
Dora Desmond's Diamonds
A COMPLETE STORY BY NORMAN HURST, TELLING 0F A I)IAMOND MYSTERY WHICII BAD

AN UNEXPECTED SOLUTION.

T IIE girl wlo came nto my office was the prettiest1 had ever set eyes upon, and I wondered what
duty she întended to ask me to undertake. She

had given no namne, but now from the recesses of lier mufi
she produced a dainty littie case frorn which she ex-
tracted a card and handed it to me with the tips of lier
daintily gloved fingers. "Miss Dora Desmond, The Diich-
ess Theatre," 1 read on the fine ivory pasteboard.

I motioned lier to a seat and iniquired what 1 could
do for lier.

"Mr. Weston," she cried, "I have corne to you on a
very important niatter. Some of niy jewels hiave becu
stolen, and 1 want you to recover them."

Now I have had a pretty wIide experience of actresses
and their jewels, and 1 arn ahvays scepticai wheni 1 hear
of the loss of these gewgaws. Frequently it is no loss
at ail, or ex en if it is, uiniy su mnucli stage finery-glit-
tering paste-and the whole scherne is simply one for a
big free advertisement.

There is not su much of it -now, as the time of whichi
1 speak, for the expedient has become too, hackneyed, the
details too stereotyped, and the whole thing too trans-
parently tlireadbare to attract more than a passing para-
grapli, but a dozen years ago, when this case came to
me, things were very diflerent, and 1 naturally fancied
that Miss Dora Desrnond was following the iead of pre-
vious prevaricating sisters of the profession, and meant
to prove a good understudy in the part, but her next'
reinarli surprised me.,

"And I want to avoid ail publieity over the matter,"
she said, with a charming srnile. "Ail I want is to re-
cover my jewels."

"'Can you give me any details of the theft?" I asked.
"'les," she said ;"the jewels consist of a diamond

sprav for the hair, and in the centre is aý large perfect
eirnerald."

She ernphasised the word "perfect," and I apDreciated
the intonation of lier voice, for I knew how rare a per-
feet erneraid of any size was, it being the one gem most
subject to fauits and laws of any of the -recious stones.

"I'm Irishi, you know," she continued, with the pret-
tiest possible brogue that would have declared the fact
for itself had not lier eyes and hair already told the
sarne truith, "and therefore Jack-that's my fiance, you
know-Jack Rossiter grave nie the erneraid I'd been ai-
xnost crving My eves out for froni the day 1 saw it im
Jessmay's window."

"And now it's gone?" I said, for deliZhtful as hier
taik ivas as site babbled on, I wanted to get to the reai
facts of the alieged robbery.

"Ves ; It was stolen last niglit at the theatre," and
again, froni the recesses of the fur mufi, trîrnmed with a
big buncli of Parma violets, she brougit ont a smalI, ob-
long, purple leather jewel-case, and, touchîng the spring
the lid flew up and dïsclosed a bed of the palest blue
velvet and nothingness.

There was the impression where the jewel had rested
in its soft azure nest, and that was ail.

"I was ready," she said, as she laid the case on the
table, "to 'go on in the second act, ail except the finish-
ing touch to my hair and the insertion of this ornamient.
I had placed it away nmyself in this case the previons
niglit, after the show, had taken it home myseif, had
locked it in the safe, and bad slept with the key under
the pillow."

"But-
"And," she continued, "I alone knew the conibination

of the letter iock. I took it out again just before start-
ing to the theatre, and it neyer left my possess'ion until
I opened it to get the spray as I was going on, and
found the case empty, as it is now."

"And your room, when you went on in the first act,
was it locked P"

"No ; my maid was there, a girl whom I can trust
impiicitly. I know she is as honest as the daX. I would
not suspect lier for a single instant."

