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				THE GRIZZARD GANG

				JOSEPH GRIZZARD, aka Kemmy, Cammi, or Joseph Goldsmith: Greatest receiver, fence, and putter-up of his time.

				JAMES LOCKETT, aka “The Prince of Thieves,” Lockett-the-Lionhearted, Fitzpatrick, William Preston, Harry Graham, and James Howard: One of London’s greatest burglars and screwsmen, second in command to Grizzard.

				SIMON SILVERMAN: Associate of Grizzard and Lockett. He worked as a legitimate and illegitimate jeweler operating out of an office in Hatton Garden.

				LESIR GUTWIRTH: A Hatton Garden trader, not highly regarded by jewelers or thieves.

				DANIEL MCCARTHY: At the time of the pearl heist, McCarthy was eighty-two years old with a long and successful career as a thief.

				SCOTLAND YARD DETECTIVES

				ALFRED WARD: Chief inspector; one of Scotland Yard’s original and most talented detectives. He was lead detective in the pearl necklace case.

				ALFRED LEACH: A former superintendent. He shadowed and investigated Joseph Grizzard until retiring. Worked as a consultant during the pearl heist case.

				FRANK FROEST: Superintendent from 1906 to 1913, overseeing what was considered the most talented group of detectives in Scotland Yard’s history.

				BASIL THOMPSON: Superintendent at the time of the heist.

				SERGEANT CORNISH: Ward’s second in command.

				OTHER YARDMEN ON THE CASE: Sergeants Cooper, Fondville, Haymann, Gamblett, Soden, Booth, Coles, Moorman, Goodwillie, and Prosser.

				OTHER PRINCIPAL PLAYERS

				MAX MAYER: One of Hatton Garden’s most refined jewelers. He specialized in pearls.

				HENRI SOLOMANS: An associate of Mayer’s who worked in the jewel district of Paris.

				FRANK BEAUMONT PRICE: The underwriter who insured the necklace for Lloyd’s of London.

				SAMUEL BRANDSTATTER: A distant cousin of Lesir Gutwirth’s whose interest in the pearl necklace was piqued by a reward offered for its return. He lived in Paris.

				MYER QUADRATSTEIN: A cousin of Brandstatter’s who had far more experience and worldly understanding. He also lived in Paris.

				MAX SPANIER: The self-described “expert” from Paris who played the part of French receiver.

				SIR RICHARD MUIR: A talented barrister, he served as lead prosecutor for the Crown.

				THE NECKLACE

				There are many ways to calculate the value of the pearl necklace. In 1913, the necklace was insured with Lloyd’s of London for £135,000. The exchange rate at that time was about $4.87 for £1, placing the value of the necklace anywhere from $650,000 to $750,000 USD. Today, in simplest terms, the purchasing power of that amount would be close to £10 million or $18 million, which puts this necklace among the most expensive jewels sold in recent years. To understand the real value of the necklace, however, you have to consider the GDP—gross domestic product—as well. And the GDP share of that amount would be around £81 million or over $121 million in today’s dollar. In other words, when you take the value of the necklace in 1913 and put it in perspective with the overall economy of Britain during the same time period, the pearls become even more valuable. To gather these numbers, I used historic purchasing-power calculators from the Economic History Association in the United Kingdom at measuringworth.com. Regardless of how you calculate the relative value, during its time, this strand of pearls was considered the most valuable necklace in the world, worth twice the price of the Hope Diamond.

				VERNACULAR

				Burglary—Breaking into and entering a structure in order to take valuables. Burglars were also referred to as screwsmen.

				Confederate—A trusted member of a gang or group of thieves.

				Confidence trickster—A con man or con artist. Someone who gains the confidence of others to trick or defraud them.

				Crusher—Policeman on the beat.

				Fence—Someone who knowingly buys stolen goods for resale. Also known as a receiver. A fence often organized and funded large-scale burglaries and heists.

