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    REDWOOD, of the firm of Redwood & Fenner, came into the office in evening dress, for he was dining with Sigley that night. Much depended on the interview. Sigley would be the principal creditor if things went wrong, and things were going as wrong as they could. He was nervous. That he had dressed an hour before dressing was necessary was proof enough of his jumpiness.




    Margaret Marsden was cool enough. The sight of her busy fingers manipulating the keys of the typewriter soothed him; the click-click of the machine was an admirable sedative.




    Redwood strolled aimlessly down to his desk, stared thoughtfully at the pad, and dropped his overcoat over the back of a chair. The buzzer on the desk sounded. He picked up the receiver—it communicated with the hall-porter’s box.




    “Yes? Detective-Inspector Harrod from the Criminal Investigation Department?” His eyes narrowed.




    “Detective Inspector Harrod?” he repeated thoughtfully. “Tell him to come up.”




    The hand that pulled open the drawer of the desk shook a little. He had been more reckless in his transactions than a member of an established firm of Hatton Garden jewel merchants should have been. He took a revolver from the drawer of his desk and examined it with a speculative eye. Then he replaced it and closed the drawer.




    “Miss Marsden,” he said.




    The girl looked round.




    “Yes, Mr. Redwood.”




    He was caressing his little black moustache meditatively.




    “My bag is in the next room,” he said after a moment’s hesitation. “It is rather heavy, but I may want you to take it to Charing Cross cloakroom—if necessary. It may not be necessary, but if I have to—to go out, wait until I am gone, then get the bag away.”




    “I see,” said the girl, and looked at him strangely.




    There was a knock at the door, and the florid Detective-Inspector entered.




    “Good evening, Inspector,” Redwood nodded, keeping his eyes fixed on the other’s face. The man smiled, so it was all right, thought Redwood. Sigley had not discovered that his diamonds had been pledged.




    “I am lucky to catch you here,” said the Inspector.




    “Catch me?”




    Inspector Harrod laughed.




    “That’s an unfortunate term for a detective to use, isn’t it?” he chuckled.




    He sat down at the other’s invitation, but refused the proffered cigarette.




    Redwood was terribly nervous. It required all his effort of will to disguise his apprehension.




    “You’re going out?” said the detective, seeing the other’s attire. “I won’t keep you long.”




    “My time is yours,” answered Redwood.




    The detective leant over the desk and began in his businesslike way:




    “Now, sir, it has come to our knowledge that you have—” He looked round. “Can I speak before your stenographer?” he asked, lowering his voice.




    Redwood nodded.




    “Yes. She—er—she is in my confidence. I mean in our confidence,” he corrected himself hastily.




    Harrod nodded.




    “Very good. It has come to our knowledge that you have in your office safe pearls to the value of £20,000.”




    Redwood agreed with an inclination of his head.




    “Yes, the Lai Singh rope.”




    “A remarkable set?” suggested the officer.




    Redwood shrugged his shoulders.




    “Not remarkable save for the quantity; they are just a number of perfect pearls of an ordinary type.”




    The police officer nodded emphatically.




    “Exactly,” he said. “That is why the pearls are remarkable, and that is why at Scotland Yard we are anxious about them. They are pearls which would sell anywhere—in Paris, New York, Buenos Ayres; the very collection that would tempt Chicago Kate,” he said slowly and with emphasis.
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