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Chapter
1

1906

Aubert Inn, Magdalen Islands

 


Is he dead?

Colette stood in the doorway with her hand
over her mouth. Two white, wrinkled feet hung limply from the end
of the makeshift stretcher. Her brother, René, and three of his
friends, stood at the bottom of the steps. They looked up at her,
grim faced, sweat-soaked and out of breath. They eyed the steep
pitch of the wooden steps and then, with nods to one another, they
clutched the rolled edges of the grey blanket. They sucked air,
hoisted their burden, and crab-walked up the steps towards her.

She held the screen door and the coiled
spring twanged as each man snaked past her. She released the door
and it thwacked shut. The sharp crack of the door evoked a memory
of her late father, shouting from his pipe-smoking perch on the
verandah, "Tabarnac! Don't wreck the damned door!"

She looked at the pale figure nested in the
swale of the blanket. Sand-specked cheeks and serrated lips framed
his open mouth. She touched his clammy forehead, ran two fingers
through his hair, and felt its wet grittiness. With a gesture, she
invited her brother to lower the blanket.

She knelt down and placed her ear close to
the stranger's mouth. His weak, wheezy breath told her he was
barely alive.

She looked up at René. "Who is it?"

René bent forward and placed his hands on his
hips, and punctuated his reply with intermittent snatches of
breath. "I don't know, a shipwrecked sailor, maybe. His ship must
have sunk in the storm. He's a lucky man, if I was an hour later
he'd have been washed out to sea."

"We'll have to get the doctor right away,"
Colette said.

"I've already asked one of the men at the
plant to get Dr. Gaudet. He should be here soon." René said and
raked his hand through his thick dark hair.

"Take him to the big bedroom by the back
door, I'll come by and clean him up." Colette said and opened a
cupboard beneath the sink, grabbed a large enamelled basin and
placed it on the kitchen table.

With several deep strokes on the hand pump,
she filled the kettle with well water. She lifted the stove lid,
grabbed the poker and jabbed at the glowing mass until hot flames
licked her hand. She glanced out the open front window, the
crashing surf and pungent sea-smells of the Gulf waters reminded
her of the storm that had passed through three days ago. When the
black-bottomed kettle boiled, she filled the basin with piping-hot
water and walked carefully towards the bedroom with the sloshing
liquid.

René's friends lumbered down the hall towards
her. Each step left a muddy boot print on her clean wood floor.
What slobs! Three sets of woman-hungry eyes washed over her as they
passed by. What are you looking at? If Marc were here, you
wouldn't look at me that way. They averted their eyes.

She placed the basin on the bedside table and
left to get towels. When she returned, she approached the shapeless
drift of the blanket and scrutinized the castaway’s pale face. She
nodded to René and he stepped aside, then she dipped a cloth into
the hot, soapy water and washed dirt and sand from the man's face,
and was especially careful around his eyes. She pulled the blanket
aside and cleaned his arms, legs, and feet.

"You'll have to take his drawers off," she
said. She gestured to his dirty briefs, which were caked with mud
and wet sand.

"He'll be completely naked," René
objected.

Colette waved a dripping-wet cloth in René's
face, to tease him. "He needs to be cleaned up ... all over. Do you
want to do it?"

René raised his hands. "Not me … no thanks
... you don't mind?"

"No, I don't mind. I assume he's equipped
like every other man."

Colette cleaned sand and dirt from the man's
waist, legs and genitals in a matter-of-fact way. The cold and wet
had shrivelled his penis to the length of her pinky finger.

She saw the slight blush that crept up René's
pale neck and noticed that he stood with his legs pressed together.
She smiled. "Just like cleaning carrots … little ones." She tossed
the dirty cloth into the basin and wiped her hands on her
apron.

René helped Colette dress the man in one of
his flannel nightshirts, then she covered the man with two wool
blankets.

Colette turned to René. "Where did you find
him?"

"I was beach combing, past the place where I
found the hat. I found a single cowboy boot, a life jacket, a pair
of trousers with a fancy western-style belt and a buckle, a shirt
and a coat. Then, I saw the lifeboat, upside down, and the tide was
rising. The lifeboat had the name Dominion painted on it. I
guess that was his ship."

"Where was he?"

"I got down on my knees and looked under it.
He lay there, half buried in sand, huddled near the bow. I thought
he was dead, but he groaned when I moved him, so I knew he was
still alive. I tried to wake him, but he just lay there. I couldn't
carry him and, as the tide rose, there wasn't much time. I dragged
him to safety, and ran to the plant for help. The water lapped
around the boat when we got back to him. I brought him here, since
it was closer."

"Was there anything in the clothes that might
identify him?"

"Not much, a few bills, some coins, a length
of twine and a jackknife, no identification."

"The hat you found earlier, perhaps it was
his. Did it have a label?"

"There were two labels, one from the
manufacturer and another one from a Sydney store, I forget the
name."

"Maybe he's from Sydney."

"Could be, unless he comes around, we'll
never know."

Colette placed her hand on the stranger's
forehead. "He still feels cold and clammy, I'd better get the hot
water bottle."

Colette was in the kitchen and had just
filled the hot water bottle when Dr. Gaudet tapped on the door and
let himself in.

"Bonjour, Colette. I understand you have a
surprise guest staying with you."

"Bonjour, Dr. Gaudet, thank you for coming.
He's in the back room. Please follow me."

Dr. Gaudet examined the man carefully, and
took his temperature several times. He checked for broken bones and
listened to his breathing. Once in a while the stranger moaned and
stirred but did not wake. Dr. Gaudet pronounced him in no immediate
danger but said he needed warmth and rest.

"His temperature is slightly below normal,
he's physically exhausted and recovering from hypothermia. He has
no broken bones, as far as I can tell. When he comes around, feed
him broth until he can eat regular food. I'll come by tomorrow to
check on him. Come and get me if anything changes."

Colette visited the stranger's room several
times during the day. She was pleased to see colour return to his
cheeks, and hear the gradual improvement in his breathing.

Early the next morning she tiptoed into his
room. He felt warm to her touch. He stirred and moaned but did not
wake.

***

 



Chapter 2

 


Ernie Lundy tried to process a jumble of
senses; the rumble of voices, cottony warmth, salt ocean smell,
shadows on the wall, a woman's touch.

"M'sieu, m'sieu," her voice
intruded.

He saw flashes of light through tiny slits.
Glimpses of movement fed a growing awareness of his surroundings.
Hands gripped his shoulders and shook him. His eyes opened to the
soft pain of light. He willed his body to respond and he struggled
to move.

Movement brought pain. His joints and muscles
tested new limits and he moaned with each effort.

His lips were numb and his tongue felt rough
and leaden. He inhaled deeply and, although it hurt, he savoured
the reassurance of life. Where am I?

He felt confused and helpless, and stared at
the young woman who stood over him. The greenest eyes I've ever
seen…beautiful. Her strong hands gripped his shoulders. He
raised his head and moved his hand to touch her… to prove she was
real and not a dream.

"You're awake, welcome back," she said. She
put her hand on his chest and forced him back into the softness of
the pillow.

"Save me, save me," he said. His words were
faint and forced through parched lips.

"Don't try to talk, I brought you some warm
broth."

A large spoon spread the evocative aroma of
chicken broth. He o-shaped his lips and she spooned the warm liquid
into his mouth. He felt a tickle of warmth in his stomach and,
within minutes, he felt its full effect.

"Good, good," he mumbled.

"I’m glad you like it. It's my mother’s
special recipe."

***

 


He slept for several hours after her visit.
He woke during the night and heard the crash of the waves and the
lingering hiss of foam. He tilted his head and looked out the
four-paned window above and behind him. The sky was overcast and
the half-moon hid behind a translucent cover. He brought his head
down to ease the pain and looked around the room. In the dim light
he saw the dark shapes of a dresser a table and two chairs.
Where am I?

He awoke at dawn and was beyond hungry.
There must be food somewhere, maybe some of that delicious
broth. I can move my legs but the pain is awful.

Resigned to a long wait, he watched the new
day crawl across the ceiling and then dozed off.

He awoke when someone squeezed his hand
repeatedly.

"Where am I?"

"You don't speak French?" she asked.

"Un peu, I speak French like an Englishman. I'm
glad you speak English. What's your name?"

"Colette, Colette Aubert, my brother, René,
found you on the beach and rescued you."

"I owe him my life. Where is he?"

"René is fishing, checking his lobster traps.
He'll be back this afternoon, I'll ask him to come by."

"Are we in Québec?"

"Technically yes, this is the Aubert Inn on
the Ile du Havre Aubert, in the Magdalen Islands."

"Where's that?"

"In the middle of the Gulf of St. Lawrence,
but we're part of Québec."

"How did I get here?"

"My brother found you on the beach, almost
naked, huddled under your lifeboat."

Yes, the lifeboat, the damned lifeboat!

"The name on the lifeboat was
Dominion. Do you remember the name of the ship you were
on?"

He closed his eyes, placed his hands behind
his head and interlocked his fingers.

I remember the two bastards who set me
adrift.

"Do you remember your ship?" she
repeated.

"Yes, but I don't remember much else."

"Are you hungry?"

"I'm starving!"

"I'll bring you something from the kitchen. I
made a fish chowder, would you like that?"

"I love fish chowder, in a big bowl." With
painful deliberation he moved his hand to his stomach and patted it
gently. She smiled at him and he smiled back. Even his smile was
freighted with pain.

She turned away and watched her walk to the
door. Her auburn air spilled over the collar of her plain blue
blouse. Her apron tightly bound her wasp-thin waist and accented
her figure. She heard him clear his throat and she turned around
and looked at him.

He lifted his head. "What else was
recovered?"

She stepped towards him. "Your clothes and
your fancy belt. Only one of your boots, I'm afraid."

"No suitcase, nothing else?"

"René will look again, there's a lot of
debris on the beach. Maybe something will turn up."

She patted his hand and he relished her soft
touch. He sighed and collapsed into the pillow. Slocum and
Rafferty, the sneaky bastards, they probably stole everything, my
money, the jewels. All those years of hard work, down the
drain. He felt sick and his fingers sought his missing
talisman, the gold tooth, the brass chain, the reassuring reminder
of triumph in another time and place. Never again, never
again.

"I'm very tired, I think I'd like to sleep.
I'll eat your fish chowder when I wake up. Thank you Colette."

***

 


Chapter
3

Sydney, Cape Breton

 


Sheriff "Big Jim" McKenzie clambered up the
gangway onto the main deck of the freighter Dominion. The
vessel showed its age and lack of maintenance. A frayed rope swung
from an empty lifeboat davit and a pulley clanged against the hull.
Used-to-be-black paint appeared in isolated patches, its presence
long since erased by the misguided docking efforts of drunken
helmsmen. For the past three years the Dominion's
cargo-handling capacity was committed to Dominion Steel. The
Dominion led a cargo ship's life, delivering steel to
customers on both sides of the Atlantic.

The sheriff came aboard to interview Captain
Eli Slocum. He sought directions from a deckhand and followed him
down a passageway below the bridge.

The deckhand knocked and Captain Slocum
opened the hatch. After a brief conversation between the deckhand
and the captain, the Sheriff bent his six-foot five-inch frame and
scrunched into Slocum's small cabin.

Slocum asked, "What brings you here,
Sheriff?" He invited McKenzie to sit at his messy chart table.

"A while ago, a man named Ernie Lundy
committed several very serious crimes here in Cape Breton but
before we could apprehend him, he escaped."

"What did he do?"

"We have evidence to support charges of
first-degree murder, attempted murder, kidnapping, theft and fraud,
among others."

The sheriff studied Slocum's face carefully
as he reeled off the list of charges. Slocum looked surprised, even
shocked. However, twenty-five years of criminal investigation,
interrogation, and court appearances, made the Sheriff an expert in
the 'tells' of guilty behaviour. Although Slocum had yet to
respond, Sheriff McKenzie knew he had a solid lead on Lundy.

Slocum cleared his throat and looked down at
his hands. "Very interesting story Sheriff, but what's the purpose
of your visit? I don't mean to rush you but I'm due in Liverpool in
ten days and I've got a ship to load. Time is money."

The sheriff suppressed a smile. "Since you're
in a hurry, Captain Slocum, I'll come right to the point. Someone
saw Ernie Lundy board your vessel on the date in question and I
need to know what happened after that." Reference to an eyewitness
was a fabrication but it served McKenzie's purpose.

"Your witness is sure that it was this vessel
and not another one?"

"That's his sworn statement, and I have no
reason to doubt his eyesight or his recollection." The sheriff
reached into his pocket, pulled out a notebook, and thumbed through
it.

"What did he look like?" Slocum asked.
Another 'tell'.

"A tall nice lookin’ guy, a ladies' man,
well-dressed, he wore fancy leather boots and belts. If he wore a
hat it would be an expensive one, finest felt or even leather. Dark
wavy hair, deep set eyes, a well-trimmed moustache, on his upper
lip. He has an American accent. He's physically fit and mean
tempered but he'll be charming if he has to be. He's fooled a lot
of people, including supposedly smart people, businessmen and such.
Likes to pick on people weaker than himself. Two of his murder
victims were women and a third one narrowly escaped. As I said, a
ladies' man, he liked the ladies, a bit too much at times."

If Slocum's brain were a gearbox, the Sheriff
might have heard gears grinding. The sheriff saw signs of Slocum's
guilt in his averted eyes and tapping foot.

Slocum stroked his chinstrap beard and
muttered, "Well now…hmm, let me think…when was it again?"

The sheriff consulted his notebook and
pointed to an open page with a gnarled forefinger. "That’d be the
date. The Harbour Master told me that your vessel loaded steel on
the very same date."

Slocum leaned forward and gave the page a
quick examination, and then he looked away and chewed the corner of
his lower lip. "Sheriff, I must confess that from time to time I
carry one or two fare-paying passengers. The company don't like it
but it puts a little extra money in my pocket. This guy you're
looking for might’ve been one of ‘em but, to be honest, I don't
recollect."

The sheriff sat upright and fixed his gaze on
Slocum. Although seated, the sheriff towered over the pudgy older
man. He folded his notebook and, with calculated slowness, stuffed
it into his pocket. He took a deep breath and exhaled in short
sharp puffs, like an impatient locomotive.

Slocum looked worried.

"Looks like I'll have to talk to some other
members of your crew to see if they saw Mr. Lundy on board this
ship on that date."

Slocum looked surprised and lost for
words.

"That'll take some time so your ship might be
tied up for a few days," the sheriff added.

"You can't do that Sheriff. We've got
contracts to fulfill and this ship is the property of important
English businessmen. If I'm not in Liverpool in ten days there'll
be hell to pay."

"I think you'll find that I can tie up the
ship for as long as it takes. You'll have a court order before you
can raise steam."

The captain grimaced and shook his head. He
stood up, walked behind his chair and placed both hands on the top
rail. "No need to do that Sheriff. I'll check with the mate,
perhaps he remembers. Excuse me for a minute, I'll be right
back."

The sheriff walked around Slocum's sparsely
furnished cabin. A bunk, a chest, a table and a locker filled the
small space. He unlatched a porthole and looked across Sydney
Harbour towards Westmount. He hoped to inhale salt sea air but
instead, his nostrils were assaulted by the pungent odours of the coke ovens. He
latched the porthole and sat down.

Slocum returned and introduced First Mate
Rafferty. Rafferty, a big man, was at least ten years younger than
Slocum. He looked fit and, judging by his scars and misshapen nose;
he had his share of physical combat. Dark bushy eyebrows
underscored the edge of his watch cap and several days growth of
beard added to his bristly appearance.

Slocum gestured to Rafferty to sit on the
bunk. "Rafferty thinks he recalls the man you're lookin’ for,"
Slocum said.

The sheriff turned and looked at Rafferty,
"Did Ernie Lundy board this vessel some months ago?"

Rafferty looked at Slocum. "Yes, I believe he
did."

"Where did you take him?"

Slocum cleared his throat. "He bought passage
to Montréal."

"So, you think he's in Montréal?" the sheriff
said.

"That's the strange part," Slocum said.

"Strange… in what way?"

Slocum looked at Rafferty. "A day or so
before we were to dock in Montréal, he disappeared."

The sheriff suppressed a smile. "Disappeared?
Just like that?"

Slocum shrugged. "He didn't show up for
breakfast and when I asked someone to check on him, his bunk was
empty and his clothes were gone."

"And you have no idea how or when he
left?"

Rafferty tapped the chart table. "We were
playin' cards the
evenin’ before. There was a lot of drinkin'. I don't know if you
ever drunk Cape Breton moonshine but it's damned dangerous stuff.
Part way through the evenin’, this Lundy guy was pretty well
stewed. He must've gone back and forth three or four times to take
a piss. Funny thing, we never missed him till next mornin'. I'm
guessin' he might’ve got up to take a leak over the side and fell
in." Rafferty folded his arms, sat back and flashed a glance
towards the captain.

The sheriff closed one eye and cocked his
head, at Rafferty. "So, let me understand what you're sayin’.
You're sayin' that Lundy got up from the card game to take a leak.
Despite the urgent call of nature, he went to his cabin and
gathered his clothes. While leanin’ over the rail with his pecker
in his hand, he lost his grip, grabbed his stuff, fell overboard,
and took everythin’ with him. Nobody at the card game noticed his
absence or went lookin’ for him?"

Slocum came to Rafferty's rescue.

"We really don't know what happened, Sheriff.
Rafferty's just speculatin', he don't know, I don't know, and, I
guess, you don't know."

The sheriff looked at Rafferty and then at
Slocum. "We think he carried a considerable sum of money and stolen
jewellery. Do you know anything about that?"

Slocum's eyes quickly swung to Rafferty and
then back to the sheriff. "Not a thing. He left nothin' behind.
Whatever he had is probably with him, restin' on the bottom of the
sea."

"So you're guessin’ Lundy drowned…fish food,"
the sheriff said.

Slocum relaxed his shoulders. "Yep, that's
what I'm thinkin’."

Rafferty gave a confirming nod.

The sheriff stood. "Gentlemen, thank you for
your time. I'm much obliged. I may be in touch later if new
evidence comes to light."

"We'll be happy to help any time," Slocum
said.

The sheriff walked to the open hatch. He
looked at Slocum. "How many lifeboats you carryin'?"

The sheriff caught the worried look on
Rafferty's face.

Slocum replied, "We follow Lloyd's
regulations…we carry three."

The Sheriff nodded and left.

 


***

 


Slocum paced the length of his small cabin.
He reached into his hip pocket, pulled out his handkerchief and
wiped his brow. "Lundy! What an evil bastard. I always considered
myself a good judge of character but I sure missed that one."

"We're well rid of him," Rafferty
replied.

"I sure hope so. I hate to think that he
survived that storm in the Gulf and wants his stuff back."

"He's gone forever. We'll never see him
again, thank God."

"What did you do with his money?" Slocum
asked.

"Spent it all. I had a hell of a time last
time I was in Montréal. Do you still have the jewellery?"

"Fenced it, every last piece. My Montréal
fence took care of everything. He wants more, and a friend of mine
in England can supply me with all I need. There's a fortune in
jewellery in some of those old English mansions."

"Do you think customs or the police are on to
us?"

"Not much chance of that. Money can't be
traced and I've got a foolproof scheme to get my stuff past
customs."

"Do you think the sheriff bought our
story?"

"I don't care if he did. Without proof, it's
just hot air."

***

 


Chapter
4

Aubert Inn, Magdalen Islands

 


Colette tapped on the door, just before noon,
and he invited her into his room.

"Are you ready to walk?" she asked.

"I'd like to try. Stand close in case I lose
my balance," Lundy said.

She stepped closer and he felt her hands on
his shoulders, a firm confident grip. He reached out with both
hands and encircled her waist. She felt uncomfortable when his
thumbs probed her softness. He rose to his feet but was stooped and
wobbly. He stood for a few seconds, then abruptly sat down and was
forced to release her.

She ignored his intrusion and backed out of
reach. "You've made good progress but don't try too much too
soon."

"I didn't realize how weak I was. I feel a
lot better, but I guess I've got to take it slow. I hope it won't
be long before I'm fit to travel," he said.

Colette stepped away and sat in the chair
opposite. "I don't believe you told me your name."

Lundy's body stiffened. I need a good
name, easy to remember.

Several seconds went by. Colette tilted her
head to one side and raised her eyebrows. Lundy shook his head and
looked at her. "My name is Landry, Bernie Landry."

Bernie Landry seemed a good choice. Close
enough to my real name, easy to remember, not likely to alert
anyone.

"Welcome to the Aubert Inn, Bernie," Colette
said, and moved her arm in an expansive gesture.

Ernie liked the sound of his new name.

Colette asked, "What brought you to our beach
in a lifeboat, Bernie?"

"It's difficult to remember I don't know
exactly what happened. I remember going to sleep in my bunk on the
Dominion but not much after that. I remember the storm,
that's about all. Perhaps, in a few days, it will all come back to
me," Bernie lied.

"You're a very lucky man, Bernie. If my
brother hadn't been beach combing, you might've been washed away
with the tide," Colette said.

Bernie tested his new story further "I joined
the ship in Montréal and travelled to Nova Scotia to pick up some
freight. I never worked on a freighter before but this experience
has persuaded me to quit the seafaring life."

"I can't blame you for that, but what will
you do for a living?" Colette replied.

"I’ve worked in the mining industry, so I
think I'll go north to find a job."

"It’s probably safer than going to sea,"
Colette replied.

As he told his story, Bernie studied
Colette's reaction. Her eyes looked elsewhere. He reached for her
hand and said. "I owe my life to you."

Colette looked out the window. "My brother is
the hero. He found you and brought you here. Now that we know your
name, I'll ask René to report your rescue to the local police."

Bernie gripped the bedclothes with both hands
and took a deep breath. I can't let that happen.

"Please don't do that."

"Won't your family be worried?"

"My next of kin lives in a remote part of
Québec, north of Montréal. There's no telegraph and the postal
service is poor. I’d like to contact them myself."

"I don’t think you’ll be able to travel for a
while yet. If you know their address the police will contact them.
If the ship sank, it'll be in the news, and your family will be
worried."

"Believe me, no one will be worried. I've
been on my own for years. To be honest with you, they're a
troublesome bunch of freeloaders. I don't want them to know where
to find me. When I'm ready, I'll let them know."

Colette frowned. "If you insist, although it
doesn't sound right to me."

Bernie replied, "You've lived in a good
family. I left a broken home at 15 and never looked back."

Colette offered an understanding nod. "I'm
sorry to hear that, it must have been difficult for you."

Bernie shook his head. "I don't think about
it…what's past is past."

Colette rose from her chair. "I think you'd
better rest, you've had quite an ordeal."

Bernie relaxed. "I feel tired, I'll sleep for
a while."

"I'll look in on you and bring your
lunch."

Bernie watched her walk away and thought,
what I could do with a woman like that… what I couldn't do to a
woman like that,… he imagined her naked body poised, perhaps
posed, shorn of her plain blue dress.

Colette closed the door and Bernie thought
about other things. How long will it take them to find me? I
need to get to the Port of Montréal and deal with Slocum and
Rafferty. Will there be anything left of my boodle? He clenched
his fists and swore under his breath.

***

 


Chapter
5

 


René walked into the kitchen and asked, "How
is he?"

Colette turned around. "He's improved. His
colour has returned and his appetite is better. He hasn't said
much, I think he's confused."

Colette placed dishes on the hardwood
countertop and waved René away so she could return to the
dishpan.

René grabbed a kitchen chair, turned it back
to front and straddled it. "We still don't know who he is or where
he's from."

"He said his name is Bernie Landry and his
family lives somewhere north of Montréal. He worked on the
freighter Dominion. It set out for Montréal and got caught
in a storm. He doesn't remember much else."

"We should notify the authorities, his family
may be worried," René suggested.

"I told him we would notify the police and he
got quite upset. He says he is estranged from his family. He wants
to go west, he didn't say where. He said he'd tell his family when
he gets there."

René thought, there's something funny
about this guy. He survived a shipwreck and you'd think he'd want
us to celebrate it with someone.

René asked, "Is he married?"

"I don't think so, I didn't see a wedding
band and he hasn't said anything about a family."

"We'd better keep an eye on him," René
said.

"Why do you say that?"

"Just being careful."

"He's been through a lot, let's not make
hasty judgments"

Colette put her hands in the dishpan and said
to René, "Get me another dishpan for rinsing and, while you're at
it, pick up a dish towel and help."

Colette took the boiling kettle from the
stovetop and poured hot water into the dishpan. "Bernie thinks
you’re a hero."

"I don’t know about that," René’s said.

"When he wakes up, I'll prepare his lunch.
Why don't you come with me, perhaps we can find out more about
him?" Colette said.

"I'm going out to fix a support under the
verandah, when you're ready, give me a shout." René replied.

***

 



Chapter 6

Amelia Point, Cape Breton

 


Louisa Matthews pulled back the curtains and
raised the window. Cool air flowed over the sill and splashed her
silk-slippered feet. She shivered and quickly closed the window.
Signs of a clear day appeared in the East but the sun was
predictably late. Summer was almost over and the multi-coloured
mantles of maple and birch pointed to fall. In mid-summer, light
would have flooded the room, not so today. Summer's passing kindled
a sweet sadness but Louisa was not sorry to see this particular
summer pass into history.

She sighed and padded towards the breakfast
table, head down, deep in thought. Did Kathleen's ordeal at the
hands of Ernie Lundy poison her future enjoyment of Amelia
Point? Their summer home in Cape Breton was a sanctuary, far
removed from their demanding business and social lives in Montréal.
She bit her lower lip and shook her head.

"Miss Louisa, would you like me to serve
breakfast?" Nancy Dunn said. The cook, stood in the doorway with
her hands on her hips. A variety of food stains speckled her white
apron. TJ, her husband, joked that you didn't need a menu to know
what Nancy had prepared for lunch.

Startled by the unexpected intrusion, Louisa
blinked at the stout round-faced redhead. "Mr. Matthews is on his
way down."

TJ walked into the dining room and slid past
the surprised cook. "I’ll start with oatmeal as usual, Miss Dunn,
thank you."

Nancy Dunn nodded. "The oatmeal is ready,
I'll be right back."

TJ crossed the room and Louisa tilted her
cheek in anticipation of his obligatory peck. "Good morning dear,
sorry to have kept you waiting. I don't usually sleep in, but I was
very tired and, thankfully, I had a good night's sleep." They sat
opposite each other at the large round breakfast table. Early that
morning, Nancy Dunn had set the table and prepared breakfast. A
bouquet of Louisa's prize roses graced the table. The pale pink
petals gave off a rosy fragrance, a reminder of this special place
in her life. She enjoyed life at Amelia Point however, events this
past summer caused her to question the safety and comfort of her
family.

Nancy Dunn brought plates of oatmeal, toast,
eggs, sausages, scones and wild blueberry preserves. A teapot
nested in a padded tea cozy and the distinctive aroma of Tetley's
Orange Pekoe tea suffused the room.

"Are you going to the Sydney office this
morning?" Louisa asked.

"Yes, I want to put the Quarry accounts in
order before we leave for Montréal," TJ said.

They finished breakfast and were drinking tea
when the distinctive clack, clack, clack, of the brass door knocker
reverberated in the front hall. Louisa heard the housekeeper, Mrs.
Robinson move through the downstairs hall and trudge upstairs to
answer the door. Louisa raised her eyebrows and looked at TJ.
Who calls this early in the morning?

Mrs. Robinson's cheerful greeting was
answered by a familiar voice. A brief conversation in the hall
preceded Mrs. Robinson's appearance in the dining room. "Sheriff
McKenzie is here, he asked if he might have a brief conversation.
Shall I ask him to wait?"

TJ took his white napkin from his lap dabbed
his mouth, and stood up. "Thank you Mrs. Robinson, show him into
the library, we'll meet him there."

An expectant gaze transformed Louisa's face.
"Maybe they've finally caught him," she said.

Mrs. Robinson and the sheriff talked in low
voices. The front hall closet door creaked open and closed. The
sharp click-clack sound of Mrs. Robinson's shoes contrasted with
the thump-thump of the sheriff’s big boots.

Louisa looked down at her slippers, shrugged,
and followed TJ into the library.

"Hello Sheriff, it's early to be out and
about," TJ said, and extended his hand.

"I apologize for coming here
unannounced."

Louisa adopted a gracious and hospitable tone
of voice. "We're happy to greet you here at any time, Sheriff."

The sheriff looked at TJ. "You're a hard man
to catch at home so I thought I'd better come early. I want to
bring you up to date on our efforts to apprehend Ernie Lundy."

Louisa's shoulders slumped. Efforts to
apprehend, I guess that means they haven't caught him.

TJ offered the sheriff a leather upholstered
chair in front of the fireplace. TJ pulled a straight-backed chair
from behind his desk and sat opposite the sheriff. He manoeuvred an
upholstered chair into place and gestured to Louisa. Louisa sat
down and covered one foot with the other. She hated being without
proper footwear.

The sheriff leaned forward. "I've located the
ship that Ernie Lundy used for his escape. I interviewed the
captain and first mate. They confirmed that he was on board but
said he went missing somewhere in the middle of the Gulf of St.
Lawrence. I'm not sure I believe that but we'll soon find out."

Louisa clutched the arm of the chair and
cycled her finger along the damask covering. "He's alive and still
on the run?"

"I'm afraid so. The mate said he fell
overboard but I don't believe his story. Lundy has either met with
misfortune while on the ship, in which case he may be dead, or he's
alive somewhere between here and Montréal."

Montréal! Kathleen is in Montréal and we'll
be there in a couple of weeks. That doesn't sound good. Take deep
breaths.

"Are you all right dear," TJ asked and rose
from his chair.

"Yes, yes, I'm all right. I'm thinking about
Kathleen."

"How is Kathleen?" The sheriff asked.

TJ replied. "She's in Montréal. She's
improved but still walks with a cane. The doctor says it will be
several more weeks before she's fully recovered. She went early to
register for graduate studies at McGill. She hopes to study for a
medical degree."

The sheriff looked at Louisa and in a voice,
just above a whisper, he said, "I wish I could tell you that Ernie
Lundy is no longer a threat but, unfortunately, I can't do that. In
the meantime, rest assured that I'll do my very best to find him
and bring him to justice."

TJ cleared his throat. "Do you have enough
help, Sheriff?"

"Yes, I think so. I've been in touch with the
Montréal police. They have a good description of him. If he shows
up, he’ll be arrested."

Louisa played with a loose thread on the
chair arm. "What should we tell Kathleen?"

The sheriff replied, "I leave that up to you.
There is a chance, however small, that Ernie Lundy is in Montréal.
Kathleen and Grace are our best witnesses when he comes to trial.
I've ask the Montréal police to contact Kathleen and offer advice
and reassurance."

TJ said, "We'll talk to Kathleen as
well."

"I'll provide a full report to my colleagues
in other jurisdictions. I haven't yet finished with the captain and
mate of the Dominion. As I learn more, I may want to
question them again."

The sheriff and TJ engaged in further
conversation but Louisa's thoughts were elsewhere. Kathleen's rapid
recovery was a very pleasant surprise and she seemed to put the
incident out of her mind. Lundy was a threat but Kathleen was
determined to finish her studies. Is it a good idea to open
recent wounds on the basis of the Sheriff's suppositions?

She followed TJ and the sheriff to the front
door. Their conversation ended when Louisa retrieved the Sheriff's
hat and coat. "Thank you for coming Sheriff. We leave for Montréal
next week but I want to be kept informed about your investigation.
The sooner you catch him, the sooner we'll feel safe."

The sheriff touched the brim of his hat and
looked at each of them in turn. "Goodbye and have a safe trip to
Montréal. I'll be in touch."

Nancy Dunn stood by the breakfast table in
the dining room. "You didn't quite finish breakfast. Is there
something more I can get for you?"

Louisa looked at TJ and he shook his head.
Louisa said, "We're finished, you can clear away the dishes. Mr.
Matthews and I will be in the library. Please, bring us our
tea."

They sat together in the library.

"Have you heard from Kathleen?" TJ asked.

"She sent a telegram yesterday. She arrived
safely and will meet with her friend Audrie Oakes to discuss a
shared apartment," Louisa said.

"Is it a good idea for her to be in an
apartment in downtown Montréal under the circumstances?" TJ
asked.

"She's over twenty-one and is determined to
manage her life her way."

"It must be great to be young and full of
confidence."

"I wish we had a telephone, I miss the
convenience. It would make communication with her so much
easier."

"I hope by next summer there will be
telephone service in this part of the world."

TJ drained his teacup and placed it on the
saucer. "What about Grace Manion?"

"She's recovering. She won't be well enough
to travel for a few weeks yet. She'll stay with Jean and Charles
until then."

"Do know what she plans to do when she
recovers?" TJ asked.

"She plans to go to Montréal, to live with
her sister," Louisa replied.

Nancy Dunn tapped on the door and asked,
"Will there be anything else?"

"That's all Miss Dunn, thank you," Louisa
replied.

TJ got up and walked to the door. "I've got
to go, I'll be back this afternoon."

***

 


Chapter
7

Montréal Police HQ

 


Detective Inspector Danny Bouvette was early
for his regular Monday meeting with his boss, André Lévesque, the
Montréal Chief of Police. He placed his teacup on the secretary's
desk and wrestled with an unruly sheaf of papers while he waited.
He suspected the chief was already in his office since he usually
arrived at 7:00 AM.

Gina Felini, the chief's secretary, couldn't
match the long hours of her boss and was not yet at her desk. She
was married to a Montréal policeman and had two school-aged
children at home. Bouvette valued her skill at interpreting the
chief's moods. More than once she saved him from a difficult
meeting with the chief. Today he’d just have to chance it without
Gina's guidance.

The light was on in the chief's office. Danny
smelled tobacco smoke and saw blue-grey contrails roiling about in
shafts of light.

"That you, Danny?" The chief's deep baritone
voice rumbled.

"Yes, do you want to see me now? I can come
back if you’re busy."

"I'll need a minute to finish this report but
you might as well come in."

Danny sat in the leftmost of three oak chairs
facing the chief's desk. He preferred to sit to the right of the
chief, since it forced the chief to keep his head turned away from
the open door. Subordinates often entered Gina's office to engage
her in quiet conversation but hoping to catch the chief's eye. The
chief's insatiable need-to-know invariably drew him into the
clutches of his subordinates at the expense of people in his
office.

Danny found a place for his notes and cleared
a corner of the chief's overcrowded desk. He sipped his tea and
studied the chief. The chief, his mentor, supported Danny's rapid
rise in the department. Danny reached the position of Inspector at
the relatively young age of 35. The chief held Danny in high regard
but was frugal with his praise.

André Lévesque was a policeman's policeman.
He achieved the top position in the Montréal Police Department on
the strength of his commanding intelligence, devotion to duty, and
his deep understanding of the behaviour of the criminal class. His
most famous case was the capture of Waldo Speight, the Montréal
Ripper, several years ago. Speight terrorized people who lived near
the Port of Montréal for more than a year. For the past two years
Speight was kept in a ward for the criminally insane at the
Montréal Neurological Institute.

The chief mumbled something, made a notation
in the margin of a document and capped his fountain pen. He looked
at Danny. "Are you making any progress on the Pilon murder at the
Port?"

Danny placed his empty teacup on the desk.
"I've made some progress since we last met but, without an
eyewitness, and with only circumstantial evidence, it'll be tough
to make an arrest."

"You're convinced it's the work of the West
End Gang, are you?"

Danny thumbed through his notes. "Yes, an
informant told us that Gunny Ryan ordered the killing when his feud
with the Ville-Marie Gang came to a boil."

The chief shrugged. "The Port situation has
gotten worse, ever since the West End Gang moved in. The Mayor
wants us to clean the place up."

Danny shook his head. "Gunny Ryan has decided
smuggling is a business he can't afford to ignore."

The chief reached into a desk drawer and took
out a large manila folder. "I've got a very thick file on the West
End Gang. You've got to nip this gang warfare in the bud and help
the port with their smuggling problems."

Danny pursed his lips, exhaled, and looked at
the chief. "I’ve got a homicide division to look after. It isn't
just criminal gangs that get into trouble. Have you considered a
task force to handle these gangs?"

The chief chuckled. "Do you want to get out
from under this assignment or are you arguing for more people…maybe
both."

Danny smiled. "You know I don't operate that
way. I'll do my best but I'll need the cooperation of other
divisions within the department."

"You’ll have my full support. If you have
problems, just let me know."

Someone moved about next door and the chief
called out, "That you Gina?"

"Yes, chief, do you need me right away?"

"Yes, I've got this report for the Mayor, can
you come in and get it?"

Gina walked into the chief's office with her
raincoat unbuttoned, and dripped water on the hardwood floor. She
stood beside the chief's desk and smiled at Danny.

"Hi, Danny, the chief get you out of
bed?"

Danny smiled and retorted. "Ha! I'm up all
night, keeping the streets safe for sleepyheads like you."

"Sorry chief, I've dripped water all over the
place." Gina said, and peeled off her raincoat. She playfully
flicked water towards Danny and retrieved the envelope from Chief
Lévesque. On her way out the door she turned towards Danny. "You're
wearing two different socks, Danny. When are you going to marry
someone who'll teach you how to dress?"

Danny looked down, sure enough, two different
socks.

Gina retrieved her raincoat and, stepped
around the puddles on the floor. She looked at Danny, shrugged,
turned palms up in a 'watcha gonna do' gesture and left the room,
raincoat in one hand and the chief's report in the other.

"Are we done here, chief?" Danny asked, and
reached for his notes.

The chief chewed his lower lip. "Just a
minute …there was something…" The chief stroked his chin and, with
an 'aha' look, he continued, "We got a telegram yesterday…" He
rummaged through a pile of papers and produced a telegram, "Here it
is, it's from Nova Scotia, Sheriff McKenzie, of Cape Breton County.
It says, some guy named Ernie Lundy is wanted for several serious
crimes, including murder, and fraud. What brings it closer to home
is that he kidnapped Kathleen Matthews, the daughter of a prominent
Montréal citizen, TJ Matthews. Fortunately, she was rescued and
will recover from her injuries. She lives in Montréal and is a
student at McGill. Just yesterday I received a telegram from Mr.
Matthews asking us to meet with his daughter and tell her that that
we will join the search for Mr. Lundy. The Sheriff's telegram says
that Lundy escaped on a ship called the Dominion and they're
asking us to be on the lookout for him and/or the ship."

"Is there a physical description or a sketch
that I can circulate?" Danny asked.

"The telegram from the Sheriff says that we
can expect a file in the mail."

"I'll arrange to meet with Miss Matthews.
When we get a description, I'll circulate it within the department.
I'll also deliver a copy to the Head of Security at the Port."

Danny continued, "Is it just me, or are we a
lot busier than we used to be?"

"The numbers prove we're busier. Technology
helps the criminals as well as the police."

Danny Bouvette stood up and nodded to the
chief. "I've got a busy day ahead of me."

The chief replied, "Unless something pops up,
I'll expect to see you here next week at the same time."

***

 


Chapter
8

Café du Parc, Montréal

 


Kathleen gripped her coffee cup in her left
hand and walked carefully so as not to spill the hot liquid. She
chose a table by the window, sat down, sipped her coffee and
watched for her best friend, Audrie Oakes, who was late as
usual.

The Café du Parc was packed with young men on
their way to class. There were fewer women because most families
considered higher education for young women a waste of money.

Kathleen was on her second cup when she saw
Audrie approach the large plate glass window, cup both hands on
either side of her face, and peer inside. When Audrie saw Kathleen,
she effected a dramatic pose and waved enthusiastically. Audrie was
Kathleen's best friend since grade school. Her bright smile and
cheerful disposition never failed to lift Kathleen’s spirits.

Kathleen ran a finger along the scar on her
chin, a reminder of her ordeal this past summer. She hid the scar
with makeup and hoped that, soon, makeup wouldn’t be necessary. The
gash on the back of her head was hidden by her hair. Audrie is
bound to notice the scar and will want an explanation.

At graduation last spring, Kathleen and
Audrie promised each other to pursue post-graduate studies.
Consequently, they had much to talk about.

Audrie entered the cafe and approached
Kathleen with wide open arms. Kathleen moved to greet her and
accidentally knocked her cane to the floor. Audrie frowned and
looked down. Kathleen's slow, awkward response forced Audrie to
lean down to embrace her.

Audrie sat opposite Kathleen and studied her
face. Kathleen knew that Audrie saw the scar on her chin but, to
her credit, she said nothing. It was equally clear that Audrie
would say something sooner or later.

"Have you registered yet?" Audrie asked.

"Not yet, I hope to gain admission to the
Faculty of Medicine. I want to be a doctor. If not, I'll study for
a Master's Degree in Science and apply next year."

"The McGill medical establishment doesn't
like the idea of female doctors. I heard that the Toronto School of
Medicine only allowed women to attend lectures, on the condition
that they make no fuss. The men drew obscene sketches on the board,
simply to embarrass them, and no one did anything about it."

"I heard those stories but I'm not in the
least discouraged," Kathleen said.

"It's an ordeal. Do you want to go through
something like that?"

"That was thirty years ago, I think there's
been some progress since then."

"Not much," Audrie retorted.

A waitress approached and Audrie ordered
toast, marmalade and coffee. Kathleen accepted a refill.

"How about you? Have you registered?"
Kathleen asked.

"I've registered for a Masters in English
yesterday. I think I'd like to teach at a college and become a
writer," Audrie said.

"I don't want to discourage you Audrie but
teaching doesn't pay well, especially for women, and the writing
life is a one-way ticket to the poor house."

"Ever since I read The Awakening, by
Kate Chopin, I want to write about women's issues," Audrie
replied.

Kathleen changed the subject. "Did you find a
good apartment for us?"

"Yes, I found a perfect two bedroom apartment
close to the campus. I'm glad you decided to share a place with me.
My parents wouldn't subsidize me if I lived alone. We'll have to
sign a lease and you'll want to look the place over. When can you
see it?"

"I'll come by and see it later today, after I
find out about my program."

"I can't wait to move in and be on my own,"
Audrie said.

"Me too, I'm all packed and ready," Kathleen
replied.

The waitress brought the food. Audrie sipped
her coffee. "Owww! Hot!" she said, and brought her hand to her
mouth, with a rueful grimace. "That's too hot, I do that all the
time."

Audrie slathered marmalade on a piece of
toast and bit into it. She munched and talked in the breathless
manner that was her conversational signature. "I'm starving, I
slept in, I didn't have time for breakfast, I miss Mother's
cooking. I suppose it's a small price to pay for my own place. How
about you? What will you register for if they won't admit you to
medicine?"

Audrie bit into another mouthful and Kathleen
seized the opportunity to speak. "I'll apply for admission to the
Medical Faculty. If they won't admit me, I'll register for a
Masters Degree in Science with a research program in medicine."

Audrie shrugged and changed the subject. "How
was your summer? I received only two letters from you all summer.
Did you break your arm at the same time you received that big scar
on your chin"

Kathleen took a slice of Audrie's toast and
bit into it to buy time. Thoughts of her abuse at the hands of
Ernie Lundy wormed their way into her mind. Audrie expected a
reply, actually, she expected more than a reply, she expected a
story. A suspicious Audrie could put the most experienced Scotland
Yard detective to shame. I'll make up a story, maybe I fell off
my horse or ran into an open door in the dark.

Kathleen was startled by Audrie's tap, tap,
tap on her hand.

"Where were you, Kath?" Audrie asked.

"Just thinking about this past summer,"
Kathleen replied.

"And…?" Audrie raised her eyebrows.

Kathleen took a deep breath and was about to
speak when she was overcome with emotion. The control she developed
following her rescue had simply deserted her. She didn't understand
it and she tried to hide her tears.

Audrie fumbled in her pocket for a
handkerchief and passed it to Kathleen. Her face showed concern,
pain, and worry. "What's wrong Kathleen?"

Kathleen pressed the handkerchief to her eyes
with both hands and spoke through short sharp intakes of breath. "I
…almost …died. He would've…killed me…if he hadn't been
interrupted."

"What happened? Who are you talking
about?"

"A very bad man attacked me at my father's
quarry and held me prisoner for hours." Kathleen recovered her
composure and summarized the cause of her distress.

Audrie reached across the table and held
Kathleen's hand. "How awful! When did this happen?"

"It happened a few weeks ago."

"Who was the man?"

"He was an employee of my father's, the
Quarry Manager, Ernie Lundy. I worked for my father and I
discovered that Lundy stole money from us."

"I hope he's in jail."

"I wish he was in jail but he's not. He
committed some other crimes, far worse than mine, and somehow he
escaped. So far no one's been able to find him."

"Does it worry you that he's out there
somewhere?"

"I worry, but I can't let worry keep me from
living my life. I'll admit there were moments when I just wanted to
curl up and tell the world to leave me alone. I have to believe
that he'll eventually get caught and the world will be better
off."

"Are you sure you want to continue with your
studies? It takes a long time to get over an experience like
that."

"What else can I do? I've wanted to be a
doctor since I was a little girl. I feel that if I take time off,
my dream will fade and I don't want that to happen. I know I'm
strong enough to do this."

"What do your parents think?"

"They worry about me but they know that I
won't give up. Despite their misgivings, they'll support me."

"You have my support as well."

"You've been a good friend, my best friend
and I know you understand."

They held hands across the table.

Kathleen took a deep breath and
exhaled."Enough about me and my summer, let's talk about you."

"I had a very quiet summer."

"No new boyfriends?" Kathleen teased.

"No new ones, or old ones for that
matter,"Audrie replied.

"Speaking of boyfriends, will you be seeing
him?" Audrie asked.

Kathleen frowned. "I know what you're
thinking, but my so-called relationship with Dr. Pierre Ducharme,
such as it was, is over."

"What happened?"

"For one thing, he told me he was divorced,
but I found out that he isn't. He's married and has a child."

Audrie grimaced. "The liar! You're still
considering working with him?"

