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by Miss Clack, niece of the late Sir John Verinder

Chapter 16 A Strange Mistake


My dear parents (both now in heaven) taught me to fold my clothes carefully, to always say my prayers before going to bed, and to keep a diary. The last of these excellent habits will, I hope, enable me to be useful to a wealthy relation. Recently, Mr Franklin Blake wrote to me here in France (where I have been forced to live for economic reasons). He asked me - with the typical lack of feeling of the rich - to reopen wounds that Time has hardly closed. He offered me a small sum to write a narrative of what I witnessed while visiting Aunt Verinder in London. After much searching of my soul I decided that it was my Christian duty to swallow my pride, accept his cheque, and help him.

♦


My diary tells me I was accidentally passing Aunt Verinder’s house in Montagu Square on July 3rd 1848, and felt that it would be polite to knock. The daughter of that godless old devil Betteredge answered the door. She informed me 
that Aunt Verinder and her daughter (I really cannot call her my cousin!) had arrived a week before. I sent her upstairs to say that I didn’t want to disturb them but as I was passing I wondered whether I could be of any use to them. When the Betteredge girl came downstairs I decided to have a Christian word with her about the unnecessary amount of ribbons on her cap. She opened the front door before telling me (with a minimum of politeness) that I was invited to lunch tomorrow. I left.

That evening we had a meeting of the Young Mothers’ Small Clothes Society. I was a member of the charity’s Committee, as was my precious and most admirable friend, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite. To my disappointment he did not appear that night, and I was shocked to hear from my Christian sisters of the Committee that the previous Friday he and a gentleman called Mr Septimus Luker had been victims of a strange conspiracy.

According to the newspapers, early on June 30th our gifted Mr Ablewhite, after cashing a cheque at a bank in Lombard Street, passed Mr Luker - a perfect stranger - who happened to be leaving the bank at the same time. The stranger insisted on Mr Godfrey leaving first, and the two men went their separate ways. Mr Godfrey went back to his house in Lambeth, where a poorly dressed young boy was waiting for him. The boy handed him a letter, saying he had been asked to deliver it by an old lady he didn’t know It asked him to go, an hour later, to a house in Northumberland Street. The woman, who intended to give a large sum of money to charity, wanted information on the Young Mothers’ Small Clothes Society. Our Christian Hero never hesitates when good can be done. He went instantly.

A very respectable-looking Englishman answered the door and led him to an apartment at the back of the house. Entering, Mr Godfrey noticed an ancient Oriental book on the table. As he was admiring it, a brown-skinned arm took him by the neck. He struggled but there was more than one person. His eyes were bandaged, he was tied to a chair, and was searched. Words were spoken in a foreign tongue, then the men left.

He was discovered later by the owners of the house. They had rented the apartment to the Englishman the day before. Seeing that the door had been left open for a long time they went in to see if anything was wrong. Mr Godfrey’s belongings were lying everywhere but nothing was missing. The Oriental book was gone. Had Mr Godfrey been the victim of a strange mistake?


Later that day the same thing happened again. Mr Luker, having left the bank, visited various parts of London on business. Returning home, he found a letter waiting for him. A customer from Manchester, a collector of Oriental antiques, announced that he was on a short visit to London and desired to see Mr Luker urgently about an important sale. He drove immediately to an address in Tottenham Court Road where exactly the same thing happened to him - with one slight difference. Mr Luker’s gold watch, his wallet, nothing was missing except one thing: a receipt for an extremely valuable object which he had put in the bank. The receipt was useless to anyone else since it clearly stated that only Mr Luker himself could remove the object from the bank.


Mr Luker hurried to the bank. Nobody had been there with the receipt. He went to the police who told him about Mr Godfrey’s similar experience. They believed that a robbery had been planned and that one of the thieves had seen Mr Godfrey accidentally speaking to Mr Luker.

♦


On Tuesday, dear Aunt Verinder received me with her usual kindness. However, I soon noticed that something was wrong. Anxious looks kept escaping her in the direction of her daughter who, as usual, disappointed me - how could such a plain​ looking person be the child of such fine parents? After lunch, she got up in her shamefully colourful dress and said, ‘I’ll go and read now, mamma, but tell me if Godfrey calls. I can’t wait to hear all about his adventure in Northumberland Street.’ 


