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			Lynette De Fries–Baker, one of the U.K.’s most prestigious and feared social columnists, talks with Sir Charles Robertson at London’s Savoy Hotel about his long journey to become one of Britain and Australia’s most successful businessmen.
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			Baker had been trying to set up an interview with Robertson for years, knowing his rags-to-riches story would make a great magazine piece for her syndicated articles worldwide, but his office had always politely declined her requests. Then six weeks ago, things had changed when Robertson’s secretary, Anne Sullivan, rang to say that Sir Charles would be prepared to talk to her but wanted her to have the full picture before he did. He had proposed a fully supported trip to visit his company, Groots & Co, in Australia, the U.S. and the U.K. for her and a cameraman. The only topics off-limits would be security issues as well as some personal and family information. It was beyond a generous invitation.

			“Seriously?” Baker had asked.

			“Sir Charles doesn’t make idle gestures.”

			“What’s the catch? I’m not going to write a story that’s heavily censored.”

			“That’s understood. From what he’s told me, you should write the truth. The publicity could be good or bad for us, but I believe his bigger agenda is to highlight mental health, particularly the work being done by Lady Robertson.”

			“Okay…”

			“I take it then that you are still interested in writing an article?”

			“Yes, of course.”

			“Then I’ll send through a non-disclosure agreement which will cover security and family issues. If you agree to it, sign it and send it back to me, then I’ll get the ball rolling. In the meantime, if you have any queries, call me direct on this number.”

			That had been it, just like that. All of a sudden everything had fallen into place, a rare occurrence in Baker’s world. She remained certain there must be more to it. At the same time, she wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth...
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			The following six weeks were a whirlwind of visits to the Groots Corporation operations around the world starting in Hatton Garden, Bond Street and the mental health unit at St Thomas’s hospital in London, then on to Australia, the U.S. and Canada. Lady Catherine Robertson accompanied her in London; Sir Charles’ son, Andrew did the same for her Down Under; while his daughter Sarah, covered North America, but they didn’t limit her questioning of the staff or check what she was writing. Between each stop, she could sit back in peace and type her increasingly long story as she travelled in the company jet, while Bill Burns, her photographer, was sorting through the hundreds of shots he’d downloaded onto his laptop. Most evenings she’d recap the day’s visit with Burns over a drink just in case she’d missed any details. She traced the story of how Andrew found the first diamond at Mt Robertson, right up until today with the Groots Corporation now being a multi-billion pound business.
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			When her tour of Groots was complete, she’d been going through her extensive notes in her flat formulating a list of questions to ask Sir Charles the following day. The man she still hadn’t met, the man addressed simply as Charlie by his hundreds of staff. Remarkably, no one had a bad word to say about the big boss, even when she’d pressed some of the miners at Mt Robertson.

			“Do you have any complaints or any quibbles about the job?” she’d ask the miners at a barbeque after drinking with them and joking together.

			“Nah… the beer’s cold enough,” said a truck driver laughing and downing another tinnie.

			“What about the big boss? Do you resent that he’s a billionaire living in London, and you guys are doing all the hard work out here in the heat?”

			“Lady, Charlie used to drive the dozers in the early days, all day in the heat. They weren’t air-conditioned back then either. There isn’t a job here he hasn’t done himself, and he could probably still do it. He built the Mt Robertson operation from the ground up, twice. Without him we wouldn’t have a job, so no, none of us resent Charlie and what he’s achieved,” a shift foreman quickly corrected her.

			“Okay, I didn’t know that.”

			“And don’t go writing anything nasty about Charlie,” he added.

			“I’m just trying to learn about his story.”

			“I saw him cry once, when all the men up here were killed. But he got those bastards in the end. He doesn’t forget. Memory like an elephant,” another miner said and then gave her details of the early development of Mt Robertson.