"I hope it works out. He's agreed to support
my application for admittance to the faculty of medicine and, if I
don't get admitted this year, he's agreed to help me with my
research for a Masters degree."

"How will that work? You'll work with him
every day, won't that be hard?"

"I hope not. I know there was talk about us
within the department but there was nothing to it. He can ill
afford to be the subject of departmental gossip. He needs tenure if
he's to succeed in his academic career. I need to do well in my
research if I'm to get into medicine. We both have much to gain if
it works and much to lose if it doesn't." Kathleen explained.

"People assume he's wealthy. If he's rich why
would he want to be a university professor?" Audrie asked.

"It's his wife that's rich. Her father is a
wealthy lumber baron from Ottawa. Dr. Ducharme has no fortune of
his own. He wants to succeed in medical research," Kathleen
replied.

Kathleen drank from her cup and said. "I
don't want to be late for my meeting, I'd better go."

"I'll get the bill," Audrie said, and
signalled to the waitress.

Kathleen shifted in her chair as if to leave
and then remembered her cane. She felt embarrassed by her temporary
infirmity. She grasped the table with both hands and, with
difficulty, she managed to stand.

Audrie turned to say goodbye and offered a
hug. Kathleen manoeuvred into the aisle. As she stepped forward,
pain stabbed from her ankle to her hip and she gripped the edge of
a nearby table to steady herself.

Audrie said, "How long will you need the
cane?"

"A few weeks yet, but hopefully not much
longer."

Once outside, they embraced. Kathleen walked
to the McGill campus and Audrie went to their apartment.

***

 


Chapter
9

Aubert Inn, Magdalen Islands

 


Bernie woke to the crash of waves and the
familiar surroundings of the Aubert Inn. He was about to get out of
bed when the door opened.

"You're awake," Colette said.

René followed Colette into the room and
approached Bernie's bedside.

"Colette told me that your memory has
returned."

Bernie eyed René suspiciously. "I remember a
few things."

"You know your name and where you're from,
that's a start," René replied.

"I remember some things but I don't remember
everything," Bernie said.

"It might take a while, you must be
patient,"Colette replied.

"I'm not a patient man. The sooner I can move
on, the better."

"Where will you go? "René asked.

"I haven't decided, maybe to the United
States."

"What about Montréal?"

"I don't think so. I may go further west."
This guy is too nosy I'll just keep my mouth shut.

"Are you sure you don't want me to ask the
police to contact your relatives?" René pressed.

Bernie's face reddened. He narrowed his eyes
and spoke through clenched teeth. "That won't be necessary, I've
already told you, I’ll contact them when I’m settled."

Colette watched the exchange with some
discomfort and changed the subject." I’ll bet you're hungry,
Bernie."

"I'm starving. I'd like to eat real food at a
real table," Bernie replied.

"If you think you're up to it. Do you want
one of us to stay behind and help you to get dressed?"

"I can manage, give me 10 minutes."

"We'll see you in the kitchen," Colette led
René out of the room.

René conveyed a suspicious over-the-shoulder
look at Bernie and closed the door. Bernie knew that René did not
trust him and might decide to go to the police regardless of his
objections. Better make plans for an early departure. I’ll need
money…there must be money at the inn.

 


***

 


After lunch, Bernie stepped out onto the
veranda to enjoy the sunshine and his second cup of tea. He angled
his chair to catch the sun and looked up and down the beach. The
waves were milk-lapping kittens compared to the roaring lions that
tossed him onto the beach a few days ago. The inn sat on a rocky
outcrop, twenty feet higher than the wide sandy beach. the brown
cedar roof, white shingles and bright red shutters were postcard
perfect.

The screen door creaked open and snapped
closed. The sound jolted Bernie into the present.

René placed a seat cushion on an adjacent
chair. "May I join you?"

"Guess so."

René manoeuvred his lean frame into the chair
while Bernie sat stiffly and eyed him warily.

René pulled a package of Player’s tobacco
from his shirt pocket and pinched out a cigarette's worth. He
placed a cigarette paper in his left hand and carefully seeded
tobacco into the crease. He deftly wrapped the paper around the
tobacco with one hand and spit-licked the adhesive edge. He rolled
the crinkled white cylinder into his mouth and brought a match to
life. Loose shards of tobacco flared up and, when he drew down, the
end glowed bright red. He exhaled a blue-grey cloud and plucked a
strand of loose tobacco from his lower lip.

He looked at Bernie. "Feeling better?"

"Not too bad, getting better every day."

"Do you plan to leave soon?"

"Yes, in a few days."

"Heading west?"

"Probably."

"Any place specific?"

"I haven't decided."

Bernie turned his head towards the waters of
the Gulf.

René shifted forward in his chair and looked
intently at Bernie.

"It seems you've taken a shine to Colette,"
René said.

"She's nice, I like her, if that's what you
mean."

"Yes, she's nice, sometimes too nice."

Bernie looked away, avoiding eye contact with
René.

René puffed his cigarette, blew a smoke ring
and watched it drift to oblivion. "She trusts you. That's her
nature, that’s who she is."

Bernie shrugged. "And so…."

René continued, "Let me explain things."

Bernie nodded. "Go ahead."

"When our parents died a year ago, I assumed
responsibility for her welfare. She's a kind and sensitive young
woman. I don't know if she's told you, but she was engaged to a
local man, Marc Sauvé. He was a fisherman and he got caught in a
late August storm and drowned. It happened just two months before
we lost our parents when the ferry to Prince Edward Island got
caught in a storm and sank. Colette hasn't yet gotten over it. I
don't want her to suffer another disappointment."

Bernie said. "I’m sorry to hear about her
problems but I don't know why you feel the need to tell me all
this."

René took another puff. "I've seen the way
you look at her and I don't want you to take advantage of her."

Bernie’s lips tightened and his nostrils
flared. He expelled a huff of air. "Is this some kind of
warning?"

René’s face hardened. "If you put it that
way, then, yes, I guess it is."

Bernie’s body tensed and his fingers
tightened around the arm of his chair. "I hear you loud and
clear."

René nodded. "Good, I'm glad you understand.
I won't say anything to Colette about our conversation. I'd
appreciate it you'd do the same."

Bernie got up and paused beside René’s chair.
"You said your piece. I’ve heard you out. Is that it? Are we done
here?"

René looked up at Bernie and scowled. "Yes,
we're done."

Bernie walked away and René flicked his
glowing cigarette butt over the railing onto the sand below.

***

 



Chapter 10

 


Bernie woke at 4:30 AM to the sounds of
René’s kitchen racket. René ate the same breakfast at the same time
every day, a large bowl of oatmeal, pan fried codfish and homemade
bread and jam, washed down with two or three cups of sugar-laced
tea. Bernie's unpleasant encounter with René was fresh in his
memory. Under different circumstances he would have made short work
of René but he was not ready for an encounter of that kind. He lay
awake and heard the thump and bump of René's boat as he dragged it
across the beach on log rollers.

Bernie dozed off and woke again at 7:30 AM to
the sound of Colette's footsteps in the hall. The clatter of stove
lids, pokers and pots signalled breakfast preparation. Bernie
filled the washbasin and, after a quick wash and shave, he dressed
and went into the kitchen.

Colette said, "Good morning Bernie, are you
feeling better?"

"Yes, my strength has returned. I think I'll
be able to travel soon."

"I'll be sorry to see you leave. Would you
like oatmeal for breakfast?"

"Sounds good to me, I'm very hungry."

"After breakfast, I'll go to the village to
buy a few things. Would you like to come with me?"

"Yes, I'd like that, how far is it?"

"A mile or so along the beach, a little
longer if we take the road. The road is easier but not as
scenic."

Bernie replied, "Call me when you're ready
and I'll join you."

Later that morning they walked to Havre
Aubert, the largest village on the Magdalen Islands. A general
store and post office, a small hotel, and a livery stable were main
street establishments. The largest building in the village was the
fish plant which, if the wind was right, was hard to miss. A large
wharf stretched from the loading bay at the fish plant into the
Gulf. Buildings were of wood frame construction with small windows
and shutters on the windward side.

Colette stopped in front of the general
store. "I need to buy some sugar, tea and flour. Why don't you come
in with me?"

Colette pushed on the door handle and a brass
bell announced their entry. Bernie sniffed the air. It smelled of
spices, leather, and rope. Two fishermen in oilskin pants and
rubber boots talked with the storekeeper. Animated hand gestures
emphasized each inflection in their conversation. Flour barrels
crowded the aisles, and forced customers to squeeze by. The shelves
behind the counter groaned with dry goods, skeins of yarn, bolts of
cloth, pots and pans, the stuff of life on the islands. An unlit
potbellied stove sat in the middle of the floor, its blackened vent
pipe thrust through the ceiling. The storekeeper filled brown paper
bags with tea, coffee, sugar, and flour. Conversations were
accompanied by frowns, shrugs, gestures and laughter.

Colette stood in line and waited her turn.
She placed her purchases in a cloth bag and asked for two
peppermint sticks. She tasted one of the peppermint sticks and,
when they were outside, she passed one to Bernie.

"Thank you, I haven't tasted one of these
since I was a kid," Bernie said, and smacked his lips.

"Where did you grow up?" Colette asked.

"In northern Michigan on Lake Superior, a
small town, you wouldn't have heard of it."

Bernie quickly changed the subject. "How do
people travel to the mainland?"

"There's only one way, by boat. There's twice
weekly ferry service to the Gaspé and Prince Edward Island."

"What about Québec City, or Montréal? I plan
to go further west, perhaps, into the United States?"

"Coastal freighters carry supplies and mail
from Québec City and Montréal. Some of them have accommodation for
passengers."

"How do I arrange passage?"

"Ask the storekeeper in the general store or
someone at the fish plant. They'll know when the next boat is due.
You can see the wharf from here, that's where they tie up."

"I'd like to take a look if we have time,"
Bernie said.

"I don't expect we'll see René there, he
usually arrives a little later in the morning," she replied.

They stood on the wharf and watched men
pitch-fork cod into containers under the watchful gaze of fish
plant buyers. Loud voices sounded above the discordant bass notes
of boat hawsers rubbing wharf pilings.

Bernie held his breath against the pungent
smell of fish as they walked on the wharf, up one side and down the
other. How do people get used to that smell?

Colette said, "I've got to get back. René
will be home soon. Perhaps we could return along the beach."

When they arrived at the inn, Bernie went to
his room to rest and think. He planned to return to the village to
inquire about passage to Montréal. His immediate problem was money.
It seemed logical that there was money somewhere at the inn. He
left his room to look for Colette. She was not in the kitchen and
he assumed she was busy in some other room. The teapot sat on the
stove beneath a knitted wool tea cozy. He poured himself a cup and
sat at the table to wait for Colette.

When Colette returned, Bernie asked, "Do you
have time for a cup of tea?"

"Not now, I'm doing the books for this year's
tourist season. I don't expect we’ll have any more guests until
spring. My papers are spread all over the table and I'd like to
tidy them up before René returns. Ours is a seasonal business, it
doesn't earn much but it all helps."

"You have an office here at the inn?" Bernie
inquired.

"Yes, I use one of the guest rooms. If we get
very busy and need the room, I move everything into my room, across
the hall."

"Are there any banks around here?" Bernie
asked.

Colette's asked, "Do you need money? I could
lend you some from our improvement fund."

Bernie waved his hands. "No, I'm just curious
about your business."

Bernie continued. "Where do you do your
banking?"

"We don't have that much cash, except for a
little bit in our improvement fund."

"You have police here?"

Colette looked puzzled. "One or two of the
local men have been deputized by the provincial police. It's a
part-time job. They have very little real police work to do.
They're here in case of emergencies, shipwrecks and the like. They
have a telegraph line to Québec City."

Colette seemed to tire of the conversation
and said, "René will be here soon, I've got to finish up."

She retrieved a pencil and paper from a
drawer in the kitchen and walked down the hall. When Colette left
the kitchen, Bernie watched her departure closely. She entered a
room directly opposite her bedroom. Bernie hung around the kitchen
until he saw Colette leave the room. A moment later, he entered the
room that Colette had just left. It was a guest room that served as
an office. There was a large desk and a wooden cupboard against one
wall in addition to the bed, dresser, and wash stand. He opened the
cupboard and saw a small metal box on the top shelf. He guessed it
was the cash box and was about to open it when he heard Colette
call him from the front veranda. He quickly returned the box to the
cupboard and left the office.

He walked into the living room. "I'm in
here."

 


***

 


In mid afternoon, Bernie heard Colette and
René talking in the kitchen and he joined them.

"I'm going to walk to the village," Bernie
said.

"We were there just a few hours ago, are you
sure you're up to it?" Colette said.

"I've got to build my strength."

René looked up. "Hanging around here eating
Colette's cooking is no way to build your strength, you need
exercise."

"Will you be back in time for supper?"Colette
asked.

"I won't be long, I'll be back soon," Bernie
said.

Bernie descended the ten steps to the beach
and walked toward the village. He knew that René was suspicious of
him and that sooner or later his true identity would be
uncovered.

He arrived at the village, entered the
general store and approached the storekeeper. "How and when can I
get to Montréal?"

"If you want to leave tomorrow, you're in
luck. The supply boat docked an hour ago. They'll return to
Montréal tomorrow. If you want to book passage, I suggest you go to
the wharf now and make arrangements, otherwise, you'll have to wait
a week until it returns."

Bernie walked down Main Street to the
wharf.

Several boats lay idle, including the
Saguenay, a coastal freighter that made weekly deliveries to
the Magdalen Islands. Bernie stood by and, when a wave nudged the
boat closer to the wharf, he caught the ladder and climbed aboard.
A deckhand appeared from behind the bridge and said, "Qu'est
ce-que vous faites ici?"

Bernie guessed a question and said, "I want
to see the captain."

The deckhand pointed to a hatch. Bernie
entered the hatch and ascended the stairway. He walked along a
narrow passageway with his head bent low.

He heard a voice behind him, "Qu'est
ce-que vous voulez?"

A short bald man appeared in the passageway
and looked at Bernie. "Are you the captain?" Bernie asked.

The answer came in halting English and he
tapped his chest."Oui…captain."

"Montréal," Bernie said, and hoped for an
answer in English.

"Leave tomorrow morning, be here at five,
don't be late, we leave at five."

Bernie rubbed his thumb and forefinger
together. "How much?"

"Five dollar" the captain said.

"I'll pay you tomorrow."

The Captain tapped his chest and offered his
hand. "Oscar Michaud…see you tomorrow."

Bernie shook his hand and said, "See you
tomorrow."



***

Bernie returned to the inn and went to his
room without saying anything about his planned departure. He
stuffed his clothes and personal effects into a pillowcase and
placed it by the door. He went into the living room to say good
night to René and Colette.

"I'm going to bed I'm very tired."

Colette looked up. "Going to bed so
early?"

"Yes, two trips to the village has tired me
out. I'll see you in the morning."

At 3:00 AM all was quiet. Bernie opened the
door and stepped into the hall. He listened carefully. The inn was
laid out in a T-shape. A long corridor led from the living room and
branched left and right at the back of the inn. Bernie's room was
at the very end of the branch reserved for guests. René had a
private bedroom at the end of the other branch. Colette's bedroom
was on the corridor adjacent to the living room and opposite the
business office. Bernie slung the pillowcase over his shoulder and,
with boots in hand, he tiptoed to the business office. He entered
the room, stopped just inside the door and put down the pillowcase.
Thin strands of lightning flashed beyond the dark windows and rain
beat a tattoo on the roof. Although it was dark, darker than he
expected, the noise was perfect cover. He found the cupboard,
opened it and retrieved the metal box. He opened the box, took the
money, returned the box to its place on the shelf and closed the
cupboard door. With a feeling of intense satisfaction, he stuffed
the money into his pants pocket and strode confidently to the
door.

His thoughts turned immediately to his escape
but, in his haste, he tripped over the pillowcase and crashed into
the door. He was momentarily stunned and, when he recovered his
senses, he found himself down on one knee by the door.
Dammit! He listened and held his breath. All was quiet. He
raised himself, lifted the latch and gingerly opened the door.

He stepped into the hall and froze at the
sound of her voice.

"René, is that you?"

Bernie stepped across the hall and listened
outside her door. He heard bedclothes rustle and her feet hitting
the floor. He scurried back into the business office and quietly
shut the door.

"René, are you in there?" She said, just
outside.

Bernie moved away from the door. The latch
clicked and lifted and the door swung open, hiding Bernie.
Dammit all, she's got a lamp! Colette stepped inside and
Bernie watched her. A white nightdress covered her from head to
foot and she wore a frilly white nightcap. She held the lamp high
and it illuminated the room. She shrugged and exhaled in a short
sharp ‘puff’. She stepped out of his view but then he saw her
fingers curl around the edge of the open door. Thank God, she's
leaving.

She swung the door and inch or two but
suddenly stopped. Bernie held his breath and looked down. One end
of the pillowcase protruded beyond the open door. She swung the
door wide and saw him. She uttered a cry, halfway between a whimper
and a scream.

Bernie stepped forward with his palms open
and arms spread wide. She fixed Bernie in a wide-eyed stare and
stepped back. She bumped into the bed and lost her balance. The
mantle of the lamp rattled and the flame flickered. Bernie lunged
for the lamp and lifted it from her outstretched hand just before
she landed on her back. Bernie turned down the wick and snuffed the
flame. Suddenly the room was dark and filled with the smell of
smoke and oil. Bernie heard Colette's panicked breathing and
stepped forward until his legs touched hers. She twisted to one
side and he leaned over her and pressed her shoulders.

"There's nothing to worry about, Colette.
It's just me. Calm down."

"Get off me. What are you doing in here? What
do you want?"

"I was about to leave. If you weren't so nosy
when you woke up I'd be gone."

"You can still leave, I won't stop you." She
heaved and twisted. "Get off me I said!"

"Keep your voice down. I don't want your
brother to barge in and complicate things."

Colette took a deep breath but before she
could shout, Bernie clamped a hand over her mouth and pushed down
hard. He bent his head low and whispered, "If you lie still, I
won't hurt you."

Colette continued to writhe and heave beneath
him and he lay full-length on top of her. The more she struggled
the harder he pressed. She gave up and was still.

His hand continued to press tightly against
her mouth. Muffled sounds came from deep in her throat.

"I said be quiet. If your brother shows up, I
may have to kill him. I have a knife."

Colette arched her back and attempted to free
herself. Bernie's eyes grew accustomed to the dark and her constant
writhing excited him. "You've been very kind to me, and if you will
do just one more thing for me, I'll leave and you'll never see me
again." He pressed against her and, when she realized what he was
about to do, it took all of his strength to resist her frenzied
convulsions. He felt her silent scream against the palm of his
hand. He angled his body to pin her arms and legs and free one
hand. He clasped his engraved silver belt buckle and wrenched it
free. He lifted her nightdress…she was naked.

 


***

 


Bernie hurried along the road to the village,
bracing himself against rain squalls. It was later than he planned
but, then again, he hadn't counted on his encounter with Colette.
He left her bound and gagged. If all went as planned, in a few
weeks he'd have his money, his revenge and disappear. He reached
into his pocket and felt the money. At the very least, it would
cover passage on the Saguenay.

He entered the village and walked to the
wharf. He saw a crew member huddled out of the rain on the aft deck
of the Saguenay and he hand-signalled his wish to board. He
climbed the ladder, went to the bridge, and found Captain Michaud.
Captain Michaud led him to a small storage space that housed a
makeshift bunk covered by a well-worn grey blanket. A paint
spattered chair sat in one corner.

The Captain held out his hand and Bernie
counted out the fee. He was pleasantly surprised to see that his
take from the Aubert Inn cash box was at least two-hundred dollars.
The Aubert improvement fund, tough luck.

"When do we get to Montréal?" Bernie asked,
gesturing to the West.

"This evening," the captain said.

Bernie shook the rain from his hat and
jacket, tossed the pillowcase into a corner, and sat on the bunk.
He reached into his pocket, pulled out the wad of bills and counted
it carefully. One hundred and sixteen dollars…not bad.

***

 



Chapter 11

 


Colette struggled with the bindings on her
hands and feet. The room was dark but the cry of the gulls told her
that dawn was not far away. She remembered the fear and pain and
her heart sank. It was hard to believe what had happened but the
pain of Bernie's abuse spoke the truth. René! Where is René?
Help! I need help!

The gag held her mouth closed. She made loud
noises in her head but the sounds she made barely escaped the room.
Perhaps she could roll off the bed and kick the wall, the door,
furniture. Her arms stretched beyond her head and when she bent her
head back she saw the bindings on the wooden bedposts. She tried to
bend her knees and bring them to her chest but her feet were bound
to the bed.

Colette knew that René rose early. However,
he normally left the inn without disturbing her. She felt helpless.
She moved and the pain got worse. Her nightdress was bunched up
beneath her and the bedding was wet. She cried, struggled and lost
consciousness. The rattling sounds of stove lids and grates
awakened her. I'm in here…please God help me.

She heard the sound of boots on the floor,
the crack of the front door and his thudding steps down to the
beach. The silence that followed, sucked the hope out of her. She
strained to look out the window and guessed it was around 5:00 AM.
It would be at least eight hours before René returned.

In mid-afternoon, she heard René in the
kitchen. "Colette, come and see this beautiful cod," he shouted.
"Colette, where are you?" He called her name from the veranda and
she heard him two-step down the twelve steps to the beach. He
returned and called out, "Colette, Bernie, is anybody here?" She
heard René across the hall in her room, then he opened the door to
the office. In one giant stride he was beside her. She had twisted
her bindings such that both her hands and feet were elevated. Her
head hung back but didn't quite touch the bed. He took his fish
knife out of its pouch and cut away the bindings at her hands and
feet. He carefully untied the gag and she groaned. She was groggy
and asked for water. He went to the kitchen and brought back a
glass of water, a cloth, and a basin. For the next few minutes she
sipped water and looked at him. René prompted her to speak but she
wasn't ready. He held her hand and waited patiently.

She sat up, bunched the bedclothes around her
and, between sobs, she told her terrible story. René paced the
length and breadth of the room. "I'll kill him, I'll kill him, so
help me God I'll kill him," he said, repeatedly.

When Colette finished telling her story, René
asked, "Are you OK?"

Colette replied, "I have a lot of pain, I'm
bleeding, please get Dr. Gaudet."

"I'm not sure I should leave you alone."

"I'll be OK, just get the doctor."

As he walked to the door, René asked, "What
was Bernie doing in the office?"

"You'd better check the cash box."

René opened the cupboard, retrieved the cash
box and found it empty. He held the cash box upside down. "Two
years of scrimping and saving to get enough money to improve this
place and that bastard steals it. What kind of person would assault
and rob the very people who saved his life and nursed him back to
health? I just don't understand it, he's the devil incarnate. As
God is my witness, he'll pay for this."

Colette curled up in pain. "Please get Dr.
Gaudet, I have a lot of pain."

"Will you be all right while I'm gone, it'll
take the best part of an hour to get there and back."

"I'll be all right, just go."

An hour later René arrived with the
doctor.

Dr. Gaudet performed his examination and said
to Colette. "You've suffered no permanent physical damage. I'll
come back later today to check on you. You must rest in bed for at
least a day and someone should be here to care for you."

René replied. "I'll see if her friend Nora
will help."

Dr. Gaudet replied. "Call me if anything
changes."

"May I ask your opinion on another matter?"
René said.

"By all means, what is it?"

René invited the doctor to the far side of
the room and spoke in a quiet voice, just above a whisper. Colette
overheard their conversation.

René said, "I'm going to report this to the
police but, this is a small village and I'm not sure how it will
affect Colette. What do you think?"

Dr. Gaudet replied, "There's no doubt in my
mind that this man assaulted her in a most vicious way. He
committed a serious crime. I think Colette is strong enough.
However, you should ask her what she wants to do about the
assault."

René raised his voice, "If circumstances were
different, I'd chase him to the ends of the earth and strangle him
with my bare hands."

"I understand, but these are matters best
left to the police," said Dr. Gaudet before leaving.

René returned to Colette's bedside. He held
Colette's hand and said, "I think we should report your assault to
the police."

For the first time since her rescue, tears
formed in Colette's eyes. "There are people here who will blame me
for what happened. I just don't know."

"If we do nothing he'll get away with
it."

"Why don't you report the robbery and say
nothing about the assault for now? I need more time to think about
it."

"I'll go to Nora's and then to the
police."

René kissed her on the forehead and left the
room.

Colette sank back into the pillow, listened
to the ocean, and thought about her mother. What I wouldn't give
to have you by my side right now.

***

 


Chapter
12

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Kathleen walked up the front steps to the
Medical Building and opened the heavy door. She walked across the
marble floor and studied the directory. She grasped the railing and
moved up the steps. She was apprehensive about her meeting with Dr.
Ducharme. He was a brilliant medical scientist and she respected
him for that. Her brief infatuation ended before it began when she
heard about his reputation with young female students. However, she
was committed to her studies and needed his support, at least for
the current academic year. Besides, he promised to support her
application for medical school and, as well, she wanted to learn
what he had to teach her about medicine.

She walked down the long corridor and checked
the names on the varnished oak doors. Professor Davis Harcourt, MD,
Dean of Medicine, occupied a large suite of offices at the far end
of the corridor. The door to his outer office was open and, as she
passed by, she saw the Departmental Secretary, Elvira Bergey,
seated at her desk. She averted her eyes as she walked by. Elvira
Bergey was known as "Barking Bergey" to medical students because of
the fierce way she guard-dogged the Dean’s office.

Dr. Ducharme’s office door was closed which
meant, she guessed, he was with one of his graduate students. She
checked the hall clock and confirmed she was ten minutes early. She
took a seat just outside his door, took a deep breath, and chased
bad thoughts away.

The door opened and a worried-looking young
man passed by, without a glance in her direction. She stepped into
Pierre's office with an expectant smile. Pierre sat sideways to the
open door and failed to notice her as he riffled through papers and
muttered to himself. His jacket was draped over the back of his
chair and his shirt sleeves were rolled to his elbows. Streaks of
grey flecked his otherwise black hair. His well-trimmed moustache
also showed small streaks of grey. Pierre placed his thumb and
index finger just below his nose and stroked his moustache.

Kathleen shuffled her feet and cleared her
throat. Pierre turned around and looked up. His scowl disappeared
and he sprang to his feet.

"Welcome back," he said, perhaps a little too
loudly for Kathleen's liking. Kathleen heard the door to the Dean's
suite close and guessed that Elvira Bergey had heard Pierre and
expressed her disapproval. Kathleen frowned and Pierre leaned past
her and closed the door.

His expression softened when he saw her face.
"You’ve had an accident?"

He raised his hand as if to touch her cheek
and she stepped back. She didn't want to reward his easy
familiarity or encourage his attempt at intimacy. She felt some
small satisfaction in his disappointed look and decided not to tell
him the truth about her encounter with Ernie Lundy. She didn't want
his pity or his feigned concern.

Kathleen replied, "Nothing to worry about, a
few scratches, that’s all."

"What happened?"

"I rode my horse along a wood trail and I
struck a low hanging branch, a stupid little accident."

"When? Where?"

"A few weeks ago, in Cape Breton, I’m almost
over it now."

"Did you fall?"

"Yes, I sustained a few scratches and some
bruising, that’s all."

"Thank heavens for that. I’m glad you came
early. I’ve got an exciting new research program for us to work
on."

Kathleen moved to a nearby chair and Pierre
went back to his desk to pick up a folder.

"It could be groundbreaking work in the
treatment of mental illness," he said.

"What does it involve?" she asked.

"Pharmaceutical research, the Canadian Army
Medical Corps promised funding for research on pharmaceutical
treatments for shell shock and other forms of mental illness
brought on by battlefield trauma. They've accepted my proposal to
study the effects of opiate derivatives in the treatment of these
illnesses."

"How do you plan to go about it?" she
asked.

"We’ll work with the Montréal Neurological
Institute. They're not far away, just across the street. They’ll
provide subjects for our research. Graduate students, such as you,
will assist me with the research. For example, I'll want graduate
students to undertake the chemical extraction of opiate derivatives
and to determine dosages for effective treatment."

"What will I do?" she asked.

"I want you to study and document the
progress of patients undergoing treatment. We'll look at different
types of illness, for example, shell shock, and we’ll design
treatment protocols and assess outcomes."

Kathleen leaned forward and said, "Isn’t this
type of illness difficult to diagnose? How will we measure
outcomes? It's not like organic illness, for example pneumonia,
where progress can be assessed by studying the physical condition
of patients."

Pierre stroked his moustache. "I’ve got an
Advisory Board, chaired by Professor Harcourt, consisting of a
Professor of Pharmacology and two top neurologists, all from the
Medical Faculty at McGill, and a Professor of Psychiatry from Johns
Hopkins. They’ll advise us on protocols and patient
assessment."

Dr. Ducharme glanced sideways at the pile of
papers on his desk and grimaced. "I hope you don't mind, I've got a
busy day ahead of me," he said.

Kathleen said, " I understand. It's a busy
day for both of us, I've got to sign a lease on an apartment."

"I have some time tomorrow afternoon, around
3:00 PM, perhaps you could stop by and we will discuss your program
in more detail," he said.

"I'll look forward to it," Kathleen said.

As she walked down the hall she felt that the
meeting had gone well and that Pierre Ducharme got the message. Her
family's prominence in Montreal business and social circles offered
further insurance against further attempts at intimacy.

 


***

 


Chapter
13

Port of Montréal

 


The Saguenay, docked at small pier
adjacent to the Port of Montréal. Bernie stood on deck with his
suitcase at his feet and watched the crew secure the lines. He
stepped onto the gangway and nodded towards Captain Michaud. The
captain touched the peak of his cap but Bernie didn't look back, he
was hell bent to find the Dominion, recover his money, and
deal with the two men who robbed him. The smell of creosote filled
his nostrils when he stepped onto the thick wooden planks of the
wharf. He looked beyond the cluster of fishing boats towards the
large ocean-going freighters, lined stem to stern, in the
distance.

He stood before the main gate at the Port of
Montréal and approached the small hut adjacent to the locked gates.
The lone guard opened a sliding window and asked, "What do you
want?" The distinctive smell of a just-peeled orange wafted through
the window and Bernie spotted a large bag of oranges on a shelf
behind the portly guard. Oranges were a rarity, and Bernie guessed
they had been filched from a visiting ship. The guard's
drop-flecked beard and stained shirt confirmed his suspicion.

"I'm looking for work," Bernie said.

"You're too late. Come back tomorrow around 6
AM. If there are ships to unload and they need help, there may be
work," the guard said.

"Is there a hotel or a boarding house
nearby?" Bernie asked.

"There's the Seamen's Mission just across the
street. They'll let you stay a night or two until you can find
something else," the guard replied.

Bernie awoke early next morning. He lay in a
bunk in a room shared with twelve other men. He slept in his
clothes and kept his boots and his suitcase under the bed covers.
Although breakfast was served at 5:30 AM, he skipped out and went
to the Port.

He waited outside the gate with a dozen other
men until he was admitted at 6:00AM. He followed the other men to a
large warehouse near the main gate. Several foremen arrived to
choose work crews from the thirty men who stood around hoping for a
day's work.

A short muscular man in a grubby undershirt
carefully chose men to work that day. He stopped in front of Bernie
and said, with a pronounced Italian accent, "Come with me."

Bernie followed the stocky foreman into a
nearby storage shed. The shed was cavernous and a gang of men were
hard at work moving sacks of grain. They shouted and cursed in
several different languages. In the corner to his left, men with
shovels and buckets slowly reduced a pile of spilled grain. A tall
thin man with flaming red hair stepped through the doorway and
shouted at the foreman.

The foreman doffed his cloth cap, held it
with both hands and nodded respectfully. "Buongiorno, Signore
Mattick."

"What’s happenin’ here?" Will 'Red' Mattick
said. His brogue betrayed his Galway origins.

"The sling, sheesa broke," the foreman
replied.

"You’re bein’ paid to make sure that don’t
happen," Mattick said.

"Yes, Signore Mattick," the foreman said and
twisted his cap in his hands.

"Get that cleaned up right away. Finish
unloading by sundown," Mattick said.

"Si, si, right away," was the reply. The
foreman ran back to his crew and issued orders with ostentatious
command, with occasional glances over his shoulder.

Mattick turned and saw Bernie who stood in
the shadow of the large open door.

"What are you doin’ standin’ around, you're
supposed to be workin’?" Mattick said.

"Giuseppe! Put this guy to work," Mattick
shouted.

Giuseppe Cozza gestured impatiently and
shouted at Bernie, "You! Come here."

"Prendi la pala," Giuseppe said and
pointed to the far wall.

"What?" Bernie asked.

"Pala, pala," Giuseppe said and made
exaggerated shovelling motions.

Bernie picked out a long-handled shovel and
returned.

"Work there," Giuseppe said and pointed to
the mess of grain and the three men, who sweated over the clean
up.

"Come ti chiami? Me nome e Giuseppe,"
Giuseppe said, pointed to himself and then to Bernie.

Bernie started to say Ernie Lundy but
quickly recovered.

"My name is Ern…Bernie…Lu…Landry," he
stammered.

Giuseppe looked confused.

"Bernie…Bernie," Bernie said, and pointed to
himself.

"Bernie," Giuseppe repeated. "Get to
work."

Bernie parted with a dollar to get a room at
a boarding house on St. Catherine Street, not far from the docks.
Although he had René's money he was reluctant to use it for living
expenses. He hoped to earn enough to live on until he could concoct
another scheme and recover his stolen money.

That evening, Bernie walked along the docks
in search of the freighter Dominion.

***

 


Chapter
14

Montréal

 


Inspector Danny Bouvette knocked on the door
of Kathleen's apartment. The door opened and a cheerful young woman
greeted him. "Hello, what can I do for you?"

He showed his badge and said, "I'm Inspector
Bouvette of the Montréal Police, are you Miss Kathleen
Matthews?"

She looked him up and down, and, apparently
satisfied with his appearance, she smiled, and answered, "No, I'm
her friend and roommate, Miss Oakes. Miss Matthews is not here,
she's at McGill, but I expect her momentarily, would you like to
come in and wait for her?"

"I can come back some other time if it would
be more convenient."

"That won't be necessary, Miss Matthews is
very punctual. If she caught the 5:15 PM tram she'll be here soon,
you shouldn't have long to wait. Please come in."

He removed his hat, stepped just inside and
looked around.

"Please, come in and make yourself
comfortable." She held out her hand and he passed his hat to her.
"Your coat?" she asked. He removed his Burberry gabardine overcoat,
one of his few nods to fashion, and passed it to her.

He sat on the sofa and she pulled up a chair
and moved it closer to him. She looked at him and he felt as though
he were wearing a 'for sale' sign. "I don't know any policemen,
Inspector Bouvette, you're the first."

Audrie Oakes wasn't the first woman to flirt
with him and he had long since developed a non-response. "Are you
also a student at McGill, Miss Oakes?"

She leaned back. "Yes, I'm studying for a
Masters degree in English. Have you been with the police for a long
time?"

"Yes, a long time."

"Do you like police work?"

"I love police work." He looked at the clock
on the mantle. The door opened and closed and he heard footsteps in
the hall.

Audrie said, "Here she is now."

Before Kathleen entered into the room,
Bouvette guessed her appearance; short, fat, thick glasses, hair in
a bun, wool stockings, black laced shoes. She stepped into the room
and looked at him with a surprised expression. He too was surprised
to be dead wrong about her appearance. She was very attractive, her
long dark hair had a slight curl where it fell off her shoulders.
She had well defined eyebrows and long lashes that complemented her
lively green eyes. She wore a full length dark blue dress with long
sleeves and a collar that reached high on her neck.

She carried a set of notebooks that she
immediately set aside. She looked at Audrie and raised her
eyebrows, inviting an introduction and an explanation. "Miss
Kathleen Matthews, this is Inspector Danny Bouvette of the Montréal
Police. He came here to see you." Audrie said, and gestured to
Danny.

Kathleen's eyes begged an explanation.

He said, "I hope I'm not intruding by coming
to your home. I'm here at the request of your father."

"My father?"

"Yes, he thought it might be helpful if you
and I had a conversation to bring you up to date on developments
since you left Cape Breton." He glanced at Audrie and then said to
Kathleen, "Is there somewhere we could meet in private?"

"I've told Audrie everything about my
horrible experience of this past summer so you can speak freely in
her presence."

He smiled at Audrie and said, "I'd still
prefer to speak with you in private, and I mean no offence to you,
Miss Oakes."

"I can go for a walk and leave you two
alone," Audrie said. He caught the mischievous wink that Audrie
directed towards Kathleen.

Danny said. "We'll be finished in about
twenty minutes, Miss Oakes, thank you."

"I'll just put my coat and books in my
bedroom and I'll be right with you." Kathleen said.

He watched her walk away and noticed the
slight limp. He walked around their spacious flat. It was larger
and a whole lot neater than the bachelor apartment he lived in. It
even had a small upright piano in one corner. He pulled aside the
drapes and saw Mt. Royal, in the distance, just above the rooftops.
He took particular notice of the telephone affixed to the wall.

Kathleen returned and invited him to take a
seat on the sofa. She passed close to him and he guessed that she
had freshened her perfume. She sat, slightly sideways, in a large
upholstered chair near the unlit fireplace.

"Would you like some tea? I can make some, it
won't take but a moment," she said.

"Thank you, no, I can't say long. I have
another meeting after this one."

"Very well then Mr. Bouvette, what can you
tell me about the notorious Mr. Lundy."

He told her about Sheriff McKenzie’s
investigation and his belief that Ernie Lundy escaped on board a
ship bound for Montréal.

Kathleen shifted in her seat and placed both
feet on the floor. "That's very disquieting news, Mr. Bouvette,
should I be worried?"

"I don't think you should worry, Miss
Matthews, but you should be especially observant."

"You can't ask me to be especially observant
and then tell me not to worry. Are you suggesting I constantly look
over my shoulder in case Ernie Lundy decides to pounce?"

He smiled. "We have no reason to believe that
he in The captain of the vessel said that after a night of heavy
drinking he fell overboard and may have drowned."

"If that's true, it would be a blessing, does
that sound heartless?"

Another smile. "No, not heartless,
considering what you've been through. Here is my card. It has the
telephone number of the Montréal Police. Call that number if you
see anything suspicious. I see that you have a telephone which
makes it that much easier."

"My father insisted that we have a telephone
for reasons of safety. What are the chances that Ernie Lundy is in
Montréal at this very moment?" Kathleen asked.

"We have no proof that he is in Montréal.
This investigation continues until Ernie Lundy is apprehended or
his death is confirmed."

"Thank you for coming Mr. Bouvette. I've had
the most terrifying experience of my life at the hands of Mr.
Lundy. My family and I will take comfort in the fact that the
Montréal Police are aware and are close by."

Kathleen rose from her chair and extended her
hand. He held it momentarily, feeling its softness and warmth. She
retrieved his hat and coat and walked beside him as he went to the
door. She dropped back so they could pass a small table that jutted
out from the wall. When she stepped sideways, she stumbled and
clutched his arm.

He looked at her and saw the pain in her
face. "Are you feeling all right, Miss Matthews?"

He held both her arms to steady her.

"Yes, I'm okay. Whenever I think I'm ready to
do without the cane, my leg reminds me that I'm not."

"Is the injury a result of this summer's
incident?"

"Yes, it is. However, the doctor says I can
eliminate the cane in a few weeks. I manage to walk without it for
most of the day, but at the end of the day I'm tired and my leg
reminds me."

"I wish you a speedy recovery Miss Matthews."
Bouvette said.

She looked up at him and said, "I think I can
manage now." She laughed and he realized he still held her by the
arms.

"You're sure you're feeling okay?"

"Yes, I am." she said, brandishing her cane.
"I’ll pretend I'm old lady Matthews." They laughed and she opened
the door for him.

***

 


Chapter
15

Port of Montréal

 


Bernie's work was physically demanding and
the long hours left him with little time to pursue other interests.
He continued to look for the freighter Dominion but, after
searching for a month, he still had not found it. His work provided
just enough money for food, clothing and shelter.

Red Mattick assigned most of the dirty jobs
on the docks to Giuseppe's crew. Bernie figured that Mattick
doubted Giuseppe's cargo handling skills and his command of the
crew.

On one occasion, Giuseppe's crew was ordered
to clean the hold of a limestone bulk carrier. Bernie used his past
experience to offer advice to Giuseppe.

"Limestone dust can be nasty stuff to
breathe," Bernie said to Giuseppe as they stood on the deck of the
carrier.

"Is nothing, just dirt. Use shovel and broom.
Get to work," Giuseppe retorted.

"The men need protection from the dust,"
Bernie said.

"No time. Get to work Bernie," Giuseppe
repeated.

Some members of the crew overheard this
exchange and Guy Lalonde approached Bernie.

"You think it's dangerous?" Lalonde
asked.

"It can be if precautions aren't taken. The
dust will irritate your eyes and skin and it isn't good to
breathe," Bernie replied.

Giuseppe grew irritated with the delay and
chatter of the men. He ordered them into the hold and threatened to
fire anyone who objected. Bernie took his broom and shovel and
joined the others. They filled a large bucket with the dirt and
dust and hoisted them out of the hold with a pulley arrangement.
Bernie placed a wet cloth over his mouth and nose and wore gloves
throughout the operation. As they left the docks and headed
homeward, Guy Lalonde hailed Bernie from behind.

"The dust sting my eyes," Lalonde said.

"Flush your eyes with water, it'll help.
There's a rain barrel over there," Bernie said.

The next day, several of the men complained
to Giuseppe about eye and throat irritation. He dismissed their
complaints with a wave of his hand. "Don't be crybaby. You want
work, you work, no complain."

In the weeks that followed, whenever Giuseppe
gave orders to his crew, several of them would check with Bernie to
get his advice. In time, Bernie became the unofficial leader of the
crew.

In retaliation, Giuseppe ordered Bernie to
work alone on dirty jobs. One day, late in the afternoon, Giuseppe
ordered Bernie to clean up a shed where horses had been kept while
awaiting shipment to South America. It was a smelly, filthy
job.

Guy Lalonde and several other men in the crew
watched the confrontation with growing interest.

"Why me?" Bernie asked. He towered over the
swarthy little man and fixed him with an intimidating glare.

"You here, you work. Do what I say," Giuseppe
answered, he pushed a shovel and bucket towards Bernie.

"It'll take three hours for me to clean this
mess all alone. I need help if I'm to finish this by quitting
time." Bernie said.

"You do job…alone…just you," Giuseppe said.
He grabbed Bernie's arm and shoved him towards the stinking mess on
the floor.

Bernie wheeled around and grabbed Giuseppe's
shirt front and held his fist under his nose. Lalonde and the crew
were wide-eyed.

Giuseppe realized his predicament and tried
to squirm free of the larger and stronger man. Giuseppe reached up
and gripped Bernie's hand. "You let go or find new job."

Bernie hesitated, then released Giuseppe. He
gritted his teeth, picked up a shovel, and went to work.

"Why didn't you hit the little bastard?"
Lalonde asked him afterward.

"His day is coming, mark my words." Bernie
said.

Not long afterward, a situation arose that
demanded a highly skilled rigger. Mattick asked Giuseppe to unload
steel castings from the hold of the German freighter,
Metternich. Each casting was of an intricate design weighing
about two hundred pounds. Bernie watched as Giuseppe told Mug
Clatters to weave slings through several castings and attach the
ends to the large hook on a crane. With each instruction, Mug
looked at Bernie, and appealed for help.

Finally Mug said, "Giuseppe, I don't think
this rig will take the load. Ask Bernie to help."

"Do what I say," Giuseppe replied, and
gestured to Mug. "You rig the job."

When the rigging was complete, Giuseppe
ordered the crane to lift the load from the ship's hold and lower
it into a waiting rail car.

Just as the crane swung free of the ship, the
load shifted, a sling snapped and the entire load of ten castings
fell onto the dock with a resounding crash. When the sound
attenuated, Giuseppe's crew looked on, shocked by the noise, busted
castings and Mug Clatters' badly broken leg.

Red Mattick played policeman, prosecutor,
judge and executioner. Within an hour of the incident, Giuseppe was
fired on the spot.

The next day, following discussions with
several of Giuseppe's crew, Mattick appointed Bernie crew
foreman.

***

 


Chapter
16

Ward 5

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


Warren Davies, a Ward 5 attendant, sat in the
small staff lunchroom on the fifth floor of the Montréal
Neurological Institute. Ward 5 housed the criminally insane.

"Waldo Speight is being his usual disgusting
self," he said.

Roy Egerton stuffed a piece of bread into his
mouth, looked at Davies, and rolled his index finger in a ‘go on’
gesture.

Davies leaned forward. "When I passed his
meal through the slot he swore at me and threw it against the wall.
So I was a little late, I ain't cleaning it up. He can lick it off
the floor for all I care."

Neal Frost piped up, "That's mild compared to
the antics I've seen. He spit on my hand one time, a slimy,
yellow-green loogie. Just because I spilled a little gravy on his
hand when I passed it through the slot."

Davies said, "It's such a pain to carry his
meal tray to the end of the cellblock. You gotta open the friggin'
padlock, the friggin' key always sticks, then walk fifty feet to
deliver his meal without spilling anything. If you spill something,
even a drop, he has a shit fit. Like I said, a real pain."

"I can't wait to rotate back to a shift on a
regular ward. When I signed on here as an attendant, I thought I'd
be looking after sick people, not the criminally insane," Frost
said.

"Why do they keep people like that in a
hospital instead of in a regular asylum?" said Davies.

"Damned if I know. I guess somebody must
think they can be treated like a regular patient. The brain doctors
are in and out of here almost every day but I don't see no
difference in these guys," Egerton replied.

"The work here is ten times harder and more
dangerous than on a regular ward," Davies complained.

"Why is Speight so damned special?" Frost
asked.

