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I first encountered The Moonstone as a teenager. I loved mystery stories, and I was immediately intrigued by this doorstopper of a novel, often described as the first detective novel written in English.

I was delighted to find that it’s a genuine page-turner: engaging, exciting, sometimes very funny, sometimes sad, and always entertaining. Be warned that there are also some dark moments, including a death by suicide. It’s told from the points of view of several different narrators, through a combination of written accounts, diary entries, letters and even a detective’s report. Each narrator has their own unique voice and each helps us to gradually unravel the tangled mystery.

It’s not difficult to see why The Moonstone has influenced so many other writers, and classic crime author Dorothy L. Sayers called it “probably the very finest detective story ever written”. It certainly influenced me, when I came to write my own mystery stories – in particular the second book of my Sinclair’s Mysteries series, The Jewelled Moth.

But there’s more to The Moonstone than a thrilling mystery. Wilkie Collins wasn’t afraid to be critical of Victorian society and the British Empire. After all, the events of the story are set in motion by an act of colonial theft. While fighting in India with the British Army, the “wicked Colonel” steals a precious diamond from a temple and unleashes a curse. When the diamond is stolen again later in the story, we see how this original crime has been repeated – and witness the consequences of the greed and violence of Empire. The Moonstone also points to the huge inequalities that existed between rich and poor – and those between men and women.

A potent drug, opium, plays an important role in this story. Opium was widely used in the Victorian era: it would have been available from any chemist for pain-relief, to help people sleep, or even as a children’s medicine. However, this drug was highly addictive and dangerous. Wilkie Collins himself became addicted to it, and he explores some of its effects in this story.

It wasn’t always easy revisiting The Moonstone to write this abridged version. There are many elements of this story that feel strange or troubling, including the language that is used to talk about people of different races, religions and cultures, and the way disabled people are represented. Some of these are reflections of widely held attitudes of the times. I thought hard about how to approach these aspects of the story.

Mostly, though, I had an enormous amount of fun immersing myself in the rich world of The Moonstone. If, like me, you love mysteries, it will give you a glimpse of the origins of today’s detective fiction. I hope you’ll be just as captivated as I was as you travel back in time, and journey from the wild and windswept Yorkshire coast, to the streets of London, and across the oceans to India, following the strange mystery of the diamond…
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This morning, Mr Franklin Blake came to see me.

“Mr Bruff and I have been talking, and we believe our strange family story of the Diamond should be put in writing,” he said. “We shall all write about the Moonstone in turn, beginning with how it first arrived at my aunt’s house. No one knows as much about that time as you, Betteredge – so you must start the story.”

Of course, I declared at first that I could not. But it is true that no one knows more than I about Lady Verinder and her family. Have I not been in her service since I was a lad of fifteen?

And though over seventy, I possess an active mind. I am a scholar in my own way, and I have read a heap of books in my time. (My particular favourite is Robinson Crusoe – it has been my friend in need when my spirits are bad, or I want advice. I have worn out six stout copies of it, and on my lady’s last birthday, she gave me a seventh – bound in blue, with a picture into the bargain!)

But how to start the story of the Diamond? I scratched my head over it, until my daughter Penelope said that I should set down what happened, day by day. She offered to help me with the dates, by looking at her diary. (Of course, I am not permitted to look at it.)

I shall begin two years ago, one morning in May 1848, when I was called to Lady Verinder’s sitting-room.

“Gabriel,” said my lady. “Here is news! Franklin Blake is home. He has been with his father in London, but he is coming to us tomorrow. He will stay for a month and help us celebrate Rachel’s birthday.”

If I had had a hat in my hand, I should have thrown it in the air! I had not seen Mr Franklin for many a year, but I remembered him as the nicest boy that ever spun a top or broke a window.

Mr Franklin was my lady’s nephew. He had lived with us for a time when he was a child, until his father had sent him abroad to be educated. Since then, he had wandered about in Germany, France and Italy, but he had never forgotten us. He wrote often – sometimes to my lady, sometimes to her daughter, Miss Rachel, and sometimes to me. We were great friends – indeed, before he left, he had borrowed from me seven shillings and sixpence (which I have not seen since and never expect to see again).

I knew that Mr Franklin was now twenty-five. He had no particular occupation: he wrote a little, painted a little, played a little music. He had lived here, there and everywhere; and wherever he went his lively, easy ways made him welcome. Now he was returning to us to celebrate Miss Rachel’s eighteenth birthday!

The next day was as fine a summer’s day as ever you saw. Not expecting Mr Franklin until later, Lady Verinder and Miss Rachel drove out to visit friends. Some time after they had gone, I was disturbed by a strange noise outside – a sound like the soft beating of a drum.

I hurried to the terrace. There I found three strange men looking up at the house. I thought them to be from India or some such place. They were dressed in white and had small hand-drums slung in front of them. With them was a little boy carrying a bag. One of the men greeted me with the most elegant good manners; he told me they were jugglers, and asked if they could perform for the lady of the house.

Now, I am all for amusement, and the last person in the world to distrust anyone. But the house was full of valuables, and their manners were so elegant, it made me suspicious. I told them that my lady was out, and asked them to leave – which they did, with all politeness.

Once they were gone, I sat down in a chair on the sunny side of the terrace and – to tell the truth – I fell into a doze. But I was soon roused by my daughter, Penelope, who is Miss Rachel’s maid. She came running out as if the house was on fire.

“Did you see those men – the jugglers?” she cried. “They know who is coming from London! Depend upon it, Father, they mean some mischief to Mr Franklin Blake!”

I opened my eyes and asked her to explain herself.

Penelope told me she had seen the strangers talking together as they walked away from the house. At first they had spoken in a language she did not understand, but then they began speaking in English.

One of the men told the boy to hold out his hand, and then poured something from a bottle into his palm – black stuff, like ink, Penelope said. The man touched the boy’s head, and made signs in the air. The boy became quite stiff, and stood like a statue, looking into the ink in the hollow of his hand.

“See the English gentleman from foreign parts,” said the man.

“I see him,” said the boy.

“Is it on the road to this house, and no other, that the English gentleman will travel today?”

“It is on the road to this house and no other that the English gentleman will travel today.”

“Has the English gentleman got ‘It’ about him?”

The boy answered, after a pause: “Yes.”

“Will the English gentleman come here, as promised, at the close of day?”

“I can’t tell. I am tired. The mist rises in my head. I can see no more today.”

With that, their extraordinary conversation ended. The man made a few more signs in the air, and then blew on the boy’s forehead, waking him up. After that they went on their way, and Penelope heard no more.

“Don’t you see? The English gentleman must be Mr Franklin!” exclaimed Penelope. “What if they mean him some harm?”

But to me it was perfectly clear that the jugglers had heard Mr Franklin talked of among the servants, and had seen a way to make a little money by it. No doubt they planned to hang about until my lady came home, and then foretell Mr Franklin’s arrival, as if by magic. Penelope had merely heard them rehearsing their hocus-pocus, like actors rehearsing a play.

This seemed the sensible view, though Penelope would not have it. But before we could say any more, we were disturbed by a rattling of plates and dishes in the servants’ hall: dinner was ready.

“Rosanna’s late for dinner again, and I’m sent to fetch her,” grumbled Nancy, the kitchen-maid. “All the hard work falls on my shoulders in this house!”

Rosanna Spearman was our second housemaid. I pitied her, for reasons you shall soon see.

“Go to your dinner, girls,” I said. “I shall fetch Rosanna.”

With that, I took my stick and set out for the Shivering Sand.
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Our house is high up on the Yorkshire coast, close by the sea. We have beautiful walks all around us, in every direction but one. This horrid walk leads through a plantation of firs to the loneliest and ugliest bay on our coast. Before two spits of rock lies the most unpleasant quicksand. At the turn of the tide, it seems to shiver and tremble, giving it the name of the Shivering Sand.

No boat ever ventures into this bay. No children come here to play. The very birds seem to avoid it. But for some reason, this desolate place was Rosanna’s favourite spot.

When I got to the beach, I saw her in the little straw bonnet she always wore. A plain grey cloak covered her shoulders, one of which was higher than the other. She was all alone, looking out at the sea. When I came up, she turned her head away, but I saw that she was crying.

I took out my handkerchief. “Tell me, my dear, what are you crying about?”

“The years that are gone, Mr Betteredge. My past life comes back to me sometimes.”

Here I must explain Rosanna’s story. She was a new servant in our household. She had once been a thief and had been in prison. When she was released, she was sent to an institution that helped girls like her back into society. There Lady Verinder found her – a poor girl, with a most miserable history, who now needed a chance to prove herself.

Of course, my lady said: “She shall have her chance!” The next week, Rosanna entered our household.

Not a soul was told her story, except Miss Rachel and me. Rosanna had her wages and privileges just like the other servants – and now and then a friendly word from my lady, to encourage her. Rosanna worked hard, but somehow she failed to make friends. She had strange, solitary habits – like walking to the Shivering Sand alone.

“Your past life is all sponged out, my dear. Try to forget it and come along to your dinner,” I told her now.

I held out my hand and she gave it a little squeeze. “You’re very kind, but I don’t want any dinner. Let me stay here a little longer.”

“What is it you like about this miserable place?” I asked, puzzled.

“Something draws me to it,” she said quietly. “Sometimes I think my grave is waiting for me here.”

I shook my head. “There’s roast mutton and suet pudding waiting for you, my girl. This is what comes of thinking on an empty stomach!”

But Rosanna didn’t seem to hear me. She was looking down at the quicksand. The tide was on the turn, and the horrid sand was beginning to quiver.

“Look, Mr Betteredge!” she cried. “Isn’t it wonderful? Isn’t it terrible? Throw a stone in, and let’s see the sand suck it down!”

Before I could reply, I heard a voice shouting. “Betteredge! Where are you?”

“Here!” I called in return.

Rosanna looked towards the voice, and I saw a sudden change in her. She turned a beautiful red, and brightened all over with a kind of breathless surprise.

Coming out to us from among the sandhills was a bright-eyed young gentleman, with a rose in his buttonhole and a smile on his face. When he reached us, he gave me a hug that fairly squeezed my breath from my body.

“Dear old Betteredge!” he cried. “I owe you seven and sixpence!”

Lord bless us! It was Mr Franklin – a good four hours earlier than expected!

“Welcome back to the old place, Mr Franklin!” I said.

Rosanna was blushing a deeper red than ever, then she turned and left suddenly, without saying a word.

“That’s an odd girl,” said Mr Franklin. “I wonder what she sees in me to surprise her?”

Neither of us had the ghost of an idea of what Rosanna’s strange behaviour really meant.

“I am glad we are alone, for I have something to say to you,” said Mr Franklin. “I suspect, Betteredge, that I have been followed and watched in London. I travelled by the morning rather than the afternoon train, because I wanted to give them the slip.”

“But who is watching you, sir, and why?” I asked in surprise.

“Tell me about the jugglers you have had here today,” said Mr Franklin, without answering me. “I heard of them at the house just now. It’s possible my stranger and your jugglers may be pieces of the same puzzle.”

He lit a cigar and sat smoking it while I told him Penelope’s story.

“‘Has the English gentleman got “It” about him?’” he repeated thoughtfully. He took a little package out of his pocket. “I suspect that ‘It’ is this – my Uncle Herncastle’s famous Diamond.”

“Good Lord, sir!” I broke out. “How do you come to have the wicked Colonel’s Diamond?”

“The wicked Colonel left it as a birthday present to Rachel, and I have been charged to bring it to her,” said Mr Franklin.

You will be wondering whom we were speaking of, and why we called him wicked. I will explain. Lady Verinder had two brothers: Arthur, the elder, who was Mr Franklin’s father; and John, the younger, who was a colonel in the army – and, I believe, one of the most dishonourable men that ever lived. He was in India with the British Army, where he was part of an attack on the city of Seringapatam. Under cover of battle, he stole a sacred gem from a Hindu shrine – a great yellow Diamond, known as the Moonstone.

This was only one of his foul deeds. His reputation was so bad that when he returned to England, his family refused to have anything to do with him. He led a solitary, underground life: I only saw him once myself, when he came unexpectedly to my lady’s house in London, on the night of Miss Rachel’s sixteenth birthday.

“Tell my sister that I have called to wish my niece a happy birthday,” he said to me, looking wild and wicked.

Of course, my lady would not see him. When I told him so, his glittering eyes settled on me, and he gave a soft, chuckling laugh. “Thank you, Betteredge. I shall remember my niece’s birthday.” With that, he turned and left.

When Miss Rachel’s next birthday came round, we heard the Colonel was ill. Six months later, he was dead.

All this was in my mind, as Mr Franklin went on now.

“Mr Bruff, the family lawyer, drew up the Colonel’s will before he died. It was quite simple, except for one thing: the Diamond, which he wished to leave to my cousin Rachel.”

“And it truly is a diamond? Not merely some wretched crystal he picked up somewhere?”

Mr Franklin nodded gravely. “After his death, it was valued. The jewellers confirmed it is one of the largest and most valuable diamonds in the world. The Colonel kept it locked in a bank vault, for he believed that the priests from the shrine would kill him to get it back. To protect himself, he made it known that if he were to die by violent means, the Moonstone would be sent in secret to a diamond-cutter in Amsterdam, who would immediately divide it into several stones.”

“But why should cutting up the Diamond matter?” I asked. “The separate stones would be worth just as much, I am sure.”

“Likely they would be worth even more,” agreed Mr Franklin. “But money would mean nothing to the priests. For them, the Moonstone is a sacred jewel.”

“And now the Colonel has left this Diamond to his niece, Miss Rachel?” I asked in wonder.

“Yes. According to his will, the Moonstone is a token of forgiveness. He claimed he forgave his sister on his deathbed for having closed the door of her house against him. But I fear that he died with revenge in his heart – and purposely left trouble and danger to his family, in the shape of this jewel.”

He sat twisting the little package in his fingers, while I stared hard and thought again of the Colonel’s last words to me: “I shall remember my niece’s birthday.”

“I was not very willing, when I heard the story, to bring the Moonstone here,” Mr Franklin continued. “But Mr Bruff said someone must deliver it. Then, when I went to collect the jewel from the bank, I fancied I was being followed in the street by a stranger. I saw him again this morning, but gave him the slip and took an early train. And what is the news that meets me here? Three strangers – Indian strangers – have been at the house, and my arrival from London is of special interest to them.”

Mr Franklin and I looked at each other, and then at the tide – oozing higher and higher over the Shivering Sand. His words frightened me. If he was right, here was our quiet house invaded by a cursed Diamond, bringing with it a conspiracy set loose by the vengeance of a dead man!

“But if all this is true, then why did he leave the Diamond to Rachel?” Mr Franklin puzzled. “If he wished to revenge himself on Lady Verinder, why not leave it to her?”

“Colonel Herncastle knew his sister well enough to know she would refuse any legacy from him,” I said. “But what young lady could resist such a birthday present?”

“Of course, I may be wrong. I may be doing my uncle an injustice,” said Mr Franklin. “Should I tell my aunt my fears? I don’t want to worry her needlessly.”

I thought for a moment. “We have four weeks until Miss Rachel’s birthday. Let’s see what happens in that time. Until then, you can put the Diamond in the bank at Frizinghall.” (Frizinghall was our nearest town, and the Bank of England was no safer than the bank there.) “You could ride straight there with it now, before the ladies come back,” I suggested.

The prospect of doing something cheered Mr Franklin no end. He sprang to his feet. “Betteredge, you are worth your weight in gold!”

We had our fleetest horse saddled in a hurry, and Mr Franklin rattled off to the bank. When I heard the last of the horse’s hoofs on the drive, and found myself alone again, I felt half inclined to wonder if I hadn’t woken up from a dream.

[image: ]

No sooner was I back in my own room than in came Penelope, wanting to know what was the matter with Rosanna. After leaving me and Mr Franklin at the Shivering Sand, it seemed that she had been in a strange state of mind. She had been merry without reason, and sad without reason – and she had asked hundreds of questions about our visitor.

“There’s only one explanation,” said Penelope. “Rosanna has fallen in love with Mr Franklin!”

Well, you have heard of beautiful young ladies falling in love at first sight – but a housemaid, falling in love with a gentleman who visits her mistress’s house? I laughed until tears rolled down my cheeks.

Penelope did not see the humour in it. “I never knew you cruel before, Father!” she said.

Her words fell on me like a splash of cold water, but poor Rosanna was all too soon forgotten when Lady Verinder, Miss Rachel and Mr Franklin all returned.

They were delighted to see one another. Penelope told me she had never seen Miss Rachel so bright and pretty as when she ran down to meet Mr Franklin. Later that evening, we heard them singing and playing the piano together. Later still, I saw Mr Franklin in the smoking-room, and found that Miss Rachel had put all thoughts of the Diamond clean out of his head.

“She’s the most charming girl I have seen since I came back to England!” was all I could extract from him.

But I could not forget the Moonstone.

Towards midnight, I stepped out onto the terrace for a breath of fresh air. The night was still and close; the moon was full; and I could hear, very faint and low, the sound of the sea. The moonlight fell upon the gravel walk that ran along the side of the house – and I suddenly saw there the shadow of a person.

Before I could move, I heard feet retreating in a hurry. By the time I had reached the corner of the house, the trespassers had run into the shrubbery and away.

If I had been forty years younger, I should have run after them. As it was, I called for Samuel, the footman, to help me check all around the house.

We found no one lurking. But on the gravel walk where I had seen the shadow, I noticed a little bright object, lying under the light of the moon. Picking it up, I saw it was a small bottle, containing a thick liquid as black as ink.

I said nothing to Samuel, but I remembered Penelope’s story. I suspected that I had disturbed the three strangers, lurking about the house, trying to discover the whereabouts of the Diamond.
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The next few weeks passed quietly and pleasantly.

Miss Rachel and Mr Franklin kept themselves busy making a mess. It seemed that Mr Franklin dabbled in what he called “decorative painting” and had invented some new mixture. What it was made of, I don’t know, but I can tell you it stank! Together he and Miss Rachel set to work decorating her little sitting-room. They began with the inside of the door. Mr Franklin scraped all the nice varnish off, and Miss Rachel began to cover the surface with patterns: griffins, birds, flowers, cupids and the like. It was slow work and dirty to deal with, but they never seemed to tire of it. When they were not riding, or eating or singing songs, they were there, with their heads together, as busy as bees spoiling the panelling of the door.

Seeing how much they enjoyed each other’s company, the servants began to speculate, and Penelope said there would soon be a wedding in the house. She made much of Mr Franklin giving up smoking cigars, just because Miss Rachel said she hated the smell.

The peace was disturbed a few days later, when a gentleman with a foreign accent came to the house and asked to see Mr Franklin. After he had gone, Miss Rachel was reported to have said severe things to Mr Franklin – and on that day, there was no decorating work on the door. I suspected some imprudence in foreign parts had followed him to England, but that was guesswork, for not only Mr Franklin but also my lady kept me in the dark.

After a day or two, the cloud passed. Miss Rachel and Mr Franklin were as good friends as ever, and returned to their decorating. The servants once more began to predict there would be a wedding before the summer was over. But I was not so sure, for I believed there was another gentleman in Miss Rachel’s good graces, as you shall presently see.

At about this time, Rosanna was puzzling me. She ate little, and her eyes showed signs of crying. Penelope’s notion that she had fallen in love with Mr Franklin seemed as absurd to me as ever, but there was no doubt she put herself constantly in his way – though he took about as much notice of her as he took of the cat.

When I spoke to her about it, Rosanna was not over-respectful. My lady noticed, and I tried to protect Rosanna by suggesting that she was out of health. It ended in the doctor being called. He recommended a change of air, and my lady kindly offered to send Rosanna to one of our farms inland. But Rosanna begged to be allowed to stay – and in an evil hour, I advised my lady to let her remain.

As events proved, this was the worst advice I could have given. If I could have looked into the future, I would have taken Rosanna out of the house then, with my own hand.

We have now arrived at the day of Miss Rachel’s birthday. After breakfast, Mr Franklin and I discussed the Moonstone. As nothing further had happened, and nothing could change Mr Franklin’s obligation to put the jewel into his cousin’s hands, we agreed he would ride to Frizinghall and bring the Diamond back.

On the way home he would be joined by Mr Godfrey Ablewhite, another cousin of Mr Franklin and Miss Rachel, who was to stay with us for a few days. With him would be his two sisters, the Miss Ablewhites, who would be joining us for dinner that night.

The Ablewhites were a worthy family, respected in the neighbourhood. They lived in a fine house outside Frizinghall. Mr Godfrey, the second son, was a London gentleman – a barrister by profession, who did Good Works in his spare time. Ladies’ charities could not do without him: wherever there was a table with a committee sitting around it, there was Mr Godfrey! He was fine-looking and tall with a smooth, round face and flaxen hair. This was the fortunate man on whom I believed Miss Rachel’s heart to be set. And with all his brightness and cleverness and good qualities, what chance had Mr Franklin against him?

Mr Franklin and Miss Rachel spent a busy, happy morning together working on the everlasting business of the door. It was three o’clock before they took off their aprons, but they had finished their painting at last. (The griffins, cupids and so on were, I must admit, most beautiful to behold.)

Mr Franklin snatched a morsel of lunch and rode off to Frizinghall. It was not very long before he returned with our guests in a clatter of horses’ hoofs.

Mr Godfrey shook hands with me, and was most politely glad to see his old friend Betteredge, yet he did not seem to be in his usual good spirits. There was a sort of cloud over him which I couldn’t explain.

But his sisters were cheerful enough for twenty. They were tall, yellow-haired, rosy lasses, bursting with health and spirits. I declare they bounced as though they were made of rubber! Everything they said began with a large O; everything they did was done with a bang; and they giggled and screamed on the smallest provocation. Bouncers – that’s what I called them.

Crossing the hall shortly after they arrived, I was brought to a standstill by a sudden outbreak of screaming. I rushed into the drawing-room to see Miss Rachel, standing like a person fascinated, with the Colonel’s unlucky Diamond in her hand. On either side of her knelt the Bouncers, devouring the jewel with their eyes and shrieking in excitement. Mr Godfrey clapped his hands like a large child, singing out softly, “Exquisite! Exquisite!”

“Look, Gabriel!” said Miss Rachel, flashing the jewel before my eyes.

The Diamond was as large as a plover’s egg. Moony light seemed to stream from it. It was as unfathomable as the heavens themselves, this jewel that you could hold between your finger and thumb. I burst out with as large an O as the Bouncers themselves – I could not help it.

But Mr Franklin was tugging at his moustache, and my lady looked anxious. There was no time to speak with them, for it was almost time for the birthday dinner.

I hurried to my room and into my white waistcoat, and then Penelope came in to brush what little hair I had got left.

My girl was in high spirits. She gave me a kiss on top of my bald head and whispered: “News for you, Father! Miss Rachel has refused to marry the ladies’ committee-man! A nasty, sly fellow – I hate him for trying to supplant Mr Franklin!”

If I had had breath enough, I should have protested at this way of speaking. But my daughter was improving the tie of my cravat at that moment, and I never was more nearly strangled in my life.

“I saw them go into the rose garden,” reported Penelope. “They went out arm in arm, laughing. They came back walking separately, as grave as grave, looking straight away from each other. It’s as clear as can be! I told you all along, Father – Mr Franklin’s the man.”

Before I could reply, we heard carriage wheels outside. The first dinner guests had arrived. Penelope ran off, and I put on my coat and went down to announce them.

Including the family, there were twenty-four to dinner. There is no need to worry you with a list of all the guests – I will only mention two, who sat on either side of Miss Rachel. On her left was Mr Candy, our doctor at Frizinghall: a pleasant little man who was rather too fond of his own jokes. On her right was the celebrated traveller Mr Murthwaite: a long, lean, silent person, with a weary look and an attentive eye.

Miss Rachel was wearing her wonderful birthday present, the Moonstone. Mr Franklin had contrived, with a bit of silver wire, to fix it as a brooch onto her white dress.

Everyone admired the gem, but the only one who said anything unusual about it was Mr Murthwaite.

After looking at it silently for a long time, he said: “If you ever go to India, Miss Verinder, don’t take your uncle’s gift with you. I know a certain city where the people would stop at nothing to get it back.”

The Bouncers dropped their knives and forks with a crash and burst out: “O! How interesting!”

But my lady fidgeted in her chair, and changed the subject at once.

I was becoming aware that the evening was not prospering. Looking back, I am half inclined to think that the cursed Diamond had cast a blight on the company. There were gaps of silence in the talk, and when they did speak, people said the most unlucky things. Mr Godfrey was quiet – perhaps sulking after what had happened in the rose garden. As for Mr Franklin, he soon fell into an argument with the doctor.

It began with Mr Franklin saying he had been sleeping badly at night. Mr Candy said that his nerves were out of order, and he ought to take some medicine. Mr Franklin was dismissive, ridiculing doctors and their medicines, and they were soon arguing, until both of them got quite hot. My lady had to interfere, and forbid them from saying any more.

Altogether, there was a miserable lack of life and sparkle in the occasion. It was a relief when dinner came to an end.

Just as the ladies were getting up from the table, there came a noise from the terrace. Mr Franklin and I glanced at each other, and I recognized the soft sound of a drum. Here were the jugglers returning to us with the return of the Moonstone to the house!

I hobbled out to warn them off, but the Bouncers were before me. They whizzed over like a couple of skyrockets, wild to see the jugglers exhibit their tricks. The other ladies and gentlemen followed.

Mr Franklin got on one side of Rachel, and I put myself behind her as she stood there, innocently showing the Diamond pinned to her dress.

I cannot recall what tricks the jugglers performed. But I do remember Mr Murthwaite stepping forward and speaking to them quietly in their own language.

