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Cassie Pengear thought a job typing up inventory lists at a jewelry store would be fun. Until there was a kidnapping. And then a robbery. And then a murder.
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Chapter 1

 

I HAD ORIGINALLY TAKEN UP TYPING as a profession because a friend had given me a very nice typewriter shortly after I moved to London, and another friend, who happened to be Inspector Burrows of Scotland Yard, had offered to put my name forward for a few jobs. I had stayed with it because it meant I could sit in my little flat mostly undisturbed by clients, their gossip, office political factions, and a general need to be nice to people for long stretches at a time. Most clients dropped their work off and came to collect it, or summoned me to collect and expected delivery, with a 15 percent delivery fee, of course. So, in short―if that is still possible―I rarely took work that put me in contact with strangers for more than an afternoon. But there were exceptions, and I had decided the offer from Kleinman and Company was one of those.

It had all the hallmarks of a very interesting typing job. To begin with, it was a jewelry store, and they had asked me to come in and type up the paperwork for their new insurance policy, and since most of the paperwork involved descriptions of the pieces that were being insured, I was looking forward to a few days of looking at pretty jewelry that cost more than I made in a year.

The shop was located just off Piccadilly in a red brick building with a picture window out front, shuttered since the showroom wasn’t scheduled to open for another two hours. I made my way around back to the employee entrance. The door was locked so I tried the bell, but there was no response. After two more tries, I checked my watch-pin, but I was on time. 9:04am. And I was sure I had the date right. Unless I’d written it down wrong. I paced to the end of the small yard and back to the door.

I made the circuit a few more times, then got bored with it and stood by the employee entrance to wait for someone to arrive and let me in. The first person to come around the building was a young woman wearing a cheap but fashionable red coat over a neat navy-blue shirtwaist and skirt.

“Is it locked?”

I nodded.

“Oh dear, that means we have to wait. I lost my key two weeks ago and, well, they only let you have the one. I’m supposed to be up for a replacement next year, but you never know. But Mr. Morris usually comes in nice and early to let in anyone he can. Oh well.” She leaned against one of the crates from the tea seller next door. “You’re here for the insurance paperwork?”

So it was the right day. “Yes, that’s right.”

“From the company or the typist?”

“Typist. Cassandra Pengear.” I held out my hand.

She shook my hand. “Clara Henderson. You’re American?”

“That’s right. I’ve been living here almost a year, though.”

“My cousin lives in Canada. I keep saying I should go visit her, see someplace new. The new airships say they can make the journey in two days.”

We chatted about international travel for a few minutes until a middle-aged man stuffed into a dark grey suit with a bright yellow waistcoat came striding around the side of the building.

“Sorry, ladies, sorry. I didn’t realize the time.”

“It’s all right, Mr. Morris. Miss Pengear and I were getting acquainted.”

I smiled and let him take that as my agreeing that it was all right if he wanted to. 

“Well, let me get you inside, then.” He pulled out his key and stuck it in the lock; then he lifted what I had taken for a mail slot and slid his hand inside. I could see his fingers moving around, getting into the right position; then he turned the key and the door swung open.

“After you, ladies.”

As we passed through the door, I glanced at Miss Henderson.

“Security,” she whispered. “Specially designed for us. You need the key and the matching hand to get in.”

Now the strictness of the missing keys made sense. Surely replacing them was more complicated than simply having a new one cut or cast from a single master.

Mr. Morris was following us now. “You’re the new typewriter girl, right?”

“That’s right.”

“I’ll get you set up in one of the display rooms, and Miss Kleinman will explain what you’re here for when she gets in. Hello, Miss Fairfield.”

“Hello, Mr. Morris.” The woman who came in was wearing a similar navy skirt and shirtwaist to Miss Henderson’s. She didn’t follow us into the salesroom but turned towards the staircase leading up to the second floor―first floor I reminded myself.

“That’s Miss Fairfield. I design the jewelry; she repairs it. Now, the display room. Follow me.”

I followed him into the salesroom. He took a clipboard from under the counter and consulted what looked like a schedule attached to it. 