"I hear he's related to a powerful
politician." Egerton said.

"It figures, if I went berserk and killed
somebody, they'd have my neck stretched in a noose before I could
blink," Davies said.

Frost laughed and said, "They'd have to bury
you in a giraffe coffin just to fit your neck in."

Davies replied, "Very funny! But I ain't
kiddin', some folks lives roll easy compared to mine."

Egerton said, "I wouldn't trade my life for
the Ripper's any day."

"The Ripper ain't lookin' so good lately,"
Frost said.

"I hope he has cancer. It'll be a happy day
when he kicks the bucket and I get burial detail. I'll piss on his
grave and then spit," Davies said.

"Break’s over boys, time to empty the slop
buckets," said Egerton, and pushed his chair away from the
table.

"Yecchh! Another terrible duty you don't get
on the regular wards," Frost said.

The bell rang at the end of the corridor. Roy
Egerton took the key ring and opened the door to admit Dr. Ron
Smiff, senior neurosurgeon at the Institute.

"Hi Doc, what brings you to our secluded
resort high atop the Institute?" Egerton joked.

"I'm here to examine Speight. The medical
team will review his case next week, if everything checks out,
we'll do a brain operation," Dr. Smiff said.

Egerton frowned and said, "What's an
operation supposed to do?"

"If it's successful, it should significantly
reduce his violent impulses," Dr. Smiff said.

"If you could calm him down, that would make
one hell of a difference to those of us who have to deal with him
every day," Egerton said.

***

 


Chapter
17

Port of Montréal

 


Bernie went to the Port timekeeper's office
to sign out. The time clerk said, "Mattick wants to see you."

Mattick’s door was open and he beckoned to
Bernie. "Come in and have a seat Bernie, I think it's time we had a
chat."

Bernie hesitated in the doorway. "What
about?"

"Relax Bernie. Nothing serious, just a chin
wag."

Bernie stepped through the door and sat on a
bench with his hands on his knees. "Okay, go ahead."

Mattick grabbed a piece of paper and wrote
something down. He turned the paper around and Bernie read the name
Gunny Ryan.

"This man is the top dog when it comes to
getting things in and out of the Port. He's a powerful man and I
work for him."

"Is he the boss of the port?" Bernie
asked.

"He doesn't work for the port he works for
himself."

"So he's an independent operator."

"You might say that. If anyone wants anything
shipped in or out and they don't want anyone to know about it,
particularly the Port Police or the cops, they talk with Gunny,"
Mattick said.

"I understand. I've slipped a few pieces of
machinery through customs myself," Bernie admitted.

"Good, then we understand each other,"
Mattick said.

"Most of Gunny's men are Irish, like me.
Local newspapers have labeled us the West End Gang, but we don't
pay attention to any of that. To each other we're just 'The Irish'.
What I'm asking you is whether or not you'd like to be one of us?"
Mattick asked.

"I’ve got no Irish blood myself but I'm
definitely interested. What do I have to do?"

"You'll have to meet Gunny, he makes all the
decisions about membership. Still interested?"

"Still interested," Bernie replied.

"Good, I'll let you know about the meeting
with Gunny. In the meantime, there's something that I need your
help with."

"What is it?"

"In the next few days I need to move some
goods to a warehouse in the West End."

"What kind of things are we talking
about?"

"You don't need to know that just now. Let's
just say that there are friends of ours who will pay a good price
for what we deliver."

"What about the law? Aren't police and
customs watching for this sort of thing?"

"Gunny Ryan is very well connected and we
don't get much trouble from the law."

"What do you want me to do?"

"There's a shipment of wine coming in from
Marseille on the freighter, Kabul Prince. The wine will be
packed in straw in wooden crates, twenty-four bottles to the crate.
One of those crates will contain something that I'm very interested
in. This crate will be the only one marked 'Cassis Blanc'. I want
you to supervise the unloading and personally take the special
crate to a wagon that will be waiting near the ship. The wagon
driver's name is Bully O’Byrne. Just tell him that I asked you to
deliver this wine personally. Go with Bully to a warehouse, he'll
take care of it from there. Bully will drive you back here. Any
questions?" Mattick asked.

"Just a couple," Bernie said.

"Go ahead."

"What time is the freighter scheduled to
dock?"

"Tomorrow morning."

"What about the port police?"

"Don't worry about them. They won't bother
you."

"Report to me after the job is done."

"Will do," Bernie replied.

"That's all for now. I’ll let you know when
you're to meet Gunny." Mattick got up and extended his hand. "You
do this job right and I'll recommend you."

Bernie shook Mattick's hand and left the
office.

Bernie looked for the Dominion and,
once again, he was disappointed.

***

 


Chapter
18

The Dundrum Club, Montréal

 


Mattick took Bernie aside and said, "Gunny
wants to meet you at the club tonight. I'll meet you at O'Reilly's
at 8:30 PM and we'll go from there," Mattick said.

Shortly after nine, Bernie and Mattick
arrived at the Dundrum Club. The place was packed and it took
Bernie several seconds to adjust to the dim light. A well-finished
bar with a brass rail ran the length of one wall. A dozen tables
were abuzz with laughter and loud voices. Clouds of cigarette smoke
swirled in the dim light and a four-piece band played lively Celtic
music.

Bernie walked towards the bar but Red gripped
his arm and hand said, "Hold on, I'm looking for Gunny. Ahh! There
he is." Red steered Bernie to a large table near an open door at
the back of the club. Several men sat around the table with
dolled-up girls on their knees. The table was covered with glasses
and whiskey bottles.

"That's Gunny, the guy in the white shirt,
the green vest, with the blonde on his knee," Mattick
whispered.

"Red!" Gunny exclaimed, and rose from the
table, and extended his arms. After a quick embrace, Gunny turned
to the couple on his left and said, "I want to talk with Red and
his friend. Find yourselves another place to sit, drinks on me."
Gunny caught the eye of the bartender, pointed to the couple and
signalled free drinks.

Reluctantly, the man and woman gave up their
seats and walked to the bar.

Mattick gestured to the seat next to Gunny,
and invited Bernie to sit down.

Gunny looked happy and he hung his arm around
Bernie's shoulder and said, "So, my friend, Red tells me you'd like
to be one of us."

Bernie, constrained by Gunny Ryan's strong
arm, nodded and mumbled, "Yes, uh-huh."

Mattick leaned over to get Gunny's attention.
"Bernie is doing some good work for us, Gunny."

Gunny withdrew his arm and turned to the
strawberry blond. She giggled and leaned towards Bernie. "Hi, I'm
Sissy," she said, and extended her hand.

"My pleasure, I'm Bernie."

"What do you drink, Bernie?" Gunny asked.

"That Jameson looks good," Bernie said, and
pointed to the half empty whiskey bottle. Gunny picked up a glass
and dumped its contents into a nearby spittoon. He pulled his shirt
tail from his trousers and wiped the inside of the glass. He poured
three fingers of Jameson and passed it to Bernie, "Here's to
Bernie, welcome to the club!" He clinked Bernie's glass and swept
his arm around the table.

Later in the evening, Sissy invited Bernie to
dance with her. Bernie looked at Mattick, and appealed for advice.
Gunny said, "Don't be shy Bernie, dance with Sissy."

Sissy grabbed Bernie's hand and tugged him
onto the dance floor.

Bernie manoeuvred Sissy to the far side of
the dance floor. They danced a waltz and then joined a square
dance. During a break between musical selections they walked off
the dance floor and Sissy said, "Gunny tells me that you just
arrived a few weeks ago."

"Yes, I've been up north, mining. I must
admit, I like Montréal a lot better."

"Do you have a girlfriend yet?"

"Not yet, I haven't had time."

"I've got friends, if you're interested."

"No, thank you. I've never had a problem in
that department."

The band played the first few bars of a waltz
and Bernie said, "Let's sit this one out."

"Come on Bernie, let's dance." Sissy tugged
Bernie onto the dance floor.

At the end of the dance, Bernie took Sissy's
hand and said, "Thanks, Sissy, I’ll take you back to your
table."

Sissy resisted. "Let's dance, I like to dance
but Gunny doesn't." Bernie shrugged and returned to the dance
floor. At the end of the next set, Sissy guided Bernie to a far
corner and snuggled up to him. Bernie looked around and saw Gunny
and Mattick disappear into the back office.

Sissy pecked Bernie on the cheek. "I like
you, Bernie."

Bernie put his hand to his cheek and said,
"You're Gunny's woman, stop the funny business before you get me
killed."

Sissy laughed, "Gunny doesn't mind as long as
it's just dancing and there's no hanky-panky." She pulled Bernie
closer to her.

Later in the evening, they sat around Gunny's
table. Sissy sat next to Bernie and periodically nudged his leg
under the table. To Bernie's great relief, Mattick said, "We've got
an early start tomorrow Bernie, I think it's time we headed for
home."

"Lead the way," Bernie said, and bounced out
of his chair.

"Bye Bernie," Sissy said with a coquettish
grin.

Gunny stepped between Bernie and Mattick and
draped his arms over their shoulders. "I'm happy to have you with
us Bernie. Red and I had a good discussion about how you can help
us. He'll tell you all about it."

On the way home Bernie asked Red, "What did
you and Gunny talk about?"

Mattick replied, "Gunny thinks that there's
money to be made in the drug business. We'll talk about it
tomorrow."

Bernie changed the subject. "That Sissy seems
quite a handful."

Mattick laughed, "I could tell she was making
you nervous. Don't worry, she knows her limits."

Bernie offered a weak smile and said, "I hope
so, she's very attractive."

Mattick shook his head and telegraphed a
warning sign.

***
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Montréal

 


Bernie entered O'Reilly's, a local watering
hole, on his way home from the Port. He sat at the bar and ordered
a Guinness.

He heard her footsteps and then her voice,
"Mind if I join you?" she said. She had an oval face and the
inquisitive eyes of an intelligent young woman.

"Don't mind at all, make yourself
comfortable," he said, and leaned to one side, to give her
room.

She hoisted herself onto the seat and he took
the opportunity to look her over.

"I haven't seen you here before," she said,
and she drained the last drops from her glass.

"I've been here before but I'm not a regular,
if that's what you mean."

She looked into her empty glass and winked at
him.

"What are you drinking?" he asked.

"Whatever you're buying," she said with a
laugh.

He signalled the bartender pointed to his
glass and held up two fingers.

"What's your name?" he asked.

"I'm Erin. What's yours?"

Bernie hesitated for a moment then said,
"Er….Er… Bernie, Bernie Landry," he said.

"You live around here?" she asked.

"Just around the corner," he replied.

"Me too, a little further up the street. I
come here two or three times a week to meet my friends and enjoy a
beer or two," she said.

"Where are your friends?" Bernie asked.

She nodded to a table in the far corner where
two women and two men shared drinks and each other. "I felt
uncomfortable, sitting there by myself, like a bump on a log."

Bernie raised his glass and said, "Here's to
watchers and players." He nodded to both sides of the bar.

She clinked his glass, smiled at him and
said, "Playing is more fun."

"I'll drink to that," he said, and clinked
her glass in return.

After two more rounds, Erin stretched and
said, "That's it for me, I've got a long day tomorrow."

"Doing what?" Bernie asked.

"You don't need to know," she said, and
teased her hair.

"Oh, but I do," he shot back.

"Well, if you must know, I work here at the
bar. Mostly I just clean up and do dishes but, once in a while,
Kevin, the bar owner needs me to serve drinks or help him behind
the bar."

"Is that him over there?" Bernie said, and
nodded to the man who yanked the beer tap.

"Yes, that's him, Kevin O'Reilly, we grew up
together. When his father died, he left the bar to Kevin and he
asked me to come and work for him," she said.

"So, is he your boyfriend?" Bernie looked at
her ringless finger.

She laughed. "Me and Kevin?" She laughed
again. "We dated a few times, now we were just good friends. He's
married and has three children. His wife is my best friend."

"I guess you're Irish too, aren't you?" he
asked.

"Yes, I'm Irish-Canadian, Erin Clancy," she
replied.

"I thought your accent was French. Guess I'm
not very good at accents," he said.

"I'm a mix of Irish and French Canadian. My
father is Irish," she said.

"Thanks for the beers, Bernie," Erin said as
she slid out of her seat.

"May I walk you home?" he asked.

"Yes, I'd like the company, it's late at
night and, even though I live in the neighbourhood, I'm still a bit
nervous when I walk alone at night," she said.

Fifteen minutes later they stood in front of
a two-story wooden building that may once have been the home of a
well-to-do merchant but was now divided into apartments.

"Thanks Bernie," she said, and leaned forward
to peck him on the cheek.

"I could see you right to your door if you
want," he said in a half whisper.

"I'd invite you in but one of those girls in
the corner is my roommate. She'll be along soon, with her
boyfriend. Maybe some other time," she said, and gave him a quick
hug.

Bernie put his arm around her waist and gave
her a passionate kiss. She responded enthusiastically. "Maybe next
time," she whispered, and pulled herself away.

She walked up the three stone steps and
Bernie enjoyed the very attractive view. She opened the door and
blew him a kiss and went inside.

Bernie turned and walked back. He walked past
O'Reilly's just as Erin's friends walked out the door.

He walked two more blocks and turned the
corner. A few minutes later he mounted the steps to his flat.

***
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Red Mattick walked to the Dundrum Club with a
hurry-up gait. He was late for his meeting with Gunny Ryan but,
when he got there, he was relieved to find that Gunny was not in
his usual place.

He sat between Calum Murphy and Wes
McAllister and took his first sip when Gunny walked out of the back
office. Gunny turned to Calum Murphy and said, "Cal, fetch me a
beer."

"What are you hearing from the cops about
Alain Pilon?" Gunny asked Wes McAllister as soon as he sat down and
had a sip of Guinness.

Wes rubbed his chin. "They suspect us but
there's no witnesses and no evidence so there's not much they can
do."

"So, nothing to worry about?"

"Nope," Wes replied.

"I hope the Ville-Marie Gang got the message.
The Port is ours," Gunny said.

Red picked up his beer and took a sip. "They
don't like it, and they'll be troubled from time to time, but they
haven't got the muscle to move us out."

"Is Bouvette heading the investigation?"
Gunny asked.

"Yes, he is. The bastard is like a bad rash,"
Wes replied.

"Screw him. We're in the clear," Gunny
said.

Calum Murphy sat off to one side and Gunny
looked at him.

"Cal, I heard from our friends in Dublin and
they'd like to get their hands on some of those new Colt pistols
the American Army is using. Do you think our Boston contact can
arrange that?" Gunny asked.

Calum nodded and said, "I'll be in Boston
next weekend and I'll ask him."

"Tell them to ship the pistols in one of
those Gloucester fishing boats, it worked well last time. A fishing
boat doesn't raise much suspicion and it's easy to transfer the
cargo to an overseas vessel," Mattick said.

The four piece band returned to the small
stage in the corner and began to tune their instruments. "Let's go
into the back room and finish our meeting," Gunny said.

They got up and brought their drinks with
them. Gunny waved to the bartender and flashed four fingers, the
bartender nodded.

The back room was the unofficial headquarters
of the West End Gang.

"Wes how many card games have we got going
this weekend?" Gunny asked, when they were seated.

"Just two, one in the old clubhouse on Murphy
Street and the other a couple of miles away on Larose," McAllister
replied.

"Our gambling money is drying up. Does anyone
else have games going?" Gunny asked.

"No, I don't think so, Lévesque has been
making it difficult for us. He forces us to change locations and it
confuses our regulars," McAllister replied.

"Things were much better with the old Chief.
He took his dough and left us alone," Gunny said. "A couple of
weeks ago I paid a visit to my cousin in New York. He's been in the
rackets down there for fifteen years. He says they're making money
on drugs as well as booze, prostitution, gambling and protection.
Something for us to think about."

"What kind of drugs is he talking about?"
Mattick asked.

"Opium, I guess the habit is moving there
from China and the Philippines," Gunny said.

"Where are they getting their supply?"
Mattick asked.

"It comes from France but I think it
originates somewhere in Arab country," Gunny replied.

"Do you think there's much demand for it
here?" Mattick asked.

"Some of the immigrants bring the habit with
them. That's how it started in New York," Gunny said.

"You're thinking seriously about it?" Wes
asked.

"I think it's worth a look. There's a lot
more I need to know, so I want you guys to keep your eyes and ears
open. See if there's any on the street. Ask our guys to find out
about it, source of supply, that sort of thing," Gunny said.

The band started to play and Gunny walked to
the door, opened it a crack, and peeked out. "It's busy out there,
we should probably wrap this up. Bouvette's guys will be sniffing
around before the night is over," he said.

"Anything else I should know before we join
the party?" Gunny asked.

Mattick cleared his throat. "The new guy,
Bernie, looks like a good one, big, strong, and smart."

"Have you talked with him about the drugs?"
Gunny asked.

"Yes, I think he can help. We've got a lot
going on, and if this drug thing turns out to be real, we could use
the help," Mattick replied.

"Let's keep him in mind," Gunny said.

"Now, let's go out there and have some fun,"
Gunny said, and opened the door.

The band played an Irish jig. People stood
two deep at the bar and kept two bartenders on the hop. The large
boisterous crowd was an equal mix of men and women.

"Gunny!" exclaimed Sissy as she came up
behind Gunny and threw her arms around him.

Gunny did a half-turn and she kissed his
cheek. He peeled her arms away and they walked to his table.

"I love the bracelet," Sissy said, and
extended her arm to show off the silver band set with four large
diamonds.

"Nice bracelet," Mattick said, and nodded to
Gunny.

"It's from Tiffany in New York. My man says
the carved symbol on the inside proves it's the real thing," Gunny
said.

"Some of the engraving has been scraped off.
It looks like 'To Ab...' or something like that," Sissy said.

"My man takes precautions. No sense inviting
trouble," Gunny said.

"Will you be coming to my place tonight?"
Sissy asked.

"I'd rather you came to my place. I've got an
early start and want to be closer to downtown," Gunny said.

***
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Kathleen walked down the aisle of the car,
and gripped the seat backs to support herself. She didn't use her
cane on trams because she hated the pitying looks it attracted.

The nearest tram car stop was a short walk
from McGill and, ten minutes later, she entered the second floor of
the Medical Research Building.

She went to the laboratory to meet Dr.
Ducharme but he wasn't there. She walked upstairs to the third
floor and found him in his office, hunched over his desk, reading a
research paper.

She cleared her throat. "Dr. Ducharme, I've
completed my registration and I'm here to begin my research
project."

Pierre Ducharme hated interruptions and he
looked irritated. When he saw Kathleen his face brightened. "Give
me a minute," he said, and resumed reading.

Kathleen took off her hat and gloves and
placed them on an adjacent table. She stood in front of his desk
and Pierre glanced up. "What?" he said, with an annoyed look.

She said, "I want to begin my research
project today."

"Give me a minute," he said, and returned to
his paper.

Kathleen walked to the side of the desk and
tapped her foot.

"Please don't do that, it annoys me," he
said.

Kathleen stepped back and her face
reddened.

Pierre pushed back from his desk and stood
up. "I apologize, I get so absorbed in what I'm doing that I forget
where I am."

"When can I get started on my research
project?" Kathleen said.

Pierre said, "Give me ten minutes to finish
reading this paper. It's very important work, done in Germany by
one of their top biochemistry scientists. He has an interesting
theory on the effects of opiates. He claims there is a threshold
level, below which opiates are not addictive. If his theory is
correct, it will have important implications for our research. Go
to the lab and wait for me. I'll join you in a few minutes and
explain the project I have in mind."

A young man looked up when Kathleen opened
the door to the lab. "Hello, you must be Kathleen Matthews."

Kathleen draped her coat over a nearby chair
and replied, "Yes I'm Kathleen, I don't believe we've met."

"I'm Vic Pratt, Dr. Ducharme's lab
technician, we'll work together on his new research project."

He stripped off his rubber gloves and
extended his hand. Kathleen guessed he was somewhere in his late
twenties. His looks were boyish, notwithstanding his receding
hairline. His awkward smile betrayed shyness.

"How long have you been working with Dr.
Ducharme?" Kathleen asked.

"I started this summer. A friend of mine told
me that Dr. Ducharme was looking for a lab technician and I thought
it might be interesting. I've worked in a chemistry lab for about
six years and I thought it was time for a change," he replied.

"Did you set up the lab? Judging by the
equipment layout, it looks like you've done a good job. It's got
just about everything," Kathleen said.

"Dr.Ducharme designed the layout and I
scrounged most of the equipment from the chemistry and biology
labs," he replied.

"Do you expect to be doing a lot of
analysis?" Kathleen asked.

"Yes, I've done a lot of work in organic
chemistry and, although opiates are new to me, the analytical
techniques are similar," he replied.

Pierre walked into the lab. "Sorry to keep
you waiting," he said.

Pierre walked to the fume hood and said to
Vic. "Bring a sample of the raw opium and a couple of
reagents."

Vic picked up a Petri dish containing a few
grams of a sticky-looking brownish white powder and placed it in
the fume hood. He opened the door beneath the fume hood and
retrieved several reagents.

Pierre removed two bottles and said, "Heroin
can be identified with a few drops of these reagents, which turns
blue, purple or red in solution. Other derivatives of opium, for
example codeine, produce a green colour. Vic and I have worked out
some new tests. So far, we've been able to identify different
derivatives of opium but we have much more work to do to determine
their relative effects. It's important to determine strength so
that we can test the theory that there is a threshold below which
addiction will not occur."

"What's my part in all of this?" Kathleen
asked.

"I don't expect you'll do much chemistry but
I think it's important to understand the chemistry behind the
research," Pierre explained.

"What will I be doing?" Kathleen
repeated.

"I'd like you to help me to design clinical
trials for patients at the Montréal Neurological Institute," Pierre
said.

"We'll work with human subjects?" Kathleen
asked.

"Yes, without clinical trials on human
subjects, the research is theoretical, based on animal studies,"
Pierre said.

He continued, "The sponsors of this research
want practical treatments for certain types of mental illness,
particularly shell shock. Their interest comes out of recent
experiences in the Boer War in South Africa."

"What happened in South Africa?" Kathleen
asked.

"Shell shock is an unfortunate byproduct of
modern warfare. Long-range artillery and high explosives terrorize
far more troops than they kill. The Canadian contingent suffered
many more shell shocked casualties than they expected," Pierre
said.

"What's different about South Africa?"
Kathleen asked.

"What's different was not the occurrence but
the way military leadership and medical professionals chose to deal
with it," Pierre said.

"What do you mean?" Kathleen asked.

"Some military officers believe shell shock
reveals cowardice. Their treatment was to punish the person
suffering the symptoms. Punishments range from the stockade to
summary execution. They believe execution has a deterrent effect,"
Pierre said.

Kathleen shook her head. "I find it hard to
believe that the response to shell shock might be execution."

"Not always, but it does happen," Pierre
said.

"If we can find a treatment, we'd be doing a
great service for our young men in the military," Kathleen
said.

"The outrage of relatives and friends of the
poor souls who have been executed has had a significant political
impact. The military has received an earful both during and after
the Boer war. Consequently, the government is demanding a more
humane approach," Pierre said.

"And the key to this humane approach is
finding a treatment that alleviates the symptoms and might possibly
be a cure," Kathleen said.

"Several others are working in this field but
I think opium holds the most promise," Pierre said.

"It sounds very exciting, I can't wait to get
started," Kathleen said.

"In which case, I'll see you first thing
tomorrow," Pierre said.

***
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Danny Bouvette walked into the office of the
Chief of Security at the Port.

"Danny, good to see you again," Ian English
said.

"Thanks for taking time to see me, Ian, I
know your days are busy ones."

"No busier than yours, I'm sure. Let's sit by
the window." He gestured to straight back chairs opposite his
desk.

Danny Bouvette sat down and pulled a notebook
from his pocket. "You've been in the new job for how long? I'm
guessing at least six months."

"It'll be six months next week. The Port of
Montréal is a hell of a lot busier than I imagined."

"Do you miss your old job at the Police
Department?"

"I miss the guys I worked with but I don't
miss the work, if you know what I mean. I was ready for change and
Chief of Security at the Port suits me fine. What's on your mind
today, Danny?"

Bouvette opened his notebook. "Our sources
tell me that the West End Gang has made a big move on the Port of
Montréal. Have you noticed anything?"

"Nothing has come to my attention. What
should I be looking for?"

"New faces in the labor pool, disputes among
the stevedores, things like that. What do you hear from your Port
Police?"

"My guys haven't reported anything unusual.
What makes you think that the West End Gang has become more active
here?"

"I have a source and that's what he's told
me," Bouvette replied.

"Can you tell me more?" English asked.

"I can tell you that a prominent member of
the Ville-Marie Gang has been murdered and it resulted from a
dispute over who runs smuggling activities at the Port."

"You have better information than I do. It's
no surprise to me that there are criminals working at the port.
I've assumed it's a small group. Are you saying that it’s bigger
than that?" English asked.

"The West End Gang has targeted the port as
an important part of their operation. They have the money and
operate with little fear of prosecution," Bouvette replied.

"I don't like the sound of that. I don't want
the port to get a reputation as a haven for criminals. It's not
good for business."

"There's a rumour that they're smuggling
drugs. Drugs and murder seem to go together."

"I've got two of my officers assigned to
smuggling but we haven't seen any sign of drugs."

"The West End Gang has connections into the
East Coast of the United States as well as the usual ones overseas.
The port of New York has a growing drug problem so I expect it
won't be long before we see it up here."

"I'd sure like to nip this in the bud."

"Me too, but in order to do that, we must
work together. I'd like to assign one of my people to work
undercover with your Port Police," Bouvette replied.

"How difficult will it be to keep his
presence secret?"

"It's difficult but not impossible. We must
be very careful with his introduction to your team. What level of
trust you have in your officers?" Bouvette asked.

"I have absolute trust in the Captain and,
with one or two exceptions, I've got a pretty good crew."

"Everything I hear about your Captain is
good, he's clean. I think we can bring him into our confidence, but
I'd be careful in going beyond that. The West End Gang plays for
keeps."

"Then let's do that. I'll tell the Port
Manager of this initiative but I'll spare him the details."

"My advice is, don't tell anyone except your
Captain, not even the Port Manager. It's not that he can't be
trusted, it's just that most people can't keep from talking to
someone and the fewer people who know about this, the better."

"I'm a little uncomfortable with that
approach. However, you're the expert in these things and I'll
follow your advice. We'll keep this arrangement to ourselves, you,
me, your man and my Captain" English added.

"I'll be in touch with you within the next
few days when I'm ready," Bouvette agreed.

"Have we covered everything?" English
asked.

"Just a couple of alerts, I'll leave them
with you. The Nova Scotia police suspect that an accused murderer
may be headed this way, he escaped some weeks ago on a ship bound
for Montréal."

"I'll check into it but if he escaped weeks
ago, that ship has come and gone."

"In any event, you might follow up on any
newcomers."

"Stevedore labour comes and goes. They show
up in the labor pool, get a few shifts, some stay, some go. We
don't keep good records. However, I'll look into it and I let you
know if I find anything."

"Thanks, I'd better be on my way. I'll bring
my guy around in a few days and introduce him," Bouvette
replied.

***
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Kathleen walked into the lab, hung up her
coat and put on an apron. Pierre stood at a lab bench and examined
a flask at eye level. He administered a clear reagent from a test
tube, drop by drop, and swirled the mixture around. The colour
changed from light to dark blue. He smiled, a satisfied smile, and
placed the mixture on the bench.

He turned and looked at Kathleen. "Good
morning, Kathleen. I'm testing these new reagents that Vic
prepared. Come over and take a look."

Kathleen walked to the bench. Pierre picked
up the test tube and flask and performed another test. She leaned
in to get a better look at the colour change and, when she did so,
Pierre put his hand on her back. She stood up and stepped away.

Pierre turned away, picked up the flask and
test tube and walked to the fume hood. Kathleen shook her head. An
uneasy feeling crept over her. These bouts of fear and anxiety were
something new and she blamed it on her ordeal of the past summer.
Her mother and father wanted her to take a year off but she thought
pursuing further study would take her mind off it. Professor
Harcourt's recent decision not to admit her into the medical
program was a deep disappointment. Nonetheless, she would not give
up on her dream of becoming a doctor. There was always next year. A
year of graduate studies in biology was a step along the way.
Pierre's promise to support her application for medical studies and
his offer to supervise her thesis project were major reasons for
her return to McGill. Now, she was not sure she made the right
decision. Here he was, being friendly, and it bothered her.

The door opened and Vic Pratt appeared.
"Sorry I'm late, missed my tram."

Pierre looked past Kathleen and said to Vic,
"I've tested a new formulation, I'm calling it Optimum A. My tests
show that it could be a highly successful formulation. I expect
we'll have our first clinical subject this morning. Please prepare
the syringes between now and then."

Pierre turned to Kathleen and, with coolness
in his voice, he said, "We'll continue our conversation another
time Kathleen. Meanwhile, go to the examination room and see that
everything is ready for our first patient."

A half-hour later, the door to the
examination room opened and Pierre brought two strangers into the
room. "Miss Matthews, I'd like you to meet Mickey Clancy, he's an
attendant at the Montréal Neurological Institute."

Kathleen nodded to Mickey Clancy.

Pierre continued. "I'd also like you to meet
our first patient, Mr. Brown."

Mr. Brown stood at attention and worked his
fingers nervously. His head was bent low with his chin on his
chest. He made no attempt to speak.

"Pleased to meet you both," Kathleen said to
the two men who stood just inside the doorway.

Mickey Clancy was not much taller than
Kathleen but looked five years older. His hair showed a hint of red
and was complemented by patches of freckles on his face and hands.
A misshapen nose identified him as a man who experienced physical
combat. He nodded to Kathleen and helped Mr. Brown to remove his
coat.

Pierre looked at Mr. Brown and cleared his
throat, "My apologies Mr. Brown, I know that Brown is not your real
name, however, as you’ve been told, we use aliases for all patients
in the program."

Mickey Clancy took Brown by the arm and
helped him onto the examination table. He said, "Mr. Brown isn't
feeling well, he's been very sad lately. I hope your treatment will
help him."

"Mr. Brown, if you don't object, I'd like to
discuss your recent medical history with Miss Matthews. We'll step
outside for a moment and be right back," Pierre said.

Mr. Brown nodded, but said nothing.

Pierre and Kathleen left the room and when
they were in the corridor, Pierre said, "Mr. Brown has recently
returned from South Africa where he was a senior officer in the
Canadian contingent in the Boer war. A few months ago, his unit
came under attack and they were trapped under heavy bombardment
before relief arrived. Unfortunately, Mr. Brown was hit by shrapnel
and suffered a severe head injury. He spent three months in
hospital in South Africa before being repatriated to Canada. His
physical wounds have healed but he still suffers from depression
and, at times, severe distress, commonly referred to as shell
shock. He has been a patient at the Montréal Neurological Institute
ever since."

They returned and Kathleen studied Mr. Brown.
A good-looking young man with bright blue eyes and a shock of brown
hair shadowing his forehead. His fingers were intertwined and he
nervously twiddled his thumbs.

"Let's begin, shall we?" Pierre announced,
and nodded to Mickey Clancy.

Clancy helped Brown roll up his sleeve and
then he stepped aside.

Pierre picked up a syringe, containing
Optimum A, and said to Kathleen, "Watch me carefully because, from
here on in, you'll administer this medication."

Pierre cleaned Mr. Brown's upper arm with
alcohol and said, "Mr. Brown, this shouldn't hurt, just a little
prick. You may feel warmth in your arm and shortly thereafter you
may feel slightly euphoric. I can assure you, it is a very pleasant
feeling. If we are successful, you'll feel better after several
treatments and you'll be able to leave the hospital and return to
your family."

Kathleen placed her hand on Brown's shoulder
while Pierre injected the contents of the syringe.

Kathleen felt tension in Brown's arm during
the injection. Within seconds, Brown shifted his gaze to the
ceiling. Kathleen felt him relax and, several seconds later, he
closed his eyes.

Pierre said to Mickey, "He should rest here
for an hour or so. Then you can take him back to the Institute.
Miss Matthews will stay here and monitor his condition."

Pierre turned to Kathleen and said, "Check
his temperature, pulse and respiration. If there's any sign of
distress, or unusual reaction, tell me right away. I'll be working
in the lab."

An hour later Pierre returned to examine
Brown and judged him fit to return to the Institute.

Clancy helped Brown to his feet and supported
him as they left the building. Kathleen watched from the doorway.
Brown weaved from side to side as he walked away. Mickey Clancy
looked over his shoulder at Kathleen and then leaned into Mr Brown,
taking his weight.

Kathleen returned to the lab. "May I see you
in your office for a few minutes?" she said to Pierre, motioning to
the stairway.

"What's it about? I'm working on a new
formulation," Pierre replied.

"I know you're busy but it's important that I
speak with you," Kathleen said.

Pierre removed his goggles. Kathleen found
his resistance to any interruption to be one of his most annoying
traits. She shook her head and walked to the stairway.

She waited in Pierre's office, tapping her
foot impatiently with arms crossed. She was about to leave when the
door opened.

"What's this about? You know I'm busy," he
said, closing the door with a little more force than necessary.
He's still angry with me.

Kathleen stepped forward. "I know you're
busy, but please, hear me out."

"What's on your mind?"

"I'm concerned about Mr. Brown's reaction to
Optimum A," she said.

"What's your concern?" Pierre asked.

Kathleen lowered her voice. "He didn't
recover from the injection in the way I expected. Even with an
hour's rest, he was glassy-eyed and unsteady on his feet. I could
tell by the look on Mickey Clancy's face that he thought something
was wrong."

"Don't worry, it's not unusual, people react
differently to medication like this. I've taken every precaution,"
Pierre replied.

***

 



Chapter 24

 


"He's dead!" The words echoed in her
head.

Kathleen stumbled and took a firm grip on the
railing to steady herself and looked behind her.

Mickey Clancy hurried up the stairs, all but
out of breath.

"Dead! Who’s dead?" she asked.

"Brown, last night, there's a helluva stir at
the Institute. We'd better tell Ducharme, right away," Clancy said.
He leaned against the railing and wiped his brow.

"Come with me," Kathleen said, and beckoned
Mickey to follow her. She tucked the cane under her arm and hurried
up the steps. Her ankle hurt like hell.

They burst into the lab, startling Pierre and
Vic. Vic was pouring a thick pinkish liquid from a test tube into
an Erlenmeyer flask and it spilled over his hand. "Don't do that!"
Vic yelled as he rushed to a nearby sink, banging open the tap,
scrubbing the thick gooey liquid from his hand.

Kathleen gasped for breath between words.
"Brown’s…dead!"

"What! Dead! I don't believe it. How?" Pierre
said, and looked beyond Kathleen to Mickey Clancy.

"It's true, hung himself, found him this
morning," Clancy said.

Pierre sat on a lab stool and held his head
in his hands. Except for sharp intakes of breath, he was
silent.

Pierre looked at Kathleen. "Come with me,
Mickey, please stay here for now"

Kathleen followed Pierre to his office. He
closed the door and sat behind his desk.

He ran his hands through his hair and looked
at Kathleen. "I knew there would be risks, perhaps, even
fatalities, but to have our very first patient commit suicide is
something I didn't think would happen. I studied the literature
very carefully to ensure that Optimum A is of sufficiently low
strength. It couldn't possibly have contributed to his death. There
must be another explanation."

Kathleen said, "We'll have to explain it
somehow, and quickly, before others find out. We'll have go to the
Institute right away to find out what happened."

Pierre looked at Kathleen. "You're right,
something else must have happened. Get Mickey Clancy and ask him to
come up here."

Mickey Clancy sat beside Kathleen and looked
expectantly at Pierre.

"Tell me exactly what happened," Pierre
said.

Mickey shifted uneasily in his chair. "Mr.
Brown was quite unsteady on his feet on the way back. When I got
him to his room, he lay on his bed and went to sleep. My shift
ended at 7:00 PM and the night shift came on. When I arrived early
this morning, I went to his room and found him hanging. He slung a
bed sheet over a pipe and stepped off a chair. I was shocked."

"Did the night shift have anything else to
say? Were there any reports? I left written instructions for the
medical staff that Brown was to be held under close observation for
the first twenty-four hours," Pierre said.

Mickey said, "I read the night supervisor's
log. Brown slept soundly, his breathing was regular and he wasn't
in any distress. Around midnight he woke up and was extremely
agitated. The night supervisor authorized a bolus of laudanum,
which is our standard treatment for agitated patients. Brown was
restless, and I guess he got up in the night and hung himself. The
shift supervisor found him in the morning. Nobody heard
anything."

"Incredible!" Pierre exclaimed.

"What's wrong?" Kathleen asked.

"Laudanum contains opium alkaloids, depending
on dosage, it can have hallucinogenic effects," Pierre said.

"Might that have killed him?" Kathleen
asked.

"Who knows? In combination with Optimum A, it
might have. I hadn't considered the Institute's own pharmaceutical
protocols. It's a terrible beginning," Pierre said.

***

 



Chapter 25

 


Elvira Bergey perched behind her desk and
surveyed the hallway through the open door. Last night, Dr. Greg
Allen, Director of the Montréal Neurological Institute walked to
the Dean's office in an agitated state and without an appointment.
Although the meeting was held behind closed doors, Elvira overheard
enough of the conversation to know that Ducharme was in
trouble.

She took an extraordinary interest in the
goings-on within the medical faculty. Early on, she pegged Dr.
Ducharme as a philanderer. Kathleen Matthews was the latest in a
string of young female students that the good Dr. Ducharme took an
interest in.

Miss Bergey began her working career in the
McGill library at the age of eighteen. She completed a business
program at her local high school and finished first in her class.
In her first year on the job, she had a torrid affair with the
library director only to find that he was married and cheated on
his wife. She never forgave him and subsequently mailed an
anonymous note to his wife. There were one or two other
opportunities for her to marry but for one reason or another they
just didn't work out. Now, at the age of thirty-nine, Miss Bergey
inched her way to retirement. She held the position of Secretary to
the Dean of Medicine for the past twelve years. Professor Harcourt
was her third Medical Faculty boss and, as far as she was
concerned, the best of the lot. It never ceased to amaze her that
such an otherwise brilliant man could be so naïve about the
personal failings of his colleagues.

Dr. Pierre Ducharme's philandering took place
right under Professor Harcourt's nose and yet he seemed oblivious
to it. She was, by default, the self-appointed referee of rectitude
within the medical faculty.

Pierre hurried down the hall at 9:10 AM. He
appeared distracted as he passed the open door of the Dean's office
and failed to see Miss Bergey's reproachful glare.

Ten minutes later, Harcourt approached her
and asked, "Is Ducharme in his office?"

She removed her reading glasses, looked up at
the Professor and said, with wide-eyed innocence, "Why yes,
Professor Harcourt, I believe so."

"Would you please ask him to come to my
office immediately," Harcourt said.

‘Immediately’ was a word that never failed to
galvanize her. She liked the sound of it.

Miss Bergey opened her purse and retrieved a
small mirror and checked her appearance. She pursed her lips just
so, and rehearsed her face. She pushed her chair away, adjusted her
dress and walked in her sensible shoes to Pierre's office.

When on a mission licensed by the Director,
Miss Bergey took full advantage of her delegated authority. She
opened Pierre's door without knocking. Pierre looked annoyed and
surprised at the intrusion. "Yes,… Miss Bergey… what do you want?"
he said, snipping the end of each word before beginning the
next.

"Professor Harcourt wants to see
you,…immediately." She emphasized the word 'immediately'.

"I'm busy. Tell him I'll come to his office
when I've finished my reading," Pierre replied.

"I'm afraid he insists," Miss Bergey said.
She continued, "He was quite emphatic."

She waited with one hand on the door handle.
She tapped the toe of her shoe, as though ready to escort a
recalcitrant student to the principal's office.

Pierre opened his desk drawer and, with an
obvious show of pique, he threw his research paper inside. Miss
Bergey smiled. Pierre walked to the door and paused just before he
reached Miss Bergey. He extended his hand with exaggerated
deference. Miss Bergey did not budge. She was determined to walk
behind the prisoner and she shifted her eyes from right to left,
and moved her head in an 'after you' command.

Pierre walked down the hall to the Dean's
office. Miss Bergey sat behind her desk and pointed at Harcourt's
open door. "Go right in," she said with smug satisfaction.

***

 



Chapter 26

 


Professor Harcourt sat behind his desk and
opened his desk diary to review his notes from last night's meeting
with Dr. Greg Allen. He waited and thrummed his fingers on the
desktop.

Pierre walked in and Harcourt looked up.
"Close the door, Pierre, I want to discuss your research program.
Please take a seat."

Pierre sat in a plain oak chair positioned in
front of Harcourt's desk. There was a difference in elevation
between Pierre's chair and Professor Harcourt's. Although Pierre
and Professor Harcourt were about the same height, Harcourt towered
over him from the other side of the desk. Pierre sat tall in the
chair and was able to see a small raised platform on Harcourt's
side of the desk.

Harcourt's leaned forward and his eyes took
on a cold, flinty look. His mouth opened and closed in two false
starts.

Pierre sensed the Professor's anger and
preempted him, "What seems to be the problem, Davis?"

"Your research program is the problem,"
Harcourt snorted.

"How so?" Pierre asked.

"Last evening, just as I left the office, I
had a visit from Dr. Greg Allen," Harcourt said.

"What did he want?" Pierre asked.

"He's very unhappy with your research
program. One of his patients died suddenly after an experimental
procedure you conducted," Harcourt said.

"Did he tell you it was suicide?" Pierre
asked.

"No, he just called it a sudden death,"
Harcourt replied.

"Technically speaking, he's correct, since
most suicides are rather sudden," Pierre said.

Harcourt ignored Pierre's sarcasm. "Get on
with it, Pierre."

"Brown committed suicide. He had a severe
brain injury as well as shell shock. It's not clear that what we
did had anything to do with his death," Pierre said.

"Dr. Allen thinks that you are responsible.
What annoys me, Pierre, is that you did not warn me. Dr.Allen
caught me flat-footed, I had no facts, no argument, no defence. I
just had to sit here and listen to him rant," Harcourt said.

"I should have told you but I was extremely
busy trying to figure out what happened. I apologize for my
oversight," Pierre said.

Harcourt walked out from behind his desk and
stood beside Pierre, forcing Pierre to look up at him.

Harcourt said, "The death of a patient,
regardless of the circumstances, is an extremely serious event.
Allen is raising hell and the Principal wants me to meet with him
at eleven and provide a full explanation of what happened."

Harcourt struck the back of Pierre's chair
and Pierre stood up to face the Dean.

"The formulation of the drug was carefully
researched and prepared," Pierre explained.

"It may have been, but that's not what Dr.
Allen alleges," Harcourt said.

"I was told by one of the attendants that
they administered another drug to Mr. Brown during the night and,
in my opinion, it caused his death," Pierre explained.

"Didn't they know he was one of the patients
in our clinical trial?" Harcourt asked.

"They should have known because we signed a
treatment protocol with them advising them of the treatments we
planned and we instructed them not to administer any drugs without
our approval," Pierre said.

"Perhaps we will learn something from the
autopsy," Harcourt said.

"I doubt it. It seems pretty clear that he
hung himself and that was a cause of death," Pierre said.

"If his meeting with me is any indication, I
doubt that Dr. Allen agrees with you," Harcourt said.

Pierre shook his head. "I took a considerable
amount of research and effort to persuade our military to sponsor a
medical research program for shell shock victims. Dr. Allen was
very reluctant to support our program and, if it wasn't for the
pressure brought to bear by the Canadian military, he would not
have agreed to it. It's clear to me that he will do anything to
sabotage my research."

"Speaking of research, you're conducting a
research program involving human subjects. How did you determine
toxicity levels?" Harcourt asked.

"We did tests on rats and monkeys and we
extrapolated the data and felt quite confident that we knew the
risks. I made that very clear in my proposal that I would be
conducting trials on human subjects. This work is at the leading
edge of treatment for shell shock," Pierre said.

"You’re a brilliant research scientist,
Pierre but, at times, you're very impulsive and, this time, it's
gotten you into trouble," Harcourt said.

"You were a research scientist, Davis. You
know that not everything goes well and that we learn as much from
our mistakes as from our successes," Pierre replied.

Harcourt furrowed his brow and looked
intently at Pierre. "I know how much tenure means to you. You were
passed over for tenure last time and your chances this coming
spring might have been better, now I'm not so sure."

Pierre raised his voice. "Are you telling me
that Allen's unfounded allegations will result in my being denied
tenure when my name comes before the committee?"

"Calm down Pierre, I'm not saying anything of
the kind. However, if we have any more incidents of this kind, it
may result in cancellation of your program. Program cancellation is
a very serious matter that will influence committee decisions,"
Harcourt said.

Pierre explained, "Yesterday, I met with
Colonel George Parton our program sponsor from the Canadian Medical
Corps. He directs the funds for our research and he funds the
Institute for the care of twenty-five shell shock victims.
According to him, shell shock victims have a suicide rate that is
well above average. They've had three other suicides at the
Institute in the last six months. I'm not admitting culpability in
this incident. It’s clear that the selection of subjects for
treatment is a critical factor. I will ensure more careful
selection in future."

"Allen didn't tell me about the suicides,"
Harcourt admitted.

"Why would he, when he can blame me," Pierre
said.

"Don't let bitterness colour your judgment,
Pierre. Pick up the pieces and move on," Harcourt said.

Pierre sighed. "I'm sorry, it's been
difficult. Colonel Parton will recommend continuation to Dr. Allen,
provided we make changes in the program," Pierre said.

"I'll continue to support your program, with
reservations. I want to review and approve the changes in your
program. Additionally, you must meet with me, regularly, to review
progress," Harcourt said.

"Will that be all?" Pierre asked.

"Yes, that's all. Check with me in a couple
of days and report progress. Meanwhile conduct no further tests on
Institute patients without my specific approval," Harcourt said,
and nodded towards the door.

