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One





The royal visit had gone well. The Queen had been charming, the Duke still handsome, the clergy fawning, the city’s gentry obsequious, the gawpers, onlookers and kindergarten flag-wavers bewitched. In the morning, the weather had threatened to spoil it all. By the afternoon, it had changed its mind.


The Bath stone, as mellow as the tourist board described, had warmed to the sun’s rays. Down and along smart Milsom Street the hanging baskets had rarely been so colourful, the brass plates on consultants’ offices had shone expensively and the carriage horses waiting for tourists at the curve of New Bond Street had been groomed until they were slippery to the guttersnipe’s palm. Her Majesty had seen little of this.


Her motorcade had rolled by the Avon at eleven o’clock precisely.


The Bishop, slightly stooped yet not bowed, had welcomed the head of his Church. Richly escorted by dean and chapter well versed in greeting and obbligato, and with the smile of a contented herdsman, he paced the flagstones with his gold crook and escorted his visitors to the abbey doors and beyond the civic chains and beavers’ fur. A new shrine was to be blessed and royally signalled. On cue, shafts of June sunlight through the great windows roused even the toneless to anthem that glorious things were indeed spoken, although of whom few felt inclined to ponder.


Then, having been praised by scarlet-cassocked clerks, having been bowed and curtsied to by the city’s most worthy, the monarch had been led to the unworthy, the waiting crowds outside. Pausing every five paces to speak but hardly hear the answers and to accept eagerly and sweetly the prepared posies, she had moved along the lines of galvanized barriers until she was beneath the colonnades by the Pump Room. The faces beamed on and a young man with a clown’s powdered and rouged cheeks cuddled a great overstuffed charity teddy bear. The Queen laughed and pointed; her consort peered as a scion of the World Wide Fund for Nature should.


Then, when it appeared that the painted fool and his rattling collection box might approach too close, the royal party was safely ushered beneath the arches where, on more typical afternoons, travellers, vagrants and sometimes buskers lolled with their mongrels. But, on this day, the pavements were bare of all but the curious and loyal. Within moments royalty was secure and wrapped in the waiting maroon limousine. The journey to the station and the safety of a royal train, which would not call at Chippenham, Swindon and be late at Paddington, was mercifully short.


At the reception the Chief Constable was congratulated on the arrangements he had made and everyone congratulated each other on the way the Georgian city had looked. Royalty long gone, those who were left relaxed as parents might once bride and groom were safely away. Montague James, elegant in morning coat – his own, not hired, as everyone would know – felt the warmth of success.


‘She was splendid. Don’t you think so, William?’


The Bishop did not particularly mind being called William. After all, it was his name, but it suggested a familiarity that could not possibly be, as his friends never called him anything but Bill. But he knew why. Montague James had ideas which were not above his station and certainly not beyond those of the city. Therefore, Montague was never Monty, not even to his wife. In that case it followed that the bishop of one of the most important dioceses in England (had not the previous incumbent been preferred at Canterbury?) could not be a Bill. Bishop William sipped at his dry sherry, then at his wet lip, and nodded.


‘Splendid. Yes, of course. And she was so interested.’


 At his side there came a grunt, almost a growl of agreement.


‘Always are, you know. Always are. And did you notice? The Duke semed to know more than she did.’


The speaker was a tall, bluff man with a bushy yet well-trimmed moustache. His dark uniform with its silver buttons and scrolls was clearly that of a senior man, yet it lacked the tailoring of a general’s or the confidence of an admiral’s. Montague James nodded at him and smiled the smile of a patronizing insider.


‘Ah but, my dear Chief Constable, Prince Philip does rather tend to brief himself as much as any man might. He is a stickler for detail. His staff tell me.’


Montague James paused for full attention. Sure of it, he continued.


‘His staff tell me that he has his own computer and produces veritable rain forests of notes on even the most minor visit.’


The tall woman who approached did so at speed. She was blonde, quietly tanned and elegant in fawn silk. Montague James would have called it a costume. She held no drink and carried her short cotton gloves as a badge of office, although what staff would have been suitable for the city’s director of public affairs was not clear. The three men smiled. The Bishop thought her lovely. The Chief Constable, in his own Sedgemoor way, lusted after her. James thought her exquisite but was far too vain to be in love with her, or with anyone else for that matter.


When she spoke, her soft accent suggested an Australian origin. She was a woman who never publicly asked a question unless she knew the answer or the one she wanted to hear. Yes, the voice was Melbourne, not simply Australian.


‘Pretty good? Not a hitch. Not a single hitch. Even the weather knew its place.’


Patsy Bush dazzled the trio with her smile and shook her head as a hovering waitress offered wine.


‘My dear Patricia. A triumph. The monarch graced us with her presence and you, my dear, with your expertise. A bewildering combination.’


They all laughed and the waitress moved on to seek the gaggle of serious drinkers who had gathered across the room about the editor of the Evening Chronicle.


‘You must be used to this stuff, huh, Bishop?’


The Bishop sipped and smiled. He was not certain what ‘this stuff’ might be, but he supposed he did.


‘There is a certain calmness in liturgical drama which allows for the presence of everyone “whoever and whatever”, as the late Canon Worplesdon reminded us. But, yes, one has the advantage of having the ball at one’s feet and therefore knowing when to kick it.’


‘Mm?’ The policeman was confused.


The Bishop smiled and dropped his head to the other side.


‘In any form of service and celebration, one has only to move slowly and with as much dignity as possible and then the setting and the occasion allows one to make it up if one wishes to, especially if one has forgotten what to do or lost one’s place. The ball, you see, is not only at one’s feet, it is after all also one’s ball.’


Montague James raised his eyebrows over his glass. He was tall and, once, in his twenties, thin; now, thirty years on he was slim. His tailor adored him almost as much as James adored himself. Patsy Bush smiled back in confidence. She detested him. But he was one of the most influential men in Bath. She needed him, or his influence. He turned his attention away from the Bishop to the Chief Constable, who was busy trying to fish a slice of lemon from his gin-drained glass.


‘But, my dears, you should know that if, to continue your sporting metaphor William, we should needs select a man of the match, then there is no doubt: I give you our own dear Robert.’


He raised his glass in the direction of a surprised Chief Constable. Surprised not because he’d been caught chewing the lemon slice, but surprised because he had not a clue what Montague James was talking about.


‘Me? What on earth are you on about?’


Montague James’s pause was dramatic enough for a Theatre Royal matinée.


‘But, Robert, you must know.’


Robert did not and shrugged his silver-crowned shoulders to say so.