“According to this, you’ll be working in display room one. It’s right through there.” He pointed to a door on the other side of the sales counter. “I’ll let you in and you can get set up. Good morning, Mr. Garver, Miss Peters.” He turned to me. “Miss Peters and Mr. Garver are two of our sales associates. Miss Pengear is the typist.”

Mr. Garver and Miss Peters were both wearing the same navy I was getting used to seeing: his a suit that had been cut to emphasize his height, which seemed to be lacking, and hide his waist, which was ample, hers the same shirtwaist and skirt that the others had worn.

“Pleased to meet you.” Mr. Garver nodded then started sorting through his receipt book.

Miss Peters smiled and said, “Good morning” and began arranging a display in the front of the store without waiting for my answer.

I followed Mr. Morris through the door with a hand-lettered sign saying “Private” and into a small hallway that had been set up as a waiting area with what I was fairly certain were real antique chairs. I waited as he unlocked the first door of the three along the wall. I glanced at the locks after the interesting one for the shop, but all three were conventional locks with normal-looking keys.

“Do you know what you’re supposed to do?”

“Miss Kleinman briefed me when she hired me. Type up the descriptions that the insurance representative approves.”

“That’s right. It should be easy work for you. I happen to know they hired you because you were the only applicant with letters of reference from three Scotland Yard men. I’ll let you get set up. You can use that table there.” He pointed to a small oak end-table by the wall. “Just move the candles to the floor if you need to. The gas lamps should be on in a minute. You can drag a chair over from that table.” He pointed to the large, mahogany table in the center of the room, which was empty except for a tray with a jeweler’s loupe, a few monocles with different-colored lenses, and a small notebook. “The door there leads to the vault room. Miss Kleinman will open it when she gets here. Do you need anything?” 

“I’m fine.”

“Then I’ll let Miss Kleinman know you’re here when she arrives.”

When Mr. Morris was out of the room, I brought my typewriter to the table he’d indicated and got it out of its case. As I was getting the case stowed under the table, the gas lights flickered then brightened enough to illuminate the whole windowless room nicely. The only chairs in the room were 18th-century dining chairs arranged around the mahogany table. I took the one closest to me and carried it to my typewriter.  If the chairs were part of a set with the table, and I suspected they were, I could see why they wouldn’t want the weight of my typewriter marring the surface. This was clearly a room used for showing pieces from the vault to their more important clients in privacy. I took out my stack of paper and typed a few test lines to make certain nothing had gotten out of place while everything had been jostled around on the Underground, and then there was nothing more for me to do.

 

 

I had been studying the quite boring blank wall in front of me for about fifteen minutes when I heard the door open and a woman in a navy velvet dress with lace at the collar and cuffs and a chatelaine with an order book and pencil hanging from her waist came in. I had met Miss Kleinman once before when we had discussed the terms of my employment and found her to be very efficient and organized. Mr. Kleinman, her brother, was supposed to be in charge of hiring me, but it had been Miss Kleinman who had handled the details of things like letters of reference and experience.

Miss Kleinman nodded in my direction as she pulled her keys from the chain at her waist. “Miss Pengear, you managed to find us. I’m very sorry I wasn’t here to let you in, but my brother and I were―discussing matters. I will be here tomorrow in plenty of time.” She didn’t pause long enough for me to answer. “Now on to the details of the job. Quite simple, really. The gentleman from the insurance company will be here for two hours before the showroom opens. My brother and I will be in here, along with another representative of the store. We will be bringing out the pieces we wish to insure. The appraiser will describe what he sees and give a valuation, we will approve it, and then you will type it up. We will all sign the form and move on to the next piece. Once the appraiser leaves, we will need you to type up a second, identical copy for our records. When you’ve finished, you will be free to leave for the day. We’ll leave the small safe under the table there open. You can lock the papers inside for my brother to drop off at the insurance company’s offices on his way home. Are there any questions?” 

“No, that’s very clear.”

“Good, then I suppose you would like to see the vault. Oh, don’t pretend you don’t. Everyone wants to see the vault. Best to get it over with. Come along.”