"Do you suspect anyone?" I queried.
For a moment or two she liesitated, and I pressed the

question.
"Yes," she said.
"Someone at the theatre, of course?"
"Yes ; that is why I don't want any publicity or any

scandai."
"You can tell me nnything in confidence," I said. "In

fact, il I amn to undertake to recover the jeweis for you,

you mnust give me all the aid in yuur power by supplying
every possible inform-atîin to assist me in rny searcli
You can repose the sarne confidence in me as you would
in your doctor or your lawyer."

"Weil, if's flot a nice thing to have to say, especially
as i can't prove it, " site said ; -"but I believe Beryl Ber-
ristone, the girl who piays lead at the Duchess iii 'The
Frivoiity of the Fentinine,' has stolen it."

"Why do you suspect lier ?"
"Because she was the oniy person, except rny rnaid,

wlio carne inito my dressing-room last niglit when I was
on the stage ini the first act. There is a period of teit
minutes while she is off, and during that tume she camne
into iny room, aithougli she perfectly weii knew I was
acting ând she would tiot be able to sec me."

"Did shie say wliy she carene"
"Oh, ves ; sie gav e a very reasonabie excuse. She

toid my muaid she had run out of a certain 'rnake-up,'
and wanted to use mine for a few minutes, a.nd she sat
down in front of the mnîrror and did so."

"Where was the jewci-case at that time?" I queried.
"Un the dressing-tabie."
"'Open?"

"Vour inaid did not sec lier toucli it ?"

"And yet after she had gone and you returned at the
end of the act, you found .that the jeweis had dis-
appeared."

"But sureiy it would not be worth hier while to steal
it. Slie could not possibly wear it, and it' wouid be
dangerous to endeavour to dispose of it," 1 hazarded.

"Yes, that's quite truë," Miss Desmond agreed ; "but
it mnust have been shc or the niaid, and I arn certain it
was not Nestra.1

"Nestra ? Is that the maid's naine ?"1
"Yes, Nestra Salviati."
"Then she's Itailan."
"11cr parents were natives of North ltaiy ; ber mo-

ther was born in Venice and lier father in Milan, but site
was born in Paris."

"She1las heen wi 'th you a good tinte, I suppose?"
"Oh, yes, some four or five years. Indeed, ever since

I have held a position in the theatrical world tliat justi-
fied rny liaving a muaid of rny own."

There was no doubt the girl had set me a very diffi-
cuit task. I could not vcry weil -o to Beryl Berri stone,,
the ieading lady of the DI)chess Theatre, and accuse lier
of liaving, in a fit of kleptomania, taken Dora Desnxond's
diamonds, and, to tell the candid truth, my suspicion
man rather in the direction of the trusted maid. I lad
more than once found in a widc and varied experience of
the world that the trusted servant is thie une wlio coin-
mits a breadli of that trust. The woman who sliould lie
like Caesar's wife, nias !too often resembies Sapphira.
Where ne suspicion rests is the place, says the detective' s
brain, to seek for it.

I liad already made Up iny mind thnt the woman to
bie shadowed was not the leading nctress at thc Duchess
but the girl of ItalÎan parentage, born in tînt iazy-going
and ioosely mornlled city, Paris.

Whilc 1 sat muminating for a moment my fingers nme-
chanicaily closed upon the leather jewei-case iying on thc
table before me, and I took it up and opened it. A tiny
speck or two I noticed on thc azure velvet made me put
a cuIrions question to the girl sîtting expectantiy op-
posite.

"Pardon thc remark, Miss Desmond," I snid, "but tell
me, do youi smoke cigarettes?"

A pretty iittle biush fiushed up to lier shell-like enrs
as sic answered,..

"No. I uscd to have an occasionni one, but Jack dîd
not like it, and s0 I gave it up."

"How long since?" I queried.
"Since the very day lie sent me the present that lias

been stoien."
"You have not had one tiny littie cigarette since then

-not a single sul rosa littie puif, ch?"
"No, honestly. I prornised Jack to give it up en-

tirely, and I aiways keep my word."
"0f course," I answered. "Does Bcryi Berristone

smoke cigarettes?"
"ýNo. That is to say, I have neyer seen hem do it at

the theatre ; she may in lier own fiat for ail I know."


