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Two men lay dead on a battlefield and one said ‘Hey!’


The other stayed silent.


‘I’m talking to you.’


There was no response.


‘You with the head wound.’


Now the other one stirred. ‘I’m dead,’ he said through his teeth like a ventriloquist.


‘Me, too. So?’


‘So we’re not supposed to talk.’


‘Get real. No one’s looking at us. The action is all over there.’


Both were in the royalist army commanded by Lord Hopton. The re-enactment of the Civil War battle for Bath had moved closer to the spectators, some distance from where the pikemen had first clashed, leaving the so-called dead and dying as background decorations. The setting was spectacular, high on Lansdown, seven hundred feet above the city of Bath and with views across three counties. Unconstrained by even a breath of wind, the July sun belted down, catching the flash of pike, sword and armour but overheating everyone.


The one who had spoken first was on his back on the turf and the other was face down two yards away. The stage blood on his head wound was drying. ‘Some of us had to fall, I was told.’


‘You’re new to this, aren’t you?’


‘My first time.’


‘I thought I hadn’t seen you before. You’re a mess.’


‘When I was given my uniform, the officer told me it’s expected for a new recruit to get killed at least once, so I came prepared with a bag of blood. I’m trying to look as if I took a shot to the head.’


‘I’ll go for that.’


‘You can have some if you like.’


‘No thanks. I’ll be up again soon. The reason I’m dead is that I want to cool off. I’m Dave, by the way.’


‘Rupert.’


They didn’t shake hands, seeing that they were supposed to be slain.


‘Rupert. For real?’


‘Of course.’ Rupert hesitated, then gave a forced grin. ‘Oh, I see. You thought the name was made up specially for this. Unfortunately, no. I’m stuck with it. Should we get up and join in again?’


‘You can if you want,’ Dave said. ‘I’m thirsty.’


‘It’s the armour, isn’t it? Makes one sweat.’


‘Fancy a can of lager?’


He smiled. ‘Don’t I just? I’d die for one – all over again.’


‘I got here early and put some by.’


‘Really?’ Rupert had raised his head off the ground.


‘It’s not far off.’


He didn’t hesitate long. ‘Which way?’


‘Follow me and keep your head down. Leave your pike. You can pick that up later.’ With that, Dave got up and with a stooping gait trotted further down the hill in the opposite direction from the fighting.


‘We look like deserters,’ Rupert called from close behind.


‘So what? You bet they had some in those days.’


Their raised voices caught the attention of a couple of women kneeling beside the wounded, but they were supposed to be camp followers giving comfort to their own, the despised parliamentarians.


‘See that fallen tree? That’s where it is.’


There was no question that they were breaking the rules by quitting the battlefield. Rupert had the sense not to mention any more of his anxieties to his new friend. With luck, no one had spotted them except the women. The spectators were massed behind ropes a few hundred yards away.


The fallen tree must have been blown down in one of the great storms of recent years. Its exposed root system, stark against the sky, formed a canopy ideal to hide under. They sank down in its shadow.


‘Should still be reasonably cool,’ Dave said. He burrowed in the earth and took out a can of Heineken and handed it to Rupert.


Rupert removed the ringpull and gulped some down. ‘This is a lifesaver.’


‘Brought you back to life for sure.’


Rupert laughed.


Dave raised his can. ‘To good King Charles.’


Rupert did the same. ‘The King, God bless him.’


Even though the lager wasn’t chilled it was bliss to drink. Dave explained that on battle days he usually found a spot where he could stow some away before anyone got there. ‘In weather like this you’ve got to look after yourself.’


‘I can see I’ve got a lot to learn,’ Rupert said.


‘I’m in the cavalry normally and we smuggle the odd tinny into our saddle holsters, but you can’t risk it as a pikeman. You wouldn’t get past the inspection.’


‘What are you doing on foot if you’re in the cavalry?’


Dave laughed. ‘Slumming. I’m a Captain of Horse.’


‘Wow.’


‘If you get a boil on your arse as I have, you don’t want to think about mounting a horse. Today I’m infantry and grateful for it.’


‘Some of the men have knapsacks, I noticed.’


‘That’s the first place an officer would look. If you were desperate you could stuff a tin down your breeches. I’d rather get here early and put down my own store.’


‘And you’re serious about joining in again?’


‘That’s why I’m in it, for the fighting. Aren’t you?’


‘Well, I’m a historian,’ Rupert said. ‘They had what they called a lecture day in October and I was invited to give a talk. I thought it would be interesting to come along and get a sense of what it’s like to re-enact a battle.’


‘And is it?’


‘Is it what?’


‘Anything like?’


Rupert the historian smiled. ‘Not if I’m brutally honest. This is put on mainly for the spectacle, so the audience has to have a view. The real point of interest in 1643 was Sir William Waller’s brilliant tactics.’


‘Waller? He’s the enemy.’


‘Yes, and in the real battle we outnumbered him by a couple of thousand, yet he moved his army in the night and outflanked us. When our side woke up, the parliamentarians had the high position along the top of Lansdown. You saw the little copse behind the Grenvile Monument?’


‘Yes.’


‘It wasn’t there in 1643. There were clumps of trees at either extreme, where some of Waller’s musketeers were deployed, but the main route of attack was a bare hillside. Our royalist army was on Freezing Hill, that one to the north. When we attacked we had to come down from there and fight our way uphill. We took a lot of casualties.’


‘But we saw them off.’


‘Finally, and at great cost. Not much of that is being shown here. I suppose a battle on a steep hillside wouldn’t work as a spectacle.’


‘Flat ground is better,’ Dave said, looking across the plateau of Lansdown to where the sound of the action continued. ‘Safer for the horses, too.’


‘And the scale is so different,’ Rupert said, his focus much more on the past. ‘We don’t have anything approaching the numbers they did. The royalist army had come up from the West Country under Sir Ralph Hopton’s command and they had upwards of six thousand men, against about four thousand defending Bath for the parliamentarians.’


‘Is that so?’ Dave said in a voice that was beginning to lose interest.


‘Yes, today’s turnout looks pathetic beside those figures. Hopton lost about three hundred in the real battle. I doubt if we started with that many this morning.’


‘This is only a minor muster,’ Dave said. ‘We do have bigger turn-outs.’


‘Each army had masses of artillery. According to the accounts, there was so much smoke from the cannon and muskets that they couldn’t see more than a few yards ahead.’


‘Hell on earth by the sound of it.’


‘Most battles were. A far cry from this little show.’


‘Stop knocking it. We go to a lot of trouble to get the uniforms right. You should see my cavalry gear. Hand sewn.’


