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Done with the work of breathing; done
With all the world; the mad race run
Through to the end; the golden goal

Attained – and found to be hole!

Ambrose Bierce
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PRIVATE & PERSONAL MEMO – DO NOT
FORWARD OR COPY

From Raymond Land to All Staff:

So, it’s a new beginning for us. I’m sure we’re all going to find it very 
exciting, although I’d much prefer it if we didn’t. 

This is the unit’s first week under City of London jurisdiction. Even 
though the PCU’s coverage extends far outside the Square Mile, we are 
now part of their workforce and they will come down on us like a ton 
of bricks if we break their rules. Would it be too much to ask that you 
don’t upset them for the first few weeks? This means no weird stuff. Try 
to behave normally for once. Keep regular hours. Avoid provocative 
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behaviour. Don’t be imaginative. Play it strictly by the book and keep 
your paperwork up to date. And if anyone from the City of London 
calls, don’t give them your opinions on anything. If you’re in any doubt, 
refer them to me. In fact, it’s probably better that you don’t talk to them 
at all. 

The City of London Police headquarters is in Love Lane, behind the 
Barbican, so they have no reason to come over here to King’s Cross. 
Let’s try to keep it that way. I don’t want them seeing how we operate 
and thinking we’re a bunch of amateurs. I’ve tried pointing out that 
some of us are older than the trees they’ve got round their building 
and deserve respect, but they still talk to me as if I was born yesterday.

As you know, one of the PCU’s key remits is to prevent or cause to 
cease any acts of violent disorder committed in the public areas of the city, 
but luckily for us this is very loosely defined in our terms of contract. Let 
me tell you how the new system is going to work. 

Investigations will be referred from CoL HQ in all but the most 
extreme circumstances (i.e. acts of terrorism and serious fraud, which 
are handled by separate divisions). They will only commence once we 
have received full clearance to proceed from our Public Liaison Officer. 
From then, every step will be documented and approved by me. 

What this means – and I’m talking especially to you, Arthur – is that 
I don’t want you running around like a superannuated Harry Potter 
spreading insurrection, holding meetings with fake spiritualists and 
causing things to explode. I’m absolutely determined that the next 
major investigation we undertake will not end up with anyone having to 
gallop through a cemetery at midnight. 

We’re going to start solving crimes the proper way, by sitting at 
desks and working things out with bits of paper, and going home while 
there’s still something decent on the telly. By the way, you’ll notice that 
I’ve dropped the ‘Acting’ part from my job title. After fifteen years of 
trying to escape from you lot I’ve resigned myself to the fact that they’ll 
probably carry me out of the PCU feet first. This doesn’t mean that I 
wouldn’t rather be somewhere else. If I had to choose between this 
rundown doss-house and a nice little sinecure in Somerset, I wouldn’t 
think twice.

OK, general housekeeping. There seem to be kittens everywhere. 

Bryant & May - The Bleeding Heart.indd   12Bryant & May - The Bleeding Heart.indd   12 05/12/2013   11:11:4105/12/2013   11:11:41



13

PROLOGUE

Will somebody please find homes for them and take Crippen to the 
vet before she decides to have any more? I counted nine but there may 
be others. Also, the towel rail in the second-floor toilet is electrified, 
something to do with a damaged heating element. Unfortunately it 
has to remain in use as the first-floor loo is still blocked, thanks to Mr 
Bryant’s experiments with a cooked ham the size and shape of a human 
head. Just be careful when you’ve got wet hands, that’s all.

The CoL is sticking us with an intern for two weeks. Try to be nice to 
him. That means no showing him how the handcuffs work and ‘losing’ 
the key, or sending him along to autopsies. Don’t make him cry on his 
first day.

The new face-recognition system is being installed in the ground-
floor hallway as an added security measure. Dan informs me that to 
activate it you just need to stand before the screen and press the red 
button. And in Mr Bryant’s case, try taking your balaclava off first. 