			The sunsets at Mt Robertson were spectacular, unlike anything Baker had seen before. The crystal clear blue sky during the day turned to soft pink then to orange and red as the light faded and a warm breeze picked up to calm the senses. It made a perfect accompaniment to a barbeque and a glass of cool wine, but she was puzzled that nobody had made a single negative comment about Charlie Robertson.
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			In New York, Alison Saxby, the Fifth Avenue store manager, laid on an informal social evening with staff and a few select customers, where Baker soaked up any snippet of information she could, and Bill Burns snapped away at the magnificent surroundings. She learned about the attack on Fifth Avenue and the Russians, even though her non-disclosure agreement prevented her from writing about it. The universal theme from the staff was that they would walk over hot coals for the boss, and from customers that they would ‘just love’ to meet Sir Charles, he being almost ‘American royalty and all’.

			“Even the President calls him Charlie, and he calls the President Frank. He’s the only person I’ve ever known do that,” Larry Evans, the senior security officer in Fifth Avenue, told her.

			“So you’re happy with your job?” she asked Evans and a dozen other members of the Fifth Avenue staff, trying for a more subtle approach. When they all answered in the affirmative, she continued probing. 

			“What about Charlie, is he a bit remote?”

			That got slapped down just like at Mt Robertson by a floor manager named Denise.

			“When Charlie visits, he always speaks to everyone personally; he knows everyone by name. He even remembers the names of my children. And he’s told all the staff that they can ring him direct if they have a serious problem, but to my knowledge, nobody ever has. So no, Charlie isn’t remote. Anyway, Lady Robertson and Sarah Robertson are here frequently. It’s their second home.”

			Alison Saxby could see what Baker was doing, inquisitively talking to her staff, trying to find any discontent or gossip and decided to confront her, but before she could, Baker asked,

			“It’s unique for a CEO to allow any member of staff to ring him direct, don’t you think? Shouldn’t the staff talk to local management first?”

			Alison Saxby was taking an instant dislike to Ms De Fries–Baker but remained polite.

			“Yes, it is unique, but Sir Charles is a unique CEO.” Saxby was keeping it formal and wasn’t going to allow Baker the familiarity of calling her boss Charlie. “And for the record, nobody apart from myself and Mr Rabinowicz ring him directly. The staff don’t need to. And a word of advice Ms De Fries–Baker: I’ve read some of your sensational pieces. Don’t write any lies about Sir Charles and his family, because he is the last person on earth you would want as an enemy.”

			“My objective is to write a piece that reveals the truth about Sir Charles and Groots, without favour or censorship, and I intend to do that Ms Saxby.”

			“Then don’t listen to gossip or provoke an unguarded comment from my staff.”

			Baker could see that Saxby was annoyed and that she had pushed too far, so she back-pedalled. “Of course not. It’s a life-long habit of being a journalist to ask questions, but from now on, I will tread carefully.”

			Saxby could sense it was all just bluff and bluster. “You know Ms De Fries–Baker, I don’t know all the details, but I do know that many people have tried to destroy Sir Charles and Groots & Co over the years, and none has succeeded. And when you do sit down to interview him, I can guarantee he will know a lot more about you than you do about him.”

			“Is that a warning?”

			“No, just some friendly advice.” Alison Saxby walked off to talk to a customer from the Upper East Side. If she’d stayed any longer, she was in grave danger of slapping Ms De Fries–Baker’s face.
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			Now, looking through the photos laid out on the dining table in her flat, Baker remembered the stunning building on Fifth Avenue with its massive atrium and Statue of Liberty, and the incredible one on Bond Street with the pond and the rising Excalibur. But the real revelation from her visits came much closer to home when she visited Charlie’s Aunt Hett down in Hampshire. In her nineties but still lucid with a clear memory of Charlie’s early life in London, she told Baker that Charlie’s biological father was a man called Henry Thompson, and that the husband of Charlie’s mother, Frank Robertson, had found out and had wanted to kill ‘Thompson’s bastard’. The real reason Charlie was sent out to Australia was to get away from Frank Robertson.

			Baker stared at the photo of Charlie’s aunt and realised that there must have been a whole lot going on in Charlie’s family in 1940. She pondered what searching questions she could ask Robertson tomorrow as she sipped her third glass of merlot. He must surely have a dark side, nobody can survive such a lonely upbringing and then go on to achieve so much without being driven to succeed, and that inevitably meant treading on a few toes. Maybe the murderous intentions of Frank Robertson had rubbed off on the ‘son’? Was there more to all the death and murder associated with Robertson’s success than met the eye? She started to write down some bullet points:

			
					All the death in Robertson’s family—was he somehow responsible?

