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      Some weird objects are handed in at Bath Police Station. WPC Enid Kelly, on desk duty this afternoon, sneaked a look at the
         Asian man who had brought in a pizza box. She was sure of one thing: it didn’t contain a pizza. She just hoped it wasn’t a
         snake. She had a dread of snakes.
      

      
      ‘How can I help you, sir?’

      
      The man had the black tie and white shirt of a security guard. He lifted the box up to the protective glass partition. No
         air holes. Officers on duty learn to watch out for any container with holes punched in the top. But there was a bulge. Something
         bulkier than a pizza had been stuffed inside. Bulkier than two pizzas. ‘This I am finding at Roman Baths.’
      

      
      ‘What is it?’

      
      The man glanced at the other people in the waiting area as if they might not wish to hear. Leaning closer to the glass, he
         said, ‘Can I pass through?’
      

      
      ‘Just a moment.’

      
      Enid Kelly turned for support to the sergeant filling in a form at the desk behind her. He came to the glass.

      
      ‘What have you got here, sir?’

      
      ‘Some person’s hand, I am thinking.’

      
      ‘A hand?’
      

      
      
      ‘A hand, I said.’

      
      ‘It was in this box?’

      
      ‘No, no, no. My lunch was in box. Tomato and mushroom pizza. This was best thing I could find to carry hand in.’

      
      ‘Let’s see.’ The sergeant unfastened the security panel and the box was passed through. It felt too heavy to be a hand. But
         how can you tell how much a hand weighs on its own? He opened one end. ‘It looks more like a chunk of concrete to me.’ He
         let it slide out on to the desk.
      

      
      ‘Ugh!’ said Enid Kelly, beside him.

      
      ‘Get a grip.’

      
      The hand was skeletal, enclosed in a thin casing of concrete or cement that had partially collapsed. Some of the small bones
         had broken off and were lying loose. Shreds of what looked like dry skin tissue were attached. It could have passed for a
         damaged piece of sculpture.
      

      
      ‘Where exactly did you find it, sir?’

      
      ‘In vault. I am stepping on floor and my foot sinks through.’

      
      WPC Kelly winced again.

      
      ‘Down in the Roman Baths, you said?’

      
      ‘This was not exhibition area, sir. This was vault.’

      
      ‘So you said. What do you mean by vault? A cellar?’

      
      ‘Cellar – what is that? Excuse my poor English. I am doing security check this morning. My first week in job. I have strict
         orders from head man, Mr Peacock. “You visit all parts of building. All parts. Go through entire building every day.”’
      

      
      The sergeant picked up the thing and felt its weight again. ‘So is it Roman?’

      
      ‘I can’t tell you, sir.’

      
      The sergeant didn’t commit himself either, except to suggest nobody else went down into the vault until the matter had been
         investigated.
      

      
      The bony hand, resting on its pizza box, was deposited on Detective Superintendent Peter Diamond’s desk.

      
      ‘What’s this – a finger buffet?’

      
      
      ‘The thing is, sir, we don’t know if it’s a matter for us,’ the sergeant explained. ‘It was found at the Roman Baths.’

      
      ‘Give it to the museum.’

      
      ‘It wasn’t in the Roman bit. This vault is part of a later building, as I understand it.’

      
      ‘Medieval?’

      
      ‘When’s medieval?’

      
      ‘Later than Roman,’ said Diamond in a tone suggesting he could have said more, but needed to press on. ‘Where exactly is the
         vault?’
      

      
      ‘On the Abbey side, below street level.’

      
      ‘But what street?’

      
      ‘Not a street, in point of fact,’ the sergeant said. ‘That square in front of the Abbey.’

      
      ‘The Abbey Churchyard?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      Diamond spread his hands as if no more needed to be said.

      
      The sergeant frowned.

      
      Plainly something did need to be said. ‘If you’re looking for old bones, where do you go?’

      
      The penny dropped. ‘Funny,’ said the sergeant. ‘Being paved over, I never think of it as a churchyard. You can use a word
         a thousand times and never give a thought to its meaning.’
      

      
      The wisdom of this failed to impress Peter Diamond. ‘Leave it with me. It’ll come in useful as a paperweight.’ Seeing the
         shocked look this produced, he added, ‘And Sergeant …’
      

      
      ‘Sir?’

      
      ‘Thanks.’

      
      ‘What for?’

      
      ‘Giving me a hand.’

      
      The sergeant’s attempt at a laugh was unconvincing.

      
      Diamond leaned back in his chair. He was ready with a dozen more hand jokes. Twenty, no problem, he thought bleakly. Without
         a murder to occupy him, he could spend the rest of the afternoon playing word-games. Life at Manvers Street had become a doddle
         in recent weeks. His murder squad urgently needed some employment. A bony relic from the Roman Baths was unlikely to produce much of that. The most exciting
         event all summer had been a bomb scare in the Pump Room. An abandoned briefcase had been spotted there one Friday morning.
         The centre of Bath, including the Abbey and the Roman Baths, was cordoned off, causing maximum disruption. The army bomb disposal
         squad was summoned from Salisbury. The experts decided on a controlled explosion and a robot trundled across to the suspect
         briefcase. The blast brought down part of a chandelier and showered the Pump Room with cut glass and fragments of Offenbach
         and Chopin: the briefcase had belonged to one of the Pump Room musicians.
      

      
      When the desk sergeant had gone, Diamond took another look at the hand. If it was ancient, how had it come to be encased in
         concrete? Just to be sure, he arranged for the thing to be delivered to the pathologist at the Royal United who generally
         dealt with unidentified bodies.
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      A man in a cream-coloured linen suit and panama hat stood mystified in the flagged open space in front of Bath Abbey. The West
         Front with Christ in Majesty above the Heavenly Host and the ascending angels was lost on Professor Joe Dougan. For the past
         ten minutes he had paced the perimeter of the square, staring at the shop fronts, oblivious of the people at the café tables,
         the crocodile-files of children waiting to tour the Abbey and the crowds cheering the buskers who were juggling with flaming
         torches. Shaking his head, he went over to one of the benches in the centre, where a woman was cooling off with an ice-cream.
      

      
      ‘These people, Donna.’

      
      ‘What do you expect in the middle of August?’ said his wife, pencil thin and with a faint blue tinge cast by her great kingfisher-coloured
         straw hat from Selfridges. ‘You’re going to get tourists any place this time of year.’
      

      
      ‘Not the tourists.’ The professor took off his Polaroids and gave them a wipe. ‘I was making a point about the entire British
         nation.’
      

      
      ‘So what’s the problem?’

      
      ‘The crazy way they use numbers. You walk into a store and ask for something and they point upstairs and tell you it’s on
         the first floor.’
      

