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FROM THE MEMOIRS OF
JAMES CADDERWALL,
Penned, 5 January 1889

I have ever been a man of fortune. Born to a life of insignificance and
depravity, I was put to apprentice at the age of eight, and though my
servitude was arduous and lonely, it was the first time I felt the
satisfaction of a full belly and saw the primacy of money. Henceforth, I
have struggled to master my circumstances and amass wealth. Though
I’ve tried my hand at numerous trades, I accomplished this chiefly
through the art of gem cutting and the selling of precious stones.
It may come as little surprise that the jeweler's trade is rife with
cheats and scoundrels, and the use of a false scale or hollow measure is
a matter of practice. Even I had been known to press my advantage
over the odd rube who ventured my way. What may be a shock is the
number of dealers caught up in more dubious and illicit activities. Many
of the most reputed firms served as fences, smugglers, and money
changers for the vilest of characters. Nevertheless, among this band of
crooks, I was considered the most loathsome. A standing earned solely
thru my true expertise, the black market sale of holy relics.
Every group had their own contemptible way of obtaining such
items. Hindu sects pilfered the idols of their rivals, and the Siamese
from the shrines of their neighboring provinces. Africans claimed them
off the dead shamans of vanquished tribes, and the Russians from the
synagogues of expelled Jews. Though each dismissed the appalling acts
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that supplied these relics, they often held to superstition and rarely
traded the artifacts within their own communities.
My unique intellect made me an ideal broker, able to navigate the
intricacies and precarious religious traditions of so many diverse
cultures. I knew the spiritualists among the aristocracy who sought the
curiosities from the east, the displaced Ashkenazi1 who wished to
reclaim the antiquities of their Russian brethren, and the historians who
collected artifacts from the Dark Continent. For those rare instances
when I could not secure a buyer, I simply dissected the relics and
refashioned them into commonplace jewelry.
Though many of my colleagues regarded my practice as repugnant, I
saw a constant stream of business, and at one time or another, dealt
with every one of the barefaced hypocrites. They suffered my presence,
happy to let me incur the wrath of the Gods as I destroyed their sacred
artifacts, but collectively barred me from any transaction of significance.
Nevertheless, it was this strange dynamic that offered me my greatest
opportunity.

1

A Jewish diaspora population who inhabited vast territories of the Russian

Empire. Beginning in the 1880s, waves of anti-Jewish progroms (large scale,
targeted riots) swept across different regions of the empire. More than two million
Jews fled Russia between 1880 and 1920, mostly to the United states and what is
today the state of Israel.
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A FORTUITOUS MEETING

One

evening, I was called upon by a smartly dressed Indian
gentleman in a luxuriously tailored suit. He arrived just after the sun
dipped the horizon, when the streets still teamed with activity, but the
dwindling light offered him a measure of anonymity. I could tell, from
the demarcation on his forehead, that he was more accustomed to
wearing a pagri2 than a tie, and from his opulent trimmings, that he held
a position of authority and wealth.
I invited him into my parlor where he produced a mundane leather
satchel. From it, he removed a gilded handkerchief painstakingly
wrapped around a single, weighty jewel. He placed the bundle before
me, and ever so cautiously, unfastened the wrappings. Inside laid a
beautiful thirty-carat diamond, squared, with traditional step-cut facets.
He bade me to examine the gem, but warned me not to handle the
stone directly.
Even without my jeweler’s loupe, I immediately spotted the
diamond’s massive flaws. Two fracture-like defects, one running
lengthwise and the other widthwise, bisected its radiant facade. Had it
not been for this quartering effect, the stone would have received my
highest appraisal.
He called the gem the Fifth Head of Brahma, in deference to the
Hindu deity, and claimed it to be the source of his family’s wealth and
status. As expected, this prosperity did not come without cost.
The man’s great-grandfather used the gem to amass enough
influence to be one of those rare individuals to transcend caste.
2