					The two Government officials in Western Australia, who initially refused Robertson’s mining permit, were shot in a car park and then, fortuitously, Robertson’s mining approval went through

					The two bankers in London, from whom Robertson purchased Groots & Co for a ridiculously low price, both subsequently had their throats cut

					A businessman living in London may have stumbled upon something unsavoury about Robertson’s past, but he was conveniently shot by a police marksman

					The men working for a rival diamond company were both killed by a hitman in New York— again convenient?

					Then all the murders in America—was it actually somebody getting revenge on Robertson?

					The two men who helped Robertson from day one, Jack Foster and Tommy Anderson—both gone. Did they have secrets in the closet about Robertson that he didn’t want revealed?

					Who’s ended up with all the accolades and become a billionaire??

			

			Surely all this couldn’t be a coincidence? Was that why some topics were off-limits? Why she’d had to sign a non-disclosure agreement, in case she stumbled upon something incriminating? Is Charlie Robertson the perfect good guy that everybody believes, or is he a Machiavellian murderer who’ll stop at nothing to succeed?
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			These dark questions were churning around in her head. If they were true, she couldn’t ask them. Otherwise, she might end up like all the others who got in Robertson’s way. She decided to ask a few probing questions and see where they led, but she wouldn’t go too far. If she suspected Robertson of murder after talking to him, she would abandon the story. To hell with it. No story was worth your life. It was gone 2 am before she finally managed to fall into a troubled sleep.
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			The merlot seemed like a good idea last night, but now at 6.30 am, it had been a big mistake. She hit the alarm off button, vowing to only have an extra ten minutes in bed. Ten minutes had turned into two hours, and she was now frantically dressing after a lightning-fast shower and makeup. ‘How do you dress to interview a billionaire and possible murderer?’ She decided on conservative business attire, dark blue jacket and skirt of moderate length with a white blouse and a silver necklace, and for a splash of colour, red high heels—power dressing to look strong and unafraid.

			Baker gathered her notes, threw them into her briefcase, and with one last look in the mirror, rushed out of her flat at 9.25. The lifts were always slow in her apartment block, so she scurried down the two flights of stairs as fast as she dared. Near the bottom, her ankle went over, and she had to grab the handrail to save herself, thinking nothing more of it as she walked out onto Borough High Street only a few kilometres from the Savoy hotel. It was drizzling. ‘Shit! Go back upstairs and get an umbrella or risk it? Sod it; I’ll risk it.’ There were always plenty of black cabs going into town at this time of day, but not many had their yellow roof lights on. She had to wait a few minutes before a vacant one appeared, but by then her hair was full of water droplets, and they were soaking into her jacket. ‘Damn it!’ brushing them off as best she could, praying that she could straighten herself up and dry herself off with a hairdryer in the Savoy before her meeting.
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			The traffic in London was getting worse every day, and now she was stuck on Waterloo Bridge at 9.50 am en route for her meeting at 10.00. From her research, she knew Robertson was a stickler for punctuality and contemplated getting out and running the last 400 metres or so to the Savoy, but thought better of it. She was in high heels, and the last thing she wanted was to fall or arrive hot and sweaty. The traffic began to move forwards, enabling the black cab to turn left crawling its way along the Strand. Finally, it turned into Savoy Court, the only street in Britain where traffic could legally drive on the right, to pull up in front of the famous hotel at 10.04.

			She jumped out of the cab and rushed across to the concierge desk.

			“I have a meeting with Sir Charles Robertson at 10. What room is that in?”

			“And you are, madam?” the concierge asked.

			“Lynette De Fries–Baker and I’m running late as you can see. Could you please send him my apologies and let him know that I’ll be there in ten minutes?”

			“Sir Charles is in the American bar. I believe your photographer is there already. And yes, I’ll send your apologies. There are hairdryers in the ladies powder room if you would like to freshen up over there, Ms De Fries–Baker,” he said, pointing the way.

			“Thank you,” knowing that she must look a mess. She rushed to the powder room, not noticing two men sitting in the lobby.