      
      
      ‘The first floor is the ground floor in this country,’ his wife said. ‘The second floor is the first floor. I don’t have any
         problem with that.’
      

      
      ‘I know, I know. I’m just remarking on the logic, or absence of it. This place is the Abbey Churchyard, am I right? Am I reading
         the map right, Donna?’
      

      
      ‘It says so on the sign over there, Joe.’

      
      ‘Okay, we agree on that. The Abbey Churchyard. I can overlook the fact that it doesn’t look one bit like a churchyard.’

      
      ‘There must have been tombs here one time,’ said Donna.

      
      ‘Uhuh?’

      
      ‘We could be right over someone’s grave.’

      
      ‘Maybe.’

      
      Now that it had been drawn to Donna’s attention she didn’t like it. ‘I’m eating an ice-cream and there could be a dead person
         under here.’
      

      
      Joe carried on as if he had not heard. ‘I don’t understand the way they number the houses, when they number them at all. That’s
         number six over there.’ He was pointing to the optician’s under the Georgian colonnade at the entrance to the yard. ‘It has
         no number that I can see, but the lady inside told me it’s definitely six. And the restaurant next door is seven. Terrific
         – they actually have a number over the entrance. The English Teddy Bear Company must be eight. Abbey Galleries is nine. We
         have rising numbers, right?’
      

      
      Donna indulged him with a nod.

      
      Joe came to the crux. ‘So what did they do with number five, Abbey Churchyard? Do you see it?’

      
      Donna turned her head through the limit of its movement. ‘Honey, I don’t believe number five is here.’

      
      Joe said with all the authority of Dodge Professor of English at Columbus University, ‘It has to be here someplace. They wouldn’t
         start with number six if they don’t have one through five, would they?’
      

      
      Donna gave a shrug. ‘This is England. Maybe they would.’

      
      Joe sighed. ‘Is it possible they lost some buildings?’

      
      
      ‘Lost them? How would they do that?’

      
      ‘The war.’

      
      ‘That was half a century ago. Don’t you think after fifty years they’d change the numbers if some shops were taken out in
         the war?’
      

      
      ‘Want a bet?’

      
      Joe seemed to be accepting defeat. Donna took another look around. Behind her, the eighteenth-century Pump Room and the entrance
         to the Roman Baths extended along the entire south side, a grand design of columns, pediments and balustrades. ‘All these
         places look old to me.’
      

      
      Joe slumped on to the seat beside Donna and was silent for some time. The activity around them continued. Appreciative screams
         rewarded an exceptional feat of juggling. A woman holding aloft a walking-stick with a blue scarf tied to it was addressing
         a group of tourists, pointing out the features of the Abbey front.
      

      
      Donna said, ‘You could ask the guide over there.’

      
      ‘I already did.’

      
      ‘And …?’

      
      ‘She doesn’t know – or doesn’t want me to know. This is not information they like to give out. Don’t ask me why. They don’t
         list it in the guidebooks. It isn’t in any of the histories we bought in the book town.’
      

      
      The book town. Remembering, Donna took a solid bite of ice-cream that made her eyes water. Five days before, Joe had insisted
         they visit Hay-on-Wye, on the border of England and Wales, where he had heard there are more used books on sale than any place
         else in the world. While her culture-vulture spouse had gone from shop to shop picking up treasures, Donna had ruined her
         shoes in the rain looking for a hairdresser who would fit her in without an appointment. No chance in Hay. She had passed
         the rest of that afternoon drinking lukewarm tea in a succession of dark teashops smelling of damp retriever dogs.
      

      
      Joe was still fretting. ‘This is something British I don’t understand, like they’re ashamed of what happened here. If we had
         number five Abbey Churchyard back home in Columbus, you can bet we’d have a board outside and a souvenir shop in the hallway.’
      

      
      Donna said with a slow smile, ‘And a theme park out the back.’

      
      ‘All I want is the satisfaction of knowing which building it is.’

      
      ‘Like a little round plaque on the front?’

      
      ‘That would be asking too much.’

      
      ‘I guess so many famous people lived in this city that they don’t trouble with plaques.’

      
      ‘That isn’t so. They put them up for the names they want to honour. Jane Austen, Lord Nelson.’

      
      Donna shrugged. ‘Seems to me they don’t want anyone to know what happened in number five.’
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      The pathologist, Jim Middleton, phoned just before Diamond was due to pack up for the day. ‘About that body part you sent over
         …’
      

      
      ‘Hope you didn’t mind,’ Diamond got in quickly. ‘We didn’t know if you were short-handed.’

      
      ‘Leave it out, old boy. I’ve heard them all before. You wanted to know if it was Roman?’

      
      ‘Or later. You heard where it was dug up?’

      
      ‘Later is the operative word. It’s not a carbon-dating job. Those bones are relatively modern.’

      
      ‘Meaning what?’

      
      ‘Now you’re asking. Bones are notoriously difficult to date. Too many variables, you see. But any fool – that is, any fool
         with medical training – can tell that this hand didn’t belong to Julius Caesar.’
      

      
      ‘Modern, you said,’ Diamond prompted him.

      
      ‘If you want an accurate opinion, ask a bones man. From my limited experience, I’d say it’s no more than twenty years since
         that hand was opening doors and using a spoon and doing other things we don’t mention.’
      

      
      ‘As recent as that?’

      
      ‘Depends. Are the nineteen-eighties recent? I estimate not more than twenty years, but it could be as few as ten. Difficult to be exact. I don’t have much experience of post-mortem
         specimens set in concrete. About normal size. Mature, but not old. Chip out the rest of the bones and I’ll try and tell you
         some more.’
      

      
      Diamond mumbled some words of thanks and put the phone down.

      
      Instead of going home, he collected Halliwell and they walked through the still-sunny streets to the Roman Baths, situated
         in the centre, near the Abbey. Ironically, none of the exterior of the famous complex is Roman, however hard the Victorians
         tried to make it appear so. Even the statues of Roman emperors glimpsed from the street are late-Victorian pieces. The genuine
         stuff is six metres below street level.
      

      
      The staff inside were ushering the last visitors from the building. The security guard Diamond most needed to see had finished
         his shift and left.
      

      
      ‘We’ll go down and take a look.’ Just to escape from the clammy heat outside would be a bonus.

      
      ‘We close in five minutes,’ said the man in charge.

      
      ‘Go ahead. I’m not stopping you.’

      
      ‘We can’t leave if you’re still on the premises.’

      
      ‘That’s up to you, squire. Is there any lighting down there?’