At first the men looked shocked, but a moment later, they were bowing and smiling in the politest way. The chief juggler bowed to my lady, and said that the exhibition was over. The little boy went round with a hat to gather coins, and then the ladies and gentlemen returned to the drawing-room.

After I had seen the jugglers off the grounds, I walked back to the house through the shrubbery, where I found Mr Franklin and Mr Murthwaite walking up and down among the trees.

“This is Gabriel Betteredge, the old servant and family friend I spoke of,” said Mr Franklin to Mr Murthwaite. “Tell him what you have just told me.”

Mr Murthwaite leaned in his weary way against the trunk of a tree. “Those men are no more jugglers than you or I,” he said shortly. “Unless I am mistaken, they are Hindu priests, travelling in disguise. Mr Blake has told me a little of the story of the Diamond, and I am sure that those men are determined to restore it to its rightful place.” He turned to Mr Franklin. “You have been very lucky. I believe they would have taken your life to get their Diamond back, if you had given them the chance.”

“And now they have seen the Moonstone on Rachel’s dress!” exclaimed Mr Franklin. “We must speak to Lady Verinder in the morning.”

“But what about tonight?” I asked anxiously. “Suppose they come back?”

“They won’t risk it,” said Mr Murthwaite. “They will be careful. They won’t want even the slightest mistake to prevent them from regaining their Diamond.”

As we returned to the house, I saw that the sky was clouding over. I went to my room and sat down, wondering what was to be done.

After a short while, Penelope came in with a report from the drawing-room. She had seen the Bouncers at the piano, singing a duet; she had observed my lady make mistakes in her card game for the first time in all her experience of her; and she had seen the great traveller Mr Murthwaite fall asleep in the corner. She had seen Miss Rachel glancing at Mr Franklin in a way that no intelligent lady’s maid could possibly mistake. Finally, Mr Candy, the doctor, had mysteriously disappeared, then reappeared and entered into conversation with Mr Godfrey.

It seemed that things were going better than at dinner. But I still felt fidgety, and after Penelope had gone, I checked all around the grounds, taking one of the dogs with me. We discovered no human creature lurking anywhere.

With the arrival of the carriages came the rain. It poured as if it meant to pour all night. Except for the doctor, the company went home snugly, in closed carriages. I told Mr Candy I was afraid he would get wet through, but he told me that a doctor’s skin was waterproof, and he rode away in the rain laughing at his own joke.
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When the last of the guests had gone, my lady looked at the jewel, and asked Miss Rachel where she would keep it that night.

“In the cabinet in my sitting-room,” Miss Rachel declared.

“My dear! Your cabinet has no lock! Why not let me keep the Diamond for you?”

But Miss Rachel responded in the way she might once have responded to the idea of parting from a new doll. Her mother said goodnight and left us – thinking her own thoughts, and not looking best pleased with the direction they were leading.

After Miss Rachel had gone upstairs too, Mr Franklin drew me aside. “I think you should let the dogs loose tonight. We’ll see what is to be done in the morning.”

He looked so worn and pale that I advised him to have a drop of brandy and water as a nightcap. Mr Godfrey agreed, and encouraged him in the friendliest manner to take something to help him sleep.

After I had brought the brandy and water and the two gentlemen had gone upstairs, I went out and unbuckled the dogs’ collars. The rain poured heavily as I shut up the house. All was safe and secure when I rested my old bones in bed, sometime after midnight.

But the worries of the day had been too much for me. It was sunrise before I fell asleep. All the time I lay awake, not a sound stirred but the splash of the rain and the sighing of wind among the trees.

At about half past seven, I woke and opened my window to a fine, sunshiny day. The clock had struck eight and I was going downstairs, when I heard a sudden whisking of petticoats behind me.

Penelope came flying down. “Father!” she cried. “The Diamond is gone!”

She dragged me into our young lady’s sitting-room. There stood Miss Rachel, her face as white as her dressing-gown. The cabinet was open, and one of the drawers was pulled out as far as it would go.

It was quite empty.

The news ran through the house like fire. My lady went straight to Miss Rachel, who had withdrawn to her room and shut the door; Mr Godfrey held up his hands in bewilderment; the servants were in uproar; and Mr Franklin, whose clear head I had counted on, seemed as helpless as everyone else. He had had a good night’s rest at last, and the luxury of sleep seemed to have stupefied him. However, when he had swallowed his cup of coffee, his brain brightened, and he took over the matter.

He searched the sitting-room to be sure that the Diamond had not accidentally dropped somewhere out of sight. He questioned Penelope, who assured him she had seen Miss Rachel put it in the drawer last night. While they were talking, my mistress came in, puzzled and upset.

“The loss of the Diamond seems to have overwhelmed Rachel. She will hardly speak of it, even to me. I suppose I must send for the police.”

“And the first thing the police must do is lay hands on the jugglers who performed here last night. After all that Mr Murthwaite told us last night, there can surely be no doubt that they have stolen the Diamond back,” said Mr Franklin. “I will ride to Frizinghall at once.”

He went to the stables, while the rest of us had breakfast. (Whatever happens in your house, robbery or murder, you must have your breakfast.)

All the while, I was wondering how the jugglers could have got into the house. It was possible one of them might have slipped in while our guests were leaving, and hidden until the house was quiet. But how could the thief get out, with the front door locked and bolted, and the windows fast? And how had they escaped the dogs?

Being a woman of courage, my lady was more worried about her daughter than the prospect of thieves. “I have never in all my experience seen Rachel so strange as she is now! Who would have thought that horrible Diamond could have laid such a hold on her, in so short a time?”

It was certainly strange. Miss Rachel was nothing like so mad on trinkets as most young ladies. Yet here she was, locked up inconsolably in her bedroom!

She was not the only one thrown out of the regular groove. The servants were whispering together in corners. Mr Godfrey seemed at a loss. I myself was fidgety and ill-natured. The wretched Moonstone had turned us all upside down.

Just before eleven, Mr Franklin returned with astonishing news. The jugglers were innocent beyond any doubt! All three men and the boy had been seen returning to town the previous night, between ten and eleven o’clock. Later still, at midnight, the police had reason to search their lodgings, and had seen them all again. It was around this time that I had shut up our house.

If the jugglers were innocent, then who in the name of wonder had taken the Moonstone?

Ten minutes later, Superintendent Seegrave of the local police arrived to find out. He was a most comforting officer – tall and portly, with a commanding voice, a resolute eye and a grand frock-coat. Going round the house, he concluded that no thieves had broken in from the outside, so the robbery must have been committed by some person inside. He posted one of his men on the staircase that led to the servants’ bedrooms, with instructions to let no one pass.

Of course, when they heard this, the servants became agitated. They rushed upstairs to Miss Rachel’s room, where the superintendent was investigating, demanding to know which of them he suspected. The cook looked as if she could grill him alive!

“Go downstairs, every one of you! I won’t have you here!” said the superintendent. He pointed to a little smear of the decorative painting on Miss Rachel’s door. “Look what mischief your petticoats have done already!”

Rosanna, who was nearest, slipped off to her work, and the rest followed, except for Penelope, who the superintendent kept behind to question. He was sharp and suspicious with her, and she fired up instantly. But once I had smoothed her down, she told him that she had seen Miss Rachel put the Diamond in her drawer last thing at night, and she had gone in at eight the next morning to find the drawer open, and empty. Then she had run to find me – and that was the end of my daughter’s evidence.

Next the superintendent asked to see Miss Rachel. But to my astonishment, she refused to see him.

“I have nothing to tell the policeman,” she declared. “Where is Mr Franklin Blake?”

“He is on the terrace, miss,” I answered.

Pale as death and wrapped strangely in her own thoughts, she went downstairs.

For the life of me, I couldn’t help looking out of the window to see what happened. I saw Miss Rachel go out onto the terrace and straight to Mr Franklin. She only spoke a few words, but what she said seemed to astonish him beyond all power of expression. Then she turned suddenly and went back inside.

A moment later, she came up to her bedroom again, with fierce eyes and flaming cheeks.

Mr Superintendent tried to stop her, but she turned on him. “I have not sent for you! I don’t want you!” she cried. “My Diamond is lost – neither you, nor anybody else, will ever find it!”

With those words, she went into her room and locked the door in our faces. We heard her burst into tears.

What did it all mean? Why, having lost her Diamond, should Miss Rachel object to the presence of people who were trying to recover it? And how in heaven’s name could she know that the Moonstone would never be found again?

With no help from Miss Rachel, the superintendent began questioning the servants – most of whom proved to have nothing to say, and said it at great length.

I went to the library to find Mr Franklin. But just as my hand was on the door, it was opened from the inside, and out walked Rosanna.

“What do you want in the library at this time of day?” I asked her in surprise.

“Mr Franklin dropped one of his rings, and I have been to give it back to him,” she replied – and walked away with a toss of her head and a look of self-importance I could not account for.

In the library I found Mr Franklin writing at the table.

“That police officer is of no earthly use. We must have a cleverer head to help us solve this. I will go to Frizinghall and send a telegram to London directly.” He dropped his voice. “Betteredge, I am concerned about Rosanna Spearman. She came in just now and stood looking at me in the oddest manner. ‘They will never find the Diamond, sir, will they?’ she said. ‘No! Nor the person who took it – I’ll answer for that!’ And she actually nodded and smiled at me. What do you suppose she meant?”

“She’s only being foolish,” I said quickly. “There’s always some who look on the gloomy side.”

Mr Franklin seemed relieved. But I was not, and on my way to order the pony-chaise for him, I looked for Rosanna in the servants’ hall. She was not there: it seemed she had been taken ill, and had gone to her room to lie down, though she had looked well enough when I saw her.

“Keep about the house, Betteredge, until I come back,” said Mr Franklin as he climbed into the chaise. “This is more than a matter of a stolen jewel. It’s a matter of quieting Rachel’s mind – I am very uneasy about her.”

After he left, I planned to speak with Rosanna, but there was no opportunity for she did not come down to tea.

The day wore to its end. Miss Rachel kept to her room; my lady was in low spirits about her daughter; and the servants, feeling themselves under suspicion, looked sour. As for me, I hadn’t even heart enough to open Robinson Crusoe.
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The next morning brought two pieces of news. One related to Mr Candy, the doctor. Most unfortunately, he had caught a chill driving home in the rain on the birthday night, and come down with a fever.

The other came in the shape of a telegram, informing us that a Sergeant Cuff would be arriving from London by the morning train.

Mr Franklin brightened at the name. “If half the stories I have heard are true, there’s no better man in England for unravelling a mystery!”

My first sight of the great detective was not encouraging. He was a grizzled elderly man with a face as sharp as a hatchet. His eyes, of a steely light grey, were disconcerting.

He might have been a parson, or an undertaker, or anything you like, except what he really was.

Superintendent Seegrave and Sergeant Cuff spent a long time talking. Then the sergeant asked to see Miss Rachel’s sitting-room. He went softly all over it, asking questions. When he came to the decorated door, he laid one lean, inquiring finger on the small smear.

“How did this happen?”

The superintendent explained that the servants had crowded into the room on the previous morning, and that some of the women’s petticoats had done the mischief.

“I ordered them out before they did any more harm,” he said.

“Did you notice which petticoat did it?” the sergeant asked.

The Superintendent was taken aback. “Why – no. It was a mere trifle!”

Sergeant Cuff looked at him in a quietly expecting way. “I investigated another case last week. At one end was a murder, and at the other was a spot of ink on a tablecloth that nobody could account for. In all my experience, Superintendent, I have never met with such a thing as a trifle. Before we go any further, we must see the petticoat which made that smear – and we must know when the paint was wet.” He turned to me. “What time were the servants in this room yesterday? Eleven o’clock? Is there anyone in the house who would know whether the paint was wet or dry?”

I called for Mr Franklin, who grasped at once what the sergeant wanted to know. “The mixture for the door dries in twelve hours,” he explained. “That was the last part to be finished, and we completed it at about three o’clock on Wednesday afternoon.”

“Let us reckon back,” said Sergeant Cuff. “Today is Friday. The painting was completed on Wednesday afternoon at three. It dried in twelve hours, so by three o’clock on Thursday morning. The paint had been eight hours dry, Mr Superintendent, when you supposed the petticoats smeared it.” He turned back to Mr Franklin. “It’s quite possible, sir, that you have put an important clue into our hands.”

As he spoke, the bedroom door opened and Miss Rachel came out. She spoke to the sergeant, without seeming to notice that he was a perfect stranger to her.

“Did you say that he had put a clue into your hands?” she asked, pointing to Mr Franklin.

(“This is Miss Verinder,” I whispered to the sergeant.)

“It is possible, miss,” said the sergeant, his steely eyes searching her face.

“Are you another police officer?”

“I am Sergeant Cuff, miss, of the Detective Police.”

“Then I advise you to do your duty by yourself and don’t allow Mr Franklin Blake to help you!” She spoke so spitefully and savagely that I was ashamed of her for the first time in my life.

The sergeant’s eyes did not flicker.

“There is a smear on the painting of the door here,” he said. “Do you know when it was done? Or who did it?”

“I know nothing about the smear,” said Miss Rachel – and shut herself up in her bedroom once more.

“I told you I was uneasy about her,” Mr Franklin whispered to me, looking even more distressed than I felt. “Now you see why.”

“Miss Verinder appears to be a little out of temper about the loss of her jewel,” said the sergeant. “It’s natural enough. Let us go on with business. The next thing is to discover the last time the paint was seen without the smear.”

I got up to fetch Penelope, but first, Sergeant Cuff drew me aside.

“It’s clear that the superintendent has set all the servants’ backs up. Tell your daughter and the others that I want nothing more from them than their help to find the Diamond – and they may whisk in and out of their bedrooms as much as they like.”

“That will smooth them down, sir,” I said gratefully.

The sergeant seemed to approve of Penelope – and I will say that she gave her evidence very nicely. She had left the room at midnight, when she had heard the clock chiming. There had been no smear on the door, and she had been careful not to touch it on the way out, as she knew the paint was wet. She fetched the dress she had been wearing, and the skirts were examined (a long job, given the size of them) and not the ghost of a paint stain was discovered. Putting together Penelope’s evidence with Mr Franklin’s, it was clear that someone had been in the room and smeared the paint between midnight and three o’clock on Thursday morning.

“Your trifle, Superintendent, has grown a little in importance,” said the sergeant. “Now we must find an article of dress with a smear of paint on it. I’ll investigate this myself, and keep you no longer from your regular business.”

The superintendent got up. “There is such a thing, Sergeant, as making a mountain of a molehill,” he said in a dignified manner – and went out with his nose in the air.

After he had gone, Sergeant Cuff went over to the window and stood with his hands in his pockets, whistling.

“Can you guess yet,” asked Mr Franklin, “who has stolen the Diamond?”

“Nobody has stolen the Diamond,” answered Sergeant Cuff.
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Mr Franklin and I begged the sergeant to tell us what he meant. But all he would say was: “Wait a little. The pieces of the puzzle are not all there yet.”

Next he asked to see Lady Verinder. He quickly explained about the smear of paint.

“I need to discover the stained dress, your ladyship. The other officer has done great harm by letting the servants feel he suspected them. I won’t do that again – but at the same time, their wardrobes do need to be searched.”

“I won’t permit them to be treated like thieves,” said my lady at once. (There was a woman in ten thousand!)

“I have a plan to meet that difficulty,” said the sergeant. “If your ladyship consents, I will tell them I am going to examine the wardrobes of everybody in the house – from your ladyship downwards – who slept in the house on Wednesday.”

I saw the sense in that, and my lady did too. “You shall speak to them with the keys of my wardrobe in your hand,” she promised.

“Shall we not first make sure the other ladies and gentlemen in the house agree?” said the sergeant.

“The only other lady in the house is Miss Verinder,” said my mistress in surprise. “And the only gentlemen are Mr Franklin and Mr Ablewhite. You need not fear any of them will refuse!”

Just then, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite himself knocked on the door. He had come to say goodbye, for he was returning to London. He deeply regretted leaving at such an anxious time, but there was a ladies’ charity waiting to consult him the next morning.

My lady explained the situation, and at once, Mr Godfrey called to Samuel to take his luggage back upstairs. “It can follow me to London when the inquiry is over,” he declared.

He said farewell, and Mr Franklin followed him out – after informing the sergeant that all his clothes were open to examination.

Next the sergeant called for the washing-book, so he could account for all the linen in the house and be sure nothing was missing. It was brought in by Rosanna, looking miserably pale.

“Has that young woman been here long?” the sergeant asked when she had gone.

“Why do you ask?” said my lady.

“Because the last time I saw her, she was in prison for theft.”

After that, there was nothing for it but to tell him the truth. My mistress spoke warmly of Rosanna’s good conduct. “You don’t suspect her, I hope?”

“I don’t suspect anyone in this house of thieving, at the present time,” said the sergeant.

While my lady went to get the keys for Miss Rachel’s wardrobe, he turned his melancholy face to the window, put his hands in his pockets and whistled to himself once more.

We waited a long while, until at last Samuel came in, not with the keys, but with a morsel of paper for me.

I fumbled with my spectacles. There were two or three lines on the paper, written by my lady.

“Miss Rachel refuses to have her wardrobe examined!” I said in astonishment.

“Ah!” said the sergeant, in the tone of a man who had heard something he had expected to hear. “In that case, the search must be given up. We must examine all the wardrobes in the house, or none.”

“You don’t seem much disappointed!” I said, baffled. “I don’t understand – why should Miss Rachel put an obstacle in your way?”

“Wait a little, Mr Betteredge,” said the sergeant.

Cleverer heads than mine – or a person less fond of Miss Rachel – might have seen his drift. But I didn’t.

“I will see the servants and search their thoughts instead of their wardrobes,” said Sergeant Cuff. “But first – come out into the garden, and let’s have a look at the roses.”

We walked out into the garden together.

“Yes, this is the right shape for a rose garden, with walks between the flower beds,” he said, gazing around. “But they oughtn’t to be gravel walks. Get her ladyship to try grass.”

“You seem very fond of roses, Sergeant,” I said, watching him pause to admire one. “It’s an odd taste for a man in your line.”

“I haven’t much time to be fond of anything. But when I have, the roses get it. One of these days I shall retire from catching thieves and try my hand at growing roses,” said Sergeant Cuff.

He stopped in an open space, where we could see around us on every side.

“About Rosanna Spearman,” he asked. “Has she a sweetheart? I saw her hiding in the shrubbery just now. If there’s a sweetheart, it doesn’t much matter. But if there isn’t, it’s suspicious.”

What was I supposed to say? The shrubbery was Mr Franklin’s favourite walk; Penelope had found Rosanna hanging about there before. I could do nothing but explain it all to Sergeant Cuff.

“I’m glad to have that cleared up,” said the sergeant. “Yes, I’ll keep it a secret – you need not worry. Well, you have got a nice garden here, and a well-kept lawn. No, I won’t take a rose, thank you. It goes to my heart to break them off, just as it goes to your heart when there is something wrong in the servants’ hall.” He looked at me sharply. “Did you notice anything wrong with any of the servants when the Diamond went missing? Anyone out of temper, or ill?”

I thought at once of Rosanna’s sudden illness. But Sergeant Cuff’s question put me on my guard. I wanted to help, but on no account would I become a snake in the grass among my fellow servants.

“I noticed nothing,” I said stiffly. “Except that we all lost our heads – myself included.”

“Oh,” said the sergeant. “That’s all you have to tell me, is it?”

“That is all,” I said.

“Mr Betteredge, will you oblige me by shaking hands? I have taken an extraordinary liking to you.”

Why he should say that at the exact moment I was deceiving him, I cannot think. But I felt a little proud of having been one too many for the celebrated Cuff!
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Back at the house, I took the sergeant to my sitting-room, and then called the servants together – Rosanna among them, looking as if she had never heard of such a place as the shrubbery in her life.

I sent them in to him one by one. The cook went first; on coming out, she reported that Sergeant Cuff was “a perfect gentleman”. The first housemaid followed. Report: “If Sergeant Cuff doesn’t believe a respectable woman, he might keep his opinions to himself!” Samuel, the footman, was next. Report: “Whoever blacks Sergeant Cuff’s boots ought to be ashamed of himself.”

So it went on, until it was Rosanna’s turn. She remained with the sergeant longer than any of them. No report on coming out: dead silent, and lips as pale as ashes.

After the interviews were over, I went to join the sergeant. But before I could ask any questions, a message came from the cook. Rosanna had asked to go out for some fresh air.

“Let her go,” said the sergeant. “Then lock the door of your room, and if anybody asks, say I’m in there, composing my mind.” He curled up the corners of his lips, and disappeared.

I did as he said, then went back to the servants’ hall, feeling ill at ease. It was plain that the sergeant’s suspicions of Rosanna had been roused by something – but what?

I sat down to tea, and listened to the talk.

I soon learned that the first housemaid had not believed in Rosanna’s illness of the day before. She had gone upstairs and found Rosanna’s door locked, the keyhole stopped up, and not a sound inside. There was a rumour that Rosanna had been seen on the path to Frizinghall when she was supposed to be ill in her room. And Nancy, the kitchen-maid, said she had seen a light under Rosanna’s door at midnight, and had heard the crackling of a fire (in June!) at four o’clock in the morning. All this they had told to Sergeant Cuff.

After tea I walked out into the summer afternoon, feeling very sorry for the poor girl and more uneasy than ever. Drifting towards the shrubbery, I found Mr Franklin.

“Do you remember that morning when I came here with the Moonstone?” he said bitterly. “I wish we had thrown it into the quicksand then!”

I told him what had happened, including the whispers about Rosanna. Mr Franklin pieced it together at once.

“The paint-stained dress must be hers, and the fire at four in the morning was to destroy it! Rosanna Spearman has stolen the Diamond! I must tell my aunt at once.”

“Not yet, if you please,” said a voice behind us.

We turned to find ourselves face to face with Sergeant Cuff.

“Why not?” demanded Mr Franklin.

“If you tell her ladyship, her ladyship will tell Miss Verinder.”

“Suppose she does?” said Mr Franklin, with sudden heat. There was a moment’s silence, and he and the sergeant looked each other straight in the face.

“Understand, sir, I will throw up the case if you tell Lady Verinder or anybody what has happened, until I give you leave,” said the sergeant quietly.

Mr Franklin had no choice but to submit. He turned away angrily and left us.

I had stood there all of a tremble, not knowing what to think. Now Sergeant Cuff turned to me.

“Mr Betteredge, you have done a foolish thing – you have done a little detective business on your own. From now on, perhaps you will do your detecting along with me?”

He took me by the arm. “Is there a path in that direction, leading to the sea?” he asked, pointing towards the fir plantation. “Can you show it to me?”

So side by side, Sergeant Cuff and I set forth for the Shivering Sand.
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“I see no use in mystifying each other any longer,” said the sergeant as we walked through the trees. “I will set an example of plain-speaking on my side. You are determined not to give me any information against Rosanna, because you pity her. But Rosanna is not in the slightest danger of getting into trouble, even if she is concerned in the disappearance of the Diamond. She is merely the instrument in the hands of another person.”

I felt something stirring uneasily in my mind. “Can you give that other person a name?” I asked.

“Can you, Mr Betteredge?”

“No,” I said.

The sergeant looked at me with melancholy interest. “You now know what Rosanna was doing yesterday, when she was taken ill? It’s perfectly plain. At eleven on Thursday morning, Superintendent Seegrave points out the smear on the door to all the servants. Rosanna takes the first chance to go to her room, finds the paint stain on her own nightgown, shams ill and slips away to town to buy materials for a new one. That night, she makes it alone in her room, and lights a fire – not to destroy the old nightgown, but to dry and iron the new one. She keeps the stained nightgown hidden, and is at this moment making away with it somewhere on the lonely beach ahead.

“I followed her this evening to a cottage in the village. I saw her coming out with something hidden under her cloak. I believe we will meet her coming back this way – and if we don’t, the sand may tell us where she has been.”

We had now reached the beach. The last of the evening light was fading, and all over that lonesome little bay, there hung a still and awful calm. Patches of nasty ooze floated, yellow-white on the dead surface of the water. It was the turn of the tide, and the quicksand began to dimple and quiver.

“A treacherous spot, Mr Betteredge,” said the sergeant. “And no sign of Rosanna. Can we get to the village this way? Let’s step briskly.”

We had gone a little way towards the village, when Sergeant Cuff stopped. “Here are a woman’s footsteps. Very confused – on purpose, I should say! But she has been in too much of a hurry to tread them all out, and I can see a heel-mark here, close at the water’s edge. This all fits with my notion. Perhaps if we go to the cottage, we will find out more.”

I knew the cottage the sergeant meant. It belonged to a family named Yolland: a fisherman, his wife and their grown-up daughter. They were respectable, worthy people. Rosanna had made a kind of friend of the daughter, who had a misshapen foot and walked with a limp.

At the cottage, we found Mrs Yolland alone. She welcomed us in and I took a seat in the corner of her kitchen, wondering how the sergeant would bring up the subject of Rosanna. How he managed it is more than I can tell, but he began with the royal family and the price of fish, and he got from that in some underground way to the loss of the Moonstone. He told her that he was making inquiries about the lost Diamond partly to find it, and partly to clear Rosanna from suspicion. Mrs Yolland was soon convinced she was talking to Rosanna’s best friend.

“Rosanna shall never get on here,” said the sergeant. “My advice to her is to leave.”

“Bless your heart, she is going to leave!” cried Mrs Yolland.

I pricked up my ears at that! It seemed strange she should have given no warning.

“But what will she do?” asked the sergeant. “The poor creature has no friends in the world, except for you and me.”

