
AN EVENING TO FORGET 

_____________________________________________________________ 

 

 

 

Esther Hammett stopped the tape in the cassette player.  She had grown accustomed to listening to 

her mystery books on tape, but she still missed television.  How sad it was to lose one’s eyesight. 

 “Well,” she said to Fables, her cat, “I suppose it’s only to be expected at my age.  At least I 

still have all my other faculties!” 

 Fables butted her slender head against Esther’s hand.  The cat had been a gift from a friend 

in the village, who bred valuable Savannah cats: domestic half-breeds from African servals.  Fables 

was not a pedigree, however – her mother had snuck out for an illicit tryst with one of the local 

moggies – and somehow Esther had ended up adopting the beautiful spotted creature.  She had 

grown into a magnificent, if surprisingly large, feline friend. 

 They had a special relationship.  As Esther peered through her magnifying glass at the 

newspaper, Fables would sometimes fetch her slippers.  Whenever Esther mislaid her glasses, 

Fables seemed to sense what she was looking for and bring her a selection of items: usually the 

spectacles were amongst the first.  Somehow, just as Esther’s vision began to fade, she had ended 

up with her own “seeing eye cat”.  Esther’s husband Alfie was helpful, but he was too heavy to curl up 

on her lap and too proud to purr. 

 Things had been quiet in the village for a few years.  Maybe Esther was simply getting more 

withdrawn.  But she still kept up with her arts and crafts group, and the pernickety Rosemary Bramley 

even let her bring Fables to the town hall meetings on a leash. 

 Esther had just finished a new flower arrangement and was taking out the leftovers to the bin 

when Fables dashed out.  It was fairly normal for the cat to want to bask in the afternoon sunlight, 

even if she did startle the other kitties in the neighbourhood due to her size and wild markings.  Esther 

wished her well and went back inside for afternoon tea and to listen to the radio. 

 Even though Esther called for her several times, by sunset Fables had still not returned and 

Esther was getting worried.  Fables always slept inside the house and had never stayed out long after 

dark. 



 Around 9pm, Esther went to the front door again to check. “Fables!  Here, darling!  I have 

some treats for you…!” 

 Fables appeared at the doorstep, meowing pleasantly and greeting her friend and owner with 

a nuzzle.  Esther chuckled and tickled the cat behind the ear.  She was about to turn back inside 

when she saw her neighbour from across the street, Henry, taking out his rubbish. 

 She was going to call, but then she saw that there was another person with him in the 

darkness.  The other person grabbed Henry from behind and the metal dustbin fell over with a loud 

clang, spilling rubbish.  They wrestled noiselessly as Fables began to yowl. 

 Esther screamed across the road. “Henry!  Henry!” 

 The attacker paused and Esther had the chilling sensation that he was looking right at her.  

Then he dropped Henry and ran behind the house. 

 Esther wrapped her nightgown more tightly around her and dashed across the street.  The 

lawn of Henry’s prized garden was damp from the afternoon drizzle, and cold from the freezing Winter 

winds.  When Esther finally got to Henry, out of breath, she found him lying amongst his garbage with 

his eyes staring at the sky. 

 He was dead. 

 Esther looked down the side of the house for any sign of the attacker, but there was none.  

She put her hand in Henry’s pocket for his mobile phone to call the police, and that’s when she found 

the piece of paper clenched in Henry’s fist.  It was a ticket for the village raffle, number 42, torn down 

the middle. 

 What did it mean?  Esther didn’t have much time to think.  As soon as her call was answered, 

she said, “This is Detective Esther Hammett, retired.  There’s been a murder.” 

* 

After the ambulance and the police cars came, and the body of Henry Bloomington was examined 

taken away.  They tried to resuscitate him, but he was soon cold.  Nothing more could be done. 

 The detective who spoke with Esther was named D.C. Callow.  He looked weary and 

overworked. “So where did this supposed attacker run off to?” 

 “Around the back of the house.  I’m not certain it was a male, but I think so.” 

 “And you were standing here?  On your doorstep?” he asked. 

 Esther nodded. “That’s right.  I saw the man attack poor Henry and he just keeled over.” 



 “The paramedic says it looks like a cardiac arrest.  They’ll confirm it at the hospital.  But I want 

to be clear on your story.  You were stood here and saw this other person, right across the street and 

the garden?  At this distance, in the dark?  Aren’t you registered blind, Mrs Hammett?” 