      
      A torch was produced. The access was off the main entrance hall, down a curving flight of steps and through a couple of rooms
         used by the staff.
      

      
      Someone had pinned a notice on the door stating ‘POLICE. DO NOT ENTER’.
      

      
      Diamond turned to Halliwell. ‘Abandon hope, then.’

      
      The hinges gave a sound that set the teeth on edge. He picked out the structure with the torch. Solid stone steps down. Six
         massive stone pillars along the centre supporting arches across the top. This was emphatically a vault. You couldn’t demean
         it by calling it a cellar. Dungeon-solid walls without even a skylight. A flagstone floor.
      

      
      Musty, too.

      
      
      Halliwell said, ‘Just the place for a Rocky Horror party.’

      
      The two detectives followed the circle of light down the steps. In truth, Diamond felt uneasy. Whether it was the chill down
         here after the warmth, or the dark, or just the knowledge that there might be other dismembered parts of a body buried in
         concrete, ice-cold drops of sweat trickled down his ribs.
      

      
      He flicked the torch beam across the floor, giving nothing away about his reaction to the place. ‘Can you see the hole, Keith?’

      
      They spotted it on the far side, a space between flagstones, close to a wall festooned with cobwebs thick as fishing nets.
         A few chips of cement lay around the edge. A pickaxe was propped against the nearest pillar.
      

      
      ‘Don’t go any closer,’ Diamond warned. Halliwell had been on the point of stepping forward.

      
      Halliwell turned in surprise. ‘It’s been here twenty years, sir.’

      
      ‘Yes, and some daft bugger put his foot in it. We don’t need another.’

      
      Upstairs, it was actually a relief to be enveloped by the afternoon heat again.

      
      ‘Ever done any concreting?’ Diamond asked on the walk back along Pierrepont Street.

      
      ‘Not my thing.’

      
      ‘Nor mine. I’m told it’s satisfying work. You shouldn’t skimp the preparation. You want to make sure your hardcore really
         is hard. Shame when it gives way.’
      

      
      As he was an hour late getting home, he suggested a pub meal. Stephanie said it was a lovely idea and he knew right away from
         the look on her face that she was going to broach a difficult topic with him. He hoped to God it was not a visit from his
         strange brother-in-law, Reggie.
      

      
      In the pub, he had to explain why he preferred plaice and chips to a pizza. Steph heard the story of the hand in the pizza
         box.
      

      
      
      She asked, ‘So will I see you on TV tomorrow appealing for information?’

      
      He shook his head. ‘I’m in no hurry. It’s not as if there’s a killer on the run. Well, if there is, he’d be out of breath
         by now, wouldn’t he?’
      

      
      ‘You sound as if you mean to make it last.’

      
      ‘There are worse places to be than the Roman Baths. Everything’s laid on there. Phones, refreshments, loos.’

      
      ‘Careful. You’ll make me envious.’

      
      They were strolling home across Victoria Park in the evening sun, mellow from the drink, when Stephanie finally judged the
         moment right.
      

      
      ‘Something rather intriguing came in the post today. An invitation.’

      
      ‘We get nothing else but invitations,’ he said. ‘Furniture sales, wine-tasting, Reader’s Digest.’
      

      
      ‘This is personal. Hand-written. “At Home”, it says. Next Thursday at eight.’

      
      ‘At Home? What sort of party is that? Doesn’t sound like the kind of bash I enjoy. Who’s behind this rave-up?’
      

      
      ‘Assistant Chief Constable Georgina Dallymore.’

      
      ‘God help us.’

      
      ‘I didn’t know you had a woman boss.’

      
      ‘She’s new. She’s got to be new to send out a thing like that.’

      
      ‘Give her some credit. She’s off to a good start if she’s throwing a party for the staff,’ Stephanie pointed out.

      
      ‘I’m not sure if you’re right about the staff. Nobody mentioned it today.’ An uncomfortable thought was dawning. ‘Suppose
         it’s only us.’
      

      
      ‘There are sure to be other people. Perhaps it’s only senior ranks.’

      
      ‘That’s worse.’

      
      She let him chew on that for a while, and then returned to it. ‘I know you dread these social occasions, but they always turn
         out better than we expect. Who knows, we may get champagne.’
      

      
      
      He rolled his eyes. ‘At a police do?’

      
      ‘Nice food. Music. Party games.’ Now she was pushing it to absurd lengths, softening him up, and they both knew it.

      
      With a reluctant smile, he said, ‘Hide and seek. They won’t see me for dust.’

      
      ‘Hunt the Chief Constable.’

      
      ‘Wouldn’t know him if we found him.’

      
      ‘Musical Chairs.’

      
      ‘The top brass are good at that.’

      
      They continued on this tack, giggling like a couple of teenagers, until Steph quietly said she would send off an acceptance
         in the morning. He didn’t protest.
      

      
      They watched the sun setting over the Mendips. ‘This is how I want to spend my evenings,’ he confided in a rare outpouring
         of candour. ‘With you.’
      

      
      Steph smiled to herself. This new Assistant Chief Constable had started well, putting the wind up Peter Diamond by inviting
         him to a party.
      

      
      There were other ways of taming the beast. She put her hand up to his neck and found a strand of his sparse hair and curled
         it around her finger. ‘Do you know what I’d like right now?’
      

      
      His eyebrows lifted.

      
      Steph looked into the distance. ‘A ride on one of those swings.’

      
      ‘They’re for kids.’

      
      ‘Can you see any kids using them?’

      
      He laughed. ‘You want me to look the other way?’

      
      ‘No, come over and give me a push.’

      
      Problems next morning. The man in charge at the Roman Baths was the sort of blinkered official who brought out the worst in
         Diamond. Probably he was low in the hierarchy. It was just bad luck that today he was the most senior in the building. ‘You
         can’t go through the staff room. My people won’t care for that one bit.’
      

      
      ‘No, the idea isn’t to go through the staff room.’
      

      
      
      ‘What do you mean?’

      
      ‘We need a place to tip the rubble.’

      
      ‘The staff room?’ The boss-man practically choked. ‘That’s out of the question. It’s fully in use by the guides and the sales
         staff.’
      

      
      ‘So you’ll relocate them.’

      
      ‘This simply isn’t on.’

      
      ‘It’s easier than relocating us,’ Diamond pointed out, as if his team already occupied the place. ‘You don’t want my people
         shifting barrowloads of rubble through the entrance hall where the public come in. Even if you put down groundsheets, the
         dust is hell.’
      

      
      In tourist attractions, the paying public take precedence over everyone else. Diamond won this round. It was agreed that a
         temporary staff room would be found.
      

      
      ‘Another thing, sir. How far back do your records go?’

      
      ‘Which records?’