She gave me a careless look. ‘Goodbye, Clack,’ she said and left in a cloud of perfume. I refused to let her make me angry. I did what any good Christian would do: I simply decided to pray for her that night.

When we were alone my aunt told me the whole story of the Indian diamond and of Rachel’s worrying behaviour. None of it surprised me — I have known Rachel since she was a child. The one thing that did shock me was Aunt Verinder’s decision to have a doctor examine her. The poor girl was more in need of God’s help! ‘This strange adventure of Godfrey’s has happened at the wrong time,’ said my aunt. ‘Rachel has been restless and excited ever since she heard about it.’

‘Dear aunt,’ I said. ‘She’s obviously keeping a sinful secret from you and everybody. Something in these recent events threatens her with discovery.’ There was a knock on the door. Miss Cap Ribbons entered and announced a visitor, Mr Godfrey Ablewhite.

Chapter 17 Rumours and Reputations


A model of manners, Mr Godfrey walked in shortly after the announcement of his name. We both asked him whether he felt himself again after his terrible adventure. ‘My dear aunt, my dear

Miss Clack!’ he exclaimed, ‘What have I done to deserve all this sympathy? I would have preferred to have kept the whole thing to myself!’ I was overcome by the heavenly gentleness of his smile, by the richness of his deep voice. ‘And how is dear Rachel?’ he enquired. ‘And you, Miss Clack, I really do hope to be able to be at the Young Mothers’ Small Clothes meeting next week.’ I was about to reply when we were disturbed by Rachel.

‘I am charmed to see you, Godfrey,’ she said. ‘I wish you had brought Mr Luker with you. Never mind, tell me the whole story immediately.’ I was sad to see him take her hand. ‘Dearest Rachel,’ he said, ‘The newspapers have told it better than I can.’

‘Rachel, darling,’ I remarked, ‘true greatness and courage are always modest.’

‘Godfrey,’ she said, not taking any notice of me, ‘I am sure you are not great and I am certain that if you ever had any modesty your lady-admirers took it from you years ago. You have a reason for not talking about your adventure and I will find it out.’

‘My reason is simple,’ he answered, ‘I am tired of the subject.’

‘That won’t do. Now, sit down.’ She dragged him to a chair. ‘Have the police done anything, Godfrey?’ she asked him.

‘No, nothing,’

‘People say, don’t they, Godfrey dear, that the three men who trapped you both are the Indians who came to Fritzinghall?’

‘Some people say so, I believe, yes.’ 

‘Do you?’


‘My dear Rachel, I never saw their faces.’ He tried to get up. She pushed him down. ‘You never met Mr Luker before you met him at the bank?’ He shook his head. ‘You were questioned together by the police. Did the banker’s receipt describe the object left at the bank?’ He said the receipt wasn’t mentioned in presence. Rachel sighed. ‘The newspapers are connecting what happened at Fritzinghall and what happened here. They say the object in the bank is - ’ She stopped, her face suddenly white. Dear Mr Godfrey tried again to leave his chair. ‘Stay where you are,’ she ordered. ‘They say it’s the Moonstone, Godfrey. Don’t they?’

To my surprise, a change came over my admirable friend. He lost his smoothness of manner. ‘They do say so, yes! But Mr Luker has repeatedly declared that he has never seen or heard of the Moonstone.’ Rachel laughed. She looked at my friend pityingly. ‘Did you know, Godfrey, that certain people are spreading rumours that you pawned the Moonstone to Luker?’

Suffering this terrible insult, his noble eyes filled with tears. He put out his hand to take hers. She jumped to her feet with a scream. ‘Don’t touch me!’ she cried. She looked at her mother. ‘This is all my fault! I sacrificed myself - I had a right to do that - but not to keep a secret that ruins an innocent man for life!’

‘You exaggerate,’ Mr Godfrey said. ‘My reputation can’t be ruined by rumours like that. All will be forgotten in a week.’

‘I must stop it!’ she cried out. ‘I know who took the Moonstone, I know, I know.’ She stamped on the ground in a peculiar temper. ‘I know that Godfrey is innocent!’ She fell to her knees at her mother’s feet. ‘Oh, mamma, mamma, I must be mad, mustn’t I?’ Mr Godfrey attempted to calm her. Pulling herself together, she said, ‘Godfrey, I’ve been so unfair to you. You’re a better man than I believed. I’ll try and repair the wrong I’ve done you.’ She gave him her hand and — he actually kissed it!