‘Simple policing job. The lads did well. They always do. But, frankly, it’s not the old days when the Queen was such a crowd-puller. As I say, frankly, we have more trouble when Bristol City’s playing at home.’


Montague James shook his head, dismissing the policeman’s modesty. If Montague James decided a hero stood before them, then that gallant fellow should accept his plaudits like a man.


‘It’s what didn’t cause any problems. Oh yes. Oh quite yes. Her Majesty came here to see the finest city in her land. And she did. The city, as my dear naval cousin would say, was dressed overall and splendidly so.’


The Bishop sipped some more and agreed.


‘Pretty as a picture.’


‘My dear William, of course. Why John Wood himself would have been proud of his city. And let me tell you all, the view was not spoiled one iota, thanks to dear Robert and the way in which his merry men handled the unwanted.’


The Chief Constable looked down and dropped the chewed peel in the slowly melting ice.


‘Oh, them. Yes, well, least said the better.’


Patsy Bush looked across to the noises from the newspaperman’s corner and thought she might make her excuses. The Bishop sucked his teeth. Montague James carried on.


‘Oh, them. Yes, them, dear Robert. The dreadful creatures were nowhere to be seen. You are to be congratulated. I shall make sure that –’


The Chief Constable interrupted him.


‘If you do not mind, as I say, the least said the better, to anyone at any time.’


He put his empty glass on a nearby table and did his best with a smile. It was not something the Chief Constable did naturally.


‘If you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to change for tonight. Black tie‚ you know.’


And with that he was off. A big man in all ways and, for the moment, not entirely happy nor proud.


By nightfall, the travellers had returned to the city. Before morning, one lay dead.
















Two





James Boswell Hodge Leonard was in his garden eating a very soft boiled egg when he heard that a vagrant had been found dead in a Roman bath.


The local radio station was brief although the reporter would have liked to say more, but knew even less than he had said. Leonard eyed his cat sunning itself on the wall overlooking the river. The cat was as ginger as Leonard was freckled.


‘Mm. What d’you make of that?’


Johnson had never been in a Roman bath so made nothing of it. Not a whisker twitched.


‘Not even curious?’


Johnson was aware that, for cats, curiosity was rumoured to be dangerous. No, not curious. She may have moved, but few would have noticed.


‘Odd.’


Leonard looked up as if remembering. The bulletin had moved on. Leonard had not. Johnson’s fur was warm. Leonard peered at the still animal.


‘You notice they didn’t say male or female. Odd? No?’


Johnson knew the difference between male and female even if others were confused. She yawned.


The news had moved on. Another voice, this time eager and punchy as a tabloid’s splash, crowed that the Somerset side was smitten with injuries, bad luck and few spectators. The captain, a new man this season, claimed his team’s misfortune could be put down to ‘one of those things’. Leonard wondered what those things were. The captain conceded that the other side, Sussex, had bowled well. He had more to say in defence but Leonard was no longer listening. His eyes closed, he could see the downs. The trees. Below, the silent harbour. The screams that would not go away. He had spent a year forgetting. He took off his rimless spectacles and polished them on his napkin, all the while staring at Johnson. A blurred cat. But he knew what she looked like.


Leonard picked up his plate from the warm wooden bench and went inside. The kitchen was neat. No units. A polished pine table with brass-handled drawers. A glass-fronted dresser. A butler’s sink. A scrubbed wooden draining board. He switched off the radio and watched hot water splash in the sink. No point in forgetting. It was there. Sometimes it was blurred. But he knew what it looked like. The telephone shrilled at him. He took his time. Turned off the tap, dried his hands carefully.


‘Yes?’


The voice at the other end was sharp. Leonard did not bother to look at the clock. Of course he knew what time it was. Yes, he had heard the news. He listened some more, said goodbye and slowly buttoned his brown tweed waistcoat. The matching jacket was over the chair back. Leonard slipped it on, bolted the French doors which led to the small garden and waved a slim finger in goodbye to Johnson. On the way out he picked up his green cycle clips from the hall table. Thought about the hill. Put them down again. Went to the door. Went back and picked up the clips.


*


The editor was standing in the middle of the newsroom. Without looking, everyone knew he was there. Peter Dover was a big man. He neither stooped nor sagged. Not dumpy. Big. His blue-striped shirt made him taller and everyone else crouched. The black braces were three fingers wide and functional. The tie tightly knotted and tasteful. He was a quiet man. He called himself a hack. Maybe. He had been around. He had seen most of it. What he had not, he knew about. When he twitched, it was inside. His staff never saw it. That morning, he had by chance heard the local radio report. He had twitched. Now he wanted to know when, who, how and who again. When had the body been found? Who had found it? How did it die? Who was it?


It was gone nine. There had been no mention of it at his morning news conference. That was at twenty to eight. There had been no mention because none of his staff knew about it. But that could wait. The first edition was due off in forty-five minutes. That could not wait. Dover did not like being scooped, especially by local radio. In his book, local radio’s idea of a scoop was to get the date right. This was Bath. His city. Not theirs. The news editor had every spare reporter working on it. She had just tried the police again. Dover’s eyebrows niggled behind his spectacles.


‘Well? What are they saying?’


Jessie Wright shook her head.


‘Nothing. Said there’s nothing to tell. They’ll have a statement later.’


‘How later?’


‘Soon as they have something to say.’


The man at the head of the desk nodded. Typical police.


‘Shit.’


Most agreed. Only he said it. The deputy editor sometimes said things like that. Not often. He was a slight, earnest figure; Decision Maker, it said on his confidential file. He scrubbed at his dark, close-cropped hair and said it again.


‘Shit. Who told the Beeb, then?’


The news editor shrugged.


‘Don’t know. Hughie’s gone down there. But the last we heard the whole place is taped off.’


The editor gazed in the air. Instinct was as annoying as a whining midge in a darkened bedroom. His instinct said this was wrong.


‘Which one was it?’


The news editor didn’t look up. She was scribbling a Must Do list.


‘Cross Bath.’


‘But that’s just round the corner.’


The deputy shook his head. He did most things by head movements.


‘Not for him, it isn’t.’


Dover would not interfere. He was not that sort of editor. He would nudge and glide. He was much older than all but a couple of his staff. He had seen it. Most of it. His job was to make sure they did. The deputy was tapping away at a terminal. Dover’s voice was quiet.


‘You pulling it together?’