      
      ‘Records of building work. At some point in the past twenty years, somebody did some concreting in the vault. I presume they
         used materials brought in for building projects. Do you follow me?’
      

      
      ‘I’m not optimistic.’ That scarcely needed saying. The wretched man was looking suicidal after giving away the staff room.
         And if he didn’t put a gun to his head, the union would tear him to bits.
      

      
      ‘When did the last major excavation take place?’

      
      ‘Before my time. About nineteen eighty-two to eighty-three, when they opened up the area under the Pump Room.’

      
      ‘Obviously there was rebuilding associated with the work.’

      
      ‘I expect so.’

      
      ‘And it’s possible the vaults were used for storage?’

      
      ‘I suppose so.’

      
      ‘And they must have been used on other occasions since? All the contractors and all the dates, then. And I’ll need to see
         the paperwork myself.’
      

      
      ‘This is extremely disruptive.’

      
      
      ‘Disruptive is my second name, sir.’

      
      With heavy sarcasm, the boss-man said, ‘Are you sure there isn’t anything else I can do for you?’

      
      It was unwise. The big detective didn’t hesitate. ‘Now that you mention it, there is. You can fix it for me to use the Pump
         Room for tea breaks.’
      

      
      Reddening, the wretched man said, ‘I’m afraid that isn’t possible. The caterers are independent of the museum.’

      
      ‘So how does it work?’ Diamond breezed past that obstruction. ‘Don’t tell me you never eat in there.’

      
      ‘I might occasionally, when it’s necessary to look after an important visitor, but it isn’t a regular arrangement. I eat outside.’

      
      ‘That’s your choice.’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘I won’t insist that you join me.’

      
      Down in the vault, the Scene of Crime team had already installed arc-lighting and were taking photographs. The SOCO in charge
         confirmed that the place had been used at some time by builders. He showed Diamond some sacks that had contained cement. Tests
         would establish whether it matched the cement found surrounding the skeleton hand.
      

      
      ‘You’ll be digging up the rest of the floor, no doubt, looking under the flagstones,’ he said to Diamond.

      
      ‘Personally, no.’

      
      ‘You’ll keep us fully informed of what you find, won’t you, sir?’

      
      ‘From hour to hour,’ Diamond promised. ‘You’ll get no rest.’ He went up to see if the Pump Room was open yet.

      
      To the strains of ‘Kismet’ from the Pump Room Trio, he had coffee in there with the security man who had dug up the hand,
         a Pakistani immigrant refreshingly pleased to be assisting the police. The concrete was crumbly, he cheerfully assured Diamond.
         It would be easy enough to dig out other bits of the corpse.
      

      
      *    *    *

      
      
      Late that afternoon, sheer bad luck dictated that Diamond and the new Assistant Chief Constable appeared at opposite ends
         of a corridor in the Police Station. As they approached each other dismay was written in Miss Dallymore’s eyes. Oh my God,
         here is one of my senior officers, and I can’t remember his name. I must brazen my way through it. Let him think I recognise
         him, that I am actually looking for him.
      

      
      ‘Ah, just the man.’

      
      ‘Ma’am?’ Diamond could not avoid this, embarrassing as it was on both sides. Being subordinate to a woman was not the problem;
         it could have happened with anyone new.
      

      
      ‘You’re going to tell me you’re terribly busy, I dare say.’

      
      ‘No more than usual.’

      
      ‘That’s good, because I had you in mind for something.’

      
      ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘The PCCG.’

      
      Sets of initials were his blind spot. He wasn’t sure if the PCCG was some form of honour, or something to be avoided like
         the plague. ‘Me in particular, ma’am?’
      

      
      ‘With all your experience …’ The ACC smiled, as if the rest could be left unsaid. Georgina Dallymore had a disarming smile.
         Diamond would probably have thought her a good-looking woman if he could have ignored her shoulder-flashes. ‘With all your
         experience …’ did begin to sound like recognition.
      

      
      ‘What I’ve done is nothing exceptional,’ he said modestly.

      
      ‘You’ll do splendidly. They’re lucky to get you. It’s at the Meeting Room in the Victoria Gallery, seven on Wednesday evening.
         Tell Helen you’ll be representing us, and she’ll let you have the paperwork.’
      

      
      These were hammer blows. Meeting Room … evening … and, most alarming of all, paperwork.
      

      
      Helen, the ACC’s personal assistant, enlightened him. The PCCG was the Police and Community Consultative Group, a talking-shop
         with representatives of local residents’ associations, the Council, the City of Bath College, the Racial Equality Council,
         Victim Support and similar groups.
      

      
      
      ‘You’ll want an agenda and the minutes of the last meeting,’ Helen said, opening a drawer in her desk.

      
      ‘Does it say what time they finish?’

      
      She turned to the back page of the minutes. ‘No, it isn’t mentioned here.’

      
      ‘Just my luck.’

      
      ‘Why don’t you ask Chief Inspector Wigfull? He’s a regular on this committee.’

      
      ‘Wigfull? That’s all I need.’

      
      John Wigfull was the ultimate infliction. A high price to pay for stepping into a corridor at the wrong moment.
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      A patch of sunshine lingered in one corner of the garden of the Royal Crescent Hotel, where Professor Joe Dougan ordered pre-dinner
         drinks. He and Donna were with their new friends from Zurich. They had met Marcus and Anne-Lise Hacksteiner in the outdoor
         heated plunge pool the previous morning. Few situations are more likely to get a conversation going than sitting toe to toe
         in a small round pool.
      

      
      The Hacksteiners had been to a matinée at the Theatre Royal. ‘It was a whodunnit,’ said Anne-Lise, speaking English as if
         she had lived here for ever. ‘And rather well done.’
      

      
      ‘Did you guess the murderer?’ Joe asked.

      
      ‘Anne-Lise doesn’t guess,’ said Marcus. ‘She likes to analyse the plot and arrive at the logical solution.’

      
      ‘And did you, Anne-Lise?’

      
      ‘Oh, yes.’

      
      ‘Get away!’

      
      ‘But my logic was different from the logic of the writer.’

      
      Joe Dougan wasn’t sure how seriously to take Anne-Lise. She didn’t smile much. ‘You mean you picked someone else as the killer?’

      
      ‘She insists her solution was superior,’ said Marcus. ‘Probably it was. I don’t have that kind of brain. I took a wild guess.’

      
      
      ‘The least likely person in the cast?’

      
      ‘Exactly.’

      
      ‘Let me guess. You were spot on?’

      
      ‘No, I was wrong, too.’

