The Purple Sapphire

By Christopher Blayre

On the 24th of June, 1920, a few months after my appointment to the Professorship of
Mineralogy in the University of Cosmopoli, | received, as a gift to the Museum from the
surviving executor of the late Sir Clement Arkwright, under the most dramatic conditions, the
Purple Sapphire. The facts attendant upon its arrival were as follows.—

Sir George Amboyne, the Regius Professor of Medicine came into my room and deposited
upon my table a small package.

“This is for you,” he said, “a gift to the Mineralogica Department, made under most
unfortunate circumstances. An elderly man has been run over by a motor-car just outside; he was
brought in, very badly damaged, though not, | hope, fataly. As | was in the building | was sent
for, and have done what | can pending his remova to Hospital. When he recovered
consciousness, he said with some difficulty, “The packet—where is the packet?’ The porter, who
had carried him in, produced this parcel, which the man had been carrying when he was run over.
When he saw it, he said “For the Museum—Purple Sapphire—qgive it to them,” then he lost
consciousness again. You see it is addressed ‘To the Mineralogist, University of Cosmopoli.’
Y ou had better take charge of it.”

“Rather an ill-omened way to receive a presentation, isn't it?’ | observed.

“Very,” replied the Regius Professor. “| suppose we had better open it?

We did so. Beneath the outermost wrapper was an envelope, addressed ‘To My
EXECUTORS, it was unsedled and contained a sheet of note-paper upon which was written ‘It
IS my earnest wish that this packet shall not be opened until twenty-five years after my death.
When that time has elapsed, it is to be delivered to my eldest male direct heir. It contains the
Purple Sapphire given to me by the younger son of Colonel George Cardew. Whether by that
time its power of doing evil to its possessor will have waned or not, | cannot tell, but | earnestly
recommend my heir to get rid of it, if he can, at the earliest possible opportunity. —Clement
Arkwright, Bart.’

“Thisis very queer,” remarked Sir George; “the poor old man downstairs was evidently on his
way to deposit it, whatever it is, here. Let ushave alook at it.”

The removal of the inner wrapper disclosed a sandalwood box. Inside that, closaly fitting, was
another; inside that, another. There were seven of them, one inside the other. In the last and
smallest, wrapped in a piece of curious fine muslin was the Purple Sapphire.

It was without exception the finest stone | had ever seen, perfectly cut, of the most brilliant
deep amethyst-purple, and the size of a flattened bantam’s egg. It was set in a sort of cage; two
slver snakes, with their tails in their mouths, ran round it above and below the circumferentia
edge, and these were connected and held together by twelve small silver ‘plaques’ inscribed with
the twelve Signs of the Zodiac. On one side were two silver rings, evidently for suspension, and
from these hung, so as to cover and conceal the stone, on one side a circular plaque, evidently of
very ancient make, of the kind familiar to students of Occultism and of the rites of the so-called
Rosicrucians as the Seal of the Tau—a Greek T, surrounded by a flat band on which were
engraved the familiar ‘mystic’ letters ABRACADABRA. This fell over the flat or ‘table’ side of
the stone. Over the other, the faceted side, hung a pair of amethyst Scarabs, evidently early
Egyptian, threaded upon, and held in place by, thick silver wire.



Whether it was the circumstances in which it had reached us, or for some other and
inexplicable reason, as | held it in my hand | felt an overwhelming sensation of nausea and
faintness. | handed it to the Regius Professor without a word. He turned it over in his hand,
raised the Tau and the Scarabs, and then put it down on my table.

“What a beastly thing,” he observed. We looked at one ancther for a few moments in silence,
but neither of us gave utterance to the thoughts that were in our minds. Probably we could not
have done so if we had wanted to.

| was the first to break the silence—with an effort of which | felt ashamed.

| think,” said I, “we will take it straight up to the Museum.”

“Yes” sad Sir George, for God's sake let's get rid of it.” He was quite unconsciously
reiterating the advice of Sir Clement Arkwright.

Using one of the lids as a tray, we carried the Purple Sapphire up to the Museum, and placed it
in the Table-case by the door, destined to contain *Recent Acquisitions' which had not yet been
registered and classified. When we came down again, the elderly gentleman had been removed to
the nearest Hospital, and his relations, as indicated by letters and cards in his pocket—nhis name
was also Arkwright—had been notified by telephone.

That afternoon the Mineralogical wing of the University Museum was struck by lightning. The
damage done was ghastly. Many priceless exhibits were destroyed, and several weeks elapsed
before the room could be opened and used again. The Table-case of’ Recent Acquisitions was
untouched.

It was perhaps a year after this that a card was brought to me bearing the name Sr Gilbert A
Arkwright. | had not forgotten the Purple Sapphire, for the romance of its acquisition stuck to it,
and students showed it to visitors as ‘The Unlucky Stone,” and invented all kinds of fantastic
stories about it. The assistants and even the charwomen hated it. One story went that it glowed at
night with an unearthly refulgence—I was foolish enough to go up one winter evening when the
lights were turned off to see for myself. | saw nothing—but | confess to having experienced a
sensation of—to put it mildly—extreme discomfort. | felt like a child afraid of the dark. Idiotic!

One of the charwomen declared that one evening when she was ‘cleaning up,’ a “naked
Heathen—and, what’ s worse, black,” had suddenly looked at her over the top of the case she was
dusting, and that she would sooner lose her place than ever enter the Mineralogical room again.
Idiotic!