Rupert smiled. ‘I was given mine on loan. I know the rules. If I carry on, I’m expected to supply my own.’


‘Quite right, too. And make sure you get the proper fabric. You’ll be inspected. Real leather belt and boots. All the weapons have to be accurate replicas.’


‘Firing blanks and thunderflashes.’


‘What do you expect?’ Dave said, increasingly put out. ‘I tell you, I wouldn’t be here if there were cannonballs flying about.’


Rupert smiled. ‘True.’


Dave said, ‘We’re putting on a show for the public, and we do the best we can with what we’ve got.’


‘The real thing wasn’t very satisfactory anyway. They fought to a standstill and nobody won on the day. You saw that drystone wall up to the left?’


‘Yeah.’


‘His musketeers used it as cover and held off the royalists until late in the evening. It’s known as Waller’s wall even to this day. If you look at it closely you can see where it’s been repaired, to fill the holes they made. When it was dark they slipped back to the city, leaving some burning tinder along the top to give the impression they were still camped there.’


‘You couldn’t re-enact that,’ Dave said. ‘Nobody would stay that long. Fancy another?’ He dug his hand into the loose soil again.


A shake of the head from Rupert. ‘One was good. That’s my limit.’


Dave was groping up to his elbow among the earth and dead leaves for his second drink. The search was increasingly agitated. ‘I can’t find it. There were six here.’ He used both hands, exploring every part of the hiding place. ‘Some tosser must have nicked them.’


‘One of the enemy?’ Rupert said.


‘You could be right. Bloody roundheads. None of our lot were about earlier, but I did see one of them.’


‘At least he had the decency to leave the two cans we had.’


‘You call that decent?’ Dave was still scrabbling in the hole. ‘There’s something down here, but it isn’t a can. It isn’t a tree root either.’ He lifted out an object over a foot in length, narrow and with bulbous ends. After picking off some caked earth, he said, ‘Only an old bone.’


‘Some animal must have buried it,’ Rupert said. ‘A fox, I expect.’


Dave held the bone in both hands. ‘Well, whatever this was, it was bigger than the fox when it was alive.’


Rupert said, ‘It’s a femur.’ Not wanting to sound too much of an academic, he added, ‘Thigh bone.’


‘But of what?’


‘Might be a deer.’


‘You know what?’ Dave said. ‘I’ve just had a spooky thought. It could be human.’


‘Up here on Lansdown? How would it get here?’


‘This is the spooky part. What if it belonged to one of the soldiers who was killed in the battle?’


There was a moment when nothing was said. The sounds of the fighting were distant now, muffled by a sudden breeze.


It was Rupert who spoke next. ‘Nasty.’


‘But not impossible?’


‘You could be right. There must have been corpses scattered all over the down. The army would have buried their dead up here before they moved on. They were in a campaign. They couldn’t take them home for burial.’


Dave shook his head. ‘Makes you think, doesn’t it? Here we are, all dressed up and playing soldiers, and this was a guy who really bought it.’


‘That does put a different perspective on the day,’ Rupert said. ‘If it is human.’


‘I’ve a gut feeling it is.’ He placed the bone respectfully between them, as if he didn’t wish to handle it any more. ‘What shall we do with it?’


Secretly excited by the find, Rupert decided to appear indifferent. ‘Put it back, I suggest.’


Dave was a bit of a mind reader. ‘One of them archaeologists might be interested. There could be more stuff buried here.’


‘I rather doubt it,’ Rupert said. ‘The tree was growing over it.’


‘Three hundred years ago that tree wasn’t here.’


‘I don’t know. How long does a tree live?’


‘They could arrange a dig here and find more bones, even some of his armour.’


‘Along with your missing beer. Should confuse them.’


Dave shook his head. ‘Some bastard had the beer.’


‘I wasn’t serious.’


‘You’re right,’ Dave said. ‘I vote we leave it here. We can’t join in the battle again with a thing like that in our hands.’


‘You agree to bury it again?’


‘Leave the poor guy in peace.’


‘That’s the decent thing,’ Rupert said. ‘I’m with you, Dave. He’s rested here for over three hundred years. We don’t have any right to disturb him.’


Dave dug out more of the leaf mould and they replaced the bone at about its original depth and covered it.


‘RIP, whoever you are,’ Dave said.


‘Amen to that,’ Rupert said.


They slung their empties a respectful distance from the internment and returned to the battle.


After the fighting was over, the King’s Army picked up their casualties, assembled behind the standard and made a dignified withdrawal from the field, marching to the slow beat of a single drum. The cavalry went first, followed by the artillery hauling the guns and then the foot soldiers and finally the camp followers, mostly women. This wasn’t true to history, but in contrast to the noise and confusion of the fighting it made an impressive spectacle for the crowd watching from higher up. There was spontaneous applause. The parliament army would make a similar exit later.


When they reached the road that runs along the top of Lansdown, the marchers broke step and headed back to the car park at the racecourse where they’d left their transport: rented buses as well as horse boxes, vans and flat-top lorries for the cannon. Many had come in their own cars. While some loaded up and stowed away the weaponry, others attended to the horses or prepared barbecues. At least a couple of hours would pass agreeably in banter and debate about the fighting.


Rupert, new to all this, took his cue from the regulars, assisting where he could before slipping away to his car and changing out of his sweaty battle costume into a cool shirt and shorts. He was still curious about the femur Dave had unearthed. If, as they had speculated, it was part of the remains of a Civil War soldier from the original battle, this was an exciting find. In all the years he’d spent as an academic he’d never felt the touch of the past in such a direct way.


There was a good chance of finding more bones – perhaps a complete skeleton – lower down. And, if so, surely there would be metal objects preserved, a breastplate, a helmet or a sword.


How pleasing it would be to bring a group of students to the site and supervise them in a dig. Good for them and good for his career. He could visualise himself writing a paper about the discovery, giving a slide lecture, doing an article for History Today.


First – not wishing to make a fool of himself – he would need to establish beyond doubt that the bone was human in origin. And then find out if it really was as old as he hoped. Carbon dating ought to establish its age. The university had the technology, so why not make use of it?


His conscience troubled him a little. He and Dave had talked about putting the dead soldier’s femur to rest where they’d found it. He’d gone along with the suggestion. To return to the place and secretly retrieve the bone would be underhand. Dave wouldn’t approve, but then who was Dave? Just a simple guy who liked playing soldiers. He wouldn’t understand the pursuit of historical truth.


