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            Introduction

         
         I remember once talking to a famous crime writer about getting a short story out of my home being burgled, and she replied,
            “I get a short story out of everything.” That certainly put me in my place. It also serves as a useful opening to this introduction
            because some writers I know find that short stories come easily, whereas I don’t.
         

         
         I think this is partly because I have become so used to thinking in terms of the novel, with the broad canvas it offers, that
            it’s hard to work in miniature. I carry a novel around in my head for a long time—at least a year, waking and sleeping—and
            this gives me time to get under the skin of the characters and the story. Also, plotting is probably the most difficult part of writing for me, and being asked to write a short story,
            which so often depends on a plot twist, a clever diversion or a surprising revelation, guarantees that I’ll get the laundry
            done and probably the ironing, too.
         

         
         That said, there is nevertheless a great deal of satisfaction to be had from writing short stories. Partly, of course, it’s
            the quick payoff. A short story is, by definition, short. Consequently, you get that wonderful rush of having finished something far more quickly than you do with a novel.
         

         
         But it isn’t only the instant gratification that makes short stories so attractive to me, it’s also the new possibilities
            they offer. When you work primarily as a series writer, as I do, most of your time goes into the creation of that series.
            That, of course, is as it should be: I wouldn’t be writing the Inspector Banks books if I didn’t want to. But there’s always
            the temptation to try something different, and to risk a week or so doing this is a lot easier than to risk a year or more
            on a project that might easily meet with rejection.
         

         
         Short stories also offer a wonderful opportunity for the series writer to spread his or her wings and fly to new, exotic places,
            to meet different people and to try out different techniques. The Inspector Banks series is set, for the most part, in Yorkshire,
            but these stories range from Toronto to Paris, from Florida to California. The Banks books are third-person narratives, while
            many of the stories are first person. Banks is a policeman, but you’ll find very few policemen between these covers. A number
            of the stories, such as “Murder in Utopia” and “Missing in Action,” are set in different periods of history.
         

         
         While short stories come from the same seeds as novels, usually they come as ideas that can only be developed into short stories. “Innocence” was one exception to this rule. After writing the story, I couldn’t let go and
            went on to write an entire novel from Reed’s point of view, expanding the events of the story, but my publishers turned it
            down. I put it aside for a while, then thought that perhaps if Banks was there it might work better. Thus, Reed became Owen
            and “Innocence” (1990) became Innocent Graves (1996). Both the short story and the novel won Arthur Ellis Awards in Canada.
         

         
         A sense of place has always been important in my work and is no less so here. In Florida one December I witnessed a Christmas
            sing-along around the swimming pool, Santa in his usual outfit leading the crowd on electric piano. Only this took place in
            twenty-seven-degree heat and they were singing “White Christmas,” something I think they don’t usually have down there. Needless
            to say, the absurdity of the scene was not lost on me, and in “Some Land in Florida” Santa ends up in the pool with his electric
            piano thrown after him—still plugged in!
         

         
         The first historical story I wrote, “The Two Ladies of Rose Cottage,” was inspired by both a place and by my interest in Thomas
            Hardy. I once paid a visit to the house where he was born in Bockhampton, Dorset, and stood in the room where he was cast
            aside as dead by the doctor who delivered him, only to be revived by a quick-thinking nurse. As I looked out of his upstairs
            window on much the same view he often enjoyed as he wrote his early books, this short story of murder and deceit ranging over
            more than a hundred years began to form in my mind, and Hardy himself even makes a brief appearance in it.
         

         
         Other stories have their origins in such diverse sources as an unusual piece of information (“Carrion”), fragments of dreams
            (“Fan Mail”), stories recounted by others (“The Wrong Hands” and “Memory Lane”), and research for other works. I doubt that
            I would ever have written “In Flanders Fields” or “Missing in Action,” for example, if I hadn’t spent so much time researching
            the Second World War for In a Dry Season.
         

         
         Sometimes, as in “Gone to the Dawgs” and “The Duke’s Wife,” I was asked for a story on a specific topic—in these cases, American
            football and Shakespeare, respectively. But no matter how much or how little is given, or demanded, there is always a lot
            to change and more to add, all subjected to the constant “What if?” of the writer’s imagination.
         

         
         While I did mention earlier that most of the stories here represent a break from Inspector Banks, there are three Banks short
            stories in the collection. In a way, they were the hardest for me to write because I’m so used to giving Banks plenty of space.
            There’s little room for significant character or plot development in a short story, or for the creation of multiple points
            of view. Still, it was impossible to resist the temptation to try, especially to have Banks attempt to solve the mystery of
            a man who claims to have been murdered in a previous lifetime, as happens in “Summer Rain.” You’ll have to judge the results
            for yourself.
         

         
         Finally, the Inspector Banks novella Going Back is a special case and has never been published before. I wrote it early in 1999, so it came between In a Dry Season and Cold Is the Grave. At that point I didn’t know that I was going to send Banks home to deal with his old school friend’s disappearance in Close to Home (2003) and I wanted to show him interacting with his family and responding to the place where he grew up. In manuscript,
            it reached 106 pages, too long for any of the magazines or anthologies that regularly published my stories, and too short
            for separate book publication. And so it sat there gathering dust until I came to write The Summer That Never Was when I incorporated parts of the novella into the novel—mostly details about the street Banks grew up on, his relationship
            with his parents, the music he listened to, and the books he read as an adolescent.
         

         
         When I came to revise Going Back for this collection, I had to shift it chronologically, so that it now falls between The Summer That Never Was and Playing with Fire. I also had to try to avoid too much repetition of details I had cannibalized for the novel without spoiling the original
            conception. It was a difficult balancing act, but I hope you enjoy the final result, along with the rest of the stories in
            this collection.
         

         
         Peter Robinson

         
         February 2004

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Summer Rain
An Inspector Banks Story

         
         
            1

            “And exactly how many times have you died, Mr. Singer?”

            
            “Fourteen. That’s fourteen I’ve managed to uncover. They say that each human being has lived about twenty incarnations. But
               it’s the last one I’m telling you about. See, I died by violence. I was murdered.”
            

            
            Detective Constable Susan Gay made a note on the yellow pad in front of her. When she looked down, she noticed that she had
               doodled an intricate pattern of curves and loops, a bit like Spaghetti Junction, during the few minutes she had been talking
               to Jerry Singer.
            

            
            She tried to keep the skepticism out of her voice. “Aha. And when was this, sir?”

            
            “Nineteen sixty-six. July. That makes it exactly thirty-two years ago this week.”

            
            “I see.”

            
            Jerry Singer had given his age as thirty-one, which meant that he had been murdered a year before he was born.

            
            “How do you know it was 1966?” Susan asked.

            
            Singer leaned forward. He was a remarkably intense young man, Susan noticed, thin to the point of emaciation, with glittering
               green eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. He looked as if the lightest breeze would blow him away. His fine red hair had a gossamer
               quality that reminded Susan of spider’s webs. He wore jeans, a red T-shirt, and a gray anorak, its shoulders darkened by the
               rain. Though he said he came from San Diego, California, Susan could detect no trace of suntan.
            

            
            “It’s like this,” he began. “There’s no fixed period between incarnations, but my channeler told me—”

            
            “Channeler?” Susan interrupted.

            
            “She’s a kind of spokesperson for the spirit world.”

            
            “A medium?”

            
            “Not quite.” Singer managed a brief smile. “But close enough. More of a mediator, really.”

            
            “Oh, I see,” said Susan, who didn’t. “Go on.”

            
            “Well, she told me there would be a period of about a year between my previous incarnation and my present one.”

