advise us, seened to be
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as hel pless as his cousin when he heard the news in his turn
For a wonder, he had had a good night's rest at |ast;

and the unaccustomed | uxury of sleep had, as he said hinself,
apparently stupefied him However, when he had swal | owed

his cup of coffee--which he always took, on the foreign plan
some hours before he ate any breakfast--his brains brightened;
the cl ear-headed side of himturned up, and he took the matter
in hand, resolutely and cleverly, nmuch as foll ows:

He first sent for the servants, and told themto |eave all the | ower doors
and wi ndows (with the exception of the front door, which | had opened)
exactly as they had been |l eft when we | ocked up over night. He next proposed
to his cousin and to ne to make quite sure, before we took any further steps,
that the Di anond had not accidentally dropped somewhere out of sight--say at
t he back of the cabinet, or down behind the table on which the cabinet stood.
Havi ng searched in both places, and found nothing--having al so questioned
Penel ope, and di scovered fromher no nore than the little she had al ready
told me--M. Franklin suggested next extending our inquiries to Mss Rachel
and sent Penel ope to knock at her bed-room door

My | ady answered the knock, and cl osed the door behind her.

The nmonent after we heard it | ocked inside by Mss Rachel

My m stress cane out anmong us, | ooking sorely puzzled

and distressed. "The |loss of the Dianpond seens to have quite
overwhel mred Rachel ," she said, inreply to M. Franklin.

"She shrinks, in the strangest manner, from speaking of it,
even to ME. It is inpossible you can see her for the present.”
Havi ng added to our perplexities by this account of M ss Rachel
ny lady, after a little effort, recovered her usual conposure,
and acted with her usual decision

"I suppose there is no help for it?" she said, quietly. "l suppose
have no alternative but to send for the police?"

"And the first thing for the police to do," added M. Franklin,
catching her up, "is to lay hands on the Indian jugglers
who perforned here | ast night."

My lady and M. Godfrey (not knowi ng what M. Franklin and | knew)
both started, and both | ooked surprised.

"I can't stop to explain nyself now," M. Franklin went on

"I can only tell you that the Indians have certainly stolen

the Diambnd. Gve nme a letter of introduction," says he,

addressing ny lady, "to one of the magistrates at Frizinghall--
nmerely telling himthat | represent your interests and w shes,

and let me ride off with it instantly. CQur chance of catching

the thieves may depend on our not wasting one unnecessary mnute."
(Nota bene: Whether it was the French side or the English,

the right side of M. Franklin seened to be uppernost now. The only
guestion was, How long would it |ast?)

He put pen, ink, and paper before his aunt, who (as it appeared to ne)

wrote the letter he wanted a little unwillingly. |If it had been possible
to overl ook such an event as the |l oss of a jewel worth twenty thousand
pounds,

| believe--with ny lady's opinion of her |late brother, and her distrust
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of his birthday-gift--it would have been privately a relief to her to let
the thieves get off with the Mbonstone scot free.

I went out with M. Franklin to the stables, and took the opportunity
of asking himhow the Indians (whom | suspected, of course, as shrewdly
as he did) could possibly have got into the house.

"One of them m ght have slipped into the hall, in the confusion,
when the di nner conmpany were going away," says M. Franklin.

"The fell ow may have been under the sofa while my aunt and Rache
were tal king about where the Di anond was to be put for the night.
He would only have to wait till the house was quiet, and there

it would be in the cabinet, to be had for the taking."

Wth those words, he called to the groomto open the gate,

and gal | oped of f.

This seened certainly to be the only rational explanation.

But how had the thief contrived to make his escape fromthe house?
I had found the front door |ocked and bolted, as | had |eft

it at night, when | went to open it, after getting up

As for the other doors and w ndows, there they were still,

all safe and fast, to speak for thensel ves. The dogs, too?
Suppose the thief had got away by dropping fromone of the

upper wi ndows, how had he escaped the dogs? Had he cone provided
for themw th drugged neat? As the doubt crossed ny m nd,

the dogs thenselves cane gall oping at me round a corner, rolling each
ot her over on the wet grass, in such lively health and spirits
that it was with no small difficulty |I brought themto reason

and chained themup again. The nore | turned it over in ny mnd,
the less satisfactory M. Franklin's explanation appeared

to be.

We had our breakfasts--whatever happens in a house, robbery or nurder,

it doesn't matter, you nust have your breakfast. Wen we had done,

nmy lady sent for ne; and | found myself conpelled to tell her all that |

had hitherto concealed, relating to the Indians and their plot.

Bei ng a woman of a high courage, she soon got over the first startling effect
of what | had to communicate. Her mnd seened to be far nore perturbed
about her daughter than about the heathen rogues and their conspiracy.

"You know how odd Rachel is, and how differently she behaves soneti nes
fromother girls," nmy lady said to ne. "But | have never, in al

nmy experience, seen her so strange and so reserved as she is now

The | oss of her jewel seenms al nbst to have turned her brain. Wo would have
t hought that horrible Dianmond could have | aid such a hold on her in so short
atinme?"

It was certainly strange. Taking toys and trinkets in general

M ss Rachel was nothing |ike so mad after them as nost young girls.
Yet there she was, still |ocked up inconsolably 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. M. CGodfrey, for instance--
t hough professionally a sort of consol er-general --seened to be at

a loss where to look for his own resources. Having no conpany

to amuse him and getting no chance of trying what his experience

of wonen in distress could do towards conforting Mss Rachel

he wandered hither and thither about the house and gardens in an

ai m ess uneasy way. He was in two different m nds about what it
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became himto do, after the mi sfortune that had happened to us.

Qught he to relieve the famly, in their present situation

of the responsibility of himas a guest, or ought he to stay on

the chance that even his hunble services nm ght be of some use?

He decided ultinately that the | ast course was perhaps the nost
customary and consi derate course to take, in such a very peculiar

case of famly distress as this was. Circunstances try the netal

a man is really made of. M. Godfrey, tried by circunstances,

showed hi nsel f of weaker metal than | had thought himto be.

As for the wonmen-servants excepting Rosanna Spearman, who kept by herself--
they took to whispering together in corners, and staring at nothing
suspi ciously, as is the manner of that weaker half of the human fanily,
when anyt hing extraordi nary happens in a house. | nyself acknow edge
to have been fidgety and ill-tenpered. The cursed Moonstone had

turned us all upside down.

Alittle before eleven M. Franklin came back. The resolute

side of himhad, to all appearance, given way, in the interva
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 wal k

VWen he went away, he was made of iron. When he returned, he was
stuffed with cotton, as linp as |inp could be.

"Well," says ny lady, "are the police com ng?"
"Yes," says M. Franklin; "they said they would followne in a fly.
Superi nt endent Seegrave, of your local police force, and two of his nen.
A nere forml The case is hopeless.”

"What! have the Indians escaped, sir?" | asked.

"The poor ill-used Indians have been npbst unjustly put in prison,"”
says M. 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 ny ideas, in smoke. |It's been proved,"”

says M. Franklin, dwelling with great relish on his own incapacity,
"to be sinply inpossible."

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 expl ai ned hinsel f.

It appeared that the resolute side of himhad held out as far

as Frizinghall. He had put the whole case plainly before

the magi strate, and the magi strate had at once sent for the police.
The first inquiries instituted about the Indians showed

that they had not so nmuch as attenpted to | eave the town.

Further questions addressed to the police, proved that al

three had been seen returning to Frizinghall with their boy,

on the previous night between ten and el even--which (regard being
had to hours and di stances) al so proved that they had

wal ked straight back after perform ng on our terrace.

Later still, at mdnight, the police, having occasion to search

t he commn | odgi ng- house where they lived, had seen them

all three again, and their little boy with them as usual

Soon after midnight | nyself had safely shut up the house.

Pl ai ner evidence than this, in favour of the Indians,
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there could not well be. The mmgistrate said there was not
even a case of suspicion against themso far. But, as it was
just possible, when the police came to investigate the matter,
that discoveries affecting the jugglers mght be made,

he woul d contrive, by commtting them as rogues and vagabonds,
to keep them at our disposal, under |ock and key, for a week.
They had ignorantly done sonething (I forget what) in the town,
whi ch barely brought themw thin the operation of the |aw.
Every human institution (justice included) will stretch
alittle, if you only pull it the right way. The worthy

magi strate was an old friend of ny lady's, and the Indians
were "conmitted" for a week, as soon as the court opened that
nor ni ng.

Such was M. Franklin's narrative of events at Frizinghall

The Indian clue to the nystery of the |ost 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
t he Moonstone out of M ss Rachel's drawer?

Ten mnutes later, to our infinite relief; Superintendent Seegrave

arrived at the house. He reported passing M. Franklin on the terrace,
sitting in the sun (I suppose with the Italian side of himuppernost),

and warning the police, as they went by, that the investigation was hopel ess,
before the investigation had begun.

For a family in our situation, the Superintendent of the Frizinghal
police was the nost conforting officer you could wish to see.

M. Seegrave was tall and portly, and military in his manners.

He had a fine commandi ng voice, and a mighty resolute eye, and a grand
frock-coat which buttoned beautifully up to his |eather stock

"I"'mthe man you want!" was witten all over his face; and he ordered
his two inferior police men about with a severity which convinced us al
that there was no trifling with HM

He began by going round the premises, outside and in;

the result of that investigation proving to himthat no thieves
had broken in upon us from outside, and that the robbery,
consequently, must have been committed by some person in the house.
| leave you to imagine the state the servants were in when this

of ficial announcement first reached their ears. The Superintendent
deci ded to begin by exam ning the boudoir, and, that done,

to exam ne the servants next. At the sanme tine, he posted

one of his nmen on the staircase which led to the servants'
bedroonms, with instructions to |l et nobody in the house pass him
till further orders.

At this latter proceeding, the weaker half of the human fam |y went

di stracted

on the spot. They bounced out of their comers, whisked up-stairs in a body
to Mss Rachel's room (Rosanna Spearnman being carried away anong themthis
time), burst in on Superintendent Seegrave, and, all |ooking equally guilty,
summned himto say which of them he suspected, at once.

M. Superintendent proved equal to the occasion; he |ooked at them
with his resolute eye, and he cowed themwith his nilitary voice.
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"Now, then, you wonen, go down-stairs again, every one of you,

I won't have you here. Look!" says M. Superintendent,

suddenly pointing to a little snear of the decorative painting
on Mss Rachel's door, at the outer edge, just under the |ock
"Look what mischief the petticoats of some of you have done al ready.
Clear out! clear out!" Rosanna Spearnman, who was nearest to him
and nearest to the little snmear on the door, set the exanple

of obedi ence, and slipped off instantly to her work. The rest
foll owed her out. The Superintendent finished his exam nation

of the room and, making nothing of it, asked ne who had first

di scovered the robbery. M daughter had first discovered it.

My daughter was sent for

M. Superintendent proved to be a little too sharp with

Penel ope at starting. "Now, young worman, attend to ne,
and m nd you speak the truth." Penelope fired up instantly.
"I'"ve never been taught to tell lies M. Policemn!--

and if father can stand there and hear me accused of fal sehood
and thieving, and ny own bed-room shut agai nst me, and ny
character taken away, which is all a poor girl has left,

he's not the good father | take himfor!" A tinmely word fromne
put Justice and Penel ope on a pl easanter footing together

The questions and answers went swi nmm ngly, and ended in nothing
worth nentioning. M daughter had seen M ss Rachel put

the Diamond in the drawer of the cabinet the last thing at night.
She had gone in with Mss Rachel's cup of tea at eight

the next norning, and had found the drawer open and enpty.

Upon that, she had alarned the house--and there was an end of
Penel ope' s evi dence.

M. Superintendent next asked to see M ss Rachel herself.
Penel ope nentioned his request through the door. The answer reached

us by the sanme road: "I have nothing to tell the policeman--
| can't see anybody." CQur experienced officer |ooked
equal ly surprised and of fended when he heard that reply.

I told himny young lady was ill, and begged himto wait

alittle and see her later. W thereupon went downstairs again
and were nmet by M. Godfrey and M. Franklin crossing
the hall.

The two gentl enen, being inmates of the house, were summoned to say if they
could throw any light on the matter. Neither of them knew anything about it.
Had they heard any suspici ous noi ses during the previous night? They had

heard not hing but the pattering of the rain. Had I, |ying awake | onger than
either of them heard nothing either? Nothing! Released from exani nation
M. Franklin, still sticking to the hel pless view of our difficulty,

whi sper ed

to me: "That man will be of no earthly use to us. Superintendent Seegrave
is an ass." Released in his turn, M. CGodfrey whi spered to ne--"Evidently

a nost conpetent person. Betteredge, | have the greatest faith in him"

Many nmen, many opinions, as one of the ancients said, before ny tine.

M. Superintendent's next proceeding took him back to the "boudoir" again
with nmy daughter and ne at his heels. H's object was to di scover whether any
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of the furniture had been npved,
pl ace- -

71

during the night, out of its custonmary

his previous investigation in the room having, apparently, not gone quite far
enough to satisfy his mnd on this point.

VWhile we were still poking about

anong the chairs and tabl es,

the door of the bed-room was suddenly opened. After having
deni ed herself to everybody, Mss Rachel, to our astoni shnent,
wal ked into the mdst of us of her own accord. She took up

her garden hat froma chair, and then went straight to Penel ope

with this question:-

"M. Franklin Blake sent you wit

h a nessage to ne this norning?"

“Yes, mss."

"He wi shed to speak to ne, didn't he?"

"Yes, mss."

"Where is he now?"

Hearing voices on the terrace below, | |ooked out of w ndow,

and saw the two gentl enen wal ki ng up and down toget her

Answering for nmy daughter, | sa
the terrace, mss."

d, "M. Franklin is on

W t hout anot her word, w thout heeding M. Superintendent,

who tried to speak to her, pale

as death, and w apped 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,
on ny part, but, for the life of

it showed a breach of good manners,
me, | couldn't help |ooking

out of wi ndow when M ss Rachel nmet the gentl enen outside.
She went up to M. Franklin without appearing to notice

M. Godfrey, who thereupon drew

back and left them by thensel ves.

VWhat she said to M. Franklin appeared to be spoken vehenently.

It lasted but for a short tine,

and, judging by what | saw

of his face fromthe w ndow, seened to astonish hi m beyond

all power of expression. Wile
ny | ady appeared on the terrace.

they were still together,
M ss Rachel saw her--

said a few last words to M. Franklin--and suddenly went back

into the house again, before her

not her cane up with her

My | ady surprised herself, and noticing M. Franklin's surprise,
spoke to him M. Codfrey joined them and spoke al so.

M. Franklin wal ked away a litt
what had happened | suppose, for

e between the two, telling them
they both stopped short,

after taking a few steps, |ike persons struck with amazenent.

| had just seen as nuch as this,

when the door of the sitting-room

was opened violently. M ss Rachel wal ked swiftly through to her

bed-room wild and angry, with f
M. Superintendent once nore att

i erce eyes and flam ng cheeks.
enpted to question her.

She turned round on himat her bed-room door
"I have not sent for you!" she cried out vehenently.

"I don't want you. M Dianond
anybody else will ever find it!

s lost. Neither you nor
Wth those words she went in,
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and | ocked the door in our faces. Penelope, standing nearest
to it, heard her burst out crying the nonment she was al one
agai n.

In a rage, one nmonent; in tears, the next! Wat did it nean?

| told the Superintendent it neant that M ss Rachel's tenper was upset
by the |l oss of her jewel. Being anxious for the honour of the famly,

it distressed ne to see ny young |l ady forget herself--even with

a police-officer--and | nmade the best excuse | could, accordingly.

In my owmn private mind | was nore puzzled by Mss Rachel's extraordinary
| anguage and conduct than words can tell. Taking what she had said at her
bed-room door as a guide to guess by, | could only conclude that she was
nortally offended by our sending for the police, and that M. Franklin's
astoni shnment on the terrace was caused by her having expressed herself
to him (as the person chiefly instrunental in fetching the police)

to that effect. |If this guess was right, why--having | ost her Di anpond--
shoul d she object to the presence in the house of the very peopl e whose
business it was to recover it for her? And how, in Heaven's nane,

could SHE know t hat the Mdonstone woul d never be found agai n?

As things stood, at present, no answer to those questions was to be
hoped for from anybody in the house. M. Franklin appeared to think
it a point of honour to forbear repeating to a servant--even to so old
a servant as | was--what M ss Rachel had said to himon the terrace.
M. Godfrey, who, as a gentleman and a relative, had been probably
admitted into M. Franklin's confidence, respected that confidence
as he was bound to do. M lady, who was also in the secret no doubt,
and who al one had access to M ss Rachel, owned openly that she could
make not hing of her. "You nmadden ne when you talk of the Dianond!"
All her nother's influence failed to extract fromher a word nore

t han t hat.

Here we were, then, at a dead-lock about M ss Rachel --

and at a dead-lock about the Mdonstone. In the first case,

nmy | ady was powerless to help us. |In the second (as you shal
presently judge), M. Seegrave was fast approaching the condition
of a superintendent at his wits' end.

Havi ng ferreted about all over the "boudoir," w thout meking
any discoveries anong the furniture, our experienced officer
applied to ne to know, whether the servants in general were
or were not acquainted with the place in which the D anond
had been put for the night.

"I knew where it was put, sir," | said, "to begin wth.

Sanuel, the footman, knew al so--for he was present in the hall
when they were tal king about where the Di anobnd was to be kept

that night. M daughter knew, as she has already told you.

She or Sanuel may have nentioned the thing to the other servants--
or the other servants may have heard the talk for thensel ves,

t hrough the side-door of the hall, which night have

been open to the back staircase. For all | can tell
everybody in the house nmay have known where the jewel was,
[ ast night."

My answer presenting rather a wide field for M. Superintendent's
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suspi cions 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

ny place nor ny wish to direct suspicion against a poor girl,
whose honesty had been above all doubt as long as | had known her
The matron at the Reformatory had reported her to ny | ady

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 nmy duty to tell himhow she cane into ny |ady's service
"Al'l our people have excellent characters,” | said. "And al

have deserved the trust their nmistress has placed in them"”
After that, there was but one thing left for M. Seegrave
to do--nanely, to set to work, and tackle the servants'
characters hinself.

One after another, they were exanined. One after another, they proved
to have nothing to say--and said it (so far as the wonmen were concer ned)
at great length, and with a very angry sense of the enmbargo laid on their
bed-roons. The rest of them being sent back to their places downstairs,
Penel ope was then summoned, and exam ned separately a second tine.

My daughter's little outbreak of tenper in the "boudoir,"

and her readiness to think herself suspected, appeared to have
produced an unfavourabl e inpression on Superintendent Seegrave.

It seened also to dwell a little on his nmind, that she

had been the | ast person who saw the Di anond at night.

When the second questioning was over, nmy girl cane back

to me in a frenzy. There was no doubt of it any |onger--

the police-officer had al nost as good as told her she was the thief!
I could scarcely believe him(taking M. Franklin's view)

to be quite such an ass as that. But, though he said nothing,

the eye with which he | ooked at my daughter was not a very pl easant

eye to see. | laughed it off with poor Penel ope, as sonething
too ridiculous to be treated seriously--which it certainly was.
Secretly, | amafraid | was foolish enough to be angry too.

It was a little trying--it was, indeed. M girl sat down in a corner
wi th her apron over her head, quite broken-hearted. Foolish

of her, you will say. she might have waited till he openly

accused her. Well, being a man of just an equal tenper,

| admit that. Still M. Superintendent m ght have renmenbered--

never mnd what he night have renenbered. The devi

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 | was present)

with ny lady. After inform ng her that the Di anond nust have been taken
by sonmebody in the house, he requested permnission for hinmself and his nen
to search the servants' roonms and boxes on the spot. M good m stress,

i ke the generous high-bred woman she was, refused to |l et us be treated

like thieves. "I will never consent to nake such a return as that,"
she said, "for all | owe to the faithful servants who are enployed in
nmy house."

M . Superintendent made his bow, with a look in my direction
which said plainly, "Wiy enploy ne, if you are to tie ny hands
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in this way?" As head of the servants, | felt directly that we
were bound, in justice to all parties, not to profit by our

m stress's generosity. "W gratefully thank your |adyship,"” | said,;
"but we ask your perm ssion to do what is right in this matter

by giving up our keys. \When Gabriel Betteredge sets the exanple,"
says |, stopping Superintendent Seegrave at the door, "the rest

of the servants will follow, | prom se you. There are ny keys,

to begin with!" M |ady took me by the hand, and thanked ne

with the tears in her eyes. Lord! what would | not have given,

at that monment, for the privilege of knocking Superintendent
Seegrave down!

As | had promi sed for them the other servants followed ny |ead,

sorely against the grain, of course, but all taking the view that | took.

The wonen were a sight to see, while the police-officers were runmagi ng anong
their things. The cook | ooked as if she could grill M. Superintendent

alive on a furnace, and the other wonen | ooked as if they could eat him

when he was done.

The search over, and no Di anond or sign of a Dianond being found,
of course, anywhere, Superintendent Seegrave retired to ny

little roomto consider with hinmself what he was to do next.

He and his men had now been hours in the house, and had not
advanced us one inch towards a discovery of how the Mbonstone had
been taken, or of whom we were to suspect as the thief.

While the police-officer was still pondering in solitude,

| was sent for to see M. Franklin in the library.

To my unutterable astoni shment, just as nmy hand was on the door
it was suddenly opened fromthe inside, and out wal ked

Rosanna Spear man!

After the library had been swept and cl eaned in the norning,
neither first nor second housemai d had any business in that room

at any later period of the day. | stopped Rosanna Spearman
and charged her with a breach of donestic discipline on
t he spot.

"What mi ght you want in the library at this tinme of day?"
I inquired.

"M . Franklin Blake dropped one of his rings up-stairs,"

says Rosanna; "and | have been into the library to give it to him"
The girl's face was all in a flush as she made nme that answer;

and she wal ked away with a toss of her head and a | ook of

sel f-inportance which I was quite at a | oss to account for

The proceedings in the house had doubtl| ess upset all the
wonmen-servants nore or |ess; but none of them had gone cl ean

out of their natural characters, as Rosanna, to all appearance,

had now gone out of hers.

I found M. Franklin witing at the library-table. He asked for a
conveyance to the railway station the noment | entered the room

The first sound of his voice informed me that we now had the resolute

si de of hi muppernost once nore. The man nmade of cotton had di sappeared;
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and the man made of iron sat before ne again
"Going to London, sir?" | asked.

"Going to telegraph to London," says M. Franklin. "I have convinced ny aunt
that we nust have a cleverer head than Superintendent Seegrave's to help us;
and | have got her perm ssion to despatch a telegramto ny father

He knows the Chief Conmi ssioner of Police, and the Comm ssioner can

lay his hand on the right man to solve the nystery of the Di anond.

Tal ki ng of mysteries, by-the-bye," says M. Franklin, dropping his voice,

"I have another word to say to you before you go to the stables.

Don't breathe a word of it to anybody as yet; but either Rosanna Spearman's
head is not quite right, or I amafraid she knows nore about the Monstone

t han she ought to know. "

I can hardly tell whether | was nore startled or distressed at hearing
himsay that. If | had been younger, | m ght have confessed as much

to M. 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 cane in here with a ring | dropped in ny bed-room™

M. Franklin went on. "When | had thanked her, of course

| expected her to go. Instead of that, she stood opposite

to me at the table, looking at ne in the oddest manner--

hal f frightened, and half famliar--1 couldn't make it out.

"This is a strange thing about the Dianond, sir,' she said,

in a curiously sudden, headlong way. | said, 'Yes, it was,'

and wondered what was com ng next. Upon ny honour, Betteredge,

I think she nust be wong in the head! She said, 'They will never
find the Dianond, sir, will they? No! nor the person who took it--
I"I'l answer for that.' She actually nodded and smled at ne!
Before | could ask her what she neant, we heard your step outside.
| suppose she was afraid of your catching her here.

At any rate, she changed colour, and left the room

VWhat on earth does it mean?

| could not bring nyself to tell himthe girl's story, even then

It woul d have been al nbst as good as telling himthat she was

the thief. Besides, even if |I had nade a clean breast of it,

and even supposing she was the thief, the reason why she should | et
out her secret to M. Franklin, of all the people in the world,
woul d have been still as far to seek as ever.

"I can't bear the idea of getting the poor girl into a scrape,

nmerely because she has a flighty way with her, and tal ks very strangely,"
M. Franklin went on. "And yet if she had said to, the Superintendent
what she said to ne, fool as he is, I"'mafraid----" He stopped there,

and | eft the rest unspoken.

"The best way, sir," | said, "will be for me to say two words
privately to ny mistress about it at the first opportunity.

My lady has a very friendly interest in Rosanna; and the girl

may only have been forward and foolish, after all

When there's a nmess of any kind in a house, sir, the wonen-servants
like to I ook at the gloony side--it gives the poor wretches

a kind of inportance in their own eyes. |If there's anybody ill,
trust the women for prophesying that the person will die.
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If it's a jewel lost, trust them for prophesying that it wll
never be found again."

This view (which | am bound to say, | thought a probable view nyself,
on reflection) seened to relieve M. Franklin mghtily:
he folded up his telegram and dism ssed the subject.

On ny way to the stables, to order the pony-chaise, | |ooked

in at the servants' hall, where they were at dinner

Rosanna Spearnman was not ampbng them On inquiry, | found that she
had been suddenly taken ill, and had gone up-stairs to her own room

to lie down.

"Curious! She |ooked well enough when | saw her |ast,"
| remarked.

Penel ope followed nme 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 M. Franklin Bl ake."

Here was another view of the girl's conduct. |[If it was possible for
Penel ope to be right, the explanation of Rosanna's strange | anguage and
behavi our m ght have been all in this--that she didn't care what she said,

so long as she could surprise M. Franklin into speaking to her

Granting that to be the right reading of the riddle, it accounted, perhaps,
for her flighty, self-conceited manner when she passed ne in the hall
Though he had only said three words, still she had carried her point,

and M. Franklin had spoken to her

| saw the pony harnessed myself. In the infernal network of nysteries
and uncertainties that now surrounded us, | declare it was a relief

to observe how well the buckles and straps understood each ot her

When you had seen the pony backed into the shafts of the chai se,

you had seen sonething there was no doubt about. And that,

let me tell you, was beconming a treat of the rarest kind in

our househol d.

Going round with the chaise to the front door, | found not only M. Franklin,
but M. Godfrey and Superintendent Seegrave also waiting for ne on the steps.

M. Superintendent's reflections (after failing to find

the Dianmond in the servants' roons or boxes) had | ed him

it appeared, to an entirely new conclusion. Still sticking

to his first text, nanely, that sonebody in the house had

stolen the jewel, our experienced officer was now of opinion

that the thief (he was wi se enough not to name poor Penel ope,

what ever he might privately think of her!) had been acting

in concert with the Indians; and he accordingly proposed shifting
his inquiries to the jugglers in the prison at Frizinghall

Hearing of this new nove, M. Franklin had vol unteered

to take the Superintendent back to the town, from which

he could tel egraph to London as easily as fromour station

M. Godfrey, still devoutly believing in M. Seegrave, and greatly
interested in wtnessing the exam nation of the Indians,

had begged | eave to acconpany the officer to Frizinghall

One of the two inferior policenen was to be left at the house,

i n case anything happened. The other was to go back with the
Superintendent to the town. So the four places in the pony-chaise
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were just filled.