The other man nodded. Hardly anything to pull together. But there’d be enough. Basic fact. Scene-of-crime colour. Probably a picture of the area. Couple of quotes from locals. A couple of lines from the nick. Maybe something else from headquarters. It would be enough for the county edition. It was good there was no colour run in the paper that morning. They could hang on until the last moment.


A reporter had been calling the police-line. She had nothing to tell the desk. The police were playing out a recorded message like some well-Organized kidnapper. The girl had not expected much more. Dover scratched at his belly. Once there would have been a senior officer prepared to brief them. On background, of course. No one gets dropped in the clag that way. Now it was all centralized. A press desk the other side of Bristol. Fat lot they knew. Get to the office. Put the coffee on. What’s in the papers? How did City do last night? Parrot’s sick again. Wasn’t the traffic bloody atrocious. Civilians, all of them, civilians. Civilians still with the taste of marmalade at that time of the morning. So no one knew anything until hours after the event. So much for streamlining. He made a mental note to mention it to the Chief Constable that evening. Again. The girl was waiting. Loitering. Brushing at the dusty fronds of a forlorn fern. A sense of urgency would not hurt. He nodded his thanks and she went back to her desk.


The newsroom carried on. Why not? It was just a death. Not even the Mayor. Nowadays they liked good news first. The agenda had changed. But. The editor sighed and looked about. There wasn’t much that could be done. People, mostly youngsters, at their desks. Busy. The place was filthy. No point in being houseproud in a newsroom. From the ceiling, the dangle of power lines hanging from the cobweb of electricity supplies kept the green screens lit. Writers and sub-editors made them dance with paragraphs and headings. But the electricity kept itself to the desk-top displays. The room was tense because there was not much time. Lose ten minutes and they would lose a hundred readers. In London, they’d laugh at that. In Bath, they cursed.


Dover stopped scratching and rubbed instead. His scratching had been too aggressive. He turned towards his room. Then stopped. His deputy looked up.


‘Well?’


The older man squinted through his glasses. Calm. Perfectly calm. Outside.


‘Ask the police if they suspect foul play.’


‘They won’t tell us.’


‘Ask them anyway.’


*


Hilary James had not heard the morning news. Her husband had. Hilary James never listened to the news. Never watched it. Never read it. The news had nothing to do with her. Why should it? She was neither a politician nor poor. So now she lay back in her morning bath as she did at this time every morning. She bathed three times each day. There was a lot to wash away. The bathroom was ivory but mostly mirrors. Hilary James cared to see herself. She watched for the slightest wrinkle, the slightest sign that her body might be catching up with her age. There were few signs. She knew each one and made sure no one else did. She lifted one long leg in the air and sighted along its slender lines as a stalker might measure a stag. She knew they were good legs. Hilary James liked her body. Slowly she rose from the water. The light froth clung here and there. An exotic dancer slinking from a stage pool. It was a game she played. Cleopatra, she imagined. She stretched and was pleased the way her body lifted in response. She turned. Admired herself in four mirrors and dropped her head back and smiled at the ceiling mirrors exaggerating her full breasts. She stepped out and onto the pile of soft towels and switched on the drier. She had found it in Rome. A tall mirror with channels all round its ivory frame. She watched and turned as the hot air gently blew away beads of water and the dampness as, legs apart, she swayed before her illuminated reflection. Montague James heard the gentle roar of the drier as he passed her closed door. He smiled at the Filipino girl who waited to empty his wife’s bath and collect towels and cloths while her mistress, once gently oiled, dressed next door. In the drawing-room, James’s smile, no longer needed, was put away and he picked up the ivory handset and dialled an unlisted number.


‘Explanation?’


He gazed through the window at a peaceful city. His face barely wrinkled at his annoyance.


‘Not satisfactory.’


The answer was short. Unsatisfactory.


‘I want to know. It is essential.’


He listened for perhaps six or seven seconds. He had heard what he had expected. The anger was deep. He put down the receiver as if it were not and without bidding goodbye. He thought it quite unnecessary.
















Three





James Leonard had pushed his bicycle the last few yards up the hill to lean it against the wall of the small bakery he fancied in narrow Broad Street. On impulse he had bought a gingerbread man. He’d dropped it in his canvas satchel, said goodbye to the girl who appeared more buxom than ever, and now, with his haul slung across his back, was pedalling slowly past the old Empire Hotel.


At the lights he stopped. He did not mind. He was in no hurry. He rarely hurried, not nowadays. There had been nights long before in the loneliness of the orphanage when he had hurried from one dream to another. In the mornings he would try to remember, but never did. Never could. They were not those sort of dreams.


An elderly man who had been standing with his wife at the kerb started to cross, then changed his mind. Started again. Lost his grip on his wife’s arm and stepped back onto the pavement. He stumbled, angry at his age. He stared at Leonard, then glanced up at the red light. The light was about to change when the man asked Leonard if he knew where the Royal Crescent was. The man’s arms were scrawny. So was his voice. Mid-Western. Maybe Arkansas. They were both wearing powder blue and the man a white cotton cap. Leonard was surprised they did not know Royal Crescent. He assumed that was the sort of thing Americans would know, instinctively. It took some explaining. They produced a tourist map. She pointed to the grand curve of Ionic memorial to John Wood the Younger. Leonard nodded, smiled and explained that, although on the map it looked miles away, it was not. When he said so, the man smiled. She did not. She looked doubtful. Probably thought her husband a fool. And Leonard. All men. The couple were in their late seventies, maybe older, grotesquely preserved. He with black blotches on his withered face. She with a tuck and lifted glare and determined to see everything. She wore new boating shoes with leather laces bunched in stiff bows. She did not believe his directions. Leonard did not care. Eventually, and when the couple started to argue in front of him, Leonard said that if they went to the abbey, turned right and kept walking until they came to the T-junction, they would then see signs to the left. The man thanked him. Called him sir. The woman did not. They went off and along the bridge, she looking back a couple of times and determined to ask someone with more authority than a cyclist wearing a three-piece tweed suit and brown leather boots on a warm June morning.


Leonard smiled to himself. It didn’t matter. Not now. He had time. They did not.