A turban originating in the Indian subcontinent.
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Unfortunately, his mind was slowly taken by spirits, and he ultimately
drowned himself in the sea. His grandfather, though tripling their
fortune, was similarly afflicted and became a vessel of hate and
confusion. He too met a tragic end and impaled himself upon his own
sword. His father, in hopes of averting the curse, lived a virtuous life of
charity and kindness, but the jewel’s blight seemed unabated.
The gentleman recounted how his most noble father became
consumed with the gem, growing ever conflicted, loving and hating it at
once. Finding no other solution, the aging man bequeathed the
diamond to his boy, telling him nothing of its secrets and commanding
him to hide it where no soul could find. He unequivocally forbade his
son from touching it, while conversely telling him to protect it above all
other earthly possessions. Though his father made several attempts to
reclaim the diamond, the son remained faithful, and in the end, the old
man died with the assurance that the jewel had not utterly consumed
him.
These tragic histories inspired such dread, that this gentleman, in the
ten or so years since his father’s death, had not dared to unearth the
jewel. Only when he heard whispers of my services, did he exhume it
with the tentative hope that my expertise might afford him some final
reprieve.
It was within his fears that I spied my exploit and set the bait. I
plied him with metaphysical drivel, spouting assurances that I knew all
of the proper binding ceremonies. I explained how I would section the
jewel and have the pieces blessed and cleansed by a Pujari3. Playing
upon his hopes, I guaranteed that the refashioned parts would in no
way burden whatever gentle souls came to possess them. When he
sighed in relief, I knew the hook had set deep.
With that, I put forth my first offer, a measly tenth of the diamond’s
true value. To my surprise, the gentleman readily accepted.
Experience had taught me that even if a cursed object caused a man
to quake in his mortal frame, he would still try to wring every last cent
from its sale. On the contrary, this fellow might have given me the
diamond for free and walked away feeling the more fortunate party. I
eagerly paid him, and sent him on his way before he could come to his
senses.
At the time, I considered myself tremendously lucky, for I had a
3

A Hindu temple priest.
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couple of outstanding orders and was in dire need of raw material. The
Head of Brahma would yield several large gems, and save me an
arduous trip to my suppliers in the east. Had I known then even a
fraction of the jewel’s secrets, I would have flung it immediately into the
sea. Instead, my faithless and opportunistic ways sent me headlong into
its ingenious trap.
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THE STONE’S POWER

Several evenings later, I readied the stone for cutting by securing it in
my vice and scrutinizing the flaws. The fissures extended the whole of
the gem, causing me to wonder how it had not fractured on its own.
My course of action was obvious. With one stout blow, I would finish
the job.
I set my chisel and prepared to cleave, but the instant I put a
hammer to it, the most astounding phenomenon occurred. The gem
fractured, but not into sections. Four diamonds of identical size and
weight tumbled onto the workbench, and to each of its sides stood four
of me, gazing upon myself, multiplied.
I froze, utterly confounded.
Once the shock subsided, we reached for our respective gems. All
were now flawless, without fracture or imperfection of any sort.
Then, my amazement turned to dread.
Had I splintered myself indefinitely? Could the effects be reversed?
Surely there must be some means of restoration. These same fears
raced through each of our minds, but we did not let them overcome us,
and after reason returned, the solution seamed self-evident.
With dubious hopes, we raised our jewels and touched them
together. Two clinked, then three. When the fourth connected, I felt
nauseous, and our forms, like the aligning of disarranged lenses, merged
into one.
My mind was flooded, my memories overlapping like images
refracted through incongruent facets. Dissecting them made me light
headed, but with some effort, I isolated each viewpoint and the nearly
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identical thoughts that had passed through each of my minds.
I straightway locked the gem in my safe, horrified. Never before had
I witnessed even an inkling of the supernatural, and I could neither
deny nor explain away what had happened. It overwhelmed my rational
sensibilities.
I forced myself back to work, but found it impossible to focus. I
could not keep from pondering the marvelous possibilities of my
discovery. What tremendous feats could a man of my intellect and
ambition, multiplied four times over, accomplish?
Oh, the
machinations I devised.
My desire to retrieve the gem continued to grow, but I feared there
must be more to its power. I reasoned, if such an impossible object
could exist, then the aforementioned curse must also. Furthermore, if a
virtuous man like the gentleman’s father crumbled under its magic, a
man of my pliable morals would have little hope. I convinced myself
that I could resist its call, knowing in my heart, I only needed the right
motivation to justify a second test.
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