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12. Lying, bewitched, by the wardrobe 

Bright hens of ambiguity pecked at the breadcrumbs of 
Antler’s recollection. What had just happened? He could 

not sort the sequence: had Heather’s shout warned or distracted 
him? Had she steadied his stumbling or made him fall? had she 
saved him from the speeding car or pushed him towards it? And 
where had she gone? He gazed down at the book, open in his 
hand, the red stamp reading Hamish McAuricle, Bookseller, 
Leith Walk. Another HMcA – but which one was the key? or 
was it neither? And where was Leith Walk? 
All at once a great weariness assailed him: he had come for a 
conference in St Andrew’s and the hope of some golf, and here 
he was in Edinburgh mired in Heaven-knew-what goings on. He 
trudged back along the Cowgate, recalling from a glimpse of the 
map he had stored in his memory that he could reach Chambers 
St again via Guthrie St and a flight of steps. The receptionist at 
the Staff Club greeted him with a charming smile, but it was all 
he could do to acknowledge her with a nod and a wave. He was 
dog-tired – an after-effect of shock, perhaps, the calculating part 
of his mind speculated. 
In his room, he wanted to collapse on the bed fully clothed, 
but a strict upbringing reinforced by his marine corps training 
kicked in and he removed his Tilley travelling jacket and went 
to the wardrobe. He paused a moment in front of it, wondering 
how such a massive piece of furniture had ever been brought 
into the room. It was solidly constructed of dark carved oak, 
blackened with age - it looked as if it could be Jacobean. Open-
ing the door, he gasped in astonishment when a tall athletic 
figure stepped out into the room. It was Heather McAnespie. 
‘Sorry to rush off like that,’ she said, matter-of-factly. ‘There 
was something I had to see to.’ 
Antler, at a loss for words, gestured her to come in, conscious 
of the absurdity in doing so, since she was already in the room, 
and must somehow have been there ahead of him. 