      
      ‘You guys break me up.’ The more Joe saw of the Hacksteiners, the more he liked them. Rich as they obviously were, they didn’t
         flaunt it. Joe had learned only by chance that they had the top suite in the hotel, the Sir Percy Blakeney, at nearly £700
         a night.
      

      
      After the drinks were served, Donna said, ‘Well, I just wish we had chosen the theatre.’

      
      A muscle twitched at the edge of Joe’s mouth. He said nothing.

      
      Anne-Lise said graciously, ‘You were much more sensible. It was too nice an afternoon to spend indoors.’

      
      Donna shot a triumphant look at her husband. She had said the same thing to him earlier, and more than once.

      
      As if he hadn’t noticed, Joe said to Marcus, ‘I think you’ll like this single malt.’

      
      ‘Come on, Joe,’ said Anne-Lise. ‘You can’t keep us in suspense. How did you spend the afternoon?’

      
      ‘Indoors, same as you. You did the whodunnit. We did the wheredunnit.’

      
      ‘The what?’

      
      ‘The wheredunnit. When I go on vacation I like to seek out the places where creative things happened. It gives some focus
         to a trip. So in Vienna, we looked up the Mozart house. In Paris, the Rodin museum, and so on.’
      

      
      ‘And in Bath, Jane Austen?’

      
      ‘Too easy,’ said Donna in a downbeat tone that the others did not yet understand.

      
      Joe explained, ‘My modest ambition in this city was to find the Frankenstein house.’
      

      
      Marcus turned to face him, eyebrows pricked up, prepared to challenge the assumption.

      
      Joe smiled.

      
      ‘You did say Frankenstein?’
      

      
      
      Joe gave a nod. ‘Where Mary Shelley wrote the book, back in 1816. Simple enough, you might think.’

      
      ‘But you are mistaken,’ said Anne-Lise in her prim, categorical style of speaking. ‘It was written in Switzerland. It is well
         known in our country.’
      

      
      Marcus chimed in, ‘If you want to see the house it is on the shore of Lake Geneva.’

      
      Joe raised his hands, feigning self-defence. ‘Fine. I’m not going to argue this one with you good folk. I know the story,
         how Shelley and Mary Godwin, as she was then – she was only eighteen – were entertained at the Villa Diodati by Lord Byron
         and his physician, Dr Polidori, and how the weather was atrocious and they were housebound, and Byron proposed that they each
         write a ghost story.’
      

      
      ‘And of course the woman’s was the only good story of the four,’ said Anne-Lise, with a half-smile at Donna. ‘It came to her
         in a dream.’
      

      
      ‘Not exactly,’ Joe dared correct her. ‘It was not the result of a dream. Mary Shelley explained in the introduction that she
         was lying in bed awake when the images came to her.’
      

      
      ‘So it was a day-dream,’ said Donna, rolling her eyes.

      
      ‘And I have to tell you that Frankenstein wasn’t written in Geneva,’ Joe steadily pursued his point. ‘It had its conception there, yes. Then they returned to England.
         Shelley stopped off in London, leaving Mary to find rooms in Bath. She picked number five, Abbey Churchyard, and that’s where
         she wrote most of the book. You can read her diaries. You can read letters. She records the progress of the chapters.’
      

      
      ‘Are you sure?’ said Anne-Lise.

      
      ‘Joe is a professor of literature,’ Marcus reminded her, and then asked Joe, ‘What made them choose Bath?’

      
      ‘Secrecy. Mary’s step-sister Claire had been travelling with them. Byron had made her pregnant and they didn’t want her parents
         to find out.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, no!’ said Anne-Lise, as shocked by Byron’s behaviour as if it had only just happened.

      
      
      ‘They were a wild bunch,’ said Marcus.

      
      ‘And how. Mary herself already had two children by Shelley, who was married, with two kids of his own.’

      
      Anne-Lise gasped.

      
      Marcus, more calm about nineteenth-century morals, said, ‘So there were children in the party?’

      
      ‘Only Mary’s second baby, William. The first died as an infant.’

      
      ‘You have researched this,’ said Marcus.
      

      
      ‘He’s like a dog with a bone,’ said Donna with a sigh.

      
      ‘So the set-up was this,’ said Joe in the same steady, authoritative voice. ‘Shelley and Mary with their little son William,
         less than a year old, rented rooms in Abbey Churchyard, and Claire, heavily pregnant, was nearby at number twelve, New Bond
         Street. Mary passed the time reading the classics, writing Frankenstein and taking lessons in art.’
      

      
      ‘With a baby so young, I’m surprised she had any time,’ said Anne-Lise. ‘Did they have servants?’

      
      ‘A Swiss nurse, called Elise.’

      
      ‘That would explain. Swiss nurses are very good.’

      
      ‘And I guess Claire sometimes helped with the baby.’

      
      ‘Maybe Shelley took his turn,’ said Marcus.

      
      ‘No chance. He was up to his eyeballs in family troubles. First, Mary’s half-sister, Fanny, killed herself in Swansea with
         an overdose of laudanum. Then Shelley’s wife Harriet threw herself into the Serpentine in London and drowned.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, my God,’ murmured Anne-Lise. ‘All in the same year?’

      
      ‘All in the last three months of 1816.’

      
      ‘Quite some year,’ said Marcus.

      
      ‘That wasn’t the end of it. Two weeks after Harriet died, Shelley and Mary got married.’

      
      Anne-Lise’s blue eyes shone at the first good news in some time. ‘In Bath?’

      
      ‘In London. Soon after, at the end of February, 1817, they moved to Marlow and she put the finishing touches to Frankenstein there. But there’s no question that the greater part of it was written in this city. Which is why I was motivated to find the house.’
      

      
      ‘And did you find it? Is that where you were this afternoon?’

      
      ‘No,’ said Donna flatly. ‘This beautiful afternoon we passed in the public library.’

      
      Joe was unfazed. ‘Checking ancient maps of the Abbey Churchyard. And I can tell you, friends, that I finally got my answer.
         I know precisely where Frankenstein was written.’
      

      
      ‘How exciting!’ said Anne-Lise, genuinely enthralled.

      
      ‘I found a picture of the house. It was right next to the Pump Room, actually attached. A narrow, three-storey house, one
         of a group built around 1800. I guess their rooms were upstairs. It functioned as a kind of shop, a lending library, to be
         precise.’
      

      
      ‘Do you know, we were there yesterday and I never even noticed it?’ said Anne-Lise.

      
      Joe nodded. ‘Unfortunately—’

      
      ‘It’s gone?’

      
      ‘Knocked down when the Pump Room was extended.’

      
      ‘Too bad,’ said Marcus.

      
      ‘When?’ said Anne-Lise.