As you can tell, British summertime has arrived, so water is pour- 
ing through the third-floor roof extension whenever it rains, i.e. all 
the time. If you’re going to leave anything in the evidence room that 
you don’t want ruined, wrap it in a Tesco bag. Remember we’re pro- 
fessionals. Apart from that, we’re open for business as usual. Good luck, 
ladies and gentlemen, and may God have mercy on your souls.
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1

DEAD OF NIGHT

For a teenager who had never been outside of London, 
Romain Curtis knew a lot about astronomy. His know- 
ledge seemed pointless in a city where the night sky was 
usually barricaded behind an immense lid of low sulphur-
ous cloud. When he looked up between the buildings, all 
he could see was a wash of reflected saffron light. But 
behind this he sensed the glimmering tracery of constel-
lations, and could point to them with the certainty of a 
sailor.

Unfortunately it was a talent that impressed no one, 
least of all the girls from the Cromwell Estate in Blooms-
bury, where he lived with his mother. Shirone Estanza 
was no different, and had stared blankly at him when he 
offered to name the stars, but she still pursued him. She 
was physically unlike most of the girls he had hung out 
with – shorter and rowdily brash – but she seemed like a 
lot of fun. She changed the colour of her nails every week 
(tonight, acid green) and wore the tightest skirts he’d 
ever seen. But he was still finding his feet with girls, and 
couldn’t be sure if he even liked them, or if they liked him.

Romain appeared younger than his fifteen years. He 
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had his father’s flat nose and wide forehead, but never 
appeared intimidating because he was rail-thin. He 
read voraciously, preferred heavy metal to hip-hop, and 
wanted to study textile design at Central St Martins. He 
saw movies about angry West Indian kids on council 
estates and failed to recognize anything of himself in the 
characters. His father had told him to be his own man, 
to keep close with his mates, to stay fit and fight back, 
pointless advice from a warehouseman who spent his days 
borrowing money from girlfriends, shuttling between the 
pub and the fixed-odds terminals in betting shops.

For a kid with hardly any money, London is a city 
of closed doors. Astronomy was a free hobby. Romain 
could go to museums and libraries, and sit in parks on 
clear evenings, using the app on his mobile to identify 
constellations. Tonight, Shirone had insisted on paying 
for their drinks in the Gunmakers, a pub she could enter 
without being carded because one of her brother’s best 
mates ran the bar. Although Romain had nowhere to 
take her now, it was a warm, muggy night, and as he had 
been running wild in the neighbourhood since he was old 
enough to stand, he knew every dark and secret space for 
miles around. Leading her down Wakefield Street into the 
narrow gloom of Henrietta Mews, he reached the closed 
iron gates of St George’s Gardens and stopped, turning 
to her. 

Shirone had folded her arms and was offering a defiant 
jut of the jaw. ‘If you think I’m going in there you’ve got 
another think coming.’

‘What’s wrong?’ Romain asked innocently. ‘There’s 
never anyone in here.’

‘Been inside with a lot of girls, have you?’
‘No, what I mean is it’s dead quiet and calm, all grass 

and trees an’ that, and sometimes it’s dark enough to see 
the stars.’

‘You gonna start naming ’em all again?’
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‘No, I just fancied a sit-down with you. Look.’ He 
swung a long leg over the black iron railings and stepped 
lightly down inside. ‘It’s easy. You need a hand over?’

‘I can manage.’ A moment later she had joined him and 
was looking around. ‘That’s nice, innit? You didn’t say we 
was going to a graveyard.’ She pointed to the stone circle 
of sarcophagi that rose between the paths like sacrificial 
altars, and the broken line of verdigris-topped headstones 
leaning against the back wall, under the shade of the 
plane trees. She had been in the little park many times but 
had never really taken much notice of the graves before. 
By day most of them were lost in the shadows.