            
            “How did she know?”

            
            “She just knows. It varies from one soul to another. Some need a lot of time to digest what they’ve learned and make plans for the next incarnation.
               Some souls just can’t wait to return to another body.” He shrugged. “After some lifetimes, you might simply just get tired
               and need a long rest.”
            

            
            After some mornings, too, Susan thought. “OK,” she said, “let’s move on. Is this your first visit to Yorkshire?”

            
            “It’s my first trip to England, period. I’ve just qualified in dentistry, and I thought I’d give myself a treat before I settled
               down to the daily grind.”
            

            
            Susan winced. Was that a pun? Singer wasn’t smiling. A New Age dentist, now there was an interesting combination, she thought.
               Can I read your tarot cards for you while I drill? Perhaps you might like to take a little astral journey to Neptune while
               I’m doing your root canal? She forced herself to concentrate on what Singer was saying.
            

            
            “So, you see,” he went on, “as I’ve never been here before, it must be real, mustn’t it?”
            

            
            Susan realized she had missed something. “What?”

            
            “Well, it was all so familiar, the landscape, everything. And it’s not only the déjà vu I had. There was the dream, too. We haven’t even approached this in hypnotic regression yet, so—”
            

            
            Susan held up her hand. “Hang on a minute. You’re losing me. What was so familiar?”

            
            “Oh, I thought I’d made that clear.”

            
            “Not to me.”

            
            “The place. Where I was murdered. It was near here. In Swainsdale.”
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            Banks was sitting in his office with his feet on the desk and a buff folder open on his lap when Susan Gay popped her head
               around the door. The top button of his white shirt was undone and his tie hung askew.
            

            
            That morning, he was supposed to be working on the monthly crime figures, but instead, through the half-open window, he listened
               to the summer rain as it harmonized with Michael Nyman’s soundtrack from The Piano, playing quietly on his portable cassette. His eyes were closed and he was daydreaming of waves washing in and out on a beach
               of pure white sand. The ocean and sky were the brightest blue he could imagine, and tall palm trees dotted the landscape.
               The pastel village that straddled the steep hillside looked like a cubist collage.
            

            
            “Sorry to bother you, sir,” Susan said, “but it looks like we’ve got a right one here.”

            
            Banks opened his eyes and rubbed them. He felt as if he were coming back from a very long way. “It’s all right,” he said.
               “I was getting a bit bored with the crime statistics, anyway.” He tossed the folder onto his desk and linked his hands behind
               his head. “Well, what is it?”
            

            
            Susan entered the office. “It’s sort of hard to explain, sir.”

            
            “Try.”

            
            Susan told him about Jerry Singer. As he listened, Banks’s blue eyes sparkled with amusement and interest. When Susan had
               finished, he thought for a moment, then sat up and turned off the music. “Why not?” he said. “It’s been a slow week. Let’s
               live dangerously. Bring him in.” He fastened his top button and straightened his tie.
            

            
            A few moments later, Susan returned with Jerry Singer in tow. Singer looked nervously around the office and took the seat
               opposite Banks. The two exchanged introductions, then Banks leaned back and lit a cigarette. He loved the mingled smells of
               smoke and summer rain.
            

            
            “Perhaps you’d better start at the beginning,” he said.

            
            “Well,” said Singer, turning his nose up at the smoke, “I’ve been involved in regressing to past lives for a few years now,
               partly through hypnosis. It’s been a fascinating journey, and I’ve discovered a great deal about myself.” He sat forward and
               rested his hands on the desk. His fingers were short and tapered. “For example, I was a merchant’s wife in Venice in the fifteenth
               century. I had seven children and died giving birth to the eighth. I was only twenty-nine. In my next incarnation, I was an
               actor in a troupe of Elizabethan players, the Lord Chamberlain’s Men. I remember playing Bardolph in Henry V in 1599. After that, I—”
            

            
            “I get the picture,” said Banks. “I don’t mean to be rude, Mr. Singer, but maybe we can skip to the twentieth century?”

            
            Singer paused and frowned at Banks. “Sorry. Well, as I was telling Detective Constable Gay here, it’s the least clear one
               so far. I was a hippie. At least, I think I was. I had long hair, wore a caftan, bell-bottom jeans. And I had this incredible
               sense of déjà vu when I was driving through Swainsdale yesterday afternoon.”
            

            
            “Where, exactly?”

            
            “It was just before Fortford. I was coming from Helmthorpe, where I’m staying. There’s a small hill by the river with a few
               trees on it, all bent by the wind. Maybe you know it?”
            

            
            Banks nodded. He knew the place. The hill was, in fact, a drumlin, a kind of humpbacked mound of detritus left by the retreating
               ice age. Six trees grew on it, and they had all bent slightly to the southeast after years of strong northwesterly winds.
               The drumlin was about two miles west of Fortford.
            

            
            “Is that all?” Banks asked.

            
            “All?”

            
            “Yes.” Banks leaned forward and rested his elbows on the desk. “You know there are plenty of explanations for déjà vu, don’t
               you, Mr. Singer? Perhaps you’ve seen a place very similar before and only remembered it when you passed the drumlin?”
            

            
            Singer shook his head. “I understand your doubts,” he said, “and I can’t offer concrete proof, but the feeling is unmistakable. I have been there before, in a previous life. I’m certain of it. And that’s not all. There’s the dream.”
            

            
            “Dream?”

            
            “Yes. I’ve had it several times. The same one. It’s raining, like today, and I’m passing through a landscape very similar
               to what I’ve seen in Swainsdale. I arrive at a very old stone house. There are people and their voices are raised, maybe in
               anger or laughter, I can’t tell. But I start to feel tense and claustrophobic. There’s a baby crying somewhere and it won’t
               stop. I climb up some creaky stairs. When I get to the top, I find a door and open it. Then I feel that panicky sensation
               of endlessly falling, and I usually wake up frightened.”
            

            
            Banks thought for a moment. “That’s all very interesting,” he said, “but have you considered that you might have come to the
               wrong place? We’re not usually in the business of interpreting dreams and visions.”
            

            
            Singer stood his ground. “This is real,” he said. “A crime has been committed. Against me.” He poked himself in the chest
               with his thumb. “The crime of murder. The least you can do is do me the courtesy of checking your records.” His odd blend
               of naïveté and intensity charged the air.
            

            
            Banks stared at him, then looked at Susan, whose face showed skeptical interest. Never having been one to shy away from what
               killed the cat, Banks let his curiosity get the better of him yet again. “All right,” he said, standing up. “We’ll look into
               it. Where did you say you were staying?”
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            Banks turned right by the whitewashed sixteenth-century Rose and Crown in Fortford, and stopped just after he had crossed
               the small stone bridge over the River Swain.
            

            
            The rain was still falling, obscuring the higher green dale sides and their latticework of drystone walls. Lyndgarth, a cluster
               of limestone cottages and a church huddled around a small village green, looked like an impressionist painting. The rain-darkened
               ruins of Devraulx Abbey, just up the hill to his left, poked through the trees like a setting for Camelot.
            

            
            Banks rolled his window down and listened to the rain slapping against leaves and dancing on the river’s surface. To the west
               he could see the drumlin that Jerry Singer had felt so strongly about.
            

            
            Today it looked ghostly in the rain, and it was easy to imagine the place as some ancient barrow where the spirits of Bronze
               Age men lingered. But it wasn’t a barrow; it was a drumlin created by glacial deposits. And Jerry Singer hadn’t been a Bronze
               Age man in his previous lifetime; he had been a sixties hippie, or so he believed.
            