‘I will come, dearest,’ he said, ‘as long as you never mention this hateful subject again.’ I was deeply shocked by our Christian Hero’s behaviour. A thunderous knock at the door startled us all.

Rachel got up. ‘They’ve come to take me to the flower show,’ she said, teary-eyed. She kissed her mother. ‘Mamma, before I go, this hasn’t caused you too much anxiety, has it?’

‘No, no, my dear, go with your friends now and enjoy yourself’

She left the room. My heart bled for the poor misguided girl. Mr Godfrey gave us one of his beautiful smiles, held out a hand to his aunt, a hand to me. I closed my eyes, put his hand — in a

moment of self-forgetfulness — to my lips and sat down. When I opened my eyes again he had gone.


But, alone with Lady Verinder, I was to hear worse. ‘Drusilla,’ she said. ‘I have something to tell you, and a favour to ask you. My lawyer, Mr Bruff, is coming at five. I want you to witness the signing of my will. I have been seriously ill, Drusilla, for more than two years now, with heart disease, and the truth is I may live another year or die this afternoon.’ She looked hard at me. ‘Rachel, of course, must not be told.’ How can I describe the sorrow and sympathy I felt, or the thrilling thankfulness that rushed through me? My dear aunt was totally unprepared to make the great change. ‘Oh! Oh, how I can help you, aunt!’ I said, forgetting myself She gave me a puzzled, almost frightened look. ‘Aunt,’ I said, ‘I have some books which you must read, books that can help you in this hour of need.’ I had just time to hurry home, get the books and return for the signing of the will.

When I returned, the doctor was with Aunt Verinder. I joined Mr Bruff in the library. He was surprised to see me - we had met on similar occasions more than once. ‘Have you come to stay here?’ he said, eyeing my large bag full of books. ‘My aunt has asked me to witness her will,’ I said.

‘I see,’ he said. ‘Very well - after all, you’ve no financial interest in it. So, tell me, Miss Clack, what’s the latest news from the world of ladies’ charity? How is your friend Godfrey Ablewhite? I’ve been hearing some salty stories about him.’

Understanding his meaning perfectly, I replied, ‘I won’t argue with a clever lawyer, Mr Bruff. I will simply say that in the eyes of a famous London police officer, there is not the slightest shadow of suspicion on anyone except Miss Verinder.’

‘Do you mean,’ he replied, ‘that you agree with Cuff?’


‘I mean nothing. I am a Christian, Mr Bruff, I judge no one.

‘I judge the Sergeant to have been completely wrong,’ he replied. ‘If he knew Rachel’s character as I know it, he would never have suspected her. I admit she has her faults — she’s wild, stubborn, secretive — but she’s as honest and true as steel.’

I could not resist telling him the truth. ‘In that case, permit me to inform you that when Mr Godfrey was here two hours ago Rachel declared that he was innocent.’ I went on to describe the whole scene, everything that was said.’

‘You would have made a good lawyer, Miss Clack,’ he said when I had finished. He began walking thoughtfully up and down. The new light I had thrown on the subject had obviously disturbed him. ‘What a case!’ I heard him say to himself ‘A complete mystery.’

‘Excuse me,’ I said. ‘But may I remind you that Mr Franklin Blake was also in the house when the diamond disappeared? His debts are well known.’ The old devil looked at me steadily with a hard and vicious smile. ‘I manage Mr Franklin’s legal affairs,’ he said. ‘And I can tell you that most of his lenders, knowing that his father is a very rich and very old man, are quite prepared to be patient. Besides, Lady Verinder has told me that her daughter is ready to marry Franklin Blake. She told her that she loved him. So, Miss Clack, why would he steal the jewel?’

‘The human heart is unsearchable,’ I said gently.

‘No, no, Miss Clack,’ he said, ‘Miss Rachel’s innocence is without doubt. So is Mr Ablewhite’s. So is Mr Franklin’s. All we know is that the Moonstone came to London, and that Mr Luker or his banker has it at the moment. It puzzles you, me, every​body.’ A servant came in to say Aunt Verinder was ready to receive us.