Weéll,—the card of Sir Gilbert Arkwright preceded the appearance of a charming young man of
the regulation British athlete type, in the thirties | should say. In answer to my look of enquiry he
sad, easlly:—

“I think you have here a Purple Sapphire, which my uncle was bringing here the day he was
killed in a street accident.”

| was shocked to hear this, and al the circumstances recurred at once to my mind. | murmured
some conventional phrases, and the young man replied:—

“Oh! that’'s all right. It was a terrible thing of course, but that was the last of it for us. We were
none of us ever alowed to seeit, but it was supposed to have been, and was called, ‘the Curse of
the Cardews in my father and grandfather’s time. | only came to bring you this book which
turned up the other day in going over alot of my poor old uncle's papers—we thought you might
liketo haveit.”



He laid on my table a small quarto M.S. note-book of the cheap American-cloth covered type,
the first page of which bore—without more— THE NAGHPUR SAPPHIRE, and the date 1885.
| was rather ‘thrilled,” and having suitably thanked my visitor, he left me. That night | took the
book home with me, and, after dinner, | sat down to read it. There were only a few pages written
upon—as is usua with note-books—but the story they contained was so uncomfortably weird
that | offer no apology for transcribing them in full. The origina M.S. is in the library of the
Mineraogical Department (M.M.3.b.36).

The M.S of Sr Clement Arkwright.

| hope and believe that | have made such arrangements and provisions as shall prevent any of my
immediate descendants taking the Naghplr Sapphire into their custody, possession or control.
But as there exists a widely spread impression in my family that it is a Jewel of great value and
of exceptional beauty—which is indeed the case—I think that in the future some member of my
family may be moved by curiosity or Cupidity to claim possession of it. | will therefore write in
this book my reasons for not wishing this to happen.

One of my earliest recollections is that of Colonel George Cardew and his wife. They lived in a
poor little cottage—how poor | was then too young to appreciate—on the outskirts of the village
nearest to my father’s place in Shropshire. The Colond used to give me pennies, and his wife
cake, but the latter gifts were discounted by the fact that she was everlastingly advisng my
mother to give us castor oil, and periodically insisted upon our being taken to see the dentist. We
children resented this interference—if interference it really was—in the placid lives of an
otherwise very happy family. The Colonel was an invalid and very lame, the result of a wound
received in the Indian Mutiny, which continually gave him trouble; his wife was peevish,
continually at war with Fate which held from her the position and wesalth of a great lady. In fact,
as the saying goes, they had seen better times, and were ill-adapted to worse. They had two sons,
Richard and George, who were the constant playfellows of my elder brothers. | was too young
for them. These two boys, after they left Haileybury School, cut themselves adrift and set out to
make their own way in the world by sheer grit and hard work. Richard became a medica student,
and as he was a sharp contrast to the lazy, rowdy class which constituted the medical studentsin
those days—the early seventies—he passed his examinations with distinction, and, having no
home prospects or capital, joined the Indian Army Medical Service —he was aways known as
‘Dr. Dick.” George won a Cadetship at Sandhurst, and, knowing that he had no one but himsalf
to rely upon, worked hard, did well, and was in due course gazetted to an Indian Regiment,
where he rose to be Mgor and was regarded as a very rising man—he was always known as
‘Major George.’

Their sterling merits carried everything before them. In due course Dr. Dick left the Army
Medica Service and became a successful physician in Smla. Mgor George, promoted to
Colonel, became ‘Resident’ to one of the Indian Native Rajahs, and was regarded as one of the
really notable Administrators under the Indian Government. Their rare visits home were hailed
with delight not only by their old parents but by al of us, for they brought home wonderful
things from India as presents, and would talk—how they talked! Thrilling accounts of their lives
out there, of dangers from rebels, from snakes, from wild beasts, from plagues—we were never
tired of listening to them.



Then old Colonel Cardew died, and within a year his wife followed him to the grave. Though
their later years were much ameliorated by handsome remittances from their sons, they were
never happy. The Colonel was a terrible sufferer, and they were really unlucky, in small things as
in great. If they saved money and invested it the investments went wrong—people aways said
that if they had wanted to cultivate weeds, or to encourage rats in their little place, the weeds
would have refused to grow, or the rats to be encouraged. It was a sorry business when Dr. Dick
came home to wind up his parents affairs, and he returned to India a distressful man. He told us
he was afraid to go back for he felt that his luck was gone. This was quite inexplicable to us, but
lie was a true prophet, unfortunately. An untoward ‘accident’ or two in his practice, one fatal one
in the treatment of a great Maharajah, dragged him down from his professional eminence, a bank
in which his savings were invested—an ‘unlimited’ concern—failed, and carried with it the
whole of his savings, and in the end Dr. Dick, who was fortunately a bachelor, was reduced to
living in a suburb of London on an alowance made him by Colonel George. After some ten
years of an aimless and unlucky existence he fell out of a railway train and was killed. There
were those who did not hesitate to doubt whether his tragic death was accidental.

After his death Fate seemed to turn her malevolent attention to Colonel George. He became
unpopular with succeeding Viceroys and lost influence and caste in the Service. Finally, not
supported as he should have been by his Government, he came to loggerheads with his
Mahargah; an insurrection in his native State was attributed to his management, or
mismanagement. He was superseded and sent on a punitive expedition to the borders of
Afghanistan. In this affair he failed utterly and unaccountably. The natives, soldiers and civilians
alike, seemed to hate him, and of the few faithful Sikhs whom he commanded only one returned
with him. The rest had been killed—his other troops had practically deserted him. It was
amazing, for until the death of Dr. Dick he was almost worshipped by the natives both civil and
military. On his return to Madras he twice escaped assassination by a miracle, and in the end he
was ‘retired” and came home to live on an inadequate pension, with his wife and two children.
The change, | suppose it was, preyed upon his wife, and she went mad. His daughter died—
apparently of what was not then recognised as appendicitis, and his son, having gone utterly to
the dogs, fortunately emigrated to New Zealand and was never heard of again.

