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  Do or Die


  This is a work of fiction and, although the Ottawa locales and the institutions such as the University of Ottawa and the Ottawa Police do exist, all the events and people are the invention of the author and any resemblance to actual events is strictly coincidental. The University of Ottawa does not have a self-contained neuroscience or neuropsychology department as constituted in this book.


  One


  Later, Carrie MacDonald wondered why she had heard nothing, but in the bustle just before closing, she had been too busy to pay much attention. Photocopiers whirred, pages crackled and students hustled past. She heard the hollow ping of the elevator bell and the rattle as the door slid closed, but she did not look up from her stacking. The library closed in ten minutes and she knew that unless she got all the books back onto the shelves, she would face Margot’s wrath in the morning. The wizened prune wielded her puny power with the zeal of an SS officer, always after Carrie for sketching when she should be working. As if that were all she was good for.


  A big lout in a studded leather jacket and cowboy boots shoved past her and lumbered to the elevator without so much as a glance in her direction. He jingled change in his pocket, wheezing as he waited for the next elevator. I’m invisible, she thought. Just hired help, only useful when you have no quarters, or the photocopier has run out of paper. She wanted to shout “I’m a student too, you know. I’m one of you. I sit in classes and take copious notes and think great thoughts, just as lofty as yours. But unlike you, I don’t get an allowance from Daddy, and I have a ten-year old to support.”


  When the elevator door slid open, the fat man barrelled in and punched the button. At the last minute, a girl shoved past Carrie, frizzy hair flying. She paused at the entrance to the elevator for one last anxious look behind her, then flung herself through the closing doors.


  Everyone was gone abruptly in a final flurry of excitement before the late-night hush settled in. Carrie went back to her books, placing the last of them on the cart in proper sequence by call number. Wheeling the cart, she set off down the nearest aisle.


  She knew the entire library by heart—the busy sections with the well-worn titles in English literature and social science as well as the remote corners whose riches hadn’t been explored in years. The blonde had come from the education section, the lout probably from the literature section. Although he didn’t exactly look the sonnet-spouting type.


  The first four books on her cart were from the law section. After disposing of them, she wheeled the cart past obscure shelves bearing esoteric titles she barely understood, all long undisturbed and thick with dust. She was scanning the titles as she walked, relishing the impossibly long words, when a misplaced book leaped out at her well-trained eye. It was stuffed into a gap, askew and half hidden in the dark. She stopped, grumbling to herself. This was how books were lost, misplaced by some careless student and not found again for months. This book was on the wrong floor miles from home, a book on neuropsychology in a section on Victorian novels.


  She placed it in her cart and was about to move on when she heard a moan. On second hearing, more a gasp than a moan. Abandoning her cart, she followed the sound around the corner to the next aisle. The sight stopped her short.


  A young man lay curled on the floor, his arms clutching his stomach. His sleeves, his chest, the once-grey carpet were all soaked in blood. She recognized his face immediately. Just the week before, she had sneaked a sketch of him hunched over a stack of books, staring into space. She was always on the lookout for special faces, and his look of bewildered sadness had captured her. He had looked like a young man with a burden far too great for his years.


  Now his face was drawn tight in a grimace, his eyes squeezed shut and his mouth gaping in a silent scream. He was deathly pale, and this, even more than the blood, galvanized her to action.


  Shouting for help, she dashed across the library to the emergency phone to call security. As she returned, she caught sight of a red plaid jacket, dark hair and widened eyes by the elevator.


  “There’s a man hurt up here! Go meet the ambulance guys downstairs. Fast!”


  Barely had she turned in the aisle when the fire alarm began to clamour.


  “No! Not the fire—” She spun around just in time to see the red plaid shirt disappearing into the elevator. Cursing, she ran on.


  By the time she reached the young man again, he was unconscious and lay inert in his pool of blood. As she flung her sweater over him in a vain attempt to combat the shock, he stopped breathing.


  “No!” she cried and flipped him onto his back to begin CPR. It was only then, as she applied her fists to his chest, that she saw the wound.


  


  At six-twenty the next morning, Inspector Michael Green lay sprawled across his bed with his pillow over his head. Heat glued the sodden sheet to his back. The baby was crying, and his wife clattered irritably around the kitchen preparing a bottle. In between howls, the baby kicked his overhead toy with his feet, causing the bell to clang and the crib to thump against the wall. In their tiny apartment, it sounded like World War III.


  Oh God, Green thought, the start of another day. A day in the life of middle management in the new bigger, better, amalgamated police force, a day now spent sitting in boring committee meetings, drafting service models and pushing papers around his desk. Murders were up in Ottawa, thanks to government cutbacks to social services and health, which drove people to increasingly desperate solutions. But it was all routine stuff, easily handled by the regular field detectives of the Major Crimes Squad. Not a serial killer or a mystery assassin in sight. Nothing that required his deductive powers or intuitive ingenuity, only his woefully inadequate supervisory skills. Not that he wished for a real murder to sink his teeth into, exactly, merely some new spark in his life. What the hell had possessed him to become an inspector anyway?


  Clamping his pillow more firmly over his ears, he burrowed further under the sheets until the baby was reduced to a distant whine. He did not even hear the phone ring; Sharon yanked the pillow off and shoved the cordless phone in his face.


  “Sounds like Jules.”


  Shaking sleep from his head, Green took the phone. The Chief of Detectives’ dry voice crackled through the wires, unusually urgent.


  “Michael, something important has come up. Be in my office for a briefing in half an hour. Oh—and Michael, wear a decent suit.”


  Green stared at the phone. Jules had hung up before he could even rally a protest. Decent! In the old days, Jules had never told him what to wear. Hinted, sometimes, when the media were going to be around, but never ordered.


  “I don’t even have a decent suit,” he muttered to Sharon when he emerged from the shower five minutes later. “Both my court suits are at the cleaners.”


  “Three nice suits wouldn’t exactly kill you,” she retorted without looking up. She was slumped on the bed, dark eyes haggard, giving Tony his bottle. “By forty most men own a few decent suits.”


  No support from that end, he thought with more sympathy than annoyance. She’s all tapped out. In their early years, she’d found his fashion ineptitude endearing and would have been ready with a wise-crack retort, but now she couldn’t even muster a smile. A good jolt of Starbucks French Roast might help, but he didn’t have time to make it for either of them.


  Instead he appeased her with a brief kiss on the head before turning his attention to his cramped corner of the closet. He did in fact have a few proper suits, the most promising being a mud-brown, double-breasted tweed that had served him well at funerals and weddings over the years. The cuffs were faded and the pants seat shone, but it still fit, if he could survive tweed in a June heat wave. He didn’t notice the odour of sweat until he had climbed into his car and headed across the canal to the station. Serves Jules right, expecting a decent suit on half an hour’s notice.


  Jules’ clerk leaped to her feet as Green burst into the office. Despite the obvious gravity of the summons, she couldn’t suppress a smile but quickly wrestled it under control as she ushered him into Jules’ office.


  To Green’s surprise, the Chief of Detectives was not alone. Seated with him at the small round conference table was a familiar, bull-necked figure in a too-tight suit. Jules rose to greet him, but Deputy Police Chief Doug Lynch did not.


  Adam Jules was a tall, reed-thin, silver-haired man in a crisp cotton suit. His eyes flickered briefly, and his nostrils flared, but otherwise he betrayed no hint of reaction to his subordinate’s attire. He extended a manicured hand.


  “Michael, thank you for joining us.”


  Playing along with the formality, Green returned the handshake and then took the only remaining chair at the table. His pulse quickened. Something big was in the air. Maybe the answer to his prayers…


  Belatedly Lynch shoved out a broad, callused hand. “Mike, good to see you.”


  I’ll bet, Green thought to himself. I’m about as welcome a sight as a cockroach in the vichyssoise. Unless you want something from me.


  And sure enough… “We’re hoping you’ll be able to help us with a very difficult case.”


  Us? Green thought ironically. As in the force, or you and your buddy the Police Chief, who’s wily enough to let you play frontman for him? If you think that will get you into his shoes someday, you’re deluding yourself. There are no letters after your name, no useful friends in the wings. You’re his pit bull, nothing more.


  Green raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”


  Perhaps sensing trouble, Jules moved in. He took a thin file from his desk and held it out. “A student was stabbed in the University of Ottawa library last night. Young man by the name of Jonathan Blair.”


  After fourteen years in Criminal Investigations, very little surprised Green any more, but murder in a university library was a first. The second eyebrow shot up before he could stop himself.


  “Marianne Blair’s son,” Lynch cut in. “Name ring any bells?” Obviously it was supposed to, but it didn’t. And it was really too early in the morning to play one-upmanship with a pit bull. Especially before even one cup of coffee. Without much hope, Green glanced around Jules’ office. As usual, not a pencil out of place, not a hint of human habitation. And of course, no coffee.


  “Should it?” he grumbled.


  Lynch smirked, but Jules was faster. “Marianne Blair is the head of the Lindmar Foundation, a major funding organization that underwrites charities, research, the arts.”


  Ah! Suddenly the fog began to lift. One of Chief Shea’s famous “connections”. The Police Chief had come to power the new, corporate way, attending management courses and cultivating connections that could serve him well on the way up. Now, at the apex of his career, he had a fair network of expectant friends. Among them, no doubt, the rich and generous Marianne Blair.


  “Mrs. Blair is understandably very upset,” Jules was continuing in his dry monotone. “When she called this morning, I told her we would be assigning our best men.”


  Green eyed Lynch warily. “Is there anything I should know?” Lynch held his gaze a moment then broke into a smile and leaned back in his chair, hitching his pants up. “I’m just an observer in this, Mike. This is Adam’s and your show. You know my policy on non-interference. But I just wanted to let you know who we’re dealing with here. This is a high profile case. The spotlight will be on the department. If we don’t deliver, Marianne Blair will make enough noise to be heard at City Hall, and I’m sure none of us wants that. I want you to know I have every confidence in you—that’s what we made you an inspector for, isn’t it? To handle tough cases. Hell, it’s the only thing you’re good at. I know you won’t let us down. And it goes without saying that you’ll have the full cooperation of the force. Anything you need, you let me know.”


  Green fingered the file before him, trying to figure out the hidden agenda. He hated politics and had no talent for it, preferring to plough straight ahead like a bloodhound on the scent. Yet now he had the sense of waiting for some other shoe to drop. Lynch could have applied his pressure without having to meet him personally. Jules knew—in fact all the brass knew—that Green loved the thrill of the hunt. Unlike most managers, he preferred the trenches and when he took over a case, he drove himself and everyone else on the case to exhaustion till it was solved. This little pep talk wasn’t necessary. There must be something more at stake.


  He sent out a feeler. “What does it look like so far?” “No idea,” Jules replied. “There were no eyewitnesses, no murder weapon, no known motive. The victim was twenty-four years old, single, lived with his mother. Just a hardworking graduate student, according to her.”


  Lynch waved a casual hand as if to dismiss all other speculation. “My guess is it was some undesirable who went to the library to meet someone else, and the Blair kid was unlucky enough to get in the way. That’s where I’d start looking, Mike. And I’d cooperate with university security on this. They know the territory. I wouldn’t bother too much with the university staff.”


  Green raised his head in surprise. “But I certainly have to—”


  “Check it out, sure. I’m just saying be careful with the university types. Remember, this isn’t a back alley someplace. These are educated, liberal-minded people who know their rights. And their lawyers.”


  Green chilled. “I’ll handle it the way I handle all cases. I’ll ask the questions that need to be asked.”


  Lynch raised a soothing hand. “Of course you will. But I know your reputation for thoroughness, Mike. Some might say bull-headedness. Ask your questions. Just don’t ask questions you don’t need to ask. Don’t ruffle more feathers than you need to.”


  Finally, Green thought he heard the echo of the other shoe. He feigned confusion. “You don’t want me asking too many questions of people at the university?”


  The pit bull stiffened slightly. Beside him, Jules had turned a faint shade of fuchsia. “I didn’t say that. I just want you to remember they’re on the same side as us. Everyone wants to find the killer. Just you focus on that, and don’t make things more complicated than they need to be. The sooner this is cleaned up the better, so let Adam know what you need to do the job.”


  I need the freedom to operate, Green wanted to shout at him. I need to know what the fuck is going on. A major homicide case has just been handed to me. New, hot, begging to be pursued. And here I am, playing twenty questions with you.


  But for the sake of his wife and new baby, he counted to ten and slowly raised his eyes.


  “Ten men, for starters.” “You can have thirty.”


  Green shook his head. “If I need gofers, I’ll let Superintendent Jules know. But for now I’ll take ten good detectives from the Major Crimes Squad, including Sergeant Sullivan and Detective Gibbs.”


  The Deputy Chief nodded. “Sergeant Sullivan is already on the case. He took the initial call. Anything else you want?”


  “The rest of the details I can work out with Superintendent Jules.” Green picked up the file and pushed his chair back. “Now, if there’s nothing else, sir, I should get started.”


  


  Green had barely begun the file when Jules walked into his office five minutes later, flicking lint from his jacket as if to cleanse himself.


  “Thank you, Michael—” he began but got no further. Green thrust the file aside.


  “Adam, I can’t work like this! I’m not allowed to ask too many questions, I’m supposed to defer to university security! Since when! How the fuck am I supposed to solve the crime?”


  “Don’t worry. The Deputy Chief just has to keep an eye on City Hall.”


  “You mean on the Chief’s pals! In case I probe too deeply into their love lives or their bank accounts. Either he trusts me and lets me do my job, or he lets the staff sergeant handle it just like any other case. I won’t have him second-guessing me at every turn!”


  Jules drew his lips in a thin line. “Michael, Lynch would never obstruct a criminal investigation. He may be more…pragmatic than you or I, but he’s not unethical. He’s seen the preliminary reports. The crime needs you and he knows it. Forget about him. Just proceed as you usually do.” He hesitated and gave his dry approximation of a smile. “Well, try to follow procedure a little more often. He’ll be watching.”


  Green was silent. Adam Jules had always been his greatest ally, encouraging him up the promotional ladder so that he would have the freedom to set his own course and running interference for him when his quest took him outside the bureaucratic box. But the name “Jules” no longer commanded the same respect and influence in the bigger pond of the new force, and Green could see defeat and disillusionment creeping into the man’s eyes.


  “I’ll do my best, Adam,” he replied. “Kick me if you see steam starting to come out my ears.”


  Jules’ smile faded. “For all the good that’s ever done. Just solve the case for me, Michael. Brian is waiting for you outside.”


  


  Sergeant Brian Sullivan was a former high school linebacker who took up most of the free space in Green’s little office, particularly when he paced. His blonde hair stood in tufts, and his square jaw was set.


  “What a fuck-up!” he exclaimed as soon as he shut the door. “Everything that can go wrong in a homicide case went wrong in this one, and who does it turn out to be? Some friend of the goddamn Police Chief!” His expression changed abruptly as he registered Green’s suit, and he burst out laughing. “You look like a bargain basement shoe salesman!”


  “Don’t start.” Green grinned as he stuffed the reports back in the file and pocketed his keys. “Let’s go over to the crime scene. You can fill me in on this stuff as you drive.”


  Outside, they found themselves in the crush of the morning rush hour. The June sun glared off chrome and glass, making Sullivan squint as he bulldozed the unmarked blue Taurus into the traffic. In front of them, traffic oozed along the elevated Queensway which bisected the city. Exhaust fumes shimmered in the rising heat. Another scorcher, Green thought, wondering how the city’s tempers, frayed by unemployment and government cutbacks, would handle yet another stress. He glanced at Sullivan, who was fuming at a red light.


  “So tell me about the fuck-up.”


  Sullivan rubbed his face wearily. “First of all, some moron sounded the fire alarm, so when the fire trucks arrived, there was near-panic on the main floor. Firemen rushing in, students trying to get out. Any hope our suspect was still in the building went up in smoke. Then the security guard who called in the 911 only asked for an ambulance, said someone was hurt. Didn’t say stabbed. Didn’t know, apparently. So the dispatcher sent a routine patrol unit along with the fire ambulance. One constable—a rookie who hardly even remembered the procedure book. He tried his best. I mean, the victim was still alive, so I know his first concern had to be…anyway, he got there about two minutes after the firemen, who were giving CPR, so he rushed in to help them. But meanwhile, they trample all over the scene, they move the victim. Nobody takes pictures, nobody secures the scene, a whole bunch of other people—firemen, rubberneckers, university security—come up in the elevators and get in the way.”


  The light turned green. Sullivan squealed the tires, accelerating around the corner, only to stop short at the next light. He sighed.


  “Finally one of the firemen takes charge and, thank God, he has a brain. He asks the rookie if Ident’s been called, and the kid says Jeez, I forgot, and he starts remembering his guide book. So he calls for back-up. I get a call and so does Ident. Lou Paquette was on—one lucky break. There were a dozen cops on the scene when I got there, but the paramedics took off to the General with only one patrol officer. Nobody thinks to take fingernail scrapings or bag the hands. Nobody thinks to stop the emerg doctors from tossing all his clothes into a bag. We got them back, but, oh Jesus, Mike, they’ve got to be contaminated as hell.”


  Green had listened to this rambling tirade without interruption, but now he looked across at his colleague, who had stopped for air. In the silence, their police radios chattered in mindless bursts which they no longer heard. Brian Sullivan looked beyond tired. His normally ruddy Irish farm boy face was white with fatigue, and new lines were beginning to pull at the corners of his eyes. It seems like yesterday we were rookies together, Green thought, but look how this job has battered him.


  Green’s first wife had stomped off in disgust with their baby in tow after only three years of marriage, leaving him without ties or obligations for nearly ten years, but Sullivan had married his first love, had three children in rapid succession, and now struggled to keep his life compartmentalized. He was too much of a professional to bring his home worries onto the job, but sometimes, as now, the stress seeped through. As they inched over the Pretoria Bridge across the Rideau Canal, stuck behind a line of cars doing an illegal left turn onto Colonel By Drive, he drummed his fingers and cursed. Green wondered what else was eating at him.


  “Does it get any worse?” he asked gently.


  “Can it get worse?” Sullivan countered. “Put it this way. It doesn’t get better. I leave Lou Paquette and his Ident team to get what they can from the mess in the library, and I rush off to the hospital, but the victim’s in surgery. No instructions to anybody to listen for dying declarations. And worse, the guy has no ID on him. Not even a library card!”


  “His wallet was probably lifted.”


  “I figured that.” Sullivan broke off long enough to accelerate around a red Honda waiting to turn left. The car beside him blasted its horn, and he raised his middle finger. “Unless of course it fell out while the guys were moving him. Anything is possible in this fiasco. But as a result, we didn’t know who the John Doe was. I ran a description through missing persons and checked recent reports, but it was only a bit past midnight by then, and who the hell reports a fully grown man missing at that hour? Probably not even at four a.m. Anyway, the victim comes out of surgery and into recovery, but he hasn’t regained consciousness and it doesn’t look like he will in a hurry, so I post a uniform by his bed and I go back to the scene. No—first I checked his clothes. Expensive, so I know the guy’s not starving. Conservative, so I figure he’s not a punk, but that’s no surprise. He was stabbed in the Shakespeare section of the university library. Not your average street punk’s stomping ground. That’s why dispatch screwed up so badly on the 911 call, by the way. Sergeant Jones says ‘Who the hell expects a stabbing in a library, for God’s sake! If the call had come from a parking lot in the Byward Market, we’d have sent four experienced teams down there right away. Not one poor rookie.’ And it’s not the kid’s fault, after all. There was a lot of blood around, and he just wanted to save the boy’s life. I’d have forgotten all the procedural shit myself fifteen years ago.”


  Sullivan pulled the Taurus to a halt behind a police van near the entrance to the library, and the two jumped out. A police officer was posted at the entrance to the library and another at the elevators. One elevator had been commandeered for use in the investigation, and the fourth floor button had been taped on the other elevators. Students gathered in whispering clumps, gawking curiously.


  Sullivan led Green into the elevator and punched four. “Looks great now, doesn’t it? Everything according to procedure, every ‘t’ crossed. The Ident team has cordoned off the entire fourth floor, and they’re probably still there.”


  The elevator door slid open, revealing yellow plastic tape across the exit. They logged in with the uniform on guard, and ducked under the tape. Ahead of them, half a dozen men were crawling around on the floor with magnifying glasses.


  “Yes, they’re still here.”


  “And we’ll probably be here till Christmas,” came a gravelly voice from behind a bookcase. An instant later the senior Identification Officer, Sergeant Lou Paquette, emerged around the corner, red-faced from crawling. “We haven’t found a damn thing yet.” He peeled off his latex glove and held out his hand to Green. “Glad to see you, Mike.”


  “You’ve got nothing?” Green echoed in dismay.


  “Oh, we’ve got tons of shit. Fingerprints, hair, fibres, bloodstains. There’s blood all over the place. The witnesses tracked it around, the paramedics tracked it around. The only thing I can’t tell is if the killer tracked it around. And this is a public place. There could be fingerprints and fibres from half the city of Ottawa here. The half that doesn’t have prints on file downtown.” Paquette grinned at his own attempt at humour. His mustache quivered. “I’ve sent a guy to collect the shoes from every fireman and paramedic who was at the scene. That’ll be fun.”


  Green took out his notebook. “Can you tell us anything?”


  Paquette sighed and grew sober. “As far as I can tell, there was no struggle. No books were pulled down, nothing kicked out of place. It’s a narrow space. It would be hard to fight without knocking the bookshelves.”


  “And the young woman who found the victim heard no sound of an argument, no screams,” Sullivan added. “Libraries are pretty quiet. She would have heard a violent scuffle.”


  “Did she see anything unusual that evening? Anyone suspicious or out of place?”


  “Nothing that she remembered, but she was pretty shaken up. She got covered in blood, and all she could think about was getting cleaned up. After the preliminaries, I let her go home.”


  Green nodded. “We’ll get to her later.”


  They had walked to the far end of the library along the path Ident had laid out and now stood in front of the large, browning pool of blood where the body had been.


  “The victim was stabbed once in the abdomen,” Sullivan said. “According to the emergency room surgeon, the weapon pierced the stomach and lacerated the liver, nicking an artery as it went by. It sounds like a horizontal thrust directly forward, made by a knife held at waist level.”


  “I suppose nobody took photographs of the wound before they sutured it all up?”


  Sullivan grinned. “You got it.”


  Green looked up from his notes with a snort. “Jesus. Jules said the case needed me, but what it really needs is a goddamn miracle.”


  


  The two detectives stayed at the scene another fifteen minutes reviewing the meagre forensic harvest. No murder weapon, no signs of disturbance or misplaced property, hundreds of latent fingerprints which would take days to analyze and could not be tied definitively to the murder anyway. Blood had been tracked up and down the aisle leading to the elevator as well as the two aisles on either side, but the traces were consistent with bloodstained shoes rather than with drops of falling blood. The only spilt blood was the large pool where the body had been and a fine spray of arterial blood on the bookshelf nearby.


  “The perpetrator would have got blood on himself, without a doubt,” Paquette said. “On his hand and sleeve, probably also on his shirt, pants and shoes. The body fell forward. The perpetrator would have had trouble jumping out of the way in time, especially since he was trying to pull out his knife. Some of these bloody footprints may be his, once I eliminate all the other assholes who were on the scene.”


  Green sketched the scene, noting the rows of floor-to-ceiling bookshelves which effectively blocked any overview of the area. Jonathan Blair’s killer had trapped him in a remote corner, where the chances of anyone witnessing the crime were even fewer. By luck or design?


  Green glanced at his watch. “Brian, I want to meet with the mother before she calls the Chief again, and I need you to tell me what else you’ve got. Come on, I’ll buy you a coffee. I missed having mine this morning.”


  Seated over two mugs of scalding coffee at Harvey’s, Green mustered a smile for his weary colleague. There was no one he respected more. The two had been friends since they started together on the streets twenty years earlier, and although Green had risen further through the ranks, placing strain on the friendship in sensitive moments, he secretly considered Sullivan the better cop. The Deputy Chief was right. He, Green, was only good at detective work. Sullivan was good at everything, paperwork and organization as well as handling people and crises. And in the middle of a case, you couldn’t ask for a more careful, thorough investigator.


  “How did you finally identify him, by the way? You didn’t get that far in your depressing tale of professional incompetence.”


  “His mother called in, finally. Actually, her personal assistant called in, guy by the name of Peter Weiss. Apparently the victim was the quiet type, no wild parties, no late nights, a bookworm. Never stayed out all night. Maybe he’d have one drink with friends after the library closed, but he was usually home by midnight. Certainly by two. So when his mother woke up at five in the morning—she’s some kind of early morning freak—and saw he never came home, she heard on the early morning radio about a stabbing in the library, and she got worried. So Weiss called the station. By then Blair was dead. He died at three fifty-six a.m. without regaining consciousness. When the assistant called I was just trying to wake MacPhail and get him down to the hospital to take over the body. I let him have all the beauty sleep I could spare, but I didn’t want the ordinary doctors screwing up the evidence any more than it already had been.”


  Sullivan took a sip of coffee and cradled his chin in his massive hand. Some life suffused his reddened eyes as he grinned. “That old Scot is a bugger to wake up. I always have to hold the phone two feet from my ear when I call at night. But he came through for us. He got to the hospital in half an hour, reeking of whiskey but at full steam. He ranted up and down about the suturing, but after he’d examined the body and looked at the medical records, he came out with his theory. Sharp, smooth-edged knife, at least six-inch blade, he guessed about an inch to an inch and a half wide. He’ll know more after the autopsy. One smooth horizontal stroke in and out.”


  Green whistled. “Neat job.”


  “Yup. And into the middle of all this, without any warning, just as MacPhail is loading the body bag into the elevator to go down to the morgue, along comes the little rookie again wanting us to unbag the body so mummy’s assistant can have a look.”


  “In the middle of the hospital hallway?”


  Sullivan laughed. “That was my reaction. I was tired and I was mad about all the mistakes people had made, especially him. So I told him to follow proper procedure and take the assistant down to meet us at the morgue.”


  “Nothing wrong with that, Brian. Rigid, maybe, but by the book. No one can fault you for that.”


  “Oh, yeah? Well, the Deputy Chief did. Showed up twenty minutes later with this Weiss guy in tow, ripping a strip off me for caring more about procedure than about the decent citizens of Ottawa. I saw my whole career flashing before my eyes. My mortgage, my three kids, tuition for college—all bye-bye.”


  “Ach! Political grandstanding to impress the Chief, that’s all. You’ve done the right things, Brian. You were the first person to act like a professional in this whole mess.”


  “Yeah. We’ll know soon, won’t we? When I’ve been assigned to permanent traffic detail.”


  Green grinned. “You’ve been assigned to me. So let’s get on it. Did you have time to find witnesses or interview anyone?”


  Sullivan rubbed his bloodshot eyes. “Besides the young woman who found him? Are you kidding? I was so busy chasing the body and mopping up everyone else’s mess, I had no time to investigate! We don’t have one lead, we don’t have shit, but every ‘t’ has been crossed.”


  Green felt the caffeine from his second cup beginning to spread through his system, bringing with it a return of optimism. He glanced at his watch. Nine oh-five. “Right now I’m heading over to interview the mother. That’s going to be a tough one, so I’ll be turning off my radio, but you can reach me by cell if you have to. Arrange a briefing for ten-thirty with all the men Jules gave me.” He pushed back his chair and stood up. “We’ll find a trail, Brian, once we start talking to Jonathan Blair’s friends and family. A nice kid who studies Shakespeare and lives with Mummy can’t have too many enemies.”


  Two


  The Village of Rockcliffe Park was not a village in any normal sense of the word, except perhaps in exclusivity. It was a tree-lined enclave perched on a bluff above the Ottawa river, surrounded by the bustling city and boasting the highest per capita income of any municipality in Canada. Mercedes and Volvos sat discreetly on shaded drives, and massive beds of peonies and irises framed the old stone mansions. Even the heat was tempered.


  The living room of Marianne Blair’s Rockcliffe mansion was painted Wedgwood blue, perfectly offsetting the rose floral love seats which framed the Persian rug. A discreet, oldmonied room, perfect for a rich benefactress, Green thought, except that the designer had neglected to take a good look at the owner. Marianne Blair contrasted harshly with her surroundings, at least in her current raw state. She hunched on the edge of a love seat, dressed in a shapeless brown sweat suit, her gray hair askew and large jowls quivering.


  Her personal assistant stationed himself at her side, glaring at Green. Weiss had met the detective at the front door, wrinkling his nose visibly at Green’s suit and inspecting his ID for a conspicuously long time. Green knew that at five feet, ten inches, with mousey brown hair and hazel eyes, he was remarkable only for his nose. It was the only visible trace of his Semitic heritage, which was generally honoured more in the breach than in the observance.


  His parents were both Holocaust survivors who had lost their first families to the ovens, and they had an almost paranoid fear of public exposure. They had met in a displaced persons camp in Cyprus after the war, but it had taken them nearly fifteen years to risk having a child, and even then the Jewish festivals had been muted, secretive affairs. Green had grown up with Hasidic folktales and Klezmer clarinets ringing in his ears, but outside the family walls, his parents cautioned their sandy-haired, hazel-eyed boy to keep his Jewishness to himself.


  In the modern, urban world into which he moved, that proved seductively easy. He belonged to no synagogue or Jewish groups, worked in an entirely non-Jewish environment, had almost no Jewish friends and none of the previous women in his life, including his first wife, had been Jewish. His recent marriage to Sharon Levy had been as much of a surprise to him as it had been to his father. Although Sharon had been trying to introduce some Jewish traditions into their family life since the birth of their son, Green’s identity still found its main outlet in his commitment to smoked meat, bagels and Nate’s Delicatessen.


  But for some, the nose was enough to fire up old myths and prejudices, and whether Weiss had reacted to the nose or the odour of his suit, Green couldn’t be sure. Weiss had swivelled on his heel without a word and led the way across the vast marble foyer into the mercifully air-conditioned interior. He moved with impeccable grace, but his blue linen suit was buttoned wrong, and his toupee dipped over one ear. Not quite recovered from this morning’s excursion after all, Green thought with some satisfaction.


  On the drive over, he had tried to plan his interview strategy. Marianne Blair, he had learned from Jules’ briefing file, was the only child of a wealthy British Columbia shipping magnate who had made his fortune as a young man shipping timber from the virgin forests of the young province. He had diversified into oil and real estate later in life and had established the Lindmar Foundation as a means of purchasing immortality, as well as tax relief. To groom his daughter for her role as elegant patroness, he had sent her first to Eastern private schools and later to universities in British Columbia and Europe. But rumour had it that beneath the civilized veneer, Marianne Blair was her father’s clone: willful, self-indulgent and stubborn as a mule.


  Green had expected to find her raging mad and demanding vengeance. Judging from the way the law enforcement top brass had jumped to attention earlier, he had thought he would be bullied and threatened. But seated opposite her now, looking into her eyes, he saw no fire in them. Only bewilderment. She was a mother like any other at this moment, he thought, and felt himself relax. With her permission, he set his tape recorder on the table so that he could give her his full attention.


  “Mrs. Blair, I’m sorry,” he said simply. “I need to know about your son. Are you up to answering a few questions?”


  She nodded, and he began. She had last seen Jonathan at breakfast yesterday, she said. They lived alone with a housekeeper; Jonathan was an only child, his parents divorced. It had been just like any other morning. Jonathan was an early riser, and she had a busy schedule ahead of her so they had eaten about seven. They had spoken little, but that too was usual. They liked each other’s company but did not feel compelled to talk. She had reports to read, and he was absorbed in a journal article. He had always been a voracious reader and never sat at the table without a book in hand. He had commented that he would be at the university all day and wasn’t sure when he would be home. This too was usual. He spent much of his time in his lab or the library.


  “Did he tell you what he planned to do yesterday? Anyone he planned to meet?”


  She shook her head. “We didn’t really talk.”


  “To your knowledge, did your son use drugs?” He saw her stiffen. Weiss started to protest, but Green cut him off. “It’s confidential, Mrs. Blair, but I have to know.”


  “Not to my knowledge.”


  “I need the names of all known friends and associates.”


  “Peter said you’d need that information, so we’ve prepared a list. We haven’t got all the phone numbers, I’m afraid, but we’ll keep working on it.” She glanced across at Weiss expectantly, and he slipped out of the room.


  “Thank you.” Green watched until he had disappeared, then leaned forward. Without Weiss, he had a much better chance of reaching her. “Do you know of anyone who might have had reason to kill your son?”


  She sighed, and some of the stiffness seemed to dissipate. “I have racked my brains over and over, and I can’t for the life of me think who might have done this. Or why. It makes no sense.”


  “Did he have any enemies?” She was shaking her head. “Any conflicts, any fights with anyone?”


  “No! Jonathan avoided conflict. He was too nice; people walked all over him. He never seemed to get angry— something he certainly didn’t get from me.” Unexpectedly, she faltered. “But he was a wonderful boy. I’m not criticizing him. He was generous, sensitive, forgiving. Sometimes I was afraid of what life would do to him. And look what it’s done.”


  “Was there anything out of the ordinary about him yesterday? Anything he said? His mood? Behaviour?”


  She breathed deeply to collect herself. “Actually, he did seem tense. Distracted. He poured juice into his cereal.” A smile trembled on her lips. “I asked him if anything was wrong, but Jonathan is a private person. He’s used to solving his own problems—a casualty of having a busy mother, I guess. If something was troubling him, he became even quieter until he’d worked it out.” She cocked her head thoughtfully. “In fact, he’s been quieter the whole past week or so.”


  “Did you get the impression something was troubling him?”


  She pressed her large, coarse hand to her lips. A faraway look had crept into her eyes. “I think he was going to tell me. The night before he died. He came downstairs from studying about eleven o’clock, and he asked me if I wanted tea. I said I was going to bed, so he went back upstairs. But…he looked upset. Oh, God.” She put her face in her hands.


  Green hated tears. He panicked at the thought that he might have to provide solace. Watching her quiver on the brink, he plunged ahead.


  “Do you have any idea what it might have been? Was there anything going on in his life that might have been on his mind?”


  She rallied with an effort and rubbed her eyes on her sleeve. Green glanced around the room for a kleenex, but the tables held nothing but china figurines. He wondered what room they really lived in.


  “I don’t know,” she replied when she could speak. “He’s been working very hard in his lab, but he loves his work. Jonathan leads—” she stumbled, chin quivering “—led a quiet life. He just had his studies, a small circle of friends, cycling on the weekend. I worried it was too quiet, too restricted a life for a young man. He takes after his father that way, not me.”


  “Any girlfriends?”


  “Not now, but Jonathan attracts girls. Partly his money, but also his gentleness. And he’s a very handsome man. He’s always been a little bewildered by what his looks do to women.”


  “Any recent break-ups? Any vengeful women?”


  “A fairly recent break-up, yes. But I believe it was amicable. I can’t imagine Vanessa being vengeful, she’s far too bright. Too much her own woman.”


  He sensed an edge, but perhaps it was just natural maternal jealousy. His own mother had never considered any of the many girls in his youth good enough for him either. Of course, considering the girls he had picked…“Vanessa?” he probed gently.


  “Vanessa Weeks, one of his classmates. They’d been dating for almost a year, but they broke up last month. I don’t know why, actually, because I had the feeling Jonathan still cared for her.”


  “Maybe it was her idea.”


  “I don’t think so.” Mrs. Blair drew her brows together. “She called here one night a few weeks ago looking for him, and we talked. She seemed very fond of him. Said he was shutting her out, and she was very worried about him. I’d say she was upset, but certainly not angry. Jonathan is so nice he’s hard to get mad at.” She looked rueful. “Something else he gets from his father.”


  “Where is his father?”


  “Vancouver. Jonathan hasn’t seen him in some time.” Her voice was flat, but she reddened slightly, and Green sensed a surge of hidden feeling. Bitterness? Fear? Or something else.


  “Mrs. Blair, do you have any enemies, anyone who might want to send you a warning or punish you for something?”


  “Punish me?” Her eyes widened as the connection hit her.


  “You’re thinking of Jonathan’s father? Ridiculous. Henry adored Jonathan, would lay down his life for him. I am by far the less important person in Henry’s life.”


  Something else, Green decided. Maybe regret. He filed the observation away. “How about other enemies? Disgruntled business associates, psychotic artists?”


  A shadow passed over her face, gone before he was even sure it was there. She squared her shoulders and jutted out her chin. “Sure, I have enemies. You can’t deal in money without angering someone. Peter Weiss handles them.”


  “Anyone threaten you? Threaten your family?”


  She scowled, the softness of a moment ago quite gone. “You’re barking up the wrong tree, Inspector. I can be abrasive, but no one hates me that much.”


  “Believe me, Mrs. Blair, there are all kinds of nuts out there. Would Mr. Weiss even bother to tell you?”


  Her eyes hardened, and she stared at him for a moment. Then colour suffused her face. “If he didn’t, there would be hell to pay.”


  Weiss hustled back into the room, paper in hand. Green had heard no footsteps approaching on the marble and wondered if Weiss had been listening at the door all this time.


  “Peter!” she snapped. “Have there been any threats against Jonathan that you haven’t told me about?”


  Weiss stopped in his tracks. “Certainly not, Marianne. Our investigators don’t tell me all the details, of course—”


  “Bullshit!”


  Weiss coloured. “But I’m sure anything as important as that—”


  Mrs. Blair swung on him, eyes blazing. The fighter had returned. “I want you to tell this officer everything! If I find out you’re withholding information that he needs to find my son’s killer, you’ll be pumping gas in Flin Flon!”


  The sight of Weiss’ face was repayment enough for the pompous aide’s earlier disdain, and Green was hard put to keep a smile off his own. Returning to more neutral ground, he spent ten minutes trying to trace Jonathan’s movements on the three days before his death. He learned that Marianne Blair knew very little about her son’s daily life, a discovery which distressed her but did not surprise him. How much had he let his own mother know about his activities in the years before she died?


  Afterwards, Weiss showed him upstairs so that he could search Jonathan’s room. It took little time. The small room contained nothing but a single bed, dresser, desk, computer and shelves and shelves of books. His closet held a modest collection of conservative but expensive leisure clothes, as well as two dress suits and a Harris tweed sports coat. His desk was crammed with notes, articles and papers, but there was no diary, address book or appointment calendar to shed light on his activities. If Jonathan Blair kept any personal records, he kept them elsewhere.


  On the desk lay a computer printout of a complex statistical analysis which Jonathan had obviously been studying. Red underlinings and asterisks peppered the pages. Was this what Jonathan had been working on the night before his death, when he had come down to his mother, upset and wanting to talk? Green examined the printout curiously but could make little sense of it. He had been forced to confront statistics for his forensic science course at the police academy as well as his masters thesis in criminology, but he had avoided them when possible ever since.


  He was puzzled, however, by the array of numbers on the desk of an English literature student, and became even more so when he turned to the books on the shelves. He expected Chaucer, Dickens and an entire shelf of Shakespearean plays. Instead, he found formidable tomes on disorders of the limbic system and the neuropsychology of memory. Suddenly he remembered Marianne Blair’s use of the word ‘lab’ and cursed himself for failing to pick up on it. In the excitement of Sullivan’s tale earlier, they had both made the leap from the place where Jonathan was stabbed to the subject matter he was studying. A rookie’s error in logic, which neither should have made.


  Pulling out the nearest book on the brain, he headed back downstairs and found Marianne Blair on the phone in the living room, looking all business.


  “What was Jonathan working on at the university?” Startled, she swung on him and pressed her hand over the receiver. “He was doing his Masters in cognitive neuroscience, conducting research on auditory channels in the brain.”


  “Does he have an office at the university?” “A lab. At least he has a desk, computer and files somewhere. I’ve never been there.”


  “Did he have an associate? Was he working with anyone?” “Oh yes. There’s a whole group of graduate students, most of whom are on the list I gave you. They’re all working under Dr. Myles Halton.”


  There was respect in her voice as she uttered the name, as if her accomplishments were nothing compared to his.


  Green had never heard of him. “Is that supposed to mean something?”


  “To a neuropsychologist, yes. He’s one of the up-and-coming experts on language and the brain. Students from all over Canada, even the world, would sell their souls for the chance to work with him.”


  


  The ten detectives from the Major Crimes Squad had been waiting for half an hour by the time Green barrelled through the door of the conference room. Sullivan had installed them in the unrenovated briefing room walled in blackboards and cork, for which Green secretly thanked him. How he hated the high-tech flash that passed for progress in modern meetings. More time was wasted fiddling with control buttons than it took to fill an entire chalkboard with facts.


  Sullivan had used the waiting time to brief them on the background of the case and to pin sketches and photographs of the scene to the cork board on the wall. It took Green an additional ten minutes to report on his visit to the Blair house.


  “You are to keep the procedural screw-ups strictly to yourselves,” he admonished in the most inspectorish tone he could muster. “I’ve looked at the case, and I don’t think the crime scene would have told us a hell of a lot more anyway. Jonathan Blair was a quiet, law-abiding kid with no priors, not even a speeding ticket. There aren’t any obvious motives for his murder, and we certainly have no ready suspects. But we’ve got more than enough leads to follow. As the facts stand now, and ruling out robbery and psychos, there are three possible motives. The first two, given the age of the victim, are predictable.”


  Green turned to the blackboard and wrote a word in block letters. “Drugs. Was a deal going down in that remote section of the library? Jonathan Blair had no wallet in his possession. No money was found at the scene. But Ident has vacuumed every inch of the carpet in the vicinity, and if some drugs spilled, they’ll find them. The forensic pathologist is working on Blair’s body now, and he’ll tell us if Blair was a user. Meanwhile, we use our standard investigative techniques. Ask his associates, check his bank accounts.”


  He jotted the words “forensics, autopsy, interviews, bank” under “Drugs” and moved over to write a new column. “Passion. Blair attracted girls. His mother says there was a recent break-up; check into it, check into jilted lovers and jealous rivals. According to his mother, Jonathan never got angry and never treated people badly, a rose-tinted view of her boy. Let’s find out the truth. He was twenty-four years old, single, rich and handsome. There’s got to be some skeletons.”


  Green studied the men around the conference table. He had worked with most of them in the fourteen years he had been solving major crimes. Jules was no fool. He had given Green the ten best officers on the Squad. Sometimes when Green took a personal interest in a case, he ended up doing much of the field work himself because he doubted the competence of anyone else. It didn’t make him popular with the staff sergeant who managed the squad or with the brass, who liked their pigeon holes, but it felt good to be on the streets again.


  The men before him were all solid, experienced investigators who needed little direction, but Deputy Chief Lynch’s personal interest added an extra twist. Thoughtfully Green turned to the third column on the blackboard and wrote “Innocent Bystander”, debating how much to let his own disdain and suspicion show through.


  “That’s the third motive in this case, the one that Lynch believes most likely. Jonathan Blair may be dead simply because he was in the wrong place at the wrong time, standing in the medieval literature section of the university library while a heavy drug deal went down. Or while some freshman got mugged for his bus money.”


  There was a cautious ripple of laughter. The detectives generally shared Green’s view of the top brass, but they never knew who the spies might be.


  Green shrugged, deadpan. “It is possible. So check it out, get the help of university security, ask the drug squad, poke around to see if anyone saw anything suspicious last night.”


  Green dusted chalk dust off his hands and stepped away from the board. “That’s it. I don’t have any idea which motive is right. Maybe it’s something else entirely. I don’t think it was robbery, but his wallet was missing, so ask his friends how much money he usually carried around with him. I also don’t think it was a psycho. Too clean. So we have five things we need to do.” Green picked up the chalk again. “One team— Watts and Charbonneau—you search for possible witnesses to the crime. I know the guys last night did a routine canvass of people who were at the library, but I want us to do it again. Set up a hotline and advertise it on the radio stations and in the newspapers, on the University’s PA system. Another thing you can do is check the computer records of books taken out or returned on the evening of June 9, especially with call numbers from the fourth floor.”


  Watts and Charbonneau exchanged grimaces. It was like looking for a needle in a haystack. Lots of work and very little payoff.


  “The second team—Jackson and Laplante—find out all you can about the victim, including his friends and his recent movements.” Green paused as a small inconsistency niggled into his thoughts. “Blair was studying neuropsychology, which is on the fifth floor of the library. He was killed on the fourth, plus he was killed in a remote corner, not a place you’d usually pass going from one part of the library to another. Find out what he was doing in the literature section.


  “The third team—Gibbs and O’Neil—get the autopsy and forensic results, bug them until every last detail is in, and follow up any lead they give. If there are none, help Watts and


  Charbonneau. Don’t bug me for every little thing. You guys know your job, but if anybody gets a major break, radio me ASAP.”


  He paused a moment, scanning the scribbling on the board. “The fourth team is to conduct a search of Blair’s university lab and interview all his professors, fellow students and associates who aren’t on Jackson’s list. That’s a big job. Goodwin, you better work with Perchesky and Proulx on it.” He grinned at the last remaining detective unassigned. “Brian, you’re coming with me.”


  “And what are we doing?” “We’re going to start with the woman who discovered the crime.”


  


  Carrie MacDonald had been given the day off to recover from the shock, but it didn’t seem to Green that she needed it. She had just washed her hair, and it was piled high on her head in a pink towel when she greeted the two detectives at her door. Her blue terry cloth robe gaped slightly over her breasts, and her cheeks were pink from the shower. Her eyes lit up at the sight of Sullivan.


  “Hi, Sergeant! Are you on duty again?”


  “Still,” he muttered.


  “You’ll need some coffee, then.” She stepped back to allow them to squeeze past her into the narrow hall. “I sure need it. Boy, what a night we had!”


  Green bristled. Carrie MacDonald seemed to have overlooked him completely as she turned to lead them down the dimly lit hall. Sullivan was five inches taller and fifty pounds heavier than he was. He looked like a cop, and people responded instinctively to his authority. His ruggedness appealed to women, evoking some primal suppliant need in them, but all this was wasted on him. Sullivan had loved his wife since he was sixteen and seemed impervious to the fire in other women’s eyes.


  Green, on the other hand, drifted through a crowd unobserved. His boyish freckled face evoked nothing except the occasional urge to mother him. At times it was an advantage, when he wanted to be unnoticed or underestimated, but there were times when it was a curse.


  “I’m Inspector Green,” he said sharply at her retreating back. “I’m in charge of the investigation.”


  “Oh!” She turned her blue eyes on him in surprise. “Sorry, I thought you were...” She let her dismissal of him go unvoiced and gestured him into her kitchen. Standing on tiptoe, she rummaged in her cupboard for two mismatched mugs, one with the university crest and the other featuring the slogan “World’s Greatest Mom”. She poured two coffees, then pulled her robe over her breasts self-consciously.


  “Do you guys mind if I get some clothes on? I’ll be two minutes.”


  True to her word, she emerged two minutes later, barefoot but clad in blue jeans and black t-shirt. Her hair tumbled damp and honeyed down her back, swinging as she prepared her own cup.


  Joining them at the table she smiled. “How can I help you guys today?”


  Her frank smile and the honey hair falling over one eye unnerved him. Control was essential during an interview, and this one was starting off all wrong. To regroup, he dropped his gaze to his notebook and riffled the pages officiously. Normally, he would have let Sullivan take the notes, but this time he sensed he was going to need the prop. “I’d like to review the information you gave Sergeant Sullivan last night, and see if there’s anything else you’ve remembered since.”


  Dutifully, she related the events leading up to her discovery of the body. By the time she had finished, Green felt back in full control.


  “Did you see anything out of the ordinary? Hear anything? Any voices? Signs of a struggle? Any items on the floor— money, a wallet?”


  Her eyes were grave as she searched her recollections. She’s no fool, Green thought. Sexy, but sharp. She knows what she saw, and she’ll be good on the witness stand.


  “It’s strange, actually,” she said, “that I didn’t notice anything. I mean, how does a guy get stabbed only a hundred feet away in a deserted room and you don’t hear a thing? Of course, my cart squeaked—I was meaning to fix it—so I only heard the guy groaning once I stopped my cart to get this book.”


  “How long was it from the time you left the elevators till you found the victim?”


  “Only two or three minutes. I had only returned half a dozen books.”


  Green studied the diagram he had constructed. The bank of elevators in the centre was the only exit route from the fourth floor except for the fire stairs at each far corner. It would have been impossible to get into an elevator without being seen by Carrie MacDonald as she sorted books. The paramedics and other medical personnel estimated from the nature of the wound and the amount of blood lost that Blair was stabbed no more than half an hour before the paramedics arrived. If the information in the logs could be trusted, the paramedics arrived on the scene twelve minutes after the 911 call. Allowing a few minutes for university security to relay the call, that meant Blair was stabbed less than fifteen minutes before she found him. Probably a lot less.


  To escape, the killer had three options. He could have taken the stairs, in which case he would have escaped unnoticed. He could have walked directly past Carrie and got on the elevator, which meant that he had to wait for it in plain view of her, covered in blood from his shirt sleeves to his shoes. Or he could have hidden in one of the side aisles until she set off with her cart and then slipped to the elevator. It was a mere two or three minutes before Carrie discovered the victim and returned to make the call.


  “Did you see anyone around when you called security?”


  “Just one student waiting at the elevator. I yelled at him to go meet the ambulance, but he was so freaked, he pulled the fire alarm instead.”


  Green’s antennae quivered. “Can you give me a description of this student?”


  She searched her thoughts, chewing her lip. “It happened so fast, and…I was so shaken up. Things are just a blur. All I remember is thick dark hair and a red top. Plaid, I think.”


  “You said ‘he’. What makes you sure it was a male?” “He was kind of tall. And there was something about his face...” She shut her eyes, remembering. “I think he had a mustache. Yes, a big, dark mustache.”


  Green leaned forward, willing her to focus. “Did you notice anything unusual about him? Was he breathing hard? Seem scared? Did you see anything on him that could have been blood?”


  She was shaking her head firmly. “He looked more…bewildered than anything else.”


  “Did you actually see him pull the fire alarm?”


  “No, but it’s right by the elevator.”


  Green turned to Sullivan. “Did you get a lead on him, Brian? Did the rescue guys get a name?”


  “I haven’t checked with them yet. I ran out of time.”


  Green tossed his notebook down. “What? Call over there and tell them to find him right away!”


  “Watts and Charbonneau will be—”


  “They’ll think you did it! Who the hell wouldn’t follow up a potential suspect and one of the two witnesses in the case?”


  Sullivan flushed red. Pushing away his cup, he glanced at Carrie. “Is there a phone I can use?”


  Her eyes were sympathetic as she smiled at him. “In the bedroom. Just ignore the mess.”


  With a twinge of guilt, Green watched Sullivan stalk across the room and bang the door shut behind him. When he turned his attention back to Carrie MacDonald, he found her eyes on him appraisingly. There was no sympathy in them now, and he felt his annoyance return.


  “Hard taskmaster, aren’t you, Inspector?”


  “I expect competence from my men,” he said. “Especially him.”


  “He was very competent last night, I assure you. But by now I’d say he’s been without sleep for quite a while.”


  “He should be used to that,” he replied, his eyes on his notes. Her level tone, and his own resentment, unsettled him.


  “Most of us are a long way from perfect, Inspector.”


  “A man has died, and we not only have to find out who did it, but we have to prove it in court, so mistakes are not an option. Now, can we get on with this?”


  Chastened, she got up to pour herself another cup of coffee, which gave him time to chastise himself. Jealousy, professional or personal, had no place in police work. By the time she returned to the table, eyes averted, he felt he was back on track.


  “Okay, let’s go back to the few minutes when you were sorting books by the elevator, just before you left with the cart. Can you remember who came to the elevator?”


  She searched her memory for a long moment, shaking her head. Just as he was about to intervene, she held up her hand. “Give me a minute.” She sat back in her chair, folded her hands in her lap and shut her eyes. She remained immobile, breathing deeply. Without her gaze to unsettle him, he allowed himself to study her. There was a peace and control in her expression that surprised him. An unusual woman, he thought, full of unexpected twists. He found himself looking at her chest as she breathed, watching it swell as she inhaled, stretching the black T-shirt. He felt himself stir in response and hastened to return to his notes. Not that he was upset by his response, which was familiar and harmless, only by the scattering of his thoughts, which he could not afford yet again. He was still trying to collect them when she resumed.


  “Only one man stands out in my mind. He was the last one to take the elevator before I began shelving.” She remained with her eyes shut, scanning.


  Green hoped his voice was neutral. “Describe him.”


  “He was gross. Huge and fat. He wheezed as he waited. At least 275 and six-foot-two. He reminded me of John Candy— you know, the movie star?—but his hair was lighter brown, and he had a silly little mustache. He was into leather, but if he was hoping to score points with it, no woman in her right mind— Oh!” Her eyes flew open, intensely blue. “There was a woman too! Dashed in at the last second. She seemed kind of worried, like she was looking for someone.”


  “Any physical details?”


  “Kind of hard looking. Blonde, but out of a bottle and with one too many perms. Bony face. Full of angles. It’s hard to describe people in words.” For the first time, she smiled at him, her eyes crinkling and two dimples framing her cheeks. His lustful thoughts took wing again. “I could draw them if you like.”


  “You draw?”


  “One of my many talents, Inspector. I’ve always doodled, and sometimes the hours at the library are long and boring. I draw sketches of the people I see, just for fun. In fact, I drew a picture of Jonathan Blair last week.”


  He stared at her. “You’re kidding!”


  She jumped to her feet. “I’ll show it to you. I look for special faces, unique expressions...”


  She skipped out of the room, and Green found himself looking around for clues to her many facets. The apartment was small and crammed with cheap furniture. In the corner of the room stood a ten-speed and a child’s bike. Bunched into the cushions of the sagging sofa was a young girl’s jacket, and a pair of children’s rain boots stood by the door. Stacks of notes, books and old newspapers covered most of the surfaces. A busy woman, he thought, full of curiosity and ideas, but not enough hours in the day for them all.


  She emerged from the other room holding up a sketchpad in triumph. He was struck by how vividly blue her eyes were. It was an effort to force his down onto the paper she held. Then he received a second surprise. Jonathan Blair gazed out at him from the sketch, sad and contemplative. His face, partly cast in shadow, was breathtakingly handsome. The drawing was brilliant.


  “Was he really this handsome?”


  Reverence glinted in her eyes as she studied the picture. “Yes, he was. Thick dark hair and blue eyes you could die in. That’s why I noticed him. He was reading this journal article and taking notes, just like any other student on the floor. But then he set down his pen, rested his chin on his hand and stared into space. There was such profound despair on his face! Like he had the weight of the world on his shoulders. He stayed that way for the entire fifteen minutes it took me to draw him.”


  “Had you seen him before or since?”


  “I had, in fact. He was a regular, and once you see that face you never forget it.”


  “Ever talk to him?”