The lights changed for the third or fourth time and Leonard hitched his satchel into the small of his back and cycled across into Pierpoint and coasted along Manvers Street until he came to an ugly three-storey building opposite an electrical goods discount store. Instead of stopping outside he swung to the left and down the slope to the basement courtyard. The security gates were supposed to be shut across the ramp. They weren’t. Never were. In the yard, dusty cars dumped for weeks on end blocked everything but the walker and Leonard chained his green cycle to a crooked and rusted wing mirror, put his pump in his satchel and crossed to a small blue scratched and gashed door in the corner of the yard. A man coming out nodded, held it for him, saving him the bother of remembering that month’s door code. Leonard climbed the tatty biscuit stone backstairs to the first floor. There were a few people about. No one said good morning. He went into his office, a tiny outer room with a radiator and an aluminium-framed dirty window overlooking the discount store, and sat behind the only desk. He thought about some coffee, then decided to save the gingerbread man for later. From a bottom drawer he took three green cardboard files. Each was marked New Management Strategy. He flopped them in front of him and again thought about coffee. He was close to making up his mind and was sitting back, hands clasped behind his neck, when a short, dark-haired woman in a black skirt and white blouse appeared in the open doorway.


‘Ah, there you are, sir. I was trying to get you on your bleeper.’


Leonard looked at the gingerbread bag. He looked up and returned her smile.


‘It doesn’t work.’


‘No, sir.’


He smiled. It never had. He hummed tunelessly and lifted the edge of the paper bag. The gingerbread smelled good.


‘And?’


The woman didn’t like him. He unnerved her. She felt safe with red-blooded and suggestive comments from the man who usually sat behind Leonard’s desk.


‘Well, sir. The boss was looking for you. Could you pop along?’


‘Now?’


‘I think so, sir.’


Then she was gone. Leonard sighed and put the gingerbread man back in his satchel and headed back along the corridor to the large corner office. One sign said SUPERINTENDENT; the other, COMMANDER Superintendent Stainger was one and the same. Senior officer in the Central Police Station, or CPS as it was known in the constabulary, and also Commander of the police district. CPS was the only station in Bath. If it happened, then it happened here.


Stainger was not a huge policeman. He was a stocky, solid man with a twice-broken nose and thick black short back and sides. He had played rugby union in Scotland, first at his high school and then at Edinburgh. He had a much younger brother, a famous three-quarter. The Superintendent looked battered enough for outsiders to think it was he who had thrilled the crowds. No one ever asked the brother if he were the policeman. When he spoke, the accent was there, but an untuned ear might not have placed it north of the border. It was that sort of family. Now he nodded to the chair and tapped the blotter with a polished steel paperknife. Leonard sat with one ankle resting on his left knee, polishing his spectacles on a green silk handkerchief. Stainger eyed the other man’s brown dull boots and mentally shook his head in disbelief. He sighed.


‘What d’you know about the crusty?’


Leonard blinked as furiously as a naval telegraphist’s Aldis. Alarums. Why should he know anything?


‘The …?’


‘The crusty. Come on, our body of the month.’


‘You mean the vagrant.’


Stainger was easily annoyed.


‘Listen, don’t tell me what I mean. I mean the C-R-U-S-T-Y, the crusty. What d’you know?’


‘Only what I heard on the wireless. He or she was found in one of the baths.’


Stainger looked up sharply. Was Leonard trying to be clever? He had known him for four months. He could never tell.


‘He or she?’


‘The news report did not say whether it was a man or a woman.’


Stainger had heard the report. Had not noticed. Yet instinctively, as with most things Leonard said, Stainger believed him.


‘Male. About twenty. That’s about it for the moment.’


Leonard was blinking again. The most obvious point was missing. He had loosened his waistcoat and now he hurried on and rubbed at his spotlessly clean spectacles with his tie. He looked up, still rubbing.


‘Excepting one thing.’


Stainger nodded.


‘Right. Murdered.’


‘Sure?’


‘He was done over. Not very nice, I’m told. He could have died after that, in which case it isn’t necessarily a big one, manslaughter, but it’s still pretty rough. Same to us. We’re not in the business of deciding. Just finding.’


Stainger was in his shirtsleeves. His superintendent’s crowns firm on his broad shoulders. He swung in his executive high-backed chair and glared at the wall of shields, trophies and honours and then back at Leonard.


‘I want you to handle this.’


He waited for Leonard’s reaction. Silence. Just a furious blink. Stainger pointed the paperknife at the wall behind Leonard. The wall-chart made good reading in what Stainger called daylight. Ram-raiding and thieving he could handle. If this turned out to be a full-blown murder hunt, then officers including the halt and the lame looked thin. It took at least forty men and women to make up a murder team.


‘You’ve seen where we are. I’m down two inspectors out of six and this one has senior officer written on it. It’s got to be you. Thank God it wasn’t a kiddie.’


‘Why?’


‘I’d have had to take it on myself. The wee folk rate a superintendent. Crusties get a senior inspector. You. That’s the way we work here. You’ll find out.’


Leonard had found out quite a lot since the day six months ago when he had arrived in Bath.


Officially he was on secondment. Avon and Somerset Constabulary was going through a major restructuring exercise thanks to the destructive notions of a commission of inquiry and a Secretary of State with a record of causing havoc at whichever ministry he entered. The problem for the constabulary was that it had been ahead of the political game. The Chief Constable had made his own changes. Chief inspectors had gone. The rank of detective had gone. CID was simply a plain-clothed version of everyone else.


Stainger had been one of the brains behind the scheme. He wanted to make sure that CID lost its elitist identity before it thought it was above the law. It had happened elsewhere. The result had been detectives using their own methods to get convictions at almost any cost. When it had all surfaced, the police were discredited, the job harder than ever. Stainger and the Chief Constable had seen the signs and altered direction. So, although Leonard had been a detective chief inspector in his own constabulary, here in Bath he was officially an inspector.


None of this should have been Leonard’s problem. There had been another place. A place in which the most terrible violence and the most questionable methods had left a trail almost impossible to disguise. The irony was that Leonard’s background was exactly what Stainger was trying to avoid. Stainger did not know what had gone on. No one in the force did. It had been hushed up at the highest Whitehall level. But blood stains. There had been much blood in what became known as The Madrigal Case. But Leonard had not been the leading actor in the drama. He had been swept along the bloody stream. A combination of this, a single friend at court and the fact that he knew so much had saved him. But he was still a problem with no safe pigeon loft. So, when, at a conference of chief constables, Avon and Somerset had mentioned they wanted an outsider to redraw the wiring diagram of the Bath police, Leonard’s senior officer had eagerly offered Leonard’s services. Leonard, with his academic background and legal training, looked, on paper at least, the ideal man to process buff folder after buff folder until the new structure fell into place.


The Superintendent had never wanned to Leonard. It was not a matter of liking or disliking. It was something that Stainger could not place. Leonard was not objectionable. He did not cause trouble. He was clearly good at the job he had been brought in to do. His analytical mind had swept through the dross of administration in half the time Stainger had anticipated. His questions had always been discreet and pertinent. But to Stainger it was simply that Leonard was not a person to warm to. Stainger liked to know where he stood with his officers. Leonard did not let anyone in.