            
            Leaving the window down, Banks drove through Lyndgarth and parked at the end of Gristhorpe’s rutted driveway, in front of
               the squat limestone farmhouse. Inside, he found Gristhorpe staring gloomily out of the back window at a pile of stones and
               a half-completed drystone wall. The superintendent, he knew, had taken a week’s holiday and hoped to work on the wall, which
               went nowhere and closed in nothing. But he hadn’t bargained for the summer rain, which had been falling nonstop for the past
               two days.
            

            
            He poured Banks a cup of tea so strong you could stand a spoon up in it, offered some scones, and they sat in Gristhorpe’s
               study. A paperback copy of Trollope’s The Vicar of Bullhampton lay on a small table beside a worn and scuffed brown leather armchair.
            

            
            “Do you believe in reincarnation?” Banks asked.

            
            Gristhorpe considered the question a moment. “No. Why?”

            
            Banks told him about Jerry Singer, then said, “I wanted your opinion. Besides, you were here then, weren’t you?”

            
            Gristhorpe’s bushy eyebrows knit in a frown. “Nineteen sixty-six?”

            
            “Yes.”

            
            “I was here, but that’s over thirty years ago, Alan. My memory’s not what it used to be. Besides, what makes you think there’s
               anything in this other than some New Age fantasy?”
            

            
            “I don’t know that there is,” Banks answered, at a loss how to explain his interest, even to the broad-minded Gristhorpe.
               Boredom, partly, and the oddness of Singer’s claim, the certainty the man seemed to feel about it. But how could he tell his
               superintendent that he had so little to do he was opening investigations into the supernatural? “There was a sort of innocence
               about him,” he said. “And he seemed so sincere about it, so intense.”
            

            
            “‘The best lack all conviction, while the worst / Are full of passionate intensity.’ W. B. Yeats,” Gristhorpe replied.

            
            “Perhaps. Anyway, I’ve arranged to talk to Jenny Fuller about it later today.” Jenny was a psychologist who had worked with
               the Eastvale police before.
            

            
            “Good idea,” said Gristhorpe. “All right, then, just for argument’s sake, let’s examine his claim objectively. He’s convinced
               he was a hippie murdered in Swainsdale in summer, 1966, right?”
            

            
            Banks nodded.

            
            “And he thinks this because he believes in reincarnation, he had a déjà vu, and he’s had a recurring dream?”

            
            “True.”

            
            “Now,” Gristhorpe went on, “leaving aside the question of whether you or I believe in reincarnation, or, indeed, whether there
               is such a thing—a philosophical speculation we could hardly settle over tea and scones, anyway—he doesn’t give us a hell of
               a lot to go on, does he?”
            

            
            “That’s the problem. I thought you might remember something.”

            
            Gristhorpe sighed and shifted in his chair. The scuffed leather creaked. “In 1966, I was a thirty-year-old detective sergeant
               in a backwoods division. In fact, we were nothing but a subdivision then, and I was the senior detective. Most of the time
               I investigated burglaries, the occasional outbreak of sheep stealing, market-stall owners fencing stolen goods.” He sipped
               some tea. “We had one or two murders—really interesting ones I’ll tell you about someday—but not a lot. What I’m saying, Alan,
               is that no matter how poor my memory is, I’d remember a murdered hippie.”
            

            
            “And nothing fits the bill?”

            
            “Nothing. I’m not saying we didn’t have a few hippies around, but none of them got murdered. I think your Mr. Singer must
               be mistaken.”
            

            
            Banks put his mug down on the table and stood up to leave. “Better get back to the crime statistics, then,” he said.

            
            Gristhorpe smiled. “So that’s why you’re so interested in this cock-and-bull story? Can’t say I blame you. Sorry I can’t help. Wait a minute, though,”
               he added as they walked to the door. “There was old Bert Atherton’s lad. I suppose that was around the time you’re talking
               about, give or take a year or two.”
            

            
            Banks paused at the door. “Atherton?”

            
            “Aye. Owns a farm between Lyndgarth and Helmthorpe. Or did. He’s dead now. I only mention it because Atherton’s son, Joseph,
               was something of a hippie.”
            

            
            “What happened?”

            
            “Fell down the stairs and broke his neck. Family never got over it. As I said, old man Atherton died a couple of years back,
               but his missis is still around.”
            

            
            “You’d no reason to suspect anything?”

            
            Gristhorpe shook his head. “None at all. The Athertons were a decent, hardworking family. Apparently the lad was visiting
               them on his way to Scotland to join some commune or other. He fell down the stairs. It’s a pretty isolated spot, and it was
               too late when the ambulance arrived, especially as they had to drive a mile down country lanes to the nearest telephone box.
               They were really devastated. He was their only child.”
            

            
            “What made him fall?”

            
            “He wasn’t pushed, if that’s what you’re thinking. There was no stair carpet and the steps were a bit slippery. According
               to his dad, Joseph was walking around without his slippers on and he slipped in his stockinged feet.”
            

            
            “And you’ve no reason to doubt him?”

            
            “No. I did have one small suspicion at the time, though.”

            
            “What?”

            
            “According to the postmortem, Joseph Atherton was a heroin addict, though he didn’t have any traces of the drug in his system
               at the time of his death. I thought he might have been smoking marijuana or something up in his room. That might have made
               him a bit unsteady on his feet.”
            

            
            “Did you search the place?”

            
            Gristhorpe snorted. “Nay, Alan. There was no sense bringing more grief on his parents. What would we do if we found something,
               charge them with possession?”
            

            
            “I see your point.” Banks opened the door and put up his collar against the rain. “I might dig up the file anyway,” he called,
               running over to the car. “Enjoy the rest of your week off.”
            

            
            Gristhorpe’s curse was lost in the sound of the engine starting up and the finale of Mussorgsky’s “Great Gate of Kiev” on
               Classic FM, blasting out from the radio, which Banks had forgotten to switch off.
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            In addition to the cells and the charge room, the lower floor of Eastvale Divisional Headquarters housed old files and records.
               The dank room was lit by a single bare light bulb and packed with dusty files. So far, Banks had checked 1965 and ’66 but
               found nothing on the Atherton business.
            

            
            Give or take a couple of years, Gristhorpe had said. Without much hope, Banks reached for 1964. That was a bit too early for hippies, he thought, especially
               in the far reaches of rural North Yorkshire.
            

            
            In 1964, he remembered, the Beatles were still recording ballads like “I’ll Follow the Sun” and old rockers like “Long Tall
               Sally.” John hadn’t met Yoko, and there wasn’t a sitar within earshot. The Rolling Stones were doing “Not Fade Away” and “It’s
               All Over Now,” the Kinks had a huge hit with “You Really Got Me,” and the charts were full of Dusty Springfield, Peter and
               Gordon, the Dave Clark Five, and Herman’s Hermits.
            

            
            So 1964 was a write-off as far as dead hippies were concerned. Banks looked anyway. Maybe Joseph Atherton had been way ahead
               of his time. Or perhaps Jerry Singer’s channeler had been wrong about the time between incarnations. Why was this whole charade
               taking on such an aura of unreality?
            

            
            Banks’s stomach rumbled. Apart from that scone at Gristhorpe’s, he hadn’t eaten since breakfast, he realized. He put the file
               aside. Though there hardly seemed any point looking further ahead than 1966, he did so out of curiosity. Just as he was feeling
               success slip away, he came across it: Joseph Atherton. Coroner’s verdict: accidental death. There was only one problem: it
               had happened in 1969.
            