  She smiled and shook her head, suddenly sheepish. “No, I keep my fantasies to myself. The last thing I need is a man in my life.”


  I don’t know about that, he found himself thinking and pulled himself firmly back on track. “Ever see anyone with him?”


  “A few times he had a girl with him. Hung all over him. She was gorgeous, too.”


  Green’s pulse quickened. “Describe her.”


  “Mediterranean-looking. Maybe Arab or even a light-skinned Indian. Thick, wavy black hair that framed her face like a halo. Large black eyes, long-lashed. That satiny milk chocolate skin that doesn’t have a flaw in it.”


  “I can tell you hardly gave her a second glance.”


  She laughed. “You’re much nicer when you’re human, Inspector. I can draw her for you too.”


  He felt himself flush. “Could you? I’m serious. These are important witnesses. Could you draw all four? The guy who pulled the fire alarm too?”


  “No problem. I’ve got the day off and my daughter’s not back from school till three-thirty. I can have them ready for you by tonight.”


  He knew there was no further reason to stay. Not with a dozen leads to follow up and his report to Weiss already two hours overdue. He was reluctantly closing his notebook when the bedroom door yanked open and Sullivan emerged, tight-lipped and grim.


  “Mike, you’re not going to believe this. Another problem. No one in the rescue crew remembers even seeing a kid in a red plaid shirt!”


  Three


  “I talked to the paramedics, the firemen and the rookie patrolman who took the call,” Sullivan reported. “No one remembers a student coming to meet them.”


  Green leaned against the wall outside Carrie MacDonald’s apartment, shaking his head. The warm flush of a moment ago had vanished. “I don’t believe this is happening. A potential eyewitness, maybe even a suspect, and he slips through our fingers. Didn’t you seal off the building?”


  Sullivan inspected a spot on the far wall, and for a moment Green thought he wasn’t going to answer. When he did, his voice was tight. “Of course we sealed off the building. But the student would have been long gone before that, in the madhouse created by the fire alarm.”


  “Which is why he pulled it in the first place, Dummkopf! This is probably our guy!”


  On the way back to the police station, Green suffered through ten minutes of stony silence and screeching tires before he finally sighed.


  “Brian, I’m sorry I called you a Dummkopf. We can’t let this case get to us. We’ve got to pull together.”


  “You also humiliated me in front of a witness.”


  “I know. I was wrong.”


  Sullivan stopped at a red light, and Green saw him gradually deflate. “Yeah, but you were also right. I should have followed up on that student right away.”


  “You should have. But then you would have just had one more failure to report to me.” They exchanged glances and laughed. “It’s good we can joke about it. Let’s hope the other guys are luckier.”


  Back at the station they dodged cameramen and crime reporters as they made their way to the second floor. The death of Jonathan Blair was no longer a secret; it had become front page news. Shutting the door to his little alcove office, Green seized his radio even before he sat down.


  “Now to get the reports from the troops,” he muttered as he called. Two minutes later, Detective Jackson responded to his page. Traffic roared in the background.


  “Have you come across a guy with thick black hair and a big mustache?” Green asked.


  “Mustache? No.”


  “Keep looking, it’s important. How about a gorgeous dark-haired woman?”


  “Not yet. But I’ll be glad to start looking for her.”


  “Ask Blair’s friends if they know her. Arab-looking, wavy hair, big eyes. If you find her, call me.”


  “Will do.”


  “Got anything useful yet?”


  In the background, Green heard a car engine roar, and Jackson raised his voice over it. “Lots of background, no leads. Everybody’s in shock, can’t believe somebody would do that to such a nice kid, that sort of stuff. Nobody knows any enemies.”


  “Seen the ex-girlfriend?” “Vanessa Weeks? She wasn’t at her office. Do you want us to go out to her home?”


  “No,” Green said impulsively. “Give the address to me.”


  When he hung up, he swung on Sullivan. “Passion—that’s what I’m betting on. A handsome guy and too many women. I’ve got to check this one out myself.”


  Sullivan was halfway out of his seat. “What do you want me to do?”


  “Stay put so you can field the calls. Get a media plea out on the dark-haired student in the red shirt. Then man the radio and get progress reports from everyone. I’ll be back in an hour.”


  


  The young woman who answered the door after almost three minutes was neither dark-haired nor gorgeous, at least in her present state. Vanessa Weeks’ face was puffed and blotchy, her eyes webbed in red. Oily blonde hair straggled across her forehead and down her neck. She clutched a cotton dressing gown around her with one hand and pressed a kleenex to her eyes with the other.


  Oh God, Green thought. Tears.


  He followed her into a small studio apartment strewn with papers, dirty dishes and cast-off clothing. The building was not air-conditioned, and the steamy air smelled faintly of sweat. Beyond the mess, the room was sparse, with no pictures or other personal mementos to warm it up. No portraits of doting parents or goofy siblings. A girl without a past, or at least without one she cared about.


  “I thought you’d probably come,” she managed as she folded her tall, willowy frame amid the sofa cushions with a sob. “None of his friends has even called me. It’s as if I don’t exist any more. As if, just because we broke up, I don’t have feelings any more.”


  Green debated how to proceed. The woman clearly needed to talk, and he had no idea what might be important. Experience had taught him that letting witnesses ramble often yielded unexpected dividends. He set his tape recorder on the table and eased back casually into an armchair opposite her.


  “Tell me about you and him.”


  Her eyes filled again. With a grimace, she leaned over and made a half-hearted attempt to pick some papers from the floor. “I wish I could. I don’t know what happened to Jonathan and me. I thought he loved me—he said he did—but then he started giving all these excuses about working late and being busy. Usually I helped him with his work, but this time he wouldn’t tell me what he was working on. Then a couple of times when he’d said he was working, I saw him with another woman.”


  “When was that?”


  “It started about a month ago. Jonathan and I had a big fight over it, and he said I had to trust him. But I’m not a fool. I can’t compete with a woman like that.”


  “Do you know who she was?”


  Her mouth quivered. “Raquel Haddad.”


  Haddad, he thought. Lebanese name. “Jet black wavy hair, olive skin?”


  She glanced up in surprise. “You’ve seen her?”


  He shrugged, non-committal. “Who is she?”


  She lowered her eyes and twisted the kleenex around her finger like a noose. “An undergraduate troller. She hung around our floor, looking for prey. She started with another guy but quickly moved on to more promising prospects. At first Jonathan denied she was even in the picture. Then he said she was just a research assistant. Yeah, right.”


  “You didn’t believe him?” “She was all over him.” The noose tightened, then she released it with a small gasp. “I…I don’t mean he lied.” She pressed her hand to her forehead and took deep breaths, striving for composure. “It was just his way of letting me down easy. Jonathan hates to hurt anybody. But sometimes being wishy-washy hurts more than an honest yes.”


  “How did he seem recently? Anything different? Was he troubled?”


  “He felt bad about me, I could tell. He avoided me at the university. He’d leave the room if I came in or pretend he was engrossed in a book. Jonathan was never very extroverted, but he seemed quieter than before.”


  “Sad?”


  She put the shredded kleenex aside and smoothed her bathrobe, in control again. “You know—” She raised her eyes thoughtfully “—sometimes he did look a little sad. I thought maybe she was giving him a rocky ride. She looked a little too…hot-blooded for his temperament.”


  “Did you notice anything different between him and his friends or classmates?”


  “He didn’t hang out with them as much as before. He seemed buried in his work. They made snide little comments like ‘Blair thinks he’s going to find a way to make cats talk’.”


  “That sounds jealous. Were others jealous of him?” “Jonathan had no airs. He was handsome and brilliant, but he was also modest and unassuming. I think some guys were even jealous of that. They’d like him to be an arrogant creep, so they could put him down without feeling guilty.”


  “Are you saying jealousy was a major problem?”


  “Jealousy is always a problem in the academic world, Detective. That’s one of the first things my father warned me about.” She smiled wryly. “But then, my father would say jealousy makes a good incentive.”


  Or a good motive for murder, he thought to himself, but did not say it. He wanted to keep her soft and pliable. “Any particular person more jealous than the rest?”


  Suddenly, she unfolded herself from the sofa and drew herself up to her full height, careful to arrange her dressing gown. “I’m sorry, do you want a cold drink? I didn’t realize this would take so long. I should fix myself up a bit.”


  Gone was the moment for pliability. She glided into the kitchen, head high and back straight. Unlike the living room, the kitchen was spare but spotless, every pot neatly stacked on the shelf. She plucked some items from the fridge, tossed them into the blender, and disappeared, giving Green a chance to snoop. He could tell a lot about a person by the way they arranged their kitchen. In his own home, three half-empty boxes of Cheerios and a lidless ketchup bottle were likely to fall on your head when you opened a cupboard door, but there was no such danger here. There certainly wasn’t much money either, but the neat, organized inhabitant was making the most of it. The kitchen table doubled as a desk, and a painted bookshelf held cans and boxes neatly arranged by type. The food was simple and utilitarian—no spices or exotic grains.


  Green revised his initial impression of Jonathan’s ex-girlfriend. The mess in the living room was superficial, created in a day of shock and grief. Marianne Blair was right; Vanessa Weeks was very much her own woman, practical, organized and used to being in control. True to this insight, she returned a minute later dressed in shorts and a pink T-shirt over a lean, muscular body. Her hair was combed back into a pony tail and her face was freshly scrubbed. He could see now that she was pretty in a wholesome way. She flipped off the blender.


  “Joe Difalco,” she replied as if the conversation hadn’t been interrupted. “Joe hates his guts, and it’s pure, simple jealousy. Joe thinks he’s God’s gift to women, but he’s just a swaggering Latin pig. He’s supposed to be Professor Halton’s golden boy, but people went to Jonathan when they needed brains. Joe grew up in a sixteen-room mansion in Cedarhill, and his daddy owns five cars, including a Lamborghini, but Jonathan gets invited to 24 Sussex Drive. Joe thinks the world is at his feet because his parents always told him it was, but it was really at Jonathan’s feet.”


  “You don’t like this guy much, do you?”


  To her credit, she managed a laugh. “When you hold Joe and Jonathan up together, there’s no comparison. If someone had to die…” Her voice trailed off as she busied herself setting out glasses. He tried to imagine mentally how yogurt, carrots, club soda and wheat germ would taste.


  “Did you ever hear Joe threaten Jonathan or act as if he wanted to harm him?”


  “No. Joe’s strategy was to pretend Jonathan didn’t exist. Joe is a doctoral student in the final stages of his dissertation. He’s one of Halton’s most senior students. Jonathan’s a lowly Masters student. Final year, so higher than me, who’s just beginning, but I’m not sure Professor Halton would even have noticed him if his mother wasn’t made of money. Jonathan presented a threat, but more for his potential than his present status.”


  “Does Joe have a temper? Ever seen him angry?”


  “I’m sure he does. He can be very intense. Wound up like a spring, impatient, restless.” She poured a yellow sludge into each glass. “It suggests inadequate cortical control of the limbic system.”


  He skirted the editorializing deftly as he took his glass from her. “What does this guy look like?”


  “Good-looking, I suppose, if you like the Mediterranean look. Dark, curly hair, big brown eyes. Compact but muscular. I’d say he does weights.”


  “Mustache?”


  She shuddered. “No, at least not that.”


  “Do you think he is capable of murder?”


  “Absolutely.”


  They returned to the living room and, as casually as he could, he set his drink on the floor by his side, out of sight. Over the next half hour, he probed her knowledge of the routine details of Jonathan Blair’s life. Blair enjoyed cycling, boating and skiing, but in recent months had done little but his research.


  “Did he enjoy a good read?” Green asked casually. “The classics, for example?”


  Her brow furrowed in confusion.


  “He was in the literature section.”


  “Oh.” Her brow cleared. “He read constantly, yes, and he did enjoy mysteries as an escape.”


  Mysteries were hardly Shakespeare, Green observed privately, but he left the topic to probe her views closer to the case, unearthing little of interest. She could think of no one else with the remotest reason for wanting him dead and no situation that might put him in danger.


  “He studied the brains of cats, for heaven’s sake!” she exclaimed. “Most of his days were spent in the animal room, the EEG lab, or at his computer. He didn’t even help to teach a course. So there isn’t even the motive of a student driven berserk by a poor mark.”


  “What did he do with the cats?”


  “You don’t really want to know.” She eyed him balefully. “He drilled holes in their heads and inserted probes to stimulate electrical activity in the hippocampal region. Which is part of the limbic system and crucial for new memory.” Seeing his blank look, she waved an impatient hand. “He trains his cats on different listening tasks and measures brain responses.”


  Green winced. “I get the picture. What about the anti-vivisectionists? That’s a pretty fanatical bunch. Did he receive any threats or complaints from them?”


  She rolled her eyes. “That’s clutching at straws, I’d say. He never mentioned complaints.”


  “Well, I am clutching at straws,” he replied, allowing a plaintive edge in his voice. Appeal to her maternal side; he’d often found that worked with women. “I don’t have any real motives for murder here, and everyone I talk to describes him as Mr. Perfect.”


  “Well, if I were you, I’d check into the dark-haired bitch he’s had on his arm for the past two months. Raquel’s Arabic, and you know how protective those guys can be about their women.”


  As a Jew, Green had a finely tuned radar for prejudice and was no longer surprised when it cropped up in the most unexpected places. In some ways, the subtle bigotry of the educated white elite was more deadly than the crude ignorance of the streets. Vanessa Weeks probably didn’t even think of her remark as racist, merely factual. But prejudice aside, in this case she had a point, he realized, particularly when he considered the murder weapon MacPhail had described. An eight-inch, smooth-bladed knife. If folklore was to be believed, the weapon of choice among Arab desert tribes.


  He excused himself and slipped into the hall to call the station. He reached Sullivan at his own phone.


  “Any breaks yet?” “The guys are collecting a lot of stuff, Mike, but we don’t have a clear-cut motive or an obvious suspect yet. No sign of our mystery student in the plaid shirt. Paquette has come up empty on the fingerprint analysis so far. MacPhail says the body has no defensive wounds on it, so Blair didn’t try to block the blow. Looks like he was taken by surprise. “


  “That suggests somebody smooth and quick with a knife.”


  “Ruthless, too. The guy couldn’t afford to hesitate.”


  “Did MacPhail speculate on how much strength it would take? Could it have been a woman?”


  “It was a hell of a sharp knife. Double edge and pointed tip. A woman could slip it in without trouble.”


  “Have the guys got anything on the dark-haired girlfriend yet? Her name’s Raquel Haddad.”


  “Yup. Jackson’s already heading out to her home as we speak.”


  


  The University of Ottawa was scattered through the aging downtown district of Sandy Hill, once the elegant home of the lumber barons, entrepreneurs and founding politicians of the fledgling town. Some of the stately mansions of a hundred years ago were now embassies, but many had been subdivided into cheap tenements filled with immigrants and the transient poor. Green dodged swaddled Somali women pushing strollers as well as the usual throngs of scruffy students as he raced to the university administration building to track down Raquel Haddad before Jackson did. He was fuming. Jackson was supposed to contact him, not blunder off after sensitive witnesses on his own.


  Green was glad he knew every pothole and stop sign in the neighbourhood, for he had been born in a dilapidated little house a mere mile away in Lowertown, on the working class side of Rideau Street. After his first brief, but expensive foray into marriage and home-ownership, which had scared him off both for years, he had moved back to the inner city to a rundown brick low-rise in Sandy Hill. He had always referred to it, rather proudly, as “the dump”. With each promotion and pay raise, he kept intending to move into larger, sleeker, more modern quarters but always found himself reluctant to part with it. It was in the heart of his daily life, a short drive from the police station, Nate’s Delicatessen and his father, who now lived in a seniors’ apartment just off Rideau Street.


  Green’s apartment was cramped and drafty; it had no balcony, only one bedroom, creaky floors, balky plumbing and a shower that never stopped dripping. There was no room large enough for the spectacular, four-speaker sound system he wanted to buy so that he could blast the great rock classics from the four corners of the room. His mother had come from a musical family in Warsaw, before they all perished in Treblinka, and while he was growing up, she had supplemented his father’s assistant shipper’s salary by giving piano lessons. The children had been excruciating, but his mother’s fingers could make the dullest Bach étude come alive. His taste ran to a more raucous sound than hers, but even now, fifteen years after her death, music still brought her back to him.


  But musical yearnings aside, a single man could live in the “dump” quite nicely, as long as he wasn’t picky. Three, however, was a definite crowd. When Sharon had given up her modern high-rise apartment to move in with him, both had understood the accommodations would be temporary. She had grown up in a sprawling suburban bungalow, and she did not share his attachment to noise, car fumes and crumbling corner stores. She had been a good sport, but the arrival of the baby, which had ousted his favourite green lazee-boy from the living room corner to accommodate the crib, had given the matter a new urgency.


  Under the guidance of Mary, Brian Sullivan’s wife, they had looked at half a dozen houses in the price range they could afford, which wasn’t high, because in addition to child support for a daughter he barely knew, Green paid almost all his father’s expenses at the seniors’ home. But the houses Mary had found had been soulless chunks of vinyl and particle board; none had felt like homes to him.


  This was home, he thought, as his car wove in and out between parked cars and potholes on the back streets of Sandy Hill. He covered the six blocks to the administration building with his accelerator foot to the floor. For once he appreciated the spritely little blue Corolla Sharon had insisted he buy last winter. At the time he’d considered it an alien yuppie affectation, but his rusty yellow Pony had been twelve years old by the time Tony was born, and Sharon had refused to allow the baby anywhere near it.


  His first impulse had been to buy a Suzuki Swift, which was one step above a moped and the cheapest, most anti-inspectorish vehicle he could find, or, as a concession to his incipient midlife crisis, a used Mustang convertible. But Sharon was pushing for a mini-van. The Corolla was her bottom line, and given that choice, Green considered himself lucky. He’d parted with his Pony reluctantly because, like his apartment, it had sentimental value, but as the Corolla leaped in response to the gas, he realized how loathe he’d been to admit that everything, including himself, was growing old.


  His old Pony would have been smoking by the time he pulled into the parking lot of the University of Ottawa administration building. He parked the Corolla in a spot marked “Dean of Arts”, slapped a police sticker in his window and headed for the records department. The mention of murder and Professor Myles Halton sent the chief records clerk scurrying for the confidential file on Raquel Haddad.


  Raquel was twenty-two, born in Beirut to a Lebanese physician, but she was listed as living with her uncle Pierre Haddad, a Canadian citizen with a local Loretta Street Address. Green jotted it down, then scanned the rest of her file. She appeared to be in the fourth year of an Honours Biology program with a heavy emphasis on physiology, anatomy and biochemistry. Something Vanessa Weeks had said came to mind. Jonathan had told her Raquel was only a research assistant. Did senior Honours students help Masters students with their research?


  A visit to the eminent Dr. Myles Halton was certainly in order, but first he had to check out Pierre Haddad. The Loretta Street address proved to be a corner convenience store on the fringe of Little Italy. The front door sagged and the “L” and “Y” on the sign “Loretta Confectionery” had peeled off. Another victim of big box stores, Green thought as he pushed the door open with a screech of rusty hinges and entered a room full of dark, half-empty shelves. No wonder business was bad. Mr. Haddad needed some pointers in presentation.


  In response to the screech, a curtain parted at the back of the store and a man emerged. Early forties, swarthy and prematurely gone to fat. He rolled down the aisle to the cash.


  “Pierre Haddad?”


  The man scowled, drawing his heavy black brows over his eyes. Green produced his badge and kept his voice soothing. Experience had taught him that people from violence-plagued countries were easily alarmed. “I’m Inspector Green of the Ottawa Police. As you probably know, a student at the University of Ottawa named Jonathan Blair was murdered last night. I’m told that Raquel Haddad was one of his research assistants. We are asking everyone who knew him if they know anything that might help us. Raquel listed you as next of kin, and this as her address. I wonder if I could speak to her.”


  Haddad had betrayed nothing during the entire speech, no doubt a habit learned on the streets of Beirut. But once Green had finished, he arranged an expression of dismay on his face.


  “Murdered! No, I did not know that. How terrible.”


  A foolish error, Green thought; he had passed the newspapers stacked for sale by the door. The news was blazoned across the front in large bold print.


  Green let the lie pass. “Yes, it’s terrible, and we need all the help we can get. She’s your niece, I understand? Living here with you?”


  “She is the daughter of my brother in Beirut. But we don’t live here. This is my business.”


  “Did she ever talk about someone named Jonathan Blair?”


  He shook his head, then smiled and became effusive. “My brother sent her over here to be safer with me, but Canadian girls, they have much more freedom than Lebanese girls. She doesn’t like to talk to me about her school. I try to take care of her—keep an eye, you know, but not too much. I know she studies science, but I don’t know who are her friends.”


  Green knew it was ludicrous to think Haddad knew little of his niece’s university life. Mediterranean families brought their traditional values and their protectiveness with them, and it took several generations to wash out. Raquel might have refused to tell him anything, but he would have found out anyway.


  But it was not yet time to get tough. “Can you give me the address where I can find her?”


  Haddad sighed. “This is too bad, because I just put Raquel on the plane back to Beirut yesterday. Her school was finished, and she had been looking forward to going home.”


  Green’s thoughts raced. The trip to Beirut could easily be verified through the airline records, but he suspected Haddad was not lying. Raquel had suddenly flown halfway around the world to a country where it would be almost impossible to find her. The question was why? And how much did Haddad know behind his impenetrable smile?


  Green jotted down the Beirut address Haddad gave him and dashed back to his car to use his cell phone. A quick call confirmed that Raquel had been on the eight p.m. flight from Ottawa to New York the night before. It was interesting, though, that the flight for the long-awaited visit home had been booked only two hours before.


  Four


  Green arrived back at his office six minutes later, his colour high with excitement.


  “We’re on the scent! I can feel it!”


  Sullivan looked up from Green’s desk with relief. His eyes were half-shut with fatigue, and he stretched noisily to get the stiffness out of his joints. “Jeez, Mike, I should be the inspector and you should be the field man. I thought you said you’d be back in an hour. I’ve been manning the fort for two and a half hours. This Peter Weiss creep has called three times. Jules is circling. There’s so much stuff coming in, I can’t keep up. So I set a progress meeting for three-thirty. I hope that’s okay.”


  Green glanced at his watch. It gave him barely half an hour, but the meeting was timely. He needed to get an overview of the findings and then focus the investigation to follow the leads he had uncovered.


  “That’s good. Anything on the student in the red plaid shirt?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “But your wife called. She wants you to call, because she’s got the long night shift tonight.”


  He frowned as he calculated his time. Sharon worked as a psychiatric nurse on an inpatient ward at the Royal Ottawa Hospital. The long night shift meant seven p.m. to seven a.m., which gave him barely three hours before he had to be home. To encourage father-son bonding, and to help them save money for a house, he had agreed to babysit in the evenings and nights if Sharon had to work shift, and they would only pay a sitter if both were working days. But things kept getting in the way, and the old excuses were wearing thin.


  “Did you tell her I was on the Jonathan Blair case?”


  “I told her you’d call.”


  Even he wants me to grow up, Green thought with a sigh. He picked up the phone and could tell from Sharon’s irritated croak that he had woken her. Oh no, Tony’s nap time. When she worked the night shift, she caught sleep whenever she could. How different from four years ago, when he’d first walked onto her ward to investigate the death of a psychologist. He could still remember how her warmth and humour had taken his breath away.


  “Will you be home, Mike?”


  “Is Mrs. Louks available?” The elderly widow across the hall rarely went out and had often rescued him from a child care crisis.


  “I’m sure she is, but I thought Tony might enjoy your company. It’s such a rarity.”


  He winced. “I’ll try to get there.”


  “Try?”


  He suppressed a flash of irritation. There was nothing he hated more than being on the moral low ground. “I tell you what. I promise I’ll do my best, and if you have to, take him to Mrs. Louks and I’ll pick him up as soon as I can.”


  He felt Sullivan’s disapproving eyes on his back when he hung up, but he didn’t turn. As if to counterbalance the depravity he confronted every day, Sullivan had dedicated his life to being the perfect father and he set a tough standard, which Green rarely met. Tossing a quick “Back soon” over his shoulder, he headed for the door.


  “Mike! Where are you going?”


  Green paused on the threshold. “I’ll be back for the meeting. I’ve just got one last thing…” Without waiting for the wrath, he ducked out.


  


  The University Sciences building was a squat concrete bunker built in the psychedelic sixties, but more evocative of post-war Moscow. Virtually the entire fourth floor was devoted to the offices, labs and equipment rooms of Myles Halton’s research group. Green imagined that normally it was alive with the bustle of students and the hum of equipment, but on the afternoon following Jonathan Blair’s murder, everything was hushed. Most of the offices were empty, and only one secretary sat at her desk, staring at her blank computer screen. Somewhere in the background he could hear the murmur of voices, but there was no one to be seen.


  The secretary was called back from her trance by his cough. She raised startled gray eyes, which made her look even younger than her probable twenty years. A pretty secretary, he thought. My first clue to Halton’s character.


  “I’d like to see Professor Halton, please.”


  “Uh…” she wavered, until he produced his badge. “He spoke to two detectives earlier,” she supplied hastily. “After that, he went out.”


  He took down her name in his notebook. “Could you tell me where the professor went?”


  “I didn’t ask. We’re all upset, sir. Professor Halton told us to take the day off.”


  “Is there anyone here from his staff?”


  “Umm...” Her hands fluttered to her face distractedly. “I could check for you. Mr. Difalco was here earlier, he might still be here. Dr. Miller’s in his office, I think.”


  “Is Raquel Haddad here?” He knew she wasn’t—she would be in Beirut by now—but he wanted to see her reaction. For a split second her eyes widened, before she drew her brows down over them in a frown.


  “Miss Haddad doesn’t really work here. She’s only been helping out a bit with the research.”


  “Helping who?”


  The brows drew lower. “I wouldn’t know. I’m Dr. Halton’s secretary, and I don’t keep track of all the projects his students are doing. I only type their research when it’s part of the book.”


  “What book?”


  “Dr. Halton’s book on language mechanisms in the brain. All the research goes into it.”


  “So all his students are doing research on his theory?”


  “Well…” Her gray eyes roamed up the hall nervously. “I’d prefer you talk to Dr. Halton himself about it.”


  He raised an innocent eyebrow. “Why?” “I’m just the secretary. Dr. Halton told us it would be better if he handled all the police and press.”


  “But he’s not here, and I need information. How long did Raquel Haddad work for Jonathan Blair?”


  The girl’s eyes flitted nervously up and down the corridor. “Maybe you should talk to Dr. Miller.”


  “Who’s he?”


  “Dr. Halton’s research fellow. I’ll get him.” She scurried down the hall and disappeared into an office without a backward glance. Curious, he padded down the hall until he could make out what she was saying.


  Her voice was breathy, anxious. “Dr. Halton said specifically that people were not to talk to anyone about his or Jonathan’s work. He was afraid the press would distort things.”


  “But this is a policeman, right?” A male voice responded.


  “Yes, but you know I don’t like to go against what Dr. Halton says. And the detective was asking about Raquel. Oh David, would you talk to him? Please? Dr. Halton wouldn’t get mad at you.”


  “I don’t know about that right now.” Green heard a scraping sound and a sigh. “Fine, show him in.”


  David Miller was a paunchy, balding man of medium height with stooped shoulders and pale blue eyes. No thick black hair, no mustache. Not my first choice for killer of the year, Green thought as he introduced himself. Miller gave a nervous laugh as he shuffled forward, head bent and eyes averted.


  “An inspector! I guess I’m going up in the world. It was a plain detective this morning.”


  “I’m just verifying some new information. You’re Dr. Miller?”


  “Dave. The doctor handle is kind of new, and it still makes me nervous. Besides, for the money I make…”


  Green made notes. “What’s your position here?”


  “I’m a post-doctoral fellow working under Dr. Halton. Which means I’m a highly educated gofer, but I’m so grateful to work with him that the money doesn’t matter. Besides,” Miller ran his stubby fingers over his bald spot, “I’ve been penniless for so long, I wouldn’t know what to do if I found a real job.”


  “Halton’s a real hotshot, eh?”


  Miller hesitated a fraction of a second. “Oh yes. Tops in his field in Canada and doing some fascinating research.”


  “What can you tell me about Raquel Haddad?”


  “Raquel?” Crimson suffused his doughy face. “I—I hardly know her. She was in my class—I teach one undergraduate course—and she helped out in the labs sometimes.”


  “Was she friendly with anyone here?”


  “I didn’t notice. I told you, I hardly know her.”


  “What was her connection to Jonathan Blair?”


  “I believe he hired her to help him with some data collection.”


  “That’s all?”


  “That’s all I know.”


  “They weren’t involved?”


  Miller picked at a brown stain on his jeans. Green saw that his fingers were quivering very slightly. “Some people thought so, but I never saw it. Jonathan was a straight kind of guy. He took his work seriously.”


  “Do you know if Raquel had any friends or family nearby?”


  Miller licked his finger and rubbed at the stain. “I never paid any attention. But Rosalind—Miss Simmons, my associate, might know. Her office is three doors down.” He stood up as if to escort Green.


  “One last question, Dave. Can you think of anyone who might have wanted Jonathan Blair dead?”


  Miller’s nostrils flared, and for a fraction of time he seemed to vacillate. But then he shook his head with vigour and certainty.


  He makes a lousy liar, Green thought to himself as he left. Not enough practice. He’s one of those guilty-conscience types who can’t look you in the eye when they’re hiding something.


  Green was wondering what it might be as he walked back down the hall. Just when he was about to knock on the third door, he was stopped by voices within, the voices he had heard murmuring earlier, only now they were raised in anger. Quickly he switched on his pocket tape recorder.


  “That’s a cheap thing to say, Joe!” “Oh, come on, we all know why he was murdered.” The first voice was shrill, the second rich and sensual.


  “I know no such thing. Jonathan was still in love with Vanessa.”


  “This isn’t about love, it’s about the cock, sweetheart. The cock calls the tune. But you know that, don’t you?”


  “You’re such a pig.”


  The man laughed, a low, mocking chuckle. He murmured something which Green couldn’t hear, and the woman exploded.


  “Get out of my office! Or I’ll scream. I swear it!”


  “What, and you think lover boy will come running?”


  “You reduce everything to sex, don’t you. Sex and power.”


  “What else is there?”


  “This. Dr. Halton’s work.”


  “Like you said, baby. Sex and power.”


  “That’s your warped view.”


  “Okay, then why didn’t you tell the police what’s going on here?”


  “Because...because it isn’t relevant.”


  “Bullshit,” the man hissed. “It’s because you don’t want to lose your goddamn job with Halton. And because—” he paused for drama, “you’re not sure if Miller did it.”


  “I am! I am!” she raged. Before Green had a chance to jump away, she threw open the door.


  Green found himself face to face with a pair of horrified blue eyes in a tangle of brassy curls. Behind her, a dark-eyed young man leaped to his feet, the last traces of a sardonic smile fleeing from his face. No mustache, but rich black hair.


  The man found his voice first. “Who the fuck are you!”


  Green pushed past the blonde and strode into the room. “Inspector Green of the Ottawa Police,” he said, flipping open his notebook. He left his pocket tape recorder on, which he sometimes used to record interviews secretly, but the notebook was necessary for court. “Your names, please.”“Can you just barge in here and ask us that?” the young man blustered.


  “I’m investigating a homicide. You’re within your rights to refuse to cooperate, but then, of course, I’d probably wonder why. And I can get pretty nosy.”


  Green was always amazed how well that subtle threat worked with bullies. He was afraid he’d look ludicrous waving his badge around and sounding like Columbo, but somehow the effect transcended the freckles, the nose and the Zellers attire. Meekly, the two identified themselves. Joseph Difalco and Rosalind Simmons.


  Green gestured to Difalco. “You wait here while I take Miss Simmons’ statement outside. If you both cooperate, we’ll be through in no time.”


  The two exchanged one long, wordless stare before Rosalind turned and marched out the door. Green chose an empty office next door and gestured her to a seat. She was clearly nervous, but she remained standing and fixed him with a stubborn stare.


  “I overheard some interesting things in there,” he began softly. “I think you’d better begin by telling me what the hell is going on here.”


  He could almost see her mind racing backwards over the conversation, trying to recall what she and Difalco had let slip. To buy herself time, she chose to be obtuse.


  “Going on? Joe and I were just talking, officer.” She widened her eyes. “Not what you think.”


  “I sure didn’t think that,” Green replied drily. “Not from what I heard. So don’t play me for a fool, Miss Simmons. I haven’t the time for it. And don’t think that I’m dumb just because I’m a cop. Stop batting the eyelashes, sit down, and tell me straight why you think Miller did it.”


  “Did what?”


  “Murdered Jonathan Blair.” “I don’t think that!” she gasped in horror. “Why should you...?”


  “Difalco said you weren’t sure if Miller did it.”


  She frowned, and her bewilderment seemed genuine. Then abruptly the memory fell into place. “Oh! No, not the murder. Nothing to do with the murder, just some professional matter. Joe was just taunting me.”


  “What professional matter?”


  “It’s…it’s a long story and really very trivial.”


  “Difalco didn’t make it sound trivial.”


  “Joe can’t stand the fact that I won’t jump into his bed like everyone else. He takes pot shots at me every chance he gets.”


  Green sat down in the swivel chair opposite her. “I’m waiting.”


  She studied the floor, gathering her forces. Finally, she took a deep breath. “It’s just professional rivalry. Between Joe and Dave. Joe has been Professor Halton’s student for six years, and Dave just came last year. But Dave already has his Ph.D. from Stanford.” She cast him a look that could have been disdain. “That’s a top university in the States. Anyway, Joe couldn’t stand that. He said some of his research data disappeared, and he accused Dave of deliberately erasing it from his computer.”


  “Why?”


  She shrugged. “So that Joe wouldn’t get finished so soon, I guess. Joe’s problem is that he assumes everyone thinks like him. He thinks Dave would care if he succeeded, that Dave would be jealous of his success. That’s nonsense. Dave is a classic scientist—nose in his books, clueless about the world around him. Naïvely thinking everyone is as passionate about truth and discovery as he is. He honestly thinks Joe cares about his research for the light it will cast on the world.”


  “But he doesn’t?”


  She snorted. “Joe cares about the three letters after his name and how the name ‘Halton’ will look on his résumé.”


  “Does Halton know about the disappearing data?”


  “Oh yes. What would be the point of the accusation if Halton didn’t know about it? But I don’t know what Halton did about it. He kept it under wraps. That’s his style. He solved it, I’m sure, and I suspect he read Joe the riot act in private, but no one’s ever going to know. No hint of a scandal to threaten his grant money.”


  “So Halton would believe Dave over Joe?”


  She paused, her brows knitted. “I hope so. Joe’s been with him for six years, and I think Professor Halton has a soft spot for him, but I don’t think he’s naïve.” She shook her head impatiently. “I don’t mean to sound all negative about Joe, officer. He’s an obnoxious pig, and he can’t handle any woman with an IQ over 90, but he’s a bright guy. Quick-witted and charming in a boys’ locker room kind of way. Men like him.”


  “He doesn’t sound like the kind of guy you’d find in an Ph.D. program, though,” Green observed. “More likely law or MBA.”


  Surprise flickered briefly in her eyes, and when she spoke, he thought he detected more respect. “I have wondered about that myself. But you don’t get a straight answer out of Joe. He says it’s because he gets the best pickings of the female undergraduate groupies who cluster around Halton.”


  “A macho front to hide a serious mind?” Green replied with a laugh. Rosalind laughed too, briefly forgetting why she was there, and some of the wariness left her eyes.


  “How did Jonathan Blair fit into this dispute?”


  The wariness returned. “Not at all. That’s why Halton didn’t want the incident mentioned. His reputation is important to him, and Jonathan Blair didn’t work with either Joe or Dave.”


  “Who did he work with?” “Halton. Dave has a couple of graduate students helping him, but most of us work directly under Halton, doing our own research related to his theory. We sometimes have assistants, usually Honours students. Jonathan had…” She hesitated briefly.


  “Raquel Haddad?”


  She smiled, but without humour. “Raquel kind of made the rounds, in more ways than one. She was one of those undergraduate groupies I mentioned earlier. For some women, power is a great aphrodisiac.”


  “And did Professor Halton sample the offerings?”


  She eyed him levelly. “I thought we were talking about Jonathan Blair.”


  “Jonathan Blair always seems to be the least important person in my conversations about him.”


  Her eyes narrowed intently as she inspected the idea. “What a curious observation,” she said. “But you know, it’s quite true. When Jonathan first came, he created quite a stir. I mean, he had a lot of star qualities—loads of money, good looks, brains, an impressive integrity. But in a way, drama plays around him. He’s always rock stable, calm, unobtrusive.”


  “Like the eye of a hurricane, maybe?”


  She laughed. “My God, you’re a great improvement over the detective who was here this morning. So plodding and unimaginative. ‘Do you know anyone who had reason to kill him? When did you last see him? Did he ever say anything that led you to think he was in trouble?’”


  “And what did you tell him?”


  “Nothing useful. I’ve been wracking my brains. We all have! But it’s beyond me. Unless he was murdered because he was too perfect. Kind of like Christ.”


  “It’s been suggested that Difalco might have done it.”


  She snorted. “Why, because of Raquel Haddad? That’s ridiculous. Jonathan wasn’t involved with Raquel.”


  Green remembered a snatch of the conversation between Rosalind and Difalco and took a wild guess. “But Difalco thought he was.”


  She shook her head. “It still doesn’t fit. Maybe Raquel got to Joe more than most, but no woman would ever mean enough that he would kill for her. To him, women are just playthings.”


  More likely possessions, Green thought, and remembered the grisly aftermath of domestic violence wrought by men who thought like that. But he kept the memories to himself.


  “Jonathan’s ex-girlfriend thinks Difalco might have been jealous of Jonathan for other reasons.”


  Rosalind shrugged. “Well, she could be right. Vanessa’s even more cynical of people than I am, especially when she’s hurting. But I’ve been burnt trusting people I shouldn’t, so who’s to say? Certainly of all of us, Joe is the one with the fewest scruples. I’m not sure he’s a murderer, but he sure as hell would sell his grandmother for a piece of fame and glory.”


  Privately Green thought that the crushing indictment of Joe Difalco by Rosalind Simmons and Vanessa Weeks revealed more about the women’s own psyches than it did about Difalco’s. There was a hint of fascination in the disgust. It made him very curious to get the man under his own microscope to see what a male’s reaction to him would be.


  But when he finally dismissed Rosalind Simmons and emerged into the hall, Joe Difalco was nowhere to be found.


  Five


  The ten detectives had been waiting almost an hour by the time Green burst through the briefing room door, dishevelled and out of breath. Previous experience had prepared Sullivan for this likelihood, however, and he had used the time to get progress reports from the teams and to chart the useful information on the blackboards around the room. By this time he had been awake for twenty-eight hours, aside from catnaps in Green’s chair, and he was almost beyond fatigue. Artificially propped up by caffeine, he moved like a well-trained automaton, struggling to remain coherent. It took him more than twenty minutes to summarize for Green all the evidence to date.


  Or lack of it, for it was a dismal harvest.


  Hundreds of students had volunteered information, but not one could provide useful eyewitness testimony. No one had seen the stabbing, no one had heard it. The killing had been quick and neat, committed without hesitation or warning.


  “We should be looking for a goddamn commando,” Green muttered grimly; the neatness bothered him. Amateur killers made mistakes. They didn’t know where to strike. They hesitated, blundered, panicked. They allowed screams and blows in self-defence. To have foreseen all the problems and taken steps against them, this suggested a professional who had killed before and for whom murder was a practised art. But that meant researching Marianne Blair’s possible connections to the underworld, which would not go down well with her pal the Police Chief. Besides, the mob didn’t operate this obliquely. If they had a message to deliver, they made it loud and clear. Marianne Blair had received no threats prior to the murder, and no one had come forward to claim responsibility. Thus, there was no evidence to suggest Jonathan was being used as a pawn in a settling of accounts.


  There was, however, evidence that something was very wrong in his own life. His friends described him as moody and preoccupied. Usually gentle and agreeable, he had become impatient and irritable. He wouldn’t go out with them, he wouldn’t join in the laughter and the jokes. He had broken up with his girlfriend without telling anyone why. He had spent hours locked away in his lab, pouring his energies into his dissertation but rebuffing all sympathetic inquiries into how it was going. His friends assumed he had hit a major snag in his research, but Dr. Halton assured the detectives everything had been proceeding normally.


  Inquiries into his love life had yielded mixed views. Some friends thought he had been embroiled in a passionate, secret affair with Raquel Haddad, but others stubbornly refused to believe it. He had been seen with her but always at arm’s length. No one knew in what capacity she had been helping him with his research, because he avoided talking about the subject altogether.


  The search of Jonathan’s university office had failed to produce a wallet or a diary, but had yielded an appointment/ address book as well as a bank book. Jonathan Blair had a savings account with a healthy four-figure balance, but there was nothing alarming in the pattern of small withdrawals and deposits which peppered the previous month. If he were into drugs, it was minor league. The toxicology screen which had been rushed through the RCMP forensics lab had revealed no trace of drugs in his body, and MacPhail’s conclusion from the autopsy was the same. All Jonathan had in his body were the remains of cola and a grilled cheese sandwich, consumed about three hours before the stabbing.


  “All right, that means he ate some supper at about seven o’clock,” Green broke in, rescuing Sullivan, whose eyes had begun to close. Green moved to an empty blackboard and turned to look at his teams. “Let’s put together his last day. He got up and had breakfast with his mother at seven a.m., then left for the university on his bike at ten to eight. Does anyone know what happened next?”


  Laplante flipped open his notebook. “We’ve tracked most of his day at work. Dr. Halton’s secretary said he arrived at his office just before nine o’clock and asked her if Halton was coming in that day. She said he was in Toronto, and he asked when was the earliest time he could see him. She said first thing tomorrow. That’s today, of course.”


  “What was his state of mind at that point?” “The secretary said he seemed upset that he couldn’t see Halton till the next day.”


  “Upset how? Distraught?”


  Laplante shrugged. “She just said upset. She didn’t say he freaked out. He thanked her for the appointment and went off down to his office.”


  “Alone?”


  “I guess. His computer shows he was logged on from then till twelve-fifteen. It looks like he worked for three hours straight.”


  “Doing what?” “Oh hell, Mike, Jackson and I didn’t try to figure that out. There were print-outs of graphs and numbers and tables all over his desk. His walls are covered with diagrams of the brain, and he has a big, multi-coloured plastic model of one sitting on his desk. There’s photographs of cats with pink stuff stuck on their head and wires coming out. Gave me the willies.”


  “What did he do from noon till five?”


  “He was in the lab working with the poor suckers. One of the other guys—Dr. Difalco—showed us around the place and it’s full of high-tech crap. Computers, scanners, videos, machines that measure eye blinks and foot twitches and brain waves…”


  “Hard-ons too, I bet,” came a faceless voice from the table, and laughter rippled through the room. Sullivan’s eyes fluttered open.


  Laplante grinned and livened up for the group. “Shit, Difalco kept rattling off these long names. and he just lost me. All I can tell is everything you want to measure about someone, inside or out, it seems like you can measure nowadays. Different parts of the brain are working during different tasks, and Dr. Difalco said you can see what parts are working with these new machines. Colours in one part, shapes in another, put colours and shapes together and you get another part going.”


  “Sounds like you got a new career out there when the budget cuts come, Laplante,” one of the detectives quipped.


  Laplante shook his head. “I’d go squirrelly in one of those little rooms day after day staring at a computer screen. And tempers do get hot. One of the guys told me Difalco and Miller got into a fight one day two or three months ago and nearly killed each other. Broke a computer in the heat of it, and Miller could hardly get out of bed for a week. Difalco’s some kind of martial arts pro. They’re still not talking to each other.”


  Green perked up. This incident hadn’t been mentioned in the detective’s report, because in the average investigator’s mind it had no direct relevance to the victim or to the time frame in question. But it was exactly the type of peripheral detail which might open up an entire new line of inquiry. The type of peripheral detail on which Green’s mind took wing.


  “What was it about?” he demanded.


  “It was all hushed up,” Laplante said. “Halton’s a guy who doesn’t stand for nonsense. Difalco’s files went missing, and Miller accused him of making them up, so Halton hauled both guys into his office and laid down the law, and I guess nobody else found out the whole story. “


  “You’ve met both men. Who do you think is guilty?”


  Laplante glanced across at Jackson for support. Neither seemed to have given the matter much thought. Finally, Laplante gestured lamely. “These guys are a little different from the kind of suspect we usually meet on the street, Mike. This Dr. Difalco acts more like the slime we see, but maybe Miller is just a more sophisticated kind of creep.”


  “Difalco—who said he was a doctor?”


  “Well, he—” Laplante broke off, puzzled. “We just thought…I think he just acted like one. And he never said we were wrong.”


  I’ll just bet he didn’t, Green thought. His brief encounter with the man had not left him impressed by his integrity. Difalco remained high on his list of witnesses to be interviewed, along with Myles Halton. But for now he had to focus on the results of the investigation to date so that he could figure out where his men should go from there.


  He sat in silence for two minutes, his eyes flitting from one blackboard to another, groping for a toehold. After hours of interviews and mountains of evidence, they had so few usable facts. The killing was perfect—no witness, no sound, no mess, no physical evidence left behind. The victim was perfect, not even his ex-girlfriend hated him. No drugs, no money problems, no hint of scandal. The only glimmer of suspicion was a dark-haired beauty who may have been his mistress and who had abruptly vanished to Beirut only hours before his death. Raquel Haddad was his only toehold, except for the unknown student who had been up in the library at the time of the murder and who had vanished in the confusion following the alarm.


  He assigned one team to track down the activities of Raquel and Pierre Haddad and another to continue the search for the red-shirted student. The third team was to pursue the routine inquiry into Blair’s known associates and their activities on the day of the murder, while the remaining team was to continue piecing together Blair’s final day, in the hopes of finding out what had brought him to the remote medieval literature section of the library.


  Ferreting out the intrigue surrounding Difalco, Miller and the missing files, he left for himself. It was past five o’clock, only an hour before Sharon left for work, but he still had two major witnesses to interview before he could even consider calling it a day. Not to mention the phone messages from Peter Weiss and the Deputy Chief, demanding a progress report. If he were lucky—really lucky—he’d get home in time for Tony’s bedtime story.


  But there was no one else he could trust with the Difalco-Miller mystery except Sullivan, who by now was propped up against the wall in the corner, snoring softly. His face was grey with fatigue, and when Green shook him, he seemed to struggle back to consciousness from very far away. He rubbed his square hand over his face.


  “What do you want me to do?” he managed thickly.


  “Go home, see your family and sleep till morning.”


  Sullivan shook his head. “I just need a couple of hours. Mary’s out tonight showing a house for once anyway. First nibble she’s had all month. I’ll just go home, put the boys to bed, and meet you wherever later.”


  Green chuckled. “I’m babysitting Tony, remember? Calling it a night early. I thought you’d approve.”


  “I do, I do. But wait till Tony starts to want hockey camp, and his baby sister needs a costume for her ballet recital. You’ll be glad for every overtime hour you can get.”


  “Brian, you’re no good to me asleep on your feet. I only have a couple of small things to do, and the sooner I get on them, the sooner I can get home too.”


  He pointed Sullivan in the direction of the elevator, watched him weave down the hall, then turned to collect his notes for the interviews. Two hours tops, he thought. But just as he was heading past his office on his way back outside, he was intercepted by the Chief of Detectives.


  “Update, Michael.”


  “Adam, I have to—” “Two minutes. Your office.” Adam Jules steered him towards the door. Once inside, Green glanced at him sharply.


  “Is this for your ears or someone else’s?”


  “Mine. I’ll give a one-minute version to Lynch.”


  Green smiled. “Nothing solid yet, but some leads. It looks personal, probably something to do with his love life. Can you get the Mounties and Immigration to give us all they’ve got on a Pierre and Raquel Haddad?” He jotted down the addresses.


  Jules’ eyebrow shot up. “An Arab connection? Political?” Green shook his head. “I don’t think so, but the RCMP can ask around. Then Lynch can bug them for a change.” He chuckled. “That ought to keep him busy.”


  Jules managed his approximation of a smile. “I’ve had several calls from Marianne Blair’s ex, Jonathan’s father. He’s just arrived in Ottawa. Do you want to see him?”


  “Does he know anything useful?”


  “He says no. Lives in Vancouver, only sees Jonathan every few months.”


  “Find out where he’s staying and tell him I’ll see him there at—” Green glanced at his watch and swore. One hour to see Halton, another to see Difalco, minimum. If he added Mr. Blair Senior to the list, he’d be lucky even to tuck Tony in. Sharon would kill him. “Tell him eight o’clock.”


  “He won’t like that. He’s pretty upset. Only learnt the news from the TV.”


  “Huh. That tells us where Mrs. Blair’s priorities lie, doesn’t it,” Green noted drily. “She gave me the impression she was still fond of the guy, they just couldn’t work things out.” He shrugged. “Well, you don’t get rich by being nice, do you? Tell the guy I’m sorry, but I’ll give him a personal report at eight o’clock. By then, once I’ve seen Professor Halton and his hot-tempered golden boy, I hope I’ll have something to report.”


  Six


  Green had intended to pay a surprise visit to Myles Halton at his home, a tactic which he liked because witnesses had no time to mount a defence. But as he steered the Corolla onto the Queensway towards Constance Bay, where the renowned and wealthy professor had his waterfront getaway, an alternative struck him. He could kill two birds with one stone if Halton met him at the University. In order not to lose the element of surprise entirely, he dispatched a police cruiser to pick Halton up.


  At seven in the evening, the offices of Halton’s team were even more deserted than they had been that morning. The secretary had gone home, and most of the lights in the hall and reception area had been turned off, leaving only hazy yellow splashes at intervals down the hall to guide the cleaning staff. The chatter of Green’s police radio was deafening in the silence. He was just reaching for the light switch by the secretary’s desk when he heard a distant crash. He paused, straining his eyes to see down the hall. The security guard downstairs had told him everyone from Halton’s floor had gone home. All the doors were shut and dark. From down the hall came a screech of metal, like an unoiled wheel. Then a soft rustling, barely audible even in the tomb-like silence of the building.


  Green dropped down behind the desk, turned his radio down and fumbled beneath his jacket for his gun. He hated it. Hated carrying it and hoped he never had to fire it except on the range, but the rule book and every instructor he’d ever had said that one day he’d be grateful he had it. Clairvoyant bastards. Green stared at the gun lying cold and alien in his hand, then cautiously lifted it in front of him. For a moment he crouched behind the desk, his heart thumping and his mind racing as he tried to organize his thoughts. He had always been a lousy policeman. A good detective, but useless on the front lines. If Jules had not yanked him off the street into CID fourteen years ago, he would have been kicked off the Force within a year. He never followed procedure and rarely worked within the team.


  Now, as he crouched low and took deep breaths to slow his heart, he tried to remember those basic procedures. He had surprised an intruder in a deserted office complex after hours. An office where a recent murder victim had worked and where a lot of questions remained unanswered. He could not tell from the muffled sounds how many intruders there were nor in which office they were working. Procedure dictated that he call for back-up. Otherwise he would be crucified by the Professional Standards Unit if things went wrong. If he were still alive to be crucified.


  On the other hand, the intruder might hear his voice if he used his radio to call for back-up. It was also possible that the intruder was merely a researcher working late, in which case he would be a laughingstock. Among the muffled sounds, he could hear nothing resembling voices, so it was possible there was only one intruder. With only one intruder and the element of surprise on his side, surely he could gain the upper hand in a confrontation.


  On the other hand, I don’t know where the bastard is, he thought, so who’s going to surprise whom? I could sneak down the hall listening at every door until…but the guy could suddenly decide to come out and…


  Jeez, Green, what a cop you make!


  Leaning his head against the secretary’s desk, he took several slow, deep breaths. Then he rose, gun ready, and began slowly down the hall toward the sounds. Outside Jonathan Blair’s office, he stopped. A thin shaft of light leaked under the door and the sounds of rustling were sharp and near. Gingerly, he touched the knob and felt it give beneath his fingers. Levelling his gun, he took a deep breath, flung the door back and leaped into the doorway.


  “Police, freeze!”


  Difalco dropped the sheaf of papers he was holding and staggered back, jaw gaping.


  “What the—! Inspec...what—!” He stammered incoherently.


  “Turn around! Hands on the wall!”


  “I—I—”


  “Against the wall!”


  Ashen-faced, Difalco stumbled against the wall and remained immobile while Green frisked him. There were no hidden weapons.


  “Sit down.” With the gun, Green gestured to the chair in front of the computer. Difalco bent to pick up the scattered files and a handful of CDs fell out of his jacket pocket.


  “Don’t touch a fucking thing!”


  Difalco scrambled into the chair and stared at him.


  “What the hell’s going on here?” Green demanded.


  “Nothing! My office is next door. I—I was just getting some of my files that were in Jonathan’s room.”


  “What files?”


  “Computer print-outs. Just raw data.” Some colour was returning to Difalco’s cheeks. “It wouldn’t mean anything to you, it’s just brain wave patterns and stuff. Jonathan and I were working on similar questions, and we often checked how each other’s data were coming along.”


  “So you’re saying these are your files?” “Well, they’re not exactly my—I mean, no, they’re Jonathan’s files. But—”


  “So you were removing Jonathan’s files from his office.”


  “Yes, but he was going to give them to me anyway. We had arranged it a couple of days ago.”


  “And you figured why let a small thing like his murder interfere with your day’s work, right? The same reason you didn’t stick around this morning when I asked you to wait.”


  Difalco scrounged for some bluster. “I did wait! Almost fifteen minutes! But I had things to do—a subject was due to meet me in the lab.”


  Without a word, Green turned up his radio and paged the Ident Unit at the police station. Lou Paquette was just logging the last of his analyses and was looking forward to a warm meal and bed. He suppressed a groan when he heard Green’s request, but he agreed to be there within fifteen minutes.


  “Fingerprints!” Difalco sputtered, but Green held up a brusque hand and rang dispatch. This time he ordered a squad car to take Difalco down to the station and hold him for questioning. When he hung up, Difalco was staring at him, ashen again.


  “What are you doing?”


  “Bringing you down for questioning on break and enter, attempted robbery.”


  “But I told you—”


  “You told me you were removing Jonathan Blair’s files from his office!” Green retorted. “That’s attempted robbery. The fingerprinting will tell us what else you touched in here. Now let’s move!”


  Difalco’s eyes darted from the gun to the open door, but in the end he seemed to deflate. A sullen look stole over his face as he slumped towards the door. Green herded him briskly; he was anxious to have Difalco out of the building before Halton arrived. He wanted Halton ignorant of Difalco’s misdeeds until he himself chose the crucial moment to deliver the news.