Most of all, to Stainger, Leonard did not look like a copper. Slim, almost thin. Gingery curly hair. Round spectacles. Scratchy tweed and the brown scuffed boots of an Edwardian baker’s boy. Most of all, Leonard was a loner. The canteen, for example, was a small, cramped room. Yet the couple of times Leonard had gone in he had managed to be by himself in the crowd. The story was that when he joined the force they had called him the professor. He looked the part. But it had not lasted. Leonard had never been popular enough for a nickname to stick.


Stainger did not like loners. They were unpredictable because you couldn’t catch the signs. In Stainger’s book, a loner spelled trouble. Stainger did not want trouble. The fact that no one talked about Leonard’s past meant it had to be full of trouble. A dead crusty could not, must not, mean trouble. He said so.


‘Should be straight up and down. Probably one of the brothers. Argument over drugs. Something like that.’


‘We know he was doing something.’


‘They’re all doing something. Crack. Smoking. You know.’


‘What about this one?’


Stainger looked at his paperknife.


‘Well, nothing yet.’


‘Then why should I know if you don’t?’


Stainger shifted. A bell was ringing somewhere in his mind. He did not like it.


‘Look. This is straightforward, as far as we know. OK?’


Leonard said nothing. He started to hum to himself. Hardly a sound. But still a hum. Stainger got up and stretched and walked to the window. The public car park was half-empty but his officers could not find a space in their own. In ten minutes he was due to hold a meeting about personnel problems. He wanted Leonard to go. Get on with it. Bath did not have murders. Had not had one in a decade. He should be handling this himself. Thanks to reorganization he could not. He did not want trouble.


‘Look, James. This is not Crime City Inc. Get on with this one, tidy it up, get a nick, then we can all get on with life. You know, boring old files.’


The hum was softer. But it was there. Leonard would have sooner stuck to his files.


‘Who’ve I got?’


Stainger told him. He wondered how Leonard would get on with his sergeant.
















Four





Leonard was glad to be out. He thought about his bicycle but left it chained to the beaten-up Ford. Instead he walked towards the abbey. The late-morning sun was already scorching the pavements. Bath was airless. Leonard thought of his quiet stroll along the towpath the previous evening. The chilled wine when he returned. The pages of Sassoon and the sounds in his mind all night of the poet’s wretched war as sister steel stabbed at his sleeplessness. He did not want this.


He had come to Bath to restructure an impersonal system. Maybe even his own. His files were orderly. Safe. Lines and columns. Redesigning forms. That was why he was here. Safety in numbers. Safety with Manual General Numbers. Form MG . File Front Sheet. Tick If Attached. Custody Remand. Plea File ABB. Plea File Full. File For Summary Trial. File For Committal. If Available. Requires Typing. File Boring. File Escape. File Forget.


The spiteful snarl of a septuagenarian brought him back. The sour-faced American woman was side-on to him, peering at the menu in the window of Sally Lunn’s. Five hundred years of bun- and teacake-making did not impress the Arkansas matron. She was taking it out on her husband. They’d crossed the goddam Atlantic. Paid goddam too much to the goddam railroad company running out of London. And hell, look at the goddam prices. What the goddam hell did these people think she was? Something out of the Lease Lend Program? Her husband did not like her when she spiked like this. He needed the John. He glanced away from the menu he did not understand, peered at Leonard and seemed to recognize him. Seemed was enough and he smiled. He looked tired. Leonard wondered if they had found the Royal Crescent. He hoped for the husband’s sake that they had.


He crossed the shopping precinct and dodged a ragbag of travellers. One of the dogs snapped at another and its owner yanked on the rough string lead and, for good measure, kicked it in the ribs. The mongrel, perhaps numb, perhaps used to being kicked, did not yelp but cowered at their laughter. One of them, a fire-eater from Glastonbury, was laying out a mat and charred stick ends, all set to earn from the small crowd and onlookers that milled up from Bath Street.


About halfway down, yellow tape criss-crossed the road. Leonard started to take out his identification card, but the constable, whom Leonard did not recognize, let him through with a solemn nod.


The body was gone. Someone had drawn a thick chalk outline. A blob. Policemen, and one woman, were searching the narrow flagstone pavement and nooks of the high walls about the steaming water. There was no conversation.


A short, grey-haired, muscly man looked up from a notebook and waved as Leonard went through the wooden doorway into the open bath. Inspector Ray Lane was one of the few people Leonard had got to know and the only person who had got to know Leonard. Not long promoted, Lane had returned to Bath after two years in Bristol. There had been two commendations. He kept them in his drawer. He did not smile much but when he did it was the real thing and usually showed up enough scar tissue to make a prize fighter’s mother wince. Stainger had once said that Lane slept in his face, but it was said with affection.


‘You just missed the star of the show. Doc’s looked him over. Well dead.’


‘Where is he now?’


‘Royal United. That’s where they all go.’


Lane paused, looking closely at Leonard’s twitching lower lip.


‘That all right? Seemed no point in hanging about.’


Leonard shrugged. Looked about him.


‘What’s the time?’


Lane was wearing a thick, black diver’s watch. He was not a diver but it stood up to rough treatment. He called it his Bristol watch.


‘Eleven-forty-five. Why?’


‘Thought it would have gone long ago. No?’


‘Home Office pathologist had to come over from Cardiff. Nearest one’s got his leg in plaster. You’ll meet him. Nice man. Don’t mention rugby. Not even at this time of the year. “We wuz robbed, boyo.” Know what I mean?’


Leonard did not. In Bath, rugby union was bigger than soccer. Leonard liked watching cricket, preferably from a deck chair through half-closed eyes. He looked at the chalk line, then at the scene of crime team.


‘Anything?’


Lane shook his head.


‘Nothing you couldn’t get on a postcard. Male. Twentyish. That’s about it. No weapon. No bangs. No knife. No nothing. Face down. Just there. But nasty.’


Lane pointed to the chalk lines. By the side of the pool.


In the middle, hot mineral spring gushed out just as the Celts had known it would. The dead had been here before. Leonard stared at the outline. Tried to imagine a man. Instead, a long oblong blob. Face down? One leg bent. A blob climbing a sheer mountain side. A blob without a name.


‘Who was he?’


Lane didn’t know. Someone did. Leonard was cleaning his spectacles. He nodded over his shoulder in the direction of the open grille in the wall.


‘What about his friends? They know him?’