            
            According to the Athertons’ statement, their son wrote to say he was coming to see them en route to Scotland. He said he was
               on his way to join some sort of commune and arrived at Eastvale Station on the London train at three forty-five in the afternoon,
               July 11, 1969. By ten o’clock that night he was dead. He didn’t have transport of his own, so his father had met him at the
               station in the Land Rover and driven him back to the farm.
            

            
            Banks picked up a sheet of lined writing paper, yellowed around the edges. A separate sheet described it as an anonymous note
               received at the Eastvale police station about a week after the coroner’s verdict. All it said, in block capitals, was, “Ask
               Atherton about the red Volkswagen.”
            

            
            Next came a brief interview report, in which a PC Wythers said he had questioned the Athertons about the car and they said
               they didn’t know what he was talking about. That was that.
            

            
            Banks supposed it was remotely possible that whoever was in the red Volkswagen had killed Joseph Atherton. But why would his
               parents lie? According to the statement, they spent the evening together at the farm eating dinner, catching up on family
               news, then Joseph went up to his room to unpack and came down in his stockinged feet. Maybe he’d been smoking marijuana, as
               Gristhorpe suggested. Anyway, he slipped at the top of the stairs and broke his neck. It was tragic, but hardly what Banks
               was looking for.
            

            
            He heard a sound at the door and looked up to see Susan Gay.

            
            “Found anything, sir?” she asked.

            
            “Maybe,” said Banks. “One or two loose ends. But I haven’t a clue what it all means, if anything. I’m beginning to wish I’d
               never seen Mr. Jerry Singer.”
            

            
            Susan smiled. “Do you know, sir,” she said, “he almost had me believing him.”

            
            Banks put the file aside. “Did he? I suppose it always pays to keep an open mind,” he said. “That’s why we’re going to visit
               Mrs. Atherton.”
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            The Atherton farm was every bit as isolated as Gristhorpe had said, and the relentless rain had muddied the lane. At one point
               Banks thought they would have to get out and push, but on the third try the wheels caught and the car lurched forward.
            

            
            The farmyard looked neglected: bedraggled weeds poked through the mud; part of the barn roof had collapsed; and the wheels
               and tines of the old hayrake had rusted.
            

            
            Mrs. Atherton answered their knock almost immediately. Banks had phoned ahead so their arrival wouldn’t frighten her. After
               all, a woman living alone in such a wild place couldn’t be too careful.
            

            
            She led them into the large kitchen and put the kettle on the Aga. The stone-walled room looked clean and tidy enough, but
               Banks noted an underlying smell, like old greens and meat rotting under the sink.
            

            
            Mrs. Atherton carried the aura of the sickroom about with her. Her complexion was as gray as her sparse hair; her eyes were
               dull yellow with milky-blue irises; and the skin below them looked dark as a bruise. As she made the tea, she moved slowly,
               as if measuring the energy required for each step. How on earth, Banks wondered, did she manage up here all by herself? Yorkshire
               grit was legendary, and often as close to foolhardiness as anything else, he thought.
            

            
            She put the teapot on the table. “We’ll just let it mash a minute,” she said. “Now, what is it you want to talk to me about?”

            
            Banks didn’t know how to begin. He had no intention of telling Mrs. Atherton about Jerry Singer’s “previous lifetime,” or
               of interrogating her about her son’s death. Which didn’t leave him many options.
            

            
            “How are you managing?” he asked first.

            
            “Mustn’t grumble.”

            
            “It must be hard, taking care of this place all by yourself?”

            
            “Nay, there’s not much to do these days. Jack Crocker keeps an eye on the sheep. I’ve nobbut got a few cows to milk.”

            
            “No poultry?”

            
            “Nay, it’s not worth it anymore, not with these battery farms. Anyway, seeing as you’re a copper, I don’t suppose you came
               to talk to me about the farming life, did you? Come on, spit it out, lad.”
            

            
            Banks noticed Susan look down and smile. “Well,” he said, “I hate to bring up a painful subject, but it’s your son’s death
               we want to talk to you about.”
            

            
            Mrs. Atherton looked at Susan as if noticing her for the first time. A shadow crossed her face. Then she turned back to Banks.
               “Our Joseph?” she said. “But he’s been dead nigh on thirty years.”
            

            
            “I know that,” said Banks. “We won’t trouble you for long.”

            
            “There’s nowt else to add.” She poured the tea, fussed with milk and sugar, and sat down again.

            
            “You said your son wrote and said he was coming?”

            
            “Aye.”

            
            “Did you keep the letter?”

            
            “What?”

            
            “The letter. I’ve not seen any mention of it anywhere. It’s not in the file.”

            
            “Well, it wouldn’t be, would it? We don’t leave scraps of paper cluttering up the place.”

            
            “So you threw it out?”

            
            “Aye. Bert or me.” She looked at Susan again. “That was my husband, God rest his soul. Besides,” she said, “how else would
               we know he was coming? We couldn’t afford a telephone back then.”
            

            
            “I know,” said Banks. But nobody had asked at the railway station whether Bert Atherton actually had met his son there, and now it was too late. He sipped some tea; it tasted as if the tea bag had been used before. “I don’t
               suppose you remember seeing a red Volkswagen in the area around that time, do you?”
            

            
            “No. They asked us that when it first happened. I didn’t know owt about it then, and I don’t know owt now.”

            
            “Was there anyone else in the house when the accident occurred?”

            
            “No, of course there weren’t. Do you think I wouldn’t have said if there were? Look, young man, what are you getting at? Do
               you have summat to tell me, summat I should know?”
            

            
            Banks sighed and took another sip of weak tea. It didn’t wash away the taste of decay that permeated the kitchen. He signaled
               to Susan and stood up. “No,” he said. “No, I’ve nothing new to tell you, Mrs. Atherton. Just chasing will-o’-the-wisps, that’s
               all.”
            

            
            “Well, I’m sorry, but you’ll have to go chase ’em somewhere else, lad. I’ve got work to do.”
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            The Queen’s Arms was quiet late that afternoon. Rain had kept the tourists away, and at four o’clock most of the locals were
               still at work in the offices and shops around the market square. Banks ordered a pork pie, then he and Jenny Fuller took their
               drinks to an isolated corner table and settled down. The first long draft of Theakston’s bitter washed the archive dust and
               the taste of decay from Banks’s throat.
            

            
            “Well,” said Jenny, raising her glass of lager in a toast. “To what do I owe the honor?”

            
            She looked radiant, Banks thought: thick red hair tumbling over her shoulders, emerald-green eyes full of humor and vitality,
               a fresh scent that cut through the atmosphere of stale smoke and made him think of childhood apple orchards. Though Banks
               was married, he and Jenny had once come very close to getting involved, and every now and then he felt a pang of regret for
               the road not taken.
            

            
            “Reincarnation,” said Banks, clinking glasses.

            
            Jenny raised her eyebrows. “You know I’ll drink to most things,” she said, “but really, Alan, isn’t this going a bit far?”

            
            Banks explained what had happened so far that day. By the time he had finished, the barman delivered his pork pie, along with
               a large pickled onion. As Jenny mulled over what he had said, he sliced the pie into quarters and shook a dollop of HP Sauce
               onto his plate to dip them in.
            

            
            “Fantasy,” she said finally.

            
            “Would you care to elaborate?”

            
            “If you don’t believe in reincarnation, then there are an awful lot of strange phenomena you have to explain in more rational
               ways. Now, I’m no expert on parapsychology, but most people who claim to have lived past lifetimes generally become convinced
               through hypnosis, dreams, and déjà vu experiences, like the ones you mentioned, or by spontaneous recall.”
            