Before he took the reins to drive off, M. Franklin wal ked ne away
a few steps out of hearing of the others.

"I will wait to telegraph to London," he said, "till | see what cones

of our exam nation of the Indians. M own conviction is, that this
nmuddl e- headed | ocal police-officer is as nmuch in the dark as ever,

and is sinply trying to gain tinme. The idea of any of the servants being
in league with the Indians is a preposterous absurdity, in ny opinion
Keep about the house, Betteredge, till | come back, and try what you

can nake of Rosanna Spearman. | 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 nore carefully than usual

W will nake as light of it as we can before ny aunt--but this is a nore
i mportant matter than you may suppose.”

"I't is a matter of twenty thousand pounds, sir," | said,
t hi nki ng of the value of the Di anond.

"It's a matter of quieting Rachel's mind," answered M. Franklin gravely.
"l am very uneasy about her."

He left me suddenly; as if he desired to cut short any further talk
between us. | thought | understood why. Further talk m ght have |et
me into the secret of what M ss Rachel had said to himon the terrace.

So they drove away to Frizinghall. | 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 cane downstairs again at tea-tine. Wen she did appear

she was flighty and excited, had what they call an hysterical attack
took a dose of sal-volatile by ny lady's order, and was sent back to
her bed.

The day wore on to its end drearily and m serably enough,

| can tell you. M ss Rachel still kept her room

declaring that she was too ill to cone down to dinner that day.
My lady was in such low spirits about her daughter, that I
could not bring nyself to make her additionally anxious,

by reporting what Rosanna Spearnman had said to M. Franklin.
Penel ope persisted in believing that she was to be forthwith
tried, sentenced, and transported for theft. The other wonen
took to their Bibles and hym-books, and | ooked as sour as
verjuice over their reading--a result, which | have observed,
in my sphere of life, to follow generally on the perfornmance

of acts of piety at unaccustomed periods of the day.

As for me, | hadn't even heart enough to open ny ROBI NSON CRUSOE
I went out into the yard, and, being hard up for a little
cheerful society, set ny chair by the kennels, and talked to

t he dogs.

Hal f an hour before dinner-tinme, the two gentlenen came back from

Fri zi nghal |

havi ng arranged with Superintendent Seegrave that he was to return to us
the next day. They had called on M. Miurthwaite, the Indian traveller
at his present residence, near the town. At M. Franklin's request,
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he had kindly given themthe benefit of his know edge of the | anguage,

in dealing with those two, out of the three Indians, who knew not hi ng

of English. The exam nation, conducted carefully, and at great |ength,
had ended in nothing; not the shadow of a reason being discovered for
suspecting the jugglers of having tanpered with any of our servants.

On reaching that conclusion, M. Franklin had sent his tel egraphic nmessage
to London, and there the matter now rested till to-norrow cane.

So much for the history of the day that followed the birthday.
Not a glimrer 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 XI |

The Thursday ni ght passed, and nothing happened. Wth the Friday
nor ni ng came two pieces of news.

Itemthe first: the baker's man decl ared he had met Rosanna
Spearman, on the previous afternoon, with a thick veil on,
wal ki ng towards Frizinghall by the foot-path way over the noor.
It seened strange that anybody shoul d be mi staken about Rosanna,
whose shoul der marked her out pretty plainly, poor thing--

but m staken the nman nust 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. W rthy M. Candy

had said one nore of his many unlucky things, when he drove off

in the rain on the birthday night, and told ne 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 | ast accounts, brought by the postman, represented him

to be |ight-headed--tal king nonsense as glibly, poor man,

in his deliriumas he often talked it in his sober senses.

W were all sorry for the little doctor; but M. Franklin appeared
to regret his illness, chiefly on Mss Rachel's account.

From what he said to ny lady, while | was in the room

at breakfast-time, he appeared to think that Mss Rachel --

if the suspense about the Moonstone was not soon set at rest--

m ght stand in urgent need of the best nedical advice at

our di sposal

Br eakf ast had not been over |ong, when a telegramfrom M. Bl ake,
the elder, arrived, in answer to his son. It inforned us

that he had | aid hands (by help of his friend, the Conm ssioner)
on the right man to help us. The name of himwas Sergeant Cuff;
and the arrival of himfromLondon m ght be expected by the
norni ng train.

At reading the nane of the new police-officer, M. Franklin gave a start.
It seens that he had heard sone curious anecdotes about Sergeant Cuff,
fromhis father's lawer, during his stay in London

"I begin to hope we are seeing the end of our anxieties already,"” he said.
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“I'f half the stories | have heard are true, when it cones to unravelling
a nystery, there isn't the equal in England of Sergeant Cuff!"

We all got excited and inpatient as the tine drew near

for the appearance of this renowned and capabl e character
Superi nt endent Seegrave, returning to us at his appointed tine,
and hearing that the Sergeant was expected, instantly shut
himself up in a room wth pen, ink, and paper, to nake notes
of the Report which would be certainly expected fromhim

| should have liked to have gone to the station nyself,

to fetch the Sergeant. But my |lady's carriage and horses

were not to be thought of, even for the cel ebrated Cuff;

and the pony-chaise was required later for M. Godfrey.

He deeply regretted being obliged to | eave his aunt at such

an anxious tinme; 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 police-officer thought of the case.

But on Friday night he must be in town, having a Ladies'
Charity, in difficulties, waiting to consult himon Saturday
nor ni ng.

When the time came for the Sergeant's arrival, | went down to the gate
to l ook out for him

Afly fromthe railway drove up as | reached the | odge; and out got

a grizzled, elderly man, so miserably | ean that he | ooked 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 yell ow

and dry and withered as an autum leaf. His eyes, of a steely |light grey,
had a very disconcerting trick, when they encountered your eyes, of |ooking
as if they expected sonething nore fromyou than you were aware of yourself.
Hi s wal k was soft; his voice was nel ancholy; his long | anky fingers

were hooked like claws. He m ght have been a parson, or an undertaker--

or anything else you |like, except what he really was. A nore conplete
opposite to Superintendent Seegrave than Sergeant Cuff, and a |less conforting
officer to ook at, for a fanmily in distress, | defy you to discover,

search where you may.

"lI's this Lady Verinder's?" he asked.

"“Yes, sir.
"I am Sergeant Cuff."
"This way, sir, if you please."

On our road to the house, | nentioned ny name and position
inthe famly, to satisfy himthat he m ght speak to ne

about the business on which ny lady was to enploy him

Not a word did he say about the business, however, for all that.
He admired the grounds, and renmarked that he felt the sea

air very brisk and refreshing. | privately wondered,

on ny side, how the cel ebrated Cuff had got his reputation

We reached the house, in the tenper of two strange dogs,

coupl ed up together for the first tine in their lives by the
same chain.
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Asking for ny |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 |ooked through the evergreen

arch on our left, spied out our rosery, and wal ked straight in,

with the first appearance of anything like interest that he had shown yet.
To the gardener's astoni shment, and to ny disgust, this cel ebrated
policeman proved to be quite a mine of learning on the trunpery subject of
rose- gardens.

"Ah, 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 nelancholy voice. "This is the shape for a rosery--
nothing like a circle set in a square. Yes, yes; with wal ks

between all the beds. But they oughtn't to be gravel wal ks

like these. Grass, M. Gardener--grass wal ks between your roses;
gravel's too hard for them That's a sweet pretty bed of white
roses and blush roses. They always m x well together, don't they?
Here's the white nusk rose, M. Betteredge--our old English rose

hol ding up its head along with the best and the newest of them
Pretty dear!" says the Sergeant, fondling the Musk Rose with

his | anky fingers, and speaking to it as if he was speaking to

a child.

This was a nice sort of man to recover M ss Rachel's Di anond,
and to find out the thief who stole it!

"You seemto be fond of roses, Sergeant?" | renarked.

"I haven't nuch time to be fond of anything, 'says Sergeant Cuff.

"But when | HAVE a moment's fondness to bestow, nost tines,

M. Betteredge, the roses get it. | began ny life anong them

in nmy father's nursery garden, and | shall end ny life anpbng them

if I can. Yes. One of these days (please God) | shall retire
fromcatching thieves, and try ny hand at grow ng roses.

There will be grass wal ks, M. Gardener, between my beds,"

says the Sergeant, on whose mind the gravel paths of our rosery seened
to dwel |l unpleasantly.

"It seens an odd taste, sir," | ventured to say, "for a man
in your line of life."

"If you will | ook about you (which nobst people won't do),"

says Sergeant Cuff, "you will see that the nature of a man's

tastes is, nost tines, as opposite as possible to the nature

of a man's business. Show nme any two things nore opposite

one fromthe other than a rose and a thief; and I'Il correct

my tastes accordingly--if it isn't too late at nmy time of life.

You find the damask rose a goodi sh stock for nobst of the tender sorts,
don't you, M. Gardener? Ah! | thought so. Here's a lady com ng

Is it Lady Verinder?"

He had seen her before either | or the gardener had seen her

t hough we knew which way to | ook, and he didn't. | began
to think himrather a quicker man than he appeared to be at
first sight.
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The Sergeant's appearance, or the Sergeant's errand--

one or both--seened to cause ny lady sone little enbarrassnent.
She was, for the first time in all nmy experience of her

at a loss what to say at an interview with a stranger

Sergeant Cuff put her at her ease directly. He asked if any other
person had been enpl oyed about the robbery before we sent for him
and hearing that another person had been called in, and was now
in the house, begged | eave to speak to him before anything el se
was done.

My lady led the way back. Before he followed her, the Sergeant relieved his
m nd on the subject of the gravel wal ks by a parting word to the gardener
"Get her ladyship to try grass,"” he said, with a sour | ook at the paths.

"No gravel! no gravel!"

Why Superintendent Seegrave shoul d have appeared to be severa
sizes smaller than life, on being presented to Sergeant Cuff,

| can't undertake to explain. | can only state the fact.

They retired together; and remained a weary long time shut up
fromall nmortal intrusion. Wen they came out, M. Superintendent
was excited, and M. Sergeant was yawni ng.

"The Sergeant wi shes to see Mss Verinder's sitting-room™"

says M. Seegrave, addressing me with great ponp and eagerness.
"The Sergeant may have sone questions to ask. Attend the Sergeant,
if you please!"

While | was being ordered about in this way, | |looked at the great Cuff.
The great Cuff, on his side, |ooked at Superintendent Seegrave

in that quietly expecting way which |I have al ready noticed.

| can't affirmthat he was on the watch for his brother officer's
speedy appearance in the character of an Ass--1 can only say that |
strongly suspected it.

| led the way up-stairs. The Sergeant went softly all over

the Indian cabinet and all round the "boudoir;" asking questions
(occasionally only of M. Superintendent, and continually of ne),

the drift of which I believe to have been equally unintelligible

to both of us. 1In due tinme, his course brought himto the door

and put himface to face with the decorative painting that you know of.
He laid one lean inquiring finger on the small smear, just under

the | ock, which Superintendent Seegrave had al ready noti ced,

when he reproved the wonen-servants for all crowding together into

the room

"That's a pity," says Sergeant Cuff. "How did it happen?"

He put the question to nme. | answered that the women-servants had crowded
into the roomon the previous norning, and that sonme of their petticoats had
done the mischief, "Superintendent Seegrave ordered themout, sir," | added,
"before they did any nore harm"

"Right!" says M. Superintendent in his mlitary way. "I ordered them out.
The petticoats did it, Sergeant--the petticoats did it."

"Did you notice which petticoat did it?" asked Sergeant Cuff,
still addressing hinself, not to his brother-officer, but to ne.
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"No, sir.

He turned to Superintendent Seegrave upon that, and said, "You noticed,
| suppose?”

M. Superintendent |ooked a little taken aback; but he nade the best of it.
"I can't charge ny nenory, Sergeant," he said, "a nere trifle--a nere
trifle."

Sergeant Cuff |ooked at M. Seegrave, as he had | ooked at the grave

wal ks in the rosery, and gave us, in his nelancholy way, the first taste
of his quality which we had had yet.

"I made a private inquiry |ast week, M. Superintendent," he said.
"At one end of the inquiry there was a nurder, and at the other end
there was a spot of ink on a table cloth that nobody could account for
In all my experience along the dirtiest ways of this dirty little world,
I have never met with such a thing as a trifle yet. Before we go a step
further in this business we nmust see the petticoat that made the snear,
and we nust know for certain when that paint was wet."

M . Superintendent--taking his set-down rather sulkily--
asked if he should summon the wonen. Sergeant Cuff,
after considering a m nute, 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 |ong.
VWhat o' clock was it when the servants were in this room
yesterday norning? Eleven o' clock--eh? 1Is there anybody in

t he house who knows whether that paint was wet or dry, at eleven
yest erday norni ng?"

"Her | adyship's nephew, M. Franklin Bl ake, knows," | said.
"I's the gentleman in the house?"

M. Franklin was as close at hand as could be--waiting for his first chance
of being introduced to the great Cuff. 1In half a mnute he was in the room
and was giving his evidence as foll ows:

"That door, Sergeant," he said, "has been painted by Mss Verinder

under my inspection, with my help, and in a vehicle of ny own conposition
The vehicle dries whatever colours may be used with it, in twelve hours."

"Do you renenber when the sneared bit was done, sir?" asked the Sergeant.

"Perfectly,"” answered M. Franklin. "That was the |ast norsel of the door
to be finished. W wanted to get it done, on Wdnesday |ast--and | nyself
conpleted it by three in the afternoon, or soon after."”

"To-day is Friday," said Sergeant Cuff, addressing hinself to
Superi nt endent Seegrave. "Let us reckon back, sir. At three on
t he Wednesday afternoon, that bit of the painting was conpl et ed.
The vehicle dried it in twelve hours--that is to say, dried it
by three o' clock on Thursday norning. At eleven on Thursday
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norni ng you held your inquiry here. Take three from el even,
and eight remains. That paint had been EI GHT HOURS DRY,

M . Superintendent, when you supposed that the wonen-servants
petticoats sneared it."

First knock-down blow for M. Seegrave! |f he had not suspected
poor Penel ope, | should have pitied him

Havi ng settled the question of the paint, Sergeant Cuff,
fromthat nonent, gave his brother-officer up as a bad job--
and addressed hinmself to M. Franklin, as the nore prom sing
assi stant of the two.

"It's quite on the cards, sir,"
the clue into our hands."

he said, "that you have put

As the words passed his lips, the bedroom door opened, and M ss Rache
came out anmong us suddenly.

She addressed herself to the Sergeant, w thout appearing to notice
(or to heed) that he was a perfect stranger to her

"Did you say," she asked, pointing to M. Franklin, "that HE
had put the clue into your hands?"

("This is Mss Verinder," | whispered, behind the Sergeant.)

"That gentleman, niss," says the Sergeant--with his steely-grey
eyes carefully studying ny young lady's face--"has possibly put
the clue into our hands.”

She turned for one nmonment, and tried to |look at M. Franklin.

| say, tried, for she suddenly | ooked away again before their eyes net.
There seened to be sonme strange di sturbance in her nind.

She col oured up, and then she turned pale again. Wth the pal eness,
there came a new | ook into her face--a |look which it startled nme

to see.

"Havi ng answered your question, mss,"” says the Sergeant,

"l beg leave to nmake an inquiry in ny turn. There is a snear
on the painting of your door, here. Do you happen to know
when it was done? or who did it?"

I nstead of making any reply, Mss Rachel went on with her questions,
as if he had not spoken, or as if she had not heard him

"Are you another police-officer?" she asked.

"l am Sergeant Cuff, mss, of the Detective Police."
"Do you think a young | ady's advice worth havi ng?"
"I shall be glad to hear it, mss."

"Do your duty by yourself--and don't allow M Franklin Blake to help you!"

She said those words so spitefully, so savagely, w th such
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an extraordinary outbreak of ill-will towards M. Franklin,
in her voice and in her |ook, that--though |I had known her from
a baby, though I |oved and honoured her next to ny |ady herself--

I was ashanmed of M ss Rachel for the first tine in ny life.

Sergeant Cuff's imovabl e eyes never stirred fromoff her face.
"Thank you, mss," he said. "Do you happen to know anythi ng about
the smear? M ght you have done it by accident yoursel f?"

"I know not hi ng about the snear."

Wth that answer, she turned away, and shut herself up again in her
bed-room This tinme, | heard her--as Penel ope had heard her before--
burst out crying as soon as she was al one again.

I couldn't bring nyself to | ook at the Sergeant--1 |ooked at M. Franklin,
who stood nearest to ne. He seenmed to be even nore sorely distressed at what
had passed than | was.

"I told you | was uneasy about her," he said. "And now you see why."
"M ss Verinder appears to be a little out of tenper about the |oss

of her Dianond," remarked the Sergeant. "It's a valuable jewel.

Nat ural enough! natural enough!"”

Here was the excuse that | had nmade for her (when she forgot

hersel f before Superintendent Seegrave, on the previous day)

bei ng made for her over again, by a man who coul dn't have had

MY interest in making it--for he was a perfect stranger!

A kind of cold shudder ran through ne, which I couldn't

account for at the tinme. | know, now, that | nust have got ny

first suspicion, at that nonent, of a new light (and horrid |ight)
havi ng suddenly fallen on the case, in the mnd of Sergeant Cuff--
purely and entirely in consequence of what he had seen in

M ss Rachel, and heard from M ss Rachel, at that first interview

bet ween t hem

"A young lady's tongue is a privileged nmenber, sir," says the Sergeant
to M. 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 |ast seen without
that snear. YOU have got a head on your shoul ders--and you under st and
what | rnean."

M. Franklin conposed hinmself, and canme back with an effort from M ss
Rachel to the matter in hand.

"I think | do understand,” he said. "The nore we narrow t he question of
time,
the nore 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?"

M . Franklin shook his head, and answered, "I can't say | did."
"Did you?" inquired Sergeant Cuff, turning to ne.
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"I can't say | did either, sir

"Who was the last person in the room the |last thing on Wednesday ni ght ?"

"M ss Rachel, | suppose, sir

M. Franklin struck in there, "Or possibly your daughter, Betteredge."
He turned to Sergeant Cuff, and explained that my daughter was M ss
Verinder's maid.

"M . Betteredge, ask your daughter to step up. Stop!" says the Sergeant,
taking me away to the wi ndow, out of earshot, "Your Superintendent here,”
he went on, in a whisper, "has nmade a pretty full report to ne

of the manner in which he has nanaged this case. Anpbng other things,

he has, by his own confession, set the servants' backs up. It's very

i mportant to snmooth them down again. Tell your daughter, and tel

the rest of them these two things, with ny conplinments: First, that |
have no evi dence before nme, yet, that the Dianond has been stol en

I only know that the Di anond has been |lost. Second, that ny business
here with the servants is sinply to ask themto lay their heads together
and help me to find it."

My experience of the wonen-servants, when Superintendent Seegrave
laid his enbargo on their roonms, cane in handy here.

“"May | nake so bold, Sergeant, as to tell the wonmen a third thing?"
| asked. "Are they free (with your conplinments) to fidget up

and downstairs, and whisk in and out of their bed-roons, if the fit
t akes them?"

"Perfectly free," said the Sergeant.

"THAT will smooth them down, sir," | remarked, "fromthe cook
to the scullion."

"Co, and do it at once, M. Betteredge."

| didit inless than five mnutes. There was only one difficulty when
canme to the bit about the bed-rooms. It took a pretty stiff exertion

of nmy authority, as chief, to prevent the whole of the femal e household
fromfollow ng ne and Penel ope up-stairs, in the character of vol unteer
Wi tnesses in a burning fever of anxiety to help Sergeant Cuff.

The Sergeant seened to approve of Penelope. He becane a trifle |ess dreary;
and he | ooked nmuch as he had | ooked when he noticed the white nusk rose

in the fl ower-garden. Here is ny daughter's evidence, as drawn off from

her by the Sergeant. She gave it, | think, very prettily--but, there! she
is my child all over: nothing of her nother in her; Lord bless you,

not hi ng of her nother in her

Penel ope examined: Took a lively interest in the painting

on the door, having helped to nmix the colours. Noticed the bit

of work under the | ock, because it was the |last bit done.

Had seen it, sone hours afterwards, w thout a snear.

Had left it, as late as twelve at night, wi thout a smear.

Had, at that hour, w shed her young | ady good night in the bedroom

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MOONSTONE 86

had heard the clock strike in the "boudoir"; had her hand

at the tinme on the handle of the painted door; knew the paint
was wet (having helped to m x the colours, as aforesaid);

took particular pains not to touch it; could swear that she
held up the skirts of her dress, and that there was no snear

on the paint then; could not swear that her dress mghtn't

have touched it accidentally in going out; remenbered the dress
she had on, because it was new, a present from M ss Rachel

her father renenbered, and could speak to it, too; could, and woul d,
and did fetch it; dress recognised by her father as the dress
she wore that night; skirts exanmined, a long job fromthe size
of them not the ghost of a paint-stain discovered anywhere.

End of Penel ope's evidence--and very pretty and convi nci ng, too.
Si gned, Gabriel Betteredge.

The Sergeant's next proceeding was to question nme about any

| arge dogs in the house who m ght have got into the room

and done the mischief with a whisk of their tails.

Hearing that this was inpossible, he next sent for a
magni f yi ng-gl ass, and tried how the snear |ooked, 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
snmeared by sone | oose article of sonebody's dress touching

it in going by. That sonebody (putting together Penel ope's

evi dence and M. Franklin's evidence) nmust have been in the room
and done the mschief, between m dnight and three o'cl ock

on the Thursday norning.

Havi ng brought his investigation to this point, Sergeant Cuff discovered
that such a person as Superintendent Seegrave was still left in the room
upon whi ch he sumred up the proceedings for his brother-officer's benefit,
as follows:

"This trifle of yours, M. Superintendent," says the Sergeant,
pointing to the place on the door, "has grown a little in inportance

since you noticed it last. At the present stage of the inquiry there are,
as | take it, three discoveries to make, starting fromthat smnear.

Find out (first) whether there is any article of dress in this house with
the snmear of the paint on it. Find out (second) who that dress belongs to.
Find out (third) how the person can account for having been in this room
and sneared the paint, between mdnight and three in the norning.

If the person can't satisfy you, you haven't far to | ook for the hand that

has got the Dianond. |'Il work this by nyself, if you please, and detain
you no longer-fromyour regular business in the town. You have got one
of your nmen here, | see. Leave himhere at my disposal, in case | want him-

and allow ne to wi sh you good norning."

Superi nt endent Seegrave's respect for the Sergeant was great;

but his respect for hinself was greater still. Hit hard by the
cel ebrated Cuff, he hit back smartly, to the best of his ability,
on | eaving the room

"I have abstai ned from expressing any opinion, so far,"
says M. Superintendent, with his mlitary voice stil

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 nountain out of a nolehill
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Good norning. "

"There is also such a thing as maki ng nothing out of a nolehill

i n consequence of your head being too high to see it."

Having returned his brother-officer's conplinents in those terns,
Sergeant Cuff wheel ed about, and wal ked away to the w ndow

by hinsel f.

M. Franklin and | waited to see what was coni ng next.

The Sergeant stood at the window with his hands in his pockets,

| ooki ng out, and whistling the tune of "The Last Rose of Summer"
softly to hinself. Later in the proceedings, | discovered

that he only forgot his manners so far as to whistle, when his
m nd was hard at work, seeing its way inch by inch to its own
private ends, on which occasions "The Last Rose of Sumrer”

evi dently hel ped and encouraged him | suppose it fitted

in somehow with his character. It reminded him you see, of his
favourite roses, and, as HE whistled it, it was the nost nel ancholy
tune goi ng.

Turning fromthe wi ndow, after a m nute or two, the Sergeant
wal ked into the mddle of the room and stopped there,

deep in thought, with his eyes on Mss Rachel's bed-room door
After a little he roused hinself, nodded his head, as nuch

as to say, "That will do," and, addressing ne, asked for

ten m nutes' conversation with ny mistress, at her |adyship's
earliest convenience.

Leaving the roomwith this nmessage, | heard M. Franklin ask the Sergeant
a question, and stopped to hear the answer also at the threshold of the door

"Can you guess yet," inquired M. Franklin, "who has stolen the D anond?"
"NOBODY HAS STOLEN THE DI AMOND, " answer ed Sergeant Cuff.

We both started at that extraordinary view of the case,
and both earnestly begged himto tell us what he neant.

"Wait a little," said the Sergeant. "The pieces of the puzzle
are not all put together yet."

CHAPTER XI |

I found ny lady in her own sitting room She started and | ooked
annoyed when | nentioned that Sergeant Cuff w shed to speak to her
"MUST | see hinP" she asked. "Can't you represent ne, Gabriel ?"

| felt at a loss to understand this, and showed it plainly, | suppose,
inmy face. MW lady was so good as to explain herself.

"I amafraid my nerves are a little shaken," she said.
"There is sonmething in that police-officer from London which
recoil from-1 don't know why. | have a presentinent that
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he is bringing trouble and misery with himinto the house.
Very foolish, and very unlike ME--but so it is."

I hardly knew what to say to this. The nore | saw of Sergeant Cuff,
the better | liked him M lady rallied a little after having opened
her heart to ne--being, naturally, a woman of a high courage, as | have
al ready told you.

“I'f | nmust see him | nust," she said. "But | can't prevail on nyself

to see himalone. Bring himin, Gabriel, and stay here as | ong as he stays."

This was the first attack of the negrinms that | renmenbered

in my mstress since the tinme when she was a young girl.

| went back to the "boudoir." M. Franklin strolled out into
the garden, and joined M. Godfrey, whose tinme for departure
was now drawi ng near. Sergeant Cuff and | went straight to ny
m stress's room

I declare ny lady turned a shade paler at the sight of him
She commanded hersel f, however, in other respects, and asked
the Sergeant if he had any objection to ny being present.
She was so good as to add, that | was her trusted adviser

as well as her old servant, and that in anything which related
to the household | was the person whomit m ght be nopst
profitable to consult. The Sergeant politely answered

that he would take nmy presence as a favour, having sonething
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 two chairs, and we set in for our
conference inmmedi ately.

"I have already formed an opinion on this case, says Sergeant Cuff,

"which | beg your | adyship's pernission to keep to nyself for the present.

My business now is to nmention what | have di scovered up-stairs in Mss
Verinder's sitting-room and what | have decided (with your |adyship's |eave)
on doi ng next."

He then went into the matter of the smear on the paint, and stated

t he conclusions he drew fromit--just as he had stated them

(only with greater respect of |anguage) to Superintendent Seegrave.

"One thing," he said, in conclusion, "is certain. The Dianmond is m ssing
out of the drawer in the cabinet. Another thing is next to certain.