Miss Kleinman led me through the door in the back of the viewing room and into a small hallway. There were two other doors along the wall, which I assumed led to other viewing rooms. Miss Kleinman led me to the fourth door at the end of the hall. When she unlocked it, I could see that it led to a small foyer with another table and chair against the outside wall and another door I assumed led to the hallway in the back of the store. The door to the vault took up the wall opposite. It was iron with two large keyholes: one large and one the size of a standard door lock, and another of the mail slots on the front. Miss Kleinman pulled a large brass key out of her pocket and fit it in the lock in the center of the door and turned it. Then she took her keyring from the chain at her waist and found a second smaller key, which fit in the lock near the handle. She slid her hand into the slot above the handle and turned the key.

She noticed me watching the locks. “If you’re curious, my brother and I have the only copies of the large key. We leave that lock undone while the shop is receiving customers. Each floor person has a copy of the second key. Follow me.”

She led me inside the vault itself. It was the size of a small dressing room, with a table in the middle and two floor-to-ceiling safes along each wall. Miss Kleinman went to the safe to the right of the door and opened it with her key. She examined the contents, which I could see were laid out in shallow drawers and seemed to consist mainly of bracelets and rings, then shut the safe and moved to the next one.

“Here’s something you might like to see.” She pulled a velvet box out of one of the drawers and brought it to the table. I joined her there.

“Most of the rest of this you’ll see when we show it to the insurance inspector, but not this.” She opened the box. “And there is the source of friction between me and my brother. The Heart of Night.” Miss Kleinman held up a necklace with a large sapphire in the middle and a heavy filigree chain. “That is a 160-carat star sapphire. We’re holding it in our vaults for the owner, Lady Suffolk, while she is in London.”

“It’s beautiful. I didn’t know you stored jewelry as well.”

“We don’t as a rule, but my brother thinks she would be an excellent client if we could get her custom, and her former lady’s maid is one of our shop girls. But it’s also the source of the trouble. Yes, I knew I couldn’t mention that without telling you about it. Remember, I spoke to Inspector Hamilton and Inspector Burrows about you. Because the Heart of Night is only here for the month, Daniel doesn’t think we should take out the insurance on it, which is why I said you wouldn’t be seeing it. The insurance is rather expensive for such a short time, but I say we can’t afford not to.” She shrugged. “We’ll probably be arguing over it until Lady Suffolk takes it back.” Miss Kleinman put the necklace back in its box and returned it to the safe. As she checked the rest of the drawers, she pulled out three bracelets. “The floor staff never seem to understand the importance of order in here. It’s the whole reason I can go through my morning check in fifteen minutes instead of hours with a list and pencil.” She locked the safe and went on to the next. “This is another interesting one. The tiaras are kept on these top two shelves.”

I went to look. The top two shelves were filled with glittering rows of tiaras, everything from small crescents of diamonds that attached with a hair-comb to one full crown meant for a debutante. 

“These drawers are the matched sets.” She put the bracelets away with their corresponding necklaces. “And then we go on to rings and smaller pieces. Ah, here’s one of my favorites. Frivolous, but quite clever.” She held up a collar necklace made up of interlocking brass and silver gears, all different sizes, all fitted together perfectly. As I took it to examine it more closely, I spotted the catch and gently released it with my fingernail. The gears turned slowly until they made the center rotate instead of turn and revealed an empty locket frame.

“That is clever.” I handed it back.

Miss Kleinman reset the necklace. “Do you tinker?”

“No, but I have friends who do.”

“That’s how you noticed the catch, then. It’s supposed to be hidden.”

“Are you interested in tinkering?”

“Not as much as I’d like. Running the shop takes most of our time. If I’d had my way–” She didn’t finish the thought as she checked the rest of the safe then went on to the next, which contained more rings and what appeared to be semi-precious stones. 

Miss Kleinman was at the last of the safes when Miss Henderson poked her head around the edge of the vault door. “The insurance man is here, ma’am.”

“Thank you, Miss Henderson. I’ll be there directly.” She gestured for me to follow her out of the vault then locked up. We passed through the foyer and back down the hall to the display room. “If you’d wait here, I’ll go and meet him, and we can begin directly.”

I nodded and went to set up the correct forms in my typewriter.