‘It’s a garden; it’s not used for burials no more, not for 
ages.’ Romain ushered her past the headstones, towards a 
grassy area between the stone memorials. Tall buildings 
hemmed the park in on all sides. Here, at the backs of 
several blocks of flats, sheltered by the dense canopy of 
branches, they moved unobserved. Even the pale nimbus 
of the moon was lost from view. He dropped to the neatly 
clipped lawn and pulled out his mobile. She sat more 
gingerly, wary of ground that felt perpetually damp, even 
after a few days of dry weather.

‘I got this tracking app that shows you the position of 
the planets,’ he said, tilting the light to her. ‘See?’

‘How old are these graves?’ asked Shirone, twisting 
about. She was wearing stretch jeans and very high heels, 
and sitting on grass of any kind was a tentative activity 
at best.

‘About three hundred years, maybe more.’ He returned 
his attention to the phone. ‘See, Ursa Major is right over-
head. In Greek mythology Callisto got turned into a bear 
and was almost shot with an arrow by her son. He was 
turned into a bear too. Ursa Minor. It’s supposed to be 
the only constellation that never sinks below the horizon.’

‘Yeah, whatever.’
Something ticked down from a nearby tree: a bird 
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releasing a twig, perhaps. Shirone looked as if she was 
about to spring to her feet. She had no problem pushing 
her way through a gang of ten classmates but more than 
three trees in the same place bothered her. 

Romain pulled a battered joint from his jacket pocket 
and dug for his lighter. ‘I used to come here when I was 
little, for picnics and that.’ Perhaps it was best not to go 
on about the cemetery, he decided, as it would ruin his 
chances with her tonight, but he hadn’t been able to think 
of anywhere else they could go. He dragged on the roll-up 
and tried to pass it to her, but she pushed his hand away. 
A single car broke the silence, heading south. The little 
park’s greenery insulated it from surrounding sounds.

‘I used to see you around all the time,’ said Shirone, 
‘but you never said nothing. I didn’t think you liked me.’

‘It wasn’t that, I just didn’t know what to say. You was 
always with your brothers.’

‘Yeah. They’d kill me if they found out I was here.’
‘Why?’
‘You’re joking, right? They’re Italian. I’m just half-Ital-

ian.’ She laid herself back on the grass. ‘It’s weird being in 
here at night. Like we’re in the country. What’s that park 
in New York?’

‘Central Park.’
‘Yeah. My dad’s got pictures. It’s really big, right, but 

you can see buildings all around it.’
‘I s’pose it was planned that way. Like a garden.’
‘Yeah, but this . . .’ She gestured vaguely around the 

green. ‘It’s not, is it? It just got sort of left behind. I mean, 
it was here first, and everything else got built around it. 
Like it’s the original land, and everything else is just—’

He stopped her with a kiss. He wanted to take it slowly 
but there was something wonderful about her that he 
wanted to capture in his mouth. She tasted of mint and 
lemons; she had chewed the garnishes in her drink.

She broke off and turned her head. He thought he had 
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made the wrong move, but then she raised a hand and 
said, ‘Listen.’

There was somebody else in the grounds. He heard a 
scrape, a crack of wood, a grunt, a displacement of earth, 
a cascade of small stones. He pushed himself up from 
the ground and looked about. On the far side of the park 
there was a shuffle of movement, a black-on-grey shape 
that folded, rose and folded again. It almost looked as if 
something was coming out of one of the graves. It made 
him think of a Lucio Fulci zombie film, one of those once-
forbidden Italian B-movies that now looked so cheesy on 
YouTube. 

What if Shirone’s thuggish brothers had followed them 
in? She was fifteen years old, and he was lying on top of 
her beneath a pall of dope smoke. 

‘Get off me,’ she whispered, ‘someone’s here. Let’s go.’ 
Reluctantly, Romain rose. To get back to the railings 

they had to pass whoever was watching. Shirone grabbed 
the sleeve of his shirt and made him keep up with her. 

The curve of the path took them near the wall, the 
graves and the bushes. As they drew closer, the rowans 
shook abruptly and violently, scattering leaves and twigs. 
He could see a figure now, tall and angular, swaying 
drunkenly. ‘Oi, mate,’ Romain called, ‘what you doin’ 
there?’