The marks from the smear on the door nmust be on some article of dress

bel ongi ng to sonebody in this house. W nust discover that article of
dress before we go a step further."

"And that discovery,"” remarked nmy mstress, "inplies, | presune,
t he di scovery of the thief?"

"I beg your |adyship's pardon--1 don't say the Dianond is stolen
| only say, at present, that the Dianmond is m ssing. The discovery
of the stained dress may lead the way to finding it."

Her | adyship | ooked at ne. "Do you understand this?" she said.

"Sergeant Cuff understands it, nmy lady,"” | answered.
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"How do you propose to discover the stained dress?" inquired my m stress,

addressing herself once nore to the Sergeant. "My good servants,
who have been with ne for years, have, | am ashanmed to say, had their
boxes and roons searched already by the other officer. | can't and won't

permit themto be insulted in that way a second tinme!"

(There was a nmistress to serve! There was a wonan in ten thousand,
if you likel!)

"That is the very point | was about to put to your I|adyship,"”

said the Sergeant. "The other officer has done a world of harm

to this inquiry, by letting the servants see that he suspected them
If I give them cause to think thensel ves suspected a second tine,
there's no knowi ng what obstacles they may not throw in ny way--
the wonen especially. At the same tine, their boxes nust be
searched again--for this plain reason, that the first investigation
only | ooked for the Dianond, and that the second investigation

must | ook for the stained dress. | quite agree with you,

ny | ady, that the servants' feelings ought to be consulted.

But | amequally clear that the servants' wardrobes ought to

be searched.”

This | ooked very like a dead-lock. My lady said so, in choicer |anguage
t han m ne.

"I have got a plan to neet the difficulty," said Sergeant Cuff,
"if your ladyship will consent to it. | propose explaining the case
to the servants.”

"The wonen will think thenselves suspected directly, | said,
interrupting him

"The wonen won't, M. Betteredge," answered the Sergeant, "if |

can tell them | am going to exam ne the wardrobes of EVERYBODY- -

from her |adyship downwards--who slept in the house on Wednesday ni ght.
It's a nere formality," he added, with a side |ook at ny m stress;

"but the servants will accept it as even dealing between them

and their betters; and, instead of hindering the investigation

they will make a point of honour of assisting it."

| saw the truth of that. M 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 | can see, ny lady, to the end we have in view"

My mistress rose to ring the bell for her maid. "You shall speak
to the servants,” she said, "with the keys of mnmy wardrobe in your hand."

Sergeant Cuff stopped her by a very unexpected question

"Hadn't we better make sure first," he asked, "that the other | adies
and gentlenmen in the house will consent, too?"

"The only other lady in the house is Mss Verinder," answered ny m stress,
with a |l ook of surprise. "The only gentlenen are ny nephews, M. Bl ake
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and M. Ablewhite. There is not the least fear of a refusal from any of
the three.”

I reminded nmy |ady here that M. Godfrey was goi ng away.

As | said the words, M. Godfrey hinself knocked at the door to say
good- bye, and was followed in by M. Franklin, who was going

with himto the station. M l|ady explained the difficulty.

M. Godfrey settled it directly. He called to Sanuel,

t hrough the wi ndow, to take his portmanteau up-stairs again,

and he then put the key hinself into Sergeant Cuff's hand.

"My luggage can follow me to London," he said, "when the inquiry

is over." The Sergeant received the key with a becom ng apol ogy.
"I amsorry to put you to any inconvenience, sir, for a

nmere formality; but the exanple of their betters will do wonders
in reconciling the servants to this inquiry." M. Godfrey,

after taking |l eave of ny lady, in a nost synpathising manner?
left a farewell nessage for M ss Rachel, the terns of which nade
it clear to my mind that he had not taken No for an answer,

and that he nmeant to put the marriage question to her once nore,
at the next opportunity. M. Franklin, on followi ng his

cousin out, infornmed the Sergeant that all his clothes were open
to exam nation, and that nothing he possessed was kept under

| ock and key. Sergeant Cuff made his best acknow edgnents.

His views, you will observe, had been net with the utnost

readi ness by ny lady, by M. Godfrey, and by M. Franklin.

There was only M ss. Rachel now wanting to follow their |ead,
before we-called the servants together, and began the search for the
st ai ned dress.

My | ady's unaccountabl e objection to the Sergeant seemed to nake
our conference nore distasteful to her than ever, as soon as we
were |left alone again. "If | send you dowmn M ss Verinder's keys,"
she said to him "I presune | shall have done all you want of ne
for the present?"

"I beg your |adyship's pardon," said Sergeant Cuff. "Before we begin,

| should like, if convenient, to have the washi ng-book. The stained article
of dress may be an article of linen. |If the search |eads to nothing,

I want to be able to account next for all the linen in the house,

and for all the Iinen sent to the wash. |[If there is an article m ssing,
there will be at least a presunption that it has got the paint-stain on it,
and that it has been purposely nmade away with, yesterday or to-day,

by the person owning it. Superintendent Seegrave," added the Sergeant,
turning to me, "pointed the attention of the wonen-servants to the snear,
when they all crowded into the room on Thursday norning. That may turn out,
M. Betteredge, to have been one nore of Superintendent Seegrave's

many m st akes. "

My lady desired ne to ring the bell, and order the washi ng-book
She remained with us until it was produced, in case Sergeant Cuff
had any further request to make of her after looking at it.

The washi ng- book was brought in by Rosanna Spearman. The girl had cone
down to breakfast that norning mserably pale and haggard, but sufficiently
recovered fromher illness of the previous day to do her usual work
Sergeant Cuff |ooked attentively at our second housenmi d--at her face,

when she cane in; at her crooked shoul der, when she went out.
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"Have you anything nmore to say to nme?" asked ny lady, still as eager
as ever to be out of the Sergeant's society.

The great Cuff opened the washi ng-book, understood it perfectly in half
a mnute, and shut it up again. "I venture to trouble your |adyship
with one |last question," he said. "Has the young wonan who brought us
this book been in your enpl oynent as |ong as the other servants?"

"Why do you ask?" said ny |ady.

"The last tine | saw her,
for theft."

answered the Sergeant, "she was in prison

After that, there was no help for it, but to tell himthe truth.

My mstress 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, | hope?" ny |ady added, in concl usion,

very earnestly.

"I have already told your |adyship that | don't suspect any person
in the house of thieving--up to the present tine."

After that answer, ny lady rose to go up-stairs, and ask

for Mss Rachel's keys. The Sergeant was before-hand with ne
in opening the door for her. He nade a very | ow bow.

My | ady shuddered as she passed him

We waited, and waited, and no keys appeared. Sergeant Cuff nade
no remark to ne. He turned his nmelancholy face to the w ndow,

he put his lanky hands into his pockets; and he whistled "The Last
Rose of Summer" softly to hinself.

At last, Sarmuel came in, not with the keys, but with a norsel of paper
for me. | got at ny spectacles, with sone funbling and difficulty,
feeling the Sergeant's dismal eyes fixed on nme all the tine.

There were two or three lines on the paper, witten in pencil by my | ady.
They informed ne that M ss Rachel flatly refused to have her

war dr obe exami ned. Asked for her reasons, she had burst out crying.
Asked again, she had said: "I won't, because | won't. | nust

yield to force if you use it, but | will yield to nothing else."

I understood nmy lady's disinclination to face Sergeant Cuff with such
an answer from her daughter as that. |If | had not been too old

for the am abl e weaknesses of youth, | believe |I should have bl ushed
at the notion of facing himnyself.

"Any news of M ss Verinder's keys?" asked the Sergeant.

"My young | ady refuses to have her wardrobe exam ned."

"Ah!" said the Sergeant.

Hi s 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 sonet hing

whi ch he expected to hear. He half angered and half frightened nme--why, |
couldn't tell, but he did it.
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"Must the search be given up?" | asked.

"Yes," said the Sergeant, "the search nust be given up
because your young | ady refuses to submit to it |ike the rest.
We nust exami ne all the wardrobes in the house or none.

Send M. Ablewhite's portnmanteau to London by the next train,
and return the washi ng-book, with ny conplinents and thanks,
to the young woman who brought it in."

He | aid the washi ng-book on the table, and taking out his penknife,
began to trimhis nails.

"You don't seemto be nmuch disappointed,” | said.
"No," said Sergeant Cuff; "I am not nuch di sappoi nted.
| tried to make hi m expl ain hinself.

"Why should M ss Rachel put an obstacle in your way?" | inquired.
"Isn'"t it her interest to help you?”"

"Wait a little, M. Betteredge--wait a little."

Cl everer heads than m ne m ght have seen his drift. O a person
| ess fond of Mss Rachel than | was, might have seen his drift.
My lady's horror of himmght (as | have since thought)

have nmeant that she saw his drift (as the scripture says)

"in a glass darkly." | didn't see it yet--that's al
I know.
"What's to be done next?" | asked.

Sergeant Cuff finished the nail on which he was then at work,
| ooked at it for a nonent with a nelancholy interest, and put up
hi s penkni fe.

"Cone out into the garden," he said and let's have a | ook at the roses.”

CHAPTER XI V

The nearest way to the garden, on going out of ny lady's sitting-room
was by the shrubbery path, which you already know of. For the sake

of your better understanding of what is nowto cone, | may add to this,
that the shrubbery path was M. Franklin's favourite wal k. Wen he was
out in the grounds, and when we failed to find himanywhere el se,

we generally found him here

| amafraid | nust own that | amrather an obstinate old man.
The nmore firmy Sergeant Cuff kept his thoughts shut up from ne,
the nore firmy | persisted in trying to ook in at them

As we turned into the shrubbery path, | attenpted to circumvent
himin another way.

"As things are now," | said, "if | was in your place, | should be at
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my wits' end.

“"I'f you were in my place,” answered the Sergeant, "you would have forned

an opinion--and, as things are now, any doubt you m ght previously

have felt about your own conclusions would be conpletely set at rest.

Never mind for the present what those conclusions are, M. Betteredge.

| haven't brought you out here to draw nme |i ke a badger; | have brought you
out here to ask for sone information. You m ght have given it to ne no
doubt ,

in the house, instead of out of it. But doors and listeners have a knack
of getting together; and, in nmy line of life, we cultivate a healthy taste
for the open air."

Who was to circumvent THIS man? | gave in--and waited as patiently
as | could to hear what was coning next.

"W won't enter into your young lady's notives," the Sergeant went on
"we will only say it's a pity she declines to assist ne, because

by so doing, she nakes this investigation nore difficult than it

m ght otherw se have been. W must now try to solve the nystery

of the smear on the door--which, you may take my word for it,

nmeans the nystery of the Dianond al so--in some ot her way.

| have decided to see the servants, and to search their thoughts

and actions, M. Betteredge, instead of searching their wardrobes.
Before | begin, however, | want to ask you a question or two.

You are an observant man--did you notice anything strange in any of

the servants (nmaking due all owance, of course, for fright and fluster),
after the I oss of the Dianond was found out? Any particular quarre
anong then? Any one of themnot in his or her usual spirits?
Unexpectedly out of tenper, for instance? or unexpectedly

taken ill?"

I had just time to think of Rosanna Spearman's sudden ill ness

at yesterday's dinner--but not tinme to make any answer--when | saw
Sergeant Cuff's eyes suddenly turn aside towards the shrubbery;

and | heard himsay softly to hinself, "Hullo!"

"What's the matter?" | asked.

"A touch of the rheumatics in ny back," said the Sergeant,
in a loud voice, as if he wanted sone third person to hear us.
"W shall have a change in the weather before long."

A few steps further brought us to the corner of the house.

Turning off sharp to the right, we entered on the terrace,

and went down, by the steps in the mddle, into the garden bel ow.
Sergeant Cuff stopped there, in the open space, where we could see
round us on every side.

"About that young person, Rosanna Spearman?" he said.
"It isn't very likely, with her personal appearance, that she

has got a lover. But, for the girl's own sake, | must ask you
at once whether SHE has provided herself with a sweetheart,
poor wetch, |ike the rest of then?"

VWhat on earth did he nean, under present circunstances,
by putting such a question to ne as that? | stared at him
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i nstead of answering him

"I saw Rosanna Spearman hiding in the shrubbery as we went by,"
sai d the Sergeant.

"When you said 'Hullo' ?"

"Yes--when | said "Hullo!" If there's a sweetheart in the case,
the hiding doesn't nmuch matter. |If there isn't--as things are
in this house--the hiding is a highly suspicious circunstance,
and it will be my painful duty to act on it accordingly.”

What, in God's name, was | to say to hin? | knew the shrubbery
was M. Franklin's favourite walk; | knew he woul d nost

likely turn that way when he came back fromthe station

I knew that Penel ope had over and over again caught her
fell ow servant hangi ng about there, and had al ways declared to ne
that Rosanna's object was to attract M. Franklin's attention

I f ny daughter was right, she mght well have been lying in wait
for M. Franklin's return when the Sergeant noticed her

I was put between the two difficulties of nentioning Penelope's
fanci ful notion as if it was mne, or of |eaving an unfortunate
creature to suffer the consequences, the very serious consequences,
of exciting the suspicion of Sergeant Cuff. CQut of pure pity

for the girl--on ny soul and ny character, out of pure pity

for the girl--1 gave the Sergeant the necessary expl anations,

and told himthat Rosanna had been mad enough to set her heart on
M. Franklin Bl ake.

Sergeant Cuff never |aughed. On the few occasions when anything anmused him
he curled up a little at the corners of the lips, nothing nore. 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 M. Franklin
Bl ake' s manners and appearance doesn't seemto ne to be the nmaddest part

of her conduct by any neans. However, I'mglad the thing is cleared up

it relieves one's mnd to have things cleared up. Yes, I'll keep it

a secret, M. Betteredge. | like to be tender to human infirmty--

though | don't get many chances of exercising that virtue in nmy line of life.
You think M. Franklin Blake hasn't got a suspicion of the girl's fancy

for hin? Ah! he would have found it out fast enough if she had been

ni ce-1 ooki ng. The ugly wonen have a bad tine of it in this world;

let's hope it will be made up to themin another. You have got a nice
garden here, and a well-kept lawn. See for yourself how much better

the flowers | ook with grass about theminstead of gravel. No, thank you.

I won't take a rose. It goes to ny heart to break them off the stem

Just as it goes to your heart, you know, when there's sonething w ong

in the servants' hall. Did you notice anything you couldn't account

for in any of the servants when the | oss of the Di anond 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 |ast question
put me on my guard. In plain English, | didn't at all relish
the notion of helping his inquiries, when those inquiries
took him(in the capacity of snake in the grass) anmong ny

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MOONSTONE 95

fell owservants.

"I noticed nothing,"” | said, "except that we all |ost our heads together
mysel f included.”

"Ch," says the Sergeant, "that's all you have to tell ne,
isit?"

| answered, with (as | flattered nyself) an unnoved count enance,
"That is all."

Sergeant Cuff's dismal eyes |ooked nme hard in the face.

"M . Betteredge," he said, "have you any objection to oblige ne
by shaki ng hands? | have taken an extraordinary liking to you."

(Why he shoul d have chosen the exact nonent when | was deceiving him

to give ne that proof of his good opinion, is beyond all conprehension!

| felt alittle proud--1 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 | would
give hima roomto hinself, and then send in the servants

(the indoor servants only), one after another, in the order

of their rank, fromfirst to |ast.

I showed Sergeant Cuff into my own room and then called the servants

together in the hall. Rosanna Spearnman appeared anmong them much as usual
She was as quick in her way as the Sergeant in his, and | suspect she
had heard what he said to nme about the servants in general, just before

he di scovered her. There she was, at any rate, looking as if she had
never heard of such a place as the shrubbery in her life.

| sent themin, one by one, as desired. The cook was

the first to enter the Court of Justice, otherwi se my room

She remai ned but a short tinme. Report, on com ng out:

"Sergeant Cuff is depressed in his spirits; but Sergeant

Cuff is a perfect gentleman.” M lady's own nmaid followed.
Remai ned nuch |onger. Report, on com ng out: "If Sergeant

Cuff doesn't believe a respectable woman, he m ght keep

his opinion to hinself, at any rate!" Penelope went next.

Remai ned only a nonent or two. Report, on comng out:

"Sergeant Cuff is nmuch to be pitied. He nust have been

crossed in love, father, when he was a young nan."

The first housenmid foll owed Penel ope. Remrmined, |ike ny
lady's maid, a long tinme. Report, on coming out: "I didn't
enter her |adyship's service, M. Betteredge, to be doubted

to my face by a | ow police-officer!"” Rosanna Spearman went next.
Rermai ned | onger than any of them No report on com ng out--
dead silence, and |lips as pale as ashes. Samuel, the footman
foll oned Rosanna. Remained a minute or two. Report, on com ng out:
"Whoever bl acks Sergeant Cuff's boots ought to be ashaned

of hinself." Nancy, the kitchen-maid, went |ast. Renmined a m nute
or two. Report, on comng out: "Sergeant Cuff has a heart;

HE doesn't cut jokes, M. Betteredge, with a poor hard-working

girl."
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Going into the Court of Justice, when it was all over, to hear if there
were any further commands for me, | found the Sergeant at his old trick--
| ooki ng out of wi ndow, and whistling "The Last Rose of Sunmmer"”

to hinmsel f.

"Any discoveries, sir?" | inquired.

"I f Rosanna Spearman asks |eave to go out," said the Sergeant,
"l et the poor thing go; but let nme know first."

I might as well have held ny tongue about Rosanna and M. Franklin
It was plain enough; the unfortunate girl had fallen under Sergeant
Cuff's suspicions, in spite of all | could do to prevent it.

"I hope you don't think Rosanna is concerned in the |loss of the Di anond?"
| ventured to say.

The corners of the Sergeant's mel ancholy nouth curled up
and he | ooked hard in ny face, just as he had | ooked in the garden

"I think I had better not tell you, M. Betteredge," he said.
"You m ght | ose your head, you know, for the second tinme."

| began to doubt whether | 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 nessage fromthe cook

Rosanna Spearnman HAD asked to go out, for the usual reason,

t hat her head was bad, and she wanted a breath of fresh air

At a sign fromthe Sergeant, | said, Yes. "Which is the servants
way out ?" he asked, when the nessenger had gone. | showed

hi mthe servants' way out. "Lock the door of your room?"

says the Sergeant; "and if anybody asks for nme, say I'min there,
conposing my mnd." He curled up again at the corners of the lips,
and di sappeared.

Left al one, under those circunstances, a devouring curiosity pushed ne
on to nmake some di scoveries for myself.

It was plain that Sergeant Cuff's suspicions of Rosanna had been roused

by sonet hing that he had found out at his exam nation of the servants

inmy room Now, the only two servants (excepting Rosanna hersel f)

who had renmai ned under exam nation for any length of time, were nmy |ady's own
mai d and the first housemaid, those two being al so the wonen who had taken
the lead in persecuting their unfortunate fell owservant fromthe first.

Reachi ng these conclusions, | |looked in on them casually as it m ght be,
in the servants' hall, and, finding tea going forward, instantly invited
nmyself to that neal. (For, NOTA BENE, a drop of tea is to a wonan's tongue
what a drop of oil is to a wasting |anp.)

My reliance on the tea-pot, as an ally, did not go unrewarded.
In less than half an hour | knew as much as the Sergeant hinself.

My lady's maid and the housemai d, had, it appeared, neither of them
believed in Rosanna's illness of the previous day. These two devils--
| ask your pardon; but how el se CAN you describe a couple of spiteful women?-

had stol en up-stairs, at intervals during the Thursday afternoon; had tried
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Rosanna's door, and found it |ocked; had knocked, and not been answered;
had |istened, and not heard a sound inside. When the girl had cone

down to tea, and had been sent up, still out of sorts, to bed again

the two devils aforesaid had tried her door once nmore, and found it | ocked;
had | ooked at the keyhole, and found it stopped up; had seen a |ight
under the door at mdnight, and had heard the crackling of a fire (a fire
in a servant's bed-roomin the nmonth of June!) at four in the norning.

Al this they had told Sergeant Cuff, who, in return for their anxiety

to enlighten him had eyed themw th sour and suspicious |ooks, and had
shown them plainly that he didn't believe either one or the other

Hence, the unfavourable reports of himwhich these two wonen had brought
out with themfromthe exam nation. Hence, also (w thout reckoning

the influence of the tea-pot), their readiness to let their tongues run
to any length on the subject of the Sergeant's ungraci ous behavi our

to them

Havi ng had sone experience of the great Cuff's round-about ways,
and having | ast seen himevidently bent on foll owi ng Rosanna
privately when she went out for her walk, it seemed clear to nme
that he had thought it unadvisable to let the lady's maid

and the housemai d know how materially they had hel ped him

They were just the sort of wonen, if he had treated their evidence
as trustworthy, to have been puffed up by it, and to have said

or done somret hi ng which woul d have put Rosanna Spearman on

her guard.

| wal ked out in the fine sunmer afternoon, very sorry for the poor girl,
and very uneasy in my mnd at the turn things had taken

Drifting towards the shrubbery, sone time later, there | met M. Franklin
After returning fromseeing his cousin off at the station,

he had been with nmy lady, holding a | ong conversation with her

She had told himof Mss Rachel's unaccountable refusal to let her
war dr obe be exam ned; and had put himin such |ow spirits about ny

young | ady that he seenmed to shrink from speaking on the subject.

The fam |y tenper appeared in his face that evening, for the first tinme in
nmy experience of him

"Well, Betteredge," he said, "how does the atnosphere of nystery

and suspicion in which we are all living now, agree with you?

Do you renmenber that norning when I first came here with the Monstone?
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 conposed hinself. W wal ked silently,

side by side, for a minute or two, and then he asked ne

what had becone of Sergeant Cuff. It was inpossible to put

M. Franklin off with the excuse of the Sergeant being in nmy room
conposing his mind. | told himexactly what had happened,
mentioning particularly what nmy lady's maid and the house-nmaid
had sai d about Rosanna Spear man.

M. Franklin's clear head saw the turn the Sergeant's suspicions had taken
in the twinkling of an eye.

"Didn't you tell me this norning," he said, "that one of the tradespeople
decl ared he had met Rosanna yesterday, on the footway to Frizinghall
when we supposed her to be ill in her roonm?"
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"Yes, sir.

"I'f my aunt's maid and the other woman have spoken the truth,
you nmay depend upon it the tradesman did neet her

The girl's attack of illness was a blind to deceive us.

She had sonme guilty reason for going to the town secretly.

The paint-stained dress is a dress of hers; and the fire heard
crackling in her roomat four in the nmorning was a fire lit

to destroy it. Rosanna Spearman has stol en the Di anond

"Il go in directly, and tell my aunt the turn things

have taken."

"Not just yet, if you please, sir," said a nelancholy voice behind us.

We both turned about, and found ourselves face to face with Sergeant Cuff.
"Why not just yet?" asked M. Franklin.

"Because, sir, if you tell her ladyship, her ladyship will tel
M ss Verinder."

"Suppose she does. \What then?" M. Franklin said those words with a sudden
heat and vehenence, as if the Sergeant had nortally of fended him
"Do you think it's wise, sir," said Sergeant Cuff, quietly, "to put
such a question as that to ne--at such a tine as this?"

There was a nonent's silence between them M. Franklin wal ked cl ose
up to the Sergeant. The two | ooked each other straight in the face.
M. Franklin spoke first, dropping his voice as suddenly as he had
raised it.

"l suppose you know, M. Cuff,6"
on delicate ground?"

he said, "that you are treading

"It isn't the first tine, by a good many hundreds, that |
find myself treading on delicate ground,” answered the other
as i movabl e as ever.

"I amto understand that you forbid me to tell ny 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 |
gi ve you | eave."

That settled it. M. Franklin had no choice but to submt.
He turned away in anger--and |eft us.

I had stood there listening to them all in a trenble; not know ng

whom to suspect, or what to think next. |In the mdst of nmy confusion

two things, however, were plain to ne. First, that ny young | ady was,

i n some unaccountabl e manner, at the bottom of the sharp speeches that had
passed between them Second, that they thoroughly understood each ot her
wi t hout having previously exchanged a word of explanation on either side.

"M . Betteredge," says the Sergeant, "you have done a very foolish thing in
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ny absence. You have done a little detective business on your own account.
For the future, perhaps you will be so obliging as to do your detective
busi ness along with nme."

He took me by the arm and wal ked me away with him al ong the road

by which he had cone. | dare say | had deserved his reproof--

but I was not going to help himto set traps for Rosanna Spear nan,

for all that. Thief or no thief, legal or not legal, |I don't care--

| pitied her.

"What do you want of me?" | asked, shaking himoff, and stopping short.

"Only a little informati on about the country round here,”
said the Sergeant.

I couldn't well object to inprove Sergeant Cuff in his geography.
"I's there any path, in that direction, |leading to the sea-beach
fromthis house?" asked the Sergeant. He pointed, as he spoke,
to the fir-plantation which led to the Shivering Sand.

"Yes," | said, "there is a path."

"Show it to nme."

Side by side, in the grey of the sumrer eveni ng, Sergeant Cuff and
set forth for the Shivering Sand.

CHAPTER XV

The Sergeant renmined silent, thinking his own thoughts, till we
entered the plantation of firs which led to the qui cksand.

There he roused hinself, |like a man whose m nd was nmade up

and spoke to me again.

"M . Betteredge," he said, "as you have honoured ne by taking an oar

in my boat, and as you may, | think, be of some assistance to ne before
the evening is out, | see no use in our nystifying one another any | onger
and | propose to set you an exanple of plain speaking on ny side. You are
deternmined to give me no infornmation to the prejudi ce of Rosanna Spear nan,
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 consi derations clean thrown away.

Rosanna Spearman is not in the slightest danger of getting into trouble--
no, not if I fix her with being concerned in the di sappearance of the

Di amond,

on evidence which is as plain as the nose on your face!"

"Do you nean that ny |ady won't prosecute?" | asked.

"I nmean that your lady CAN T prosecute," said the Sergeant.
"Rosanna Spearman is sinply an instrunment in the hands

of anot her person, and Rosanna Spearman will be held harm ess
for that other person's sake.”
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He spoke like a man in earnest--there was no denying that.
Still, I felt something stirring uneasily against himin ny mnd.
"Can't you give that other person a nane?" | said.

"Can't you, M. Betteredge?"
"No. "

Sergeant Cuff stood stock still, and surveyed me with a | ook
of nel ancholy interest.

"It's always a pleasure to me to be tender towards human infirmty,"
he said. "I feel particularly tender at the present nonent,

M. Betteredge, towards you. And you, with the same excellent notive,
feel particularly tender towards Rosanna Spearman, don't you?

Do you happen to know whet her she has had a new outfit of

linen lately?"

VWhat he neant by slipping in this extraordinary question unawares,
| was at a total loss to immgine. Seeing no possible injury

to Rosanna if | owned the truth, | answered that the girl had
cone to us rather sparely provided with linen, and that ny | ady,
in reconpense 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 mserable world," says the Sergeant. "Human life,

M. Betteredge, is a sort of target--misfortune is always firing
at it, and always hitting the mark. But for that outfit,

we shoul d have discovered a new ni ghtgown or petticoat

anong Rosanna's things, and have nailed her in that way.