“Ah, but she has!” said Mrs Yolland. “She came here this evening, and asked to go up to Lucy’s room to write a letter to a friend. ‘I can’t do it up at the house, for the peeping and prying of the servants,’ she said. I don’t know who she was writing to – she is always very private. But a friend she has got somewhere – and to that friend, you may depend on it, she will go!”

“You must be mistaken,” I said. “If she was planning to leave, she would mention it to me.”

“Mistaken?” scoffed Mrs Yolland. “Why only an hour ago, she bought some things from me that she wanted for travelling!” And with that, she took up a candle and went to a corner, where there was a heap of odds and ends, picked up at different times by the fisherman. She pointed out an old tin case – the sort they use on board ships for keeping maps and charts from the wet.

“She bought one like this,” she said, and then pointed to a dog chain. “And two of these. Goodness knows what she wanted them for! A strange girl – good as gold, and kinder than a sister to my Lucy – but a little strange.”

The sergeant’s interview seemed to be finished. He got to his feet and said goodnight most politely; I followed him out.

“Mrs Yolland has puzzled me,” he said as we walked back to the house. “What Rosanna has done is clear enough. She has joined the chains and fastened them to the case. She has sunk the case in the water, or the quicksand, and made the end of the chain fast to some place, hidden under the rocks, known only to herself. She will leave it there safely, until the time comes to pull it out of its hiding place. All perfectly plain – but what the devil has she hidden? I am certain it is not the Diamond.”

If there is such a thing as detective fever, the disease had got hold of me now. “The stained dress?” I exclaimed.

The sergeant frowned. “Is anything thrown into that quicksand ever thrown up to the surface again?” he asked.

“Never. Whatever goes into the Shivering Sand is sucked down and seen no more. As the fishermen say, what the Sand gets, the Sand keeps for ever.”

“Then why not just tie up a bit of stone in the stained dress and throw it into the quicksand?” Sergeant Cuff shook his head. “There isn’t the shadow of a reason why she should have hidden it – and yet she must have done.”

As we reached the house, I saw that a change was coming in the weather. The wind was moaning low, and the clouds were growing blacker, hurrying fast over a watery moon.

Before we went in, the sergeant stopped and looked up at the window of Miss Rachel’s bedroom. Lights were passing backwards and forwards, as if something unusual was going on.

“If I was a betting man, I would bet that your young lady has suddenly decided to leave the house,” he said.

Inside, we found the servants at supper – Rosanna among them. But Samuel was waiting with a message that my lady wanted to see us both.

“I must tell you that Miss Verinder proposes going to stay with the Ablewhites, at Frizinghall, tomorrow morning,” she said as soon as we entered the room.

Sergeant Cuff looked at me. They say old hearts are not easily moved, but mine couldn’t have thumped harder if I had been twenty.

“May I ask, my lady, that you put off Miss Verinder’s departure until later in the day?” asked the sergeant. “I must go to Frizinghall myself in the morning, but I shall be back by two o’clock. If Miss Verinder can be kept here until then, I would like to speak to her before she goes. If she is surprised at the change of plans, please do not mention me as the cause.”

My mistress looked as if she wanted to say something, but checked herself by great effort.

“That’s a wonderful woman,” said the sergeant, when we were out in the hall again. “But for her self-control, the mystery that puzzles you, Mr Betteredge, would have been at an end tonight.”

At these words, the truth rushed at last into my stupid old head. For a moment, I must have gone out of my senses. I seized the sergeant by his collar and pinned him against the wall.

“There’s something wrong about Miss Rachel – and you have been hiding it from me all this time!”

Sergeant Cuff looked up at me without moving a muscle. “Ah. You’ve guessed it at last.”

My hand dropped, and my head sank. I had served the family for fifty years; Miss Rachel had climbed on my knee when she was a child. To me, she was the dearest and best young mistress.

I begged Sergeant Cuff’s pardon, but I am afraid I did it with watery eyes.

“Don’t distress yourself, Mr Betteredge,” said the sergeant with more kindness than I had any right to expect. “In my line of life, if we were quick to take offence, we wouldn’t be worth salt to our porridge. If it’s any comfort to you, collar me again.”

I led him into my sitting-room and closed the door.

“Tell me the truth. What do you suspect?”

“I don’t suspect,” said the sergeant. “I know. Miss Verinder has been in secret possession of the Moonstone from first to last – and she has taken Rosanna into her confidence. But let the matter rest for tonight. Here is the table set for supper: let us sit down and enjoy it.”

I saw the sergeant served with the best of everything, but my appetite had gone. Presently, the head gardener called in, and he and the sergeant soon got on to the subject of roses. I left them together and went out with a heavy heart, feeling old and worn out. This was the first trouble I remember for many a long year which seemed even beyond the reach of Robinson Crusoe.

In the passage, I met Penelope. She told me that, on being told her departure would be delayed, Miss Rachel had flown into a passion – and had been rebuked sharply by her mother.

“Nothing goes right, Father,” said Penelope sorrowfully. “I feel as if some dreadful misfortune hangs over us.”

Just then, the door from the hall opened and Rosanna ran by, a miserable look of pain on her face and a hand pressed over her heart.

“What’s the matter? Are you ill?” I cried.

“Don’t speak to me!” she answered, and ran on towards the servants’ staircase.

I sent Penelope after her, just as Mr Franklin pulled the door open and beckoned me through into the hall.

He looked bewildered.

“I can’t explain it, Betteredge, but I believe Rosanna Spearman was on the point of confessing something about the Diamond – to me, of all people – not two minutes since!”

The door behind me was open a little way. Glancing back, I thought I glimpsed the tails of Sergeant Cuff’s respectable black coat disappearing around the corner of the passage. Had he heard what Mr Franklin had said?

“I was knocking about balls on the billiard table, trying to get this miserable business out of my mind,” Mr Franklin told me. “I glanced up – and there stood Rosanna, like a ghost! I asked if she wished to speak to me and she answered, ‘Yes, if I dare.’ I admit she made me uncomfortable. I said, ‘I don’t quite understand.’ I went on knocking the balls about, to take the awkwardness off the thing. But I am afraid I upset her without meaning to. She suddenly turned away. ‘He looks at the billiard balls,’ she said. ‘Anything else, rather than me!’ Before I could stop her, she had left.”

He looked at me anxiously. “I am not quite easy about it, Betteredge. Perhaps she is somehow involved in the loss of the Diamond – or perhaps there is some other explanation. But I hate to hurt her feelings! Please, would you tell her I meant no unkindness, and I will speak to her if she wishes?”

I promised I would. But back in the servants’ quarters, Penelope told me Rosanna had retired to her room, asking to be left alone. There would be no confession from her that night – supposing she really had a confession to make.

I went back to my room, which I found empty. The gardener had gone home, and I supposed the sergeant had gone to the bedroom we had prepared for him. But as I went upstairs, I heard a soft sound in the corridor leading to Miss Rachel’s room. There, coiled up on three chairs placed across the passage, with a handkerchief tied over his face and his respectable black coat rolled up for a pillow, I found a sleeping Sergeant Cuff!

The moment I approached he woke instantly and quietly, like a dog.

“What are you doing here?” I asked. “Why are you not in your proper bed?”

“If Miss Verinder and Rosanna try to communicate privately tonight, I will be in the way of them,” said the sergeant. “Don’t blame me for upsetting your sleeping arrangements, Mr Betteredge – blame the Moonstone!”

“I wish that plaguey Diamond had never found its way into this house!” I broke out.

Sergeant Cuff looked with a rueful face at the chairs on which he would pass the night. “So do I, Mr Betteredge.”
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The night passed without incident. In the morning, Mr Franklin and I were walking in the shrubbery, when the sergeant joined us. He said to Mr Franklin: “I must remind you, sir, that I am an officer of the law, acting for the mistress of the house. It is your duty to assist me with any special information you possess.”

“I possess no special information,” said Mr Franklin at once.

“One of the female servants spoke to you privately last night, sir.”

Just then, who should appear at the end of the shrubbery walk but Rosanna. She was followed by Penelope, who was trying to persuade her to return to the house. Seeing that Mr Franklin was not alone, Rosanna came to a stop.

Mr Franklin saw the girls as soon as I did; the sergeant, with his devilish cunning, seemed not to notice them at all. He went on smoothly, in a loud voice so that Rosanna might hear him:

“You needn’t be afraid of harming her, sir. On the contrary, I recommend you honour me with your confidence, if you feel any interest in Rosanna Spearman.”

Mr Franklin instantly took on not to have noticed the girls either. He answered, speaking loudly on his side: “I take no interest whatsoever in Rosanna Spearman.”

Rosanna suddenly turned. Instead of resisting Penelope, she let my daughter take her by the arm and lead her back to the house.

The breakfast bell rang then. Sergeant Cuff nodded to us and went on his way to Frizinghall, without a word more.

“I seem to be fated to do or say something awkward every time I see that unlucky girl!” sighed Mr Franklin. “But Sergeant Cuff laid a trap for us both! I saw no better way out of it than the way I took. The sergeant must have been listening, Betteredge, to our conversation last night!”

He had done worse than listen, I thought. He had remembered my telling him that Rosanna was in love with Mr Franklin, and had calculated on that when he had spoken to him about her in her hearing.

“You must make it right with her!” said Mr Franklin. “Speak to her for me – I had better not encourage her to confide in me, with the sergeant on the lookout.” He sighed again. “I see no way out of this business unless the Diamond is traced to Rosanna. And yet I can’t and I won’t help the sergeant to find her out.”

The change in the weather, foreshadowed overnight, had now come. Heavy rain was replaced with a high wind, with great gusts coming in off the sea. It was not a bad day for a walk if you were young and strong, and Mr Franklin set out to quiet his mind. As for me, when I had attended my lady, Penelope came looking for me.

“I wish you would speak to Rosanna. I am very uneasy about her. Mr Franklin has hurt her cruelly without intending it. She was determined to speak to him this morning, and I did my best to stop her. If only I could have got her away before she heard him say those dreadful words! He said he took no interest in her whatever – and in such a cruel voice!”

“He said it to stop the sergeant’s mouth!” I said.

“I told her that,” said Penelope. “But she didn’t seem to hear. She frightened me, Father. Mr Franklin’s words seemed to turn her to stone.”

I thought of what had passed between Mr Franklin and Rosanna the previous night. She had looked cut to the heart then, and now, as ill luck would have it, she had been stung again.

I followed Penelope to find Rosanna sweeping a corridor, pale and composed. There was a curious dimness and dullness in her eyes, as if she was lost somewhere in her own thoughts.

“I have something to say to you from Mr Franklin,” I began, and set about explaining the matter in the friendliest and most comforting words I could find.

But Rosanna went on sweeping, like a creature moved by machinery. “Mr Franklin is very kind and considerate. Please to thank him.” That was all the answer she made.

I gently took away her broom. “Come, come! You have something on your mind – make a clean breast of it, my dear.”

At one time, speaking to her kindly would have brought tears into her eyes, but I could see no change in them now.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes? You will speak to my lady?”

“To Mr Franklin.”

“He has gone out for a walk,” I said. “Why not come to my lady? She has always been kind to you.”

Rosanna took the broom again. “No,” she said. “Let me go on with my work. Thank you, Penelope. Thank you, Mr Betteredge.”

There was no moving her. We left her as we found her, sweeping the corridor, like a person in a dream.

“This is a matter for the doctor,” I said.

But Mr Candy was still ill. There was his assistant, a Mr Ezra Jennings, but he was new to our parts, and nobody knew much about him. Penelope and I feared a stranger might do Rosanna more harm than good.

Reluctantly, I decided to speak to my lady – though I hesitated to bring her another trouble. But I found she was shut up with Miss Rachel, and not to be disturbed. I was still waiting to speak to her when Sergeant Cuff returned.

“I have been to see the jugglers again,” he said, when I came down to meet him in the hall. “There’s no doubt in my mind that they came here for the Moonstone. But their plans were thrown off by what happened, and they have no more to do with the loss of the jewel than you have. In spite of that, the police have insisted on holding them for questioning. But they will be released next week, and I can tell you, Mr Betteredge – if we do not find the Moonstone, they will.”

He had also found out what Rosanna had been doing in town last Thursday.

“I traced her to a shop where she brought cloth to make a nightgown,” he explained. “Her own, to be sure. The cloth was plain – if it had been for Miss Verinder, she would have needed lace and frilling and who knows what besides. It’s all clear to me now. Between twelve and three on Thursday morning, she slipped into your young lady’s room. Her nightgown brushed the wet paint on the door. She couldn’t wash out the stain, and she couldn’t destroy the nightgown without providing another like it, in case we noticed it was missing.” He paused. “The question is, why did she hide the smeared nightgown, instead of destroying it?”

The clock chimed two o’clock, and Samuel brought the carriage to the door for Miss Rachel. My lady appeared, her lips closed and her arms folded. In a minute more, Miss Rachel came out too – nicely dressed in a soft yellow gown, a smart little straw hat and primrose-coloured gloves. Nothing had changed in her face, but her eyes were brighter and fiercer than I liked to see – and her lips had so completely lost their smile that I hardly knew them.

She kissed her mother hastily. “Try to forgive me, Mamma,” she whispered, and ran down the steps into the carriage as if it was a hiding place.

Sergeant Cuff followed, and looked at her through the carriage door. “I can’t prevent you from going, Miss Verinder,” he said. “I can only say that your leaving puts an obstacle in the way of recovering your Diamond. Now, decide for yourself whether you go or stay.”

Miss Rachel never even answered him. “Drive on!” she called to the coachman.

Just then, Mr Franklin came running up. “Goodbye, Rachel,” he said, holding out his hand to her.

“Drive on!” cried Miss Rachel, louder than ever.

Mr Franklin stepped back, thunderstruck. The coachman, not knowing what to do, looked towards my lady. With anger, sorrow and shame struggling together in her face, she made him a sign to start the horses. Then she turned away and went inside. Mr Franklin followed; I saw that there were tears in his eyes.

Sergeant Cuff and I were left alone. The sergeant had his hands in his pockets and he was whistling.

“Your young lady has got a travelling companion in the carriage, Mr Betteredge,” he said, “and the name of it is the Moonstone.”

The sergeant wished to speak to Rosanna, so we went together to the servants’ quarters. But Rosanna was nowhere to be found. An hour earlier, Nancy had seen her slip out with a letter in her hand. She had heard Rosanna stop the butcher’s man and ask him to post it in Frizinghall. The man had replied that it was a roundabout way of getting a letter to the village – and on a Saturday too, which meant it would not arrive until Monday. But Rosanna said the delay was of no importance, and the man had taken it.

One of the gardener’s boys, a quick little fellow named Duffy, told us he had seen Rosanna half an hour ago. She had passed him in the fir plantation, running in the direction of the shore.

“She has gone to her hiding place at the Shivering Sand,” deduced the sergeant. He turned to the boy. “Do you want to earn a shilling? Then come along with me.”

He started for the Shivering Sand at a rate that my old legs had no hope of matching, Duffy trotting at his heels.

It seemed only a few minutes before the gardener’s boy returned with a message for me – a leaf torn from the sergeant’s pocketbook, on which was written in pencil:


Bring me one of Rosanna Spearman’s boots, and be quick about it.



I sent Penelope to find a boot, and hurried off with it as fast as I could manage. As I got near the shore, the clouds gathered black and the rain came down. I heard the thunder of the sea on the sandbank; I saw the rain sweeping over the water, and the yellow wildness of the beach, with one solitary black figure standing on it – the figure of Sergeant Cuff.

I went to him, choking for breath, my heart leaping. I had a hundred questions for him, but not one of them would pass my lips. His face frightened me.

He snatched the boot from my hand and set it in a footmark on the sand. The boot fitted it to a hair.

He went on, following the footsteps down to where the rocks and sand joined. Now this way, now that, the sergeant tried the boot in the footmarks, and always found it pointing the same way – straight to the rocks. Hunt as he might, he could find no sign of the footmarks walking from them.

He looked at the waters before us, heaving in deeper over the quicksand, and I saw his thoughts in his face.

“Some fatal accident has happened to her on these rocks,” he said.

A dreadful trembling crawled over me. I saw the poor lost creature as I had seen her just before Mr Franklin arrived; I heard her again, wondering if her grave was waiting for her here.

Now from the sandhills came servants from the house, and fishermen from the village, all running down to us together. In a few words, the sergeant showed them the footmarks.

“Could a boat have taken her off from these rocks, in such weather as this?” he asked.

A fisherman pointed to the rollers tumbling in on the sandbank, and the great waves leaping up in clouds of foam. “No boat that was ever built could have got to her through that.”

“She can’t have left by land and she can’t have got away by sea. A fatal accident must have happened here, on the side of the quicksand,” said Sergeant Cuff.

My tongue loosened at last. “No accident. She came to this place weary of her life, to end it,” I said.

The sergeant started back from me. “How do you know?”

Before I could say more, the fisherman, Yolland, answered: “Mr Betteredge is right, sir. There’s a shelf of rock there, under the sand. If the girl slipped by accident, she’d find a foothold at a depth that would barely reach her waist. She must have waded or jumped into the Deeps beyond. This was no accident. The Deeps of the Quicksand have got her – and they have got her by her own act.”

At this, the sergeant was silent.

We turned back up the slope of the beach. At the sandhills, we were met by a groom from the house.

“Penelope sent me with this, Mr Betteredge! She found it in Rosanna’s room.”

He handed me a note. It was Rosanna’s farewell word to the old man who had done his best to befriend her.


You have often forgiven me, Mr Betteredge, in past times. When next you see the Shivering Sand, try to forgive me once more. I have lived and died, sir, grateful for your kindness.



Little as it was, I couldn’t hold up against it. I burst out crying.

Sergeant Cuff took a step towards me, meaning kindly I don’t doubt. But I shrank back from him. “Don’t touch me! It’s the dread of you that has driven her to this!”

“You are wrong, Mr Betteredge,” he said gently. “Come into the house.”

I followed him, leaning on the groom’s arm. Through the driving rain we went – to meet the trouble and the terror that were waiting.
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As we entered the house, some of the servants came out to meet us. My lady’s door was thrown open, and she came out too, with Mr Franklin following.

“You are answerable for this!” my mistress cried to the sergeant, beside herself with the horror of it. “Gabriel! Give this wretch his money and release me from the sight of him!”

“I am no more answerable for this distressing calamity than you are, my lady,” the sergeant answered. “If, in half an hour, you still wish me to leave, I will accept your dismissal, but not your money.”

It was spoken respectfully but firmly. It had its effect, and Lady Verinder allowed Mr Franklin to lead her back into her room.

The sergeant looked around at the servants and saw that Penelope, alone, was in tears. “Come with us to your father’s room,” he said to her.

I don’t think I ever felt what a dear daughter I had so strongly as in that moment. In my room, I took her on my knee, and she put her arms around my neck, and we sat together for a moment in silence.

People in high life have the luxury of indulging their feelings; people like us do not. We learn to put our feelings back into ourselves, and jog on with our duties. We were grateful for the sergeant, who went to the window and stood there looking out, until we were able to speak again.

The sergeant asked Penelope if she knew what had led Rosanna to her action. My daughter answered it was for love of Mr Franklin Blake.

“Though I haven’t mentioned that to anyone, for Rosanna’s sake – and Mr Franklin’s too.”

I agreed with that. “Let us leave him without the useless pain of knowing the truth,” I said.

Just then, Mr Franklin himself came to the door. “Her ladyship has asked me to speak with you,” he said to the sergeant. “She apologizes for speaking hastily. But she asks if you would be willing to accept your fee, and leave the matter of the Diamond as it stands.”

“No, sir,” said the sergeant. “My fee is paid for doing my duty. I decline to take it until my duty is done. Let me state the case plainly to Lady Verinder. My responsibility will then be off my shoulders, and her ladyship may decide whether she will allow me to go on.”

Mr Franklin said he would not come with us to my lady’s room. “I know what that man is going to say about Rachel, and I am too fond of her to hear it,” he whispered to me. “Leave me to myself!”

We left him miserable, leaning on the sill of the window with his face hidden in his hands – and Penelope peeping through the door, longing to comfort him.

In her room, my lady met the sergeant’s eye steadily.

“Sergeant Cuff,” she began. “There was perhaps some excuse for the inconsiderate way I spoke to you earlier. However, I regret it sincerely if I wronged you.”

“It is impossible for me to be responsible for this calamity,” said the sergeant. “It was essential to my investigation that I should do or say nothing to alarm Rosanna. I have heard a motive given for the young woman’s action which may be the right one, and which is unconcerned with the case. However, it is my opinion that some anxiety connected to the Diamond is the reason. I don’t know exactly what that anxiety may have been but I think I can find a person who can tell us.”

“Is that person now in the house?” asked my mistress.

“That person has now left the house, my lady.”

A silence dropped which I thought would never end. The wind howled and the rain drove at the window as I waited for one or other of them to speak.

“Do you refer to my daughter?” asked my lady at last.

“I do,” said Sergeant Cuff.

“I had hoped to have parted with you without Miss Verinder’s name being mentioned,” said my lady. “But now I insist on you speaking plainly.”

“It is a painful matter for me to speak of and for you to hear—”

My lady cut him off. “You suspect Miss Verinder of deceiving us all and hiding the Diamond, do you not? I tell you, as her mother, she is absolutely incapable of such a thing. Make no mistake, I am as shut out of her confidence as you are – but I know my child.”

Sergeant Cuff bowed. His hatchet-face softened for a moment, as if he was sorry for her.

“Let me explain, my lady. My first information about the Moonstone came from Superintendent Seegrave. It was clear he was incapable of managing the case, but one thing he said struck me as interesting – Miss Verinder had refused to speak to him. I guessed at first that he had somehow offended her. I put my mind to the case and discovered the smear on the door. If I suspected anything then, it was that the Moonstone had been stolen by one of the servants. But then Miss Verinder came out of her room and spoke to me. I observed that she was still violently agitated; that she treated me as she had treated the superintendent; and that she was mortally offended with Mr Franklin Blake. Here was a young lady who had lost a valuable jewel, yet had an incomprehensible resentment towards the three people trying the hardest to help her recover it!

“I considered my experience. For twenty years I have been employed in cases of family scandal. I have found that young ladies do occasionally have private debts, which they dare not acknowledge to their relations. Sometimes the dressmaker and jeweller are at the bottom of it. Sometimes the money is wanted for other purposes. Perhaps the Diamond was to be sold to pay off a secret debt?”

“You are wrong,” said my mistress sharply.

“Right or wrong, I put my theory to the test,” the sergeant continued. “I suggested examining all the wardrobes in the house to find the smeared clothing. How did it turn out? Everyone consented except for Miss Verinder. That result assured me I was right. If your ladyship and Mr Betteredge still do not agree, you must be blind to what happened this very day. I told Miss Verinder that her leaving would be an obstacle to recovering the jewel. You saw yourself that she drove off in spite of that – and insulted Mr Blake, who has done more than anyone to help me. What else can these things mean?”

It was frightful to hear him piling up proofs against Miss Rachel in this way. But I held on like death to my belief in my young mistress.

“Your ladyship will remember that I recognized Rosanna Spearman when she brought up the washing-book,” the sergeant went on. “I suspected her at once of being involved. No young lady in Miss Verinder’s position could sell the Diamond herself. She would need a go-between. Rosanna knew a man in London who would give money for a jewel like the Moonstone without asking awkward questions. Then I wondered if Miss Verinder would be satisfied in letting us think the Diamond merely lost, or whether she would go further, and delude us into believing it was stolen? In that case, there was Rosanna, with the character of a thief – the very person to lead us on a false scent.”

It was the most horrid view of Miss Rachel, but the sergeant went on, steady as ever.

“Having put the case before you, I see two ways of bringing my inquiry to an end. One is to keep watch on Miss Verinder – the people she sees, the walks she takes, the letters she writes. I can introduce a woman into the house in place of Rosanna, who is accustomed to private inquiries of this kind. And I can make an arrangement with the moneylender in London I mentioned. All this will cost money and time, but we will run a line around the Moonstone and draw that line closer, until we find it in Miss Verinder’s possession.”

My mistress spoke angrily. “Consider your proposal declined in every particular! Go on to your other way.”

“The other is a bold experiment,” continued the sergeant. “I understand Miss Verinder to be a hot-tempered young lady, whose feelings sometimes get beyond her control. I therefore propose giving her a shock. I will go to Frizinghall and tell her, without warning, of Rosanna’s death, in the chance that her own better feelings will hurry her into confessing. Does your ladyship accept this alternative?”

To my surprise, my mistress answered: “Yes. But I will put her to the test myself. Remain here, if you please, and I will go to Frizinghall.”

Before the sergeant could reply, she rang the bell and ordered her waterproof things, for it was still pouring with rain and the closed carriage had gone with Miss Rachel. I tried to dissuade her, but it was useless; I asked to go with her and hold her umbrella, but she wouldn’t hear of it.

“I will try the experiment as boldly as you would try it yourself,” she told the sergeant before she left. “And I will inform you of the result before the last train leaves for London tonight.”

She stepped into the chaise, and, taking the reins herself, she drove away.

“I think Lady Verinder is one of the cleverest women in England,” said Sergeant Cuff. “I also think a rose much better worth looking at than a diamond.”

He wandered off in the direction of the conservatory without another word.
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The pony-chaise returned a good half an hour before I expected it. My lady had decided to remain at Frizinghall, but the groom brought two letters from her – one for Mr Franklin and the other for me.

When I opened my letter, a cheque for Sergeant Cuff fell out of it. My lady wrote that she had tried his experiment, and Miss Rachel had solemnly declared she had never spoken a word in private to Rosanna since she had first entered the house. They had never met, even accidentally, on the night the Diamond was lost or since. Miss Rachel had said plainly that she owed no money privately to anyone, and that the Diamond had not been in her possession since she put it in her cabinet on the night of the birthday. But she still kept silent when asked if she could explain its disappearance.