Before any answer came Shirone ran forward and 
began shouting something about perverts, angry at being 
followed. A moment later, her shout turned into a scream. 

It was hard for Romain to recall the exact order of 
events after that. Shirone stumbled into the torn-up earth, 
twisting her ankle in the gap between the ground and 
the opened coffin. Romain tried to grab her and failed, 
knocked aside by the onlooker who had reached out an 
arm towards him. At some point he remembered seeing 
the raised lid, the muddy pit, a sliver of moonlight on the 
empty polished casket. 
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He saw the man standing above him, middle-aged, with 
greying hair and occluded eyes, clearly and irrevocably 
dead, dressed in his best black business suit, his arm still 
rising, the claw of his right hand extended as if to clutch at 
the living. Then the moon was unveiled from the clouds, 
highlighting his silvered pupils, his distended marbling 
flesh. The arm had risen high to point into the night sky, 
as if to transmit some dire warning.

Romain could not believe what he was seeing. It was 
as if all the horror films he had been allowed to stay up 
late for as a child had rolled into one and come suddenly 
true. There, in the pale patch of moonlight, a cadaver had 
risen from the grave and was lurching stiffly through the 
penumbral gloom. The only way it could be any cooler 
would be if—

And then that happened too. The corpse spoke to him. 
He heard its grunted command and followed its pointing 
hand. And there in the night above him lay the answer.

As a luxurious sense of panic began to burn through his 
stoned mellowness, Romain’s senses registered everything 
at once: the overpowering smell of decay; the body 
lurching towards him from the grave with its outstretched 
arm; the putrid sighing of breath. Shirone was still yelling 
loudly enough to wake the dead single-handedly, and 
now there was a bright square of bathroom light shining 
between the branches of the trees, high above the wall 
against which the row of ancient headstones leaned, in 
the little park where no one had stirred from beneath the 
ground in the last three hundred years.

The body tottered forward and landed face down in the 
earth. Suddenly Romain’s excitement seemed absurd, and 
all he could think of now was that he had been tricked 
and had missed his best chance with Shirone, and that 
even if they remained friends after this she would never let 
him touch her again, because a stupid reanimated corpse 
had spoiled it all. 
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He glanced back at the dead body, inelegantly sprawled 
in the dirt, and grabbed Shirone’s hand, which only made 
her scream more fiercely, so he let it go. She ran for the 
gate and virtually vaulted it. He followed her out on to 
the street, but then decided to go back, angered by his 
flight from something so strange and exciting.

‘Wait here a sec,’ he told her. He needed to take another 
look.
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2

CEMETERIES AND GR AVEYARDS

St George’s Gardens looked smaller and friendlier in the 
misted warm start to the following day. Euterpe, the 
Muse of Instrumental Music, stood with her arms folded 
in a small circular bed of vivid geraniums, her stonework 
a little the worse for wear. A granite obelisk rose between 
weathered tombstones, chill to the touch even after three 
days of warmth. Here, Anna, the favourite daughter of 
Richard Cromwell, the second Lord Protector of England, 
lay beneath a modest tomb of worn slabs, unloved and 
overlooked by all except the ladies of the Bloomsbury 
in Bloom Society, who tended the graves and freshened 
the flowers because they had time on their hands and 
preferred cultural tranquillity to the push and bellow of 
London streets.

The burial ground was indeed three centuries old, and 
had exits into three different roads, yet it suffered from 
the peculiar indifference of Londoners towards their 
green spaces, remaining virtually invisible to those who 
passed it. An awkward shape and of no fixed purpose, 
it led nowhere and did nothing except provide a green 
lacuna in the grey-brown landscape. Luckily, even an 
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oasis as forgotten as this had its guardian angels.
One of them was at the graveside now. Jackie Quinten 

was a natural nurturer, a tender of graves and planter 
of daffodils who rode an orange hand-painted bicycle 
around Bloomsbury and always kept several packets of 
seeds and a trowel in her wicker basket. Unable to im-
prove the temperament of her sour-spirited husband in 
the years before he expired, she had taken to ameliorating 
the city. But as she pushed her bicycle through St George’s 
Gardens at 8.15 a.m., she was surprised to find a green 
nylon tent erected between the pathway and the far wall. 
Surely homeless people weren’t living in the little park 
now?