				Grass—Criminals who work with the police as informers. Shopping was another term for informing on others.

				Larceny—Legal term for theft. Unlike burglary or robbery, larceny does not involve violence but rather the taking of personal property.

				Penal servitude—A typical sentence in Victorian and Edwardian England for petty theft, burglary, fencing, or larceny, as well as more serious crimes against man. Sentence could last from months to years and usually involved physical labor.

				Putter-up—The mastermind who arranges and puts up the money for elaborately planned thefts. At the turn of the twentieth century, a putter-up traveled around obtaining information that would be useful to professional burglars and thieves.

				Receiver—One who receives stolen goods for resale. Receiving is among the crimes of dishonesty in English criminal law and is related to larceny.

				Robbery—Taking something from someone forcibly.

				Scotland Yard—Term most often applied to London’s Metropolitan Police, derived from the department’s original location near Whitehall and Great Scotland Yard. Its current location is referred to as New Scotland Yard.

				Screwsman—A burglar who also copies keys to gain entry to a residence or safe.

				Sting operation—A deceptive plan used by law enforcement, designed to catch an individual in the process of committing a crime.

				Thief—Someone who commits larceny. Unlike a burglar or robber, a thief remains more secretive and often unknown.

			

		

	
		
			
				In this Gulf of uncertain light there were more illusions than realities.

				—JOHN STEINBECK, THE PEARL
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			Holborn district in London at the turn of the twentieth century.

		

	
		
			
				PROLOGUE

				Empire of Thieves and Shadows

				THE GETAWAY CAR SAT IDLING ON SHAFTESBURY AVENUE. “BLONDE Alice Smith” pulled the wide brim of her hat forward, angling her face into ecliptic shadow. Edgar Allan Poe once said that “The best place to hide anything is in plain view.” Nothing would camouflage a thief’s waiting auto better than the swarm of pedestrians, glaring electric lights, and miasmic fumes of London’s Piccadilly Circus.

				Café Monico was within view, its even archways and grid of windows a showcase of Edwardian architecture, its voluptuous salons and opulent interior the offspring of Victorian excess. It was half-past one, on the afternoon of July 1, 1909.

				Inside the café, a jeweler named Frederick Goldschmidt sat dining beneath gilt moldings, mirrors, and chandeliers. To offset the shrill splendor, the floors were covered with large Persian rugs, and palm fronds fanned from marble pedestals. His table was draped in white cloth, and on it was a leather valise filled with £160,000 worth of jewels—which would be worth over £12 million (or $18 million) today.

				Goldschmidt owned a jewelry store on Rue Lafayette, the gem district of Paris. He was a cautious man who constantly kept his leather case in his lap or tight within his grasp. Still, for all his vigilance, and in spite of the incredible valuables at his fingertips, he had apparently not noticed the gang of thieves shadowing his every move for the last several months—first in Paris, then in London.

				This was no ordinary gang; it was a multifarious network of criminals. Unlike their counterparts in Chicago or New York, these gang members were nonviolent and they were not part of a single ethnicity or background. They were more akin to businessmen than brutes, each with his or her own talents, contributing to a corporation of crime. And that corporation’s specialty was the international jewel trade.

				At the head of this great conglomerate was the fence and putter-up—a gentleman named Joseph Grizzard. Though he had very humble beginnings in London’s infamous Whitechapel neighborhood, Grizzard, known as “Cammi” or “Kemmy” on the streets, had worked his way to the top of the city’s crime syndicate. In fact, his reputation as a mastermind criminal, quietly in the background, would become so well known that London’s greatest prosecutor of the time compared Grizzard to Professor Moriarty, the nemesis of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes—the brilliant, obscure, dark figure so often controlling everyone from the shadows.