 

The man who returned with Miss Kleinman was tall and thin with a small pair of glasses perched on the end of his nose and a jeweler’s loupe on a chain around his neck. Miss Kleinman nodded in my direction. “Mr. Tolland, this is Miss Pengear. She will be assisting us with the typing.”

He looked at me over the top of his glasses. “Yes, yes. I saw her references. Most suitable. Most suitable indeed.”

Another man entered, this one slightly taller than Miss Kleinman with the same dark hair and blue eyes as her, followed by a blonde woman wearing the same navy skirt as Miss Henderson and Miss Fairfield but with a white shirtwaist and a ridiculous pair of blue heeled shoes.

“Daniel, have you met Miss Pengear yet?”

“Not yet, a great pleasure, I’m sure. And this is Miss Crawford, our book-keeper. She’ll be our third witness today.”

Mr. Tolland sat at the table and pulled out his notebook. “Then if we’re all here, shall we begin?” 

While Miss Kleinman went back to the vault, Miss Crawford sat beside Mr. Kleinman, and Mr. Tolland took his loupe from around his neck and began unfolding a series of lenses and dials then attached the apparatus to the spectacles on the end of his nose. I adjusted the copy of the insurance form in the typewriter and waited.

Miss Kleinman returned with the first tray and set it down in front of Mr. Tolland before taking the chair across from him. Mr. Tolland picked up the bracelet nearest to him and studied it first through the loupe, then through a red lens he folded down, then through a thick clear lens, and finally tipped his spectacles up and studied it with his naked eye, all the while scribbling on his notepad without looking at the page. “A pearl bracelet. Thirty-six ivory pearls, good luster, approximately quarter inch each. Clasp containing twelve quarter-carat diamonds around a one-carat diamond. Does this look accurate?” He slid the paper over to Miss Kleinman, who read it and nodded. “Very good. Miss Pengear, if you would?”

I took the paper he held out and began typing the description into the form. It was meant to be written as a list, so I didn’t have to worry that they were waiting for me to compose it into something readable as I typed it up. I handed the completed form back to Mr. Tolland with his notes. He read it, signed it, and passed it on to Miss Kleinman. It made its way around the table, and then Miss Kleinman handed him the next piece, another bracelet, this time black jet with a gold clasp, and the same process began. 

By the end of the two hours, we had seen nine mostly pearl and coral bracelets; sixteen cameos portraying everything from portraits to a full scene of the Judgment of Paris; twelve chokers, half with cameos half with artistically arranged gears; and I’d lost count of how many pairs of pearl earrings. Mr. Tolland closed his notebook and tapped the stack of handwritten pages on the table to straighten them. “That was a good morning’s work, I think. I will see you all tomorrow.” He gave us all a half bow.

Mr. Kleinman stood up with him. “Thank you for coming. I will show you the way out.”

Miss Kleinman gathered up the last items that had been looked at. “You may return to the office, Miss Crawford. Thank you for your assistance.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Miss Crawford left the room as quickly as her shoes allowed.

As Miss Kleinman brought the jewelry back to the vault, I set my typewriter up with another form and took the stack of completed ones from the table.

“Did Daniel remember to leave the safe open?” Miss Kleinman knelt to check the small safe under the table. “When you’re ready to leave, just let someone on the floor know you’re going so they know the room is free. If I do not see you before you go, have a pleasant afternoon.”

“You as well. Thank you.” I waited until she left, then began typing.

 

 


Chapter 2

 

THE NEXT MORNING, I made a special effort to be on time. If Miss Kleinman was going to be certain to be there to let me in, I didn’t want to be rude enough to turn up late. But the earlier time meant the Underground was less crowded and everything seemed to run more smoothly than I was used to, making me even earlier than I had intended. As I followed the crowd out of the station, I wondered what to do. I certainly didn’t want Miss Kleinman to think I’d been forced to wait again after she had been so particular about arriving to let me in. I was just considering whether or not I had enough time to get tea at one of the nearby shops when I heard my name being called, “Miss Pengear? Miss Pengear, is that you?”

I turned and saw Mr. Morris weaving his way through the crowd pushing towards the exit. I waved and continued up the stairs until I could separate myself from the press and wait for him by the railing around the entrance. 