 “I don’t see what that has to do with anything!  My vision isn’t what it used to be, but I can still 

tell the difference between one person and two!” 

 Detective Callow raised his hands. “I’m just saying, there’s no evidence of struggle.  It looked 

like the bin fell over when Mister Bloomington did.  There are no marks on his body, no footprints on 

the grass – except for yours – and none of the other neighbours saw or heard anything.” 

 Esther tried to hold her temper.  It got harder the older she got. “Where is D.C. Brentner?  

He’s the person I dealt with during the last murder case, when I was consulting.” 

 “Brentner’s on leave,” said D.C. Callow, checking his mobile phone. “Mrs Hammett, I’ll send 

someone to get your official statement in the morning, okay?” 

 “I’ll come down to the station,” Esther said flatly. 

 It was only after everybody left, and the street was once more dark in the absence of flashing 

lights, that Esther put her hand in her pocket and remembered the torn raffle ticket.  She knelt down to 

pet Fables, considering her options. 

* 

Early the next morning, she kissed her husband on the cheek and left him sleeping.  She stopped at 

the police station long enough for someone to take her statement.  D.C. Callow wasn’t available, she 

was told.  Currently Henry’s death was being treated as the result of a medical problem and not as a 

murder case. 

 Disgusted, Esther left quickly with Fables trotting down the street alongside her.  The cat 

often stuck to her like glue, and even when she needed some time alone, Fables could often be seen 

nearby, keeping an eye out for her safety. 

 At town hall, Esther knocked and put her head around the door.  As usual, Rosemary Bramley 

was busy preparing for the next community event.  She sat at a big table writing in a records book. 

 “Good to see you, Esther!” said Rosemary cheerfully. “I’ll put the kettle on, shall I?” 

 “Yes please!  Good to see you too, Rosemary.  How are things going?” 



 “Well, the Christmas fête was a great success!  Now that we’re on the other side of the Winter 

solstice, it’s time to prepare for the Spring fair, but we have plenty of time to organise.  Custard 

crème?” 

 “Ever so kind.  I came to see you about the raffle from the fête,” said Esther, as she sat down 

at the table. “Has everybody been to collect their prizes?” 

 “Just one, for the cheese hamper.  I only drew the numbers yesterday so I doubt anybody 

else has had the chance.  Maybe I should take my daughter’s advice and get an e-mail thingy?” 

 “Yes, well … I have some news.” 

 Esther filled her in on Henry’s unfortunate passing.  She didn’t mention that she had seen a 

shadowy stranger scare Henry to death.  And she kept the ticket to herself. 

 “What was first prize, again?” 

 “A collection of leather hardback books, kindly donated.  They would look rather fetching on a 

shelf!  The winning ticket was number 42 – I wonder who won it?” 

 “May I see them?” 

 Rosemary eyed her suspiciously as she poured the tea. “You’re not the first person to ask me 

that.” 

 “Oh?  Who else?” 

 “The butler of a man named Philip Morley came yesterday, to collect his prize.  He’d won 

another prize and asked to see the books whilst he was here.  This man Morley’s a collector, 

apparently – he bought that cottage up on the valley and moved in two months ago.” 

 Esther sipped her drink. “Did you say butler?  My, how the other half live!” 

 “Indeed!  This young man seemed quite put out when he asked to handle the books and I 

refused,” said Rosemary, tucking into a biscuit. “Well, what can I do?  They aren’t my property, and 

the prize has already been won.  I wish I’d written down people’s names against the tickets they 

bought; I’ve no idea who won what until they produce a ticket.  But I tell you, collectors are odd people 

indeed!” 

 “Sometimes,” Esther replied, smiling. “Was there anything special about the books?” 

 “Not that I noticed, no signed editions or anything.  Why do you ask?” 

 “Only curious.  Thank you for the tea, dear!” 

* 



So, Henry’s prize was a box of old books, and there happened to be a new book collector in town!  It 

had been a long time since Esther Hammett had officially been a detective, but old habits died hard.  

If that D.C. Callow wasn’t going to follow up on her suspicions, then she would just have to do it 

herself! 