				To the Metropolitan Police, Grizzard defied logic. He was finely dressed, extremely intelligent, and affluent, with a family and nice home. He could easily retire to live a life of leisure—a remarkable achievement for someone raised on the streets of London’s East End. For most criminals, crime was a way to live, a necessity. But for Grizzard, it was a sport. He was the type of thief who bought rounds of drinks at the local public houses for the plainclothes detectives shadowing him.

				Grizzard, however, was also calculating and methodical. He visited Paris often and always stayed on Rue Lafayette in the thick of the jewel district. Though he claimed to be a gem dealer, more often than not he went to Paris to case the jewelers who frequently traveled between the Continent and England on business. Thieving had made Grizzard a very wealthy man, and a sharp mind made him patient. He could afford to spend weeks simply watching and waiting.

				Through his own reconnaissance, Grizzard had chosen Goldschmidt as his next mark—the jeweler, like many of his colleagues, traveled to London often to sell and buy gems. Grizzard, who both organized the heist and funded it with his own money, had then selected three talented thieves for the job: Blonde Alice Smith, John Higgins, and Harry Grimshaw. The thieves drew cards to see who would play which role. Smith drew the high card, followed by Higgins, and finally Grimshaw had drawn the two of spades.

				***

				Blonde Alice Smith, or “Diamond Dolly,” waited patiently, gloved hands on the steering wheel, her eyes steeled on the door to the café. Smith, an American, had come to England from Manhattan by way of elopement. The marriage collapsed when she learned of her husband’s numerous affairs, and Smith left to look for work in London. She ended up in the home of confidence tricksters, a husband-and-wife team, who taught her how to make money on the streets. Soon thereafter, she was recruited by Grizzard to work as a message taker and “passer-in of tools.” Smith proved especially adept at blending in, so she was often instructed to walk by a theft in progress, pocket the stolen jewels, and disappear into the crowd again, leaving gang members free of evidence should they be caught or arrested.

				John Higgins was a cheesemonger in a shop near Hatton Garden, London’s jewel district. He and Smith had worked together for years, and they had both been put away in 1892 for larceny—though prison did little to deter them from a life of crime.

				Harry Grimshaw, the third player in the heist, had retired in 1904 from a successful run as a lightweight jockey. Since retirement, he had worked in his father’s shop before joining Grizzard’s gang of thieves.

				On April 12, 1909, Grimshaw and Smith rented a room near De Keyser’s Royal Hotel, the lodgings Goldschmidt usually preferred. De Keyser’s, looming over the Victoria Embankment, was a colossal Victorian hotel that catered to international businessmen with its assortment of services—a telephone in every room, hairdressing salon, typewriting office, lounge, reading room, and of course, billiards.

				Under the names “Mr. and Mrs. White,” Smith and Grimshaw continued to live nearby, off and on, for the next three months. “Mr. White,” described as a small man with a mustache, was often seen in the hotel lounge playing billiards or sitting in the smoking room.

				Through “White’s” observation, Grizzard learned everything he needed to know about Goldschmidt’s habits. Although his moves were very predictable and he spent nearly all of his time in his hotel, meeting with Hatton Garden jewelers, or at his favorite café, there was one problem—he never set his leather case down, let alone left it unattended. So, the thieves thought of a way around that particular obstacle. At what time would a gentleman be forced to set down a bag he carried?

				***

				Goldschmidt rested the demitasse coffee on its saucer and stood from his table at Café Monico. Leaving his cloth napkin curled beside the plate, he picked up his leather case and made his way through the striated palm leaves to the lavatory. The facilities appeared empty at the time, except for one attendant named Batty. Just as Goldschmidt stood at the sink to wash his hands, he set his bag down long enough to pick up the bar of soap. He heard a noise and turned to look around, but noticed no one. With his hands still under the water, Goldschmidt saw another hand reach below and grab the leather valise.

				Goldschmidt yelled, “Stop, thief! He’s got my bag!” He managed to grasp the back of the thief’s overcoat, but Harry Grimshaw pulled free and fled the lavatory. As the attendant and Goldschmidt ran toward the door to chase him down, a second, taller man stepped in to help, shouting “Stop, thief!” Just then the tall man tripped and fell, blocking the way entirely for Goldschmidt and Batty.