  Besides, an hour or two sitting alone in an interrogation room might do Difalco some good. Green smiled as he watched the squad car pull away, the handcuffed Difalco scowling in the back seat. Now we’re getting somewhere.


  The squad car had barely turned the corner, and the smile was still on Green’s face when a second squad car pulled up to the curb. A huge, bearded man hauled himself from the back seat, visibly perturbed.


  “I hardly think this was necessary, Detective. Having this man pull up in full view of the neighbours! You’ve embarrassed my wife, you’ve embarrassed me! I’m not a criminal, I pay plenty of taxes and I think a little consideration is in order.”


  The devaluation of his rank may not have been intentional, but Green suspected it was. He pretended to be oblivious. “This is common procedure, Professor. No disrespect intended. I need you to help me examine the contents of Jonathan Blair’s office, and I was anxious to expedite matters as much as I could. Homicide trails grow stale very quickly.”


  Ice blue eyes appraised him from behind shaggy white brows, then Halton bobbed his massive head. “Very well, let’s get on with it. I want to visit Marianne Blair tonight.”


  It was very smoothly done, the delivery beyond reproach, but this time the message was unequivocal: “I move in the same circles as the country’s elite, sonny, you remember that.” I’ll be the picture of respect, asshole, Green replied inwardly and put on his breeziest smile. “I shouldn’t keep you more than an hour, sir. Shall we start in your office?”


  Inside his office, Halton chose to sit behind his mammoth mahogany desk, flanked by his degrees, which left Green the hard-backed student’s chair opposite. Looking up at the icy eyes across the desk, Green realized he had made a tactical error. To regain control of the interview, he had to alter the power balance. Rising, he walked to the window to study the view of the canal and the Château Laurier which glistened in the rain-slicked evening light. Halton was forced to swivel his chair and look up at him.


  From his vantage point, Green tried for the grave and humble look. “To minimize the inconvenience to you, sir, I won’t go over the routine ground which my detectives covered earlier. Instead, I’d like to clarify some inconsistencies which have emerged in the investigation. First of all, what was Jonathan Blair working on?”


  “It’s highly technical, Detective. And hardly relevant, I can assure you.”


  The grave and humble tone never wavered. “I’m sure you’re right, but I’m trying to fill in his last few weeks. He seemed to be working very hard, and a few people thought he had run into a snag in his research.”


  “Snags are commonplace in technical research. In fact, ironing out the kinks in the methodology is often the major part of original research. Jonathan was a hard worker, and when it came to problems he was like a dog with a bone. He would forget all else.”


  “Did he seem upset or preoccupied to you?”


  “I hadn’t seen him in a few days, and I don’t babysit my graduate students.”


  “He tried to make an appointment with you yesterday morning. He seemed upset then.”


  Halton shrugged. “Then you know more than me, Detective. I wish I could be of more help.”


  Green pretended to study his notes while he let the silence lengthen. “Was he working with cats or humans?”


  “Cats.”


  “What were Joe Difalco and Dave Miller working with? Animals or humans?”


  Halton seemed to pause, and a frown flickered across his face. “Humans.”


  “Did their research have anything to do with Blair’s?”


  “Well, it all fit together. We were all checking out facets of language or auditory processing.”


  “Would Blair have reason to share his data with the other two? Would his data on cats be of any use to—say, Difalco?”


  Halton scrutinized Green with a long, level gaze. “What are you getting at, detective?”


  Green left the window to return to his student’s chair. The power shift had been achieved, and now it was time to enlist the professor’s help. He spoke softly.


  “Professor, I don’t mean to imply one of your students killed Jonathan Blair, but I believe something unusual was going on. I know police investigations are very intrusive, and it’s uncomfortable to have your whole operation under a microscope. But everything I learn will go no further than my own notebook, not into the file or into my reports to superiors, unless it is relevant to the murder. And I will never be able to distinguish what is relevant from what isn’t if I don’t have the whole picture. So please bear with me on this.”


  Halton had been watching him carefully, but now he lowered his gaze. “What have you been told so far?”


  “That Difalco’s data disappeared. Difalco accused Miller of erasing it from the computer and Miller accused Difalco of falsifying his results. At one point, it came to blows.”


  Halton nodded, his gaze still lowered. “That is the official version. I’m going to hold you to your word, detective. Not one word of what I’m about to tell you must leak beyond these walls, or the cause of my brain research will be set back years.”


  Green said nothing. From his desk, Halton picked up a polished wooden brain that resembled a shelled walnut, stained different hues. He cradled it in his large hands reverently. “Back in the 60’s, this was called the black box. After centuries of ludicrous theories trying to guess its inner workings, behavioural psychologists said ‘Don’t even try’. Concentrate on what goes in and what comes out. Stimulus and response. But that’s like buying a twelve-cylinder Lamborghini and never looking under the hood. From medical and biological research, we knew the basics of how functions are located in the brain.” He turned the brain and pointed as he talked. “Visual cortex in the back here, motor cortex, language in the left temporal lobe. We knew if the occipital lobe was damaged the person wouldn’t be able to see. Cut out his prefrontal lobe—like in a lobotomy—and you not only disconnect his emotions but he can’t plan or organize.”


  Halton split the wooden sphere in two and held each out dramatically. “There are two to three billion brain cells in here in the cortex alone. At least some are firing all the time, reacting to all the sights and sounds in this room, to the feel of my own body and the smell of the stale air conditioning. Put electrodes all over the scalp to record this electrical activity and they generate brain wave tracings called an EEG. Put enough electrodes, make them sensitive enough, filter the waves through the proper computer program and you can detect the activity of a very small group of neurons. If you say a word, a tiny EEG spike shows up in this little section of the temporal lobe. That tiny spike is called an event-related potential, and it’s how we can map the functions of any part of the brain we want. We can see what parts of the brain become engaged when we ask it to do a particular task.


  “We used to think every function had its own special corner of the brain, but we know now that’s it’s much more collaborative than that. Yes, there are specialized centres for different things, but there are also more neural connections from one to another than can be imagined.” Halton wrote something on a notepad and held it up. “Read this.”


  It was the word “cat”, and Green smiled in spite of himself. In his work, he’d seen more brains than he cared to, splattered on the floor beneath a corpse or laid bare by the pathologist’s saw. He found this abstract insight intriguing but sensed that the professor had lost his rare moment of humility and was settling back into his favourite role of Grand Poobah. To forestall this, even more than to hasten the interview, Green shook his head.


  “Professor, I don’t—”


  Halton held up his hand sharply. “Now you bear with me, Detective. If you’re going to be running roughshod through the intricacies of my students’ work, I want you to understand the complexity of this organ, and the daunting challenge we face. Besides, you’ll never understand what you’re investigating without a bit of background.”


  Dutifully, Green said “cat” and Halton grinned. “Now, in your brain, the following probably just happened, all within two or three hundred milliseconds. The visual cortex deciphered the shapes, said oh, letters, and pulled in the left temporal lobe to get the sounds to match the letters, then the millisecond you got the word ‘cat’, a big chain of neurons all over your brain went off—in your visual cortex to activate the picture of a cat, in the temporal lobe because cats meow, maybe in the parietal lobe because they feel furry. All those ideas are part of your image of a cat, and it takes the whole brain to remind you what a cat is. And if you’re afraid of cats, the amygdala, which is the emotional control centre deep down inside here, might kick in its two-cents worth too.” He set the brain down again in the corner of his desk and took a deep breath, as if he were finally nearing the crucial point.


  “For the past twenty-five years, I’ve been chipping away at the black box using this EEG technology to study language processing, especially in people with language impairment. But every day, expensive new technology is developed, and if I want to stay on the cutting edge, I have to keep up, or give up. Without money, I can’t buy equipment, without equipment, I can’t attract top students and researchers, without them, I can’t build a credible program to attract grant money.”


  “Ring around the rosy.”


  Halton looked up with a grim smile. “Exactly. In Canada especially, it’s a constant struggle to stay competitive with the Americans. High-resolution EEG is a wonderful tool for tracking a chain of events that all occur in less than half a second, but EEGs are not good at pinpointing the exact location in the brain. We can calculate a rough idea from electrode placements on the scalp. But brain imaging techniques that measure blood flow inside the brain can give us three-D pictures of exactly where the activity is occurring. They’re slower, so they can’t measure changes in tenths of a second, like an EEG, but the latest ones can tell us exact locations. So, put the EEG and the imager together, and you’ve got dynamite. And that’s exactly my next step.”


  Halton leaned forward with his shaggy brows drawn, and Green could feel the drama. “At this very moment, I’m in the midst of negotiations to team up with some medical researchers from Yale and combine resources to buy the most state-of-theart, high-resolution functional magnetic resonance imager.”


  “You mean an MRI? Like the ones in the hospital?”


  “Yes, but one designed to study not just abnormalities in the brain but specific areas of the brain as we stimulate it in different ways. We could map the brain on a far more detailed and complex level than was ever possible before. There are only a few of these units around for research purposes, because they are prohibitively expensive. Over three million dollars each. I have spent years building up the necessary financial backing to make this deal, and I now have the reputation I need to get the backing. But one hint that my results might be fraudulent, and the reputation, the backing, and the deal will collapse in moments. And with it, all hope of making the breakthroughs in learning that I know are just around the corner. Breakthroughs that will help the learning disabled, the retarded, the brain damaged. You cannot let that happen, Detective. And I can assure you Jonathan Blair would not have wanted himself to be the cause.”


  Finally, we’re back to the crux of the case, Green thought. “What do you want to tell me, Professor?”


  “I have wrestled with this all day. Believe me, Detective, I do not want to obstruct a police investigation. I have searched my soul to decide whether it was relevant. I honestly don’t know. The implications horrify me, but I can’t ignore the possibility that they are true.” Professor Halton took a deep breath. His humility had returned; he looked pale, even small, behind his desk. Green waited out the silence patiently until Halton resumed.


  “David Miller is a rare find in the highly technical field of brain research today. He’s a first-rate mathematician and statistician, a master at computer programming and simulation, and he has solid knowledge of brain research. For his Ph.D. dissertation, he developed an algorithm for analyzing multiple event-related potentials that is nothing short of genius. But half the people in the field can’t understand his work. They think it’s obscure, hopelessly complex and theoretical. And Dave can’t sell himself. He comes across like a bumbling, absent-minded, half-mad scientist. You can’t be like that anymore. The days of the creative genius left alone in his lab to make discoveries are long gone. Dave had trouble finding a university willing to continue his research once he got his doctorate. When I read his thesis, I thought he was on to something, and I offered him a post-doc. I hoped eventually to persuade the university to give him a proper professorship once he’d established his name with me.”


  Halton stood and began to pace. “Joe Difalco has been with me since his undergraduate years. He’s my most senior doctoral student, and he has spent years piecing together a theory of word processing deficits using EEG data. When we know where the deficits are—what part of that ‘cat’ chain doesn’t work right, for example—then we can begin to study how to fix them. Joe is a bright boy, and he has a wonderful intuitive intelligence. He makes creative leaps and as a result he’s always been a useful addition to my group. He can critique others’ work as well, and it helps to advance our thinking.” Halton paused at the window, tracing a drop of rain down the glass. “I’ve kept Joe on for another reason too. This may sound crass, and it’s not my favourite aspect of university life, but Joe is my salesman. He can be smooth, charming and persuasive, unlike Dave, who stands head and shoulders above him intellectually but can’t sell himself to save his soul.”


  “Does Difalco know he’s mainly window dressing?”


  Halton hesitated but did not contradict his appraisal. “The two of them are both working on word processing, but their theories are different, and Dave’s means of analyzing the brain waves is much more complex than Joe’s.”


  “So suddenly the golden boy is dethroned.”


  Halton nodded grimly. “I don’t tolerate rivalry in my department, and I will not permit personal animosities to come before the advancement of science. Joe is a bright boy, but he’s lazy and he’s a sloppy researcher. Intuitive people often are; they haven’t the patience to plod through all the steps. I’ve always had to watch him to make sure no corners had been cut. I thought I had done that, but between teaching responsibilities and travelling to present papers, trying to get my book together, negotiating this new joint project with Yale and arguing with granting agencies…” He sighed as if the mere thought of his obligations exhausted him. “I may have lost track of things a bit right here in the lab. I have twenty students working for me here at one level or another. I’ve been running things on my own this year; I have an associate, but he’s on sabbatical, and I’ve been trying to take on another associate as well, but with the budget cuts to the university…well, my students have been left to fend for themselves more than they should. Joe Difalco was working hard on his research, he was wrapping up the final data analysis on the last phase of his dissertation, and the results looked impressive. It was an almost complete confirmation of his approach. Then Dave Miller came to me and told me he thought Joe’s data were fudged. He said he had run part of Joe’s research through a computer simulation, and it was impossible for Joe to have gotten the results he did. So Dave went further. All the analyses and the original raw data—the EEG tracings themselves—are stored on our main computer in the central lab. Dave went into Joe’s computer database and looked at his raw data, and he said they weren’t anything like those Joe had reported.”


  Green looked up from his notes. “What did you do?”


  “I hauled Joe in. I will not tolerate anyone interfering with science. I didn’t tell him what Dave had claimed. I merely asked to look over his raw data. To double-check, I said. I told him I had questions about the algorithm he’d used to transform the data for statistical purposes…” Seeing Green’s eyes glaze, he waved a hand in dismissal. “Never mind. Just number crunching. Anyway, Joe came back and said someone had wiped out his data banks. The raw data was lost. He went further. He accused Dave of doing it to prevent him from proving the validity of his model over Dave’s.”


  Halton stared out the window at the gold-lit city. Outrage battled sorrow on his face. “Who was I to believe? Dave had admitted he went into Joe’s databank. Both men knew the outcome of their studies was important to their futures. Yale wants one of my researchers to work at their end of things, and there is nothing more unwanted in science than negative results, no greater blow to your stature than to be wrong. Although, of course, negative results are essential to the progress of knowledge. If Joe’s model was right, then Dave’s was wrong. But if Joe, after years of work, found out he was wrong, well…Joe hates to lose, to come in second. I could see him erasing the raw data so I’d never know. A perfect whodunit, actually, Detective. You probably run into this quite often. Two suspects, two perfect motives, two perfect explanations. Who’s lying?” Halton turned from the window to face Green. “Tell me, detective. What would you do?”


  “I’d look for independent corroboration, first of all. Did anyone else see the data? If not, I’d see if I could get some new data, to see which way it leans.”


  Halton’s eyes lit up. “And that’s exactly what I did.” Suddenly the pieces fell into place. Green’s pulse leaped. “You asked Jonathan Blair to check into the research.”


  The professor nodded. “In strictest confidence. I asked him to examine the rest of Joe’s computer files to see if he could glean any useful information. If he had to, he was to run a few subjects for us to see whether they supported Joe’s conclusions.”


  “Did Miller and Difalco know he was doing this?”


  Halton met his questioning gaze levelly. “That, of course, is the question. That is why I’ve been soul-searching today. Is it possible they knew, and if so, did one of them kill him? I didn’t tell them, that’s for sure. I indicated to them only that I would be investigating the matter. I suppose I should have—” He broke off, his jaw working. He was a big man, barrel-chested and ramrod-straight, and he was obviously used to being in command. Self-doubt and regret probably did not come easily, and he struggled a moment to resume control.


  Green trod carefully. “How might Miller and Difalco have found out? Who else knew?”


  “No one. At least, I told no one.”


  “Not even your secretary?”


  “Not even her. It was a completely private matter. Jonathan was given access to Joe’s files, but he was very careful.”


  “Could Difalco tell from his computer records—by dates or something—that someone had been in his files?”


  “The computer only registers something if there has been a change in the file. Jonathan never changed any data, he merely looked at them or printed them out.”


  “What about Jonathan himself? Would he have told anyone else?”


  Halton shook his head. “Oh no. Jonathan was very private, very honest. It’s the reason I chose him, besides his intelligence and his knowledge.”


  “If he did tell anyone, who would it probably be?”


  Only the faint hum of the building’s air conditioning punctuated the silence as Halton pondered the question. Finally he shrugged. “Perhaps his girlfriend, Vanessa Weeks, one of my Masters students. But she works under Dave, so I doubt he’d tell her.”


  “What about Raquel Haddad?”


  “Raquel!” The professor looked astonished. “Certainly not her! That would be tantamount to shouting it from the rooftops. Besides, Raquel was Joe’s special number, if I recall.”


  “She didn’t go out with Jonathan?”


  “Oh, she may have tried, but Jonathan was not that great a fool.”


  Green grinned. “‘Ven der putz shteit, hob der seicle in dreird’, my father used to say. Yiddish, which roughly translated is ‘When the penis stands, the brain goes in the ground.’”


  Halton laughed, a little too heartily, Green thought. “You’ve got a point. But even if Jonathan did bed her, he wouldn’t confide in her.”


  “What was Raquel’s role around here?”


  “Flirt, basically,” Halton replied without hesitation. “She’s an undergrad taking some psych courses. I think it started when she took the physiological psychology course Joe teaches. He has an eye for an attractive woman, and Raquel certainly is that. They were involved for some time, and he brought her around to help him. Dazzle her with all the technology is more likely. She became friendly with the other students on the floor.”


  “So she helped Joe with his research. When was this?”


  “Oh, within the past…maybe six months. She turned it into her Honours thesis.”


  “Would Joe have confided in her?”


  “He might have told her all sorts of things in order to impress her, but probably not the truth. I wouldn’t regard her as a credible witness, Detective.”


  “Did Raquel also help Jonathan with his research?” Halton frowned. “Not that I’m aware of. I hope not. But your father’s old saying has got me thinking. I did see her with him, just recently. They looked…definitely friendly. And he did take her into his office for quite some time.” He sucked in his breath, his eyes narrowing intently behind the bristly brows. “But he wouldn’t have told her anything about the investigation. No.” His voice grew more certain. “No, not Jonathan. Too level-headed. Joe, now. Joe is a hothead. Joe might have complained to her about Dave’s accusation, but she wouldn’t know about Jonathan.”


  “Could either of them, Raquel or Joe, find out by searching Jonathan’s office?”


  He looked alarmed. “I insist that all my students keep their offices and cabinets locked. With all the expensive equipment and the irreplaceable nature of some of the files...”


  “Did they have keys to each other’s offices?”


  Halton shook his head. “Certainly not to the filing cabinets and desk drawers. And Jonathan would not be so stupid as to leave his files out.”


  “Even if he planned to return? Just going for supper, say?”


  Halton’s voice wavered. “I don’t know. I tell them not to, but they can be pretty casual about these things.”


  Green stood up abruptly. “I want you to come down to Jonathan’s office with me. I need to know if anything’s been tampered with.”


  Seven


  As if by prearrangement, Halton and Green were just going down the hall when Lou Paquette emerged from Jonathan Blair’s office. He sighed sourly as he peeled his latex gloves off his hands.


  “More fingerprints, Green. Hundreds of them. What do you want me to do with them?”


  “Fingerprints!” Halton began to splutter. “What the hell is going on!” He tried to push past to see into Blair’s office, but Green blocked his way.


  “Someone broke into Blair’s office, Professor. I want to know everyone who’s been in here.” Cutting off Halton’s attempts to protest, he turned to Paquette. “Get the prints of all the people on this floor and run a check.”


  “All the people—” Paquette gaped. “There must be fifty!”


  “Twenty,” Green replied.


  Halton burst in impatiently. “This is absurd! Most of my students had nothing whatsoever to do with Jonathan. Their paths hardly crossed. All the Honours students and the first year post-grads—they’re down on the other wing. They never even saw him. I won’t have you upsetting them.”


  Paquette ran a weary hand over the beginnings of stubble on his chin. Like Sullivan, he was a policeman who put in all the overtime a case required, but, unlike Sullivan, his wife had left him because of it years ago. He had little reason to go home any more and often fell asleep over his microscope. Green took pity on him.


  “Okay, just do the people on this wing. They work the most closely with him. Oh, and there’s one other person I’d like you to check, but I’ll have to get you her prints off something in her house. She’s flown the coop.”


  Paquette’s bleak face brightened. “Are we getting hot?”


  “Definitely,” Green replied. “You find anything else interesting in here? Any signs of forced entry? Tampering?”


  Paquette nodded. “Not the office door, but the top drawer to this filing cabinet. Someone picked the lock—not very expertly.” He led the way back inside, stepping over the files which still lay scattered on the floor where Difalco had dropped them. Green and Halton followed him into the room. Halton stopped short, staring at the mess.


  “What the hell happened here?”


  “Someone was curious about his files, apparently.”


  “Who?”


  Green shrugged. “I’m not at liberty to say, sir.”


  “These people work for me!” Halton cried, his voice rising. “I must know—”


  “Rumours, Dr. Halton,” Green snapped. “Remember what you said about rumours? This investigation must be kept strictly confidential, for everyone’s protection, including yours. Now would you please tell me what those files contain?”


  Halton glowered at him briefly, then barrelled his way across the office. He scanned the files and his eyebrows shot up.


  “They’re computer print-outs of statistical analyses. On the data Jonathan had collected to replicate Difalco’s research.”


  Green knew enough about scientific research to grasp the significance of the material. In research, the subjects are tested first, then at the end the scores are subjected to statistical analysis to determine if there were differences, patterns or trends in the scores which supported or contradicted the original theory.


  “Are you saying Blair was at the point of proving or disproving Difalco’s hypothesis?”


  “Apparently. These analyses were dated Monday.” Halton had been scanning the pages avidly, but now he raised his eyes in dismay. “The day before he died.”


  “What did he find?”


  Halton wrestled his emotions back. “I don’t know yet. It will take me some time to study them.”


  “How much time?”


  “I don’t know. Ah, tomorrow morning. I’ll take them with me tonight.”


  Green shook his head. “I can’t allow them to be out of police custody. You can look at them here tonight. I’ll post a police guard in the room with you.”


  “But I have a meeting with Marianne Blair—”


  “I’m sure she would not want the police investigation slowed down in any way.” Ignoring Halton’s reddening face, Green called dispatch and requested a police guard. Then he nodded to Paquette, who stood fidgeting at the door. “That filing cabinet. Was it open like that when you found it?”


  Paquette nodded. “Open and empty. Looks like those files on the floor came from there.”


  “Interesting. Thanks, Lou. I should be down at the station in ten minutes.”


  “You going to sleep tonight?”


  Green grinned. “Only if I run out of things to do.”


  


  That seemed an unlikely prospect as Green returned to the station and made his way to the interview room where Difalco had been detained. The young man had pushed a chair into a corner and was sprawled with his legs outstretched, pretending to be asleep. He jerked upright when Green appeared, accompanied by a constable who settled unobtrusively in the corner with his notebook. Difalco barely gave him a second look.


  “Two hours, Detective,” he snarled at Green, glancing at his watch. “Two hours you left me sitting in this dump. I know my rights. You’ve got to book me and let me see my lawyer, or you’ve got to let me go.”


  “Paperwork, Mr. Difalco,” Green mimicked, swinging a chair into place beside the table. It was a barren room, small, airless and painted institutional beige. “It takes us ages sometimes. And you’re quite right. I have to caution you— you don’t have to say anything, you have a right to speak to a lawyer, and a right to free legal advice. But if you really weren’t doing anything wrong, you can save both of us all the trouble and paperwork if you tell me what you were doing in Jonathan Blair’s office tonight.”


  “I told you. Getting some data of his that fit with my own study.”


  “He was working with cats. You’re working with humans.”


  “It’s called comparative psychology, Officer,” Difalco sneered. “You’ve probably never heard of it, but much of our knowledge about human learning comes from animals. A brain is a brain—although some less so than others.” Difalco had sprawled back in his chair again, arms folded, head propped against the wall. His dark eyes simmered with disdain.


  Green held his gaze and leaned forward intently. “Don’t be too glib. Myles Halton is going over those files right now, and he’ll be able to tell me exactly what relevance they have to your work.” Very briefly, Green detected a flare of alarm in the dark eyes before the smile widened. “You’re barking up the wrong tree, Officer. You think just because I’m a rich Italian brat I’m automatically more guilty than that fumbling limpdick, Miller.”


  “You’re the one who skipped out on my interview this morning. And you’re the one I found stealing files from Blair’s private office. Miller’s done bugger-all.”


  “Still waters run deep, Mr. Detective,” Difalco replied darkly. “And you never know what’s hidden in their depths.”


  His equanimity was maddening. He was far too complacent for someone who had spent two hours awaiting interrogation in a murder investigation. Difalco was fencing with him, switching images and styles faster than Green could keep up. One minute a street tough, the next a petulant child, still the next a serious scientist. He was probably used to running circles around everyone else, and he had made the mistake of assuming Green was just another dumb cop. Perhaps that vanity could be used.


  Green abandoned the bullying approach and sat back with a sigh. “Then why don’t you enlighten me?”


  Difalco sat forward with a smile and pulled his chair up to the table. “I’m not fooled by that righteous ‘research-is-my-life’ routine of his. He’s got as many desires as the rest of us, but he’s just no good at getting them fulfilled, so he pretends they’re not there. But don’t believe it for a moment! I’ve seen how he looks at Rosalind Simmons—she’s the cheap piece with the peroxide hair you met this morning—and he’d fling her down on the office floor and rape her in a second if he thought he could get away with it. But he can’t, so he’s sneaky and secretive. He makes out like he’s interested in her work, in her mind.” Difalco threw his head back with a laugh. “Oldest line in the book. God, some women are dumb!”


  “Including Rosalind Simmons?”


  “When it comes to men, yeah. They believe what they want to believe, and who am I to disillusion them? Rosalind bought Miller’s act, she might even have let him between her legs, although I can’t imagine what he’d do there, but it’s Halton she really wants. And poor old Miller hasn’t a hope in hell against the big man.”


  “What makes you think Rosalind wants Halton?”


  “Because every chick in the place wants Halton! You got to see how she looks at him in our research seminars. Her tongue hangs out, she lives for his every word. Miller doesn’t exist any more.”


  “Does Halton respond?”


  Difalco’s handsome face grimaced in disgust. “Rosalind’s not his type. Too old and tough. He likes them young, tender and adoring.”


  “Like Raquel Haddad?”


  A shadow flitted across his face, marring the studied smile. “Where’d you hear about her?”


  “She was your research assistant. I heard she kind of hung around the floor, and I wondered if Halton had noticed her.”


  Difalco flicked a piece of lint off his black Polo shirt as he worked to repair the smile. “He noticed her, sure. We’re talking a ten here, Officer, and there’s no way she could parade around the place unnoticed even if she wanted to, which she didn’t. But you don’t mess with Raquel. Lebanese women are worse than Italians. You get their whole goddamn family on your back.”


  “Is that what happened to you?”


  “No, but that’s what happened to Jonathan Blair, I’ll bet you any money. And isn’t that why we’re here? I mean, you want to learn who killed him, right? Not why I was poking around in Blair’s office or what lurks beneath Miller’s choir boy smile.”


  “All right, what do you think happened to him?”


  Difalco seemed to sense the sarcasm in his voice, because he pouted theatrically. “Oh, but you’ve got to take me seriously, man. Don’t play me along like some dumb Eyetalian from the street.”


  “I don’t think you’re dumb, believe me, Mr. Difalco. I’m just getting tired of the fancy footwork.”


  Difalco sighed like a child deprived of his game. “Everyone else thinks Blair is another dickless wonder like Miller, but I know Raquel had the same effect on him as she had on every other red-blooded male in the place. He got her into his lab, then he fucked her, and before he knew it, he had the entire Canadian contingent of the Lebanese Christian Militia on his ass. They’re not subtle, those guys. The honour of their women is a sacred thing.”


  “Do you have any evidence to support your theory?


  “Oh sure. I’m sitting here with a signed confession which I forgot to give you because I’m enjoying this so much.”


  Green grinned at him patiently. He had learned the art of silence from Sharon, who used it as a therapy tool to get people to open up. Green had found it equally effective with suspects. Most people couldn’t stand silence, and Difalco was no exception.


  “No, I don’t have any proof,” he snapped peevishly. “Raquel never said to me ‘my uncle is going to kill Jonathan Blair’ or anything. But she talked about her uncle always interfering in her life, trying to fix her up with nice Lebanese men, screening her phone calls, threatening to send her back to Beirut if she didn’t shape up. Not that I blame the guy, actually! Raquel was wild. If my sister did half of what she did, I’d be packing her off to a convent so fast her head would spin.”


  “Did Raquel seem afraid of him?”


  “Afraid, but defiant—that was the way she was. She wasn’t going to let that fat old blow-bag push her around.”


  “Do you have any proof Raquel was sexually involved with Blair?”


  “Sexually involved?” Difalco repeated the phrase as if it were in a foreign tongue. “God, you cops. How about the sated look in Raquel’s eye, does that qualify? She draped herself all over him, whispered in his ear, stuck her tits in his face. It didn’t take an Einstein to figure out what was up.”


  “But did you ever see Blair reciprocate?”


  “Blair was one of those Upper Canada College types, smooth and unreadable. Not like me. I like a girl, I let her know. But I can tell you this: he never pushed her hand away. Once, I surprised them in the elevator, and their tongues were halfway down each other’s throats. When he saw me he broke away, and that’s the only time I ever saw him unglued. He was all red in the face and breathing like he’d climbed Mount Everest.”


  “When was this?”


  “About two weeks ago.”


  “Did they say anything to you?”


  He laughed at the memory. “Blair looked like he wanted the earth to swallow him up. Raquel winked at me.”


  “Did she seem serious about him?”


  A faraway light glinted in Difalco’s eyes. “For that week, yeah, maybe. Raquel’s like a summer storm. She blows into your life all wild and full of passion, turns it upside down, and then—” He broke off, casting Green a startled glance that revealed yet another of his personae, one that was almost wistful. Then he restored his languid smile. “But you should be asking her all these questions, Officer, not me. See for yourself. It’ll make your day, and your night too, I bet.”


  “Joe,” Green began, deliberately choosing a more intimate address, “there is something that doesn’t add up here, and I wonder if you can help me out…”


  Difalco frowned at him warily.


  “I’ve been a criminal investigator for over fourteen years, and I’ve seen a lot of street toughs in my day. I’ve seen Native Indian stoic, Irish and French Canadian bully, English boor, Italian macho…you’re trying to fit, but it just doesn’t sit right. I get your message loud and clear—you think you’re hot stuff, you like sex, you like women—their bodies, anyway. But I also see someone else sitting in front of me. We’re all alone here, Joe.” He gestured around the room expressively. “Just you, me and the constable taking notes, and he’s heard it all, believe me. So drop the macho stuff for me. You can put it back on when you leave here if it makes you feel better.”


  Difalco came alive. “Are you trying to psychoanalyze me, Detective? You implying deep down I’m afraid my dick’s not big enough—”


  “This has nothing to do with your dick. Your dick is fine. It’s just not all you’ve got.”


  Difalco laughed, but a faint dull red spread up his neck. A lock of curly black hair fell over his brow, giving him the vulnerable look Green had glimpsed earlier. “I hope not. Sex is fine, but even I can’t do it twenty-four hours a day.”


  “Right. So the other twenty-three hours or so, you spend closeted with computer blips and pages of numbers trying to understand how people speak. That’s the part that doesn’t fit, Joe. Where’s the glory in that, where’s the power and the big bucks that a real macho guy would need to keep going? Studs aren’t interested in brain theory.”


  “Something wrong with brain theory? You saying I’m a wimp?”


  “Cut the bluster, Joe. You know exactly what I’m saying. Will the real Joe Difalco please talk to me?”


  Difalco studied him, his eyes narrowed and the lazy smile quite gone. “Did you really think I was that shallow? That to me being a man just means fucking all day and riding around in a white Cadillac with gold chains around my neck? I want to be somebody. Those gold-chained Romeos, they’re a dime a dozen on the street, but a doctor or a professor, they have respect. I was going into med school, you know. I was going to be ‘il Dottore’, but I couldn’t hack the bullshit. In med school they tell you where to piss and when. That’s not my style. Then I took Halton’s undergraduate physiology course and I met ‘il Professore’, and I said to myself ‘This is it!’ Nobody pushes you around, you call your own shots. Halton goes to conferences all over the world and rubs shoulders with the best. In August he’s presenting our work in Stockholm, and if I play my cards right, I get to go.” Difalco rolled his eyes knowingly. “Stockholm. You know, in Europe they have great respect for university professors. Much more than they have here. There, learning and wisdom count more than money. That’s my kind of power and glory, Officer. Hell, I already have all the money I need anyway. My old man swims in it. There’s no mystery to me, no deep dark secrets. Sorry to fuck up your amateur analysis.”


  “Respect,” Green remarked, undaunted. “Respect is important to you?”


  “Isn’t it to you? Would you be doing this job if you weren’t good at it and other people didn’t think you were good at it?”


  “I do this job because I enjoy it and because I like the feeling of solving a case.”


  Difalco snorted, flashing his white teeth. “Another dickless wonder. A ‘research-is-my-life’ type like Miller and Blair. Bullshit. Human nature isn’t like that. I’m just more honest about it than the rest of you.”


  Green let the silence hang as he collected his impressions. He still felt he was grappling with illusions and contradictions that bore little resemblance to the real Joseph Difalco. Halton had said Difalco was bright and intuitive, and the last hour spent dodging each other had certainly proved that. Green had made very little headway in shaking Difalco’s story or breaking down his façade, but a few chinks had shown through. The young man had feigned disdain for women and for the gentler subtleties of romance, yet Raquel Haddad had certainly shaken him. Like a summer storm, he had said—a curiously poetic phrase for a macho stud. And more importantly, Difalco was a man who craved recognition, for whom belittlement or failure would be tantamount to emasculation. Such a man might do anything to ensure his success. Falsifying his research would be as natural as breathing…


  But two minutes later, when Myles Halton called his office and a constable came down to tap on the interrogation room door, he found himself back at square one. The analysis Jonathan Blair had conducted unequivocally supported Difalco’s claim, Halton said. There had been no fraud, no attempt to mislead.


  Except, perhaps, by David Miller.


  


  Pointing his Corolla gratefully towards home, Green slipped a Sting CD into the player. Mellow rock to soothe the frazzled spirit. He was just beginning to unwind when his cell phone rang. It was Superintendent Jules himself, reminding him that he was over two hours late for his appointment with Jonathan Blair’s father, who by this time probably had a blister on his right index finger from phoning.


  Swearing, Green glanced at his watch. His son would be asleep by now anyway, and any chance for a goodnight tuck-in was long gone. It didn’t matter what time he got home now, as long as he retrieved the baby from the sitter’s before Sharon got home at seven in the morning. Promising himself he’d read two bedtime stories tomorrow, he turned the car around and headed up Elgin Street towards the Château Laurier Hotel, which presided like a Disneyland castle over the downtown core. The neo-gothic stone spires gave way inside to carved oak, marble, and muted oriental carpeting. Henry Blair’s suite was on the fourth floor, and when Green knocked, the door was flung back immediately as if Blair had been pacing just inside.


  In the doorway stood a handsome, well-preserved man in his late fifties, his silver hair on end and his tie askew. He seized Green’s hand and literally pulled him into the room.


  “You have no idea how difficult it is, Inspector, to be trapped in this room with nothing to do but think about your dead son.”


  “I’m sorry, Mr. Blair. I was delayed interrogating a witness.” Blair had paced half way across the room, light and restless on his feet, and he swung back sharply.


  “Any luck? Do you know who did it?”


  Green could see the desperation in the man’s eyes and understood his need for answers, but he had handled enough grieving relatives over the years to know that false or premature answers, and the brief comfort they offered, were worse than no answers. And with all the people clamouring for answers in this case, he had to choose his confidants carefully. So with reluctance and regret, he trotted out his standard line. “My investigation reveals several leads. We’re pursuing them, I assure you.”


  “When will you have a solution?”


  “At this stage it’s too early to tell. It’s a very complex case.”


  Blair had paused by a silver tray on which stood a bottle of Rémi Martin and two cognac glasses. “I’m finally going to allow myself one of these. I didn’t want to be incoherent by the time you arrived, but by God! if ever I needed a drink! Will you join me?”


  When Green demurred, Blair poured himself a healthy dose of the amber liquid and picked up the glass in shaking hands. Green pictured the man under ordinary circumstances swirling the glass in his elegant, fine-boned hand, inhaling the vapours and only then taking a slow, appreciative sip. But tonight he clutched the glass and gulped at the cognac like a man just out of the desert. Green gave him a few seconds.


  “When was the last time you saw or heard from your son, Mr. Blair?”


  Blair slumped into a chair. “He was coming home to visit me for Father’s Day. Next Saturday, he would have arrived. He was going this weekend to buy the plane ticket. Said he’d been working too hard, wanted a break to get away from it all. University life can be claustrophobic, I know; too much inbreeding and jealousy. He sounded worn out and disillusioned, said he was thinking of transferring to the University of British Columbia. Myles Halton had been Marianne’s idea. She’d known him from her undergraduate days—we both had, actually, we were at Simon Fraser together—and she never could resist using her influence. Not that Halton needed much persuading. He was delighted to have Jonathan. Bright, articulate, hard-working and the son of an influential heiress who runs a granting agency. And to show her gratitude, Marianne is already underwriting half the cost of some new equipment he wants. I’d rather hoped Jonathan would come to graduate school in Vancouver and give just the two of us a chance for once. But who am I, after all?” He smiled wanly and rose to replenish his cognac glass.


  Green watched him splash half the cognac on the table trying to get it into the glass, but he resisted the urge to help. He knew that nothing he could do would ease the pain, and he had learned to watch and wait. Brian Sullivan had a strength and presence that was somehow comforting, but despite all the compassion Green felt, he’d never learned that skill. The best way he could help was to find the loved one’s killer, and he hoped that he could glean all the important information he needed before the poor man was reduced to incoherence.


  As he had hoped, after a few gulps Blair returned to his seat and picked up the thread. “I’m not going to get cynical. I’m not a cynic. Some maniac comes out of the darkness and wipes out my only child, but I’m not going to be a cynic. My son was finally coming home to me, was talking of living with me, and…” Blair broke off, pressing his eyes shut. For a long moment he breathed raggedly, and Green prayed he would recover. Finally he placed the brandy shakily on the table beside him. “I’d better not have any more of that for a bit.”


  “When did Jonathan tell you about his plans to come home?”


  “Last Sunday.” Blair dried his eyes with a deep, shuddering sigh. “He always calls Sunday. He said he was almost finished a portion of his research, only a week or so to go. I’d even got as far as planning some of his favourite meals. Damn!” Blair clenched his fists. “This is so hard! Have you any leads, Inspector? Oh yes, you told me you had. But who would want to do this to Jonathan? Jonathan wasn’t like his mother, always centre stage and stirring up trouble. He didn’t make enemies. Do you have any idea why he was killed?”


  “I’m afraid I can’t say at this time, sir.”


  “But I suppose you’ll tell Marianne. I understand within the hour she had the three heads of the police department at her fingertips, whereas I had to wait eight hours to get an interview with one inspector.”


  “I have revealed nothing to Mrs. Blair either, sir.”


  The distraught man ran his hand over his face. “I’m sorry. I’m sounding petty and God knows, I’m way beyond petty. I don’t begrudge Marianne her influence; I just feel so damn impotent! I don’t know what I’m supposed to do while you people figure out what happened, and Marianne runs around pretending to be in charge.”


  “I’d be happy to give you the same briefings I give her.”


  “Oh!” Blair looked at Green, and his expression grew rueful. “That isn’t what I meant, but thank you. I appreciate that. I’m sorry, Inspector. I know I keep saying that, but I can’t seem to keep my thoughts in order. I hope you’ll treat our conversation tonight as confidential. I wouldn’t want Marianne to know what a mess I am.”


  “I don’t think she’s feeling all that different from you at this moment. The murder of one’s child is probably the worst trauma a person ever has to survive.” Green winced even as he said the words. Sullivan would have managed to make them sound human. “I think you might find it helps to talk to her.”


  “I called while I was waiting for you. I asked if she wanted to come here to meet you with me. She said she was expecting Myles Halton to come over.” His face twisted, and Green watched with alarm as he paced around the oriental carpet. Anxious to fend off an emotional scene, Green flipped quickly back through his notes. Blair seemed a sensitive and intelligent man, bound to his son by similar temperament as well as by blood. Beneath the scattered thoughts, he perhaps had some intuitive grasp of his son’s recent distress.


  “You said Jonathan sounded disillusioned. Did he say with what?”


  “He didn’t. He’s a private person, as I normally am, present circumstances excepted. But I had the impression it might have been with Myles Halton.”


  “Halton?” Green kept his voice carefully neutral. “Can you recall exactly what he said?”


  “It wasn’t anything he said—about Halton, that is. He said he’d been working really hard on this project but wasn’t sure he liked the way it was turning out. I said something about all scholarly work having its setbacks, and he said he wished that was all it was. I asked him what he meant, and he said he thought he needed to get away for a bit to get some perspective. Then he commented that while he was out in Vancouver, he might look up Professor George Lester at UBC. I took that to mean that perhaps everything wasn’t as rosy as when he had started with Halton. He began with such high hopes. I’d had my doubts from the beginning, but of course I kept them to myself. Marianne would not have regarded them as credible.”


  “What doubts?”


  “That working for Halton would prove to be the edifying experience everyone expected.”


  “Why?”


  Blair had returned to his armchair and had been quietly controlled as he reported his son’s conversation. Now he fidgeted and reached for his cognac. “I’m not sure any of this is relevant, and I’m also not sure I can be objective about Halton—” he stopped abruptly “—but I knew him at Simon Fraser, even before Marianne did, and I know his flaws go deeper than Marianne thinks they do. I was in my fourth year of economics, and Halton was a freshman trying to get into our fraternity. He was brilliant and ambitious, but he was also an opinionated, loud-mouthed bully. He wanted in, and he didn’t care who he stepped on to get in. He’s acquired some social finesse since then and is probably more circumspect, but I imagine that ambitious bully is never far below the surface. I suspect he wouldn’t let too much stand in his way.”


  Green let the man ramble on until the brandy and exhaustion had taken firm hold, and then he slipped quietly away. Driving back to the apartment to the soothing strains of Sting, he pondered what Henry Blair had said. The man was under extreme stress, his thoughts fragmented by shock and grief, and his judgment marred by resentment and envy. It was hard to know how much truth there was in his suspicions about Halton and about Jonathan’s disillusionment, and how much wishful thinking. Blair had lost his only son, and he was entitled to a lapse in realism. Green remembered how he had felt years ago when he came home to find his house empty and nothing but a cold note from his first wife: “I’ve taken Hannah. We’ve gone to Fred in Vancouver”. His daughter hadn’t died, just left his life, and yet the pain had been excruciating.


  He shuddered as he entered the empty, too-quiet apartment, and he felt a powerful urge to go across and fetch Tony. But reason soon prevailed. Tony and Mrs. Louks were probably both fast asleep, and he was too exhausted to face night bottles and diapers. Self-preservation won and instead, he set the alarm for six-thirty and fell into bed. A night’s sleep would restore his equilibrium and as long as he picked up the baby before Sharon got home from the hospital at seven, he would be safe from her censure.


  But when Sharon came home the next morning to find Tony in his high chair and pablum all over his face, she gave the baby a warm, knowing smile.


  “So, pumpkin, did you have a good time sleeping over at Mrs. Louks?”


  Green thought of protesting but decided against it. Somehow, she knew. The truth, humble and apologetic, was the wiser course.


  “This case will take a lot of my time, Sharon. I can’t help that.”


  Sharon kicked her shoes off, poured herself a cup of coffee, and reached over to wipe Tony’s chin. The baby responded by pounding his table with his spoon and laughing in delight.


  Oh great, thought Green, the famous Levy silent treatment. He gritted his teeth. “It’s a mess, and there’s big pressure from on high.”


  Sharon chucked the baby under the chin, picked up her coffee, and headed towards the bedroom, unbuttoning her cotton dress. Tony’s face fell as he stared at her retreating back, and in the next instant, he began to wail.


  “Fuck it,” Green muttered and pulled him out of the high chair. He found her sitting on the bed in her underwear, massaging her swollen feet, and he sat the baby down beside her.


  “I gotta go. Nice talking to you.”


  He fumed all the way to the university. Maybe he was wrong, but she was barely cutting him any slack. Relationships were hard work, but you had to be willing to do the work. All right, he knew that she had a demanding job too, that wrestling with psychotics and talking down suicides could leave a person drained at the end of the day. But when would she understand that his wasn’t a job like any other, that he couldn’t just leave it behind at the end of an eight-hour shift? People’s futures, their freedom, sometimes their very lives depended on his being right. In his job, one slip-up could shatter a life. He was acutely aware of this when he arrived at Halton’s laboratories to check further into Jonathan’s data and found David Miller already summoned to the great man’s office. The secretary had no idea how long he might be there, but Green had only waited five minutes before Halton’s door flung back and Miller blundered past him unseeing, his skin the colour of parchment.


  Green sprang forward. “Dr. Miller, a word in your office, please.”


  Trancelike, Miller turned towards the sound of his voice and stared uncomprehendingly.


  “Inspector Green of the Ottawa Police. We spoke yesterday.”


  “Oh…” Miller passed a hand over his eyes as if to clear them. “Ah…now is not a good time, Inspector.”


  “This can’t wait, I’m afraid.” Green took his elbow and steered him bodily down the hall into his office. Once inside, Miller collapsed onto the swivel chair in front of his computer and plunged his head into his hands.


  “What did Halton say?” Green began carefully.


  Miller rocked his head back and forth. “I’m ruined. He cut off my fellowship, he’s throwing me out of the university. All my work, all my hopes…”


  “Did he say why?”


  “He says I sabotaged Joe’s work. I can’t believe it! He believes that putz over me! He thinks so little of me that he’d believe... Shit!” Miller broke off, sobbing. “Shit! Shit! Shit! It’s not fair! That guy has been out to get me ever since I got here and finally he’s succeeded. But how? That’s what doesn’t make any sense!”


  “Did Halton tell you how he came to this conclusion?” Miller wiped tears from his eyes and tried for a deep, steadying breath. “I’m sorry. I’m not up to this right now. I can’t think straight. I need to get out of here and clear my head.”


  Green rose to his feet. “I’ll buy you a coffee somewhere.”


  Five minutes later, they were settled over coffee at a little sidewalk café across from the library. Although it was just after nine o’clock, the sun was harsh and the air already soggy. Traffic crawled by in front of them, exhaust fumes mingling with the heat off the asphalt, and Green felt sweat trickling down his back. He studied Miller surreptitiously. Something in the man’s initial raw shock touched a chord. It was hard to imagine that the anguish had been faked, and that the man was capable of the calculated betrayal of which he’d been accused.


  The hot, bitter coffee seemed to steady Miller, drawing colour to his cheeks. Green took up the thread obliquely.


  “This place hasn’t changed at all since I came here eight years ago. There’s still only one outdoor café on the whole campus.”


  Miller frowned. “You went to university?”


  “Masters in Criminology, piece by painful piece. Evenings, nights, weekends. Took forever!” He grinned. “You look surprised.”


  “I am. I mean—a cop. I never expected...”


  “I did research, I did a thesis. I know how you get to live the stuff day and night, how important it becomes to you.”


  Miller shook his head. “Not enough to sabotage somebody else, if that’s what you’re suggesting. You see, I don’t view Joe’s work as competition. Joe does. His mind is full of dreams of a post-doc at Yale, and he thinks he has to be right. But that’s not how research works. I was really interested in whether his model would work. That’s what’s important, finding theories that work, building on them and chipping away bit by bit at the mystery of the brain. All our theories are wrong, Inspector. Mine is wrong, Joe’s is wrong. We’re still light years away from the truth. All we can do is find which is a little less wrong, so we can keep expanding. Ten or twenty years down the road, scientists will look back on our work and shake their heads at the simple-mindedness of it all. Where would we be if Best had sabotaged Banting’s work? I thought Halton knew how I felt. I thought that’s one reason he took me on. I can’t believe Joe pulled it off.”


  “Did Halton tell you why he believed Joe and not you?” Miller gestured vaguely. “He said something about independent data corroborating Joe’s. I was so upset I couldn’t take it all in. But it doesn’t make sense. You can’t get the data Joe says he got. Vanessa and I ran simulations. Simulations aren’t perfect, and maybe mine were way off base, but I couldn’t get them to give figures anything like those Joe reported. And Joe’s scores were faked. I saw it with my own two eyes. The numbers didn’t match!”


  “You’re absolutely positive? You weren’t looking at the wrong data?”


  “Oh, no.” Miller took a big bite of muffin and shook his head vigorously, sending crumbs flying. He was quite in control now that outrage was taking hold. “After I ran the simulations, I broke right into his raw data. I know I was out of line to break into his files, but I wasn’t going to go to Halton with an accusation about a fellow student until I had proof. Joe’s raw data bore absolutely no resemblance to the figures he used in his analyses. But I never dreamed the slippery bastard would turn the tables on me. In one fell swoop he wipes out his raw data and blames it on me.”


  Green studied him carefully. He had seen a lot of liars in his day and had learnt to be suspicious. Still waters run deep, Difalco had warned him, but Green could not sense even a hint of deception in the man before him. Something did not add up. Blair’s own research supported Difalco’s claims, and yet Miller argued just as convincingly that it was impossible.


  “Do you know where the independent corroborating data came from?” Green asked quietly.


  There was no hint of deception in Miller’s reaction either. His bewildered shrug seemed genuine. “I have no idea. Halton himself, I guess. Unless…” His colour fled. “My God, Jonathan Blair!”


  “What about Jonathan Blair?”


  Miller covered his mouth in horror. “No! Could it be? That’s impossible!” He looked up with stricken eyes. “Inspector, this is awful!”


  “What are you thinking?”


  “I can’t believe I’m thinking it. I know Joe really wanted that Yale appointment, but I didn’t think he’d go as far as murder!”


  “How do you figure that?” Green demanded. “Joe’s claims have been substantiated.”


  “Not necessarily.” David Miller was already rising from his chair, stumbling as he groped around the table.


  “Where are you going?”


  “To check Jonathan’s files for myself,” Miller shot back.


  “No you don’t! Miller! Wait!” Green watched the balding man blunder through the maze of tables toward the street. “Damn!” He threw a couple of loonies on the table and headed in pursuit. As he ran, he groped at his belt for his radio.


  “Get me a twenty-four hour police guard on Jonathan Blair’s office. ASAP!”


  Eight


  Once the uniformed officer was installed outside Blair’s office, Green felt it safe to return to his own. He needed more hard facts so that he could make sense of the conflicting stories he was hearing about Halton’s research team. But when he arrived back at the station, he was assailed by half-a-dozen detectives clamouring to give him their reports and demanding their next assignment. I can’t operate this way, he thought. I’m a solo performer, not an orchestra conductor. I need an accompanist, maybe two, and occasional guidance from a music critic, but this cacophony of sound just blows my mind.


  Backing into his office doorway, he held up his hands. “Give me all you’ve got on the university colleagues, and leave everything else with Sullivan. Then if you’ve got nothing to follow up on from yesterday, go back to your regular duties. I’ll call you if I need you. And don’t anybody—anybody— disturb me for an hour.”


  Once the last of the reports had been handed to him, he shut his office door and took a deep breath. Peace. Swiftly he cleared the clutter from his desk and piled it on the floor, then spread the reports out on the desk. During the next half-hour he pored over every page, and gradually the community of scientists began to unfold. A diverse group drawn together only by their mutual fascination with the brain. And by the magnetism of Myles Halton. Myles Halton was born forty-eight years earlier in Vancouver, the son of a wealthy logging magnate. He spent his winters in the genteel, well-manicured Vancouver suburb of British Properties and his summers among the lumberjacks in the bush. He attended an elite private school, where he was always something of an outsider among the bankers’ and lawyers’ sons, then went on to Simon Fraser University and Berkeley for his Ph.D. in the fledgling field of neuropsychology. In the years since, he had earned a reputation as a rigorous scientist and a demanding professor who used his own personal charisma to keep colleagues, critics and students in line.


  At the same time, he liked high living and enjoyed the company of powerful friends. He married the daughter of a Toronto millionaire and sent his two daughters to boarding school in Toronto. It was rumoured that his wife spent most of her time in Europe, and that he had a girlfriend in nearly every major Canadian city. He owned a house in Rockcliffe Park, home of Ottawa’s moneyed and diplomatic elite, as well as a large summer house on the Ottawa River near Constance Bay, where he moored his single-engine Cessna seaplane. The bush was in his blood, and every summer he took two weeks off to fly north into the wilderness to fish.


  A man of contradictions, Green thought as he pictured the bearded giant wrestling with timber deep in the B.C. interior, learning the violence of nature and the supremacy of might. Halton had the capacity for murder, he decided. But unless a large piece of the puzzle was missing, he had no motive. And, Green discovered when he read the next report, he had an ironclad alibi.


  On the night of the murder, Halton had been in Toronto dining at the Whaler’s Wharf with a colleague from York University. He had driven down the previous evening, spent the day sailing Lake Ontario on the colleague’s fifty-foot yacht and driven back to Ottawa after dinner late Tuesday evening.


  Joe Difalco’s alibi was less ironclad but still impressive. He had spent the evening carousing with friends at the Royal Oak Pub on campus, and at least half a dozen fellow students recalled seeing him at one point or another. No one was very clear on the times, but he had certainly been there to close the place down at two in the morning. Everyone who knew Joe agreed that once he arrived at a watering hole, he rarely left before closing.


  Unlike his rugged mentor, Joe Difalco was a pampered city boy, the only son of a successful Italian restauranteur who had started as a dishwasher in a back street café and now owned four restaurants and a catering business. The family lived in a multi-turreted mansion on a rolling half-acre in the wealthy suburb of Cedarhill, and Joe drove a Jaguar to the university. In his undergraduate years he had earned a reputation as an amateur boxer. It was in this capacity, rather than through any academic distinction, that he first caught the attention of Myles Halton. Halton was a fan of the sport, which married agility, cunning and brute force, and had dabbled in it himself as a youth. People who knew him theorized that he always regretted not having a son and that he took Joe under his wing to fill that void.


  Joe’s lack of discipline and his love of wine, women and late nights proved to be his downfall, however, and he gave up serious boxing in his first post-graduate year. By that time he had already found a comfortable niche among Halton’s favoured few, and he had stayed there ever since. There had been no major concerns or complaints from his professors over the years, but most regarded him as flighty and self-indulgent. Hardly the blueprint for a cold-blooded killer, Green thought.


  For that, David Miller’s profile held more promise.