Rupert joined in the barbecue for a while, made himself a burger and chatted to the others, then slipped away as if for a call of nature. Using the parked buses to shield his movements, he crossed the car park and the golf course and made a detour so as to cross the road out of sight of everyone. The flat top of Lansdown Hill was all too open for his liking, so he moved in the direction that had the steepest descent until he could be certain he was no longer visible from the car park.


The light was softer now, fading slowly, a glorious summer evening, cooler by some degrees and comfortable for walking. The birds were putting on a show of diving and soaring after the insects. Below was a valley through which one of the tributaries of the Avon flowed and beyond that a steep rise to the old RAF station at Charmy Down. Rupert had studied the map only the previous evening to get a full appreciation of the battleground and its all-important contours. Disappointingly, the re-enactment had not followed the original action with any precision. If he ever had any say in the planning, he’d insist on a more authentic approach, but he doubted if he’d want to play soldiers again.


He had entered a field, staying roughly parallel with the road, when there was a rich splash of red in the evening sun as a fox broke from its cover and dashed in front of him only a few yards ahead. The sight uplifted him. He didn’t have the countryman’s contempt for such animals. Anything that survived in the wild by its own efforts would get his support. This one seemed symbolic of the lone adventurer, encouraging him to complete the mission – or so he told himself, preferring not to think about the fox’s reputation for slyness.


He crossed two stiles, still well short of the true site of the infantry action, the valley between Lansdown and Freezing Hill where a counter attack by the royalists had forced Sir William Waller’s army to retreat. The terrain had played a key role in the battle. Fighting up those steep slopes, with little more than drystone walls for cover, must have been hellish. At the end the royalists were in control of Lansdown, but at the cost of the most casualties. It was believed Waller had lost as few as twenty men, with about sixty injured.


The uprooted tree came into view and he quickened his step. Nobody was in sight and the light was fading fast. Higher up the slope, on Lansdown Road, the drivers were using their headlights as they travelled down into Bath for their Saturday night out.


The vast root system was silhouetted like some beached sea creature with tentacles, sinister and monstrous. In its shadow he had difficulty locating the precise place where the bone was buried. He knelt and poked his fingers in to find where the earth was loose. There was a place where both hands sank in easily.


Terrier-like, he scooped out a sizeable hole. This wouldn’t take long.


His fingers touched something solid and bulbous. Definitely one end of the femur. He got a grip and pulled the bone from the hole.


Job done.


He brushed off the dirt. Sorry to disturb you again, my friend, he addressed it in his thoughts. Just finding out if you’re a victim of the real battle.


He stood up again – and froze.


A hand was on his shoulder.
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‘For a start, you’re overweight,’ the doctor said.


‘I don’t need you to tell me that.’


‘Quite a bit over for a man your height. How do you exercise?’


‘I lift the odd pint.’


‘It’s not funny, Mr Diamond. You could be killing yourself. Your blood pressure’s too high. Are you regular?’


‘What?’


‘Motions.’


There was no answer.


‘Big jobs,’ the doctor explained.


Peter Diamond said after a crushing pause, ‘Young man, how old are you?’


The doctor twitched. ‘My age isn’t under discussion.’


‘Well, let’s discuss big jobs, seeing that you mentioned them. Mine is a big job. I’m in charge of CID in the city of Bath.’ He’d slipped his thumbs behind his braces – ridiculous for a man without a shirt, so he removed them. ‘My employers are the Police Authority and they insist on this annual medical. And your not-so-big job is to give me the once-over and declare me fit for work. Correct?’


‘Not entirely.’


‘Okay, the fitness is not guaranteed.’


‘Agreed.’


‘But let’s get one thing clear. You’re not my doctor. I haven’t come to you for treatment or advice about my bowel movements or my blood pressure or my weight. I just need your signature on that form.’


‘You may see it that way.’


‘Believe me, I know about forms. I spend a large part of my time filling them in and most of them are pointless. I should be catching criminals and you should be looking after people who are sick.’


‘You won’t catch anyone if you’re unfit.’


‘I don’t run after them. Younger men and women do that. Most of my work is done in my head, or on paper. Yes, I’m a few pounds overweight and have been for years. Some of us are built that way. It doesn’t stop me doing my job. So why don’t you sign me off and call in the next guy?’


‘I can’t do that.’


‘Why not?’


This doctor wasn’t completely cowed. ‘Unless you take your state of health more seriously, it may not be just your job you lose.’


Diamond picked up his shirt. ‘Are you telling me I’m ill?’


‘Unfit is a more accurate term.’


‘And we all know what happened to the man who wrote that famous book on jogging.’


‘I wouldn’t suggest you take up jogging, Mr Diamond, not in your present condition. Some sensible eating would be a start.’


‘Don’t go there,’ Diamond warned him.


But the doctor was back on the attack. ‘A brisk walk at least once a day. Do you drive to work?’


‘I live in Weston, over a mile away.’


‘Ideal.’


‘I don’t have the time to walk.’


‘Get up earlier. Do you live alone?’


‘These days, yes.’


‘Then you won’t disturb anyone by setting the alarm.’


‘Didn’t I make myself clear? I don’t need you to tell me how to run my life.’


‘You need somebody, Mr Diamond. That’s my job.’


‘Are you going to sign that certificate?’


‘With misgivings.’ The doctor picked up his pen.


Diamond should have left it there. Instead, he asked, ‘Why didn’t they send the regular man? Hold on, I don’t mean regular in your understanding of the word. The doc we’ve seen for years, about my own age, who I sometimes meet in the Crown & Anchor?’


‘He died.’


‘Oh.’


‘Heart. He didn’t look after himself.’


Difficult to top that. ‘Well, at least he had warm hands.’


The doctor looked over his half-glasses. ‘Not any more.’


Back with his team, still buttoning his shirt, he said, ‘Passed.’


‘With flying colours?’ Halliwell asked.


‘With misgivings.’


‘Miss who?’


‘He’s not the quack we usually get. Looks fifteen years old, just qualified, out to make an impression.’


‘He didn’t impress you?’


‘That’s putting it mildly. How about you? Have you been in yet?’


‘Next but one.’ An anxious look crossed Halliwell’s features. ‘It’s just pulse and blood pressure, isn’t it?’


‘That’s what I thought, until . . .’


Halliwell’s eyes were like port-holes. ‘Until what?’


‘He put on the surgical glove.’


‘He’s kidding,’ John Leaman said. ‘Can’t you see the grin?’


Diamond switched to Leaman. ‘So when’s yours?’


‘I’m excused. They gave me a medical at Bramshill when I did the weapons training.’


