The Lost Diamond

Written By Nicole Haley

I plopped the head of a freshly made doll onto the neck. As I picked up the sewing for the

Dress, I saw my teacher, Mr. Mathwest, talking to stranger outside. The man looked up 

And saw me, so I quickly ducked my head and tried to pay attention to the pattern of

Daisies, roses, and bluebonnets, which was very boring.


Mamma told me I had to do something in my spare time, instead of digging up

Her garden.  She says,  “Joy, you gotta stop ruinin’ my cabbages.  You get nothin’ to eat

‘less you stop diggin’ fer snakes and all of them nasty critters that you bring into the

house.  I do my best keppin’ it cleaner n’ a whistle, but, Joy, it’s kinda hard, you get me?”


And I always say right back, “Yes, Mamma. I get you,”  but then I keep on 

Digging and scratching and finding worms and snakes, the kind of things Mamma would

Call “nasty critters.”  That is, until I came here, to be a doll-makers apprentice.


Better still, a doll-makers slave. 


My name is Joy.  Joy Wibblestopper.  But every calls me Joey except for 

Mamma, Pappa, and my teachers and the kids call me Joey because if they didn’t, I’d

Beat them up. Mr. Taylor at the Five-Cent store calls me Joey because I said politely that

I wanted to be called Joey. I wouldn’t beat up a grown up, not for a diamond!


And that brings us back to our story.


See, the man wanted to hire me for something.  He talked in a nice way, not at all 

The way people talk in these parts. He says,  “My dear, I am Mr. Jewel. I need you to 

Find a, uh, thing of great importance for, uh, Mr. Mathwest and I. You will be awarded 

Thirty-thousand dollars, uh, in cash.”  He held up a bag of money and I could feel

Wetness in my mouth and wetness in my palms. That was funny, though, because the

Second I was about to speak; my mouth was as dry as the Sahara Desert.


“What’s the catch?” I croaked in a voice unlike my own.  I was surprised. I had

made sure no one in town’s voice sounded like my own, but here I was, talking like stuck

Up Lila Johnson!


Mr. Jewel shifted his umbrella from one arm to the other. He cleared his throat 

About a hundred times. I thought, a villain straight out of the movies, complete with your

Moustache, tailcoat, and top hat.  


After that, Mr. Jewel had to clear his throat thirty more times, until Mr. Mathwest

Said, “Saffy, why doncha just tell ‘er ‘bout the stupid diamond?”  He covered his mouth

With his hand and looked down at Mr. Jewel. The short, chubby man was looking up at

Tall, bony man with extreme hatred. Then he looked up at me with a sweet, sickly smile.


“My dear,” He said in a honey like voice, “it is Sapphire Jewel and I was getting to that, that diamond thing in a minute, Mathwest. Now, what is your name?”


I was so excited that I didn’t hear what he said. “Who’s name?  My name? Oh,

It’s Joey.  Now what about that diamond?” 


Mr. Mathwest put his hands on my shoulders. “It’s Joy, Mr. Jewel. Joy, you

Know?”


Mr. Jewel showed me a picture of the diamond he was looking for.  It glittered

Like children’s eyes on Christmas Morn.  I wanted to touch it, but Mr. Jewel had 

Different ideas.  He snatched it up and in a nasty voice, he said, “Bring it to me in my

Studio in Paris. I will be waiting for you there.  You may choose one and only ONE 

Person to help you.”


Mr. Mathwest laughed. “You know, Paris is in France, and France’s capitol is

Paris.” Mr. Jewel’s eyes narrowed.


“Good boy, Mathwest,” He said as if Mr. Mathwest was a dog. I expected him to

 say, “Now, go fetch the stick and I’ll give you a treat.”


Mr. Jewel continued. “Now, as I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted,

You may choose one friend.  Then return the diamond to me.  I will pay you the 

Thirty thousand dollars in cash afterwards.  You may start immediately.”