As she studied it in puzzlement, one flap of the tent 
opened and a sandy, cropped head poked out. ‘Sorry, love, 
this is off-limits to the public,’ it said in an accent Jackie 
nailed somewhere between South London and Kent. 

‘Mr Banbury?’ she enquired. ‘We’ve met before, I 
think.’ She squinted, venturing a little closer. ‘I’m a friend 
of the gardens. I mean I work here as a volunteer. I know 
Mr Bryant, your boss.’

‘Ah,’ said Dan Banbury non-committally, his eyes dart-
ing about. ‘He’s not with you, is he?’

‘Why no, I haven’t seen him since – let me see, some-
thing to do with a disappearing pub. He was looking for 
a murderer.’

‘He’s always looking for a murderer. He’s supposed to 
be here. I told him eight o’clock. He only lives up the 
road in Harrison Street. You’d think he could manage 
that.’

‘Yes, I heard he’d moved into the neighbourhood,’ said 
Jackie, glancing about. ‘Has something happened?’ She 
indicated the tent.

Banbury thought for a moment. If he lied, she would 
hear about it soon enough on the news, and he didn’t like 
to undermine public confidence. ‘We’re not really sure 
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yet,’ he said finally. ‘I’m hoping it’s just some kind of a 
bad-taste joke. Are you here a lot?’

‘Most days. It’s a shortcut for me.’
‘When did you last come through?’
‘Last night, at about seven o’clock.’
‘Did you see anything unusual here?’
‘What do you mean by unusual? Sometimes there are 

some very thin students practising juggling and fire-
eating, but that’s not unusual, is it? Not these days.’

‘Undesirables hanging about,’ said Banbury. 
‘Oh no, this is a nice quiet neighbourhood.’ Jackie 

noticed that Banbury had pulled the tent-flap tightly shut 
behind him and closed the Velcro fastening. 

A crackle of static brought an absurdly young police 
constable out from the prickly clutches of a holly bush. 
He listened to his headset and called across. ‘He’s on his 
way, sir.’

‘There used to be junkies and drunks,’ she continued, 
‘but they were moved away when the gardens were re-
stored. Now the gates are locked at dusk, although the 
railings are low enough for anyone to climb over if they 
had a mind for it. It may not look like it has much to offer, 
but there’s a lot of history buried beneath this little patch 
of land.’ She looked up as an elegantly dressed man with 
neatly combed silver hair and an overcoat of navy wool 
marched towards them.

‘Ah,’ said Jackie, hastily turning her bicycle, ‘I think I’d 
better make myself scarce. That’s Mr Bryant’s partner, 
isn’t it? I’m sure he doesn’t like people getting in his way 
when he’s trying to work.’

Mrs Quinten knew that whenever John May appeared, 
Arthur Bryant could not be far behind, and he would not 
appreciate finding her here. He sensed that she wanted 
to mother him and feed him up, and wriggled out of her 
clutches like a fractious cat whenever he could. Guiltily, 
she walked her bicycle away.
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‘I’m glad you’re here at least, John,’ said Banbury, look-
ing down at the tent. ‘But I’m afraid it’s a bit of a waste 
of time.’

‘No sign of Arthur?’ May checked that the grass was 
fine for his carefully polished black toecaps and stepped 
on to it. 

‘No, and it’s probably for the best. He might be tempted 
to make more of this than is necessary.’ Banbury ushered 
May into the tent, where a small battery-operated LED 
lamp had been set up. A neat square of turf had been re-
moved and placed in a clear plastic bag.

May found himself looking down at a new cherry-
wood casket with brass handles, spattered with nuggets 
of earth. 