Chapter 18 Placing the Books

My aunt’s will was as short as her husband’s. Her daughter would inherit everything. A handsome young servant, Samuel, was second witness. The signing took less than two minutes.

Afterwards, Mr Bruff looked at me, hoping perhaps that I might leave him alone with my aunt. He might as well have expected the Rock of Gibraltar to move. He said something under his breath and left. My aunt lay down on the sofa. ‘I haven’t forgotten you, dear,’ she said. ‘You’re not mentioned in the will but I intend to give you something to remember me by.’

Here was a golden opportunity! I took a book Out of my bag, The Snake at Home, by Miss Bellows. This fine Christian work shows how evil lies in wait for us in the most innocent actions of our daily lives. ‘Read this book,’ I said, ‘and you will have given me all I could ever want.’ My poor aunt glanced at the book and handed it back to me, looking more confused than ever.

‘I’m afraid, Drusilla,’ she said, ‘that the doctor has advised me to read only amusing books.’

‘Aunt,’ I said patiently, ‘let me leave it here.’ She gave me an exhausted look, so I thought it might be wise to leave.


I crossed the hall and slipped into the library, where I noticed two of the ‘amusing’ books the doctor had recommended. I took two of mine and put them on top of them. I went into the room, and put two more on the piano. I put a whole pile beside my aunt’s sewing box, another by the fireplace.


As I folded my clothes that night I thought of the true riches I was giving to my wealthy aunt in the form of my good Christian books. I felt so light-hearted that I sang a song to Jesus! And forgot to pray for Rachel.

Next morning, as I was about to leave for Montagu Square, my landlady knocked. Samuel was standing beside her with a box, looking as fresh and blue-eyed as ever. I felt a Christian, motherly interest in the boy, so I invited him in. He put the box down, looking as though he wanted to run away, and said there was a letter inside. I delayed him with a few questions. Could I see my aunt if I called at Montagu Square? No, she had gone out for a drive with Miss Rachel and Mr Ablewhite. I also discovered that they were going to a concert together the following morning. I offered Samuel tea. He rushed out.

We had a meeting of the Young Mothers’ Small Clothes Society that night. The next day there was a meeting of the British Ladies’ Servants’ Sunday Sweetheart Society. So obviously Mr Godfrey had no intention of being present at either. I was beginning to see our hero in a slightly different light.

Feverishly, I began opening the box. Was it the ‘remembrance’ my aunt had promised me? No, it was my twelve precious books. I admit I was a little disappointed but, as you know, the true Christian never gives up; so at two o’clock, there I was with my books again, knocking on Lady Verinder’s door.

Miss Cap Ribbons said she had had a bad night and was resting on the sofa. I said I would wait in the library. I thought that Rachel and her pleasure-loving friends (Mr Godfrey included, alas!) were all at the concert. So, having placed books here and there, I decided to go upstairs and put some in the living-room. As I entered I heard a knock on the door downstairs, then heard Samuel say, 

‘Upstairs, if you please, sir.’ I heard footsteps. Not wanting to be discovered upstairs on my own, I hurried into a small area on one side of the living-room and pulled the curtain. The man entered the living-room and began walking up and down, talking to himself ‘Do it today! You must do it today,’ he kept saying. It was Godfrey Ablewhite.

Chapter 19 A Silent Listener


I was about to rush out and beg him, in the name of the Ladies’ Committees, to explain himself; when I heard Rachel say, ‘Why didn’t you go into the library?’ He laughed softly. ‘Because I was told Miss Clack is in there.’ She laughed. ‘Clack, in the library!’ she replied. ‘You’re right, Godfrey, we’re much better here. Bring that chair nearer to me.’ Carefully, I moved the curtain so I could see. ‘Well?’ she went on, ‘What did you say to them?’

‘Just what you said to say, dear. They were sad not to see you at the concert.’ He brought his chair even closer and took her hand. Can words describe how saddened I was by this sight?

‘Have you forgotten, Godfrey?’ she said. ‘We agreed to be cousins and nothing more.’

‘My heart breaks that agreement, Rachel, every time I see you.’

‘Then don’t see me.’

‘No! Am I mad, Rachel, to dream that one day your heart may soften to me?’ He put his handkerchief to his eyes. Even she seemed to be moved.
‘Are you really sure, Godfrey, that you are that fond of me?’