Diamond rolled his eyes. Typical, somehow, that Leaman should escape. ‘You can hold the fort, then. I need some lunch after what I’ve been through.’


Still nettled by the young doctor, he asked for extra chips with his burger. ‘I just passed my medical,’ he told Cressida in the canteen. ‘While I’m at it, I’ll have an extra spoonful of beans.’


‘Building up your strength?’ she said, smiling.


‘It’s a good principle. In my job, you never know what’s round the next corner.’


‘Could be a nice young lady, Mr D.’


‘I’ll need the strength, then.’


‘If you like I’ll spread the word among the girls that you passed your medical.’


His romantic prospects were fair game. The kitchen girls knew about his friendship with Paloma Kean. What they didn’t know was how much he missed his murdered wife Steph.


He paid, picked up his cutlery and looked for a table, always a tricky decision. If he joined other people, they would be lower ranks and uncomfortable in the presence of a superintendent, but an empty table left him vulnerable to Georgina, the Assistant Chief Constable. Many a burger and chips had been ruined by Georgina arriving with her salad and some sharp questions about the way he was running his department.


A face from the past looked up from a newspaper, not a face to be recalled with much affection, yet not easy to ignore. A Lord Kitchener moustache flecked with silver. Brown, unforgiving eyes. The man had once been Head of CID Operations.


‘John Wigfull, for all that’s wonderful. I thought you’d long since left the madhouse and gone back to Sheffield, or wherever it is.’ Diamond placed his tray on the table.


Chief Inspector Wigfull had been given extended sick leave three or four years ago after receiving a head injury and being left for dead in a cornfield near Stowford. He’d spent almost a week unconscious in Bath’s Royal United Hospital.


Wigfull didn’t move. There was no handshake, let alone a hug. They’d never been that friendly.


‘They brought me back as a civilian,’ he said.


‘You were always good at paperwork,’ Diamond said, and it wasn’t meant as an insult. No one had ever come near to Wigfull in filing and form-filling. ‘What will you be doing?’


‘I’m the new media relations manager.’


‘Are you, indeed? I should have realised when I saw you reading the Sun.’ He popped a chip into his mouth. ‘So I can look forward to you keeping the press boys off my back.’


‘That’s not the idea at all,’ Wigfull said. ‘In the modern police we encourage openness.’ He’d always had this talent for making Diamond feel he was one of a dying breed.


‘You feed them stories, do you? We’ve had some juicy ones since you were here.’


‘Oh, yes?’


‘Like the crossbow killer we called the Mariner. And the Secret Hangman. You could have made something of those.’


‘I don’t “make something”, as you put it. I communicate facts.’


‘Too right you do’


‘In the past we haven’t maximised our use of the media,’ Wigfull said, and the phrase could have come straight from his job interview. ‘It’s a two-way process. There’s potential for information-gathering from the public.’


‘Like the old Wanted posters?’


Wigfull looked puzzled, then pained. ‘We’re more sophisticated.’


‘Crimewatch?’


‘We’re in the twenty-first century. My brief is to make the police more approachable.’


‘You wouldn’t be thinking of giving out my phone number?’


‘Not at all, but I may at some point arrange for you to be interviewed by a magazine or newspaper.’


‘You’re joking. What about?’


‘About you – as a human being. They’ll do a full page profile.’


Diamond frowned. ‘You can stuff that.’


‘You are a member of the human race.’


‘Yes, and I value my privacy.’


‘Don’t look so worried, Peter. You’re not top of my list. Not even halfway up, in fact.’


A putdown calculated to injure Diamond’s pride, and it succeeded. ‘What’s the matter with me? Okay, you don’t have to answer that question.’


‘The interviews are only one of many innovations I’m making.’


Diamond lifted the top from the burger and and poured on some ketchup. He wished he’d sat with someone else.


‘I’m feeding titbits to the media as well,’ Wigfull added. ‘Human interest stories like the missing cavalier.’ He spoke the last two words in a throwaway tone, as if Diamond should have known all about it.


‘What’s that – an oil painting?’


‘Please.’


‘A dog, then?’


‘Dog?’


‘Cavalier King Charles spaniel.’


‘It’s what I said – a missing cavalier. You won’t have heard of this because it hasn’t come to CID. There’s no crime that we know of . . . yet.’


‘But it could come to pass?’


‘When I release the facts to the press there’s a chance they’ll take up the case and someone will know something.’


‘Go on, then.’


‘Two weekends ago they re-enacted the Civil War Battle of Lansdown.’


‘Missed it.’


‘You would, when all you think about is rugby and old films. The real thing was in 1643 and they had a major muster three hundred and fifty years on, in 1993.’


‘A what?’


‘A muster. That’s the term they use. It made a very colourful spectacle, I’m told. There are societies like the Sealed Knot who take it very seriously.’


‘Pathetic,’ Diamond said. ‘Cut to the chase.’


‘As I was trying to tell you, they had another muster this year. One of them fell in the battle and hasn’t been heard of since.’


‘Killed?’


‘If he had been, you’d have heard about it. There would have been a real corpse when the fighting came to an end and they all got up and marched away. No, this man doesn’t seem to have been injured.’


‘You just said he fell in the battle.’


‘It’s all pretence. They lie down for a while and then get up and join in again. Somehow this one went missing. No one reported it at the time, but two days later his car was found in the racecourse car park. His armour, the authentic costume, was in the boot.’


‘Pity.’


‘Why?’


‘It spoils your story, doesn’t it? You’re not looking for a missing person in a big hat with a feather.’


‘He was an infantryman. They wore helmets.’


‘Doesn’t matter, does it, if his stuff was in the car? You say his motor was found, so you must have checked with Swansea for his name.’


‘Yes, we know who he is. Rupert Hope, a history lecturer at Bristol University. They have no idea where he is.’


‘Family?’


‘Parents living in Australia. They haven’t heard from him since the incident. Neither have any of his university colleagues.’


‘Another missing person. I expect he’ll turn up.’


‘But why would he abandon his car?’


‘Any number of reasons,’ Diamond said. ‘Has anyone tried it, to see if it starts?’


‘I wouldn’t know.’


‘If the car was giving trouble, he may have got a lift with someone else.’


‘That doesn’t explain why he disappeared.’


‘You asked me why he left the car there.’


‘He’s been gone twelve days.’


‘Try this for size, then. After the battle, they all get together for a few drinks. What’s the pub up there? The Blathwayt. Your cavalier gets stonkered and in no state to drive. One of his mates offers to drive him home, but on the way back to Bristol they have an accident.’


‘We’d have heard.’


