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I grew up in
northern England, on the edge of the largest village in the land,
and now I live in a quiet suburban corner of Ontario, Canada, with
one eye on the countryside. My life could have been described as a
series of unfortunate incidents, or rather a series of lucky
escapes along with a couple of not-escapes. I've always been a slow
learner, on the outside of things, and unarguably different.

I've also
always been a writer, but it has taken me most of my adult life to
realize it, and accept it. And now I've embraced it. Writing is the
one thing that never fails to ground me and make me happy. Writing
is the thing I know I should be doing with the rest of my life. And
if you appreciate, in any way, what I have written, then that's
wonderful. If you don't, that's also fine. Not ideal, obviously,
but fine. I'm happy for your support if you'll give it, but, even
without it, I'll keep writing for as long as I have breath.
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Dean Rand
pulled up to the dirty white farmhouse in his rented silver sedan.
He checked the paper with the scribbled address. It was the middle
of nowhere, but this was the place. Five miles out of Black Creek,
in the back woods of Hamilton County.

Rand had been
seen. Before he was out of the car, he saw a figure walking down
the dirt driveway from a stone outbuilding at the edge of the back
lawn. Rand noted how isolated the place was. The nearest neighbour
was a mile down the road. Hilly woodland surrounded the
property.

The bare
branches didn't seem to fit with the gloriously sunny day, and the
warm spring weather. The grass was green, though, and some of the
trees had green buds beginning to show. He admitted to himself,
looking around, that it was a nice view. But who'd want to live
here? Or work here?

"Dr. Chang?"
Rand asked, when the man got close enough. Chang's black hair was
cropped short, and he had a no-nonsense attitude. Rand walked
towards him, with his hand out.

"Mr. Rand, I
presume?" Chang had an impeccable British accent. He smiled, but
only with the lower part of his face, and declined the proffered
hand. "I prefer not to shake hands."
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