  David Miller’s life was in some ways the mirror opposite of Difalco’s. He was the eldest of five children and had grown up in the tough blue-collar Montreal district of Park Extension. His grandfather had immigrated to Montreal from Russia in the wave of Jewish immigrants escaping the pogroms in the early part of the century. The grandfather had peddled rags, and the father had become a butcher. While his neighbourhood friends dropped out of school and squired girls around in stolen cars, David swept factory floors on evenings and weekends to earn enough money for the tuition. At McGill University he had no friends, played no sports, and belonged to no clubs. All he had were his books.


  “Dave Miller couldn’t sell himself to save his soul,” Halton had said. In his final undergraduate year, he had suffered a nervous breakdown and apparently required two more psychiatric hospitalizations at Stanford, where he had spent over ten years completing his Ph.D.


  But it was after graduation that his real troubles began. The job market was tight, and he returned to his family in Montreal penniless and depressed until Myles Halton tracked him down almost two years ago.


  A history of mental instability, Green thought. He flung open his door and spotted Sullivan hunched over his desk, talking on the phone. As Green approached, Sullivan caught his eye, finished his conversation quickly and hung up. Freshly shaved and wearing a crisp white shirt, he looked revived, but the worry lines were still there. Green eyed the phone.


  “I didn’t mean to interrupt you.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “It’s just as well. I was about to lose my temper.”


  Green frowned. His quick eye had noticed a letter from the Toronto Dominion Bank on the desk before Sullivan shoved it into a drawer. “Problems?”


  “Just the little guy against the system,” Sullivan replied with a grin. “It amazes me how the system always wins.”


  “Yeah, well, the rules are fixed, aren’t they? Sharon and I figure that even if we do manage to find a house we can both stand, after twenty-five years we’ll have paid the bank four times what it’s worth. Talk about indentured service!”


  “Why do you think Mary can’t sell any houses? Welcome to family life, buddy.” Sullivan shook his head wryly and nodded at the report Green held in his hand. “You want something, or are you just trying to depress me?”


  It was Sullivan’s way of drawing the curtain, closing his personal life off from his professional, and Green followed suit. “I want you to dig around in Miller’s medical history. Especially the Allan Memorial in Montreal and the Royal Ottawa here.”


  Sullivan’s eyebrows shot up. “Is he a psycho?”


  “He’s done some stints. Find out why. Anything that looks like paranoia or violent outbursts, let me know.”


  “Is he our best bet?”


  Green hesitated. Miller’s anguish had seemed so raw and his protestations of innocence so genuine, that it was hard to see him as a killer. But if Jonathan Blair’s research was correct, he was the one with the strongest motive.


  “I’m still going through the reports,” Green replied. “Miller told Jackson he was working on his computer all evening when Blair was killed, but Jackson thought he seemed nervous. He was sure Miller was hiding something.”


  Jackson had drawn the same conclusion about Miller’s friend, Rosalind Simmons, Green discovered when he returned to the reports in his office. Before leaving the university that evening, she said she’d dropped in to see if Miller was hungry, because when he became absorbed in his work he forgot to eat and on several occasions had nearly passed out from hypoglycemia. But on the night in question, she found Miller sitting at his terminal with a coke and a half-eaten hamburger at his elbow, intent on his work. She had gone straight home, making no stops and seeing no one who could confirm the time she arrived at her apartment. Rosalind Simmons lived alone, and Jackson’s inquiries into her background had met with limited success.


  Her friends and colleagues knew surprisingly little about her. She was raised in Toronto by a single mother, attended local public schools and completed her undergraduate work at York University. She had been working on her Ph.D. with Myles Halton for two years, and Halton reported that her progress was so slow that he was considering dropping her from the program. Other professors recalled that she was not a memorable student; she lacked dynamism and insight, but she had a slow, plodding perseverance that kept her on track. They had no concerns about her ethics, however, and could not even remotely imagine her capable of murder. Socially, no one knew much about her, except that she kept to herself. She had no known friends or boyfriends, and some of her colleagues speculated that she might be gay.


  Green mulled that idea over. He remembered the fierceness with which she had defended Miller and the glow in her cheeks when she spoke of him. No, he thought, she’s not gay. Joe Difalco is right about one thing—she’s in love with David Miller. However, given Miller’s social ineptitude and her instinct for self-protection, it was questionable whether the two were actually involved. Green had known lots of street girls like her, who wanted closeness yet didn’t trust. Someone had probably hurt her badly once, and she was reluctant to give anyone a second chance. She would not wear her heart on her sleeve, but beneath the surface…


  Jonathan’s former girlfriend, on the other hand, had worn her heart on her sleeve and had suffered the consequences. Everyone had expected wedding bells before the year was out, but then suddenly, with the appearance of Raquel Haddad, the romance was over. Vanessa Weeks had presented a brave front, saying both of them needed to focus on their studies at the moment, but privately her friends thought she was heartbroken. All the more so because her parents had regarded her choice to study at Ottawa University under Halton as misguided rebellion, the one redeeming feature of which had been her alliance with Jonathan Blair. Her father was an ex-chief of surgery at Harvard Medical School who had treated presidents, and her mother was on staff at Massachusetts General Hospital, where she was slated to be the next chief of psychiatry. They had been adding the MD to Vanessa’s name ever since she was old enough to talk, and up to the age of twenty her academic and athletic accomplishments had fuelled their hopes. High School graduation at age sixteen, straight A’s at Radcliffe and a bronze medal at the National Women’s Singles Tennis Championships. But then a broken wrist and the death of her Olympic dreams had prompted her to re-evaluate her direction and to choose a new course. She had been studying under Halton for a year, and he had given her glowing reports. She was one of the few students who could understand David Miller’s work and that, coupled with her self-discipline and drive, was raising her quickly through the Halton ranks.


  She had begun dating Jonathan Blair nine months earlier, and through most of the winter, the two had been inseparable. She shared his enthusiasm for skating and cross-country skiing, and they had spent much of their free time together. In temperament too, they had seemed well-suited. Both quiet, private people, they were discreet in their passion, but no one doubted they were deeply attached. There were no fights, no scenes.


  Unlike Sharon and me, thought Green wryly, recalling the numerous times Sharon had walked out on him amid screaming and tears in the three years of their marriage. Only to find that being apart was worse than being together.


  On the evening of Jonathan Blair’s murder, Vanessa Weeks had been at the university gym, working off her bitterness with laps in the indoor pool. Following a sauna and a shower, she had been seen leaving the facility by the pool attendant at closing a few minutes after eleven. She was a regular evening swimmer, and the attendants knew her by sight.


  Green sat back, scanning the reports spread out on his desk. Somewhere in this compilation of facts lay the key to the killer. Rarely had he encountered a killer so subtle and elusive. Not everyone had those qualities, and this murderer, by the very method he had chosen, had left a unique signature on the crime. Match the signature, and the murderer’s identity might leap out at him.


  Taking a fresh white pad of paper, he pushed the reports aside and began to write.


  
    Profile of the killer:


    —Clever, some knowledge of forensics


    —Thorough and prepared, careful with planning


    —Quick and agile, maybe some training in fighting?


    —Cold-blooded, nerves of steel, capable of closerange killing without panicking


    —Passionate about work? Or psychopathic—kill those who get in way?

  


  He studied his suspects. All of them were clever, and all had enough scientific background to be a quick study in forensics. Hell, the books they would need were probably right in the library where Blair was killed! All were thorough and capable of planning—scientific research demanded it. Perhaps Difalco was less so, but Green was not about to underestimate him. He suspected Difalco let people see what he wanted them to see but kept a large part of himself under wraps.


  Agile. Now here…


  His phone buzzed at his elbow, startling him. Swearing, he pounced on it, and Jules’ dry voice came through.


  “Michael, Peter Weiss is in my office.”


  “Lucky you.”


  Silence greeted him through the wires. It’s that bad, he thought. “Adam, I’m up to my ears in reports. I’ve got to have some time to piece things together.”


  “I need something he can take back to Marianne Blair.”


  “And then Marianne Blair will take it back to Myles Halton. Absolutely no way.”


  He could almost hear Jules processing the implications. Finally, he spoke. “I’m coming down.”


  Green hung up, fuming. Why couldn’t everyone just leave him alone to do his job? Now, with Jules’ deadline hanging over his head, he’d never be able to free his mind for thought. On impulse. he scooped up his reports and headed for the door, catching sight of Sullivan still on the phone. He approached and lowered his voice.


  “I’m going home to work and don’t tell a damn soul where I am.”


  Over the years, Green had often retreated to the peace and solitude of his own apartment when he needed to think. The drive home took five minutes but he was already beginning to unwind by the time he unlocked the door to his apartment. Until he heard the all-too-familiar sound of the baby whining. He had forgotten all about them! How much simpler life had been before…


  He stomped into the kitchen to find Tony banging pots together and Sharon on her knees, wiping up the puréed peas beneath the high chair. Seeing him, Tony crowed in delight. Green gave him a distracted pat on the head and tossed his reports on the kitchen table.


  “Sharon, could you take the baby for a walk? I’ve got to have some peace and quiet.”


  She rose slowly to her feet, pushing her black curls out of her eyes with the back of her hand. She was dressed in her usual baggy shorts and shapeless T-shirt, and she fixed him with a cold, level glare.


  “Excuse me? You have an office to work in.”


  “And a million people on my ass. Honey, I haven’t got time to explain. Just please bear with me, okay?”


  “If we’d bought that house in Barrhaven, there’d be room for all of us, you know. But no, Barrhaven didn’t have enough character. It had plumbing that worked, nice quiet streets, but God forbid you should join the grey suits in suburbia.”


  It was a refrain she dredged up every time they felt the pressure of their tiny home, and his own response had become automatic. “Barrhaven isn’t suburbia, it’s the end of the earth.”


  She set her jaw as if preparing to defend the sprawling suburb that had sprung up in the cow pastures southwest of the city, but then seemed to sense the futility of it. She tossed the sponge into the sink, scooped up the baby and stalked by him out of the room. “I’ll take your son out for a walk, Green, but don’t be surprised if we’re mowed down in the streets the minute we step out the door.”


  Fuck, he thought. Just what I need. I’ve got two hours— tops—before Jules tracks me down, even if I take the phone off the hook, and I’ve got so much adrenaline coursing through me I’ll never be able to think. Why can’t she realize that the murder of Jonathan Blair is not just another day at the office? It’s always her and her needs! Hers, and now the baby’s. She has a new weapon to brandish over me now. Tony needs a father, Green. Tony needs a home. Get your priorities straight, Green. Green, Green, Green... Whatever happened to Mike? Or darling? What happened to the tender look in those sparkling black eyes? What happened to the wide, sexy smile?


  He heard the front door slam behind her, and he plunged his face into his hands wearily. I’m getting nowhere this way, he thought. I can’t deal with this now. I can’t afford to wonder if my marriage is falling apart.


  Clear your mind, Green. Focus on Jonathan Blair and on the facts of this case. Logic, Green. Means, motive and opportunity—focus on these, and the answer will come.


  He fixed himself an ice cold coke and slipped a CD of instrumental blues into his player. Music to think by. Clearing the kitchen table of all its debris, he put his pad of paper in the centre. In a column down the left-hand side, he listed the major players in the drama. Using the basics tenets of police deduction, he began to fill in the right side of the page.


  
    
    

    
      	
        —Joe Defalco:

      

      	
        Motive: jealousy or cover-up of fraud

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Pro: fits personality type, hates to lose.

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Con: crime too neatly planned for this kind of rage.

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Also, Blair’s research supports his.

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Alibi: campus pub, several witnesses.

      
    


    
      	
        

        — Vanessa Weeks:

      

      	
        Motive: punish him for jilting her.

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Pro: appears to have loved him a lot.

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Con: seems like fairly together girl

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Alibi: at university pool, seen by pool attendants.

      
    


    
      	
        — David Miller:

      

      	
        Motive: cover-up of fraud

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Pro: personality unstable, paranoia or hidden rage? Research is his life. If taken away, might erupt.

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Con: gut feeling not the type

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Alibi: none

      
    


    
      	
        — Rosalind Simmons:

      

      	
        Motive: protect Miller from Blair’s exposure

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Pro: fiercely protective

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Con: far-fetched, Green.

      
    


    
      	

      	
        Alibi: none

      
    

  


  Of these four, Difalco had the most promising behavioural profile for the killing, but he had a strong alibi and a weak motive. David Miller had no alibi and the strongest motive, but…quick and agile?


  There was, however, one more name. Thoughtfully, Green put it down.


  Myles Halton: Motive…


  At this point, Green laid down his pen. Heat was seeping into the airless little room, and he wiped a trickle of sweat from his temple. Taking a sip of lukewarm cola, he pondered the character of Myles Halton. Halton was a brilliant scientist, no one disputed that, and no one seemed to question the integrity of his rise to prominence. In the interview, Halton had come across as an intense, no-nonsense, ambitious man committed to the pursuit of his research. He had not seemed self-serving or unethical, and if he was determined to protect his research effort, it was only because he had fought so hard for it, and it was just beginning to pay dividends.


  Green felt his antennae quiver. How hard had the man fought, and just what was he willing to sacrifice in order to preserve his status? He was uncompromising. Was he also ruthless? He was ambitious. Was he also unethical? Henry Blair had said Halton didn’t care whom he stepped on to achieve his goal. And one of his goals right now was a three million dollar magnetic resonance imager and the competitive research it promised.


  Powerful men were rarely lily-white, but would Halton go as far as murder? Particularly the murder of a wealthy scion, which he knew would make his operation the focus of an intense, highly publicized police investigation? He would only have done so if he had no choice. What possible scenario would give him no choice?


  Normally, the power balance between a graduate student and a prominent professor is highly weighted in the latter’s favour. If conflicts arose, the student would simply be failed. This would be more difficult in the case of a potential backer’s son, but the alternative, killing the student, hardly seemed designed to maintain friends in high places.


  The balance of power shifts in the student’s favour only if the student has some leverage, perhaps something on the professor that could destroy his career. A politician had once said that only two things could ruin his reputation—being caught in bed with a live boy or a dead girl. What could ruin Halton’s reputation? A sex-related charge? Fairly iffy. Professors were not politicians. Universities and granting agencies were probably much more tolerant of the sexual perversities of their errant geniuses than the general public was of its elected officials. If Halton had been accused of sleeping with a student, particularly the likes of Raquel Haddad, he would have endured a slap on the wrist, some unpleasant publicity, some hisses and boos from the feminist community, and then it would be business as usual. A sex scandal involving a male student might prove stickier and more humiliating, but was it worth the risk of murder?


  It was possible that an old skeleton, which Halton had thought safely buried in his closet, had come to light and was threatening his career. An old research fraud, a suspicious death, a serious crime. If Jonathan had unearthed it, what would he do with it? He was not the blackmailing kind. Everyone said his moral standards were unassailable. He would not use information against his professor for personal gain. But those same standards would not allow him to turn a blind eye to a crime. If he had uncovered a major breach of ethics or law on Halton’s part, he would have agonized, but he would have turned him in.


  Yes, Green thought, in this remote scenario the dynamics for murder were there. The personalities fit—Halton’s ambition pitted against Blair’s moral rectitude. Now it was time to speculate on what might have happened.


  The timing of Blair’s murder was crucial. He had been murdered just as he completed his investigation into the research fraud. The statistical analysis was done. On the morning of his murder, in fact, he had asked for an urgent appointment with Halton, probably to discuss those very results. But Blair had not been relieved or triumphant, he had been upset, as if he had uncovered something unexpected in his study of Difalco’s work. Yet the activities of Miller and Difalco, no matter how nefarious, would hardly have upset him that much. He had been disillusioned to the point of considering a transfer to another university. Disillusioned with Halton? What might he have discovered? That Halton had been party to the fraud? If so, why ask Blair to investigate in the first place?


  Green stood up, stretched his stiff legs and unglued his sweaty shirt from his back. Leaning on the kitchen counter, he frowned down at his notes. Was he clutching at straws? Winging out into the wild blue yonder, as Sullivan called it when his deductive fantasies took flight? Possibly, but over the years he had learned to trust his fantasies. Halton, with his ambition and his reputation to protect, was as good a murder suspect as the rest. Maybe even better.


  But to uncover the motive, Green had to put Halton’s research, and that of Miller, Difalco and Blair, under a microscope to determine who was lying. He had only Halton’s word that Blair’s results supported Difalco. He needed an impartial expert in neuropsychology and a search warrant to seize all the files in the four offices. A sense of urgency gripped him; search warrants took hours to write up, but if he didn’t act fast, Halton and the others might get to the files first.


  


  Several hours later, Green arrived back at the squad room with the signed search warrant triumphantly in hand. He was high with energy, no longer impatient and irritable as he rounded up the only two detectives still at their desks.


  “Watts and Charbonneau, I want you to get over to the university. I have a warrant to seize all the files, computers, disks and any other paper or electronic data belonging to Miller, Difalco, Blair and Halton. Load every last piece of paper in their four offices into boxes. Make sure you label each box carefully so none of the files gets mixed up, and put them all in Halton’s main computer lab. Then seal the offices and post a twenty-four hour guard so no one can tamper with anything until we can get an outside expert in there to look at this stuff. I hope to have someone lined up to start tomorrow. Okay, guys, go!”


  Without waiting for the two detectives to get out the door, Green entered his office, pushed the stack of phone messages out of the way and pulled out his phone book. It took him almost an hour of phone calls to four different universities before he located an expert in neuropsychology who was not only familiar with Halton’s work but also willing to drop everything to spend several days holed up in a computer lab going over files. Dr. Stanley Baker, professor of physiological psychology at McGill University, was less than gracious but grudgingly agreed. For a fee.


  After Green hung up the phone, feeling very pleased with himself, he wondered fleetingly if he ought to have cleared the expense with Jules first. He was just steeling himself to go upstairs to discuss it when his door swung open and Superintendent Jules strode in, gray eyes as narrow as pinpricks. He shut the door behind him and stood ramrod straight, his arms crossed over his chest.


  “Michael, what the hell is going on?”


  Green was taken aback. Jules was always polished, precise and understated. In a station full of obscenities, he never swore. “I was just coming up, Adam.”


  “How nice. Then you can tell me what the hell I’m supposed to say to the Deputy Chief that he can explain to Marianne Blair that she can explain to Myles Halton about why the hell all his university files are being carted off by the police.”


  Green burst out laughing. He knew it was unwise, but it was irrepressible. “Poor Adam. Superiors are such a pain in the ass, aren’t they?”


  For an instant he thought Jules was going to erupt. Never had he seen him quite that shade of fuchsia. But then, in spite of himself, Jules broke into a real smile. This is a day for firsts, thought Green.


  Jules pulled back the guest chair and sat down. “Michael, there must be at least the appearance that I control you.”


  “I know. So Halton is pissed, is he?”


  Jules nodded. “I think he expected something slightly better from his friendship with Mrs. Blair than the appearance of two non-ranking detectives. No me, no you.”


  “No brass band.” Green shook his head dolefully. “I would have gone, but I had other arrangements to make, and we had to move very fast. As it is, the horse has probably already left the barn.”


  “Enlighten me.”


  Green took twenty minutes to summarize the progress of the investigation to date and to outline his next moves. He was about to broach the subject of expenses when there was a sharp knock at the door, and Sullivan flung it open. He was so excited that the sight of Jules barely gave him pause.


  “A suspect! Maybe two or three. The Raquel Haddad connection.”


  Jules glanced at Green, eyebrows high. “You didn’t mention a Raquel Haddad connection.”


  “That’s just another avenue we’re pursuing,” Green replied irritably. “On the back-burner right now.”


  Sullivan flourished a report. “Not any more! Some heavy-duty stuff was going on between Raquel, her uncle and Blair on the day he was killed.”


  Green perked up. “Tell me!”


  “First, you know that Blair and Raquel were likely an item. Well, a student saw Blair in the student coffee shop eating supper with a black-haired woman. The student phoned our hotline once she saw Blair’s picture in the paper. Anyway,” Sullivan flipped open his notebook, “the witness said they were sitting very close, whispering. The black-haired girl was crying, and then this student overheard Blair say to her ‘But he’d never really do it!’ and Raquel said ‘You don’t know him! You don’t know my family!’ A few minutes later these two tough-looking guys come along and they tell her to come with them. She starts to get up and Jonathan Blair tells them to lay off, it’s a free country. And she shouts ‘Jonathan, don’t!’ They grab her arm. Jonathan steps between them, and they punch him. He falls over the table. They’re hauling Raquel along, Jonathan starts after them, and she yells at him to go away. Then they all get out of view, and our witness didn’t see what else happened.”


  “What time was this?”


  “About six-thirty.”


  “These tough-looking guys, what did they look like?” Sullivan glanced through his notebook. “Twentyish. Medium height and weight, thick dark hair, brown eyes, heavy eyebrows. One had a mustache. Dressed in casual summer clothes. One had on a light T-shirt and jeans, the other a black Metallica T-shirt and black jeans. No distinguishing marks.”


  “Twentyish?” Green frowned. “Raquel’s uncle is in his forties and fat.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “Henchmen, probably. An older, heavy-134 set, dark guy was seen arguing with Raquel outside Halton’s building earlier that afternoon.”


  Green sat up sharply. “Seen by whom?”


  “David Miller.”


  “Why the hell didn’t anyone tell me!”


  “I’m telling you now. I just saw the report.”


  Green frowned in thought, tapping his pencil against his desk. “Might be just a coincidence. Okay, this has to be low key. Get a photo of Pierre Haddad and show a photo line-up to Miller. See if he can make a positive ID on the guy arguing with Raquel.”


  Sullivan’s eyes flitted from Green to Jules. “Low-key?”


  Green shrugged. “Just don’t spook him. The guy’s paranoid about cops. Tell him it’s routine, standard operating procedure—improvise. Just don’t mention the fight in the coffee shop. If this is our guy, I don’t want to tip him off, or he’ll send those young thugs underground.”


  Even before the door had closed on Sullivan, Green was riffling through the files on the floor. He had glimpsed the background check on Pierre Haddad earlier in passing, but had discarded it as irrelevant to the mystery of the research data. Now he pounced on it.


  The team investigating the background of the Haddad family had come up with precious little. From the tone of the report it sounded as if the entire Lebanese community had shut down tight at the first sight of the police. Official records provided a skeleton of information but little insight into the family. Pierre Haddad, a Christian, had immigrated from Beirut in 1978 through regular immigration channels, not as a refugee. Initially, he had worked as a taxi driver, but in 1984, he had purchased the corner confectionary store in Little Italy. His payments to the Toronto Dominion Bank were regular and reliable, and his business dealings seemed completely above board.


  A search of police and motor vehicle records had revealed the same wholesome picture. Haddad had no record of criminal activity and only a handful of traffic tickets to his name. He owned two cars, a Taurus family sedan and a four-wheel drive pick-up. Expensive, but not outrageous. Since 1988 Haddad had lived with his family in a modest bungalow in the older Ottawa suburb of Elmvale Acres. His wife was also a Lebanese Christian and the couple had made a strict, traditional Lebanese home for their two sons, who were now young men. The neighbours reported that the Haddads were a quiet, courteous family who kept to themselves but were happy to lend a hand in an emergency. The father in particular was popular with the neighbourhood children, because he sometimes gave out free candy.


  Another Mr. Perfect, thought Green grimly as he saw his theory gradually turn to dust. No temper, no history of violence or intimidation.


  As he was scanning, he had forgotten Jules, who was reading over his shoulder, until Jules’ quiet voice cut in. “Michael, this could be sticky.”


  Green cocked his head, puzzled. Jules waved a manicured hand. “The Middle East, you know. Things can be …misconstrued.”


  “Adam, so far I have a fight and a tyrannical uncle, not an international plot. There’s nothing here to suggest anything political.”


  “What about the young men who assaulted Blair in the coffee shop?”


  “They could be just sons of friends. Did CSIS or the RCMP turn up any connection to political groups? Terrorists, organized crime?”


  Jules shook his head. “But ethnic groups usually stick together. If one person is in trouble, the others pitch in, like one big happy family—”


  Green broke in abruptly, his eyes widening. “Family!” He dived for the report he had tossed aside and scanned it, reaching for the phone. “Pierre Haddad has two sons who might be twentyish.”


  “Michael, please. Remember the rule book.”


  Green paused, his hand on the receiver. “I’m just going to tell Sullivan to get pictures of the two sons and show them to our coffee shop witness. If she can ID either of them as being involved in the fight, we’ll take it from there. Is that ‘by the book’ enough for you?”


  Jules paused on his way out the door. “Keep me informed.”


  Once he had relayed the added requests to Sullivan, Green sat in his office, feeling restless and ill at ease. Had he forgotten anything? The Halton files had been seized and an expert lined up to review them the next day. Alibis had been obtained on all Blair’s known colleagues, and background checks had been done on Pierre Haddad. Blair’s activities had been traced on the day he died and arrangements made to identify the suspects who had assaulted him shortly before his death. Nothing tied in directly to the murder, but it was the best he could do. For now, it was a waiting game.


  He glanced at his watch. Past five o’clock. He looked at the phone, thinking of Sharon and remembering the bitterness in her eyes when he had thrown her out. He should send her some flowers. A dozen red roses with a note saying “I’m sorry”. She was his wife, after all. She put up with a lot, and she was entitled to better.


  Entitled, he thought with dismay. Is that the word that comes to mind when I think of her? Not love, not passion— but entitlement? He put his face in his hands with a groan. This relationship was not going to go the way of all his previous ones, three or four years and off to greener pastures. He tried to picture Sharon as she had been in the beginning, when he had fallen so hard. Fresh, wise-cracking and sexy, with a sly smile that drove him crazy and a tender wisdom that brought a lump to his throat.


  But instead, his mind conjured up honey-blond hair, tight jeans and a full, pouting mouth.


  He jerked his head up, the memory chasing out all else. There was a stone unturned! There was someone who might be able to tie the Haddads directly to the murder.


  Nine


  Carrie MacDonald answered her apartment bell on the second ring, at first peering out warily, then flinging the door wide at the sight of Green.


  “I thought you had forgotten all about me!” she cried, eyes shining, and he was grateful she could not read his mind. Forgotten like hell! “Come on in. I’ve been getting so many nuisance callers that I’m almost thinking of moving.”


  The policeman in him reacted. “What kind of nuisance callers?” he demanded sharply.


  “Oh, reporters, nosy neighbours. I just slam the door in their faces.” Seeing his worried look, she smiled. “I can take care of myself, have since I was nine. It’s my daughter. If they start bugging her…”


  “Get a good dead bolt installed, and a chain and peephole.”


  She pranced after him as he made his way into the living room. “Aye, aye, sir. Want some tea? Coffee? You look tired.”


  He rubbed his eyes as he sank down on the sofa. Toys were strewn all over the floor, reminding him of home. And Sharon. He still hadn’t called her, hadn’t sent her flowers. He banished the guilt with an effort. “Long hours. Tea would be nice.”


  “How’s it coming?” she called over her shoulder from her tiny kitchen.


  “It’s coming. That’s why I’m here. I want you to look at some photos.”


  She came back into the room and leaned against the doorframe. Her smile scattered his thoughts. With an effort he took out the envelope he had just obtained from Sullivan and laid eight scanned photographs out on the cluttered coffee table, among them Pierre Haddad and his two sons. She came to sit at his side on the sofa, her thigh brushing his.


  His voice sounded hoarse when he spoke. “Did you see any of these men on the fourth floor of the library at any time on the evening of the stabbing?”


  Honey-coloured hair cascaded over her face as she bent close to study the line-up. The urge to brush it aside for her was almost irresistible. He locked his hands in his lap. She took the task seriously, and her eyes probed each picture in turn before she finally looked up at him, curls falling in her eyes. She pushed them aside as she shook her head.


  “I feel bad. I’d like to help, but none of these guys looks familiar.”


  The kettle began to whistle, and she sprang to her feet. For a moment he was left to slow his breathing and wrestle his desires under control. This time it’s bad, he thought to himself. But it’s purely physical, something to do with coming home every night to find your wife on her knees mopping up pablum and smelling of milk.


  He could hear the soft tinkle of spoons, and even that sounded seductive. When she came back into the room balancing two mugs in her hands, he thought she too looked flushed. She held out his tea and his fingers brushed hers, sending a jolt of electricity through him. He realized she was talking, and he forced himself to focus on her words.


  “I do have the drawings you asked me to do, though. Maybe they will help.”


  She disappeared and reappeared seconds later with a large sketch pad. Eagerly, she sat at his side again and leaned forward to spread out her drawings. Her loose fitting plaid shirt gaped open at the neck. Green wrenched his eyes from her cleavage to the table. Arranged before him were four pencil drawings of faces gazing out at him. There was a fat John Candy look-alike, a skinny horse-faced youth with acne and a dark, liquid-eyed man with wavy hair and a mustache. The fourth was a woman, staring out hard-eyed through a cloud of frizz. The drawings were exquisite and almost seemed to breathe as he looked at them. He sensed something strangely familiar about them, but the more he stared the more elusive the feeling became. He had seen someone like this, he knew it. Perhaps, when his body was calmer and his thoughts more collected, he would be able to remember.


  


  Green pulled back into the police station parking lot just as Sullivan slewed his unmarked Taurus around the corner and screeched to a halt. The big man leaped out, eyes dancing.


  Green waited for him. “Good news?”


  “A double-hitter!”


  “What!”


  Sullivan slapped Green on the back. “Come on, I’m starved. Buy me a steak at the Crown and Castle and I’ll fill you in.”


  “Me buy you? Since when?”


  “Who’s the one with the inspector’s salary? And who wants to know the good news?”


  Green knew Sullivan was teasing him, but since he had forgotten lunch and it was now past dinnertime, a steak and a draft was not a bad price to pay for Sullivan’s report. He thought briefly of Sharon, who was probably wondering if she should leave some dinner for him before she left for work. But Sullivan’s dancing eyes got the better of him. Besides, through trial and error, surely Sharon had learned to let him fend for himself. I hope, he thought as he scrambled after Sullivan’s retreating back. The two men covered the three blocks up Elgin Street in two minutes. The sun had mercifully sunk behind the tall buildings, but its heat hung on, and Green felt sweat break out on his back.


  “I had a bit of trouble with Raquel’s Uncle Pierre,” Sullivan chatted as he strode, seemingly oblivious to the heat. “He wanted a lawyer’s opinion. I said we were just tracing Blair’s activities and wanted to be able to rule out people who weren’t involved. Eventually, he agreed. Gave me a picture of Raquel too.” He pulled a photo from his pocket and held it out. “Gorgeous piece, eh?”


  Green glanced at the picture of a dark-eyed beauty with a wide, sexy smile and sparkling eyes. Like Sharon’s. He pushed it away with a grimace. “Don’t talk to me about gorgeous pieces.”


  Sullivan shot him a brief, quizzical glance as they turned to enter the cool, dark interior of the pub. Sullivan was greeted by off-duty policemen and other regulars and stopped to exchange jokes on his way to the table, leaving Green to stand by, impatient and left out. Despite his dedication to his family and his strict one-drink limit, Sullivan could always be one of the boys, whereas Green remained an outsider. As they sat, he frowned at Sullivan irritably.


  “So? What did you find?”


  “First let me get a beer.” He signalled the waiter.


  “Brian!”


  Sullivan laughed. “Okay. I showed a photo line-up to David Miller, and without hesitation, he picked out Pierre Haddad as the guy he saw arguing with Raquel outside Halton’s building Tuesday afternoon. Then I tracked down the student who reported the fight in the coffee shop, and I showed her a line-up with all the Haddads in it—I stuck Miller and Difalco in there too—”


  He broke off as the waiter brought them two foaming mugs of draft beer. Eyes alight, he reached for his.


  “Goddamn it, Brian! And?”


  Sullivan took a long, deep swallow. “Ah-h! And? Guess what, Mike. She took one look at the two Haddad boys and bingo!”


  “Bingo? No hesitation?”


  “None at all.”


  “Hah!” Green pounded the table. “All right! The trap is closing.”


  “So what’s next? Haul them in for questioning?”


  Green shook his head, his mind racing. “We don’t have enough on them yet.”


  “What are you talking about! We have an assault against the victim three hours before his death.”


  “But we still can’t place them at the scene.”


  “We could lean on them. The two kids’d probably crumble.”


  “Maybe, maybe not. But we couldn’t make it stick, and their old man would be screaming police harassment and racial discrimination before the ink was dry.”


  “So what?” Sullivan stared at Green in surprise. “Since when do you care?”


  “I don’t,” Green snapped, wondering why he was hesitating. Was it because of Jules’ warning or something else? “I just don’t want these guys spooked and covering their tracks. Carrie MacDonald can’t place them at the library that night. That’s a big hole. Without more evidence to tie them to the scene, we’ll lose this one.”


  Sullivan sighed and shook his head, deflated. “Oh well, I promised Danny and Mark a Blue Jays game this month. Kind of a Father’s Day treat. Maybe this way I’ll even be able to afford it, if the overtime doesn’t kill me first.”


  Father’s Day. Green had a flash of himself with his own son ten years from now. Father-son sports games, especially hockey, were a Canadian rite of passage. He could even remember his own father, with his post-Holocaust fears of crowds and noise, trying to leave shtetl Poland behind him and packing them both onto the bus to see the Montreal Canadiens play the Toronto Maple Leafs at the Montreal Forum. Once. Mechugas, his father had proclaimed after watching fans scream drunkenly at the little black disc being whacked around the rink. Craziness. And since then, at any sports game he had ever tried to attend, Green could still hear that word ringing in his head.


  But that was a father-son sports memory in itself, he thought. As sappy as any once-in-a-lifetime trek down to the Toronto Skydome. And now that Ottawa had its own hockey team as well as baseball, he had no excuse for not giving his own son something to remember him by.


  He wanted to ask Sullivan how old a child had to be to enjoy a ball game, but he was afraid Sullivan would have the tickets bought and a picnic lunch packed for them all before he even turned around. Despite twenty years of friendship on the job, he wasn’t ready for that. Instead, he picked up the earlier thread.


  “No overtime,” he replied, then had a sinking sensation. “At least not for you. I have to get a search warrant for the Haddad house. We have enough evidence for that. And tomorrow we’ll go in mid-morning when the men are likely to be out.”


  “And we’re looking for?”


  “Three things. Bloody clothes, Blair’s wallet, or a six-inch, double-bladed knife. If we get any of those, then we pick the bastards up.”


  


  Two search warrants in one day, Green thought as he finally arrived at his apartment door. I should get a medal for devotion to paper pushing. It was past midnight, but he found himself reluctant to go in. He leaned against the door, steeling himself for a confrontation. He had never sent the roses, never even called to apologize or warn her about dinner. He didn’t even know if she was home or still working the night shift, and he realized with a pang how distant they had become. Memories of Carrie MacDonald wafted in uninvited. Of her tumbling blonde curls and her rising breasts. He remembered his arousal, the feeling of freshness and adventure.


  “Oh God,” he groaned, shutting his eyes against the images. Taking a deep breath, he opened the door. The apartment was dark and stifling, and the fridge hummed in the distance. The acrid smell of diapers assailed him as he moved down the hall towards the kitchen. With the narrow old windows and boxy rooms, the fetid summer air never seemed to move.


  “Sharon?” he called, heading into the kitchen. Alone in the middle of the table stood a pair of brass candlesticks, a wedding gift from his in-laws, who lived in eternal hope that somewhere deep inside him, there was a good Jewish boy to be salvaged. Celebration of the Sabbath had not been part of the family ritual during his childhood, and when Sharon had first set the candles out on Friday night, he’d felt oddly alien, like an actor in a foreign play. When she had invited his father over for Shabbat dinner and lit the candles, however, Sid Green’s eyes had welled with silent tears. Sharon had understood, and the candles had been set out ever since.


  Tonight the kitchen was neatly cleared. Too neat. There were no signs of dinner, no notes or instructions for him. Only the white candles standing unlit in readiness for tomorrow night. A clear and eloquent message to him, with no need for words.


  He checked the baby’s crib, which was empty. Even the blanket was gone. Irrational fear seized him, like a sense of déjà vu. Had it happened again? He hurried into the bathroom and found her toothbrush still in its puddle by the sink. It was then that he saw the note, taped to the toilet—another eloquent message, if he cared to dwell on it: “If you’re interested in knowing, your son is across the hall with Mrs. Louks.”


  Relief brought anger and a renewal of his discontent. He left Tony where he was and crawled naked into bed, grateful for the prospect of an uninterrupted night’s sleep. Uninterrupted, as it turned out, except for erotic dreams of tawny curls and velvet thighs…


  And the crash of the front door at seven a.m.


  He lay in bed expectantly, listening as she tossed her purse on the shelf, kicked her shoes into the closet, and padded shoeless down the hall to the kitchen. She opened the fridge, unwrapped something crinkly and gave a deep sigh. She’ll come in here in a moment, he thought, and I’ll have to fight with her.


  But five minutes later, she still had not budged from the kitchen, and he heard no sound but the rattling of paper. He could delay the confrontation no further. He had to get up and shower to get to a briefing he had called at eight. He wanted to get his men started on background checks of the Haddad sons while he and Sullivan went out to search the house.


  With a sigh he climbed out of bed, gritted his teeth and headed toward the kitchen. Sharon was slumped over their little table, a glass of juice and a hunk of stale gruyère in front of her. She held her head in her hands and did not even look up as he entered.


  “Get out of here, Mike,” she muttered. “I don’t have the energy to deal with you.”


  Shaken, he withdrew. Standing under the hot shower, he berated himself. He should have spoken to her. She had worked a twelve-hour graveyard shift the last three nights in a row. He should have made some gesture of support, but he couldn’t face her. A simple caress, a simple “Hard night, sweetheart?” would not have been enough for her. It would have unleashed a torrent of rebuke, and he didn’t have time for that. He was grateful when he emerged from the bathroom to find she had gone across the hall to fetch Tony. He would be able to slip into the kitchen for some juice and cereal before she returned. Then maybe a quick kiss and a “Sorry, darling” before he dashed from the house.


  But before he had even poured his juice, his attention was drawn to the morning newspaper which lay scattered over the table. Right in the centre of the front page, smiling out at him, was Carrie MacDonald and across the page above ran the headline: “Librarian Key Witness in Murder Hunt”.


  Goddamn it! He scanned the article to see how bad it was. There was the usual human interest detail: Carrie MacDonald, 28-year-old single mother…worked at the library to pay her way through university…no stranger to violence, grew up in a neighbourhood where drunks beat down doors at two a.m. and women locked themselves in the bathroom...


  Interspersed with these tidbits from her private life was the real meat of the story, however. About her habit of observing and recording interesting faces, about the sketches of possible suspects. Enough to make her a threat.


  Cursing, he abandoned his juice, grabbed his suit jacket and dashed out the door.


  


  Carrie stood wide-eyed in her doorway. “But Mike, I didn’t tell them anything secret!” she cried. “It’s just background. I mean, you’ve told me nothing. I don’t even know who those guys were that you showed me last night.”


  He pushed past her into the apartment and shut the door. “You shouldn’t have even told them your name.”


  “They wouldn’t settle for that.” She flushed as she followed him into the living room. “They knew I was at the library, they knew you’d been to see me. I had to tell them something.”


  “Why?”


  “Because…” Her gaze shifted as she pondered the question. Slowly, a rueful smile spread over her face. “I guess I found it kind of fun being the centre of attention like that, my name in the newspapers. Even my picture.”


  “Did it ever occur to you that the killer might not be amused?”


  She waved her hand in dismissal. “Oh, phooey. I didn’t say I knew anything.”


  “The paper makes it sound like you did.” He held out the article, and she read it in silence. Curled up on the sofa, she gradually sobered. At last, she looked up in dismay.


  “I didn’t say half these things, Mike. It’s all out of context!”


  “I know,” he replied grimly. “A reporter’s modus operandi.”


  “What do I do now? Should I write a letter to the editor?”


  “You keep your mouth shut and you lie low. Have you got some place you can stay for a few days?”


  She frowned in thought, her fingers idly twirling her golden hair. Finally she bit her lip. “I have no family. It was just my mother and me when I was growing up, but she’s dead. And I haven’t any real friends. I’ve always been too busy for a social life.” She cocked her head. “Do you think it’s that serious?”


  He hesitated between reassuring her and scaring her into greater caution. Why was even the simplest of professional decisions so complicated with her? “I don’t know,” he equivocated. “But I think I’ll send a female officer over here to stay with you till you’re set up in a hotel.”


  “A hotel! I don’t have money—”


  “Departmental expense. Just for a few days, for your safety.” She smiled, a little wryly. “I’ve handled worse than this, you know. But it’s kind of nice having you worry over me. Can I repay you with some coffee?”


  He glanced at his watch. The neuropsychology professor from McGill was due within the hour, and Sullivan would be waiting to begin the search of the Haddad house. I really have no time, he thought, watching the blonde curls bounce as she walked down the hall towards the kitchen.


  “Sure, just a quick one.”


  Her kitchen was so small that when she turned to hand him his coffee, her shoulder brushed his. She looked up into his eyes. “Sorry I was bad,” she murmured.


  He thought he was melting, so great was the heat. He didn’t trust his voice not to betray him, so he merely shook his head. She smiled.


  “We should go sit down.” But she didn’t move. Her eyes held his, intensely blue. He burned beneath her gaze. When she set her coffee down and touched his arm, all willpower vanished. He pulled her into his arms. Wedged between the counter and the fridge, they grappled like a fire out of control. Her mouth bruised his, her breasts filled his hands. Lilac scent rushed to his head, and dimly through the haze of arousal, he felt her hands upon his groin. She had his clothes half-off before he wrenched free.


  “No,” he gasped, pushing her away.


  She reached for him. “Why not?”


  He kept her at bay, shaking his head. “You want to.”


  His denial stuck in his throat. His heart hammered, and his hands shook as he pulled his pants back up. “I’m a police officer. You’re a witness.”


  She gripped his shirt, pulled him to her and kissed him. “When the case is over, then. You’re the sexiest man to come into my life in a long time!”


  He felt her thigh on his, her warm breath on his cheek. Not daring to answer, he seized his jacket and fled.


  


  He was still shaking when he arrived at his office, and he was sure his guilt was written all over his face. But the receptionist, upon seeing him, held up her hand as if nothing had changed.


  “Oh, Inspector Green! A Mr. Peter Weiss is on the line.”


  “Mike,” a detective called from across the room. “Sullivan gave up and went without you for the Haddad search. Took Watts and Charbonneau.”


  Shaking his head towards the receptionist, he crossed the squad room, reaching to smooth his hair and straighten his tie. His hands closed on nothing. His tie was gone! Vaguely he remembered her yanking it off and tossing it on the floor before reaching for his belt. Shit, he thought, as he realized that unless he wanted to write the tie off, he would have to return to her apartment to retrieve it. Oh God!


  He was so shaken that he almost tripped over a roly-poly man in a black T-shirt and purple shorts sitting in a chair outside his office. Beside him was a leggy brunette in a flowing cotton dress. Beautiful women everywhere, he thought.


  “What the hell do you want?” he snapped, more peevishly than necessary.


  The man flushed. “I want nothing. You want me.”


  Green hesitated, scrambling to reassemble his thoughts. The neuropsychology professor from McGill. “Dr. Baker?”


  “Stan Baker. And this is my graduate student, Melanie Legault. I assume you’re Inspector Green?”


  It was Green’s turn to redden. He shook their hands and ushered them into his office. “My apologies, Doctor. Things are moving very fast in this case, and I appreciate your agreeing to help us.”


  “For a thousand dollars a day,” Baker reminded him. “Therefore, I suggest we get started, since having me wait half the day outside your office is hardly a good use of the law enforcement budget.”


  “The computers and files are over at the university in a sealed room. For evidentiary purposes there must be an officer present at all times, but he won’t disturb you. Do you need anything? A secretary...?”


  Baker was shaking his round head impatiently. “We need a ten-cup pot of black coffee, four cheese Danish and six hours of uninterrupted peace and quiet.”


  When the little professor laid eyes on the massive computers and stacks of boxes which ringed Halton’s lab, Green felt a twinge of satisfaction. That ought to shut the pompous twerp up for a day or two, he thought. Although perhaps being holed up with the luscious, long-limbed Melanie was just what the professor had hoped for. Such sweet distraction… Making his way back to the station, he tried to turn his mind to what he should do next. He needed to arrange protection for Carrie and then get to work putting Halton’s empire under a magnifying glass.


  The sexiest man to come into her life in a long time, she had said! Me—skinny, freckled, big nose and all! He felt a new rush of desire at the heady thought of it and had to lean against the elevator wall. For some reason, women often found policemen attractive, and all his male colleagues had been targets of aggressive admirers, but such attention was rare for Green. Sometimes his boyish charm and air of vulnerability had worked, when that curious mix of sexual attraction and maternal instinct made them want to take care of him. But it usually took time and persistence, of which he used to have plenty, and he had never known it to happen without his trying.


  Had maturity, fatherhood or four years with Sharon given him an extra edge? A confidence or authority? A certain mystique or unattainability? Had he been too anxious and eager before? He had succumbed to every shapely curve and sexy smile that came his way in the ten years between his marriages, and had become the laughingstock and the secret envy of half the Force. He was searching, he had told himself; he would know when he found her. And he thought he had, until now.


  Goddamn it, enough of this, he thought, pushing himself off the elevator wall. The necktie had to stay where it was, and his mind had to stay on the job. When the door opened, he strode into the squad room prepared to order Carrie’s protection and then get his mind firmly back on Halton’s past. But no sooner had he entered than all that was forgotten. The squad room buzzed with excitement, and at the centre was Brian Sullivan, triumphantly returned from his search.


  “Mike! Paydirt! An absolute goddamn goldmine! In Pierre Haddad’s garage, stuffed in with a bunch of car cleaning equipment, we found a knife and a shirt. Jonathan Blair’s blood type is on both of them!”


  


  “You’ve got to understand, Mike,” the serologist lectured. He was used to working with Green and was immune to his impatience. This cluttered, fluorescent-lit laboratory, lined with computers, scanners, microscopes and coloured bottles, was his turf. “You’re lucky I can give you anything from what I had to work with. It was hot in the garage. The knife was washed clean, and so was the shirt. If it weren’t for the engraving on the knife handle and the lousy job the guy did washing the shirt, I’d have nothing but blood, period. As it is, I can give you A positive. The victim’s blood type. As for more detailed subgrouping, forget it. The sample’s too broken down.”


  Green picked up the clear plastic evidence bag containing the knife. It was a dagger with an eight-inch, double-edged steel blade and an ornate, jewel-encrusted silver handle. He turned it over in his hands. “Looks Arabic.”


  “Certainly not your average Canadian hunting knife.”


  “Anything on the shirt?”


  The serologist shrugged. “Hair and Fibre’s got it now. Maybe they can tell you more.”


  The technician from the Hair and Fibre Division of the RCMP Forensics Sciences Lab was just sealing a little box of slides and labelling it when Green walked into the lab. He removed his thick bifocals to rub his eyes then gave Green a doleful smile.


  “Fastest job I’ve ever done. Got a call from the Director himself telling me to move it.”


  “What did you find out?”


  “The shirt was spot-washed with Ivory bar soap. It left a lot of soap residue and didn’t get all the blood out. I’d say it was someone who didn’t know much about washing.”


  “Like a man?”


  Winkler shrugged. “Speak for yourself, Green. I’m a bachelor myself. To get blood out, you use cold water, not hot. Heat sets it, and that’s what happened here.”


  “Well, that’s a big help. Odds are already 99 out of 100 it’s a man anyway.”


  The elderly technician put his glasses back on, scratched his nose and fidgeted with his box of slides. “I do have something else.”


  “What!”


  “A hair, thick and wavy, dark brown. Found it stuck in the neckline of the shirt. I’ve sent it to DNA.”


  Green searched through his memory of the photos. All three Haddads had dark hair, but the father’s was stranded with silver. The younger son Paul had black hair cropped close to his head, but Edward had a thick head of rich black curls.


  “How curly? Like a black?”


  Winkler shook his head. “Oh no. Caucasian—Italian, Greek maybe.”


  “Lebanese?”


  “Sure, any person with dark brown hair. The gene pool is all mixed up among those Mediterranean peoples anyway. The Greeks and Romans invaded the Arab peninsula, then—”


  Green raised a hand to interrupt the history lesson. “Anything else you can tell me about our man from the hair? Is it enough to give us a match?”


  “You bring me a suspect, and we’ll see.”


  “I think it’s time to do just that.” Green picked up the phone, relieved to find Sullivan at the station. “Brian, get three teams together. I want all three Haddads picked up for questioning simultaneously, Pierre and his two sons. And don’t tell them a goddamn thing. I want them good and spooked.”


  Ten


  Two hours later, Green found himself in a small beige interview room face to face with Pierre Haddad. Sullivan sat in the corner, discreetly taking notes. The fat man was stolidly planted at the table, and despite the icy climate control of the windowless room, he was sweating profusely.


  “My apologies for keeping you waiting, Mr. Haddad, but this is a very complex case. I’m pursuing a lot of leads, and there’s only one of me. I think you can appreciate that, because of the sensitive nature of the case, I’m conducting all the interviews personally. I hope my men have made you comfortable. Would you like a drink or a snack?”


  “Nothing,” Haddad snapped. He was trying to sound outraged, but Green sensed panic. He sat down across the table, set a brown paper bag unobtrusively at his feet, and calmly recited the caution. Sometimes that was enough to shake a blustering witness, but Haddad listened poker-faced and then declined a lawyer, saying that he’d done nothing wrong.


  Green acknowledged the denial with a slight nod of the head. “Now, Mr. Haddad, in our first discussion yesterday, you indicated that you didn’t know the murdered man, Jonathan Blair, and that you knew little about your niece’s activities at university. I have evidence to the contrary.” Slowly, Green flipped open a thick notebook, one of his favourite dramatic props. “Is there anything you’d like to add now, before I question you about that evidence?”


  Haddad wiped the sweat which was trickling down his temples. “What evidence are you talking about?”


  “Evidence that Raquel’s ticket to Beirut was booked at six o’clock on the evening Blair was murdered, not several weeks in advance, as holidays usually are.”


  Haddad snorted. “So what?”


  “Evidence that Raquel was Blair’s girlfriend and his lover for at least two weeks before his death.”


  “I told you I never knew—”


  “Evidence that you had an argument with Raquel on the steps of the science building at four o’clock, just hours before Blair was murdered. An eyewitness identified you both.”


  For the first time, Haddad’s bluster faded. He glared at Green mutely.


  Green flipped a page. “Evidence that your sons Edward and Paul forcibly took Raquel away from Jonathan at six-thirty, half an hour after you’d booked her plane ticket. They were in the student coffee shop, your sons argued with Blair, and when he tried to help Raquel, they assaulted him. Another student witnessed the whole thing.”


  Haddad had turned from flushed to ashen. He seemed about to deny everything but checked himself. The silence lengthened, and Green let him stew. Finally, Haddad glowered.


  “Is it against the law to talk to your niece? For her family to take her away from a boy they do not like?”


  “Then you’re saying you knew about Jonathan Blair?”


  Haddad nodded impatiently. “Yes, all right! I knew about him. Raquel is young. Canadian girls—they have more freedom than Lebanese girls. They don’t listen to their family. Raquel wanted to be like a Canadian girl, too wild. It’s no good.”


  “So you forced her to go back to Lebanon?”


  “Forced? No. She listened to her family. She knows it is best for her.”


  “Mr. Haddad, she was screaming and crying. Your sons had to drag her away.”


  “It was because of him! Because he was trying to control her mind. Later, after she talked to me, she knew I was right. I don’t care if you don’t understand this, sir. Or if you agree or not. Your way is for you. For me and my family, this way is right.”


  “As simple as that? You talk to her and she forgets all about Jonathan Blair, her freedom, her future, her dreams?”


  “She remembered our ways.”


  “And just by chance, Jonathan Blair is stabbed to death a couple of hours later.”


  “That has nothing to do with it! I took Raquel away from him. End of story!”


  “We have a witness who saw your sons assault him. How do you know they didn’t return to finish the job?”


  “Because they are good boys! They go to college, Eddie is going to be a lawyer.”


  Reaching into the bag at his feet, Green withdrew the plastic bag containing a black shirt and laid it on the table between them. “Do you recognize this shirt, Mr. Haddad?”


  Haddad began to shake his head.


  “Check it very carefully, sir.”


  Haddad turned the bag over, held it up and checked the label. Again he shook his head. “Not my size or my taste.”


  “Your sons’, maybe?”


  A veil of inscrutability descended, and Haddad said nothing for several seconds. Green waited patiently.


  “My sons don’t wear such clothes.”


  Green laid down the bag with the knife. In the silence, Haddad sucked in his breath.


  “Do you recognize this knife?”


  “I saw knives like it, but not that one.”


  “Where did you see them?”


  Haddad recovered enough to snort with derision. “These knives are sold by the hundreds in the tourist shops in Beirut. Even here in Canada, in a Middle East bazaar.”


  “So it’s a Middle Eastern knife?”


  “Bedouin. Not real, of course. For show.”


  “Do you own one?”


  Haddad’s eyes met his coldly. “I do not own that one or any other one. What is this about?”


  “Your sons? Surely one of you owns one if they’re so common.”


  “Not in my family.”


  “This knife was found hidden in your garage. It has Jonathan Blair’s blood on it.”


  The fat man wheezed. “That…that’s not possible!”


  Green shook his head. “We searched your house this morning. These are what we found.”


  Haddad’s eyes darted back and forth between the knife and Green’s face. Green saw in them the dawning of panic.


  “It’s a trick!” Haddad hissed. “You put them there!”


  “Why would I do that?”


  “Because you need somebody to arrest. Why not a Lebanese?”


  Green leaned back in his chair, quiet and firm. “I operate on facts, Mr. Haddad. Other people may get emotional and jump to conclusions, but I wait till all the facts are in. That’s what I’m doing here.” He held up his hand and began to check off on his fingers. “Fact one: this knife is the murder weapon. Fact two: it was found in your garage. I need an explanation.”


  Haddad ran his tongue over his trembling lips. “I don’t have to talk to you!”


  “That’s right, you don’t. However, if you’re innocent as you claim, what do you have to lose by explaining things? On the other hand, if you are not innocent, then I suggest you terminate this discussion right now and get yourself a good lawyer.”


  “You’re twisting things!” Haddad bellowed. “I’m a good Canadian! I obey the law, I teach my sons to obey the law. If the knife was in my house, someone put it there!”


  


  The sons displayed none of the initial cool of their more worldly father. They had grown up soft and safe on Canadian soil, used to nothing more violent than the everyday rivalries of the schoolyard. Paul, the twenty-year old, made an initial stab at bravado, accusing Green of harassment and threatening the entire police force with a lawsuit. Green rolled his eyes.


  “Aw, shut up, Paulie. Do I look scared? We’re talking about a serious crime here.”


  “I don’t know anything, man!” Paul protested. “I don’t even know why you got me here.”