‘Hold on. His friend the driver is killed, but your man gets out and walks away. He’s hit his head, lost his memory. Nobody knows there was a passenger.’


‘So where is he now?’ Wigfull said with scorn.


‘In the funny farm. Check for the guy with delusions that he’s a cavalier.’


Wigfull took him seriously, as usual. ‘We don’t have time for that. After all, he’s only a missing person, not a suspect on the run. But if the press take up the story, they might make something of it.’


Diamond smiled. ‘John, they’d make something of that little patch of shaving foam under your tash.’


The satisfaction of watching Wigfull check with a finger brightened Diamond’s day.
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The next morning a woman called Miss Hibbert walked into Manvers Street Police Station with three greyhounds and a large bone. ‘I’ve always obeyed the law,’ she told the desk sergeant, ‘and I want to know if I can keep this.’


Sergeant Austin, with eighteen years’ experience, had seen some shocking things across this desk. He eyed the bone without much interest. ‘You want to keep it?’


‘For these chaps. They’re rescue dogs. Life hasn’t given them much in the way of treats. Do you have any idea of the disgraceful way so-called sportsmen treat greyhounds when they can’t race any more?’


Sergeant Austin sidestepped the question with one of his own. ‘Where did you get the bone, ma’am?’


‘Up on Lansdown. I give them a good run whenever I can. It’s the ideal place to take them. I thought it was a piece of wood at first, and then I saw it had the shape of a bone and I thought I’d better check with you in case it’s human.’


‘Human? Let’s hope not,’ Sergeant Austin said, turning the thing over in his hands.


Catching sight of the bone again, one of the dogs reared up and tried to take it back.


‘Get down, you brute!’


‘Who are you calling a brute? There’s no need for that,’ Miss Hibbert said. ‘He’s muzzled. He can’t bite you. Down, Hector.’


Sergeant Austin rubbed the back of his hand. ‘He got me with his claw.’


‘Your own fault. You shouldn’t have shown him the bone. Has he drawn blood?’


‘If you really want to know, he has.’


‘Then I’m sorry, and I’m speaking for Hector as well. It wasn’t intentional. We kept within the law by wearing the muzzle.’


‘It’s a claw mark, not a bite,’ the sergeant said, rubbing at the spot. ‘He needs restraining.’


‘I hope you’re not suggesting I tie up his paws as well as his jaw.’


‘That’s not the point.’


‘Let me see, sergeant.’ The speaker was the police doctor, who happened to be on his way into the police station to carry out more medicals. ‘One of these dogs attacked you?’


Miss Hibbert, outraged, said, ‘Absolutely not. Hector was being playful.’


To his credit Sergeant Austin said it wasn’t a problem.


The doctor said, ‘Let’s see. Just a scratch, then. Are you up to date with your tetanus jabs?’


A silence.


‘I’ll see to that shortly. I have some antitoxin on the premises.’


‘It’s nothing. I don’t need a jab.’


‘Sorry, sergeant, I must insist for your own safety.’


‘Okay, thanks,’ the sergeant said without any gratitude at all.


‘And what are you doing with that femur?’ the doctor said. ‘It looks human to me.’


The bone was taken into the CID office and shown to Peter Diamond. He had no training in forensic anthropology, but if the doctor thought the thing looked human it had to be taken seriously. He went downstairs to speak to Miss Hibbert, who by this time had taken the dogs outside to the car park. Silver-haired and sturdy, with a pale full moon of a face, she was in a Bavarian hat, tweed suit and brogues.


‘What I’d like to do,’ Diamond said, when he’d heard her story, ‘is go up to Lansdown with you and see exactly where you found the bone.’


‘I just walked all the way into town,’ she said. ‘That was downhill. If you think I’m tramping all the way up again, you’ve got another think coming.’


He offered to drive.


‘With the dogs? I’m not leaving them here.’


‘Are they all right in a car?’


‘They’re angels . . . if you treat them right.’


With the angels on the back seat, he managed the drive without anything worse than a damp nose prodding the back of his neck. True, in the excitement when he stopped the car he felt a drumbeat on his shoulders, but no permanent damage was done.


Lansdown was at its most enchanting under a cloudless sky.


Miss Hibbert said, ‘To hell with the law. I’m going to take off the muzzles.’


Diamond said, ‘I didn’t hear that.’


‘The muzzles,’ she said, as if to a deaf man. ‘There’s no one in sight except us, so I’m taking them off.’ And while he was locking the car she released the dogs altogether. They raced away across the open down.


The cool air at this altitude was as good as champagne after the humidity of the city. ‘I should come here more often,’ he said, filling his lungs. ‘Is this their regular walk?’


‘Every day, rain or shine. Thanks to you, they’re getting it twice over.’


He asked to be shown where the bone had been found. She led him across a field and down a steep incline towards a fallen oak tree much covered in lichen. It must have been down for some years. The fine parts of the root system had long since succumbed to the weather and children at play, leaving only the major roots exposed in a display reminding him of the Gorgon’s head in the Roman Baths Museum.


‘Here?’


‘I didn’t see precisely where they got it from,’ Miss Hibbert said, ‘but they were fighting over it when I caught up with them, so I think it was hidden here somewhere.’


On cue, Hector raced in and started burrowing in the soil below the roots. He was joined by the others. The ground looked soft.


‘Stop them doing that, will you?’ Diamond said. ‘This could be a crime scene for all I know.’


Miss Hibbert produced a rubber ball from her handbag. ‘Try throwing this down the hill.’


‘Me?’


‘They like you, I can tell. Besides, men are better at throwing.’


‘I’m supposed to be working,’ he said, secretly pleased to win the dogs’ approval. He flung the ball as far down the slope as he could and the dogs chased after it. Gratifying. He’d never thought keeping a dog was worth the trouble of exercising it. Now he wasn’t so sure. His cat didn’t chase anything except birds and mice. Try throwing a ball for Raffles and you’d end up fetching it yourself, watched with disdain by a superior being.


He paced the area, studying the ground, thinking back to his lunchtime conversation with Wigfull about the missing cavalier. The re-enactment of the battle must have happened here or hereabouts. But he couldn’t imagine the femur having anything to do with the lost lecturer, Rupert Hope. The stained off-white appearance suggested it had been in the ground for years. Miss Hibbert’s greyhounds hadn’t had a meal from it.


His search produced nothing more suspicious than some cigarette-ends, a flattened beer can and an empty Smarties tube. ‘Have you ever seen anyone acting suspiciously here?’


‘Doing what?’ Miss Hibbert asked.


‘I don’t know. I’m asking you.’