‘OK, take a look at this,’ said Banbury, kneeling down 
and pulling up its lid with a grunt. ‘You might want to 
breathe through your mouth.’ 

Inside was the corpse of a middle-aged white man in a 
black business suit and white shirt collar. The odd thing 
was that he was lying face down at the wrong end of his 
final resting place.

‘I already turned him over once and had a good look, 
but I wanted you to see how he was found,’ said Banbury. 

‘Somebody dug him up and dropped him when they 
were disturbed. So it’s an act of vandalism?’ 

‘You would have thought so, wouldn’t you, but it’s not 
quite as clear-cut as it appears,’ Banbury replied. ‘A couple 
of teenagers found him last night. They’d come to the 
gardens after the pubs shut to get high and fool around, 
and saw movement over here. They were sitting about 
twenty yards away in that direction.’ He pointed back to 
the flattened grass. ‘When they came over, the boy swore 
he saw this bloke walk out of his grave. On the way out 
they bumped into a Community Support Officer coming 
off duty and told him what had happened. Quick as a 
flash he did the wrong thing: smelled dope, carried out 
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a very officious stop and search and found a stubbed-out 
fatty in the boy’s pocket. Usually around here the beat 
cops let them go with a ticking-off, but this one was a 
by-the-book merchant. Eventually he took them back to 
the park to check out their story, saw the body and then 
ran them in under suspicion. He said he had misgivings 
because the lad was wearing some kind of satanic death-
metal T-shirt, but this isn’t Arkansas, we don’t bang kids 
up for having lousy taste in clothes. I was in the office 
when the call came in and whipped over to take a look. 
Apparently I was the only bloke still working in the area 
at that time. I didn’t think there was much point in getting 
you up until daybreak.’

‘So they were stoned and dug him up. Did you find a 
shovel?’

Banbury scratched his nose and left behind a dab of 
London clay. ‘That’s the thing. I’m pretty sure they didn’t 
do it. They had no dirt on their clothes and she was in high 
heels. We haven’t found any kind of digging implement. 
It hasn’t rained for three days and the rest of the ground’s 
pretty hard, but this plot is soft and fresh. British law 
requires thirty inches of soil between casket and surface, 
but this was buried shallower. The earth’s very loosely 
packed under the turf. Besides, if it was them, why would 
they own up to it? It’s bloody hard work getting one of 
these out of the ground.’

‘And getting it open, I imagine.’
‘Contrary to popular belief, caskets aren’t usually 

made airtight because of the cost.’ Banbury showed May 
the dark piping that ran around the edge of the wood. 
‘You can have a gasket installed that provides an extra 
seal, but the normal practice is a compromise, a rubber 
lip around the top that makes it tough to open from the 
outside without a specialized tool. Not like the old days, 
when they used to add a double lining of nails to deter 
bodysnatchers. You don’t need nails any more. Imagine 
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trying to get the lid off a sealed jam jar without any kind 
of a lever. And I really don’t think these teens would have 
had one.’

Much as he was loath to, May knelt and studied the 
body. ‘His position is odd.’

‘Yes, I thought that. It’s as if he stood up in the casket 
and then fell forward.’

‘You don’t suppose . . .’ May was reluctant to voice his 
thoughts. 

‘He was buried alive?’ Banbury laughed. ‘That’s the 
sort of thing Mr Bryant would come up with. I suppose 
he’s in the exact position he’d be if he climbed out, then 
collapsed forward. And the lid would have been easier 
to push off from the inside, because the two sides of the 
gasket aren’t of equal width, favouring a shove from 
within rather than an external pull. But no.’

‘Why not?’
‘First of all he’s been dead for a couple of days at least 

– Giles will be able to tell you more about that – and even 
if by some miracle he had still been alive he wouldn’t have 
had much room for leverage.’ Banbury rose and stretched. 
‘This isn’t my area though. We need a body man. I left 
a message for Giles an hour ago. He was away for the 
weekend grouse-shooting with his wife’s nobby friends, 
but he’s supposed to be back mid-morning.’