				Grimshaw slowed to a brisk clip, tipped his bowler hat forward, walked out the glass doors of the café, and climbed into Alice Smith’s getaway car. The two sped off into Piccadilly Circus. The tall gentleman, John Higgins, then stood and brushed himself off before leaving the café and walking swiftly in the other direction.

				The three thieves reconvened at 2:20 P.M. at the apartment rented under the names Mr. and Mrs. White. They had the brown leather bag with them. As it turns out, Goldschmidt had already sold some of his jewelry, so the leather case contained pearls, gemstones, and a diamond necklace all valued around £60,000, significantly less than the original amount, but still a hefty profit worth roughly £5 million (over $7 million) in today’s dollar.

				As most thieves knew, the longer they held the jewels, the greater the chance of getting caught. So that very evening, Joseph Grizzard held a dinner party at his home for prospective buyers. Many fences in years to come would restrict their business dealings to public places, rarely meeting face-to-face. Grizzard not only met with his thieves in person, but also welcomed them and his clients into his own home.

				***

				That evening, Grizzard and his guests sat around the dining table in front of a bay window lacquered with candlelight. On a linen tablecloth, among the candlesticks, stood vases of summer flowers—snapdragons, lisianthus, delphinium—along with porcelain china and a legion of glinting silverware. An Edwardian dinner party had no shortage of formal details.

				Still on the first course, Grizzard heard the front bell ring and a maid answer the door. In walked one of Scotland Yard’s best-known detectives, Chief Inspector Alfred Ward, and several of his officers. Ward politely apologized to Grizzard for interrupting the dinner party and announced he carried a warrant to search the home for a missing diamond necklace from the heist at Café Monico. Calmly and courteously, Grizzard welcomed them into his home and told them they were free to search the premises. He leaned back in his chair and puffed on a cigar as he waited.

				An hour later, the police had found nothing. Ward graciously apologized, and Grizzard just as graciously accepted. The housemaid walked the detectives through the passage and out the front gate as Grizzard listened for the door to shut and the latch to secure it. Then Grizzard and his guests continued with dinner. Although the candles were now down to the wick and the first course had grown cold, Grizzard picked up his soupspoon, finished eating his tepid pea soup—and pulled a long string of diamonds from the bottom of the bowl. He cleaned them off and sold them as planned.

				***

				The next day, the dailies and weeklies followed the story of the heist with gusto. Still, the thieves remained at large for several weeks until one September afternoon, a detective working off a tip, picked up John Higgins for questioning in connection with the Monico heist.

				“That’s a shame,” Higgins said, unruffled. “I was having a drink with Sergeant Stephens in Leather Lane at half-past one that day, and the job happened at the Monico at twenty minutes to two.” Unfortunately for Higgins, the sergeant denied it, and the thief was arrested on the spot.

				Next, the detectives arrested Harry Grimshaw and took him to the Bow Street police station. Both Higgins and Grimshaw claimed they did not know the other and had nothing to do with the heist, but the two thieves had been dealt a blow of bad luck.

				By chance, detectives had been watching De Keyser’s Royal Hotel for some time, on the lookout for a notorious thief named Eddie Guerin who had escaped from Devil’s Island, a French penal colony off South America. Aboard a makeshift raft, in shark-infested waters, all of the other escapees died of starvation. Only Guerin survived. Fresh off his escape and lengthy stay aboard the raft, the “Man from Devil’s Island” had made his way back to England and into the lobby of De Keyser’s Hotel, where he was seen fraternizing with thieves, among them John Higgins and Harry Grimshaw.