  “Well, I’m thinking of charging you with assault. You and Eddie. That charge is as good as in the bag. I’ve got witnesses, you’ve been ID’d. Six-thirty, student coffee shop. But I’m working on a bigger charge. Murder. And I don’t give a damn if you talk to me or not. I’m just being polite, giving you a chance to tell me your side of the story.”


  Paul was staring at him, jaw agape. His olive complexion lent a greenish tinge to his pallor and one eye twitched spasmodically. Green could almost see his thoughts racing for cover.


  “I—I demand to see a lawyer or talk to my father. You can’t do this. I don’t have to tell you anything!”


  “That’s right, you don’t. As I said, I’m just being polite. I mean, if you didn’t kill him, you might want to tell me about it.”


  “Tell you about what?”


  “About your shirt.” Green laid the black shirt on the table. “Funny place for it, hidden in the garage.”


  “That’s not my shirt!”


  “What do you take me for, stupid? Of course it’s yours. Just your size. Your taste, too.”


  “I never saw that shirt.”


  “So it’s your brother Eddie’s? Is that your story?”


  “No—no! Nobody has a shirt like that.”


  “You check everything your brother buys?”


  “Of course not! But black…I mean, Eddie would have a fight with mom over that. She wants us to look, like, geeky at college. To impress the profs.”


  “You were ID’d at the coffee shop wearing a Metallica T-shirt, so I guess you buy them anyway.”


  Paul’s face fell as he saw the trap. “Well, yeah, sometimes. We put them on when she’s not around.”


  “So Eddie might sneak it off before he gets home and hide it in the garage?”


  “Naw, naw! Are you kidding? Eddie’s not a wimp, he wouldn’t give a fuck what Mom thinks.”


  “You own a knife, Paulie?”


  The youth blinked in surprise. “Yeah?” he ventured warily.


  “What type?”


  “Swiss army knife. Got it a couple of years back.”


  “What for?”


  Paul shrugged. “Nothing! For fun. Just to have a knife, you know.”


  “Your parents know about it?”


  “Naw. Dad would freak. Dad’s into all this non-violence shit.”


  “Eddie own a knife?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Sure you do. Every guy likes to boast. That’s why you got yours. Now what does Eddie’s look like?”


  Paul grew sulky. “He used to own a hunting knife, in a leather sheath. But I don’t know if he’s still got it.”


  “What about an Arab knife? They’re beautiful and part of your heritage.”


  “Yeah.” Paul’s expression darkened. “Eddie had one of those once, and Dad took it away. Threw an absolute shit fit.” He shook his head as if at the folly of the older generation.


  Green laid the bagged knife on the table. “This it?”


  Paul turned the knife over in his hand curiously. “Looks a bit like it. I can’t remember. Where’d this come from?”


  “It was hidden in the garage along with the shirt.”


  “Well then, maybe Eddie—” He froze. The knife fell with a clatter.


  “Maybe Eddie what?”


  “Nothing! You’re trying to trick me! You want me to finger my own brother! I’m not saying one more fucking word and if you—” He had turned purple, and tears threatened. “You can’t prove a fucking thing!”


  


  Eddie, the older son, was a law student. From that, as well as from Paul’s account of him, Green expected a fight. Eddie was the last one to be picked up, because the police had trouble finding him. He did not show up for the afternoon shift at the construction site where he had a summer job, and the police had to stake it out. Eddie arrived late, dishevelled and out of breath, and nearly panicked at the sight of the squad car. Now he was falling all over himself to be helpful.


  “You guys have a tough job, I know that, sir,” he gushed even before Green had finished his caution. “Your hands are tied, the criminals get all the breaks. I really wanted to be a cop when I was a kid, but my father wanted me to go to college. He thinks I’m going to be a corporate lawyer and make lots of money, but actually I’m going to be a prosecutor. You guys work closely with the Crowns, right? Is it a good job? I mean, do they feel like they’re doing any good?”


  “It’s a busy job,” Green replied. “And so’s mine. Maybe when the case is over, you can come down, and I’ll introduce you to one of the Crown Attorneys. But for now, let’s try to get home some time today, okay? I’ll cut to the chase and save us some time. Tuesday evening, June 10. I know you and Paul had a fight with Jonathan Blair over your cousin Raquel. I know you assaulted him, I know you dragged your cousin away under protest. That was six-thirty. Can you give me an account of your actions from then on?”


  Eddie Haddad had grown ashen. His enthusiasm had fled along with his rosy vision of the future. He sat quite still as he regrouped his forces. Finally, he wet his lips. “Paul and I took Raquel to the house, then Dad drove us all to the airport. Afterwards, we went back home.”


  “How did Raquel react?”


  Eddie shook his head. “Mad. I was scared she’d cause a scene—she usually does—but she didn’t. Too scared of Dad, I guess. Of what he’d tell her father back in Beirut.”


  “Did you agree with sending her away to Beirut?”


  The young man looked up at him, the conflict between old and new clearly reflected in his face. He was the handsomer of the sons, with thick wavy black hair, rich eyes and a luxuriant mustache. He was recovering his composure and with it his charm. He’ll make a good lawyer, thought Green. Thinks on his feet.


  “Raquel was wild. Some things are good about the West, but not the freedom. It’s just an excuse to do whatever you want without caring about others or about the future. There has to be rules. There has to be respect. Everyone thinks Lebanon is just a crazy place where everyone kills each other, but even after all the civil war it’s still a beautiful country, the most progressive in all the Arabic world. We have universities and museums, the people are educated. And we have our values—family, loyalty, respect for your parents, respect for tradition. Raquel should have stayed in Beirut, but my Dad thought it was less dangerous over here. But he couldn’t make Canada like Lebanon. She was losing her Lebanese traditions and values. And once a woman starts losing her values, you can’t ever get her back.”


  Green leaned back in his chair. “You really believe that stuff?”


  “Absolutely,” Eddie replied. “Call me old-fashioned, but look where things are going. There can be only one boss in the family, and that’s the man. If the woman disagrees with the man, then pretty soon the kids don’t listen to him either and everybody fights and goes in different directions. There are divorces, the kids suffer, they grow up wild. It doesn’t work, you’ll see.” Eddie pointed to Green’s left hand. “You’re married. Does your wife do what you want?”


  Green smiled, deciding to play along. As in fishing, there were times to let the suspect run. “Not usually.”


  “You fight a lot?”


  “I guess so. But we usually reach a compromise.”


  “Compromise? What’s a compromise? Where neither of you gets what you want, right?”


  Green remembered Sharon’s face when he’d asked her to leave the house the day before. To be the boss, to be obeyed unquestioningly—how seductive! Yet how wrong!


  “But your way, Raquel doesn’t ever get what she wants.” Eddie grinned. “You think Lebanese women don’t know how to get what they want out of their husbands? Or any woman? They’re all the same, they all learn to play the game. And in return they get protection, security, the status of their husband.”


  “But Raquel obviously wanted something very different— a career, the right to make her own decisions.”


  “She could have a career. Lebanese women have good careers, the best in all the Arabic world.” Eddie shook his head in exasperation. “We don’t hide them behind veils in Lebanon, sir. At least not the Christians.”


  Watching the young man flush with excitement and pride, it occurred to Green that if Eddie Haddad had driven a stiletto into Blair’s ribs two days earlier, it was highly unlikely that he would be sitting in the interrogation room today debating the philosophical rights of women. Can anybody be that smooth? That much in control? And if so, how was he going to break him?


  “I don’t claim to be an expert, believe me,” Green began chattily. “But one thing I’ve learned about Middle Eastern traditions is that honour is very important.”


  “What’s wrong with that?”


  “The honour of the family has to be protected, and if damaged, it must be restored.” Green avoided the word “avenged”. He wanted to tiptoe quietly.


  “The honour of the family is what keeps society in check. Everybody belongs, everybody follows the rules. It stops lawbreaking, treachery, sexual promiscuity and other ills that would make society fall apart. So it must be upheld. It is just another way of enforcing the law.” Eddie waved an expansive hand. “In the United States, everyone is talking about the breakdown of the family and the spread of violence. Drugs, murder—they’re everywhere in the ghettoes.”


  “I know,” Green smiled sympathetically. “But don’t Middle Eastern cultures believe that if someone dishonours your family—kills one of you or even seduces your women—they must pay? And until they pay, the family lives in shame. Surely that encourages violence.”


  Eddie’s eyes flashed. “It also encourages women not to stray and men not to fool with them. It makes a man think twice before killing you.”


  “Ah yes, the deterrent factor.” Green smiled. “Doesn’t work very well. Humans are weak beings, prone to temptation. In the heat of passion, rules are hard to remember.”


  “You remember well enough if you’re going to get a knife in your gut!” Abruptly, Eddie paled. For a moment he cast about, trying to recover his voice, then he forced a laugh. “You got me, Inspector. Just a philosophical debate, of course. In Canada we trust our laws, and we leave our knives on the shelf.”


  “Do you own a knife?”


  Again a forced laugh. “Just an expression. No, I don’t own a knife.”


  “Your brother said you had a Bedouin knife.”


  Eddie frowned. “My brother’s an idiot. I haven’t had that thing in years.”


  “What did it look like?”


  “I hardly remember. Silver, covered in fake jewels. Really gaudy. I bought it from a bazaar here in Ottawa, and Dad confiscated it.”


  Green laid the knife on the table. “Is this it?”


  Eddie was startled. He stared at it. “My God, is that the one—the murder…?”


  “Is that your knife?”


  “No.” Eddie pushed it away hastily. “I’m sure it’s not. Those tourist knives all look alike.”


  “It was found in your garage.”


  “Well I don’t—I didn’t—I don’t know what it was doing there. I haven’t seen mine in years!”


  “It was hidden along with your shirt.” Green laid the shirt on the table.


  “That’s not my shirt! Who the hell said it was my shirt!”


  “Are you denying it’s your shirt? Remember, all this is going down in your sworn statement, and I’ll find out the truth anyway. The lab is already running tests on the traces found on the shirt. We can determine incredible things these days. You’ve heard of DNA testing?”


  The charm had all but vanished behind the glassy eyes and ashen skin. The thick mustache he had probably grown to make himself look older quivered at the ends.


  “It’s not my shirt! I didn’t buy it, I didn’t hide it. I don’t know anything about the knife. I was at home when Blair was killed, and someone is trying to frame me!”


  “Who?”


  “I don’t know.” He was near panic. “I don’t know! That’s your job, not mine. Find out!”


  


  Reviewing the interviews with Green afterwards, Sullivan chuckled. “You had fun.”


  “Yeah, I opened up some chinks in their armour, but we still can’t place any of them at the scene. Besides, I’m not sure who to arrest.”


  “Me neither. Got a favourite?”


  Green drained the last of the tepid cola from his glass. It was the middle of the afternoon, and they were almost alone in the police cafeteria. Green had tried to eat a tuna sandwich, but his stomach was in knots. Phone messages from Jules, Weiss, the deputy police chief and Marianne Blair herself lay on his desk downstairs.


  “Of the three, I’m less inclined to suspect the father. He has the family honour to protect, of course, and I’m sure he can be ruthless, but I don’t think he’s the type. If this is a revenge killing, then it needs a hot-head. It’s premeditated but fanatical, and it needs someone with a passionate allegiance to a cause. The father strikes me as a pragmatist, not a fanatic.”


  “One of the sons?”


  Green shrugged. “Ideals certainly burn more purely and fanatically in the young. On that basis, Eddie is the more likely. Paul is a typical sulky Canadian teenager. He’s rejected his parents’ values, and like most North American kids, he thinks his parents are in the stone age. Besides, he’s not smart enough. But Eddie seems to have bought that ‘honour in the family’ code. He’s a deeper thinker, worried about the state of the world. He wants to be a crown attorney to uphold the law. Yeah, he suits the profile.”


  “But?”


  Green toyed with his spoon, making slow spirals in the plastic tabletop. He grinned wryly. “Yeah. But. I’m not sure he has the nerve. He’s all talk. Could he walk right up to a man, face him square and drive a knife through his ribs, all because the guy is screwing his cousin?” Green shook his head. “These are scared kids. Both of them denied the shirt was theirs.”


  “Come on, you can’t expect them to admit—”


  “I know. I didn’t expect anybody to break down and confess, but it would have been nice if I’d gotten just an inkling. Enough of a fumble that we had something concrete to go forward on. But they all acted so bewildered, each hinting it must have been the other. It was either very clever, or true.” He sighed again. “We’ll have to let all three of them go, Brian. We haven’t got enough to hold them on. Their lawyers would walk all over us.”


  “We’d have the support of the guys upstairs here.”


  “Fair weather friends, believe me.” He sat back, tossing the spoon aside in disgust. “Fuck it. Tell the Haddads not to leave town, and check their alibis. Get as many men on this as you need. Check the airport, phone records, neighbours, friends. They’re protecting each other, but someone has to know something. And check the activities of Eddie and Paul. If either has militant connections, I want to know.” He sighed. “What else should we do?”


  “I ordered a trace on the knife,” Sullivan said. “Maybe they’re not that common over here.”


  “Good thinking. Who’d you put on it?”


  “Gibbs. You know how he loves shopping through the yellow pages.”


  They both laughed. Shy, diligent Constable Gibbs gave new meaning to the word “thorough”.


  “While he’s hunting, make sure he finds out when the shops are open so—”


  The intercom interrupted them, paging Inspector Green. Green slid down in his chair, hoping to escape notice.


  “That will be Adam Jules, wondering why I haven’t answered anyone’s calls. Answer for me, will you, and tell them I’m out on the road.”


  But when Sullivan returned from the phone some minutes later, he was tight-lipped and pale.


  “Carrie MacDonald’s place was hit a couple of hours ago. Turned upside down.”


  Horror slammed him. He had forgotten all about her police protection! He forced his lips around the words. “And Carrie?”


  “Dead.”


  Eleven


  Carrie MacDonald’s apartment building was ringed with squad cars by the time Green and Sullivan arrived. Revolving splashes of red flashed off the yellow plastic tape stretched all around the front yard and lobby. Curious neighbours and passers-by had already begun to gather. Green barrelled through the crowd to the policeman at the door.


  “What the hell happened?” he roared.


  “Dispatch got a 911 at two forty-six from the occupant of 106, sir,” the officer replied. “She reported a break-in—”


  “What about Carrie! Oh, goddamn it, I’ll see for myself!” Green rushed down the hall, ducked under the tape at the entrance to her apartment and started across the living room.


  “Hold it, Mike!”


  He swung around, startled. Lou Paquette from the Ident Unit was standing in the corner of the room, sketchbook in hand. He stared at Green incredulously.


  “Do you mind? Look at this place! You kick one paper out of the way and I might as well kiss the scene good-bye. Check with me, for fuck’s sake.”


  Green paused in his tracks, breathing deeply to restore calm. It would do no good to show his feelings. Glancing around, he realized the enormity of his error. The room was in chaos. Papers and clothing littered the carpet. Cushions had been tossed from the couch and chairs overturned. Seeing Green’s expression, Paquette nodded.


  “It was either one hell of a fight or someone was looking for something.”


  “Where?” Green croaked. “In her bedroom. MacPhail’s been called. Mike—” he called as Green turned gingerly to continue on his way, “my men aren’t done in there either.”


  Green paused in the doorway to the bedroom, shut his eyes and took three deep gulps of air. Through them he heard Paquette’s team muttering. There were two men in the room, one taking pictures, the other doing an initial search for physical evidence. With one final gulp of air, he opened his eyes. Carrie lay sprawled naked on her back across the bed, her head flung back and her expression frozen in surprise. Blood covered her forehead and settled in crusting pools beneath her head.


  “Oh, oh,” he heard someone say. “Green’s about to do his passing-out routine.”


  “I am not,” he replied, stepping over to the bedside. “What have we got? Gunshot wound?”


  “Yup,” said the Ident officer. “One shot between the eyes. But this time I think we got lucky. Look in her hand.” He pointed. Following his finger, Green forced himself to look back at the body. Past her long, blood-soaked locks, past her vacant blue eyes, down her outflung arm to her hand. There, clutched in her death grip, was his own necktie.


  


  Green was sitting by the toilet bowl resting his head in his hand when Sullivan found him. They were in the apartment next door, temporarily commandeered as a field command post. Teams from forensics and pathology buzzed about in the outer living room, and now and then shouts punctuated the hum.


  “Jeez, Mike, get a grip!” exclaimed Sullivan, leaning against the bathroom door. “Information is coming in fast and furious. We need to stay on top of it.”


  With an effort, Green rallied his professional front and pulled himself to his feet. “What have we got so far?”


  “MacPhail’s made a preliminary ETD between eleven a.m. and one p.m. He thinks she was dead three or four hours before she was found, shot from probably five to six feet away with a small caliber gun. Killer probably surprised her in bed. There are no defensive wounds and no sign of a struggle, just one neat, clean bullet to the head.”


  Green swallowed and groped for strength. “Any sign of sexual…?”


  “Assault?” Sullivan shook his head. “No obvious bruising or tearing, although of course MacPhail will have to check for semen. But I don’t think the motive for this was sex.”


  “No. This has to do with Jonathan Blair.” “Yeah, the mess was probably made after the murder. The killer was looking for something.”


  Green gripped the edge of the sink, swaying as a fresh wave of nausea swept over him. “I should have prevented this. Goddamn it, I told her I’d get her protection!”


  “Mike, who could have known—” “She left a ten-year old kid behind.” Green stiffened. “Fuck, the kid!”


  “We got the Children’s Aid to intercept her at the school bus, so she wouldn’t come home to this.”


  “Yeah, but her mother’s dead, her grandmother’s dead. She’s got nobody, all because I…” Green couldn’t finish.


  Sullivan sobered. “I know. It stinks. But she’s the one who talked to the press, not us.”


  “And that makes this her fault? I forgot! I forgot to arrange the protection.”


  “It probably wouldn’t have been approved anyway.”


  “I would have paid for the hotel out of my own pocket!”


  Sullivan touched his shoulder, frowning. “Hey buddy, it’s done. Don’t beat yourself up. The hit was fast, probably too fast to get protection in place anyway. The best we can do for her now is find her killer. At least now we have loads more forensic evidence to sift through. And—we have the tie! That’s something we didn’t have before. Forensics will put it through every test ever invented. We’ll get sweat, we’ll get skin cells, and they just might help us nail him!”


  Green stared at the faded tiles at his feet. “The tie’s mine.”


  “What?”


  He cleared his throat. “I said the tie’s mine.”


  “What the fuck is it doing here?”


  “I—I was here this morning to warn her about talking to the press. To tell her to move out for a few days, actually.”


  “But how—” Sullivan broke off, comprehension dawning. Green felt his cheeks flush hot. He felt Sullivan’s eyes upon him, disbelief gradually growing cold. “You stupid sonofabitch,” Sullivan muttered. “Never could keep it in your pants, could you? When are you going to grow up, Green?”


  “Sh-h!” Green swung the bathroom door shut. Anger, slow in coming, began to take hold. “For your information, nothing happened! I stopped it. But in trying to get away with my marriage vows intact, I forgot my tie. She must have brought it into her bedroom.” A deep flush crept up his neck as a thought occurred to him. Her eyes, when he left her that morning, had been hot with need.


  In spite of himself, Sullivan began to laugh. “This will look good in the headlines.”


  Green winced. “Could you maybe talk to Paquette? Keep a lid on this thing?”


  “Oh no, you can do your own clean-up. I wish you luck. There’s a dozen guys out there, and in half an hour they’ll all know Mike Green left his tie behind. You think they’ll sit on that? This is the best dirt they’ve had since you got married. We may be able to keep it out of the media, but sure as hell not out of the locker room.”


  Green leaned his head back against the bathroom wall. “Shit. If Sharon finds out…”


  “Hey, if nothing happened…”


  “The way things are right now, I’m not sure she’ll believe it.”


  “Maybe the gossip won’t reach her. She’s not exactly on the officers’ wives hotline.” Sullivan clapped him on the shoulder. “Come on, we’ve got a case to solve.”


  Reluctantly Green followed Sullivan back into Carrie MacDonald’s apartment. The bedroom door was closed, for which he was grateful. It allowed him to keep his detachment. Paquette and his men were covering the living room in a grid inch by inch, photographing, sketching, scraping and dusting. When he spotted them in the doorway, Paquette got up from his knees to join them, mopping sweat from his brow.


  “Any clue why he trashed the place?” he wheezed, coughing. “What was he looking for?”


  Green nodded. “She had drawn four sketches of people in the library at the time of the murder. I meant to bring them to the station, but unfortunately…” He trailed off, remembering how his hormones had chased all rational thought from his mind. “The killer was probably after them, or something else he thought incriminated him. If we can figure out what he took, we may have him.”


  It was four hours before the Ident Unit had worked its way through all Carrie’s papers and had handed them over to Green. He took five minutes to flip through them all before he looked up at Sullivan with a puzzled frown.


  “That’s funny. He’s taken two of the sketches. The dark-haired man with the mustache—our mystery student at the elevator.”


  “So? That’s good. The Haddads are dark-haired.”


  “But he also took the sketch of Jonathan Blair. What possible use is that?”


  All the way back to the police station, Green wrestled with that curious twist. Nothing fit together. Violence was no stranger to the man who had killed Blair and Carrie. He knew exactly when and where to strike, so his victims never had a chance. The knife and shirt had been found in Haddad’s garage, but Eddie and Paul Haddad were too fresh and guileless, too sheltered to be that deadly. It also bothered him that the sketch of Jonathan had been taken and that Jonathan’s wallet had never been found.


  But when he and Sullivan arrived back at his office to check field reports, he learned three facts which made him rethink his opinion.


  First, a preliminary memo from the officer looking into the Haddad sons’ background reported that Eddie belonged to the Arab League, a student group composed mainly of Muslim exchange students from Arab countries. Within the Arab League was a militant core which was anti-Western in its bias and highly inflammatory in its rhetoric. Eddie was not one of this inner circle—as a Canadian and a Christian he was excluded from full acceptance—but he hung around on the fringes eagerly soaking up the zeal.


  Secondly, on the night of Blair’s murder, a neighbour across the street from the Haddad house had been out walking his dog and had seen a dark silhouette slip out the side door of the Haddad house, climb on a bicycle and pedal away into the dark. The neighbour had been uncertain about the time, but guessed it was about ten.


  The third fact was almost icing on the cake. When Green checked the times at which the three Haddads had been brought in for questioning that day, he found the father and the younger son could not have killed Carrie. The father had been picked up at the store about eleven o’clock and Paul from a friend’s house in the south end of the city at eleven twenty-five. But Eddie had not been found until one-ten. He had skipped his morning shift at work and had arrived for the afternoon dishevelled and out of breath.


  And of course, Eddie had a mustache.


  


  “Jesus, why don’t we arrest him?” Sullivan exclaimed.


  Green sighed and rubbed his eyes. They were hunched over two Harvey’s All-dressed burgers, taking stock of the case. The sun was setting, and the Friday night tattoo-and-leather crowd was just emerging on Rideau Street, but both men barely noticed them. They had been at work for over twelve hours. Sullivan was anxious for some closure, but Green just couldn’t face going home.


  “The noose isn’t tight enough yet,” he replied doggedly. “We’ve got to substantiate the neighbour’s report that someone sneaked out that night. The family swears they were all home together. Eddie’s not going anywhere. When I’ve broken his alibi, we’ll pick him up.”


  “What are you talking about! He could skip to Lebanon on the very next plane.”


  Green fell silent. Sullivan was right. One person was already dead because of his failure to act. And if Eddie did skip, it would be the end of both their careers. Great, he thought, marriage and career both dead in one fell swoop.


  “I’ll tell you what. I’ll put a surveillance team on him to make sure he doesn’t skip. If I can prove it was him who sneaked out that night, we’ll go straight out to pick him up. For now, go home and get some sleep.”


  “What about you?”


  “I…” Green wavered. The time for Shabbat dinner had come and gone. Sharon would have waited a while, then lit the candles, sung the prayers and gone on without him. He felt a twinge of regret. Shabbat was supposed to be about sharing. But he didn’t even know whether Sharon had begun her shift early or late tonight, or indeed at all.


  Sullivan had always been a fierce believer in marriage, both Green’s and his own. How could he tell him what was happening? Sullivan would see it as all his fault. You have to put your family first, he’d lectured after Green’s first wife left. Sullivan played hockey with his boys on the front drive, sat in the front row at his daughter’s dance recitals and got sappy poems from his kids on Father’s Day. Green wondered what his own first real Father’s Day would be like this year, with Sharon not speaking to him and his son barely knowing who he was.


  And whose fault is that? a small voice said. If you hurry, you can still catch the candles before they burn down completely.


  “I’m going to shake the tree a little first,” he replied.


  


  The Haddads lived in a small post-war bungalow in a modest suburb. Moonlight tipped the white blossoms of the bridal wreath spirea dwarfing the front walk, and a wispy breeze stirred the humid air. As Green approached the front walk, he heard voices raised in anger. A moment later, the front door flung back, and Paul stormed out, hurling obscenities in his wake.


  “Fuck you! Fuck all of you! Maybe I’ll let the goddamn cops know what kind of family we really are!”


  “Paulie!” came two male shouts from within, but he had slammed the door.


  He stomped down the cracked cement walk, head down and cursing, until he literally collided with Green. He recoiled, eyes wide with fright. “What the fuck!”


  Green placed his fingers to his lips and steered him adroitly down the path. “Just a few questions.”


  Paul jerked his arm loose. “If you think I’m talking to you, you’re out of your mind!”


  “You got to talk to somebody sometime, Paul. You can’t keep it inside forever.”


  “I’m not talking to you!”


  “They want you to lie for them, don’t they?”


  Paul turned ghostly in the moonlight. “What are you talking about?”


  “Say you were all home all night Tuesday.”


  “It’s true!”


  “No, it’s not. One of you sneaked out. Neighbours have eyes, you know. I’m betting it was you.”


  Paul backed up, shaking his head. “It wasn’t me!”


  “You’re blaming Eddie again?”


  “No! I’m not blaming Eddie.”


  “Let me see your bicycle.”


  “Why?”


  “Because the neighbour saw the bicycle.”


  “I don’t have to show you anything!”


  Green shook his head with a sigh. “Tough guy. Okay, Paulie, get in my car. We’ll go downtown.”


  “Eddie rides my bike! All the time, without asking me!”


  “So it was Eddie?”


  Paul turned in a circle like a caged animal, swearing softly. “It’s always Eddie. Goddamn prick, you’d think he was a saint the way they act. It’s always me that catches the shit!”


  Green let Paul continue on his way, humbled and scared, and turned his attention back to the house. It was silent now, and the grey light of the television flickered on the drapes. He was all set to ring the bell and confront Eddie when he heard a low whistle from across the street. Inside a dark brown Taurus parked at the curb, he could just make out a figure beckoning to him. It proved to be Constable Wicks, who had been assigned to surveillance.


  “Do you want me to stay, sir, or are you handling things from here on?”


  Green vacillated then climbed in the car. “Let’s watch them a bit, see if we learn anything interesting. This family is beginning to crack apart at the seams.”


  Over the next hour they shared a thermos of coffee and a doughnut. As it passed eleven, the lights gradually began to go out in the house.


  Beside him, the officer yawned. “They’re not cracking apart very fast, sir, that’s for sure.”


  Green held up his hand. A shadow of movement had caught his eye. Straining to see through the darkness, he made out a stealthy figure slipping past the overgrown lilacs at the side of the house. The figure emerged onto the driveway, wheeling a bike, and coasted down the drive towards them. By the time he hit the street he was pedalling hard. As he swung left in front of them, Green caught a glimpse of a mustache.


  “Follow him! Carefully!”


  Eddie pedalled at a steady thirty kilometres an hour, a fast, experienced cyclist familiar with his route. They trailed him for fifteen minutes through the looping suburban crescents and out onto Alta Vista Drive, but at the busy intersection of Riverside and Industrial Avenue, they lost him. Sitting at the traffic light, they watched helplessly as he turned off onto a bicycle path and vanished into the trees.


  Constable Wicks broke in on Green’s cursing. “We could go ahead and try to catch him at the other end.”


  Green shook his head. “There are too many exits. He’s going downtown, but where?”


  “At this hour, a bar in the market, maybe?”


  Green smacked the dashboard. “Let’s go back to his house and wait for him to come home. Then he’ll bloody well tell me.”


  It was five a.m., however, before Eddie Haddad pedalled wearily back up the street. Sunrise cast shafts of lemony light between the houses. Constable Wicks was fast asleep behind the wheel, and Green had spent the last few hours trying to keep his mind on the case and off the wreckage of his life. Carrie MacDonald kept floating into view, luscious, playful and despite all she had been through, so fatally naïve. How had the killer got in? Why had she been naked? Why so unsuspecting while the killer aimed the deadly bullet at her head? Had she been asleep, maybe dreaming of him? Why hadn’t he sent someone to protect her? Why hadn’t he stayed with her himself? She had needed him. He could hear her cries ringing in his ears.


  He shut his eyes, trying to escape. Only to see Sharon slumped at the kitchen table, her head in her hands, her voice too weary for a fight. She would be at work right now, in this god-forsaken dead of night, probably holding some insomniac’s shaky hand and scrounging within herself for the strength to comfort.


  He forced his eyes open again. Come home, Eddie, he entreated silently, before I crack up. But it was another two hours before he drifted off into a twilight sleep. The ticking of bicycle gears jolted him awake. He leaped out of the car just as the youth pedalled past. Startled, Eddie nearly fell off his bike.


  “Into the car!” Green grabbed him by the scruff of the neck. Eddie was so panic-stricken that he obeyed without question. Only when they were both seated in the back seat did he recover some bluster.


  “What the hell are you doing? Spying on me?”


  “Exactly. And you’ve got a lot to explain. Where did you go tonight?”


  “None of your goddamn business!”


  Green held his thumb and forefinger an inch apart in front of Eddie’s face. “Listen, Eddie, you’re about this far away from a double murder charge, so you better start talking. Your alibi’s blown. A neighbour saw you sneak out of the house at ten p.m. on the night Blair died. I’ve seen the speed you ride that bike. For you it would be a piece of cake to make it down to the library for ten forty-five. So if you didn’t murder Jonathan Blair, you better tell me where the hell you went!”


  Constable Wicks had been rudely awakened by the scuffle and now twisted around so that he could watch them. Listening to Green, Eddie’s eyes darted first to the door handle and then back to the two men. Seeing himself outnumbered, he deflated.


  “I didn’t kill Blair!” he whined. “I wasn’t anywhere near there. I just went out.”


  “Where?”


  “Nowhere. Just…to hang out with a friend.”


  “What friend?”


  “A…a friend, that’s all. They’re not part of this.”


  “You think I’ll just take your word for it? Name!”


  Eddie hung his head. “Just…just a girl. I—I don’t even know her name.”


  Green raised an eyebrow. “A girl? You spent the night with a girl?”


  “Hey, listen, a guy’s got to—”


  “Where?”


  Eddie licked his lips. “Ah…her house. Her parents’ house.” Green snorted. “So you sneaked out of your house, sneaked into hers, into her room, slept with her and sneaked out again before morning. All without her parents knowing?”


  Eddie attempted a laugh. Colour was returning to his cheeks. “Yeah. You never been young?”


  “Oh, I remember vividly. I still need a name or an address. Something I can verify.”


  The colour faded again. “I—I don’t remember.”


  “Bullshit! I remember every girl I laid when I was your age. You dream about it for weeks. Now, name and address.”


  “I can’t tell you. I can’t.”


  “What? You think you’ll get in trouble?”


  “No.” Almost inaudibly. “She will.”


  Green hesitated. He sensed fear, but not of him. “Look Eddie, I can be subtle when it’s not five a.m. I’ll talk to her quietly, without tipping off her family. But I have to verify your story.”


  Eddie twisted around to look directly at him. “And if I don’t tell you, you’ll charge me with murder.”


  “It’s a strong possibility.”


  “Then charge me. Because you won’t get her name out of me.” His voice quivered with passion. “I won’t betray her like that.”


  


  God, the purity of first love, Green thought as he dragged himself up the stairs towards his apartment. The flame so unwavering, the truth so clear. Not like his own murky mess. God knows what lay in store for him when he opened his door. Sharon would be just home from her night shift, drained and full of recriminations. What would he say? What could he say?


  He found her sitting at the kitchen table, still dressed in her work clothes and sipping a cup of tea. The empty candlesticks had been pushed aside, and the morning newspaper was spread out on the table, headlining the news of Carrie’s murder. She raised her head as he appeared.


  “Oh honey,” she murmured, “this must be awful for you.”


  There was a softness in her eyes and a warmth in her voice that he had almost forgotten. Without warning, tears scalded his eyes and he turned away to hide them.


  She stood up and moved to the stove. “Come, Mike. You’ll feel better with some tea.”


  On rubber legs he eased himself into the chair opposite hers and watched her blurrily as she worked at the counter. He ached for the old days, when she would have taken him into her arms without hesitation. “I…I’m sorry I’ve been—” he tried when he could trust himself.


  “I know.” She turned to put his cup in front of him. “Mike, some day we have to talk, but now is not the time. Not after the day you’ve had.”


  “I don’t deserve this,” he murmured, resting his head in his hands. Grief, guilt and gratitude welled inside. He felt her fingers stroke his hair and he longed to wrap his arms around her waist. But all too soon, she withdrew and sat back down across from him.


  “It’s okay, honey,” she said. “You’re exhausted. Drink your tea, and then go to bed. I’ll leave Tony at Mrs. Louks so nothing will disturb you.”


  


  He awoke with a start to a loud hammering at the door. Shaking the fog from his head, he peered at the night table clock. One-fifteen. One-fifteen! Sunlight poured through a crack in the drapes. He bolted out of bed, groping for the pair of trousers that lay crumpled by the bed.


  The hammering grew louder, and when he opened the front door, Jules strode past him into the hall. He was purple as he seized the phone lying disconnected on the hall table.


  “How dare you unplug your phone in the middle of so important a case! You’ve left a half-dozen men milling aimlessly around downtown, a psychology professor without any direction, a stack of unanswered calls from the Deputy Chief, and these—” he flung a fistful of reports down on the hall table “—accumulating unnoticed on your desk.”


  Green struggled to collect his wits. “My wife must have disconnected the phone to let me sleep. I only got in at seven-thirty this morning, Adam. I was on a stake-out all night.”


  “You’re an inspector. I don’t need you on stake-outs, I need you in your office, providing direction.”


  “I have to know where I’m going before I can do that,” Green retorted. “I’m coming in. Tell everyone to keep their pants on. I’ll just grab a coffee and a bagel—”


  “No time!”


  “Adam, I haven’t eaten in over fifteen hours! Do you want me to have any functioning brain cells left?” He met Jules’ steely eyes. “Tell Dr. Baker I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”


  When his coffee, juice and bagel were ready, he turned his mind to the reports. He quickly discovered that, contrary to Jules’ belief, he had read most of them already. I am on top of this case, he thought with annoyance. Every conceivable lead is being followed up.


  Two reports were new to him, however, and since they pertained to the Haddad family’s activities just prior to Blair’s death, he bent over them eagerly as he gulped his coffee. A ticket agent at the Air Canada check-in counter remembered a very excited Lebanese family who had arrived to check a female relative onto a flight for New York. He had noticed the woman first of all because she was beautiful and secondly because she was crying. The men had argued among themselves in a mixture of Lebanese and English, so that the agent had only a partial grasp of the content. They seemed to be arguing about what to do next and how much they should tell the family in Beirut.


  A girl who had been on the cash at the gift shop near the observation deck on Tuesday remembered three men who had stood at the observation window for about half an hour, arguing loudly in a combination of languages. After watching a jet take off, they had left together, sullen and subdued, at about eight-thirty.


  Telephone records indicated that the elder Haddad had made half-a-dozen long-distance phone calls to Beirut between Sunday, June 8 and Tuesday, June 10, the last recorded at six forty-five p.m. Monday. No doubt to inform Raquel’s father in Beirut of the flight number and arrival time of her flight home.


  Green studied the phone records curiously. There had been a tremendous flurry of activity in the two days preceding her departure to Beirut. What had happened to cause the sudden panic? Phone calls between Beirut and Ottawa prior to June 8 had averaged about two a month, always at the Sunday discount rates.


  All these bits of evidence lent credence to the Haddads’ version of events. Somehow they had discovered Raquel was too involved with a Canadian boy and they had taken immediate, concrete action to end it. Emergency arrangements had been coordinated by phone with relatives in Lebanon, plane tickets booked, and the rebellious young woman personally escorted onto the aircraft. Archaic, perhaps, but perfectly above board. No outcry for vengeance and murder.


  Only Eddie, full of youthful ideals, might have thought differently. Even worse, his alibi had been proven false; he had sneaked out of the house shortly before the murder and refused to give verifiable details about where he had gone. Still, it was much easier to picture Eddie swinging up a flower trellis to his lover’s window than driving a knife through another man’s ribs.


  But if Eddie didn’t do it, what was the explanation for the knife and shirt found in the garage? The Haddad family said they must have been planted, an excuse he had heard a hundred times before. But what if this time it was true? Who would have framed them? Someone else with a motive for murder.


  That idea brought him full circle back to the research data. To David Miller, Joe Difalco, Rosalind Simmons and even Myles Halton himself. Which one had wanted Blair silenced, and. more importantly, which one had the capacity to do it? The answers to these questions, he hoped, lay with Dr. Stan Baker and the computer files.


  Aware of the tenuous thread by which his marriage hung, he searched about for some paper on which to leave Sharon a note of thanks. Earlier, she had reached out to him, however tentatively, and now it was his turn to reciprocate. It was then that he noticed the local tabloid crammed into the garbage can in the corner. He fished it out, curious that Sharon would have allowed the sensationalist rag to cross the threshold and wondering if she had noticed more news about the murders. Worse, he discovered. The headline was sprawled across the front page: “No Progress in Blair Case.”


  And underneath was a picture of himself with the caption: “Investigator’s tie found in nude victim’s hand.”


  “Fuck,” he muttered, a sick feeling settling in the pit of his stomach. It grew as the story, upon reading, proved even worse than the headline. One of Carrie’s neighbours had spotted Green buttoning his shirt as he ran from the apartment, and the reporter had somehow managed to hint, while deftly skirting the libel laws, that he’d been having an affair with Carrie MacDonald and was now stalling the investigation to prevent this from coming to light.


  “Fuck. Fuck,” he repeated, his head in his hands. What had Sharon thought? What had she done?


  It took him thirty seconds to check through the apartment and confirm his fears. Tony’s favourite blanket and toys were gone from his crib, Sharon’s toothbrush was gone from its puddle, and her car was not in its parking space below.


  “Bloody hell!” he exclaimed and headed across the hall to Mrs. Louks. But Tony was not there. Sharon had picked him up in a great hurry two hours earlier, and although she had not said where she was going, she had been juggling a suitcase and Tony’s baby seat.


  Green took a deep breath to calm himself as he returned to the apartment. It could be nothing, he tried to tell himself. She had said earlier that she wanted to let him sleep in peace. It was a beautiful sunny day; maybe she had taken the baby to the beach or on a picnic, and she would be back in a few hours, teasing him about his panic. In the meantime, worrying was not going to get Jules and Lynch and the whole damn press corps off his back. Solving the case would.


  Trying to be an optimist, he wrote her a big note: “Darling, I’m at work. Please call me. Thanks and love always”, and left for the university to meet Dr. Baker, bypassing the police station and the clamour of the squad room. If no one saw him, no one could demand an explanation for the tie.


  He found the little round professor hunched over a computer staring at an array of columns on the screen. His assistant Melanie sat cross-legged on the floor, poring over numbers. Baker’s eyes were bloodshot and his thinning hair stood on end. He gazed at Green as if he were an apparition from another galaxy.


  “What have you got for us, professor?”


  Baker shook his head slowly back and forth. “These numbers. It’s the damnedest thing.”


  “Well, that’s your ballpark, not mine. Are you ready to give me a report?”


  Baker stared at the screen, then flipped through a stack of computer print-outs, pausing now and then to peer at something. For a long while he said nothing. Green was beginning to think the man had forgotten his presence, when he suddenly slammed his books shut and stood up.


  “Yes. Let’s get a cup of coffee.”


  Leaving Melanie to her perusal of the numbers, they went down to the little sidewalk café.


  “We’ll have to talk fast,” Green began. “The brass is hounding me.”


  “Do you want the long answer or the short answer?” Baker asked, a large muffin poised at his lips.


  “The short one for now.”


  “David Miller is your culprit.”


  Green whistled. “So the data does support Difalco’s work?”


  Baker put the muffin down. “You want the long answer now?”


  “Isn’t there a simple yes or no to that?”


  “Yes, there is. It’s yes. The data does support Difalco’s work. All Jonathan Blair’s findings are consistent with Difalco’s. Blair had concluded the same thing the day before he died.”


  “Then how come there’s a long answer?”


  “Well…” Baker finally crammed the muffin into his mouth, and Green had to wait while he chewed. “You’ve got to admire Miller’s work. He’s a genius. He’s head and shoulders above most people. I couldn’t figure out how he generated the simulation of Difalco’s work and managed to make his numbers fit the way he wanted.” He licked crumbs from his fingers. “There’s a new book from a cognitive neuroscience conference in Denmark that I want to check, but I’ve had to order it up from McGill. The University of Ottawa library says their copy is signed out to: guess who? Our guy Miller.”


  The professor looked as if he had single-handedly uncovered the key to the mystery. Green frowned warily. “What’s odd about that? Miller is doing research in the field.”


  “But the timing! The coincidence—a new book out, and he’s got it. It’s highly suspicious, don’t you think? Plus, I’ve tried calling him to borrow the book, and he’s not returning my calls. I’ll bet he used that book to help with his simulations.”


  Melanie and the thousand dollars a day notwithstanding, Professor Baker was clearly relishing his role as computer sleuth. His eyes danced as his imagination took flight. Green cast about for some gentle brakes. “I thought you said he faked them.”


  “He must have, but how?” Reverence mixed with determination on Baker’s face. A man not unlike myself, Green thought, fascinated by the mystery of facts. “It’s so damn clever, so well hidden. Just a couple of small changes in the algorithm, like a weighting factor here or a regression sequence there, and it throws Difalco’s data off completely. But the real beauty of it is that Miller’s own research data fit together properly too. He could have fooled Halton, me— hell, the whole scientific community! He would have been the one to go to Yale on a research fellowship, and no one would have known he was a fake. If Difalco hadn’t stuck up for himself, and if Halton hadn’t asked Blair to do an independent replication…”


  “Blair wouldn’t be dead.”


  Baker blinked. “Well, yes, there’s that. But evoked potential word processing research might have gone off in the wrong direction for years. That’s the point. Miller’s that convincing.” He shook his head ruefully. “I don’t envy Myles the job of cleaning up this mess.”


  “He fired Miller already.”


  “Well, yes, but Myles was supposed to present this research in Stockholm next month, and this is going to be a major blow to his credibility. Plus, Yale won’t want to touch him with a ten-foot pole now. It’s going to be a long while before his work is credible again.”


  “Was it credible before?”


  “Oh very. And potentially very useful too, which of course was what he wanted.”


  “What do you mean?”


  Baker seemed to hesitate as if he had overstepped his bounds, then reached for another muffin. “Well, you know we are often influenced in our choice of career by personal problems. Wilder Penfield, the great pioneer in brain surgery, had a sister with epilepsy. Halton has a son in an institution, brain-damaged from birth. Myles was a graduate student at Berkeley at the time.”


  Green masked his surprise. “I only knew about the two daughters.”


  Baker shook his head as he chewed. “He never talks about it. Some deep dark secret, I gather. But it’s his driving force, so to speak. That and, let’s face it, he’s ambitious as hell.”


  Twelve


  Afterwards, Green was so deep in thought as he arrived back at his office that he failed to see Marianne Blair’s executive assistant lying in wait outside his door. Peter Weiss seized him by the elbow and spun him around.


  “You haven’t answered any of my calls.”


  Green shook him off. Around the squad room, heads turned curiously. “Do you want the case solved or do you want me chatting on the phone?”


  “From what I hear you’ve been busy sleeping with witnesses.” “Actually, I was up all night watching a suspect.”


  Weiss wrinkled his nose as if smelling a foul odour. “An Arab. Yes, I know.”


  Green hesitated. Weiss must be getting his information from somewhere else. He hoped it was Jules. “A Canadian, Mr. Weiss. Of Lebanese origin.”


  “CSIS should be informed.”


  Green rolled his eyes. “This has nothing to do with international terrorism, or with Mrs. Blair for that matter. This is about Jonathan’s girlfriend.”


  “Then you’re naïve, Inspector,” Weiss retorted. “If it’s an Arab, it’s political. If it’s a Jew, it’s political, if it’s a black, it’s political—”


  “That’s your problem,” Green snapped, pushing past Weiss into his office. “I’m just investigating a homicide, and so far, the only politics involved are the ones I have to play with you guys. I don’t mean to be rude, and there’s no disrespect implied, but you’re wasting precious time. I’ll phone Mrs. Blair myself.” He picked up the phone as if to convey his sincerity. “I’ll tell her all I can. But I have several urgent leads to follow up, and that’s where I can help her the most.”


  Weiss glowered in the doorway, searching for a toe-hold of authority. When Green began to dial, he spun on his heel and stalked out, flicking at the sleeves of his linen suit as if to rid himself of the taint of crime. Green’s tone with Marianne Blair was more diplomatic, but his message much the same. After dispensing with her as quickly as possible, he flipped hopefully through his stack of phone messages, but none was from Sharon. He called home but got the answering machine. It’s still early, he told himself. She could still be at the beach or at a friend’s, especially if she didn’t have to work until the evening. Full of hope, he called the ward where she worked, but the ward clerk told him Sharon had called in sick earlier in the day and requested a few days off. The woman was surprised he didn’t know and asked if Sharon was all right, because she had sounded strained and upset.


  Green hung up, fighting a sense of foreboding. It was time for some serious damage control. He had to explain the necktie, but to do that he had to find her. That meant calling her friends, all smart, capable nurses like herself, who thought he was cute but entirely unreliable as a life partner. It meant calling his in-laws, who had been keeping their fingers crossed ever since their career-woman daughter had finally reeled in this rather unlikely marital prospect—Jewish at least, but a divorced policeman who’d forget to eat, sleep or change his clothes if no one was there to stand over him. His mother-inlaw’s screech would echo all the way from Mississauga, and his father-in-law would have them both packed on the next plane up. Green shuddered. Could he face that? On top of Lynch, Weiss, Marianne Blair and all the other naysayers on his back right now?


  Closer to home and easier to drop in on without inventing excuses was his father, whom Sharon adored. She knew he stayed alive only for the moments he could spend with his son and grandson. She would never leave town without visiting him to say good-bye, and no matter what excuse she gave, his father would know the truth. For a man who sat alone in his apartment all day watching TV, Sid Green had an uncanny knack for reading people. He would know if Sharon were leaving for good.


  But Sid Green’s knack for seeing through people might prove tricky, Green realized as he knocked and breezed into his father’s living room, trying to look cheerful. Sid looked up from his chair, where he was watching some indeterminate soap opera. There were spikes of bristle on his chin which his razor had missed, but at least he was still trying to shave, Green thought.


  “What’s going on?” his father demanded irritably. Any change to his routine, no matter how pleasant, seemed to irritate him.


  Green held up a paper bag. “I brought you cheese bagels from Nate’s. You hungry?”


  Sid said nothing, but watched his son suspiciously as he slipped into the tiny kitchenette to heat up the food. Sensing the heavy silence, Green stalled in the kitchen, looking for an oblique approach to his inquiry. But as it turned out, he didn’t need one. Returning to the living room, he found his father’s rheumy eyes fixed on him knowingly.


  “Sharon was here.”


  Green kept his expression neutral. “Oh, really? When?”


  “She already bought me cheese bagels from Nate’s. She made some for her and me, but she didn’t touch her own.”


  “Did she…say anything?”


  Still Sid held his gaze balefully. “She brought me some new pictures. Mishka, don’t do this to me again.”


  Green blinked. “Do what?”


  “Chase her away. She will move to Toronto and take Tony away from me. When I am dead, that will be time enough to get a divorce.”


  “Hey, Dad, she brought over some baby pictures. Who’s talking about divorce?”


  Sid didn’t reply, and Green felt his heart turn to stone. “Was she?”


  Sid took a deep breath. “She took a picture from the drawer when she put her pictures away. She doesn’t think I saw, but she took the picture of you with your mother at the river. That time you carried her down there just before she died.”


  Our last family picnic, on my twenty-first birthday, Green thought. Sharon had always admired that picture, but surely she knew how his father cherished it! “God, Dad, I’m sorry.”


  “I have copies. But why did she do that, Mishka? To have a memory of you together, for Tony, when she takes him to Toronto.”


  Green felt sick, but he forced himself to laugh. “She’s not going to Toronto, Dad. I asked her to get that picture. I…well, I need it for something.”


  He didn’t know how he was going to cover up that lie, but right now it was the least of his worries. He stayed a few minutes longer, filling the silence with chatter, but he knew his father was unconvinced. As Green left, he searched for a way to cheer him up. Depression and loss could be fatal.


  Passing a pharmacy on his way back to the car, he saw a window display advertising gifts for Father’s Day the next week. Some Father’s Day, he thought grimly. My wife and son in Toronto and my father near his deathbed, full of reproach. It was then that he thought of how to explain the lie. Blown up and beautifully framed, the picture would make a perfect Father’s Day gift. To a man mired in memories, it would be more touching than a hundred sweaters or dressing gowns. The problem was that if Sharon had indeed gone back to Toronto, he would have to steal yet another picture to make the gift.


  Back in the office, there was still no message from her. Had she really left without a single word to him? Anger flared briefly. How dare she have so little faith! And so little appreciation of the pressures he was under? She’d seen him smeared in the press before, and she knew better than to believe a word they said! Surely when she calmed down in a few hours, even a day or two, she’d remember that. Reassured, he decided not to call anyone else, at least not just yet. If she still wasn’t back tomorrow, he’d begin the search in earnest. But she’d be back. She’d stuck by him before, kicking and screaming but still there, through worse than this.


  Having forced his worry into the back of his mind, he turned back to the phone messages that had collected. More than half were from the press, and he tossed them into the waste basket. Fat chance I’ll call you bastards, he thought grimly. All you want is a juicy pound of flesh for the headlines. Carrie’s murder and my tie had done nicely today, but what about tomorrow? In the absence of anything else, perhaps a nice little story about my collapsing marriage. Or my inability to protect witnesses and my failure to charge the suspect staring me in the face.


  Contrary to popular opinion, nothing was staring him in the face but reams and reams of information. To tease out the answer, to make sense of all the conflicting tides, could take days. The crux of the puzzle lay in the motive. Everyone else was betting on the Haddads. Sex and revenge were feelings the public—and his fellow cops—could understand far more easily than the panic of professional humiliation and lost dreams. On the surface too, the evidence clearly favoured Eddie Haddad— the knife, the bloody shirt, the lies about his whereabouts.


  Sullivan, Jules and Marianne Blair were right. Most policemen would have arrested Eddie on the spot. So why was he holding back? On a mere hunch, based on the panic in Eddie’s voice and the earnest look in his eyes? Or was he, as Sullivan the pragmatist often accused him, winging out into the wild blue yonder, seduced by the complex psychic web of Halton’s group? There was a mystery there, as fascinating and sinister as any he’d encountered, but perhaps it was irrelevant. Perhaps Blair’s murder was a mere lucky coincidence for the student who had perpetrated the fraud. Green hated coincidences, the enemy of deduction, but sometimes they were true. Sometimes the obvious suspect was the right one.


  But just then a shadow blocked his doorway, and he looked up to see Brian Sullivan leaning against the frame. He tossed a file down on Green’s desk.


  “Well, buddy, if you were looking for an easy answer to our problems, you can forget it.”


  


  “There’s not one fingerprint in Carrie’s whole apartment!” Green echoed incredulously.


  Sullivan shook his head. His hair stood in straw tufts, and his eyes were red from rubbing. “Nothing useful, and no fibres or tissue we can pin down either. This killer’s no fool. He anticipated all the angles.” Sullivan sighed. “And that’s not all the bad news, buddy. The black hair we got from the shirt? It doesn’t match any of the Haddads. Not even Eddie’s.”


  Despite the forensic dead ends, Green felt a surge of triumph. His intuition had been right! Better than all the computer scans, the forensic minutiae and the balancing of probabilities that formed the core of everyday detective work.


  “It doesn’t really mean anything,” Sullivan muttered, dropping into the chair opposite. “I mean, it weakens the case against Eddie, but it doesn’t kill it. One black hair…it could have been there for months.”


  “The shirt was washed.”


  “Spot washed, forensics says. Mike, it’s staring you in the face. The kid is as guilty as hell.”


  Green wavered. He remembered the neat little bullet hole in the centre of Carrie’s forehead and felt a hard fist form in his chest. He rose. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe—”


  The phone shrilled at his elbow, making them jump. Green pounced on it, hoping it was Sharon, but instead the gravel voice of the desk sergeant came through.


  “There’s a Mr. Pierre Haddad down here, Inspector. He insists on seeing you.”


  Raquel’s uncle was tight-lipped and grim as Green ushered him into an interview room near his office, and when he spoke, it was obvious he had rehearsed the speech carefully.


  “Inspector Green, you notice I have brought no lawyer with me. That is because I want to cooperate with the police. My sons and I have done nothing wrong, and we trust that the Canadian justice system will not betray us. I know that the knife and shirt from the murder were found in my garage. I know that my son Edward has lied about being home with us that night. We have talked about it and I believe his explanation. I also believe that you are an honourable man and did not put the knife there. So I appeal to you, as an honourable man, to listen to our side of the story. There can be only one explanation. The Haddad family has been framed.”


  Although he had just been thinking the same thing, Green tried to look sceptical. He arched an eyebrow. “Framed? Why would someone do that?”


  Haddad looked at him as if he thought him a complete fool. “Obviously, so you would blame us instead of him.”


  “I mean, why you?”


  “Perhaps someone saw the boys arguing with Jonathan Blair earlier and took advantage of the situation.”


  “A pretty long shot, Mr. Haddad. They’d have to know who your sons were, who Raquel was and her connection to Jonathan, and they’d have to want Blair dead. Not many people fit that bill.”


  “Probably only one, Inspector. The murderer.”


  Green continued to play devil’s advocate, using Haddad to explore the theory. “It leaves a lot to chance, and it implies Blair’s murder was a spur of the moment thing. When the killer sees a chance to blame your sons, he goes off to the library and sticks a knife in Blair’s gut. That’s another thing— the knife. He had to get himself a Bedouin knife.”