 It was a long walk up the hillside to the cottage.  It was known in the village as the Prestley 

Place, after the previous owners, but they had moved out years ago and the new owner had been a 

renovator.  It had been up for resale half of the previous year, but Esther had never noticed it was 

sold.  She liked the brisk walk out of the village, where the views were wider and she could be alone 

with her thoughts.  Fables had turned back after the Post Office, giving Esther some alone-time. 

 The cottage always looked much bigger up close.  It had been renovated and extended 

several times over the years until it was fit for royalty.  Esther walked between austere columns of 

topiary to the front door and rang the bell, which chimed regally. 

 A young man in smart black clothing answered the door. “Good morning, madam.  Welcome 

to the Morley residence.” 

 “Oh, how polite!  Good morning to you too, young man.  My name is Ms Esther Hammett.  I 

was hoping to introduce myself to Mister Morley and welcome him to the village?” 

 “Right this way, madam.  I will see whether he is available.” 

 The smart young man asked her to wait in the hallway.  It was a large place for a cottage, but 

still quite comfortable.  Esther could imagine herself living there.  Soon the young man returned and 

offered to take her upstairs. 

 “Thank you.  What is your name?” 

 “I’m Jacob, Ms Hammett.” 

 “Have you been working for Mister Morley long?” 

 “I’ve been his Estates Manager for nearly four years now, Mrs Hammett.  Here we are.  The 

Sir is right inside.” 

 They had stopped outside a polished wooden door on the upper floor.  Jacob opened the 

door and waited for Esther to step inside, then quietly closed it behind her. 

 She was in a small study or office.  Shelves lined the walls, loaded with books of all ages and 

sizes.  A small table in the corner had a brass globe of the Earth; another by the large window had an 

elaborate piece of modern art made of wood.  Photographs were attached to it.  A desk filled most of 



the space below the window, and a man in an office chair had rotated around from it to stand and 

greet her. 

 “Mrs Hammett, was it?” he asked kindly. 

 “Ms, and yes,” said Esther, shaking hands politely. “It’s good to meet you, Mister Morley.  I 

only found out this morning that someone had finally moved into the cottage.” 

 “Call me Philip.  I usually work from home, so I haven’t gotten out much the last few weeks,” 

said the man, smiling.  He was around forty years old, a little soft around the waist, with a healthy mop 

of brown hair to match his eyes.  Despite herself, Esther liked him instantly. 

 “I can imagine!” 

 “Please, take a seat.” 

 Esther lowered herself into a comfy leather armchair. “I’ve been admiring your home.  I’m 

envious of all your books.” 

 “Oh, I’m a bit of a bibliophile.  I’ve always loved to read, and eventually I realised I was a 

collector.  Classics and rare editions, mainly, although a few modern authors are my guilty pleasures, 

on the kind of cold Winter evenings we’ve been having lately!” 

 “There is one advantage to Winter around here, and that’s Christmas and the winter fête,” 

said Esther. “I won a bottle of brandy in the raffle this year, fourth prize!” 

 “That’s great!” said Philip. “I won something too, although I was sorry to miss out on the top 

prize – it was a box of old leather-bound books.  Jacob checked to see if there were any rare first 

editions, but it turned out I won the cheese hamper instead.” 

 “Unfortunately the winner of the books passed away last night,” Esther told him. “I don’t 

suppose you approached him too?  His name was Henry Bloomington.” 

 “I’m sorry to hear that.  I hadn’t heard.  No, I hadn’t spoken to the winner himself, although I 

was planning to pay him a call once he’d had a chance to collect his prize, so see if there was 

anything I could buy from him.  There’d be no point my visiting before he picked up his books, would 

there?  Will there be any kind of memorial service?” 

 Esther smiled thinly. “I’m afraid I don’t know of the details.” 

 She made her excuses and left.  It was disappointing to not have a lead, but she hadn’t to 

admit that it would be senseless for Philip Morley to approach Henry for the books without knowing 

what they were, or before Henry had a chance to even collect the books himself.  And even if he had, 



surely no simple enquiry over mere books would turn into an assault, however valuable they might 

prove to be?  There were cleaner ways to steal – or to get away with murder. 

* 

That evening, Esther was outside her home throwing out a bag of cat litter.  Having Fables around 

was a blessing, but emptying out the smelly trays really wasn’t something Esther thought she’d get 

used to.  Alfie was even less keen, but since getting Fables as a kitten was hardly his choice, he was 

gracious to muck in at all. 