You're not at a loss to follow ne, are you? You have exam ned
the servants yoursel f, and you know what di scoveries two of them
made outsi de Rosanna's door. Surely you know what the girl

was about yesterday, after she was taken ill? You can't guess?
Oh dear ne, it's as plain as that strip of light there,

at the end of the trees. At eleven, on Thursday norning,
Superi nt endent Seegrave (who is a mass of human infirmty)

points out to all the women servants the snear 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 night-gown, or petticoat,

or what not, shans ill and slips away to the town,

gets the materials for nmeking a new petticoat or nightgown,

makes it alone in her roomon the Thursday night lights a fire
(not to destroy it; two of her fellowservants are prying outside
her door, and she knows better than to nmake a snell of burning,
and to have a lot of tinder to get rid of)--lights a fire, | say,
to dry and iron the substitute dress after winging it out,

keeps the stained dress hidden (probably ON her), and is at this
nonment occupied in naking away with it, in sonme convenient place,
on that lonely bit of beach ahead of us. | have traced her this
evening to your fishing village, and to one particular cottage,
whi ch we may possibly have to visit, before we go back

She stopped in the cottage for sonme tinme, and she cane

out with (as | believe) sonething hidden under her cloak

A cloak (on a woman's back) is an enmblem of charity--
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it covers a multitude of sins. | saw her set off northwards
al ong the coast, after leaving the cottage. |s your sea-shore
here considered a fine specinmen of marine | andscape,

M. Betteredge?"

| answered, "Yes," as shortly as m ght be.

"Tastes differ," says Sergeant Cuff. "Looking at it from my point
of view, | never saw a marine | andscape that | admred | ess.

If you happen to be follow ng anot her person al ong your

sea-coast, and if that person happens to | ook round, there isn't

a scrap of cover to hide you anywhere. | had to choose

bet ween taki ng Rosanna in custody on suspicion, or |eaving her

for the tinme being, with her little gane in her own hands.

For reasons which | won't trouble you with, | decided on naking
any sacrifice rather than give the alarmas soon as to-night

to a certain person who shall be nanel ess between us.

I cane back to the house to ask you to take ne to the north end

of the beach by another way. Sand--in respect of its printing off
peopl e's footsteps--is one of the best detective officers | know
If we don't neet with Rosanna Spearnman by com ng 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 ny 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 DETECTI VE- FEVER

t hat di sease had now got fast hold of your hunmble servant. Sergeant Cuff
went on between the hillocks of sand, down to the beach. | followed him
(with my heart in nmy nmouth); and waited at a little distance for what was to
happen next.

As it turned out, | found nyself standing nearly in the sane pl ace

where Rosanna Spearnman and | had been tal ki ng toget her when M. Franklin
suddenly appeared before us, on arriving at our house from London.

While ny eyes were watching the Sergeant, ny mind wandered away in spite

of nme to what had passed, on that former occasion, between Rosanna and ne.

| declare | alnost felt the poor thing slip her hand again into mne

and give it a little grateful squeeze to thank me for speaking kindly to her
| declare | alnost heard her voice telling nme again that the Shivering

Sand seened to draw her to it against her own will, whenever she went out--
al nost saw her face brighten again, as it brightened when she first set

eyes upon M. Franklin com ng briskly out on us fromanong the hill ocks.

My spirits fell lower and lower as | thought of these things--and the view
of the lonesonme little bay, when | |ooked about to rouse nmyself, only served
to make nme feel nore uneasy still.

The [ ast 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 sandbank out in the bay,
was a heave that made no sound. The inner sea lay |lost and dim
without a breath of wind to stir it. Patches of nasty

ooze floated, yellowwhite, on the dead surface of the water
Scum and slime shone faintly in certain places, where the | ast

of the light still caught themon the two great spits of rock
jutting out, north and south, into the sea. It was now the tine
of the turn of the tide: and even as | stood there waiting,
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t he broad brown face of the quicksand began to dinple and quiver--
the only noving 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 mnute or so, he turned and cane back
to me.

"A treacherous place, M. Betteredge," he said; "and no signs
of Rosanna Spearman anywhere on the beach, | ook where you may."

He took me down |l ower on the shore, and | saw for myself that his footsteps
and mne 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," | answered (that being the name of the place), "bears
as near as may be, due south."

"I saw the girl this evening, wal king northward al ong the shore,

from Cobb's Hole," said the Sergeant. "Consequently, she nust have
been wal ki ng towards this place. Is Cobb's Hole on the other side

of that point of land there? And can we get to it--nowit's |ow water--
by the beach?"

| answered, "Yes," to both those questions.

"If you'll excuse ny suggesting it, we'll step out briskly,"
said the Sergeant. "I want to find the place where she left
the shore, before it gets dark.”

We had wal ked, | should say, a couple of hundred yards towards Cobb's Hol e,
when Sergeant Cuff suddenly went down on his knees on the beach, to al
appearance seized with a sudden frenzy for saying his prayers.

"There's sonething to be said for your mari ne | andscape here, after all,"

remarked the Sergeant. "Here are a woman's footsteps, M. Betteredge!

Let us call them Rosanna's footsteps, until we find evidence to the contrary
that we can't resist. Very confused footsteps, you will please to observe--
pur posely confused, | should say. Ah, poor soul, she understands

the detective virtues of sand as well as | do! But hasn't she been

in rather too great a hurry to tread out the marks thoroughly?

| think she has. Here's one footstep going FROM Cobb's Hol e

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 | see two
heel - marks further down the beach, close at the water's edge al so?

I don't want to hurt your feelings, but I'mafraid Rosanna is sly.

It looks as if she had determined to get to that place you and | have
just cone from wthout |eaving any marks on the sand to trace her by.
Shall we say that she wal ked through the water fromthis point till
she got to that | edge of rocks behind us, and came back the sane way,
and then took to the beach again where those two heel marks are

still left? Yes, we'll say that. It seens to fit in with my notion
that she had sonet hing under her cloak, when she left the cottage.

No! not sonething to destroy--for, in that case, where would have been
the need of all these precautions to prevent ny tracing the place at
whi ch her wal k ended? Sonmething to hide is, | think, the better guess
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of the two. Perhaps, if we go on to the cottage, we nay find out what that
somet hing is?"

At this proposal, ny detective-fever suddenly cooled. "You don't want nme,
| said. "Wwat good can | do?"

"The | onger | know you, M. Betteredge," said the Sergeant,

“the nore virtues | discover. Modesty--oh dear nme, how rare
nodesty is in this world! and how nmuch of that rarity you possess!
If | go alone to the cottage, the people's tongues will be

tied at the first question | put to them If |I go with you,

I go introduced by a justly respected nei ghbour, and a fl ow of
conversation is the necessary result. It strikes ne in that |ight;
how does it strike you?"

Not havi ng an answer of the needful smartness as ready as | could have
wi shed,
| tried to gain time by asking himwhat cottage he wanted to go to.

On the Sergeant describing the place, | recognised it

as a cottage inhabited by a fisherman named Yol | and,

with his wife and two grown-up children, a son and a daughter.

If you will ook back, you will find that, in first presenting
Rosanna Spearman to your notice, | have described her

as occasionally varying her walk to the Shivering Sand,

by a visit to sone friends of hers at Cobb's Hol e.

Those friends were the Yoll ands--respectable, worthy peopl e,

a credit to the nei ghbourhood. Rosanna's acquai ntance with them
had begun by neans of the daughter, who was afflicted with a

m sshapen foot, and who was known in our parts by the nane

of Linping Lucy. The two deforned girls had, | suppose,

a kind of fellowfeeling for each other. Anyway, the Yoll ands
and Rosanna al ways appeared to get on together, at the few
chances they had of neeting, in a pleasant and friendly manner
The fact of Sergeant Cuff having traced the girl to THEIR cottage,
set the matter of ny helping his inquiries in quite a new |ight.
Rosanna had nmerely gone where she was in the habit of going;

and to show that she had been in conpany with the fisherman and
his famly was as good as to prove that she had been innocently

occupied so far, at any rate. It would be doing the girl
a service, therefore, instead of an injury, if | allowed nyself
to be convinced by Sergeant Cuff's logic. | professed nyself

convinced by it accordingly.

W went on to Cobb's Hole, seeing the footsteps on the sand,
as long as the light |asted.

On reaching the cottage, the fisherman and his son proved to be out

in the boat; and Linping Lucy, always weak and weary, was resting on

her bed up-stairs. Good Ms. Yolland received us alone in her kitchen

When she heard that Sergeant Cuff was a cel ebrated character in London

she cl apped a bottle of Dutch gin and a couple of clean pipes on the table,
and stared as if she could never see enough of him

| sat quiet in a corner, waiting to hear how the Sergeant would
find his way to the subject of Rosanna Spearman. Hi s usua
roundabout manner of going to work proved, on this occasion
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to be nore roundabout than ever. How he managed it is nore

than | could tell at the tine, and nore than I can tell now.

But this is certain, he began with the Royal Famly,

the Primtive Methodists, and the price of fish; and he got fromthat
(in his disml, underground way) to the | oss of the Moonstone,

the spiteful ness of our first house-nmmid, and the hard behavi our

of the wonen-servants generally towards Rosanna Spear nman.

Havi ng reached his subject in this fashion, he described hinself
as making his inquiries about the | ost Dianmond, partly with a view
to find it, and partly for the purpose of clearing Rosanna

from the unjust suspicions of her enemi es in the house.

In about a quarter of an hour fromthe tinme when we entered

the kitchen, good Ms. Yolland was persuaded that she was

tal king to Rosanna's best friend, and was pressing Sergeant

Cuff to confort his stomach and revive his spirits out of the
Dutch bottle.

Being firmy persuaded that the Sergeant was wasting his breath
to no purpose on Ms. Yolland, | sat enjoying the talk between them
much as | have sat, in ny tine, enjoying a stage play.

The great Cuff showed a wonderful patience; trying his |uck
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 was how it ended, try as he mght; with Ms. Yolland

tal king nineteen to the dozen, and placing the nost entire
confidence in him His last effort was nmade, when we had

| ooked at our watches, and had got on our legs previous to
taki ng | eave.

"1 shall now wi sh you good-night, nma'am" says the Sergeant.
"And | shall only say, at parting, that Rosanna Spearnan has
a sincere well-w sher in myself, your obedi ent servant.

But, oh dear ne! she will never get on in her present place;
and ny advice to her is--leave it."

"Bl ess your heart alive! she is GONGto |eave it!" cries Ms. Yolland.
(NOTA BENE--1| translate Ms. Yolland out of the Yorkshire | anguage into

the English | anguage. When | tell you that the all-acconplished Cuff

was every now and then puzzled to understand her until | hel ped him

you will draw your own conclusions as to what your state of mnd would be if
I

reported her in her native tongue.)

Rosanna Spearman going to leave us! | pricked up my ears at that.

It seened strange, to say the least of it, that she should have

given no warning, in the first place, to ny lady or to ne.

A certain doubt came up in ny mnd whether Sergeant Cuff's |ast random
shot m ght not have hit the mark. | began to question whether ny share
in the proceedings was quite as harm ess a one as | had thought it.

It might be all in the way of the Sergeant's business to nystify

an honest woman by wrapping her round in a network of lies

but it was ny duty to have renmenbered, as a good Protestant,

that the father of lies is the Devil--and that m schief and the Devi
are never far apart. Beginning to snell mschief in the air

| tried to take Sergeant Cuff out. He sat down again instantly,

and asked for a little drop of confort out of the Dutch bottle.
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M's Yol |l and sat down opposite to him and gave himhis nip
I went on to the door, excessively unconfortable, and said | thought |
nmust bid them good-night--and yet | didn't go.

"So she neans to | eave?" says the Sergeant. "What is she to do when she
does | eave? Sad, sad! The poor creature has got no friends in the world,
except you and ne."

"“Ah, but she has though!" says Ms. Yolland. "She cane in here,

as | told you, this evening; and, after sitting and talking a little
with nmy girl Lucy and me she asked to go up-stairs by herself,

into Lucy's room It's the only roomin our place where there's

pen and ink. "I want to wite a letter to a friend," she says

"and | can't do it for the prying and peeping of the servants up

at the house." Who the letter was witten to | can't tell you:

it must have been a nortal |ong one, judging by the tinme she stopped
up-stairs over it. | offered her a postage-stanp when she cane down.
She hadn't got the letter in her hand, and she didn't accept the stanp.
Alittle close, poor soul (as you know), about herself and her doings.
But a friend she has got somewhere, | 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 Ms. Yolland.

Here | stepped in again fromthe door. As chief of my |ady's establishment,
I couldn't allow this sort of |oose talk about a servant of ours going,
or not going, to proceed any longer in ny presence, w thout noticing it.

"You nust be nmi staken about Rosanna Spearman, | said.
"If she had been going to | eave her present situation, she would
have nentioned it, in the first place, to M

"M staken?" cries Ms. Yolland. "Wy, only an hour ago she bought sone

t hi ngs

she wanted for travelling--of my owm self, M. Betteredge, in this very room
And that rem nds ne," says the wearisome woman, suddenly beginning to fee

in her pocket, "of sonething |I have got it on ny mnd to say about Rosanna
and her noney. Are you either of you likely to see her when you go back to
t he house?"

“I''l'l take a nmessage to the poor thing, with the greatest pleasure,"”
answered Sergeant Cuff, before | could put in a word edgew se.

Ms. Yolland produced out of her pocket, a few shillings and sixpences,
and counted themout with a npost particul ar and exasperating careful ness
in the palmof her hand. She offered the noney to the Sergeant,

| ooking mighty loth to part with it all the while.

"Mght | ask you to give this back to Rosanna, with ny | ove

and respects?" says Ms. Yolland. "She insisted on paying ne
for the one or two things she took a fancy to this evening--

and noney's wel come enough in our house, | don't deny it.

Still, I mnot easy in my mnd about taking the poor thing's
little savings. And to tell you the truth, | don't think my man
would I'ike to hear that | had taken Rosanna Spearman's noney,
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when he cones back to-nmorrow norning fromhis work. Please say
she's heartily welcone to the things she bought of me--as a gift.
And don't |eave the noney on the table,” says Ms. Yolland,
putting it down suddenly before the Sergeant, as if it burnt

her fingers--"don't, there's a good man! For tinmes are hard,

and flesh is weak; and | M CHT feel tenpted to put it back in ny
pocket again."

"Cone along!" | said, "I can't wait any longer: | nust go back
to the house.”

“I"l'l follow you directly,"” says Sergeant Cuff.

For the second tine, | went to the door; and, for the second tine,
try as | might, | couldn't cross the threshold.

"It's a delicate matter, ma'am " | heard the Sergeant say,
"giving noney back. You charged her cheap for the things,
I''m sure?"

"Cheap!" says Ms. Yolland. "Cone and judge for yourself."

She took up the candle and |l ed the Sergeant to a corner of the kitchen.

For the life of nme, | couldn't help following them Shaken down in the

cor ner

was a heap of odds and ends (nostly old nmetal), which the fisherman had

pi cked

up at different times fromwecked ships, and which he hadn't found a market

for yet, to his own mnd. Ms. 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, fromthe wet.

"There!" says she. "Wen Rosanna cane in this evening, she bought the fellow
tothat. "It will just do,' she says, 'to put ny cuffs and collars in,

and keep them from being crunpled in ny box.' One and ni nepence, M. Cuff.

As | live by bread, not a hal fpenny norel!l"”

"Dirt cheap!" says the Sergeant, with a heavy sigh.

He wei ghed the case in his hand. | thought | heard a note or two of "The
Last Rose of Summer" as he | ooked at it. There was no doubt now

He had made anot her discovery to the prejudi ce of Rosanna Spear nan,

in the place of all others where | thought her character was safest,

and all through nme! | leave you to inmagine what | felt, and how sincerely
| repented having been the nedium of introduction between Ms. Yolland and
Sergeant Cuff.

"That will do," | said. "W really nmust go."

W t hout paying the least attention to ne, Ms. Yolland took
anot her dive into the rubbish, and cane up out of it, this tine,
with 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
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"What can you want, ny dear, with a couple of dog's chains?

says |. '"If | join themtogether they' Il do round ny box nicely,"
says she. 'Rope's cheapest,' says |I. 'Chain's surest,"

says she. 'Who ever heard of a box corded with chain,’

says |. '"Oh, Ms. Yolland, don't nake objections!' says she;

"l et nme have ny chains!' A strange girl, M. Cuff--
good as gold, and kinder than a sister to my Lucy--but always

alittle strange. There! | hunmoured her. Three and sixpence.
On the word of an honest woman, three and sixpence,
M. Cuffl"

"Each?" says the Sergeant.
"Both together!" says Ms. Yolland. "Three and sixpence for the two."

"G ven away, ma'am" says the Sergeant, shaking his head.
"Clean given away!"

"There's the noney," says Ms. 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 were all she bought, and all she took away.
One and ni nepence and three and si xpence--total, five and three.

Wth ny |ove and respects--and | can't find it in ny conscience to take a
poor

girl's savings, when she may want them herself."

"I can't find it in MY conscience, ma'am to give the noney back,"
says Sergeant Cuff. "You have as good as made her a present of the things--
you have indeed."

"lIs that your sincere opinion, sir?" says Ms. Yolland brightening
up wonderfully.

"There can't be a doubt about it," answered the Sergeant.
"Ask M. Betteredge."

It was no use asking ME. All they got out of ME was, "Good-night."

"Bot her the noney!" says Ms. Yolland. Wth these words, she appeared to

| ose

all command over herself; and, neking a sudden snatch at the heap of silver,
put it back, holus-bolus, in her pocket. "It upsets one's tenper, it does,
to see it lying there, and nobody taking it," cries this unreasonable woman,
sitting down with a thunp, and | ooking at Sergeant Cuff, as nuch as to say,
"It's in ny pocket again now-get it out if you can!"

This time, | not only went to the door, but went fairly out on the road back
Explain it how you may, | felt as if one or both of themhad nortally
of fended nme. Before | had taken three steps down the village, | heard

t he Sergeant behind ne.

"Thank you for your introduction, M. Betteredge," he said.

"I amindebted to the fisherman's wife for an entirely new sensation
Ms. Yolland has puzzled ne."

It was on the tip of ny tongue to have given hima sharp answer,
for no better reason than this--that | was out of tenper with him
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because | was out of tenper with myself. But when he owned

to being puzzled, a conforting doubt crossed my m nd whet her any
great harm had been done after all. | waited in discreet silence
to hear nore.

"Yes," says the Sergeant, as if he was actually reading ny
thoughts in the dark. "lnstead of putting me on the scent,

it may console you to know, M. Betteredge (with your interest
i n Rosanna), that you have been the neans 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 themto

the hasp in the tin case. She has sunk the case, in the water
or in the quicksand. She has made the | oose end of the chain
fast to sone place under the rocks, known only to herself.

And she will |eave the case secure at its anchorage til
the present proceedi ngs have cone to an end; after which she
can privately pull it up again out of its hiding-place,

at her own | eisure and convenience. All perfectly plain,

so far. But," says the Sergeant, with the first tone of inpatience
in his voice that | had heard yet, "the nystery is--what the devi
has she hidden in the tin case?"

| thought to nyself, "The Moonstone!" But | only said to Sergeant Cuff,
"Can't you guess?”

"It's not the Dianpond," says the Sergeant. "The whol e experience
of ny life is at fault, if Rosanna Spearman has got the Di anond."

On hearing those words, the infernal detective-fever began

| suppose, to burn in me again. At any rate, | forgot nyself
in the interest of guessing this newriddle. | said rashly,
"The stained dress!"

Sergeant Cuff stopped short in the dark, and laid his hand on ny arm

"I's anything thrown into that quicksand of yours, ever thrown up
on the surface agai n?" he asked.

"Never," | answered. "Light or heavy whatever goes into the Shivering
Sand is sucked down, and seen no nore."

"Does Rosanna Spear man know t hat ?"
"She knows it as well as | do."

"Then," says the Sergeant, "what 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 nmust have hidden it. Query," says the Sergeant, wal king on again,
"is the paint-stained dress a petticoat or a night-gown? or is it

sonmet hing el se which there is a reason for preserving at any risk?

M. Betteredge, if nothing occurs to prevent it, | nust go to Frizinghal
to-nmorrow, and di scover what she bought in the town, when she privately
got the materials for making the substitute dress. It's arisk to | eave
the house, as things are now-but it's a worse risk still to stir another
step in this matter in the dark. Excuse ny being a little out of tenper;
I"m degraded in ny own estimation--1 have | et Rosanna Spear man
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puzzle nme."

When we got back, the servants were at supper. The first person

we saw in the outer yard was the policeman whom Superi nt endent
Seegrave had | eft at the Sergeant's disposal. The Sergeant asked

i f Rosanna Spearnman had returned. Yes. \When? Nearly an hour since.
What had she done? She had gone up-stairs to take off her bonnet

and cl oak--and she was now at supper quietly with the rest.

W t hout making any remark, Sergeant Cuff wal ked on, sinking |ower

and lower in his own estimation, to the back of the house.

M ssing the entrance in the dark, he went on (in spite of nmy calling
to him till he was stopped by a wi cket-gate which led into the garden.
When | joined himto bring himback by the right way, | found

that he was | ooking up attentively at one particular w ndow,

on the bed-room floor, at the back of the house.

Looking up, in ny turn, | discovered that the object of his contenplation
was the wi ndow of M ss Rachel's room and that |ights were passing backwards
and forwards there as if something unusual was going on

"Isn't that M ss Verinder's roon?" asked Sergeant Cuff.

| replied that it was, and invited himto go in with nme to supper

The Sergeant renmained in his place, and said sonmethi ng about enjoying
the smell of the garden at night. | left himto his enjoynent.

Just as | was turning in at the door, | heard "The Last Rose of Sunmer"
at the wicket-gate. Sergeant Cuff had made another discovery!

And ny young |l ady's wi ndow was at the bottomof it this tine!

The latter reflection took me back again to the Sergeant, with a polite
intimation that | could not find it in nmy heart to | eave himby hinself.

"I's there anything you don't understand up there?" | added, pointing to Mss
Rachel 's w ndow.

Judgi ng by his voice, Sergeant Cuff had suddenly risen again to the right
place in his own estinmation. "You are great people for betting in Yorkshire,
are you not?" he asked.

"Well?" | said. "Suppose we are?"

"If | was a Yorkshireman," proceeded the Sergeant, taking ny arm
“I would lay you an even sovereign, M. Betteredge,

that your young | ady has suddenly resolved to | eave the house.
If I won on that event, | should offer to |ay another sovereign
that the idea has occurred to her within the |ast hour."

The first of the Sergeant's guesses startled ne.

The second m xed itself up sonmehow in ny head with the report
we had heard fromthe policeman, that Rosanna Spear man

had returned fromthe sands with in the last hour. The two
together had a curious effect on ne as we went in to supper

| shook off Sergeant Cuff's arm and, forgetting nmy nanners,
pushed by himthrough the door to nmake my own inquiries

for nysel f.

Sanuel, the footman, was the first person | nmet in the passage.
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"Her ladyship is waiting to see you and Sergeant Cuff,
before I could put any questions to him

he said,

"How | ong has she been waiting?" asked the Sergeant's voice behind ne.

"For the |ast hour, sir.

There it was again! Rosanna had cone back; M ss Rache

had taken sonme resolution out of the comon; and ny | ady had

been waiting to see the Sergeant--all within the |last hour

It was not pleasant to find these very different persons and things

i nking themsel ves together in this way. | went on upstairs,
wi t hout | ooking at Sergeant Cuff, or speaking to him
My hand took a sudden fit of trenbling as | lifted it to knock

at ny mstress's door

"I shouldn't be surprised," whispered the Sergeant over my shoul der
"if a scandal was to burst up in the house to-night. Don't be al arned!
| have put the nuzzle on worse famly difficulties than this,

inny tine."

As he said the words | heard nmy mistress's voice calling to us to come in.

CHAPTER XVI

We found ny lady with no light in the roombut the reading-Ianp.
The shade was screwed down so as to overshadow her face

I nstead of | ooking 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, "is it inportant to the inquiry you are conducti ng,
to know beforehand if any person now in this house w shes to | eave it?"

"Most inportant, my |ady."

"l have to tell you, then, that M ss Verinder proposes going

to stay with her aunt, Ms. Ablewhite, of Frizinghall

She has arranged to | eave us the first thing to-norrow norning."

Sergeant Cuff |ooked at ne. | nmade a step forward to speak to ny m stress--
and, feeling nmy heart fail me (if I must own it), took a step back again,
and sai d not hi ng.

"May | ask your | adyship WHEN M ss Verinder infornmed you that she
was going to her aunt's?" inquired the Sergeant.

"About an hour since," answered ny m stress.

Sergeant Cuff | ooked at ne once nore. They say old people's hearts
are not very easily noved. M heart couldn't have thunped nuch
harder than it did now, if | had been five-and-twenty again

"I have no claim ny lady," says the Sergeant, "to contro
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M ss Verinder's actions. Al | can ask you to do is to put
of f her departure, if possible, till later in the day.

I nmust go to Frizinghall myself to-norrow norning--and | shal
be back by two o' clock, if not before. If Mss Verinder can
be kept here till that time, | should wish to say two words
to her--unexpectedl y--before she goes."

My lady directed ne to give the coachman her orders, that the carriage
was not to conme for Mss Rachel until two o' clock. "Have you nore to say?"
she asked of the Sergeant, when this had been done.

"Only one thing, your ladyship. If Mss Verinder is surprised at this
change in the arrangenents, please not to nention Me as being the cause
of putting off her journey."

My mstress lifted her head suddenly from her book as if she was going
to say sonet hi ng--checked herself by a great effort--and, |ooking back
again at the open page, dismissed us with a sign of her hand.

"That'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, M. Betteredge, would have been at an end to-night."

At those words, the truth rushed at last into ny stupid old head.

For the nmonment, | suppose | nust have gone clean out of my senses.

| seized the Sergeant by the collar of his coat, and pinned hi m agai nst
the wall .

"Damm you!" | cried out, "there's sonmething wong about M ss Rachel --
and you have been hiding it fromne all this time!"

Sergeant Cuff |ooked up at ne--flat against the wall--without stirring a
hand,
or noving a nuscle of his nelancholy face.

"Ah," he said, "you've guessed it at last."

My hand dropped fromhis collar, and ny head sunk on my breast.
Pl ease to remenber, as sone excuse for my breaking out

as | did, that I had served the famly for fifty years.

M ss Rachel had clinbed upon nmy knees, and pulled my whiskers,
many and nmany a tinme when she was a child. M ss Rachel

with all her faults, had been, to nmy mnd, the dearest and
prettiest and best young mistress that ever an old servant

wai ted on, and |loved. | begged Sergeant's Cuff's pardon,

but I amafraid | did it with watery eyes, and not in a very
becom ng way.