‘I’ve seen children climbing on the trunk and running up and down, but I wouldn’t call that suspicious.’


‘How long has the tree been down?’


‘Years and years. As long as I can remember.’


The dogs returned with the ball and dropped it at Diamond’s feet and gazed up at him with confidence. ‘You win,’ he said, stooping. The ball was damp to the touch. He threw it downhill again. ‘I can’t keep doing this. Do you live nearby, Miss Hibbert?’


‘Only a short way off, in Upper Langridge. I gave my address to that policeman I first spoke to, the one who went for a tetanus injection.’


‘Anti-tetanus, I hope.’


‘I’m not going to get that bone for my dogs to chew on, am I?’


He smiled, admiring her nerve. Staunch single women like this, used to standing up for their rights, had his respect. ‘Not now we’re treating it as human.’


‘You don’t know for certain.’


‘That’s true. A fair number of the bones brought in to the police turn out to be animal. If that’s the case, you could get it back.’


‘If I’d been less public-spirited, no one would have known.’


‘True, but if it was your leg bone, or mine, we wouldn’t want it thrown to the dogs, even charming dogs like Hector, would we?’


She appeared to agree, but was looking thoughtful. ‘Do you think there could be more bones under here?’


He put up both hands. ‘Don’t go there. Don’t even think about letting the dogs do any more digging.’


By the end of the day the area around the tree was marked off with crime scene tape and a luckless constable was posted to guard the scene overnight.


In the morning, a forensic anthropologist confirmed the femur as human, probably from an adult of average height. Further tests would yield more information. In theory that single bone could reveal its owner’s sex, age at death, body weight, ethnic origin and how long ago death had occurred. ‘Bloody marvellous,’ Diamond said, to encourage even more co-operation. ‘I don’t know how you people do it.’


He was told they’d do it even better if he provided more bones from the same individual.


He returned to Lansdown with two of his team, DC Ingeborg Smith and DI Keith Halliwell, and watched the white-suited crime scene investigators slowly sift the earth below the upended root system.


Diamond told his colleagues about the mass of information an anthropologist could get from a single bone. ‘As a first step we want an estimate of the length of time since death. Carbon dating should establish that much.’


‘Do you think it’s ancient?’ Halliwell said.


‘It didn’t look fresh to me. There was a Civil War battle up here three or four hundred years ago. I expect some bodies were buried in haste.’


‘There were Iron Age settlements long before that,’ Ingeborg said in one of those demonstrations of learning that didn’t always go down well. ‘The bone could be two thousand years old.’


‘How can they tell if it’s male or female?’ Halliwell asked, getting back to the wonders of anthropology.


Diamond shrugged.


‘Not obvious from a femur,’ Ingeborg said. ‘Much easier with a skull or a pelvis.’


Halliwell rolled his eyes upwards.


‘You did ask,’ she said.


‘I’m in awe,’ he said.


‘Liar.’


Diamond stepped in. ‘Look, I didn’t bring you two up here to knock spots off each other. Just enjoy the scenery. It beats sitting in front of a computer.’


The excavation was slow. After another hour, all the searchers had found was a ringpull and bits of broken root. The man in charge, a cantankerous character called Duckett, reported that they’d reached a level where the earth was more compacted.


‘You mean it hasn’t been disturbed?’ Diamond said.


‘Listen up, will you? I didn’t say that. The section we’ve just cleared was extra loose, as if someone had dug here in the past few weeks.’


‘Like Miss Hibbert’s dogs?’


‘More than that. It’s too much for animal activity alone.’


‘Why would anyone come digging here?’


‘Maybe it was something to do with the re-enactment of the Battle of Lansdown, troops digging themselves in and using the tree as a shield.’


‘Good thought. Did any of you watch this event?’


Nobody had.


The digging resumed.


Twenty minutes later, one of the team in the trench said, ‘There’s something here.’ She had exposed a patch of off-white.


‘Another bone?’ Diamond said. ‘Hook it out and we’ll see.’


Duckett glared at him as if he was a vandal. ‘If you don’t mind, superintendent, we’ll do this the approved way, leaving everything in situ.’


Soon enough, the outlines of the object were revealed.


‘It is a bone,’ Diamond said.


‘A tibia,’ Ingeborg said.


Soon some foot bones were unearthed at the lower end of the tibia.


‘Can we get someone else clearing at the top end where the skull is?’ Diamond asked. The painstaking progress frustrated him.


‘We’ll do this in our own good time,’ Duckett said. ‘In all probability it’s been here for hundreds of years. An hour or two more isn’t going to make much difference.’


Almost as if it was done to provoke the police, the excavation slowed. Brushes, rather than trowels, were being used. At regular intervals photos were taken.


‘What time is it?’ Duckett eventually asked.


‘Three thirty, just gone,’ Diamond said.


‘Is it, by Jove? Take a break, people. We’ve been going two hours.’


‘You’re on a job,’ Diamond said.


‘Yes, and it’s back-breaking work. You should try it.’


‘All right, then.’


‘I didn’t mean that literally.’


The police were forced to watch the CSI team sit down, open their flasks and look at newspapers. Suspicion hung in the air that the break was being prolonged just to spite Diamond. ‘At this rate, we’ll be here all night,’ he said to Halliwell.


‘I heard that,’ Duckett said, looking up from his crossword. ‘You don’t have to worry. We stop at five.’


‘Five?’


‘Terms and conditions of employment. We’re a private firm. Will you be guarding the site overnight?’


‘He’s winding you up, guv,’ Halliwell said.


‘I think he means it,’ Ingeborg said.


Duckett hadn’t finished. ‘Now that we’ve located remains, we’ll need to put up a tent to screen off the trench.’


‘How long will that take?’ Diamond asked.


‘Half an hour, no more.’


‘We can do that, me and my officers.’


‘No, thanks. Not while we’re at work in the trench.’


‘But you’re not in the trench now.’


‘It’s a specialised job.’


‘What – putting up a bloody tent? Ridiculous.’


‘This isn’t one of your boy scout tents, officer. This is a metal-framed inflatable job, property of the firm. I can’t allow any untrained person to handle it.’


Diamond was about to erupt, but Halliwell said, ‘Leave it, guv. He’s going to have the last word whatever you say.’


‘How do they find these people?’


The break came to an end about four. Ingeborg phoned the station to get a man out to guard the site.


‘I was expecting answers by now,’ Diamond said, pacing the turf. ‘All I’m getting is high blood pressure.’


After another twenty minutes there was a clicking sound from the trench. Duckett was snapping his fingers.


Ingeborg said, ‘I think he’s asking for you.’