Pierre departed Harcourt's office with his
head hung low.

***

 



Chapter 27

 


Dr. Ducharme looked worried.

"What's wrong?" Kathleen asked, and walked
towards him but before she reached him, he snatched up his notebook
and left. His footsteps echoed on the metal staircase and Kathleen
followed him. She stepped into the third-floor corridor and heard
his door slam.

She knocked and he opened the door. "Not now
Miss Matthews, I've got a lot of thinking to do," he said.

"What happened?" Kathleen asked.

Pierre sat behind his desk with his head in
his hands. He exhaled and looked up at Kathleen.

"The Brown incident just blew up. I spent an
excruciating half-hour with Professor Harcourt and he threatened my
tenure. Do you know what that means! Dr. Allen has been raising
hell all over the campus. He’s blaming us for Brown's death.
Harcourt has put me on a short leash and has threatened to cancel
the program unless no further incidents occur. I've never known a
medical research program to be incident free," Pierre said.

"That's not fair, it was probably the
Institute's drug treatment that contributed to Brown's suicide.
What are we going to do now?" Kathleen asked.

"This research program is very important.
I'll bury myself in my office and review every research paper,
notebook, drug formulation, and treatment protocol. I'll re-define
the program and build in additional safety measures. Tomorrow, or
the day after at the latest, we'll meet to discuss the program,"
Pierre said.

"Do you want me to check with you
tomorrow?"

"Yes, but not before noon."

The next afternoon, Pierre met with Kathleen
and Vic. They reviewed documents and defined new drug formulations
and treatment protocols. Pierre defined a new set of drug toxicity
experiments to be conducted on rats and monkeys. He asked Kathleen
to supervise them.

"I'm not sure I'm the one to do these animal
tests," Kathleen said.

"Why not?" Pierre said sharply.

"It bothers me to see animals suffer," she
said.

"The animals won't suffer, I can assure you.
The few who die will die happy… I should be so lucky. Besides, if
you want to be a doctor you’d better get used to pain and
suffering," Pierre said.

"Maybe we can switch duties," Vic
suggested.

"Only if you can assure me that the program
will not be compromised," Pierre said.

"Vic and I will work it out so that there are
no problems or delays," Kathleen said.

"Before we go any further, I want Vic to
prepare a new Optimum formulation, which I'm calling, Optimum B,"
Pierre said.

"When do you want it?" Vic asked.

"This evening if possible," Pierre said.

"I'll check with the veterinary group to see
what test subjects might be available for our program," Kathleen
said.

***

 



Chapter 28

 


Pierre worked in the lab for the rest of the
afternoon, and occasionally looked over Vic's shoulder as he worked
on the new formulation.

The next day Optimum B was ready for testing.
Vic added a few drops of reagent to test its purity.

Vic corked the test tube and shook it. "The
colour is coming up nicely," he said.

Pierre reached for the colour charts and
moved the test tube up and down to assess the new formulation.

"Looks like you've done it Vic," he said, and
tapped Vic on the shoulder. "It's late, you can go home now. Thanks
for those long hours, you've been a big help."

Pierre sat in his office and picked up the
syringe. He drew 20 cc's of Optimum B, rolled up his sleeve and
wrapped a thin rubber tube around his bicep. He injected Optimum B
and within seconds he felt its comforting warmth. His skin tingled
and every nerve in his body strummed harmoniously. He left his
chair and lay on the floor. Wow!

Pierre awoke at 4 AM. It took several minutes
to synchronize his arms and legs. Hmm… no obvious side
effects…Optimum B works.

He went home and crawled into bed beside
Linda.

"What time is it?" she asked, in a
semi-stupor.

Pierre whispered, "Almost 5 AM."

She groaned, "Virgil will be up in an hour,
looking for breakfast."

"Sorry dear, I got stuck at the lab," Pierre
said, and rolled over.

***

 



Chapter 29

 


The animal trials went well and clinical
trials with Institute patients resumed. Mickey Clancy brought Mr.
Black to be injected with the new formulation.

After introductions, they took Mr. Black to
the examination room.

Black shifted nervously on the edge of the
examination table. "I volunteered for this program. It's been hell
for me these past four months. They've treated me well enough at
the Institute but this nervous condition is driving me crazy. I
want to get back home, to my farm, my wife and child, I want to
feel normal again."

"Your file says that you had a very difficult
time in South Africa," Pierre said.

"Yes, I never expected war would be so
horrible. When we marched off to war, the cheers, the bands and the
parade promised a wonderful adventure. It turned out to be a
nightmare, at least it was for me," Black said.

"Tell me about your treatment at the
Institute."

Black looked at Mickey Clancy, who nodded his
approval. "When I arrived at the Institute, the slightest noise
would set me to trembling. After a while I got used to it but
nighttime was the worst. Every night for the first month I woke up
in a cold sweat, haunted by nightmares and hallucinations. Once in
a while, the hallucinations came in the daytime. I saw my best
friend bleed to death in my arms with his guts spilled all over me.
The doctors at the Institute prescribed occupational therapy and
counselling. After several weeks, the nightmares subsided but they
never went away. Any loud noise will set me to trembling and I get
the jitters several times a day. When the jitters come upon me, I
can't sit still. I have to walk around until they subside. I spend
hours in the exercise yard walking and shaking. Sometimes I think
I'd rather be dead."

"I believe that our treatment will help you,"
Pierre said.

Pierre looked at Kathleen and said, "Please
prepare the medication."

Pierre continued, "I believe that the program
was fully explained to you when you volunteered. Before we begin
I'll simply say that I'll inject some medicine into your arm. You
needn't worry because there is little or no pain, in fact, it's
quite the opposite. You'll probably have a good experience. After a
series of such treatments, your nervous episodes should dissipate
and you'll be well again. We can't guarantee that of course but
that is our hope."

Mr. Black looked at Mickey Clancy and then
looked at Pierre.

Black said, "I heard that someone died from
these injections."

"That's not true, Mr. Black," Pierre said. He
continued, "A man died but not as a result of our treatment."

"Is your medication safe?" Mr. Black
asked.

"It's as safe as we can make it. It's been
thoroughly tested with good results in all cases. No medication is
risk-free and you must decide whether the risk is worth the benefit
to you," Pierre explained.

Mr. Black looked at Mickey Clancy, and raised
his eyebrows. Mickey nodded an okay.

After the injection, Mr. Black looked
surprised as the medication worked its way through his body. He
breathed easily and then lay quietly on the treatment table. He
soon fell asleep.

Clancy stayed with Black and Pierre and
Kathleen returned to the lab to work on new formulations and tests
of drug potency.

"How is he?" Pierre asked Mickey when he
returned to the examination room.

"I think he's coming around. He's been asleep
for more than an hour but he's beginning to stir," Mickey said.

"I can hear you talking," Black said as he
opened his eyes and raised his head.

"How do you feel?" Pierre asked.

"I feel a bit groggy but otherwise I feel
fine. What was in that medication? I haven't felt that good in
months," Black said.

"It's a special medication we developed in
our lab. We believe that it will significantly improve your
condition. We'll watch you carefully over these next few days and,
if everything goes well, we'll have you back for another injection.
We'll just take it one day at a time until we're confident that
we've got the dosage right," Pierre explained.

"It would be great if it cured me of the
jitters and nightmares," Black said.

"It's good to be optimistic. We have to do
things carefully and it may be some time before we can make any
predictions as to the outcome for you. We'll give you a little time
to adjust and then Mr. Clancy will take you back to the Institute,"
Pierre said.

Pierre invited Mickey Clancy outside and
said, "He seems fully recovered from the treatment so you can take
him back to the Institute. Make it clear to your night shift
supervisor, that if anything, and I mean anything, goes wrong, I am
to be notified immediately. You have my address and my telephone
number. Kathleen will go to the Institute to meet with you and to
examine Mr. Black."

***

At 8:30 AM, Kathleen entered the Institute
and went to the front desk. She was told that Clancy and Black were
waiting for her in an examination room just down the hall.

"Good morning gentlemen," Kathleen said as
she entered the room.

Black was sitting on the examination table
and Clancy was standing nearby.

"How are you feeling, Mr. Black?" Kathleen
asked and took out a small black notebook.

"I feel good. I didn't have any nightmares
last night, I slept like a baby," Mr. Black said.

Turning to Mickey Clancy, she said, "What did
the shift log say? Any problems?"

"Not a one," Mickey said, with a broad
smile.

"All good then?"

"All good," Mickey confirmed.

Kathleen returned to Pierre's office and he
said, "I can tell by the look on your face that you have some good
news for me."

"Yes, I do. Mr. Black had a good night and
there were no incidents reported in the night shift supervisor's
log," she said.

Pierre sighed and a look of relief spread
over his face. "That's very good news. I went home in an optimistic
frame of mind and when I didn't receive any messages from the
Institute, I had a good night's sleep. I think we can move on. Tell
the Institute that we'll schedule another treatment for Mr. Black
next week," he said.

***

 


Chapter
30

Le Coin Diner, Montréal

 


Danny Bouvette entered Le Coin Diner shortly
after 7:30 PM, on a cold, windy evening. There was no wait staff
and Danny approached the counterman for a cup of coffee with cream.
He took his coffee to a seat in the far corner opposite the
entrance. The supper-hour crowd had dwindled to four. Two men sat
at the counter and a young couple sat four tables away.

At 7:45 PM a fit-looking young man in his
late twenties entered the diner. He looked around and, when he saw
Bouvette, he joined him at his table.

"Bonjour Lucien, cold enough for you?"
Bouvette said. The young man removed his hat and coat and
finger-swiped melted snowflakes from his brow.

"Yes, it is Inspector. I walked six blocks
and I'm frozen through," Lucien (Luc) Marois said.

"Get yourself a cup of coffee and have a
seat."

"What's up?" Marois said, and blew on his
coffee to cool it off.

"I apologize for taking you so far out of the
way but I want to eliminate any chance that we might be seen
together," Bouvette said.

Marois looked around. "This seems like a good
place."

"This won't take long, I need an update.
You've worked undercover at the Port for two weeks, what have you
learned so far?"

Marois leaned forward. "Something's going on,
most of the shady stuff takes place between 2:00 and 6:00 AM. But
sometimes, even in broad daylight," he said.

"Where and how do you get your information?"
Bouvette asked.

"Chief English sees to it that I get rotating
shift assignments in all areas where goods are being handled. My
beat patrol is assigned at the beginning of each shift and I do my
rounds with an experienced Port officer. I also get enough time to
look around by myself. Most of the officers I’ve been paired with
know what's going on."

"What prevents a crackdown by the Port
Police?"

"It's the usual story, Inspector. The West
End Gang see to it that a few key members of the Port Police are in
their pocket. I suspect they also have an informant in the traffic
management department because they seem to know everything about
ship movements, special security arrangements and cargoes."

"What about illegal cargo? How do they
offload it?" Bouvette asked.

"As a rough guess I'd say that at least half
of the stevedoring crew is under the thumb of the West End Gang.
Every second man is an Irishman," Marois replied.

"Who runs the show for the West End
Gang?"

"Red Mattick calls the shots and from what I
hear he's practically untouchable."

"I know all about Mattick, he's close to
Gunny Ryan. We've been trying to pin the Pilon murder on the West
End Gang. Is anybody talking about that?" Bouvette said.

"Nobody's saying anything except that
everyone associated with the Ville-Marie Gang is gone and the West
End Gang has full rein."

"What have they been up to?" Bouvette
asked.

"There’s a lot of talk about smuggled drugs,"
Marois said.

"What else?"

"Maybe weapons and alcohol, the weapons come
from the US and are transferred to overseas freighters, probably
headed for the Irish Sea," Marois said.

"Does Mattick run the show all by himself or
does he have help?"

"There's a new man, Bernie Landry, he's just
been appointed a foreman or supervisor. He's acting like Mattick's
second in command. Landry is always around when something important
is going on," Marois said.

Bouvette sat up straight, leaned in and said
in a whisper, "Where did he come from and when did he get
there?"

"He was there before I arrived. Do you want
more information about him?"

"We've been asked by law enforcement on Cape
Breton Island to keep an eye out for a suspected murderer with a
string of other crimes, including kidnapping and assault. Find out
what you can and let me know."

Bouvette threw a quarter on the table. "This
is for the coffee, I'll leave first. I'll see you again in a week
or so. Meanwhile be careful. If anything looks or smells funny, get
out."

***

 


Chapter
31

Montréal

 


Sissy Manion heard a commotion in the hall
outside her apartment. She opened the door and was surprised to see
her sister, Grace, standing beside a steamer trunk with a suitcase
at her feet.

"Grace! I wasn't expecting you until later
tonight."

"I caught an earlier train."

They embraced while the cab driver moved the
steamer trunk towards the door. He took off his toque and looked
expectantly at Grace. Grace looked at Sissy and shrugged. Sissy
stepped inside and returned with several coins.

Once inside, Grace said, "Thank you for
paying for the taxi. I'm about broke, I have some money in the
lining of my winter coat and that's it."

Sissy said, "I'm so happy you've decided to
come to Montréal to live with me."

"I had an awful summer in Cape Breton."

"I thought you liked working for the Matthews
family."

"I did but that's not why I left."

Grace removed her coat and hat but left her
gloves on.

Sissy looked at Grace’s swollen middle.
"You're…you're…"

Grace rubbed her stomach and said, "Yes, it's
pretty obvious, I'm pregnant."

"But where's your…"

Sissy saw the tears in Grace's eyes and took
her hand. "Come, sit down, tell me about it."

Grace wiped her eyes with the back of her
gloved hand. "That's the reason I haven't been writing, I didn't
know how to tell you."

Sissy took a handkerchief and dabbed Grace's
eyes. "I'd say you had a very good reason." She patted Grace's
tummy.

"The baby’s not the entire reason."

"I don't understand what you mean."

"I mean there's a dreadful story behind this
baby."

Sissy wrung her hands. "Did the father
abandon you?"

"It's far worse than that," Grace said.

"I'd better stop asking questions and hear
what you have to say," Sissy said.

Grace removed her gloves. Sissy saw the scars
on her hands and winced.

Grace placed her hand over Sissy's. "The
father of my child tried to kill me."

Sissy's hand went to her mouth.

Grace continued, "I spent the last two months
recovering from my injuries."

Sissy curled her index finger and bit her
knuckle. "I… I don't know what to say." Sissy's voice trailed
off.

Grace took Sissy's hand. "Don't be sad,
Sissy. I'm feeling much better now. I'm glad about the baby."

"Tell me what happened and don't leave
anything out," Sissy said.

Grace explained her life at Amelia Point and
her relationship with Ernie Lundy. "I loved him and I thought he
loved me. At first, he seemed kind and attentive. I soon found out
he was using me to get the key to the safe and steal money and
jewels."

"He's a thief as well as a madman," Sissy
interjected.

Grace continued, "That's not all. He
kidnapped and assaulted Mr. Matthew's daughter, Kathleen. He's
probably responsible for the murder of another young woman."

"How does a monster like that find his way
into a quiet place like Cape Breton?" Sissy asked.

"Mr. Matthews hired him to manage his quarry.
Apparently, he had all kinds of schemes for stealing from the
quarry. After he robbed the Matthews’ home he turned on me. If the
gardener hadn't found me when he did, I'd probably be rotting away
somewhere in the woods," Grace recounted.

A tear trickled down Sissy's cheek. "You poor
thing! What a monster! Why didn't you write to me, send me a
telegram, I'd have helped you?"

"It may sound silly to say it now but I was
ashamed and embarrassed," Grace said.

Sissy put her arm around Grace. "You must
never feel that way, you can always count on me, no matter
what."

Grace continued. "When I recovered and found
out I was pregnant, I couldn't bring myself to tell you."

Grace paced back and forth as she told her
story. "By the time the Matthews family left Cape Breton for
Montréal, I was feeling better and I received regular attention
from the Matthews' family doctor."

Sissy patted the seat cushion. "Come, sit,
how do you feel now?"

Grace sighed. "I feel much better. The pain
is almost gone and I sleep through the night. My pregnancy has its
effects but, aside from that, I think I'm okay."

Grace sat down. "I know I haven't written as
much as I could have but you've hardly written at all. What have
you been doing since I left Montréal for Cape Breton?"

"I have a boyfriend, a handsome Irishman,"
Sissy said and showed Grace a diamond ring.

"You're engaged!"

"No, were not engaged, he just likes to give
me things."

"He must be rich, that's quite a ring, what
does he do?"

A wariness crept into Sissy's voice. "He's in
business, he's a businessman."

"What kind of business?"

"It's an import-export business. I've learned
not to ask too many questions about his business. He doesn't like
it," Sissy replied.

Grace gave Sissy a quick hug. "I didn't mean
to pry."

"It's a good question. I just don't have a
good answer for you, that's all," Sissy replied.

Sissy played with her ring. "Where is this
beast, the man who tried to kill you? I hope he's in jail," Sissy
said, with clenched fists.

Grace folded her arms, and hugged herself.
"He got away, they haven't found him yet, at least I haven't heard
that they found him. Nobody seems to know where he is."

"You'll have nothing to worry about as long
as you're here with me. My boyfriend is an important man and,
believe me, he's no one to fool with. If I find out that this guy
Lundy is in Montréal, I'll ask my boyfriend to take care of
him."

***

 


Chapter
32

Port of Montréal

 


Bernie's stevedoring crew unloaded machine
parts from a German freighter at Pier 2.

Bernie wasn’t happy with the way a large
steel forging dangled from its sling. "Where's Lalonde?" Bernie
asked.

"Went for a leak," someone said.

"Don't sling anymore freight until he gets
back," Bernie said and walked towards the nearest shed.

Guy Lalonde caught up with him. "Mattick
wants to see you."

"Where is he?"

"He's in his office."

Red Mattick watched Bernie cross the pier. He
turned to the man beside him. "Here comes Bernie."

"What's up, Red?" Bernie said when he crossed
the threshold.

"I'd like you to meet Harry Sweeney," Mattick
said.

A thin faced young man, sat next to Mattick
and bounced out of his chair. He removed his cloth cap and extended
his hand. "Hello Bernie."

Bernie guessed Sweeney to be in his
mid-twenties. Curly hair and an Irish brogue placed him as a junior
member of the West End Gang.

"Harry will work with you," Mattick said.

Bernie looked at Harry and nodded.

"Harry knows drugs, who buys, who uses. He's
one of us and he has assembled a distribution gang. The people who
buy our drugs are mostly immigrants, former railroad workers,"
Mattick said.

"Will he work on the docks?" Bernie
asked.

"No, he'll be on the street but he's
depending on you for his supply. Gunny wants you to give our drug
business your full time attention. I'll find someone else to
supervise your crew."

"Are you saying that I'll have to quit my job
at the Port?" Bernie asked.

"Yes, but don't worry, you'll be on Gunny's
payroll with a cut of the drug business," Mattick replied.

"When do I quit?" Bernie asked.

"I'll take care of it right away. Who should
replace you?"

"What about Guy Lalonde?" Bernie
suggested.

"Good choice," said Mattick.

Bernie and Harry left Mattick's office
together.

Bernie spoke first. "If we're going to work
together, you'll have to give me the lay of the land."

"Any time Bernie."

"Let's meet this evening, say 7:00 PM at
O'Reilly's," Bernie said.

"Sounds good, see you there," Harry said.

***

 


Chapter
33

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Pierre Ducharme covered his head with his
pillow until his alarm clock wound down. The damned alarm clock!
6 AM already!

Pierre's first Research Review Committee
meeting was scheduled for 10 AM. This meeting was especially
important because Professor Harcourt would be in attendance and
Pierre hoped that his recent results would meet with the
Committee's approval. The death of Brown was a serious setback but
clinical trials on subsequent patients were encouraging. Dr. Allen
had toned down his shrill complaints but it was a little early to
claim him as a true supporter of the program. Pierre hoped that a
favourable review would result in the elimination of the
Professor's constraints.

Each of the four patients being treated for
shell shock experienced fewer sleep interruptions and a significant
reduction in hallucinations and nightmares. With an hour to go
before the meeting he wanted to incorporate Kathleen's interview
notes into his report. He searched his briefcase but her report was
not there. He knew he had it last night at home and it was too late
to go back and get it. He looked at the clock, it was 9:15 and he
had to change his report because of the missing information. He
felt a strong sense of foreboding and made two false starts,
neither of which was satisfactory. He began again, he looked at the
clock, it was 9:30.

Moments later, Elvira Bergey came into his
office. "Your review committee is assembled in Professor Harcourt's
conference room and he wants you to come down for coffee," she
said.

Pierre looked up from his paper strewn desk.
"I'm not quite ready I'll be there as soon as I can," he said.

Miss Bergey frowned. "Do you feel well, Dr.
Ducharme? "

Pierre wiped his hand across his forehead and
realized that there were beads of perspiration there. "Please tell
Professor Harcourt I’ll be there shortly. I'd appreciate it if you
would leave now, I have work to do."

Miss Bergey did not take kindly to her
dismissal. She harrumphed, "Very well then." He heard her muttering
to herself as she walked back to her office.

Pierre felt sick because he wasn't ready. He
didn't want to appear before the Committee in his current state of
mind. He crossed the hall to get a syringe and a vial of Optimum
B.

At 9:50 he strode confidently into Professor
Harcourt's conference room. He apologized for the delay. "I had to
incorporate the very latest research results. I know you'll be
delighted."

Pierre presented his report with confidence
and enthusiasm. Each member of the Review Committee responded
favourably to his report and Professor Harcourt beamed.

Professor Harcourt met with Pierre in his
office. "Pierre, I'm pleased with your presentation, the results of
your program are very encouraging. I think it's safe to say that
you may continue your research without further need for my
oversight."

Following his meeting with Professor
Harcourt, Pierre sat at his desk, leaned back and closed his eyes.
Optimum B would be a success and both tenure and international
recognition would follow. A perfect outcome.

He sat in a state of reverie for some time
until he was interrupted by Kathleen. "Dr. Ducharme… Dr.
Ducharme…are you asleep?" She tugged at his sleeve and he opened
his eyes.

Kathleen saw in Pierre's face, the same
faraway look that she saw in the faces of shell shock patients
after treatment with Optimum B.

"Are you all right, Dr. Ducharme?"

"Yes, I'm better than all right, I feel
great," Pierre said.

***

 



Chapter 34

 


Kathleen was at her desk in the lab when the
door opened. "Hi Mickey, you're early. Dr. Ducharme isn't here,
please wait in the examination room, I'll be there in a minute,"
she said.

Vic mixed a new batch of Optimum B in the
fume hood. He poured a milky white solution into a container,
sealed it, and put the reagents back in the cupboard. Kathleen was
part way through the door when Vic spoke to her.

"I just mixed the last batch of Optimum B.
Unless we get a new supply, this will be the last batch for a
while."

She paused at the open door. "I didn't think
our supply was that low. Surely, we have enough for one or two more
weeks."

Vic scratched his head. "I thought so too,
but I've double checked and this is it. I've been very careful and
except for two bad batches there should have been enough. Perhaps I
miscalculated."

Kathleen said. "You'll have to tell Dr.
Ducharme as soon as he comes in."

Vic picked up a folder from the lab bench.
"I'll fill out the order form right away so there's no delay. I
assume we'll get our supply from Johns Hopkins. It took us a month
to get the first batch through customs. Dr. Ducharme had to go to
the customs office and personally certify its use. This could mean
a delay in the program, he won't be happy."

"No use worrying about it, we'll just have to
make adjustments in the program. Double check your batch
calculations so we don't make the same mistake twice," Kathleen
said.

***

 



Chapter 35

 


Mr. Green sat on the examination table across
from the lab and talked with Kathleen. Pierre entered the room and
Mickey Clancy made the introductions.

Kathleen held up a sheet of paper and said,"
I've just completed Mr. Green's medical history."

Pierre waved a syringe and said, "Vic told me
this is the last batch of Optimum B."

"Seems so," Kathleen said.

"Vic must have miscalculated," Pierre
said.

Pierre approached Mr. Green. "I'm Dr.
Ducharme and you are?"

"Mr. Green…" Kathleen reminded him.

Pierre said, "Mr. Green, have you been told
about the treatment?"

Mr. Green nodded.

"We'll get on with it then, no point wasting
time."

Mr. Green said, "The boys at the Institute
say this stuff works real good. If I can get rid of these bloody
shakes, it'll be a godsend."

Pierre returned to the examination room and
asked Mickey Clancy to step outside for a private conversation.

"Mickey, this shortage will put a crimp in
our program. I don't suppose you know of any other sources, the
Institute perhaps?"

Mickey said, "The Institute has a small
supply, not enough to do what you need."

"This shortage will be a real setback. If I
can't continue regular treatment for those already in the program,
I might have to start all over again," Pierre said.

Mickey leaned against the wall. "I know there
are other sources of opium in Montréal but I'm not sure that
they're strictly legal."

Pierre's eyes brightened. "Even a temporary
supply would help. I'll take the risk and be very grateful. I can't
afford another setback, I must have raw opium."

Mr. Green appeared in the doorway of the
examination room. " Mr. Clancy, are we ready to go?"

"In a minute Mr. Green, go back inside and
I'll be with you as soon as we finish our conversation."

Pierre said, "How long before you'll know
whether or not I can be supplied?"

"Give me a day or two, I'll be in touch,"
Mickey said.

***

 


Chapter
36

Port of Montréal

 


Luc Marois, Bouvette's undercover cop,
returned to the Port on his first shift after two days off. Prior
to that, he worked five night shifts, investigating suspected
bootleg rum shipments from Jamaica. He went to the Port Police
office to meet with Ian English. He was especially careful not to
tip anyone off about his undercover role. He couldn't just walk
into Ian English's office because that would raise questions.
Instead, he walked by the office, cleared his throat and used a
prearranged hand signal to get Ian's attention. He went to the
men's room and waited in a stall with the door closed until he
heard the outer door open. He stepped out and stood next to Ian in
front of the wash basins.

"What's up?" Ian asked, and took out a
comb.

"I need some background on an employee."

"What's his name?" Ian ran the comb through
his hair.

"Landry, Bernie Landry, works with
Mattick."

"Anything specific?"

"The usual, when did he start, where did he
come from, where does he live, and anything else you have."

"When do you need it?"

"No rush, in a few days."

The door opened and another Port cop walked
in. "Hello Ryan, how's that new baby?" Ian said.

"Growing like a weed."

Luc Marois quietly slipped away.

***

 


Chapter
37

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Kathleen was at her desk and looked up when
she heard Vic Pratt clear his throat.

"Kathleen, may I speak with you?" Vic
asked.

"Yes, Vic, please sit down."

Vic looked around but there was no chair
available.

Kathleen's corner of the lab was furnished
with a rickety desk, a paint mottled chair, and a galvanized pail
that served as a wastebasket.

Vic searched the lab for another chair. He
found one across the hall and carried it back to Kathleen's
desk.

Vic began, "May I speak to you in
confidence."

Kathleen nodded.

"Pierre blames me for the Optimum B
shortage."

"You mean Dr. Ducharme?" Kathleen said.

She avoided Pierre's given name and
discouraged others from doing so.

Kathleen's admonition sailed right over Vic's
head. "I've confirmed the opium shortage, and I think I know what's
happened."

"Dr. Ducharme is quite upset about it,"
Kathleen replied.

"He's blaming me!" Vic said.

"Why do you say that?" Kathleen asked.

"When he talks about the shortage of Optimum
B he always looks at me. What else can I think?"

"I don't think he blames you. He trusts
you."

"I have my own suspicions about where it's
gone," Vic said.

"Meaning what?" Kathleen asked.

"Meaning that we received six vials from
Johns Hopkins two weeks ago and now there are none. We have an
occasional failed batch but, until recently, the program used one
vial per week. Now we seem to be using twice that, "Vic said.

"I'm sure Dr. Ducharme will provide you with
an explanation, if you ask him," Kathleen said.

"I have asked him and he doesn't want to talk
about it." Vic said.

"I'm not sure what I can do," Kathleen said.
She picked up a research paper and pretended busyness.

Vic pursued an explanation."You know him
better than I do," Vic said, and studied Kathleen's face.

"Perhaps I've known him longer then you have
but I don't have any special influence with him," Kathleen said,
finessing Vic's assumption.

Vic persisted. "Have you noticed his
behaviour these past few weeks?"

Kathleen picked up a pencil and rolled it
between her thumb and forefinger.

"Dr. Ducharme is probably under a lot of
stress. The program isn't going as well as he would like and the
shortage of Optimum B is a big worry. Professor Harcourt is not
happy about some aspects of the program and is pressuring Dr.
Ducharme. His tenure will be up for review this spring. He has a
lot on his mind," Kathleen replied.

"He may have a lot on his mind. However
there's another explanation," Vic said.

"Oh!" Kathleen said with feigned surprise.
"Perhaps you'd better tell me what you think it is."

Vic grimaced at the hint of sarcasm. He
continued. "I think he's injecting himself with Optimum B and
that's why we have the shortage," Vic said.

Kathleen's eyes narrowed. "That's a very
irresponsible thing to say," she warned.

"It's the truth, I've seen him do it," Vic
said, and stood behind his chair.

"You mean you've spied on him?" Kathleen
said.

Vic placed both hands on the back of his
chair and leaned forward. "I came here for a confidential
conversation, Kathleen. I mean Dr. Ducharme no harm and I didn't
spy on him. Several nights ago I worked late. I needed a new lab
procedure and I went to his office to get it. I found him lying on
the floor with a syringe stuck in his arm. He was out cold. I
removed the syringe, picked him up and laid him on his couch. I
left the lab before he woke up. You're the first person I've told
this to."

Kathleen took a deep breath and expelled it
in one long sigh. She looked at Vic and placed her elbows on the
desk.

Kathleen steepled her hands and looked at
Vic. "If what you say is true, it's very serious."

"Somebody ought to do something, that's why I
came to you," Vic said.

"I don't have any easy answers. Let me give
it some thought," Kathleen said.

Vic picked up the chair. "I never imagined
I'd be in a situation like this," he said as he carried the chair
away.

"Neither did I," Kathleen said.

***

 


Chapter
38

Montreal

 


Linda Ducharme heard Pierre in the kitchen.
Dishes clattered and chair legs scraped across the floor. She knew
he would prefer to leave the house without speaking to her.
However, Linda decided it was time to confront him.

Pyjama-clad and barefoot, she hurried
downstairs to catch him before he escaped.

Pierre stood with his back to her, and gulped
down the last of his coffee.

"Do you have a minute?" she asked.

He flinched and turned around. "You’re up
early, anything wrong?"

"We've got to talk, Pierre."

"I've got to get to the lab. Let’s talk this
evening."

"We need to talk now."

"Now is not a good time."

"It's a good time for me."

"Can't it wait?"

"No!"

"I've got to go."

Pierre reached for the door latch and Linda
shouted after him. "If you go out that door, don't be surprised if
Virgil and I aren't here when you get home."

Pierre stopped and turned to face her. He
forced an audible, exasperated sigh.

Her eyes brimmed. "I can't take this any
longer. You're never home, you're uncommunicative, what's wrong
with you?"

Pierre spread his arms and attempted an
explanation. "It's my research program, it's not going well. I'm
under a great deal of stress. Please don't become another
burden."

"Burden! When did I become a burden? Heavens,
Pierre, listen to what you're saying."

Pierre grabbed his briefcase and said, "I've
got to go."

Without looking at Linda, he walked out and
slammed the door behind him.

Linda collapsed in a chair, put her head on
the table and cried.

A tiny hand grasped her shoulder.

"What's wrong mommy?"

"Nothing, nothing wrong, I hurt my finger,
kiss it and make it better," she said. She held out her finger, and
begged her son's healing powers.

Linda walked to the cupboard. "What do you
want for breakfast?"

Virgil crawled up on the chair at the kitchen
table and said, "Oatmeal with brown sugar?"

Linda reached into the cupboard to retrieve
the bag of oatmeal. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand.
"We're going to have a very special day today. We're going to take
a long trip on the train and visit Grandma Holt."

***

 


Chapter
39

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Kathleen walked into Pierre's office but he
didn't immediately react to her presence. After much agonizing, she
finally summoned the courage to confront him. He appeared
preoccupied, even distracted. Suddenly, he hurled a sheaf of papers
across the room. Kathleen was startled by his sudden explosion and
wondered whether or not this was the time and place to have a
difficult conversation.

When the last piece of paper fluttered to the
floor, Pierre took a crumpled note from his shirt pocket, opened it
and read it. He crushed it and put it back in his pocket. He
exhaled through clenched teeth.

Kathleen picked up the scattered pages and
placed them back on his desk.

He startled and looked at her and his ears
reddened. "Thank you, Miss Matthews, I apologize for my
outburst."

His face was thinner than she remembered, and
creased with worry lines.

"What's wrong Dr. Ducharme?"

"When I got home last night, I found this
note on the kitchen counter." He retrieved the crumpled paper and
passed to Kathleen.

Kathleen read the note with growing
embarrassment.

"Linda left me. She took Virgil with her,
she's gone to her mother's."

Kathleen placed the note on his desk. He
looked at her and she felt obliged to say something. "I'm so sorry
Dr. Ducharme."

"May I speak frankly, Dr. Ducharme?"

"What's on your mind!" There was anger in his
voice.

"Perhaps this is not a good time…"

Pierre shrugged and set his jaw, "It's as
good a time as any, what's on your mind?"

"I don't feel comfortable, I'll come back
later."

Pierre looked annoyed. "Go ahead, you have my
permission. Speak your mind."

Kathleen took a deep breath. She rehearsed it
so many times in the last two days that it came out in a rush. "I
think you should stop injecting yourself with our drug
formulations."

Pierre scowled. He leaned forward and spat
his words. "This research program is very important to me and,
whether you believe it or not, I do know what I'm doing. It's my
job to ensure there won't be any more problems. Trust me Miss
Matthews, everything will turn out just fine."

Kathleen's face reddened and she felt
embarrassed but she continued, "It's a very risky practice. There
are better ways to ensure safety."

Pierre's face turned beet red. "Now that
you've had your say, Miss Matthews, you may leave."

Kathleen opened her mouth to reply but
changed her mind. She bit her lip and left.

***

 


Chapter
40

Montréal Police HQ

 


"Hi Gina, did the chief want to see me?"

"Yes, Danny, walk right in, he's
waiting."

Chief Lévesque knocked the ash off his cigar
and vigorously waved his hand to clear away the smoke.

Danny asked, "What's up?"

"It's about that Cape Breton fugitive," the
chief replied.

"Something new?" Danny asked.

The chief looked at Danny. "TJ Matthews
arrived in town a few days ago and he dropped by yesterday to ask
about our progress. He didn't have an appointment and I didn't have
a lot of time for him but I did promise to meet him again tomorrow.
He told me you met with his daughter and she appreciated your
attention. I just want to catch up with you so that when I meet
with him I'll have more to say."

The chief retrieved his cigar, rolled it
between his fingers, drew down, blew smoke, and looked at
Danny.

Danny took out his notebook. "As you know, I
met with her and,…" Danny looked up. "… by the way, she's a lovely
young woman."

The chief wiggled his bushy eyebrows and
Danny blushed.

Danny looked at his notes. "I gave her my
card. I told her to call if she needed us. She has a telephone in
her apartment, so that's a good thing. I didn't have much
information about the fugitive when I spoke with her but I promised
to meet with her again and bring her up to date."

"Has our man at the port come up with
anything?"

"We got a lead on a guy named Bernie Landry
who showed up at the port about the same time as this fugitive went
missing. Our undercover man made some inquiries. There wasn't much
information on his file. We're trying to trace his whereabouts but
so far, no luck."

"Do you think it's the guy they're looking
for?"

"Can't say, not enough information. I sent
bulletins around the department so that our people will be on the
lookout. We have a fairly good description of him. It roughly
matches that of the man the Cape Breton police are looking for but
it would also match a dozen other guys who work at the Port. I'll
be glad when police departments across the country start taking
photographs of these guys."

"What do I tell Matthews when he drops by
tomorrow?"

"Tell him we're on the case and we have a
promising lead but, so far, it doesn't look like he's in
Montréal."

"Thanks Danny. That's not much, but it helps.
I know you have your hands full with our own files. Anything new on
the West End Gang?"

"They're getting into the opium business.
We're starting to see it on the street among our local population.
We haven't yet figured out how they're getting it or where it's
coming from but I expect our undercover man will help us in that
regard."

Danny shifted forward in his chair. "Anything
else Chief?"

"I think we've covered it. Should I tell
Matthews that you'll meet with his daughter again to reassure her?"
The chief did his eyebrow thing again.

Danny stood and said, "Yes, you can tell him
that."

When Danny passed through Gina's office, she
looked at him and winked. Eavesdropper, Danny thought.

***

 


Chapter
41

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Kathleen stopped at the Café Du Parc on her
way to the lab. She ordered a cup of coffee and a piece of toast.
Yesterday's confrontation with Dr. Ducharme bothered her. I know
it offended him but it had to be said.

She anticipated Pierre's arrival and looked
out the window every ten minutes. She hoped to see him walking
across the campus. Forty minutes later she saw him leave the
sidewalk and approach the Medical Building. She waited for fifteen
minutes, went to his office and knocked on the door.

"Come in, it's unlocked," Pierre said.

Pierre had his back to the door.

"Good morning," she said. Her tone of voice
was correct but a touch frosty.

At the sound of her voice, he turned around.
"What can I…" He stopped in mid-sentence when he saw her dour
expression.

She stood with her hands folded. "Our last
conversation ended rather abruptly and I thought I should come and
see you."

Pierre spread his hands and said, "Yes, I
remember. Perhaps I reacted to your advice out of anger. I believe
you meant well, Miss Matthews."

"I meant well but perhaps it wasn't a good
time."

A flush crept across his cheeks and he
cleared his throat. "It was as good a time as any Miss
Matthews."

"I didn't mean to offend you Dr.
Ducharme."

"No offense taken. I believe you meant well,
Miss Matthews, however, whether you believe it or not, I do know
what I'm doing."

He's definitely offended and this
conversation is going nowhere.

"Perhaps I was mistaken."

"Is quite alright, Miss Matthews. I'm quite
busy now, did you have anything else you wished to discuss with
me?"

"Nothing else," Kathleen said, leaning
towards the exit.

"Thank you for stopping by, Miss Matthews.
I've got a busy day ahead of me and I must get to work."

He looked away from her and picked up a
nearby research paper.

Kathleen shrugged and left his office. She
had a very uneasy feeling in the pit of her stomach. Her dream of
becoming a medical doctor seemed more wispy than ever.



***

 


Chapter
42

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


"Dr. Ducharme," Mickey Clancy said, in a
voice just loud enough to attract attention. Pierre released the
handle on the front door and turned around.

"Hello Mickey, I'm on my way to a
meeting."

"This won't take long, perhaps we should talk
outside," Mickey said.

They stood at the bottom of the steps, off to
one side. "I've been in touch with someone who will provide you
with the medication you're looking for," Mickey said.

"It couldn't have come at a better time.
Without more Optimum B, our program is hanging by a thread," Pierre
replied.

Mickey looked around and, when he was sure he
would not be overheard, he said, "I've told my man that you could
meet him this evening at O'Reilly's."

"I won't be able to get away from the lab
until after six so I can't be there until 7:00 PM at the earliest,"
Pierre replied.

"Let's say 7:30 PM. I'll be there to make the
introductions," Mickey said.

***

 


Chapter
43

O'Reilly's Tavern, Montréal

Bernie Landry and Harry Sweeney sat at the
bar, sipped Guinness and watched O'Reilly work the tap handle.
Sweeney liked the way O'Reilly topped off his Guinness with a
perfect head. Harry drank his Guinness and kept an eye on the
door.

The regulars at O'Reilly's were a hodgepodge
of opposites, good and bad, young and old, drunk and sober. Thanks
to O'Reilly's political connections, and a little help from Gunny
Ryan, it was one of the very few places in Montreal where men and
women could drink and mix socially. For men and women raised in the
hurly-burly of Montréal street life, O'Reilly's offered fun,
companionship, and, for those who could afford it, a night on the
town.

Sweeney nudged Bernie when two men appeared
in the doorway. Harry took a mouthful of Guinness and stood up. The
shorter of the two men smiled, doffed his cap and walked towards
him. He was followed by a well-dressed, distinguished looking man
with a well trimmed moustache. Bernie remained seated and studied
each man carefully.

Sweeney wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand. "Mickey, always good to see you," he said, shaking Mickey's
hand. Sweeney stepped to one side and gestured to Bernie." My
friend here is Bernie Landry, we work together."

Mickey shook Bernie's hand and said, "I'd
like you to meet…"

The man standing beside Mickey gave a nudge
and a light shake of his head.

Mickey nodded at the man and continued."
Let's just call him my friend."

Sweeney shook Pierre's hand and said, "My
pleasure friend, let's sit down and do some business."

Sweeney turned to O'Reilly and said, "Mickey
will have a Guinness, what about you my friend?" Mickey's friend
nodded and said, "The same."

They walked to an empty table. Bernie sat to
one side, and played the watchful observer.

Sweeney said. "Mickey has told me what you
want. I don't need to know why you want it. I just need to know how
much and when."

Mickey's 'friend' looked around, placed his
elbow on the table and partially hid his face. He spoke barely
above a whisper, "I need raw opium, the purer the better. I'm
looking for a half kilogram. If you can't deliver that much, I'll
take whatever I can get."

Harry leaned towards him, and mocked his
conspiratorial posture, "I can deliver whatever you need," he
whispered.

"What about payment, shall I pay you now?" he
asked, reaching into his pocket, pulling out a large wad of
bills.

Bernie's eyes widened when he saw the size of
the man's bankroll. This guy's loaded.

Sweeney laughed, a little too loudly for
Mickey's comfort. "Put your money away, boyo. When you take the
goods, I'll take your money."

Mickey's 'friend' blushed and quickly
pocketed his money. "I can take delivery at any time. Tell Mickey
where, when, and how much, and I'll be there."

Harry tapped the table with his forefinger,
"We'll meet here, I'll let Mickey know."

Mickey's 'friend' left O'Reilly's and Mickey,
Bernie and Harry stayed behind.

"Who's the mystery man?" Bernie asked.

"That's Dr. Ducharme, he's doing medical
research at McGill," Mickey said.

"Is he a drug user?" Sweeney asked.

"I don't know. They've exhausted their opium
supply. He uses the opium for experiments in the treatment of
mental illness," Mickey replied.

"Judging by the wad he's carrying, he must be
a rich man," Bernie said.

"It's family money, his wife is loaded. Her
father is William Holt, a rich lumber merchant from Ottawa. They
live in a fancy house near the McGill campus," Mickey replied.

"Not our usual clientele but I'm sure we can
provide him with what he needs," Bernie replied.

Mickey turned to Sweeney and said, "Could you
spare me a private minute." Sweeney looked at Bernie and Bernie
nodded.

When they returned, Mickey said to Bernie,
"I'm just helping this man get his research done. I've been out of
the pen for three years now. I'm clean and I plan to stay that
way."

Bernie nodded.

Mickey drained his glass and said, "I've got
to be going, you can deal directly with Dr. Ducharme from here
on."

When Bernie and Sweeney were alone, Bernie
said, "There's something about Ducharme that doesn't sit well with
me. Are you sure we should be doing business with someone like
that? It's not our usual clientele."

Sweeney said, "He's got money, that's all
Gunny cares about. Can you take care of O'Reilly, I'm a little
short."

"Yes, I've got money. You go ahead I'll see
you tomorrow."

Bernie walked to the bar and caught
O'Reilly's attention. He took money from his pocket and paid the
eighty-five cent tab. Before he put the money back in his pocket,
he didn't like the feel of it. This amount of money was far too
small to give him a real kick. Soon, he hoped, he would fatten it
up. The cash he brought from the Magdalen Islands was just about
gone and his cut from gang activities was meagre. Mattick was
pleased with the growth in the drug business and he promised Bernie
better days ahead.

***

 


Chapter
44

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Elvira Bergey gripped a small penknife,
sharpened three pencils and placed a notepad beside the pencils.
She tucked her chin, chicken-like, admiring the layout with a
pinch-nose smile.

At 9:15 Professor Harcourt hurried in. Miss
Bergey looked up and offered a cheerful, "Good morning, Professor
Harcourt."

He grunted, "Unnhunnhun" and went into his
office. Miss Bergey sighed. Another day on the job, two years of
grunt and run, waiting for a word, a smile, a sign. She went to the
cabinet and carried a sheaf of papers to her desk. Yesterday's work
was today's work and, for that matter, it could be tomorrow's work
for all anyone knew or cared.

At 9:40, Dr. Greg Allen burst through the
door. "Is he in?" he asked.

Miss Bergey hated unscheduled arrivals no
matter who they were. Over the years, gate keeping became one of
the things she perfected. She stiffened and said. "Do you have an
appointment?"

'Kitty-bar-the-door' was a familiar game to
Allen. He stopped in front of her desk bent low and brought his
face close to hers. "Miss Bergey, you, of all people, know that I
don't have an appointment. I'm here to see Professor Harcourt
…now…if you don’t mind."

Elvira cringed. "Yes… Dr. Allen… right away."
She launched herself and, with as much dignity as she could muster,
she tapped gently on Professor Harcourt's door.

Allen blew past her and, as soon as he put
one foot on the plush carpet in Harcourt's office, he triggered
both barrels, "Davis, you must do something about this so-called
research program of Ducharme's."

Elvira Bergey quietly closed the door. She
hovered nearby with her ear cocked so as not to miss anything.

 


***

 


Harcourt was taken aback by Allen's
shoot-first approach. "Take it easy Greg, what's the problem
now?"

Allen ignored Harcourt's sarcastic tone.
"He's got seven of my patients in a mess, that's my problem, or
better yet, that's one of my problems."

"Sit down Greg," Harcourt gestured. Allen
ignored him and continued to pace back and forth in front of his
desk.