				Suspicious, the detectives had taken several of the men into custody and run them through identity parades. Goldschmidt, the barmaid, and the lavatory attendant from Café Monico had recognized Higgins and Grimshaw.
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				The Monico heist trial began in November of that year, and the prosecutor in the case was up-and-coming Richard Muir, later to become Sir Richard Muir thanks to a long and distinguished career. Goldschmidt, the lavatory attendant, detectives, barmaids, and eyewitnesses all testified on behalf of the prosecution.

				The defense had a long list of jewel traders to act as character witnesses, though the star witness had yet to be called. Higgins took the stand in his own defense and faced off against Muir, who was known to be relentless on cross-examinations. In particular, Muir took issue with the motley collection of character witnesses, most of which had criminal records.

				The star on the defense’s witness list was a man named Goldsmith, who was described as a respectable gentleman and character witness. He was a local jewel dealer and trader, and he arrived at court in a fine suit with diamond-stud cuff links to speak on behalf of Higgins and Grimshaw. Muir saw the gentleman seated in the back of the courtroom and recognized “Mr. Goldsmith”—if not by appearance, then by reputation. Muir approached the witness box and looked directly at Higgins.

				“The defense is going to call a witness named Goldsmith and describe him as a perfectly respectable person,” began Muir. “Is he?”

				“So far as I know,” answered Higgins.

				“What other names do you know him by?”

				Higgins paused for a moment and said, “Cammi, a nickname.”

				Muir went on, lobbing questions at Higgins, eventually establishing that Goldsmith was in fact Grizzard, and that every character witness on the list worked for or with him in some capacity. Defeated, the defense asked to have Goldsmith/Grizzard removed from the witness list. Grizzard stood from his seat, resting his hat back on his head, tipping it toward Higgins, and smiled as he strode out of the courtroom. He had most likely operated under the alias Goldsmith before, but it would also be like Grizzard to choose that name just to irk his counterpart Goldschmidt.

				Although Muir suspected Grizzard of being the mastermind behind the entire heist—and continued to be irritated that he had the gall to appear in court as a character witness—there was no evidence with which to charge him. The prosecution reported that, in all, they believed six men were involved, including “some of the most daring criminals in Europe who shadowed [Goldschmidt] down to the time of the thefts.”

				Higgins and Grimshaw refused to give statements that would implicate Grizzard in any way. Both of the men were found guilty—Grimshaw received three years penal servitude, and Higgins received fifteen months. The jewels were never recovered, and undoubtedly Grimshaw and Higgins served their terms and came out of prison with a hefty sum of money waiting for them. Blonde Alice Smith had wisely returned to the United States for an extended length of time.
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				The Café Monico heist served as something of a prelude. The lives of these three men—Joseph Grizzard, Chief Inspector Alfred Ward, and Sir Richard Muir—would be hemmed together in the years to come. Muir would face Grizzard several more times during his career as a barrister, and those were among the few cases he ever lost. Likewise, the Café Monico heist introduced Grizzard to Ward, and the two would become well acquainted with each other. You can’t help but wonder if Grizzard and Ward recognized at that first meeting the talented adversary each had in the other—the jewel thief believed that he was far too clever ever to be trapped by Scotland Yard; the detective believed that with enough patience and persistence any criminal could be caught.

				Another jewel heist would afford both the opportunity to find out.

				In the fall of 1912, a pearl necklace worth more than the Hope Diamond was purchased by a London jeweler. By the following spring, the pearls had vanished in what was called the heist of the new century, and police on three continents were searching for the famed necklace and the thieves responsible for its disappearance. And by autumn of 1914, the stunning heist, its remarkable participants, and the exquisite pearls were all but lost to history as the world went to war.

				This is the true story of those weeks in 1913, in a city scudding ahead of a world war on the horizon, when two brilliant minds—one a criminal, one a detective—matched wits over the most valuable necklace in the world.