      
      ‘In 1893 – a time when all kinds of excavations were taking place behind the house. The city fathers decided to promote Bath
         in a big way as a spa city. So a row of not very distinguished buildings next door was expendable.’
      

      
      ‘Where exactly was the house? That yard in front of the Abbey?’

      
      ‘Correct. Numbers two through five originally stood where you now find the entrance to the Roman Baths. You can see where
         the Shelley house was sited. It’s a lower elevation than the rest, a linking block that houses a corridor leading to the extension.’
      

      
      ‘Didn’t anyone try to save it?’

      
      ‘The Roman Baths were bigger news than Frankenstein.’
      

      
      ‘Isn’t there a plaque on the wall?’

      
      ‘Stating that this is the site of the house where Frankenstein was written?’ Joe shook his head.
      

      
      
      ‘Plenty of people would be interested.’

      
      ‘It would increase the tourism significantly,’ said Anne-Lise.

      
      ‘Quite possibly.’

      
      ‘So will you be visiting the Mayor of Bath to suggest it?’ asked Anne-Lise.

      
      Donna said, ‘Anne-Lise, my dear, don’t put ideas in his head. I don’t want my entire trip taken over by Frankenstein.’
      

      
      ‘Let’s go in to dinner, shall we?’ said Joe.

      
      ‘The only good suggestion I heard from you all day,’ said Donna.
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      Two days on, and there were compensations for Peter Diamond. The Pump Room had definite advantages over the police canteen
         as an eating place. This room with its tall windows and Corinthian columns, its chandelier and musicians’ gallery, was surely
         one of the finest in Europe. Kate, the winsome, long-legged, black-stockinged waitress Diamond had cultivated as an ally from
         the beginning, saw that he got the pick of the menu. The trio played ‘I’m a Stranger in Paradise’ and Keith Halliwell was
         too overawed to step inside and interrupt the idyll.
      

      
      Down in the vault, the working party was under instructions from Diamond not to rush the job. ‘We’re in no hurry, lads. This
         poor sod has been lying under the floor for up to twenty years. A week or two more will make no difference.’
      

      
      The complexity of the case was underlined when the list of building contracts was presented to Diamond.

      
      ‘As many as this?’

      
      ‘You asked for them all, and that’s what you’ve got,’ said boss-man with a smirk.

      
      ‘Half of these must have gone out of business by now.’ His finger moved up the page. ‘Why so many here?’

      
      ‘That would have been prior to the opening of the extension. Much of the temple precinct was uncovered then.’

      
      
      ‘In 1982-3?’

      
      ‘And for quite a bit before. What you’re looking at now is a record of the construction work, not the excavation. We opened
         to the public at Easter, 1983. Substantial electrical and building work had to be carried out in the weeks before.’
      

      
      ‘Making it accessible?’

      
      ‘Yes. And safe. Proper walkways and so forth.’

      
      ‘You can see the way my mind is working. The vault where the bones were found is on the same side.’

      
      He took the lists back to Manvers Street and gave Halliwell the task of calling contractors to extract lists of their workforces.

      
      ‘Just as long as you don’t expect a miracle, sir,’ Halliwell said. ‘At this distance in time …’

      
      ‘I know, Keith, it’s a pain and I’m a slave-driver.’

      
      ‘You’re assuming that whoever buried the hand in the vault was a builder?’

      
      ‘I can’t think of anyone else with a reason for doing cement work down there.’

      
      ‘So do you think the victim was working on the site as well?’

      
      ‘We’ll see what we uncover.’

      
      ‘Have they found anything else?’

      
      ‘Not yet.’

      
      Halliwell screwed up his face. ‘Wasn’t the hand attached to the rest of the body?’

      
      ‘Apparently not.’

      
      A call from the front desk. ‘Sir, someone wants to speak to you about the Roman Bath inquiry.’

      
      ‘To me personally?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Who is he?’

      
      ‘She. She, em, says you may remember her. A Miss Smith.’

      Amusement in the voice is easy to detect on the phone. ‘Are you having
         me on?’
      

      
      ‘Ingeborg Smith.’

      
      
      ‘Ah.’ An image snapped into place. A crowded room. Microphones heaped in front of him like horse droppings. The press conference
         he’d called last autumn at a difficult stage in the Bloodhounds inquiry. And this pale-faced young woman with a stud in her
         nose – or was it a ring? – hitting him with a volley of penetrating questions.
      

      
      ‘I do remember now,’ he told them downstairs. ‘She’s press. A freelance.’ His first instinct was to duck this. Then he remembered
         the tenacious way Ingeborg Smith had questioned him in front of the press corps, just this side of civility. It might not
         be wise to give her the elbow.
      

      
      He saw her in an interview room downstairs. ‘I hope you have something amazing to impart, Miss Smith,’ he remarked as he walked
         in. ‘It’s a busy old week.’
      

      
      ‘I’m glad to hear it,’ she said. The nose decoration was a silver ring through the right nostril. Since the last time another
         had been added on the same side and there was also a gleam from under the fine, blond hair over the left ear. ‘What was the
         motto of the Pinkerton detectives? We Never Sleep.’
      

      
      Her features are up to fashion model standard, he found himself thinking. Maybe she thinks some minor mutilation makes her
         more approachable. ‘We Never Sleep. Try telling that to the Police Federation.’
      

      
      ‘What’s their motto, then?’

      
      ‘I wouldn’t know.’

      
      She laughed.

      
      ‘No,’ he started to explain. ‘That’s not their motto, it’s …’ Then he gave up. ‘What exactly are you doing here?’
      

      
      ‘Getting a story, I hope. Is this true about the hand in the cellar?’

      
      ‘Where did you hear that?’ he parried.

      
      ‘I was tipped off by one of the guides at the Roman Baths. You kicked them out of their staff room, I was told, and large
         policemen are in there sieving loads of earth and mortar for human remains.’
      

      
      
      ‘So what’s your angle on this? Staff in Revolt over Police Dig?’
      

      
      ‘Come off it, Mr Diamond. That’s no story.’

      
      ‘Police in Revolt over Police Dig?’
      

      
      A wide smile. She felt in her handbag and handed across a business card. ‘I work with the nationals when a story of potential
         interest comes up.’
      

      
      He was wary. ‘It’s at a very early stage. I can’t give you anything you don’t already know.’

      
      ‘No information on the victim?’

      
      ‘What victim?’

      
      ‘Oh, come on, Superintendent, the owner of the hand. It was buried less than twenty years ago, they’re saying.’

      
      ‘That’s yet to be established.’

      
      ‘I am the first to approach you, aren’t I?’

      
      ‘The first of the press, yes.’

      
      ‘Don’t you think I deserve an exclusive?’