 Before she went back into the house, she stopped to look across the road at the spot where 

poor Henry had died.  What was it about knowing someone who had passed away that makes a 

person want to fight for what they had left? 

 If Esther had ever doubted what she’d seen the night of Henry’s death, she did no longer.  

Someone was snooping around the side of Henry’s house, right at the spot where his attack had 

taken place.  They seemed to be rooting around under the hedgerow for something. 

 She wasted no time.  Esther ran across the road with Fables in tow, shouting for the stranger 

to wait.  She needn’t have bothered: as before, the other person ran off into the darkness, leaving 

Esther standing by herself on Henry’s lawn. 

 What could they have been looking for?  The second half of the winning ticket, maybe?  And 

so it came back to the books again.  What pieces of this puzzle was she missing…? 

 Fables took a sniff around where the litter had fallen.  She took a particular interest in one 

spot, causing Esther to take a look herself.  From the smell it was clearly a smear of horse manure.  It 

must have been on the snooper’s shoe. 

 “What do you think, Fables?” she asked the purring cat. “There’s only one person who owns 

horses in the village.  Shall we pay them a visit?” 

* 

Esther knew that those at the stables wouldn’t mind a visit from a neighbour first thing in the morning, 

so she set off soon after sunrise and wound her way down the hillside into the farms.  Amongst them 

were the stables, what the locals called ‘the ranch’, where Yasmin Haper-Tanin managed her horse-

rearing business.   

 The business had scored her an impressive income, as evident from the converted 

farmhouse she and her daughter lived in.  It seemed to be Esther’s week for visiting her richest 



neighbours.  The difference this time was that she knew Yasmin worked hard for her earnings, 

mucking in with the stables, managing and trading her horses, and keeping her home in order.   

 Esther called at the farmhouse and grinned when Yasmin’s daughter, Giselle, answered the 

door. “My, my!  Giselle, you grow another two inches every time I see you!” 

 “Hello, Mrs Hammett!” said the young lady, throwing her arms around Esther. “It’s been a long 

time!  I’m sorry I couldn’t come to the Christmas fair to visit your stall, it’s just been so busy here that I 

never get to leave the house!” 

 “You’re helping your mother more with the business, now?” asked Esther, as she was 

shepherded inside. 

 “Just from the administrative side, really – accounting, would you believe?  Only a year after 

my Philosophy degree finishes and I’m already wasting it by bailing out for a ‘proper’ job!” 

 “Oh, I’m sure you wouldn’t do it if you didn’t enjoy it!” 

 “You’re right, as always.” The girl was young and bright, and Esther always felt enthused 

when they were together.  Giselle was a slender, blonde young lady who had quickly grown from the 

willowy little girl Esther first met years ago.  Watching her grow up had often made Esther a little sad 

that she and Alfie had never had children, but such were the demands of a police Detective and an 

Air Force pilot.  Now that they were both retired, it was too late, but Esther never allowed herself to 

regret anything.  They’d lived a very happy life together – and besides, now they had Fables. 

 “Would you like a spot of tea?” asked Giselle, always perfectly polite. 

 “Perhaps later.  I was hoping to speak with your mother.  Is she around?” 

 “She’s out by the stables, cleaning out one of the compartments.  We finally closed a deal for 

one of the racing mares, so we’re going to move one of the fillies up to the big leagues.  Would you 

like to borrow some wellies?” 

 Five minutes later, Esther was stomping up the muddy path to the stables in loaned 

Wellington boots.  She waved to Yasmin, who spotted her from a distance, and they met outside the 

stables just as Yasmin was washing her hands. 

 “This alcohol rub really dries out my hands, but at least I can give my friend a clean 

handshake!” she said in her plumy tones, and laughed as the two ladies greeted one another. 

 Yasmin Harper-Tanin was in her early forties, fit and healthy from an active lifestyle and 

plenty of fresh air.  She had never shied away from hard work and had the muscular shoulders to 



prove it.  With her fair complexion and slim frame, she was a vision of how Giselle would look in 

twenty years’ time. 

 “How are things?” Esther asked. “Giselle told me you sold a racing mare?” 