  Haddad waved a hand in dismissal. “Those things are everywhere.”


  “But he’d have to buy it. The fight with Blair was at six-thirty. Many stores are closed at that hour on Tuesday, and even so, it probably would take him more time to hunt one up.” Green shook his head. Detective Gibbs had not yet been able to find where the knife had been bought, and Green knew that if it took Gibbs this long, it would take the killer even longer. “This was much longer in the planning, I’m afraid.”


  “Then it was planned to blame my son Eddie,” retorted Haddad.


  Green analyzed the implications. “For that, the killer would have to know an awful lot about your family.”


  “Raquel could have told anybody about us. That is how the killer could know everything. Even that we did not want her to see Jonathan Blair.”


  Green took the reasoning one step further. For this frame to work, it was equally important that the family know about her affair with Jonathan. The killer needed the Haddads to make a fuss and to make public their hostility towards Blair. Yet the Haddads said she never talked to them about her friends.


  “Tell me,” he asked as casually as he could. “How did you find out Raquel was seeing him? Did she tell you?”


  Haddad took a deep breath. The faint pink of shame tinged his cheeks. “Jonathan wasn’t the only one. There were others before. When Raquel came to this country, she seemed to go wild. She is so beautiful. The men, everywhere, they chase her. She liked it. She saw how the Canadian women do what they want, go out with boys, choose whoever they want, and she wanted that too. Even before I knew about Jonathan, I decided to send Raquel back to Beirut when her courses were over. But then I found out they were going to move in together.”


  Green hid his surprise. Certainly Jonathan’s mother knew nothing of such plans. In fact Jonathan had told his father only days before his death that he was coming back to Vancouver, perhaps for good.


  “What makes you think that?” he demanded.


  “I found a note from Jonathan to Raquel. It was a—a…” Haddad flushed. “A love letter. Disgusting. Jonathan talked about getting an apartment next week. That made up my mind for sure.”


  Green frowned. “Where did you find this note?”


  “Last Sunday night my boy Paulie found the note on the front walk. She must have dropped it on her way in. When I read it, I said that’s enough.”


  And that’s when the phone calls to Lebanon began, Green thought to himself. “Did you ask Raquel about the note?”


  Haddad nodded ruefully. “Tuesday afternoon, at the university. That was the argument you know about. I asked her about the note and I told her about Lebanon.”


  “What did she say about the note?”


  “She said it’s not true. There is no note. Jonathan and her are not…together. But Raquel always lied to me. Hid things from me.”


  Green’s antennae began to quiver. “Do you still have the note?”


  Haddad reached into his pocket and extracted a folded sheet of paper. He held it a moment in trembling hands before reluctantly handing it over.


  
    My Darling,


    I can’t stay away from you! I grow hard just writing this note. I want you, I need you, and I’m sick of sneaking around and grabbing stolen hours with you. To hell with your uncle. To hell with my mother and the stuffed shirts we work with. We’re going to do it! I’ll tell my mother I’m taking a trip, we’ll get that place and we can stay in bed for the rest of our lives! I can’t believe I’ll be able to fuck you whenever I want you. Which is always! Only one more week! Hold on, baby. I am, hard as it is (just the way you like it). I love you madly!


    Jonathan

  


  


  Sullivan reread the note, then held it up to study it from a distance. They were sitting in Green’s office, having thanked Pierre Haddad for his help and promising to get back to him. The plastic evidence bag crackled in Sullivan’s hands. Inside was an eight-by-eleven sheet of standard white computer paper.


  “Pretty impersonal way to send a love note,” Green muttered. “Looks more like an office memo.”


  “People who do everything by computer operate like that. I get lots of memos just printed by computer. Nobody bothers with writing anymore. At least the guy signed it.”


  “Right…” Green rested his head in his hand. “But you’ve got to admit, it’s pretty damn convenient. Hardly anything we can match it to, to check if Blair really wrote it…and this business of it ‘accidentally’ dropping on Pierre’s front walk. Give me a break.”


  “You’re saying it’s a plant?”


  Green swivelled to face Sullivan. “Let me ask you this. What would be your reaction if you found a note like this from Lizzie’s boyfriend?”


  Sullivan grinned. “Lizzie’s only sixteen. I’d kill the guy.”


  “But if—”


  “What every father’s would be, Mike. Furious. Just like the Haddads. I’d probably try to send her to my sister in Alberta.”


  “So this note would be almost sure to provoke a reaction?”


  “Absolutely. He pushes all the buttons—crude sex, defiance of parents…just wait till you have a daughter, Mike. You’ll want to protect her from the likes of us till she’s thirty-five!”


  I have a daughter, Green thought with a sudden pang. A daughter and a son, but perhaps I’ll never get to know either. He forced the idea out of his mind with an effort. “This killer is clever, Brian. Look at the frame!”


  “If it is a frame,” Sullivan reminded him. “The only thing we have to substantiate that theory is one black hair. And that could belong to Eddie Haddad’s girlfriend, for all we know.”


  “But it doesn’t. It belongs to the killer.”


  “As they say, tell that to the judge.”


  Green swivelled his chair back to his desk and stood up. “Let’s get this down to Paquette and see what forensics can find. Then we’ll take it over to the documents guy at the RCMP lab and see if it’s really Blair’s signature. Maybe then we’ll have more than one black hair.”


  Green had hoped to get the note analyzed quickly, but just as he and Sullivan were crossing the main lobby towards the Ident Unit, Deputy Chief Lynch emerged from the elevator. Clutched in his fist was a newspaper. Oh fuck, Green thought to himself.


  “Green! Get over here!”


  Green sent Sullivan on ahead to Paquette’s lab and steeled himself to face Lynch, who propelled him into an empty waiting room and slammed the door behind them.


  “I don’t need this shit!” Lynch flung the tabloid down on a chair. “I put myself on the line for you. I promised the bigshots you could deliver, and what do you give me? This!” He stabbed the front page with his finger.


  “It’s not worth wasting our energy on, sir,” Green replied, although he knew it sounded lame.


  “Wasting our energy?” Lynch echoed. “That’s all you can say? The press calls us all a bunch of whores and incompetents, with you topping the list—”


  “The press tries to sell papers. They do whatever it takes, you know that, sir. If they don’t have facts, they make them up. I can’t control what they print.”


  “You could if you’d answer their calls!” Lynch shot back. “Or answered Media Relations’ calls. Or mine! If you told anybody what the fuck you were doing, then maybe it wouldn’t look like nothing.”


  “What do you want me to do? Answer calls or solve the case?”


  The Deputy Chief shoved a finger in his face. “Listen, sonny, this is not Adam Jules you’re talking to. I don’t give a fuck about your homicide record. It doesn’t do me bugger all good if you’re sitting on your ass letting this Arab bastard run around loose. Pick him up before I assign the case to someone else.”


  Green could feel the hairs rise on the back of his neck. Gritting his teeth he counted slowly to five. “He’s not guilty, sir,” he said when he dared.


  “Not guilty! What are you, God? The way I hear it, the case is open and shut.”


  “The man was framed.”


  Lynch turned purple. “You working for the defence now, Green? Do I have to make myself clearer? Arrest the guy.”


  “Sir, we’d look stupid if—”


  “We’d look stupid?” Lynch seized the paper and threw it in Green’s face. “What do you call that! You’ve got till the end of the day to lay a charge in this case, or you’re off it!” He spun around and slammed out of the room.


  In the silence that suddenly fell, Green could hear his own heart thumping. He retrieved the loathsome newspaper from the floor. He had never seen the Deputy Chief so angry. He doesn’t give a damn about the truth, thought Green bitterly. He just wants to look good, and heaven help the person who messes that up. I bet if I solved the case tomorrow, he’d be the first here for the pictures. My best buddy.


  Fuck him, he thought, shoving the newspaper in the trash. What Lynch thinks isn’t important. What’s important are the facts.


  With that in mind, he went out to rejoin Sullivan. He ran into him just emerging from Ident’s corner of the building, teasing Paquette over his shoulder as he left.


  “That was fast,” Green said.


  “Not much to analyze.” Sullivan waved the note. “There were only three legible prints on it. Haddad’s right thumb and index finger and his son Paul’s right thumb. The rest are just smudges, but nothing at all like Blair’s.”


  “Hah!” Green cried, the adrenaline still pumping from his clash with Lynch. “Don’t try to tell me Jonathan Blair wore gloves when he wrote his love notes.”


  “No, I won’t try to tell you that. It’s fishy, that’s for sure.”


  Green strode down the hall. “He’s smart, but he’s not as smart as all that. He couldn’t find a way to put Blair’s prints on the note so he had to leave it blank. Stupid mistake. Now let’s see how good he is at forging.”


  They battled the last of the Saturday shopping traffic as they made their way over to the RCMP Headquarters. Drivers baking in the heat honked and sat on one another’s bumpers. Inching east along the Queensway, Sullivan glanced over at Green, who was staring out the side window.


  “So what did Lynch want? More of the same?”


  “He wanted to show me today’s headline.”


  Sullivan grimaced. “Yeah, I saw it. But people don’t really believe everything they read.”


  Green nodded mechanically. The adrenaline rush had begun to subside, leaving a shakiness and a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. His earlier optimism had deserted him. What if the newspaper was right, and he never solved the case? What if Sharon had finally given up? What if he had finally destroyed, through his own self-absorption, the last of the affection that had kept her with him?


  Was there any way to get it back? He felt the ache in his stomach as he remembered the years before he had found her. Not as years of glorious sexual adventure, but as years of hope and pain and disappointment, looking for the one Great Love of his Life. A family, children, a place to come home to—how much he had wanted those things then! As an only child, with his mother dead now and his father a frail old man, he dreamed of being surrounded by family that would chase out the loneliness he had felt all his life. After a string of romantic failures, he had thought Sharon was the one. But maybe it was his destiny to be a loner, to have nothing but his work, his colleagues and moments of physical release when he needed them. Would he never move on? Would he never grow up? Was he destined to fail every woman who felt something for him? The ache tightened his chest and stung his eyes.


  God, get a grip, Green! he scolded himself. You’re wallowing in self-pity because you haven’t had a decent meal or a decent night’s sleep in days. You feel guilty about Carrie, and rightly so. And your marriage has hit a rough patch, that’s all! Is anybody’s marriage perfect? Sharon’s working too hard, I’m working too hard, the baby’s exhausting and the damn apartment’s too small! We can fix all that.


  He took a deep, cleansing breath and raised his head just as they turned into the RCMP parking lot. “The best thing we can do, for all our sakes, is solve this damn case.”


  The documents expert at the RCMP lab took only ten minutes to compare the ‘Jonathan’ on the note to one on a memo Blair had written to Halton. During that ten minutes, he didn’t say a single word. The silence was broken only by the rustle of paper and the shuffling of his footsteps. When he finally spoke, it was like a gunshot in a deserted room.


  “It’s a tracing. Pen pressure’s too even and the hand was moving much too slowly. There’s a minute tremor in the lines which you only get if you’re moving slowly. A good likeness in terms of letter formation. A quick glance, even someone familiar with his signature—they wouldn’t notice anything wrong.”


  


  “I knew it!” Green pounded the dash of Sullivan’s old Chevrolet. “I knew it was a set-up. Eddie Haddad a cold-blooded killer? Give me a break.”


  As Sullivan steered the car onto the Queensway entrance ramp for the short hop from the RCMP Headquarters back to the Elgin Street police station, the sun was sinking deep into the murky western sky. Heat still hung over the city like a wet sponge. Sullivan lowered the visor with a sigh. “What next? Do we pick up Miller or go home?”


  Green squinted ahead into the hazy red glow. “I never did like Miller as a suspect.”


  Sullivan groaned. “Who else, Mike? Difalco? Rosalind Simmons, maybe? Or how about the cleaning lady?”


  “How about Halton?”


  “Halton.” Sullivan shook his head in disgust. “Ask yourself the first question in a murder investigation, who stands to gain by Blair’s death? Miller. He fits all the criteria. Brains, inside knowledge, access to Blair’s computer, motive in spades and no alibi for the night of Blair’s death. He said he was alone in his office at his computer all evening. No one can substantiate that.”


  “That’s the point. Wouldn’t someone as smart as Miller have set himself up a better alibi if he were planning to kill someone?”


  “Miller’s a genius, but in street smarts he’s a real dud. He’s obsessed with his research, and you know as well as me that obsessions can blind a guy. And with his history of mental problems—”


  “I know it fits, but it just doesn’t sit right,” Green said. “Blair was upset by his discovery about the data tampering. He was thinking of leaving Halton’s program. Why?”


  They were nearing the Nicholas off-ramp, which led to Green’s apartment. “Mike, where are we going?”


  Green wasn’t sure he’d be able to get food past the sick knot in his stomach, but the half-eaten bagel he’d managed at noon was long gone, and dizziness was setting in. If he wanted to keep going, he had to eat. “Nate’s Deli. I need to think.”


  Sullivan groaned as he steered the car off the Queensway onto Nicholas Street. “This is the third meal I’ve eaten out in a row. Mary will kill me.”


  Green waved a distracted hand. “No, she’ll kill me. She always does. Miller’s guilt would never have made Blair feel like quitting Halton.”


  “But Halton has nothing to gain by knocking off Blair. Miller was the one screwing up his program.”


  “Yes, but Blair was the one threatening to blow the whistle.”


  “Mike, that doesn’t make any sense. You’re right, you need food—your brain cells are dying. Why ask Blair to look into it if he didn’t want the truth known?”


  Green scrambled to keep ahead of Sullivan’s logic. This was how they worked best together—Green making his wild intuitive leaps and down-to-earth Sullivan trailing along with the safety net. “Because Halton was passionate about his research, the same trait that makes him such a good suspect. He had to know the truth so that his future research would not be based on a lie. But then he asked Blair to keep it quiet, and Blair refused. Which would have really screwed up Halton’s bid to work with Yale and finally play with the big boys. He had to knock the kid off. It fits, Brian. It’s convoluted, but it fits.”


  Waiting behind a string of cars turning left onto King Edward Street, Sullivan gave him a long exasperated look. “I think Miller fits better. Come on, Mike, face it. You just like to see the big guys fall.”


  Green grinned. “What do you want from a scruffy little kid from Lowertown? I admit Miller’s past strikes a chord. We’re both working class, inner city Jewish kids. But I don’t give you a hard time every time you go sappy over some Irish Valley boy—”


  Sullivan laughed. “Oh, not much.”


  “How about Difalco? He fits the profile perfectly. Now there’s a guy we can both dislike. Rich, arrogant, spoiled…”


  “Yeah, but he’s got an alibi. Plus no motive.”


  Green snorted. “Lateral thinking, Sullivan. That’s exactly what makes Difalco and Halton suspicious. This killing is brilliant and premeditated. Whoever did it would have set himself an airtight alibi.”


  Sullivan manoeuvred the car off Rideau Street into the parking lot of Nate’s Delicatessen. For a moment he was silent as he concentrated his energies on squeezing the oversized Chevrolet into the last tiny space on the congested lot. Then he turned to Green.


  “But Halton’s alibi does give us a small problem. Half a dozen sailing cronies place him in Toronto five hundred kilometres away. I’d say that was pretty airtight.”


  Green shook his head. “Not if you look at the timing. Yesterday I double-checked his story with his sailing buddy from York University. Halton was out sailing on Tuesday, that much is true. But according to Dr. Trent, he insisted on an early dinner, passed up his usual double martinis, and left shortly after seven. A fast driver in a good car could make it in under four hours. Halton has a BMW. It’s cutting it close, but it’s possible.”


  Sullivan laughed. “With wings.”


  They swung open the door to the deli and felt the blast of air conditioning. Both heaved a sigh of relief. Nodding to the waitress who approached, they headed towards the back.


  “Brian, don’t forget this killer is smart! Do you think he’d go to all the trouble of setting up this frame and not give himself a decent alibi? Miller’s a sitting duck! He left the whole evening wide open, with no one to substantiate his story!”


  Sullivan eased himself into the booth and picked up the menu. “Come on, a guy like Halton’s much more likely to get someone else to do his dirty work.”


  Green froze half-seated, his thoughts racing as he suddenly remembered Difalco and the stolen files. “Two people! Each supplying only half the picture. One who had the motive, the other the means and opportunity. And who else but the golden boy? Brilliant, Brian! That’s it!”


  “Mike!” Sullivan waved the menu wildly. “Food!”


  But Green was already across the room.


  Thirteen


  Green fled the delicatessen in a burst of inspiration, only to stop dead in the parking lot when he realized he had no evidence. He sent Sullivan to get his car while he pondered a plan of attack. Tackled together, Halton and Difalco were unassailable; Halton had the perfect alibi and Difalco no motive. Green had to split them apart and undermine their mutual trust. If either could be made to see that their interests differed or if Green could find a crack in that trust, he might have a chance.


  He could try a frontal attack on Joe Difalco, pointing out that Blair too had once been Halton’s trusted soldier. He could try to appeal to Difalco’s macho need not to appear as a patsy, but he doubted Difalco would crack. For one thing, Difalco was wily enough to recognize hot air when it blew his way, and for another he knew that as the actual killer, he stood to lose much more than Halton, no matter what deal he cut.


  Similarly, any confrontation with Halton would be laughed right out of the ring. Halton would know he didn’t have a shred of evidence to back up his claim. A shred of evidence. That’s what he needed. Some sort of leverage to hold over them, if not to force a confession, which Green knew was unlikely, at least to panic one into betraying the other.


  The evidence was not in the research files, that much Green knew. Dr. Baker had analyzed it all, and everyone had come up blameless except David Miller. But somewhere, someone had to know something. No murderer was so lucky as to leave no tiny miscalculations behind.


  Blocking out Sullivan’s muttered curses as they drove back towards the station, Green pondered again the sequence of events and jotted notes in his notebook:


  
    	Sunday— fake note typed on Blair’s computer.


    	Saturday night—note planted on Pierre Haddad’s front walk.


    	Monday evening—Blair completes formal statistical analysis proving Miller wrong.


    	Monday evening (before or after above?)—Halton drives to Toronto.


    	Tuesday morning—Blair asks for urgent meeting with Halton.


    	Tuesday night—Blair murdered.

  


  Whoever killed Blair had to have known on Saturday that Blair was going to complete his analysis on Monday. Halton had chosen to go to Toronto on the very day Blair needed him the most! Definitely odd, thought Green, feeling that familiar rush when the scent is strong. But how would the killer have known? By breaking into Blair’s files himself to keep an eye on his progress? By running his own analysis on the side? Only Halton would be in a position to do that easily, for he had all the office keys and all the computer passwords.


  Alternatively, Blair could have told Halton the results earlier. Every researcher, long before he runs his final formal analysis, keeps an eye on trends in the data and runs preliminary tests to satisfy his own curiosity, as well as to determine how many more subjects he has to test. Blair probably knew a week or two earlier which way the data were leaning, and perhaps in all innocence he had relayed his impressions to his boss.


  Green held his breath, his mind racing along these lines. Jonathan’s friends had found him increasingly moody in the week or so before his death. He had told his father on Sunday before his final statistical run that he was unhappy with how things were turning out. Unhappy about the statistical findings, or about Halton’s reaction to them?


  Maybe he had told his father more than that. Maybe he had given Henry Blair some small detail which had held no meaning for Henry but might be the key to the case.


  Green looked up excitedly just as Sullivan was approaching the Rideau Canal on his way towards Elgin Street. Looming ahead were the gothic green spires of the Château Laurier, the majesty of Wellington Street and the Parliament buildings behind. On impulse he asked Sullivan to drop him off and sent him home to have dinner with his family, with instructions to stay near a phone in case he was needed. At least Mary should be pleased.


  Henry Blair was alone at a table in the corner of the dining room at the Château Laurier, looking forlorn and out of place in his rumpled sports clothes amid the chandeliers, leaded glass and creamy linens of the elegant hall. He picked at his Lobster Newburg, a nearly-empty bottle of Chardonnay sitting in a silver bucket at his elbow.


  He spotted Green from across the dining hall and his face lit with anticipation. Struggling to his feet, he offered a shaky hand and inquired if Green had any news.


  “We’re certainly closing in,” Green replied, taking the seat opposite and drawing out his notebook. Blair offered him some wine, which Green reluctantly declined, before emptying the bottle into his own glass. The scent of lobster and Madeira floated up to tantalize Green’s nostrils and he felt his stomach contract.


  “Marianne tells me it’s some Arab relative of Jonathan’s new girlfriend.”


  Green shook his head. “I would have told you if we had been definite. By the way, did Jonathan talk to you about his…ah, love life?”


  Henry Blair gave a wry smile. “He was pretty private and I’ve always respected that. I knew about Vanessa Weeks, of course. I met her at Christmas when Jonathan and she came out to Vancouver for a visit. And I knew he’d broken up with her, which didn’t exactly surprise me.”


  Green frowned. “Why not? Everyone else was surprised.” Blair nodded with an air of weary wisdom. “I guess I’ve a little more experience with ambitious women. They’re challenging, but somewhat hard to live with in the long term. You… kind of have to bury yourself.”


  “Did Jonathan tell you why he broke it off?”


  “He was vague, said something about it not being the right time for him to make a serious commitment, but that sounds like a euphemism for just getting fed up with it, don’t you think?”


  “Did he seem sad?”


  “Sad?” Blair took a long swallow of wine. “Yes, he did. That’s why I thought he may just have been unable to cope with her. You can’t stand them, Inspector, but it’s not easy to be without them either.”


  That applies to life with any woman, Green thought wryly. Whether ambitious or just plain stubborn. “Did he mention anything about a new girl?”


  Blair pushed a piece of roasted zucchini around his plate, untasted, and Green followed its progress with absorption, longing to snatch it from his fork. “After Marianne told me about the Arab suspect, I remembered that he had said something about a girl a couple of weeks ago. Rachel, wasn’t it? He said this girl was after him, and she wasn’t easily discouraged.”


  “So from what you could tell, he wasn’t interested in her?”


  “Not at that time. But last Sunday his attitude seemed to have changed. He sounded much more sympathetic to her. Concerned in fact, now that I think of it.”


  Green leaned forward, the zucchini briefly forgotten. “Concerned in what way?”


  “Well, that she was another pawn in the power game, just like him.”


  “Pawn?” Green echoed in surprise. “What was he referring to? Who was she a pawn of?”


  Blair looked across the table with bleak, heavy-lidded eyes. “I don’t know. He didn’t actually say much, but from the general theme of the discussion, I’d guess it was Halton.”


  “Are you saying Halton was using her?”


  “Oh no, I…” Blair looked blank, then surprised as if an idea had just occurred to him. “Do you mean taking advantage of her? Goodness, that could be what he meant. That would certainly be Halton’s style.”


  “You’re saying Halton fooled around with his female students?”


  “I suspect Myles fooled around with everyone. He is a man of enormous sexual appetites.”


  Green pondered the implications as he watched Henry Blair abandon the grilled zucchini and busy himself with the wine. A creamy morsel of lobster claw lay forgotten at the edge of his plate, and Green’s fingers itched. In the lengthening silence, Blair would not meet his eye. Green remembered his allusions to Marianne Blair and some secret from Halton’s past.g


  “Did those appetites include your ex-wife?”


  Blair set his wine glass down hastily, splashing some wine onto the tablecloth. Clumsily he mopped at it with his napkin. “I’m sure that’s quite irrelevant to the subject at hand, Inspector, and Marianne would have your head if she knew you’d asked it.”


  Green shrugged. “Much of what I ask seems irrelevant, but I need to know as much of the big picture as I can.”


  The waiter approached Blair’s elbow and discreetly removed the plate. Green watched the lobster go with silent longing. Blair waited until they were alone and then folded his hands in his lap, his composure restored. “What precisely are you after? Why did you come to see me?”


  Green leaned towards him. “You know something about Halton that you’re sitting on. Something unsavoury about his past. I’ll tell you frankly that I’m considering him a suspect in your son’s murder—”


  “What!”


  Green waited patiently. He knew that once the outrage had spluttered out, Blair would come face to face with the question he had posed. All he had to do was wait. After a couple of minutes and a deep gulp which drained his wine glass, Blair calmed himself sufficiently to shake his head. “You are right about there being something unsavoury in his past, but I assure you it’s quite in the past and it certainly has nothing to do with my ex-wife. A woman, yes, but not—”


  “Henry! Inspector!” A commanding voice hailed from across the room and both men looked up in surprise to see Marianne Blair charging towards them through the tables, eyes sparking. Her grey hair protruded in irregular spikes, and her brown skirt flapped in her wake.


  Through the room, conversations trailed off. Leaded glass partitions divided the dining hall into intimate cubicles, but Green could still see heads swivel at the tables along her route. Marianne Blair seemed oblivious.


  “Marianne to his rescue, as always,” Henry muttered, reaching for his wine glass, only to discover it was empty. He put it down with a sigh and raised his head to face her as she reached the table. But her eyes had skewered Green.


  “What on earth are you doing now! Wasting taxpayers’ money as well as time?”


  More heads swivelled. While Green was counting to ten and formulating a reply, Henry Blair jumped into the breach. “No, Marianne. The worthy inspector thinks Myles Halton may have killed our Jon.”


  She was struck dumb for a moment and groped blindly for a chair from the next table. “Ridiculous,” she managed once she had fallen into it. “Myles thought the world of Jon.”


  “He also has a violent temper,” Blair replied. “You know that even better than I.”


  Mrs. Blair flashed her ex-husband a quick look. Of puzzlement or of warning, Green wondered, and in the next breath she answered the question. “I’m sure the inspector doesn’t want us wasting his time airing petty grievances from the past.”


  “I’d hardly call Darlene a petty grievance, Marianne. Nor that poor son of his.”


  “Myles has paid his dues for that a hundred-fold!” she shot back, giving Green a faint inkling of what their marriage had been like. “He’s made it his life’s work, as you well know.”


  “Yes, well it shows what a guilty conscience can do,” Blair sniped drily. “Still, I suppose one should be grateful he has a guilty conscience. It raises him above the level of your common psychopath.”


  “Henry, enough!” Mrs. Blair slapped her hand upon the table, making the silverware jump. She glowered at him, jowls shaking and brows drawn low together. Looking at her now, Green noticed that she had touched her cheeks with blush and her lips with a shade of pink that almost matched her coral silk blouse. Almost, but not quite. Once again, her attempt at fashion coordination, although expensive, fell just short of the mark.


  “Are you saying Myles Halton is responsible for his son’s condition?” he probed blandly.


  The two stopped their verbal ping-pong to gape at him. Mrs. Blair thrust her chin out pugnaciously, and her ex turned to her as if to ask for permission. Neither said a word.


  “How?” Green pressed. “By smashing up the family car while drunk? No. A violent temper, you said.” Still, the Blairs sat tight-lipped. An idea dawned. “He beat the kid. Too hard, one too many times.”


  Mrs. Blair glowered, but Green sensed her hesitation.


  “That’s it, isn’t it!”


  She was now shaking her head vigorously. “No! You’ve got it all wrong!”


  “Well, he’s got it half-right, Marianne.”


  “All right!” she snapped, swinging on her ex-husband. “You’re determined to tell him, aren’t you! You never could stand Myles. He was too brazen for your tastes, never played the gentleman’s game quite well enough. So here’s your chance to get even.”


  Blair shut his eyes against her venom. “Marianne, I’m doing this for Jon. Someone has murdered our Jon.”


  Her jowls quivered, and the flame died from her eyes, leaving them bleak. Her hand trembled and half-reached for Blair’s before drawing back to clutch the top button of her blouse. “Do you want to tell him?”


  His voice was unexpectedly tender. “No, you tell him.”


  She glanced around the room, for the first time seeming aware of others. Behind the glass partitions, dinner conversation had returned to normal, but nonetheless she lowered her voice. “Only a handful of people know this story, and I want you to know that under any other circumstances I would never violate Myles’ confidence like this. But Henry is right. Jonathan has to come first and avenging his death is the only thing I have left. I trust that you will respect the confidential nature of what I’m about to divulge and will not make public—”


  “The public will hear only what becomes a matter of public record, at least from me.”


  She took a deep breath and twisted her button, searching for a starting point. “When I was at Simon Fraser University, I had a close friend named Darlene Etherington-Hughes. Darlene came from a wealthy Toronto family who had made their money generations ago in textiles. She was a very beautiful girl, but she’d attended a sheltered girl’s boarding school and when she came on the university scene, she went a little wild. She was easy prey for the would-be Don Juans.” Her wayward hand left the button and wandered down onto the table to toy with the packets of sugar. She studied the labels.


  “Like Myles Halton?”


  She nodded, her eyes intent on the sugar. “Myles and his fraternity brothers. By then he was in fourth year and a big man in the fraternity. Darlene and I were a year behind, and usually he went for the freshman girls. Back then he was a good-looking man—still is, but he’s put on some weight. He was all muscle then, and his hair was thick, wavy and black. That and those blue eyes were a knock-out combination. Anyway, Darlene was no small prize. Beautiful, old money, some brains, but she had the typical spoiled heiress ego, and when they started to date they fought like cats and dogs. He was used to blind adoration, and she wasn’t the blindly adoring type.” She raised her eyes from the sugar to flash Blair a wry smile. “We never are, are we, dear?”


  He returned the smile ruefully. “Daddy’s fault, I know.”


  It was an affectionate exchange, old and practised between them. There is still a lot of fondness between these two, Green thought.


  “Myles was genuinely intrigued by Darlene,” continued Mrs. Blair, her eyes back to the sugar. She had begun to split the packet apart along its seam. “She was rather a notch above his usual fare, and I think as much as Myles ever loved anyone, he probably did love Darlene. But he had some fatal character flaws, which are all Henry was ever able to see.”


  “They are rather looming, my dear.”


  She shrugged, not to be drawn into another ping-pong match. “Then more than now.”


  “What character flaws?” Green demanded. Hunger was sapping his patience. “A violent temper? An overdeveloped sex drive?”


  She nodded with a smile. “Both. Plus a colossal ego and a fierce competitiveness. Myles always had to be number one, in his work and in his love life. He cheated on Darlene left and right, but he’d go mad with jealousy if another man so much as winked at her. One day someone did, and she winked back. A harmless flirtation at a party, that was all it was. Everyone had had too much to drink, and you know how those frat parties could get.”


  Green did not know. He had earned most of his university credits at night school, squeezing courses in part-time between his shifts on street patrol. “What happened?”


  “Myles took the guy outside, beat him up, and then turned his fists on Darlene. Myles was a boxer, in fact, he could have been a professional if he hadn’t valued his brains more than his brawn. When he turned those huge fists on petite Darlene, he broke three ribs and ruptured her spleen. The trouble was that she was three months pregnant at the time and had not yet told him.”


  Suddenly, the pieces fell into place. “And he damaged the baby.”


  Mrs. Blair nodded. “It was born severely brain-damaged. Myles was utterly distraught with himself. He has a strong fatherly streak which is evident in the way he treats his students, and he would have loved to have had a son to nurture. He married Darlene, mostly out of guilt, and pays the most expensive private institution in the States to care for his son.”


  “There were no charges?”


  “Darlene never told anyone. Her family suspected, I think, but it was all neatly swept under the carpet with the marriage.”


  “And since then all his research has been directed at understanding the brain?”


  “It’s his life. He barely knows his wife and daughters. Henry here thinks that’s just because he’s a man’s man, but I think it’s guilt. The work is a kind of penance.”


  Across the table, Green saw Henry roll his eyes, but he wasn’t so ready to dismiss the idea. He had seen the passion in Halton’s eyes when he had talked of his work.


  “What do you think he’d do if someone was threatening to take it all away?”


  Marianne started to reply, then froze and stared at him in disbelief.


  


  On his way through to the hotel lobby, Green stopped to buy himself three chocolate bars, and by the time he was through the front door, one was already gone. Instead of catching a taxi back to the police station, he decided to walk. The evening was warm and breezy, and it was an easy fifteen minute walk from the Château Laurier across Confederation Square and down Elgin Street to the station. He needed to sort out what he’d learned and plot his next move. Halton, he decided, was a man of some moral integrity but even more ambition. Not only to scale great academic heights but also to assuage a deep and haunting guilt. It was an odd prescription for murder, but a powerful one nonetheless.


  Outside the Château he waited at the light to cross the first portion of Confederation Square, then hugged the eastern side of the square past the National Arts Centre, Regional Headquarters, the new spiffy white Court House and on past the trendy shops and eateries that graced the gentrified Elgin Street. Couples strolled hand in hand along the sidewalks, peering in shop windows and exclaiming over menus.


  Munching his O’Henry and deep in thought, Green barely noticed them. If Halton had used Difalco as his accomplice, how had he motivated him? Falsifying data or cutting ethical corners was one thing, but cold-blooded murder was quite another. Was Difalco that Machiavellian? Had Halton told him that if Miller’s research fraud was exposed, they would all go down, not just Miller? Academic trust was fickle, and once lost, impossible to regain. Would that have been enough for Difalco, or would he have said ‘Nice knowing you, Professor, but I think I’ll switch to McGill’?


  Without a more powerful incentive, Green suspected he’d choose the latter course. Halton might have promised him the Yale position, and that would have been a tempting plum in the highly competitive university job market, especially for a white male who hardly qualified as disadvantaged. Or he could have taken him into his confidence and told him about his shameful past and his brain-damaged son. He could have impressed upon him the broader humanitarian implications of his research and its potential to help millions. He could have dangled dreams of international glory and admiration, a page in history, maybe even a Nobel Prize. And he could have hinted at the darker alternative, that even if Difalco jumped ship, Halton would make sure that his name was ruined too.


  That combination of soul baring, promised glory and threatened ruin might have been enough. Difalco was a complex man, full of cynicism on the surface but underneath, Green suspected, capable of great passion. His needs would be complex, and Halton’s own personal tragedy might lend a needed edge of humanity to motives that might otherwise seem no more than sordid greed and opportunism.


  If that was so, how to crack Difalco? How could Green ensure that the man’s desire for glory and his fear of humiliation would be better served by siding with Green against his idol?


  Green pondered the problem all the way back to the station. He needed something tangible to hold over Difalco. Physical evidence would be nice, but he didn’t have enough reasonable and probable cause for a search warrant and he wasn’t sure what he would name in it anyway, other than Carrie’s two sketches and Blair’s wallet, which were still missing. Other bloodstained articles like shoes and pants might still exist, but Green suspected that Difalco would have long since disposed of anything that could connect him to the crimes. In the absence of hard evidence, Green would have to tinker with motive and alibi.


  Back at his office he shuffled through his phone messages and checked with the desk sergeant, but there was still no word from Sharon. He called home but she was not there. I’m not going to worry about this, I can’t worry about this, he told himself as he left yet another message on the machine. That made four in total, but it was better to appear desperate than to appear as if he didn’t give a damn that she was gone. With Lynch’s deadline and the work that still lay ahead of him tonight, even if and when he made an arrest, he knew he probably wouldn’t get home before tomorrow afternoon. An answering machine might not be the most romantic medium for patching up a marriage, but at the moment it was his only hope.


  The chocolate bars were finally getting into his bloodstream, and he felt his steadiness return. Leafing through files, he came to the report on Joe’s alibi for the night of Blair’s murder. Detective Jackson had tried hard to pin down times, especially between ten-thirty and eleven, but since the serious drinking had begun at eight o’clock and had continued unabated until two a.m., details had become very hazy by ten-thirty. Jackson had the impression that Joe’s buddies were reporting more on his habitual drinking patterns than on their specific recollections of the night in question. The waiter recalled bringing drinks to their table regularly throughout the evening, but could not swear that Joe had always been there. The bartender recalled Joe speaking to him about the Blue Jays’ game on the TV over the bar. It had been the seventh inning, and Jackson had verified that the seventh inning was being played between ten-ten and ten-thirty. The bartender further recalled Joe paying for the running tab of the group at two when the pub closed. Amidst considerable fanfare he had charged it to his Visa card, a claim which Jackson had also verified—$152.92. But between approximately ten-thirty and two, no one could consistently place him at the scene.


  Here was the toehold he could use. Green glanced hastily at his watch. Three hours to pumpkin-time. He grabbed the phone and called Sullivan, who with any luck had had time to relax and put his two young sons to bed before being called back to duty. Fortunately Sullivan was by the phone expecting his call, and Green didn’t even need the apology he had prepared.


  “Brian, I want you to bring Difalco in for questioning. And do your Clint Eastwood routine—tall, silent and looming. I want him really freaked.”


  Sullivan chuckled. “What do I tell him?”


  “Absolutely nothing.”


  


  Joe Difalco may have been spooked, but he was still clinging convincingly to the shreds of his machismo. He was wearing a sleeveless black T-shirt and skintight black jeans which showed off every ripple of muscle, and he slouched in the cheap plastic chair in the interrogation room with his elbows on the table and his chin propped in his hands, ignoring Sullivan as if he were a fly on the wall. The picture of boredom. He waited until Green had taken the chair opposite and given his standard preamble, then fixed him with lazy eyes.


  “I want you to know this six-foot moose here you sent to get me doesn’t scare me one bit. I came because I want to cooperate. I’ve done nothing wrong and I’ve got nothing to hide. Or fear.”


  Green smiled. “Oh? And why is that, Difalco? Your alibi’s so perfect and your motive non-existent?”


  Difalco shrugged. “Something like that.”


  “Well, think again, my friend.” Green tossed a file on the table between them. “Your alibi is far from perfect, and as for motive…I have a little story to tell you. See what you think. Two guys both accuse each other of tampering with their research data. Halton hires Blair to find out which one is telling the truth. He needs to know which theory is correct, but if the deception ever became public, the scandal would ruin his project with Yale, his financial backing, and the credibility of all he has discovered so far. All those years of meticulous theory-building, wiped out by the mere whisper of the word ‘fraud’. So he had to find out the truth, and he had to keep it quiet. Blair found out the truth, but he refused to keep it quiet. Refused to sweep it under the carpet and fix the fake results so that no one outside Halton’s little research club would know. How does this sound to you?”


  Difalco had begun listening with a bored air, but by the end, in spite of himself, he was sitting straighter, his brows drawn and his dark eyes alert. Now Green could see the intelligence in them. Difalco sat very still in the silence that followed Green’s question, as if warily scanning for traps.


  “Nice-sounding fantasy,” he drawled finally. “But if you mean Miller and me, the only place I seem to fit is as the victim.”


  “Oh, it’s not a fantasy, Joe. Halton has confirmed the whole sordid story of the disputed data, and Blair’s role in it. Blair did find a fraud, and knowing Blair’s ethical standards, he would not have supported a whitewash.”


  “No, that doesn’t sound like Jonathan.”


  “Okay, so here’s the next part of my story. Halton has a dilemma. Somehow he has to shut Blair up.”


  Difalco dropped his jaw as if to speak, then stopped himself. His dark eyes slitted warily.


  “Halton can’t afford to be directly involved,” Green continued breezily, “because he has too obvious a motive. He needs an airtight alibi, and he needs the help of an absolutely trustworthy accomplice. Someone above suspicion, someone with no motive, someone with the physical skill and nerve to follow through, and someone whose dreams of glory match his own and whose fate rests just as precariously in Blair’s hands as does his own.”


  At each point, Difalco’s eyes widened further, until he could contain himself no more. “If you’re talking about me, you’re insane!”


  Green leaned back with a satisfied nod. “Remember you don’t have to tell me a thing. I’m just telling you about a theory I have. It was a pretty damn clever plot, I must say. The Haddad set-up was beautifully executed. Raquel had been your girl, and you knew exactly how her family would react. To be on the safe side, you set up the best alibi you could. You installed yourself with a bunch of half-wasted pals in the pub across the street, made sure you talked to the bartender just before you left, and made sure you paid the whole night’s tab by Visa at the end. Nobody missed you for the half hour you were off murdering Jonathan Blair. You probably just told everybody you were going to the can.”


  Difalco forced himself to take a few deep breaths then tried to laugh. A shrill cackle emerged. “You got absolutely nothing on me. No way you can prove this shit.”


  “Well, now let me tell you about circumstantial evidence, Joe. It’s when we collect a whole bunch of little pieces of a story—none of them by themselves mean a damn—but when we lay them all out together, with each piece fitting together, then there’s no other logical explanation that fits all these little pieces. So here’s what the jury is going to see, Joe. Jonathan finishes his research and tells Halton, who orders him to bury it. Sunday, Jonathan tells his father that he’s disillusioned and wants to switch universities. Monday, Halton takes off to set up his perfect alibi. Tuesday, Jonathan is murdered and you’ve got a half-assed alibi that leaks like a sieve. Two days later, the eyewitness is murdered and her sketch of a dark-haired man with a mustache is stolen. And then the clincher, Joe. The clincher is when Halton asks you to break into Jonathan’s office and steal the files so no one will ever know about the research fraud.”


  Panic had begun to dawn in Difalco’s eyes, chasing out the bravado. “Halton didn’t ask me to break—”


  Green dropped the chatty tone and sat forward. “Don’t you see how he’s set you up? You’re the one with the dirty hands, and he hasn’t got a speck on him! But I know he’s the mastermind behind this. You’re the pawn, used and manipulated by a man who held your future in his hands, a man whom you looked up to and trusted. That’s how a court will see it, Joe. It won’t save you from jail, but it will shorten your time.”


  Difalco shoved himself back from the table, as if trying to flee from the idea. “But I didn’t do it! Maybe Halton did, but look somewhere else for your patsy. Halton didn’t ask me to do a damn thing!”


  “Come on, I caught you red-handed stealing those files. You had no reason yourself to steal them, because they supported you.”


  “Yes, but I told you I wasn’t stealing them. I thought they were some files I needed—”


  “And I don’t believe that bunch of crap for one minute.”


  “I don’t care what you believe! I didn’t kill Blair!”


  “Joe, you’re not hearing me. Halton doesn’t give a damn about you. He’s using you, just as he used Jonathan. Then look how he rewarded Jonathan’s loyalty. Don’t think for a moment he’ll protect you. He’ll cut you loose in an instant if it comes to saving his own skin.”


  Difalco’s face flushed. “What the hell kind of person do you think I am? Do you really think I’d kill another human being in cold blood? I talk big, but come on, you know it’s mostly bullshit. Okay, maybe I’m a bit of a screw-up and a cheat, and I take the easy way out, but I wouldn’t do that for Halton for all the glory in the world!”


  Green leaned forward across the table. “Then why were you in Blair’s office stealing those files?”


  Difalco glared. “I want to see a lawyer.”


  “If you didn’t kill Blair, why were you stealing the files?”


  “Fuck you.”


  Green banged the table. “Why, Joe!”


  “Because I got a fucking e-mail message from Jonathan telling me my results were fake, that’s why!”


  The response was so unexpected that Green froze, fist in mid-air, and gaped. “What!?”


  Difalco thrust his chair back further and snarled. “Goddamn it, you cops and your fucking attitude. Threatening, pushing people around, trying to get us off-guard. I got an e-mail message, okay? It was from Jonathan and it said ‘I’ve replicated your study and Miller is right. We need to talk.’”


  Green’s mind raced as he tried to absorb this new twist. “When did you get this message?”


  “Wednesday, the morning after Jonathan died. I don’t check my school e-mail all that often. He sent it Tuesday evening, but I didn’t see it till the next day. Then I freaked. I figured his results must implicate me somehow, so I thought if I just sneaked in there and…”


  “How do you know the message was from Jonathan?”


  “Because it said his name right on the—” His voice trailed off, and a puzzled look came over his face. “But that just means the person logged on using Jonathan’s password. It could have been anyone who knew it. I wondered why the message said my results were wrong, when Halton told me later they weren’t. I thought Jonathan must have been lying, but if someone else sent the message…but why…?” The puzzlement gradually faded from his face as understanding dawned. And with it, outrage. “Shit! I was used! You’re right about one thing, Inspector. Someone manipulated me!”


  In that moment of outrage, Difalco’s eyes were clear and his face without a mask. For the first time, Green felt he was meeting the real Joe Difalco, a bright, passionate, deeply insecure young man with a lot to prove and an onerous image to maintain. Deep beneath the layered personae, there was a decent core. Joe’s story had the unmistakable ring of truth; it was so bizarre and off the wall that he could never have pulled it out of a hat on the spur of the moment. But once again, it sent the mystery spinning in an entirely new direction.


  “You’re saying someone wanted you to steal those files?”


  “Someone? That fucking Miller! He gets me to get rid of the files for him and take the heat if I got caught! Fuck, the guy’s good! He was at the lab just a couple of hours ago, trying to pump us all for information about our research. Said he’d found a new book, and he was trying to track down how he’d been set up. But I bet he was looking to see how far he needs to cover his tracks, who else’s research data he needs to erase.”


  Warning bells shrilled in Green’s head. “Who’d he talk to?”


  “Most of us. We’ve all fallen a bit behind with Blair’s death, so we had extra work to do. Fuck that bastard!”


  Green’s eyes willed Difalco to focus. The young man was flushed deep red with outrage at being outsmarted.


  “Joe, think carefully. Did anyone act strangely when he asked? Did anyone do anything unusual after he left?”


  Difalco had been shaking his head. “No one except Miller himself. He was drooling over Rosalind Simmons, and he asked her to go with him. That’s a first.”


  Fourteen


  Green urged the Corolla on as they raced across town towards Rosalind Simmons’ apartment building. Beside him, Sullivan was punching numbers on Green’s cellular phone. Rocking to the movement of the car, he listened, then shook his head.


  “No answer. Miller’s not home.”


  “Damn!” Green pressed the accelerator closer to the floor. Sullivan hung on to the armrest.


  “Don’t kill us, Green. I’m sure Lynch will extend the deadline to one a.m.”


  Green shook his head impatiently. “This killer’s cleaning up, and Miller’s blundering around out there turning over rocks. I’ve got a very bad feeling about this.”


  “You still don’t believe he’s guilty? Even after this e-mail business? That was pretty clever, and Miller’s the one who’d benefit most.”


  “I don’t know any more, Brian. It’s like a goddamn maze. All I know is that with all these people playing amateur detective, someone is going to get killed. Whether it’s Miller or—”


  A vague memory was tugging at his mind, a pencilled vision of frizzy hair and sharp, deep-set eyes. Suddenly it came loose. If he added colour to the hair and eyes…


  “Rosalind Simmons!” he gasped. “That’s who Carrie saw!”


  


  The frizzy hair was pulled severely back into a ponytail when Rosalind opened her door, but the sharp eyes were the same as in Carrie’s sketch. She didn’t look surprised to see them, but not pleased either.


  “With all the intrigue swirling around, I figured you’d get back to me eventually.”


  Green pushed past her into the room angrily. God, he was tired of fencing with this bunch! “What intrigue?”


  “Who screwed up whose data, who fooled Jonathan Blair—?”


  “I haven’t time for riddles, Miss Simmons. What did David Miller want with you this evening?”


  She moved in front of him as if to block his progress. “What business is that of yours?”


  “The business of life and death,” he shot back. “Now tell me.”


  She folded her arms over her chest. Behind her, he could see a small bachelor flat almost devoid of furniture. Nothing hung on the off-white walls, and the only hint of her own personality was the rowing machine in the corner.


  “I’m not going to help you arrest him,” she said. “He’s a good man.”


  “He probably is. Just tell me what he wanted.”


  “Nothing. Just to talk. He’s very depressed about what happened. I cooked him some dinner and he left.”


  “Talk about what?”


  Her gaze strayed past him across the room and for a moment she seemed to waver. Then she shook her head. “It’s private.”


  He knew she was hiding something, but was too tired and frayed to outmanoeuvre her, so he tried a more indirect approach. Walking around her, he settled into the corner of the shabby couch, which sat alone against one wall in a poor attempt to create a living room. It probably doubled as her bed at night. Sullivan remained leaning against the wall near the door, taking notes.


  Green fixed his eyes on her. “What were you doing at the Morisset Library on the night Blair was murdered?”


  She blinked, first at the abrupt change of topic and then rapidly as she absorbed the shock. She turned her back and busied herself straightening dishes on her makeshift shelf. “What are you talking about?”


  “The question was plain enough. A witness saw you.” It was a bluff, but he hoped his tone was convincing. Carrie MacDonald was no longer around to support him. “I’d also like to know why you didn’t mention it to the first detective. It sounds suspiciously like withholding information from the police.”


  She fumbled a cup, almost dropping it. “I was so shocked—I mean, when I heard about Jonathan’s death—I guess it just went right out of my head. We were all shocked, Inspector.”


  “Give me a break, Miss Simmons. I know you’re far from helpless. You can take care of yourself pretty well, can’t you?”


  “I’ve learned to.” She set her jaw and faced him defiantly. A woman who reacts to threat with anger. “What do you want?”


  “The truth. What were you doing in the library that night?”


  “Studying. Students do that.”


  “What time?”


  “From nine till closing. Exactly the time Jonathan was killed.”


  “Did you see anything unusual? Hear anything?”


  “No.”


  “Did you recognize anyone else there?”


  She hesitated a fraction of a second. “No.”


  “Who?”


  “No one.”


  “Bullshit.” He took a guess. Another bluff. “You saw Dave Miller there, didn’t you?” Her flinch told him he’d hit the mark. “He was there at that time and when you heard Jonathan was murdered, you panicked and decided not to mention you’d even been there. Isn’t that how it happened?”


  She was shaking her head fiercely. “Dave would never do anything! He’s been set up!”


  “But he was there.”


  “You’re putting words in my mouth!”


  “Miss Simmons, I understand your loyalty to Dave—”


  “He’s a gentle, honest man.”


  “So was Jonathan Blair!” Green retorted. “He didn’t deserve to be murdered. If Dave Miller didn’t kill him, trust me to uncover that. But if he did kill him, who deserves your loyalty more?”


  She roamed around her barren room, straightening covers and wiping up imaginary dust. Finally, she began to speak. “Dave told me he was going to the library to meet Jonathan.”


  “When did he tell you this?”


  “About nine o’clock that evening. I was just leaving, and I dropped into his office to ask if he wanted a bite. He said no, because Jonathan had asked him to meet him at the library later.”


  Green frowned. “You’re sure he said Jonathan asked him?”


  “Yes.”


  “Where in the library?”


  “Just…” she shrugged, “just in the library, I think.”


  “So Jonathan was in his office that evening?”


  She shook her head. “He’d been around earlier. He sent Dave an e-mail.”


  The e-mail trick again! “You mean from his computer to Dave’s?”


  “Yes. We did that to each other all the time. Silly little things half the time. Like ‘Hi, you lonely in there?’”


  “Did Miller ever verify the message really came from Jonathan?”


  “I have no idea.” Comprehension widened her eyes. “You think someone else sent him that message!” she gasped. “To get him over there, so he’d get blamed?”


  Green’s mind was racing. Pieces were falling into place, but the picture didn’t make any sense! Groping for logic, he asked her to continue her account of the evening. Now that she knew he was considering Miller’s side, she softened and came to sit by his side.


  “I did go over to the library and hang around, but I didn’t see anything. I was hoping…” She flushed, awkward with feminine wiles. “I was hoping to catch Dave when the library closed, maybe get him to go out for a beer afterwards. I saw him studying on the fourth floor.”


  “What time was that?”


  “About ten-thirty. I saw Jonathan too, his nose buried in a book, scribbling furiously.”


  “When and where?”


  She flinched at his sharp tone and twisted her hands in her lap. “Uh—after that. Maybe twenty to eleven? He was in a corner of the library, a place we’d never normally go.”


  “The Medieval Literature section?”


  Surprised, she nodded. “He was so intent that he didn’t see me.”


  The insight came to Green in a flash. Blair was hiding! Trying to avoid all the colleagues who had suddenly turned up at the library. The question was—who else besides Dave Miller and Rosalind had he seen? “Did you see anybody else from your group?”


  “Well, I didn’t stay around. Soon the intercom announced ten minutes to closing, and I started trying to find Dave, but he wasn’t in his carrel anymore. I realized I must have missed him, so I hurried to try to catch him downstairs.” She flushed again, knotting her fingers. “I…I feel sorry for the guy.”


  Green had no time for sentiment. “And did you find him downstairs?”


  “Well, there was a lot of confusion. The fire alarm went off and—”


  “Did you find him?”


  Reluctantly she shook her head. “But he said he left when the fire alarm rang. And I believe him. Dave is not like other men, Inspector. He’s not capable of deceit. He’s been trying to figure out himself how he was set up, and he says he’s very close. He found a book in the library yesterday describing some recent research in Denmark on localizing functions in the brain.”


  Some vague memories stirred. Something Stan Baker had said in his wild speculations about Miller. And something Carrie MacDonald had mentioned when she first described her discovery of the body. Both had talked about a book. “Where is this book?”


  She hesitated, avoiding his sharp gaze. “Miss Simmons!”


  Without a word she rose and went to her bookshelf, where she pulled out a thick, shiny volume. “Dave told me to hold it for him and not to let it out of my sight for anyone.”


  Green flipped through it, recognizing words like perception, sensory input and cerebral cortex, but little else. He was going to need Dr. Baker’s services again in a hurry.


  “He said it was that important?”


  She nodded. “He certainly got very excited. He was looking at the section on auditory processing, and he said he found exactly what the culprit did to the numbers. He said he just had one more person to talk to and I should keep the book just in case.”


  Green felt a chill. Had Miller known he was heading off to meet a killer? “In case what?”


  She obviously had not sensed the same threat, for she shrugged with disinterest. “In case he got arrested, I assumed.”


  Green was just about to close the book and call Baker when a smudge of dirt caught his eye. Flipping on a stronger light, he took out his magnifying glass. On closer scrutiny it was far more than a smudge of dirt. Near the edge of the page, barely visible to the naked eye, were the clear lines of a fingerprint etched in blood.


  


  Green paced the little fingerprint lab, tripping over Lou Paquette at every turn. Paquette sat at his microscope surrounded by fingerprint sheets and, in his utter concentration, not a sound could be heard beyond the faint wheeze of his breath. His hair was rumpled, and there was a smell of stale whisky about him, but he had dragged himself out of bed without complaint when Green had called.


  “It’s still going to be hard to connect the print to the scene,” Sullivan pointed out on one of Green’s passes. “The defence will claim that hundreds of students with hangnails could have touched that book.”


  “Not if the blood is Jonathan Blair’s and the print is our killer’s.” Green threw his hands up. “Lou, what the hell’s taking so long! I thought you said it was a good print.”


  Paquette raised his head from the lens, his face ruddy from concentration. “It is. It’s beautiful. I just can’t match it to anyone. Not Miller, not Difalco, not the Haddads or Halton. It’s not even Jonathan Blair’s.”


  “Maybe it is just some student with a hangnail,” Sullivan replied, rubbing his eyes wearily.


  “Not that kind of coincidence.” Green snatched the book off the table. “Not on the book both Jonathan Blair and David Miller found crucial to the research fraud. You two guys can go home, but I’m taking it over to the RCMP lab to see if Serology can tie the blood to Blair.”