I knocked on my friend’s door, and his whiny sister, Megan, came to the door.  I

Poked my head inside, but the strong six-year-old wouldn’t let me in.


“Whadaya want?”  She asked, or rather, asked meanly.


I was used to Megan. Give her a piece of candy and she’ll be your best friend.

Luckily, I had a Snicker Bar I had bought at the Five-Cent store. I showed it to Megan

And she jumped for it.  I held it up in the air, and she pouted.


“Nah, ah, ah,” I teased.  “Tell me where Ryan is and I’ll give you this yummy,

delicious, creamy, chocolaty…”


“Cut it out!”  Megan whined.  “He’s upstairs. I’ll take you.”


“No, you shouldn’t escort me.  I wouldn’t want you to miss out on, what are you

watching?  Daffy Duck?”  I asked as we went through the living room. The other six 

Ferrington children sprawled out on the couch, watching Cartoon Network. 


“It’s Yosemite Sam, dodo brain.”  Megan sneered.  We found Ryan upstairs,

studying something, as usual.  He looked up at us when we entered.


“Ryan,” I began, “do you have those centipede eggs?”  I asked.  Ryan and I are

huge nature freaks.


“Right here.”  He said, holding up his sack.


When we finally got rid of Megan, Ryan shut the door, locked all his gizmos that

He had made.


“Ryan, I’m going on a diamond hunt.  I want you to come with me.” I said. Ryan

laughed.  


“Right, and I’m the Easter Bunny!”  He joked.  When he saw I was serious, he

pushed his glasses up on his nose and got out his pad of paper.  “Tell me about it.”  And

after I had told him about the diamond, the thirty thousand bucks, and Mr. Jewel, he said,

“I’m coming.”  We left at five o’clock.


We stopped at Madame LaLa LEVoo’s Motel.  Mr. Jewel had given us a map, so

We knew to ask questions at LaLa LEVoo’s Motel.  We walked inside, and with the fifty 

Thousand dollars Mr. Jewel had given us, we rented separate rooms. It happened like 

This:


(We walk in.  A teenager is at the front desk.)


Me:  We’re here to rent a room.


Teenager:  Well, it’ll be ninety dollars for the two of you.


Ryan:  Ninety bucks?  What a rip off.  We’d like to speak to LaLa LEVoo, or the

Owner of this place.


Teenager:  LaLa’s on vacation.  Right now, I’m the boss.  The name’s Ruby. 

Ruby Jewel.


Me:  Ryan, don’t say anything she’s probably a relative of…


(To late.)  Ryan:  Well, Miss Ruby, your no owner.  My Dad is a lawyer and when 

he finds out, your gonna be in BIG TROUBLE!


Ruby:  Oh, yeah?  Look, kid, if you don’t like it, that’s fine, but guess what?  You 

Ain’t the boss of me, and, as far as I know, you ain’t the boss of nobody.


Me:  Ruby, please excuse my friend, he is very proud.


Can we return to the form of story now? Where were we?  Oh yeah, well, Joey’s

Taking a lemonade break, so I’ll be telling the story from now on.


Joey asked that stuck up Ruby kid, “Are you related to Sapphire Jewel?”  Isn’t she 

A nose?  But that Ruby just looked shocked.


“Has my old Uncle escaped the law, again?”  She asked.  My eyes widened in 

surprise. 


“You didn’t know?”  Joey asked calmly.  “Bobby Hill and Percy Vivilum, known 

as Sapphire Jewel and William Mathwest, are the biggest jewel thieves in country.”


“Yeah,” Said Ruby.  “My real name’s Jillian Hopper.  Mom made me change it,

but we didn’t do it to escape the police.  We did it just for fun.  Mom changed hers to Topaz Jewel, and Billy changed his to Emerald Jewel.  

I was going to enter this story in a contest, but it is past the dead line date.  I wrote this story out of an idea that a girl about my age had to be handling a diamond that was stolen from a heavily guarded room, along with her friend.  A witty villain, his stupid apprentice    