			A look in the mirror confirmed the concierge’s comment. ‘Shit!’ She got to work using tissues, hairdryer, hairbrush and makeup to try and repair the damage. Eleven minutes later, she looked presentable, but now her ankle started to ache from her near-fall on the stairs. ‘Bugger, bugger, bugger!’ She had wanted to meet Robertson from a position of strength, not weakness, but it was what it was. She had to make the best of it and just hoped that she would appear confident.
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			At 10.20, she took a deep breath and left the powder room and walked into the American bar. Soft jazz was playing through the speakers to create a relaxed atmosphere, but she was anything but calm. Charlie Robertson was sitting over in a far corner nursing a coffee and talking to Bill Burns as the barman was restocking the shelves with bottles of spirits. She walked past two more fit men in suits sitting near the entrance, a silver aluminium case on the floor next to one of them, but she didn’t pay them any attention. In the corner, a tripod and camera had been set up, and Burns was laughing at something Robertson had said. When she approached, they both stood up, and she could sense Robertson was studying her.

			“I’m so, so sorry for being late Sir Charles…I…I’ve had a terrible morning…” She held out her hand and received a firm, dry handshake in return.

			“I can see…calm down, take a deep breath and have a drink of water, and I took the liberty of ordering you a coffee. Bill said you could probably do with one.”

			‘Dammit! I’m already on the backfoot.’

			“It’s so unprofessional of me turning up late like this. I sincerely apologise Sir Charles.”

			“No problem at all. Bill’s been filling me in on your trip. Sounds like you had a good time.”

			“Yes, we did, thank you. And your plane made it much more convenient—so thank you again.”

			“Mt Robertson is remote. The only practical way to get there is by plane.”

			Baker pulled out her notes and a recorder, laying them on the coffee table between them as she rubbed her ankle. “Is it okay if I record this?”

			“Of course. I expected you to,” he answered.

			Then she turned to her cameraman, “Bill, if you could take some photos at the end, say in about forty minutes?”

			“I’ve already taken quite a few and got what I need, but if you want some more, no problem. I’ll come back later.” Burns walked away to get a refill of coffee. She wanted to try and establish some control over the interview, but all the time she knew Robertson’s eyes were on her. She looked up, and the deep blue eyes still were. She thought they were reading her mind, which was ridiculous, so she quickly began:

			“Thank you, Sir Charles, for agreeing to this, your first public interview.”

			“Charlie, please. If you call me Sir Charles, I won’t know who you’re talking to.”

			“I’m going to come to your reasoning behind first names in a minute, but thank you, Charlie. I’m Lynette, but I prefer Lyn.”

			“Lyn, it suits you, but are you sure you’re okay to do this? I noticed you had a slight limp as you walked in and now you’re rubbing your ankle, and if it is troubling you, we can reschedule for another day.”

			“No, I’m fine, but I admit I made a bad start. I hope it hasn’t clouded your judgement of me. Has it, and what do you make or me so far?”

			“I’ll take a rain check on that question at the moment, but I’d be happy to answer it at the end of our conversation.”

			“May I ask why?”

			“One of the reasons we got you to sign a non-disclosure agreement is that there are subjects that are off-limits, and before you ask, I can’t tell you why. However, for all other topics, I will be frank with you because I respect you as a journalist. I only have an initial impression of you so far, but I suspect that there is a lot more to Lynette De Fries–Baker, so I’ll reserve my judgement.”

			“But I’ve read that you’re a details man. You do your homework before every meeting, and you can assess people as soon as you meet them from a handshake, a look, or a mannerism. Is that true, and did you do that with me just now?”

			“Yes, yes and yes.”

			“So what’s your initial assessment of me?”

			“Seriously? You want me to be completely honest?”

			“Of course, I’m a big girl, and I won’t be holding back with my probing questions, so please, give it to me straight.” She wanted to gain control and find out what Robertson already knew about her.

			“Okay then. Lynette Baker, born in County Durham and started as a trainee journalist at the Evening Chronicle in Newcastle. Moved to London after five years where you were still a trainee but this time it was with the Guardian. Probably deliberately lost the Geordie accent on moving to London. Gradually worked your way up at the Guardian where I suspect you learnt your craft, before moving over to the Observer as their national affairs writer. A few years later, moved to Cosmopolitan Magazine as an editor, but eventually, you seemed to stagnate there and left to become a freelance writer eight years ago. Now you have syndicated stories around the world with a huge following. Clearly, a good writer with a style that appeals, particularly to rich middle-aged women. That’s why I chose you to write an article about me and Groots & Co—our customers are predominantly women.

