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      Jeremy Dyson was born and raised in Leeds. He is the author of the highly acclaimed short story collection, Never Trust a Rabbit – nominated for the Macmillan Silver Pen award – and the equally acclaimed novel What Happens Now, shortlisted for the Goss First Novel Award.
      

      
      He is co-writer of the BAFTA-nominated television series Funland, the multi-award-winning The League of Gentlemen and in 2008 he received a further BAFTA nomination – together with the rest of the creative team – for his work on BBC1's
         Armstrong and Miller Show.

      
   
      
      Praise for Never Trust a Rabbit

      
      ‘In the twelve stories between these covers, an initial premise of whimsical fantasy twists into something more macabre …
         It is good that someone published in the mainstream is still working at these dark, funny, little entertainments’ Daily Telegraph

      
      ‘Never Trust a Rabbit comes across as an expression of an original voice, and exotic, strange imagination … unusual, sinister and surprising. Ambitious
         and enticing … rich in echoes of W. W. Jacobs, Edgar Allan Poe and H. P. Lovecraft, and expertly told and structured, being
         filled with such utterly surreal and fantastic twists and turns as one might expect of a member of BBC2’s The League of Gentlemen. Dyson manages to engineer miniature fusions of a rich, ripe imagination with the precision and control that good short fiction
         demands’ The Times

      
      ‘Dyson’s surreal short stories are proper tales of the unexpected, spinning out from the mundane to the extraordinary within
         a few pages. Edgy fairy tales for adults populated by characters who expand in significance beyond their physical limitations.
         Never Trust a Rabbit is guaranteed to surprise, shock, entertain and take the reader on some very peculiar mental excursions’ Big Issue

      
      ‘Admirable … it reflects a boldness that’s rarely seen among Dyson’s confrères – a willingness to dream’ Guardian
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      Ne bízzál a njúlban. Játékszernek tünik miközben 
rávár a termésedre.
      

      
      Never trust a rabbit. They may look like a child’s toy 
but they eat your crops.
      

      
      HUNGARIAN PROVERB
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      Introduction

      
      Why ‘Never Trust a Rabbit’? A good question. A legitimate question. With a conjuror’s reluctance at the giving away of a secret
         I shall return to the answer shortly.
      

      
      I suppose it’s rare for an author to get a chance to look back at his work with some distance between him and it. Maybe it
         depends on the individual but with things I’ve written I tend to feel more comfortable with them on the shelf than in my hands.
         That having been said, I’m fond of this one. Always a slow starter, it took me a number of years to coalesce the stories that
         make it up. The oldest amongst them ‘City deep’ was begun in 1990 I think, or even 1989. That puts nearly a decade between
         it and ‘A last look at the sea’ which, as I remember, was the final story to be completed. Four of the pieces pre-existed
         the commission and in part brought it about. My then editor Sarah Such knew of my desire to do such a book and, despite the
         prevailing publishing wisdom that short stories don’t sell, arranged a small advance to encourage me to finish it. Fired up
         by the opportunity, I wrote the remaining seven and a half (I had half of ‘The cashpoint oracle’ and had got stuck with it)
         remarkably quickly (quickly for me that is). We were making the second series of The League of Gentlemen at the time and I surprised myself by adopting a monastic rigour – rising daily at five or six in the morning and doing a
         couple of hours before going on set. I handed the finished manuscript in just as we completed editing the League.
      

      
      I think it was my idea to have the stories illustrated. The first books I ever loved were collections of ghost stories supposedly
         for children but chock full of the most disturbing fiction one could imagine – stories by Manley Wade Wellman, H. G. Wells,
         even Robert Aickman. They were often accompanied by scratchy engravings, as troubling as the text (rather like the picture
         that Bernard Sunset shows to his unsympathetic art-teacher Dicky-Bow Dyall in ‘A slate roof in the rain’). I wanted to recreate
         that sense of an artefact. Thankfully the artist we commissioned, James Hood, was wise enough not to listen to me, instead
         making something original rather than the less interesting pastiche I had in mind.
      

      
      As for the stories themselves, it’s hard to know where they came from. There are a couple of obvious exceptions: ‘At last’
         was a vivid dream, written down upon waking; ‘£250,000 electrical clearance’ was a real ‘jam sale’ I wandered into as the
         unnamed narrator does – pretty much everything that happens to him happened to me, including most of the dialogue. The rest
         of them, which I’ve just reread in preparation for writing this, are more of a mystery. They seem even stranger now that I’m
         distanced from their creation. Many began with lines in a notebook, ideas that had a strong feeling attached to them. ‘Story
         about 18th Cent. Automaton of a woman so beautiful and intricate that men fell in love with her. Even had a vagina that yielded
         and gripped’ reads one. ‘Man walks out into an open expanse and can’t get back. It’s huge like The Beyond’ reads another. (The Beyond is a trashy Italian zombie movie with a glorious, sublime ending involving a descent into hell that I saw once when I was
         15.) Interesting to note the ideas that didn’t get written up as I flick through that particular notebook now: ‘Story about
         a cat who deliberately doesn’t eat when boy has to look after him’; ‘Couple who live together, always arguing, gradually regressing into childhood, ending up
         as babies crawling round’; or best of all, ‘Amazing dream about black thing first becoming “Isle of Man”-style legs, then
         blocks, then breaking up mercury-like into pool, then rolling into a ball. It ended up as two flat-bits that fitted inside
         a filofax.’
      

      
      A certain amount of serendipity came into play when crafting the stories. Particularly with ‘The engine of desire’ – the one
         people seemed to like the most. The occupation of its protagonist Jack Sleighmaker, together with his royal benefactor, came
         from a decidedly vile trash/pulp story that I stumbled across around the time of writing, involving forced incest and a decidedly
         obscene use of seafood. The African country house in the story came from an article in an edition of the Sunday Times magazine I found on a seat in a cinema. I often ponder on the seemingly random nature of the little accidents and collisions
         that go into making a finished piece, the absence of any one of which would lead to a completed product quite different.
      

      
      And then the title of the book. The biggest mystery of all. Titles can often be tricky. They’re either there at the start
         or you have to sweat white beads to create them. I had a title, so bland and unmemorable that I can’t recall it now. Sarah
         Such made it clear it wasn’t good enough and told me to try again. In desperation I did a kind of free-association exercise
         and spewed out random arrangements of words and phrases. This produced a long list, which I faxed to her. There was one title
         that stood out from all the others. She rang later that morning, excited. ‘It’s obvious, isn’t it?’ she said. ‘Yes,’ I agreed,
         waiting to hear the one I had selected. But she hadn’t gone for that one. She had chosen ‘Never Trust a Rabbit’ instead, a
         piece of stupid nonsense that was directly below ‘Never Love a Dragon’, also on the list. ‘You can’t call it that,’ I said,
         horrified. But her will prevailed. I made up the proverb to go with it in an attempt to justify the phrase. I got Sam Leek,
         the League’s production runner at the time to ring the Hungarian Embassy and get it translated. Gradually the title won me round. Like
         the stories themselves there seems to be a lesson in it. The pieces I most enjoyed re-reading seven years on were the ones
         that weren’t strained for, that flowed with relative ease. ‘Don’t try, let,’ said Emmett Fox – the noted American metaphysician.
         Now, a few days from my fortieth birthday, I think I’m beginning to understand what he means.
      

      
      Jeremy Dyson

      
      Yorkshire

      
      June 2006
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