            
            “What’s that?”

            
            “Exactly what it sounds like. Remembering past lifetimes out of the blue. Children playing the piano without lessons, people
               suddenly speaking foreign languages, that kind of thing. Or any memory you have but can’t explain, something that seems to
               have come from beyond your experience.”
            

            
            “You mean if I’m walking down the street and I suddenly think of a Roman soldier and remember some sort of Latin phrase, then
               I’m recalling a previous lifetime?”
            

            
            Jenny gave him a withering look. “Don’t be so silly, Alan. Of course I don’t think that. Some people might, though. People are limitlessly gullible, it seems to me, especially when it comes to
               life after death. No, what I mean is that this is the kind of thing believers try to put forward as proof of reincarnation.”
            

            
            “And how would a rational psychologist explain it?”

            
            “She might argue that what a person recalls under hypnosis, in dreams, or wherever, is simply a web of fantasy woven from
               things that person has already seen or heard and maybe forgotten.”
            

            
            “But he says he’s never been here before.”

            
            “There’s television, books, films.”

            
            Banks finished his pork pie, took a swig of Theakston’s, and lit a Silk Cut. “So you’re saying that maybe our Mr. Singer has
               watched one too many episodes of All Creatures Great and Small?”
            

            
            Jenny tossed back her hair and laughed. “It wouldn’t surprise me.” She looked at her watch, then drained her glass. “Look,
               I’m sorry, but I must dash.” And with that, she jumped up, pecked him on the cheek, and left. Jenny was always dashing, it
               seemed. Sometimes he wondered where.
            

            
            Banks thought over what she had said. It made sense. More sense than Singer’s reincarnation theory and more sense than suspecting
               Joseph Atherton’s parents of covering up their son’s murder.
            

            
            But there remained the unsubstantiated story of the letter and the anonymous note about the red Volkswagen. If somebody else
               had driven Joseph Atherton to the farm, then his parents had been lying about the letter. Why? And who could it have been?
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            Two days later, sorting through his post, Banks found a letter addressed to him in longhand. It stood out like a sore thumb
               among the usual bundle of circulars and official communications. He spread it open on his desk in front of him and read.
            

            
            
               Dear Mr. Banks,

               I’m not much of a one for letter writing so you must forgive me any mistakes. I didn’t get much schooling due to me being
                  a sickly child but my father always told us it was important to read and write. Your visit last week upset me by raking up
                  the past I’d rather forget. I don’t know what made you come and ask those questions but they made me think it is time to make
                  my peace with God and tell the truth after all these years.
               

               What we told the police was not true. Our Joseph didn’t write to say he was coming and Bert didn’t pick him up at the station.
                  Joseph just turned up out of the blue one afternoon in that red car. I don’t know who told the police about the car but I
                  think it might have been Len Grimond in the farm down the road because he had fallen out with Bert over paying for repairs
                  to a wall.
               

               Anyway, it wasn’t our Joseph’s car. There was an American lass with him called Annie and she was driving. They had a baby
                  with them that they said was theirs. I suppose that made him our grandson but it was the first time we ever heard about him.
                  Our Joseph hadn’t written or visited us for four years and we didn’t know if he was alive or dead. He was a bonny little lad
                  about two or three with the most solemn look on his face.
               

               Well it was plain from the start that something was wrong. We tried to behave like good loving parents and welcome them into
                  our home but the girl was moody and she didn’t want to stay. The baby cried a lot and I don’t think he had been looked after
                  properly, though it’s not my place to say. And Joseph was behaving very peculiar. His eyes looked all glassy with tiny pupils.
                  We didn’t know what was the matter. I think from what he said that he just wanted money.
               

               They wouldn’t eat much though I cooked a good roast for them, and Yorkshire puddings, too, but our Joseph just picked at his
                  food and the girl sat there all sulky holding the baby and wanting to go. She said she was a vegetarian. After we’d finished
                  the dinner Joseph got very upset and said he had to go to the toilet. By then Bert was wondering what was going on and also
                  a bit angry at how they treated our hospitality even if Joseph was our son.
               

               Joseph was a long time in the toilet. Bert called up to him but he didn’t answer. The girl said something about leaving him
                  alone and laughed, but it wasn’t a nice laugh. We thought something might be wrong with him so Bert went up and found Joseph
                  with a piece of string tied around his arm heating something in a spoon with a match. It was one of our silver anniversary
                  spoons he had taken from the kitchen without asking. We were just ignorant farmers and didn’t know what was happening in crime
                  and drugs and everything like you do, Mr. Banks, but we knew our Joseph was doing something bad.
               

               Bert lost his temper and pulled Joseph out of the toilet. When they were at the top of the stairs, Joseph started swearing
                  at his father, using such words I’ve never heard before and would blush to repeat. That’s when Bert lost his temper and hit
                  him. On God’s honor, he didn’t mean to hurt him. Joseph was our only son and we loved him even though he was breaking my heart.
                  But when Bert hit him Joseph fell down the stairs and when he got to the bottom his head was at such a funny angle I knew
                  he must have broken his neck.
               

               The girl started screaming then took the baby and ran outside and drove away. We have never seen her again or our grandson
                  and don’t know what has become of him. There was such a silence like you have never heard when the sound of the car engine
                  vanished in the distance and Joseph was laying at the bottom of the stairs all twisted and broken. We tried to feel his pulse
                  and Bert even put a mirror to his mouth to see if his breath would mist it but there was nothing.
               

               I know we should have told the truth and we have regretted it for all those years. We were always brought up to be decent
                  honest folk respecting our parents and God and the law. Bert was ashamed that his son was a drug addict and didn’t want it
                  in the papers. I didn’t want him to go to jail for what he had done because it was really an accident and it wasn’t fair.
                  He was suffering more than enough anyway because he had killed his only son.
               

               So I said we must throw away all the drugs and needle and things and take our Joseph’s shoes off and say he slipped coming
                  down the stairs. We knew that the police would believe us because we were good people and we had no reason to lie. That was
                  the hardest part. The laces got tied in knots and I broke my fingernails and in the end I was shaking so much I had to use
                  the scissors.
               

               And that is God’s honest truth, Mr. Banks. I know we did wrong but Bert was never the same after. Not a day went by when he
                  didn’t cry about what he’d done and I never saw him smile ever again. To this day we still do not know what has become of
                  our grandson but whatever it is we hope he is healthy and happy and not as foolish as his father.
               

               By the time you read this letter I’ll be gone to my resting place, too. For two years now I have had cancer and no matter
                  what operations they do it is eating me away. I have saved my tablets. Now that I have taken the weight off my conscience
                  I can only hope that the good Lord sees fit to forgive me my sins and take me unto his bosom.
               

               Yours sincerely,

               Betty Atherton

            

            Banks put the letter aside and rubbed his left eye with the back of his hand. Outside, the rain was still falling, providing
               a gentle background for Finzi’s Clarinet Concerto on the portable cassette. Banks stared at the sheets of blue vellum covered
               in Betty Atherton’s crabbed hand, then he cursed, slammed his fist on the desk, went to the door, and shouted for Susan Gay.
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            “Her name is Catherine Anne Singer,” said Susan the next afternoon. “And she was relieved to talk to me as soon as I told
               her we weren’t after her for leaving the scene of a crime. She comes from somewhere called Garden Grove, California. Like
               a lot of young Americans, she came over to ‘do’ Europe in the sixties.”
            