Harcourt stood. "Take it easy Greg, we're a
few months into the program, this is a long-term study, the early
results are encouraging."

"They may be encouraging to you but not to
me."

"What do you mean?" Harcourt walked to the
other side of his office, to put some distance between himself and
Greg Allen.

"We're not curing anybody, it's quackery.
We're creating a bunch of drug addicts," Allen said, closing the
distance.

"Surely that's an exaggeration," Harcourt
said, and stepped back.

"Not so! Two hours before their daily
injection they're bouncing off the walls and bothering hell out of
my staff."

"Calm down Greg. We'll deal with this."

"You were supposed to deal with it after the
death of Brown. Brown's father is a member of Parliament. He's
raising a ruckus and my board is amplifying his concern."

Harcourt gestured to a chair. "For goodness
sake sit down! The way you jump around is making me nervous."

Greg Allen dropped into the chair. "I think
you need to shut this program down."

Harcourt sat beside him and tapped the arm of
his chair. "The Army Medical Corps has been greatly encouraged by
our results."

"That so! What have you told them?"

"You're on Ducharme's Review Committee. We
told them the same thing we told you."

"The Review Committee hasn't met for a month.
They're not up to date. What I've seen these past few weeks tells
me that Ducharme's theory of threshold limits is pure unadulterated
hogwash."

"Come on Greg, let's not lose perspective
here. This is a scientific research program subjected to all the
rigours of science."

"That's not true, Davis. Dr. Ducharme is on
the wrong track and you know it. I want you to schedule an
extraordinary meeting of the committee and invite Ducharme to
explain his poor results," Allen said.

Harcourt threw his hands in the air. "All
right…all right…Greg! I'll schedule an extraordinary meeting of the
Review Committee. Other than you and I, the other members the
committee will want to know why. What do I tell them?"

"Tell them that Dr. Greg Allen representing
the Montréal Neurological Institute has expressed some concerns.
No, not some concerns, deep concerns, over the results and
direction of Ducharme's Research Program."

"If I do that, you can expect some of them to
get in touch with you or me seeking an explanation."

"If they contact you, ask them to get in
touch with me. I'll give them an earful," Greg Allen said.

***

 



Chapter 45

 


Pierre wore the same clothes for the past two
days. He came to work earl, sat at his desk, and doodled, lost in
thought. He read the crumpled note for the umpteenth time.

Gone to mother's. Virgil is with me.

Linda.

Linda's departure was a shock and he was just
beginning to feel its full impact. He extended his arm across the
desk and swept everything onto the floor.

He went downstairs to the lab and found the
pharmaceutical storage cabinet. He took out his key and removed a
vial of Optimum B. He passed Harcourt's office on his way back and
with a quick sideways glance he saw Elvira Bergey watching him. He
opened his office door and, before he entered, he saw Miss Bergey
scuttle into Harcourt's office. What's she up to?

It didn't take him long to find out. He heard
her click-clack on the hardwood floor. He quickly shoved the
paraphernalia into his briefcase and sat at his desk. He fashioned
his most insincere smile, and watched the door. She didn't bother
to knock. The door popped open and she said, "Professor Harcourt
wants to see you, immediately."

He cleared his throat. "I'll be there in a
minute."

Miss Bergey looked at the mess on the floor,
tut- tutted, and stared at Pierre.

Pierre barked, "I'll be there!"

Miss Bergey flinched, turned around and
left.

Ten minutes later Pierre slouched into the
Dean's office.

"My God Pierre, you look a mess," Harcourt
said.

"I've been working late on my research
program," Pierre said.

"That's what I want to talk about," Harcourt
said.

"I'm having a very busy day, can we postpone
this conversation?" Pierre asked.

"No, we can't!" Harcourt said, sizing up
Pierre.

Pierre was taken aback. "Very well then, what
is it?" he asked.

"You'd better sit down, Pierre," Harcourt
said.

"Is it that bad?" Pierre said.

"It won't be fun for either of us" Harcourt
said with a rueful smile.

Pierre sat down, lowered his head, and folded
his hands.

"What's wrong with you?" Harcourt asked.

"It's personal," Pierre said.

"Can you tell me about it?" Harcourt
asked.

Pierre's voice caught in his throat. "Linda
left me, she took our son with her."

Harcourt opened his mouth and closed it
again. After a long pause, he said, "I'm very sorry to hear that
Pierre. You've certainly had your share of problems this year."

Pierre raised his head. "My marriage is
over," Pierre said.

"That's too bad, however, something has come
up and we must discuss your research program."

"Can we discuss it some other time?"

"No, I'm afraid not, it won't wait."

Pierre shrugged and sank further into his
chair.

Harcourt leaned forward and narrowed his
eyes. "Dr. Allen of the Institute came to see me yesterday. He's
very concerned about the program."

"What's his problem now!"

"He believes your approach to shell shock
victims won't work. He thinks the patients you've treated are
addicted to the new medication. He's getting pressure from his
staff and his board. He formally requested an extraordinary meeting
of your Review Committee to discuss it."

Pierre slapped his knee. "We just had a
Review Committee meeting and everything went well. Why do we need
another one?"

"Dr. Allen thinks his concerns are serious
enough to warrant an extraordinary meeting. I happen to agree with
him."

"Have you changed your mind about my
program?"

"I'm on the fence but I can't deny Dr.
Allen's request. There's a close working relationship between the
Institute and the Medical Faculty and I can't afford to jeopardize
that."

"What do you suggest I do?"

"You'll have to appear before the committee
give a report and argue for continuation. I assume you want your
program to continue."

"Yes, certainly, I want my program to
continue. I'm preparing another phase of the program and I need
more time."

"I'm afraid I can't give you more time,
Pierre. This is a formal request from a member of your Review
Committee. It'll take me a few days to arrange the meeting. Why
don't you use the time to improve your results, do some extra work
if necessary?"

"How long do you think I have?"

"You might have four or five days, maybe
longer. I have some flexibility in scheduling the meeting. Four
committee members are nearby. The challenge will be to schedule a
meeting that will suit Doctor Brooke from Johns Hopkins and Colonel
Parton from the Canadian Medical Corps."

"That's not much time if you consider that
I'll have to review the research program, perhaps make some
changes, and prepare a persuasive report."

"How well do you know Dr. Allen?"

"Not very well."

"I don't want to discourage you, but Dr.
Allen thinks your program should be shut down."

Pierre wanted to throw something. "What! Shut
down! I knew he wasn't a big supporter but I didn't think he was
completely opposed."

"He is, and I suggest you find time to speak
with him about it. Otherwise, he's going to come to this meeting
with guns blazing. If your results aren't convincing and the
committee supports him, I'll have no choice but to terminate your
program."

Terminate my program, the man's insane!

"We're making good progress. I can't believe
you'd consider termination based on Dr. Allen's flimsy evidence.
It's not fair!"

"You must admit, there have been serious
problems with your program right from the start."

"I'll admit I've had a few problems but
they've been overcome. Every research program has problems.
Termination seems like such a drastic step under the
circumstances."

"Nevertheless, I'm afraid that's what might
happen unless you produce compelling evidence that convinces a
majority of the Review Committee to support its continuation."

"I've got a lot of work to do, I'd better get
started."

"I'll keep you informed and I'll try to give
you as much time as I can," Harcourt said.

***

 



Chapter 46

 


Kathleen looked intently at the small amount
of white powder on the filter paper on one side of the balance. It
was her third attempt to get the correct weight for an important
test that Vic planned later that morning.
She gripped fine-tipped tweezers and carefully placed a tiny weight
on the other side of the balance. She watched the balance indicator
swing back and forth, seeking equilibrium. She regretted her offer
to help him since she hadn't spent time in the balance room since
second-year chemistry.

She heard the door to the balance room open
and close but didn't look up.

"I have to talk to you, right away," Dr.
Ducharme's voice sounded.

He paced the narrow space behind her.

Kathleen watched the indicator swing to
either side of centre.

Pierre leaned down and spoke close to her
ear, "I need to talk with you, now!"

Kathleen flinched, the balance indicator
swung wildly and a puff of white powder dropped from the scale.
Kathleen swivelled around. "It's taken me thirty minutes to
fine-tune the balance for this weighing. Now, I'll have to start
over."

Pierre's face reddened. "I'm sorry, I just
wasn't thinking."

Kathleen composed herself and said, "What do
you want?"

"I don't want to talk in here. Will you
please come to my office."

"You go ahead and I'll be there as soon as I
clean up." Kathleen said and reached for a cleaning cloth.

She walked into his office, but before she
could say anything, he began. "I just came from a meeting with
Professor Harcourt."

"What happened?"

Pierre rearranged papers on his desk.

"What happened?"

"Doctor Allen of the Institute complained
about our program and wants Professor Harcourt to shut it
down."

"I don't understand, we've just gotten
underway, were getting some good results."

"I agree but Allen's complaint will be
brought before the Review Committee for decision."

"What can you do to head it off?"

"I can't head it off. I have to prepare a
persuasive report for the committee."

"How much time do you have?"

"Not much, the committee will probably meet
next week."

"That's not much time. What would closure
mean?"

"It means your Masters Degree program is in
jeopardy and it could have implications for my tenure at
McGill."

The uneasy feeling that was seeded in the pit
of Kathleen's stomach a few days ago, burst into full bloom. She
took a moment to compose herself. "Do you need my help with your
report?" she asked.

"Yes, I'll need you to compile patient
records and help with the writing."

Pierre looked out the window and then walked
to the other side of the room.

He turned around. "I'm sorry to be the bearer
of bad news, however I'll fight as hard as I can for the program.
"

"If the program is terminated I'll lose my
year and have to start over next fall," she said.

"I'll do everything in my power to see that
it doesn't happen."

"I know you will," she said but, deep down,
she felt her first year of graduate studies slipping away.

He walked to the door and held it open for
her. "I'd better get started on my report to the Committee. You can
go back to the lab and finish what you were doing. We'll talk again
later."

***

 



Chapter 47

 


Kathleen spent long hours at the Institute
and in the lab. She analyzed patient records, drew graphs and made
comparisons. In mid-afternoon of the third day she went upstairs to
give her latest report to Dr. Ducharme. She opened the door to the
third floor and saw Professor Harcourt entering his office. He was
a big man with big hands and she wondered how he managed to be a
surgeon in a previous life.

She entered Pierre's office and saw him
standing in the middle of an untidy mess with a sheaf of loose
papers in his hand. Piles of crumpled paper littered the floor
around his desk. His bookcase was empty and two dozen books lay
open on every available surface. His shirt front was spotted with
ink.

"Is that your report? Is it finished?"
Kathleen asked.

Pierre pulled out a chair and slumped down.
"No, it's not finished but I am."

He passed the report to her and she thumbed
through it. "There's a lot of good work here, Dr. Ducharme. What
will it take to finish it?"

"I'm struggling with the last part," Pierre
replied, and reached for the paper.

"Let's finish it together," she said. She
pulled up a chair. "Let's do this."

Pierre sat beside her and, three hours later,
they had a completed report.

It was a difficult three hours for Kathleen.
Pierre was a nitpicker and things had to be done his way.
Kathleen's suggestions for improvement were met with
counterproposals which meant discussion, and, more often than not,
protracted argument. Pierre argued like a grinding wheel, he wore
you down. It took patience and persuasive arguments to get Pierre
to concede anything. When he latched onto an idea, he was like a
dog with a bone, he wouldn't let go. But for Kathleen's patience,
forbearance and good-humoured encouragement, they would not have
finished the report.

"I'll stay late and make extra copies for the
committee members," Kathleen suggested.

Pierre picked up the finished report and
said, "Do you think this will make any difference? Allen is
determined to kill the program and Harcourt probably regrets giving
my research program the go-ahead. If Allen and Harcourt are against
it, the rest of the committee will go along with them."

"You've worked hard, you're exhausted. Go
home and get some rest. Things will look better in the morning,
"Kathleen said.

"I can't go home. The meeting is tomorrow and
I have yet to prepare a presentation to accompany the report,"
Pierre said, pacing back and forth.

"Why not ask for a postponement," Kathleen
suggested.

"I might as well quit here and now," Pierre
said.

"Tell them that you're too ill to meet,"

"I can't look Harcourt in the eye and tell
him that."

"Then let me do it," Kathleen suggested.

Pierre laughed. "You! He'll eat you
alive."

Suddenly, Pierre stumbled forward and
collapsed.

Kathleen knelt beside him and lifted his
head. He mumbled incoherently. Kathleen helped him onto the sofa.
He sat upright with a dazed look. "I'm beat," he said.

"Get some rest, Dr. Ducharme. Please go
home."

"Perhaps I'd better," Pierre mumbled and
attempted to stand.

"Wait here and I'll go down to the lab and
ask Vic to take you home." Kathleen said.

Kathleen returned with Vic and they helped
Pierre into his coat and hat.

She watched them walk to the exit. Pierre was
unsteady on his feet. Vic walked beside him and held his arm. They
disappeared down the stairway.

Kathleen walked back to Pierre's office and,
along the way, she saw Elvira Bergey at her desk and decided to
ignore Pierre's advice.

***

 



Chapter 48

 


"I must see Professor Harcourt." Kathleen
said.

Elvira Bergey looked up and sniffed. "He's
busy."

Bergey scratched a few words on a
document.

Kathleen read Bergey's nonsense scribbling
upside down and persisted. "I must see him, it's important, it's
about the Review Committee meeting."

"It's late. He can't see you today, maybe
tomorrow," Bergey said.

"Tomorrow is too late. I must see him now,"
Kathleen insisted.

Miss Bergey peered over her glasses at
Kathleen. "The Professor doesn't meet with students. If you have a
problem, see your faculty advisor."

"I'm here on behalf of Dr. Ducharme,"
Kathleen said.

"Surely, he can speak for himself," Bergey
replied.

"He's very ill. Tomorrow's meeting must be
postponed," Kathleen said.

Miss Bergey issued a derisive snort.

Kathleen's anger almost boiled over but, she
chose not to continue the verbal joust. She turned abruptly and
went to Harcourt's door.

Bergey was not prepared for a direct assault.
She bounced out of her chair, and knocked it over. She ran a tight
circuit around her desk. She yelped when she struck her hip on a
sharp corner of the desk. Although determined to block Kathleen's
passage, she was too late.

Kathleen entered Professor Harcourt's inner
sanctum unannounced.

Professor Harcourt looked up in surprise. "Do
you have an appointment, young lady?"

Miss Bergey said. "I'm sorry Professor
Harcourt, she just barged right past me, I couldn't stop her. Shall
I call security?"

"That won't be necessary Miss Bergey, thank
you," Professor Harcourt recognized Kathleen and invited her to be
seated.

Miss Bergey looked daggers at Kathleen,
gritted her teeth and closed the door with a bang.

Professor Harcourt smiled and said, "How is
your father Miss Matthews?"

"He's very well, thank you for asking,"
Kathleen replied.

"I'm told that he'll soon be joining the
McGill Board of Governors," Harcourt said.

"He's very supportive of McGill, particularly
the Faculty of Medicine," Kathleen replied.

"What can I do for you today?" Professor
Harcourt asked.

Kathleen's said, "I apologize, Professor
Harcourt. I know how busy you are and I wouldn't have interrupted
you without a very good reason."

Professor Harcourt nodded, and invited her to
continue.

"Dr. Ducharme has suddenly taken ill. He told
me that he has an important meeting tomorrow but I doubt that he
will be able to attend," Kathleen said.

"I saw him in the hall earlier this afternoon
and he seemed well enough. Is he still here?" Harcourt asked.

"No, he has gone home. I asked someone to go
with him to ensure he gets there safely," Kathleen replied.

"I can't cancel the meeting. The Review
Committee members are already here. Some of them have cancelled
important meetings to be here," Harcourt said.

Kathleen frowned. "I understand it's an
important meeting but surely a postponement is justified under the
circumstances."

Professor Harcourt ignored Kathleen's
suggestion. "Dr. Ducharme promised me a report, do you know whether
or not it is ready?"

"Yes, it's almost complete. Dr. Ducharme was
working on it when he collapsed in his office," Kathleen
explained.

"Where is the report now?" Professor Harcourt
asked.

"It's in his office," Kathleen replied.

"Would you be kind enough to fetch Dr.
Ducharme's report and give it to Miss Bergey. Tell her to make
copies for tomorrow's meeting," Harcourt asked.

"Would the Review Committee proceed without
Dr. Ducharme?" Kathleen asked.

"If necessary," Professor Harcourt
replied.

"I don't feel comfortable going into Dr.
Ducharme's office and taking his report without his permission,"
Kathleen said.

"You have my permission, that should be
sufficient," Harcourt said and shuffled his papers. Kathleen
understood his obvious attempt to bring the conversation to a
close.

"I'm not sure the report is complete,"
Kathleen said.

"Complete or not, give it to Miss Bergey,"
Harcourt ordered.

Kathleen sighed. "Very well, I'll get the
report."

Professor Harcourt picked up his pen and
wrote something on the document in front of him.

Kathleen opened her mouth as if to say
something but remained silent and left the office.

Miss Bergey confronted Kathleen. "Miss
Matthews, your earlier behaviour was rude and disrespectful."

Kathleen ignored the accusation, fashioned an
indulgent smile and replied, "Professor Harcourt wants you to copy
Dr. Ducharme's report for each member of the Review Committee. I'm
going to get it now."

Miss Bergey shifted her position. "I have
plans for this evening, I cannot stay late simply to copy
reports."

Kathleen shrugged and left.

Twenty minutes later, Kathleen brought
Pierre's report to Miss Bergey and dropped it on her desk. She
walked away amid Elvira Bergey's muttered protestations.

***

 


Chapter
49

O'Reilly's, Montréal

 


Bernie walked into O'Reilly's, to find Erin
Clancy. He was disappointed when O'Reilly told him, "She has the
night off, she'll be here tomorrow night."

He ordered a Guinness and sat alone at a
small table in the far corner. It was just past 8:00 PM, and he
watched the regular crowd shuffle in. He worked his second Guinness
and looked around. He saw Mickey Clancy in conversation with
O'Reilly.

O'Reilly looked up and saw Bernie and called
out to him, "Bernie, I want you to meet someone."

"Bernie Landry, I'd like you to meet Mickey
Clancy," O'Reilly said.

Bernie chuckled, "I've already had the
pleasure. It's good to see you again, Mickey."

O'Reilly said, "I didn't know you had already
met. I guess Erin must have introduced you."

Bernie looked confused. "No, it wasn't
Erin."

Mickey clapped his hand on Bernie's shoulder.
"Erin has told me all about you."

Bernie's confusion turned to embarrassment.
"I don't understand." He scratched his cheek.

"I'm Erin's brother," Mickey said with a
laugh.

With two pints of Guinness under his belt, it
took Bernie a few seconds to make the connection.
"Erin...yes...Erin...you're her brother?"

Mickey laughed. "The very same."

"I've only known Erin for a little while and,
sorry to say, she hasn't mentioned you," Bernie said.

An awkward silence passed between them.

Mickey's ears turned red and he looked at his
feet, "When I was a lot younger, I got in with the wrong crowd and
spend a few years in the pen. My family, including Erin, were
embarrassed. They still have difficulty with it even though it was
years ago. I'm happy to say that Erin and I have reconciled and
we're as close as ever we were,"

Bernie said, "Erin is a charming young woman,
she's a lot of fun to be around,"

Mickey replied, "I agree with you there. Erin
tells me that you work at the Port."

"I worked there for a few weeks but I don't
work there anymore. Where do you work?" Bernie asked.

"I work as an attendant at the Montréal
Neurological Institute," Mickey replied.

"What do they do there?" Bernie asked.

"It's a hospital that specializes in brain
injuries and mental problems," Mickey said.

"An attendant? Is that like a nurse, or
something?" Bernie inquired.

Mickey smiled. "Something like that. We make
sure that our patients aren't a threat to themselves or other
people. It's like a combination of guard and a nurse. I like the
work, it's never boring."

Mickey picked up his mug and swallowed the
last mouthful. "I have an early start tomorrow, I'd better go. Good
night, Bernie, see you later Kevin."

When the door closed, O'Reilly said to
Bernie, "If you ever need a friend, Mickey Clancy is your man."

Bernie's expression begged an
explanation.

O'Reilly leaned across the bar, his face not
ten inches from Bernie's. "He's made his mistakes but he's learned
from them. He's a straight shooter. If he hadn't gotten himself
into trouble, he was headed for the priesthood. His trial and
imprisonment broke his mother's heart but to his credit he's made
up for it. We Irish are very proud of the way he's turned his life
around."

O'Reilly offered Bernie his third Guinness
but Bernie waved him off.

***

 



Chapter 50

 


Bernie was about to leave O'Reilly's when,
the door swung open and Gunny and Sissy walked in.

"Well now boyo, good to see you," Gunny said.
Bernie felt embarrassed because Gunny had forgotten his name.

Sissy came to his rescue, "Hello, Bernie, are
you leaving? Why don't you stick around?"

Gunny picked up the refrain, "Yes Bernie,
stick around."

Sissy looped her arm through Bernie's and
walked with him to the bar.

"The usual?" O'Reilly asked, and reached for
the Jameson. He grabbed two shot glasses and filled them.

Gunny tossed back the Jameson and banged his
glass on the bar with an ostentatious ahhhhhh.

Gunny looked at O'Reilly and said, "We've got
to talk…privately."

O'Reilly nodded towards the far end of the
bar. He invited two men to move along. Gunny sat down and O'Reilly
leaned in.

Sissy turned to Bernie and said, "I guess
it's just you and me, Bernie." She picked up the Jameson and poured
two drinks. She slid one to Bernie and, as they walked to a table,
she said, "I haven't seen you around the club, Bernie, where have
you been?"

"I'm not working at the port any longer and I
don't have much occasion to go to the club," Bernie replied.

"Not even to see me?" Sissy said.

Bernie's pulse raced at Sissy's response. He
recognized the danger and he finessed his reply. "I'm happy to see
you now," he said. He kept a wary eye on the two men at the other
end of the bar.

"What brings you to O'Reilly's tonight?"
Sissy asked.

"I like to come here once in a while. I like
it here, the people are interesting," Bernie replied.

Sissy lifted her glass to offer a toast and
Bernie caught the flash of her bracelet. "Judging by that bracelet
on your wrist, Sissy, I'd say you like diamonds."

Sissy pulled back her sleeve to show off the
bracelet. Bernie leaned over and Sissy showed it off. She swivelled
her wrist and he saw flashes of light reflected from the silver
band and the facets of the large diamonds.

"It's a gift, from Gunny," she said, she
released the clasp and placed the bracelet in Bernie's outstretched
hand.

Bernie ran his fingers over the bracelet, he
felt the facets of the diamonds and traced the ornately carved
pattern. He knew it was once a precious family heirloom, the proud
possession of Louisa Matthews. He examined the inner surface and
recognized the Tiffany symbol and the partially erased inscription.
He studied the bracelet in the fog of a half-remembered scene.
Grace Manion in the beach house, dancing about with the bracelet on
her wrist.

"Hello, hello." Sissy's voice interrupted his
concentration and Bernie looked at her.

She asked, "Do you like it?"

"Huh?" Bernie grunted, and passed the
bracelet back to her.

"The bracelet, do you like it?" Sissy asked,
again.

"Yes, it's beautiful, do you know where Gunny
got it?" Bernie asked.

"He has a friend, Amos Pickett, he owns a
pawn shop. Whenever Amos gets something interesting he calls Gunny.
I went to Amos' shop with Gunny and picked it out." Sissy placed
the bracelet on her wrist and closed the clasp.

"I'd like to get something special for my
mother. Do you know the address of the pawn shop?" Bernie
asked.

"It's not far from here, just a few blocks, a
ten minute walk. When you leave here turn left, walk three blocks
until you come to Peel Street, walk left on Peel for another two
blocks. You can't miss it. It has three fake gold balls above the
door. The proprietor's name is Amos Pickett, with two t's."

"Another drink?" Bernie asked Sissy.

"No, I've just about had it, I'm really
tired," Sissy replied.

Gunny and O'Reilly continued their
conversation and Sissy approached them. Bernie watched as Sissy
tapped Gunny on the shoulder to get his attention. Gunny waved her
away and a dejected-looking Sissy walked back to Bernie.

"He's not ready to leave. He wants you to
take me home. He can be a real jerk sometimes," Sissy said to a
surprised-looking Bernie.

Bernie took his coat from the back of the
chair and walked Sissy to the door. He caught Gunny's eye and
shrugged his shoulders. Gunny waved him on and turned back to
O'Reilly.

When they stepped out onto the sidewalk,
Bernie asked, "Where to?" Sissy made a sharp right turn and Bernie
caught up with her.

"How far?" Bernie asked.

"About six blocks, fifteen minutes," Sissy
replied. She wrapped her coat around her to ward off the chill.

"What's so important that Gunny couldn't take
time to take you home?" Bernie asked, taking a risk by asking the
question.

"Darned if I know. He does it all the time.
I've learned not to ask questions."

"Do you live alone?" Bernie asked.

"My sister lives with me, she's expecting a
baby. She'll be asleep by now, she sleeps like a log," Sissy
replied. She looped her arm through Bernie's and snuggled closer as
they walked to her apartment building.

"There it is up ahead on the right. The
building with the wrought iron railing," Sissy said, and pointed to
a three-story red brick building.

"I live on the bottom floor, Apartment 1B,"
Sissy said when they reached the steps.

"Good night. I'll wait until you're safely
inside," Bernie said.

"Do you want to come in for a cup of tea?
It's cold and it might warm you up on your way home," Sissy said,
and gestured towards the door. She rummaged in her purse and looked
for her key.

"You're sure? I wouldn't want to wake your
sister," Bernie replied.

"Come in. My sister sleeps in a separate
bedroom far away from mine. You could fire a cannon and not wake
her up. Besides, Gunny often stays overnight and my sister knows
enough to stay in her room," Sissy said. She turned the key and
opened the door.

Sissy turned on a light and Bernie found
himself in an alcove. The kitchen was on his left at the end of a
long hallway that led to the bedrooms at the back of the apartment.
While Sissy poked at the fire and put the kettle on, Bernie looked
around the kitchen. The sink was set in a counter under a window
that overlooked the street. It was flanked by cupboards on either
side. Four sturdy wooden chairs bordered the kitchen table. The
alcove light cast a faint glow, and barely illuminated their faces.
They sat at the table, drank tea and ate biscuits.

"I'd better go," Bernie said, and reached for
his coat.

"Why not stay a little longer so we can get
to know each other better," Sissy said.

"It's late, I've got an early start
tomorrow," Bernie said. He conjured up a vision of an irate Gunny
Ryan beating him to death with a lead pipe as Sissy looked on.
Maybe she'd weep, maybe not.

Bernie rose from his seat. Sissy put her hand
on his shoulder and encouraged him to sit down. "Just stay there
for a minute I'll be right back," she said.

Bernie heard Sissy in the adjacent bedroom.
Moments later, she flowed into the kitchen in a gossamer-thin
nightgown.

It was clear to Bernie, even in the faint
glow of the nightlight, that Sissy was naked beneath the gown.
Familiar urges took over. He opened his arms and, in two quick
steps, Sissy landed in his lap and kissed him. She took him by the
hand and led him into her bedroom. Bernie had enough experience
with women to know that Sissy was a very experienced lover. His
masculine pride and arrogance led him to believe that he knew more
about lovemaking than any woman. However, Sissy slowed the pace,
stretched it out, teased him and pleased him in ways he never
thought possible.

He lay quietly with her beside him. Soon she
was asleep. Bernie lay awake, he looked at the ceiling and thought.
If Gunny finds out, it's curtains. Is somebody waiting
outside?

He bounded out of bed, snatched up his
clothes, dressed in the kitchen and crept out. As far as he could
tell, he was alone. The night sky promised dawn when he crawled
into his own bed and fell asleep.

***
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The next morning, Bernie thought the
encounter with Sissy was doubly beneficial. Not only did he enjoy
his time in bed with Sissy but her bracelet gave a solid link to
Slocum and Rafferty.

He stumbled from bed and went to the
bathroom. Because he was late, he left without shaving. He walked
along Peel Street and soon stood in front of Amos Pickett's
shop.

A brass bell announced his entry. A dumpy,
balding man, in a lime green vest, scuttled through a beaded
curtain behind the counter.

"Welcome, welcome, Amos Pickett is my name,"
he said, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. He spoke
in a rasping, squeaky voice, like a mouse with laryngitis.

"This shop was recommended to me by my
friend, Gunny Ryan," Bernie said.

"Mister Ryan, yes, yes, an important man,
yes, important. How may I help you, mister…"

"Let’s just say that I'm a good friend of
Gunny Ryan and leave it at that," Bernie said.

Pickett coughed and rubbed the back of his
neck. He cleared his throat and repeated, "How may I help you?"

"I wanted to see some jewellery. I'm buying a
Christmas gift for my mother," Bernie said. He pointed to a display
case on the counter.

"Yes, we do love our mothers. If you’ll give
me a moment, I have some fine pieces to show you. For special
customers, such as yourself, I keep my best pieces in the back,"
Pickett said. He disappeared behind the beaded curtain.

Seconds later, Pickett appeared with a wooden
case under his arm. He opened the case and Bernie stepped forward
to take a closer look. The exquisitely finished case was divided
into several velvet lined sections, each contained a selection of
rings, bracelets, necklaces, brooches and pendants.

Pickett angled the case with practiced
artistry and the jewels and precious metals glittered. Bernie
appraised several pieces, turned them over and studied the
inscriptions. He recognized several pieces from Louisa Matthews'
collection.

"This is a very impressive collection,"
Bernie said.

"Yes, I have a network of suppliers who deal
only with me," Pickett replied.

"Do you operate this shop by yourself, or do
you have help?" Bernie asked.

Pickett looked at Bernie with a tight lipped
smile that discouraged further questions.

Bernie pretended to be particularly
interested in one of the pieces, then put it back and asked, "Do
you have anything else to show me?"

"Not at the moment, but I'm expecting a
shipment in a day or so. I believe I'll have some new pieces that
might interest you. If you were to come by, I'd be pleased to show
them to you," Pickett said.

He's expecting Slocum which means that the
Dominion will be arriving soon.

"Where do you get such fine jewellery?"
Bernie asked.

"My suppliers are very well known to me. I
purchase only the finest jewellery from the holdings of wealthy
individuals who, for one reason or another, have given them up,"
Pickett said.

"I'm very interested but I want to give my
purchase further thought. I'd also like to see what you have in
next week's shipment. I'll be back," Bernie said and left the
shop.

Bernie was half way down the street when he
mimicked Pickett’s squeaky voice, "People for one reason or
another have given them up." Then he laughed.

***
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Bernie approached the guard house at the main
gate of the Port. Because he was no longer employed at the port he
signed in to visit Red Mattick.

Red was in his office in conversation with
Guy Lalonde when Bernie entered.

"What brings you here, Bernie?"

"I came to check the Arrivals board. There's
a freighter carrying two friends of mine, I've been expecting them
for weeks now. Do you think it's all right if I go down to the
office and have a look?"

"Go ahead, but don't hang around too
long."

Bernie was surprised. "Why do you say
that?"

"The cops have been nosing around asking
about you."

"Do you know why they were asking about
me?"

"I don't know, but the less time you spend
here the better."

Bernie checked the Arrivals Board and saw the
name Dominion, printed chalk-white, and Bernie saw
blood-red.

The Dominion was scheduled to arrive
at Pier 2, the next day, out of New York, with a mixed cargo of
textiles and farm machinery.

Bernie thought. At last! I can't wait to
get my hands on those two.

***

 



Chapter 53

 


Bernie stood on a pier, raised his
binoculars, and looked across the river. He returned several times
that to scan the length and breadth of the river. Early in the
afternoon he saw the squat outline of a freighter stalking the
Port. It slowed to a stop and dropped anchor, awaiting the harbour
pilot. Bernie thumbed the knurled adjustment wheel of the
binoculars to sharpen the image. The ship nosed into the stream and
its lines grew taut. The stern swung round and the name,
Dominion, filled the optics. He drew a deep breath and
slowly let it out, and savoured a nerve-tingling surge. He placed
his hand on the bone handle of the hunting knife hidden beneath his
jacket.

Four hours later the last of the ship's lines
snaked around an ice encrusted bollard, and snugged the ship beside
Pier 2. Cranes and slings swung into action as the ship's crew and
the dockside stevedores worked together to unload cargo.

First Mate Rafferty strode the deck of the
ship, he issued orders to open hatches and he directed slings into
holds. Bernie watched Rafferty from the dark confines of an
abandoned shed. He lurked in the shadows, leaned his back against
the wall and kept his eye on the ship. He thought, I'll wait as
long as I have to, until one of them shows up.

By 7:00 PM, the holds were half empty and
rolls of textiles were stowed in nearby sheds. The ship was secured
for the night and the stevedoring crew went home. Bernie waited
just inside the partially open door of the shed and watched.

Shortly before 9 PM, he saw the ship's crew
descend the gangway. They were in a boisterous mood and seemed
eager to spend Saturday night on the town. Montréal was a sailor's
port, with enough wine, women and song to satisfy any mariner.

The captain and the first mate were never
absent from the ship at the same time and Bernie wondered which of
the two, Slocum or Rafferty, would leave. At 9:30 PM, Rafferty
appeared. After a brief conversation with the watch, he descended
the gangway and left the Port. Bernie followed at a safe
distance.

Rafferty took a familiar path. Bernie hid in
the doorway of a shop across the street and watched Rafferty enter
O'Reilly's. He waited a few minutes, then crossed the street and
glanced in the window. Rafferty sat at a table with three others
and held a whiskey bottle. Bernie waited outside, huddled in the
doorway. With his jacket buttoned and his arms folded, he hoarded
his body warmth.

An hour passed and Bernie crept across the
street again. On his second reconnaissance, Rafferty and crew were
loud and animated. Their table was strewn with empty bottles and
half full glasses. They were heavily invested in a night of drink
and song.

At 11:30 PM Rafferty left the tavern and
staggered down the street towards the red light district. Bernie
knew the area well and, guessed Rafferty's destination. He took a
shortcut down a side street, walked through an alley and turned
left. He saw Rafferty zigzag towards him. Bernie stepped into the
shadows to await the confrontation. Bernie peeked around the
corner, but Rafferty was not there. He looked in alleys, with no
luck. Then he heard the tuneless notes of a familiar sea shanty and
walked into the shadows to investigate. He followed tracks in the
snow and in the dim light, he saw Rafferty with one hand against
the wall for balance as he piss-hosed the lower half of the wall
with the other.

Rafferty would be no pushover. A
confrontation on even terms favoured Rafferty's size, strength and
experience. Bernie crept up behind him and elbowed Rafferty's face
into the brick wall. Rafferty sank to his knees and his nose gushed
blood. Dark red splotches melted their way into the snow. Bernie
grabbed Rafferty by the hair and pulled his head back. He slid the
knife blade forward under Rafferty's chin.

"Don't move, unless you want me to cut you a
new mouth," Bernie threatened.

Stunned and sputtering, Rafferty was
speechless. He tried to get on one knee but Bernie pushed him back
down.

"Where is it?" Bernie asked.

"What?" Rafferty asked, in a mushy mouth
response.

"My money, my jewellery, where is it?" Bernie
threatened, and dug the tip of the blade into Rafferty's chin.

"Money? Jewellery?" Rafferty replied. He
sounded confused.

"Turn around and look at me. Don't try to get
up," Bernie said. He placed his hand on Rafferty's shoulder and the
knife traced a bloody red line as Rafferty made a slow turn.

Rafferty sat on his haunches and looked up at
Bernie.

"Recognize me?" Bernie said, and moved the
tip of the knife to Rafferty's nose. He forced Rafferty's head
back. Rafferty squinted, but did not recognize Bernie. Bernie
yanked Rafferty's hair and, dragged Rafferty into the light.

"Recognize me now!" Bernie hissed, and traced
a line of blood with the knife.

"No, I don't," Rafferty said. A flash of
recognition and the look of cold fear betrayed his lie.

"What happened to my money, my jewellery?"
Bernie demanded, and shook Rafferty.

"The money's been spent, I don't know what
Slocum did with the jewellery," Rafferty replied, as he moved his
hand across the wound. Trickles of blood escaped his palm and ran
down the inside of his forearm. Bernie was fascinated by the
sight.

Suddenly, Rafferty's right hand snaked out
and caught Bernie's left leg. He pulled the leg forward and Bernie
fell onto his back. In an instant, Rafferty was on top of him and
slammed his forearm into Bernie's face. He bounced Bernie's head on
the icy cobblestones. Bernie freed his right arm and drove the
knife with full force into Rafferty's ribs. A bloody lung spray hit
Bernie in the face. Bernie withdrew the knife and a froth of pink
bubbles stained Rafferty's jacket. Bernie pushed Rafferty onto his
back. Rising to his feet, he planted a foot on either side of
Rafferty’s head and looked down at him. Blood trickled from the
corners of Rafferty's mouth when he tried to speak. Bernie grabbed
a forelock of Rafferty's hair and lifted his face. "Look at me, you
bastard," he spat. Rafferty made throaty animal noises. His pupils
dilated and his life-light faded.

Bernie searched Rafferty's pockets and found
less than five dollars in cash and coin. He stood up, booted
Rafferty in the face, and walked away.

***
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Rafferty was dead and Bernie felt avenged
even if Rafferty yielded none of his stolen money. Bernie felt
disappointed but not discouraged. After all, Slocum was still on
board the ship and he was the mastermind.

At 1:00 AM, Bernie arrived at the fence that
separated the Port from the city. Dense bush concealed a broken
section of the fence and Bernie slipped through. His path took him
behind the freight sheds adjacent to Pier 2. He stood in the narrow
passage between two sheds opposite the Dominion. The sound
of footsteps caused him to move into the shadows to avoid a
patrolling Port cop. When the cop passed, Bernie crept forward
towards the gangway. There was a clear path up the gangway but
Bernie held back until he was satisfied that the watch was not on
deck.

He boarded the Dominion without
incident and moved quickly into the passageway below the bridge.
The vessel's steel construction exaggerated every footfall and
Bernie stepped lightly. He moved confidently in the dim light, and
inched his way to Slocum's cabin. He moved in familiar
surroundings, transformed from optimistic searcher to vengeful
predator. He dismissed the meagre pickings from Rafferty's pockets
and thought about the treasure trove that awaited him in Slocum's
cabin.

He stood before the captain's cabin, and
listened to the resonant snores. He tested the lock. The hatch was
locked from the inside. He drew his knife and tapped the butt end
on the steel hatch three or four times to rouse Slocum. He repeated
it with pauses in between until he heard the metallic clunk of the
lock.

Slocum opened the hatch just enough to see
into the passageway. He rubbed his eyes and blinked, unable to
identify the man poised outside.

Slocum brought his face closer and Bernie
slammed his shoulder into the hatch. The steel edge sliced into
Slocum's forehead, and knocked him backwards. Slocum crashed into
the chart table, fell to the deck, and rolled onto his back. He was
temporarily blinded by the blood that ran into his eyes.

Bernie quickly closed the hatch and latched
it. He snatched a pillow from the bunk and rammed it into Slocum's
face. He waited, and listened, he lifted the pillow briefly to give
Slocum time to catch a breath then he slammed it down before Slocum
could call for help. When he was satisfied that the watch would not
respond to the commotion, Lundy took the pillow away. He pressed
the sharp point of his knife inside Slocum's nostril, it stretched
but did not cut.

"If you make a sound I'll slit your nose and
then your throat, so you'd better be quiet," Bernie whispered.

Slocum jerked and the sudden movement slit
his nose. Bernie shoved the pillow into Slocum's face to stanch the
bleeding. Bernie righted an overturned chair and forced Slocum to
sit upright.

Bernie stood toe-to-toe with the seated
Slocum. He bent forward, and thrust his face into Slocum's. He
awaited some sign of recognition. Slocum's facial expressions
cycled from fear to recognition and back to fear.

Bernie chuckled, "Perhaps you remember me,
Captain Slocum."

The captain nodded. He looked beyond Bernie
to the closed hatch.

"Nobody's coming, it's just you and me. Let's
talk about money and jewels. I know how much you like cards but,
this time, I don't have time for games," Bernie said, and moved the
knife point to Slocum's chin.

Slocum attempted to speak but his throat was
dry and it took two or three attempts before he got the words out,
"What...what do you want?"

"I want the money and jewels you stole from
me the last time I was aboard this tub. Casting a man adrift to die
at sea is a hell of a way to treat a paying passenger," Bernie
said.

"It wasn't my idea, it was Rafferty's. I
don't have the money or the jewellery. Rafferty's got them, I don't
know what he did with them," Slocum said.

Bernie laughed derisively. "Come now Captain,
didn't your mother tell you not to tell lies. I've already had a
conversation with Mister Rafferty and he says the money's been
spent and you pawned the jewels."

"Rafferty's a liar," Slocum said.

"Not anymore," Bernie said, and placed the
bloodstained toe of his boot in Slocum's lap.

Slocum bounced backward. His eyes widened and
his mouth gaped open.

Bernie nicked Slocum's chin and blood dripped
onto his chest. Bernie said, "Now Captain, what have you got for
me? Some new jewellery, recently stolen, perhaps?"

"There's nothing here. The jewellery is gone,
it was delivered to my fence today," Slocum said.

"Stop lying, it isn't good for your health.
You haven't been off the ship since it put into port." He deepened
the cut in Slocum's chin and a steady drip became a trickle.

Slocum wiped his chin with the back of his
hand. "The delivery takes place out there, in the river. The
harbour pilot is a good friend of mine. He takes my stuff to the
fence. It avoids embarrassing questions if customs officials search
the ship."

"How do you get your money?" Bernie
asked.

"I get it from my fence a day or two later.
We've worked together for many years," Slocum explained.

"Where can I find your fence?" Bernie
asked.

"I'll take you to him tomorrow," Slocum
suggested.

"What's his name and address?" Bernie said
and prodded Slocum with the knife.

"His name is Arthur Plunkett and his shop is
on Dorchester Street, he's a pawn broker. I'll take you to him
tomorrow," Slocum said.

Bernie laughed, and brought his face closer
to Slocum's. "You're sure he's not Amos Pickett on Peel
Street?"

Surprise and shock washed over Slocum's
face.

Bernie twisted his knife and said, "You're
just a damned liar Captain Slocum, and not a very good one at
that." He continued, "I'll search your cabin just in case the
jewellery is still here."

Bernie cut strips from the bedding and used
them to bind and gag Slocum. He ransacked the cabin, and dumped the
contents of Slocum’s sea chest onto the deck. He slit open the
mattress and tore out its feathery guts. Slocum objected, he moaned
and chewed on his gag to no practical effect. He arched his body,
lifted his chair, and slammed it against the deck. Bernie
threatened Slocum with a wave of his knife and he went quiet but
looked terrified.

Bernie's frantic search uncovered less than
ten dollars in a Bible tucked under the mattress.

Bernie stood in the middle of stained
navigation charts, torn bedding and scattered clothing. He raised
and lowered his hands and huffed like a steam engine.

He looked at Slocum, "What am I going to do
with you?"

Slocum made frantic muffled sounds through
his gag and vigorously shook his head. He rocked his chair back and
forth, and propelled it backwards with thrusts of his heels, in a
vain attempt to escape.

"Look at me," Bernie commanded.

Slocum lifted his head and looked at Bernie.
He stopped struggling and his eyes widened as Bernie walked towards
him. Bernie grabbed a fistful of Slocum's greying hair and plunged
his knife into Slocum's chest. He held Slocum's hair until the
writhing stopped and his eyes gradually lost focus. Slocum's pupils
were fixed when Bernie let go.

Bernie took one last look at the old man
slumped in the chair. Blood dripped onto the seat, trailed down the
legs, and pooled on the deck.

Bernie approached the hatch and opened it
cautiously, an inch at a time and flinched at every rusty-hinged
bark. He crept into the passageway, hoping that no one heard
Slocum's death throes. He paused at the top of the gangway and
scanned the pier. The coast was clear and he slipped down the
gangway. He squirmed through the broken fence and walked away.

***

 



Chapter 55

 


Slocum and Rafferty were dead. Bernie felt
some satisfaction, but his pockets were empty and he vented his
anger. He picked up a fist-sized rock and heaved it over the fence.
It hit the side of a shed with a satisfying thud. He crossed the
street, looked behind, and picked up his pace.

Killing Rafferty in a dark alley might draw
attention but it would be days, weeks, even months before the
police would make a connection. The murder of a ship's captain, on
his own vessel at the Port, however, would turn all the dogs
loose.

Without the comfort of his boodle Bernie felt
poor. He needed money to finance his escape. He had no time to
waste.

Peel street was deserted. The street lamps
cast freakish shadows as Bernie passed beneath them. He approached
Amos Pickett's Peel Street shop. It was after 2:00 AM when he
slipped into an alley and discovered the doors at the back of
Pickett's shop. He chose the door with the sign, Deliveries,
and leaned against it, testing the latch. He guessed a simple
sliding bolt. He lifted the latch, turned himself sideways, and
gave the door a sharp jolt. The bolt housing buckled and Pickett's
cheesy fastener clattered to the floor.

Bernie stepped inside and waited. He cocked
his ear and listened for sounds of movement.

"Who's there?" a lisping, tremulous voice
chimed from above.

The squeak of bedsprings, footsteps on the
stairway, and flickering candlelight foreshadowed Pickett's
arrival. Pickett waved his candle from side to side as he
descended.

Bernie hid in the shadows and watched.

Pickett looked at the wide open door and the
broken bolt housing. He took several cautious steps towards the
opening. He peeked outside and looked up and down the alley. His
neck moved in and out like a nervous turtle. He quickly closed the
door and fiddled with the now-useless latch. He shrugged, moved his
candle about, and walked towards the front of the shop.