‘You’re my only interest in life. Would you believe that now my charitable duties seem like a nuisance to me? When I see a Ladies’ Committee now I wish I was at the other end of the earth!’

‘You’ve made your confession,’ she said. ‘Now I think the best thing you can do is leave. I’m not good enough for you, Godfrey. I hate myself; don’t you understand?’ She burst into tears. ‘And I don’t want your pity! Now go away, will you!’ He did something completely unexpected. He knelt at her feet . . . and put both arms round her! ‘Noble person,’ he said.

She was so surprised, or fascinated — I don’t know which — that she made absolutely no effort to put his arms back where they should have been. ‘Yes,’ he repeated. ‘You’re such a noble person. Please let me be the one to take care of your poor wounded heart.’

‘Godfrey,’ she replied, drying her eyes. ‘You must be mad!’

‘I never spoke more seriously, my dearest. I don’t ask for your love straight away. I’ll be content simply with your affection and respect. Only Time can heal wounds as deep as yours.’

She looked at him, confusion clouding her face. ‘Don’t tempt me, Godfrey,’ she said sadly. ‘I’m unhappy and dis​turbed enough as it is. Don’t tempt me to make things even worse!’

‘One question, Rachel. Do you have anything against me?’

‘I — I always liked you. I respect and admire you.’

‘How many wives can say that, Rachel? How many respect and admire their husbands? Marry me, dearest! I value your respect and admiration more than the love of any other woman!’

‘Slow down, Godfrey! You’re putting something into my head which I never even thought of before.’

‘I won’t get up until you’ve said yes!’

She looked at him curiously. ‘Do you feel as confidently as you speak, confident enough to give me time, not to hurry me?’

‘My time shall be yours.

‘You won’t ask me for more than I can give?’

‘My Angel. all that I ask of you is your hand!’

‘Take it then.’

With those words she accepted him! He pulled her nearer, until her face touched his, and she let him — I tried to close my eyes before it happened (I almost screamed in horror). When I opened them again he was sitting next to her. ‘Shall I speak to your mother,’ he asked, ‘or shall you?’

She seemed to come to her senses. ‘I don’t want my mother to hear from either of us until she’s better. Godfrey, go now, come back this evening.’ She got up and looked in my direction. ‘Who closed those curtains?’ She came towards me, was about to open the curtains when — my heart almost stopped — Samuel’s voice shouted from downstairs. ‘Miss Rachel! Where are you?’ She ran to the door. ‘Miss Rachel, my lady has fainted.’

Moments later I was alone. I went downstairs unseen and saw Mr Godfrey hurrying out to fetch the doctor. I found Rachel on her knees by the sofa. One look at my aunt was enough. She was dead. I was so shocked that I didn’t remember until, a few days later that she hadn’t given me my little ‘remembrance’.

Chapter 20 Brighton

Ten days after Lady Verinder’s tragic death, the whole family knew about the secret marriage engagement. I didn’t see Rachel until a month later. My aunt’s will had named her brother-in-law, Godfrey Ablewhite’s father, as Rachel’s legal adviser.

Rachel wanted to move. The house in London reminded her of her poor mother, the house in Yorkshire reminded her of the terrible affair of the Moonstone. Old Mr Ablewhite suggested renting a house in Brighton. Mrs Ablewhite could come and stay there with her. He asked Mrs Ablewhite to make arrangements.

Aunt Ablewhite has never done a thing for herself in her life. She found the rented house in Brighton by staying at a hotel in London and asking her son to find it. She found the servants by inviting her niece to tea. ‘Drusilla, dear, I want some servants. You’re so clever. Please get them for me.’ I went into the next room to make a list, and was surprised to see Rachel. She got up and took my hand. ‘Drusilla,’ she said, ‘I’ve always been so rude to you. I do hope you’ll forgive me.’ Of course, like a good Christian, I accepted her apology. She invited me to come and stay with her in Brighton. There had been such a remarkable change in the poor child that I felt that I might at last be able to help her towards the only true happiness, the love of God. And the stay in Brighton would be a chance to begin the good work.

She suggested that I should go to Brighton first to prepare the house. I accepted. By Saturday afternoon I had found suitable servants and all was ready. The joy of being able to convert her to the Christian faith filled my mind with a heavenly peace. Having placed a few carefully chosen books in Rachel’s rooms, I went downstairs to wait for them to arrive.