It was then that | came into the story. Colonel George was, as | have indicated, some six or
eight years my senior, but this did not count so much when | was thirty and living a rather
luxurious bachelor life in London. Colonel George often came to my rooms and we used to talk
over old times, and, on occasions, to dissipate mildly together. He was aways cheerful, and
seemed quite resigned to the ill-luck that pursued him—he said that it did him good to be with
me, for my ‘good luck’ was proverbia. | had health, wealth enough, and a reliance upon my
lucky star ‘that never betrayed me—'let me down’ is, | believe, the modern expression.

One day when | had made a preposteroudly lucky ‘hit’ over a horse-race, we were celebrating
the occasion at dinner at the now extinct St. James Restaurant. | said to him, cheerfully:

“Now, why can’t you strike a streak of Fool’s Luck like that?

“Well, Clement, my boy, I’ve a good mind to tell you. | have often thought of telling it to
someone.”

| rather quailed. Was my ideal Colonel George going to confess some shady episode of the
unknown past that was dogging his footsteps, embittering the present, and making the future
ominous?

However, he changed the conversation, and after dinner he asked me to go back with him to
his rooms—up near Regent’ s Park, a wretched place—instead of coming back to mine, and | did.



When our pipes were lit, he sat looking at the empty fireplace for alittle while, and then got up
and went into his bedroom. When he returned he had in his hand the Naghpuir Sapphire—the
most splendid stone | had ever seen. | thought it was an amethyst but he told me no, it was a
purple Sapphire-jewellers sometimes call them’ Oriental Amethysts!’

(Here in the M.S follows a long description of the stone and of its setting, practically as the
Professor of Mineralogy has given it above. C.B.)

| said to him “You don't leave this about, do you, in aplace like this?’

“Yes; it dways lies about on my dressing-table.”

“Aren’'t you afraid of having it stolen?’

“No; it has been stolen three times.”

“How did you get it back?

“l didn’t get it back. | didn’t want to. It came back. It always comes back.”

“What do you mean—you didn’t want to?’

“I"d give dl | possess (it's not much) to get rid of it. Instead of which, | have given all |
possess for keeping it. Thisis ‘the Curse of the Cardews.” ”

“My dear George,” | said, “you are raving!”

“No, | am not; you asked me at dinner about my bad luck. Well, you hold it in your hand. That
stone has ruined my whole family in turn.””

| protested. “ Such things only happen in books.”

“Listen to me. You know what a distinguished servant of ‘John Company’ my old father was.
He looted that stone off a statue-an idol if you like—of Vishnu at Naghpur, a stronghold of the
Mutiny. The whole Shrine was razed to the ground by order; not atrace of it left. Next day he got
his wound—one of those mysterious wounds that never hea—his never heaed—it tortured him
to his dying day. A month later he was on his way home—'Invalided out of the Service' they
said at home—but do you know what they said at the Secretariat in Calcutta?’

“No; what?’

“ ‘Cashiered for cowardice in face of the enemy.’ It was hushed up, first (I hope) on account of
his past services, and then on account of the probable effect upon the loya native troops. On the
way home his skull was fractured by a falling block—he was trephined and got ever it, but his
brain was never really clear again. You know how we lived down there in the little old house—
pretty wretched, wasn't it? But what none of you knew was that my mother loathed the sight of
my father—they never saw one another excepting in company. He was weak in the brain, as |
said, but his nightmares were awful. | didn’t know until afterwards that he was haunted by the
phantom of a Hindoo Y oga.”

As he paused, | put in, uneasily, “Of course sick men do invent such things.”

“He didn’t invent this one. It was the Attendant of the Shrine at Naghpur, whom he had cut
down himself. And my governor knew that it was after the Purple Sapphire.”

“Why didn’t he get rid of it? George Cardew smiled.

“You have a short memory, Clement,” he said. “I told you just now we can't get rid of it. The
Governor sent it out by post to a man stationed near Naghpur and told him to restore it to the
Temple, or Shrine, and if he couldn’t do that, to sdll it. It came back with the notification that
there was no trace or record of the Shrine, and the jewellers in the bazaars refused to buy, or
even to touch it. My father sent it out again to another man, told him to bury it at Naghpur; six
months later it came back by post—the man had buried it just as he received it with my father’s
letter—whoever dug it up got his address from that.”

“Why didn’t he send it out without aletter to an imaginary address?



“He did. It came back through the Dead L etter Office, straight to our village post office, and of
course they knew there.”

“I"d have got rid of it somehow.”

“Would you?I'd like to see you try.”

A brilliant idea occurred to me.

“Giveittome,” | said, “and I’'ll undertake to get rid of it.”

“You wait till you've heard the rest of it. When the old man died, and then my mother, it came
to Dick. Well, you know what happened to him. | was at the zenith of my career when Dick died.
—Good God! Clement, my boy, but | was just on the point of stepping up to goodness knows
where. And then | had to take over the Purple Sapphire. On hearing of Dick’s death | spent eight
pounds on a cablegram telling them to put it away, and on no account to send it out to me. | was
too late—it had started. The day after he died—Dbefore he was buried—they sent it off. It arrived
with his watch and chain and his shirt-studs. The rest of his chattels only just paid for his funera
and a few small bills. Well, you know what happened to me. | had the bright idea to present it to
my Mahargjah, who had millions worth of gems. He refused it, and he began to mistrust and hate
me from that day. | offered it to the Government Collection, but they looked upon it as a sort of
attempted bribe to cover the mess | was making of things. | can't tell you what plans | made to
get rid of it—scores—but it always came back, and there it is.”