            
            The three of them—Banks, Susan, and Jenny Fuller—sat over drinks at a dimpled, copper-topped table in the Queen’s Arms listening
               to the summer rain tap against the diamonds of colored glass.
            

            
            “And she’s Jerry Singer’s mother?” Banks asked.

            
            Susan nodded. “Yes. I just asked him for her telephone number. I didn’t tell him why I wanted it.”

            
            Banks nodded. “Good. Go on.”

            
            “Well, she ended up living in London. It was easy enough to get jobs that paid under the counter, places where nobody asked
               too many questions. Eventually, she hooked up with Joseph Atherton and they lived together in a bedsit in Notting Hill. Joseph
               fancied himself as a musician then—”
            

            
            “Who didn’t?” said Banks. He remembered taking a few abortive guitar lessons himself. “Sorry. Go on.”

            
            “There’s not a lot to add, sir. She got pregnant, wouldn’t agree to an abortion, though apparently Joseph tried to persuade
               her. She named the child Jerry, after some guitarist Joseph liked called Jerry Garcia. Luckily for Jerry, Annie wasn’t on
               heroin. She drew the line at hash and LSD. Anyway, they were off to join some Buddhist commune in the wilds of Scotland when
               Joseph said they should drop in on his parents on the way and try to get some money. She didn’t like the idea, but she went
               along with it anyway.
            

            
            “Everything happened exactly as Mrs. Atherton described it. Annie got scared and ran away. When she got back to London, she
               decided it was time to go home. She sold the car and took out all her savings from the bank, then she got the first flight
               she could and settled back in California. She went to university and ended up working as a marine biologist in San Diego.
               She never married, and she never mentioned her time in England, or that night at the Atherton farm, to Jerry. She told him
               his father had left them when Jerry was still a baby. He was only two and a half at the time of Atherton’s death, and as far
               as he was concerned he had spent his entire life in Southern California.”
            

            
            Banks drained his pint and looked at Jenny.

            
            “Cryptomnesia,” she said.

            
            “Come again?”

            
            “Cryptomnesia. It means memories you’re not consciously aware of, a memory of an incident in your own life that you’ve forgotten.
               Jerry Singer was present when his grandfather knocked his father down the stairs, but as far as he was concerned consciously, he’d never been to Swainsdale before, so how could he remember it? When he got mixed up in the New Age scene, these memories
               he didn’t know he had started to seem like some sort of proof of reincarnation.”
            

            
            Sometimes, Banks thought to himself, things are better left alone. The thought surprised him because it went against the grain
               of both his job and his innate curiosity. But what good had come from Jerry Singer presenting himself at the station three
               days ago? None at all. Perhaps the only blessing in the whole affair was that Betty Atherton had passed away peacefully, as
               she had intended, in her pill-induced sleep. Now she wouldn’t suffer any more in this world. And if there were a God, Banks
               thought, he surely couldn’t be such a bastard as to let her suffer in the next one either.
            

            
            “Sir?”

            
            “Sorry, Susan, I was miles away.”

            
            “I asked who was going to tell him. You or me?”

            
            “I’ll do it,” said Banks, with a sigh. “It’s no good trying to sit on it all now. But I need another pint first. My shout.”

            
            As he stood up to go to the bar, the door opened and Jerry Singer walked in. He spotted them at once and walked over. He had
               that strange naive, intense look in his eyes. Banks instinctively reached for his cigarettes.
            

            
            “They told me you were here,” Singer said awkwardly, pointing back through the door toward the Tudor-fronted police station
               across the street. “I’m leaving for home tomorrow and I was just wondering if you’d found anything out yet?”
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Fan Mail

         
         The letter arrived one sunny Thursday morning in August, along with a Visa bill and a royalty statement. Dennis Quilley carried
            the mail out to the deck of his Beaches home, stopping by the kitchen on the way to pour himself a gin and tonic. He had already
            been writing for three hours straight and he felt he deserved a drink.
         

         
         First he looked at the amount of the royalty check, then he put aside the Visa bill and picked up the letter carefully, as
            if he were a forensic expert investigating it for prints. Postmarked Toronto and dated four days earlier, it was addressed
            in a small, precise hand and looked as if it had been written with a fine-nibbed calligraphic pen. But the postcode was different;
            that had been hurriedly scrawled in with a ballpoint. Whoever it was, Quilley thought, had probably got his name from the
            telephone directory and had then looked up the code in the post office just before mailing.
         

         
         Pleased with his deductions, Quilley opened the letter. Written in the same neat and mannered hand as the address, it said:

         
         
            Dear Mr. Quilley,

            Please forgive me for writing to you at home like this. I know you must be very busy, and it is inexcusable of me to intrude
               on your valuable time. Believe me, I would not do so if I could think of any other way.
            

            I have been a great fan of your work for many years now. As a collector of mysteries, too, I also have first editions of all
               your books. From what I have read, I know you are a clever man and, I hope, just the man to help me with my problem.
            

            For the past twenty years, my wife has been making my life a misery. I put up with her for the sake of the children, but now
               they have all gone to live their own lives. I have asked her for a divorce, but she just laughed in my face. I have decided,
               finally, that the only way out is to kill her and that is why I am seeking your advice.
            

            You may think this is insane of me, especially saying it in a letter, but it is just a measure of my desperation. I would
               quite understand it if you went straight to the police, and I am sure they would find me and punish me. Believe me, I’ve thought
               about it. Even that would be preferable to the misery I must suffer day after day.
            

            If you can find it in your heart to help a devoted fan in his hour of need, please meet me on the roof lounge of the Park
               Plaza Hotel on Wednesday, August 19 at two p.m. I have taken the afternoon off work and will wait longer if for any reason you are delayed. Don’t worry, I will recognize
               you easily from your photo on the dust jacket of your books.
            

            Yours, in hope,

            A Fan

         

         The letter slipped from Quilley’s hand. He couldn’t believe what he’d just read. He was a mystery writer—he specialized in
            devising ingenious murders—but for someone to assume that he did the same in real life was absurd. Could it be a practical
            joke?
         

         
         He picked up the letter and read through it again. The man’s whining tone and clichéd style seemed sincere enough, and the
            more Quilley thought about it, the more certain he became that none of his friends was sick enough to play such a joke.
         

         
         Assuming that it was real, then, what should he do? His impulse was to crumple up the letter and throw it away. But should
            he go to the police? No. That would be a waste of time. The real police were a terribly dull and literal-minded lot. They
            would probably think he was seeking publicity.
         

         
         He found that he had screwed up the sheet of paper in his fist, and he was just about to toss it aside when he changed his
            mind. Wasn’t there another option? Go. Go and meet the man. Find out more about him. Find out if he was genuine. Surely there
            would be no obligation in that? All he had to do was turn up at the Park Plaza at the appointed time and see what happened.
         

         
         Quilley’s life was fine—no troublesome woman to torment him, plenty of money (mostly from American sales), a beautiful lakeside
            cottage near Huntsville, a modicum of fame, the esteem of his peers—but it had been rather boring of late. Here was an opportunity
            for adventure of a kind. Besides, he might get a story idea out of the meeting. Why not go and see?
         

         
         He finished his drink and smoothed the letter on his knee. He had to smile at that last bit. No doubt the man would recognize
            him from his book-jacket photo, but it was an old one and had been retouched in the first place. His cheeks had filled out
            a bit since then and his thinning hair had acquired a sprinkling of gray. Still, he thought, he was a handsome man for fifty:
            handsome, clever, and successful.
         

         
         Smiling, he picked up both letter and envelope and went back to the kitchen in search of matches. There must be no evidence.