			“Married once along the way to a fellow journalist, Clive De Fries at the Guardian, but it lasted less than a year with no children. I suspect you didn’t want to be constrained by anything, especially a husband or children, but you did like his name and changed yours from Baker to De Fries–Baker. Sounds more sophisticated and upper class.

			“Not many hobbies, but you like to dress well and are a regular guest at fashion events. I believe you live in a flat on Borough High Street, which is convenient for central London. Now forty two and ambitious—you probably view success as getting the scoop of the decade that will make headlines. You’re on first-name terms with most of the newspaper editors in London and New York, and they take you seriously, so you could easily spread a sensational story worldwide.

			“And finally, you probably had a late night going through a list of questions that you hope will reveal secrets about me or my life, and although you planned to arrive first for this meeting, you probably overslept. I also suspect that the slight limp you had when you came in and then rubbing your ankle, is a result of twisting it rushing in those high heels, but that’s just a guess. So, you are not only annoyed with yourself for being late, I can see that you are also irritated with me for being on time; for being calm; for getting on well with your cameraman; and, most importantly, for being very successful which you suspect must have come from some shady dealings.

			“In summary, I’m guessing you think you’ve found some dirt from my past, and you’ll probably ask some probing questions which will give you your scoop. But as I said, that’s just my first impression, and I suspect there’s a lot more to your story.”

			Lynette Baker was taken aback and gulped her coffee to appear calm and give her a few seconds to think. ‘WTF? How the bloody hell could he possibly know all that?’ She stared at him with a look of both anger and awe before trying to regain some control.

			“You’re right. There is a lot more to me. Shall we begin?” she finally responded, hoping to change the subject from herself to Robertson.

			“Please do, but I’m going to order something a bit stronger. Would you like a G&T or something else?” he asked calmly and unemotionally, like a gladiator knowing with certainty that he could destroy all comers that entered his arena.

			‘You’re not going to put me off my stride, Robertson!’

			“Yes, thank you, a G&T would be perfect.” ‘And I can drink just as well as the boys!’

			Robertson signalled to the barman as she shuffled her papers to appear busy and in control, thinking of what question to start with. Then it came to her.

			“Have you ever killed anyone, Charlie?”

			“An interesting first question. Blunt and to the point, and to answer it just as bluntly, yes.”

			That wasn’t the answer she was expecting. She was betting he would say no, then she’d bring up all the convenient deaths she’d uncovered, but she had to readjust and asked the obvious question,

			“Who have you killed?”

			“Many people...” and he studied the fine creases in the leather arm of his chair, “…many good people were killed because they worked for me. So yes, I believe I have indirectly killed too many people in my life, which I regret every day.”

			The barman unobtrusively placed their drinks on the coffee table with some nibbles and left. She paused and took a sip, giving her more time to think.

			“I think that’s dodging the question. What about your enemies? Most of them have ended up dead. It all worked out very well for you that they were all murdered.”

			Robertson swirled his drink around in the glass but didn’t sip any.

			“Ah, I see where this is heading. Firstly, I have always operated within the law. Secondly, if I had dealings with anyone who was murdered, then I certainly didn’t do it, and neither did any of my staff. And finally, my alibis and those of my staff have all been thoroughly checked out by both the British and the American police. We are innocent of any murders, and we can prove it.”

			“It all turned out very well for you though didn’t it?”

			“No, there was an enormous amount of heartache and tragedy associated with those murders, and the murder of innocent people at Mt Robertson and in New York. I would gladly forgo all my wealth if I could bring just one of those innocent people back.”

			“So, do you feel guilty about any of the murders?”

			“As I said, I feel enormous guilt about the murder of innocent people, and I’ve done my best to look after their families. For the evil people who’ve tried to harm my family and me, I feel no guilt whatsoever.”

			“What about regrets then. Do you have any?”

			“Of course I do. Far too many.” He took a gulp of his drink, knowing he was beginning to feel despondent.