“The day will come when you will know why I am careless of being suspected, and why I am silent even to you,” she had said to her mother, with tears in her eyes.

Lady Verinder asked me to read the letter to Sergeant Cuff and give him the cheque. She thanked him for his service, for his honesty and intelligence – but she said she was quite sure he was mistaken.

“Her ladyship has smoothed matters over very cleverly,” said the sergeant. “But this scandal is of the sort that bursts up again when you least expect it. There will be more detective business, Mr Betteredge, before the Moonstone is many months older!”

Before he left for the last train to London, the sergeant predicted three things.

“First, you will hear something from the Yollands when the postman delivers Rosanna’s letter on Monday,” he told me. “Second, you will hear of the jugglers again, in this neighbourhood if Miss Verinder remains here, or in London if Miss Verinder goes to London. Third, you will hear something of the moneylender I have mentioned. Give me your pocketbook and I will make a note of his name.”

He wrote: Mr Septimus Luker.

“Time will show if I am right or wrong.”

* * *

After the sergeant departed, it was Mr Franklin’s turn.

“Are you really going to leave us?” I asked as he came down with his luggage. “Miss Rachel will come right, if you give her time.”

“She will come right when she hears I have gone away,” he said sadly. “You saw how she spoke to me. There is nothing left but to leave the house.”

He passed me the letter my lady had written to him. The greater part of it repeated what she had said in her letter to me, but there was a bit about Miss Rachel at the end.


You may wonder why I allow my daughter to keep me in the dark in this way. But Rachel is in a state of such agitation that I dare not mention the Moonstone again until I have done something to quiet her. My plan is to take her to London for a complete change, and to consult the best medical advice. My dear Franklin, it is impossible for me to excuse her behaviour, but for the present, I believe you and Rachel are better apart. The only advice I can offer you is to give her time.



I handed the letter back, feeling sincerely sorry for Mr Franklin. “You know the proverb, sir. When things are at the worst, they’re sure to mend.”

But Mr Franklin did not seem comforted. “When I came here with that horrible Diamond, I don’t believe there was a happier house in England. Look at it now! Scattered, disunited, the very air poisoned with mystery and suspicion. The Moonstone has served the wicked Colonel’s revenge, Betteredge, in ways the Colonel himself never dreamed of.”

He drove away then, leaving a sad gap behind him.

The rest of the weekend was dreary. On Monday came a letter from Lady Verinder to say she was taking Miss Rachel to London, with instructions for the clothes that were wanted and the servants who should meet them in town. I was to remain in the country to look after things.

After I had seen Penelope off in the railway with the luggage, I was pottering about the grounds, when I heard my name called. Turning, I found myself face to face with the fisherman’s daughter, Lucy Yolland. She had a keen, clever face, and she gave me a fierce look as she came towards me, leaning on her crutch.

“Where’s the man you call Franklin Blake?” she demanded.

“That’s not a respectful way to speak of a gentleman,” I objected. “You should call him Mr Franklin Blake.”

She took a step nearer, looking as if she could eat me alive. “Mr Franklin Blake?” she repeated. “Murderer Franklin Blake would be a better name! He has been the death of Rosanna Spearman!”

“Why do you say that, Lucy?” I asked.

“She was my friend – we had a plan to go to London together and make a living by our needles, until that man came and spoiled it. He bewitched her! Don’t say he didn’t know it – he ought to have known. ‘I can’t live without him, and he never even looks at me!’ That’s what she said. Cruel, cruel, cruel! Her letter came this morning, bidding me goodbye for ever.”

Her temper flared out again through her tears. “So where’s this gentleman that I mustn’t speak of except with respect? Mr Betteredge, the day is not far off when the poor will rise against the rich, and I pray they will begin with him.”

“What do you want with him?” I asked her gently, seeing how upset she was.

“I have a letter for him from Rosanna, sent to me in my own letter.”

I felt the detective fever beginning to set in again. Was this Rosanna’s confession? Was the darkness going to lift at last?

“Mr Franklin left last night,” I explained. “But give me the letter and I’ll send it on to him.”

Lucy looked me hard in the face. “I am to give it from my hands to his hands, and no other way.”

“Then shall I write, and tell him what you have said?”

“Tell him I hate him, and you will tell him the truth! If he wants the letter, he must come and get it from me.”

With those words, she turned and walked away.

The next day brought a letter from Penelope. In it she said that my lady and Miss Rachel were safely in London. She also said that Mr Franklin had already left England, though no one knew where he was going – we might hear of him next in Europe, Asia, Africa or America. This news prevented me from writing to tell him about Rosanna’s letter.

Later that week, Penelope wrote to me again. A great London doctor had been consulted about Miss Rachel. He had ordered she must be amused, and so a whole round of gaieties had been planned – shows, operas and balls. Mr Godfrey had called, and he had been warmly welcomed.

We now come to Saturday, the last day of my narrative. The post brought me a surprise in the shape of a London newspaper. The handwriting on the envelope puzzled me, until I compared it with the note in my pocketbook and saw it was the writing of Sergeant Cuff.

In the newspaper I found an ink-mark drawn around a police report. It referred to a Mr Septimus Luker, a dealer in antique gems, who had reported being annoyed by three strolling jugglers. The men had returned again and again, and had been discovered lurking around his house at night. Mr Luker had also dismissed a man from his employment on suspicion of attempted theft. He suspected that this man and the street jugglers had been working together to plan a robbery.

I saw that in less than a week, all three of the sergeant’s predictions had come true. I had heard from the Yollands, then of the jugglers in London, and also of the moneylender.

If you side with the sergeant, you may believe that Miss Rachel and Mr Luker had met in London, and that the Moonstone was now at the moneylender’s house. I can’t blame you for thinking it, and I cannot tell you any more than I knew myself at the time.

In this place, then, we must part. The Diamond has threaded its way to London and to London you must go after it, leaving me at the country house. Having just had my dinner, I drink most respectfully to your health in a tankard of ale – and I bid you farewell.

[image: ]




[image: Part II]




[image: Chapter One by Miss Drusilla Clack, Niece of the Late Sir John Verinder]

From an early age, my dear parents taught me orderly habits. Before bed, I brushed my hair, folded my clothes and made an entry of the day’s events in my little diary. The sweet sleep of childhood followed.

In later life (alas!) the sweet sleep has been exchanged for bitter thoughts and broken slumbers. But I have continued to keep my little diary. Now it enables poor me to serve the whim of a wealthy family member.

I have been living abroad, cut off from news for some time. When we are isolated and poor, we are often forgotten. But recently, I was remembered by Mr Franklin Blake. He is stirring up the old scandal of the Moonstone and wishes me to help by writing an account of what I witnessed. I am to be compensated for reopening painful wounds with a cheque!

I forgive Mr Blake for the insult. My regard for the truth is such that I will willingly tell my story.

I shall begin on a Monday in July of 1848, when I was passing my Aunt Verinder’s house in Montagu Square. Seeing the shutters opened and the blinds drawn up, I felt it would be polite to knock.

The person who answered the door told me that my aunt had just arrived from the country. I sent up a message, begging to know if I could be any help to her.

The person left me waiting in the hall. She is the daughter of a foolish old man named Betteredge, too long tolerated in my aunt’s family. When she came back, she told me in her bold way that my aunt wished me to come to lunch the next day.

I went to a meeting that night of one of my church societies. I had hoped to see my dear friend Mr Godfrey Ablewhite there, but to my disappointment he did not appear.

When I expressed my surprise, my charitable sisters asked in amazement if I had not heard the news. The previous Friday, two gentlemen had been victims of an outrage that had startled all London. One was a Mr Septimus Luker, of Lambeth – and the other was Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

Mr Godfrey had been at a bank on Lombard Street, where he encountered a gentleman – a perfect stranger, who happened to be leaving at the same time as himself. They spoke a few polite words and parted. This stranger was Mr Luker.

When Mr Godfrey returned home later, he found a letter waiting. It was from an elderly lady, who said she wished to discuss helping our society and invited him to come at once to her house in Northumberland Street.

When Mr Godfrey arrived, the door was answered by a man, who took him to a room at the back of the house. There he noticed an ancient manuscript, richly illuminated, lying on a table.

He was looking at this, with his back to the door, when – without the slightest noise to warn him – he was seized from behind. He was blindfolded and gagged, and thrown to the floor by two men. A third man rifled through his pockets and – if as a lady, I may dare to use such an expression! – searched him through to his skin.

He heard a few words in a language he did not understand, then he was tied up and left alone.

Some time later, he heard a rustling sound like a woman’s dress – then a scream and shocked voices. He felt someone unfasten his blindfold, and looked up to see two strangers. When all was explained, he found they were the lady and gentleman of the house, who had rented the apartments to a gentleman who had said he wanted them for three friends of his, visiting England for the first time. That gentleman, and his friends, had now disappeared.

Mr Godfrey’s things were found scattered around the room. His watch, keys, money and papers were left unharmed. The men had taken away the illuminated manuscript, but nothing else. What did it all mean?

My precious friend was not the only one entangled in this dark conspiracy. After leaving the bank, Mr Luker returned home, where he too found a letter waiting. The handwriting was strange, but it seemed to come from one of his customers, who asked Mr Luker to come and see him immediately at lodgings on Alfred Place.

Exactly what had happened to Mr Godfrey now happened to Mr Luker. Once more, he was shown to a room at the back of the house. There, again, was the manuscript on the table. Mr Luker found his eyes covered and a gag in his mouth. He was searched and left alone; when he was discovered, the landlord gave the same explanation of a respectable stranger who had rented the lodgings for three friends.

The only difference was that a paper Mr Luker had been carrying was taken. It was the receipt for a valuable of great price, which Mr Luker had deposited at the bank that morning. The police believed a robbery had been planned: the criminals thought Mr Luker might have given the valuable to someone else – perhaps Mr Godfrey as he had been seen speaking to him at the bank.

Now I have explained this, I will continue with my own little experiences. Dear Aunt Verinder welcomed me the next day with her usual kindness, but I saw that something was wrong. My aunt seemed anxious, and as for her daughter, Rachel, she was full of a feverish, unladylike excitement. After luncheon, my aunt sent her to rest in her room with a book.

“Very well,” Rachel agreed. “But if Godfrey calls, fetch me at once. I am dying for news of his adventure!”

When we were alone, my aunt told me the horrible story of the Diamond. She was coming to the end of the dreadful tale, when a servant came in to announce Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

Of course, we both enquired after his health after his terrible ordeal. But he brushed us off at once.

“My dear aunt! My dear Miss Clack! I deserve no special sympathy. I have only been blindfolded; I have only been strangled; I have only been thrown flat on my back on a very thin carpet, covering a particularly hard floor. Just think how much worse it could have been! I shrink from all this fuss! If I had my own way, I would have kept the whole tale to myself. Tell me, how is dear Rachel? Enjoying London? Miss Clack, I am sadly behind with my charity work and my dear ladies, but I shall look in on the society next week,” he said with a smile of heavenly gentleness that thrilled me.

Just then the door opened again and Miss Verinder rushed in, her hair shockingly untidy, and her face unbecomingly flushed.

“I am charmed to see you, Godfrey! I wish you had brought Mr Luker with you. You and he are the most interesting men in London at present! Tell me the whole story – I am sure the newspapers have left some of it out.”

“Godfrey has just been saying that he doesn’t care to speak of it,” said my aunt.

“Why?” demanded Rachel, a sudden flash in her eyes.

“True greatness and courage are very modest,” I explained.

Rachel laughed. “You are a very good fellow in your way, Godfrey. But I am quite sure you are not great, and I don’t believe you possess any extraordinary courage. Besides, I am brimful of questions.”

She dragged him over to a chair by the window. “Is it certain that the three men who laid the trap for you were the same men who laid the trap for Mr Luker?” she began. “And is it true they were the three jugglers who came to our house in the country?”

“My dear Rachel, they blindfolded me before I could see their faces.”

“Tell me of Mr Luker. He was robbed of a receipt – what was it for?”

“I believe it was for a valuable gem, which he had placed in the safekeeping of the bank.”

“But you must know more than that!”

“A valuable gem, belonging to Mr Luker and to be given up only to Mr Luker,” answered Mr Godfrey with heavenly patience. “That is all I know.”

“Some people are trying to trace a connection between what happened at our house in Yorkshire and what happened to you,” Rachel continued. “They are saying that the gem Mr Luker placed in the bank is—”

She stopped. She had grown pale, and for a moment, it seemed that she might faint. I offered her my smelling salts, but she waved me away.

“Tell me plainly, Godfrey. Do they say that Mr Luker’s gem is the Moonstone?”

“I’m afraid they do,” said Mr Godfrey. “Mr Luker has declared that until this scandal, he had never even heard of the Moonstone. But some vile people persist in disbelieving him. It is shameful!”

Rachel looked at him strangely. “Considering he is only a chance acquaintance, you take up his cause rather warmly.”

“I hope, Rachel, I take up the cause of all oppressed persons rather warmly.”

The tone in which these words were spoken might have melted a stone. But Rachel only sneered.

“Keep your noble sentiments for your ladies’ charities.”

“My dear Rachel!” protested my aunt.

“I mean no harm, Mamma,” Rachel insisted. She took Mr Godfrey’s hand in a most unladylike manner. “You have told me what scandal says of Mr Luker. Now, what does it say of you?”

“Don’t ask me,” said Mr Godfrey. “It is best forgotten.”

But Rachel insisted and at last he gave way. “Very well. Scandal says that Mr Luker is a moneylender – and that I stole the Moonstone and pledged it to him.”

Rachel got to her feet with a scream so frantic that I really thought she had gone mad. “This is my fault!” she cried. “I have sacrificed myself – I had the right to do that! But to let an innocent man take the blame – I can’t bear it!”

My aunt half rose from her chair, then suddenly sat down again, a bluish tinge in her face. She called to me faintly, and pointed to a little medicine bottle, hidden in her workbox.

“Quick!” she whispered. “Six drops in water! Don’t let Rachel see!”

Mr Godfrey tried to calm Rachel. “My reputation is too good to be destroyed by a passing scandal. All this will be forgotten in a week!”

But Rachel stamped her foot. “I must and will stop it. Mamma! Miss Clack! Hear what I say – Mr Godfrey Ablewhite is innocent!”

I had managed to give my aunt the medicine without anyone seeing.

“The drops will put me right in a minute,” she whispered.

“You must not do any such thing, dearest,” Mr Godfrey told Rachel. “Your reputation is too pure to be trifled with.”

“My reputation?” Rachel burst out laughing. “Why, I am accused alongside you! The best detective in England declares I have stolen my own Diamond! Now, write out a declaration of your own innocence, and I will sign it. Do as I tell you, or I will write to the newspapers!”

To calm her, Mr Godfrey took a sheet of paper and wrote it out. She signed it in a feverish hurry. “Show it everywhere,” she insisted. “Godfrey, you are a better man than I believed you to be. Come here when you can, and I will try to repair the wrong I have done you.”

“I will come,” he said, taking her hand. “On condition that we don’t speak of this hateful subject again.”

A knock came at the street door. Through the window, I saw a carriage, a powdered footman and three of the most audaciously dressed women I ever saw.

“They have come to take me to the flower-show,” said Rachel. She turned to her mother. “I have not distressed you, have I?”

The medicine had taken effect, and my aunt looked like herself again. “No, no, my dear. Go with your friends and enjoy yourself,” she said.

When Rachel had gone, Mr Godfrey stepped forward with the paper in his hand. “Dear Aunt, dear Miss Clack. I will destroy this at once – but please let Rachel believe that I accepted her generosity.”

He lit a match, and, lighting the paper, left it to burn on a plate on the table.

“Any trifling inconvenience I may suffer is nothing compared with the importance of preserving Rachel’s pure name,” he said. He smiled his beautiful smile, holding out a hand to my aunt and a hand to me. I was too deeply affected by his noble conduct to speak, and sat for some moments quite lost in my feelings.

When I opened my eyes again, my beloved friend was gone.
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Alone with my aunt, I enquired at once after her health.

“Drusilla, you have surprised a secret which I have confided to no one but my lawyer, Mr Bruff. But I can trust you, I am sure – and if you will return when Mr Bruff comes at five o’clock, you can be one of the witnesses when I sign my will.”

Her will! I thought again of the drops, and the bluish tinge in her skin.

“I have been seriously ill for some time without knowing it,” my aunt explained. “I have lately seen a specialist, who told me that for some years I have been suffering from a form of heart disease. I may live for months or I may die before another day has passed. I am doing my best to set my affairs in order, but my great concern is Rachel. She must be kept from knowing the truth, or she might attribute my ill health to anxiety about the Diamond. I am sure you will keep my secret, Drusilla, for I see sincere sorrow and sympathy in your face.”

“Oh, my dear Aunt!” I exclaimed. I was already thinking fervently of all the many ways I could comfort her and offer words of wisdom in her time of need.

Indeed, I thought of little else all that afternoon. I gathered precious books from my own little library, including one especially reviving volume – The Life and Letters of Miss Jane Ann Stamper – which I felt would be marvellously appropriate to Lady Verinder’s position.

I returned to Montagu Square punctually at five o’clock. In the library, I found Mr Bruff waiting. He is the family solicitor – a man grown old and grizzled through his worldly business.

He looked surprised to see me, and I explained my aunt had asked me to be a witness to her will.

“Aye? Well, you will do. You’re over twenty-one, and you don’t stand to inherit anything.”

How thankful I felt when I heard that! If my aunt – possessed of thousands – had remembered poor me, who has so little; if my name had appeared in her will, with a comforting little legacy – my enemies might have doubted my motives for helping her. Much better as it was!

“How is your friend Mr Ablewhite, after the mauling he got from those rogues?” asked Mr Bruff. “They’re telling quite a story about that gentleman at my club!”

“I live very much out of the world, sir, and I don’t possess the advantage of belonging to a club,” I said. “But I happen to know the story you are alluding to, and it is a vile falsehood.”

“You believe your friend? Natural enough. But he won’t find the world in general so easy to convince,” said Mr Bruff. “Appearances are dead against him! He was in the house when the Diamond was lost; he was the first to go to London after. Why should the jugglers seize and search not only Mr Luker but Godfrey Ablewhite? He wasn’t the only one to speak to Mr Luker at the bank that morning – half a dozen other people did as well. The only conclusion is that he has an interest in the Diamond too, and the jugglers know it!”

“I don’t presume to argue with a clever lawyer like you,” I countered. “But is it fair to pass over the investigation of a famous police officer? Not a shadow of suspicion rested on anyone but Miss Verinder in the mind of Sergeant Cuff.”

“You don’t mean to tell me you agree with him?”

“I judge nobody, sir, and offer no opinions.”

“If the sergeant knew Rachel as I know her, he would have suspected everybody in the house but her,” said Mr Bruff decidedly. “She has her faults, but she is true as steel! If the plainest evidence in the world pointed one way, and Rachel’s word pointed another, I would take her word – lawyer as I am!”

“Then permit me to inform you, Mr Bruff, that Mr Godfrey was here not two hours since, and his innocence was proclaimed by Miss Verinder herself, in the strongest language I have ever heard used by a young lady!” I announced with satisfaction.

I enjoyed the triumph of seeing Mr Bruff confounded by this. He stared at me in silence.

“What do you say of Mr Ablewhite now?” I asked.

“If Rachel has testified to his innocence, Miss Clack, then I believe in his innocence as firmly as you do.” Mr Bruff turned away, and began walking irritably up and down the room. “What a case! It defies explanation!”

“There is one possible explanation which has not occurred to anyone yet,” I pointed out. “It is true that Mr Ablewhite was in the house when the Diamond was lost – but Mr Franklin Blake was there too! His debts are well known among the family!”

The old man looked at me steadily, with a hard smile, and then shook his head.

“It won’t do, Miss Clack! Mr Franklin Blake is a favourite of mine – I know his financial affairs! Besides, Lady Verinder told me plainly that her daughter was ready to marry him before the Diamond disappeared. Why then should he steal the Moonstone, with the prospect of marrying an heiress before him? And if he did, why should he make himself the most prominent person in trying to recover it?”

Before I could answer, we were called in to my aunt. The signing of the will was completed quickly – hurried over in indecent haste to my mind.

Afterwards Mr Bruff looked at me, apparently wondering if I meant to leave him alone with my aunt. But he might as well have expected to move St Paul’s Cathedral by looking at it! He withdrew and left me mistress of the field.

“I hope you don’t think yourself neglected, Drusilla?” said my aunt, when he had gone. “Though you are not named in my will, I shall give you your little gift with my own hand.”

I had already opened my bag and taken out The Life and Letters of Miss Jane Ann Stamper. I pressed it into her hands earnestly. Poor Lady Verinder could do no more than glance at it, but I slipped it among the sofa cushions in case she felt stronger later.

I stayed for some time, giving my dear aunt the benefit of my most precious words of comfort. But after what seemed like only a little time, she said she was weary and needed to rest. Regretfully, I left her to her repose, promising to call again very soon.

The next morning, I was putting on my bonnet to go to a meeting of the society, when my aunt’s footman arrived, carrying a parcel for me. I wondered if my aunt had sent the promised legacy, but instead I found only the precious publication I had left her, returned to me by the doctor’s orders!

But I would not give up hope. That afternoon, I was once again at Lady Verinder’s door, with Miss Jane Ann Stamper in my carpet bag. The footman told me that my aunt was feeling unwell and was trying to sleep, but I insisted on waiting, on the chance of seeing her.

I had not crossed the threshold, when from inside the house, I suddenly heard a voice calling out in alarm: “Miss Rachel! Where are you? Please, come downstairs. My lady has fainted!”

Paying no heed to the footman, I hurried into the house at once.

I found Rachel on her knees by the sofa. One look at my aunt’s face told me the dreadful truth: Lady Verinder was no more.

Mr Franklin Blake’s instructions prevent me from offering any further comment or words of comfort concerning Lady Verinder’s death. I must keep strictly within the limits of my personal experience of the events that took place.

I will only say that a month passed before I saw Rachel again. Of course, I had been invited to my aunt’s funeral with the rest of the family, but I could not rouse myself from the shock of her death to travel to Yorkshire.

I was so shocked indeed that it did not occur to me until some days afterwards that she had also died without giving me my little legacy.

It was decided that Rachel needed quiet after her mother’s death. For this purpose, her uncle, the elder Mr Ablewhite, took a house in Brighton for Mrs Ablewhite and Rachel. They would see no society but a few old friends – and Mr Godfrey, who would travel backwards and forwards on the London train.

Of course, Mrs Ablewhite has never been known to do anything for herself, so when it came to the house in Brighton, she sent for me to make all the arrangements.

When Rachel arrived, I thought she looked pitiably small and thin in her mourning clothes. (Hers is one of those unfortunate complexions that does not suit black. But then, what do our complexions matter, when we are chiefly concerned with Higher Things?)

She was standing silently by the window, her eyes fixed on the sea.

“Are you tired, my dear?” I asked with the greatest of sympathy.

“No, only a little out of spirits. I have often seen the sea on our Yorkshire coast with that light on it. I was thinking of the days that can never come again.”

It was plain to see that her mother’s death had cast a dark shadow over her. Before I left, I spoke most earnestly to her, offering the words of comfort and precious wisdom that I had not had chance to offer my dear aunt. I declared myself in the most solemn language, offering to become her guardian – for I considered myself, as a serious-minded person, far better fitted for such a role than any of her more frivolous relations, or that worldly solicitor, Mr Bruff. I begged with her to return with me to London to share my modest home.

I am sorry to say she only looked at me in astonishment. “You are very kind, Drusilla, but I think it is best if I remain here.”

“Oh, don’t say so!” I pleaded. I tried to fold her in my arms, but she drew back.

From that day forth, I never saw Rachel Verinder again.

She has my forgiveness, and my prayerful good wishes. And when I die, she shall have The Life and Letters of Miss Jane Ann Stamper, left as a little legacy in my will.
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Miss Clack having laid down the pen, I now take it up to continue the story.

Sometime early in the year 1849, my clerk came into my office with a card, saying a gentleman wished to speak to me. On the card was a foreign name which has escaped my memory, but it was followed by a line written in English: Recommended by Mr Septimus Luker.

I was so surprised that Mr Luker should dare to recommend anybody to me that I sat silent for a moment.

“He looks like he might be from India, or somewhere of that sort,” said my clerk.

It occurred to me then that there might be a connection to the Moonstone, and I agreed to see the visitor. You will remember that I had drawn up Colonel Herncastle’s will, with its special instructions; I had discussed the matter with Mr Franklin Blake and arranged for him to take the Diamond to Lady Verinder’s house; and I felt a strong interest in everything relating to the gem.

The moment the visitor came in, I was certain he was one of the three Indian priests, who had previously disguised themselves as jugglers. After apologizing very politely for disturbing me, he produced a small parcel, wrapped in cloth of gold. Removing the wrapper, he placed a little box before me, most beautifully inlaid in jewels.

“I have come, sir, to ask you to lend me some money,” he said in perfect English. “I leave this, in assurance the debt will be repaid.”

“You have come to me from Mr Luker? May I ask why he did not advance you the money himself?”

“He told me that he had no money to lend.”

“I am sorry that you should have had the trouble of coming to me. Mr Luker is mistaken in sending you – I’m afraid I do not lend money to strangers.”

The gentleman did not seem concerned. He made me a bow and wrapped up his box again.

“May I ask a question before I leave? If it had been possible for you to lend me the money, in what space of time would it be customary for me to pay it back?”

“According to the usual custom, in one year’s time from the date it was given to you,” I explained.

The gentleman made another bow and walked softly out of the room.