‘Maybe. They say no.’


Leonard hissed and hummed and walked to the side of the Roman bath. The steam was too theatrical.


‘This genuine?’


Lane laughed.


‘D’you mean does it come straight off the mains? A con?’


Leonard nodded. Most things were. Lane joined him.


‘Real all right. This used to be marshland. Steam everywhere. Real horror-movie stuff.’


‘I thought it was Roman.’


‘No. Donkey’s years before the wops. It’s the real thing.’


Leonard glanced down at the chalk outline.


‘And this?’


‘Real? I think so.’


‘Who found him?’


‘Some woman. Customs and Excise. They’ve got an office down by the bus station.’


‘What was a civil servant doing out at that time of the morning?’


Lane shook his head. He had wondered. He would ask her.


A tall, elegant man approached through the arch. He was in his late twenties. Dark-blue three-button suit. Summerweight. Pricey. It all came together. The tie, the shirt, the shoes, the pocket handkerchief, the styled, not cut, hair. The tan exaggerated his smile. Very pricey. Lane sucked his teeth. Wiped a summer cold with the back of his hand. The other man stopped, turned up the smile. Put out a strong hand in Leonard’s direction.


‘Hello, sir. We’ve not met. Somers-Barclay. I’m your sergeant on this one.’


Leonard looked at the hand. The dangling gold bracelet. He hummed and turned back to the chalk.


‘Who says murder?’


Lane grinned at Somers-Barclay. The younger man was put out, but would not show it. The Inspector liked Leonard.


‘Until we get to the coroner, I suppose no one. But the doc said he wasn’t sure how. Fully clothed, see? But there were enough signs to say it was violent.’


Somers-Barclay had recovered.


‘Perhaps we could go over to the Royal United, sir.’


Leonard nodded as if considering the idea. He was rubbing at his glasses again. Same green silk handkerchief. He slipped the wire arms over his ears. He had to look up to the Sergeant.


‘How did he get in here?’


Somers-Barclay waved at the white wood doors.


‘Pretty simple, sir. Through there, I imagine.’


‘Why simple?’


‘Only way in. More or less.’


Leonard looked to the wall. Ten, twelve feet?


‘Ladder?’


‘I suppose …’


‘Were the outside doors open then?’


‘Well …’


‘Were they locked when he was found?’


Lane tapped his book.


‘Nope. It’s locked most of the time. There’s a custodian. The lock’s simple, galvanized padlock. Clasp. Take it off with a lolly stick.’


Somers-Barclay was eyeing the door which opened through to the outer double doors.


‘So we need to know if anyone heard anything. Right.’


It was not a question.


Leonard was looking at the high wall and the uniform blob. He searched Somers-Barclay’s face. It was an honest face. Open. Bright even. Leonard wondered. He started to hum. Somers-Barclay would have liked to place the music. He was wasting his time. Stainger was right. Leonard really was a loner. He even had his own music.


‘Why?’


‘Well, the breaking in, sir.’


‘What if they had keys?’


‘Then why break the lock, sir?’


Leonard turned away. Lane answered for him.


‘To make it look as if they didn’t have the keys. Gottit, dimbo?’


Somers-Barclay looked suitably enlightened.


‘Oh. Right.’


Not that bright. Leonard nodded a friendly farewell to Lane and started back towards Bath Street, but turned left. Somers-Barclay fell in step.


‘Where to, sir?’


Leonard carried on walking. He was heading through a back lane. Didn’t want to play with the crowd and fire-eaters.


‘Find out who had keys to that place.’


‘Inspector Lane said it was the custodian.’


‘He said there is a custodian. Not the same thing, is it?’


‘No, sir.’


‘Find every key to that place and who has touched them, or even seen them in the past month.’


Leonard stopped. Somers-Barclay was smiling again. Leonard wished that he would not.


‘And then I’ll see you at the Royal United at two-thirty. I’ll want to see the body.’


‘The crusty.’


‘The body.’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘And look out for a dumped rucksack, duffle bag, something like that. OK?’


‘Any particular reason, sir?’


‘There wasn’t one there.’


Somers-Barclay was a good policeman, but this quiet, strange man had speeded up. He’d got away from him.


‘Where, sir?’


‘In the bath. Inspector Lane would have said if there had been one. We’d have been through it. There wasn’t one.’


‘I see.’


Leonard doubted it.


‘If he’s what everyone says he is, then he doesn’t have much. He travels light. Mm. They keep themselves in a bag. There wasn’t one. Mm? Who he is, what he is, is in a bag somewhere. Find it.’


‘But he could be in a squat. Somewhere like Hampton Row. Beckford Gardens. Anywhere.’


Leonard had started off again. He was speaking over his shoulder.


‘There’s no such place as anywhere. Everything and everyone is somewhere. The keys and his bag.’


‘Where will you be, sir? If I need you, that is.’


‘Lunch.’


And he was gone. Into the next lane, leaving the tiny street empty except for the elegant Somers-Barclay.
















Five





Leonard stumped on through the back streets. His head was down. He was thinking. Stainger had said to be quick before some other crusty went the same way. No fuss, Stainger had said. Probably straightforward. Leonard did not think so. Unless there was blood in a doorway, this was not straightforward. He hummed nothing in particular and thought in particular. The blob had been too neat. Could blobs be neat? The body had been arranged. Placed. From the chalk marks, the wall, the door, whoever he was had not come to die. Who did? Depended on what you took for a living? Leonard had stooped at the outer door. No wrenched paintwork. He did not need a large magnifying glass and a gasp of admiration from Ray Lane to see that. Could have been killed in the bath and then arranged. But how? Why so neat?


Leonard did not like murder investigations. Mostly they were quick. Domestic arguments. Someone in the family. Husband, wife, boyfriend, lover, mistress. He did not like them because of the undercurrents. He did not like the cruel gash across the face of a family which had once loved. To Leonard, violence in something so precious as a family was unbearable. Procedures were supposed to protect people like Leonard. They never did. Better to be alone with his instincts than crowded by procedures. A very correct inspector had told the young Detective Constable Leonard that policework was about choices. So, he had said, there had to be procedures; otherwise the policeman became judge or, worse still, mourner. One day he, Leonard, would have to choose. On the outside it was just as miserable. Just as lonely. For now, he would stay. He would always be alone. But he would stay. He understood aloneness. Liked it. Hated loneliness.