"Don't distress yourself, M. Betteredge," says the Sergeant,
with nore kindness than | had any right to expect from him
“Inny line of life if we were quick at taking offence, we shouldn't

be worth salt to our porridge. |If it's any confort to you,
collar ne again. You don't in the |east know howto do it;
but 1'Il overlook your awkwardness in consideration of

your feelings."
He curled up at the corners of his lips, and, in his own dreary way,
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seenmed to think he had delivered hinself of a very good joke.
Il led himinto ny own little sitting-room and closed the door

"Tell me the truth, Sergeant,"” | said. "Wat do you suspect?
It's no kindness to hide it fromne now."

"I don't suspect," said Sergeant Cuff. "I know. "

My unl ucky tenper began to get the better of me again

"Do you nean to tell me, in plain English,” | said, "that Mss Rache
has stol en her own Di anond?"

"Yes," says the Sergeant; "that is what | nmean to tell you, in so nany words.
M ss 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 cal cul ated on our suspecting Rosanna Spearnman of the theft.
There is the whole case in a nutshell. Collar nme again, M. Betteredge.

If it's any vent to your feelings, collar ne again."

God help nme! ny feelings were not to be relieved in that way.
"G ve ne your reasons!" That was all | could say to him

"You shall hear ny reasons to-norrow," said the Sergeant.

"If Mss Verinder refuses to put off her visit to her aunt
(which you will find Mss Verinder will do), | shall be obliged
to lay the whol e case before your mstress to-nmorrow. And,

as | don't know what may come of it, | shall request you

to be present, and to hear what passes on both sides.

Let the matter rest for to-night. No, M. Betteredge, you don't
get a word nore on the subject of the Moonstone out of ne.
There is your table spread for supper. That's one of

the many human infirnmties which | always treat tenderly.

If you will ring the bell, 1'll say grace. 'For what we are going
to receive----""

"I wish you a good appetite to it, Sergeant,"” | said. "M appetite is gone.
"Il wait and see you served, and then I'Il ask you to excuse ne, if I
go away, and try to get the better of this by nyself."

| saw him served with the best of everything--and | shouldn't

have been sorry if the best of everything had choked him

The head gardener (M. Begbie) cane in at the sane tine,

with his weekly account. The Sergeant got on the subject of roses
and the nmerits of grass wal ks and gravel wal ks i medi ately.

| left the two together, and went out with a heavy heart.

This was the first trouble |I renmenber for many a | ong year

whi ch wasn't to be blown off by a whiff of tobacco, and which was
even beyond the reach of ROBI NSON CRUSCE

Bei ng restless and niserable, and having no particular roomto go to,

| took a turn on the terrace, and thought it over in peace and qui et ness
by nyself. It doesn't much matter what ny thoughts were. | felt
wretchedly old, and worn out, and unfit for ny place--and began to wonder
for the first time inny life, when it would please God to take ne.

Wth all this, | held firm notwi thstanding, to ny belief in Mss Rachel
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I f Sergeant Cuff had been Solonmon in all his glory, and had told ne that
my young | ady had m xed herself up in a nean and guilty plot, | should
have had but one answer for Sol onbn, wi se as he was, "You don't know her;
and | do."

My nmeditations were interrupted by Sanmuel. He brought ne a witten nessage
fromm mstress.

Going into the house to get a light to read it by, Sanuel remarked
that there seened a change coming in the weather. M troubled mnd
had prevented me fromnoticing it before. But, now my attention
was roused, | heard the dogs uneasy, and the w nd noani ng | ow.
Looki ng up at the sky, | saw the rack of clouds getting bl acker

and bl acker, and hurrying faster and faster over a watery noon.
W | d weat her com ng--Sanuel was right, wild weather coning

The nmessage fromny lady informed me, that the nmgistrate at
Frizinghall had witten to remi nd her about the three |ndians.
Early in the conm ng week, the rogues nust needs be rel eased,

and left free to follow their own devices. |If we had any

nore questions to ask them there was no tinme to |ose.

Havi ng forgotten to nmention this, when she had | ast seen
Sergeant Cuff, my mstress now desired ne to supply the om ssion
The I ndi ans had gone clean out of my head (as they have, no doubt,
gone clean out of yours). | didn't see nmuch use in stirring

t hat subject again. However, | obeyed ny orders on the spot,

as a matter of course.

I found Sergeant Cuff and the gardener, with a bottle of Scotch whisky
between them head over ears in an argunent on the growi ng of roses.
The Sergeant was so deeply interested that he held up his hand,

and signed to nme not to interrupt the discussion, when | cane in.

As far as | could understand it, the question between them was,

whet her the white npss rose did, or did not, require to be budded

on the dog-rose to make it grow well. M. Begbie said, Yes;

and Sergeant Cuff said, No. They appealed to ne, as hotly as a couple
of boys. Know ng not hi ng whatever about the growi ng of roses,

| steered a middle course--just as her Majesty's judges do,

when the scales of justice bother them by hanging even to a hair
"Gentlenmen," | remarked, "there is nmuch to be said on both sides.”

In the tenporary lull produced by that inpartial sentence, | laid

nmy lady's witten nessage on the table, under the eyes of Sergeant

Cuf f.

I had got by this time, as nearly as night be, to hate the Sergeant.
But truth conpels nme to acknow edge that, in respect of readiness of nind,
he was a wonderful man.

In half a mnute after he had read the nessage, he had | ooked

back into his nenory 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

who understood the Indians and their |anguage, had figured

in M. Seegrave's report, hadn't he? Very well. Did | know

the gentleman's nane and address? Very well again. Wuld |l wite
them on the back of nmy |ady's nmessage? Mich obliged to ne.
Sergeant Cuff would | ook that gentleman up, when he went to
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Fri zinghall in the norning.

"Do you expect anything to conme of it?" | asked. "Superintendent Seegrave
found the Indians as innocent as the babe unborn.”

"Superintendent Seegrave has been proved wong, up to this tine,

in all his conclusions," answered the Sergeant. "It may be worth
while to find out to-norrow whet her Superintendent Seegrave was w ong
about the Indians as well." Wth that he turned to M. Begbie, and took

up the argunent again exactly at the place where it had |eft off.
"This question between us is a question of soils and seasons,

and patience and pains, M. Gardener. Now let me put it to you from
anot her point of view  You take your white nbss rose----"

By that tinme, | had closed the door on them and was out of hearing
of the rest of the dispute.

In the passage, | met Penel ope hangi ng about, and asked what she
was waiting for.

She was waiting for her young lady's bell, when her young | ady chose

to call her back to go on with the packing for the next day's journey.
Further inquiry revealed to ne, that Mss 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 odi ous presence

of a policeman under the sanme roof with herself no | onger

On being informed, half an hour since, that her departure would be
delayed till two in the afternoon, she had flown into a violent passion
My | ady, present at the tinme, had severely rebuked her, and then
(having apparently something to say, which was reserved for her
daughter's private ear) had sent Penel ope out of the room

My girl was in wetchedly low spirits about the changed state of things
in the house. "Nothing goes right, father; nothing is |ike what it
used to be. | feel as if sonme dreadful m sfortune was hangi ng over

us all."

That was my feeling too. But | put a good face on it, before ny daughter
M ss Rachel's bell rang while we were tal king. Penelope ran up the back
stairs to go on with the packing. | went by the other way to the hall, to
see

what the glass said about the change in the weather

Just as | approached the sw ng-door leading into the hall from

the servants' offices, it was violently opened fromthe other side,
and Rosanna Spearman ran by ne, with a m serable | ook of pain

in her face, and one of her hands pressed hard over her heart,

as if the pang was in that quarter. "Wat's the matter, my girl?"

| asked, stopping her. "Are you ill?" "For God's sake, don't speak
to ne," she answered, and twi sted herself out of my hands,

and ran on towards the servants' staircase. | called to the cook

(who was within hearing) to | ook after the poor girl.

Two ot her persons proved to be within hearing, as well as the cook.
Sergeant Cuff darted softly out of ny room and asked what was the matter
| answered, "Nothing." M. Franklin, on the other side, pulled open

t he swi ng-door, and beckoning ne into the hall, inquired if | had seen
anyt hi ng of Rosanna Spear man.
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"She has just passed nme, sir, with a very disturbed face,
and in a very odd manner."

"I amafraid I aminnocently the cause of that disturbance, Betteredge."
“You, sir!"

"I can't explain it," says M. Franklin; "but, if the girl IS concerned
in the loss of the Dianond, | do really believe she was on the point

of confessing everything--to me, of all the people in the world--

not two minutes since."

Looki ng towards the sw ng-door, as he said those | ast words,
| fancied | saw it opened a little way fromthe inner side.

Was t here anybody |istening? The door fell to, before | could get to it.
Looki ng through, the noment after, | thought | saw the tails of Sergeant
Cuff's respectabl e bl ack coat disappearing round the corner of the passage.
He knew, as well as | did, that he could expect no nore help fromnme, now
t hat

I had discovered the turn which his investigations were really taking.
Under those circunmstances, it was quite in his character to help hinself,
and to do it by the underground way.

Not feeling sure that | had really seen the Sergeant--

and not desiring to nake needl ess m schief, where, Heaven knows,
there was m schi ef enough going on already--1 told M. Franklin
that | thought one of the dogs had got into the house--

and then begged himto describe what had happened between Rosanna
and hinsel f.

"Were you passing through the hall, sir?" | asked. "Did you neet
her accidentally, when she spoke to you?"

M. Franklin pointed to the billiard-table.
"I was knocking the balls about," he said, "and trying to get

this m serabl e business of the Dianond out of ny mind.
| happened to | ook up--and there stood Rosanna Spearman at

the side of nme, like a ghost! Her stealing on nme in that way
was so strange, that | hardly knew what to do at first.

Seeing a very anxi ous expression in her face, | asked her if

she wi shed to speak to nme. She answered, "Yes, if | dare."
Knowi ng what suspicion attached to her, | could only put

one construction on such |language as that. | confess it nade

me unconfortable. | had no wish to invite the girl's confidence.

At the sanme time, in the difficulties that now beset us,
I could hardly feel justified in refusing to listen to her, if she

was really bent on speaking to ne. It was an awkward position
and | dare say | got out of it awkwardly enough. | said to her
"I don't quite understand you. |Is there anything you want

me to do?" Mnd, Betteredge, | didn't speak unkindly!
The poor girl can't help being ugly--1 felt that, at the tine.

The cue was still in nmy hand, and | went on knocki ng
the balls about, to take off the awkwardness of the thing.
As it turned out, | only nmade matters worse still. I'mafraid

| nortified her without meaning it! She suddenly turned away.
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"He looks at the billiard balls,"” | heard her say.

"Anyt hing rather than look at ME!" Before |I could stop her,

she had left the hall. | amnot quite easy about it, Betteredge.
Wul d you mind telling Rosanna that | meant no unki ndness?

I have been a little hard on her, perhaps, in ny own thoughts--I have
al nost hoped that the |oss of the Dianmond m ght be traced to HER

Not fromany ill-will to the poor girl: but----" He stopped there,

and going back to the billiard-table, began to knock the balls
about once nore.

After what had passed between the Sergeant and nme, | knew what it
was that he had | eft unspoken as well as he knew it hinself.

Not hi ng but the tracing of the Moonstone to our second

housemai d coul d now rai se M ss Rachel above the infanpus
suspicion that rested on her in the mnd of Sergeant Cuff.

It was no | onger a question of quieting ny young lady's

nervous excitenment; it was a question of proving her innocence.

I f Rosanna had done nothing to conpronise herself, the hope
which M. 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, naking something or destroying sonething,
in private. And she had been at the Shivering Sand,

that eveni ng, under circunstances which were highly suspicious,
to say the least of them For all these reasons (sorry as |

was for Rosanna) | could not but think that M. Franklin's way

of looking at the matter was neither unnatural nor unreasonabl e,
in M. Franklin's position. | said a word to himto

that effect.

"Yes, yes!" he said in return. "But there is just a chance--

a very poor one, certainly--that Rosanna's conduct nay admit

of sone explanation which we don't see at present. | hate
hurting a woman's feelings, Betteredge! Tell the poor creature
what | told you to tell her. And if she wants to speak to ne--

I don't care whether | get into a scrape or not--send her to ne
inthe library.” Wth those kind words he |laid down the cue and
left nme.

Inquiry at the servants' offices informed ne 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 nake)
for that night. | reported the result to M. Franklin, who, thereupon,

left the library, and went up to bed.

| was putting the lights out, and naking the w ndows fast,
when Sarmuel came in with news of the two guests whom | had |eft
in my room

The argunent about the white npss rose had apparently cone to an end at | ast.
The gardener had gone hone, and Sergeant Cuff was nowhere to be found in the
| ower regions of the house.

| looked into my room (Quite true--nothing was to be discovered
there but a couple of enpty tunblers and a strong snell of hot grog.
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Had the Sergeant gone of his own accord to the bed-chanber that was
prepared for hin? | went up-stairs to see

After reaching the second | anding, | thought I heard a sound of quiet

and regular breathing on ny left-hand side. M |eft-hand side

led to the corridor which communicated with Mss Rachel's room

| 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, |ay and sl ept
Sergeant Cuff!

He woke, instantly and quietly, |ike a dog, the nmoment | approached him

"Good night, M. Betteredge," he said. "And mnd, if you ever take
to growi ng roses, the white noss 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?" | asked. "Wiy are you not in your proper bed?"

"I amnot in nmy proper bed," answered the Sergeant, "because
am one of the many people in this mserable world who can't
earn their noney honestly and easily at the sane tinme.

There was a coincidence, this evening, between the period

of Rosanna Spearman's return fromthe Sands and the period
when M ss Verinder stated her resolution to | eave the house.
What ever Rosanna nmay have hidden, it's clear to ny mnd that your
young |l ady couldn't go away until she knew that it WAS hi dden.
The two nmust have communi cated privately once al ready to-night.
If they try to communi cate again, when the house is quiet,

I want to be in the way, and stop it. Don't blame nme

for upsetting your sleeping arrangenents, M. Betteredge--

bl ame the Di anond."

"I wish to God the Di anond had never found its way into this house!"
| broke out.

Sergeant Cuff |ooked with a rueful face at the three chairs
on whi ch he had condemmed hinself to pass the night.

"So do I," he said, gravely.

CHAPTER XVI |

Not hi ng happened in the night; and (I am happy to add)
no attenpt at conmmuni cati on between M ss Rachel and Rosanna
rewarded the vigilance of Sergeant Cuff.

| had expected the Sergeant to set off for Frizinghall the first thing
in the norning. He waited about, however, as if he had something el se
to do first. | left himto his own devices; and going into the grounds
shortly after, met M. Franklin on his favourite walk by the shrubbery side.

Bef ore we had exchanged two words, the Sergeant unexpectedly joined us.
He made up to M. Franklin, who received him | nust own, haughtily enough.
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"Have you anything to say to nme?" was all the return he got for politely
wi shing M. Franklin good norning.

"1 have sonething to say to you, sir," answered the Sergeant,
"on the subject of the inquiry | am conducting here.

You detected the turn that inquiry was really taking, yesterday.
Natural |l y enough, in your position, you are shocked and di stressed.
Natural |l y enough, also, you visit your own angry sense of your own
fam |y scandal upon Me."

"What do you want?" M. Franklin broke in, sharply enough.

"I want to rem nd you, sir, that | have at any rate, thus far

not been PROVED to be wwong. Bearing that in mnd, be pleased

to remenber, at the sane tine, that | aman officer of the |aw
acting here under the sanction of the m stress of the house.

Under these circunstances, is it, or is it not, your duty as a
good citizen, to assist ne with any special information which you
may happen to possess?”

"l possess no special information,"” says M. Franklin
Sergeant Cuff put that answer by him as if no answer had been nmade.

"You nmay save ny tinme, sir, frombeing wasted on an inquiry at a distance,"
he went on, "if you choose to understand ne and speak out."

"I don't understand you," answered M. Franklin; "and | have nothing to say."

"One of the female servants (I won't nention names) spoke to you privately,
sir, last night."

Once nore M. Franklin cut himshort; once nore M. Franklin answered,
"I have nothing to say."

Standing by in silence, |I thought of the novenent in the sw ng-door on

t he previous evening, and of the coat-tails which | had seen di sappearing
down t he passage. Sergeant Cuff had, no doubt, just heard enough

before I interrupted him to make hi m suspect that Rosanna had relieved
her mi nd by confessing sonething to M. Franklin Bl ake.

This notion had barely struck nme--when who shoul d appear at the end

of the shrubbery wal k but Rosanna Spearnman in her own proper person

She was foll owed by Penel ope, who was evidently trying to make her

retrace her steps to the house. Seeing that M. Franklin was not al one,
Rosanna cane to a standstill, evidently in great perplexity what to do next.
Penel ope wai ted behind her. M. Franklin saw the girls as soon as |

saw them The Sergeant, with his devilish cunning, took on not to have
noticed themat all. All this happened in an instant. Before either

M. Franklin or | could say a word, Sergeant Cuff struck in snoothly,

wi th an appearance of continuing the previous conversation.

"You needn't be afraid of harming the girl, sir," he said to M. Franklin,
speaking in a |loud voice, so that Rosanna m ght hear him "On the contrary,
I reconmend you to honour nme with your confidence, if you feel any interest
in

Rosanna Spear man."
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M. 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 Spearnan."

| 1 ooked towards the end of the walk. Al | saw at the distance was

t hat Rosanna suddenly turned round, the nmonment M. Franklin had spoken
I nstead of resisting Penel ope, as she had done the nmonment before,

she now |l et ny daughter take her by the armand | ead her back to

t he house.

The breakfast-bell rang as the two girls di sappeared--and even
Sergeant Cuff was now obliged to give it up as a bad job!

He said to ne quietly, "I shall go to Frizinghall, M. Betteredge;
and | shall be back before two." He went his way without

a word nore--and for sone few hours we were well rid of him

"You must make it right with Rosanna," M. Franklin said to me, when we

were alone. "I seemto be fated to say or do sonething awkward, before that
unlucky girl. You nust have seen yourself that Sergeant Cuff laid a trap

for both of us. |If he could confuse ME, or irritate HER i nto breaki ng out,
either she or | mght have said sonmething which woul d answer his purpose.

On the spur of the nonent, | saw no better way out of it than the way | took
It stopped the girl from saying anything, and it showed the Sergeant that |
saw through him He was evidently |istening, Betteredge, when | was speaking
to you last night."

He had done worse than listen, as | privately thought to nyself.
He had renmenbered ny telling himthat the girl was in love with

M. Franklin; and he had cal cul ated on THAT, when he appealed to
M. Franklin's interest in Rosanna--in Rosanna's hearing.

"As 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 nmuch |onger. Prying, and peeping,

and listening are the natural occupations of people situated
as we are. |In another day or two, M. Franklin, we shall al
be struck dumb together--for this reason, that we shall all be
listening to surprise each other's secrets, and all know it.
Excuse ny breaking out, sir. The horrid nmystery hanging
over us in this house gets into ny head |like |iquor

and makes me wild. | won't forget what you have told ne.
"Il take the first opportunity of making it right with
Rosanna Spearman."

"You haven't said anything to her yet about |ast night, have you?"
M. Franklin asked.

"No, sir.

"Then say nothing now. | had better not invite the girl's confidence,
with the Sergeant on the | ook-out to surprise us together

My conduct is not very consistent, Betteredge--is it?

| see no way out of this business, which isn't dreadfu

to think of, unless the Dianond is traced to Rosanna.

And yet | can't, and won't, help Sergeant Cuff to find the
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girl out.”

Unr easonabl e enough, no doubt. But it was nmy state of nmind as well

I thoroughly understood him If you will, for once in your life,
remenber that you are nortal, perhaps you will thoroughly understand
hi mtoo

The state of things, indoors and out, while Sergeant Cuff was on his way
to Frizinghall, was briefly this:

M ss Rachel waited for the tinme when the carriage was to take
her to her aunt's, still obstinately shut up in her own room

My lady and M. Franklin breakfasted together. After breakfast,
M. Franklin took one of his sudden resolutions, and went

out precipitately to quiet his mnd by a | ong wal k.

| was the only person who saw himgo; and he told

me he shoul d be back before the Sergeant returned.

The change in the weather, foreshadowed overni ght, had cone.
Heavy rain had been foll owed soon after dawn, by high w nd.

It was blowing fresh, as the day got on. But though the clouds
t hreatened nore than once, the rain still held off.

It was not a bad day for a walk, if you were young and strong,
and coul d breast the great gusts of w nd which cane sweeping in from
t he sea.

| attended ny | ady after breakfast, and assisted her in the settlenent of our
househol d accounts. She only once alluded to the matter of the Moonstone,
and that was in the way of forbidding any present nention of it between us.
"Wait till that man cones back," she said, neaning the Sergeant. "W MJST
speak of it then: we are not obliged to speak of it now"

After leaving my mstress, | found Penel ope waiting for nme in my room

"I wish, father, you would conme and speak to Rosanna," she said.
"I am very uneasy about her."

| suspected what was the matter readily enough. But it is a maxim
of m ne that nmen (being superior creatures) are bound to inprove wonen--
if they can. Wen a woman wants nme to do anything (my daughter

or not, it doesn't matter), | always insist on knowi ng why.
The oftener you nake them rummge their own mnds for a reason,
the nore manageable you will find themin all the relations of life.

It isn't their fault (poor wetches!) that they act first and
think afterwards; it's the fault of the fools who hunour them

Penel ope's reason why, on this occasion, may be given in her own words.
"I am afraid, father," she said, "M. Franklin has hurt Rosanna cruelly,
wi thout intending it."

"What took Rosanna into the shrubbery wal k?" | asked.

"Her own nadness," says Penelope; "I can call it nothing else.
She was bent on speaking to M. Franklin, this norning,

come what mght of it. | did ny best to stop her; you saw that.

If I could only have got her away before she heard those
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dreadful words----'

"There! there!™ | said, "don't |ose your head. | can't call to mnd
t hat anyt hi ng happened to al arm Rosanna. "

"Nothing to alarmher, father. But M. 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," | answered.

"I told her that," says Penel ope. "But you see, father (though M. Franklin
isn't to blame), he's been nortifying and di sappointing her for weeks

and weeks past; and now this cones on the top of it all! She has no right,
of course, to expect himto take any interest in her. |It's quite

nonstrous that she should forget herself and her station in that way.

But she seens to have | ost pride, and proper feeling, and everything.

She frightened me, father, when M. Franklin said those words.

They seened to turn her into stone. A sudden qui et cane over her

and she has gone about her work, ever since, like a wonan in a dream”

I began to feel a little uneasy. There was sonething in

the way Penel ope put it which silenced ny superior sense.

| called to mnd, now my thoughts were directed that way,

what had passed between M. Franklin and Rosanna overni ght.

She | ooked cut to the heart on that occasion; and now,

as ill-luck would have it, she had been unavoi dably stung agai n,
poor soul, on the tender place. Sad! sad!--all the nore sad
because the girl had no reason to justify her, and no right to
feel it.

I had promised M. Franklin to speak to Rosanna, and this seened
the fittest tinme for keeping ny word.

We found the girl sweeping the corridor outside the bedroons,
pal e and conposed, and neat as ever in her nodest print dress.

I noticed a curious di mess and dull ness in her eyes--

not as if she had been crying but as if she had been | ooking

at sonething too long. Possibly, it was a mi sty sonething raised
by her own thoughts. There was certainly no object about her

to |l ook at which she had not seen al ready hundreds on hundreds

of times.

"Cheer up, Rosanna!" | said. "You mustn't fret over your own fancies.
| have got sonmething to say to you from M. Franklin."

| thereupon put the matter in the right view before her

in the friendliest and nost conforting words | could find.
My principles, in regard to the other sex, are, as you

may have noticed, very severe. But somehow or ot her

when | conme face to face with the wonmen, ny practice (I own)
i s not conformable.

"M. Franklin is very kind and considerate. Please to thank him?"
That was all the answer she made ne.

My daughter had al ready noticed that Rosanna went about her work
like a woman in a dream | now added to this observation
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that she also |istened and spoke |ike a woman in a dream
| doubted if her mind was in a fit condition to take in what | had
said to her.

"Are you quite sure, Rosanna, that you understand ne?"
| asked.

"Quite sure."

She echoed ne, not like a |living woman, but like a creature
noved by nachinery. She went on sweeping all the tine.
| took away the broomas gently and as kindly as | coul d.

"Conme, cone, ny girl!" | said, "this is not |ike yourself.
You have got sonething on your mind. |'myour friend--

and |I'Il stand your friend, even if you have done w ong.
Make a clean breast of it, Rosanna--make a cl ean breast

of it!"

The tinme had been, when ny speaking to her in that way would
have brought the tears into her eyes. | could see no change
in them now.

"Yes," she said, "I'll make a clean breast of it."
"To ny | ady?" | asked.
"No. "

"To M. Franklin?"
"Yes; to M. Franklin."

I hardly knew what to say to that. She was in no condition

to understand the caution against speaking to himin private,
which M. Franklin had directed nme to give her. Feeling ny way,
little by little, | only told her M. Franklin had gone out for
a wal k.

"It doesn't matter," she answered. "I shan't trouble M. Franklin, to-day."

"Why not speak to ny lady?" | said. "The way to relieve your mnd
is to speak to the nerciful and Christian nistress who has al ways
been kind to you."

She | ooked at nme for a nonent with a grave and steady attention

as if she was fixing what | said in her mind. Then she took

t he broom out of ny hands and noved off with it slowy,

alittle way down the corridor.

"No," she said, going on with her sweeping, and speaking to herself;
"I know a better way of relieving ny mind than that."

"What is it?"

"Please to let me go on with nmy work."
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Penel ope foll owed her, and offered to help her.

She answered, "No. | want to do ny work. Thank you, Penel ope.”
She | ooked round at ne. "Thank you, M. Betteredge."

There was no noving her--there was nothing nore to be said.
| signed to Penel ope to cone away with me. W left her

as we had found her, sweeping the corridor, like a wonan in
a dream
"This is a matter for the doctor to ook into," | said.

"It's beyond nme."

My daughter rem nded ne of M. Candy's illness, owing (as you nmy renenber)
to the chill he had caught on the night of the dinner-party. His assistant--
a certain M. Ezra Jennings--was at our disposal, to be sure. But nobody
knew much about himin our parts. He had been engaged by M. Candy under
rat her peculiar circunstances; and, right or wong, we none of us liked him
or trusted him There were other doctors at Frizinghall. But they were
strangers to our house; and Penel ope doubted, in Rosanna's present state,
whet her strangers m ght not do her nore harmthan good.

| thought of speaking to ny lady. But, renenbering the heavy wei ght

of anxi ety which she already had on her mnd, | hesitated to add

to all the other vexations this new trouble. Still, there was a
necessity for doing something. The girl's state was, to ny thinking,
downri ght alarm ng--and ny mstress ought to be inforned of it.

Unwi | I'ing enough, | went to her sitting-room No one was there.