 “That’s right, and about time, too,” Yasmin replied, brushing hair away from her face with the 

back of her hand. “Another year or so and she’d be too old for it.  She would have lived a boring life 

trotting around little girls at riding schools.  Other than that, things are good – and Giselle is helping 

with the family business.  I wouldn’t tell her directly, but I’m so pleased she chose to do so.  I want her 

to do whatever makes her happy, but it would be a shame if all my hard work just got handed over to 

somebody else.  I try not to pressure her, but you know how young girls are, always getting 

distracted.” 

 “I’m sure.” 

 “So, what brings you down here?  If you don’t mind waiting ten minutes, I can finish up here 

and we’ll have some breakfast?  Have you eaten?” 

 “Actually, I’m sort of here on business,” said Esther. “It’s about Henry Bloomington.” 

 Yasmin’s shoulders sagged. “Oh, that poor chap.  The paper said it was a heart attack?” 

 “There was one witness who saw Henry get attacked – that was what caused his heart attack.  

I’m helping the police investigate, sort of off the books.” Esther hated to fib, but sometimes it just had 

to be done during an investigation like this. “I think it was related to the raffle somehow.  Henry was 

killed for his winning ticket.” 

 “You’re kidding.  There’s nothing special about those prizes; it’s not like Henry won the 

National Lottery.” 

 “I think that there was something special about the prizes: the top prize, a box of old books.  

Something special that we don’t know about them yet.  Have you any interest in rare or classical 

books, Yasmin?” 

 Yasmin blinked and looked at Esther calmly.  She had realised that she was being formally 

questioned by the ex-Detective. “Not particularly.  Why do you ask?” 

 “Because whoever attacked Henry at the time of his death went back to his house last night. 

They left a clue behind.” 

 Esther looked pointedly at the heap of fresh horse dung outside the stable.  Yasmin followed 

her gaze, then looked up. “You mean manure?” 



 “Horse manure.  Is there anyone else in the village who has horses, that you know of?” 

 “No…” 

 “Do you sell your manure to any of the local farmers or gardeners?” 

 “I hadn’t thought of that … No, but maybe I will, actually … Look, Esther, you can’t really think 

I had anything to do with this?  Come on!” 

 Esther pushed her spectacles up her nose. “Someone from the stables was at Henry 

Bloomington’s house last night.  They could well be charged with murder.  And it has something to do 

with his winning ticket.” 

 Yasmin put her hands on her hips. “Esther, I don’t care about those books, because I was the 

one who donated them to be used as prizes!  I’ve had those books on my shelves for years just 

gathering dust.  There’s nothing special about them at all, unless you have a particular penchant for 

leather-backed volumes.  Why would I care about the books if it was me who gave them away in the 

first place?  Besides, we’re doing really well for ourselves here.  We didn’t even go to the Christmas 

fête or enter the raffle.  We really don’t need anything more than what we already have.” 

* 

Esther trudged back to the farmhouse.  She got rid of the muck on her books using the scraper.  It 

was therapeutic, to kick at the brush until all the mud and dung was gone.  Another lead had come up 

as a dead end.  She really could think of no reason why Yasmin might be involved in this sordid affair. 

 She took off the boots and left them by the mat.  Back in her old shoes, she passed through 

the house to thank Giselle. 

 “Don’t mention it!” said the young lady. “I wish you’d come around more often.  It does get 

pretty lonely around here sometimes.” 

 “Perhaps you should join our crafts group,” Esther suggested brightly. “You’re about the same 

age as Lily Dodson – I’m sure you two would really hit it off!” 

 “I’ve met Lily, she’s lovely,” Giselle replied with a smile. “But arts and crafts isn’t really my 

thing, and Mum really gets difficult if I take too much time off work.” 

 “Well, if I meet a handsome young philosopher, I’ll be sure to let you know his whereabouts,” 

Esther said, winking. 

 “Thank you.” 



 “In the meantime, do you know of any employees here at the stables who might have reason 

to sneak around Henry Bloomington’s house?” 

 “I’ve no idea.  Is that what this is about, Mister Bloomington?” 

 Esther levelled with the girl. “Another man – or woman – was involved in his death.  They left 

horse manure at the crime scene.  Who else works at the stables besides you and your mother?” 

 “No-one … Mum’s very protective of the horses; she chooses to do all the work up there and 

lets me handle the business side of things.  We used to have a couple of lads help us out with lifting 

etc., but not for a while now.  We manage really well by ourselves.” 