Bernie waited until Pickett passed within
arm's reach. He trapped Pickett's neck in the crook of his arm and
the candle holder clattered to the floor. The candle popped free
and its flickering wick painted shadow pictures on the ceiling
before it snuffed out.

Bernie smelled urine and felt warm, wet
liquid run into his boot. "Did you have to piss yourself!" Bernie
shouted in disgust. He released his chokehold, dropped Pickett to
the floor, and wiped his boot on Pickett's nightgown.

Pickett was on his hands and knees, he
coughed and choked. Bernie jerked him upright and Pickett's feet
left the floor. He dangled momentarily, like a spluttering rag
doll.

Bernie pricked Pickett's ear with the knife
point and whispered, "Don't do anything stupid or I'll cut you." A
trickle of blood ran down Pickett's neck and soaked into his
nightgown. Pickett went limp and Bernie let him slide to the floor.
Bernie grabbed a fistful of nightgown and dragged Pickett into the
kitchen. He filled a saucepan with water and flung it in Pickett's
face. Pickett spluttered to consciousness, "Please, don't hurt me,
I'll give you everything I have," he begged.

Bernie hoisted Pickett to his feet and bent
him backward over the counter. "Get me Slocum's jewellery," he
demanded.

Pickett hesitated and Bernie slapped him hard
across the face. "Get it now! I know it's here, he told me it's
here." A drop of blood oozed from Pickett's nose, and the left side
of his face bore the imprint of Bernie's hand.

Pickett whimpered. "It's in the back."

"Get it! I'll go with you," Bernie said.

"It's in there, in the closet" Pickett said,
and pointed to a black curtain.

Pickett reached behind the counter and
fetched up a chain with a key attached.

"Get it," Bernie ordered and shoved Pickett
headlong towards the closet.

Bernie shoved him again. "Open it."

Pickett pulled the curtain and uncovered a
padlocked door. He fumbled with the key.

"Hurry up," Bernie urged, and rapped the back
of Pickett's head with the butt of his knife.

Pickett held the curtain while he opened the
padlock. He pulled the lock from the hasp and gripped the latch.
Before he opened the door, he half-turned and short-tossed the lock
to Bernie. A surprised Bernie missed the lock and dropped both lock
and knife on the floor.

He bent down to retrieve them and a sudden
gust of wind caused him to look up.

A billowing curtain blocked Bernie's view. He
ripped the curtain aside and stood dumbfounded in front of an open
door. He stepped through the door into the back alley. He saw
Pickett run down the alley with the case under his arm and
disappear around the corner .

"You slippery little bastard," Bernie
muttered, and ran after him.

Bernie emerged from the alley in full flight
and saw Pickett standing in the middle of the street screaming,
"Help! Help! Murder, Robbery!" Windows flew open and roused
citizens watched the spectacle. Pickett jumped and yelled. Bernie
thought, perhaps I can grab the case before anyone comes to his
rescue.

Pickett watched Bernie charge towards him and
froze. Bernie got closer and Pickett scampered to the far side of
the street. A door opened and Pickett disappeared inside. Bernie's
stood in the middle of the street and looked around. Several people
yelled, "Stop, thief!"

Not twenty feet away, another door burst open
and a barefoot man, in long johns, charged towards him, with a
poker in his hand. The threat of capture launched Bernie in the
opposite direction. He ran full tilt down Peel Street. He easily
outran his pursuer and, when he felt safe, he crept under a
pedestrian bridge to catch his breath.

***

 


Chapter
56

Montréal Police HQ

 


"Is the chief in?" Danny asked Gina.

Before she could answer, Chief Lévesque
called out, "Danny, is that you?"

Gina raised her hands in mock surrender.

Danny replied, "Yes, chief, it's me."

"Come in, I need an update."

Danny walked in and the chief said, "The
Watch Captain told me we had a busy night."

"Yes, two murders, both men stabbed, one
uptown in the red light district and one on a ship at the Port,"
Bouvette replied.

"Are they connected?" The chief asked.

"Yes, they are. The murder victims are the
captain and first mate from a vessel called Dominion."

Danny studied the Chief's face carefully and
waited for his reaction. The chief didn't connect the dots and
asked, "What else do we know?"

"Both stabbed, killed between midnight and
six, both beaten, tortured and robbed."

"Tortured? That goes beyond robbery as a
motive."

The chief opened his mouth to ask another
question and Danny interrupted. "Does the name Dominion ring
a bell?"

"Should it?"

"It's the ship that Sheriff McKenzie told us
about. You know, the ship the fugitive from Cape Breton escaped
on."

The chief raised his eyebrows and his eyes
widened. "Oh… that one…hmmm." The chief thrummed his fingers on his
desk. "Are you thinking what I'm thinking."

"He's here? He's the killer?" Danny said.

"Smells like that," the chief replied.

The chief called out, "Gina! Get me that Cape
Breton file, you know, the one with the telegrams in it."

The chief looked at Danny. "That looks like
our most promising lead, however, where else is your investigation
headed?"

"The Port Police will interview crew members
and one of our homicide detectives will work with them," Bouvette
said.

"What about the West End Gang? Might they be
involved?" Lévesque asked.

"Not likely, they wouldn't do that kind of
thing at the Port, it brings too much attention. They like it quiet
so they can do what they do without being noticed," Bouvette
replied.

Gina laid a file folder on the Chief's desk
and left. The chief stroked his chin and looked through file. "Yes,
the telegram, here it is, from Sheriff Jim McKenzie, in Cape
Breton."

The chief reached for his reading glasses and
read the telegram.

SUSPECT ERNIE LUNDY ESCAPED ON SHIP DOMINION
STOP SUGGEST YOU QUESTION CAPT SLOCUM WHEN SHIP DOMINION NEXT IN
PORT STOP

The chief took off his glasses. "What do you
think?"

Bouvette replied, "Slocum won't be answering
any questions, that's for sure."

"What's your plan, Danny?"

"I'm going to personally follow the Ernie
Lundy lead. We'll continue to follow other leads as well. Now that
he has apparently shown his hand, I'm also going to push hard on
that other lead we had."

"What lead is that?"

"The Bernie Landry lead. Remember, the guy
that showed up at the port a few weeks after Lundy escaped. Worked
at the port for a couple of months and then disappeared. Probably
connected to the West End Gang."

"I remember, but didn't you just say you
didn't think the West End Gang was involved?"

"It's not their style. There must be another
explanation."

"You have a hunch that Lundy and Landry are
the same guy?" the chief said.

"I can't ignore it so I'd better find
out."

"Let's get back to your plan," the chief
said

"I'm going to get more information from
Sheriff McKenzie about his suspect and his connection to the
Dominion."

"I suppose I'd better bring TJ Matthews up to
date," the chief said.

"Why don't we kill two birds with one stone?
I can meet with Mr. Matthews and with his daughter at the same
time."

"It's a good idea but Matthews is well
connected in the city and he'll expect a personal briefing from me,
you understand."

Danny nodded. "Politics? "

"Sort of. When you get to be chief, Danny,
you'll find there's less real police work and more ass kissing. You
should meet with the daughter, however."

"In some ways, I wish I didn't have to share
this information with her. She's been through a lot and if she
thinks this guy is here in Montréal, she's not going to sleep well.
I realize it's just a precaution, and a necessary one, but we could
be weeks or months before we get to the end of this trail and all
the while she'll be biting her nails and looking over her
shoulder."

"Look on the bright side, there's an opening
in the case, you have a lead, you've got real police work to do.
Meanwhile I'm late for a meeting with the Mayor. Keep me up-to-date
Danny, and good hunting."

***

 


Chapter
57

Montréal

 


Bernie lay on his bed, fully clothed and deep
in thought. I thought I'd have a wad of money in my pocket by
now and be on my way to the good old USA. I need just one more day,
maybe two.

Bernie placed his personal effects in a
duffel bag and left his apartment at 6:30 AM. He rang the doorbell
at Sissy's place and waited on the porch. He rang it twice more
before shuffling footsteps sounded on the other side of the door.
Sissy stuck her head out the door, looked up and down the street,
and pulled him inside.

She tucked her robe around her. "Bernie! What
are you doing here at this ungodly hour?"

"I need a place to stay, just for today,
perhaps overnight," Bernie said.

"I don't know, Bernie. We've had our little
fling but I don't want either of us to get on the wrong side of
Gunny. What's going on?" Sissy asked.

"Something happened and I have to lay low."
Bernie put his duffel bag in the corner.

"Why here?" Sissy asked.

"It seemed like the safest place and I knew
you wouldn't give me away to anyone," Bernie explained.

She frowned." I don't like keeping things
from Gunny."

"There's been a problem at the Port, the cops
are involved and Mattick asked me to lay low. He said he can fix it
and it'll blow over in a day or so. He doesn't want to upset Gunny
unnecessarily. I'd like to keep Mattick out of trouble, if I can,"
Bernie answered.

"If it's only for a while, I guess you can
stay. You can take my bedroom. I'll sleep with my sister," Sissy
suggested.

Bernie picked up his duffel bag and followed
Sissy to her bedroom.

"Thanks for helping. I've been up all night,
I'm going to catch some sleep," Bernie said.

Sissy said, "I'll put some towels and face
cloths in the bathroom for you." She left the room and closed the
door.

Hunger pangs jolted Bernie awake shortly
after 8:00 AM. The hunger surprised him until he remembered that he
hadn't eaten since yesterday's breakfast. His hunger propelled him
out of bed.

He dug a clean shirt out of his duffel bag
and put it on. He quietly opened the bedroom door and looked down
the hall. The door to the other bedroom was closed and Bernie crept
quietly into the kitchen to get something to eat. He found sausages
in the ice box and oatmeal in a crockery jar. He took a loaf of
bread, a bowl and a drinking glass from the cupboard. He scooped
the oatmeal into the bowl and took milk, butter and cheese from the
icebox. He rummaged through a drawer, to find eating utensils.

He sensed a presence behind him.

"Hello, you must be Sissy's friend," a
vaguely familiar voice purred.

Bernie didn't turn around. He cleared his
throat and mumbled, "I'll be leaving soon." Go away and leave me
alone.

He unwrapped the cheese and began to slice
it.

"What's wrong? Cat got your tongue?" she
said, and moved closer.

"Give me a minute," he mumbled, and kept his
back to her.

She poked his shoulder, "Don't be shy," she
said and stood beside him. He turned his head away.

He inhaled. A familiar perfume brought voice
and memory together. I know her.

He turned around. "Hello Grace," he said.

Grace's face turned pale and her eyes
widened. She vented an ear-splitting scream.

"No! No! No!" she wailed.

She stumbled backward, dropped to the floor
and assumed a fetal position. Her high pitched wail rose and fell
with an inhuman timbre. Bernie knelt beside her and tried to quiet
her. He placed his hand on her shoulder.

She screamed, "Get away! Don't touch me!"

The bedroom door crashed open, and Sissy
yelled, "Grace, Grace, I'm coming!"

Seconds later, Sissy bounded into the kitchen
and knelt beside Grace. "What's wrong, Grace? Is the baby coming?"
Sissy looked to Bernie for an explanation.

Bernie shrugged and stepped away. Sissy put
her hand on Grace’s shoulder and bent low, cheek-to-cheek,
whispering, "What's wrong Grace? Is it the baby?"

Sissy and Grace huddled on the floor and
Bernie went back into the bedroom. He stuffed his clothing into his
duffel bag, put on his winter coat and fur lined hat, and slipped
out the front door.

Sissy heard the door shut and called out to
him, "Bernie, where are you going, we need your help."

***

 



Chapter 58

 


Sissy poured a glass of water and offered it
to Grace. " Is the baby coming?"

Grace shook her head, took a drink, and
gripped Sissy’s arm. "It's him! It's him!"

Sissy felt confused. She frowned, sat on her
haunches, and asked, "I don't understand. Who are you talking
about?"

Grace spoke in sharp bursts, "The man… in the
kitchen…tried to kill me...the father of my child…Ernie Lundy,"
Grace said.

Sissy felt confusion, shock and fear in quick
succession. "Are you sure? He's my friend Bernie Landry. You just
woke up, you're confused."

Grace shouted. "No! No! No! How could I
forget the face of the man who tried to kill me?" Grace
replied.

"He tried to kill you, just now?" Sissy
frowned.

Grace sat up and composed herself. "No, last
summer, in Cape Breton. He's Ernie Lundy, the man I told you about,
the father of my child, the man who tried to kill me."

"You're sure? He's the one?" Sissy helped
Grace to her feet.

"As sure as I know you're my sister," Grace
replied.

Sissy put her arms around Grace. "I don't
believe it. I mean I believe you but it's just hard to believe.
Don't worry, you're safe now."

"Lock the door. I'm calling the police,"
Grace said, wiggled free, and walked to the telephone.

Grace lifted the earpiece but Sissy held the
switch hook down. "Do you think it's a good idea to get the police
involved?"

"The man's a murderer, who else would I
call?"

Grace batted Sissy's hand away.

Sissy put her hand back on the switch hook.
"Let me think, give me time to think."

Grace began to shiver and she looked around.
"Where is he? Is he still here?"

"I think he left," Sissy said.

"Maybe he's still outside, waiting, I'm
calling the police," Grace said.

"Just a minute, let me think," Sissy
said.

"We've got to call the police, get out of the
way!"

"What do I tell Gunny?" Sissy said.

"Tell him the truth, that you let Bernie stay
overnight and he turned out to be the man that almost killed your
sister."

Sissy bowed her head. "I can't tell Gunny
that I let Bernie stay here overnight. He'll suspect something more
and I'll be in big trouble. He has a vicious temper."

"Then tell Gunny that Ernie Lundy broke in
and attacked me and we both had to fight him off," Grace
suggested.

Sissy released her hold on the switch hook
and Grace placed the call.

"Central, my name is Grace Manion, get me the
Montréal police, it's an emergency."

Grace provided details to the police and,
when she was finished, she replaced the receiver on the switch
hook.

"Did you lock the door?" Grace asked.

Sissy hurried to the front door and locked
it. For the next ten minutes they checked windows, doors and the
fire escape.

Grace sat at the kitchen table with her head
in her hands and began to cry. "I can't believe we slept under the
same roof as that madman."

Sissy shook her head. "I'm calling Gunny,
he'll fix that bastard!"

***

 


Chapter
59

The Dundrum Club

 


Gunny Ryan was angry. "Bernie Landry has gone
to ground. He's just fookin' disappeared, the slippery bastard," he
said to the men who sat at his table at the Dundrum Club.

It was after midnight and the three piece
band pounded out one Irish jig after another. The bar did a brisk
business in Guinness and Jameson. Molson’s beer was poured into
forty ounce tankards to slake the thirst of Gunny's Quebec
friends.

"We've turned over every rock and put out the
word but no one’s seen him. He's laying low, dead or disappeared,"
said Red Mattick.

Gunny said, "As crazy as this sounds, I
decided to tip off that muzzy gumshoe, Bouvette. I passed on the
word that the name Bernie Landry is an alias and the man they want
is Ernie Lundy."

Gunny looked at Sweeney. "Sweeney, you got
the message to Bouvette didn't you?"

Sweeney replied, "Yeah, I told one of his
detectives and he said he'd pass it on."

Mattick asked, "How are the girls handling
this? Sissy and Grace looked plenty shook up to me."

Gunny replied, "They're staying with me,
they’re well protected, don't worry. Sissy may be all pink and
perfume on the outside but she's tough as nails on the inside.
Believe me, I've found out the hard way," Gunny said, and rubbed
the back of his head with a mock expression of injury. Obligatory
chuckles rippled round the table.

Gunny said, "I don't care what it takes, I
want all of the boys looking for this guy. Tell them to keep their
eyes and ears open. If Landry farts, I want to know about it. I'll
pay big money to the man who finds him."

***

 


Chapter
60

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Davis Harcourt drummed his fingers on the
polished oak surface of his conference table. Pierre was late and
Harcourt wanted everyone to know that he was not happy.

Pierre reached Harcourt's outer office just
as a sheaf of papers slipped out of a folder, and scattered onto
the floor. He scrambled on his hands and knees, picked them up and
launched himself, past Miss Bergey, towards the conference room
door.

Pierre had his hand on the door handle when
he heard Miss Bergey clear her throat. He looked over his shoulder.
"Ah!ah!ah!" she said, and wagged her finger. She walked past him,
and opened the door. She held her arm across Pierre's chest until
Professor Harcourt nodded his approval.

"You may go in now." She withdrew her arm and
pressed her back against the doorframe. Pierre squeezed past. She
did her best to hide her feet, but Pierre accidentally stepped on
one of them as he passed by. She limped to her seat, slipped off
her shoe and rubbed her bruised toes.

Seated around the table were members of
Pierre's Review Committee: Dr. Greg Allen, of the Montréal
Neurological Institute, Dr. Peter Brooke, from John's Hopkins, Dr.
Sean Merrick and Dr. James Perkins, from McGill Neurology, Col.
George Parton, MD, Canadian Medical Corps, the program sponsor, and
Arthur Grey, Vice President, Finance, at McGill.

Harcourt nodded to Miss Bergey who took out
her stenographers notebook.

"Gentlemen, now that Dr. Ducharme has seen
fit to grace us with his presence, we can begin."

Pierre cast a look of disgust towards
Harcourt. After all, he was not a misbehaving schoolboy who
deserved to be sent to the principal's office.

Harcourt continued, "Thank you for coming,
particularly those who travelled long distances to get here on
short notice. You have Dr. Ducharme's report before you and I will
ask him to make a brief presentation. I might add, that this
meeting was requested by Dr. Allen." Harcourt nodded to Dr. Greg
Allen.

For the next ten minutes, Pierre summarized
the results of his research. He emphasized the reduction in
physical symptoms, the improvements in sleep patterns, and the
general well-being of patients. He compared the before and after
results prepared by Kathleen.

Pierre had not finished his presentation when
Professor Harcourt interrupted him. "Thank you Dr. Ducharme. I'd
like you to conclude this part of your presentation in the interest
of time."

Pierre gave him a hard-eyed stare. "I haven't
finished."

"I understand, however, one of our committee
members has a train to catch and we are time constrained. I will
exercise the prerogative of the chair to ensure that the important
question before this committee is dealt with before our time is
up."

Pierre's continued to protest. "I'd like to
finish my presentation and make the case for continued
research."

Professor Harcourt raised his hand and said,
"I've made my decision. You will have another opportunity when I
open the floor for discussion."

Pierre issued a very audible sigh and hung
his head.

Harcourt asked Dr. Allen to comment. Dr.
Allen condemned the research in unusually strong terms. He said
that any derivative of opium was bound to be addictive and that his
staff had evidence to prove it. He conceded that some physical and
mental symptoms had improved and some patients slept better.
However, he attributed those effects to the addictive qualities of
opium. He emphasized that, over time, more serious symptoms would
arise. He sat down and received affirming nods from Dr. James
Perkins from McGill Neurology and Arthur Gray of McGill's finance
department.

Professor Harcourt opened the floor for
discussion and Pierre engaged in a heated debate with Greg Allen
with occasional interjections from other committee members. The
pros and cons of continuation were debated for the best part of an
hour.

Harcourt looked at the large clock above the
door and asked for silence. He said, "The question has been
thoroughly discussed and it's time to decide. The question is a
simple one. Does this committee support the continuation of Dr.
Pierre Ducharme's research? A show of hands will be
sufficient."

Harcourt continued, "The committee bylaws say
that, the Chairman can only vote in the event of a tie and Dr.
Ducharme has no vote. I will ask you to cast your vote either for
or against the continuation of this research program?"

Harcourt looked around the table and called
for a show of hands.

Dr. Greg Allen, Dr. James Perkins and Arthur
Gray, voted against continuation.

Dr. Peter Brooke, Dr. Sean Merrick and Col.
George Parton, voted for continuation.

Following the vote, Harcourt said, "The vote
is tied. There are three members in favour and three against."

Harcourt turned to Pierre and said, "Dr.
Ducharme, since the vote is a tie, I will cast the deciding vote
and I vote to terminate the program." He nodded at Miss Bergey and
continued, "The minutes of the meeting will show that all committee
members were present and a majority voted to terminate the
program."

Pierre, red-faced, jumped to his feet and
shouted at Harcourt, "You encouraged me to do this research. You
led me to believe you supported it but, when the chips were down,
you voted against it. I don't blame any of our guests for voting
the way they did but you, Professor Harcourt, you abandoned me and
my work at the first sign of trouble. That's not leadership."

Professor Harcourt's face turned beet red and
the others looked on with mouths agape.

Pierre turned to Arthur Gray, Vice President,
McGill Finance, and said, "You accountants are all the same. It all
comes down to money. You stand back, you peck and cluck like
nervous hens. At the first sign of trouble, you run onto the
battlefield and shoot the wounded."

Professor Harcourt, knocked on the table to
restore order." Dr. Ducharme, please sit down."

Pierre scooped up his presentation and pushed
back his chair. He left the room and slammed the door behind
him.

***

 



Chapter 61

 


Kathleen heard loud footsteps just outside
the lab and raised her head. Pierre charged through the door and
headed directly for the storage cupboard. Kathleen left her desk to
head him off but he brushed past her.

Kathleen hurried after him. "What's
wrong?"

"It's over, finished!" Pierre exclaimed.

"What happened at the Review meeting?"

"They voted to terminate the program.
Professor Harcourt cast the deciding vote."

Out of the corner of her eye, Kathleen saw
Vic's head pop out of the fume hood. He removed his goggles and
walked towards her. Kathleen glanced at him and raised her hand.
Vic stopped and leaned against the bench.

"They killed the program, it's over," Pierre
said. He opened the cupboard and removed several vials of Optimum
B.

Vic looked at Kathleen with raised
eyebrows.

Pierre stuffed the vials in his pockets and
strode to the door.

Kathleen looked at Vic and shook her
head.

A few moments later, she followed him
upstairs. She opened the door to the third floor just in time to
see Pierre leave his office and walk down the hall towards the
stairway. His head was bowed and his shoulders were hunched
forward. He clutched his briefcase and ran his free hand through
his hair.

***

 


Chapter
62

Montréal

 


Kathleen decided it was time to go home and
put the problems of the day behind her. She felt drained and
exhausted and carelessly swept loose papers into her desk drawer.
The Review Committee's decision was more than a disappointment, it
was a disaster.

She heard the phone ring when she reached the
top of the stairs. She shoved the key into the lock, dropped her
bag, hurried down the hall, and unhooked the earpiece.

"Hello…"

"Kathleen Matthews?…"

"Yes this is Kathleen Matthews…"

"Inspector Bouvette speaking…"

"Hello Inspector Bouvette, what can I do for
you…'

"If convenient, I'd like to come by this
evening,…to bring you up-to-date on recent developments…"

"What's happened?…"

"I'll give you the details when we meet this
evening…"

"Should I be worried?…"

"Not necessarily…"

"Now I'm worried…"

"I can be there by 7:15 …"

"7:15 would be fine…"

"I'll see you then… goodbye."

"Goodbye."

Kathleen walked to the closet and hung up her
coat and hat. Then she checked the door to ensure that it was
locked.

Audrie emerged from the bedroom in her
bathrobe with a towel wrapped around her head. "Who was that?"

"Inspector Bouvette, he's coming over this
evening."

"Is he still chasing that rat?"

"I guess so. Nothing much seems to be
happening."

Tears brimmed in Kathleen's eyes.

Audrie placed her hand on Kathleen's arm and
led her to the sofa. "Are you worried that he might be here, in
Montréal?"

"Not particularly, although, I suppose it's
part of it."

"What else then?"

"Dr. Ducharme's Review Committee voted to
cancel our research project."

"What does it mean for you?"

"I might have to start over next year. It's a
big setback."

Audrie reached out with both hands. "I'm so
sorry, Kathleen. Is there anything I can do?"

"Just be my friend and help me through
this."

Kathleen stood up and said, "It's 6:30 PM,
he'll be along soon."

"You're sure you're all right."

"I'm fine now, these things pass
quickly."

"I'm hoping to catch the 6:50 PM tram so I'll
have to hurry. You're sure you'll be alright, I can stay if you
wish,"Audrie said,

"You go ahead, I'll be okay."

Audrie hustled into the bedroom and Kathleen
could hear her buzzing about. Clothes came off and clothes went on,
drawers opened and drawers closed, as Audrie prepared for her
date.

"How do I look?" Audrie asked, and spun
around.

"You look terrific, as usual."

"It's a good thing I'm going out. You two
will be alone." Audrie raised her eyebrows and winked.

"It's not like that and you know it."

"You must admit, he's a nice-looking
man."

"Maybe so, but my life is sufficiently
complicated, thank you."

Kathleen brushed past Audrie and walked into
the kitchen. "I'd better get something to eat before he gets here,
I'm starving."

"There's wine in the cupboard, you never
know," Audrie winked, on her way out the door.

Kathleen sliced bread, made tea and was about
to remove a large pot of Audrie's lasagna from the stove when she
heard the knock. Already, it's not even 7:00 PM.

She sighed, put a lid on the pot and pushed
it to the back of the stove. On the way to the door, she paused in
front of the mirror. She was glad she took the extra time to get
her hair just right. She poked at the tight curl just above her
forehead. Another knock. She checked her collar and cuffs and
brushed a piece of lint from her sleeve.

She opened the door, smiled, and invited
Bouvette to come in.

She took his hat and coat and hung them in
the closet. He waited near the kitchen door and pointed to her cane
which leaned against the wall. "Are things getting better?"

"A little better every day."

He looked into the kitchen. "Something smells
good."

"Just some leftovers, I got home late."

"You haven't eaten?"

"No, have you?"

"No, and I'm starving."

Kathleen motioned to the kitchen table. "I
haven't got much but you're welcome to share it with me."

Bouvette walked to the stove and lifted the
lid on the pot. "Smells good, lasagna, my favourite."

Kathleen took dishes and utensils out of the
cupboard and set the table.

They were both hungry and when they sat down
to eat they said nothing for the first few minutes.

Kathleen said, half-apologetically, "I hadn't
planned on dinner for two. Audrie is the cook, it's her
lasagna."

He looked up, his mouth was full and he
chewed and swallowed before he spoke. "Tastes great to me. Can I
have some more of that homemade bread?"

She passed him the bread. "You live
alone?"

"Yes, I have a small apartment not far from
the police station."

"You like your work?"

"I love my work, my father was a policeman
and his father before him."

She wanted to ask him why he didn't wear a
wedding ring but thought it too obvious, too intrusive, too
intimate. Instead, she followed the conversational thread.

"Doesn't it get you down, crime, the misery,
the bad people? I think it might affect the way you see
people."

"I don't let that part get to me. I think
about all the good people I protect, I keep them safe from the bad
guys, people like you and your family. I feel good when I get bad
guys off the street."

"Speaking of bad guys, you told me you wanted
to bring me up to date on recent developments."

"Not now, afterward, if that's all right with
you."

Kathleen felt awkward. "Yes, afterward is
fine."

"Tell me about yourself, Miss Matthews."

"How far back you want me to go?"

"What are you studying at McGill?"

"I've always been interested in biology,
animals in particular. I took an undergraduate degree in science
and now I'm doing graduate-level work. One day, if all goes well,
I'm going to be a medical doctor."

"There aren't many women doctors."

"There's going to be more and I'm going to be
one of them."

"You're studying medicine, then?"

"No, not yet, women aren't yet admitted, but
that's going to change."

"You're just taking courses until you get
admitted to medicine?"

"I'm taking three courses but most of my time
is spent on a research project."

"What kind of research?"

"I work with Dr. Ducharme. He's studying the
effects of opiates on mental illness, particularly shell
shock."

"Dr. Pierre Ducharme?"

"Why yes, do you know him?"

"Not personally, but I've heard about the
work he's doing."

Bouvette folded his napkin and laid it on his
plate. "That was a wonderful meal, Miss Matthews, thank you."

"Let's go into the living room and you can
bring me up-to-date on your investigation."

The living room was cold and Kathleen put on
a sweater. "Montréal is a cold place this late in the fall. There
was snow on the ground all day."

Kathleen sat on the sofa and Bouvette sat in
a nearby comfy chair.

He said, "I could light a fire in the
fireplace, if you wish."

"There's firewood and paper in the rack, are
you sure you wouldn't mind?"

"Not a bit."

Bouvette busied himself at the fireplace and
a few minutes later, heat from the fire warmed Kathleen's face. She
pulled her sweater tight and said, "That feels better. It's cozy
isn't it."

Bouvette didn't return to his chair, instead
he sat beside her.

The thought popped into her head and leapt
off her tongue without warning. "Would you like some wine?"

He sat up straight, struck a broad smile, and
looked at her. "That's a great idea, perhaps one glass, I'm on
duty."

He proposed a toast, "To success in all of
our endeavours."

She said, "Now that we're comfortably
settled, perhaps you could bring me up to date. I presume
something's changed, otherwise you wouldn't be here. I could use
some good news today."

"It's news, but I'm afraid is not the news
you might have hoped for."

Kathleen stared at her hands, and felt her
energy drain away.

He said, "We have reason to suspect that
Ernie Lundy has been in Montréal, and may still be here."

Her mouth went dry and she fought for breath.
Her hands trembled and she clasped them together.

She heard his voice, it sounded far away.
"Miss Matthews, are you all right?"

"Yes, I'm all right. What makes you think
Ernie Lundy was or is here?"

"There were two incidents involving crew
members of the ship he used in his escape from Cape Breton. We're
also looking for a man who worked at the Port and fits Lundy's
description. Lundy may be using an alias."

"What were the incidents?"

"I hesitate to say."

"Murder?"

"Yes, brutal murder."

"He's quite capable of that, you know."

"I've recently received Sheriff McKenzie's
report, he's done some terrible things."

"Does my father know?"

"Chief Lévesque plans to speak with your
father tomorrow."

"What do we do now?"

"First of all, while we suspect he was or is
in Montréal we have no direct evidence. You must be even more
cautious as you go about your daily life. If he is in Montréal, I'm
going to run him down and arrest him. In any event we're going to
get to the bottom of this."

"How much longer do you think it will
take?"

"I'd like to put a number on it but I can't.
It will take as long as it takes. Be assured, it's my number one
priority."

He looked at the fireplace. "The fire is
dying, shall I put on another log?"

"It's not necessary the place it warmed up
and I have a thick comforter on my bed."

He looked at the clock on the mantelpiece.
"It's 8:30 PM and I have one more call to make. I must go. Are you
sure you'll be all right?"

"Audrie will be home by 11:00 PM. Thank you
for coming." She wanted to say much more than that. She looked down
at her hands.

Bouvette said, "I've written my home phone
number on this card, if you can't get me at the station, call me at
this number."

They walked to the door and he extended his
hand. "Thank you for dinner and the wine. I enjoyed our
conversation and I hope that next time I'll have better news for
you."

She took his hand in hers but felt that she
wanted, needed, more than that. She enjoyed his company too much to
end it with a handshake. However, her courage left her and she
released his hand. She thought she saw disappointment on his face,
perhaps he felt the same way.

Later that night, snuggled beneath her
comforter she fought the fear and, eventually, fell asleep.

***

 


Chapter
63

 


The Streets of Montréal

Bernie's encounter with Grace unsettled him.
It was as if she had risen from the dead. He didn't think of
himself as the superstitious type, but he felt there was more to
the encounter than plain bad luck. Grace would tell the police and
Sissy would tell Gunny. He thought about his predicament and wiped
his clammy hands on his sleeves. The word dilemma came to mind.
Years ago, he looked it up in the dictionary to settle an argument.
Now, he not only knew what it meant, he felt what it meant.

He slung the duffel bag over his shoulder and
pretended a casual walk although he didn't simply want to walk and
worry. He wanted a place to think and plan his next move. In the
next block he saw a cluster of trees surrounded by a stone wall.
The park was small and secluded but had few features to commend it.
The flowerbeds were mounded for winter and dead leaves covered the
gravel walkway. The leaves crunched under his feet as he walked
towards the sturdy green bench. It was in a good place, protected
on three sides by evergreen boxwoods. Melting frost coated the
well-worn seat. He looked in his duffel bag for a cloth and found a
wash cloth from the Aubert Inn. He paused for a moment with the
cloth in his hand, then he sponged the water and sat down. He was
alone and out of sight. He ran several plans through his head but
when the noon bell rang from a nearby church he hadn't come up with
anything.

A cold rain fell and he left the park to find
shelter. He saw an open diner down the street and walked in. He
chose a table that afforded an unobstructed view of the sidewalk in
both directions. A good place to dry off, eat, rest and think.

He ate his poutine slowly and angled his back
to the window. He slow-sipped his coffee and considered his
options. He didn't have enough money, and he needed money, for
cabs, trains, food, and accommodation. He needed it to
cover…who-knows-how-long; days, weeks, months? Where, when, and how
to get money? He had to do it quickly, to avoid the clutches of his
pursuers and get out of town before a full-scale search began.

Bernie ordered a second coffee and another
bowl of poutine. He nursed his coffee and endured several 'more
coffee' visits by the waitress. He watched the door and sidewalk
and drained his fourth cup. The waitress gave him the evil eye and
he decided it was time to leave. He walked to the counter with the
bill, paid it and left.

Out on the street he counted his money, about
ten bucks, not nearly enough to fund his escape and get himself
established somewhere else. He had a flash of inspiration. The guy
at O'Reilly's, nice looking guy, French name, Professor
something-or-other. He had a roll, a fat one, a rich wife, and did
medical work at McGill, not far from here.

Bernie walked to the McGill campus and stood
inside the entrance and buttonholed a student. He asked how he
might find a professor who did medical work. The young man pointed
to a three-story building, a couple of hundred yards away. "That's
the Medical Building, someone over there may be able to help you,"
he said.

Bernie approached the front of the building
and hid behind a leafy chestnut tree. He checked his appearance.
His shoes were stained with dried blood that had turned rusty
brown. His pants were blotched in two or three places but not so
bad as to draw attention. His jacket was torn. He took it off and
turned it inside out. His shirt was wrinkled but presentable. He
had a day's growth of beard but his hair and moustache were neatly
trimmed. He wouldn't be mistaken for a professor or student but,
then again, he didn't look like an out-and-out bum.

Classes changed and students came and went in
bunches. He walked close behind a group of students going towards
the Medical Building. He kept his head down but looked up now and
then to make sure he wasn't attracting attention.

He was within twenty feet of the bottom step
of the Medical Building when the door flew open and a distinguished
looking man ran down the steps and crossed in front of him. It was
him, professor whatsisname.

The professor walked double time along the
sidewalk and lengthened their separation with each long stride.
Bernie started after him with a pace somewhere between a fast walk
and a slow run. He quickly closed the gap and slowed to a walk to
match his target's pace. He followed at a safe distance and watched
his target leave the sidewalk and enter the front door of a large
brick mansion.

He walked slowly past the house and found
refuge in a nearby park. He sat on a bench and kept the front door
of the house in view. The sun was an orange segment on the horizon.
He watched it disappear. It was time to get some real money.

***

 


Chapter
64

Montréal

 


Pierre was exhausted to the point of numbness
following the Review Committee Meeting. He was glad to be home. He
dropped his jacket on the floor, settled in his favourite easy
chair, and fell asleep.

When he awoke, the room was dark and someone
was poking him. He struggled to consciousness.

"Who… who are you?" He tried to sit upright
but a strong hand shoved him back.

"Never mind who I am. I'm looking for money
and I know you've got lots. Let's not waste time, get me some
money, give me all you have. Do what I say and I'll just take the
money and leave."

The cobwebs disappeared and Pierre was on
full alert. "What are you doing here? How did you get in?" He felt
a hard blow to his face.

"Stop wasting time. Shut up and get the
money."

"I don't have any money in the house. I have
some in my wallet, that's all I have."

"Bullshit! I've seen your bankroll, you've
got lots of dough, cough it up. Now!"

Pierre remembered the voice, the meeting at
O'Reilly's. Fear knotted his stomach and his mouth went dry.

"I met you at O'Reilly's with Mickey Clancy.
You're Bernie?" Pierre said.

"Never mind who I am. Get the money and shut
up."

Pierre remembered his shotgun, hidden in the
closet in his bedroom. A twelve-gauge, breech loading,
double-barrelled shotgun. It was a gift from his father on his
fourteenth birthday. Linda wanted him to get rid of it but,
thankfully, he kept it. It was on the top shelf of their bedroom
closet, far away from young Virgil's prying eyes.

Bernie removed his hand and Pierre sat up. "I
keep a few hundred dollars in a shoebox in my bedroom for
emergencies. You stay here and I'll go and get it."

Bernie laughed. "What do you take me for? I
didn't fall off a turnip truck and land on your doorstep. Take me
to the money, I'll be right behind you, get up!"

Pierre rose slowly and began to put on his
shoes. Bernie grabbed him by the arm and pulled him away. "You
don't need those, get a move on." He shoved Pierre and prodded him
up the stairs to the second floor.

Pierre led Bernie down the hall to the master
bedroom. He put his hand on the door handle and something sharp
poked him in the back. "No funny business, this knife is sharp and
I know how to use it."

They entered the bedroom and Pierre glanced
out the front window. His neighbour, Professor Elwin Craig, stood
under a street lamp and held the end of a leash while his dog
sniffed in the bushes. Pierre edged closer to the window, hoping to
attract Professor Craig's attention.

"Get away from that window."

Bernie pulled the drapes closed and said,
"Turn on a light."

Pierre reach for the wall switch.

"Not that one, the one on the dresser!"

Bernie said, "Now get the money."

Pierre pointed to the closet. "It's over
there, in the closet."

Bernie waved his knife toward the closet.
"Get it!" Bernie sat on the bed.

Pierre lunged into the closet and was out of
sight before Bernie could react.

Once inside, Pierre wrapped a leather belt
around the door latch and braced himself.

Pierre heard Bernie's feet hit the floor and
the thunder of his footsteps. He gripped the belt and pulled. He
felt intermittent tugs as Bernie wrenched at the door. Soon, the
tugging stopped.

Bernie yelled, "Open the damned door, I just
want the money. I won't hurt you."

"You've got a knife, I don't trust you, I'm
not opening the door."

Keep him talking. Where's that
shotgun?

"There's some money in the top drawer of the
dresser," Pierre said.

He heard Bernie walk across the room to the
dresser and, with one hand on the leather belt, he stood on his
tiptoes and groped for the shotgun. He wrapped his hand around the
twin barrels and pulled the gun off the shelf. He swept his hand
along the shelf and found the box of shells.

"There's nothing in the damned dresser!"
Bernie shouted and pulled on the door.

The door thumped and bumped. Each time Bernie
tugged, the gap widened and Pierre pulled on the belt to deny him
entry.

When he judged that Bernie was pulling on the
door latch as hard as he could, Pierre released his grip. The door
sprung open and Pierre burst from the closet, cradling the shotgun.
Bernie was flat on his back, fumbling for his knife.

Pierre thumbed the lever to open the breech
of the shotgun but the lever stuck.

Jammed! This gun hasn't been oiled in
years.

Pierre fumbled with the gun, and danced away,
with one eye on Bernie, while he fiddled with the jammed breech
mechanism.

Bernie bounced off the floor with his knife
in his hand. He lunged forward and Pierre raised his arm to protect
himself. The shotgun shells dropped to the floor. Pierre wrapped
both hands around the twin barrels of the gun and swung it at
Bernie's head. Bernie ducked but the stock of the gun struck him
above the ear and he fell to his knees. Stay down. Bernie
raised himself to a crouch and crept forward with his eyes on the
shotgun and his arms held wide. His knife was in constant motion,
circling this way, then that. Pierre held the shotgun with his
hands far apart, to parry Bernie's knife. He backed against the
dresser and reached behind him. He gripped the glazed surface of a
Royal Doulton figurine and heaved it at Bernie's head. Falstaff
sailed over Bernie's head, split the drapes, and smashed through
the window. Professor Craig's dog barked. Bernie lowered his head
and charged at Pierre. Pierre slammed into the dresser and felt the
drawer latch dig into his kidney.

In a desperate bid for survival Pierre struck
Bernie in the chest with the butt of the gun. Bernie staggered back
but quickly recovered and lunged forward. Pierre felt the sharp
knife cut into him. He gripped the blade of Bernie's knife with
both hands and watched it slice through fingers and flesh. Bernie
worked the blade upward and Pierre felt it tear through him.
This is it, I'm going to die. He clung to Bernie with both
hands, he heard a voice, a child's voice, his voice, a far away
echo, save me, and he floated into darkness.

***

 



Chapter 65

 


Bernie knelt beside Pierre and rolled him
onto his back. Blood pooled around Pierre's body and soaked into
the thick-napped Persian rug. Pierre's body twitched and he gaped
in surprise. He tried to speak but his only sounds were
unintelligible gasps, barely above a whisper. Pierre raised his
hand and clawed the air as if to grasp something just above him. He
died, open-eyed, with a surprised look.

Bernie sat on the bed and listened for the
sound of nosy neighbours who might investigate the commotion. He
heard a neighbour's dog bark, but nothing else. He waited for a few
minutes and then ransacked the bedroom in a desperate search for
money. He dug through dresser drawers, swept the shelves and
searched the pockets of pants, coats, suits and jackets. He found
no money.

He removed Pierre's wallet but it had very
little cash. He removed the two gold rings on Pierre's upraised
hand. One of them was a gold wedding band and the other, on his
pinky finger, was gold, inlaid with three diamonds. Bernie tried on
both rings and, to his surprise, they fit perfectly. He turned
around and looked in the mirror. His face was bruised and blood
streaked, his shirt was shredded and his pants were soaked in
blood. He went into the bathroom, removed his clothes and cleaned
up. He cleaned blood from his shoes with a white towel.

He returned to the bedroom and stuffed his
bloody clothes into a small suitcase. He rummaged in the closet, to
find something he might wear. He picked out a pair of black pants
and tossed them on the bed. He tore shirt after shirt from their
hangers and threw them on the floor. He found a plain blue shirt
and a dark blue overcoat. He found socks and underwear in a dresser
drawer.

He dressed, stood before the mirror and
cocked a smile. He ransacked the master bedroom and the rest of the
house in a desperate quest for money. An hour later, he sat on the
stairs with his head in his hands. Except for the few dollars he
found in Pierre's wallet, the rings, and a few bills he found in a
cookie jar in the kitchen, he came up empty.

He was hungry and went into the kitchen. He
found some bread, a wedge of cheese and a bottle of beer. He sat at
the table and ate chunks of bread and cheese. He drained the beer
in one long guzzle. He felt sleepy and went into the living room to
wait for quiet streets.

Later that evening, Bernie left the living
room. He walked to the back door and listened. He was angry and he
pounded his fist into his hand. "Nothing! Not a damned thing!
All for nothing."

He cracked open the door and peeked out. The
night sky was silky black and, except for a dog's bark in the
distance, the neighbourhood was quiet.

He slipped through the hedge and crept down a
back alley. He stopped occasionally to look around. On the next
street, he got rid of the suitcase with his bloody clothes.

***
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The Streets of Montréal

 


Bernie spat on the sidewalk. Nothing,
absolutely nothing. He thrust his head back and let loose a
guttural roar.

He turned the corner and walked towards the
river. He paused for a while, and rested his back against a stone
wall. He examined his knife, and erased congealed blood with wet
grass and dried the blade in the lining of his overcoat.

He looked for landmarks on a familiar street.
In the distance, he saw a large church. Twin spires beckoned and
grey puffs of smoke drifted lazily from a small chimney, a promise
of warmth and comfort. A statue of Christ crowned one spire and a
weathervane topped the other, proffering both heavenly and earthly
guidance.

Bernie crossed the street and found an entry
point in the weathered sandstone wall. He opened a heavy oak door
and stepped into the vestibule. He crept into the sanctuary and
looked around. There were a few people in the pews, some on their
knees, others sleeping or in the deepest prayer imaginable. He
watched an old woman leave the confessional. He took a seat at the
very back, in the dark far corner. He closed his eyes, and dozed.
He was awakened by a priest early the next morning.

After a breakfast of coffee and toast at a
nearby diner, he went to Erin Clancy's. He stood in the doorway of
a small shop, across from Erin's apartment. He waited and watched.
He assumed that Erin would leave her apartment and go to O'Reilly's
to clean up. He heard activity behind him and moments later the
door opened and the shopkeeper told him to move along. Bernie moved
two doors down but kept his eye on the entrance to Erin's apartment
building. His legs grew tired and he was about to give up when Erin
emerged.

He waited until she was halfway down the
block before he followed. He picked up his pace and walked behind
her. She sensed his presence and glanced around. Her look of
surprise was quickly replaced with one of deep concern. "What are
you doing here? Don't you know that everyone is looking for you?
The police came to O'Reilly's asking about you."

"I need a place to stay, not for long, just a
little while. I thought you might put me up in your apartment."

"I don't know Bernie. It's a big risk."

"I can't walk the streets much longer, I'm
exhausted, I need some rest and I've got to get out of
Montréal."

"I suppose I can put you up for a few hours,
but you can't stay long, it's too risky."

They walked back to her apartment. When they
were safely inside, Erin said, "What's going on? What kind of
trouble are you in? Red Mattick came by last night. What have you
done?"

Bernie lied. "We were unloading smuggled
Caribbean rum when the police raided us. I escaped but they know
about me so I have to leave town."

"What's keeping you from leaving right
now?"

"I don't have enough money and I need a place
to stay until I can get more. I have to leave town to look for
work, and that takes money."

"Don't look at me, I'm flat broke, I can
barely make rent. Why don't you ask Mattick to give you a
loan?"

"Mattick blames me for the raid and he knows
the police are looking for me. He doesn't want me around, it looks
like I'm finished with the gang."

"You're in a tough spot, Bernie. I'd rather
you didn't stay here, the police questioned me at O'Reilly's."

Bernie gave her a shamefaced look. "Do you
think your brother Mickey could give me a safe place to stay. Maybe
he could help me find some money."