In Florence, he had been alone. Then, one day, he had met a barrister and his family. Dined in their house high in the Tuscan hills. In London, the barrister had welcomed him once more. He became a pupil. But then disillusioned. He thought the law corrupt. The law worked by the fee not the cause. Leonard had been young enough to believe there was no such thing as cheap justice. Only cheap law. They had smiled and had said there was always legal aid. They knew you got what you paid for. He had not smiled and had returned to Florence.


One quiet morning there had been love. When that love perished he left. Had returned. But not to the cream-painted chambers and the Temple’s smug safety. He had joined the police. Not in London. Another escape. In Sussex, they had given him uniform and shoes and a hat. All had been his size, perfectly so. None had fitted him. The CID took him in, fed him on irregular hours and not a little freedom. He was not a policeman naturally inclined to the feel of a villain’s collar, but he had the wit and logic which allowed others to do so. While his superiors thought of his future, he thought of his past. He remained a loner. They said it would come to no good. It had come to no good.


In his thoughts, he tripped on the uneven cobbles and kerb. Somewhere above him a clock chimed. And in his subconscious a clapper agitated a nagging instinct. Why was everyone so relaxed? Bath had not had a murder in a decade. Then why so relaxed? Because it was a traveller? Did not matter? Or because it did? Stainger had told him to clear up. No fuss. No need for that.


At the top of Queen Square he turned right and, in George Street, stopped for hayfever tablets, swallowed one and slipped the packet into his waistcoat pocket. He would be fine until the morning. He tapped a finger on a basement railing and wondered about a glass of wine below. At the antique market he wondered about an Afghan rug. Too much. One day. Not this one. A short walk full of incident, of everyday people, everyday lives getting on with every day while a stranger lay ready for the pathologist’s knife and saw.


At the top of the lane he turned left and into Woods.


Selsey was standing by the bar. It was early, but the inner rooms were already busy. He was thinking about evening menus. Or should have been.


Selsey had a problem. He had broken the habit of a lifetime and got involved with flat racing. Mistake. Selsey, as everyone in racing knew, was a National Hunt man. Had been since the days he had run a book in the school dormitory. That had been his second term, which was about right because in the Selsey family the second of everything was into racing. His grandfather had been a bookmaker, long before the days of licensed betting shops. His mother said that the second son in the family was always a gambler. It was true. But Selsey would never have bet on it. Because Selsey was not that sort of gambler. He only backed horses. He did not flutter on the Boat Race, the Cup Final or even Miss World. Selsey, like his grandfather, was a proper racing man. In his family that meant over the sticks. Cheltenham on that big week. Wincanton on a bitter cold day surrounded by farmers. A proper place for a hip flask. Proper racing, he would tell anyone who listened. Most would when he talked.


He saw Leonard come in and sit, not in the restaurant but where he sat most lunchtimes. In the front, in the corner by the window. A table for two if neither made much mess. For Leonard, who never made any mess, a table for one. Selsey took across an already-open bottle of white wine and two glasses and sat down.


‘You look glum.’


Leonard glanced at him. Selsey was nearly smiling. He was always nearly smiling. At his own funeral he would be wearing a grin just coming up. Now with his thick dark hair over his eyes he had a look that said he had a story to tell. Selsey usually had a story to tell. Leonard sensed a story.


‘Glum? No, that’s you. Have a look in the mirror.’


Selsey let the grin through. He poured the wine.


‘But I am, I am. The most terrible glum. The most terrible glum. Food?’


Leonard fancied an omelette. He liked eggs and ate too many. They’d cook him one though it wasn’t on the menu. On the blackboard it said duck and something in cherries. It said wonderful things about fillet of pork. It said sea bass in a special way. They’d cook him his eggs with herbs and then he would drink too much coffee. Small cups. Brown sugar. He sipped at the chilled wine.


‘So what’s the problem?’


Selsey shook his head in his own disbelief. When he spoke, it was softly. Maybe if he kept his voice down it wouldn’t be true. His problem would disappear.


‘I think I may have bought a horse.’


Leonard sniffed.


‘You told me you would never buy a horse.’


‘That’s right. That is exactly right.’


‘You’ve got a problem, then.’


‘Don’t tell me.’


Leonard polished his spectacles. Blinking all the while.


‘What sort of horse?’


Selsey looked heavenwards.


‘Not that simple.’


‘I thought horses were. Simple. So what happened?’


Selsey hunched his shoulders. The pain of it all was taking a superhuman effort. His ruddy face was in agony as reality and devilment vied for his affection.


‘You see, I’d had a couple yesterday. There’s a trainer in here and he says he’s got one going that’ll not bother to get up until three minutes before the start and then he’ll walk it by half the course.’


‘You mean he told you he’s got a winner on his hands?’


Selsey nodded. He was warming to the tale.


‘Winner? This one, according to him, that is, could sit on the rails as a backmarker and trot to the front any time he wants to.’


‘So?’


‘Well, we have a few more. And apparently, apparently, I promise you, I say that if he’s that good I’ll put a few on him and, if he wins me something, then I’ll buy a horse from him.’


‘Rash.’


‘Rash? Rubbish! I was pissed.’


‘And he’ll hold you to it?’


The restaurateur looked offended. He was.


‘No, I will. I said I would. That means, well, it means I’ll have to.’


Leonard laughed. The first time that day.


‘If it wins.’


‘Right.’


‘Well, if it does, then you’ll be able to afford it.’


It was Selsey’s turn to laugh. The humour, though, was hard to pin down.


‘You know how much one of these beasts costs? Go on. You know how much? Maybe one, two, hundred thousand. Then you have to do something with it. They eat their heads off and it costs half the national debt to keep it training. No, James lad, not my league. Anyway, it wouldn’t be a jumper.’


One of the girls brought his omelette. She was very pretty. The black skirt was very short. He watched her go. Stainger would have been surprised. He picked up a fork.


‘When’s the great day?’


‘Week today.’


‘And no way out of it?’


‘I could put on some big money. Which I haven’t got. Mind you, I could always get myself bumped off. It’s very fashionable. Especially in the Roman bidet.’


Leonard stopped chewing.


‘You know about it?’


‘Only heard this morning.’


‘It only happened this morning.’


‘That would explain it.’


Leonard put down his fork. Wiped his mouth with a white napkin.


‘Come on. What do you hear?’


Selsey spent his life listening, telling and racing and, when he had time, running the best restaurant in the city.


‘Nothing. Well, hardly nothing. I heard there’d be one or two of Bath’s finest wetting themselves. But you know how it is.’


Leonard shook his head.


‘No. I don’t. Who’s saying this?’