			

		

	
		
			
				[PART ONE]

				THE HEIST

			

		

	
		
			
				ONE

				Queen of Gems

				SUNLIGHT SKIMMED THE SURFACE, DRAPING A VEIL OF GOLD across the water. Waves washed against the side of the boat, creating salt-caked streams on the beaten wood. He pushed pieces of beeswax into each of his ears and pinned a forked bone across his nose to hold it closed. Then, tying a heavy stone to his feet, he threw the rock overboard, breaking the surface, and let it pull him, sinking, to the ocean’s darker floor. Landing with bare feet was rough, for the ocean bottom was not made of smooth, soft sand, but hard, ragged shells and coral beds. They were a dead gray in color. Some shells were broken apart, their bivalves like open hands; most were still closed.

				The pearl diver collected as many shells as he could in one breath, tossing them into a rope basket. Divers could stay underwater more than a minute, sometimes at depths well over a hundred feet. At times, after they cut free of the stone and surfaced too quickly, bubbles would arise in the bloodstream, and many pearl divers were lost to “diver’s disease.” Others died from drowning. Still others fell victim to sharks.

				Pearling was a dangerous but lucrative industry, and pearl divers relied on superstitions, fortune-tellers, anything they could in order to foresee tragedy. Some carried a tiger’s claw or a porcupine’s quills. They took birds along with them in the boats, and if a rooster crowed just before a dive, the pearlers would stop and pray with rosary beads before continuing. Most would not dive if a shoal of zebra fish, swordfish, or devilfish passed—a superstition ensconced in logic since the shoals were often fleeing a predator. Christians abstained from diving if two shadows formed a cross in the water. Muslims believed pearls to be the breath of Allah, and therefore only the faithful could find them. To some, pearls were the milky tears of mermaids; for others, they were believed to bring tears to those who found them. For centuries, countries like Bahrain, India, Japan, Australia, and many others along the Persian Gulf, Indian Ocean, or the Pacific amassed most of their wealth during the four pearling months. Bahrain could produce as much as $5 million worth of pearls in one season.

				Once the diver had enough baskets of oyster shells, and the ocean surface rusted from gold to red, he returned to shore, where the seabirds started circling. There, along the beach, brokers emerged at twilight from wooden shacks fronting the shoreline and bought the shells. It was a gamble—there was no way to tell from outward appearance whether or not a craggy mollusk might have a pearl grasped within its bivalve. Prying shells open with a broad knife, the shellers began pulling out oyster meat and hunting for the pearls. One among hundreds might be hiding nature’s most perfect jewel.

				Part of what made pearls, the “Queen of Gems,” so valuable was their elusive nature. The only gemstones to come from a living being, pearls are also the only gems that require neither cutting nor polishing. What begins as an irritation—a piece of sand or microscopic parasite caught within the bivalves of a mollusk—becomes layer upon layer of iridescent flame as the light breaks between each mantle. It is not the mineral surface that creates the color, but the refracted light moving through and illuminating each porcelain layer. Depending on tissue within the mollusk, the complexion of a pearl takes on the color of the shell’s flesh, whether ghostly white, tinged with gold, or a pink blush. And so what begins as something as simple as a grain of sand can evolve into one of the world’s most coveted gemstones.

				From the dangerous deepwater dives, to sifting through thousands of shells, to trades on the shore, the pearls made their way to traders in Bombay or along the Persian Gulf. The brokers learned the different customs of each culture where pearls were traded. They spoke the native language with traders. The best jewelers, like Louis Cartier, sailed to pearling countries and met in person with the sheikhs and princes. From Bombay to the fine jewelers of Paris, London, and New York, the path of the pearl predestined its high worth.

				***

				A jeweler named Paul Claudel, a colleague of Cartier’s, described the perfect pearl: “I turned it between my fingers on the point of a needle, and observed how it shone from every angle! But not like the diamond, that geometric pentacle with its hard, penetrating fire; no, the pearl is something attractive, charming, delicate, one might almost say—human.” Like its ethereal beauty, a pearl’s value remained intangible. If a perfect pearl was discovered in the Persian Gulf at the turn of the twentieth century, it depressed other values and could alter exchange rates in the region.