They arrived at six, not with Mr Godfrey, as I expected, but with the scheming old lawyer, Bruff. I had prepared a little heaven for my Rachel and here was a snake already! Rachel went over to the window and stared at the sea. ‘Tired, love?’ I enquired.

‘No,’ she replied. ‘Just a little sad — remembering happy days that can never come again. I’ve often seen the sea in Yorkshire with that light on it.’

Bruff stayed the evening. I was sure he had a reason for accompanying them to Brighton. When he finally left for his hotel he invited himself to lunch the next day.

The next morning I took Rachel to church. At lunch, she refused to eat, saying she had a headache. The lawyer jumped at his chance. ‘A walk is a good cure for a headache,’ he said. ‘I’ll accompany you.’ She accepted his offer enthusiastically.


‘It’s past two,’ I remarked gently. ‘Afternoon church is at three.’ But a minute later they had left the house.

They had got back when I returned from church. One look told me the lawyer had said what he wanted to say. I had never seen Rachel so silent and thoughtful. Bruff got up to leave. He had (or pretended he had) to be in London the next day. ‘Are you sure of your decision?’ he said. ‘Quite sure,’ she said. When he had left she went to her room and did not come down to dinner.

When I took up her cup of tea the next morning, I asked her whether she had had time to look at any of my books. Yes, she said, and they had not interested her. ‘I was wondering, my love,’ I said, ‘whether Mr Bruff might have told you some bad news?’ Her dark eyes flashed at me. ‘No, not at all,’ she said. ‘It was most interesting news.’ She looked out at the sea. ‘I suppose,’ I said with gentle interest, ‘that it was news about Mr Godfrey?’ She thought a moment then said these remarkable words: ‘I shall never marry Godfrey Ablewhite.’

‘What can you possibly mean?’ I exclaimed. ‘The marriage is considered by everyone to be a settled thing!’ She looked at me very seriously. ‘Wait until Godfrey Ablewhite comes here today,’ she said, ‘and you will see. Now, please, Drusilla, I’m going to have a bath.’ It was the best way of making me leave the room.

After breakfast she wandered aimlessly from room to room, then suddenly sat down at the piano and began hammering out shameful tunes from the most unChristian shows. I was forced to leave the house. Returning, I entered the dining-room and found myself face to face with Godfrey Ablewhite. He made no attempt to leave. On the contrary, he came warmly forward to greet me. ‘Dear Miss Clack, I’ve been waiting to see you!’ He knew my friends must have kept me informed of his shameful neglect of our charities. Perhaps he wanted to explain his behaviour.

‘Have you seen Rachel yet?’ I asked. He sighed gently, and took me by the hand. I’m sure I wouldn’t have let him if he hadn’t given me this astonishing reply:

‘Yes,’ he said perfectly calmly, ‘and we talked about our engagement. She has decided to leave me free to make a happier choice elsewhere. And I have agreed.’ I stood staring at him, my hand in his. He led me to a chair. ‘Suppose we sit down,’ he said sweetly. The man has such a way with ladies I felt completely helpless. I remember he was very affectionate.

‘I have lost a beautiful girl, an excellent social position, and a large income,’ he began. ‘I have agreed to it without a struggle, and curiously I don’t care. Now, when I think about it, I don’t even know why I proposed marriage to her. The result, however, is that I have neglected my dear Ladies. I feel like a child who doesn’t know why he’s been naughty.’ I remember he became even more affectionate (he even put his arm round my waist).

‘Dear friend,’ he went on, ‘the idea of marrying Rachel seems to me now like a strange dream. My true happiness is with my dear Ladies, in doing my modest Christian work. I don’t need an income! Or a social position! Or Miss Verinder! A month ago I was pressing her to my chest. Today she told me she loves another man and that marrying me was an attempt to forget him. Can you explain my behaviour, my dear friend? I certainly can’t.’

I could. The pure Christian side of him had finally rejected the idea of marriage to Rachel. I told him this in a few sisterly words. His joy was beautiful. He compared himself to a man coming out of darkness into light. Our brother had returned among us! I let him do what he liked with his hands. I felt my eyes closing in self-forgetfulness. Then the dinner bell rang. I jumped up.