‘Oh, there’s nothing sinister, your honour. Nothing at all. The freemen and aldermen scare easily, you know. This town runs on tourism. Find some poor bastard face down in your main attraction and the coaches carry on to Cornwall. Especially if it’s a crusty.’


‘Why “especially”?’


‘The poor always ye have. All right for the gospel to know that, but it doesn’t go down too well in this place. Law-abiding  Bath. Built by the rich for the rich, lived in by the rich, toured by the rich. The fat cats around here don’t like beggars at the gates of their monuments and shop fronts. If anyone’s going to rip off tourists then let it be done through the members of the Chamber of Commerce, not some sponging refugee from Glastonbury.’


Selsey grinned. He was an honest man. Kind when others were cruel because it might be easier. He wasn’t a cynic. Leonard knew this. They liked each other. Leonard was eating again.


‘You still haven’t told me who said this.’


‘No one exactly said anything. Look, James lad, is this official?’


‘No. I’m running the inquiry. But no. Just you and I.’


‘Not me?’


Leonard smiled.


‘If you wish. So, tell me a little.’


‘Nothing much. You know the publicity woman? Patsy Bush?’


Leonard did not. Selsey was surprised. She was the sort of high-powered woman he detested and who knew everyone. He figured she probably knew Leonard’s boss. She did. Selsey shrugged and waved at a pretty woman crossing from Saville Row. Selsey knew a lot of pretty women. Most of them knew him.


‘Patsy Bush? She’s the city’s mouthpiece. You know, give it a good name? As if it hadn’t got one. Waste of money, if you ask me.’


‘Go on.’


‘Well, she was in this morning. About something else. And she mentioned it, that’s all. Said it was bad for the image. Me, I said it was bad for the poor bastard. She just said it was a pity they let them back in.’


‘What did that mean?’


The door opened and the woman entered. Selsey waved again and called for another glass and a bottle, and she came over. Selsey had escaped. His instincts did not easily take to a friend being a policeman. This was beginning to be one of those moments. Selsey opened both arms with all the warmth of a baptist preacher.


‘You know each other?’


They did not. They each said so at the same time. They each laughed. Selsey laughed loudest.


‘Harriet Bowles, James Leonard. James Leonard, Harriet Bowles.’


Selsey poured wine. The other two said hello.


‘Harriet is a paper-maker. Melincourt. You know, special paper? Outrageous prices?’


Leonard knew the shop. There were two or three in Bath. Melincourt was tucked away. A side-street off a side-street. He wondered how it survived. She smiled easily at Selsey and handed him a package.


‘Then you shouldn’t be so vain. Here you are. Two days early.’


Selsey was a good customer. He liked the best. It was a good recommendation. She turned to Leonard but Selsey started to tell her the tale of his impending financial ruin at the hands of a trainer with a good memory. While Selsey talked and she listened, Leonard watched her.


Harriet Bowles could only be English. The soft brown hair, the slightly rounded, lightly tanned face. Not glamorous. But something. Yes, very English. Knew what sensible shoes were, even if she never wore them. She was perhaps early thirties, tallish and for a few years more would turn husbands’ heads and make less than confident wives snarl. When she moved, so did the brilliant white cotton shirt. A man’s shirt. She moved. Caught him looking. Leonard wondered if he had blushed. He might have done.


‘You’re visiting Bath?’


Selsey grinned. This was fun. He poured more wine. He was about to say something, but Leonard got in first.


‘I work here. For the moment.’


 ‘I’m sorry. Yet another of Selsey’s friends from his cupboard.’


Selsey’s surname came easily. Leonard could not remember anyone calling him by his first name.


‘James lad is a lunchtime acquaintance. Isn’t that right?’


Leonard nodded. He had taken off his clean glasses once more. The silk handkerchief was out. She wondered why this man seemed so comfortable dressed for winter.


‘And, when you’re not listening to nonsense from Selsey, what brings you to Bath?’


Her voice said too many cigarettes and too many late nights smoking them. It wasn’t what her complexion and eyes said.


‘I’m a policeman.’


There was, in the old manual of police interrogation, a chapter on Dislocation of Expectancies. In that chapter are ploys and schemes to dislocate a villain’s confidence and so score points that when added will bring about his breakdown and his confession. There is nothing in the book about a quietly lovely woman in a fashionable Bath restaurant in June being told by a tweed-suited man in his late thirties or even early forties, rubbing a pair of rimless spectacles with a green silk handkerchief while humming under his breath, that he is a policeman.


Harriet Bowles sipped her wine.


‘A policeman. I see.’


Leonard hurred on one lens, rubbed and then hooked the wire arms over his ears.


‘Yes.’


‘And what do you police?’


Selsey chuckled and clinked the bottle against the rim of her glass.


‘He is, Harriet my love, as you can see by the heavy disguise, a detective. And so be careful. Anything you may say may be taken down and forgotten instantly.’


The three laughed. Leonard not loudly. Selsey continued.


‘And, I have to say, I have never seen him, nor do I know anyone who has seen him, doing his detecting thing. Is that right?’


Leonard sighed. Took a sip. Murder seemed far away. He had to leave.


‘Where do I find Miss Bush?’


Harriet Bowles looked amused. Selsey answered.


‘Just across from your body, my son. Opposite the Colonnades, God rest their bankrupt souls. She’s got an office there. It’s all very smart.’


Leonard got up. He went to the bar and gave the girl money. There weren’t that many left, she thought. Leonard had never had a credit card. He went back to the table to say goodbye. They were talking. Harriet Bowles put out a hand. The grip was strong.


‘So you’re finding out that Bath does things by numbers.’


‘I am?’


‘Account numbers, isn’t that so, Selsey?’


The other man nodded. He grinned up at Leonard.


‘She’s right, James lad. Damned right. You see, Bath has Austin Reed, Moss Bros, Liberty, Laura Ashley and Droopy and Brown, all within yards of each other. Now, Holmes, what does that tell us about this place?’


Leonard nodded. He understood. Harriet Bowles sipped and looked up.


‘And don’t forget, Mr Leonard, most of it’s old money. Old money means more than bank accounts. It means it owns everything, including the bank. Or thinks it does. I wish you luck.’


Leonard must have looked puzzled. She laughed.


‘You can’t have been here very long. We don’t have murders in Bath. It’s bad for the image.’


‘You’ve got one now.’


‘A vagrant, wasn’t he?’


Leonard nodded.


‘There you are, then. The worst kind of publicity. Right, Selsey?’


‘Right. Oh, just one word of warning, James lad. It’s very much Ms Bush, not Miss. But you’ll find out when you meet her.’
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