         
         *  *  *

         Over the next few days Quilley hardly gave a thought to the mysterious letter. As usual in summer, he divided his time between
            writing in Toronto, where he found the city worked as a stimulus, and weekends at the cottage. There he walked in the woods,
            chatted to locals in the lodge, swam in the clear lake, and idled around getting a tan. Evenings, he would open a bottle of
            Chardonnay, reread P. G. Wodehouse, and listen to Bach. It was an ideal life: quiet, solitary, independent.
         

         
         When Wednesday came, though, he drove downtown, parked in the multistory at Cumberland and Avenue Road, then walked to the
            Park Plaza. It was another hot day. The tourists were out in force across Bloor Street by the Royal Ontario Museum, many of
            them Americans from Buffalo, Rochester, or Detroit: the men in loud-checked shirts photographing everything in sight, their
            wives in tight shorts looking tired and thirsty.
         

         
         Quilley took the elevator up to the nineteenth floor and wandered through the bar, an olde-worlde place with deep armchairs
            and framed reproductions of old colonial scenes on the walls. It was busier than usual, and even though the windows were open,
            the smoke bothered him. He walked out onto the roof lounge and scanned the faces. Within moments he noticed someone looking
            his way. The man paused for just a split second, perhaps to translate the dust-jacket photo into reality, then beckoned Quilley
            over with raised eyebrows and a twitch of the head.
         

         
         The man rose to shake hands, then sat down again, glancing around to make sure nobody had paid the two of them undue attention.
            He was short and thin, with sandy hair and a pale gray complexion, as if he had just come out of the hospital. He wore wire-rimmed
            glasses and had a habit of rolling his tongue around in his mouth when he wasn’t talking.
         

         
         “First of all, Mr. Quilley,” the man said, raising his glass, “may I say how honored I am to meet you.” He spoke with a pronounced
            English accent.
         

         
         Quilley inclined his head. “I’m flattered, Mr. . . . er . . . ?”

         
         “Peplow, Frank Peplow.”

         
         “Yes . . . Mr. Peplow. But I must admit I’m puzzled by your letter.”

         
         A waiter in a burgundy jacket came over to take Quilley’s order. He asked for an Amstel.

         
         Peplow paused until the waiter was out of earshot. “Puzzled?”

         
         “What I mean is,” Quilley went on, struggling for the right words, “whether you were serious or not, whether you really do
            want to—”
         

         
         Peplow leaned forward. Behind the lenses, his pale blue eyes looked sane enough. “I assure you, Mr. Quilley, that I was, that
            I am entirely serious. That woman is ruining my life and I can’t allow it to go on any longer.”
         

         
         Speaking about her brought little spots of red to his cheeks. Quilley held his hand up. “All right, I believe you. I suppose
            you realize I should have gone to the police?”
         

         
         “But you didn’t.”

         
         “I could have. They might be here, watching us.”

         
         Peplow shook his head. “Mr. Quilley, if you won’t help, I’d even welcome prison. Don’t think I haven’t realized that I might
            get caught, that no murder is perfect. All I want is a chance. It’s worth the risk.”
         

         
         The waiter returned with Quilley’s drink and they both sat in silence until he had gone. Quilley was intrigued by this drab
            man sitting opposite him, a man who obviously didn’t even have the imagination to dream up his own murder plot. “What do you
            want from me?” he asked.
         

         
         “I have no right to ask anything of you, I understand that,” Peplow said. “I have absolutely nothing to offer in return. I’m
            not rich. I have no savings. I suppose all I want really is advice, encouragement.”
         

         
         “If I were to help,” Quilley said, “if I were to help, then I’d do nothing more than offer advice. Is that clear?”

         
         Peplow nodded. “Does that mean you will?”

         
         “If I can.”

         
         And so Dennis Quilley found himself helping to plot the murder of a woman he’d never met with a man he didn’t even particularly
            like. Later, when he analyzed his reasons for playing along, he realized that that was exactly what he had been doing—playing.
            It had been a game, a cerebral puzzle, just like thinking up a plot for a book, and he never, at first, gave a thought to
            real murder, real blood, real death.
         

         
         Peplow took a handkerchief from his top pocket and wiped the thin film of sweat from his brow. “You don’t know how happy this
            makes me, Mr. Quilley. At last I have a chance. My life hasn’t amounted to much and I don’t suppose it ever will. But at least
            I might find some peace and quiet in my final years. I’m not a well man.” He placed one hand solemnly over his chest. “Ticker.
            Not fair, is it? I’ve never smoked, I hardly drink, and I’m only fifty-three. But the doctor has promised me a few years yet
            if I live right. All I want is to be left alone with my books and my garden.”
         

         
         “Tell me about your wife,” Quilley prompted.

         
         Peplow’s expression darkened. “She’s a cruel and selfish woman,” he said. “And she’s messy, she never does anything around
            the place. Too busy watching those damn soap operas on television day and night. She cares about nothing but her own comfort,
            and she never overlooks an opportunity to nag me or taunt me. If I try to escape to my collection, she mocks me and calls
            me dull and boring. I’m not even safe from her in my garden. I realize I have no imagination, Mr. Quilley, and perhaps even
            less courage, but even a man like me deserves some peace in his life, don’t you think?”
         

         
         Quilley had to admit that the woman really did sound awful—worse than any he had known, and he had met some shrews in his
            time. He had never had much use for women, except for occasional sex in his younger days. Even that had become sordid, and
            now he stayed away from them as much as possible. He found, as he listened, that he could summon up remarkable sympathy for
            Peplow’s position.
         

         
         “What do you have in mind?” he asked.

         
         “I don’t really know. That’s why I wrote to you. I was hoping you might be able to help with some ideas. Your books . . .
            you seem to know so much.”
         

         
         “In my books,” Quilley said, “the murderer always gets caught.”

         
         “Well, yes,” said Peplow, “of course. But that’s because the genre demands it, isn’t it? I mean, your Inspector Baldry is
            much smarter than any real policeman. I’m sure if you’d made him a criminal, he would always get away.”
         

         
         There was no arguing with that, Quilley thought. “How do you want to do it?” he asked. “A domestic accident? Electric shock,
            say? Gadget in the bathtub? She must have a hair curler or a dryer?”
         

         
         Peplow shook his head, eyes tightly closed. “Oh no,” he whispered, “I couldn’t. I couldn’t do anything like that. No more
            than I could bear the sight of her blood.”
         

         
         “How’s her health?”

         
         “Unfortunately,” said Peplow, “she seems obscenely robust.”

         
         “How old is she?”

         
         “Forty-nine.”

         
         “Any bad habits?”

         
         “Mr. Quilley, my wife has nothing but bad habits. The only thing she won’t tolerate is drink, for some reason, and I don’t think she has other men—though that’s
            probably because nobody will have her.”
         

         
         “Does she smoke?”

         
         “Like a chimney.”

         
         Quilley shuddered. “How long?”

         
         “Ever since she was a teenager, I think. Before I met her.”

         
         “Does she exercise?”

         
         “Never.”

         
         “What about her weight, her diet?”

         
         “Well, you might not call her fat, but you’d be generous in saying she was full-figured. She eats too much junk food. I’ve
            always said that. And eggs. She loves bacon and eggs for breakfast. And she’s always stuffing herself with cream cakes and
            tarts.”
         

         
         “Hmm,” said Quilley, taking a sip of Amstel. “She sounds like a prime candidate for a heart attack.”

         
         “But it’s me who—” Peplow stopped as comprehension dawned. “Yes, I see. You mean one could be induced?”
         

         
         “Quite. Do you think you could manage that?”