My | ady was shut up with Mss Rachel. It was inpossible for ne to see her
till she cane out again.

| waited in vain till the clock on the front staircase struck

the quarter to two. Five mnutes afterwards, | heard ny nane called,
fromthe drive outside the house. | knew the voice directly.
Sergeant Cuff had returned from Fri zi nghal |

CHAPTER XVI I |

Going down to the front door, | net the Sergeant on the steps.

It went against the grain with ne, after what had passed between us,

to show himthat | felt any sort of interest in his proceedings.

In spite of nmyself, however, | felt an interest that there was no resisting.
My sense of dignity sank fromunder ne, and out came the words: "What news
from Fri zi nghal | ?"

"I have seen the Indians," answered Sergeant Cuff. "And | have found
out what Rosanna bought privately in the town, on Thursday | ast.
The Indians will be set free on Wednesday in next week.

There isn't a doubt on nmy mnd, and there isn't a doubt on
M. Mirthwaite's nmind, that they cane to this place to stea
t he Moonstone. Their calcul ations were all thrown out,

of course, by what happened in the house on Wednesday ni ght;
and they have no nore to do with the actual [oss of the jewe
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than you have. But | can tell you one thing, M. Betteredge--
if WE don't find the Moonstone, THEY will. You have not heard the
| ast of the three jugglers yet."

M. Franklin canme back fromhis wal k as the Sergeant said
those startling words. Governing his curiosity better
than | had governed m ne, he passed us without a word,
and went on into the house.

As for me, having already dropped ny dignity, | determ ned to have
t he whol e benefit of the sacrifice. "So nuch for the Indians," | said.
"What about Rosanna next?"

Sergeant Cuff shook his head.

"The nystery in that quarter is thicker than ever," he said.
"I have traced her to a shop at Frizinghall, kept by a linen
draper naned 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 ni ght gown."

"Whose ni ghtgown?" | asked.

"Her own, to be sure. Between twelve and three, on the Thursday norning,
she nmust have slipped down to your young lady's room to settle

the hiding of the Monstone while all the rest of you were in bed.

In going back to her own room her nightgown nust have brushed the wet
pai nt on the door. She couldn't wash out the stain; and she couldn't
safely destroy the night-gown without first providing another like it,

to make the inventory of her |linen conplete.”

"What proves that it was Rosanna's ni ghtgown?" | objected.

"The material she bought for making the substitute dress,"
answered the Sergeant. "If it had been M ss Verinder's nightgown,
she woul d have had to buy lace, and frilling, and Lord knows
what besi des; and she wouldn't have had tine to make it in

one night. Plain long cloth neans a plain servant's ni ghtgown.
No, no, M. Betteredge--all that is clear enough.

The pinch of the question is--why, after having provided

the substitute dress, does she hide the sneared ni ght gown,

i nstead of destroying it? |If the girl won't speak out,

there is only one way of settling the difficulty.

The hidi ng-pl ace at the Shivering Sand nust be searched--

and the true state of the case will be discovered there.”

"How are you to find the place?" | inquired.

"I am sorry to disappoint you," said the Sergeant--"but that's a secret
which | nean to keep to nysel f."

(Not to irritate your curiosity, as he irritated mine, I may here inform
you that he had come back from Frizinghall provided with a search-warrant.
Hi s experience in such matters told himthat Rosanna was in all probability
carrying about her a menmorandum of the hiding-place, to guide her, in case
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she returned to it, under changed circunstances and after a |apse of tine.
Possessed of this menorandum the Sergeant would be furnished with all that
he coul d desire.)

“"Now, M. Betteredge," he went on, "suppose we drop specul ation
and get to business. | told Joyce to have an eye on Rosanna.
Where is Joyce?"

Joyce was the Frizinghall policeman, who had been |eft

by Superintendent Seegrave at Sergeant Cuff's di sposal

The cl ock struck two, as he put the question; and, punctual to
the nmonent, the carriage cane round to take M ss Rachel to her
aunt's.

"One thing at a tine," said the Sergeant, stopping ne as | was about to send
in search of Joyce. "I nust attend to Mss Verinder first."

As the rain was still threatening, it was the close carriage
that had been appointed to take M ss Rachel to Frizinghall
Sergeant Cuff beckoned Samuel to come down to himfromthe
rumbl e behi nd.

"You will see a friend of mine waiting anong the trees, on this side

of the | odge gate," he said. "M friend, w thout stopping the carriage,
will get up into the runble with you. You have nothing to do but to hold
your tongue, and shut your eyes. O herwi se, you will get into trouble."

Wth that advice, he sent the footman back to his place.

VWhat Sanuel thought | don't know. It was plain, to my m nd,
that M ss Rachel was to be privately kept in view from

the time when she left our house--if she did | eave it.

A watch set on ny young lady! A spy behind her in the runble
of her nother's carriage! | could have cut nmy own tongue

out for having forgotten nyself so far as to speak to
Sergeant Cuff.

The first person to cone out of the house was ny |ady. She stood aside,
on the top step, posting herself there to see what happened.

Not a word did she say, either to the Sergeant or to ne.

Wth her |ips closed, and her arnms folded in the light garden

cl oak which she had wrapped round her on comng into the air

there she stood, as still as a statue, waiting for her daughter

to appear.

In a mnute nore, Mss Rachel came downstairs--very nicely dressed
in sone soft yellow stuff, that set off her dark conpl exion

and clipped her tight (in the formof a jacket) round the waist.
She had a smart little straw hat on her head, with a white vei
twisted round it. She had prinrose-coloured gloves that fitted
her hands |ike a second skin. Her beautiful black hair |ooked

as snooth as satin under her hat. Her little ears were like

rosy shells--they had a pearl dangling fromeach of them

She canme swiftly out to us, as straight as a lily on its stem

and as lithe and supple in every novenent she nmade as a young cat.
Not hing that | could discover was altered in her pretty face,

but her eyes and her lips. Her eyes were brighter and fiercer
than | liked to see; and her |lips had so conpletely | ost
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their colour and their smle that | hardly knew t hem again

She ki ssed her nother in a hasty and sudden manner on the cheek

She said, "Try to forgive ne, manma"--and then pulled down her vei

over her face so vehenently that she tore it. In another nonment she
had run down the steps, and had rushed into the carriage as if it was a
hi di ng- pl ace.

Sergeant Cuff was just as quick on his side. He put Sanuel back
and stood before M ss Rachel, with the open carriage-door in his hand,
at the instant when she settled herself in her place.

"What do you want?" says M ss Rachel, from behind her veil
"I want to say one word to you, nmiss," answered the Sergeant, "before you go.
| can't presunme to stop your paying a visit to your aunt. | can only venture
to say that your leaving us, as things are now, puts an obstacle in the way
of ny recovering your Dianond. Please to understand that; and now deci de for
yoursel f whether you go or stay."

M ss Rachel never even answered him "Drive on, Janes!" she called
out to the coachman.

W t hout another word, the Sergeant shut the carriage-door. Just
as he closed it, M. Franklin cane running down the steps.
"Good- bye, Rachel," he said, holding out his hand.

"Drive on!" cried Mss Rachel, louder than ever, and taking no nore notice
of M. Franklin than she had taken of Sergeant Cuff.

M. Franklin stepped back thunderstruck, as well he m ght be.

The coachman, not knowi ng what to do, | ooked towards ny | ady,
still standing i nmovable on the top step. MW lady, with anger
and sorrow and shane all struggling together in her face,

made hima sign to start the horses, and then turned back hastily
into the house. M. Franklin, recovering the use of his speech
called after her, as the carriage drove off, "Aunt! you were
quite right. Accept my thanks for all your kindness--and |et

me go."

My |ady turned as though to speak to him Then, as if distrusting herself,
waved her hand kindly. "Let ne see you, before you | eave us, Franklin,"
she said, in a broken voice--and went on to her own room

"Do nme a | ast favour, Betteredge," says M. Franklin, turning to ne,
with the tears in his eyes. "CGet nme away to the train as soon
as you can!"

He too went his way into the house. For the nonent, M ss Rache
had conpl etely unmanned him Judge from that, how fond he nust
have been of her!

Sergeant Cuff and | were left face to face, at the bottom of the steps.
The Sergeant stood with his face set towards a gap in the trees,
commandi ng a vi ew of one of the wi ndings of the drive which |ed
fromthe house. He had his hands in his pockets, and he was softly

whi stling "The Last Rose of Sumrer” to hinself.
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"There's a time for everything," | said savagely enough
"This isn't a time for whistling."

At that nmonent, the carriage appeared in the distance, through the gap
on its way to the | odge-gate. There was anot her nan, besides Sanuel,
plainly visible in the runbl e behind.

"All right!" said the Sergeant to hinself. He turned round to ne.
“I't's no time for whistling, M. Betteredge, as you say.

It's time to take this business in hand, now, w thout sparing anybody.
We'lIl begin with Rosanna Spearman. \Where is Joyce?"

We both called for Joyce, and received no answer. | sent one
of the stable-boys to | ook for him

"You heard what | said to Mss Verinder?" renmarked the Sergeant,
while we were waiting. "And you saw how she received it?

| tell her plainly that her leaving us will be an obstacle

in the way of my recovering her Dianpond--and she | eaves,

in the face of that statement! Your young | ady has got

a travelling conmpanion in her nother's carriage, M. Betteredge--
and the nanme of it is, the Monstone."

| said nothing. | only held on like death to ny belief in Mss Rachel
The stabl e-boy cane back, followed--very unwillingly, as it appeared to ne--
by Joyce.

"Where i s Rosanna Spearman?" asked Sergeant Cuff.

"l can't account for it, sir,
But sonehow or other----"

Joyce began; "and | amvery sorry.

"Before | went to Frizinghall," said the Sergeant, cutting himshort,

"I told you to keep your eyes on Rosanna Spearman, wi thout allow ng her
to di scover that she was being watched. Do you nean to tell nme that you
have | et her give you the slip?"

"I amafraid, sir," says Joyce, beginning to trenble, "that I

was perhaps a little TOO careful not to |let her discover ne.

There are such a many passages in the lower parts of this house----"

"How long is it since you nissed her?"

“Ni gh on an hour since, sir.
"You can go back to your regular business at Frizinghall," said the Sergeant,
speaki ng just as conposedly as ever, in his usual quiet and dreary way.

"l don't think your talents are at all in our line, M. Joyce. Your present
formof enploynent is a trifle beyond you. Good norning."

The man slunk off. | find it very difficult to describe how I

was affected by the discovery that Rosanna Spearnman was ni ssing.

| seenmed to be in fifty different mnds about it, all at the sane tine.
In that state, | stood staring at Sergeant Cuff--and my powers

of language quite failed ne.
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"No, M. Betteredge," said the Sergeant, as if he had di scovered

t he uppernost thought in ne, and was picking it out to be answered,
before all the rest. "Your young friend, Rosanna, won't slip through ny
fingers so easy as you think. As long as | know where M ss Verinder is,
I have the nmeans at ny disposal of tracing Mss Verinder's acconplice.

| prevented them fromcomunicating last night. Very good. They will get
together at Frizinghall, instead of getting together here. The present

i nquiry must be sinply shifted (rather sooner than | had antici pated)
fromthis house, to the house at which Mss Verinder is visiting.

In the nmeantinme, I'mafraid | nmust trouble you to call the servants

t oget her again."

I went round with himto the servants' hall. It is very disgraceful

but it is not the less true, that | had another attack of the detective-
fever,

when he said those last words. | forgot that | hated Sergeant Cuff.

| seized himconfidentially by the arm | said, "For goodness' sake, tell us
what you are going to do with the servants now?"

The great Cuff stood stock still, and addressed hinmself in a kind
of nmel ancholy rapture to the enpty air

"If this man," said the Sergeant (apparently neaning ne), "only
understood the growi ng of roses he would be the nost conpletely

perfect character on the face of creation!" After that strong
expression of feeling, he sighed, and put his arm through m ne.

"This is howit stands," he said, dropping down again to business.
"Rosanna has done one of two things. She has either gone direct

to Frizinghall (before |I can get there), or she has gone first to visit
her hidi ng-place at the Shivering Sand. The first thing to find

out is, which of the servants saw the | ast of her before she left

t he house."

On instituting this inquiry, it turned out that the |ast person who had set
eyes on Rosanna was Nancy, the kitchenmaid.

Nancy had seen her slip out with a letter in her hand, and stop the butcher's
man who had just been delivering some neat at the back door. Nancy had
heard her ask the man to post the letter when he got back to Frizinghall
The man had | ooked at the address, and had said it was a roundabout way

of delivering a letter directed to Cobb's Hole, to post it at Frizinghall--
and that, nmoreover, on a Saturday, which would prevent the letter from
getting to its destination until Mnday norni ng, Rosanna had answered t hat
the delivery of the letter being delayed till Mnday was of no inportance
The only thing she wished to be sure of was that the man woul d do what she
told him The man had promised to do it, and had driven away. Nancy had
been

call ed back to her work in the kitchen. And no other person had seen
anyt hi ng

afterwards of Rosanna Spear nan.

"Well?" | asked, when we were al one agai n.
"Well," says the Sergeant. "I nust go to Frizinghall."

"About the letter, sir?"
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"Yes. The menorandum of the hiding-place is in that letter

I nust see the address at the post-office. If it is the address

| suspect, | shall pay our friend, Ms. Yolland, another visit on
Monday next."

I went with the Sergeant to order the pony-chaise. In the stable-yard
we got a new light thrown on the mssing girl.

CHAPTER XI X

The news of Rosanna's di sappearance had, as it appeared,

spread anobng the out-of-door servants. They too had nmde
their inquiries; and they had just |aid hands on a quick
little inp, nicknanmed "Duffy"--who was occasionally enpl oyed
in weedi ng the garden, and who had seen Rosanna Spearnan as
|ately as hal f-an-hour since. Duffy was certain that the gir
had passed himin the fir-plantation, not wal ki ng, but RUNNI NG,
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," | answered.

"Duf fy!" says the Sergeant, "do you want to earn a shilling?
If you do, conme along with ne. Keep the pony-chaise ready,
M. Betteredge, till | come back."

He started for the Shivering Sand, at a rate that ny |egs
(though well enough preserved for nmy tine of |ife) 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 how,

and trotted off at the Sergeant's heels.

Here again, | find it inpossible to give anything |ike a clear account

of the state of my mind in the interval after Sergeant Cuff had |eft us.

A curious and stupefying restl essness got possession of ne. | did a dozen
di fferent needless things in and out of the house, not one of which | can
now remenber. | don't even know how long it was after the Sergeant had
gone to the sands, when Duffy canme running back with a nessage for ne.
Sergeant Cuff had given the boy a | eaf torn out of his pocket-book, on
which was witten in pencil, "Send nme one of Rosanna Spearman's boots,

and be quick about it."

| despatched the first woman-servant | could find to Rosanna's room
and | sent the boy back to say that | myself would follow himwith
t he boot.

This, | amwell aware, was not the quickest way to take

of obeying the directions which | had received. But | was
resolved to see for nyself what new nystification was going
on before | trusted Rosanna's boot in the Sergeant's hands.
My ol d notion of screening the girl, if | could,

seenmed to have conme back on me again, at the eleventh hour
This state of feeling (to say nothing of the detective-fever)
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hurried me off, as soon as | had got the boot, at the nearest
approach to a run which a nan turned seventy can reasonably hope
to make.

As | got near the shore, the clouds gathered black, and the rain cane down,
drifting in great white sheets of water before the wind. | heard the thunder
of the sea on the sand-bank at the mouth of the bay. A little further on

| passed the boy crouching for shelter under the lee of the sand hills.

Then | saw the raging sea, and the rollers tunmbling in on the sand-bank, and
the driven rain sweeping over the waters |ike a flying garnent, and the
yel | ow

wi | derness 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 ne.
"Keep on that side!" he shouted. "And cone on down here
to me!"

I went down to him choking for breath, with ny heart |eaping
as if it was like to leap out of ne. | was past speaking.

I had a hundred questions to put to him and not one

of them would pass ny lips. Hi s face frightened ne.

| saw a ook in his eyes which was a | ook of horror

He snatched the boot out of my hand, and set it in a footmark
on the sand, bearing south fromus as we stood, and pointing
strai ght towards the rocky | edge 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, w thout saying a word.

I caught at his arm and tried to speak to him and failed as |
had failed when | tried before. He went on, follow ng the

f oot steps down and down to where the rocks and the sand j oi ned.
The South Spit was just awash with the flow ng tide;

the waters heaved over 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
wal ki ng FROM t hem

He gave it up at last. Still keeping silence, he | ooked
again at ne; and then he | ooked out at the waters before us,
heavi ng i n deeper and deeper over the quicksand.

| | ooked where he | ooked--and | saw his thought in his face.
A dreadful dunb trenbling crawled all over me on a sudden

I fell upon my knees on the beach

"She has been back at the hiding-place," | heard the Sergeant say to hinself.
"Sonme fatal accident has happened to her on those rocks."

The girl's altered | ooks, and words, and actions--the nunbed, deadened way

in which she |istened to ne, and spoke to ne--when | had found her sweeping
the corridor but a few hours since, rose up in my mnd, and warned ne,

even as the Sergeant spoke, that his guess was wi de of the dreadful truth.

| tried to tell himof the fear that had frozen ne up. | tried to say,
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"The death she has died, Sergeant, was a death of her own seeking."

No! the words wouldn't come. The dunb trenmbling held nme inits grip

| couldn't feel the driving rain. | couldn't see the rising tide.

As in the vision of a dream the poor |ost creature cane back before ne.
| saw her again as | had seen her in the past tine--on the norning

when | went to fetch her into the house. | heard her again, telling ne
that the Shivering Sand seemed to draw her to it against her wll,

and wondering whether her grave was waiting for her THERE. The horror
of it struck at nme, in some unfathomabl e way, through nmy own child.

My girl was just her age. M girl, tried as Rosanna was tri ed,

m ght have lived that miserable Ilife, and died this dreadfu

deat h.

The Sergeant kindly lifted me up, and turned ne away fromthe sight
of the place where she had perished.

Wth that relief, | began to fetch my breath again, and to see things

about nme, as things really were. Looking towards the sand-hills, | saw

t he nen-servants from out-of-doors, and the fisherman, nanmed Yol | and,

all running down to us together; and all, having taken the alarm

calling out to knowif the girl had been found. 1In the fewest words,

t he Sergeant showed themthe evidence of the footmarks, and told them

that a fatal accident nust have happened to her. He then picked out

the fisherman fromthe rest, and put a question to him turning about again
towards the sea: "Tell nme," he said. "Could a boat have taken her off,

in such weather as this, fromthose rocks where her footnmarks stop?"

The fisherman pointed to the rollers tunbling in on the sand-bank

and to the great waves | eaping up in clouds of foam against the headl ands
on either side of us.

“"No boat that ever was built,"
to her through THAT."

he answered, "could have got

Sergeant Cuff |ooked for the last tine at the foot-nmarks on the sand,
which the rain was now fast blurring out.

"There," he said, "is the evidence that she can't have left this

pl ace by land. And here,"” he went on, |ooking at the fisherman,

"is the evidence that she can't have got away by sea."” He stopped,

and considered for a mnute. "She was seen running towards this place,
hal f an hour before | got here fromthe house," he said to Yol | and.

"Sone tinme has passed since then. Call it, altogether, an hour ago.

How hi gh woul d the water be, at that tinme, on this side of the rocks?"

He pointed to the south side--otherw se, the side which was not filled up
by the qui cksand.

"As the tide makes to-day," said the fisherman, "there woul dn'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 qui cksand.
"How much on this side?" he asked.

"Less still," answered Yolland. "The Shivering Sand woul d have been
just awash, and no nore.”
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The Sergeant turned to me, and said that the accident nust have happened on
the side of the quicksand. M tongue was |oosened at that. "No accident!"

I told him "Wen she cane to this place, she cane weary of her life, to end
it here."

He started back fromne. "How do you know? " he asked.

The rest of them crowded round. The Sergeant recovered

himsel f instantly. He put them back fromnme; he said | was

an old man; he said the discovery had shaken ne; he said,

"Let himalone a little.” Then he turned to Yolland, and asked,
"I's there any chance of finding her, when the tide ebbs again?"
And Yol | and answered, "None. What the Sand gets, the Sand keeps
for ever." Having said that, the fisherman came a step nearer
and addressed hinself to ne.

"M . Betteredge," he said, "I have a word to say to you about the young
woman's death. Four foot out, broadw se, along the side of the Spit,
there's a shelf of rock, about half fathom down under the sand.

My question is--why didn't she strike that? |If she slipped,

by accident, fromoff the Spit, she fell in where there's foothold

at the bottom at a depth that would barely cover her to the waist.

She nust have waded out, or junped out, into the Deeps beyond--

or she wouldn't be missing now. No accident, sir! The Deeps

of the Quicksand have got her. And they have got her by her

own act."

After that testinony froma nman whose know edge was to be relied on
the Sergeant was silent. The rest of us, like him held our peace.
Wth one accord, we all turned back up the slope of the beach

At the sand-hillocks we were net by the under-groom running to us from
the house. The lad is a good |ad, and has an honest respect for ne.

He handed ne a little note, with a decent sorrow in his face.

"Penel ope sent me with this, M. 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--
t hank God, al ways done his best--to befriend her

"You have often forgiven ne, M. Betteredge, in past tines.

When you next see the Shivering Sand, try to forgive ne once nore.
| have found nmy grave where ny grave was waiting for ne.

I have lived, and died, sir, grateful for your kindness."

There was no nore than that. Little as it was, | hadn't manhood enough
to hold up against it. Your tears cone easy, when you' re young
and beginning the world. Your tears come easy, when you're old,

and leaving it. | burst out crying.
Sergeant Cuff took a step nearer to nme--nmeaning kindly, | don't doubt.
| shrank back fromhim "Don't touch nme," | said. "It's the dread of you,

that has driven her to it."

"You are wong, M. Betteredge," he answered, quietly. "But there
will be tinme enough to speak of it when we are indoors again.”
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| followed the rest of them with the help of the groom s arm
Through the driving rain we went back--to neet the trouble and
the terror that were waiting for us at the house.

CHAPTER XX

Those in front had spread the news before us. W found the servants
in a state of panic. As we passed my |ady's door, it was thrown

open violently fromthe inner side. M mstress cane out anong us
(with M. Franklin following, and trying vainly to conpose her), quite
besi de herself with the horror of the thing.

"You are answerable for this!" she cried out, threatening the Sergeant
wildly with her hand. "Gabriel! give that wetch his noney--and rel ease
me fromthe sight of hinl"

The Sergeant was the only one anpbng us who was fit to cope with her--
bei ng the only one anong us who was in possession of hinself.

"I amno nore answerable for this distressing calamty, ny |ady,
than you are," he said. "If, in half an hour fromthis,

you still insist on nmy |eaving the house, | will accept your

| adyship's dismissal, but not your |adyship's noney."

It was spoken very respectfully, but very firmy at the same tine--
and it had its effect on ny nmistress as well as on ne.

She suffered M. Franklin to |lead her back into the room

As the door closed on the two, the Sergeant, |ooking about anong
the wonen-servants in his observant way, noticed that while

all the rest were nerely frightened, Penelope was in tears.

"When your father has changed his wet clothes,"” he said to her
"cone and speak to us, in your father's room"

Before the hal f-hour was out, | had got ny dry clothes on,

and had |l ent Sergeant Cuff such change of dress as he required.
Penel ope came in to us to hear what the Sergeant wanted with her.
I don't think I ever felt what a good dutiful daughter | had,

so strongly as | felt it at that nonent. | took her and sat

her on ny knee and | prayed God bl ess her. She hid her head

on ny bosom and put her arnms round my neck--and we waited
alittle while in silence. The poor dead girl nust have been

at the bottomof it, |I think, with nmy daughter and with ne.

The Sergeant went to the wi ndow, and stood there | ooking out.

I thought it right to thank himfor considering us both in this way--
and | did.

People in high |ife have all the luxuries to thensel ves--

anong ot hers, the luxury of indulging their feelings.

People in low life have no such privilege. Necessity, which spares
our betters, has no pity on us. W learn to put our feelings

back into ourselves, and to jog on with our duties as patiently

as may be. | don't conplain of this--1 only notice it.

Penel ope and | were ready for the Sergeant, as soon as the

Sergeant was ready on his side. Asked if she knew what had | ed
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her fellow servant to destroy herself, my daughter answered

(as you will foresee) that it was for love of M. Franklin Bl ake.
Asked next, if she had nentioned this notion of hers to any

ot her person, Penel ope answered, "I have not mentioned it,

for Rosanna's sake." | felt it necessary to add a word to this.
| said, "And for M. Franklin's sake, ny dear, as well

I f Rosanna HAS died for love of him it is not with his know edge
or by his fault. Let himleave the house to-day, if he does

| eave it, without the usel ess pain of knowing the truth."
Sergeant Cuff said, "Quite right," and fell silent again
conpari ng Penel ope's notion (as it seemed to ne)

wi th some other notion of his own which he kept

to hinmsel f.

At the end of the half-hour, ny mstress's bell rang.

On ny way to answer it, | net M. Franklin com ng out of his
aunt's sitting-room He nentioned that her |adyship was ready

to see Sergeant Cuff--in nmy presence as before--and he added

that he hinself wanted to say two words to the Sergeant first.

On our way back to my room he stopped, and | ooked at the rail way
time-table in the hall

"Are you really going to leave us, sir? " | asked. "M ss Rache
will surely come right again, if you only give her tinme?"
"She will come right again," answered M. Franklin, "when she hears that |

have gone away, and that she will see ne no nore."

I thought he spoke in resentnent of ny young lady's treatnment of him

But it was not so. M mistress had noticed, fromthe time when the police
first came into the house, that the bare nention of himwas enough to set
M ss Rachel's tenper 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. H's eyes once opened in that
cruel way which you know of, M. Franklin had taken his resol ution--

the one resolution which a man of any spirit COULD take--to | eave

t he house.

What he had to say to the Sergeant was spoken in ny presence.

He described her |adyship as willing to acknow edge that she had

spoken over-hastily. And he asked if Sergeant Cuff would consent--

in that case--to accept his fee, and to | eave the matter of the Di anond
where the matter stood now. The Sergeant answered, "No, sir.

My fee is paid ne for doing ny duty. | decline to take it, until mny duty
is done."

"I don't understand you," says M. Franklin

“I"l'l explain nyself, sir," says the Sergeant. "Wen | cane here,
| undertook to throw the necessary light on the matter of the
m ssing Dianond. | am now ready, and waiting to redeem nmy pl edge.

When | have stated the case to Lady Verinder as the case now stands,
and when | have told her plainly what course of action to take for the

recovery of the Moonstone, the responsibility will be off my shoul ders.
Let her | adyship decide, after that, whether she does, or does not,
allow nme to go on. | shall then have done what | undertook to do--
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and I'Il take ny fee."
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In those words Sergeant Cuff reminded us that, even in the Detective Police,

a man may have a reputation to | ose

The view he took was so plainly the right one, that there

was no nore to be said. As | rose to conduct himto ny

| ady's room he asked if M. Franklin wished to be present.