I stared after him. His face and voice had been under perfect control until that last question, when he had looked me straight in the eye for the first time. I began to suspect that the box and the request for a loan had been merely designed to pave the way for that question, which he had asked for some special reason of his own.

While I was thinking it over, a letter arrived from Mr Septimus Luker himself, humbly begging for an interview. Out of curiosity, I agreed he could come to my office the next day.

Mr Luker is in every respect an inferior creature to the Indian gentleman. He was so unworthy and cringing that our conversation is not worthy of recording at any length. But this is the substance of what he told me.

The Indian gentleman had also called on Mr Luker. Mr Luker instantly recognized him as one of the three jugglers, and concluded he was one of those who had tied him up and robbed him. He was immediately paralysed with terror.

But the Indian gentleman had behaved like a stranger. He had produced the box and made the same request he had made to me. As the quickest way of getting rid of him, Mr Luker had said he had no money to lend. The gentleman had asked about the best person to ask for a loan, and Mr Luker had suggested a respectable solicitor. Asked to name one, he had mentioned me – in his terror, mine was the first name that had occurred to him.

“I hope you’ll overlook it, Mr Bruff, sir, in consideration of me being frightened out of my wits,” he said.

I was still puzzling over it all that evening, as I went on my way to a dinner party. Among the guests, I was interested to find the traveller Mr Murthwaite. While the others talked of politics, I took the opportunity to speak to him about the Moonstone.

Until then, Mr Murthwaite had looked as though he was composing himself for a nap. But he woke up in an instant when I explained my connection to Lady Verinder.

“Have you heard anything lately of the Indian priests?” he asked me intently.

“I have every reason to believe one of them visited my office yesterday,” I said.

Mr Murthwaite was not an easy man to astonish, but this remark staggered him. I described what had happened to Mr Luker and myself.

“It is clear he had a reason for coming, but I don’t see what it is,” I finished.

“Don’t you, Mr Bruff? Let us go over it together. Until the Colonel’s death, the Moonstone was locked up in the bank. But the priests learned that the Colonel’s will left the jewel to his niece. They decided to seize the jewel when it passed into Miss Verinder’s hands, which is why they travelled to Frizinghall, disguising themselves as jugglers.”

I remembered that Franklin Blake had been followed in London; that he had arrived in Yorkshire with the Diamond earlier than planned; and that (thanks to old Betteredge’s excellent advice) he had lodged it in the bank at Frizinghall before anyone expected to see him in the neighbourhood.

“The three men were spotted by Gabriel Betteredge, lurking about Lady Verinder’s house that night. But once they found that the jewel was lodged in the bank, they kept their distance until Miss Verinder’s birthday. Then they appeared again, and were rewarded by seeing the jewel on her dress. I am certain they would have acted then, were it not for the extraordinary disappearance of the Diamond that night. Then the three men were held by the police for some days on some spurious charge. When they were freed, they travelled to London. What was the next news we heard of them?”

“They were annoying Mr Luker at his house in Lambeth,” I recalled.

“There was a man working for him he suspected of trying to steal one of his treasures. He believed this man was working with the jugglers. It seems clear to me which treasure they were trying to steal.”

“The Moonstone had found its way into Mr Luker’s hands,” I said. “And the priests had learned of it.”

Mr Murthwaite nodded. “But their attempt to seize the jewel failed. Mr Luker took it to the bank before they could come up with a new plan to rob him. But they got hold of the banker’s receipt, and they now know that the Moonstone is once again out of reach in a bank strongroom. So what is their next chance of seizing the Diamond – and when will it come?”

I understood the gentleman’s question at last. “They believe, as we do, that Mr Luker has the Moonstone. He is keeping it under lock and key until he is repaid the money he loaned to the thief. They want to know the earliest time at which the Diamond might be removed from the bank!” I exclaimed.

“Exactly,” said Mr Murthwaite. “Mr Luker himself told them how long they must wait, and you confirmed he was telling the truth. When do we think the Diamond found its way into the moneylender’s hands?”

“Towards the end of last June,” I said.

“Then it may be worth you arranging to be in London at the end of this coming June.”

“You think something will happen?”

“I think I shall be safer in the remotest and most dangerous corners of the world than I should be if I left the bank with the Moonstone in my pocket,” said Mr Murthwaite. “The priests have been defeated twice – it’s my belief they won’t be defeated a third time.”

I did not forget Mr Murthwaite’s words – and that is all there is to say before I hand on the pen.
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In the spring of 1849, I was wandering somewhere in the East, when a letter reached me. It had a black border around it, and the handwriting was that of Mr Bruff.

The letter informed me that my father was dead, and I was heir to his fortune. Mr Bruff told me to return at once to England, and the next morning, I was on my way.

I had gone abroad to try to forget Rachel. In truth I had never forgotten her, but time and new experiences had helped soothe the bitterest disappointment of my life. Yet now, as I drew nearer to home, I began to think of Rachel more and more.

On my return, Mr Bruff told me all that had happened in my absence. He also told me that Rachel was now living in the care of an aunt, a Mrs Merridew, who had a house at Portland Place.

Only half an hour after learning this, I was at the door. But on sending up my card, I was told that Miss Verinder was out.

I called again that evening, but was told again that Miss Verinder was not at home. Yes, she had received my card, but no message had been left for me.

It was plain that Rachel did not want to see me.

I sent up my name to Mrs Merridew, and asked to speak with her. Presently, I was shown into a comfortable little sitting-room, and found myself in the company of a comfortable little elderly lady. She expressed regret and surprise, but was unable to offer me any explanation for Rachel’s behaviour.

The only thing left was to write. I sent a letter the next day, but the answer that came back was only a sentence:


Miss Verinder begs to decline entering into any correspondence with Mr Franklin Blake.



Mr Bruff had just arrived to speak to me on business. I showed him the letter, and laid the whole story before him. He was as unable to explain it as Mrs Merridew.

“Is it possible that she is still bitter towards me, because of my involvement in trying to find the Moonstone?” I asked.

Mr Bruff looked distressed, but admitted he could think of no other explanation.

I rang the bell, and asked my servant to pack my bag and fetch a railway timetable.

“What are you going to do?” asked Mr Bruff in surprise.

“I am going to Yorkshire by the next train,” I declared. “If the Moonstone is the reason Rachel will not see me, I will not accept it! I am determined to find out the secret of her silence to her mother, and her behaviour to me. If time, effort and money can do it, I will lay my hands on the thief who took the Moonstone.”

I set out at once, and towards sunset that evening, I was looking once more on the peaceful country house I knew so well.

I found my dear old friend Gabriel Betteredge sitting in his chair on the terrace, with the dogs dozing on either side of him. Hearing my footsteps, the old man shaded his eyes with his hands, and looked enquiringly up at me.

“Mr Franklin!” he cried, struggling to his feet.

My own eyes suddenly filled with tears. I was obliged to wait for a moment before I could speak to him.

I expected him to overwhelm me with questions, but instead he urged me inside.

“I’ll ask what brings you here afterwards; I must make you comfortable first. There have been sad changes since you were here last. The house is shut up and half the servants are gone, but never mind – I’ll cook your dinner and make your bed, and if there’s a bottle of good wine in the cellar, down your throat, Mr Franklin, that bottle shall go!”

I hated to disappoint him, but the house was Rachel’s now – I could not eat in it, or sleep in it, after her behaviour towards me. I had no choice but to tell him the whole story, though it left him sadly puzzled and distressed.

“It’s a lovely evening. I shall walk to Frizinghall and stay at the hotel, and you must come tomorrow and have breakfast with me,” I concluded.

Betteredge shook his head. “I am heartily sorry for this. But if you really won’t stay here, Mr Franklin, there is no need to go all the way to Frizinghall. There’s Hotherstone’s Farm barely two miles from here, and Mrs Hotherstone has rooms to let.”

I remembered the place: a comfortable farmhouse on the banks of a pleasant stream. We set out to it together, Betteredge still shaking his head.

“I’ve lived a goodish long time but the likes of this, I never did expect to see. There stands the house – and here stands Mr Franklin Blake, going to sleep in a lodging! There’s only one more miracle that can happen – the next thing you will do will be to pay me back that seven and sixpence you borrowed when you were a boy!” The thought of this seemed to cheer him up. “I’m burning to know what’s brought you down here in this sudden way,” he added.

“What brought me here before?”

“The Moonstone.”

“The Moonstone has brought me here again, Betteredge.”

The old man stopped and looked at me in the grey twilight. “If that’s a joke, I don’t understand it.”

“It’s no joke. I have come here to do what nobody has done yet – to find out who took the Diamond.”

“Take my advice, and let the Diamond be,” said Betteredge, shaking his finger at me. “That cursed jewel has caused nothing but trouble. How can you expect to succeed when Sergeant Cuff himself made a mess of it – the greatest policeman in England?”

“My mind is made up, old friend,” I said. “Speaking of Sergeant Cuff, have you heard anything of him lately?”

“The great Cuff is retired,” said Betteredge. “He has got a little cottage, and he’s busy growing roses.”

“In that case I shall have to do without his help. I must trust you to help me instead,” I said.

“You might do worse, Mr Franklin,” said Betteredge.

“Do you remember how Rachel treated me before I left England?”

“As well as if it were yesterday!” sighed Betteredge. “Miss Rachel was mortally offended with you for trying to recover the jewel – and neither my lady nor anybody else could guess why.”

“I came back from my travels to find her offended still. I have tried to speak to her, and she won’t see me. I have tried to write to her, and she won’t answer my letters. The Diamond is at the bottom of it. Solving the mystery of the Moonstone is the only chance I have left.”

“And you don’t fear what you may find out about Miss Rachel?”

“I am as certain of her as you are,” I told him firmly.

Betteredge nodded. “Then I can give you the first clue. You remember poor Rosanna Spearman? You thought she wanted to make some sort of confession about the Moonstone to you.”

“I couldn’t think of any other reason for her strange behaviour.”

“Rosanna left a sealed letter – a letter addressed to you,” Betteredge revealed. “It is in the possession of her friend Lucy Yolland.”

“Why wasn’t it forwarded to me?” I asked in surprise.

“Lucy wouldn’t give it to anyone but you. And you had left England before I could write to tell you.”

“Let’s go back, Betteredge, and get it at once!” I cried.

“It’s too late, sir. They’re great savers of candles along this coast, and they go to bed early.” He pointed ahead to a light glimmering below. “There’s the farm. Make yourself comfortable tonight, Mr Franklin. Tomorrow we will go to see Lucy Yolland.”

I have only the vaguest memory of that night. There was a warm welcome, a generous supper and a bedroom with a big feather bed. I passed a restless night and felt relieved when the sun rose and I could get up.

Without waiting for breakfast, I took a crust of bread and set out. Betteredge was ready and waiting for me.

“How are you this morning?” I asked him.

“Very poorly, sir, with a new disease of my own invention. I don’t mean to alarm you, but you are certain to catch it before the day is out. Do you feel an uncomfortable heat in your stomach? A thumping in your head? Not yet? It will lay hold of you soon, Mr Franklin. I call it the detective fever and I first caught it in the company of Sergeant Cuff.”

Early as it was, we found the Yollands at home. As soon as we came in, a girl approached me. She had a fierce keenness in her eyes, as she looked at me with mingled interest and horror.

“Mr Betteredge,” she said, without taking her eyes off me. “What is his name, if you please?”

“This gentleman’s name,” answered Betteredge (with a strong emphasis on gentleman), “is Mr Franklin Blake.”

There was no mistaking her expression. She looked at me in a way no woman had ever looked at me before – with hatred and disgust.

“No,” she said to herself. “I can’t find out what she saw in him. Oh, my poor dear! What could you see in this man?”

She thrust a letter suddenly into my face. “Take it!” she exclaimed furiously. “I never set eyes on you before, and I pray I shall never set eyes on you again!” With those words, she limped away at top speed.

I looked at the letter. The envelope read: For Franklin Blake Esq. To be given into his own hands (and not to be trusted to anyone else) by Lucy Yolland.

I broke the seal. Inside, I found a letter and a slip of paper. I looked at the letter first.


Sir – If you are curious to know the meaning of my behaviour to you while you were staying in the house of Lady Verinder, do as you are told in the enclosed – and do it without any other person being present.

Your humble servant,

ROSANNA SPEARMAN



I turned to the slip of paper next. Here is a copy of it, word for word:


Go to the Shivering Sand at the turn of the tide. Walk out onto the South Spit, until you reach the beacon and the flagstaff in a line together. Lay down a stick to guide your hand, exactly in the line of the beacon and the flagstaff – with one end at the edge of the rocks, on the side which overlooks the quicksand. Feel along the stick among the seaweed for the chain – and then pull it.



“I can’t stand it any longer, Mr Franklin!” said Betteredge. “What does the letter say?”

I handed both papers to him, and he cried out at once. “The sergeant said it – he said she had a hiding place, and here it is! The secret is ready and waiting for us at the turn of the tide!”

A lad who was mending a fishing net near by told us the tide would turn in an hour, and we hurried out together for the Shivering Sand. On our way, I asked my old friend to revive my memory about Sergeant Cuff’s inquiry. With his help, I soon had the events clear in my mind: Rosanna’s journey to Frizinghall, when everyone believed her to be ill in bed; the mysterious light in her room at night; the purchase of the tin case and the two chains from Mrs Yolland; and the sergeant’s belief that she had hidden something at the Shivering Sand.

We reached the quicksand and walked out together on the low ledge of rock called the South Spit. With Betteredge’s help, I followed the instructions, and was soon standing in the right position to see the beacon and flagstaff in a line together. I laid my stick in the right place, as nearly as I could, and waited for the turn of the tide.

Betteredge turned to go.

“What are you going away for?” I asked in surprise.

“Look at the letter again, sir,” he said.

I glanced back at the letter, and was reminded she had said I should make the discovery alone.

“It’s hard for me to leave you at such a time,” said Betteredge. “But I feel a call on me to do what she tells us. I’ll hang about in the fir plantation and wait for you there. Don’t be longer than you can help! The detective fever isn’t an easy disease to deal with!”

Left alone, I lit a cigar and sat down on the slope of the beach to wait. The air was fresh, and even that lonely little bay seemed cheerful in the morning sunlight, the wet surface of the quicksand glistening with golden brightness. But when the turn of the tide came, I saw the awful shiver creeping over the surface of the sand, as if something terrible lived and moved and shuddered in the fathomless depths below.

I put out my cigar and went towards the rocks. Following the instructions, I felt along the line of the stick. At last I felt a narrow little fissure. My progress was blocked by a thick growth of seaweed, so I took up my stick and knelt down on the rocks to poke about among the sand.

Soon my stick struck the chain, and my heart quickened.

I felt for it with my hand, drawing it up without any difficulty. There was the tin case, fastened to the end!

The water had rusted the chain, and it took all my strength to remove it and take off the cover. It was filled with something white: I put in my hand, and found it was linen. There was a letter crumpled up with it, addressed to me.

I carried the case to the dry sand of the beach and unrolled the linen. I saw that it was a nightgown – and on it was the smear of paint from Rachel’s door!

My eyes were riveted to the stain. I could hear Betteredge calling me: his patience had failed him, and he was coming back to the beach. I kept staring at the nightgown. To whom did it belong? I searched for the mark of the owner’s name.

I found the mark and I read—

MY OWN NAME.

There were the familiar letters. There was the sun; there was the glittering water of the bay; there was old Betteredge, coming nearer.


“If time, effort and money can do it, I will lay my hands on the thief who took the Moonstone,” I had said.



Now I had discovered the secret the quicksand had kept hidden. And on the evidence of the paint stain, I had discovered myself as the thief.
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I don’t recall what happened next. I only remember being back in Betteredge’s sitting-room (my determination not to enter Rachel’s house forgotten) with a glass of grog in my hand, which my old friend had poured me to “help me face it”. His familiar face was the greatest comfort to me.

“What can it mean, sir?” he asked, looking at the nightgown lying on the table as if it were a living creature.

I shook my head in confusion. “I have no more idea than you do. But there lies the evidence against me. The paint on the nightgown – the name on the nightgown – they are facts.”

“It must be foul play,” said Betteredge. “Was there nothing else in the case when you took the nightgown out?”

I remembered the crumpled letter, which I had thrust into my pocket. I opened it to find several pages covered in writing, signed by Rosanna Spearman. I began to read it aloud:


“Sir – I have something to say to you. I love you.”



The letter dropped from my hand. “What does she mean?” I exclaimed.

“I can’t find it in my heart to distress you, Mr Franklin. Go back to the letter and let her speak for herself.”

I resumed reading:


“I can tell you this, for when you read it, I shall be dead and gone.

“You will find your nightgown in my hiding place, with the smear of paint on it. You will want to know how it came to be hidden by me, and why I said nothing to you about it. I have only one reason: I did these strange things because I love you.

“I won’t trouble you by writing much about myself, or my life before. Let me only say that I had once been put in prison because I was a thief. I had been a thief from quite a little girl, after the gentleman who was my father deserted my mother and me. There is no need to tell such a common story – it is told often enough, in the newspapers.

“After I left prison, Lady Verinder found me. She and Mr Betteredge were very kind to me. They were the only good people I ever met with. I might have got on at Lady Verinder’s, if you had not come visiting. But I don’t blame you, sir.

“Do you remember when you came out from the sandhills, looking for Mr Betteredge? You were like a prince in a fairy tale – the most adorable creature I had ever seen. I went back to the house, and I wrote your name and mine together and drew a true lovers’ knot around them. I knew I should not have done it, but in the days that followed I got fonder and fonder of you. I tried to get you to look at me, but you never seemed to notice me.

“I soon saw you had fallen in love with Miss Rachel, and I began to hate her. She used to give you a rose to wear in your buttonhole, and my only comfort was putting a rose of my own in your glass, in place of hers – and then throwing her rose away.

“You came into my life like a beam of sunshine, but now I felt great misery. I went often to my favourite place – the Shivering Sand. I began to think that when I could bear it no more, I would end all my troubles there.

“When the Diamond was first lost, I was annoyed by the foolish talk among the servants. The police officer came, and they were in a rage because he behaved as if he suspected them. I went to Miss Rachel’s room with all the rest and he pointed out the smear on the painted door, told us our petticoats had done it, and sent us away. Afterwards I stopped for a moment, to see if I had got any paint on my gown. Penelope Betteredge (the only one of the servants who was friendly to me) saw me.

“‘You needn’t worry,’ she said. ‘The paint has been dry for hours. If the superintendent wasn’t so rude, I would have told him so!’

“‘How do you know that?’ I asked.

“‘Mr Franklin said that the paint would dry in twelve hours. They finished painting at three o’clock yesterday, so the door must have been dry by three o’clock this morning.’

“‘I suppose the smear was made yesterday evening, then?’

“Penelope shook her head. ‘I left Miss Rachel in bed at midnight and I was the last person in the sitting-room that night. There was no smear on the door then.’

“She shook her head and went back to her work and I went to mine. The time I spent making your bed and putting your room in order was my happiest hour in the whole day. You have never had your clothes folded so nicely as I folded them – though you never noticed, any more than you noticed me.

“In your room I saw your nightgown tossed across the bed. I picked it up to fold it – and at once I saw the stain of paint from Miss Rachel’s door.

“I was so startled I could hardly breathe. I remembered my talk with Penelope and I realized this was proof you had been in Miss Rachel’s sitting-room between twelve and three o’clock last night – and if the last person in the room was to be suspected, then the thief was not Penelope, but Mr Franklin Blake!

“It might sound strange, but the thought that you had let yourself down to my level – and that I might now have a way to help you – made me overcome with excitement.

“I sat there a long time, thinking. Then I hid the stained nightgown in my room. I tidied my hair and made myself as nice as I could, and went to you boldly, in the library. You had left one of your rings upstairs, which made a good excuse.

“But all my courage faded when I walked in. You looked up so coldly, and thanked me indifferently. My knees trembled as I spoke.

“‘They will never find the Diamond, sir, will they? No! Nor the person who took it – I’ll answer for that!’ I nodded and smiled, as much as to say ‘I know!’

“You looked up at me with something like interest in your eyes, but then Mr Betteredge spoiled it by coming to the door. I was disappointed, but not without hope.

“Quickly, I thought out a plan. At dinner I pretended to be ill; I slipped out to Frizinghall in secret to buy material for a new nightgown to replace the stained one. Late that night, I locked my bedroom door and began my work. On Friday morning, hours before Sergeant Cuff arrived, there was the new nightgown – made, washed, dried, ironed, marked and folded safe in your drawer.

“I had got the only proof against you and no one knew it – not even yourself.”



I paused here and Betteredge and I looked at each other.

Just then, someone knocked on the door.

“Come in!” called out Betteredge, a little irritated by the interruption.

The door opened and in came the most remarkable-looking man I have ever seen. Judging by his figure and movements, he was young. Judging by his face, he was older than Betteredge. His forehead was high; his face hollowed and strangely wrinkled; and his eyes were a soft brown – dreamy and mournful. His thick, closely curling hair had lost its colour in the strangest way: across the top it was deep black, but at the sides it had turned completely white. I couldn’t help looking at him curiously.

“I beg your pardon. I didn’t know Mr Betteredge had a visitor,” he said.

He took a paper from his pocket and gave it to Betteredge. “The list for next week,” he said, and left as quietly as he had arrived.

“Who is that?” I asked, after he had gone.

“Mr Candy’s assistant, Ezra Jennings,” explained Betteredge. “The doctor never fully recovered from the illness he caught going home from the birthday dinner. He lost his memory in the fever, and he has never quite got it back. Now most of the work falls on his assistant, though there is less of it – for no one likes Mr Jennings much.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I suppose his odd appearance is against him,” said Betteredge. “Nobody knows who he is, and he hasn’t got friends hereabouts.”

“What was that bit of paper he gave you?”

“It’s a weekly list of sick people near by, who need a little extra help – some food or good wine. My lady always wanted to help, and Miss Rachel wishes to keep up the custom. But times have changed! Mr Candy used to bring the list to my mistress. Now it’s his assistant who brings it to me.” He sighed, and looked back to Rosanna’s letter. “Let me go on. It’s not easy reading, I know.”

He put on his spectacles and took his turn to read aloud.


“There was nowhere in the house it would be safe to hide the stained nightgown from Sergeant Cuff. For the time being, I undressed and put it on myself, under my clothes. You had worn it, and I felt some happiness to be wearing it after you.

“Sergeant Cuff asked to see the washing-book and I took it to him. We had met before, and I was certain he would know me again – though I did not know what he would do when he found me working in a house where a valuable jewel had been lost. But he treated me like a stranger, and was very polite in thanking me. All the same, there was no knowing how soon I would be suspected and searched.

“I had heard from the other servants that you had been extravagant and had debts. It was plain that you had stolen the Diamond to get the money that you needed. I knew a man in London who would advance a good large sum on the jewel, and ask no questions.

“I longed to speak to you and tell you I could help. I even went to your favourite walk in the shrubbery to try and speak to you, but you never appeared.

“Instead Penelope found me waiting for you. She had discovered my secret feelings long ago. ‘The best thing for you will be for Mr Franklin’s visit to come to an end,’ she said. ‘He is in Miss Rachel’s black books now, and I don’t think it will be long now before he leaves the house.’

“I had never thought of you going away! For a moment, I could not speak.

“We were called then to speak to Sergeant Cuff. It was my turn to go in after the other maids, and it was clear they had reported evidence against me. From what they had told him, the sergeant had worked out that I had made a new nightgown in secret – but he wrongly suspected that the paint-stained nightgown was my own.

“I could see he thought I was involved in the disappearance of the Diamond. But at the same time, he seemed to think I had been following instructions from someone else. Who that might be, I couldn’t guess – but it was clear that he was miles from knowing the truth. You were safe as long as the nightgown was safe.

“I knew I ought to destroy it. But how could I destroy the only thing which proved that I had saved you? I still hoped you might let me share your secret and be your accomplice. So I decided to hide it in the place I knew best – the Shivering Sand.

“I made an excuse to go out, and went straight to Lucy Yolland’s cottage. I did not trust her with my secret – I trusted nobody. But I wanted to write this letter, and safely take off the nightgown, and I could do neither at the house.

“When I have finished writing, I shall go down with the nightgown hidden under my cloak. I shall hide it safely at the Shivering Sand. Then, Mr Franklin, I shall try again to say the words to you which I have not said yet. If you are cruel in your reply, then goodbye to the world.

“Don’t blame yourself, sir, if it ends this way. But try to feel some sorrow for me when I am gone. Will you say something kind of me, in the same gentle voice you use when you speak of Miss Rachel? If you do, I believe my ghost will hear, and tremble with pleasure.

“I must stop now. I am making myself cry. But why look on the gloomy side? I may have filled all these pages for nothing! If we end in understanding each other, how I shall enjoy tearing them up!

“I remain, sir, your true lover, and humble servant, ROSANNA SPEARMAN.”



Betteredge put the letter back into the envelope. He sat with his head down and his eyes on the ground.

Twice more the unhappy girl had tried to speak to me. Twice over I had innocently repelled her. On Friday she had found me at the billiard table and had gone away wounded. On Saturday she had come to the shrubbery and had heard me loudly declare I felt no interest in her.

Those words had been intended to warn her of danger. Instead they had doomed her to destruction.

I must now leave the miserable story of Rosanna, which even now I cannot think of without the greatest distress.

I must turn away from the Shivering Sand and the strange and terrible events that happened there, to those which concern the living people of this story – and which were already paving the way for the slow journey from darkness to light.
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Betteredge and I walked together to the station. I had the letter in my pocket and the nightgown in my bag.

“Before I go to London, I have two questions,” I said.

“If they will put that poor creature’s letter out of my head, Mr Franklin, then ask as soon as you can.”

“My first is this: was I drunk on the night of Rachel’s birthday?”

