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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurThe Sunday Times bestseller, Aftermath, is the twelfth novel in Peter Robinson's 
Inspector Banks series, following on from Cold is the Grave.Number 35 The Hill is an ordinary house in an 

ordinary street. But it is about to become infamous. When two police constables are sent to the house 
following a report of a domestic disturbance, they stumble upon a truly horrific scene. A scene which leaves 
one of them dead and the other fighting for her life and career. The identity of a serial killer, the Chameleon, 

has finally been revealed. But his capture is only the beginning of a shocking investigation that will test 
Inspector Alan Banks to the absolute limit..comPenzler Pick, October 2001: The mystery novels of Peter 

Robinson (Aftermath is his 12th) are of increasing power and intensified intelligence. It's a dirty little secret 
of the crime-fiction genre that many of its writers simply spin their wheels, repeating over and over those old 
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tricks which always have worked for them. They coast on past successes and repeat the formula hoping, if 
not assuming, that their fans won't notice. Writers like Robinson, however, actually seem to grow in front of 
our eyes, delivering books of greater complexity each time. His previous two books, Cold Is the Grave and 

In a Dry Season, were novels of character and novels of crime, equally, and now Aftermath is here to reward 
his fans and new readers alike. Like recent books by fellow English writers Reginald Hill, Val McDermid, 
and Stephen Booth, Aftermath centers upon a grim case in which attractive young girls have disappeared, 

victims of a cunning psychotic killer whose identity is well concealed behind a faade of respectability. 
Detective Chief Inspector Alan Banks of the Yorkshire Police is in charge of the case, but he's also got 

unavoidable personal distractions. His separated wife, Sandra, is pregnant by her lover, Sean, and wanting 
the divorce he's been dragging his heels over. There is nothing cozy about the kind of English mysteries 

written by Peter Robinson, even if they do take place where picturesque rural villages make up the 
landscape. He's not afraid of gore or deviance, of violence, or of any of the baser emotions, and it's a raw old 
world behind the hedgerows and cottage walls. If Aftermath is your first taste of his tough-tender sensibility, 
it won't be surprising if you soon are hooked on the work of one of today's most accomplished practitioners 
of detective fiction. --Otto PenzlerExtraitMaggie Forrest wasnt sleeping well, so it didnt surprise her when 
the voices woke her shortly before four oclock one morning in early May, even though she had made sure 
before she went to bed that all the windows in the house were shut fast.If it hadnt been the voices, it would 
have been something else: a car door slamming as someone set off for an early shift; the first train rattling 

across the bridge; the neighbours dog; old wood creaking somewhere in the house; the fridge clicking on and 
off; a pan or a glass shifting on the draining board. Or perhaps one of the noises of the night, the kind that 

made her wake in a cold sweat with a thudding heart and gasp for breath as if she were drowning, not 
sleeping: the man she called Mr. Bones clicking up and down The Hill with his cane; the scratching at the 
front door; the tortured child screaming in the distance.Or a nightmare.She was just too jumpy these days, 

she told herself, trying to laugh it off. But there they were again. Definitely voices. One loud and masculine. 
Maggie got out of bed and padded over to the window. The street called The Hill ran up the northern slope 

of the broad valley, and where Maggie lived, about halfway up, just above the railway bridge, the houses on 
the eastern side of the street stood atop a twenty-foot rise that sloped down to the pavement in a profusion of 

shrubs and small trees. Sometimes the undergrowth and foliage seemed so thick she could hardly find her 
way along the path to the pavement.Maggies bedroom window looked over the houses on the western side of 
The Hill and beyond, a patchwork landscape of housing estates, arterial roads, warehouses, factory chimneys 
and fields stretching through Bradford and Halifax all the way to the Pennines. Some days, Maggie would sit 

for hours and look at the view, thinking about the odd chain of events that had brought her here. Now, 
though, in the predawn light, the distant necklaces and clusters of amber streetlights took on a ghostly 

aspect, as if the city werent quite real yet.Maggie stood at her window and looked across the street. She 
could swear there was a hall light on directly opposite, in Lucys house, and when she heard the voice again, 
she suddenly felt all her premonitions had been true.It was Terrys voice, and he was shouting at Lucy. She 

couldnt hear what he was saying. Then she heard a scream, the sound of glass breaking and a 
thud.Lucy.Maggie dragged herself out of her paralysis, and with trembling hands she picked up the bedside 

telephone and dialed 999. 