He paused, and after lighting his pipe again, he smiled and said:—

“Do you still want to have the damned thing?’

“Rather!” | said. “You know my luck; it's impregnable.”

“Don't say that for Heaven's sake; it’s an awful thing to say.”

“But | meanit,” | cried, “I defy ill-luck, and if | can’'t get the better of a mere stone—"

“Nobody ever will,” he interrupted, quite gravely.

We argued the matter for some time, and in the end | persuaded him. | took a cab home in the
small hours, delighted with my splendid new toy.

Two years passed during which, personally, | was quite unaffected by any malevolent
influence attributable to the Purple Sapphire, but | am bound to confess that there was something
about it which passed comprehension and defied investigation.

To record an instance or two:—I| was deeply interested, as a hobby, in the elucidation of a
curious text, haf Persian and half Urda (but this has nothing to do with the story) and a young
Hindd scholar was sent to me by the Professor of Arabic and Persian in the University of
Cosmopoli, with a view to the discussion of some obscure points, and to the augmentation of his
income (he was a clerk in an Anglo-Indian House in the city), and he arrived one evening about
8-30. He was called Mr. Something Ghose, | remember. | had the books out on my study table,
and we had been at them about half an hour, during which I thought Mr. Ghose the most
incompetent and absent-minded fraud | had ever met. At the end of that time he rose and said,
with alittle bow:

“You will excuse. | cannot work. | do not like this house. | go away.”

| was very much astonished, and not a little annoyed, and expressed myself with some
succinctness. All he said was, as he made for the door:

“1 am sorry—very. | did not know. Y ou must excuse. | go.”

And he went!

Shortly after this my friend the Professor of Arabic dined with me, always a delightful
occasion for me, for he had been for many years Principal of a Muhammadan Madrassah in



India, and was a delightful talker. As we sat before the fire smoking after dinner, | noticed that
he looked all round the room at intervals, uneasily as it seemed to me. | said:

“Are you looking for anything?’

“No,” hereplied. “No; | don’t think so. Tell me though, do you collect Indian curiosities?’

“No; I think them, asarule, hideous.”

“You haven't got a Tirthankar in the house have you? One of those little squatting alabaster
idols one sees in the curiosity shops?’

“No. I’ve seen hundreds of them and | hate them.”

“You are not far wrong,” replied the Professor, “they’ re beastly things.”

“How?’

“Oh! they are uncanny things to have about,” and he changed the conversation.

Five minutes afterwards he looked round again, rose suddenly, and looking into the dark end of
the room he exclaimed:

“I thought so! | felt it! Kaun hai? Kiya mangta? (“Who are you? What do you want?")

“For heaven’ s sake, what’sup?’ | said.

“Haven't you seen That before! A Hindl squatting on his heels, naked excepting for a loin-
cloth, scrabbling at the carpet—there in. the corner?

“My dear fellow,” | observed. “1 know you are not drunk, nor are you mad. What isit?’

He did not answer me at once, but extending his hand in the direction in which he was looking,
he called sharply:

“Jad!” (Go away!)

He sat down again with a short laugh, and relit his pipe with a shaky hand.

“l don't wonder you are surprised,” he said. “I’'m sorry for this exhibition, but I’ve been so
long in India; these things get into one’s blood, | think. It's very stupid. You are sure you haven't
got any Temple loot about the place? There' salot of it about.”

| thought at once of the Purple Sapphire, and, rising, | took it from the drawer of my writing
table and put it into his hand.

“Good Heavens!” he said. “Of course thisisit. Thisis what he is after. It's the pectoral gem of
aHindu God. Where did you get it? And how long have you had it?’

| gave him an outline sketch of the history of the Purple Sapphire—which he had put down on
the table by his sde—and when | had finished he said:

“Of course that explains it—if anything can be said to explain the inexplicable. My advice to
you, my earnest advice, isto get rid of this thing as quickly as you can.”

“Why?’

“Because—for goodness sake never tell anyone of this incident or of this conversation—it will
hurt you—smash you, sooner or later.”

We spent the rest of the evening in a most “gruesely” conversation. The Professor told me a
number of stories in point, and if | had been an imaginative or nervous person | should have been
very much upset.

But | am not, and | wasn’'t. That was the last time the Professor dined with me until—
afterwards.

There were other such incidents, greater or lesser in degree, but | never saw any Yoga, and
suffered no ill effects from being the custodian of the Purple Sapphire, which gradually acquired
a romantic and rather fearsome interest among my friends. | pass on to the night when | gave a
dinner party which we shal al of us remember to our dying days. We were eight—B. a rising
young author; and a charming young actress Miss C., of whom he was the temporary



‘enamourite,’ to quote Burton (of the Anatomy); his sister (married), and G., a man in the
Foreign Office, asked on account of one another; Mrs.—I will call her Smith, as she comes back
into the story later on under tragic and unforgetable circumstances; and Mrs A. and her husband
(recently married, after a double divorce). Mrs. A. was a queer woman. It might be said that she
had not an enemy in the world, but was rather disiked by all her friends. She dabbled in
Ocecultism and led her rather sheepish husband reluctantly to séances. She liked to flatter herself
that she was ‘a strong Medium.” She interested me, but | always regarded her as a fraud—a semi-
unconscious fraud perhaps. But we had a jolly dinner, and afterwards congregated in the library.
Mrs. A., as usual, forced the conversation upon the Occult. She talked very well, and was always
rather “thrilling’ to people who had not heard it al before.