“As you can see, I’m early today. No waiting to be let in. Will you walk with me?”

As we walked, he made small talk. “How is the job going?”

I wasn’t sure how much he was supposed to know about it. “Very well.”

“And I suppose you’re liking seeing all that jewelry. We may not be the biggest shop in town, but I like to think we have some of the best designed pieces.”

I remembered that he was the designer. “It’s all beautiful.”

“Here we are. Good morning, Miss Henderson. I hope you haven’t been waiting too long.”

“Not at all, Mr. Morris. I just got here, in fact.”

I saw her slip a cigarette case into her pocket. So maybe he was a bit too early for her tastes.

Mr. Morris pulled out his keys and went to unlock the door. He hesitated as he slid his key into the lock.

“Something wrong?” Miss Henderson asked.

“I’m sure it’s nothing. It just feels like the lock isn’t, I don’t know, quite its normal self. Oh well.” He slid his hand into the slot and got the door open.

As Mr. Morris passed into the small entranceway, he turned back. “Did you try the bell, Miss Henderson?”

“First thing I did in case Miss Kleinman was here. No one answered.”

“Stay behind me, girls.”

“Why?” I asked. When he didn’t answer, I followed him inside. He had stopped part way down the hallway and was staring at a light coming from under one of the closed doors at the end of the hall. 

Miss Henderson looked over my shoulder. “That should have been put out when we left last night.”

“It was,” Mr. Morris said. “I checked as I was leaving the shop.”

“And Mr. Kleinman would have checked all the offices before he locked up.”

Mr. Morris walked briskly down the hall and grabbed the knob. “Let’s see what it is. Maybe someone came back last night to get some paperwork or...”

Miss Henderson and I crowded behind Mr. Morris to look through the door. It opened into a short hallway that led to the foyer outside of the vault. Everything in the hallway looked fine until I saw the door leading to the foyer was wide open.  

Mr. Morris rushed forward and through the other door. Miss Henderson and I followed him. 

“Don’t touch anything,” I called.

Mr. Morris had already made it to the vault and had his hand on the open door. He pulled it away quickly. “Yes, yes. The police. They’ll want...” He stared blankly in front of him. 

Miss Henderson and I joined him at the vault door. Several of the small boxes had been pulled out of place and left open and empty on the floor. There were small jewelry boxes and bits of tissue paper scattered over the floor, but no real destruction. Mr. Morris started looking in the boxes. 

I put a hand on Miss Henderson’s arm to stop her from following him. “We’ll have to contact Scotland Yard. I’m sure they’ll want to see exactly what we found.”

“Yes, yes, of course.” Mr. Morris stopped touching things and left the vault. He looked quite pale and his hand was shaking as he ran it through his hair. “There’s a telephone in Mr. Kleinman’s office. I will inform the Yard. If you girls would wait and let the others know what’s happened as they arrive?” 

“How about I make you a nice cup of tea,” Miss Henderson offered. “In fact, we could all use some. So will the others when they get here.”

Mr. Morris nodded. “I suppose they will. Miss Pengear, if you’d wait for the others?”

“Of course.”

I watched Mr. Morris and Miss Henderson go back towards the office, then returned to the back door to wait for the rest of the staff. As I walked through the hallway, I glanced into each room I passed and behind any furniture I ran into. I was hoping our thief had left, but I didn’t want to be the one to discover that we’d interrupted him mid-crime.

 

~ * ~ * ~

 

Miss Kleinman was the first to arrive. “Good morning, Miss Pengear. It seems everyone else was even earlier than me this morning. Is there something wrong with the display room?”

I sighed so she would have a hint that something was indeed wrong. I could see from the way her eyebrows twitched that she’d caught my tone. “It appears someone broke into the vault,” I said as matter-of-factly as I could.

“What?” She pushed past me and sprinted down the hallway to the open door. I followed her, ready to suggest she not touch anything, but she was more sensible than Mr. Morris and just stood there, staring at the mess.

“Mr. Morris is calling Scotland Yard,” I said more to announce my presence than anything. “And Miss Henderson is making tea.”

“Both very worthwhile tasks. And I take it you were waiting to soften the blow.”

“Something like that.”