      
      He said, ‘My dear Miss Smith—’

      
      ‘Ingeborg will do.’

      
      ‘I doubt if there’s much in this for you.’

      
      ‘There’s the rest of the body, presumably. Do you think it’s in the cellar?’

      
      ‘I’m keeping an open mind. And it’s a vault.’

      
      ‘Your mind is a vault?’

      
      He smiled. ‘At this stage, yes. Just a large, empty vault.’

      
      ‘No theories, then?’

      
      He lifted a palm to indicate that the point had been made already.

      
      She moved on. ‘Let’s try something else. Where’s that female detective inspector you work with?’

      
      ‘Julie Hargreaves? Transferred to Headquarters.’

      
      ‘Oh? At whose request?’

      
      He felt the blood rise. ‘That’s off limits, Ingeborg. We don’t discuss personnel with the press.’

      
      She held out her slim hands in appeal. ‘Fine, I won’t press it. I admired her style, the way she did her job.’

      
      ‘We all did.’

      
      
      ‘You must have chosen her as your deputy. Do you think a woman brings something extra to a crime squad?’

      
      He pushed his chair back, prior to leaving. ‘I don’t have time to chat.’

      
      She smiled. ‘Worth a try. Some time, I’d like to write a profile of you.’

      
      ‘Whatever for? I’m not a story of – what was it? – potential interest.’

      
      She ran her eyes over his substantial form. ‘If I pulled a few strings, I could interest a features editor in you.’

      
      ‘That’s really made my day.’

      
      ‘I’ll tell you one thing for sure. You’re going to be sorry you dropped Julie from your team.’

      
      He didn’t rise to the bait. The truth of it was that Julie had left at her own request. The strain of working with him, defending
         him, interpreting his moods, smoothing ruffled feathers, had finally got to Julie. And those who knew him best said that she
         had made his job too easy. Confrontation was his fix.
      

      
      But he must have learned something from Julie, because he let Ingeborg Smith leave without a blasting. Even after she reminded
         him to pick up the business card he had left on the table.
      

      
      Some genius from the forensic lab at Chepstow phoned him later. In the process of removing a substantial chunk of concrete
         adhering to the hand found in the vault, they had discovered the bones of a second thumb and two fingers. It seemed that two
         hands had been buried together.
      

      
      ‘It makes sense,’ Diamond said. ‘If you go to the trouble of digging a hole you might as well use it for both.’

      
      ‘Assuming they both came from the same victim,’ the Chepstow man threw in casually.

      
      ‘They did, didn’t they? This is a left hand and a right?’

      
      ‘It would appear so.’

      
      ‘Can’t you fellows ever say a straight yes or no?’

      
      
      ‘If we did, and we made a mistake, you’d be one of the first to complain, Mr Diamond.’

      
      ‘That’s for sure, squire. All I want to know is are we talking about a pair of hands?’

      
      ‘That I couldn’t say with certainty.’

      
      ‘They’re about the same size? Could you say that with certainty?’

      
      ‘Oh, yes.’

      
      ‘Thank Christ for that. So there isn’t any reason to think they’re from different people?’

      
      ‘Realistically, it’s unlikely, but—’

      
      ‘Don’t complicate things. My life is hard enough.’

      
      Late the same afternoon, twenty minutes before the diggers in the vault were due to down tools, one of them working close
         to the external wall called for the sergeant who was supervising. At a depth of half a metre his brush had revealed a brownish
         domed shape that looked awfully like a human skull.
      

      
      The sergeant ordered an early finish, and put a call through to Diamond.

      
      Next morning, the vault was transformed into something like a Star Trek set: machinery, extra lights and SOCOs padding about in their overshoes and white paper zipper overalls. From the doorway
         Diamond registered an appearance and then slipped upstairs for a Pump Room breakfast.
      

      
      Certainly it was a skull, he learned when he returned. They allowed him close enough to see it in situ, with most of the surrounding soil brushed away. It lay upwards, resting on the jaw, not quite so sinister as a clean skull
         may look, because the cavities for eyes and nose were blocked with earth. In this state it would be lifted by a pathologist
         and taken for examination. Any organic matter preserved inside the cranium could well provide DNA material.
      

      
      ‘Any immediate clues?’ he asked the senior man.

      
      ‘Well, she was probably under thirty, by the state of her teeth.’

      
      
      ‘She?’
      

      
      ‘See the ridges around the eye sockets? They’re not so prominent as they would be in a male. And the nasal junction here is
         less developed.’
      

      
      ‘I wasn’t expecting a female,’ Diamond said as if he doubted the opinion. ‘The hand was quite large.’

      
      ‘Some women’s hands are big. You can’t tell the sex from hand bones.’

      
      ‘Is Jim Middleton on his way?’

      
      ‘He’s doing post-mortems this morning. He promised to be here by two.’

      
      Muttering, Diamond returned upstairs. In the staff room he paused to speak to the two young constables working with a sieve
         over a wheelbarrow. A huge heap of earth and rubble lay on a tarpaulin. ‘Is this load sorted?’
      

      
      ‘No, sir,’ said the spokesman. ‘That’s waiting.’

      
      ‘What happens to the stuff you’ve sieved?’

      
      ‘We wheel it across the way. There’s another room.’

      
      ‘And have you found anything?’

      
      ‘Some bits that could be finger bones, or toes, or nothing at all.’

      
      ‘Do you want a break?’

      
      ‘Sir?’

      
      ‘I said do you want a break? Take ten, no more. I’ll see if I have better luck than you.’

      
      Wide-eyed at this eccentric behaviour from the top man, they hesitated. But when he picked up the spade, half-filled the sieve
         and started shaking it over the barrow, they left him to it.
      

      
      The gesture was not wholly altruistic. Diamond had a reputation for treating his staff without much consideration. The news
         that the old slave-driver – or whatever they currently called him – had taken his turn at the digging would spread around
         Manvers Street like word of a pay rise.
      

      
      And a mindless task like this was an aid to concentration. He needed to reassess. If the victim was a woman, it seemed unlikely
         she had died as a result of a brawl among labourers. Women are employed on building sites, and were in the early nineteen eighties, but the female brickie would have been a novelty. Her
         absence would have been noticed. What other reason would a woman have for being in the vault? he asked himself. Maybe she
         had been one of the archaeologists.
      

      
      He preferred that, a scenario in which one of the builders lusts after a student in tight jeans jigging her bottom as she
         scrapes at the floor of the temple precinct. From most men, she would get looks, or remarks. But there is always the oddball,
         the psycho who believes she is put there to provoke him.
      