‘It can’t have been grouse. That doesn’t start until 
August. The Glorious Twelfth and all that.’

‘All right, maybe polo then. Something upper-class-
twittish.’

‘How are we on prints?’ May had noted the white dust 
on the coffin.

‘Interesting. Nothing at all on the lid. Doesn’t look to 
me like anyone touched it. There’s a mess of bootprints 
in the vicinity, but the grass has been trodden flat around 
here for a long time. The park gets a fair bit of foot traffic 
on a sunny day. People come in to eat their sandwiches. 
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Something else, though. The boy seems to think they 
interrupted some kind of satanic ritual.’

‘Why would he think that?’
‘He didn’t explain himself very coherently, just said 

something about it looking like a scene from a horror film. 
I think he was quite taken with the idea. The Community 
Support geezer put it down to him being stoned, although 
he clearly doesn’t know the difference between dope and 
pills. You know how some kids are when they get a mind 
for such things, a fascination with the paranormal is 
almost a rite of passage for them.’

‘Arthur never grew out of his. Speaking of which . . .’ 
He cocked his head to one side and listened. Someone was 
whistling ‘Oh Happy the Lily’ from Gilbert and Sullivan’s 
Ruddigore very badly indeed. May stuck his head out of 
the tent and saw a figure ambling towards them down 
the path, the steel-tipped heels of his scuffed brown 
Oxfords clicking on the gravel, their rhythm punctuated 
by the thump of an ancient Malacca walking stick. 
The remnants of Bryant’s hair had entered the new day 
without the benefit of a comb and thrust out horizontally 
from above his ears, lending him the appearance of a 
barn owl.

At this point it might be worth pointing out that if 
you’re looking for the steely grip of deductive logic, you 
may wish to find some other narrative that doesn’t involve 
Mr Arthur Bryant. While it would be hard to find a 
gentleman more connected to the world, it isn’t the world 
of today. Rather, the world he inhabits is one largely filled 
with what could loosely be described as ‘alternatives’, 
consisting mainly of fringe activists, shamans, shams and 
spiritualists, astronomers and astrologers, witches both 
black and white, artists of every hue from watercolour 
to con, banned scientists, barred medics, socially inept 
academics, Bedlamites, barkers, fibbers, flâneurs, dowsers, 
duckers, divers and drunks. Many of the names in his 
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grubby old Rolodex have gone on to greatness, although 
some have gone to jail and a few to pieces. Between them, 
they consistently provide a service not available to any 
other section of the British police network. They offer 
up their ideas without boundaries, guile, manners or any 
thought of payment. They want to help, and Mr Bryant is 
just the man to let them.

‘You’re not answering your phone,’ said May irritably.
‘No, I’ve put it somewhere and haven’t narrowed down 

the list of possibilities yet.’ 
‘Have you checked your pockets?’
Bryant made a theatrical show of thrusting his hands 

into his ratty overcoat, and pulled out a small black 
kitten. ‘Another one,’ he said absently. ‘They seem to be 
everywhere.’ He gently tucked the mewling furball into 
his waistcoat.

‘I was about to give up on you. We’re almost finished 
here.’ 

‘Actually, I was here shortly after it happened.’
‘How did you even know about it?’ asked Banbury, 

nettled. He knew there was little likelihood of Bryant 
spotting the case registration online.

‘The old-fashioned way, Dan. I looked out of the 
window. I don’t sleep well, especially after I’ve had a slice 
of Alma’s cabinet pudding just before bedtime. I can just 
see that patch of pavement back there, and clocked that 
something odd was going on.’

‘What, all the way from your bedroom?’
‘I’ve got a view straight between the houses, if you 

stand on a stool. My long sight’s perfectly functional, 
although I can’t identify anything smaller than a battle-
ship under five hundred yards. I came down and talked to 
the fake plod, then took a shufti while he ran them in. I 
thought it was a good idea to get them off the street while 
I had a look around.’ He loosened his immense sea-green 
scarf a little in deference to the already warm morning. ‘I 
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wouldn’t close this up just yet. I was struck by a couple of 
peculiarities.’