  Green had to rant a little and threaten the wrath of the Police Chief, but he was finally able to cajole one junior serologist back into his lab to look at the bloodstained print. He gritted his teeth as the young man fiddled and measured and peered through his microscope before finally coming up with his verdict. Type A—Jonathan Blair’s blood type.


  “I could go further,” the technician added nervously. “I mean, if you want. It’s a pretty small amount, but I can get you some other factors. If you want.”


  “If I want?” Green shook his head in exasperation. “Of course I want. And I want DNA too. The killer’s ID, and our whole case, hinges on this print. I need every piece of physical ammunition I can get.”


  Green glanced at his watch as he headed back out to the parking lot. Eleven-thirty. Half an hour to judgment day, and he was at a loss. Whose bloody thumb print had been on the book? Who had picked up the book as it fell from Jonathan’s hand, and who had shoved it hastily onto a bookshelf on his escape route? And where was Dave Miller? Sullivan had checked out his apartment and had come up empty. Who was the one final person he said he had to talk to? And why? Was he just asking naïvely around trying to figure out the mystery of the vanished data, or had he seen the thumb print and put the pieces together? Had he gone off knowingly to a rendezvous with a killer, hoping to flush him out and so clear his name?


  Green shuddered at the thought. This killer was far too clever and cold-blooded to fall for that, and in the ensuing battle of cunning, Green had no doubt what the outcome would be. But could he stop it? Yanking open his car door, he seized his police radio. He reached a weary Brian Sullivan just locking up his house for the night and ordered him to put out an APB on Dave Miller. Not to pick him up but to find him and keep him under surveillance.


  Sullivan’s weary voice suffused with energy. “Hey! Have we finally nailed him?”


  “No. I’m scared to death someone else will.”


  Afterwards he sat in the driver’s seat in the RCMP parking lot, his mind racing over possibilities, terrified that he was already too late. He was so lost in worry that he did not hear the shouts until the running figure was almost upon him. Startled, he peered through the shadows at the man scurrying towards him, glasses glinting in the lamplight.


  “Jim Winkler, Hair and Fibre.” The man stopped, breathless. “I was working late preparing a report for court, and I heard you were in the building. This afternoon I got to wondering about that hair we found on the shirt. You know—the one we couldn’t match to anything? Well, just on a hunch I ran a new match, and you’ll never believe this. Guess whose it turned out to be?”


  Green was beyond riddles. “Who!”


  “Jonathan Blair’s.”


  


  It makes no sense, no goddamn sense! Green ranted to himself as he drove his car aimlessly through the deadened streets. The hair was on the inside of the shirt at the back of the neck. Exactly where it would be if the shirt had been worn and hair from the nape of the neck had got caught inside. How the hell would hair from the victim, who was in front of the killer and at least a foot away, have ended up there? Only if Blair had worn it, and that made no sense at all.


  Unless…!


  The thought so surprised him that he drove through a red light. Slamming on the brakes, he spun the car around and headed back towards the RCMP lab. It was a crazy, nonsensical idea, but the only one that fit the facts. There was one person who could perhaps tell him just how crazy it really was.


  Twenty minutes later, shirt in hand, he was ringing the bell outside Marianne Blair’s mansion, expecting to face the pinched sneer of her executive assistant. It was the only pleasure he took in rousing the household at this hour. But instead after a long wait, the door cracked open to reveal the cautious stare of Henry Blair. Blair swung the door wide at the sight of him. He was wearing the same mismatched clothes as earlier, but they were in rumpled disarray.


  Green recovered his voice first. “I’m sorry to disturb you so late.”


  “No, no! It’s quite all right, we were just ah…talking.”


  Marianne Blair appeared in the hallway behind him, her knobby hands clutching her blouse to her throat. She gripped her ex-husband’s arm and stared at Green through questioning eyes.


  “Is there news?”


  He dodged artfully. “I’m getting close. I have one quick question for both of you.”


  “Of course, please come in. Henry was just…we were talking about Jon. Come, there’s tea in the kitchen.” Mrs. Blair drew Henry back to allow Green entrance and only then, in the brighter light of the hall chandelier, did he see the swollen redness of their eyes.


  “Thank you, but I don’t want to intrude,” he mumbled. “I just wanted to show you this.” He held out the evidence bag containing the black shirt. “Do either of you recognize this shirt?”


  Marianne sucked in her breath with a sharp gasp. She took the bag from him almost reluctantly and stepped over to hold it under the stronger light of the hall chandelier. In the stillness, he could feel his own heartbeat as he waited. When she finally turned to him, her face was pale and her voice hoarse.


  “This is Jonathan’s. I bought it for him myself last year, to sort of liven up his wardrobe. Jonathan usually goes in for beiges and blues. But I haven’t see it…oh, for at least two months.”


  It took him five minutes to extricate himself from their questions and to get back out to his car. A brief phone call to Sullivan turned up no trace of Miller. Sullivan sounded groggy and discouraged, but promised to continue the search and the stake-out of Miller’s apartment. In the distance, the bells of the Peace Tower tolled midnight, each lugubrious chime like a further nail in his coffin. Green’s sense of dread grew. Where could Miller be at this hour! Whom had he gone to see? Who could have held the final key to the mystery for him?


  He sat in the dark, staring through the car windshield at the deserted Rockcliffe street, pondering all the pieces of the puzzle that fit nowhere. Why did the killer wear Jonathan Blair’s shirt? Where did he get it? The image of Sharon and the photo suddenly flashed through his mind, and he held his breath as an answer slowly came into focus. Not Miller, not Halton, not even Difalco, but someone he should have seen right from the beginning, and for reasons as old as the hills. Considered in this new light, a number of niggling little problems suddenly made sense—why Jonathan Blair’s sketch had been taken from Carrie’s apartment, why his wallet had never been found, why his office and computer had been so easily accessed. Why the frame of Eddie Haddad had begun even before Jonathan’s results were complete. Everything fit!


  Shoving his car into gear, he tore out of Marianne Blair’s driveway and down the hushed, mansion-lined street, barely missing an elderly gentleman out walking his Pekinese. He remembered that the apartment was a short hop across the Rideau River and up King Edward Street into the seedier student area of Sandy Hill. The little car squealed as he spun around corners and raced up deserted streets. Drawing up outside the apartment, he paused. He needed back-up, a search warrant, and an arrest warrant. But a life was in jeopardy and it might already be too late. In a life-and-death crisis, the department and the courts could be very forgiving.


  There was no response to his knock and listening at the door, he could hear no sounds from within. Throwing procedure to the winds, he roused the building superintendent to open the door. The apartment was in darkness and a quick check of the rooms revealed it was empty. On the kitchen table lay a pharmacy bag, with a prescription receipt for Elavil stapled to the front. But the bag was empty.


  Fuck!


  Elavil was an anti-depressant which could induce a fatal coma with relatively few pills. Time was the enemy. David Miller’s home was just across the Queensway in one of the Lees Avenue apartment buildings, and Green decided it was faster to drive there than to call the surveillance team and explain. Careening into the apartment driveway, he spotted Brian Sullivan’s old Chevrolet itself sitting near the front door. Beyond the car, just exiting through a side door and slipping around the corner of the building was a dark-haired man with a mustache. Leaping out of his car, Green raced to Sullivan’s window and found him fast asleep at the wheel. Raging, he shook him awake.


  “Grab that man with the mustache and call for back-up! No time to explain. I’m going up to Miller’s.”


  The building was part of a massive, low-rent complex that had fallen into decay and squalor. Even at midnight the tenants hung over the balcony rails in the summer heat, shouting obscenities at one another. Beer bottles littered the lobby, and the stench of urine choked the airless halls. Through the flimsy walls, babies wailed and heavy metal rock music boomed. Green jumped over a drunk sprawled in the hallway and dashed for the elevator. How much time had the killer had? Goddamn it, if they’d been able to identify the fingerprint earlier, none of this would have happened! If only he hadn’t felt sorry for Paquette that night and compromised his thoroughness. If only everyone on this case was not stretched beyond endurance. How long had Sullivan been asleep? Had the killer waited to be sure Miller was dead? Any delay increased the risk of capture, but leaving too early increased the chance that Miller would rouse enough to call for help. Green could only pray for a miracle as the cranky elevator jerked its way to the top floor.


  He dashed down the dimly lit hall and pounded on Miller’s door. No answer. Grabbing the handle, he thrust. The door gave and spilled him inside. A computer screen on the right wall washed the small room in a bluish glow which glanced off the fridge and stove in the opposite corner, but left the rest of the room in shadow. Green could just make out the dim shape of a bed against the far wall before he found the light switch. Murky yellow light filled the room, revealing a huddled form under the bedcovers.


  Covering the distance in two leaps, Green groped for a pulse. Thin, but there. Thank God! He radioed 911, then returned to Miller. The man was unconscious and felt clammy to the touch. Green rolled him onto his back, loosened his clothing and checked his airways. As he searched his memory frantically for further first-aid techniques, his eye fell on the pill bottle on the bedside table. Beside the bottle sat an empty water glass. Green knew Miller’s prints would be on it and no one else’s. All other traces of the crime—the coffee cups, the drugged cake, whatever the killer had used to feed Miller the pills—would have been washed away. A suicide note, artfully dropped from the dying fingers, would be the perfect finishing touch. This killer, smart and thorough, would have added that.


  Green scanned the floor, bedcovers and tabletops for a note without success. Then he settled on the computer. Of course! The computer was this killer’s special trademark! Rising, he walked over to the screen, which had a display of multi-coloured brain cells. Tapping the space bar returned him to the file in use.


  Dear Rosalind,


  You are the only person I want to send a message to before I die. Now that I’ve lost my life’s work, Professor Halton’s respect, and my hopes for the future, I have nothing left to live for. My work was right and somehow Defalco tricked us all, but I have no hope of proving it, so what’s the point? Maybe someday people will learn the truth. Thank you for your faith in me.


  Your friend, Dave


  Suddenly, Green heard a door slam and he glanced out the window. The roof of the twin tower opposite was directly in his line of vision and lit by a single searchlight above the rooftop door. Green saw a long shadow play across the roof, then as his eyes adjusted, he made out a small figure running towards the edge. The man’s dark hair was on end, and in the floodlight his mustache was a jagged slash against his whitened face. Down below, three patrol cars converged on the building and screeched to a stop, sirens flashing. Green saw Sullivan talking to them and gesticulating to the high-rise.


  The suspect was racing back and forth across the roof, peering over the edge as if searching for an escape route. The only exit was the rooftop door through which he had obviously come. Below, the police officers had sealed off the street exits and now stood gazing up at the building façade uncertainly.


  Green grabbed his radio and called Sullivan. “Brian, he’s on the roof.”


  “I’ve got a call in to the tactical unit.”


  The suspect had abandoned his aimless running and was turning back towards the rooftop door.


  “No time,” Green said. “He’s going back into the building, and that means potential hostages and a half-dozen exits you might not know about. You’ve got to get up there right away.”


  Green saw Sullivan beckon to three officers and head into the building. “I’m on my way up,” Sullivan said breathlessly. “What’s his position?”


  “He’s still there, but he’s thinking about the door. Quick!” Down below, the ambulance and more squad cars converged on Miller’s apartment. The response to my 911 call, Green thought. He took one last quick glance at Miller and saw with relief that his breathing had not changed. Across the way, the suspect was reaching his hand towards the door. Time had run out.


  Green crashed a chair through the window and pulled out his gun. “Police, freeze!”


  The man jerked back and spun around, his hand shielding his eyes from the floodlight as he searched the darkness. Green kept his gun trained on him. “Put your hands on your head and back away from the door.”


  The man hesitated. Green gauged the distance from his window to the rooftop across the way. At least seventy-five feet. To his surprise, the gun was remarkably steady in his hand, but there was no way he was going to hit the man if he fired. If he could even bring himself to fire. He couldn’t believe he was doing this. He’d never fired at a live target, and never hit anything at seventy-five feet.


  But the suspect didn’t know that.


  “Back away. Right now!” Green bellowed, and to his great relief the suspect slowly turned away. Green had just begun to breathe again when abruptly the man launched himself toward the edge of the roof. Shit! In that instant Sullivan burst through the rooftop door, took a running leap in pursuit, and brought them both crashing to the ground.


  Behind him, Green heard a commotion as the paramedics rushed into Miller’s room. After briefing them on the Elavil, he turned back to the window. Sullivan was just hauling the suspect to his feet and hustling him toward the door. Handcuffed and dwarfed by Sullivan, the suspect looked fragile and harmless. Not like a deadly killer at all.


  “Brian!” Green called. “Take the wig off.”


  Sullivan glanced over at him questioningly, then reached down to snatch the black wig from the man’s head. A mass of pale blond locks slowly tumbled over the suspect’s face.


  “Gotcha, Miss Weeks,” Green said to himself with a smile of satisfaction.


  Fifteen


  “My father’s on his way up here, you know. You don’t know trouble till you’ve met Dr. Lorrimer Weeks.”


  Vanessa Weeks sat in the interrogation room, her arms crossed over her chest and her chin thrust out. Gone was all trace of the panic that had driven her to contemplate suicide. Her eyes were steady and her tone sure. A damn good actress, Green thought, remembering her convincing portrayal of grief when he’d first met her. Only her pallor betrayed her fear. She had been booked and had spent the rest of the night in a tiny metal cell, but that seemed only to strengthen her resolve.


  “I look forward to it,” Green replied, tipping his chair back casually. “Would you care to explain what you were doing at Dave Miller’s apartment last night?”


  “I was worried. I went there to check on him.”


  “I see. Disguised in black wig and mustache.”


  “It’s a dangerous building. I thought I’d be safer as a man.”


  “And the little detour up onto the rooftop on your way home?”


  “There’s no law against going up on a roof. If that’s all you’ve got on me—“


  “What about Jonathan’s wallet and the sketch Carrie MacDonald drew of him? My men found them in the back of your bedroom closet. How did they get there?’


  She said nothing.


  “They’re a poor substitute for the real thing, by the way. They won’t love you back.”


  Her knuckles whitened, but she feigned disdain. “My father says he’ll get that whole search thrown out of court, you’ll see. You had no probable cause when you broke into my apartment.”


  He smiled. “Well, he can try, but judges up here are not that easily bullied. There was a life in danger and that Elavil prescription was in plain view, so the law’s on my side. As for Jonathan’s death, your alibi stinks. I had a female officer check out that university pool where you were supposedly doing laps. She was able to sneak in and out the back door of the change room with no trouble.”


  “Just because she could doesn’t mean I did, Inspector. I believe I’m still innocent until proven guilty, even in this provincial backwater.”


  He sat forward in his chair, a cup of cold coffee forgotten at his elbow. He had been up all night, but he felt more alive than he had in days. His eyes held hers quietly as he played his ace.


  “I saw Dave Miller this morning. He was still pretty groggy, but he wanted to tell me about his discovery. He’d found a new Danish book which showed yet another method of analyzing brain wave data that gives even different results. So maybe all three of you were picking up different parts of brain activity and Difalco’s theory doesn’t contradict Miller’s after all. Both theories could be right. Or wrong. Quite amazing, isn’t it, how little we really know?”


  She had resolutely held his gaze, but now red flooded her cheeks. Her arms tightened across her chest as if she were trying to hold herself together.


  “That’s a lie!” she spat. “I looked at that book and I—” Belatedly, she caught herself and clamped her jaw tight.


  “You didn’t read to the end. It was the last paper in the book.”


  She began to shake all over. “I’m not talking any more. Get out! Get the fuck out!”


  Without warning she leaped up and flung herself against the door, bringing two police officers racing into the room. It took both of them to subdue her, and her curses echoed in the hall long after they had dragged her away.


  


  “Boy, what a waste!” Sullivan exclaimed, shaking his head in disbelief. “A kid like that, with so much going for her, so much to contribute, and she’s going to spend her best years behind bars.”


  After a few hours sleep and a fresh shave, Sullivan was in top form again but the long emotional night had finally taken its toll on Green. Slumped at his desk, he rubbed his eyes wearily.


  “Yeah, she has a great mind, but people never saw beyond that, to the young woman who needed love and affirmation just like the rest of us. Perhaps even more than the rest of us. She’d been raised in a hothouse, made to grow up before her time, always expected to excel, to win, to be number one. The pressure was incredible. You know, rumour has it she broke her own wrist when she saw she had no chance of winning gold in tennis at the Olympics. That’s how abhorrent losing was to her. I should have realized she wouldn’t relinquish Jonathan Blair as easily as she seemed to.”


  “But she killed him because of the research, Mike, not because he’d dumped her.”


  “I think both things went together. I don’t think she planned to kill him at first. She just wanted Raquel out of his life, so she planted the love note for the Haddads to find. The sad thing is, I don’t think Jonathan was as involved with Raquel as Vanessa thought. He just felt sorry for her because no one ever saw beyond the great body.”


  Sullivan guffawed. “You saw Raquel’s picture. You honestly think Blair wasn’t attracted?”


  “Sure, he was attracted. In the heat of the moment he might even have slept with her. But what I mean is—it wasn’t…” Green coloured. “It didn’t mean anything. I think he really broke up with Vanessa because he suspected she might be involved in the research fraud. Then, somehow Vanessa found out he was investigating the fraud. My guess is on Sunday when she was in his office preparing the love note on his computer, she stumbled upon the data in his computer and she realized she was about to be exposed. I suspect she followed him around after that, trying to keep tabs on him and learn more about what he knew. Maybe she overheard him ask for a meeting with Halton, and knew she had to move. Her lucky break was to witness the fight between Jonathan and the Haddad brothers, and that gave her the idea for the frame. If she hadn’t seen it, she would have figured out another way to kill him. Whatever it took, Jonathan Blair had to be eliminated before he met with Halton the next day.”


  “Yeah, but what about the knife? How’d she get it so fast? Last I heard, Gibbs checked all the gift shops and came up empty.”


  Green pawed through the papers on his desk, sending several skidding onto the floor. He pounced on one with a grin. “Gibbs, bless his obsessive-compulsive soul, didn’t give up, and I have taught him well. Lateral thinking, that’s what he used. He decided to check Middle Eastern restaurants, and what do you know! The Moroccan Nights on Bank Street found it was missing one of the decorative daggers that hang on the wall.”


  Sullivan shook his head. “Boy, what a cold cookie. To love the guy and wipe him out like that over some research—that’s pretty warped.”


  “Yeah, and I think that’s why she finally snapped. Ambition and success meant more to her than people. She’d defied her father in choosing Halton instead of Harvard, so she had a lot to prove. In the academic world you prove yourself by the significance of your research. You don’t win a Nobel Prize by being wrong. Vanessa’s work was based on Miller’s theory. She thought Difalco’s results contradicted Miller’s and so put hers in question too.”


  “So it was her all along, not Miller, who tampered with Difalco’s data.”


  Green nodded. “Difalco had almost finished his data collection, and naturally, he was beginning to crow. I think she got worried and ran some simulations of his work. When she found out his results were good, she broke into his raw data and altered his numbers. Then she suggested to Miller he run simulations, and of course the results weren’t at all what Difalco claimed. And the rest is history. Miller checked Difalco’s raw data, yelled fraud, Vanessa erased the data and Difalco yelled sabotage. If only she’d realized, as Miller did, that both theories could be right. Or both wrong. And that truth is the only important player in the drama.”


  “Yeah. But sometimes you get too close to things. Get too committed, lose sight of the big picture. But you wouldn’t know anything about that, right?” Sullivan hauled himself to his feet and stretched luxuriously. “Well, I’m taking the day off, going to rebore the engine on the old Chev. Maybe it’ll last another winter. By the way, Mary says that little house you two were looking at in Barrhaven has dropped its price. It’s a steal now, she says.”


  Green avoided Sullivan’s eyes. At this moment, even Barrhaven would be preferable to the future he faced. He’d just called home for the seventh time, and there was still no answer. “Yeah, well…”


  “Uh-oh. Trouble in paradise? Sharon didn’t like the press coverage?”


  “Something like that. Plus I’ve been a self-centred ass.”


  “So what’s new? She knew that when she married you.” Green cast him a reproachful look. “Yeah, but I’ve sunk to new lows since the baby was born.” He traced slow circles on the desk with his pen. “Almost as if…when it was just Sharon and me, I knew I could always walk away. She’d be hurt, but we’d both find someone else. But with Tony—”


  “You’re his father for life.”


  “That’s the thing. I should be.” Green paused, thinking of Hannah. “And I’ve been wondering…it’s almost like I want to hold him away from me. To tell him ‘Don’t expect too much of me so I won’t fail you’. To insulate him.” And maybe to insulate myself a bit too, he added but only to himself, for that was a frailty Sullivan would not understand.


  “Lots of fathers try that route, as you know, and we pick up the pieces.” Sullivan clapped him on the shoulder. “You’re in the soup now, man. You’ve just got to learn how to swim.”


  Green’s door swung slowly open. They both looked up to see Sharon standing in his doorway, Tony balanced on one hip. The baby’s face split in a wide grin at the sight of him.


  “Soup?” Sharon repeated, calm and unreadable.


  Sullivan moved to the door. “That’s my cue, folks. I’m off.” He tickled Tony’s toes, mouthed the word “swim” at Green and slipped past them out the door.


  Sharon remained planted where she was. “I listened to your seven messages on the tape and I decided I’d better come talk to you personally. God knows when you’d come home.”


  He winced but said nothing. His seven messages had said it all. He was a screw-up, he was obsessed with his work, sometimes he couldn’t think straight, but he loved her, he loved Tony, he’d go to the moon for her if she’d give him another chance. Now it was her turn. She shifted Tony on her hip, and her composure wavered. She studied the floor.


  “I guess I haven’t been exactly blameless in all this, Mike. I’ve been bitchy and always tired and preoccupied with Tony. The old body’s all out of shape, and my breasts are still leaking milk. Not quite the girl you married.”


  “Stop it.” He jumped to his feet and moved toward her. “Darling, nothing happened.”


  She backed against the door, whipping her head back and forth. “Don’t give me that. Denials or confessions…I really don’t want to know.” Her voice quavered. “I know I can’t compete—”


  “No!” He gripped her by the arms. “You need to know. Nothing happened. Yes, I was attracted to her and yes, she came on to me. But I stopped it. She got my tie off and my pants undone, but I stopped it. Because I didn’t want to lose us.”


  For a long moment she simply stared at the floor, but finally her mouth twitched slightly at the corners. “She got your pants undone? How much?”


  He risked tracing his finger lightly across her hand. “If we weren’t in my office and you didn’t have Tony, I’d show you how much.”


  She sighed. “I’m just not sure it’s going to work, Mike.”


  “I know I’m not much good at keeping my promises, but—”


  “But you promise to change?”


  He bit his lip; she wasn’t smiling. She had heard all this before. “No, but—” he eased Tony out of her arms into his, “—I do want to try.”


  “That seventh message, when you promised me a new house…”


  With his free hand, he reached for the phone. “I’ll call Mary Sullivan right now.”


  She finally smiled her slow, wise-cracking smile. “You ought to be tempted more often, Green. I might get a swimming pool out of it next time.”


  
    
      
    
  


  Once Upon a Time


  One


  September 2nd, 1939


  
    I hear her footsteps on the mossy riverbank

    See the sun-flamed red of her hair

    As it swoops in rhythm to her run.

    She tilts her head, shields her eyes.

    But still I hide, drunk with hope and disbelief.

    She has come to me, my rebel princess.

    Slipped the sentinel gaze of the village,

    huddled in its uneasy rest.

    Run across the cornfields behind the mill

    And out to meet her poet.

    Nothing to offer her but words spun into shimmering webs,

    to catch her lofty dreams.

    She spots me then and smiles,

    And I open up my arms.

  


  After fifteen minutes of waiting, the old man pulled the sweaty tuque off his head and scowled at the snow through the window. His long plaid scarf pricked his neck, adding to his annoyance. He could see little through the pale wintery light in the room, but he could hear his wife thumping around in his bedroom upstairs. Drawers opened and closed.


  What the hell was the woman doing up there! He felt a surge of alarm as he remembered the letter. How stupid of him to leave it in his desk drawer. He should have burned it as soon as he got it. When they got back home tonight, he would. Once today’s ordeal was over.


  He looked around the room at the refuge he had sought to create. A modest parlour with a crumbling brick fireplace, a scratched piano and shelves haphazardly stacked with books. All he had ever wanted was this little cottage in the country, his pipe, his whiskey and an armchair by the fire. A retirement cottage, he had told his wife. Far from cruel strangers and prying eyes, from a past that still lurked in his head.


  Yet in the end he had not escaped. He leaned back in the armchair and willed away the sudden tears that filled his eyes. She would see them—nothing escaped her—and she would fuss. Not overtly, for she knew better, but quietly, fluttering around the kitchen to make him tea, watching him with silent, questioning eyes. And now, because of that monstrous letter, how long before she knew?


  A final thud roused him, and he looked up to see her descend the stairs, pulling a pair of thick woollen gloves over her gnarled hands. She frowned at him as she came across the room, picked up his tuque from the window ledge and pulled it firmly back down on his head.


  “I’ll get the car and pick you up out front,” she said.


  He heard the thump of her cane as she shuffled through the kitchen and pushed open the screen door against the thick snow on the porch. He glanced at his watch impatiently. Of all days for snow! She’ll take forever crossing the yard, so scared she’ll fall and break something again. And then she won’t be able to start the car.


  He heard the shriek of the shed door, the thud of the car door, and finally the screech of the ignition. He cursed her aloud. Too heavy handed, no feel for an engine. But then he heard a hoarse, reluctant cough as the old Dodge came to life, and he hauled himself to his feet.


  Outside, he squinted against the stinging snow as he watched her inch the car across the yard. She will think it’s too cold for me to stay in the car. She’ll want me to go into the clinic with her and wait in a room full of creaky old women. More complications.


  He surveyed the white fields in silence as they drove down the long lane to the highway. They were going to be late, perhaps too late. But once they were on the highway, the driving was good. The roads were salted a glistening black, and the trip to Ottawa took only two hours, even at her cautious seventy kilometres an hour. The windshield wipers beat a steady rhythm against the snow, and he stared out the window at the passing farms, his thoughts lost in winters long ago. Wondering, worrying…


  “If I’m through in time,” she said, “we’ll drop by Margaret’s for early tea.”


  Her intrusion into his thoughts startled him. “We just saw her on the weekend.”


  “But they’re on our way home, and she’s expecting us.”


  “I want to get back,” he replied peevishly. He felt her eyes upon him with their questions, but thankfully she said nothing.


  It was eleven-thirty when she pulled into the parking lot at the hospital, and the wind whipped the snow about. He made no move, and when she turned to him questioningly, he said, “I’ll wait here.”


  “But it’s cold outside today. And I’m not sure how long I’ll be.”


  “Leave me the keys. I’ll start the car if I have to.”


  She seemed about to argue, so he closed his eyes and feigned fatigue. A moment later the door opened, and he felt a frigid blast of air. Halfway out, she paused, hunched against the swirling snow, and turned to him.


  “Get out, woman!”


  Pressing her lips shut, she pulled herself out and slammed the door. He watched her battle the drifts with her cane as she crept across the road to the clinic door, then he reached inside his duffel coat for his small flask. With a grunt of pleasure he brought the flask to his lips and took a long swallow. Maybe that will keep trouble away, he thought, and glanced at his watch. 11:37. He peered out through the frosted front windshield. Nothing moved. Not a car, not a solitary soul. He’d never put much stake in hope, but he allowed a faint stirring of it as he settled down to wait.


  


  When the call came in to Major Crimes, Ottawa Police, Inspector Michael Green had been in his office battling paperwork for over four hours, and his mind was mush. The time was 1:43 p.m. He heard the phone ring on Sergeant Brian Sullivan’s desk, heard a brief exchange of words, and then Sullivan’s brisk trademark: “On my way.”


  Green waited three minutes to allow Sullivan to check in with the Staff Sergeant—no point in treading on too many toes—then headed out of his office, hoping for a casual interception. But the squad room was empty. Sullivan’s desk was locked, and his duffel coat was gone from its peg. Damn.


  Restlessly, Green wandered down the hall to the coffee machine and returned with his fifth cup of pallid fluid. He left the door to his little alcove office ajar, inviting someone to interrupt him as he returned to his monthly report.


  Some time later, his phone rang, and he pounced on it, hoping it was Sullivan asking for his help. Or Superintendent Jules, head of Criminal Investigations, saying a call had just come in on a multiple homicide in Rockcliffe Park. Not even that. He’d settle for a wino who had rolled into the Rideau Canal.


  But it was his wife Sharon, who had a day off from the hospital. She sounded cheerful, and in the background he could hear his infant son babbling excitedly.


  “I just wanted to warn you the roads are really slippery, honey. And the driveway has six inches of fresh, fluffy snow on it. Pristine and untouched. To celebrate our first snowfall in our new house, I bought you a shovel at Canadian Tire.”


  Ah, the joys of home ownership, he thought. My very own stretch of asphalt from the street to the Dreaded Vinyl Cube in the cow pastures of Barrhaven. He could almost see the twinkle in her eye, but at this point even shovelling would be a welcome relief. “Don’t worry, I’m coming home early tonight. Maybe even five o’clock.”


  There was silence on her end of the line, followed by a chuckle. “Five o’clock? Inspector Green is coming home at five o’clock?”


  “We’re having a temporary lull in murders in this town. It’s too damn cold even for the crooks. I’m doing nothing but supervision and paperwork.”


  “Paperwork!” He could hear her astonishment. “Boy, you must really be desperate. Next thing I know, you’ll be inventing a murder!”


  He was still laughing when he hung up, but the smile faded quickly at the sight before him. Piles and piles of jumbled phone messages, computer print-outs and unread articles. He had not joined the force to push paper, but in the past couple of years, he’d felt himself being edged farther and farther from the streets and into committee rooms. He was drowning in paperwork and its electronic cousin, e-mail. At the click of a mouse, minutes of meetings and drafts of endless policies could be sent whizzing off to every middle manager on the force, whether they wanted to read them or needed to know them. All to prove how important and busy the sender was.


  The Chief of Detectives, Adam Jules, knew better than to expect Green to respond in kind, but Green’s job as administrator required some minimal output of paper. Annual reports were nearing, and the new Police Chief liked neat arrays of statistics to take to City Hall. He liked stats such as types of crimes reported, solvency rates, crimes by district, etc. To Green, homicide investigation was the cream of police work, as well as the only work he was good at, but to Chief Shea it was a mere footnote in his vast law enforcement vision. Fortunately, the press and the public loved homicides, which was why Jules forgave Green his abysmal administrative skills. Seeing his potential fifteen years ago, Jules had yanked Green off the streets, where he’d been mediocre at best, and into criminal investigations, where his tenacious drive and intuitive intelligence had given him one of the highest solution rates on the force.


  But that was before amalgamation with the outlying forces had turned a tightly-knit, street level police force into a lumbering bureaucracy, and himself into little more than a cog. He sighed. How long since he’d been out on a call?


  Some time later, his phone rang again, but this time it was Jules’ clerk, wondering when she might expect his report. She had a gaping hole in her computer screen where his Major Crime statistics were supposed to fit. He toyed with suggesting that she make up whatever she wanted, provided it made him look good, but decided against it. Jules’ clerk was very young and pretty, but she had absolutely no sense of humour. Choosing the wiser course, he mumbled vague promises and hung up—just in time to see Brian Sullivan emerge from the elevator and stride to his desk, shedding his heavy duffel coat. His face was ruddy from the cold. Casually, Green drifted over.


  Despite the difference in their ranks, he and Sullivan had been friends for over twenty years, ever since they’d been rookies together on the streets, and there were many times Green longed to trade places with him, so that he could roam the streets again while Sullivan sat on committees tossing around words like “vision” and “strategic plan.”


  “So, how’s it going?” Green asked.


  Sullivan looked up from the notebook he had just opened. “It’s a bitch out there. Crazy for November. What will it be like by January?”


  “Tropical. You know this country, we wouldn’t want to be boring.” Green sat on the edge of Sullivan’s desk. “What was the call?”


  Sullivan shrugged and scribbled a few notes absently. “Oh, nothing much. An old man was found frozen to death in the parking lot at the Civic hospital. I went out to the scene, talked to the parking lot attendant and the man’s family, but it looks like natural causes. I was just going to write it up, pending MacPhail’s report.”


  “What does MacPhail say?”


  “There were no real signs of violence, so one of the regular coroners attended the scene. But MacPhail will do the autopsy tomorrow.”


  “What do you mean ‘no real signs’?”


  “He has a small gash on his forehead. But not enough to knock him out, let alone kill him. This was a big guy. He was old, but he must have been quite something in his youth, and even today it would take a lot to knock him down.”


  “What did the family say? Where did he get the gash?”


  “They don’t know. But he probably got it as he fell. The wife said he’d been sick for months. Short of breath, lousy colour. She’d been trying to get him to see her GP.”


  “All the same, did you check motives?”


  A scowl flitted across Sullivan’s face as he turned to Green. Standing, he was at least five inches taller and almost twice as broad. His linebacker physique had expanded to hang slightly over his belt, and high blood pressure was just beginning to mottle his handsome face. “How long since I made detective, Green? Twelve years? You think I don’t cover the bases? The guy had no enemies and no money to brag about. But he was a drunk, it was written all over him. He probably stepped out of the car, passed out and never knew what hit him. End of story.”


  “End of an old man, too.”


  “I know that. I’m just reporting the facts, I’m not passing judgment.” Sullivan’s scowl softened. “It’s fifteen below out there today. You know better than anybody what that kind of cold can do to someone with heart disease. He might have gone outside, taken a deep breath and dropped like a stone. I’m telling you there’s nothing here. This is just another sick old drunk whose number finally came up.”


  Maybe so, thought Green. Disembowelled dead bodies were not his favourite part of a murder investigation, but by tomorrow morning, when the autopsy was scheduled, he might be in need of a small break from his paperwork


  


  Dr. Alexander MacPhail was a tall, rangy Scot with a shock of wild grey hair atop a long, pockmarked face. He grinned as he pulled off a pair of surgical gloves, tossed them into a bin nearby and clapped Green on the shoulder. His rich Scottish brogue boomed in the empty basement hall of the hospital.


  “Hello, there, laddie! I haven’t seen you in a while. How’s the air up there in the upper echelons these days?”


  “Stifling.”


  “Aye, hot air tends to be.” The pathologist cast him a mischievous glance. “So would you just be down here for the fun of watching me work, or would you be wanting something?”


  Green grinned. “You know what I think about your work.”


  “A dirty job, but someone has to do it.”


  “I’m just curious about the old man in the Civic parking lot yesterday. Any information on him yet?”


  MacPhail gestured to the closed door marked MORGUE but painted an unlikely lime green. “Do you want to come in and meet him? I’ve just sewn him back up.”


  “No thanks.” Green hoped he didn’t sound too hasty. “What does it look like?”


  “Well…actual cause of death was hypothermia. But the old bugger had a whole book full of medical problems. Chronic hypertension, arteriosclerosis in both coronary and cerebral arteries, cirrhosis of the liver, some atrophy to the brain. Any one of his parts could have failed him temporarily at that moment.”


  “What about the contusion? Brian said he had a gash on his forehead.”


  MacPhail chuckled. “Sorry to disappoint you, laddie, but it wasn’t enough to kill him. Stun him, perhaps. He could have slipped in the snow and struck his head. In a man his age, that might have been enough to disorient him. He may have lain there resting, not even aware he was cold.”


  “Was it a fresh wound, then?”


  “Inflicted shortly before death, yes.”


  “What kind of instrument? Sharp, blunt, big, small?”


  “A smooth, rounded object about an inch wide.” MacPhail used his hands to demonstrate the size and shape. “Not much bleeding, and it didn’t get any chance to swell before he landed face down in the snow.”


  “Is it consistent with someone trying to strike him?


  The pathologist’s eyes twinkled. “More consistent with hitting his head against a hard object—probably the car mirror—as he was falling.”


  Curiosity outweighed his distaste. Bracing himself, Green nodded towards the morgue door. “Can I see him?”


  The morgue was a brightly lit room painted the same incongruous chartreuse as the door and filled with huge stainless steel receptacles. MacPhail had the consideration to pull a sheet over the body, but Green could tell from the contours of the sheet that the man had been big, probably once muscular. MacPhail had replaced the cranium expertly, but the face was mottled red and white. It was a large, beefy face topped by thinning strands of white-blonde hair. Glazed in death, the eyes were a pallid brown run through with red. Green focussed on the gash on his forehead.


  “Strange shape for a car mirror.”


  “Car mirrors come in all shapes. Laddie, trust me. This one is a natural causes.”


  Probably, Green acknowledged, but he’d seen enough blunt instrument traumas in his career to feel a twinge of doubt.


  


  It wasn’t much to mark the passing of a life—a name, age, address and next of kin. Eugene Walker, eighty. Home was a rural route number in the rolling farmlands of the Ottawa Valley between Renfrew and Eganville, about a hundred kilometres west of Ottawa. But MacPhail’s notes indicated that until the funeral, his widow was staying at her daughter Margaret’s home here in the city.


  Even when he pulled up to Margaret Reid’s elegant westend home, Green wasn’t sure exactly what he was looking for. Three cars stood in the double drive—an aging Dodge, a small hatchback and a shiny silver BMW. He extracted his police badge and held it in readiness, but even so, the look of surprise was blatant on the face of the man who answered the door. Green suppressed a smile. He never tired of that look, which reassured him that he was not growing staid and inspectorish. He was forty-one years old, but because of his light build, his youthful face, and the fine spray of freckles across his nose, he looked barely thirty. His baggy trousers and navy blue parka gave more the impression of a city postman than a high-ranking police investigator. Green had learned to cultivate this lack of physical presence. Like a good spy, it allowed him to move and observe unseen.


  Still, at times he would have appreciated a more authoritative bearing. As now, when grieving relatives needed someone to lean on, although the relative standing before him did not appear about to crumple into his arms. The man looked in his mid forties, dark-haired and probably handsome at one time, but now baggy-eyed and gone to seed. His eyes were slightly bloodshot, but that was his only concession to grief. He frowned as if Green were a pesky vacuum salesman interrupting his busy day.


  Green introduced himself briskly, apologized for the intrusion and asked to see Ruth Walker.


  “Is this really necessary, Inspector? She’s resting, and she already spoke to a police officer yesterday.”


  “Yes, Sergeant Sullivan. I’m just following up. Your name is?”


  “What’s this for? The old man had a heart attack, he’s dead. It was quick and painless. What else is there to know?”


  “Routine. Are you Donald Reid, his son-in-law?”


  “I don’t see why you need to know, but yes.” He blinked several times. When Green continued to stand in the doorway, he stepped back with a scowl.


  “Very well. Come in.”


  Mrs. Walker took about five minutes to come downstairs, and in the meantime Green absorbed impressions about the house. It was a quiet house, not just hushed in grief, but constrained. Everything had its place. The living room was furnished in expensive woods, testimony to the family’s material success. Colour-coordinated watercolours adorned the walls, and china figurines sat on the mahogany table tops. Not a room for children, Green thought, although he had glimpsed a flash of teenage boys in the kitchen as he passed by.


  When Mrs. Walker entered, she was leaning on a younger woman whom Green assumed to be her daughter. Dressed in red slacks and a red and white striped sweater, with not a strand of her cropped black hair out of place, Margaret Reid was the image of her living room. She perched emotionless on the edge of her chair.


  Her mother, on the other hand, wore an old beige cardigan and ill-fitting tweed skirt. Her hair billowed in a cloud of grey curls, and her face was blotched with tears. Green had expected a broad, heavy farmer’s face, but Mrs. Walker was delicately boned, with deep-set blue eyes and a finely pointed chin.


  “How do you do, Inspector? I’m Ruth Walker. How may I help you?”


  Green was not an authority on British accents, but he had watched enough Masterpiece Theatre productions to recognize this one as rich, precise and public school. The tilt of her head and the grace with which she extended her hand made him feel shabby. He drew out his notebook and summoned all the dignity his cheap parka permitted.


  “First of all, let me extend my condolences on the death of your husband. The way he died so unexpectedly must have been a shock.”


  She eased herself stiffly into a heavy velvet chair opposite him. Her blue eyes held his, but he thought they moistened.


  “Yes, it was. Although I suppose I ought to have seen it coming. I’ve known for some time he wasn’t well.”


  “In what way? Dizzy spells?”


  “Not exactly. More shortness of breath.”


  “Had he ever fallen before?”


  She hesitated, and in her instant of discomfiture, the surly son-in-law snorted. “Lots of times. He always had one bruise or another. It means nothing, detective.”


  Green kept his eyes on the widow. “Had he seen a doctor recently?”


  Ruth looked across the coffee table at him. Through the veil of grief, he saw a faint smile. “One didn’t take Eugene anywhere. If he chose to go, that was fine. But he didn’t choose to.”


  “Why?”


  “I expect because he didn’t want to hear the bad news. He was from the old country, Inspector. They’re rather more fatalistic than you are over here. When it’s time, it’s time. No use fighting it with pills and machines.”


  “Do you think he was depressed?”


  “No, not exactly depressed. I mean, he was ready to go. I think he had…” A spasm crossed her face but disappeared before he could analyze it. “…made his peace.”


  “Almost as if he were waiting for death?”


  Her eyes fixed his intently. “Exactly. It was always Eugene’s dream to retire to the country, and once he did, he rarely left the house. He spent most of his day in his chair, just looking out the window.”


  He smiled. “Dreaming about Trafalgar Square, probably. Or his favourite country pub.”


  Out of the corner of his eye, Green saw Margaret open her mouth, but Ruth shot her a quick glance which silenced her. “Eugene liked to say that his life began when he came to Canada,” Ruth said. “All that happened before was best put behind us. He never talked about it.”


  It jarred with the picture Green had begun to paint. He thought of his own father, who also spent his days sitting in a chair, but who had his own reasons for not wanting to relive the past. Green wondered what Walker’s reasons were, and if Ruth’s glance at Margaret had been meant to silence her. “Odd,” he mused casually. “Most elderly people love to reminisce. Sometimes the old days are all they talk about, especially if, like your husband, they have little else they can do now but sit in a chair.”


  She didn’t rise to the bait. “Yes, a disheartening way for a strong, proud man to spend his last days.”


  There was a quiet finality to her words, as if she were closing the door. Respecting that, he moved on. “Can you run through what happened yesterday?


  At this point the surly son-in-law, who had subsided in the corner, re-entered the fray. “Inspector, I really don’t see the point in this. Ruth, you don’t need to put yourself through this.”


  “I don’t mind, Don. He has a job to do.”


  Green admired her quiet dignity. With barely a quiver, she recounted the events of yesterday from their departure to her discovery of the body at one o’clock. Only when she described the sight of him did she falter, pressing her fingers to her lips. Green sensed Don beginning to rise, and he held up a warning hand.


  “Where was he in relation to the car?”


  “I’m not sure. He—” She broke off, her hands fluttering up to her face at the memory. “He…he was lying alongside the car, his head towards the front wheel, I think.”


  In perfect position beneath the side mirror, he thought. “Driver’s side?”


  “Oh, no, passenger’s side. Eugene hadn’t driven in years.”


  “I’d like to look at the car. Is it one of the cars outside?”


  “Yes, Don fetched it.” She turned. “Don, could you…?”


  Seeming relieved to be rid of him, Don led Green outside to the Dodge Aries. Despite its age, there was little rust, but mud coated its sides. Salt stains from the recent drive into the city formed an irregular splatter pattern over the mud, but there were no unusual marks on the passenger side of the car. Nor were there any protruding edges; even the door handles were recessed.


  But even more importantly, because it was such an old car, it had no mirror on the passenger side.


  Two


  September 2nd, 1939


  
    The sun is sinking, soon the village will stir.


    She curls in the nook of my arm,

    her hips soft against mine,

    And her skin like silk beneath my touch.


    Copper tassels of cornfield dance in the sunset

    And a breeze ripples the birches overhead.


    Far off I hear muffled thuds,

    catch a glint of silver in the sky.


    Then a plume of smoke, a second, a third.


    She lifts her head. “Our village?”


    No, what would they want with our village?


  


  “I don’t remember nothing about no fucking cars, man!


  That was the worst day of my life! I remember the body— fuck, I’ll never forget the body. Worst nightmare you could ever have, finding a stiff in your own lot. I was so freaked, I don’t remember nothing else.”


  Green’s small mid-morning break had now extended into his lunch hour, and he knew the clock was ticking on his freedom. He had traced the parking lot attendant to a small clapboard shanty on a narrow, crowded back street of Mechanicsville. The young man had called in sick to recover from the upset of yesterday, and he ushered Green into the dingy living room, kicking newspapers and clothes aside to make a passage. The sweet odour of marijuana clung in the air. He gave a nervous whinny.


  “It’s my brother’s place. I’m just staying here till I can get my own.”


  It took some coaxing, and a small shot of the whiskey Green found on the counter, to get Chad Leroux to retrieve his scattered memories. The young man rocked back and forth on the couch, smoking incessantly and talking in staccato bursts.


  “I was checking a couple of cars. Out, like. It was fucking cold, booth’s got no heater. Had my hood on my parka up, so I couldn’t see shit. This guy in the car—he pointed out the old lady to me.”


  “Was the lot busy?”


  Chad shook his head vigorously. “Most days noon is really busy, but nobody was going out that didn’t have to. ’Cause of the storm, you know? The lot was plowed, but it was still tricky.”


  “Was it slippery?”


  “Was it ever! And you never knew where, with the snow on top. I saw one poor old guy with a cane go right down on his ass earlier.”


  One more point for MacPhail’s theory, Green thought ruefully as he invited Chad to continue.


  “That’s all! The guy in the car says ‘Something’s wrong with that lady over there’. I turn around, I see her way down near the end of the lot, waving her arms all about and screaming ‘my husband, my husband’, and—” Chad broke off, sucking in cigarette smoke to ward off the panic. “Fuck, I never did like bodies.”


  “No one does,” Green muttered drily. “Were there other cars near hers? Can you describe them?”


  Chad rolled his eyes and blew smoke out his nose. “Who the fuck noticed!”


  Green leaned forward, his eyes fixed on Chad’s. “It’s important. Concentrate! Picture yourself back there in the snow, the old woman screaming—”


  Chad’s head whipped back and forth. “I can’t, man! I don’t remember nothing! I know I should have noticed stuff like that, but I just thought ‘Shit, the guy’s croaked! And maybe somebody’s going to blame me!’”


  “Nobody’s blaming you, Chad,” Green soothed. “It’s quite normal to forget everything else, but it’s there, somewhere in your mind. I want you to lean back on the couch and shut your eyes.” Green waited until the young man was ready, then dropped his voice. “Take three deep, slow breaths. Now I want you to picture yourself in the parking lot. It’s cold, the wind is blowing in your face. You’re walking through the snow, the old lady is up ahead screaming at you… Are you there?”


  Chad had closed his eyes dutifully, but his body twitched, and his breathing was erratic. It took a few moments of further coaxing to get him properly focussed on the cars nearby.


  “There’s mostly empty spaces.” Chad wet his lips. “But right next to her, there’s one—no, two cars.”


  “Good. Can you describe the car right beside hers?”


  “Medium sized. It’s dark—maybe dark blue or charcoal grey, maybe even black. Sedan, four-door type. Nice and shiny.”


  “All right, concentrate on it. Describe anything—make, licence—anything.”


  Chad tried to oblige. His eyelids fluttered as he searched the invisible scene. “It was like the shape of the Aries, only newer. Like a Lumina or one of them GM family cars, but fancy. Buick LeSabre, maybe? Tinted windows.”


  “Okay, that’s great, you can open your eyes.”


  Chad sat forward, eyes alight. “Hey, that’s something! It really works. Did you—like—hypnotize me?”


  Green smiled. “Nothing that exotic. I just helped you eliminate the distractions.” He stood up, and Chad followed him with obvious relief. “Tell me, Chad, do some of the vehicles park in the lot on a regular basis?”


  Chad looked blank for a moment, trying to translate. “You mean every day like? Oh, sure. Doctors, nurses and them. They use the lot, pay by the month.”


  “And do they have their favourite spots?”


  “Some of them.”


  It was a slim hope, but a hope nonetheless, Green thought as he headed towards the Civic Hospital. Maybe in the parking lot he would find the dark, shiny sedan which had parked next to Walker’s on the day of his death. And against which Walker must have smashed his head as he fell to the ground.


  But ten minutes later he found himself in the parking lot amid endless rows of dark, shiny new sedans. The attendant on duty walked him down to the end of the lot and showed him where the body had been found. The whole area had been so trampled that it was useless as a crime scene, and there were no cars parked in the immediate vicinity and no dark sedans within fifty feet. Nonetheless, mainly to impress the parking attendant who hovered nearby, he crouched in the snow and sifted through it with his fingers. It told him nothing.


  This is pointless, Green. The old guy hit his head on something, stunned himself and froze to death. You’ve wasted enough of the department’s time. There is no mystery here. Nada, bopkes, zip. What was it Sharon had said? Invent a murder?


  The breath of freedom is over, Inspector. Your paperwork awaits.


  


  Reluctantly, Green headed back towards the office. No fresh snow had fallen since the day before, but the temperature had stayed low, and the snow showed no inclination to melt. Ottawa’s efficient salt trucks had cleared the main streets, but the sidewalks and small roads were still rutted with ice. That, and a rash of fender benders caused by hotshots who’d forgotten how to drive in the winter, had slowed traffic to a crawl. Slipping in a CD of soft rock, Green let his mind drift over the case. Something puzzled him, not so much about the manner of the old man’s death as about the reclusive old man himself. And about his widow, a gracious, elegant lady who Green suspected had put up with a good deal.


  It made a small, poignant tale of a marriage, compelling from a human interest standpoint, but, he acknowledged grudgingly as he pulled into the station parking lot, from a major crimes standpoint, it was not much to get excited about.


  Back behind his desk, he turned on his computer and obediently settled down to his report. After an eternity, his phone rang. It was Sharon. He glanced at his watch instinctively, but it was barely four o’clock. Time crawled when you were having fun.


  “I’m leaving in half an hour,” he promised.


  She chuckled. “I don’t think I can stand this new suburban you. And actually, I think you should swing by the synagogue and take your Dad home first before you come home.”


  “Dad?” His mind drew a blank.


  “It’s Thursday—his pinochle afternoon. It’s too cold and icy for him to walk home. He’s pretty frail, and I think those pinochle games are getting really depressing. Sort of like, let’s see who’s left standing this week.”


  The image of Eugene Walker’s frozen body face down in the snow was incentive enough, and Green abandoned his desk gratefully at the stroke of five. Sid Green lived in a seniors’ residence in Sandy Hill just off Rideau Street, barely a mile from the tenement where Green had grown up. For the past fifteen years, Sid had walked up Rideau first to the old Jewish Community Centre, and when that closed, to the adjacent synagogue to play pinochle with a handful of elderly immigrant Jews like himself. For fifteen years, a touch of shtetl Poland had flourished in the middle of Ottawa.


  Now, as most of them passed eighty and various parts of their bodies failed them, the number was slowly dwindling, and when Green pulled up outside the synagogue, his father’s scowl told him that today had not been a success. In a daily life of so few successes, his father had little optimism to spare.


  “I want you to take me to Bernie’s house,” Sid said as Green guided him into the car.


  Green was reaching for the seat belt and stopped abruptly. “Why?”


  “He didn’t come to the game today.”


  “Maybe it was too cold for him.”


  Sid waved an impatient hand. His white hair stood in thin tufts, and his eyes watered from the cold. He drew his coat tightly around his throat. “Bernie never missed a game.”


  Green started the car. “So call him.”


  “Marv did. There was no answer.”


  “Dad, he was probably just out visiting friends.”


  Sid snorted. “And who are we, chopped liver? We’re all he’s got. Where would he go?” He stole a glance at Green’s set profile, and his voice dropped. “Something is wrong, Mishka. Bernie is looking very bad these past weeks.”


  With resignation, Green steered the car in the direction of Bernie Mendelsohn’s apartment, which was a crumbling low-rise mainly occupied by the elderly poor. He left his father in what passed for a foyer and went in search of the building superintendent. They were just jiggling the lock of Mendelsohn’s apartment when the door cracked open, and an old man in pyjamas peered out.


  “Bernie!” Sid exclaimed. “Why didn’t you answer our call?”


  “What call?”


  “You missed cards! Marv tried to call.”


  Mendelsohn closed his eyes briefly, then turned to make his way back inside. Green noticed that his hands shook, and he limped badly. Quickly, he thanked the super and followed his father inside. The apartment was barely fifteen feet square and lit with a single yellow bulb hanging from the ceiling. Clothes were scattered everywhere, and open food cans were piled haphazardly by the sink. Green had only been there once before, but he remembered it as scrupulously clean. Like Sid, Mendelsohn had been widowed for nearly twenty years and had his set routines.


  “I didn’t hear the phone,” Mendelsohn was saying. “I’m sorry, I was asleep.” He sat down on the edge of his bed, and Sid took the rickety white kitchen chair. As there was no other place to sit, Green leaned against the wall and waited. Both men were frail, but his father, even with his heart condition, looked far healthier. Mendelsohn’s skin had a yellowish cast and hung on his frame in folds. A quick glance around the room revealed a collection of prescription bottles by the bed. While the two friends bickered, Green went over for a closer look.


  “You think I don’t have eyes?” Sid demanded. “I can’t see you look bad?”


  “I’m eighty-four years old. You think you look so good?”


  “Bernie—” Green interrupted, holding up a vial. “These are pretty strong painkillers.”


  Mendelsohn snatched the vial away with trembling hands. He shoved it into his pyjama pocket and took a deep breath. “Michael, I have a few aches and pains. Tell your father to leave an old man in peace.”


  Sid rose and came across the dimly lit room to peer at Mendelsohn. His wheezing was erratic in the stillness. “Aches and pains nothing. You think I don’t recognize cancer? My Hannah took ten years to die, Bernie. And near the end, when it was in her liver and bones, she looked like you.”


  “Well,” replied Mendelsohn quietly, “I won’t be that long. Not ten years. Not even one.”


  Green stepped instinctively forward to take his father’s arm, but Sid did not waver. He flinched but kept his gaze on his friend.


  “When did you learn?”


  “Three weeks ago. The painkillers are strong, and they make me sleep a lot. But it won’t be so long. Thank God it won’t be long.”


  “So…” Sid murmured. “Bernie. Don’t you think it’s time to call Irving?”


  “Irving? Why should I call Irving?”


  “Because he’s your son.”