“You, sir? Drunk?” repeated my old friend in surprise. “You only drink with your dinner and never touch a drop afterwards!”

“But the birthday was a special occasion. I might have abandoned my usual habits.”

Betteredge thought for a moment. “As a matter of fact, you did. You looked wretchedly ill, and we persuaded you to take a drop of brandy and water.”

“I am not used to brandy. Perhaps—”

“I knew you were not, so I poured only a small drop and drowned it in nearly a glassful of cold water. A grown man could not possibly have got drunk on that!”

I turned to my next question. “When I lived here as a boy, do you remember me ever walking in my sleep?”

“I see your drift. You are trying to work out how you could have got the paint on your nightgown without knowing it. But it won’t do, sir. Walk in your sleep? You never did such a thing in your life.”

I knew Betteredge was right. If I had been a sleepwalker, I would have discovered it by now.

“And even if you were drunk or sleepwalking when you took the jewel, how would that explain what has happened since?” Betteredge continued. “We know the Diamond was taken to London and left with Mr Luker. How could you do that without knowing? This business has so upset you that you’re not thinking straight. You need to speak to Mr Bruff.”

When I arrived back in town, I drove directly to Mr Bruff’s home in Hampstead, where I found him dozing with his favourite pug-dog in his lap and a bottle of wine at his elbow. But as soon as he had heard my tale, he ordered lights and strong tea to be brought to his study. This done, he examined the nightgown and the letter.

“This is a serious matter in more ways than one,” he said at last. “But Rachel’s extraordinary behaviour is no mystery now. Like Rosanna, she believes you have stolen the Diamond.”

It was a revolting conclusion – yet I knew it must be true.

“Now I understand why she has been silent all this time. But she must be persuaded to speak,” said Mr Bruff. “If she can tell us why she believes you took the Moonstone, the case may fall to pieces.”

“How?” I asked.

“The name on the nightgown proves it is yours. The mark of the paint proves the nightgown made the smear on the door. But what evidence is there that you were the person who wore it on the night the Diamond was lost? This letter is distressing, but it also shows that Rosanna was clever at deception. It is possible she has not told you the whole truth. If Rachel has suspected you on the evidence of the nightgown only, it is possible that Rosanna was the one who showed it to her. And here is this letter, stating she was jealous of Rachel. What better way to start a quarrel between you than this?”

Mr Bruff saw my face, and added: “I know you pity the poor girl, and can’t find it in your heart to suspect her. But it is clear to me that Rosanna would have taken fifty Moonstones as a means to her end!”

“But even on this evidence, why would Rachel believe I was a thief?” I broke out.

“A good question,” agreed Mr Bruff. “Search your memory. Did anything happen to shake Rachel’s belief in you when you were staying at the house – no matter how small?”

Suddenly I remembered that something had happened. While I had been at the house, a man had turned up, demanding some money I owed him. My aunt paid off the man and sent him away, but Rachel was angry with me and shocked at my carelessness. She had called me “dishonourable”. But after a day or two we had made peace – and I had thought no more about it.

“Perhaps that had an effect on her?” said Mr Bruff when I explained.

He got up and began walking thoughtfully up and down the room.

“The difficulty is how to make Rachel speak her mind.” He considered for a moment more. “You should be the one to try. I am sure that she still has a weakness for you, in a corner of her heart. But the question is – how are you to see her?”

“Might I see her here?” I suggested.

Mr Bruff turned sharply to look at me. “So my house is to be turned into a trap to catch Rachel? With a bait to tempt her, in the shape of an invitation from my wife and daughters?” He sighed. “If you were anyone else but Mr Franklin Blake, and this matter was one atom less serious, I should refuse. As things are, I believe Rachel will thank me for turning traitor. She shall be invited here the day after tomorrow.”

I thanked him with the deepest gratitude.

Of the day that followed, I have only to say that it was the longest of my life. The next morning, Mr Bruff surprised me at breakfast. He handed me a key.

“She is coming to lunch, and to spend the afternoon. This key is for the gate in my garden wall. Let yourself in at three o’clock, and make your way in by the conservatory door. Go through to the music-room and you will find Rachel, alone.”

He went on his way. The day seemed very long and weary; to while away the time until the afternoon, I began looking through my letters – which included one from Betteredge. I opened it eagerly but it had no news of importance – only that the doctor, Mr Candy, had told Betteredge that he wished particularly to speak to me when I was next in the neighbourhood.

At last the afternoon came. As the clock of the Hampstead church struck three, I put the key into the lock of the garden door. I felt strangely guilty, looking furtively to either side, feeling as though someone was watching me from some unknown corner. But the garden was empty: the birds and the bees were my only witnesses.

I went through the garden and into the conservatory. From inside the music-room, I heard a few plaintive chords struck on the piano. I had to wait a moment to steady myself before I opened the door.
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Rachel rose from the piano. We looked at each other in silence, and I took a few steps towards her.

She came towards me without speaking. Colour flushed her cheeks; her eyes were bright. I forgot why I was here, forgot everything. I saw nothing but the girl I loved, coming nearer and nearer to me. I could resist no longer – I caught her in my arms.

There was a moment where it seemed that she too might have forgotten. But then she pushed me away. I saw anger in her eyes.

“You mean, miserable, heartless coward!” she cried.

“I am sorry if I have offended you,” I said bitterly. “But you need not speak to me in such a way. Tell me – what is it that I have done?”

She stared at me. “You ask that question of me?  I, who have kept your actions a secret and suffered the consequences? You, who were once dear to my mother, and dearer still to me?” She dropped into a chair, covering her face with her hands.

“I have come here with something serious to say to you. Will you do me the justice of listening?” I said.

She did not move or answer. I stood where I was, and told her of my discovery at the Shivering Sand, and all that had led to it. All the time, she never looked at me, and she never uttered a word.

“Now I have a question to ask,” I said, when at last I was done. “Did Rosanna Spearman show you the nightgown? Yes, or no?”

Rachel suddenly started to her feet. She walked up close to me, her eyes searching my face. “Are you mad?” she demanded.

“Rachel, will you answer my question?”

“What do you want from me? They say your father’s death has made you a rich man. Have you come here to compensate me for the loss of my Diamond? Do you feel ashamed of what you did? Is that why you are pretending to be innocent, and telling me a story about Rosanna Spearman?”

I could control myself no longer. “You have done me a great wrong!” I burst out hotly. “You suspect me of stealing your Diamond! I have a right to know the reason why!”

“Suspect you?” she exclaimed, her anger rising to meet mine. “I saw you take the Diamond with my own eyes!”

I stood before her, struck into helpless silence.

“Why did you come here? To humiliate yourself? To humiliate me?”

I took her by the hand. “Rachel, you once loved me. I can’t explain this. I can only speak the truth. You declare you saw me take the Diamond with your own eyes. I declare that I never knew anything of this until now. Do you still doubt me?”

She glanced down, as if she could not bear to look at me. But she did not take her hand away; instead, it closed, trembling, around mine.

“Tell me everything that happened that night, from the time we wished each other goodnight, to the time when you saw me take the Diamond,” I said. “If we look at what happened, we might be able to understand.”

“I have tried to make sense of it many times over,” she said with tears in her eyes.

“But you have tried by yourself. You have not tried with me to help you.”

These words seemed to awaken hope in her. She looked at me with a new brightness in her eyes.

“Let us begin with what happened when you went to bed.”

“It was about twelve o’clock.”

“Did you fall asleep?”

“No. I couldn’t sleep. I was thinking of you.”

Her words went straight to my heart. I had to pause before I could go on. “Was there a light in your room?”

“Not at first. But after a while I got up and lit my candle. It was about one o’clock. I put on my dressing-gown, and I was going into the sitting-room to fetch a book. I opened the door, but I did not go through. I stopped, because I saw a light – and heard footsteps approaching.”

“Were you frightened?”

“No, not then. I remembered my mother had been worried about the Diamond. I thought she might be coming to see if I was awake, and to persuade me to let her take charge of it again.”

“What did you do?”

“I blew out my candle, so she would think I was in bed. I wanted to keep the Diamond with me. But then the sitting-room door opened and I saw—”

“You saw…?”

“You.”

“Dressed as usual?”

“No. In your nightgown.”

“Alone?”

“Yes.”

“Could you see me plainly?”

“Quite plainly. You carried a candle in your hand.”

“Were my eyes open? Did you notice anything strange about them?”

“Yes. There was nothing strange except that they were brighter than usual. You came to the middle of the room and then you stopped. You looked around, as though you knew you were not supposed to be there, and were afraid of being discovered.”

“Could I see you, where I stood?”

“You might have, but you never looked towards me. I didn’t speak or move. You went over to the corner where the cabinet was. I could see you reflected in the looking-glass. You put your candle on top of the cabinet, and then opened and shut the drawers, until you came to the one where I had put my Diamond. You looked in for a moment, and then you took the jewel out. I saw the gleam of it between your finger and thumb.”

“Did I close the drawer again?”

“No. You had the Diamond in your right hand, and you took the candle from the top of the cabinet with your left.”

“Did I look about me after that, or leave the room immediately?”

“You stood still for what seemed like a long time. I saw your face in the glass: you looked like you were thinking. Then you suddenly went out of the room.”

“Did I close the door behind me?”

“No. You went into the passage and left the door open. Your light disappeared and the sound of your steps faded away. I was left alone in the dark.”

“Did anything else happen from that time, to the time when the whole house knew the Diamond was lost?”

“Nothing.”

“Are you sure? Might you not have fallen asleep?”

“I never slept. I never went back to bed. Nothing happened until Penelope came in at the usual time.”

Every question I could think of had been answered. What more could I say? There was not a glimmer of light to guide me, not even when I had heard the story of the night from Rachel herself.

“Well?” she said, speaking sharply. “You have asked and I have answered. What have you to say?”

Overwhelmed by my helplessness, my feelings got the better of me. “If you had told me all this at the time; if you had explained yourself—” I reproached her uselessly.

She broke in with a cry of fury. “Explain myself? Oh! I spare you when my heart is breaking; I protect you when my own reputation is at stake. And you turn on me now and tell me I ought to have explained myself? After believing in you and loving you as I did, you wonder that I didn’t come to you and say: ‘My darling, you are a thief! My hero, whom I love, you have crept into my room and stolen my Diamond!’ I would have lost fifty Diamonds rather than see your face lying to me, as you are lying now!”

I turned away without a word and opened the door, but she stopped me.

“No. Not yet. It seems that I owe an explanation to you. You shall stay and hear it. I told you that I did not return to my bed that night. It’s useless to tell you my thoughts – you would not understand them. I did not alarm the house and tell everyone what had happened, because I could not believe you were truly a thief. I decided to speak to you, and give you the chance to put the Diamond back.

“But then, the next day, I heard that you were the person who fetched the police, and that you were working harder than anyone to find the jewel! You even dared to ask to speak to me about the Diamond, when you had stolen it, and it was all the time in your own hands! Such horrible falseness!

“I went down to the terrace and forced myself to speak to you. I gave you every opportunity to admit what you had done. I left nothing unsaid, save actually telling you I knew you were the thief. And in return you pretended to be surprised and innocent, just as you are doing now! I left you that morning knowing you at last for what you really are.”

“If you had spoken out, you would have known you had wronged an innocent man!” I exclaimed.

“How could I? If I had spoken out in public, you would have been disgraced. If I had spoken to you alone, you would have denied it.” She stared at me. “You stole the Diamond – I saw you do it. You pretended to help the police, and secretly took the Diamond to the moneylender in London. You let everyone suspect an innocent man, and fled abroad with your money. After all that, you come here and tell me I have wronged you!”

I could not speak. I moved to the door, but she caught my arm.

“Let me go, Rachel!” I burst out.

I could feel her quick breaths on my face as she held me back.

“Why did you come here?” she persisted. “Are you afraid I will expose you? Now you are a rich man, and you may marry the finest lady in the land, are you afraid I will speak? I won’t. I can’t tear you out of my heart even now – and I despise myself even more than I despise you!”

“You shall know that you have wronged me!” I vowed. “Or you shall never see me again.”

With that, I left the room. She followed me with a final word.

“Franklin! I forgive you. I know we shall never meet again. Say you forgive me.”

I turned to let my face show her that I was past speaking. Instead I waved my hand. I saw her dimly, like a vision, through my tears.

The next moment, I was out in the garden again. I saw and heard her no more.
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That evening, Mr Bruff came to see me. He was downcast, without his usual confidence and spirit.

“We have got the truth at last – but if I had foreseen the price to be paid, I should rather we had stayed in the dark. I have taken Rachel home. She has suffered a great shock. But she is strong, and she will get over this. You must leave her alone to recover.”

“I will not try to see her,” I said. “You have my promise.”

Mr Bruff looked relieved. He drew his chair close to mine. “Now to business. To my mind, the result of the investigation so far is this. We know Rachel has told you the whole truth. We know there must be some dreadful mistake somewhere, yet we can hardly blame her for believing you guilty, on the evidence of her own senses.”

“I don’t blame her. I only wish she had spoken plainly at the time.”

“You may as well wish she was someone else!” said Mr Bruff, shaking his head. “We must look not backwards, but forwards. Let us close our minds to what happened last year, and instead look to what we can discover in the future.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The Moonstone is at the bottom of this mischief. We believe the Moonstone was taken to London and given to Mr Luker. We know you are not the person who took it. So where is the Moonstone now?”

“In the bank,” I replied.

“Exactly. We are now in the month of June. Towards the end of this month, a year will have passed from the time that the jewel was first given to Mr Luker. The person who gave it to him may wish to get it back when the year is up. If so, then Mr Luker must himself take the Diamond out of the bank. I propose setting a watch at the bank – in doing so, we may be able to lay our hands on the mysterious Somebody who stole the Diamond – and who must be responsible (I don’t pretend to know how) for your position.”

I admitted the idea was a good one. “It is a clever plan but … it requires us to wait.”

“About a fortnight. Not so very long.”

“It will be a lifetime for me, Mr Bruff. I must do something at once.”

“Well, I understand that. But what can you do?”

“I thought of consulting Sergeant Cuff. He is retired now, but the case has become so extraordinary that he may be interested.”

Mr Bruff agreed, so I set out the next morning to where Betteredge had told me the sergeant now lived. His cottage was a little way out of town, standing snugly in the middle of a garden. I peeped through the gate to see bright roses blooming everywhere, clustering over the door and looking in at the windows.

When I rang the bell, a woman came out to meet me.

“Mr Cuff is not here, I am sorry to say. He started only yesterday on a journey to Ireland.”

“Has he gone on business?” I asked.

The woman smiled. “He has only one business now, sir, and that’s roses. A gardener in Ireland has found some new way of growing them, and he has gone to see him. I don’t know when he will be back, but if you leave a message, I’ll see he gets it.”

I gave her my card, having first written on it a short message. This done, there was nothing more I could do but return to London.

Back at my lodgings, I felt restless. There were still many days to wait until the end of June when Mr Bruff *gone away to the Continentwould try his experiment at the bank. I began thinking over the mystery again, trying to remember all I could from the day of the birthday, searching my memory for any clue. Had anything unusual happened while Rachel and I were finishing the door? When I rode to Frizinghall? When I put the Moonstone into Rachel’s hands? Or later, when we sat around the dinner table?

Trying to recall the birthday dinner, I found I could not remember all the guests. There had been Mr Murthwaite, of course, now travelling in the East. Mr Bruff had not been there, for business had kept him in London. But Godfrey Ablewhite and his sisters had been present, and it occurred to me that I might speak to Godfrey now, in case he remembered some detail I had forgotten.

I got up at once, and went to look for him at his club. There, in the hall, I met with one of the members – an old friend of my cousin’s, and an acquaintance of my own – who told me that Godfrey was away. It seemed that he had made advances to a young lady, rumoured to be a great heiress, but then their engagement had been suddenly broken off.

Soon afterwards, Godfrey had been remembered by one of his admirers – a rich old lady, a member of several societies and a great friend of Miss Clack. She had left Godfrey some money in her will, and he had taken a holiday from work and gone away to the Continent. He was expected to be gone for at least three months.

I left the club feeling a little depressed. Two of the birthday guests who might have helped me – Mr Murthwaite and Godfrey Ablewhite – were out of my reach.

But there were still the guests who lived in Yorkshire. I made up my mind to return there, and to enlist my old friend Betteredge’s help.
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I set out for Frizinghall at once. I took rooms at the hotel and sent a message to Betteredge, asking him to meet me the next day.

In the meantime, I remembered that Mr Candy had been one of the guests at the birthday dinner, and that he had told Betteredge he wished to see me – so I went to pay him a call.

Betteredge had warned me of the doctor’s illness, and I knew I would find him changed. But I was unprepared for what I saw when he greeted me. Mr Candy’s eyes were dim; his hair was grey; and he seemed to have shrunk. I could see nothing left of the once lively doctor, always full of boyish jokes.

“I have often thought of you, Mr Blake,” he said, shaking my hand. “I am glad to see you here again. How may I be of service?”

“Do you remember the mysterious loss of the Diamond nearly a year ago?” I began. “As one of the family, I am trying to collect together the details of everything that happened on Miss Verinder’s birthday. I am hoping those who were there will be able to help me.”

There I stopped. Mr Candy sat restlessly, his watery eyes fixed on me with a vacant expression. It was clear he was not really listening. I tried a different approach.

“You sent me a message by Gabriel Betteredge. He said you had something to tell me.”

Mr Candy’s face suddenly brightened. “Yes!” he exclaimed. “Betteredge is a wonderful man – what a memory, at his age!”

He dropped back suddenly into silence. Remembering what Betteredge had said about the effect of the illness on Mr Candy, I tried to help.

“It’s a long time since we met. We last saw each other at Miss Verinder’s birthday dinner,” I prompted him.

“That’s it! The birthday dinner!” cried Mr Candy. “I have got something to say to you about that!” Once again his eyes faded and he fell silent, evidently searching for some lost memory. “It was a pleasant evening, wasn’t it?” he said at last.

It was so distressing to see him searching for his forgotten memories that I changed the subject. We talked pleasantly, discussing little pieces of news from the town, and I stayed until the clock on the chimney-piece showed I had been there half an hour.

At last I rose to leave. As we shook hands, Mr Candy said: “I am so glad we have met again, Mr Blake. I really had it on my mind to speak to you about the dinner at Lady Verinder’s.”

The wistful, vacant look clouded his face again, and he said no more.

I went slowly down the stairs. I felt sure Mr Candy had something to say to me which was important – and I also felt sure he was not capable of saying it.

At the bottom, I heard a door open softly, and a gentle voice spoke behind me. “I am afraid, sir, you find Mr Candy sadly changed?”

I turned round and found myself face to face with the doctor’s assistant, Ezra Jennings.

There was no doubt Jennings was a strange-looking man, with his gaunt cheeks and dreamy eyes, his extraordinary hair, and the puzzling contrast between his face and figure which made him look old and young at the same time. But something made me feel drawn to him.

“Are you walking my way, Mr Jennings?” I asked, seeing his hat in his hand. “I am going to call on my aunt, Mrs Ablewhite.”

Ezra Jennings said he was, and we set out from the house together.

“Mr Candy’s illness must have been serious,” I began. “Is his memory never any better than it was today? He was trying to speak to me…”

“Of something which happened before he was taken ill?” Ezra Jennings suggested. “His memory of that time is very faint. He is painfully aware of it; I think if he had forgotten completely, he might be happier. Was the memory Mr Candy was trying to recall something important?”

“I believe it may be very important,” I admitted. “Is there any way we could help him remember?”

Ezra Jennings looked at me with interest. “I have tried, without success. Some of his memories seem to be beyond reach. But there may be another way. May I explain?”

“Please do!” I exclaimed at once.

He smiled, seeming pleased by my eagerness. We had left the town behind, and he stopped for a moment to pick some wild flowers from the roadside.

“You know that Mr Candy first became ill after driving home in the rain?” he began. “He reached the house wet to the skin, and found an urgent message from a patient waiting for him. He went at once to the sick person without stopping to change. By the next morning, a fever had set in.

“It was obvious the illness was very serious. For days, I did not leave his bedside. I tried everything I could think of to help him. After a long wait, there came a day when his pulse grew strong again. Then I knew that I had saved him – and what a relief it was!

“You may be wondering why I give you all this detail,” he went on. “I must add that for some years, I have been working on a book about the intricate and delicate subject of the brain and nervous system. It has kept me busy during lonely hours, and it helped me while away the anxious time waiting by Mr Candy’s bedside. In the worst of his fever, he was often delirious, and I made a few notes of the patient’s ‘wanderings’ to add to my work. Do you see, Mr Blake, what I am coming to at last?”

I did see it, and waited breathlessly to see more.

“I noted down Mr Candy’s odd phrases and words, and treated them rather like a child’s puzzle. I put the broken sentences together, and I began to find connected thoughts among them.”

“Did he mention my name?” I asked eagerly.

Ezra Jennings nodded. “For the whole of one night, Mr Candy talked of something relating to you. I made notes of his words, and the links which I believe connect them.”

“Then let us go back directly, and look at your papers!” I exclaimed.

Ezra Jennings shook his head. “Impossible, Mr Blake. Put yourself in my position. Would you disclose words that had been spoken unconsciously by your suffering patient and friend – unless you could be sure he would wish you to do so?” He looked at me thoughtfully. “Can you perhaps give me some hint of what you think Mr Candy wanted to tell you today?”

“Something related to the loss of the Moonstone – Miss Verinder’s Diamond!” I said at once.

Ezra Jennings looked regretful. “I am sorry, Mr Blake. Through his whole illness, Mr Candy did not say one word about the Diamond. When he mentioned your name, it was nothing to do with Miss Verinder’s jewel.”

We had arrived at a place where our paths parted. Mr Jennings’ soft brown eyes rested on me for a moment, then he bowed and went on his way.

I stood and watched him walking further and further away, carrying with him what I felt sure was a clue. Then I ran after him.

“Mr Jennings!” I called. “Wait! I have not treated you quite fairly. I will tell you the whole truth. A serious personal matter is at the bottom of my visit here, and my wish to trace Mr Candy’s lost memory. It is more painful to me than I can say.”

“I have no wish to intrude upon your private affairs,” said Ezra Jennings quickly.

“But how can I expect you to take me into your confidence if I do not take you into mine?” I said. “Let me tell you the truth – and if you cannot help me, I shall trust you to keep my secret.”

“Stop, Mr Blake!” said Ezra Jennings suddenly. His face had turned pale; his eyes were glittering. “Before you say more, you should know my circumstances. Then you can decide if you wish to trust me.”

He led me through a gap in the wall onto the moorland. Before us was a grandly desolate view over the broad brown wilderness of the moors. The clouds had gathered; the light was dull; and everything around us was soft and still.

We sat down; Ezra Jennings laid aside his hat, and passed his hand wearily over his startling black and white hair.

“I shan’t tell you my whole unfortunate story. I will only say that a terrible false accusation was made against me. I was cast out by my family, forced to give up my work, and parted from the woman I loved. Then I became very ill.

“After many troubles, I drifted here and found Mr Candy. He wanted an assistant and took me on in spite of everything. He gave me a home and work and peace of mind.

“I still suffer with my illness – I always will. It is an incurable disease. The one thing which helps me with the pain is a powerful drug – opium – but even that has its limits. I am only forty years old now, but my face tells the story of all that I have suffered.” He smiled sadly. “Now it rests with you, sir, to tell me your secret – or if you prefer, to wish me good morning.”

Without hesitation, I told him the whole truth.

“It is certain that I went into Rachel’s room. It is certain that I took the Diamond. And yet I did it without my own knowledge! It seems quite impossible,” I finished.

Ezra Jennings looked at me with breathless eagerness. He caught me by the arm. “Not impossible!” he cried. “Have you ever taken opium?”

“Never in my life!” I replied.

“Were your nerves out of order at the time? Were you sleeping badly?”

“Yes, I slept wretchedly; many nights I never seemed to sleep at all.”

“Was the birthday night an exception? Try and remember. Did you sleep well that night?”

“Yes! I do remember! I slept soundly.”

He dropped my arm and looked at me intently. “I know now what Mr Candy wanted to tell you. And that is not all. I believe I can prove you to have been unconscious of what you were doing when you took the Diamond.”
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Back at Mr Candy’s, Ezra Jennings showed me into his little room. There were hideous diagrams of the effects of diseases on the walls; a bookcase filled with medical works and ornamented with a skull; a table splashed with ink; and a sink, horribly suggestive of surgical operations. But bees were humming among flowers in pots outside the window; birds were singing in the garden; and I heard the faint jingle of a piano in a neighbouring house.

I drew my chair up to the table, while Mr Jennings set out several sheaves of paper, covered in red and black ink.

“You say that this time last year, you were sleeping badly, but on the night of the birthday you slept well,” he began. “Do you know why you slept badly?”

“Betteredge said it was because I had left off smoking,” I said.

“You were a regular smoker? And you gave up the habit suddenly? Then Betteredge was right. Giving it up suddenly may cause some sleepless nights. Now to Mr Candy – do you remember having any kind of dispute with him at the birthday dinner?”

I told him of the foolish argument which took place between Mr Candy and myself that night. I could not recall much about it now, except that I had attacked the art of medicine, and put Mr Candy out of temper. I remembered that Lady Verinder had made us stop, and by the end of the evening, Mr Candy and I had “made it up” and been just as good friends as ever.

“Did you feel any special anxiety about the Diamond that evening?” asked Ezra Jennings.

“I did indeed!” I exclaimed. “I knew it was the object of a conspiracy. I was worried for Miss Verinder’s safety.”