				Before cultured pearls entered the jewel trade in the 1920s, it could take years to compile a necklace of pearls similar enough in their shape, color, and quality to fit together. At that point, the worth of the single pearl, now collected as a group, grew exponentially.

				***

				In 1903, just such a necklace was in the making. It would take another ten years to find the sixty-one pearls, all of a pinkish-golden hue, to match. Most of the pearls had come from Baghdad and Bombay, but the largest pearl that served as the centerpiece to the necklace had belonged to Portuguese royalty. For a decade, jewelry dealers from around the world had been adding to the collection, looking for the perfect match to create this rare necklace.

				A London jeweler named Max Mayer—round-faced, shiny-headed, and heavily mustached—purchased the strand of pearls in Paris in the fall of 1912. He paid an incredible sum and insured the necklace with Lloyd’s of London for £135,000 (or roughly $750,000), putting the value of the necklace close to £10 million (or $18 million) by today’s dollar—and that’s a conservative estimate. The value could have been as high as £81 million (or $121 million) given its share of Britain’s gross domestic product in 1913.

				It was a wise investment. Pearls had become so valuable that in just a few years, Louis Cartier would be looking to move his New York jewelry store into a mansion on Fifth Avenue in Manhattan, and he would pay for it with $100 cash and a double strand of pearls.

				Cartier kept a list of a few impressive pearl trades from that time period. In 1913, the same year Mayer’s necklace went on the market, Cartier sold a strand of fifty-nine pearls for just over $170,000. In 1920, Cartier sold three strands of pearls that had belonged to Czar Nicholas I for $100,000. Still, none touched the value of the Mayer pearls at $750,000.
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				By 1913, everyone in the jewel trade knew of the famed Mayer pearls. As rich in its compilation as in its blushing color, the necklace had made the sprawling journey from the pearl divers to Paris, the pinnacle of pearl trading. Brokers and buyers traveled from all over the world to the gem district in Paris to buy or sell precious pearls. While diamonds and the colored stones dominated the markets in London and Antwerp, Paris remained the capital of pearl sales.

				In spite of all the trading on lamp-lit, cobbled streets in Paris, the vast majority of the world’s pearling stations were located in or near British-occupied countries: the Caribbean, Australia, India, Ceylon (now Sri Lanka), Bahrain, and many other countries along the Persian Gulf, as well as islands throughout the Indian and Pacific oceans. So while France may have been the world’s trading post for pearls, those pearls either traveled through London or were financed by Londoners long before appearing in Parisian jewelry stores.

				After all, the British Empire was home to 400 million people around the globe, and London was the largest city on earth. As one historian said, this “archipelago of rainy islands” ruled the world. With free trade reigning and the sun never setting upon imperial Britain, the exchange of goods was at an all-time high. It was only natural that the world’s valuables—gold, silver, diamonds, colored gems, pearls—should pass through its largest marketplace as well.

				Once in London, all gems made their way to the global gathering place of jewel traders, a few compact blocks known as Hatton Garden. The neighborhood long had a reputation for its gold and silver, as well as diamonds from mines in India, but it really came into its own as the apex of gem trading after the discovery of diamond mines in South Africa in 1867 and the meteoric rise of De Beers. To preserve diamond values during the instability of the Boer Wars, a syndicate of jewelers operated the diamond mines in Africa and controlled the supply and, therefore, the price of the gems. Still, as a rush of buyers descended on the mines, diamonds began to flood the market, and a large diamond was no longer such a rarity. Many diamond traders turned to a more exclusive product and lucrative market—pearls.

				By the twentieth century, Hatton Garden brimmed with the business of these precious stones and peerless pearls, attracting people from all over the world—the jewelers, traders, brokers, and cutters. And then Hatton Garden became home to another professional as well: the international jewel thief.