M. Franklin answered, "Not unless Lady Verinder desires it."

He added, in a whisper to ne, as | was follow ng the Sergeant out,
"I know what that man is going to say about Rachel; and | am

too fond of her to hear it, and keep ny tenper. Leave ne

by nysel f."

| left him niserable enough, leaning on the sill of my w ndow,

with his face hidden in his hands and Penel ope peeping through the door,
longing to confort him In M. Franklin's place, | should have

called her in. Wen you are ill-used by one wonman, there is great
confort intelling it to another--because, nine tinmes out of ten

the other always takes your side. Perhaps, when my back was turned,

he did call her in? 1In that case it is only doing nmy daughter justice
to declare that she would stick at nothing, in the way of conforting

M. Franklin Bl ake.

In the neantinme, Sergeant Cuff and | proceeded to ny lady's room

At the last conference we had held with her, we had found her

not over willing to lift her eyes fromthe book which she had on

the table. On this occasion there was a change for the better

She nmet the Sergeant's eye with an eye that was as steady as his own.
The famly spirit showed itself in every line of her face;

and | knew that Sergeant Cuff would neet 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 ny | ady.

"Sergeant Cuff," she said, "there was perhaps sone excuse

for the inconsiderate manner in which | spoke to you half

an hour since. | have no w sh, however, to claimthat excuse.
| say, with perfect sincerity, that | regret it, if |

wronged you."

The grace of voice and manner with which she made hi mthat atonement had its

due effect on the Sergeant. He requested permi ssion to justify hinself--

putting his justification as an act of respect to my m stress.

It was inpossible, he said, that he could be in any way responsible

for the calamty, which had shocked us all, for this sufficient reason,
that his success in bringing his inquiry to its proper end depended on
hi s neither saying nor doing anything that could al arm Rosanna Spear man.
He appealed to ne to testify whether he had, or had not, carried that
object out. | could, and did, bear witness that he had. And there,
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as | thought, the matter m ght have been judiciously left to come to
an end.

Sergeant Cuff, however, took it a step further, evidently (as you shal
now judge) with the purpose of forcing the nost painful of all possible
expl anations to take place between her |adyship and hinself.

"I have heard a notive assigned for the young wonman's suicide,"

said the Sergeant, "which may possibly be the right one. It is a
notive quite unconnected with the case which | am conducting here.

| am bound to add, however, that nmy own opinion points the other way.
Sone unbear abl e anxiety in connexion with the m ssing D anond,

has, | believe, driven the poor creature to her own destruction.

| don't pretend to know what that unbearabl e anxiety may have been.
But | think (with your |adyship's perm ssion) |I can lay ny hand

on a person who is capable of deciding whether | amright

or wong."

"I's the person now in the house?" ny mstress asked, after waiting a little.
"The person has left the house,” ny | ady.

That answer pointed as straight to Mss Rachel as straight could be.

A silence dropped on us which | thought woul d never cone to an end.

Lord! how the wi nd how ed, and how the rain drove at the wi ndow, as | sat
there waiting for one or other of themto speak again!

"Be so good as to express yourself plainly," said my |ady.
"Do you refer to my daughter?”

"l do," said Sergeant Cuff, in so many words.

My m stress had her cheque-book on the table when we entered the room -
no doubt to pay the Sergeant his fee. She now put it back in the drawer.
It went to nmy heart to see how her poor hand trenbl ed--the hand that

had | oaded her old servant with benefits; the hand that, | pray Cod,

may take mine, when ny tinme cones, and | |eave ny place for ever!

"I had hoped," said ny |lady, very slowy and quietly, "to have reconpensed
your services, and to have parted with you without M ss Verinder's nane
havi ng been openly nentioned between us as it has been nentioned now.

My nephew has probably said sonething of this, before you cane into

my roonf"

"M . Blake gave his nessage, ny lady. And | gave M. Bl ake a reason----

"It is needless to tell ne your reason. After what you have just said,
you know as well as | do that you have gone too far to go back

| owe it to nyself, and | owe it to ny child, to insist on your
remai ni ng here, and to insist on your speaking out."

The Sergeant | ooked at his watch

"If there had been time, my |ady," he answered, "I should have preferred
writing nmy report, instead of comrunicating it by word of mouth. But, if
this

inquiry is to go on, tine is of too nuch inportance to be wasted in writing.
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| amready to go into the matter at once. It is a very painful matter for
to speak of, and for you to hear

There ny m stress stopped hi monce nore.

"I may possibly make it | ess painful to you, and to nmy good servant

and friend here," she said, "if | set the exanple of speaking boldly,

on ny side. You suspect Mss Verinder of deceiving us all, by secreting
the Di amond for sone purpose of her own? |s that true?"

"Quite true, my lady."

"Very well. Now, before you begin, |I have to tell you,

as Mss Verinder's nother, that she is ABSOLUTELY

| NCAPABLE of doi ng what you suppose her to have done.

Your knowl edge of her character dates froma day or two since.

My know edge of her character dates from the beginning of her life.
State your suspicion of her as strongly as you pl ease--

it is inpossible that you can offend nme by doing so.

| am sure, beforehand, that (with all your experience)

the circunstances have fatally misled you in this case. Mnd! | am
i n possession of no private information. | am as absolutely

shut out of ny daughter's confidence as you are. M one reason

for speaking positively, is the reason you have heard al ready.

| know ny child."

She turned to ne, and gave nme her hand. | kissed it in silence.
"You may go on," she said, facing the Sergeant again as steadily
as ever.

Sergeant Cuff bowed. M nistress had produced but one effect on him
Hi s hatchet-face softened for a nonent, as if he was sorry for her

As to shaking himin his own conviction, it was plain to see that she
had not nmoved himby a single inch. He settled hinmself in his chair
and he began his vile attack on Mss Rachel's character in these words:
"I nmust ask your |adyship," he said, "to |look this matter

in the face, fromny point of view as well as from yours.

W Il you please to suppose yourself com ng down here, in ny place,
and with nmy experience? and will you allow nme to nmention very
briefly what that experience has been?"

My m stress signed to himthat she would do this. The Sergeant went on:
"For the last twenty years," he said, "I have been largely enpl oyed

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 | may state in two words.

It is well within ny experience, that young | adies of rank and position

do occasionally have private debts which they dare not acknow edge to their
nearest relatives and friends. Sonetines, the mlliner and the jeweller

137

are at the bottomof it. Sonetines, the noney is wanted for purposes which

don't suspect in this case, and which I won't shock you by nenti oning.
Bear in mind what | have said, my |ady--and now |l et us see how events

in this house have forced nme back on nmy own experience, whether | liked it
or not!"
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He considered with hinself for a moment, and went on--
with a horrid clearness that obliged you to understand him
wi th an abomi nable justice that favoured nobody.

"My first information relating to the | oss of the Monstone,"
said the Sergeant, "cane to nme from Superintendent Seegrave.

He proved to ny conplete satisfaction that he was perfectly

i ncapabl e of managing the case. The one thing he said which
struck me as worth listening to, was this--that M ss Verinder

had declined to be questioned by him and had spoken to him

with a perfectly inconprehensible rudeness and contenpt.

I thought this curious--but | attributed it mainly to some

clumsi ness on the Superintendent's part which m ght have

of fended the young |lady. After that, | put it by in ny mnd,

and applied nyself, single-handed, to the case. It ended,

as you are aware, in the discovery of the snear on the door, and in
M. Franklin Blake's evidence satisfying ne, that this sane snear
and the |loss of the Dianond, were pieces of the same puzzle.

So far, if | suspected anything, | suspected that the Monstone
had been stolen, and that one of the servants night prove to be
the thief. Very good. 1In this state of things, what happens?

M ss Verinder suddenly cones out of her room and speaks to ne.

| observe three suspicious appearances in that young | ady.

She is still violently agitated, though nore than four-and-twenty
hours have passed since the Dianond was |ost. She treats

me as she has already treated Superintendent Seegrave.

And she is nortally offended with M. Franklin Bl ake.

Very good again. Here (I say to myself) is a young | ady

who has lost a valuable jewel--a young | ady, also, as ny own

eyes and ears informme, who is of an inpetuous tenperanent.

Under these circunstances, and with that character, what does she do?
She betrays an i nconprehensi ble resentment agai nst M. Bl ake,

M. Superintendent, and nysel f--otherw se, 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--THEN, nmy | ady, and not till then, | begin to | ook

back into ny owmn mind for ny own experience. M own experience
explains Mss Verinder's otherw se inconprehensibl e conduct.

It associates her with those other young |ladies that | know of.

It tells ne she has debts she daren't acknow edge, that nust be paid.
And it sets nme asking nmyself, whether the |oss of the D anond may

not nmean--that the Dianond nust be secretly pledged to pay them

That is the conclusion which ny experience draws from

plain facts. What does your |adyship's experience say agai nst

it?"

"What | have said already,"” answered ny mstress. "The circunstances
have m sl ed you."

| said nothing on my side. ROBINSON CRUSCE--God knows how- -

had got into ny nuddled old head. |f Sergeant Cuff had

found hinself, at that nmonment, transported to a desert island,

wi thout a man Friday to keep himconpany, or a ship to take him off--
he woul d have found hinmself exactly where | w shed himto be!

(Nota bene:--1 am an average good Christian, when you don't

push nmy Christianity too far. And all the rest of you--

which is a great confort--are, in this respect, nuch the same as
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| am)
Sergeant Cuff went on:

"Right or wong, ny l|lady," he said, "having drawn my concl usion

the next thing to do was to put it to the test. | suggested to

your |adyship the exam nation of all the wardrobes in the house.

It was a neans of finding the article of dress which had,

in all probability, made the snear; and it was a neans

of putting my conclusion to the test. How did it turn out?

Your | adyship consented; M. Blake consented; M. Ablewhite consented.
M ss Verinder alone stopped the whol e proceedi ng by refusing

poi nt-bl ank. That result satisfied me that ny view was the right one.
If your | adyship and M. Betteredge persist in not agreeing with ne,
you nust be blind to what happened before you this very day.

In your hearing, | told the young |ady that her |eaving the house

(as things were then) would put an obstacle in the way of nmy recovering
her jewel. You saw yourselves that she drove off in the face

of that statement. You saw yourself that, so far from forgiving

M. Bl ake for having done nore than all the rest of you to put

the clue into ny hands, she publicly insulted M. Blake, on the steps
of her nother's house. What do these things nmean? |If M ss Verinder
is not privy to the suppression of the Dianond, what do these

t hi ngs nmean?"

This time he | ooked ny way. It was downright frightfu

to hear himpiling up proof after proof against Mss Rachel

and to know, while one was |longing to defend her, that there

was no disputing the truth of what he said. | am (thank God!)
constitutionally superior to reason. This enabled ne

to hold firmto ny lady's view, which was ny view al so.

This roused ny spirit, and nade nme put a bold face on it before
Sergeant Cuff. Profit, good friends, | beseech you, by ny exanple.
It will save you from nmany 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 | nmade no remark, and that ny m stress made no remark,
Sergeant Cuff proceeded. Lord! how it did enrage ne to notice
that he was not in the | east put out by our silence!

"There is the case, ny lady, as it stands agai nst Mss

Verinder alone," he said. "The next thing is to put the case as it
stands agai nst M ss Verinder and the deceased Rosanna Spearman
taken together. W will go back for a nonent, if you please,

to your daughter's refusal to |let her wardrobe be exam ned.

My mi nd being made up, after that circunstance, | had two questions
to consider next. First, as to the right nmethod of conducting

ny inquiry. Second, as to whether M ss Verinder had an acconplice
anong the femal e servants in the house. After carefully

thinking it over, | determned to conduct the inquiry in,
what we should call at our office, a highly irregular nmanner.
For this reason: | had a famly scandal to deal with,

which it was nmy business to keep within the famly limts.
The | ess noi se made, and the fewer strangers enployed to help ne,
the better. As to the usual course of taking people in custody
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on suspicion, going before the magistrate, and all the rest of it--
not hi ng of the sort was to be thought of, when your |adyship's
daughter was (as | believed) at the bottom of the whol e business.
In this case, | felt that a person of M. Betteredge' s character
and position in the house--know ng the servants as he did,

and having the honour of the famly at heart--would be safer

to take as an assistant than any other person whom | could

lay my hand on. | should have tried M. Blake as well--

but for one obstacle in the way. HE saw the drift of my proceedi ngs
at a very early date; and, with his interest in Mss Verinder

any mutual understandi ng was inpossi bl e between him and ne.

| trouble your |adyship with these particulars to show you

that | have kept the famly secret within the famly circle.

I amthe only outsider who knows it--and nmy professional existence
depends on hol ding nmy tongue."

Here | felt that ny professional existence depended on not hol ding
my tongue. To be held up before ny nmistress, in ny old age,

as a sort of deputy-policenan, was, once again, nore than ny
Christianity was strong enough to bear

"l beg to informyour |adyship," |I said, "that | never, to ny know edge,
hel ped this abom nabl e detective business, in any way, fromfirst to |ast;
and | sumon Sergeant Cuff to contradict ne, if he dares!"

Havi ng given vent in those words, | felt greatly relieved.

Her | adyship honoured nme by a little friendly pat on the shoul der
I | ooked with righteous indignation at the Sergeant,

to see what he thought of such a testinony as THAT.

The Sergeant | ooked back Iike a | anb, and seened to |like me better
t han ever.

My lady infornmed himthat he m ght continue his statenment.

"I understand," she said, "that you have honestly done your best,
in what you believe to be ny interest. | amready to hear what you
have to say next."

"What | have to say next," answered Sergeant Cuff, "relates to

Rosanna Spearman. | recogni sed the young woman, as your | adyship

may renenber, when she brought the washi ng-book into this room

Up to that tinme | was inclined to doubt whether M ss Verinder had
trusted her secret to any one. Wen | saw Rosanna, | altered ny m nd.
| suspected her at once of being privy to the suppression of the Di anond.
The poor creature has net her death by a dreadful end, and | don't
want your | adyship to think, now she's gone, that | was unduly

hard on her. |If this had been a common case of thieving, | should
have gi ven Rosanna the benefit of the doubt just as freely as |

shoul d have given it to any of the other servants in the house.

Qur experience of the Reformatory woman is, that when tried

in service--and when kindly and judiciously treated--they prove
thenselves in the npjority 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 mnd--of a deeply

pl anned fraud, with the owner of the Dianond at the bottomof it.

Hol ding this view, the first consideration which naturally

presented itself to me, in connection with Rosanna, was this:

Woul d M ss Verinder be satisfied (begging your |adyship' s pardon)
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with leading us all to think that the Monstone was nerely |ost?

O would she go a step further, and delude us into believing

that the Moonstone was stolen? 1In the latter event there was

Rosanna Spearman--with the character of a thief--ready to her hand;

the person of all others to | ead your |ladyship off, and to | ead ne off,
on a false scent."

Was it possible (I asked nyself) that he could put his case agai nst
M ss Rachel and Rosanna in a nore 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 ne to have been stronger still.

Who woul d be the very person to help Mss Verinder in

rai sing noney privately on the D anbnd? Rosanna Spearnman.

No young lady in Mss Verinder's position could nanage

such a risky matter as that by herself. A go-between she

nmust have, and who so fit, | ask again, as Rosanna Spearman?

Your | adyship's deceased housenmaid was at the top of her

pr of essi on when she was a thief. She had rel ations,

to my certain know edge, with one of the few nen in London

(in the noney-lending Iine) who woul d advance a | arge sum on such
a notable jewel as the Moonstone, wi thout asking awkward questions,
or insisting on awkward conditions. Bear this in mnd, ny |ady;
and now |l et me show you how ny suspicions have been justified

by Rosanna's own acts, and by the plain inferences to be drawn
fromthem"

He thereupon passed the whol e of Rosanna's proceedi ngs under review.
You are already as well acquainted with those proceedings as | am

and you wi Il understand how unanswerably this part of his report fixed
the guilt of being concerned in the disappearance of the Moonstone
on the nenory of the poor dead girl. Even ny mistress was daunted

by what he said now. She nmade hi m no answer when he had done.

It didn't seemto matter to the Sergeant whether he was answered or not.
On he went (devil take him), just as steady as ever.

"Havi ng stated the whole case as | understand it," he said,
"I have only to tell your |adyship, now, what | propose to do next.
| see two ways of bringing this inquiry successfully to an end.

One of those ways | | ook upon as a certainty. The other, | admt,
is a bold experinent, and nothing nore. Your |adyship shall decide.
Shall we take the certainty first?"

My mstress nmade hima sign to take his own way, and choose for hinself.

"Thank you," said the Sergeant. "We'Ill begin with the certainty,
as your ladyship is so good as to leave it to me. \Wether M ss Verinder
remai ns at Frizinghall, or whether she returns here, | propose,

in either case, to keep a careful watch on all her proceedings--
on the people she sees, on the rides and wal ks she nay take, and on
the letters she nay wite and receive."

"What next ?" asked my m stress.

"I shall next," answered the Sergeant, "request your |adyship's |eave
to introduce into the house, as a servant in the place of Rosanna Spear man,
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a worman accustonmed to private inquiries of this sort, for whose discretion
I can answer."

"What next? " repeated ny m stress.

"Next," proceeded the Sergeant, "and last, | propose to send one of ny
brother-officers to make an arrangenent with that noney-lender in London
whom | nentioned just now as formerly acquai nted with Rosanna Spear man- -
and whose nanme and address, your ladyship may rely on it, have been
comuni cat ed by Rosanna to Mss Verinder. | don't deny that the course

of action | am now suggesting will cost noney, and consune time.

But the result is certain. W run a |line round the Monstone, and we draw
that line closer and closer till we find it in Mss Verinder's possession
supposi ng she decides to keep it. |If her debts press, and she deci des on
sending it away, then we have our man ready, and we neet the Moonstone on its
arrival in London."

To hear her own daughter made the subject of such a proposal as this,
stung ny mistress into speaking angrily for the first tine.

"Consi der your proposal declined, in every particular," she said.
"And go on to your other way of bringing the inquiry to an end."

"My other way," said the Sergeant, going on as easy as ever,

"is to try that bold experinment to which | have alluded. | think
have formed a pretty correct estimate of M ss Verinder's tenperanent.
She is quite capable (according to nmy belief) of conmitting

a daring fraud. But she is too hot and inpetuous in tenper,

and too little accustoned 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 | now propose to act.
I want to give her a great shock suddenly, under circunstances

that will touch her to the quick. In plain English, | want to tel
M ss Verinder, without a word of warning, of Rosanna's death--
on the chance that her own better feelings will hurry her

into maki ng a clean breast of it. Does your |adyship accept
that alternative?"

My m stress astoni shed me beyond all power of expression
She answered himon the instant:

"Yes; | do."

"The pony-chaise is ready," said the Sergeant. "I wi sh your |adyship
good norning. "

My |ady held up her hand, and stopped himat the door

"My daughter's better feelings shall be appealed to, as you propose,

she said. "But | claimthe right, as her nother, of putting
her to the test nyself. You will remain here, if you pl ease;
and | will go to Frizinghall."

For once in his life, the great Cuff stood speechless with amazenent,
i ke an ordi nary man.
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My mistress rang the bell, and ordered her water-proof things.
It was still pouring with rain; and the close carriage had gone,
as you know, with Mss Rachel to Frizinghall. | tried to dissuade

her | adyship fromfacing the severity of the weather. Quite usel ess!

| asked leave to go with her, and hold the unbrella. She wouldn't

hear of it. The pony-chaise came round, with the groomin charge.

"You may rely on two things," she said to Sergeant Cuff, in the hall

"I will try the experinment on Mss Verinder as boldly as you

could try it yourself. And I will informyou of the result,

either personally or by letter, before the last train | eaves for London
to-night."

Wth that, she stepped into the chaise, and, taking the reins herself,
drove off to Frizinghall

CHAPTER XXI
My mistress having left us, | had leisure to think of Sergeant Cuff.
I found himsitting in a snug corner of the hall, consulting his

menor andum book, and curling up viciously at the corners of the lips.
"Maki ng notes of the case? " | asked.

"No," said the Sergeant. "Looking to see what ny next professiona
engagenent is."

"Oh!" | said. "You think it's all over then, here?"

"I think," answered Sergeant Cuff, "that Lady Verinder is one
of the cleverest wonmen in England. | also think a rose much
better worth | ooking at than a dianond. \Where is the gardener
M. Betteredge?"

There was no getting a word more out of himon the matter of the Mbonstone.
He had lost all interest in his own inquiry; and he would persist in |ooking
for the gardener. An hour afterwards, | heard them at high words in

the conservatory, with the dog-rose once nore at the bottom of the dispute.

In the nmeantinme, it was nmy business to find out whether M. Franklin
persisted in his resolution to | eave us by the afternoon train

After having been infornmed of the conference in ny lady's room

and of how it had ended, he i medi ately decided on waiting to hear

the news fromFrizinghall. This very natural alteration in his plans--
which, with ordinary people, would have led to nothing in particular--
proved, in M. Franklin's case, to have one objectionable result.

It left himunsettled, with a legacy of idle tinme on his 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- Engli shman, and now
as a French-Englishnman, he drifted in and out of all the sitting-roons
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in the house, with nothing to talk of but Mss Rachel's treatnent of him
and with nobody to address hinself to but me. | found him (for exanple)
in the library, sitting under the map of Mddern Italy, and quite

unaware of any other nmethod of neeting his troubles, except the nethod

of tal king about them "I have several worthy aspirations, Betteredge;
but what am|l to do with themnow? | amfull of dormant good qualities,
if Rachel would only have helped me to bring themout!" He was so el oquent

in drawing the picture of his own neglected nerits, and so pathetic

in lamenting over it when it was done, that | felt quite at my wits'

end how to console him when it suddenly occurred to ne that here was

a case for the whol esone application of a bit of ROBI NSON CRUSOE

| hobbled out to ny own room and hobbled back with that imortal book
Nobody in the library! The map of Mddern Italy stared at ME; and | stared
at the map of Mbdern Iltaly.

| tried the drawi ng-room There was his handkerchi ef on the floor
to prove that he had drifted in. And there was the enpty room
to prove that he had drifted out again.

| tried the dining-room and discovered Sanuel with a biscuit
and a glass of sherry, silently investigating the enpty air
A minute since, M. Franklin had rung furiously for a little
light refreshment. On its production, in a violent hurry,

by Sanmuel, M. Franklin had vani shed before the bel
downstairs had quite done ringing with the pull he had given
toit.

| tried the norning-room and found himat last. There he was at the w ndow,
drawi ng hi eroglyphics with his finger in the danp on the gl ass.

"Your sherry is waiting for you, sir," | said to him

I mght as well have addressed nyself to one of the four

wal l's of the room he was down in the bottom ess deep of his

own neditations, past all pulling up. "How do YOU explain
Rachel 's conduct, Betteredge?" was the only answer | received.

Not being ready with the needful reply, | produced ROBI NSON CRUSCE
in which | amfirmy persuaded sonme expl anation m ght have

been found, if we had only searched | ong enough for it.

M. Franklin shut up ROBI NSON CRUSOE, and floundered into his

Cer man- Engl i sh gi bberish on the spot. "Wy not |ook into it?"

he said, as if | had personally objected to | ooking into it.

"Why the devil | ose your patience, Betteredge, when patience is
all that's wanted to arrive at the truth? Don't interrupt ne.
Rachel 's conduct is perfectly intelligible, if you will only

do her the commpn justice to take the Objective view first.

and the Subjective view next, and the Objective-Subjective
viewto wind up with. What do we know? We know that the |oss

of the Mbonstone, on Thursday norning |last, threw her into a state
of nervous excitenent, from which she has not recovered yet.

Do you nean to deny the Objective view, so far? Very well, then--
don't interrupt ne. Now, being in a state of nervous excitenment,
how are we to expect that she should behave as she m ght

ot herwi se have behaved to any of the people about her?

Arguing in this way, fromwthin-outwards, what do we reach?

We reach the Subjective view | defy you to controvert

t he Subjective view. Very well then--what follows?

Good Heavens! the Objective-Subjective explanation follows,
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of course! Rachel, properly speaking, is not Rachel

but Somebody Else. Do | mnd being cruelly treated by Sonebody El se?
You are unreasonabl e enough, Betteredge; but you can

hardly accuse nme of that. Then how does it end? It ends,

in spite of your confounded English narrowness and prejudice,

in nmy being perfectly happy and confortable. Were's the

sherry?"

My head was by this time in such a condition, that | was not quite sure
whet her it was nmy own head, or M. Franklin's. In this deplorable state,
| contrived to do, what | take to have been, three Objective things.

I got M. Franklin his sherry; | retired to my own roonm and | sol aced
myself with the nost conposing pipe of tobacco | ever renenber to have
snmoked in ny life.

Don't suppose, however, that | was quit of M. Franklin on such
easy ternms as these. Drifting again, out of the norning-room

into the hall, he found his way to the offices next, snelt ny pipe,
and was instantly rem nded that he had been sinple enough to give
up snmoking for Mss Rachel's sake. In the twi nkling of an eye,

he burst in on ne with his cigar-case, and came out strong on the one
everlasting subject, in his neat, witty, unbelieving, French way.
"Gve ne alight, Betteredge. 1Is it conceivable that a man can have
snoked as long as | have without discovering that there is a conplete
system for the treatnent of wonmen at the bottom of his cigar-case? Foll ow
me carefully, and | will prove it in two words. You choose a cigar,
you try it, and it disappoints you. Wat do you do upon that?

You throw it away and try another. Now observe the application

You choose a worman, you try her, and she breaks your heart.

Fool! take a | esson from your cigar-case. Throw her away,

and try another!"

| shook ny head at that. Wonderfully clever, | dare say, but my own
experience was dead against it. "In the tine of the late Ms. Betteredge,"
| said, "I felt pretty often inclined to try your philosophy, M. Franklin.
But the law insists on your snoking your cigar, sir, when you

have once chosen it." | pointed that observation with a w nk.

M. Franklin burst out |aughing--and we were as nerry as crickets,

until the next new side of his character turned up in due course.

So things went on with ny young master and nme; and so (while the Sergeant
and the gardener were wrangling over the roses) we two spent the interva
before the news canme back from Frizi nghall

The pony-chai se returned a good half hour before | had ventured to expect it.
My | ady had decided to remain for the present, at her sister's house.

The groom brought two letters fromhis nistress; one addressed to

M. Franklin, and the other to ne.

M. Franklin's letter | sent to himin the library--into which refuge
his driftings had now taken himfor the second time. M own letter

| read in ny owmn room A cheque, which dropped out when | opened it,
informed ne (before | had mastered the contents) that Sergeant Cuff's
dismissal fromthe inquiry after the Mboonstone was now a settled thing.

| sent to the conservatory to say that | w shed to speak
to the Sergeant directly. He appeared, with his mnd ful
of the gardener and the dog-rose, declaring that the equa
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of M. Begbie for obstinacy never had existed yet, and never
woul d exi st again. | requested himto dism ss such wetched
trifling as this fromour conversation, and to give his best
attention to a really serious matter. Upon that he exerted

hi msel f sufficiently to notice the letter in ny hand.