Ezra Jennings took up two pages of notes and put them in my hand. “Read these now. You will make two astounding discoveries. First, you will find that you took the Diamond in a state of trance, produced by a drug – opium. Secondly, you will learn that the opium was secretly given to you by Mr Candy – as a way of proving you wrong in what you said to him at the birthday dinner.”

I sat with the papers in my hand, completely stupefied.

“You must try to forgive Mr Candy. He has done dreadful mischief, but he has done it innocently. If not for his illness, he would have come to Lady Verinder’s the next morning to tell you about his trick. Miss Verinder would have heard of it, and the truth which has lain hidden for nearly a year would have been discovered in a day.”

“But how? How was I given the drug without knowing?”

“I don’t know – Mr Candy did not speak of that. But read the notes, and you will see.”

I looked down at the papers. On the first, I saw disconnected words and fragments of sentences.


Mr Franklin Blake … and agreeable … down a peg … medicine … confesses … sleep … tell him … out of order … medicine … he makes fun … everyone at the dinner table … witty … prove him wrong … wants sleep … Lady Verinder’s medicine chest … five and twenty minims … without his knowing it … call tomorrow morning … well, Mr Blake … medicine today never … without it …wrong, Mr Candy … excellent … then tell … truth … dose of laudanum, sir … bed … what … medicine now.



“These are his words, as I heard them at his bedside,” explained Ezra Jennings. “I wrote them down, then put together the fragments to make sense of them.”

He pointed to the second sheet of paper. Once more, the wanderings appeared, copied in black ink, but now the spaces between them had been filled in using red.


Mr Franklin Blake is clever and agreeable but he wants taking down a peg when he talks of medicine. He confesses he has been suffering from want of sleep. I tell him that his nerves are out of order and he ought to take medicine. He makes fun of the idea – in front of everyone at the dinner table! He may be witty, but I will prove him wrong. He really wants sleep, and Lady Verinder’s medicine chest is at my disposal. Give him five and twenty minims of laudanum tonight without his knowing it, then call tomorrow morning. “Well, Mr Blake, will you try a little medicine today? You will never sleep without it.” “There you are wrong, Mr Candy, I have had an excellent night’s rest without it.” Then tell him the truth. You had a dose of laudanum, sir, before you went to bed. What do you say to the art of medicine now?



“Do you see?” said Ezra Jennings. “Laudanum, in case you do not know, is the name for a tincture of opium. You were acting under the influence of the drug on the night of the birthday!”

I did see. “But how can I prove it?” I asked. “These notes of Mr Candy’s wanderings – they are a theory, but not proof.”

“Are you willing to try a bold experiment?” asked Ezra Jennings.

“I will do anything!” I said impatiently. “Only tell me what to do, and I shall do it!”

“Then you shall do this, Mr Blake. You shall steal the Diamond unconsciously again, for a second time, in the presence of witnesses.”

I started to my feet in surprise.

“I believe it can be done – and it shall be done, if I help you,” said Ezra Jennings. “Sit down and hear what I have to say. You have resumed your habit of smoking – I have seen that for myself. Will you give it up again, suddenly, as you gave it up before?”

“I shall do it from this moment,” I promised.

“You will suffer from sleepless nights, as you did then. Next we must recreate the circumstances which surrounded you last year, and occupy you again with questions of the Diamond. We can then hope that a repeat dose of opium will lead to the same result.”

I began to understand. “But how could the drug have caused such an effect on me? Walking around the house, opening and shutting drawers – these are active things. I thought opium sent people to sleep.”

“That is a common mistake. At first you might move about restlessly; later you would fall into a deep sleep. When morning came and the drug had worn off, you might not remember what you had done earlier in the night.”

“So that is how I could have taken the Diamond! But what did I do with it?”

“Perhaps you hid it somewhere. Under the influence of a second dose, you may remember the place and we may be able to recover it.”

“But the Diamond cannot be hidden at my aunt’s house! It is at this moment in a London bank vault!”

Ezra Jennings looked at me in surprise. “How did it get there?”

“Nobody knows.” I told him briefly the story of Mr Luker, the bank and the Indian priests.

“All this is based on an assumption,” said Ezra Jennings. “Is it not possible the priests have made a mistake? If Mr Luker says he has never heard of the Diamond, and the banker’s receipt proves nothing but the deposit of a valuable of great price, then there is no real evidence to prove the Moonstone was ever taken to London at all!”

The idea staggered me. We had been so certain the Diamond was in London – but I could see that he was right.

Ezra Jennings and I began at once to make plans for the experiment. I would give up smoking, and we would try to recreate the circumstances of a year ago. But how? Lady Verinder was dead; Rachel and I had parted; Godfrey was away, travelling. But Ezra Jennings did not seem to think we needed the same people. On the other hand, he thought it was essential that I should see all the same objects around me as on the birthday night.

“You must sleep in the same room, furnished in the same way. The stairs, the corridors and Miss Verinder’s sitting-room must be exactly as they were.”

For this we would need Rachel’s permission. The thought of approaching her worried me, but Ezra Jennings offered to write and tell her everything that had passed between us, and the proposal he had made.

At last I got up to go. As I shook his hand, I tried to express my gratitude for his kindness.

He pressed my hand gently. “Remember what I told you on the moor. If I can do you and Miss Verinder this little service, Mr Blake, I shall feel it like a gleam of sunshine falling on a long and clouded day.”
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1849 – JUNE 16TH

It was late morning before I could call on Mr Franklin Blake.

“It was a miserable, restless night – just like last year when I gave up my cigars,” he reported.

We spoke for only a few minutes, but I felt happier for our short conversation. He is so frank and kind. He has given me a new interest in life, and I am the better for it.

JUNE 17TH

This morning, Mr Candy told me he was going away to visit a friend. He gave as many directions, poor fellow, as if he still had many patients! It is perhaps fortunate he will be away for my experiment with Mr Blake.

The post brought me a charming letter from Miss Verinder. She writes that I have satisfied her of Mr Blake’s innocence without needing to put it to the test. She even upbraids herself for not guessing the truth before! It is plain she has loved him through everything. Is it possible that I may be the means of bringing these two young people together again?

Miss Verinder asks that I do not show her letter to Mr Blake, only that I tell him she willingly consents, and say no more. She also asks if she may travel to Yorkshire to be one of the witnesses on the night of the experiment.

I suspect she is keen to tell Mr Blake before he is put to the test that she believes in his innocence. But a meeting with her would agitate him and the effect on his mind might be fatal to our chances of success.

Even knowing this, I cannot find it in my heart to disappoint her. I must find some arrangement which will allow me to say yes without damaging our plans.

Five o’clock – This afternoon I called on Mr Blake. He was eager to hear of my letter from Miss Verinder, but I told him only what I was allowed to tell.

“She consents, of course, as a matter of common courtesy,” he said sadly. “But she keeps her own opinion of me.”

How I wished I could tell him that he was wrong!

Mr Blake has received a letter from Mr Bruff, expressing disapproval of our plan. To him it seems like a piece of trickery that will only end in disappointing us and unsettling Miss Verinder. I asked Mr Blake if his friend and lawyer’s views had changed his mind about the experiment, but he answered firmly that they had not.

My visit was a short one. Afterwards I wrote to Miss Verinder. I have proposed that she arrive privately on the evening of the experiment, and stay in her room until the drug has been given. She can then watch with the rest of us without causing harm. The next morning, she can show Mr Blake our letters to prove that she believed in his innocence before it was put to the test.

JUNE 18TH

It was nearly lunchtime before I could get to the hotel, but the visit was amusing, thanks to Gabriel Betteredge.

I found him in Mr Blake’s room when I arrived, sitting at the table with an old-fashioned pocketbook and pencil. He put on his spectacles and looked at me sternly.

“I have been nigh on fifty years in the service of my late lady. I was pageboy before that in the service of the old lord, her father. I am over seventy years of age, and where does it end? In a conjuring trick being performed on Mr Franklin Blake – and by jingo, I’m expected, in my old age, to be the conjurer’s boy!”

Mr Blake began to laugh.

“But if my young lady says ‘Do it’, it shall be done. So here I am, with my book and pencil – which is not so pointed as I should wish, but when everyone about me loses their senses, who can expect that pencils will keep their points? Give me your orders, Mr Jennings!”

I gave the instructions as plainly as I could. “I would like parts of the house to be reopened and furnished, exactly as they were this time last year. First, the inner hall, leading to the staircase.”

“But that is impossible, sir,” said Betteredge. “There was a stuffed buzzard in the hall last year. When the family left, the buzzard was put away – and when the buzzard was put away, he burst!”

“We will leave out the buzzard, then,” I said gravely.

Betteredge licked his pencil and wrote: Inner hall to be furnished again as last year. A burst buzzard alone to be excepted. “Please go on, Mr Jennings.”

“The carpet should be laid down on the stairs, as before,” I went on.

“Sorry to disappoint you, sir, but that can’t be done,” Betteredge interrupted. “The man who laid that carpet is dead – and the like of him for reconciling a carpet and a corner is not to be found in all England!”

I suggested we try the next best man in England, and went on to explain that Miss Verinder’s sitting-room, the corridors leading to it and the bedroom used by Mr Franklin Blake should all be restored to exactly what they had been last June.

“Now, who will be responsible for putting Mr Franklin’s room into a state of untidiness, with trousers here, towels there and French novels scattered everywhere?” asked Mr Betteredge.

Mr Blake said he would take responsibility for this with the greatest pleasure.

At last Betteredge had finished making objections.

“Thank you for overlooking such matters as the burst buzzard,” he said as he got up to go. “Speaking as a servant, I am grateful. Speaking as a man, I think your head is full of maggots. But don’t be afraid of my feelings getting in the way of my duty! You shall be obeyed, maggots and all. And if it ends in you setting the house on fire, I shan’t send for the fire engines unless you ring the bell and order them first.”

JUNE 19TH

The post brought a letter from Miss Verinder, agreeing to all my plans. Mr Blake also received a letter from Sergeant Cuff. He will be returning to England in several weeks. I advised Mr Blake to write to tell him all that has happened. It is unfortunate he cannot be present for the experiment, for he would be a valuable witness.

JUNE 22ND

The house will be ready tomorrow, and our experiment will take place on Monday. Mr Bruff has agreed to be one of the witnesses, along with Betteredge and Miss Verinder, on the basis that a gentleman with some common sense ought to be there.

JUNE 23RD

Mr Blake confessed that at two in the morning, he opened the drawer in which his cigars are kept. He managed to lock it up again with great effort – and in case he was tempted again, he actually threw his key out of the window! The waiter brought the key back in this morning, and I will keep it for him until next Tuesday.

JUNE 24TH

Another letter from Miss Verinder. She arrives tomorrow by the afternoon train. Mrs Merridew, the old lady she lives with, insists on accompanying her, though apparently she is confused by what is to happen, and a little ruffled by the idea of a medical experiment.

Mr Blake and I took a drive together in an open carriage, and he felt better for the soft summer air. Afterwards I dined with him at the hotel, and he had two hours of good sleep on the sofa.

JUNE 25TH

Monday, the day of the experiment. It is five o’clock in the afternoon, and we have just arrived at the house. I have brought my journal so I can keep a record of all that happens.

So far as I can judge, Mr Blake is in the same condition he was in at this time last year. He is nervous; his hand is not quite steady; and he jumps at chance noises.

Betteredge has just come in, dressed in his best black suit and stiffest white cravat. He is going to take us over the refurbished rooms, and then we will take a stroll in the shrubbery, which was Mr Blake’s favourite walk when he was here. We shall dine at exactly the hour of the birthday dinner, and I shall lead the conversation back to the subject of the Diamond, before I give him the dose.

Half past eight – Betteredge showed me the family medicine chest and I found the bottle Mr Candy used last year. As it is still well filled, I will use it in place of the one I brought with me.

My notes indicate that Mr Candy only gave twenty-five minims – a small dose to produce such results, even in a person so sensitive as Mr Blake. Possibly he gave a larger dose than he meant to. In any case, I shall risk increasing the dose to forty minims.

Ten o’clock – The company arrived an hour ago. When Mr Bruff arrived, I went out to meet him in the corridor. He looked at me distrustfully, but I am used to producing this effect on strangers.

The ladies went directly to Miss Verinder’s sitting-room. Miss Verinder came rushing out to greet me before I had even reached the door. We met in the corridor, under the light of a lamp on a bracket. At the first sight of me, she stopped and hesitated, but she recovered herself instantly, and with charming frankness offered me her hand.

“I can’t treat you like a stranger, Mr Jennings. If you only knew how happy your letters have made me!”

She looked at my odd face with a bright gratitude so new to me that I didn’t know how to answer her. Nothing had prepared me for her kindness. I felt as shy as if I had been a lad in my teens.

“Where is he now?” she asked – speaking, of course, of Mr Blake. “What is he doing? Is he in good spirits? When are you going to give him the drug? I am so excited; I have ten thousand things to say to you. Do you wonder at my interest?”

“No,” I said. “I think I thoroughly understand it.”

She smiled and spoke to me as she might to a brother or a father. “I cannot keep any secrets from you. I have loved him from first to last – even when I was saying the cruellest words to him. Do you think he will forgive me? Do you think, when tomorrow comes…?”

“When tomorrow comes, I think you have only to tell him what you have just told me.”

We were interrupted then by Betteredge coming along with a tea tray. We followed him into the sitting-room, where a little old lady was sitting in a corner, stitching. She uttered a little scream at the sight of me.

“Mrs Merridew,” said Miss Verinder. “This is Mr Jennings.”

“I beg Mr Jennings’ pardon,” said the old lady, not daring to look at me. “Railway travel always makes me nervous. I am quieting my mind with some embroidery. I hope it will not interfere with anything.”

I promised her it would not. Still not quite able to look at me, she went on: “I should like to ask a favour. I know there is to be a scientific experiment, and I understand they usually end with an explosion. If possible, I should like to be warned of the explosion, and get it over before I go to bed.”

I tried to reassure Mrs Merridew that we had no plans for an explosion, but she did not seem to believe me.

In the midst of this, Betteredge returned. “Mr Jennings,” he said in his most confidential manner. “Mr Franklin is asking for you.”

Miss Verinder followed me out into the corridor. “What shall I do with Mrs Merridew?” she asked.

“Tell her the explosion will take place at nine tomorrow morning,” I suggested.

I left them and went upstairs to find Mr Blake restlessly pacing his room. Mr Bruff was near by, busy with a black leather bag bursting with professional papers.

“When are you going to give me the dose?” asked Mr Blake impatiently.

But we had to wait a little. Mr Candy’s dose could not have been given before eleven.

Now, at last, the time has almost come.

Two o’clock – The experiment has been tried. I shall set down exactly what happened.

At eleven o’clock, I rang for Betteredge and told Mr Blake to get ready for bed.

I went to the window. I saw that the night was mild and rainy, much like the night of the birthday. While I stood there, Betteredge came up and mysteriously put a little slip of paper into my hand.


Mrs Merridew has gone to bed, on the understanding the explosion will take place in the morning. I am alone, and very anxious. Please let me see you measure out the drug – I want to have something to do with it, even as a mere looker-on. R.V.



I followed Betteredge out of the room and asked him to take the medicine chest to Miss Verinder’s sitting-room. Then I went to Mr Bruff, who was still busy with his papers.

“I am sorry to disturb you, but I am going to prepare the drug and I would like you to be present – and then return to see me give the dose to Mr Blake.”

“Anything else?”

“I must ask you to remain with us in Mr Blake’s room, to see what happens.”

“Very good,” said Mr Bruff. “I can go on with my work anywhere.”

“Do you really feel no interest in what we are going to do?” asked Mr Blake from the bed. “Mr Bruff, you have no more imagination than a cow!”

“A cow is a very useful animal,” said the lawyer drily as he followed me out, his papers still in his hand.

In Miss Verinder’s sitting-room, we found Betteredge standing guard over the medicine chest, and Miss Verinder, pale and agitated, pacing the floor.

“How is he now? Is he nervous? Are you sure it will not harm him?”

“Quite sure,” I said.

“How long will it be before anything happens?”

“It is not easy to say – an hour perhaps.”

“I shall wait in my bedroom as I did last year. I shall keep the door a little way open, just as it was – and I shall blow out my candle, exactly as I did on the birthday night.”

I was ready to measure the dose. Mr Bruff set aside his papers and came over to join Betteredge and me at the medicine chest. Miss Verinder brought over the jug of cold water.

“Let me pour out the water,” she whispered to me. “I must have a hand in it.”

I measured out the dose and poured it into a glass. “Fill it until it is three parts full,” I said, handing the glass to Miss Verinder.

Next I handed her a piece of crystal which was to represent the Diamond. “Put it where you put the Moonstone last year,” I told her.

She went to the cabinet and put the mock Diamond into the drawer. The drama of it all was becoming too much for Betteredge. His hand trembled as he held the candle, and he whispered anxiously: “Are you sure it’s the right drawer, miss?”

At last it was done.

“I will put the lights out at once, and I will wait in my bedroom with only one candle,” Miss Verinder promised.

Mr Bruff, Betteredge and I returned to Mr Blake’s room. We found him moving about restlessly; I gave him the dose, shook up his pillows, and told him to lie down and wait. After he was in bed, I drew the curtains around it on one side, and in the part of the room that was screened from view, I placed Mr Bruff and Betteredge. I put a lighted candle at the head of the bed, where the glare would not strike Mr Blake’s eyes.

Then we waited.

Outside, the rain fell softly. Inside, the house was quiet. Mr Bruff had resumed his papers by the light of a candle, but I saw that he was beginning to forget his work and grow interested. As for Betteredge, he had forgotten that I was performing “a conjuring trick”; he had forgotten I had upset the house; he had forgotten all his distrust of me.

“Tell us when it will begin to work, sir,” he whispered eagerly.

“Not before midnight,” I whispered back. “Say nothing, and sit still.”

To my amazement, Betteredge answered me with a wink!

Mr Blake tossed and fidgeted in the bed. To distract him, I began to talk, directing the conversation back to the Diamond – how it had come to Yorkshire from London, the risk he had run in removing it from the bank at Frizinghall, the appearance of the Indian jugglers on Miss Verinder’s birthday. I pretended to have misunderstood some of what Mr Blake had told me about these events, and he was so busy putting me right that he forgot to fidget. His eyes showed me that the opium was beginning to lay hold of him.

It was now five minutes to midnight. His eyes gleamed; perspiration glistened on his face. He stopped finishing his sentences, then they dropped to single words. There was a long silence, and then he sat up suddenly in bed, muttering to himself.

I glanced at my companions. Mr Bruff’s papers now lay on the floor, while the lawyer himself looked eagerly through a gap in the curtains around the bed. Betteredge was actually peeping over Mr Bruff’s shoulder.

They both started back on finding I was looking at them, like two boys caught out by their schoolmaster. I signed to them to take off their boots quietly, as I was taking off my own – it was vital that we made no noise.

Ten minutes passed and nothing happened. Then Mr Blake suddenly threw off the bedcovers.

“I wish I had never taken it out of the bank!” he said to himself. “It was safe there!”

My heart throbbed. There was another long silence, and then he climbed out of bed.

“The jugglers may be hidden in the house,” he said. He looked about the room, a strange glitter in his eyes.

There was a pause, and then he laid himself down again. A horrible thought crossed my mind – had the dose been too large? Was the experiment going to fail?

But then he got up again abruptly. “No!” he exclaimed. “How can I sleep, with this on my mind?”

He took up the candle by the bed. I drew back, signing to Mr Bruff and Betteredge to be silent. We waited, hidden by the curtains until he passed us, walking swiftly, the candle in his hand.

We followed him through the door, along the corridor and down the stairs. He never hesitated, and he never looked back. He opened the door to Miss Verinder’s sitting-room and went inside.

I signed to my companions that we should wait by the open door, and keep from showing ourselves. We watched as he went to the middle of the room, the candle still in his hand.

The door of Miss Verinder’s bedroom was ajar. She had put out her light, and the dim white outline of her summer dress was all that I could see. Nobody who had not known it before would have suspected there was anyone in the room. She kept in the dark: not a word nor a movement escaped her.

It was now ten minutes past one. I heard through the silence the soft drip of the rain, and the night air in the trees.

Mr Blake moved towards the cabinet. He rested his candle on top, then opened and shut one drawer after another, until he came to the mock Diamond. He took it out with one hand, and with the other he picked up the candle again. Then he stood still.

So far, he had repeated exactly what he had done on the birthday night. What now? We stood and waited in expectation.

Instead of leaving the room, he put the candle down again, and wandered towards the sofa. He leaned on it, and I could see his eyes were growing dull – the glitter in them fast dying out.

As we watched, he let the mock Diamond drop from his hand.

It fell on the floor, plainly visible. He made no effort to pick it up but looked down at it vacantly, then sank down upon the sofa, his head falling against the cushions. I looked at my watch: twenty-five minutes past one. Before I had put my watch back into my pocket, Mr Blake was deeply asleep.

It was over. The experiment was at an end.

“We need not worry about disturbing him now,” I said. “He will probably sleep for some six or seven hours. We should take him back to his own room.”

Miss Verinder called to me softly from the door. “Will you stay and watch him as he sleeps?”

“Yes. I am not sure enough of the effect of the drug to leave him alone.”

“Then why should you disturb him? Let him sleep there on the sofa. I will shut my door and keep in my room.”

We agreed to this plan, and laid him comfortably down, covered with a counterpane from Miss Verinder’s bed. Then she went into her room and closed the door.

We three who remained sat around the table in the middle of the room, where the candle was still burning. Mr Bruff and Betteredge both agreed, without a moment’s hesitation, that our experiment had proved how Mr Blake had entered the room and taken the Diamond the year before, acting quite unconsciously under the influence of opium.

“Unfortunately, he failed to show us what he did after he left the room with the Diamond,” I said. “I am disappointed but I can’t say I am surprised. It was almost impossible to create exactly the same conditions as last year. So we must lament a failure, as well as rejoicing over a success.”

I asked Mr Bruff to write out and sign a statement of what he had seen. He took up a pen and did so at once.

“I owe you an apology for doubting you,” he said, passing the paper back to me. “You have done Mr Blake a great service. In our legal phrase, you have proved your case.”

Betteredge made his own apology as he in turn signed the paper. “Never let it be said, sir, that I wouldn’t acknowledge it when I turn out to have been wrong.”

“One more word about the Diamond,” said Mr Bruff as we rose from the table. “Your theory was that Mr Blake hid it in this house; my theory is that it is in a London bank. Your theory has been tested tonight, but mine is still being tried. For the last few days, I have had a watch set on the bank. In this way, I am hoping to be able to lay my hands on the person who gave the Moonstone to Mr Luker – and if I succeed, to clear up the mystery at the point which it baffles us now.”

He shook my hand and he and Betteredge left the room.

After they had gone, I went to look at Mr Blake. He had not moved, and lay in a deep and quiet sleep.

I heard the door open softly, and Miss Verinder appeared. “Let me watch him with you,” she whispered.

She drew a chair to the foot of the sofa, and looked at him with tears in her eyes. She fetched some sewing, but she never did a single stitch. She was not able to look away from him long enough to thread her needle.

So we kept our watch together in silence. I was absorbed in writing these notes, and she was absorbed in him.

Hour after hour he lay in his deep sleep. The light of the new day grew and grew in the room, and he never moved.

It is now just eight o’clock, and he is beginning to stir for the first time. Miss Verinder is kneeling at the side of the sofa, so that when his eyes open, they will open on her face.

Shall I leave them together? Yes!

Eleven o’clock – The house is empty again. It is over. They have all gone to London by the morning train.

I cannot trust myself to write down the kind words they said to me, but I will remember them in my solitary hours.

Mr Blake has promised to write and tell me what happens in London. Miss Verinder is to return to Yorkshire in the autumn (for her marriage, no doubt!) and I am to take a holiday and be a guest in the house.

Until then, my patients are waiting.
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Not much more needs to be said to complete the story of the experiment.

I woke the next morning quite ignorant of all I had said and done the night before. I will not write of what happened after I opened my eyes in Rachel’s sitting-room; all I will say is that Rachel and I thoroughly understood each other before we had spoken a single word.

We stayed there together until Rachel heard Mrs Merridew coming along the corridor, and ran to meet her. I heard Mrs Merridew say: “What is the matter?” and I heard Rachel answer: “The explosion!”

Mrs Merridew instantly allowed Rachel to take her out into the garden, out of the way of the impending shock.

Later she met me in the hall, and said she was very impressed by the mildness of the explosion. “I really must apologize to your medical friend, Mr Jennings,” she added earnestly. “He has managed it all so beautifully!”

So not only had he won over Betteredge and Mr Bruff, Ezra Jennings had won over Mrs Merridew too!

At breakfast, Mr Bruff asked me to come with him to London by the morning train, to see what was happening at the bank. Rachel felt so curious about this that she decided to accompany us and Betteredge was charged with getting us ready to leave at once. I almost expected he would want to come too, but Rachel had asked him to complete the refurnishing of the house, and he was too full of his domestic duties to feel the pull of the detective fever.

Our one regret was parting more abruptly than we wished with Ezra Jennings. We could not persuade him to come with us. There was every prospect of us meeting again very soon – yet there was something sad about seeing our best and dearest friend left standing alone on the platform, as the train moved out of the station.

As soon as we stepped off the train in London, Mr Bruff was accosted by a small boy in a threadbare jacket. His eyes were extraordinary: they stuck out so far, you wondered how they stayed in their sockets. After listening to him for a moment, Mr Bruff asked the ladies to excuse us, seized me by the arm and hurried me into a cab.

With the boy sitting beside the driver to direct him, we rattled away.

“An hour ago, Mr Luker left his house accompanied by two police officers wearing plain clothes,” explained Mr Bruff. “It seems he is going to take the Diamond out of the bank – so to the bank we go. Did you notice my boy back there?”