B. said suddenly: “I say, Arkwright, haven’'t you got a wonderful jewel or something that
evokes spooks, and murders people in their deep?’

At once there was a chorus of delighted curiosity, and finally | produced the purple Sapphire,
which sparkled with remarkable vividness that night. At that moment one of those things that
happen to the electric light happened—it is, | believe, when they change the accumulators or the
dynamo at the generating station. At any rate the lights went down to about half their normal
candlepower. The Purple Sapphire seemed to flame even more brilliantly in the subdued light.

“Oh! do give it to me,” exclaimed Miss C. And with a view to making light of the whole thing
| tossed it into her lap. She immediately held her hands up and away from it, as if it had been a
spider or a mouse, and shrieked to B., who was sitting beside her, “Take it away! Take it away!”
B. picked it out of her lap and handed it back to me. After this she sat closer to him for the rest of
the evening, holding one of his hands in both of hers.

“Giveit to me,” said Mrs. A. in her most impressive tone, “1 am accustomed to these things.” |
gave it to her and she laid it, with the cover-flaps open, on her knee. She began to yarn about
‘maleficent talismans,” but the evening was spoilt. We were al uneasy. Mrs. Smith aone did not
say aword, but sat looking at the Purple Sapphire and at me, in turns. Presently the preliminary
murmurs of impending departure arose, and then some amazing things happened. Mrs. A. leaned
back in her chair and closed her eyes. Then she cried out:

“Something is coming. Something is here! Everybody except Sir Clement go out of the room.”

They al sprang to their feet and scuttled into the hall. Mrs. A. said in a stifled voice “Oh,
God!” and fainted. At that moment the disturbance at the main righted itself and the electric
lights blazed up again. | went to the door and called A.

“Your wife has fainted,” | said; “come in.” He came in, and with him Mrs. Smith, uninvited.
The rest were whispering together in the hall.

Mrs. A’s eyes were now open, and she said, “It fell upon me, it fell through me.” With one
hand she was still holding the Purple Sapphire on her knee. We comforted and re-assured her as
best we could, but she declared that something had fallen into her lap and disappeared. “It went
through me,” she said, over and over again. We got her on to her feet, and to prove to her that
she was mistaken we pushed back the low armchair in which she had been sitting.

On the floor benegth it lay a small scarlet disc, faintly luminous in the strong light, about two
and a half inches in diameter, on which were figured in black, exactly as on the flat flap of the
Purple Sapphire, the Sign and Letters of the Tau! We all gazed at it, horror struck. | was the first
to pull myself together. | got the tongs from the fireplace, with a confused idea of picking the
Thing up, and flinging it into the fire! But even as we four looked at it, it turned white and clear
of markings, and appeared to volatilize.



The others came in—and then they went away. As a newspaper report would say “the meeting
broke up in confusion.” They did not al go away though; Mrs. Smith remained. | may say at
once that round this lady for some time all my thoughts had been concentrated. | shall write of
her again. We talked, she and I, long into the night. At 2 am. aring came at the front door and |
opened it. It was B. He said:

“What am | to do with Marie C.? She won’'t go home. We have been driving all over London
in a hansom. She's there now, outside. She says she dare not go home to her rooms alone. Damn
your infernal stone.”

I might have remarked that it was he who had insisted on its entry upon the scene. | forbore,
however, and in the end Mrs. Smith came out and took Miss C. home to her house to sleep with
her. B. walked home, and | went to bed, | confess, rather shaken up. As Mrs. Smith left, she put
her hands on my shoulders, and looked into my eyes searchingly. The others had gone outside.

“Didn’t you see the Indian Man sguatting on the floor behind Mrs. A’s chair?

“No, I didn’t.”

“1 swear to you he was there. Please don’t go back and sit in the library. Promise me.”

| promised her—indeed, | do not think anything would have induced me to do so. As | say, |
went to bed.

| was out to lunch next day, and on my return home | found a letter waiting for me, delivered
by P.O. Express. It was from A. In it he wrotee—*“1 feel that | must send you the sequel to last
night’s extraordinary occurrences. About 3 am. my wife woke me, and said that something was
burning her where the Jewel had lain upon her knee. | tried to soothe her to sleep but she insisted
so strongly that we switched on the light, and turned down the bed clothes. Sure enough, those
letters round a capital T were burnt black upon, and through, her night-gown. We cut out the
piece and | enclose it herewith—and on her leg, exactly the same thing, bright red, as if done
with a hot iron. We dressed it with vaseline, but it is there this morning. We will show it to you
when you like.”

To avoid returning to this matter | may say that Mrs. A. wears this brand to this day. She
makes no bones about showing it to people, and | need hardly say that her account of my dinner
party does not lose in the telling. Her enemies say she did it herself with a red hot needle. Her
husband says that he aways knows, when she puts on her daintiest lingerie, that she is going to
tell someone the story of the Purple Sapphire—as far as she knowsiit.

| now reach the dark and terrible part of my record. | have intimated that | was deeply devoted
to Mrs. Smith, who was one of the most beautiful, the cleverest, and by virtue of her husband’'s
wealth, one of the most fastidiously luxurious women in London Society— which was literally
(as the saying goes) at her feet—which were exquisite!