"Ah!" he said in a weary way, "you have heard from her | adyship.
Have | anything to do with it, M. Betteredge?"

"You shall judge for yourself, Sergeant." | thereupon read himthe letter
(with nmy best enphasis and discretion), in the follow ng words:

"MY GOOD GABRI EL, --1 request that you will inform Sergeant Cuff,

that | have perforned the promise | nmade to him wth this result,
so far as Rosanna Spearman is concerned. M ss Verinder solemmly
decl ares, that she has never spoken a word in private to Rosanna,
since that unhappy worman first entered ny house. They never net,
even accidentally, on the night when the D anond was | ost;

and no conmuni cati on of any sort whatever took place between them
from the Thursday norning when the alarmwas first raised in the house,
to this present Saturday afternoon, when Mss Verinder |eft us.

After telling nmy daughter suddenly, and in so many words, of Rosanna
Spearman's suicide--this is what has cone of it."

Havi ng reached that point, | |ooked up, and asked Sergeant Cuff
what he thought of the letter, so far?

"1 should only offend you if | expressed MY opinion," answered the Sergeant.
"Go on, M. Betteredge," he said, with the npst exasperating resignation
"go on."

When | renmenbered that this man had had the audacity to conplain

of our gardener's obstinacy, nmy tongue itched to "go on" in other words
than my mstress's. This tinme, however, ny Christianity held firm

| proceeded steadily with her ladyship's letter

"Havi ng appealed to M ss Verinder in the manner which the officer

t hought nobst desirable, | spoke to her next in the manner which

nmysel f thought nost likely to inpress her. On two different occasions,
before ny daughter left my roof, | privately warned her that she

was exposing herself to suspicion of the nost unendurabl e and nost
degrading kind. | have now told her, in the plainest terns,

t hat my apprehensions have been realised.

"Her answer to this, on her own solemm affirmation, is as plain

as words can be. In the first place, she owes no noney privately

to any living creature. In the second place, the Dianmond is not now,
and never has been, in her possession, since she put it into her

cabi net on Wednesday ni ght.

"The confidence which ny daughter has placed in me goes no
further than this. She mmintains an obstinate silence, when
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ask her if she can explain the disappearance of the Di anond.

She refuses, with tears, when | appeal to her to speak out

for ny sake. "The day will cone when you will know why | am
carel ess about being suspected, and why | am silent even to you.
| have done nuch to make ny nother pity me--nothing to naeke

ny nmother blush for me." Those are ny daughter's own words.

"After what has passed between the officer and ne, | think--
stranger as he is--that he should be nade acquai nted with what

M ss Verinder has said, as well as you. Read ny letter to him
and then place in his hands the cheque which | enclose.

In resigning all further claimon his services, | have only

to say that | am convinced of his honesty and his intelligence;
but I amnore firmy persuaded than ever, that the circunstances,
in this case, have fatally msled him™"

There the letter ended. Before presenting the cheque, | asked Sergeant
Cuff if he had any remark to neke.

"It's no part of ny duty, M. Betteredge," he answered,
"to make remarks on a case, when | have done with it."

| tossed the cheque across the table to him "Do you believe in THAT
part of her ladyship's letter?" | said, indignantly.

The Sergeant | ooked at the cheque, and lifted up his disnm
eyebrows in acknow edgnment of her |adyship's liberality.

"This is such a generous estimte of the value of ny tine,"
he said, "that | feel bound to nake sonme return for it.

"Il bear in mnd the anpbunt in this cheque, M. Betteredge,
when the occasion conmes round for remenbering it."

"What do you nean? " | asked.

"Her | adyship has smoothed matters over for the present very cleverly,”

said the Sergeant. "But THI S famly scandal is of the sort that bursts up
agai n when you | east expect it. W shall have nore detective-busi ness on

our hands, sir, before the Monstone is many nonths ol der."

If those words nmeant anything, and if the manner in which he spoke them
meant anything--it cane to this. M mistress's letter had proved,

to his mind, that Mss Rachel was hardened enough to resist

the strongest appeal that could be addressed to her, and that she

had decei ved her own nother (good God, under what circunstances!)

by a series of abom nable lies. How other people, in my place,

m ght have replied to the Sergeant, | don't know. | answered what

he said in these plain terns:

"Sergeant Cuff, | consider your |ast observation as an insult
to my |ady and her daughter!"

"M . Betteredge, consider it as a warning to yourself, and you
will be nearer the mark."
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Hot and angry as | was, the infernal confidence with which he gave ne
t hat answer closed ny |ips.

I wal ked to the wi ndow to conpose nyself. The rain had given over;
and, who should | see in the court-yard, but M. Beghie, the gardener
waiting outside to continue the dog-rose controversy with Sergeant Cuff.

"My conplinments to the Sairgent," said M. Begbie, the nonent
he set eyes on ne. "If he's minded to walk to the station
I'"m agreeable to go with him"

"What!" cries the Sergeant, behind nme, "are you not convinced yet?"

"The de'il a bit I'mconvinced!" answered M. Begbi e.
"Then I'Il walk to the station!" says the Sergeant.
"Then I'Il nmeet you at the gate!" says M. 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
noti ced the change in nme, and encouraged it by a word in season
"Cone! cone!" he said, "why not treat ny view of the case as her
| adyship treats it? Wy not say, the circunstances have fatally
msled me?"

To take anything as her |adyship took it was a privilege worth enjoying--
even with the disadvantage of its having been offered to ne by Sergeant Cuff.
| cooled slowmy down to ny customary level. | regarded any other opinion

of M ss Rachel, than nmy lady's opinion or mine, with a |lofty contenpt.

The only thing | could not do, was to keep off the subject of the Monstone!
My own good sense ought to have warned ne, | know, to let the matter rest--
but, there! the virtues which distinguish the present generation were not
invented in nmy tine. Sergeant Cuff had hit me on the raw, and, though

did |l ook down upon himw th contenpt, the tender place still tingled for

all that. The end of it was that | perversely | ed himback to the subject

of her ladyship's letter. "I amquite satisfied nyself,"” | said. "But never
mnd that! Go on, as if | was still open to conviction. You think Mss
Rachel is not to be believed on her word; and you say we shall hear of the
Moonst one agai n. Back your opinion, Sergeant,” | concluded, in an airy way.
"Back your opinion."

I nstead of taking offence, Sergeant Cuff seized ny hand,
and shook it till ny fingers ached again.

"I declare to heaven," says this strange officer solemmly,

"I would take to domestic service to-nmorrow, M. Betteredge

if I had a chance of being enployed along with You

To say you are as transparent as a child, sir, is to pay

the children a conplinment which nine out of ten of them

don't deserve. There! there! we won't begin to dispute again.

You shall have it out of ne on easier terns than that.

I won't say a word nore about her |adyship, or about M ss Verinder--
"Il only turn prophet, for once in a way, and for your sake.

| have warned you al ready that you haven't done with the

Moonstone yet. Very well. Now I'Il tell you, at parting

of three things which will happen in the future, and which, | believe,
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will force thensel ves on your attention, whether you like it
or not."

"Go on!'"™ | said, quite unabashed, and just as airy as ever.

"First," said the Sergeant, "you will hear sonething fromthe Yol |l ands- -

when the postman delivers Rosanna's |etter at Cobb's Hole, on Monday next.

If he had thrown a bucket of cold water over me, | doubt if | could
have felt it nuch nore unpleasantly than | felt those words.

M ss Rachel's assertion of her innocence had | eft Rosanna's conduct--
t he maki ng the new ni ghtgown, the hiding the smeared ni ghtgown,

and all the rest of it--entirely wi thout explanation. And this had

never occurred to ne, till Sergeant Cuff forced it on my mind all in
a nonment !

“I'n the second pl ace," proceeded the Sergeant, "you will hear of

the three Indians again. You will hear of themin the nei ghbourhood,
if Mss Rachel renmins in the neighbourhood. You will hear of them

in London, if Mss Rachel goes to London."

Having lost all interest in the three jugglers, and having

t hor oughly convi nced nyself of ny young |l ady's innocence,

I took this second prophecy easily enough. "So nuch for two
of the three things that are going to happen," | said.

"Now for the third!"

"Third, and last," said Sergeant Cuff, "you will, sooner or |ater
hear something of that noney-Ilender in London, whom | have tw ce
taken the |liberty of nmentioning already. G ve nme your pocket-book
and 1'Il make a note for you of his nane and address--so that there
may be no mistake about it if the thing really happens.”

He wote accordingly on a blank leaf--"M. Septinus Luker
M ddl esex- pl ace, Lanbeth, London."

"There," he said, pointing to the address, "are the | ast words,

on the subject of the Monstone, which | shall trouble you with

for the present. Time will show whether | amright or wong.

In the meanwhile, sir, | carry away with me a sincere persona

liking for you, which | think does honour to both of us.

If we don't neet again before ny professional retirenent takes place,
| hope you will come and see ne in a little house near London,

which | have got ny eye on. There will be grass wal ks,

M. Betteredge, | pronise you, in ny garden. And as for the white
noss rose----"

"The de'il a bit ye'll get the white npbss rose to grow,
unl ess you bud himon the dogue-rose first,"” cried a voice
at the wi ndow.

We both turned round. There was the everlasting M. Begbie,

too eager for the controversy to wait any |longer at the gate.

The Sergeant wung nmy hand, and darted out into the court-yard,
hotter still on his side. "Ask himabout the npbss rose,

when he conmes back, and see if | have left hima leg to stand on!"
cried the great Cuff, hailing nme through the window in his turn.
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"Gentl enen, both!"™ | answered, noderating them again as | had
noder ated them once al ready.

In the matter of the nbss rose there is a great deal to be

said on both sides!" | mght as well (as the Irish say)

have whistled jigs to a mlestone. Away they went together
fighting the battle of the roses wi thout asking or giving
quarter on either side. The last |I saw of them M. Begbie

was shaking his obstinate head, and Sergeant Cuff had got

himby the armlike a prisoner in charge. Ah, well! well

I own | couldn't help liking the Sergeant--though |I hated him all
the tine.

Explain that state of mind, if you can. You will soon be rid, now, of ne
and ny contradictions. Wwen | have reported M. Franklin's departure,
the history of the Saturday's events will be finished at |ast.

And when | have next described certain strange things that happened

in the course of the new week, | shall have done ny 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 we shall enjoy ourselves on both sides a few pages
further on!

CHAPTER XXI I |

| had kept the pony chaise ready, in case M. Franklin persisted

in leaving us by the train that night. The appearance of the |uggage,
foll owed downstairs by M. Franklin hinself, informed ne plainly
enough that he had held firmto a resolution for once in his life.

"So you have really made up your mind, sir?" | said, as we nmet in the hall
"Why not wait a day or two longer, and give M ss Rachel another chance?"

The foreign varnish appeared to have all worn off M. Franklin,

now that the tine had come for saying good-bye. Instead of replying
to me in words, he put the letter which her |adyship had addressed
to himinto ny hand. The greater part of it said over again what
had been said already in the other comunication received by ne.

But there was a bit about M ss Rachel added at the end, which will
account for the steadiness of M. Franklin's determnation, if it
accounts for nothing el se.

"You will wonder, | dare say" (her |adyship wote), "at ny

all owi ng nmy own daughter to keep nme perfectly in the dark.

A Di anond worth twenty thousand pounds has been lost--and | am
left to infer that the nystery of its di sappearance is no nystery
to Rachel, and that sone inconprehensible obligation of silence
has been |l aid on her, by some person or persons utterly unknown

to me, with sone object in view at which | cannot even guess.

Is it conceivable that | should allow nmyself 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.
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| dare not approach the subject of the Monstone again unti
time has done sonething to quiet her. To help this end,

I have not hesitated to disnmiss the police-officer. The
mystery which baffles us, baffles himtoo. This is not a
matter in which any stranger can help us. He adds to what |
have to suffer; and he naddens Rachel if she only hears

hi s 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 nind
by a conpl ete change, partly to try what may be done by consulting

t he best nedical advice. Can | ask you to neet us in town?

My dear Franklin, you, in your way, nust inmtate ny patience,

and wait, as | do, for a fitter time. The valuable assistance

which you rendered to the inquiry after the lost jewel is still an
unpar doned offence, in the present dreadful state of Rachel's m nd
Moving blindfold in this matter, you have added to the burden

of anxi ety which she has had to bear, by innocently threatening

her secret with discovery, through your exertions. It is inpossible
for me to excuse the perversity that holds you responsible for
consequences which neither you nor | could imagine or foresee.

She is not to be reasoned with--she can only be pitied.

| amgrieved to have to say it, but for the present, you and Rache
are better apart. The only advice | can offer you is, to give

her time."

I handed the letter back, sincerely sorry for M. Franklin
for I knew how fond he was of my young | ady; and | saw
that her mother's account of her had cut himto the heart.
"You know the proverb, sir," was all | said to him

"When things are at the worst, they're sure to nend.
Things can't be nuch worse, M. Franklin, than they

are now. "

M. Franklin folded up his aunt's letter, w thout appearing to be nmuch
conforted by the remark which | had ventured on addressing to him

"When | canme here from London with that horrible D anond, "

he said, "I don't believe there was a happi er household in Engl and
than this. Look at the household now Scattered, disunited--

the very air of the place poisoned with nystery and suspi ci on

Do you renenber that norning at the Shivering Sand, when we

tal ked about my uncle Herncastle, and his birthday gift?

The Mbonstone has served the Col onel's vengeance, Betteredge, by neans
whi ch the Col onel hinself never dream of!"

Wth that he shook nme by the hand, and went out to the pony chai se.

| followed himdown the steps. It was very mserable to see himleaving
the ol d 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 himgood-bye. M. Franklin kissed her

I waved ny hand as nuch as to say, "You're heartily welcone, sir." Some of
the other femal e servants appeared, peeping after himround the corner
He was one of those nmen whomthe wonen all like. At the |ast nonent,
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| stopped the pony chai se, and begged as a favour that he would | et

us hear fromhimby letter. He didn't seemto heed what | said--

he was | ooking round fromone thing to another, taking a sort of farewel
of the old house and grounds. "Tell us where you are going to, sir!"

| said, holding on by the chaise, and trying to get at his future plans
in that way. M. Franklin pulled his hat down suddenly over his eyes.
"Goi ng?" says he, echoing the word after ne. "I amgoing to the devill!"

The pony started at the word, as if he had felt a Christian horror of it.

"God bless you, sir, go where you may!" was all | had tinme to say,
bef ore he was out of sight and hearing. A sweet and pl easant gentl eman!

Wth all his faults and follies, a sweet and pl easant gentleman! He left a

sad gap behind him when he left nmy |ady's house.

It was dull and dreary enough, when the | ong summer evening closed in,
on that Saturday night.

| kept nmy spirits fromsinking by sticking fast to ny pipe

and nmy ROBI NSON CRUSOE. The woren (excepting Penel ope)

beguiled the tine by tal king of Rosanna's suicide. They were al
obstinately of opinion that the poor girl had stolen the Monstone,
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 notive which was really

at the bottom of the suicide failed, oddly enough, just where

nmy young | ady's assertion of her innocence failed al so.

It left Rosanna's secret journey to Frizinghall, and Rosanna's
proceedings in the matter of the nightgown entirely unaccounted for
There was no use in pointing this out to Penel ope; the objection
made about as much inpression on her as a shower of rain

on a waterproof coat. The truth is, ny daughter inherits ny
superiority to reason--and, in respect to that acconplishnent,

has got a | ong way ahead of her own father

On the next day (Sunday), the close carriage, which had been kept
at M. Ablewhite's, cane back to us enpty. The coachnman brought
a nessage for nme, and witten instructions for ny lady's own neid
and for Penel ope.

The nmessage informed nme that ny mistress had determ ned to take

M ss Rachel to her house in London, on the Monday. The witten
instructions inforned the two maids of the clothing that was wanted,

and directed themto neet their nmistresses in town at a given hour

Most of the other servants were to follow M lady had found M ss Rache
so unwilling to return to the house, after what had happened in it,

that she had deci ded on going to London direct from Fri zi nghal |

I was to remain in the country, until further orders, to |look after

t hi ngs i ndoors and out. The servants left with ne were to be put on
board wages.

Bei ng rem nded, by all this, of what M. Franklin had said

about our being a scattered and di sunited household, ny mnd

was led naturally to M. Franklin hinmself. The nore | thought

of him the nore uneasy | felt about his future proceedings.

It ended in nmy witing, by the Sunday's post, to his father's valet,
M. Jeffco (whom | had known in former years) to beg he would

et me know what M. Franklin had settled to do, on arriving

i n London.
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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

regul arly,

once a week, in these islands--that is to say, we all anticipated bedtine,
and fell asleep in our chairs.

How t he Monday affected the rest of the household I don't know
The Monday gave ME a good shake up. The first of Sergeant Cuff's
propheci es of what was to happen--nanely, that | should hear from
the Yol | ands--came true on that day.

I had seen Penelope and ny lady's maid off in the railway with the | uggage
for London, and was pottering about the grounds, when | heard ny nanme call ed.
Turning round, | found nyself face to face with the fisherman's daughter

Li mpi ng Lucy. Bating her |lane foot and her | eanness (this last a horrid
draw back to a woman, in my opinion), the girl had sone pleasing qualities
in the eye of a man. A dark, keen, clever face, and a nice clear voice, and
a

beauti ful brown head of hair counted anong her nerits. A crutch appeared
inthe list of her msfortunes. And a tenper reckoned high in the sumtota
of her defects.

"Well, ny dear," | said, "what do you want with nme?"

"Where's the man you call Franklin Bl ake?" says the girl,
fixing m with a fierce | ook, as she rested herself on her crutch

"That's not a respectful way to speak of any gentl eman,"
I answered. "If you wish to inquire for ny lady's nephew,
you will please to nention himas MR Franklin Bl ake."

She linped a step nearer to ne, and | ooked as if she could have
eaten nme alive. "MR  Franklin Blake?" she repeated after ne.
"Murderer Franklin Blake would be a fitter nane for him"

My practice with the ate Ms. Betteredge cane in handy here.
Whenever a worman tries to put you out of tenper, turn the tables,
and put HER out of tenper instead. They are generally prepared
for every effort you can make in your own defence, but that.

One word does it as well as a hundred; and one word did it

with Linmping Lucy. | |ooked her pleasantly in the face;

and | said--"Pooh!"

The girl's tenper flanmed out directly. She poised herself on her sound foot,
and she took her crutch, and beat it furiously three tinmes on the ground.
"He's a nurderer! he's a nurderer! he's a murderer! He has been the death

of Rosanna Spearman!" She screaned that answer out at the top of her voice.
One or two of the people at work in the grounds near us |ooked up--

saw it was Linping Lucy--knew what to expect fromthat quarter--and | ooked
away again.

"He has been the death of Rosanna Spearman?" | repeated.
"What makes you say that, Lucy?"
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"What do you care? \What does any man care? OCh! if she had only thought
of the nen as | think, she m ght have been |iving now"

"She al ways thought kindly of Mg, poor soul," | said,;
"and, to the best of my ability, | always tried to act kindly
by HER "

| spoke those words in as conforting a manner as | could. The truth is,

I hadn't the heart to irritate the girl by another of ny smart replies.

I had only noticed her tenmper at first. | noticed her wetchedness now -
and wretchedness is not unconmonly insolent, you will find, in hunble life.
My answer melted Linping Lucy. She bent her head down, and laid it on the
top

of her crutch.

"I loved her," the girl said softly. "She had |ived a niserable life,
M. Betteredge--vile people had ill-treated her and | ed her wong--
and it hadn't spoiled her sweet tenper. She was an angel

She m ght have been happy with me. | had a plan for our going

to London together |ike sisters, and living by our needles.

That man cane here, and spoilt it all. He bew tched her

Don't tell nme he didn't nmean it, and didn't know it.

He ought to have known it. He ought to have taken pity on her
"I can't live without him-and, oh, Lucy, he never even | ooks
at me.' That's what she said. Cruel, cruel, cruel. | said,
"No man is worth fretting for in that way.' And she said,
"There are nmen worth dying for, Lucy, and he is one of them'

| had saved up a little nmoney. | had settled things with father
and nother. | meant to take her away fromthe nortification
she was suffering here. W should have had a little | odging
in London, and lived together |ike sisters. She had a

good education, sir, as you know, and she wwote a good hand.
She was quick at her needle. | have a good education, and
write a good hand. | amnot as quick at my needl e as she was--
but | could have done. W might have got our living nicely.
And, oh! what happens this norning? what happens this norning?
Her letter cones and tells me that she has done with the burden
of her life. Her letter conmes, and bids nme good-bye for ever.
VWere is he?" cries the girl, lifting her head from

the crutch, and flam ng out again through her tears.

"Where's this gentleman that | nmustn't speak of,

except with respect? Ha, M. Betteredge, the day is not far

of f when the poor will rise against the rich. | pray Heaven
they may begin with HHM | pray Heaven they may begin with
HM™"

Here was anot her of your average good Christians, and here was the usua

br eak-down, consequent on that same average Christianity being pushed

too far! The parson hinself (though | own this is saying a great deal)
could hardly have lectured the girl in the state she was in now.

Al | ventured to do was to keep her to the point--in the hope of sonething
turning up which mght be worth hearing.

"What do you want with M. Franklin Blake?" | asked.

"I want to see him"
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"For anything particul ar?"

"I have got a letter to give him"

"From Rosanna Spear man?"

"Yes."

"Sent to you in your own letter?"

"Yes."

Was the darkness going to lift? Wre all the discoveries that | was dying
to make, comi ng and offering thenselves to nme of their own accord?

I was obliged to wait a nonent. Sergeant Cuff had left his infection
behind him Certain signs and tokens, personal to nyself, warned ne that
the detective-fever was beginning to set in again.

"You can't see M. Franklin," | said.

"I must, and will, see him?"

"He went to London |ast night."

Li mpi ng Lucy | ooked ne hard in the face, and saw that | was speaking

the truth. Wthout a word nore, she turned about again instantly towards

Cobb' s Hol e.

"Stop!™ | said. "l expect news of M. Franklin Blake to-norrow.
G ve me your letter, and I'lIl send it on to himby the post.”

Li mpi ng Lucy steadi ed herself on her crutch and | ooked back at ne
over her shoul der.

"I amto give it fromny hands into his hands," she said.
"And | amto give it to himin no other way."
"Shall | wite, and tell himwhat you have sai d?"

"Tell himl hate him And you will tell himthe truth."
"Yes, yes. But about the letter?"
"If he wants the letter, he nust conme back here, and get it from Me."

Wth those words she |inped off on the way to Cobb's Hol e.

The detective-fever burnt up all ny dignity on the spot.

| followed her, and tried to nake her talk. All in vain.

It was ny misfortune to be a man--and Linping Lucy enjoyed

di sappointing me. Later in the day, | tried ny luck with her nother.
Good Ms. Yolland could only cry, and recommend a drop of confort
out of the Dutch bottle. | found the fisherman on the beach

He said it was "a bad job," and went on nending his net.

Nei t her father nor nother knew nmore than | knew. The one way |eft
to try was the chance, which mght cone with the norning, of writing
to M. Franklin Bl ake.
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| leave you to imagine how | watched for the postman on Tuesday norning.

He brought ne two letters. One, from Penel ope (which | had hardly patience
enough to read), announced that nmy |lady and M ss Rachel were safely
established in London. The other, from M. Jeffco, informed ne that his
master's son had | eft England al ready.

On reaching the netropolis, M. Franklin had, it appeared,

gone straight to his father's residence. He arrived at an awkward ti ne.
M. Bl ake, the elder, was up to his eyes in the business of the House

of Commons, and was amusing hinself at hone that night with the
favourite parlianentary plaything which they call "a private bill."

M. Jeffco hinself showed M. Franklin into his father's study.

"My dear Franklin! why do you surprise me in this way? Anything wong?"

"Yes; sonething wong with Rachel; | amdreadfully distressed
about it." "Grieved to hear it. But | can't listen to you now."
"When can you listen?" "M dear boy! | won't deceive you.

| can listen at the end of the session, not a nonent before.
Good-night." "Thank you, sir. Good-night."

Such was the conversation, inside the study, as reported to ne by
M. Jeffco. The conversation outside the study, was shorter still.
"Jeffco, see what tine the tidal train starts to-norrow norning."

"At six-forty, M. Franklin." "Have ne called at five."
"Goi ng abroad, sir?" "Going, Jeffco, wherever the railway chooses
to take ne." "Shall | tell your father, sir?" "Yes; tell himat the end

of the session."

The next morning M. Franklin had started for foreign parts.

To what particul ar place he was bound, nobody (hinself included)
could presune to guess. W nmight hear of himnext in Europe,
Asia, Africa, or Anerica. The chances were as equally divided
as possible, in M. Jeffco's opinion, anong the four quarters of
t he gl obe.

This news--by closing up all prospects of nmy bringing

Li mpi ng Lucy and M. Franklin together--at once stopped

any further progress of mne on the way to di scovery.

Penel ope's belief that her fellow servant had destroyed herself
t hrough unrequited |ove for M. Franklin Bl ake, was confirned--
and that was all. Whether the letter which Rosanna had | eft

to be given to himafter her death did, or did not, contain the
confession which M. Franklin had suspected her of trying

to make to himin her life-tine, it was inpossible to say.

It might be only a farewell word, telling nothing but the

secret of her unhappy fancy for a person beyond her reach

O it mght own the whole truth about the strange proceedings
in which Sergeant Cuff had detected her, fromthe tine when

t he Moonstone was lost, to the time when she rushed to her own
destruction at the Shivering Sand. A sealed letter it had been
pl aced in Linping Lucy's hand, and a sealed letter it renmmined
to me and to every one about the girl, her own parents included.
We all suspected her of having been in the dead wonan's confi dence;
we all tried to make her speak; we all failed. Now one,

and now anot her, of the servants--still holding to the belief

t hat Rosanna had stol en the Di anond and had hidden it--

peered and poked about the rocks to which she had been traced,
and peered and poked in vain. The tide ebbed, and the tide flowed;
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the sumrer went on, and the autumn cane. And the Quicksand,
whi ch hid her body, hid her secret too.

The news of M. Franklin's departure from Engl and on the Sunday norning,
and the news of ny lady's arrival in London with Mss Rachel on the
Monday afternoon, had reached ne, as you are aware, by the Tuesday's post.
The Wednesday cane, and brought nothing. The Thursday produced a second
budget of news from Penel ope.

My girl's letter informed ne that sone great London doctor

had been consulted about her young | ady, and had earned

a gui nea by remarking that she had better be anused.

Fl ower - shows, operas, balls--there was a whole round of gaieties
in prospect; and M ss Rachel, to her nother's astoni shment,
eagerly took to it all. M. CGodfrey had called; evidently as sweet
as ever on his cousin, in spite of the reception he had nme