‘What do you mean?’ asked May, stepping back to 
allow him access to the tent. Bryant waved away the offer 
of another look.

‘The first thing that bothered me was the state of the 
body,’ he said. ‘It’s only recently been buried. The rest of 
the corpses in here have been underground for centuries, 
so what’s this one doing here? Do you know the difference 
between a graveyard and a cemetery?’ 

‘I didn’t know there was one.’
‘Oh yes, most definitely. It’s a matter of geography. 

Cemeteries aren’t attached to churches. Their plots can be 
sold to the general public. There are strict rules govern-
ing their upkeep. Graveyards belong to churches and most 
have hardly been used at all since the nineteenth century. 
But this space is rather special.’

May had scanned a brief history of the site, helpfully 
printed on a board at the entrance, but knew that his 
partner would have a more idiosyncratic viewpoint. ‘In 
what way?’ he asked.

‘St George’s Gardens was the first burial place in 
London that didn’t have its own church. Founded during 
the reign of Queen Anne, it received the headless remains 
of ten martyred Jacobites who’d been hanged, drawn and 
quartered in 1745, one of whom was due to be married 
on the day of his execution. So it had a certain amount of 
notoriety. Somebody still leaves a floral tribute here every 
July the thirtieth in commemoration.’ Bryant poked about 
for his pipe and dug it out, lighting the remains of his last 
smoke.

‘This is all very interesting, Mr Bryant—’ Banbury began.
‘And that notoriety extended into a scandal,’ Bryant 

continued. ‘This is the birthplace of bodysnatchers.’
‘Oh dear Lord,’ Banbury muttered, mentally passing 

his hand over his face.
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‘I’m afraid it’s true. The coffins were buried very close 
to the surface – as indeed was this chap’s, by the look of 
it – and in 1777 the gravedigger and his assistant were 
arraigned for stealing the corpse of one Jane Sainsbury. 
They tied her up and popped her into a sack, but were 
caught just up the road in King’s Cross. They served six 
months in jail after being whipped from Holborn to Seven 
Dials, about half a mile by my reckoning. That’s an awful 
lot of whipping.’

‘And this matters—?’
‘Certainly it does, because in 1977, on the two-hun-

dredth anniversary of the disinterment, it happened again 
to one Anthony Dickenson, but this time no one was ever 
arrested.’

‘You see,’ said May, exasperated, ‘this is what you 
always do, Arthur, you try to connect entirely separate 
events to form a pattern where none exists.’

‘I didn’t say it was a pattern. It’s a precedent.’ Bryant 
sucked noisily at the pipe, then peered into the barrel.

Banbury had had enough. ‘Right,’ he said, ‘that’s it. 
I’m trying to work here. I need to . . .’ But he found him-
self at a sudden loss, not quite sure what he needed to do 
at all.

‘I said there were a couple of peculiarities,’ said Bryant. 
‘Far be it from me to belabour the obvious, but did neither 
of you notice that he had no headstone? Somebody pulled 
up the temporary one and threw it over there.’ He waved 
his pipe at a small wood marker lying almost hidden 
in the longer grass. ‘I imagine it had been placed on top of 
the grave in readiness for the headstone setting. Thomas 
Edward Wallace, aged forty-seven, buried three days ago. 
And another thing: there were no flowers. You’d think 
someone buried that recently would have had tributes 
stacked around his plot, but there’s nothing. Let’s put out 
a call for witnesses while we find out who buried him here 
and why.’
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‘Mr Bryant, this isn’t really our sort of thing,’ Banbury 
began.

Bryant had donned his bottle-thick glasses to read 
the marker. He stared down crossly like a tortoise with 
indigestion. ‘Oh, I think it is,’ he replied. ‘This is a public 
sanctuary, a place provided for peaceful reflection. If 
people can’t feel safe here, it’s our job to find out why not.’
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