Erin pursed her lips. "Mickey might be able
to help you but that's up to him. He's at work now, at the
Institute. I'll give you the address. Go to the reception desk and
ask for Mickey and they'll find him. You can rest here for a while
but don't stay long. I've had enough trouble in my life and I don't
need more. I'm sorry Bernie."

"I understand, I'll rest for a while and then
I'll find Mickey," Bernie said.

Erin hurried out the door and, just after 9
o'clock, Bernie left Erin's apartment to find Mickey.

***
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Montréal

 


Kathleen didn't sleep well following
inspector Bouvette's visit. Every rattle and squeak in the old
house reminded her of Ernie Lundy. Cancellation of the research
program and its impact on her future also kept her awake.

The next morning she ate a breakfast of dry
toast and tea and left for work. She began the fifteen minute walk
to the Medical Building in a heightened state of anxiety and looked
with suspicion at every person she passed.

She went to the third floor to check on
Pierre but he wasn't in his office. It looked like he hadn't been
there since yesterday. It wasn't a complete surprise, considering
the blow to his program. She guessed he was at home, licking his
wounds.

She went to the lab on the second floor. Vic
was at the far end of the lab and did not see her come in. She
collected her Institute files and, on her way out, she paused in
the doorway to get Vic's attention.

"I'll be at the Institute all day. If you or
Dr. Ducharme need me you can find me there."

She usually enjoyed the ten minute walk to
the Institute but try as she might, she worried about the research
program. I hope he gets over this setback and puts the pieces
back together.

Kathleen approached the receptionist and
asked, "Where will I find Mickey Clancy?"

The receptionist replied, "He'll meet you in
Examination Room A, Miss Matthews. That's just down the hall to
your right, first door on the left."

Kathleen entered the examination room where
Mickey waited. "Good morning, Kathleen," he said.

"Hello, Mickey, what does today's schedule
look like?"

"It looks like a full day for both of us."
Mickey waved the schedule.

"Before we begin I think there's something
you ought to know," Kathleen said. She sat down and motioned to
Mickey to sit beside her.

"This may or may not be a surprise to you. I
don't know what Dr. Allen has told people."

"Nobody tells us much, I haven't heard
anything," Mickey replied"

Kathleen bit her lip. "I don't know how to
say this, so I'll just begin. Doctor Ducharme's program will be
shut down. It's not yet clear how or when the program will end but
it's definitely over."

Mickey's mouth fell open and he shook his
head. "Jeez, that doesn't sound good! What happened?"

"I don't want to cast blame, but your Dr.
Allen was not happy with our program. He asked the Review Committee
to terminate the program and they agreed."

"How is Dr. Ducharme taking it?"

"Not very well I'm afraid, he's very
upset."

"Too bad for him, how does it affect
you?"

"My thesis project is down the drain. I still
have my courses and so my year will not be a total loss. I haven't
had time to think about what I'm going to do."

"I've heard some of our doctors praise your
work with patients. If you decide to take a break from your studies
you might find work here."

"It's kind of you to think of me, however,
it's too soon to make any decisions. Besides, I'm determined to get
a medical degree."

"Will you see patients today?"

"Yes, I will. It's important to continue with
regular examinations although it's likely we won't do any more drug
treatments."

"I've got Mr. Red next door, shall I bring
him in?"

"Yes, let's get started."

Mickey brought Mr. Red into the examination
room. He handed him a standard issue hospital gown and led him
behind the privacy screen.

Kathleen assembled her equipment and greeted
Mr. Red, "How are you, Mr. Red?"

Mr. Red tugged at the pale-green gown. "I
hate these flimsy little dresses."

"The gown makes it easier to check pulse and
breathing, and to examine your skin for allergic reactions. Let me
tie it up for you," Mickey said, and stepped behind Mr. Red.

Kathleen said, "Mickey will do your physical
examination behind the privacy screen. I'll make sure that my
presence won't embarrass you. This examination is more extensive
than usual. My job is to record the results and to administer a
questionnaire."

Mr. Red breathed a sigh and snapped off a two
fingered salute. "Why do you use this Mr. Red label? Why not use my
real name, Bill Smith?"

Kathleen replied, "We plan to publish reports
on our work and, for reasons of privacy, your real name won't
appear."

She picked up her clipboard and asked, "How
do you feel?"

"I feel better. This medication helps a lot.
I sleep better too, and I'm not as nervous."

"Mickey will begin your examination now.
After Mickey's examination I’ll have some more questions for
you."

Mickey took Mr. Red behind the screen to
measure blood pressure, temperature, heart rate and respiration and
to examine his chest and back. He called out the results to
Kathleen. After thirty minutes of questions and answers with
Kathleen, Mr. Red's examination was over.

There was a knock on the door and an
attendant poked his head in. "Mickey, someone asked for you at the
front desk."

"I'll be there as soon as I can," Mickey
replied.

He looked at Kathleen. "I'll take Mr. Red to
his room and then I'll go to the front desk to see what's up. I
shouldn't be too long."

"Go ahead, I'll ask one of the other
attendants to get Mr. Orange."

***

 



Chapter 68

 


Bernie Landry waited near the reception desk
and lowered his chin to hide his bruised face. Mickey approached
the receptionist and looked around but didn't see him. "Is there
someone here to meet me?"

"Yes, he's waiting just over there."

Mickey turned around and Bernie said, "Can we
speak privately?"

Bernie followed Mickey down the hall to the
chapel. To their right a man and woman were huddled with a
clergyman. The woman gripped a handkerchief in both hands and
sobbed quietly. Mickey took Bernie to the opposite side of the
room.

"What's on your mind?" Mickey asked.

"I’m in trouble and Erin said that you would
help me."

"What kind of trouble?"

"The police kind."

Mickey grimaced. "Hmmm, too bad for you. The
last thing I want is trouble with the police."

Bernie shook his head. "Nothing like that.
I'm not asking you to get involved, just find me a place to stay
for a day or two."

"Then what?"

"I'll leave town and you'll never see me
again."

"What's stopping you from leaving today?"
Mickey asked.

"I don't have any money. I thought I'd come
into some money but nothing panned out."

"How much do you need?"

"Fifty bucks would see me into the States
with a few weeks' expenses until I can find a job. I'll pay you
back. I expect to come into money once I get there. I'll mail it to
you."

"I've got some money set aside. I suppose I
could lend you some but I don't have it with me. I don't know you
that well, Bernie, and, if I lend you the money, I'll need some
collateral."

Except for the clothes on his back, the knife
hidden in his pocket, the rings, and a bit of cash, Bernie didn't
have much to offer. He removed the two gold rings and handed them
to Mickey. "Will these do?"

Mickey hefted the rings and examined them
carefully. He took a jackknife from his pocket and nicked the
bands. "These will do nicely, if I don't get repayment, I'll pawn
them. Mickey put the rings in his pocket."

Bernie nodded." I understand, don't worry,
you'll get your money. Where can I lay low until you get the
money?"

"If the cops are after you I sure as hell
don't want you at my place. I'll find you a hiding place here at
the Institute. After that we'll look for a place somewhere
else."

"Here? Isn't that a bit risky? Don't you know
someone who can put me up?"

Mickey aimed a narrow-eyed stare at Bernie.
"I don't have time right now. I've got a very busy day and I'm not
sure when I can get away. I'll find you a temporary hiding place
here at the Institute. It's less risk for me."

Bernie shrugged. "If hiding out here is the
best you can do then it's okay with me. Beggars can't be
choosers."

Mickey rubbed the back of his neck. "I don't
want to be difficult Bernie. I just think it's the best solution
for now."

"Okay then, let's get on with it. I'm feeling
nervous sitting around here, somebody might recognize me."

"Let's not rush into this. There's some
things you need to know about this place."

"Like what for instance?"

Mickey lowered his voice. "There's a lot
going on here. People come and go at all hours of the day and
night. There's doctors, nurses, attendants, clerks, patients,
visitors, all kinds of people. Most of the people who work here
know one another. We often deal with mentally ill patients and our
staff are trained to spot unusual behaviour. If you look out of
place someone is bound to ask you who you are and what you're doing
here. It won't be easy, is what I'm trying to say."

Bernie felt worried. "Jeez man, are you sure
there isn't a better place outside somewhere?"

Mickey narrowed his eyes. "I've already said,
that option is out. Do you want to stay here or not?"

Bernie went palms up. "Okay, okay, I get it.
So, what do we do?"

"I have an idea. Come with me."

He led Bernie down the corridor where there
were eight rooms, four on each side. The rooms were used for
examinations and for surgery preparation. Mickey took Bernie to an
unoccupied prep room and asked him to take off his clothes.

"What for? I'm not sure I like this
plan."

"Just until I can get you a gown so you'll
look like a patient. If anyone pops in before I get back, being
naked will stop them from asking too many questions."

Reluctantly, Bernie complied with Mickey's
request and removed his clothes.

Bernie stood in the middle of the room,
naked, with his hands cupped over his crotch, feeling stupid.

Mickey looked at him and frowned. "Don't
worry, I won't be long. If anybody sticks their nose in, give them
a phoney name, like Wally Smith. Tell them you’re waiting for a
nurse. I'll bring you a gown and an identification tag. Sit tight,
I'll be back in a few minutes."

***

 


Chapter
69

Ward 5

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


Roy Egerton, Senior Attendant on Ward 5,
entered the staff room and said, "It's showtime boys, up and at
‘em."

Warren Davies folded his newspaper. "What's
up, Roy?"

"Waldo Speight, the Ripper, the big
operation, today's the day."

Neal Frost looked up. "So they're really
going to do it. I hope to hell it works. Every time I go near that
guy, the way he looks at me, those fuckin' eyes give me the
creeps."

Egerton walked to the door. "Let's go.
Warren, you bring the straps and the gag."

A half hour later, Speight was in a
preparation room, strapped to a table. He writhed and twisted
against his restraints until his face turned beet red. Deep
guttural sounds filled his throat and spittle seeped around the
edges of his leather gag.

"Neal, find a nurse, Dr. Smiff wants him
sedated. He may be strapped down but you can't trust him," Egerton
said.

Neal Frost left and returned with a nurse who
hid a syringe behind her back.

Speight’s eyes widened when he saw the nurse
and they bulged when he saw the needle. Neal Frost pushed down on
his chest and felt the low rumble of Speight’s throaty resistance.
Soon after the injection, Speight was unconscious.

"How long will he be out?" Egerton asked.

"An hour, maybe longer, enough time to get
him prepped," the nurse replied.

Egerton said, "It doesn't take three of us to
watch a man sleep. Neal, you stay here until they come for him.
Warren and I will go back to Ward 5."

***

 


Chapter
70

Operating Room C

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


Dr. Smiff stood beside the operating table
and studied Waldo Speight's file. When the door opened he turned
and said, "Good morning Nurse Wilton, we've got a challenging few
hours ahead of us."

Nurse Gayle Wilton was the most experienced
operating room nurse at the Institute and was Dr. Smiff’s
hand-picked assistant for this operation. He stood behind her, in
Operating Room C, and watched her arrange his surgical instruments.
She laid them out on a clean white cloth in their order of use. The
instruments had fancy medical names but they served the same
purpose as the tools used every day by her carpenter-husband;
knife, pliers, drill, saw, ruler, calipers, clamps. Surgery was
like carpentry, if you substituted blood for sawdust. She kept
those thoughts herself because she knew that no doctor, especially
Dr Smiff, would appreciate her crude comparison.

"I've seen his chart and I don't remember an
operation quite like it," she said.

"I'll perform a frontal leucotomy. It’s the
first time anyone in North America has attempted this operation. I
was in Portugal earlier this year and I watched Dr. Moniz perform
this operation several times. If it works, it will become standard
treatment for violent mental patients."

Nurse Wilton looked up at him. "It will be
quite a feather in your cap, Dr. Smiff. I know it's important. I'll
be on my toes, don't worry. Any special instructions?"

"Be especially alert for changes in vital
signs. Brain operations are always risky and first time operations
are especially so."

"I assume it's similar to other
trepanning-type operations."

"Yes, it is similar. I'll open and close the
skull as I usually do. During the most critical part of the
operation, I'll neutralize the pathways that connect the frontal
lobes to the limbic system. We can't afford any mistakes lest the
patient lose speech, mobility or any of his other vital functions.
I expect it'll take three or four hours, twice as long as usual
because I have to be especially careful. Dr. Moniz recommends this
operation for patients who can not or will not control their
violent impulses. I'll be ready in half an hour. Is the patient
ready?"

"He should be in the prep room by now. I'm
going there now to check on him."

"Have you checked his tag and file?"

"I'll check his tag and file when I prep him.
He's very violent so we'll have two attendants on standby before,
during, and after the operation, just in case."

Dr. Smiff picked up a scalpel and examined
its sharp edge. "I asked that they sedate him as soon as he arrives
in the prep room, he shouldn't be a problem."

"We're behind schedule but I'll do my best to
have him prepped and ready when you are. It seems exceptionally
busy today. Both operating theatres are fully booked and prep rooms
are in short supply. I'd better get going before someone claims our
prep room and I find myself prepping him on the sidewalk."

Nurse Wilton walked away and Dr. Smiff called
after her. "Shave his entire head including his eyebrows. I don't
want to lose him because of infection."

Nurse Wilton hurried out of the operating
theatre and approached the two attendants, Mel Conroy and Ben
Striker, who were waiting outside. "Dr. Smiff will be ready soon.
The Ward 5 attendants should have Speight in the prep room by now,
he'll be sedated. Mel, you go to the prep room, Ben and I will be
along in a minute with the gurney and the razor."

***

 


Chapter
71

Montréal

 


Professor Elwin Craig, an authority on the
works of Edgar Allen Poe, concluded his lecture. He planned to get
away early but the eager beavers in the front row were upon him
before his last syllable echoed off the walls of the lecture
theatre.

He fielded questions from the mini-mob that
crowded the lectern. They fished for marks, exam hints, and the
other currencies of student achievement. If he indulged them, the
students would hold him captive for at least an hour. He hadn't
eaten since breakfast and his stomach growled. He deployed his
favourite trick. He assigned additional homework to the next
student who questioned him. The remaining students quickly followed
their brown noses out the door. He gathered his notes and hurried
home. Once or twice he almost had his hat blown off in the stiff
northerly breeze. Drifting dark cumulus clouds threatened rain.

He looked forward to his favourite meal,
Manicotti Alla Romana. It was a special birthday treat,
promised by his wife Dorothy.

It was past 1:00 PM when Elwin opened the
door and savoured the sassy aroma of Dorothy's spaghetti sauce. He
went into the kitchen where Dorothy washed basil and parsley.

He walked up behind her and gently squeezed
her shoulder. "My favourite cook, making my favourite meal." He sat
at the kitchen table and picked up his half-finished morning
paper.

Dorothy looked out the window. "Elwin come
here and look at this."

Elwin folded his newspaper and laid it on the
table. "What is it?"

"Look over there." Her finger pointed to the
Ducharme house and she stepped aside so Elwin could see.

Elwin shrugged his shoulders. "I don't see
anything unusual."

"I swear, men are blind," Dorothy said. "The
glass in one of the windows on the second floor has been smashed
out. Can't you see it?" She stepped aside, to give Elwin a chance
to redeem himself.

"Yes, I see it now, not much of it left."

She pursed her lips. "I hadn't noticed that
before. When do you suppose it happened?"

"Beats me. It could have happened anytime. It
must've been recent otherwise you'd think it would be fixed or at
least have something in it to keep the weather out."

"The imported silk drapes, the ones Linda is
so proud of, they'll be beaten to shreds if this wind keeps up,"
Dorothy said.

"They look pretty bad already," Elwin
said.

"You'd think Pierre would have noticed. It's
too bad about their separation, men don't do well living alone. If
Pierre hadn't been fooling around with those young women at the
University, they might still be together," Dorothy said.

"You're just repeating rumours, nobody knows
for sure what caused their breakup," Elwin said.

"Whatever he's been up to, it was enough to
cause Linda to leave him," Dorothy said.

"I wonder how long he'll hang onto the house.
It's the biggest one in the neighbourhood, too big for a man to
rattle around in," Elwin said.

"Linda has all the money. Pierre won't be
able to maintain that mausoleum on an Assistant Professor's salary.
I expect to see it on the market any day now," Dorothy replied.

"The window might have been smashed by
hoodlums. The wind and rain will make a real mess of their carpets
and furniture. Perhaps I should go over there and see if Pierre is
home," Elwin mused.

"If you're going to do it you should do it
before dark. If he's not at home you can stick a note on his door,"
Dorothy said.

"I'd better do it now. I've got to be back by
2:30 for my next lecture," Elwin said.

Elwin took a shortcut across his side-yard
and squeezed through a gap in the hedge. He looked up at the broken
window and walked beneath it. Shards of glass reflected the dull
sky light. A shiny object lying near the hedge caught his eye.
Elwin picked it up and saw several other pieces nearby. He examined
a piece of the base and noted the Royal Doulton inscription. His
suspicions heightened and he carried the dismembered figurine to
Pierre's front door. He knocked and awaited a reply. He heard
nothing and then thumbed the latch.

"Pierre! Pierre! Are you at home?" he
shouted. There was no answer.

He stepped inside and was surprised to see
the house in complete disarray, as though struck by an indoor
hurricane. Ripped sofa cushions lay in the foyer and the furniture
was upended. Bookcases were turned over and torn books strewn
about. Paper and debris littered the stairway. A glance into the
kitchen revealed cupboard doors open with pots and pans lying
about. Broken dishes littered the kitchen floor like bleached
seashells. Elwin picked his way through the debris and followed its
trail to the second floor.

It looks like the work of hoodlums. He's in
for one hell of a surprise when he gets home.

He opened the door to the master bedroom, it
was a mess. He stepped inside and walked towards a heap of clothes
on the floor beside the bed. He moved closer and froze when he saw
the rigid claw-like appendage pointing to the chandelier. He inched
his way forward and prayed that closer examination would disprove
his suspicion. He stood over it, wide eyed and open mouthed.
Professor Craig stared in horror at the battered face and repulsive
rictus smile of Dr. Pierre Ducharme.

Try as he might Professor Craig could not
will his feet to move. His chest heaved and a noise, halfway
between a moan and a cry formed in his throat and then exploded
with full force. He ran from the bedroom and stopped in the hall.
He gulped air and leaned his back against the wall. He gripped his
hair and slid to the floor. He sat with his forehead resting on his
knees, and fought for breath.

***

 



Chapter 72

 


Inspector Bouvette arrived at the Ducharme
house shortly after receiving the call from Mrs. Craig. He was
accompanied by his partner, another homicide detective. He elbowed
his way through the crowd gathered on the sidewalk.

Once inside, he saw a fine old Montréal
mansion with its guts ripped to shreds. He looked into the kitchen
and saw a man and a woman seated on either side of a police
constable. He beckoned to the constable and met him in the
hall.

"Who are these people?" Bouvette asked.

"Elwin and Dorothy Craig, they're next-door
neighbours. He's a professor at McGill University. He found the
body and his wife called it in."

Bouvette went into the kitchen. It was a
mess, cupboards open, broken dishes, an empty beer bottle, chunks
of bread and cheese on the table.

Bouvette showed his badge and introduced
himself. "I'm Inspector Bouvette of the Montréal police."

He guessed the couple were in their early
60's. Elwin had a full head of white hair and wore a dark suit,
white shirt and tie. Dorothy's hair was greying with streaks of
darker hair and a snow white forelock. She wore a flowered apron
over a plain blue dress.

Elwin did not look up but Dorothy studied
Bouvette very carefully. They introduced themselves and Bouvette
pencilled their names and address in his notebook.

He spoke to Professor Craig first, "I
understand you found the body."

Professor Craig looked up at him with a dazed
expression. He had difficulty getting the words out. She held his
hand and he found his voice, "Yes, I found him, I can't believe it.
It was horrible, I'm still in shock."

His wife added, "This is a good, quiet
neighbourhood. How could something like this happen, here, of all
places?"

Bouvette addressed Professor Craig. "You know
the victim?"

"Yes…it's Dr. Pierre Ducharme, he does
medical research at McGill."

"Did you disturb anything?"

"I just walked across the room, I didn't
touch anything. I got out of there as quickly as possible."

"And you're sure the person you saw was Dr.
Pierre Ducharme."

"Definitely, it's him."

Bouvette raised his notebook and flipped back
through several pages. He paused at a recent entry. Ducharme's name
was in the notes he took during his last meeting with Kathleen
Matthews. He flipped further back and saw the name again. This time
the name appeared in his notes from his last meeting with Luc
Marois, his undercover man at the Port. Marois followed Bernie
Landry and Harry Sweeney to O'Reilly's where they met up with
Ducharme and Mickey Clancy.

He opened his notebook to the current page
and posed more questions to Professor Craig.

"Is this Dr. Ducharme's home?"

"Yes, we're next-door neighbours"

"Is anyone else at home, his family?"

Mrs. Craig answered, "They've recently
separated, she left with her son several days ago."

"Do you know where they are?"

"I'm afraid not. I know that her maiden name
is Holt and her parents live in Ottawa, perhaps that's where she
is."

Bouvette thanked the Craigs and asked them to
remain in the kitchen while he went upstairs. The body lay on the
floor near the bed. He was on his back with knees bent and one arm
raised. His face was a grotesque mask, eyes open, teeth bared, a
look of anger and surprise. The shotgun and shells lay nearby.
Bouvette picked up the shotgun, sniffed the end of the barrel,
poked his index finger inside, withdrew it and shrugged.

He picked up the shotgun shells and checked
the brass ends. "Never fired," he said.

He knelt beside the body and carefully
examined the wounds. "Knife wounds, practiced and
professional."

Bouvette's partner said, "Looks familiar
doesn't it?"

"Too familiar to be a coincidence. I think
it's the same guy."

Bouvette and his partner left the bedroom and
walked across the hall to the bathroom. Bouvette opened the
medicine chest and saw the glass vials and syringe. He said,
"Remove the entire contents of the medicine chest as well as all
garbage receptacles and take them to the station for further
examination."

Bouvette walked back into the bedroom and
carefully undid the button on Pierre's shirt cuff. He peeled up the
sleeve and saw needle tracks. He shook his head and turned to his
partner. "Ask the coroner to check for drugs."

Bouvette and his partner completed their work
at the scene and went downstairs. He thanked professor and Mrs.
Craig for their assistance and said they could return to their home
but that he would have further questions for them during his
investigation.

He walked them to the door and Mrs. Craig
asked, "Do you know who did this?"

"It's too soon to reach any conclusions,
we'll see what happens as the investigation proceeds."

Professor Craig said, "Someone should notify
Professor Harcourt, the Dean of Medicine."

Bouvette said, "We'll notify him today."

There were many more people milling about on
the sidewalk when Bouvette left the premises.

He walked to the end of the block, turned
around and looked back at the scene. Kathleen Matthew's life
could be in danger. I'd better find her.

***

 


Chapter
73

Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

 


Danny Bouvette entered the Medical Building
and approached two students who were standing in the foyer. They
didn't know Kathleen Matthews or where she worked but one of them
knew where the Dean's office was, "It's on the third floor at the
end of the hall."

Professor Harcourt complained that he had one
of his busiest days but he postponed a faculty meeting for ten
minutes to meet with Bouvette. "What can I do for you, Inspector?"
he asked.

"It's very important that I find Miss
Kathleen Matthews, do you know where I might find her?" Bouvette
said.

Initially, Harcourt's face showed annoyance
but then he raised his eyebrows and gave Bouvette his full
attention. "If she's in this building, she should be on the second
floor in Dr. Ducharme's Research Lab. May I ask why you're seeking
Miss Matthews?"

"It's a police matter."

"Has she done something wrong?"

Bouvette laughed. "No, she's assisting me
with an investigation."

Professor Harcourt looked relieved. "If you
go down the stairs to your left, you'll find the lab directly
across the hall, you can't miss it, there's a sign on the
door."

Bouvette thanked the Professor for his
cooperation and went downstairs.

Vic Pratt looked up when Bouvette entered the
lab, but Kathleen Matthews was not there. He introduced himself and
said, "Do you know where I might find Miss Matthews?"

"She's working at the Institute today. She'll
be back tomorrow," Vic said.

"Is that the Montréal Neurological
Institute?"

"Yes, do you know where to find it?"

"Yes, I know where it is, I've been there
several times."

"Is she in some kind of trouble?" Vic
asked.

"No, I just need to speak with her. Thanks
for your help."

***

 


Chapter
74

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


The door to the examination room at the
Montréal Neurological Institute opened and Kathleen Matthews looked
up. "Mickey, you're here just in time. I've finished with Mr.
Orange. I didn't do the physical examination, you'll have to do
that later."

Mickey rubbed the back of his neck. "It took
me a little longer than I expected. Did you take Mr. Orange back to
his room?"

"I asked one of the attendants to do it.
We’ve got one or two more to process before lunchtime."

"Are you ready for the next one?" Mickey
asked.

"As soon as I finish my tea, you can bring
Mr. Gold."

Mickey rummaged through a drawer. "I'm
looking for a pencil and paper to make a sign but I don't see
anything here. I hate to leave you alone again but I have another
little job to do. I'm going to see the receptionist and I won't be
long."

"Do you want me to ask one of the other
attendants to get Mr. Gold in case you're delayed?"

"I've already brought him down. He's waiting
just down the hall. I’ll bring him to you on my way back."

"What room is he in?" she asked.

"Don't worry, I'll pick him up, he's just
down the hall. You've met Mr. Gold before haven't you?"

"I don't recall meeting him. Dr. Ducharme
sometimes gets one of the other graduate students to cover for me
when I have a class. What does he look like?"

"Kind of normal looking I guess. In his early
thirties, tall, dark, has a moustache," Mickey replied.

Mickey nervously shuffled his feet and looked
at the door. "I've got to go, I shouldn't be too long."

Kathleen opened her mouth to reply but before
she could speak Mickey was gone.

Kathleen sighed and riffled through her
notes. Several patients were yet to be examined. She checked the
time and paced the floor. With an exasperated sigh, she bounced out
of the chair and picked up her clipboard. She went out the door to
find Mr. Gold.

She walked across the hall and began to open
doors. She apologized to a nurse who was with a patient in one of
the rooms. The next two rooms were empty.

***

 



Chapter 75

 


Bernie crawled onto the examination table,
stretched out and stared at the ceiling. He felt as though some
strange force had control of his mind and drove him from one
confrontation to the next in a whirlwind of bloody struggle.
What am I doing here? Where's Mickey?

He sat up and grabbed his pants from the pile
of clothes at the foot of the table. He reached in the pocket and
pulled out the leather scabbard containing his hunting knife. He
withdrew the knife and lay back with the knife cradled in his left
hand, next to his thigh, out of sight. He ran his thumb over the
sharp edge of the blade and brought his right hand to his chest and
felt for his talisman. Somehow, somewhere, he couldn't remember, he
lost his talisman. He missed the feel of it, his father's gold
tooth and his mother's brass chain. He missed the feeling of power
and control when he touched it. He freed himself once and he would
do it again. "Never again, never again," he whispered.

Bernie heard footsteps. Mickey is
back.

Just in case, he kept his back to the door
and pretended sleep.

He heard footfalls in the hall just outside
his door. They stopped and he heard the click of the door latch.
Someone walked into the room and Bernie went rigid.

"Mr. Gold, are you feeling all right?"

That voice! I know that voice! Kathleen
Matthews!

Bernie held his breath and for a few seconds
he was incapable of movement or response. He gripped the knife
handle and tensed his muscles in a reflexive urge to attack. He was
about to pounce when he realized the noise and commotion would lead
to his discovery. Besides, he was naked, and a naked man running
through the halls would surely attract attention.

He mumbled something unintelligible and hoped
she would leave.

She spoke again, "We have to do another
examination, nothing to worry about. I'll check your blood
pressure, heart rate and body temperature."

Bernie released the knife handle and whipped
his hand around to cover his butt.

Kathleen chuckled. "It won't be a rectal
temperature, Mr. Gold, don't worry. I don't have my instruments
with me so you lie still and I'll be back in a minute."

The door latch clicked, the door closed, and
her footfalls faded.

Bernie exhaled and rolled onto his back. He
closed his eyes and drew a calming breath.

Where’s Mickey?

He leapt off the table and quickly put on his
socks and underwear. He had one leg in his pants when the door
latch clicked. He kicked his pants into the corner, grabbed his
knife, squared up, and faced the door.

"You scared the shit out of me," Mickey
exclaimed. "Put the knife away."

"A young woman walked in here a few minutes
ago and said she'd be right back. She called me Mr. Gold."

"That's Kathleen Matthews, she works
here."

Mickey locked the door from the inside. "If
she shows up, I'll get rid of her."

Mickey displayed a pale blue gown with broad
vertical yellow stripes. WARD 5 was stencilled on the back. A
surgical identification tag was attached to the collar where Mickey
had written the name, Wally Smith, in barely legible
handwriting.

Mickey gestured to Bernie. "Here, put this
on, if anybody asks, you're Wally Smith," Mickey passed the gown to
Bernie and pointed to the identification tag.

Bernie put on the gown, looked down, and
pointed to his knees, just below the hemline. "It's mighty skimpy.
How do I close this thing, my ass is freezing?"

Mickey fastened the gown and told Bernie to
sit on the examination table. "This gown is only used with Ward 5
patients. As long as you wear it, no one will mess with you."

Mickey held up a sheet of paper with WARD 5
printed on it. "I’ll also put this sign on the door, that'll keep
people from getting too nosy."

Bernie fidgeted with his gown. "You think
this'll work? I don't want us to screw up."

Mickey held his hands palm out. "I'm can't
guarantee you won't be discovered. However, it's the best I can do
under the circumstances. Just stay calm and everything will work
out."

Mickey left the room and Bernie heard him
stick the sign on the door.

Bernie lay on the table in his Ward 5 gown
and exhaled. He wondered whether or not he had made the right
decision in coming to the Institute. This place was crazy busy and
was not the quiet hideaway he needed.

Bernie shook his head. The last person he
expected to see here was Kathleen Matthews.

***

 



Chapter 76

 


Mel Conroy followed Nurse Wilton's
instructions and approached the prep room. He saw the WARD 5 sign
on the door, opened it quietly, and stuck his head in. He expected
to see a sedated patient and a Ward 5 attendant. Instead, a man
wearing a distinctive Ward 5 gown, stood at the cupboard with his
back to the door. The man turned and said, "Who are you?" Mel's
face turned ashen and he back pedalled out the door into the
hall.

The door closed with a bang and Nurse Wilton
said, "Is he in there Mel?"

"He's in there all right, free as a bird, he
scared the shit out of me. If he's sedated, I'm Queen
Victoria."

She looked up and down the corridor. "Where
are those Ward 5 attendants? This guy is supposed to be sedated and
guarded."

"Maybe they had an emergency and had to
leave. They deal with some pretty hard cases up there," Conroy
replied.

"Nobody in his right mind would leave a man
like Speight by himself. There must be some other explanation,"
Nurse Wilton replied.

"You want me to look for them?" Conroy
asked.

"We're late and Dr. Smiff is eager to get
started. We don't have time to look for those guys, I'll deal with
them later. Leave the gurney outside until we need it," Nurse
Wilton said.

Conroy turned to Ben Striker and said, "You
ready Ben?"

"Ready," Striker said.

Nurse Wilton said, "You boys know what to do.
If the patient is loose in there, you'll have to restrain him.
Don't take any chances and for heaven's' sake don't injure him.
I'll be right behind you with a syringe full of barbital. Hold him
tight and keep him from wiggling around. It's best if I inject him
intravenously. If I can't locate a vein I'll jab it into a muscle,
preferably his arm or buttocks. The patient might struggle for
several minutes before it takes effect, so be sure to hold him
down."

Striker gestured at Conroy and took a firm
grip on the door handle. Then he shouted, "Now!"

The door flew open and slammed the patient
against the wall and drove him to his knees. The patient dropped a
knife and groped for it. Striker and Conroy, two thick-necked
amateur rugby players, pounced on him.

The patient shouted, "Get off me!"

"Shut your mouth, Speight" Striker said, and
slammed his forearm against the patient's head. The patient's head
hit the floor and he went limp. They rolled the patient onto his
stomach, ripped at his gown, and exposed his buttocks. The patient
freed his arm and rammed an elbow into Striker’s face and a spray
of blood flew across the room.

"Get off me, you bastards. I'm innocent. I
didn't do anything. You got the wrong man," the patient said.

Nurse Wilton danced around the writhing mass
of arms, legs, and bobbing heads. She held the syringe like a
picador about to lance a bull.

Striker looked up at Nurse Wilton and said
between gasps, "I'm going to…have to… hit him…or we'll… be here…all
night."

Nurse Wilton nodded. Striker lay across the
patient's arm and used a leg to constrain the patient's writhing
body. He grabbed a fistful of hair and jerked the patient's head
back. He raised his forearm and struck. The patient ceased flailing
but continued to writhe.

Striker leaned back and Nurse Wilton jabbed
the needle into the patient's exposed buttocks. She banged the
plunger to its limit. Striker lay astride the patient's upper body
while Conroy held his legs. He continued to struggle but was soon
unconscious.

"Get the gurney, strap him down, and put a
gag on him. I don't want him raising hell or biting the doctor,"
Nurse Wilton said.

Conroy said, "I didn't bring any restraints
with me, I'll have to go to stores."

"Go ahead. Don't worry, he's not going
anywhere," Striker said.

Nurse Wilton spent the next fifteen minutes
shaving him. She stood back to admire her work. "A mighty fine
shave if I do say so myself. I even shaved off his moustache,
without a nick."

"His head looks like a busted cannon ball
with eyes. He’s in for one hell of a surprise when he wakes up,"
said Conroy.

"This procedure took a lot longer than I
thought. Smiff will have a fit. Where's his file?" Nurse Wilton
asked.

They turned the room upside down and looked
for the file without success.

"Maybe those Ward 5 guys still have it. It's
just like them to forget to leave it in the room," Conroy said.

"Check the tag on his gown, it should read
Waldo Speight," said Nurse Wilton.

"It's tore up and smudged. I can barely make
out the name but it looks like Waldo Speight," Striker said.

"I don't want to waste anymore time here.
Mel, go to Ward 5 and check Speight’s file and confirm that they
took him to the prep room. I'll make sure that we don't begin the
operation until I hear from you. We’re behind schedule so don't
dilly-dally. As soon as you find out come directly to the operating
room. You can give me the high sign from the doorway. I'll keep an
eye out for you."

***

 


Chapter
77

Operating Room C

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


Dr. Smiff stood by the operating table with
his arms folded, and tapped his foot. He rolled his eyes when he
saw Ben Striker wheel the gurney into the operating room

Nurse Wilton felt the need to explain. "I
apologize for the delay, Dr. Smiff. The patient wasn't ready when
we got there and it took time to prepare him."

Dr. Smiff said. "Let's get on with it. I have
another operation to perform after this one and I promised my wife
I'd be home for dinner for the first time this week."

Dr. Smiff studied the face of the unconscious
man on the operating table and said, "He looks a mess. His face is
swollen and bruised, I hardly recognize him. What happened?"

"When we entered the prep room, the patient
was free and unattended. It was quite a struggle to restrain and
prep him. Perhaps the boys got a little rough."

Nurse Wilton kept her eye on the door to the
operating room, she hoped Mel Conroy would appear before the
operation began.

Dr. Smiff picked up a scalpel and looked
around at the assembled team."Are we ready?" he asked.

Nurse Wilton stepped forward. "Doctor…I…."
She had not finished her sentence when the operating room door
cracked open and Mel Conroy gave her the thumbs up. Doctor Smiff
paused with his scalpel poised an inch above the patient's
forehead.

"Yes, Nurse Wilton, what is it now?" he said,
with a note of exasperation.

"Nothing Doctor, it was nothing," she
replied, and pretended to do an instrument check.

The scalpel sliced deeply into the patient's
forehead and rivulets of blood ran along the lengthening
fissure.

***

 


Chapter
78

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


Inspector Bouvette paused on the steps of the
Medical Building. He looked across the campus towards the
Institute. The snow that had fallen the night before added a white
frosting to the landscape, a sure sign that winter had come to
stay. Several days before, he took his winter boots from the closet
and was grateful for their warmth and protection. There were six
inches of snow on the ground and in some places there was twice
that.

Bouvette had a duty to perform and, in this
instance, it was difficult. Conversations about violent death were
an everyday experience for him and, in time, he learned to manage
its heavy emotional weight. During his years as a homicide
detective he delivered bad news to dozens of innocent victims of
violent of crime. Although not a skill to be bragged about, he
believed he was good at it. He learned from his mistakes and from
more experienced homicide detectives. He learned to bury his
feelings, but not too deeply, lest he be seen as uncaring.

He wasn't quite sure how Miss Matthews would
react to the news of Dr. Ducharme's death. He strongly suspected
that the killer was the same man who attacked her in Cape Breton
and he wanted to assure her that she was protected. As he
approached the Institute, he prepared for his forthcoming
conversation.

The late afternoon sun cast long shadows on
the sandstone façade of the Institute. Bouvette entered, knocked
the snow off his boots and walked towards the receptionist’s desk,
which was half way down the corridor. The receptionist did not see
him since she had her back to him and talked with a coworker.

He cleared his throat and she turned around.
"May I help you?" she asked. Beyond an initial glance to size him
up, she avoided eye contact and absentmindedly turned the pages of
a document.

He leaned over the glass barrier. "Would you
please contact Miss Kathleen Matthews, and ask her to meet me
here."

"I don't recognize the name, does she work
here or is she a patient?" she said, a little too casually.

He flashed his badge and the receptionist
snapped to attention. He said, "She's from McGill. I believe she’s
working here today."

The receptionist perked up and said, "I'll
send someone to find her right away."

"Thank you, I’ll wait over there," he said,
and pointed to a nearby chair.

The receptionist's coworker left in a hurry
to find Kathleen.

A few minutes later, Kathleen came around the
corner and walked towards him. He rose to meet her and he could
tell by her expression that she read his face and guessed bad
news.

Kathleen wrung her hands and offered a
quavering smile. "Inspector Bouvette, what brings you here?"

"Let's find a quiet place where we can talk
privately," he said.

He approached the receptionist, "Is there a
private room or chapel that I might use?"

"Yes, our chapel is just down the hall. It's
the third door on your left. There's a sign, you can't miss it,"
she said.

He beckoned to Kathleen. "Let's go to the
chapel."

Kathleen's breathing quickened. "The chapel?
That doesn't sound good."

Bouvette did not respond and Kathleen
followed him down the hall, a half step behind. "What is it,
Inspector? More bad news about Ernie Lundy?"

He looked at her and his expression begged
patience. He saw the chapel sign and quickened his pace. Kathleen
followed him with occasional giant strides.

He ushered Kathleen ahead of him. "Here we
are."

He found two seats in a far corner and
invited Kathleen to sit beside him.

"You're scaring me Inspector. What has he
done now?" Her restless fingers played with the buttons on her lab
coat.

"It's bad news Miss Matthews."

Kathleen's body stiffened and she blinked
away a tear.

"What? What is it?" Kathleen’s voice
faltered.

He took a deep breath and delivered his
message. "It's Dr. Ducharme. He's dead. His body was discovered
earlier today at his home."

"Dead? Why…dead?" Kathleen's voice faltered
and she turned pale. Her lips disappeared, quavering within her
clenched mouth. A few sharp intakes of breath suggested a struggle
to manage her emotions.

He watched her with growing disquiet. She
reacted to this news with more emotion than he expected. Perhaps
the teacher-student bond was stronger than usual.

She covered her face with her hands and bent
down. He raised his hand and inched it forward, then placed it on
her shoulder. She looked up, her grief was palpable and he extended
his arm and drew her to him. She wept on his shoulder and he
enfolded her with his other arm. She lifted her head and he felt
her wetness on his cheek. She spoke softly. "How did it
happen?"

His job as a detective required him to be
cautious in a discussion of homicide with a member of the public.
On the other hand, if Ernie Lundy was on the loose he owed her a
duty of care. Her life might be at risk and precautions had to be
taken.

She sat up and looked at him. "He was very
depressed about the cancellation of this program. Did he commit
suicide? "

She was way off base and he wondered how she
would react to the news that he was murdered. He moved his chair so
that he sat directly opposite her. Their knees almost touched. She
leaned forward and he begged both her hands.

He held her hands and she looked at him
expectantly. He said, "No, not suicide. He was murdered."

Her eyes widened, her mouth opened, and she
dropped her head to her knees. She made no sound but gripped his
hands tightly.

She took three or four deep breaths, released
his hands and looked up. "Do you know who did it?"

"It's very early in the investigation."

"You're sure it was murder?"

"Yes, I'm sure."

"No suspects?"

"I have some suspicions."

"Suspicions aren't the same as suspects, is
it?"

"No."

"Will you tell me your suspicions?"

"I have to trust you on this, Miss Matthews.
Because your safety may be involved, I feel I must tell you what I
suspect."

"My safety? I don't understand."

"I suspect that the man who assaulted you
last summer is Dr. Ducharme's killer."

"Ernie Lundy! You think that Ernie Lundy
murdered Dr. Ducharme?"

She shook her head and stepped back. Her
mouth opened and closed. "Are you sure?"

"No, I'm not sure but I strongly
suspect."

She said, "There's no connection between
Ernie Lundy and Dr. Ducharme, except for the fact that I know them
both. So far as I know, they've never met, they don't know each
other. Are you saying that Dr. Ducharme's murder was a chance
event?"

"No, I'm saying it was not a chance event. I
have good information that I can't disclose. I believe that Ernie
Lundy knew Dr. Ducharme and, this is pure speculation on my part,
he figured out where he lived and he went looking for money and
murdered him."

"Why did he single out Dr. Ducharme?"

"It may have something to do with Dr
Ducharme's research, that's all I can say."

Kathleen’s expression changed from disbelief
to fear. She rose, walked behind her chair and held the top rail
until her knuckles turned white. At first she didn't say anything,
then she whispered, "Is he coming after me?"

In his heart of hearts, Danny Bouvette would
have liked nothing better than to say an emphatic no, but his
training and experience determined otherwise.

"I sincerely hope not."

He watched and waited for her reaction.

She stepped forward and set her jaw. "You
must find him."

"I'll do my best but I may need your
help."

"How can I help?"

"I want you to tell me everything you know
about Ernie Lundy. It may be difficult, even painful, but the more
information I have the better my chances of catching him."

She sat down and shook her head. "Dr.
Ducharme, dead, murdered, I can't believe it. His wife, his
son."

He walked towards her. "I have a car, do you
want me to drive you home."

"Yes, I don't want to be alone. Will you stay
with me until Audrie gets home from work?"

"Yes, of course I will. If you feel up to it,
you can tell me what you know about Lundy."

***

 



Chapter 79

 


Mickey Clancy waited for Kathleen’s return.
When he learned that Kathleen had left for the day, to attend to a
family emergency, he completed his examination of Mr. Gold and took
him back to his room.

He cancelled the remaining patient
examinations and decided to tell Bernie that he was leaving to get
the money for his escape. He felt a twinge of anxiety at the
thought of giving his nest egg to Bernie Landry. However, Erin
liked the guy and wanted to help him. Erin was family and Mickey
wanted her to be happy.

To his surprise, Bernie was not in the room
where he had left him. There were several possible explanations for
Bernie's absence. Perhaps he was discovered and panicked and he was
hiding somewhere else. Maybe he went to the bathroom and would
return momentarily. Perhaps he was already on his way to the United
States.

Mickey waited in the room for ten minutes and
then walked up and down the hall searching each of the other
rooms.

An hour later he returned to retrieve
Bernie's clothes. Mickey spent the rest of the afternoon looking
for Bernie on every ward, room, nook and cranny at the
Institute.

Long after his normal quitting time, Mickey
called off his search and left for the day.

***

 


Chapter
80

Montréal

 


A faint sliver of moon was barely visible on
the horizon when Mickey walked up the steps to Erin's apartment.
What a pain in the ass this Landry guy had become. If he
disappeared, Mickey's world would be a better place.

Erin was still working at O'Reilly's so
Mickey used his key to let himself in. He made a sandwich, sat at
the kitchen table, and waited. He took Bernie's gold rings out of
his pocket, hefted them, smiled, and put them back.

There was something about Bernie Landry's
story that didn't make sense. His mysterious disappearance was hard
to understand. Why would he disappear before getting his badly
needed money?

Shortly after 8:00 PM, Erin came home. She
looked up in surprise when she saw Mickey sitting at the kitchen
table. "What are you doing here?" she asked.

"Bernie's disappeared," Mickey said.

"People just don't disappear. What happened?
Where is he?" Erin asked.

"I hid him in one of our examination rooms
and when I went to get him, he wasn't there. He just disappeared,"
Mickey replied.

"The Institute is a big place, maybe he's
still there," Erin said.

"I know the place very well. I spent more
than two hours looking for him. I looked everywhere and I just
couldn't find him," Mickey said.

"No clues, nothing?" Erin asked.

"He left his clothes in the room so I brought
them with me," Mickey said, holding up the bag.

Erin opened the bag and sorted through the
clothes. "Are you sure these are Bernie's clothes? I've never seen
them before."

"I'm sure they're his," Mickey said.

"People just don't disappear," Erin said.

"I don't know what kind of trouble he's in
but if it has anything to do with that gang on the docks, don't be
surprised if you never see him again," Mickey replied.

"Don't talk that way. Where could he be?"
Erin asked, wringing her hands.

"Damned if I know and damned if I care,"
Mickey said.

"Don't be mean, Mickey. Maybe somebody walked
in on him and he panicked and ran," Erin said.

"When I last saw him all he had on was a
flimsy hospital gown. I've got his clothes here. I can't imagine
he’d get too far with his bare ass hanging out," Mickey said.

Erin cast Mickey and admonishing look and
said, "If he's on the street, he might still come here."

Mickey shrugged. "Do you want me to stay here
tonight, in case he shows up?"