We had a vast community of interest, and were as inseparable as a decent regard for
conventionality permitted us to be. | do not think I flatter myself when | say that | must have
been arelief after her husband. As to that gentleman, | was, and am, no doubt, prejudiced, but he
combined in himself the millionaire, the lout, the drunkard, and the fool. | was ultra-careful
never to compromise Mrs. Smith in any way, for, as | repeatedly warned her, | would not have
trusted her husband out of my sight for a moment, and was always prepared for him to lay some
dirty trap or other for her. He encouraged our friendship, however, and threw us together
continudly. Timeo Danaos!

It made me therefore very uncomfortable and very unhappy when Cecile, at our next meeting
after my dinner-party (next day, in point of fact) implored me to give her the Purple Sapphire.



Though | had no fear of the thing for myself, | was frankly horror-struck at the idea of its passing
into her possession. She argued with me—how she argued!

“You brag about your invariable luck,” she said. “Well, look at me, am | not the luckiest
woman in London by common consent—in everything but my marriage. Am | not brave? Then
why do you want me to be a coward? | thought you were brave. Then why are you a coward
now? You do not believe the thing is bewitched. Then why do you behave like this now? | have
never asked you for anything since we first met, have I’? And now that | do beg a gift of you, you
refuse it. Be very sure, my friend, that | shall never under any circumstances ask you for
anything again. No, not if | were starving in the gutter.”

These words came back to me most bitterly when she was starving in the gutter, and when she
did come to me for help. But what was | to do? One is only flesh and blood after al, and in
certain circumstances “ Ce que femme veut—!” In the end | gave her the Purple Sapphire.

| will pass as quickly as | can over the miserable history which followed. Men and women of
my generation have not forgotten the Splendour and Decadence of Cecile Smith. In a phrase,
everything went wrong with her. Her whole nature changed, she became hard, reckless,
unsympathetic. She gambled frenetically and lost vast sums; she got money to pay her debts by
every means, fair and foul; she bought fabulous jewels, her transactions with which would have
landed her in gaol had not her friends accommodated the situations into which she recklesdy
flung herself. People whispered of lovers of low degree, of orgies, of drink, of drugs, of all the
degenerate horrors of a decadent civilization. And meanwhile Smith was on the watch, to jerk
the rope when she had had rope enough to hang a score of women.

This was not the affair of a moment— it took two years. All that time, though we seldom met
now, for our paths had widely separated, | was continually imploring her to give me back the
Purple Sapphire. | believed in it fundamentally at last. But she would not. She clung to it with a
superstitious obstinacy. In a letter from St. Petersburg where she had drifted as partner (?) ina
gambling enterprise (which failed of course) she wrote.—

“The Stone is the last thing | had when | was Queen of my Race—and | was a Queen! It is the
only thing | ever asked you for. Nothing shall part me from it. P.S—The Yoga is here all right;
thank God he costs nothing for railway fares and hotel expenses.”

Once, in reply to a passionate appeal for money from Madrid, | offered her £1,000 for it. Same
result.

Time went on. We heard of her occasionally—twice that she was in prison. | was very unhappy
about her, worn out indeed, but there was nothing to be done. To distract my thoughts | went an
aimless voyage round the world, on which | met the lady who is now my wife. | returned to
England in the spring of 18—. Passing through Paris | read to my horror that an unknown
woman who had shot herself in a tenement house in La Vilette a few weeks before, had now
been identified as the once beautiful and notorious Mrs. Smith of London, Paris, Rome, St.
Petersburg—and where not? It was a ghastly shock, and in spite of the light that was breaking on
my own horizon, | returned to London a sad and distracted man. A huge correspondence awaited
me that my Secretary had been incompetent to deal with in my absence. Among the heap was an
official packet—it was from our Consul in Paris. The letter said: “The enclosed packet, sealed up
and addressed to you, was found among the effects of the late Mrs. Smith who, as you may have
heard, died recently in this city, in tragic circumstances. Kindly acknowledge,” etc. etc.

It was the Purple Sapphire. Wrapped round it was a dlip of paper on which Cecile had written:
“It has downed me—take it back. | have tried to sdll it, but no one will buy it. Even thieves won’t
have it. Sayonara. Ave atque vale! Cecile.”



And so it came back. A month later when | had settled down, burglars got into my house, and
carried off property of great value, including the Purple Sapphire. They left me on the floor of
my dining room with a bullet in my neck which all but closed my earthly record.

As soon as | was convalescent—that is to say about six weeks afterwards—I| found that the
burglars had been apprehended as the result of another burglary, the last of a long series
perpetrated by this particular gang, which had hitherto completely baffled the police. Ther
master-mind had had a serious accident when on a professional tour, and had been arrested; the
rest of the gang fell out among themselves, and partly by treachery and partly by
mismanagement the burglary for which they were awaiting trial, which had been postponed for
my evidence, proved to be their last. It was the only beneficent action which can be laid to the
score of the Purple Sapphire.

After these unhappy men had been sentenced, the solicitor in charge of the defence handed me
a small packet. | knew, without asking, what it was. He accompanied the restoration with the
words:

“My clients instructed me to return this to you. It is the only one of your jewels which they
were unable to dispose of. They attribute—you know criminas are notoriously superstitious—
solely to it the unfortunate position in which they find themselves to-day. It was, in fact, their
unaccountably rash efforts to get rid of it that gave the police the clue they have been seeking for
ayear past.”