“I noticed his eyes,” I said.

Mr Bruff laughed. “Gooseberry, they call him at the office. I only wish my clerks were as dependable as he is! Gooseberry is one of the sharpest boys in London.”

The cab drew up outside the bank. Gooseberry opened the door for us, looking hopefully at Mr Bruff.

“You want to come too?” asked the lawyer kindly. “Come in then, but keep at my heels.”

We went into the bank. The outer office, with the long counter where the cashiers sat, was rather crowded. Two men came over to us and spoke to Mr Bruff.

“Mr Luker came in half an hour ago and went into the inner office,” one reported in a low voice. “He has not come out yet.”

I looked around for anyone resembling one of the Indian priests. There was no sign of them anywhere. I did notice a man with a bushy beard, who looked to be a sailor, but he was much taller than any of the three priests. He could not possibly be one of them in disguise – but could he be their spy?

Just then, Mr Bruff’s coat-tail was respectfully pulled by Gooseberry, who had spotted Mr Luker coming out from the inner office, followed by his two guards.

“Keep your eye on him,” Mr Bruff whispered. “If he passes the Diamond to someone, I think he will do it here.”

Mr Luker made his way through the crowd to the door of the bank. I saw his hand move as he passed a short man dressed in a sober grey suit. At the door, his guards placed themselves on either side of him, and they all went out – followed by one of Mr Bruff’s men.

Mr Bruff was looking intently at the man in the grey suit. “Did you see it?” he whispered to me. He turned about, looking for his second man, but he was nowhere to be seen. Gooseberry, too, seemed to have vanished.

“What are they thinking? They have left at the very moment we want them most!” said Mr Bruff angrily.

The man in the grey suit was moving towards the door. “We must follow him ourselves,” I said. “I wouldn’t lose sight of that man for ten thousand pounds!”

Together we followed the man out of the bank and into an omnibus, going west. At Oxford Street, he got out and went into a chemist’s. We followed him inside, and to our surprise, watched him disappear into the back of the shop.

Mr Bruff spoke a few words to the shopkeeper, and then came back to me.

“Mr Blake, we are the worst detectives there ever were. The man in grey is the chemist’s assistant. He has worked here for thirty years! He was sent to the bank to pay in some money for his master, and knows no more of the Moonstone than a newborn baby!” He sighed. “Come back to my office. Gooseberry and my second man must have followed someone else. Let us hope they are better detectives than us.”

But at Mr Bruff’s office, we found the second man waiting, looking as crestfallen as we felt.

“I am sorry to say, sir, I have made a mistake. I was sure I saw Mr Luker pass something to an elderly gentleman in a pale-coloured coat. When I followed him, he turned out to be a most respectable ironmonger who knew nothing of the Diamond.”

This was disappointing indeed. But Mr Bruff remembered Gooseberry. “Perhaps he is on the trail of something – I should not be at all surprised. Let us dine here, while we wait for him to return. I have some good wine, and we can get a chop from the coffee-house.”

Before we had finished our meal, the man who had followed Mr Luker returned. He told us that the moneylender had gone straight back to his own house and dismissed his guards. Towards dusk, the shutters had been closed and the doors bolted. There had been no sign of anyone loitering about.

“Do you think he has taken the Moonstone home?” I asked.

“Not he,” said Mr Bruff. “He would never have dismissed the policemen if he had.”

We waited a while longer, but Gooseberry did not come. At last Mr Bruff set out for home, and I went to see Rachel – leaving instructions for Gooseberry to come and see me at my lodgings as soon as he returned.

It was not until I was breakfasting the next morning that I heard steps outside the door.

“Come in, Gooseberry!” I called out.

“Thank you, sir,” answered a grave and melancholy voice. The door opened and I saw not Gooseberry but Sergeant Cuff!

The detective’s face was unchanged, his eyes as sharp as ever. But his clothes were different: he wore a broad-brimmed hat and a shooting jacket, and carried a stout oak stick.

“I only got back from Ireland last night,” he said. “I found your letter waiting, and I came at once. I am retired now, but I am here in grateful remembrance of Lady Verinder. I will go back to my old work, if you want me, on the understanding that not a farthing of money will be paid. It would be my honour to help. Tell me, Mr Blake, how does the case stand now?”

I told him of the experiment with the opium, and all that had happened at the bank the day before. He was particularly interested in Ezra Jennings’ theory that I had hidden the Diamond somewhere on the birthday night.

“I agree that you must have taken it back to your own room. But I don’t believe you hid it,” he said.

“Then what did happen to it?”

“Have you no suspicions? Has Mr Bruff?”

I shook my head. Sergeant Cuff rose and went over to my writing table. He came back with a sealed envelope, addressed to me and marked Private.

“I suspected the wrong person last year, and I am sorry for it. I may be suspecting the wrong person now. Wait to open this until you have got the truth, and then see if I am right about who is guilty.”

Startled, I put the envelope in my pocket.

It was then that Gooseberry arrived; he stopped at the door and looked distrustfully at Sergeant Cuff.

“Come in, Gooseberry,” I said. “You may speak freely before this gentleman. Sergeant Cuff, this is the boy from Mr Bruff’s office.”

Gooseberry’s remarkable eyes were wider than ever when he heard the name of the famous detective. I almost thought they would fall out on the carpet.

“Let’s hear what you have to tell us, my lad,” said the sergeant.

The boy was thrilled by the attention of the great man – hero of many a detective story. He stood, hands behind him, ready to speak.

“What is your name?” began the sergeant.

“Octavius Guy. They call me Gooseberry on account of my eyes.”

“Octavius Guy, otherwise Gooseberry,” said the sergeant with the utmost gravity. “Where did you go when you left the bank yesterday?”

“If you please, sir, I was following a man – a tall man with a big black beard, dressed like a sailor.”

“I remember him!” I broke in, but they both ignored me.

“Why did you follow him?” Sergeant Cuff asked.

“I saw Mr Luker pass him something. It was so fast, I hadn’t time to tell Mr Bruff – so I ran after him.”

“Gooseberry,” said the sergeant. “You have got something in that head of yours – and it isn’t cotton wool. I am pleased with you.”

The boy blushed with pleasure, and the sergeant asked his next question: “What did the sailor do?”

“He got in a cab, sir – and I held on behind.”

Just then, a clerk from Mr Bruff’s office arrived and I went out to speak to him. It seemed that the excitement of the past few days had been too much for Mr Bruff, who had woken with an attack of the gout, and was now in bed at home in Hampstead. I wrote him a quick note, telling him of Sergeant Cuff’s arrival, and promising to let him know what happened next.

As I was finishing it, the sergeant came out to meet me.

“We must send for a cab,” he said briskly. “There is no time to lose.”

In two minutes more, we were travelling eastwards, with Gooseberry outside directing the driver.

“That boy will do great things,” Sergeant Cuff predicted. “He is the cleverest little chap I have met with for many a year. While you were out of the room, he told me that he followed the sailor to Tower Wharf, and watched while he spoke to the steward of a steamboat bound for Rotterdam. The sailor asked if he might go on board and sleep in his berth overnight, but the steward said no, for the cabins were being cleaned.

“The sailor went back into the street and into an eating-house. Gooseberry noticed a man dressed like a mechanic who seemed to be following him. The mechanic stopped and waited outside the eating-house, so Gooseberry waited too. After a few minutes, a cab came by; someone inside leaned forward at the window to speak to the mechanic. Gooseberry described the man in the cab, without any prompting, as ‘seeming like he came from India’.”

I listened with growing excitement as Sergeant Cuff went on.

“The cab moved away, and the mechanic went into the eating-house, so Gooseberry followed. He had a shilling in his pocket and dined sumptuously, he told me, on black pudding, eel pie and ginger beer.” The sergeant grimaced at the thought of this meal. “He saw the sailor reading a newspaper at one table, and the mechanic reading a newspaper at another. It was dusk before the sailor left. Gooseberry followed him to an inn on Shore Lane called The Wheel of Fortune – a respectable place, famous for its pork pies.

“Gooseberry followed him in, and heard him ask for a room for the night. The landlord said he could have number ten. Just before the sailor was shown up to his room, Gooseberry noticed the mechanic among the people at the bar, but almost at once, he seemed to have gone.

“Gooseberry waited a little and then angry voices were heard upstairs. The mechanic suddenly appeared again – seeming now, to Gooseberry’s surprise, to be very drunk. The landlord thrust him out of the door and threatened him with the police. It seemed that the mechanic had been discovered in number ten, and had drunkenly insisted it was his room. Gooseberry ran after the mechanic into the street, and saw that while he was in sight of the inn, he reeled about, but as soon as he turned the corner, he recovered his balance and went on his way quite normally.

“Gooseberry went back to the inn. He waited for a long while, but nothing more happened, and as it was now very late, he decided to leave and report to you in the morning. There you have the case, Mr Blake, as it stands now.”

“So Mr Luker must have passed the Diamond to the sailor!” I exclaimed. “It seems odd that Mr Bruff and I, and both Mr Bruff’s men, should have missed that.”

“Not very odd at all. I imagine Mr Luker purposely tried to mislead you and anyone else who might be watching.”

“I suppose the man dressed as a mechanic was a spy, sent by the Indian priests to follow the sailor. But why did he pretend to be drunk?”

“I think I can guess,” said the sergeant. “He followed the sailor to the inn, and learned he was spending the night there, in a particular room. He knew the Indians would want a description of that room – its position in the house, and so on. So he ran upstairs to get a look at it. When he was discovered, he pretended to be drunk as the easiest way of getting out of it. After he left, he probably went to tell his employers what he had learned. What happened next, we will find out.”

The cab stopped in Shore Lane and we got out. The moment we entered The Wheel of Fortune, it was plain that something was happening. The barmaid was bustling around as if excited. Sergeant Cuff asked for the landlord and she answered sharply that he was upstairs and not to be bothered. But the sergeant ignored her and led the way upstairs, beckoning me and the boy to follow.

On the stairs, we met the landlord.

“Who the devil are you? What do you want?” he demanded angrily.

“Keep your temper,” said the sergeant. “My name is Sergeant Cuff.”

The famous name instantly had its effect. The landlord begged our pardon.

“I am sorry; I am annoyed and out of sorts. Something strange has happened here this morning.”

“I shall be quick,” said Sergeant Cuff. “I wish to ask you a few questions about a man dressed like a sailor who slept here last night.”

“That’s the very man who is upsetting the whole house!” exclaimed the landlord. “He left word last night that he wanted to be called at seven this morning. He was called, but there was no answer. They tried again at eight and at nine – but no use! The door is locked and there’s not a sound inside. I’ve hammered on it myself, and now the potboy has gone to fetch a carpenter to break it open.”

“Could he have left his room in some other way?” the sergeant asked.

“The room is in the attic,” said the landlord. “But there is a trapdoor in the ceiling leading onto the roof. Do you suppose the villain has gone off in that way, to avoid paying?”

“He might have,” said the sergeant. “A sailor would be used to climbing.”

The carpenter arrived then and we followed him upstairs. I noticed the sergeant was looking unusually grave, even for him – and he told Gooseberry to wait for us downstairs.

The carpenter soon had the door open, but some furniture had been placed against it. By pushing at the door all together, we thrust the obstacle aside and got into the room.

We all stared at the bed.

The man had not left the room. He lay on the bed, a white pillow covering his face.

“What does this mean?” asked the landlord.

Sergeant Cuff went to the bed and removed the pillow. The man’s face was still. His eyes stared, wide open, glassy and vacant.

“He’s in a fit!” I heard the landlord say.

“He’s dead,” said the sergeant. “Send for a doctor – and the police.”

I felt a soft pull of my coat-tails, and saw that Gooseberry had followed us. He did not look at all frightened, but rather excited. He pointed to a table in a corner, and I saw a little wooden box lying there, open and empty. Beside it was a paper with a few words written on it – a banker’s receipt.


Deposited by Mr Septimus Luker of Middlesex Place, Lambeth: a small wooden box containing a valuable of great price. The box must be given up only on the personal application of Mr Luker.



“Robbery!” whispered Gooseberry, pointing to the empty box. “And murder!” he added, pointing to the bed.

Sergeant Cuff called me over. “Look, Mr Blake. This man was in disguise – here is the proof.”

He traced with his finger a line of bright white, running along the dead man’s forehead, between the dark complexion and the black hair.

“Let’s see what’s under here,” said the sergeant.

I could not bear it. I turned away. Beside me, Gooseberry was watching intently.

“He’s pulling off his wig!” he cried eagerly. “He’s pulling off his beard!”

I heard Sergeant Cuff go over to the washbasin to fetch water and a towel.

“Now he’s washing off his face!” said Gooseberry, almost dancing with excitement.

There was a moment’s pause. Then the sergeant said: “Come here, Mr Blake.”

Before I could move, he changed his mind. “No. Open the letter I gave you this morning. Read the name I have written inside.”

With shaking fingers, I did as he said.

I read the name. Godfrey Ablewhite.

“Now,” said the sergeant. “Come with me and look at this man.”

I went with him and looked at the dead man on the bed.

GODFREY ABLEWHITE!
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To Franklin Blake, Esq.

You will find in these pages answers to all your questions about Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

Killed (while he was asleep, or on waking) by being smothered with a pillow from his bed – confirmed by the doctor who examined him.

Most likely that the persons who murdered him were the three Indian priests, in order to obtain the Diamond called the Moonstone.

Empty box found in his room at the inn (identified by Mr Luker) previously contained the Diamond.

Mr Luker admits to giving the box to Mr Godfrey (in disguise) at the bank the previous day.

Room was accessed via a trapdoor in the ceiling – on examination this was found open.

A square hole had been cut with some exceedingly sharp instrument beside the bolt which fastened it from the inside – this would allow a person outside to draw back the bolt, open the door and drop into the room.

The trapdoor led onto the roof. Roof was likely accessed via a workman’s ladder left at a house lower down the street.

It is known:

1) The Diamond was previously looted from a temple in India.

2) The Indian priests wished to regain the stolen Diamond and return it to the temple.

3) The man in the cab, speaking to the man dressed like a mechanic (observed by young Octavius Guy), was one of the priests.

4) The same man dressed like a mechanic was seen following Mr Godfrey and examining his bedroom at the inn.

5) A morsel of gold thread was found in the bedroom, which experts declare to be of Indian manufacture.

6) The following morning, three men answering the description of the priests were seen to leave London by steamer boat.

This is convincing evidence that the murder was committed by the Indian priests. As you know, the verdict of the inquest was wilful murder, committed by person or persons unknown.

I will now pass on to Mr Godfrey’s proceedings before, during and after the birthday dinner at Lady Verinder’s house:

Mr Godfrey’s life had two sides. One was the public view – a respectable gentleman, known for assisting various charities and societies. The other was hidden – a disreputable man with a secret villa in the suburbs of London. My investigation has revealed fine pictures, expensive furniture, exquisite jewels, grand carriages and costly horses, with which to woo his lady friends.

Mr Godrey had also been entrusted with a sum of twenty thousand pounds, as trustee for a young gentleman. He was supposed to keep this money safe until the young gentleman came of age in February 1850. Until this time, he would give the young gentleman six hundred pounds each year from the funds – half at Christmas and half at midsummer.

But Mr Godfrey secretly spent the twenty thousand pounds. By the end of 1847, not a farthing remained.

We now advance to Miss Verinder’s birthday in June 1848. The sequence of events was as follows:

On the day before, Mr Godfrey asked his father for a loan of three hundred pounds – the next payment to the young gentleman was due and he had spent every penny. His father refused to lend him money.

On the day of the birthday, Mr Godfrey made a proposal of marriage to Miss Verinder. This would have been a way out of his money troubles, but Miss Verinder refused him.

On the night of Miss Verinder’s birthday dinner, therefore, he was very worried. He had no money, three hundred pounds to find before the end of the month, and twenty thousand pounds to find by February 1850 (less than two years away).

If he could not find the money, everyone would learn what he had done, and his reputation would be ruined.

We now shift to Mr Luker. Mr Bruff and I together encouraged him to confess and this information comes from his statement:

One night towards the end of June, Mr Luker was surprised by a visit from Mr Godfrey, who showed him the Moonstone. Mr Luker was staggered to see such an extraordinary jewel. He tested and weighed it and estimated its value to be thirty thousand pounds.

Mr Godfrey had two proposals. First, he asked Mr Luker if he would buy the Diamond; second, if he could not, would he help him sell it on, for a fee?

Mr Luker asked how he had come by it. After some attempts to mislead him, Mr Godfrey told the following story:

At the birthday dinner for Miss Rachel, you had annoyed the doctor, Mr Candy, who then decided to play a practical joke on you, and asked Mr Godfrey to be his assistant.

The doctor gave Mr Godfrey a dose of opium to slip secretly into your brandy at bedtime, and Mr Godfrey saw you drink the mixture.

Mr Godfrey could not sleep for worrying about his money troubles. During the night, he heard you talking to yourself in your room. Looking in to see what was the matter, he found you with a candle in your hand, wandering out of your room. He realized the drug had taken effect and, fearing an accident, he followed you.

Mr Godfrey saw you walk into Miss Verinder’s sitting-room, and, looking through the open door, he not only saw you take the Moonstone from the cabinet, he saw Miss Verinder silently watching you from her bedroom. When you left, he followed. At your bedroom door, you caught sight of him and called out to him in a strange, drowsy voice. You put the Diamond in his hand and said: “Take it back to the bank, Godfrey; it’s safer there. I can’t take it – my head’s like lead.”

You then sank down onto your bed and fell into a deep sleep, and Mr Godfrey went back to his room with the Diamond.

When morning came, it was evident you had no memory of what had happened. Miss Verinder made it clear she would say nothing of what she had seen, to protect you. Mr Godfrey realized he could keep the Diamond in perfect safety.

Mr Luker believed the story must be true, as Mr Godfrey was too much of a fool to invent such a tale (and Mr Bruff and I agree). He did not wish to mix himself up too deeply in what was a doubtful and dangerous business, but he did offer to lend Mr Godfrey two thousand pounds if he would leave the Diamond with him for safekeeping. If, in a year’s time, Mr Godfrey paid back three thousand, he would give back the Diamond; if he could not pay the money, Mr Luker would keep the Moonstone.

Mr Godfrey realized he was trapped. He needed money urgently – three hundred pounds by the end of June – otherwise he could have taken the Diamond to Amsterdam, had it cut up into separate stones and sold them. But if he accepted Mr Luker’s terms, he would get the money he needed – and he would have a year to raise three thousand pounds. A year is a long time.

At last he agreed, and Mr Luker drew up the documents; when they were signed, he took the Moonstone and gave Mr Godfrey a cheque for two thousand pounds.

Mr Godfrey then tried his luck with several other rich ladies, with no success. However, as you know, five thousand pounds was left to him shortly afterwards by one of his admirers.

On receiving it, he travelled to Amsterdam to arrange for the Diamond to be cut up into separate stones. He travelled back to London disguised as a sailor, paid Mr Luker and redeemed the Moonstone on the appointed day.

If he had got it back to Amsterdam, there would have been just enough time for the Diamond to be cut and the stones to be sold, before his young ward came of age and required his twenty thousand pounds. It was “neck or nothing” for Mr Godfrey.

That is all I have discovered about your cousin. Before closing my report, I will note that the Indian priests are believed to be travelling to Bombay. The authorities there are ready to board the ship the moment she enters the harbour.
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1859 – September 26th

Dear Mr Franklin Blake – you may anticipate the sad news I have to tell you on finding your letter to Ezra Jennings returned to you unopened.

He died at sunrise on Wednesday last.

He would not allow me to write to you and warn that his end was near. “Don’t distress him, Mr Candy,” he said. As I think he confided in you, he had been ill for some time, although he did not like people to know of it.

The day before he died, he asked me to fetch his diary. This last he opened, and tore out the pages relating to the time you and he spent together “Give these to Mr Franklin Blake,” he said. “In years to come, he may be interested to look back at what is written there.”

In the last hours before he died, his suffering ceased. He dozed a little. Once or twice he smiled. I think he dreamed. At last the sunlight touched his face and his head fell onto my shoulder.

The long trouble of his life was at an end.

So, he is gone from us. He was, I think, a great man, though the world never knew him. He lived a hard life bravely. The loss of him makes me feel very lonely. Perhaps I have never been quite myself since my illness; I think of giving up my practice here, and going away to travel for a time.

It is reported that you and Miss Verinder are to be married next month. Please accept my congratulations. The pages of my poor friend’s journal are waiting for you at my house – I would not trust them to the post.

I remain, Mr Blake, truly yours – THOMAS CANDY
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As you remember, I am the person who led the way in these pages and opened the story. I am also the person who is left behind to close the story up.

I shall finish by reporting the marriage of Miss Rachel and Mr Franklin, which took place in our house in Yorkshire in October 1849. I had a new suit of clothes for the occasion, family festivals having been all too rare in our house since my poor ladyship’s death.

Months passed, and in the present month of November 1850, Mr Franklin came into my room in high spirits.

“Betteredge, I have news for you! Something is going to happen in this house before we are many months older!”

“Does it concern the family, sir?” I asked, looking up from Robinson Crusoe.

“Decidedly!” said Mr Franklin.

“And has your good lady anything to do with it?”

“She has a great deal to do with it,” said Mr Franklin, beginning to look a little surprised.

“Then you needn’t say a word more,” I said – understanding at once the happy news he wished to tell me. “God bless you both – I’m heartily glad to hear it!”

Mr Franklin was astonished at my quickness. But my time with Sergeant Cuff and my experience of the detective fever was not for nothing. I may be an old man, but I am quite a detective, in my own way!

So ends our story. But there is one more thing I must tell, before I go – and that is what became of the Diamond.

Some of this story I learned from Sergeant Cuff, who wrote to me of his garden and his roses, but also to say that he had sent a man to follow the three Indian priests across the ocean to Bombay.

His man spoke with the captain of the sailing ship on which the priests had travelled. The captain had not noticed them much for the first part of the voyage, until the ship was delayed by the calm weather for several days, just off the coast of India. While they waited for a wind, some of the passengers asked for small boats to be lowered, and amused themselves rowing about and swimming. One night, the smallest of the boats disappeared – and the three men disappeared too.

No matter how he searched, Sergeant Cuff’s man heard no more of the three priests.

But something else has been heard of them. It did not come from Sergeant Cuff, but from the traveller Mr Murthwaite. He wrote to Mr Bruff to tell him of it, and Mr Bruff shared the letter with Mr Franklin and me. I can see no better way to end our tale than by copying some of it here:


I have been wandering for some time in the north-west of India. About two weeks ago, I was in a district called Kathiawar, where a strange adventure befell me.

I had decided to visit one of the most important Hindu shrines – the ruins of the sacred city of Somnauth, destroyed in the eleventh century by Mahmud of Ghazni. While on the road, I found a number of others travelling in the same direction. The crowd soon grew to hundreds then thousands of people.

I learned they were pilgrims travelling to a great ceremony to honour the god of the moon. When we reached the shrine, the friends I had made invited me to join them. We stood close to a rocky platform, near to the shrine itself, which was hidden by curtains hung in the trees.

The moon was high as we stood looking over a magnificent view of grassy plains, winding rivers and, in the distance, the waveless ocean.

There must have been tens of thousands of people there, all dressed in white and carrying flaming torches.

I heard a strain of music, and saw on the platform before me the figures of three men. To my astonishment, I recognized them as the men I had seen in England, on Lady Verinder’s terrace!

One of my new friends explained that they were priests, who had travelled far in the service of the god of the moon. Their task was now complete, and on this night they must part, and go in three different directions to the holy shrines of India. Never more would they look on each other’s faces until the day they died.

The music ceased. The three men embraced each other, then descended separately. The people made way for them in silence, and each disappeared into the crowds.

Then came a new strain of music – loud and jubilant. The curtains were drawn aside, and the shrine was visible at last.

There, raised high on a throne, his four arms stretching to the four corners of the earth, soared the god of the moon. And there, in his forehead, gleamed the yellow Diamond, whose splendour had last shone on me in England, fixed to a woman’s dress.

Yes! After eight centuries, the Moonstone looks forth once more over the walls of the city in which its story began. You may know how it found its way back here, though I do not. But I feel sure you have lost sight of the Diamond for ever.

So the years pass, and repeat each other; so the same events revolve in the cycles of time. What will be the next adventures of the Moonstone? Who can tell!
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William Wilkie Collins, known as Wilkie Collins to his readers, was an English novelist born in 1824. Although he studied law, he chose literature as his profession and became a pioneer of detective fiction. His most popular works are The Woman in White and The Moonstone, thought to be one of the first detective stories, which still inspires mystery writers today. Collins was a close friend of renowned novelist Charles Dickens, and they collaborated on plays and short stories. Wilkie Collins died at the age of 65.
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Katherine Woodfine is the bestselling author of over fifteen children’s books, including the Sinclair’s Mysteries series and the Taylor & Rose Secret Agents series. Her first book, The Clockwork Sparrow, was a Sunday Times bestseller and was shortlisted for the Waterstones Children’s Book Prize. She is passionate about history and mystery stories and blends the two together perfectly in her many historical mystery books. And when she’s not writing children’s stories, she’s reviewing them in The Week Junior magazine.
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“With great skill, Lawrence helps readers fall for Jane’s determination and Rochester’s dark, brooding presence, and all the passion and drama of Brontë’s original remains. A triumph.”

The Bookseller
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“A fantastic way of introducing children and middle-grade readers to the work of Charles Dickens … easy to follow and splendidly written.”

BookRead2Day
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“It is a truth universally acknowledged that a single man in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a wife.”
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“I, Victor Frankenstein, will explore unknown powers, and unfold to the world the deepest mysteries of creation…”
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