			“So why did your mother send you out to Australia in 1940? Why didn’t she send you out to the countryside like most children during the War?”

			“You’ve interviewed my Aunt Hett, so I suspect you know the answer to that already.”

			“But what’s your take on it?”

			“Now, I only feel deep sadness for my mother, but I recognise she had enormous courage to send me away to protect me, even though it caused her sadness and depression for the rest of her life.” Robertson swirled his drink again, but this time he didn’t drink any.

			“Is that why you established the Ethel Robertson mental health unit at St Thomas’s?”

			“Yes.”

			“And your wife Catherine runs it I believe?”

			“No, it’s run by professionals. Catherine is chairman of the Board of Governors and steers the direction.”

			“Why aren’t you involved? It was your mother who had depression, not Catherine’s.”

			“Good point, but I’m too close to be objective.”

			“But you must be proud of the work it does? It treated over 2,000 patients last year, and many of them were on suicide watch.”

			“I’m proud of what Catherine and her team there are doing, but I take no credit for it. I’m merely providing the funding. It’s just a great shame that the Government can’t see that adequate funding for mental health can prevent more costly medical procedures down the track. That’s what I would like you to highlight in your article.”

			“I agree with you, and yes, I’ll be happy to write that.” She looked at her notes to check her next line of questioning. “But I’d like to get back to how you started. When you were working at Newman as a construction foreman, why did you buy the land at Jasper’s Gap? Did you know it contained diamonds or precious metals?”

			“As you say, I was the construction foreman when they were building the mine and the town, but they hadn’t built the railway to the coast yet. I realised that any such line must cross the Fortescue River at Jasper’s Gap. I checked that the mining company hadn’t bought the land as yet, so I did. I thought it would be a good strategic investment, which it obviously was, but I never thought for a moment it contained any minerals of value.”

			“You could say it was the single luckiest break of your life.”

			“No, I wouldn’t. I’ve had two lucky breaks in my life. When I met Rebecca, and when I met Catherine.”

			“But the land at Jasper’s Gap is the source of all your wealth.”

			“Money doesn’t bring happiness. The greater your wealth, the bigger your enemies become.”

			“But you must admit it was a stroke of luck that the land contained diamonds?”

			“Of course. I took what life threw at me and did the best I could with it.”

			“But you turned one small diamond into a multi-billion pound business. So, what drives you?” She reached down and rubbed her ankle—it was really starting to ache now.

			“That’s a good question…” and he took another sip of his gin before continuing, “...that requires an answer from my childhood. When I was a boy growing up in South London, I was poor but happy. My mother protected me from most of the bad things in life, in particular my father, but there was no day-care or after-school care. Children like me had to fend for themselves while their parents were out at work, and that could be a pretty tough place to be. I was never a big lad, so I had to use my wits to outsmart the bullies and the older boys to get the things I wanted: conkers, playing cards, Woodbines and so on. Sometimes it didn’t work and I took a beating, but I viewed that as a lesson learnt, so I got smarter for the next time. But when the bullies no longer picked on me, they’d go after the easier targets, smaller boys who weren’t so street smart. I could see that wasn’t right, so I defended them, which often earned me a beating instead, but I considered that a badge of honour.

			“So I’ve always had empathy for the underdog, and many of them have hidden talents that they’re often too shy to talk about. Now I have the resources to be able to help them. That’s one of the reasons I fund the mental health unit. And in my business, I provide every employee with comprehensive health insurance, particularly in the U.S., so they don’t have to worry. It gives me a great sense of satisfaction knowing that, as we speak, there are people around the world looking forward to going to work, or coming home to their loved ones with a smile on their face, because they work for me. That’s what drives me.”

			“I didn’t expect that answer. Helping people drives you, not making money?”

			“I’ve learnt over a lifetime that if you have good people and you treat them well, the money will follow.”

			“But isn’t it because you’re a particularly astute businessman the main reason you’re a billionaire? If you hadn’t found diamonds, you probably would’ve done something else equally successfully.”

			“I can’t develop a large business on my own.”

			“I think you’re being too modest.”