And so it came back, and from that moment things began to go wrong al round me. My power
to control the Purple Sapphire was gone. My solicitor absconded with a loss to me of several
thousands of pounds which he had in his hands for investment. | aso broke a leg and a
collarbone riding along a smple country path. | spare you the rest of the catalogue of disasters,
major and minor. They were many and varied.

| set about the task of getting rid of the Purple Sapphire. | sold it to a second-hand jeweller in
Wardour Street who knew me well, but did not the less on that account offer me the value of a
common Scotch amethyst of the same size. A week later he brought it back saying that his wife
(who was Scotch) to whom he had given it would not have it in the house; she had a ‘ scunner ‘on
it. | pawned it for £2. A month later the pawnbroker failed, and his trustee in bankruptcy sent it
back to me “as the sum for which it had been pledged was obviously inadequate, and he felt it his
duty,” etc., etc.

Finaly | took it to the National Museum of Cosmopoli, and offered it as a gift to the Keeper of
Jewels. He turned it over and over, looking at me curiously, as | thought, and then said:

“This is a marvellous jewel—we have nothing like it—and you may think it odd, but I don’t
think we want it.”

“For Heaven's sake, why?’ | asked.

“You will think it odd, but I am a firm believer in the malevolence of certain stones which have
been the witnesses or causes of tragedies. | am convinced that this is one of them. Why do you
want get rid of it?’

There was no help for it—I was too broken in spirit—I told him.

He listened very attentively and when | had finished, with a suggestion that | should smash it
up and scatter the fragments, he said:

“No, don't do that. Asit is, you know it, you can recognise it, and can be on your guard; if you
smash it, it will come back to you, somehow, in pieces, re-cut, that you will not recognise, and
you may unconsciously hurt someone. Now do not think that | am mad—though | admit that my
colleagues in the Museum think | am, to say the least of it, eccentric upon this subject—but you



must follow the direction of the old books on Magic and Witchcraft; there is much more in them
than most people think, or will admit. You must drop this into atidal river at the exact moment
of dead high water; it is the only thing you can do, and | warn you that even that may fail.”

| confess | felt extraordinarily relieved at the suggestion; this surely must be final! We got out
a Nautical Almanack and calculated the time of dead high water in the Thames on a particular
day, and on that day and at that minute | dropped the Purple Sapphire into the river from the
middle of Charing Cross Bridge.

All went well with me for about three months. The happiness | had seen approaching on my
world tour seemed well on its way to redlization. My nerves regained their equilibrium. Life was
once more worth living.

Then one day as | was working in my library my parlourmaid announced “A man with a note
from Mr. X.” Thiswas my jeweller friend in Wardour Street. The note said:

“The bearer has a curious jewel for sale which was once in your possession. | do not know how
he may have come by it, but | send him to you as you may care to re-purchase the article, of
which he does not know the value, or to hand him over to the police.”

| looked up, and the man, a common working ‘navvy’ produced from a wrapping of dirty rag,
the Purple Sapphire.

| was stunned. | sat looking stupidly at the accursed Thing, and it seemed to me as if someone
else’svoice said to the man:

“Where did you get this from?’

He began a whining rigmarole. It been in his family from father to son for many generations;
they had come down in the world. He had come to London to seek work, had got it—good work,
highly paid, but he had lost it, luck had turned against him, one of his children had died, his wife
was ill, they were starving. At last, with great reluctance they had decided to sell the old
‘amethyst’—that’s what his father had said it was. Worth lots of money. He had taken it to Mr.
X., and Mr. X. had sent him to me as | was a gent who gave good money for curios.

My interruption startled him. | sprang to my feet and shouted at him:

“You liar!”

“Come, governor, none of that. Give me back my curio.”

“Not till 1I've got the truth out of you. If you try to get away | give you to the policeman
outside. Now then, out with it. How did you get this out of the bed of the Thames?

Hefell into achair asif he had been shot, stammering.

“Christ! it'switchcraft, that’swhat it is. Devils and that. It's just bloody witchcraft.”

“You see,” said I, “I know something. Y ou had better tell me the rest.”

It took him several minutes to recover his normal self, and then he told me. It was amazing.
The extraordinary network of underground railways—‘the Tubes they came to be called, later—
was just then beginning to be constructed. One of them passed under the Thames from Charing
Cross to Waterloo Station. This man was employed in the caissons the river mud, pushing
forward foot by foot in compressed air chambers, digging out the river bed and passing the
débris back to shore. He had caught the glint of this Thing in one of the scoops as it came home,
and watching his opportunity, he (to use his own words) “pinched it—and pouched it.”

“1 give you my word, governor,” the wretch went on, “I’ ve never had a good since. It’s the fust
thing ever | pinched, and its got back on me. I've to sell it—no one will buy it from the likes of
me. I’ve tried to lose it—it’s brought back to me. | believe the police is after me on account of it.
For Gawd' s sake Mister take it off my hands.”

My heart went out to the poor devil.



“l know the stone,” | said. “ | lost it. I'll take it back. Here' s afiver for you. Go home and good
luck to you. You'll get along better now.”

His gratitude was pathetic.

“| feel better already, governor,” he said. “ Gawd knowsiit’ll be alesson to me.”