			

		

	
		
			
				TWO

				King of Fences

				JOSEPH GRIZZARD WALKED UNDER A CANOPY OF YOUNG TREE limbs still feathered with new spring growth, arching over the sidewalks leading to the Dalston Junction outside of London. At forty-six years old, Grizzard looked like an attractive English gentleman, solidly built and standing nearly a head above the crowd. He had the splinters of age around his eyes, a blond mustache framed his top lip, and he wore typical Edwardian dress—a three-piece suit, waistcoat, single-breasted jacket, shirt studs, derby hat. He always wore nice cuff links, often diamonds, and had a penchant for smoking cigars. In one breast pocket sat the gold chain of a watch draped gracefully across him, and in another, Grizzard carried his calling card, a leather case of cigars, and a cigar cutter.

				His outward appearance aside, Joseph Grizzard made an impression on people. Those who knew him tried to pinpoint the elusive quality that had such a great impact on those around him—his height and broad shoulders, his fine clothes and charming demeanor, his reputation—but no one could ever describe exactly what made him so redoubtable. In a photo from the time period, Grizzard appears at ease, complacent even, except for his eyes. They are challenging—the kind of eyes you meet and look away from. In the photo, Grizzard wears a poker face, but his lips and mustache are raised just slightly on the left to reveal the faintest of smiles.

				Grizzard, his wife, and son lived in a new home that had been built on Parkholme, a beautiful, tree-lined street in Dalston. The Edwardian era, with its great influx of people and ballooning middle class, produced a number of these wealthy suburbs surrounding London, connected by a web of railroad tracks and train stations. Like many others on the block, the Grizzards’ redbrick home boasted dormer windows on a terra-cotta roof with large bay windows and a garden in front. To the back of the house stood a kitchen, scullery, and bath. Upstairs, the house had four or five bedrooms and another bath. The Grizzard home also had the newest conveniences—artificial lighting and plumbing.

				Each morning, like every other businessman, Grizzard took the train into London to work. On this particular Sunday, however, the Dalston streets felt quiet, the trains empty of the usual workday crowds. The Dalston Junction’s six different platforms, a cage of vaulted steel beams and train tracks, served as the main overground line into London from the east, and that morning, Grizzard’s shoes echoed in the great empty station. On weekdays, the train ran every fifteen minutes, but the Sunday train for the North London Line departed just before 8 A.M., and would not return again until afternoon.

				Grizzard did not attract much attention as he climbed on board. To anyone else on the train, he looked like so many other London gentlemen conducting business in the city, even if it was a Sunday. His fine clothing and impeccable manners blended easily into a crowd.

				As the whistle sounded and the train jolted to a start, Grizzard sat back and looked through a window mottled with soot and raindrops as the train steamed toward the inner city. Below the tracks, London’s suburban streets flashed through the window frames. The tangle of the Dalston Junction train tracks and electrical lines. Then the cheaper box-frame homes built closest to the tracks, followed by the pockets of grass and gardens of the nicer homes. Next, came the wide thoroughfares. Hansom cabs. A horse-drawn omnibus. Advertisements: KINGSLAND GAZETTE and IDEAL MILK. A parade of shops. Streetlamps bent like swan’s necks.

				Grizzard looked out over the tracks as the train slowed briefly at the Shoreditch station before continuing on. In the distance, his eyes landed on familiar sites from his childhood home in London’s infamous East End. There, the streets looked darker, cavernous, with buildings towering over narrow cobblestone roads. Chimneys jutted from the dwellings the way ship masts crowd wharves. Pigeon coops littered rooftops. Crates stood, stacked into tall columns against brick walls. Piles of rubbish collected along the street.

				Finally, the train moved on, speeding ahead until it eased into the Broad Street station. The ride wasn’t a long one, but it mapped, visibly and unflinchingly, how far Grizzard had come.

				[image: ]

				The Victorian and Edwardian eras were not an easy life for most. The population had exploded in the nineteenth century as people moved from the countryside into
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