‘He’s asking for something, that’s for sure,’ Diamond muttered.


He went over. More of the skeleton had been revealed, enough to see that the leg bones were at an angle, as if the body had lain on its side in a foetal position.


Work on the dig was about to stop for the day. More photographs were being taken and one of the CSI team was unloading the protective tent from the van.


Diamond stood over the trench with arms folded. ‘You’ve got something to tell me?’


‘Only if you’re still interested,’ Duckett said. ‘You asked about the skull. There isn’t one – not where it ought to be, anyway. This would appear to be a headless corpse.’
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That evening Peter Diamond had a pub meal with Paloma Kean, the one woman he’d been out with since his wife Steph had died six years ago. Their friendship – still more of a friendship than a relationship, although they’d slept together – had got them both through a testing beginning and tough times since. They drew strength from each other. She understood his moods, his brash manner, even his conviction that no one would ever replace Steph as the ideal woman. And he treated Paloma with the warmth that sprang from a shared sense of humour and physical attraction.


They managed to get a candlelit table on the patio at the Hop Pole, in Albion Buildings, off the Upper Bristol Road. This warm summer evening had brought out drinkers and diners in large numbers. With a pint of Barnstormer real ale in front of him and steak pie on order, Diamond was more expansive than usual, telling Paloma about his frustrating day.


‘You got out of the office, anyway,’ she said when he’d finished. ‘It wasn’t a bad day to be getting some fresh air.’


‘Agreed,’ he said. ‘A simple walk across the down would have been very agreeable. Instead, we were standing around like dummies all afternoon in the hope that the crime scene people would find something.’


‘Well, they did.’


‘In the end.’


‘It could have been worse, then.’


He gave a grudging nod.


‘Personally, I like Lansdown,’ Paloma said, doing her best to lighten his mood. ‘The history isn’t as obvious as it is down here among all the old buildings, but you get a sense of it whichever way you look.’


‘The Civil War, you mean?’


‘Not just that.’


‘Iron Age settlements?’


Her eyes widened. ‘You have hidden depths.’


‘I was briefed today by Ingeborg, our pet culture vulture.’


‘Did she mention Beckford’s Tower?’


He’d often driven past the folly towards the city end of the hill, two miles from the crime scene. On the hill today he’d noticed its octagonal gilt lantern on the skyline catching the sunlight. ‘He was a weirdo, wasn’t he, William Beckford?’


‘An extremely rich weirdo,’ Paloma said. ‘I provided some costume drawings for a TV company doing a documentary on him, so I read the books.’ She had amassed a huge collection of archive material on historical costume and built a successful company much used by the lucrative film and television markets. ‘An amazing man. He had a much taller tower built at his family seat, at Fonthill Abbey, twice the height of Nelson’s Column. Can you imagine that?’


‘A Victorian skyscraper.’


‘Pre-Victorian. Early nineteenth century. But it lasted only about thirty years. Soon after he sold up, it collapsed.’


‘Why?’


‘Poor building, bad foundations, something like that. He’d moved to Bath by then.’


‘He wasn’t so daft, then.’


‘Weird, but not daft.’


‘You’re well up on all this.’


‘Another culture vulture in your life – is that what you’re thinking?’


‘Not at all,’ he said. ‘Don’t forget I took you to the theatre once.’


She smiled. ‘On two complimentary tickets. And it was An Inspector Calls.’


‘What’s wrong with that?’


‘Nothing. I enjoyed it.’ Another smile. ‘Next time let’s see something unconnected with the police.’


She told him more about the eccentric Beckford, how he created a mile-long landscaped walk across country to his tower and would set off each day from his home in Lansdown Crescent accompanied by a dwarf servant and four dogs. ‘I’ll lend you a book. You’ll enjoy him – witty, wilful and scandalous, too.’


‘Thanks.’ He doubted if he’d do more than dip into the book. His preference in reading was true crime of the trench coat and trilby days.


The food arrived. Paloma’s was a crab and prawn salad. For a while eating had priority over conversation. Only when they’d each confirmed that the food was up to Hop Pole standards did Paloma ask, ‘What have you got lined up for tomorrow? Another day watching the dig?’


He shook his head. ‘Some chance.’


She raised her eyebrows. ‘But it’s a murder case, isn’t it? You said you’ve got a headless body.’


‘A skeleton without a skull.’


‘That’s murder, surely?’


‘War injury. My best guess is that the head was blown off by a cannonball in the Civil War. A case for Time Team, not me and my lads.’


‘Don’t you have to investigate, even if it’s history?’


‘The forensics lot are doing that. They may dig up some bits of armour when they go deeper. Fun for them, but no help to us. I’m outta there.’


‘Doesn’t the coroner get involved?’


‘Too true, he does. And when they report to him they’re stuck with all the paperwork. I’m not daft. Anyway, I’ve got other fish to fry.’


‘Keeping the streets of Bath safe?’


‘Exactly.’


On cue, a patrol car’s siren sounded from somewhere in the city.


‘Here’s a thought, then,’ Paloma said. ‘All this talk of Lansdown reminds me that one of my well-heeled clients offered me a free day at the races any time I want. How would you like a flutter on the horses?’


‘He was chatting you up.’


‘She.’


‘Oops.’


‘A lady owner, in a long term relationship with a very rich rock star, who shall be nameless. She really means it. She has a double annual badge for the Premier Enclosure.’


‘You think you can pass me off as the rock star?’


She laughed. ‘That would be a challenge. No, it’s perfectly legit. We go as ourselves. Shall I check the date of the next meeting?’


‘Why not?’ he said, thinking this was a long term suggestion. ‘Do you know, I’ve lived in Bath all this time and never gone racing.’


She took out her mobile and fingered the keys. ‘We can remedy that.’


It turned out that there was an evening of racing at Lansdown the next day. Cynic that he was, he suspected she’d planned this all along.


Police work has a knack of springing surprises. In the morning Diamond took a call from Dr Peake, the forensic anthropologist who had been given the femur to examine.


‘You said it was found up at Lansdown?’ Peake said in that way academics have of double-checking everything before committing themselves.


Diamond had nothing to hide. ‘Correct – and now we’ve found the rest of him, bar the skull. It’s a good bet he was a Civil War victim who failed to duck when a cannonball came his way.’


‘Have you any evidence for that?’


‘Heads don’t get parted from bodies that easily.’


‘I meant the Civil War connection,’ Peake said. ‘Are there relics as well as bones?’


‘Give us time. We’re still digging.’ He made it sound as if he wielded a spade himself.


‘Now that you’ve found more bones, I’d better visit the site and see for myself.’