And so it came back.

| knew now that any effort of mine to get rid of it would be in vain, and | decided that after all
it would be better to know where it was, than to dispose of it and feel that any day or hour it
might turn up again. So | wrapped it up in the piece of Indian mudin in which George Cardew
had given it to me and put it into its nest of boxes. | have forgotten, in writing this, to record that
shortly after Colonel George made it over to me, he sent me a*“nest” of seven sandal-wood boxes
of Indian make, fitting closely inside one another, the smallest and innermost of which exactly
held the Purple Sapphire. Whether he, or his father, or Dr. Dick had them made | never knew, or
if 1 did, | have forgotten. | then wrote a note of instruction to the executors of my will directing
that the Purple Sapphire should not see the light of day until twenty-five years had elapsed after
my death. | little supposed that by that time its power for evil would have, so to spesk,
evaporated, but at any rate | could make sure that it should not fall into the hands of my children
(if 1 had any) until they were old enough to have read this manuscript and to judge for
themselves what was the next thing to be done with it. (The Professor of Mineralogy has
transcribed this letter of instructions in the early sheets of his record, so it is not necessary to
repeat it here—C.B.) With a view to enforcing the performance of my wish | set aside by my
will a sum of £10,000, the income of which followed my residuary estate, with a provision that,
in the event of the parcel having been opened before the prescribed time, the capital sum was to
be transferred at once to one of our larger hospitals. | felt that the Governors of that Hospital
would keep an eye upon the parcel and see from time to time that it was intact. At the end of the
twenty-five years the £10,000 is to fall into residue. | wrapped up and sealed the parcel and took
it to my bankers, where | deposited it for safe custody in their vaults. The manager, a charming
man and a personal friend of mine, received it in the ordinary way, and | need hardly say that |
did not give him any inkling of its contents or of my motives for the deposit. Whether it was a
coincidence, or otherwise, | cannot tell, but from that moment the affairs of that branch of my
bank went wrong in many ways. One of the cashiers absconded with a large sum of money, loans
which the bank had made went wrong, commercial houses which they had financed failed and
involved them in heavy losses, and of course the manager got the blame, and he was forced into
retirement on a small pension, a broken and disappointed man. | had my own uncomfortable
ideas on the subject, but it is obvious that | could not go to the head office and say it was al my
fault for having deposited in the vaults a parce containing the Purple Sapphire. They would
rightly have assumed that my brain was softening.

And there it lies to this day. | am happily married and | have two charming children, a girl and
a boy. | sometimes wonder whether it will be he, or his son, upon whom will devolve the awful
responsibility of taking the Purple Sapphire from its resting place.

Clement Arkwright.
31st December, 18—."

The manuscript of Sir Clement Arkwright stopped here. He lived for many years after the date
which he appended. There follows in the notebook a further entry in another hand which reads:



“1st January, 1920. The twenty-five years since the death of my brother expired yesterday, and
| went to the bank and claimed the parcel, which we found—the manager and |—dusty but
intact. | opened it in his presence and read the letter of instructions, but | did not open the sandal-
wood boxes. | am not superstitious, but somehow |I—well, at any rate | did not open them. We
wrapped up and re-sealed the parcel and left it again where it had lain for over forty years. | must
record, by way of postscript to my brother's account, a curious, and to me very ominous,
circumstance. During the Great War the staff of the bank, those of military age that is to say, had
been largely replaced by women, severa of whom are till in the employ of the bank. As the
manager was seeing me to the door | said to him:

“ *1 suppose you will be gradually getting rid of these young ladies?

“*Yes, replied he, ‘and | shall be very glad when we see the last of them. One can never rely
upon their work, their hearts are not in it for they know that it is not their life's work and that
they can never rise to the administrative grades in the service. They make the most annoying
mistakes, and one has to have their work continually checked by the men. And as a culminating
touch, what do you think? There is a mad idea among them that makes them absolutely refuse to
go down into the vaults when we want to send for anything. They say the vaults are haunted!
Two of them (we have got rid of them) declared that they had seen an apparition of a naked
Indian who grinned and gibbered at them down there. Did you ever hear of such hysterical
idiotcy? Oh | | shall be glad to get rid of them.’

“I said nothing beyond what might be conventionally expected of me, but | drove home feeling
very uncomfortable.

“Is this horrible Thing, after lying quiet for forty years, going to wake into renewed activity? |
suppose | ought to deliver it to my nephew and god-son Sir Gilbert Arkwright, but frankly | am
afraid to do so. Fortunately heis still abroad, in the Army of Occupation in Germany. | shall let
matters rest as they are until he comes home.

Gilbert Arkwright.”

Following upon this was a further entry in the same hand which reads as follows:

“23rd June, 1920. My nephew Gilbert has returned home, and | have made him read this record
in his father’s hand. He is a splendid fellow and he laughs, of course, at the whole thing. ‘At any
rate, he said, ‘let ustake it out and have alook at it.” |1 begged him not to insist upon anything of
the kind, and at last, after many long arguments, which | fear have convinced him that | am
suffering from senile decay, he has consented to the plan which | have proposed. This is, that |
should take the parcel just asit is to the Professor of Mineralogy in the University of Cosmopoli
and present it to the university Museum. It may be presumed—or at least hoped—that, placed
among a large collection, many specimens in which may possbly have histories no less
mysterious than that of the Purple Sapphire, its evil powers may be as it were diluted, if not
dissipated. In any case, | take it to the University to-morrow, and there | sincerely trust that, so
far as our family is concerned, the history of the Purple Sapphireis at an end.

Gilbert Arkwright.”

It was very late when | had finished reading through the pages of the black note-book. The
handwriting of the main record left much to be desired in places, having evidently been written



under the influence of strong emotion. And no wonder! | felt that the writer was compelling
himself to a violent effort al the time, omitting much, passing lightly over incidents which it
must have been very painful for him to record. | pitied him from the bottom of my heart.

Next day | went up into the Museum and looked at the Purple Sapphire. There it lay,
appropriately labelled:

“Sapphire (Purple) Alumina. Corundum. Refraction, 86°4" Hardness, 9. Sp.gr. 3.9.—4.16." A
bald description of what is perhaps the most remarkable stone in the collection.

There is no reason why any student should ever refer to the little black notebook, but | do
sometimes wonder whether anyone, browsing among the shelves of the library, will ever take it
down and read these records. And then | wonder many things.