"No, I don't think so, I'll be okay. You
should go home. I'm sorry I got you all tangled up with this guy.
I'll let you know if he shows up," Erin replied.

***

 


Chapter
81

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


Nurse Nola Johnston walked into a preparation
room and saw a man strapped to a table with a gag in his mouth. The
man strained against the strap that stretched across his forehead
and attempted to see her. His eyes reached corner limits and his
face took on a ghoulish appearance.

She gaped at him and then saw the attendant.
"I'm sorry, I didn't know this room was occupied."

He put down his magazine. "I'm Neal Frost.
I'm waiting for an operating room nurse to prep this guy, is that
why you're here?"

"No, I'm trying to find a prep room for my
own patient. Do you think you'll be here much longer?"

"I'm not sure, we've waited here for two
hours. Why all the delay? What in hell is going on? I swear, the
longer I work here, the less I like it."

"I'm sorry but I can't help you. I need a
room because I've got to prep a patient for an operation, within
the next fifteen minutes. I've never seen it so busy, all of the
rooms are occupied."

"You can't have this one until somebody shows
up and takes this bozo away."

She gathered her courage and took another
look at the man on the table. "Why the gag and the restraints? Is
he some kind of animal?"

Frost explained, "He's a Ward 5 inmate, Waldo
Speight, one of our most famous, criminally insane, inmates.
Haven't you heard of the Ripper? You can't take any chances with
him. He was supposed to be operated on more than an hour ago. I
don't know what the problem is, and I can't leave him to find out.
Could you do me a favour?"

Nurse Johnston replied, "Do you want me to
find out about the delay?"

"Yes, please find out. I've been sitting in
this chair so long, my ass is growing roots. I'd be happy to hand
him over and get back to Ward 5."

"Do you know what operating room he’s
supposed to be in?"

"No, I don't have any information."

Nurse Johnston walked around the table and
read Speight's tag. She shook her head

She spoke to the attendant with a tone of
condescension." The information is right there on his tag. He’s
supposed to be in Operating Room C, I'll go down there and
check."

***

 


Chapter
82

Operating Room C

 


Nurse Johnston went to Operating Room C.
There was an operation underway. She pushed opened the door and
caught the eye of her good friend Nurse Gayle Wilton.

Nurse Wilton cast a nervous glance over her
shoulder towards the doctor and crept to the door. She whispered,
"We're really busy here, what do you want?"

Nurse Johnston whispered in reply, "I know
you're busy Nurse Wilton and I won't keep you. How much longer will
you be in there?"

"We've got another couple of hours to go. Why
do you ask?"

"There's a backup in the prep rooms. There's
an attendant waiting there with Waldo Speight, you know, the famous
Ripper. He was supposed to have surgery in this operating room more
than an hour ago. Are you having problems?"

Nurse Wilton cast a disbelieving look at her
friend. She closed the door and stepped outside. Worry lines
furrowed her brow."You're joking, right?" Nurse Wilton asked.

Nurse Johnston frowned. "I wouldn't joke
about a thing like that, what's your problem?"

"You must be mistaken. We've already got
Waldo Speight in there." She nodded towards the closed door of
Operating Room C." Dr. Smiff is operating on him as we speak."

Nurse Johnston scratched her head. "Maybe I
read the tag wrong but his attendant also said it was Speight. I’ll
go back and check. If I've made a mistake, I'm really sorry."

***

 



Chapter 83

 


Nurse Wilton returned to the operating room
and, without attracting Dr. Smiff’s attention, she examined the
patient's tag. The writing on the tag was smeared, which made it
hard to read, but it could be Waldo Speight or, upon closer
examination, Wally Smith. The operating room was not identified on
the tag, but that was a common omission. The tag had obviously been
interpreted as Speight. The sequence of events in the prep room
dissolved in a fog. She thought, Dr. Smiff is operating on the
wrong man. Her knees felt weak and she gripped the side of the
operating table.

Dr. Smiff saw her chalk-white face and said,
"Nurse Wilton, aren't you feeling well?"

"I… I…have to sit down," she stammered.

"Sit down over there," he said, nodding to a
chair in the corner. Dr. Smiff asked one of the other nurses to
replace her.

Nurse Wilton took three or four deep breaths
and felt her strength return. She thought, should I interrupt
Dr. Smiff right now and tell him that he's operating on the wrong
man? The operation was well past the critical point and she
decided to wait until it was completed. Thoughts of a mistake of
this magnitude were shocking.

Ten minutes later, the door opened and Nurse
Johnston peeked in. She looked grim faced and shook her head. Nurse
Wilton's heart sank.

An hour later, the operation was finished.
Nurse Wilton raced out of the operating room, stripped off her
operating room garb, and threw it into the corner. She stood with
her head bowed. Her hand began to tremble and the sensation worked
its way up her arm until, within seconds, her whole body
quaked.

Dr. Smiff followed close behind her and, when
he saw her, he asked, "Still not feeling well?"

She burst into tears. "I've made a terrible
mistake."

He placed his hand on her shoulder. "If it's
about becoming ill in the operating room, don't give it another
thought, it happens to everyone, sooner or later."

"It's not that, it's far worse than that,"
Nurse Wilton said, angry now, clenching her hands.

"What is it?" he asked

"We operated on the wrong man!" She turned
and slapped the wall and heads turned.

Dr. Smiff's face turned ashen. He stepped
closer, towering over her. "What makes you say that, we don't make
those kind of mistakes."

"He's not the one we were supposed to be
operating on. I checked his tag part way through the
operation."

"You were supposed to check his tag in the
prep room. I remember telling you."

"We were late getting to the prep room. When
we got there, we faced a very scary situation. A supposed serial
killer was in there, by himself, not restrained, certainly not
sedated. We had to wrestle him to the floor so I could sedate him.
We checked his tag, but, somehow in the struggle, the writing on
the tag got smeared and was misread." She paced back and forth,
shook her head and wrung her hands.

His eyes turned cold. "You're telling me now,
just now, that the man we operated on in there isn't Waldo
Speight?"

"Yes, unfortunately, that's what I'm telling
you," Nurse Wilton confessed.

"How can you be so sure?" Dr. Smiff asked,
and thrust his nose close to hers.

She stepped back. "Nurse Johnston brought it
to my attention when she discovered the real Waldo Speight in
another prep room. She double-checked the tag and confirmed it to
me, but, by then we were past the critical point in the
operation."

Dr. Smiff rushed back into the operating room
and returned a moment later.

Dr. Smiff was red-faced and he screamed,
"It's your job to check the damned tag! Competent nurses don't make
mistakes like that!"

She felt his hot breath buffeting her face
and she averted her gaze. Behind and to one side of Dr. Smiff she
saw two nursing assistants who watched with wide-eyed wonder. She
flashed a quick admonishing look. The nursing assistants made
apologetic shrugs and crept away.

She faced Dr. Smiff and said, "Hospital
policy says that both the senior operating room nurse and the
attending physician must check the patient's tag! If everybody
checks, nobody makes a mistake!"

Smiff ripped off his cap and gown, threw it
against the wall, and stomped out.

Nurse Wilton slumped to the floor, propped
her back against the wall and buried her face in her hands.

***

Chapter
84

Ward 5

 


Roy Egerton and Neal Frost manoeuvred a
gurney through the door at the far end of the hall on Ward 5.

"Well! What have we here?" Warren Davies
asked.

Davies approached the gurney and said. "I
could smell him halfway down the hall. What’s he doing back
here?"

"They didn't do the operation, we waited for
about three hours and finally gave up," Frost said.

"I'm disappointed, I expected he'd be back
with a shiny bald head," Davies said and rubbed Speight's head.

A growl resonated in Speight's throat. He
tugged at the straps that bound his arms and legs. He shook his
head to dislocate the gag.

"There was a screw-up in the operating room,"
Frost added.

"Does this mean that he's coming back?" said
Davies.

"Looks that way," Frost replied,

"I don't understand. What happened?" Davies
asked.

"They operated on the wrong man," Frost
said.

"The wrong man!" Davies said.

"That's what it looks like," Frost said.

"Does that mean that Speight is off the
hook?" Davies asked.

"Not for long, I talked to one of the
surgeons and they'll reschedule the operation," Egerton said.

Speight writhed, growled and complained but
no one paid attention to him.

"This guy has horseshoes up his ass," Frost
said.

"Who's the poor bastard that just had his
brain filleted?" Davies asked.

"Nobody knows. I guess Dr. Allan blew his top
when he heard about it. They've turned the office upside down to
find some record of the guy's admittance," Egerton said.

"Why don't they just ask him?" Frost
asked.

Egerton vented a derisory snort. "With part
of his brain removed, he'll be lucky if he can find his ass with
both hands."

Egerton took out his keys and opened the door
to the cellblock. "Put him back in his cell. Looks like he'll be
our star boarder for another week or two."

"Why does Ward 5 have all the fun?" Davies
said, rolling his eyes.

***

 


Chapter
85

Montréal Police HQ

 


Chief Lévesque placed his cigar in the
ashtray and squinted at Bouvette through a cloud of steel-grey
smoke. "I know you had a very long day yesterday and today won't be
any better but I need an update on the Ducharme case. The Principal
of McGill called me and he’s wants to know what we've found."

Bouvette flipped open his notebook. "The body
of Dr. Pierre Ducharme was discovered yesterday afternoon at his
residence by a neighbour. We expect corroborating evidence from the
coroner but it's clear he was stabbed to death within the last
twenty-four hours. The house was ransacked, which makes robbery a
likely motive."

The chief interjected, "I understand from the
Principal that Ducharme was involved in medical research."

Bouvette checked his notes and said, "Yes,
his research involved the use of opium for the treatment of shell
shock."

The chief closed one eye, interleaved his
fingers, and placed his hands behind his head. "Stabbed, any
connection to the port murders?"

"Same weapon, places ransacked, there are a
lot of similarities, let's put it that way."

"Have you spoken to anyone regarding a
possible drug connection?"

"We know from Luc Marois' undercover work
that Ducharme had a meeting about drugs with members of the West
End Gang, including the guy we were investigating for a connection
to the Cape Breton murders. There are just too many coincidences to
rule out the idea that Bernie Landry and Ernie Lundy are one and
the same."

"And you think he's the killer?"

"If I was a betting man, I'd lay money on
it."

"Where is he?"

"For a while, it looked like he left the city
because he was no longer employed at the port. Then he showed up at
this drug meeting with Ducharme and, two days ago, we received a
phone call from a distraught woman who said that he was now here,
in Montréal, in her sister's apartment. By the time we got there,
he was gone and we've been looking for him ever since. Now, I
suspect, he's the one who murdered Ducharme, late yesterday."

"Is that your only lead?"

"Is certainly our best lead. However, we'll
interview Ducharme's colleagues at McGill as well as his family and
friends. He recently separated from his wife and we have yet to
speak with her. They lived in a tony neighbourhood and his wife has
money so that supports the robbery motive."

"Are you making any progress on the murder of
those two ships officers at the port?" Lévesque asked.

Bouvette consulted his notebook. "Looks like
the same person committed both murders. Inspector Leo LeBlanc
dropped by my office yesterday to tell me they were investigating
an assault and attempted robbery of a pawnbroker on Peel Street. It
looks like it happened on the same night the other two were
murdered. Fortunately the victim escaped before any real damage was
done. The pawn broker gave us a good description of his assailant
and it points to the man the Cape Breton Sheriff is looking for.
We're investigating a possible connection between the dead ship's
captain, Slocum, and the pawnbroker. We're operating on the theory
that the same man was involved in all three. Robbery appears to be
the motive in all cases."

The chief knocked the ash off his cigar and
rolled it between his fingers. He held it at arm's length, admired
it, and took another puff. "What about the Matthews woman, you met
with her didn't you?"

"Yes, I did, and I also broke the news to her
about Ducharme. She's a graduate student at McGill and Ducharme was
her research supervisor."

"How did she take it?"

"Taking everything into account, I thought
she handled the news quite well."

"Did you tell her of your suspicions?"

"Yes, I did and she provided me with good
information about Ernie Lundy. She gave an excellent physical
description, and described his habits, mannerisms, speech patterns
Her information will help us to track him down."

The Chief looked at Bouvette." What have you
heard from informants?"

Bouvette looked at his notes. "We haven't
heard much from informants but we did get a good tip from an
unusual source."

The chief leaned forward. "Unusual? Go
on...the source...the tip?"

Bouvette replied, "After we got that report
from the woman in the apartment, we received an anonymous tip from
someone who claimed to represent the West End Gang. He told us that
Bernie Landry is an Ernie Lundy alias. He said that Landry is
wanted by the police in Nova Scotia. The information he gave was
quite detailed and must've come from the woman who called us."

Bouvette checked his notes. "Yes, here it is,
her name is Grace Manion and she's recently arrived in Montréal
from Cape Breton, she's living with her sister. I have the address.
I'll interview her tomorrow."

The chief said. "You've got the department on
the alert?"

"I do. I circulated his description and
supporting information. If he's in the city, we'll find him."

The chief leaned back and stifled a yawn.
"These long days are killing me."

The chief got out of his chair and walked
Bouvette to the door. "Thanks for the briefing, Danny. You've got a
lot on your plate. There's high level interest in the Ducharme case
because of the McGill connection and also because of his wife's
social connections. If anything breaks I'd like to know about it
right away."

Bouvette replied, "I'll drop by later today
with an update."

***

 


Chapter
86

Notre Dame Cemetery, Montréal

 


TJ drove Kathleen and Audrie to the Notre
Dame Cemetery in his brand-new Ford Model C. He stopped outside the
gate to drop them off. He stepped from his car and passed a
squeegee over the windshield to remove a light coating of snow. "I
can wait for you if you wish," he said.

Kathleen replied. "That won't be necessary,
Daddy. We'll find our way to the apartment one way or another, it's
not that far."

Kathleen chose not to attend the service at
the venerable Notre Dame Roman Catholic Church, but wanted to
attend the burial service at the cemetery. She invited Audrie Oakes
to accompany her.

Dr. Ducharme's burial plot in the Mt. Royal
Cemetery was a long way from the gate. The snow on the ground made
walking difficult and by the time they got to the graveside it was
crowded with people and the committal service was well
underway.

Kathleen said to Audrie, "I can't see
anything from here, I'd like to get a little closer,"

Audrie replied, "You go on ahead I'll stay
here. I'll meet you afterward."

Kathleen walked towards the sound of the
priest's voice. She walked slowly, and listened to his words, "…
hear our prayers for Pierre Ducharme's peaceful rest until that day
when the Lord of the living and the dead brings his body into the
glory of God's kingdom of heaven…"

Kathleen got close enough to see the casket
sitting beside the open grave. It was an exquisite creation in
varnished mahogany with engraved brass handles. The wind played
with the priests vestments and mischievously riffled the pages of
the book he was holding.

Kathleen stood opposite Pierre's wife, Linda,
and she leaned to one side to get a glimpse of his son. Virgil
stood next to his mother and clung tenaciously to her hand.

Professor Harcourt and Elvira Bergey stood
close together on the fringes of the assembled mourners. Their
heads were inclined as though in conversation and, surprise,
surprise, when the wind ruffled her coat she saw that they were
surreptitiously holding hands. You devils, she thought.

Kathleen stood alone at the graveside and
looked down at the casket. She bowed her head and, although she
wasn't particularly religious, she said a silent prayer.

Two burly men in workmen's garb stood several
yards from the graveside, with shovels ready, partially hidden by a
copse, lest the physical demands of the occasion interfere with the
metaphysical.

Beyond the workmen, half-hidden behind an oak
tree, she saw Inspector Bouvette. From his vantage point, the
departing mourners passed by him and she watched him watching them.
The last of the mourners passed and he turned around. He saw her, a
lone figure by the graveside. She nodded and he touched the peak of
his hat and walked towards her.

"I didn't expect to see you here," Kathleen
said when he came within earshot.

"I don't always attend the funerals of
homicide victims but, in this case, with the prime suspect still on
the run, I thought I might, in case he showed up."

"Do murderers attend the funerals of their
victims?"

"Some do, particularly those who exhibit
symptoms of psychopathy."

"Do you think Ernie Lundy is a
psychopath?"

"I saw what he did to his victims and your
description of his behaviour piqued my curiosity. I also met
briefly with Grace Manion, another of his victims, and she
confirmed much of what you told me."

"I heard that Grace arrived in Montréal and I
was shocked to hear that she confronted Ernie Lundy in her sister's
home. How is she?"

"It may surprise you to know that she's
pregnant with Ernie Lundy's child."

Kathleen's eyes widened and she brought her
gloved hand to her mouth. "I didn't know that. Such an ordeal at
his hands and now to find herself unmarried and pregnant because of
him. She must be totally despondent."

"You might think so, but that's not how I
found her. She's very resilient and she is determined to make a
life for herself and her child. She's gotten over the shock and she
has the strong support of her sister and her sister's friends."

"How does she live with the fear that he
might return and do her harm?"

"She has her moments of fear but she and her
sister have moved in with her sister's boyfriend for protection.
Her sister's boyfriend is another story that I might share with you
sometime, but not today."

"Do you believe that your analysis of Lundy's
crimes and our testimony makes Ernie Lundy a psychopath?"

"No, not entirely, however a school chum of
mine is a Doctor of Psychiatry. I met him yesterday to discuss the
case and get his opinion of Ernie Lundy's mental state."

"What does his mental state have to do with
his capture?"

"Perhaps this isn't an entirely appropriate
analogy but every hunter must know his prey, their habits,
behaviours, haunts, likes and dislikes."

"What did your friend have to say when you
told him about Ernie Lundy?"

"He thought it probable that the man I
described is a psychopath or has pronounced psychopathic
tendencies."

"How could he make a definitive judgment
without having met the man?"

"He couldn't. However, based on what I told
him, he made an informed guess."

"Do you believe him?"

"Lundy's behaviour fits the profile."

"And that is…?"

"He's remorseless, cunning, manipulative and
impulsive. According to you and Grace, he's intelligent and
superficially charming with an exaggerated sense of
self-worth."

"I won't argue with those definitions. What
makes you think someone like that would show up at the funeral of
one of his victims." Kathleen caught herself looking around and
felt embarrassed.

"I'll admit it's a long shot and it didn't
work in this case, at least I didn't see him, did you?"

She smiled. "No, but then again I wasn't
looking for him despite your advice that I should always be on my
guard in case he shows up."

He offered his arm to her. "I was about to
leave, I have my car, might I offer you a drive to your
apartment?"

"I came with my friend Audrie. If you don't
mind, perhaps she could join us."

They found Audrie and walked towards the
exit. Audrie made a show of taking Inspector Bouvette's other arm.
Audrie looked at Kathleen and wiggled her eyebrows.

They passed through the gates and saw Mickey
Clancy hurrying up the path. Kathleen hailed him and he approached
them.

Mickey spoke to Kathleen. "I'm obviously
late, there's a big investigation at the Institute and I couldn't
get away sooner. Looks like I missed the graveside service."

Kathleen said, "At least you made the effort,
Mickey. Dr. Ducharme thought very highly of you. You remember my
friend, Audrie Oakes."

Mickey touched his cap and nodded to Audrie.
"Yes, we've met. Nice to see you again, Audrie."

Kathleen touched Bouvette's arm and said,
"This distinguished looking gentleman is Inspector Bouvette of the
Montréal Police." She nodded to each man in turn and said,
"Inspector Bouvette I'm pleased to introduce my good friend and
coworker, Mickey Clancy."

Mickey looked at Inspector Bouvette with
undisguised curiosity and a hint of nervousness.

Bouvette strode forward and offered his hand.
Mickey lowered his head, mumbled something, and gave Bouvette's
hand a quick limp-wristed wiggle. Kathleen noticed Mickey's
discomfort but decided to say nothing. She saw the way Bouvette
looked at Mickey, sizing him up. She saw that look before, it was
his investigator's look.

Bouvette spoke first. "Did you say you work
at the Institute, Mickey?"

Mickey raised his head. "Yes, the
Institute."

"The Neurological Institute?"

"Yes, Kathleen and I work together on Dr
Ducharme's research project, at least we used to."

"The opium project?"

Mickey looked at Kathleen." Yes, I suppose
you could call it that."

Bouvette looked at Kathleen and said to
Mickey, "Did Miss Matthews tell you of her unfortunate encounter
with a man named Ernie Lundy?"

Mickey looked troubled and Kathleen, feeling
embarrassed, came to his rescue, "Mickey doesn't know about
that."

Bouvette persisted, "Do you know Ernie Lundy,
Mickey?"

Kathleen raised one eyebrow and gave Bouvette
a glassy stare. "I told you he doesn't know about Ernie Lundy."

Bouvette ignored Kathleen and spoke to
Mickey, "Perhaps you'd feel more comfortable if we spoke privately,
let's take a little walk."

Kathleen saw Mickey's darting gaze and it
triggered a jumble of thoughts. What is Bouvette doing? What
makes him think that Mickey knows Ernie Lundy?

She tugged Bouvette's sleeve to get his
attention. "May I speak with you in private?"

He turned to her and dropped his serious
expression. "Yes, of course, Miss Matthews."

Audrie furrowed her brow and Mickey looked
relieved.

Kathleen took Bouvette's arm and led him to a
bench, out of earshot.

They brushed away a light covering of snow
and sat down. "What's going on?" Kathleen said.

"You mean my questions to Mickey?"

"That's exactly what I mean. What are you
doing?"

"I think Mickey knows Ernie Lundy or, should
I say, I think he knows Bernie Landry."

Kathleen couldn't believe her ears. How
did he come to that conclusion? She knew Bouvette well enough
to know that he didn't make ill considered statements.

"What makes you say that?" she asked.

"I can't tell you, but I can assure you that
I'm acting on very good information."

Bouvette spoke with such self-assurance that
Kathleen felt obliged to ask, "Are you implying he had something to
do with Dr. Ducharme's murder?"

Bouvette gave a disbelieving shake of his
head. "No, not in the way I think you mean it. However, I think he
knows something that might be helpful to my investigation."

"Like what?"

"I think he knows something about a
connection between Ernie Lundy and Dr. Ducharme."

"You think he has something to hide? That
he's hiding information from you?"

"I think he has information that may be
useful to my investigation. It's entirely possible that he knows
nothing about the connection between Ernie Lundy and Bernie Landry.
In fact, I think it's quite likely that he doesn't know."

"He seems very nervous around you. I've never
seen him like that. What accounts for his nervousness?"

"I trust you, Miss Matthews, I mean I trust
you not to repeat what I'm about to tell you."

Kathleen nodded and urged him to
continue.

Bouvette looked over his shoulder and leaned
in. "Mickey Clancy has a criminal record. He's gone straight since
he left the penitentiary. One of his faults is that he adores his
sister and would do anything for her. Another, is that he likes to
be helpful. He's probably done a few favours that he doesn't want
me, or any cop, to know about. Frankly, I don't care about any of
that. I just want him to tell me what he knows about Bernie Landry,
that's all. He has nothing to fear from me."

Kathleen replied, "I've only known Mickey for
a few months and he's been great to work with. He works hard, he's
conscientious, and he's good at his job. He may have a criminal
record but, like you, I don't care about any of that."

Bouvette turned his hands palms up. "What do
you suggest I do now?"

"If you think he has information that would
be helpful to your investigation you have to question him. Do you
want me to approach him on your behalf?"

"No, that won't be necessary but thanks for
the offer."

When they joined Audrie and Mickey, Inspector
Bouvette said to Mickey, "Would it be convenient to meet with me
the Institute tomorrow? I want your help with my investigation of
Dr Ducharme's murder."

Mickey shifted uncomfortably and said, "I
guess so, what time?"

"At your convenience?"

"I'm usually very busy for the first couple
of hours so why don't you come by around 10 o'clock."

"I'll see you then."

Bouvette looked at Kathleen and Audrie. "I
promised you ladies a drive home and I think it's time you took me
up on it. Mickey, do you want to come along?"

Mickey replied, "No, my place is not far from
here, it's a short walk, thanks for asking."

As they walked towards Bouvette's car,
Kathleen hung back and tugged on Mickey's sleeve. Audrie and
Bouvette continued towards the car.

Kathleen said, "I spoke with Inspector
Bouvette and he assured me that his only interest in meeting with
you is to ask you about a man named Bernie Landry."

Mickey opened his mouth to speak but Kathleen
put her finger to her lips and urged him to be quiet.

She continued, "He has no interest in
implicating you in any of Bernie Landry's activities, so you have
nothing to worry about. Just tell him what you know, that's
all."

Mickey said, "I may not be able to protect
Dr. Ducharme's reputation."

"Don't worry about that, just tell the truth.
It's far more important to catch Dr. Ducharme's murderer."

Audrie shouted. "Are you coming
Kathleen?"

"Hold on, I'll be there in a minute."

Mickey said, "Inspector Bouvette said
something about a man named Ernie Lundy, do you know him?"

"That's a long and painful story, Mickey.
When Inspector Bouvette brings Dr. Ducharme's murderer to justice,
I'll tell you, but not before."

"Fair enough, you'd better catch a ride and
I'd better be going."

***
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Medical Building

McGill University, Montréal

Kathleen stood in front of the late Dr Pierre
Ducharme's desk with her hands on her hips. She left-turned through
a full circle, and thought, Where do I begin? The
paper-strewn desk, the cluttered bookcase, the stained Petri
dishes, the porcupine-pinned bulletin board, and the stained coffee
mug, they looked the same, but now he was gone and she felt the
difference. She placed a cardboard box on the floor…for the
trash.

Her own plans for the day were abandoned when
Professor Harcourt asked her to sort the contents of Pierre's
office and render it fit for occupancy by another faculty
member.

Harcourt said, "You know his work Miss
Matthews and you will ensure that nothing of value winds up in the
trash."

She thought of her first bug collection,
assembled in her summers at Amelia Point. Her skill in choosing,
organizing and classifying these tiny life forms, fuelled her
interest in biology and, later on, her dream of being a doctor.

Her skills would be put to good use in
sorting through Dr. Ducharme's office, personal effects on the
desk, books and papers on the table, lab equipment on the sofa and
garbage in the box. She sat at his desk and printed signs to guide
the custodians who would remove everything except his personal
effects. She planned to deliver them to his widow.

His widow? A vibrant young woman raising a
now-fatherless three-year-old.

Two hours later, she walked into Miss
Bergey's office and asked to see Professor Harcourt. She noticed
the change in Miss Bergey's behaviour since the funeral. Miss
Bergey was friendly and respectful, a pleasant change from the
battle-axe who guarded the battlements. Love is blind!

"He's working at his desk, but you may walk
right in," Miss Bergey said.

Professor Harcourt looked up, "Miss Matthews,
have you finished the job already?"

She stood quietly and erect. "Yes sir, it's
all sorted and labeled for the custodians. I'll deliver his
personal effects to his wife on my way home."

Professor Harcourt's face was lined and
tired, with the wistful look of a man enduring middle age. "Thank
you Miss Matthews, the task must have been somewhat painful,
considering your close working relationship with Dr. Ducharme."

Kathleen said. "I feel sad and angry. Sad,
because he was relatively young and might have made a contribution
to the practice of medicine and, angry, because of the
circumstances of his death, murdered, in his own home, by an evil
man who has gotten away with it."

Professor Harcourt replied, "I have
confidence in the work of the police. I spoke with André Lévesque,
the Montréal Chief of Police. He told me that Inspector Bouvette
has been assigned to the case. He has a commendable reputation for
solving difficult crimes. If anyone can find Dr. Ducharme's killer,
he can."

"So I've heard," Kathleen said, choosing not
to say more than necessary about her relationship with Inspector
Bouvette.

Kathleen made a slight turn towards the door
and Professor Harcourt said, "I'd like to discuss another matter
with you Miss Matthews, is this a convenient time?"

"Yes, I have some time," Kathleen said,
although she had a million things to do as another wedge of time
slipped from her grasp.

Professor Harcourt stood and motioned to a
nearby sofa and chair. "Please be seated Miss Matthews, this
shouldn't take long."

What is this about?

Kathleen chose to sit in the upholstered
chair and Professor Harcourt sat at the end of the sofa nearest the
chair.

Professor Harcourt's face assumed a
benevolent appearance. "The unfortunate events of this past week
have had a serious impact on the staff and students of the Medical
Faculty. Your own program of study, for example, has been
jeopardized."

Jeopardized, that's putting it mildly. It
wasn't just Pierre who was buried yesterday. My dreams of being a
doctor went with him.

"Dr. Sean Merrick approached me following a
recent faculty meeting and expressed an interest in having you work
with him."

Kathleen felt a sudden fluttery feeling and
she moved to the edge of the chair.

Professor Harcourt continued, "Colonel George
Parton approached Dr. Merrick following the cancellation of Dr.
Ducharme's program and asked him to develop another program for
shell shock victims at the Montréal Neurological Institute. Colonel
Parton is under pressure from his superiors to do something about
this problem. Dr. Merrick agreed to develop a proposal and he asked
me to approach you about working with him. I know it's been a bit
of a roller coaster these past weeks, Miss Matthews, and I would
completely understand any reluctance on your part. However, would
you consider working with Dr. Merrick?"

Kathleen felt as though a great weight had
been lifted from her shoulders and she could have floated to the
ceiling.

Carpe diem, she thought.

"Professor Harcourt, I'd be delighted to work
with Dr. Merrick. However, my dream is to be a doctor and, when I
finish my Master's Degree here at McGill, I plan to pursue medical
studies elsewhere."

Professor Harcourt gave a crisp nod and
tugged the sleeves of his shirt.

Oh-oh! Now what?

"I'm very pleased to say that you will be
admitted as our first female candidate for a medical degree. You
will be given credit for this year's work and will commence your
studies next semester as a second year student. That will mean an
additional course load to catch up in some areas."

Her body took over and she bounced to her
feet. She felt breathless. She turned to Professor Harcourt. "I
don't know what to say, I'm overwhelmed!"

He smiled at her with a broad, toothy, grin.
"I'll take that as a yes," he said and extended his hand to
her.

The crazy thought of doing a ballerina twirl
entered her mind but Professor Harcourt's silly grin killed the
urge.

"Yes," Kathleen said, and shook his hand with
as much decorum as she could muster.

***
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Saint Peter's Catholic Church

Magdalen Islands

 


Colette made the sign of the cross. "In the
name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, my last
confession was one year ago."

Father Plouffe responded, "The Bible says,
cast all your anxiety on him because he cares for you. Let me hear
your confession."

Colette fingered her mother's rosary.
"Father, I have something to confess…" Colette paused and the words
stuck in her throat.

"Continue," the priest said.

"I…I'm not married and…a man forced himself
on me….I’m going to have a baby. I feel the need for absolution,"
Colette said.

Father Plouffe said, "God, the Father of
mercies, through the death and resurrection of his Son has
reconciled the world to himself and sent the Holy Spirit among us
for the forgiveness of sins, through the ministry of the Church may
God give you pardon and peace, and I absolve you from all sins in
the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.
Amen."

As she listened to these words, Colette made
the sign of the cross.

Father Plouffe said, "Give thanks to the Lord
for He is good."

Colette replied, "For His mercy endures
forever."

Colette replayed her confessional experience
during her walk back to the inn. The priest said that he had
absolved her of all sins but somehow she felt as though she shared
in Bernie's sin.

That evening at supper, René said to her,
"I'm worried about you Colette. You're not to blame for what
happened, and neither is the child you're carrying."

"I went to confession today, maybe it will
help," Colette said.

René frowned and exhaled noisily. "You have
nothing to confess, you've committed no sin."

"Then why do I feel as though I've done
something wrong. Did I encourage him without knowing it?"

"You've had the misfortune of being too kind
to an evil man. When kindness is a sin, the devil wins."

"My greatest fear is that my child will grow
up like him. If I thought for a moment that I might bring a monster
into the world, I just don't know what I'd do," Colette said.

René reached out and held her hand. "Think
good thoughts Colette. When the time comes, we'll have a plan."

"A plan? What kind of plan?" Colette asked,
and pulled her hands away.

René replied, "You know these islands, do you
think those holier-than-thou busybodies down at the church will
ever give you, or your child, a moment's peace? We may have to move
away to mainland, to Québec or Prince Edward Island. We'll have to
start over."

"Move! I've lived here all my life. Our
friends are here, our work, the inn, our parents' legacy,
everything we've worked for. I can't do it. The thought of starting
a new life in a new place frightens me."

Colette left the table and René called after
her, "I didn't mean to upset you Colette. Things will work out, we
won't have to move."

That night, in bed, Colette was restless. She
knew René wanted to help her and she wanted to be helped. For weeks
now, she felt like another person, a person she didn't know.
Colette saw herself as deceitful, lying, a pretender. At 4 AM,
Colette got up and went out on the veranda. She sat in her father's
favourite rocking chair and listened to the waves crash and the
lingering hiss of a million bursting salt-water bubbles.

***
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8

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


Inspector Bouvette waited near the
receptionist's desk at the Montréal Neurological Institute. The
receptionist sent someone to find Mickey Clancy and, while he
waited, he thumbed through his notebook.

Mickey turned the corner and extended his
hand. "Right on time. The administrator has given me permission to
use the chaplain's office, it's just down the hall, please follow
me."

Bouvette shook his hand and replied, "I know
you don't normally work on weekends Mickey and I appreciate your
coming in just for this meeting."

The chaplain's office was a cramped postage
stamp of a room. It had just enough space for a desk, two chairs, a
waste can and a small bookcase. The faded yellow walls hadn't been
painted in decades and were unadorned except for the outline of a
once-present crucifix in white. The bookcase was stuffed with
newspapers, pamphlets, bric-a-brac and worn dusty volumes that
hadn't been opened since the 19th century. The place smelled
unused, stale and musty.

"Go ahead Inspector, this is your meeting,"
Mickey began.

"Our meeting at Dr. Ducharme's funeral was
fortuitous. His murderer is still at large and I think you can help
me to find him."

"What can I do?"

"You may have information that could prove
vital to catching him."

Mickey's scratched his head. "I laid awake
half the night wondering what I might know that would help you in
your investigation. I didn't know Dr. Ducharme that well and I
don't know anyone who had a motive for murdering him."

"Please, hear me out, Mickey."

Mickey nodded.

"I've seen your file. I'm not saying this to
intimidate you, quite the contrary. I know you're making an honest
effort to go straight and I respect that. If you answer my
questions honestly, and to the best of your ability, I promise you
that I will not repeat anything you say to me. Nothing you say will
be held against you. Do you understand?"

Mickey nodded and took a deep breath. "I
think so."

"Do you know a man who goes by the name of
Bernie Landry?"

"I met him once but I can't say I know him
well."

"Where did you meet him and under what
circumstances?"

Mickey exhaled noisily. "I met him at
O'Reilly's. Dr. Ducharme was worried that his research program
would be delayed because of a shortage of opium. He asked me to
find a source and, because of my former life with the West End
Gang, I contacted Harry Sweeney. Bernie Landry showed up with Harry
Sweeney."

"Did Bernie Landry express any interest in
Dr. Ducharme?"

Mickey tightened his lips and momentarily
closed his eyes. "Yes, as I recall when Ducharme left the meeting,
Bernie wanted to know who he was and what he did."

"Anything else?"

"Ducharme pulled a thick wad of cash from his
pocket to pay for the opium in advance."

Inspector Bouvette smiled, "How did Bernie
Landry react?"

"I don't remember. Harry Sweeney thought it
was hilarious and told him to put it away."

"Your sister, Erin, has or had a relationship
with Bernie Landry, didn't she?"

"Yes, she had a relationship with him but I
can't say more than that."

"I understand. Can you tell me when you last
saw Bernie Landry?"

Mickey rubbed the back of his neck. "It was
here, at the Institute. My sister, Erin, sent him to me. He was in
some kind of trouble and he asked for my help."

"What kind of help?"

"He wanted money so he could leave
Montréal."

"Why did he want to leave Montréal?"

"Apparently, he was in some kind of trouble
with the West End Gang, I don't know what it was."

"Where is he now?"

Mickey rose from his chair, paced the floor
and rubbed his hands together. "We've been sworn to secrecy by Dr.
Allen."

"You must tell me, Mickey. Whatever secret
Dr. Allen wishes to hide cannot be as important as finding Dr.
Ducharme's killer."

"You can't tell anybody or I'll lose my job,
I need this job, it took me months to find it. Nobody wants to hire
an ex con."

"I understand and I promise you my full
protection. Tell me where Bernie Landry is."

Mickey walked to the door. "Come with me," he
said.

***
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Ward 1

Montréal Neurological Institute

 


The sign on the door read, Ward 1, and
the door was locked. A small glass window was reinforced with steel
mesh. Mickey Clancy knocked on the door and a moment later, a squat
thick necked attendant stuck his face in the window. He recognized
Mickey and unlatched the door.

"Hello Mickey, what brings you here?" said
Hector Lamothe.

"This is Inspector Danny Bouvette, we'd like
to look around."

Lamothe narrowed his eyes and squinted at
Bouvette. He nodded at Mickey and said, "Come in gentlemen."

He took Mickey aside and Bouvette watched
their animated conversation. Lamothe returned to the attendant's
station on the other side of the room and Mickey returned to
Bouvette.

Mickey said, "He doesn't want us to mix with
the inmates, if we stand here by the door, everything should be
okay."

"What are we doing here?" Bouvette asked.

Mickey lowered his voice and pointed. "Do you
see that stooped figure on the far side of the room, the guy with
his fingers poked through the wire mesh?"

Bouvette looked across the room. "I can't see
his face but the back of his gown is untied, is he the one?"

"Yes, the one whose ass is showing."

"Who is he?"

Mickey lowered his voice. "That's Bernie
Landry, although in Ward 1 he's known as Billy Boo-Boo."

Mickey's statement came as a surprise and
shock and Bouvette's questions followed in staccato bursts. "What's
he doing here? Are you sure it's him? How did he get here?"

"Give me a minute," Mickey said.

Mickey walked to the attendant's station and
spoke with Lamothe.

Lamothe looked at Inspector Bouvette and
returned a moment later with the patient in tow. He joined Joe
Yerby on the other side of the room.

Bouvette was surprised by Bernie Landry's
open mouth, slack-jaw appearance. An ugly circular wound, just
above his hairline was stitched closed and a shadowy stubble of
black hair covered his head.

Mickey cocked his head and said to Bouvette,
"I'd like you to meet Bernie Landry."

"Na…na…nice to meet..ya…ya…ya," Bernie
said.

Bouvette replied, "It's nice to meet you
too."

Bouvette took Mickey aside and said, "You're
sure it's him?" His question carried more than a hint of
skepticism.

"It's him, no doubt about it," Mickey
said.

Bouvette looked at the pitiable figure in the
pale blue hospital gown. He looked nothing like the vicious killer
he imagined in his every waking hour for the past week.

"What happened to him? It looks like he's
suffered a severe head injury."

"That's one way of putting it."

"What do you mean?"

"He underwent a brain operation a few days
ago."

"Here, at the Institute?"

"Yes."

Bernie Landry wandered back to the other side
of the room and threaded his fingers through the mesh that
protected the window.

Bouvette watched him leave and said, "I don't
understand, they must've known who it was."

"Nope, nobody knew and nobody knows to this
day."

"You mean the Institute still doesn't know
who this guy is?"

"Nobody knows, except me, and now you."

"Unbelievable!"

"It may be hard to believe but you're looking
at him."

Bouvette tugged at Mickey's sleeve and turned
towards the door. "Let's go, I've got a lot to think about."

Mickey shouted to Lamothe, "Hector, please
open the door for us, we have to go."

Lamothe walked to the door and inserted a key
from his large key ring. He opened the door and said, "Do you guys
have any idea who Billy Boo-Boo might be? It's a damned mystery
around here, that's for sure."

Mickey looked at Bouvette and replied, "I
invited the Inspector to see if he could identify him but, sad to
say, he never saw him before."

Inspector Bouvette gave Lamothe a
closed-mouth nod and left the Ward.

***

 



Chapter 91

 


"Billy, your ass is showing again," said
Hector Lamothe. He winked at Joe Yerby and flashed a wide-eyed
grin.

The Ward 1 duty attendants sat to one side,
chewed the fat and kept an eye on the stooped figure on the far
side of the room.

He swayed back and forth, with his fingers
snaked through the wire mesh. He yanked at the barrier that
separated the Ward 1 inmates from the world beyond the Institute.
He plucked the mesh rhythmically and the loud dissonant sounds
resonated throughout the ward.

Hector heaved a sigh, got up and slowly
crossed the ward. "I must do this a dozen times a day."

"Stop plucking the mesh, Billy, it's not a
harp. Stand still, I need to tie the back of your gown again. You
don't want people laughing at you now, do you?"

"Na…na…na…no," Billy intoned, in a flat nasal
utterance.

When the job was done, Billy released his
grip on the wire mesh and looked at Hector with a blank expression.
Hector took a cloth from his hip pocket and wiped drool from the
corner of Billy's mouth. Billy looked confused, averted his eyes,
and hung his head.

Hector patted him on the shoulder and said,
"Don't go running around all crazy like, you'll get everybody in
the ward all stirred up. Just stay here, be quiet, and look at the
pretty flowers."

"Oh…oh…oh…okay," Billy replied.

Hector joined Joe at the attendants station
and their conversation continued.

Joe said, "It's a damned shame, that's what
it is, ruining a man's life like that,"

Hector replied, "No way to run a hospital,
that's for sure."

"It beats me how they could make a mistake
like that. Did the poor slob just wander in off the street, duck
into the operating room, and ask to have his head sliced open?"

Hector laughed and said, "It don't hardly
seem likely. They're taking it pretty serious downstairs. When Dr.
Allen found out about it, they had to scrape him off the ceiling.
Now that the police are involved, we may get to the bottom of it.
"

"The poor bastard. One minute he's just a
normal guy, thinking good thoughts, feeling good, and now look at
him. He might’ve been the nicest guy in the world, a saint, a
paragon of virtue, somebody's husband, a dad. Now, he's a drooling
boob, running around with his ass hanging out. At least he's safe
here in Ward 1, with the least dangerous, the retarded, and the
simple minded," Joe said.

"Maybe so, but his life ain't easy, the other
inmates just tease the hell out of him. They loosen the ties on his
gown, tease him and call him Billy Boo Boo. Next thing you know,
he's racing around, with his gown open, and his bare ass showing. I
feel sorry for the guy."

"There he goes, wandering around, tripping
over his own feet," Joe said.

Hector rose from his chair. "I gotta take a
leak."

"I’ll keep an eye on him," Joe replied.

***

 



Chapter 92

 


Something was wrong in his head. He ran his
finger along the scar that marked his hairline, and it hurt. His
thoughts didn't seem to fit together. A critical part, maybe a
connector, was missing. He certainly had thoughts, thousands of
them, too many in fact, whirling around in there. He just couldn't
sort them out. As hard as he tried to communicate, to ask for help,
nothing sensible came out. His mind was muddled and his joints and
muscles often moved independent of his thoughts and intentions.

He slept well but the fear began as soon as
he woke up. A nightmarish jumble of thoughts and images and a
constant feeling of danger. He desperately wanted someone to help
him, but he couldn't make his mind and body do what he needed them
to do.

He was trapped, living a nightmare, every
day. He had to keep moving.

***

 


Chapter
93

Aubert Inn

Magdalen Islands

 


René was up at dawn, as was his habit.
Carrying his boots in his hand, he tiptoed past Colette's bedroom.
He made himself a hearty breakfast of tea, bread, sausage, and fish
cakes. He got up from the table, and went to the veranda to check
the temperature, wind direction and sea state. The temperature
hovered just above freezing, the sky threatened rain and a stiff
breeze blew from the Northeast. He would be out on the water alone
for five or six hours, hauling nets and harvesting his catch. He
went inside and put on his thick wool sweater, a fleece lined coat
and his foul weather gear. He tied the chin straps of his
sou'wester and quietly opened the door. He took a sharp right turn
at the bottom of the steps and stopped short. He blinked, looked
left and right but his boat was nowhere to be seen.

In more than twenty years of fishing, first
with his father, and then by himself, he had never known anyone to
take another man's boat. He walked on the beach and saw the log
rollers, one behind the other, marching to the water's edge. He saw
gouges in the sand where his boat had been dragged. Someone had
taken his boat and he was outraged.

He stormed back up the steps into the inn,
shouting at the top of his lungs, "Colette, Colette, someone has
stolen my damned boat." He went down the hall and knocked on her
bedroom door. There was no reply and he entered her room. To his
surprise she was not there. Her bed was neatly made.

He thought he might have passed her in the
kitchen, but she wasn't there. He checked the living room, his own
bedroom, the back bedroom, and the guest bedrooms, shouting,
"Colette, Colette, where are you?" He thought, where could she
be? Visiting friends? No, not at this hour.

Anxiety took hold of him when he supposed a
connection between his missing boat and his sister. He rushed
outside and ran along the beach towards the village. He saw his
boat, far down the beach, upright and abandoned. He ran towards it
and as he got closer he saw that the oars were not in the oar
locks. He looked inside the boat and saw her rubber boots lying on
the bottom.

He stood at the shoreline and looked across
the cold grey waters of the Gulf. He hauled the boat above the high
tide mark and retrieved her boots. With her boots clutched to his
chest, he ran towards the village. He stopped every now and then to
look upon the water. His mournful keening was swallowed by the
wind.

 


 


-END-

 


 


 


About
The Author

Roland MacInnis started writing in 2011. He writes
both fiction and non-fiction. Following an extensive career in
technology management, he founded an Executive Development
practice, (Invictus Consulting). He lives in Kanata, Ontario,
Canada. and is married (Judy) has three children and six
grandchildren.

 


Read Rollie's Smashwords interview at:
https://www.smashwords.com/interview/Rollie13

 


Other Books by Roland MacInnis

 Please visit your
favorite eBook retailer to discover other books by Roland
MacInnis

 


Quarry

Ten Tips for Leaders

 


Contact the author

mailto:rolandnovel@gmail.com

 


 


cover.jpg