      
      Either she willingly goes with him. Or she is tricked into going. Or forced. In the vault, he turns violent. Whatever goes
         on there – an argument, a rape, a fight – it ends with her death. He dismembers the corpse in the belief that it will make
         detection more difficult. He buries the parts in concrete.
      

      
      This presupposes that no one interrupts. Well, the vault was used by the builders for storage. Maybe sand and cement had to
         be collected from time to time, but there would be intervals when no one was about. A body could be covered with a tarpaulin
         and left in a dark corner until the killer had an opportunity to dispose of it, perhaps at night, when everyone else had left.
      

      
      The theory also requires that when the girl goes missing, no one raises the alarm. Archaeology is often carried out by student
         volunteers. And as anyone knows, students are not the most reliable people around. One young woman fails to turn up one morning
         and nobody thinks much of it. Not everyone likes squatting in a trench scraping at the soil by the hour and finding nothing.
      

      
      So was there a young student who went missing in the early nineteen eighties?

      
      Scores, probably.

      
      ‘No luck, sir?’

      
      He looked up from the sieve. The ten minutes had passed and the constables were back.

      
      ‘You’re the ones who got lucky. I filled another barrow for you.’
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      Death and the monster.

      The thing had started without the passion that came later. It grew in his brain by stealth, fitting
         into his life as no more than an idle thought here, a possibility there. He could not trace its origin; the monster is so
         all-pervading that every child has heard of it. It seeped into his consciousness and was reinforced by the images everyone
         grows up with and has nightmares about.
      

      
      ‘My application was at first fluctuating and uncertain; it gained strength as I proceeded and soon became so ardent and eager
            that the stars often disappeared in the light of morning whilst I was yet engaged in my laboratory.’
      

      
      Only now did he accept that he was a willing slave to Frankenstein and his monster.
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      Diamond was irritated by Halliwell’s talk of brickies, chippies and sparks, as if one morning on the phone had turned him into
         a master mason. ‘Let’s see these names.’
      

      
      ‘The brickies?’

      
      ‘All of them.’ He ran a glance over the top sheet. ‘What use is “Taff” to anybody?’

      
      ‘Welshman, sir.’

      
      ‘That narrows it down to about a million.’

      
      ‘These are only my rough notes. I jotted everything down. Any scrap of information might jog someone else’s memory.’

      
      ‘“QPR supporter”?’

      
      ‘Football.’

      
      ‘I didn’t think it was underwear. There’s no need to grind your teeth, matey. I’m just as brassed off as you are. We’re going
         to have to do the rounds of the builders’ yards, asking questions.’
      

      
      ‘When you say “we” …’

      
      ‘I know, Keith. You’re going to ask me where the manpower is coming from. I’ll pull a few strings. It’s a job for Uniforms.’

      
      ‘It isn’t easy tracing workmen, sir. There’s so much subcontracting. A brickie and a sparks may work side by side and belong
         to different firms.’
      

      
      
      ‘I don’t care who employed them. These herberts all know each other.’

      
      ‘Yes, but after twenty years—’

      
      ‘Don’t exaggerate, Keith. It’s more like fifteen.’ He grinned and softened enough to explain his theory about the victim.
         If she had been a student volunteer helping with the dig, her name might be on some list kept by the people in charge.
      

      
      Halliwell threw in casually, ‘The Bath Archaeological Trust.’

      
      ‘Come again.’

      
      ‘The people in charge.’

      
      ‘Go to it, then.’

      
      At two, he phoned the Roman Baths and asked if the pathologist, Jim Middleton, had arrived yet. He had not.

      
      ‘So is all work in the vault suspended?’

      
      The senior SOCO confirmed that it was.

      
      ‘The skull still waiting to be lifted?’

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’

      
      ‘Leave it with me,’ he said with menace. ‘Just because this skull has been buried since 1983, that idle bastard thinks he
         can take all day over his lunch.’
      

      
      He called the Royal United Hospital. It turned out that Middleton was having trouble with his car and had taken it into the
         garage for repairs.
      

      
      He slammed down the phone. Immediately it rang. He snatched it up. ‘Jim?’

      
      ‘No.’ A woman’s voice. ‘No. This is Ingeborg Smith.’

      
      He emitted a sound combining a groan and a growl. ‘Look, I’m waiting for a call.’

      
      ‘Would that be from the pathologist?’

      
      He was caught off guard. ‘What do you know about that?’

      
      She said in a calm tone that only added to his stress, ‘I’m at the Roman Baths. I know Dr Middleton is supposed to be here,
         and isn’t. This skull they uncovered last night is female. Do you have any idea who she might be, Mr Diamond?’
      

      
      
      He had to draw in a long breath to control himself. ‘Did somebody let you into that bloody vault?’

      
      Ingeborg said coolly, ‘I told you I was interested in this case, and I have an idea on the subject.’

      
      ‘If you know anything at all pertaining to this investigation, Miss Smith,’ he said with heavy formality, ‘you’d better tell
         me now.’
      

      
      ‘An idea, I said.’

      
      ‘Just a theory, then?’

      
      ‘You don’t have to sound so disparaging. It could save you a lot of time. Can we meet? Are you coming over here?’

      
      ‘I’m far too busy—’

      
      She butted in with, ‘I could give you the name of a postgraduate in ancient history who got a job as a guide at the Roman
         Baths in 1982 and disappeared the following year.’
      

      
      ‘A woman?’

      
      ‘Of course.’

      
      ‘How do you know this?’

      
      ‘Like your people in the vault, I’ve been digging.’

      
      ‘What’s the name?’

      
      ‘I’d rather not say down the phone.’

      
      ‘Don’t piss me about, Ingeborg.’

      
      ‘I mean it. This is sensitive information.’

      
      She was going to get her interview now. Tamely, he offered to see her at the Baths in half an hour.

      
      Joe Dougan and his long-suffering wife Donna stood just inside the swing doors at the Pump Room entrance having a difference
         of opinion.
      

      
      ‘But I don’t need the rest room,’ Donna repeated.

      
      ‘We established that a moment ago,’ Joe ground on in his professorial style. ‘All I’m asking is that you step inside there
         and look around. It’s not a place I can go myself.’
      

      
      ‘You can go to the men’s room.’

      
      ‘Donna, I don’t need the men’s room.’

      
      
      A moment’s silence underlined the lack of contact between their imaginations.

      
      Donna knew she would cave in. She always did. ‘It’s easy for you to say “look around”. I’m going to get some strange looks.’

      
      ‘Yes, but would you do this for me?’

      
      She said with deliberate obtuseness, ‘What am I supposed to look at? I’ve seen a ladies’ rest room before now. There isn’t
         anything to interest me in places like that.’
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