  Esther and Giselle gave each other a parting hug.  By the time she was back on the road to 

the village, Esther felt thoroughly puzzled.  The mucky footprint outside Henry’s house proved that 

she hadn’t been seeing things, like D.C. Callow suspected, but could she have been mistaken about 

the raffle ticket?  Maybe it had already been torn?  Or maybe it was just something Henry had been 

throwing away when he was attacked…? 

 Was it possible that she was going about this investigation from entirely the wrong direction? 

* 

She brooded the whole day.  One of her coping mechanisms was to clean, which drove Alfie crazy. 

 “Honey, I cleaned the windows just this weekend!” 

 “It helps me to think,” she replied curtly, twisting the washcloth over her bucket. “I just can’t 

figure this thing out!” 

 “Maybe you aren’t supposed to,” Alfie replied, turning off the TV and facing her. “You’re 

retired, Ester.  Why don’t you let the police deal with it?” 

 “That D.C. Callow couldn’t deal a playing card!  He doesn’t even believe me that someone 

else was involved in Henry’s death.  All I need is the right angle to figure this out.” 

 “Are you going to find that cleaning the windows?” Alfie joked. “Come on, at least get out of 

the kitchen so that I can cook us dinner.” 

 Later that evening, Esther waited at her front door for Fables to come in.  Once again the cat 

had been out for most of the day and had yet to return, and now it was getting dark. 

 As the sun got lower, it cast a long shadow of the wall across the front lawn.  Movement of the 

shadow drew Esther’s gaze: it was Fables and another cat, gently touching noses atop the wall. 



 Esther smiled warmly. “Look at the two of you!  If I’d known you were sneaking off for a date, 

Fables, I would have minded my own business!” 

 Then the truth struck her.  It was a slow realisation, beginning from guesswork until it spread 

to incorporate all that she’d learned since Henry’s death.  All the pieces fit.  She knew who had been 

grappling with Henry on the evening that he’d died!  All she needed was to gather everybody together 

to unravel the mystery. 

* 

It took a lot of cajoling to get D.C. Callow to bring an officer out to the town hall.  The others had been 

surprisingly quick to agree, perhaps because none of them wanted to be suspected of being involved 

in a murder.  In any case, half an hour later, Esther stood by the large table in the middle of the hall, 

joined by Rosemary Bramley, Philip Morley and his young Estates Manager Jacob, and Yasmin and 

Giselle Harper-Tanin. 

 “What’s this about, Mrs Hammett?” asked D.C. Callow abruptly.  He hadn’t been expecting to 

see such a gathering; none of them had. 

 “Now that we’re all here, I can tell you,” said Esther. “Detective Constable, you didn’t believe 

me when I said that a saw a man struggling with Henry Bloomington on the evening that he died.  I 

understand why; I’m half blind, and it was dark.  But I know what I saw.  I also found this, clutched 

tightly by Henry before you arrived: it’s half a raffle ticket – the winning ticket from Rosemary’s 

Christmas fête last week.  Do you recognise it, Rosemary?” 

 “I do,” said the lady. “That’s the number for the first prize, the books.  Number 42.” 

 “And had anyone shown any interest in those books?” 

 “Yes: Mister Morley,” said Rosemary, avoiding looking at the man. 

 “You can’t believe I had anything to do with murder!” Philip snapped. “That’s ridiculous!  I 

didn’t even know the man!” 

 Esther blew her nose on her handkerchief. “Excuse me.  Rosemary, who precisely showed an 

interest in the books?” 

 “Well, it was Jacob, his butler.” 

 “Estates Manager,” Jacob mumbled. 

 “Jacob, are you an avid reader?  Or a collector?” 

 “No, madam.” 



 “No,” repeated Esther, “and that’s because there’s nothing special about the books at all.  

They’re just some old, random books that Yasmin here gave away to raise money for the town hall.  

Rosemary, I know that you haven’t allowed anyone to inspect the books, but I think now is the time.” 

 “Okay…” Rosemary went to the store room and took out a cardboard packing box with around 

twelve large volumes inside.  She put the box on the table and Esther lifted one out.  It was Robinson 

Crusoe.  She rifled through the pages and turned it upside down.  When nothing fell out, she placed it 

on the table and took out another volume, Treasure Island.  She did the same to this book and to 

another until she picked up a novel called An Evening to Remember by R. M. Erikson.   

 The pages fell open near the middle, where a white envelope was nestled, previously hidden 

amongst the pages. 