			“Tell me, would you prefer being the CEO of a company where you took a multi-million-pound salary but where all your employees couldn’t care less and were only working for you until they could find a better job, or be the CEO of a company where you took no salary, but all your employees would go out of their way to help you? I’ll tell you the answer—it’s the second option. History is littered with big companies that went to the wall because the people at the top were greedy and didn’t look after their employees. Only good, motivated employees will come up with new and better ways to do things which will help your business.”

			“So, what sort of people do you choose to work for you?”

			He rubbed his hand over the soft leather on the arm of his chair, appearing to brush away a non-existent speck of dust before answering. 

			“Genuine people are the best employees. I learnt as a boy to be suspicious of the brash and the boastful, the ones full of themselves, and taught myself how to quickly assess people from a handshake, a look, a mannerism, and from what they say. Some of the most skilled people I employ are quiet and humble. Like the diamond cutters in Hatton Garden. They’re brilliant at what they do, but they never boast about it. They’re all genuine people.”

			She consulted her notes again, flipping through the pages.

			“Since we’re on the subject of diamonds, why do you think people are so fascinated by pink diamonds and are prepared to pay so much for them?”

			“Glad you brought that up. Let me show you why.” Charlie nodded to the two fit men sitting near the entrance. The men put down their newspapers and walked over with the silver case. The one carrying it flipped the latches and placed it on the coffee table in front of Charlie, then stood off to one side, eyes firmly on Baker.

			“Thanks guys,” Charlie said, as the other man stood behind Baker but turned to face the entrance for any incoming threat.

			“These are your men?”

			“Yes, as are the two in the lobby, and they’re very good at what they do so we won’t be disturbed.” He pulled out a black velvet cloth from the case and placed it carefully on the coffee table. 

			“You know, diamonds have fascinated people for thousands of years, but it is only from the 20th Century onwards, with improvements in cutting and polishing, that their full brilliance has been revealed. Now perfectly symmetrical diamonds with optimal cuts can be produced which maximise sparkle and brilliance.”

			“I wasn’t allowed to see your cutting operation,” she reminded him.

			“We have some proprietary techniques that we don’t publicise, but let me show you the finished product,” and he took a brooch in the shape of a red rose out of the case and placed it on the velvet in front of her. The stem was formed by a line of small white diamonds, then the petals comprised arrays of pink diamonds with a large cabochon cut ruby as the centrepiece, all held in a silver setting. It was exquisite.

			“May I touch it?” Baker was covetously eyeing it.

			“Of course. We call it the English Rose brooch for obvious reasons.”

			She picked it up and moved it in the light to stimulate its sparkle. “The detail! It’s amazing. It must be worth a small fortune?”

			“I’m not up with the latest prices of everything we sell.”

			“Ballpark?”

			“I think about three eighty.”

			“Thousand?”

			“About that, but more importantly, do you like it?”

			“Of course. Most people would.”

			“Why do you like it?”

			“Seriously? Is that a trick question?”

			“Humour me.”

			“Okay, well, the design and the craftsmanship obviously, then all the detail in the setting. But the main thing is the diamonds themselves and how each one sparkles as you move it in the light. Also, the white diamonds along the stem lead your eye to the pink diamonds in the petals and then to the amazing central ruby. I’ve never seen a brooch like it.”

			“I agree with you. The design is excellent, but it’s the diamonds that make it. So to answer your earlier question, diamonds are desirable, but pink diamonds are magical. That’s why they command such a high price.”

			“So why not just sell pink diamonds? Why go to all the trouble of making the finished jewellery then have all the costs and headache of operating Groots stores around the world? Surely you would reach more customers if you just sold the diamonds on the open market?”

			“When I first discovered the diamonds, a very wise man told me to secure an outlet for the diamonds first, before I even started to mine them, because if I couldn’t sell the diamonds, there was no point in mining them. And at the time, the international diamond market was pretty much controlled by one company. They had a monopoly.”

			He turned to the man next to him, “Thanks Dave.” The guard carefully returned the brooch to the case and moved away to join his colleague near the entrance.

			“Was that Hartog Diamonds?” she asked.

			“Correct.”

			“So that’s why you bought Groots & Co?”

			“Yes, and fortunately, it was for sale at the right time. That same wise man helped me find it.”

			“But Groots weren’t selling jewellery when you bought them, were they?”