“I suppose we won’t be able to see what was taken until Scotland Yard’s had a look. You said there was going to be tea? Why don’t you get a cup. I’ll wait for the others and send them back.”

“If you’re certain you’d rather not...”

“I need to think for a minute. There’s quite a lot to be done.” She wandered towards the employee entrance without really looking at me. I went to the employee lounge. Miss Kleinman clearly needed to be alone for a few minutes.

 

Miss Henderson had tea set out and was digging through the cupboards for something to go with it. “Did I hear Miss Kleinman?”

“You did. She’s watching the door.”

“I’ll fix her a cup. Do you think chocolate biscuits are all right? They’re a little stuck together.”

“I doubt anyone will notice today.”

Miss Henderson nodded and left the packet on the table while she prepared a cup for Miss Kleinman. Mr. Morris came into the room and began unsticking the biscuits and stacking them on a plate without being asked. “They said they’re sending a man over. He should be here soon.”

We both nodded. 

There were footsteps outside the door and another young woman came in. She was wearing the same navy skirt and shirt as the other shop girls only it seemed somehow neater on her, and she had her hair pulled back severely. I had the overall impression that she was trying very hard to be as precise as Miss Kleinman, but it wasn’t natural to her. Miss Henderson looked up. “Miss Eaton, did you see?”

“The robbery? Yes, Miss Kleinman told me.”

“And have you met Miss Pengear?”

“The typist. No, yesterday was my day off. Hello.”

I smiled, but she was already in the cloakroom putting away her things.

Miss Henderson finished pouring out and picked up one of the cups. “I’ll just bring...” but her hand was shaking and she sloshed tea onto the saucer. “I suppose I’ll drink this one.” She put the cup down and spooned some more sugar into another cup. “Would you mind?”

“Of course.” I didn’t think Miss Kleinman was the type to take sugar in her tea, but I had been told countless times it was good for a shock. I picked up the cup and decided against bringing her any of the half-melted cookies. The last thing she needed was chocolate fingerprints when she spoke to whoever Scotland Yard sent over.

On my way to the door, I passed Miss Fairfield just coming in. “Is it true?”

I nodded. “If you’re careful, you can glance through and see the crime scene; just don’t touch anything.”

She peered around the edge of the door, taking my warning very seriously. “What a mess. Miss Kleinman will have fits when she sees what they’ve done to her system.”

I thought she’d be having fits about quite a bit more, but I held my tongue. No point in panicking anyone. “There’s tea in the lounge.”

Miss Fairfield nodded and gave the crime scene a last look before tearing herself away and continuing across the hall.

As I approached the back entryway, I could hear Miss Kleinman’s voice, a steady irritated whisper that occasionally flared up into audible anger.

“Daniel, surely you see, in light of...”

“No, I don’t see. If the piece is still there, then why worry?” I could hear a slight note of, not nerves, more too much bravado to be believable, but he didn’t seem exactly worried either.

“Daniel, we don’t even know what the insurance company will say about this. You know what they’re like; they’ll both try to pawn us off on the other. And if something happens to the Heart of Night...”

“Deborah, in my work with the company, I have...”

“What about my work with the company? Doesn’t that count?”

“Well, I handle...”

“The creative. I handle the business. The money. The creditors, if something should happen to...”

They both stopped speaking abruptly. At first I thought they’d realized I was listening in, but then I heard Miss Kleinman say, “Good morning, Mr. Garver,” in something very close to her normal voice. “There’s been a problem, I’m afraid. A break-in.”

I heard Mr. Garver whisper, “Good God.”

“The police have been summoned. We won’t know the extent of the trouble until they’ve had a look around. I believe there’s some tea in the lounge.”

Mr. Garver hurried past me, still looking like he was in shock. I pretended I had just been coming down the hall. “Miss Kleinman, we thought you might like some– Mr. Kleinman, I didn’t realize you were here or I would have brought you something as well.”

“Just arriving, Miss Pengear. Don’t trouble yourself. I have some things to attend to.”

Miss Kleinman took the cup from me gingerly, expecting to be burned, I realized. When she noticed the cup was lukewarm at best, she gave me a wry smile. “You heard?”