         
         “Well, I could if I didn’t have to be there to watch. But I don’t know how.”

         
         “Poison.”

         
         “I don’t know anything about poison.”

         
         “Never mind. Give me a few days to look into it. I’ll give you advice, remember, but that’s as far as it goes.”

         
         “Understood.”

         
         Quilley smiled. “Good. Another beer?”

         
         “No, I’d better not. She’ll be able to smell this one on my breath and I’ll be in for it already. I’d better go.”

         
         Quilley looked at his watch. Two thirty. He could have done with another Amstel, but he didn’t want to stay there by himself.
            Besides, at three it would be time to meet his agent at the Four Seasons, and there he would have the opportunity to drink
            as much as he wanted. To pass the time, he could browse in Book City. “Fine,” he said, “I’ll go down with you.”
         

         
         Outside on the hot, busy street, they shook hands and agreed to meet in a week’s time on the back patio of the Madison Avenue
            Pub. It wouldn’t do to be seen together twice in the same place.
         

         
         Quilley stood on the corner of Bloor and Avenue Road among the camera-clicking tourists and watched Peplow walk off toward
            the St. George subway station. Now that their meeting was over and the spell was broken, he wondered again what the hell he
            was doing helping this pathetic little man. It certainly wasn’t altruism. Perhaps the challenge appealed to him; after all,
            people climb mountains just because they’re there.
         

         
         And then there was Peplow’s mystery collection. There was just a chance that it might contain an item of great interest to
            Quilley and that Peplow might be grateful enough to part with it.
         

         
         Wondering how to approach the subject at their next meeting, Quilley wiped the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand
            and walked toward the bookshop.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Atropine, hyoscyamine, belladonna . . . Quilley flipped through Dreisbach’s Handbook of Poisoning one evening at the cottage. Poison seemed to have gone out of fashion these days, and he had only used it in one of his novels,
            about six years ago. That had been the old standby, cyanide, with its familiar smell of bitter almonds, which he had so often
            read about but never experienced. The small black handbook had sat on his shelf gathering dust ever since.
         

         
         Writing a book, of course, one could generally skip over the problems of acquiring the stuff—give the killer a job as a pharmacist
            or in a hospital dispensary, for example. In real life, getting one’s hands on poison might prove more difficult.
         

         
         So far, he had read through the sections on agricultural poisons, household hazards, and medicinal poisons. The problem was
            that whatever Peplow used had to be easily available. Prescription drugs were out. Even if Peplow could persuade a doctor
            to give him barbiturates, for example, the prescription would be on record and any death in the household would be regarded
            as suspicious. Barbiturates wouldn’t do, anyway, and nor would such common products as paint thinner, insecticides, and weed
            killers—they didn’t reproduce the symptoms of a heart attack.
         

         
         Near the back of the book was a list of poisonous plants that shocked Quilley by its sheer length. He hadn’t known just how
            much deadliness there was lurking in fields, gardens, and woods. Rhubarb leaves contained oxalic acid, for example, and caused
            nausea, vomiting, and diarrhea. The bark, wood, leaves, or seeds of the yew had a similar effect. Boxwood leaves and twigs
            caused convulsions; celandine could bring about a coma; hydrangeas contained cyanide; and laburnums brought on irregular pulse,
            delirium, twitching, and unconsciousness. And so the list went on—lupins, mistletoe, sweet peas, rhododendron—a poisoner’s
            delight. Even the beautiful poinsettia, which brightened up so many Toronto homes each Christmas, could cause gastroenteritis.
            Most of these plants were easy to get hold of, and in many cases the active ingredients could be extracted simply by soaking
            or boiling in water.
         

         
         It wasn’t long before Quilley found what he was looking for. Beside “Oleander” the note read, “See digitalis, 374.” And there it was, set out in detail. Digitalis occurred in all parts of the common foxglove, which grew on waste ground
            and woodland slopes, and flowered from June to September. Acute poisoning would bring about death from ventricular fibrillation.
            No doctor would consider an autopsy if Peplow’s wife appeared to die of a heart attack, given her habits, especially if Peplow
            fed her a few smaller doses first to establish the symptoms.
         

         
         Quilley set aside the book. It was already dark outside, and the downpour that the humid, cloudy day had been promising had
            just begun. Rain slapped against the asphalt roof tiles, gurgled down the drainpipe, and pattered on the leaves of the overhanging
            trees. In the background, it hissed as it fell on the lake. Distant flashes of lightning and deep rumblings of thunder warned
            of the coming storm.
         

         
         Happy with his solitude and his cleverness, Quilley linked his hands behind his head and leaned back in the chair. Out back,
            he heard the rustling of a small animal making its way through the undergrowth—a raccoon, perhaps, or even a skunk. When he
            closed his eyes, he pictured all the trees, shrubs, and wild flowers around the cottage and marveled at the deadly potential
            so many of them contained.
         

         
         *  *  *

         The sun blazed down on the back patio of the Madison, a small garden protected from the wind by high fences. Quilley wore
            his sunglasses and nursed a pint of Conner’s Ale. The place was packed. Skilled and pretty waitresses came and went, trays
            laden with baskets of chicken wings and golden pints of lager.
         

         
         The two of them sat out of the way at a white table in a corner by the metal fire escape. A striped parasol offered some protection,
            but the sun was still too hot and too bright. Peplow’s wife must have given him hell about drinking the last time because
            today he had ordered only a Coke.
         

         
         “It was easy,” Quilley said. “You could have done it yourself. The only setback was that foxgloves don’t grow wild here like
            they do in England. But you’re a gardener; you grow them.”
         

         
         Peplow shook his head and smiled. “It’s the gift of clever people like yourself to make difficult things seem easy. I’m not
            particularly resourceful, Mr. Quilley. Believe me, I wouldn’t have known where to start. I had no idea that such a book existed,
            but you did because of your art. Even if I had known, I’d hardly have dared buy it or take it out of the library for fear
            that someone would remember. But you’ve had your copy for years. A simple tool of the trade. No, Mr. Quilley, please don’t
            underestimate your contribution. I was a desperate man. Now you’ve given me a chance at freedom. If there’s anything at all
            I can do for you, please don’t hesitate to say. I’d consider it an honor.”
         

         
         “This collection of yours,” Quilley said. “What does it consist of?”

         
         “British and Canadian crime fiction, mostly. I don’t like to boast, but it’s a very good collection. Try me. Go on, just mention
            a name.”
         

         
         “E. C. R. Lorac.”

         
         “About twenty of the Inspector MacDonalds. First editions, mint condition.”

         
         “Anne Hocking?”

         
         “Everything but Night’s Candles.”
         

         
         “Trotton?”

         
         Peplow raised his eyebrows. “Good Lord, that’s an obscure one. Do you know, you’re the first person I’ve come across who’s
            ever mentioned that.”
         

         
         “Do you have it?”

         
         “Oh yes.” Peplow smiled smugly. “X. J. Trotton, Signed in Blood, published 1942. It turned up in a pile of junk I bought at an auction some years ago. It’s rare, but not very valuable. Came
            out in Britain during the war and probably died an immediate death. It was his only book, as far as I can make out, and there
            is no biographical information. Perhaps it was a pseudonym for someone famous?”
         

         
         Quilley shook his head. “I’m afraid I don’t know. Have you read it?”

         
         “Good Lord, no! I don’t read them. It could damage the spines. Many of them are fragile. Anything I want to read—like your
            books—I also buy in paperback.”
         

         
         “Mr. Peplow,” Quilley said slowly, “you asked if there was anything you
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