			“No, they weren’t, but they had clients for their diamonds. When I bought them, I encouraged them to expand into creating unique jewellery collections.”

			“That’s a polite way of saying that you told them to start making jewellery.”

			“No, I discussed it with Sir Alan Kingston. He told me it was a good idea and what he’d need to do it, and I funded it.”

			“I guess that brings us around to the subject of you using first names throughout the company. Why do you insist on it?”

			“I don’t insist on it. I suggest it, and I prefer it.”

			“But why? Doesn’t the use of first names create over-familiarity and diminish management authority, particularly amongst the junior staff?”

			“Maybe, but it also encourages openness and friendliness. It’s easier to lie to Mr Robertson than to lie to Charlie.”

			“And everyone in your company uses first names?”

			“Mostly. Anne, my secretary, finds it hard but she’s coming around.”

			“So there’s no penalty if they use last names?”

			“Of course not. But now it seems strange if people use last names.”

			She looked at her watch and realised she was running out of time. 

			“So a penniless Cockney boy from South London grows up to be a billionaire on first name terms with the Prime Minister, the Prince of Wales and the President of the United States. That’s quite a journey, Charlie.”

			“What can I say? Its been an interesting journey filled with both tragedy and fortune.”

			“So, what’s next? Groots gets bigger and bigger all over the world?”

			“Groots doesn’t get much bigger - we need to maintain exclusivity. Besides, I’m working on something new.”

			“Care to give my readers an exclusive and tell me all about it?”

			“Not yet, but I think your readers will find it interesting when it is released.”

			“Can I have an exclusive?”

			“When the time comes, it will be my pleasure.”

			“You know you’re not what I expected.”

			“What did you expect?”

			“Somebody who was more arrogant, less open perhaps.”

			“And what did you find instead?”

			“Someone who, and I’ll steal your words here if I may, is genuine. You are very easy to talk to, just like anybody else, but behind the façade, I suspect there’s a computer brain processing everything and even reading my every thought. So I’m both impressed and a little bit intimidated.”

			Charlie checked his watch and stood up.

			“Interesting assessment and thank you for the compliment, but I need to go. Let me leave you with three things. Firstly, I look forward to your article and the response to it from your readers. The publicity will help us, so thank you.

			“Secondly, I think you’re a genuine person too, but don’t drive yourself too hard trying to be perfect, nobody is. I suspect you were up past midnight last night preparing for this meeting, that’s why you were late. Deep down, you’re insecure, and you always think you could do better, but just do your best. Sometimes you’ll make mistakes, you’re human, but you’ll succeed in the end.

			“And finally, you should put some ice on that ankle. High heels, particularly Louboutins look great, but they’re no good when you’re in a hurry. Wear trainers and change shoes before a meeting.”

			He held out his hand for her to shake, which she did automatically.

			“I’ve enjoyed our conversation Lyn, and please contact Anne if you have any further questions.” With that, he turned and walked out of the American bar, followed by his two bodyguards.

			She was stunned. ‘How did he know about my ankle and the Louboutins? How did he know I was up late last night researching him? And how the hell does he know that deep down I’m insecure?’ Baker was also annoyed with herself that she hadn’t even said goodbye, had just stood there like a stunned mullet. One thing she knew for sure though, was that Alison Saxby had been right. He knew a lot more about her than she did about him. She’d write a complimentary article, there was no other choice. But she’d leave out the most revealing bit. Nobody would believe the truth that Charlie Robertson could read your mind.
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			You can find videos of Charlie Robertson’s journey below:

			It all began in London in 1940 in Rough Cut:

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/copy-of-summary-of-rough-cut-1

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/rough-cut-banner-video

			And continued in Brilliant Cut where his diamond business got bigger but so did his enemies:

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/copy-of-author-s-comments-on-brilli

			Then progressed to The President’s Cut where he is up against evil nations:

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/copy-of-author-s-comments-on-the-pr

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/earth-video-president-s-cut

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/the-president-s-cut-banner

			And you can find Reviews of the books here:

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/reviews-of-rough-cut

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/reviews-of-brilliant-cut

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/reviews-of-presidents-cut

			Finally, if you want to leave me a comment, please do, at:

			https://www.peteragray.com.au/contactdetails

			Enjoy!
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