“A little, I couldn’t help it. I didn’t want to interrupt...” You’d think with the amount of eavesdropping I managed to do, I’d have learned a more graceful way of admitting to it.

She nodded. “Well, maybe the police will tell him he’s being a fool. He certainly doesn’t listen to me. But of course I’ll get to fix the mess.” She leaned against the wall. “Did you manage to get any tea? I’m going to stay here and wait for everyone else to arrive.”

I had the feeling she wanted to be alone, so I returned to the lounge.

 

 


Chapter 3

 

WE HAD JUST FOUND a second box of biscuits, this one some crumbly shortbread, when Miss Kleinman came into the room. “Everyone, the police have arrived. I’m sure they will want to talk to you, so please give them your full cooperation. Would you like some tea before you begin?”

“No.” 

I recognized that abrupt voice and looked up from the biscuits to see the lean, dark-haired figure I was expecting. His gaze darted across the room and landed right on me. “Miss Pengear.” It was somewhere between a sigh and a groan.

“Inspector Wainwright. How nice to see you.”

“There’s no need to lie. I know you’re slightly more pleased than I am. Is there a body?”

Miss Kleinman looked from one of us to the other. 

Mr. Morris broke the silence. “I’m certain I told your receptionist it was a robbery.”

“Which is what she told me. However, Miss Pengear has an uncanny curse for finding dead bodies. Never mind. Show me the scene of the crime.”

Miss Kleinman looked back at me. I shrugged. I had told her I knew people at Scotland Yard. She gave me a sort of half nod that seemed to say she had enough trouble to deal with already and led Inspector Wainwright back into the hallway. I wanted to follow and hear what Inspector Wainwright thought of the crime scene, but of all the Scotland Yard inspectors I knew, he appreciated my help the least, and that was saying something.

Miss Henderson looked up from the tea kettle. “Should someone let Mr. Kleinman know he’s here?”

My chance, or at least my excuse. “I’ll get him.”

 

~ * ~ * ~

 

Mr. Kleinman was in his office, sitting behind his desk. He looked up when he heard me open the door and slipped the paper he was reading under the blotter. I walked to his desk as I said, “The man from Scotland Yard is here. Inspector Wainwright.”

“Excellent. Lead the way.”

I turned back towards the door, but not before I caught a glimpse of the paper he’d been trying to hide. Only two words had been visible, but they were “Lady Suffolk.” I supposed it was natural that she would be the first person he’d want to contact, but why was he so insistent on not insuring her necklace? Maybe he was going to ask her to take it back in light of the morning’s events, I speculated as I led the way to the crime scene.

 

We found Miss Kleinman in the short hallway outside of the crime scene. Inspector Wainwright was walking through the foyer, studying the floor as he made his way around. There were two constables standing near the table in the corner of the foyer. I recognized Constable Edwards as the one standing nearer the door waiting for orders and Constable Kittering as the one taking notes. 

Mr. Kleinman went to stand by his sister. I leaned against the door to the main hallway, which meant I could hear everything that was said and see most of it while not being readily noticeable myself. Not that it would fool Inspector Wainwright for long, but he was engrossed in his crime scene and wouldn’t be looking for anything but clues for a little while yet. He was still walking around the foyer, firing off questions without looking up. “I take it the missing pieces were insured?”

Miss Kleinman gave Mr. Kleinman a look of controlled panic.

“They were insured, correct?”

“Well,” Mr. Kleinman answered, “there might be some grey area with that.”

Inspector Wainwright straightened up and looked directly at them, slapping his notebook cover against the backing. “Some grey area? You own a jewelry store with thousands of pounds worth of jewelry inside, and you don’t know if it’s insured?”

Miss Kleinman fixed Inspector Wainwright with her best schoolmarm look. “It’s not that simple, Inspector. We are in the process of switching the company who carries our policy. As I am sure you are aware, companies do not like to pay claims like this. The uncertainty is simply over which policy was in force when the theft occurred and how we will get the company to pay us what we’re due.”

Inspector Wainwright tapped his pencil against the page. “Who knew about the change?”

“All of our employees had at least some idea. We were here before the shop opened to talk with the new
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