 “Giselle,” said Esther softly, turning the young lady. “Is there anything you would like to tell 

us?” 

 Giselle shook her head.  Her eyes were looking everywhere but the envelope. 

 “How about you, Jacob…?” 

 “Jacob?” said Philip. “Have you something to do with this?” 

 But the young man just stared at the table, saying nothing. 

 The envelope had already been torn open along the top.  Esther teased out the folded letter 

from within, and began to read. “My darling Giselle.  It will only be two weeks until Mister Morley finally 

moves to your village.  I am counting the days until I can see you again.  In my heart, I know that the 

day we can finally be together will only be the seedling of our happiness, from which our new life will 

grow.  As soon as we—” 

 “You can stop,” said Jacob, looking up at Esther. “You don’t need to read it all.  I wrote the 

letter to Giselle.” 

 Esther carefully put the letter back into the envelope and handed it to D.C. Callow. “It’s funny 

the things that can make all the pieces come together.  It was only about an hour ago that I saw my 

cat, Fables, kissing her feline lover goodbye on my neighbour’s garden wall.  Suddenly I remembered 

what you had said earlier, Giselle, about loneliness, and then the question of why Mister Morley here 

would send his man to inspect books a collector would have no interest in.  I realised that it wasn’t 

Mister Morley who had an interest at all; it was Jacob.  Not because of the books, but because of 



something hidden within the books.  A love letter, between two sweethearts who wanted to keep 

things secret, inadvertently lost when Yasmin decided to donate some of her dusty old books.” 

 Yasmin looked at her daughter. “Giselle … Why did you keep this secret from me?” 

 “Because you want to keep me for yourself, mother!  Every boy I ever brought home you 

disapproved of.  You want me to stay and run your business for you, but if I never leave the stables 

then how am I supposed to ever meet anyone?” 

 “How did you meet?” asked Philip, looking at his Estates Manager with a raised eyebrow. 

 “It was before we ever moved here,” Jacob said softly. “When we first came to look at the 

cottage, once it had been renovated.  Remember when the car broke down, and you asked me to 

walk to one of the farmhouses to call the motor services?” 

 Jacob and Giselle looked at one another adoringly. 

 Rosemary looked aghast. “Young man, if you’d only told me why you wanted to look at the 

books, I would have gotten you the letter myself!” 

 “We couldn’t risk word getting out,” he replied. “Our jobs – as grateful as we are for them – 

keep us inside … We just wanted a little time to figure out how to deal with things.  But when I 

overheard Mister Bloomington say that he’d won the books, I went there the next evening to see if he 

would maybe sell me his ticket, or at least let me look at the books … I must have startled him.” 

 Giselle was already weeping.  Her mother put an arm around her. 

 “I presume you’d just been to see Giselle in secret,” said Esther. “Because of the manure on 

your shoe.” 

 Jacob nodded. “I’m afraid Henry and I argued, and he tried to push me away, and I grabbed 

for the ticket…” 

 He reached into his pocket and, with a trembling hand, produced the other half of Henry’s 

winning ticket. 

 “It was an accident!” he said, wide-eyed. “I can’t be blamed for a heart attack, can I?” 

 D.C. Callow carefully took the ticket pieces from Jacob’s shaking fingers. “Son, that’s one for 

the judge.  For now, you’ll have to come with me back to the station, okay?” 

 Jacob turned, glossy-eyed, to Giselle. “I’m sorry.  I wish I’d handled everything differently.  I 

wish—” 



 “It’s okay,” Giselle said, smiling through her tears. “Whatever happens, I’m still yours, my love.  

I promise.” 

* 

Back at home, Esther got changed into her night gown and climbed into bed beside her husband. 

 “Well, that’s another evening I’d soon rather forget,” she said. “Those poor youngsters.” 

 Alfie gave her a bristly kiss on the cheek. “It sounds like a tragic accident.  Poor Henry hadn’t 

been a young man for a very long time.  I’m sure it would have happened sooner or later anyway, with 

or without a scare in the dark.” 

 “Yes … Perhaps.  Alfie, will you wake me when you leave for work in the morning?” 

 “Sure.  Why?” 

 Esther snuggled up to him under the duvet and closed her eyes.  She liked to feel her 

husband slowly breathing as she drifted off to sleep. “I’d just like to see you, before you go.” 

 

* 