‘Be my guest.’


‘Mr Diamond, are you certain that the femur I was sent belonged to the skeleton you’re talking about?’


‘Put it this way, doc. It came from the same hole in the ground and the headless soldier is missing a thigh bone. Why?’


‘Because the first indications are that this bone is comparatively modern.’


Diamond said nothing for several seconds. ‘What exactly do you mean by that?’


‘Not from the Civil War era. More recent. Say within the last twenty-five years.’


‘Are you sure?’


‘“Sure” isn’t a word much favoured in my profession. We prefer “probably” or “maybe”. There are too many variables. Going by the state of the bone I wouldn’t say it’s been buried more than a quarter of a century.’


‘Did you carbon date it?’


‘I hate to disillusion you, but radiocarbon dating isn’t of the slightest use for the short periods in forensic medicine. There was no indication that this bone is ancient.’


‘We’re not talking ancient, doc. A few centuries.’


‘Anything over fifty years is classed as ancient in my work.’


‘Ouch. You don’t have to get personal.’


Peake didn’t get the joke. To be fair he hadn’t met Diamond to know he was over fifty. ‘These are the terms we use.’


‘What are your reasons?’


‘For saying the bone is modern? For one thing, the appearance. A modern bone has a smooth, soapy texture. And for another, the density. Bones a hundred years old or more are lighter in weight and tend to crumble.’


‘That’s observation. Have you done lab tests?’


‘On the femur? Indeed we have. The nitrogen content is a good indicator. It reduces with time. Typically, a bone three hundred and fifty years old contains a percentage of 2.5. Your femur came in at 4.3.’


‘Too much for a dead cavalier?’


‘Way too much. We also ran a fluorescence test. A modern bone will fluoresce under ultraviolet light, but an ancient one fades away to nothing. The femur gave a positive result, not the strongest, but fitting into the time frame I’m suggesting.’


‘Twenty-five years or less?’


‘Approximately.’


‘I don’t know whether to thank you or not. You’ve made me look a bloody fool, but on the other hand you’ve given me a mystery to work on. Shall we meet up at Lansdown this afternoon?’


Later the same morning he went looking for John Wigfull and found him in a small office studying a computer screen. ‘Is this urgent?’ Wigfull said, his face with the big moustache rising above the screen like a surfacing walrus. ‘I’m at work on a press release.’


‘I didn’t think you were playing online poker,’ Diamond said. ‘Is it about the missing cavalier, by any chance.’


‘No, that went out yesterday.’


‘Any response?’


‘It’s early days. Peter, if you don’t mind, I’m in the middle of something. My time is precious.’


‘Mine is as precious as yours, old chum. I’m not here on a social call. How long is it since the re-enactment man disappeared?’


‘Rupert Hope? Over two weeks now.’ He frowned. ‘Why – have you heard something?’


‘It’s just a coincidence. I’m dealing with a buried skeleton found up at Lansdown. I thought he was a Civil War soldier – a real one – but I’m told the bones are modern.’


‘My man wouldn’t be bones already,’ Wigfull said. ‘Not in our climate.’


‘I worked that out for myself.’


‘So I don’t see why you’re bothering me. It can’t be Rupert Hope.’


‘This one is without a head.’


‘I wouldn’t attach too much importance to that. Ploughing of the land does it.’


‘Under a fallen oak tree? That ground hasn’t been ploughed in a thousand years.’


‘You think he was decapitated?’


‘You’re a mind-reader.’


‘Why? To hinder identification?’


‘Probably.’


‘Was he murdered, then?’


Diamond rolled his eyes. ‘I’m trying to keep the proverbial open mind.’


‘A headless corpse,’ Wigfull said, beginning at last to be interested. ‘It might make an item for the press.’


‘Not yet, old chum. We’re still digging. We may get more information. Meanwhile I’m interested in your missing cavalier. Be sure to let me know when he turns up.’


‘I doubt if there’s a connection.’


‘Even so.’


He let Wigfull reconnect with his screen.


Back at the dig, the crime scene team were on another break, flasks and newspapers out, when Diamond turned up. An inflatable tent the size of a small barn had been erected over the area of excavation. He took a look inside. Nothing seemed to have changed since he’d last seen it. The bones were still partially embedded in soil.


‘How did you spend the morning?’ he asked after emerging from the tent.


Duckett, the head honcho, looked up from the Daily Mail. ‘What?’


‘I said how did you spend the morning? To me it looks the same as it did last night.’


‘Skeletons do, on the whole,’ Duckett said, and got some grins from his team.


Diamond contained his annoyance. ‘I don’t know if this makes any difference at all to your rate of work, but we could be dealing with a recent murder here. I’ve got an expert coming out. A forensic anthropologist.’


‘We heard. That’s why we downed tools. He won’t want it disturbed any more than it has been already.’


This was probably true. Not often did Peter Diamond come off the worst in an exchange of opinions. He turned his back on them and gazed across the vast landscape as if something of much more interest was happening two miles away.


Actually the action was much closer. Ingeborg’s head and shoulders appeared over the brow of the hill. Beside her, at about the level of her bobbing breasts, was a man in a white zipper suit carrying a cardboard box almost as big as himself. ‘This is Dr Peake,’ Ingeborg told Diamond when she was close enough.


‘Lofty,’ the small man said in a tone suggesting he’d heard every conceivable play on his name and settled for this one. ‘Ingeborg kindly gave me a lift here. Let’s have a look at what I came for.’ He dropped the box, put on surgical gloves, dipped under the crime scene tape and entered the tent, followed by Diamond and Ingeborg. ‘Ah, beautifully presented. Full marks to the diggers. Give me a few minutes with the young lady.’


Diamond had got accustomed to men making a play for the attractive Ingeborg, and it didn’t amuse him any more. ‘You can have your few minutes with me. I’m the SIO here.’


Lofty Peake said, ‘I think we’re at cross purposes. I was speaking of the deceased.’


‘You said “young lady”.’


‘Look at the pelvis. Obviously female.’


Time for a rapid rethink. Diamond had convinced himself the victim was male ever since he’d linked the death to the Battle of Lansdown.


He turned to Ingeborg. ‘You’d think that dozy lot would have recognised a female skeleton.’


‘Maybe they did,’ she said.


‘And said nothing to me? That would be so unprofessional.’


‘I wouldn’t take it up with them, guv.’


‘I don’t intend to. I’m not giving them the satisfaction.’


Lofty Peake was on his knees beside the skeleton, his face so close to the bones that he could have been sniffing them. ‘Has she had her picture taken?’
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