‘I must rush to the station,’ he exclaimed. I asked him why he was in such a hurry. ‘I must tell my father about this — his heart was set on our marriage.’ He hurried out. I went in to lunch, naturally curious to see how all this had affected Miss Rachel. She was silent, distant, yet seemed to be relieved. I had the impression she felt free again to think about the man she loved.

I was sure old Mr Ablewhite would arrive that night —considering the importance his greed had attached to his son’s marriage to Rachel. He arrived the next day, followed soon afterwards by Mr Bruff ‘Well, this is a surprise, Mr Bruff,’ he said. ‘When I left you yesterday I hardly expected to see you here today.’

‘After our conversation,’ Bruff replied, ‘I thought perhaps I might be of some use.’ He seated himself by Rachel. Mr Ablewhite stayed purposefully in the middle of the room. ‘Rachel, my dear,’ he said most affectionately. ‘I have heard some very extraordinary news. Please, would you come into the sitting-room with me?’

‘Whatever you want to say to me can be said here in the presence of my…’ (she glanced at Mr Bruff) ‘….of my mother’s old and trusted friend.’

‘Very well, my dear,’ Mr Ablewhite said patiently. He took a chair, smiling sympathetically at her. ‘It’s obvious you two have had a lovers’ quarrel.’

‘Let us understand each other, Mr Ablewhite,’ she said. ‘No quarrel took place between your son and me. If he told you I suggested breaking our engagement, and that he agreed — he told you the truth.’

Mr Ablewhite went slightly red but replied sweetly. ‘Come, come, my dear! Don’t get angry. And don’t be hard on poor Godfrey. He means well.’

‘Mr Ablewhite, we have agreed to remain cousins. Is that clear?’

He went a shade redder. ‘Must I understand then that your engagement is broken?’

‘That is what you must understand, Mr Ablewhite. And that is all I have to say.’ She turned and stared out at the sea. 

Getting up, Mr Ablewhite pushed his chair back so violently it fell over. ‘If my son doesn’t feel insulted, I do!’ he announced.

Rachel looked at him, surprised. ‘Insult?’ she said.

Mr Ablewhite was now purple. ‘Yes, insult!’ he repeated. ‘I wasn’t considered good enough for your mother’s sister and now my son isn’t good enough for you!’

A few wise words will help them, I thought to myself, and I got up. ‘As an affectionate well-wisher,’ I said, holding up one of my books, ‘I am sure that these Christian words of love may…’ Mr Ablewhite knocked the book out of my hand. ‘Shut up!’ he shouted, and turned to Rachel again. ‘It is my duty to inform you, young woman, that if my son isn’t good enough for you then I certainly can’t be good enough to remain your legal adviser.’ He smiled bitterly, bowed and marched out of the room.

‘You idiot!’ said Aunt Ablewhite, turning on me. ‘You’re the one who annoyed him! I hope I never see you and your stupid books again.’ She went over to Rachel and kissed her. ‘I beg my husband’s pardon, my dear. Please, is there anything I can do?’

‘Answering for Miss Verinder,’ said Bruff, ‘could I ask you to leave the room for ten minutes?’ She left without a word. He looked hard at me, expecting me to follow, but soon gave up. ‘My dear Rachel,’ he said, ‘would you like to come to stay with us in Hampstead — until we’ve decided what to do next?’ She nodded, before I could even say a word.

‘Stop!’ I said. ‘Mr Bruffl You’re not her relative! I am. I invite her.’ Rachel looked at me with cruel astonishment. Bruff said nothing. ‘Rachel, dearest Rachel, come and share my modest home with me!’

‘You’re very kind, Drusilla,’ she said. ‘But I have accepted Mr Bruff’s invitation.’

‘Oh Rachel!’ I cried, ‘please don’t say that! Please don’t go! I dream of making a Christian out of you — like I was trying to do with your poor dear mother.’ I tried to take her in my arms but she jumped back, looking at me almost in horror. ‘Enough of your insults!’ she cried. ‘My mother was the most Christian person I have ever known.’ She turned to the lawyer. ‘It disgusts me to breathe the same air as her. Now, Mr Bruff, I must prepare to leave.’ I was left there, alone, abandoned, hated by them all.
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