  “Son! Sure. What do you think, Sid? That everyone has a son like Mishka here?” Mendelsohn wet his lips and drew a palsied hand across his chin. For a moment his eyes misted. “I should be so lucky. Mishka would not have left an old man to die alone. But not Irving Bigshot Mendelsohn. He had to go to the United States, no law firms good enough for him here in Canada. I know his kind. Only what they want matters, and the hell with the weak old father who just gets in the way.”


  So great was his bitterness that even Sid was alarmed. He looked pale when they left the apartment some minutes later. As he buckled his father into the car, Green picked his words carefully.


  “I didn’t know Irving very well because he was a couple of years ahead of me in school, but I seem to remember he was always a putz.”


  Sid sighed. “Yes, Irving had a big head, but it was not easy always to be Bernie’s son.”


  Green glanced at him, wondering whether he should even stir up the memories. The two elderly men had more in common than widowhood; both had been in the camps, both had lost children there. “You mean Bernie’s second son.”


  Green held his breath until his father replied. “Bernie doesn’t talk about it, but they are there, always in his memory.”


  “They must have been very little when they died.”


  “And that makes them easier to forget?”


  “No,” Green soothed hastily. “What I meant was—how does he know how they would have turned out?”


  “You have dreams for your child. You will see. You see in the baby the man he will become. Bernie has always loved you, Mishka. He sees you like the little boy he lost.”


  “What exactly did happen to his kids?”


  As he asked, Green kept his eyes casually on the road, but he heard his father’s breath catch in his throat. For a moment, Green thought he was actually going to answer, but then his father waved a peevish hand. “Watch the puddle. I don’t want to step out in a puddle.”


  Skirting the slush, Green drew the car to a stop outside his father’s apartment and got out to help him. The senior citizens’ building was a bulky low-rise conveniently placed between a bakery and a drugstore. Sid had moved there under protest eight years earlier when he could no longer manage the stairs, but his heart still lay with the little brick tenement in Lowertown where his son had grown up and his wife had slowly slipped away. Sid scowled now at the squat, ugly cube as if it were an alien thing.


  “Are you going to be okay, Dad?”


  “Sure, sure. Eighty-three years old. All my friends are dying. I can’t walk even one block. My hands shake, I can’t open a door. A man should thank God for such a life.”


  


  Green was surprised how unnerved he was by his father’s words. Both his parents were Holocaust survivors who had lost all their family in the war, but as an only child Green had seen nothing bizarre about the strange hours of silence and the lonely isolation of the home in which he’d been raised. He’d seen their fatalism and their protective paranoia as an irritating restriction on his youthful urge for adventure, and it was only when he’d started reading about the Holocaust as an adult that he’d begun to wonder about the depths of their pain. But all his parents had ever afforded him, as now, was a distant glimpse.


  Later that evening, once their son had been securely tucked into his crib, Green fixed Sharon and himself a cup of Earl Grey tea. With a grateful sigh he sank down beside her on the sofa and drew her into his arms. Slowly, between soothing sips of tea, he told her about the visit to Mendelsohn’s apartment and his father’s reaction.


  “He almost talked about it, honey,” he said. “It’s the closest he’s ever come to telling me anything, to saying he never forgets.”


  She snuggled against his chest and cradled her cup of tea. Her eyes were half shut with fatigue, but her black curls bounced vigorously as she shook her head. “I’m sure he doesn’t. I couldn’t imagine losing Tony. I’d lose my mind. But your father, he’s had loss after loss after loss.”


  The thought unsettled him, and he sipped his tea a moment to ponder. He remembered his father’s reaction to the long months of his mother’s dying. His mother had talked non-stop, even refusing morphine in order to stay alert, so desperate was she to cram twenty years of motherly advice into nine months. But his father had spent long, unnecessary hours at the factory and ceased to talk almost entirely. It was from his mother that Green had received his first glimpse into his father’s past.


  “Don’t stop him from working,” she said. “That’s how he was in the camp after the war. Busy, busy, everything had to be just so. You stop, you think.”


  After her death, his father had sunk into a deep apathy from which he’d been roused only briefly by the birth of Green’s daughter by his first marriage, who was named Hannah in her grandmother’s memory. When Green’s self-absorption torpedoed that marriage, Hannah had been yanked from both their lives by Green’s irate first wife before either man had much chance to know her. Green winced now as he thought how he himself had been responsible for that loss.


  Bit by bit, Green, with the help of the hopeful widows in the Jewish seniors’ club, had coaxed his father back into a meagre social existence and into the companionship of his card-playing friends. And now even that was proving a mixed blessing.


  Green sighed. “I hope Dad can bounce back. It must be hard watching everyone dying around you.”


  “And poor Bernie. He’s had such a life too, and what a way to end it. With a crummy apartment, a handful of grumpy cronies and a son who doesn’t care.”


  “I don’t know that Irving doesn’t care. He’s got his own life, and Bernie’s not the most approachable guy in the world. His motto was always ‘You think God cares?’ I know he’s gone through a lot, but as a father I’m not sure he was the best.”


  “Was yours?” she countered. “For that matter, are you? Even without the scars of the Holocaust, we fail each other in so many ways. Because of our pride and our hurts. Bernie fails his son, his son fails him. Even me—am I everything I should be to my poor parents? They want to come up for Tony’s birthday, and I put them off till Chanukah, because I don’t have the energy to deal with them. We all have needs that no one can fill. People get busy with their own lives, so in the end, one way or another, the old all face death alone.”


  That thought stayed with him, reminding him of Eugene Walker, who had faced death alone at one o’clock in the afternoon in the middle of a busy hospital parking lot. Sullivan had dismissed him as just another old drunk, Donald Reid had called it a quick and painless heart attack, MacPhail a simple “natural causes.” It was true it wasn’t top priority on the major crimes docket, but there was still that niggling mystery of the head wound, and surely the end of a man’s life—and the cause of that end—should be worth at least asking a few questions.


  Three


  November 7nd, 1939


  
    Winter is young, just gathering strength.


    It hurls through the flimsy walls

    into the shed where we huddle at the end of the day.


    Six strangers, made brothers by the whims of war.


    We rouse the reluctant fire, and by its flame

    I see my thoughts and fears in the strangers’ eyes.


    We are not safe, even here.


    Rumours fly eastward on the wind,

    of hangings, houses burning and young men,

    Poles and Jews alike, kidnapped off the streets,

    to stoke the Aryan madness.


    She droops against my chest, too weary for words.


    Sickness hollows her cheeks and dulls the flame of her hair.


    I am fine, she says, and the women laugh.


    Laugh. While outside, the Nazi winter descends.

  


  “Mike, it’s goddamn natural causes!” Brian Sullivan exclaimed the next morning. “I closed the case yesterday.”


  “Did you or did you not get photos of the scene?”


  “Ident did. Of course.”


  “Then just give me a peek. I’m not questioning your judgment. I’m just playing inspector, okay? Reviewing the file. What’s the problem?”


  “Your imagination,” Sullivan replied. “You’ve got that look in your eye.”


  “It’s just a hunch, a piece missing in the puzzle. Humour me.”


  Sullivan gave him a long, wary look, then booted up his computer, inserted a CD and pulled up the photo file. Green scanned the photos quickly. Some were closeups of the body, others of the larger area. One gave a clear overview of the death scene, showing the placement of the body and the surrounding cars. Green squinted intently.


  Chad had been right. The car next to the Dodge was a dark sedan, at first glance probably something GM. The licence plate was visible but too small to read even with maximum enlargement.


  Within seconds he had the Ident Unit on the line, and a few minutes later, he was examining a digital enhancement of the licence plate. Triumphantly he ran the number through the computer and jotted down a name and address.


  “Green, you don’t think some guy knocked off the old man and then left his vehicle sitting there to show up in the police photos!”


  Green cast Sullivan a look of exasperation as he pocketed his keys. “Lateral thinking skills, Sullivan. I’m looking for someone who might have witnessed something. This guy was parked beside Walker. Just a few quick questions, back before anyone even sees I’m gone,” he added, already halfway out the door.


  The owner of the car lived in an opulent brick house on a quiet crescent close to but sheltered from the crush of the city. In the drive a royal blue Buick LeSabre sat sleekly without a speck of slush or salt on its sides. Green examined the side mirror curiously as he passed by. It was also immaculate. Forensics would be little help there, he thought with resignation, because the car had obviously been washed since the storm. But the mirror was rounder and thicker than the wound on Walker’s head, and more importantly, Walker’s wound was deeper at the hairline than down towards his brow. For a car mirror to have inflicted that shape of wound, Walker would have had to fall onto it from the sky.


  That’s one for me, Green thought, as he rang the bell. Dr. Kopec had been on call the night before and was not pleased to be awakened, but the word “homicide” brought him clattering downstairs in his bathrobe. He consulted his appointment book to refresh his memory.


  “Wednesday was the day of the storm. Yes, I remember, I arrived about noon. The parking lot was quite full, and I had to park near the end.”


  “Do you recall the car on your left?”


  Dr. Kopec frowned as he tried to mobilize his brain cells without the benefit of caffeine. Slowly, he shook his head. “Not specifically, no.”


  “The body was found right beside your car. Between yours and the one on your left. When you pulled in, did you see the old man? Did you see anyone?”


  Kopec was shaking his head. “I was late and in a hurry. The traffic on the Queensway had been terrible because of the storm. I just got out of the car and headed straight for the nearest entrance. But there was certainly no body.”


  “Did you see anyone inside the car?”


  Kopec sat at the kitchen table staring at the flowered table cloth and frowning as he focussed his thoughts inward. Then he raised his head slowly. “I do remember something. As I was getting out of the car, I heard voices. Male voices. I glanced at the car—just idly, you know—but I couldn’t see inside, because the windows were all frosted over. I didn’t give it a second thought.”


  “Male voices. How many?”


  “I couldn’t tell. Two, perhaps? It was just a low rumble, but it sounded like different people.”


  “Could you make out any words?”


  Slowly Kopec shook his head.


  “What was the tone of the voices—happy, angry, conversational?”


  “Something gave me the impression of anger. One voice rose for a moment. I heard several sharp words that sounded angry.”


  “What did they say?” Kopec was shaking his head. “Think!”


  “I don’t know. They may have been foreign.”


  Foreign? Green thought blankly. Eugene Walker was a retired Englishman who rarely left the sanctuary of his country retreat. What the hell would he be doing with a foreigner?


  


  I don’t care what MacPhail says, Green thought triumphantly as he left Kopec’s house and dashed through the frigid air back to his car. The old man was murdered. No matter that all they really had was a snatch of conversation which could have been the radio and a fresh head wound minor enough to be sustained in the fall. All his instincts cried foul. As a police officer, he’d seen hundreds of beatings, and this looked all the world like a lead pipe brought down on the old man’s head.


  And he’d heard enough evasions and subterfuge in his career to suspect that Walker’s family was afraid of something.


  He glanced at his watch. He’d told Sullivan he was only going for a quick jaunt, and he had to prepare for a meeting with the Crown attorneys in the afternoon. At this rate, he’d be lucky to get back to the station on time even without one more minor side trip. But he was already out in the west end, already halfway to the Reid house as it was. Half an hour more, that was all he needed.


  


  “Murder!” Don Reid exclaimed. Green had summoned the family into the Reid living room and had plunged headlong into his theory, hoping to catch their first reactions. The son-in-law leaped to his feet, effectively placing himself between Green and the two women. This blocked Green’s view of the widow, but he was able to see the expression of panic which flitted across the daughter’s face before she brought it back under control.


  “The idea hasn’t occurred to you?” Green continued blandly.


  “Why should it?” Don blustered. “The old man had one foot in the grave! Even the coroner says so.”


  “But someone might have helped him.”


  “Why! What could anyone have to gain?”


  “Precisely my question, Mr. Reid.”


  A shocked silence descended on the family as Don Reid eyed Green, speechless. After a minute, he snorted in derision. “That’s ridiculous. Eugene was a recluse, he never saw anyone. He had no friends any more, and he wasn’t involved in any activities where he could have made enemies. Right, Ruth?”


  Ruth Walker was staring at Green in dismay, and he felt a twinge of pity. He didn’t like putting her through this.


  “What makes you think he was murdered?”


  “I have to investigate all angles, Mrs. Walker.”


  His evasion deepened her confusion. “Then you’re not saying he was or wasn’t?”


  “I can’t.”


  His bluntness brought colour to her cheeks, and when she saw he was still awaiting an answer, she cast about in bewilderment. “I really can’t think what anyone had to gain. Eugene saw no one but the family. He’s been retired fifteen years, and even before that he kept to himself.”


  “Who knew you were going to the hospital that day?”


  “No one, except Margaret and Don, of course. But no one would have known he was in the car. Unless…unless it was a stranger—I mean, a robbery, or…”


  “It’s possible, but for the sake of my paperwork, I’d like to explore some background. First of all, what did your husband do before he retired?”


  “We owned a hardware shop in Renfrew. It was a small family business, and it gave us a comfortable living, but nothing more. We sold it when Eugene got too…” She hesitated. “Too tired to handle it. We made enough money from the sale to buy a house in the country. He wasn’t especially fond of crowds.”


  “Did he speak any foreign languages, or know someone who did?”


  “Well, he was—” Don began, but Ruth held up her hand. Sharply, Green thought.


  But her voice was sweet. “Why on earth do you ask that, Inspector?”


  “Because he was overheard speaking to someone in the car before he died.”


  Ruth grew very still. “Someone foreign?”


  “Possibly.”


  “I have no idea—” she faltered. “No one knew he was in town.”


  “Ruth,” Don burst in, “you don’t know the half of what Eugene does. There are lots of Poles and Germans out in the Renfrew area where you live.”


  “But they’re all third or fourth generation Canadians.”


  “Some of the old-timers still speak their language. And what about that guy who—”


  “There must be some mistake.” Ruth rose, brisk with purpose. “Goodness, look at the time! Howard and Rachel’s plane will be in soon.”


  Green glanced at Don, who shrugged his apology. Don knows something, Green thought, but now is not the time to pursue it. “Who are Howard and Rachel?” he asked instead.


  Ruth sat down with visible relief. “My son and his wife. They live in Montreal—Howard’s just finished his residency at the Montreal Neurological Institute—but he’s been in Toronto at a conference, and Margaret only managed to reach them today.”


  Green looked at the daughter, who had been staring out the window as if in a trance. She jerked her head around at the mention of her name, and Green saw her flinch. Something is definitely off-kilter in this family, he thought.


  “Just to help me get the whole picture,” he said affably, “I’d like some background on the family. Howard’s married—any children?”


  Ruth answered for the lot of them. Howard and Rachel had no children yet, but Don and Margaret had been married twenty years and had two sons. Don was in business, although she was vague on the details.


  Don was sitting in the corner, jiggling his legs restlessly. “I work for a management consulting firm,” he interjected brusquely. “Although I don’t see what relevance it has.”


  “Probably none,” Green said cheerfully. “Just getting the whole picture. Margaret, do you work outside the home?”


  Margaret’s eyes were fixed on her husband, and for a moment she merely nodded before finding her voice. “Part time. I’m a nurse at the Civic—casual relief. I’m trying to upgrade myself.”


  “Try psychiatry. It’s a nice, cushy job.”


  He had meant it as a joke; his four years with Sharon had taught him how mistaken that stereotype was. Psychiatric nursing was intense, emotionally draining work. But Margaret was clearly not up to jokes.


  “I wouldn’t have the patience,” she replied. “Or the emotional stamina.”


  Green studied her for moment. She was pale, and a shredded Kleenex was wrapped around her quivering fingers. He wondered whether it was simply grief, or something more. She seemed frightened, and Green sensed she was withholding something too. But with her husband and mother standing guard, it would be futile to press her. He jotted the thought down for future use and turned back to the widow.


  “Did Mr. Walker have a will?”


  He threw the question out quickly, hoping to catch someone off guard, but Ruth did not miss a beat. A woman used to surprises, he wondered? Or used to covering up?


  “Yes, he did. It’s back at the country house. Once Howard arrives, we’ll drive out to get it. Not that there’s much in it. We have no real money. Just the house and ten thousand in investment certificates which I’d managed to put aside for…well, for our old age, in case we needed care.”


  A clatter from the corner of the room startled them. Don had placed his drink on the table. The guy’s tight as a drum, Green thought, and jotted that thought down too for future use before retrieving his line of questioning.


  “What about the sale of the hardware store? Didn’t that bring in some money?”


  Ruth coloured slightly. “No, there were some debts. Those were hard economic times everywhere, and…”


  Don roused himself from the corner. “And Eugene drank everything away, Ruth. Why don’t you simply say so!”


  “Don, please. Under the circumstances…” Ruth tried to silence him again, but this time he shook his head.


  “If the cop thinks it might be murder, then he should know what kind of a guy Eugene was. He was a drunk. You know it, I know it, and Howard knows it. Hell, even this cop knows it. He’s probably seen the autopsy report! The reason you’re stuck with no money now is because the bastard drank it all away.”


  Margaret leaned forward and reached for the tea pot. “Inspector, some more tea?”


  He looked at her in surprise. “No, thanks.”


  Ruth had not taken her eyes off Don. “You children don’t know what he’s been through. He’s had a hard life.”


  Don rolled his eyes. “Oh, here we go again. The old war trauma.”


  “Yes! The war.”


  “Ruth, the war’s been over for almost sixty years!”


  “For the men who were in it, it is never over,” she retorted.


  “My father fought in the war,” Don replied. “It didn’t turn him into a drunk.”


  Unexpectedly, Margaret burst into tears. She slammed down the tea pot and whirled to her husband. “He’s dead! Can’t you let up on him just for once! He’s gone now!” With that she hurried out of the room.


  


  Striding through the major crimes squad room, Green caught Sullivan’s eye and gestured to his office. Once inside, he dropped the bag he was carrying on the desk and extracted two juicy smoked meat sandwiches from Nate’s Delicatessen.


  He handed one to his subordinate with a sheepish grin.


  “Minor detour. Food to feed the brain cells.”


  “I’d say they’re overfed already, at least the imagination part,” Sullivan replied, picking up the three-inch thick masterpiece. Chunks of succulent meat tumbled from his grasp. “Cough it up, Green. Let’s get this over with. The Crowns will be pacing.”


  With quick, deft strokes, Green filled him in while they ate. “I tell you, there’s a lot more to the Walker family than meets the eye.”


  Sullivan was sprawled in the chair opposite, his huge feet taking up most of the spare space on Green’s desk. “Not really anything that points to murder, though.”


  “Oh, come on! We’ve got a long-suffering wife, a son-in-law who doesn’t buy the family’s pact of secrecy, a daughter caught in the middle and an old recluse slowly drinking his family’s savings away. A lot of strange, repressed passions in the air, Brian.”


  Sullivan chewed awhile, then shrugged. “Just an ordinary day down on the farm, buddy.”


  Green glanced up from picking stray bits of meat from the wrapper, surprised by Sullivan’s tone. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “Nothing.” Sullivan shook his head as if to banish an irritation. “Nothing. Just thinking what the hell is normal anyway.”


  Green snorted. “That’s fine, go philosophical on me. But something is fishy. Margaret’s scared, Don’s scared, and even the old lady’s hiding something. I intend to find out what.” He licked the last of the juice from his fingers, then rose and stuck his head out his door. To his relief he spotted the very person he needed. Constable Bob Gibbs had been with CID for over a year but still jumped like a startled rabbit whenever Green pounced on him, which he did with alarming regularity. No one was more obsessive and dogged with details than Bob Gibbs. The young man listened, jotted down the strange request without missing a stroke and disappeared behind his computer.


  Sullivan eyed Green warily. “And while you have poor Gibbs running around after old war records, what else do you have up your sleeve?”


  Green smiled. “You and I are going to Renfrew.”


  “Now? Are you crazy? The Crowns are waiting.”


  “After the Crowns. It’s the next logical step in the investigation.”


  Sullivan picked up his sandwich wrapper, crunched it into a ball and lobbed it over the desk, hitting the basket dead centre. “Forget it, Mike. I’ve got some statements to review, then I’m going home. Home. Where all good family men should be around supper time.”


  “How about tomorrow?”


  Sullivan removed his feet from the desk and stood up to leave. “Tomorrow’s Saturday. My day off, remember? A day when all good family men…you know the drill.”


  Green followed him out, trying to quell his frustration. Sullivan was right; the meeting with the Crown attorneys would take all afternoon, and it was too late to set up a trip to Renfrew that day anyway. As for tomorrow, Sullivan was also right. Green couldn’t run his life as if he were the only one in it. Walker’s case would still be around Monday.


  But Fate would not let the case slip from his mind for that long. No sooner had he returned to his office later that afternoon when his phone buzzed. Mr. Donald Reid was downstairs in the foyer, requesting to see him, the desk sergeant said.


  Surprise, surprise.


  Green ushered Don Reid into an empty interview room and took out his notebook expectantly. Don had clearly not relaxed one iota since Green’s visit out to the house. He drummed his fingers on his thigh and shifted from one side of his chair to the other as he looked for a place to begin.


  “You have some information for me?” Green prompted.


  “Yeah. Look, I’m not trying to badmouth Eugene, but if you’re thinking he may have been murdered—well, there’s a lot Ruth will never tell you. She’s so protective, and she can never see the other side of him.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Well, he’s a complex guy, and there are things that went on that Ruth didn’t know anything about. I think he could have known people and done things that he kept secret.”


  “Like what?” Green demanded, getting tired of the vagueness.


  “Like talking with someone in his car the day he died. Ruth thinks he doesn’t know anybody foreign, but the truth is— before they moved to the country, every Saturday he’d go drinking at this bar in Renfrew. He had a whole life there that he never told Ruth about, and he must have met guys there. Twenty years ago, just as an example, he got in a fight. The police were involved. You guys probably have it on your computer, if you want to check.”


  Green’s ears perked up, but he kept his expression deadpan. Contrary to common belief, the police didn’t have Joe Public’s every little transgression on their national database, and each jurisdiction guarded its own cases jealously. “Why don’t you tell me about it? Save me the trouble of tracking it down.”


  Don waved his hand as if to distance himself. “Eugene beat somebody up. Bar fight. I don’t know that much about it. Eugene never talked about it, and he never said why it happened.”


  “Did he get in a lot of bar fights?”


  “No, that’s the thing. When he drank he usually got morose and surly. He’d say bitter, vicious things, but I never knew him to use his fists.” Don’s words began to flow faster, as if his pent-up thoughts had just been released. “It was a surprise to me when Ruth called and said he’d been arrested for beating up a man in a bar.”


  “So tell me what you did learn.”


  “Well, in those days he was a weekend drunk. The hardware store would close at six o’clock on Saturday, and Eugene would head for Paddy’s Bar and Grill on Raglan Street for a couple to unwind. That couple would stretch to seven or eight, and he’d usually roll into the house at two in the morning when the bar closed. He’d spend Sunday nursing a hangover with more booze and Monday sleeping it off.”


  “Did he hang out with a particular group at Paddy’s place?”


  Don shrugged. “Eugene wasn’t a party animal, but Renfrew’s a small town, and it was probably the same crowd of serious drinkers who closed the place each Saturday. They drank, watched the hockey game, argued about sports.” He made no attempt to keep the contempt out of his voice. “The night of the fight, one of the local farmers brought along his cousin from out of town—Hamilton, I think—who was visiting the family. This cousin and Eugene exchanged words —no one knows what it was about—and suddenly Eugene jumped him. He threw him against the bar and started beating the shit out of him. The others broke it up as fast as they could, but it put the guy in the hospital. Eugene was charged, but I don’t know what happened to the case. He probably got off.” Don shook his head, and his lips curled in a curious sneer.


  “You didn’t like your father-in-law, did you?”


  Don shifted in his chair edgily. “Does that make me a suspect?”


  “No more than anyone else at this point,” Green said amiably.


  “Eugene was a cold, self-absorbed bastard. My wife suffered a lot because of him, and I get sick of the whole family making excuses for him.”


  “What was he like as a father?”


  “Unpredictable. That was the worst of it, really. If he had always acted like a cold, disinterested bastard, his kids might have been able to write him off and get on with their lives. But he’d dole out these tiny morsels of love at unexpected times, and it kept them coming back for more.”


  “That’s a classic abuser’s technique. Keep ’em guessing, keep ’em hoping, but afraid. It’s a powerful way to control people.”


  Don nodded his head slowly up and down, and his edginess dissipated. “Yeah, that was Eugene. And it left its mark on Margie. She’s so goddamn unsure of herself. The least hint of trouble, she crumbles. I don’t have the patience for all this love and understanding shit, Inspector. I mean—not that I don’t believe in love, but I figure you’ve got to take what life gives you and get on with it. None of this I-can’t-be-a-decent-human-being-because-of-what-I-went-through-in-the-war crap. I mean, if we had that attitude, we’d let all the crooks out on the streets and you’d be out of a job, right?” He grinned, but when Green did not join him, he sat forward as if preparing to leave.


  “Did Howard have the same insecurities as his sister?”


  Don sat back in the seat again. “Howard was trying to write him off and get on with his life. But Eugene still played him like a trout on the line. Even three hundred kilometres away, the hook is well set. The poor kid is going to kill himself trying to be everything his father was not.”


  


  After Reid left, Green ran Eugene Walker’s name through the police computer, hoping at least to find out the outcome of the assault charge. But as he feared, there was nothing. The Canadian Police Information Centre coughed up no record of the case at all, merely one conviction of impaired driving five years earlier, which had resulted in suspension of his licence. Whatever had transpired between Walker and the visitor from Hamilton, only the Renfrew police files would tell. If they even still existed.


  It was Friday night, and November darkness had long since set in. Green locked up and hastened out to begin the homeward trek before he was hopelessly late for Shabbat dinner. The trek to Barrhaven took an incredibly long time, he’d discovered in the two months they’d lived there. He called the suburb the End of the Earth and had only moved there as a concession to Sharon, who wanted clean air, safe streets and a house that wasn’t falling apart. They’d acquired that, plus a fifty-minute commute across the cornfields of the Greenbelt, then along the congested Queensway that traversed the city.


  He hated it. Hated sitting in his car crawling from red light to red light. Hated living in a plastic cookie-cutter house on a postage-stamp sized lot with a few twigs for trees and endless acres of baby carriages as far as the eye could see. He was an inner city boy raised in the crumbling brick tenements of Lowertown. The rooftops had been his playground and the narrow alleys perfect for a pick-up game of hockey. Pick-up hockey was against the law on the back crescents of Barrhaven.


  His suburban neighbours were all ten years younger than him, fresh-faced high techies or junior company managers with their foot on the bottom rung of the ladder and their eyes on the top. Unlike him, they didn’t have ex-wives and hefty support payments for a teenager who’d been forced into every West Coast therapy her desperate mother could find. All for being the same type of ornery, restless teenager he’d been, Green suspected. No doubt his ex-wife was trying to eradicate even the remotest gene that tied the girl to him.


  That night it was brittly cold and the road was a icy sheet as he nudged his car into the traffic jam on the Queensway. Red tail lights danced in the swirls of exhaust that stretched ahead forever. With a sigh he slipped in a Tragically Hip CD and let his mind roam. Usually the Hip put his mind in a mellow, meandering mood. But not tonight. Tonight his mind was like a hound on the scent.


  It headed straight back to the case. What had really happened in that bar twenty years earlier? What foreigner had Walker talked to on the afternoon of his death? And were the two events linked? So many questions, and no one interested in the answers but Green.


  Saturday was his day off as well as Sullivan’s. Tony’s first birthday was coming up later in the week, and Green had been planning to spend the weekend getting ready for the big celebration, to which Sharon seemed to be inviting half the neighbourhood. The house sported a few pieces of furniture from their old one-bedroom apartment, but it was entirely without decor. Sharon had a long list of chores for him to perform, which included painting and picture hanging to be completed in time for the birthday party. He knew she was right, and he owed her that much, despite his aversion to the Dreaded Vinyl Cube. But given his facility and enthusiasm for household chores, he suspected Tony would be married and moved out before he made it to the bottom of the list.


  Given a choice between painting walls or chasing murder, if it were up to Green, there would be no contest. Renfrew beckoned. And the lure of a puzzle waiting to be solved.


  Four


  February 10th, 1940


  
    In my mind the bayonet pricks me still.


    I’ve cleared rubble from the square for three days,

    barehanded and hatless in the bloodied snow.


    German orders pummelled my ears, their bayonets spurred me on.


    As I lie against the soft swell of her belly,

    her fingers probe, her tongue clucks.


    She will not lose me to German sport, she says.


    Already fear and death have taken half of us.


    Henryk arrives with bread stolen right off a Nazi truck.


    He roams everywhere, hears everything.


    As she feeds me, he smiles

    And tells of a farm in the rolling hills far from town.


    The farmer reads the pain in my eyes, takes my hand gently.


    By planting time, he says, you’ll be strong again.

  


  At eight o’clock Saturday morning, Green and Sullivan were headed west along Highway 17 towards Renfrew. The sun lay pale and cold on the horizon behind them, and the rolling fields and scrub on either side were blanketed with snow.


  “I don’t believe I’m doing this,” Sullivan muttered as he accelerated around a slow-moving pick-up. “What the hell am I doing here with you, Green?”


  “The valley’s your turf, and I need your experience. You think they’re going to talk to a city boy like me?”


  “And what the hell are you doing here? You should be home with your wife and son.”


  “I promised Sharon and him this evening and the whole day tomorrow. I even promised to paint the living room.” Green had practically had to sell his soul, but he didn’t admit that to Sullivan. Sullivan loved his home, and to him, fun was a weekend spent finishing the basement or restaining the deck. Fifteen years of listening to Sullivan’s do-it-yourself tales had almost put Green off home ownership for good.


  Sullivan turned off the main highway and wove expertly down the narrow country road toward Renfrew. After a few minutes of silence, he shrugged. “Well, she’d better not be holding her breath.”


  Green had no time to think up a comeback before they pulled onto the main street crammed with little shops, and he had to turn his attention to finding the OPP station. The Ontario Provincial Police were housed in the Town Hall, a self-consciously impressive brick building set back behind the town’s war memorial. Inside the grand exterior, the reception area of the OPP was little more than a closet. On the other side of a glass window, a huge uniformed officer was wedged into one of the chairs behind a desk, sipping coffee. He glanced through the glass as the two detectives came in, then leaped to his feet, eyes lighting up.


  “Jesus, Mary and Joseph! Brian Sullivan!”


  “Kennelly!” Sullivan had time to reply before the door flung back, and he was clasped into a thumping embrace. When the two separated, Kennelly looked him up and down. They were the same height, broad shouldered and powerfully built, although Kennelly’s midriff sagged even lower than Sullivan’s. He grinned with delight.


  “What’re you doing back here? Thought you hated these parts.”


  “Back for my adrenaline fix,” Sullivan laughed. “I’m with Ottawa CID. This is Mike Green.”


  Sullivan slipped the introductions by casually, without reference to Green’s rank, which would have torpedoed any chance for collegial solidarity. As Green had hoped, Kennelly engulfed his hand in a friendly iron grip, tossed in a greeting, then swung back to Sullivan with a laugh. “Will you look at you! I couldn’t believe it when I heard you were a cop! I thought you were going off to the big city to make a million.”


  Sullivan grinned ruefully. “Well, I made it to the big city, anyway.”


  “I used to play football with this guy,” Kennelly said to Green. “We went to the same high school up in Eganville, and I tell you he was one fine mean ball player. I heard you married Mary Connolly. That still on?”


  Sullivan nodded. “Three kids too.”


  “Oh well, you always were a good Catholic boy. Fell in love with the first girl you laid eyes on and then never looked at another.” He shook his massive head mockingly. “Boy, I tell you, it’s a small world. So is this a social call, or are you boys here to learn a thing or two?”


  “A man named Eugene Walker used to own a hardware store here,” Sullivan asked. “Did you know him?”


  “No, but maybe my partner did. He’s been here since the Great Flood.” Kennelly led them inside and bellowed in the direction of the back room. “Tom! Come out and meet a buddy of mine.”


  A smaller, older man emerged from an office behind the main desk and came forward, smiling expectantly. Once the introductions were complete, Sullivan explained their mission.


  “Yeah, I knew him,” Tom Wells said. “In a small town like this, you get to know pretty near everyone. Walker wasn’t a troublemaker, he kept to himself pretty much. I’m not sure we can be much help to you up here. When I heard he died, I asked around to see if anybody’d heard from them recently, just out of curiosity, you know? ’Cause I used to get my fishing and hunting gear at his shop. But no one seen much of them since they moved out to the country.”


  Green spoke for the first time. “I understand he had an assault charge, maybe twenty years ago. Any chance there’s still a file on that?”


  Tom Wells scrunched his craggy, sun-weathered face in an effort to remember, then shook his head. “We don’t keep stuff that long, and in that case, the charge was dropped.”


  “So you remember the case?”


  “Yeah, I was the one took the call,” Wells said. “I remember I was surprised. Eugene was a regular at Paddy’s place on Saturday nights. There were more than a few times when me and my partner had to bring him home and put him to bed. But he was a quiet drunk. Never got into fights, never bothered anybody. So I thought it was kind of strange. In fact, I asked him about it. I didn’t want to lay an assault charge, and I was hoping he’d tell me why he did it, but he never said a word. Just said he’d had one too many, his mistake.”


  “Why were the charges dropped?”


  “The fellow he assaulted wouldn’t press charges. I tried to persuade him to—I mean, when Eugene wouldn’t give any excuse. The fellow was a visitor, and I had a bar full of drinkers waiting to see if I was going to apply the law. But nobody would say a word if Dubroskie and his cousin weren’t going to. In this town, everybody minds everybody else’s business, including the cops’.”


  “Dubroskie?”


  “Local farmer, good man. Cousin’s name was something unpronounceable. Polish, began with G.”


  “So what did this Mr. G. say about it?”


  “Nothing,” Wells said with a shrug. “He was an immigrant, heavy accent, seemed awful confused. Apologizing all over the place if he’d upset anybody.”


  Immigrant! Green hid his excitement as another possible piece of the puzzle slipped into place. “And Dubroskie? Did he or anyone else in the family have any idea what was going on?”


  Wells shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve known the Dubroskies all my life. Family’s owned a farm west of town since the pioneer days. I went to high school with Karl, and my kids went to high school with Karl’s kids. We never been close friends, because here in the valley, the oldtimers tended to stick with their own. Poles with Poles, Irish with Irish. And people kept the secrets within their own group, you know? I mean, the Poles might fight like cats and dogs among themselves and one family hate another’s guts, but a Protestant Welshman like myself is never going to find out why.”


  “So you think people are hiding something about this assault, but only a Pole is going to find out what it is. But Walker’s British—why would he keep an insider’s secret?”


  Sergeant Wells’ eyes widened. “Walker? Are you kidding? He was Polish!”


  It was Green’s turn to be surprised. “Are you sure?”


  “Of course I’m sure! He had an accent thick enough to cut with a knife. He came here after the war.”


  “But his wife… And his name…”


  “The wife’s British, you’re right. Fine lady. We always figured he took her name. When he first came, there was quite a stir in the Polish community. I remember my father talking about it. Back then, the communities around here were very traditional—you’d know that, Brian—everyone had their place. Walker fitted nowhere. His wife was British and a Protestant, and the Poles thought he’d turned his back on his Polish roots when he changed his name. Plus he would never talk Polish. He would never talk about the old country. He was one of them, but he avoided them. Him and his wife didn’t really fit in anywhere.”


  Green turned to Sullivan. “Call Gibbs. He’s looking into Walker’s war record. Get him to check immigration too and have the reports ready when we get back.”


  


  “Why are you so interested in a twenty-year-old barroom brawl, Mike?” Sullivan took his eyes off the narrow country road long enough to glance questioningly at Green. They were on their way out to the Walkers’ country house, having left a disappointed pair of OPP officers behind at the station. Sullivan had seen the curiosity in Kennelly’s eyes and had tried to persuade Green to let them participate in the inquiries, since it seemed a slow day in Renfrew County, but Green was adamant. He didn’t want extra officers he didn’t know trampling all over the evidence in the house. The extent of Green’s diplomacy had been to assign the officers the task of setting up interviews for them in the afternoon with people who knew the Walkers.


  “Because it’s out of character with what we’ve learned about Walker,” Green replied, “and it seems to be a mystery. Maybe his neighbours and acquaintances can shed some light on what he was really like.”


  “They won’t tell us a thing, I can guarantee you that. A couple of big city cops barging in out of nowhere? Forget it.”


  Green grinned at him. “Give me some credit.”


  The directions Ruth Walker had supplied were clear and precise, but even so, after the fourth turn into progressively narrower back roads, Green was glad Sullivan was behind the wheel. All around them stretched nothing but drifting snow, icy fields and the grey lace of barren trees against the sky. Ruth had been surprised when the two officers had asked her permission to search the house, but she had not hesitated an instant. If she had anything to hide, Green thought, she seemed confident it wouldn’t be found.


  When they finally turned into the long, narrow lane, they saw the Walkers’ white clapboard cottage set in a windswept clearing at the end. It looked shabby and neglected in the harsh morning sun, and as they drew nearer, Green saw it was badly in need of paint. Sullivan plowed up the lane, parked about fifty feet from the house and surveyed the snowy expanse stretching to the house. At first glance, it seemed to be unbroken except for the tire tracks leading from the shed to the front door and then to the lane.


  But as they began their approach on foot, Green suddenly held up his hand.


  “Don’t move!” He squatted in the snow, peered at the tracks, then took out his notebook and glanced up excitedly.


  “Come look at this! Carefully! What does this look like to you?”


  Sullivan studied the marks in the snow. Inside the tracks, at roughly two foot intervals, the tire markings were blurred in an oval shape. “Like someone has smudged the tire track. To wipe out something?”


  Green’s eyes narrowed speculatively. “The tire tracks are partially erased by the wind and snow, and that stopped about noon Wednesday. Before Walker was even discovered dead. But these marks are clear. Someone has walked in this tire tread since the snow stopped, and has tried to smudge over the footprint as they went. Which suggests someone has been out to the house since the Walkers left but tried to conceal that fact. Do you still think his death was natural causes?”


  Sullivan backed up carefully. “I’ll get the camera.”


  Thirty minutes later, they had a roll of detailed photos of the tracks leading up to the house and of the footprints in the snow at the front door. One set of partially obliterated prints with a deeply treaded sole led from the front door and trampled around in an aimless circle before disappearing at the edge of the tire track. Suspecting the prints were Eugene Walker’s, Green made a note to check his boot soles. Inside two of these large boot prints were the remnants of smudged smaller prints again, leading towards the house. These too had been carefully brushed over in an attempt to erase them. Someone had been very, very careful.


  Curious, Green bent to scrutinize the front door, but there were no scratches to suggest forced entry. Using a key provided by Ruth Walker, he eased the door open and stepped inside, scanning the hall rapidly for signs of intrusion or disturbance. There were none. The house was quiet and neat. Sullivan took fifteen minutes to photograph every aspect of it before they put on latex gloves and began the search. Methodically they made their way through the small house, sketching and making notes. The front door opened into a small living room on the right with a fireplace at the far end and a door through to the kitchen and pantry beyond. Upstairs were three doors, the first leading into the bathroom and the other two into bedrooms. The furniture in all the rooms was old and frayed, testimony to the Walkers’ limited budget, but the slip covers had been assiduously darned and redarned. The bookcases were handmade by an inexpert carpenter, and the piano keys were yellow with age and wear.


  Green tapped the keys idly and was surprised that the sound was still rich and warm, evoking memories of his own mother, not withered by disease but vibrant and tireless as she’d been in his youth, coaxing melody from the leaden fingers of the children on the block. Or all alone at night, after the day’s work, racing her fingers over the keys for hours for the sheer rapture of the sound.


  He moved on to study the titles in the bookcase curiously. There was a large collection of British mysteries ranging from Agatha Christie to P.D. James, an aging leather-bound collection of Dickens, a sampling of Atwood, Shields and Robertson Davies, and a shelf of Romantic poets. These all suggested the refined feminine taste of Ruth Walker. There was a corner of gardening and bird-watching books which Green also intuitively connected to Ruth, and another small shelf of best-selling spy thrillers of a more masculine genre. Wedged in the corner was a faded black Bible, St. James version. Green opened it to see the inscription on the inner cover in quilled black ink. “To our beloved daughter Ruth, London 1932”.


  The Bible, despite its age, did not look much used. As Green flipped through it, a brittle, yellowed square of folded paper fell out. It was a letter, dated Feb. 26, 1947, and written in the same elegant, old-fashioned hand as the bible’s inscription.

  



  Dearest Ruth,


  Your father and I received your letter of Christmas time and although we are delighted that you have found new friends and new purpose in your work down there, we urge you not to move too quickly without ensuring that any relationship is firmly founded in mutual interests and values. You are young now, and full of hope and the desire to heal, but two wars have taught your father and me that there are differences between people, differences in upbringing, outlook and values which may loom large once the initial excitement has had a chance to calm. As well, we don’t know what these people have endured and how deeply they may be scarred.


  This is not to dampen your enthusiasm nor to deter your generous nature, but rather to temper it with care, lest you suffer again the pain which I am sure is still all too fresh.


  Enough said of prudence. Things are still very hard in the city, with long queues and shortages, and people still homeless. The winter has been very hard on your father and his cough is much worse. I only hope that we can come down to see you when spring arrives, for the sun and the sea air would do him good. I don’t believe he has ever recovered from Albert—Lord knows I never shall—and the sorrow saps his strength. But we shall manage, my dear, and we count the days until we can visit you. All our love,


  Mother

  



  Pensively, Green turned the letter over in his hands. By itself, it was a mere fragment of history, yet it added one small piece to the mystery of Walker’s life. He called Sullivan over to photograph it, and then he replaced it and the Bible carefully back into place. He and Sullivan then searched through every book on the shelves. If a book could be used as a storage place once, why not twice? But they found nothing, either there or in the rest of the cluttered room.


  Next they moved up to the larger bedroom. It had been intended as a master bedroom, but they found only men’s clothing in the closets and drawers. Ruth’s clothing was next door in the smaller bedroom.


  “Looks like they slept apart,” Green muttered.


  “It’s not much fun sleeping with a drunk. He probably crashed around a lot and got up in the middle of the night to piss.”


  “Check the desk drawer for those investment certificates Mrs. Walker mentioned.”


  Sullivan opened the drawer of a battered maple desk and found it crammed full of papers—mortgage agreements, house deeds, sales receipts, most over five years old. He found the certificates inside a folder and counted them carefully.


  “Eight.”


  “Eight?” Green said. “There are supposed to be ten.”


  Sullivan counted again. “There aren’t.”


  Green raised an eyebrow. “Two thousand bucks. If this was a robbery, why not take all ten?”


  “Maybe he was hoping they wouldn’t be missed. Remember how careful the person was to erase their tracks.”


  Green shook his head. “Or maybe they weren’t stolen. At least not then. Leave them out. I’ll try to get Ident up here for fingerprinting. And I want to check up on Don Reid’s finances—”


  Sullivan frowned. “Why him?”


  Green was remembering Don’s reaction the day before when the investment certificates were mentioned. “Just a hunch.”


  “Two thousand bucks isn’t much of a motive for murder.”


  “Depends on how desperate you are,” Green countered, rifling through the shoe boxes on the floor of the closet. “Remember the junkies who kill for one more fix, or the winos—”


  “Yeah, but we’re not talking about drug dealers and bums here, Mike. This guy lives in Arlington Woods and drives a BMW. Two thousand bucks is peanuts to him.”


  “Maybe. But something is wrong. Margaret is scared, and Don’s trying to put me on another track. Let’s just see what turns up.”


  They found nothing else of interest in Eugene’s bedroom. Ruth’s smaller bedroom had another desk with all the recent bills and receipts, neatly bundled and labelled. Their bank balance was modest, but in the black.


  Sullivan grunted. “Better than mine. Lizzie wants to take up downhill skiing with the school this winter, but you should see the price of the equipment. And that’s just one kid! Wait till my littlest starts wanting to be a goalie like his brother.”


  “Cheer up, Brian. Look, I’ll be sixty-five by the time I pay off that little vinyl-sided cube I bought at the End of the Earth.” Green turned for one last glance around the room before closing the door. “Check out the kitchen while I do the basement.”


  Downstairs he found a ceiling bulb controlled by a chain and turned it on to reveal a dank, cobwebby cellar. The corners were stacked with the relics of a lifetime—old bicycles, buggies, broken chairs, a sewing machine, boxes of old clothes. Green tried to dig through the clutter and immediately began to sneeze.


  The hell with this, he thought to himself. No one’s been near this stuff in ten years. He was just about to leave when something caught his eye. He had moved some boxes and a card table aside, and in the process uncovered three cartons which looked less dusty than the rest. Pulling them out into the room, he opened them to reveal thirty-two quarts of cheap Scotch whiskey. Surprised, he called Sullivan down to photograph them.


  “So this is where the old man kept his stash!” Brian observed. “Jesus, there must be almost five hundred bucks of whiskey in there.”


  Green closed the boxes and stepped back, dusting off his gloves. “Let’s get Ident to fingerprint this stuff too. I’d like to know who brought it in here. It’s too heavy for Ruth, even if she did want to feed her husband’s habit. And I don’t think Walker could have carried it, either, in his poor health.”


  The two men began back up the stairs. “Find anything in the kitchen?” Green asked.


  “It was easy to search,” Sullivan replied. “Nice, neat lady. Not a packrat like her husband seems to be. I bet he wouldn’t let her throw out one damn thing in the basement there when they moved. Looks like they ate simply but managed okay. I didn’t find anything weird. Except this,” he remarked almost as an afterthought, picking up a small black box from the kitchen table. Inside were some rusty instruments and a bunch of oversized keys. “I found it at the back of the pantry. Looks like an old tool box that hasn’t been used in at least ten years. I found a newer tool box in the cupboard over the fridge with the usual screwdrivers and wrenches in it.”


  Green examined the pantry from which the box had been removed. A rim of dust and grime marked the spot where the box had long sat undisturbed. It was virtually hidden behind household cleaning equipment, bottled drinks and cans—all dust free, fresh-looking, and neatly arranged by contents. By contrast, the rusty old tool box seemed out of place.


  Green carried the box over to the window. On closer examination it looked more like a small metal storage box painted black with a hand-painted border of coloured flowers barely visible beneath the rust and the grime. It had a small lock like a jewelry box, but it was broken. Inside the box was an old rusted screwdriver with a badly worn wooden handle, a hammer of similar vintage, a hand gimlet and a pair of blackened pliers.


  “Jeez, these tools look really ancient,” Green muttered, turning the hammer over in his hands. “I know the guy owned a hardware store, but was he into antiques?”


  “They remind me of some old tools I found in the back of the barn once when I was a kid. My mother said they were used by the early farmers who settled the valley in the nineteenth century. Handmade by a blacksmith—that’s what gives them the primitive look.”


  “Let’s take them back to town and see if we can get any information on them.” Green turned his attention back to the black box. He turned it over, scrutinizing the metal carefully. On the bottom, in the corner, he found what he was seeking—a name. Kressman, Ozorkow.


  “Ozorkow. Sounds Polish,” he muttered. Then to his surprise, he felt the bottom shift and as he turned the box over, a false bottom came away in his hand. In the tiny space between the inner and outer plates, he found a small, tattered booklet. Inside, it was covered in cramped, foreign script. He flipped through it, then gasped.


  “Fuck! This could be why Walker didn’t fit in with the Polish community. This is a goddamn German identity card!”


  


  Back in the car, heading down the lane to the highway, Green sat in the passenger seat and pored over the document. The black metal box and the rolls of film sat on the seat behind them. The Ottawa Ident Unit had been called to come up to dust the house and check out the tracks in the snow.


  “Jeez, this language has long words. My German’s not the greatest, but it’s a lot like Yiddish. I can’t understand everything, but enough to tell that these papers belong to a Wilhelm Ganz from Potsdam, and he’s some kind of rank in the Wehrmacht. Unterfeldwebel or something.”


  “Walker a Kraut? Do you think Mrs. Walker would lie about something like that?”


  “I wonder if she even knew. If he’d even tell her. After two world wars, the Brits hated the Germans’ guts.”


  Sullivan whistled. “Boy, that would be some secret to keep from her.”


  “Still think this is just an old stiff in a parking lot?”


  Sullivan smiled. “An interesting old stiff, that’s for sure.” He drew the car to a halt at the end of the lane and scanned the highway in both directions. On one side, a multi-gabled red brick farmhouse could be seen far in the distance. On the other side, nothing but fields of stubbled corn half buried in white. But across the highway, about two hundred yards further west, stood a white clapboard Victorian farmhouse with a sagging veranda and a steeply pitched tin roof. It had never aspired to greatness but had clearly seen better times.


  “Where to, boss?”


  “Neighbours,” Green said, pointing to the Victorian farmhouse. “Let’s start right there.”


  Green and Sullivan mounted the wooden veranda with trepidation as the splintered boards moaned beneath their weight. Black paint peeled from the door, which proudly sported a shiny new brass door knob. Odd the priorities some people have, Green thought.


  His knock was answered immediately by a middle-aged woman bent from hard work but still brisk in her movements. She had a broad Slavic face, steel-wool hair forced haphazardly into a bun, and deep-set, sun-parched blue eyes which bored through the detectives warily as they settled on the aging parlour couch. In the corner, a smoky black woodstove was turning the claustrophobic room into a sauna. Oblivious, the woman hugged a cardigan around her and folded her arms across her chest.


  “I don’t know my neighbours,” she stated flatly as soon as they posed the question. She had no discernible accent, but spoke as if communication were a rarely practised art. Perhaps out here it is, Green thought with a glance out the window at the endless vista of fields. “They had a store in Renfrew, this I know. But we didn’t see them much, especially not him. He never came out. She came out sometimes to go to Eganville or Renfrew, maybe to shop. Sometimes she stopped here to buy corn in the summer. She’d say hello, very nice, but he stayed in the car. Never talked. That’s all I can tell you. I didn’t see nobody, nothing.”


  Green tried a variety of questions about the Walkers’ habits, their relationship to the rest of the community, and any rumours about them. Mrs. Wiecowska stubbornly maintained that she knew and had heard nothing.


  Finally, Green smiled at her with what he hoped was a mournful air. “Mrs. Wiecowska, Eugene Walker seems to have been a very sad old man, and very lonely. Maybe he brought it on himself, but who can know what life does to a man, eh? Who knows what he’s been through? I think it is terrible that someone left him alone to die in the snow. No person at the end of their life should be left like that.”


  She was frowning at him in bewilderment, as if trying to follow him but wary of traps along the way. He paused to let her catch up, then shook his head sadly. “Did no one ever come to visit him?”


  “Oh,” she replied hastily, as if somehow she herself were being chastised. “His family, sure. His daughter, her children.”


  “Son-in-law?”


  She shrugged expressively. “Son, son-in-law? I don’t know them. Sometimes a car would come and go. I don’t know who.”


  “Same car?”


  “No, no. Different cars. Yesterday—no, two days ago— there was a car. Strange, because no one was home. The old man died the day before. I watched, because I thought it would come out again soon. But it was not very soon.”


  Green’s pulse soared, but he strove to keep his tone on the same gentle level. “How soon?”


  “Thirty minutes?”


  “What did the car look like?”


  “A small car. With a flat back.” She demonstrated with her hand the shape of a hatchback. “Black, maybe?”


  “Did you ever see it going to the house before?”


  She shook her head. “But I don’t watch everything.”


  “Oh, I’m sure you’re much too busy. But did you see who was in the car?”


  She straightened her shoulders and brushed back an errant strand of steel wool. “My eyes are very good, but it was far away. The person had a hat and dark glasses, so it was hard to see more.”


  “Did it look like a man or a woman?”


  “Hard to say. Woman, maybe?”


  Once the two policemen had thanked Mrs. Wiecowska for her help and were walking back across the muddy snow towards the car, Green kicked a chunk of ice across the yard with a curse of frustration.


  “Well, that’s just great, Sullivan. This time we are screwed by our own stupidity. We just completely obliterated that car’s tracks when we drove up the lane ourselves.”


  


  At the red brick farm house further down the road they encountered a plump, elderly woman in a flowered apron who was only too delighted to talk. She ushered them cheerfully into her kitchen, which smelled of apples and cinnamon. Both men shed their coats as she poured them cups of tea. Without thinking, she added milk to the tea, causing Green to grimace inwardly. Milk in tea was anathema to his Yiddish soul.


  Sullivan set aside his notebook and gulped at his eagerly, but Green took a cautious sip. The woman, who had introduced herself as Eleanor MacLeod, watched Sullivan with lively eyes.


  “I’d make a guess you’re hungry, Sergeant. Would you like an apple turnover? Freshly baked this morning. You’ll have to excuse the clutter, gentlemen, but I have all these apples picked weeks ago, and if I don’t get them into jars or baking soon, they’ll spoil.” She placed a turnover in front of each of them, which both men pounced on. It was now past one o’clock, and they hadn’t eaten since leaving Ottawa at eight.


  “What an ordeal for poor Ruth,” she said as she busied herself at the stove. Fragrant steam rose from the pots bubbling at her elbow. “I wish I knew where I could call her, just to give her my sympathies. Not that she didn’t know it was coming. She’s been saying for two years now that she thought he wouldn’t hold on long, almost as if she hoped he’d go—” She checked herself. “Although of course she didn’t. But I’m glad in a way that it’s over for her. It was so hard for her to get out, even to come over here. She always seemed to have one eye on the clock, and she’d be rushing back to Eugene almost before she’d finished her tea. He was all she thought about — I know what that’s like, I nursed Arthur through his last five years, and you do find that your whole life closes in around their routine. Is his colour good today, is his mind lucid, is he in pain? She’ll have to find new interests now. For me, having this farm kept me going. The apples would ripen, the strawberries kept coming up. I don’t farm it the way I did when we were younger, mind you, but there’s still plenty for me to do. I think Ruth will sell, though, and move into the city with her daughter. She wasn’t raised on the land, and she really doesn’t like being so isolated. It was Eugene’s idea, and she did it to keep him happy. I kept telling her she had a right to be happy too in her old age, and she said she was, that it took less to make her happy, and Eugene had been through so much—I never knew what, she didn’t say. I don’t think he was happy, even with his little retirement cottage. The very rare times I saw him, he was half pickled. But I’m rambling too much, I’m sorry. Inspector, you haven’t touched your tea.”


  He was licking the last flakes of the apple turnover off his fingers when she turned around. “Actually, a cold glass of water would suit me just as well. And please go on. I’m trying to get as complete a picture of their life as I can.”


  She shook her finger at him as if mere water would never meet the needs of a strong, active man. “I know just the thing for you.” She reached into the fridge and extracted a large jug filled with a pale amber liquid, which she poured into a glass. It proved to be a delightfully tart apple cider.


  “It was the children Ruth worried about most,” she continued once she’d returned to her seat. “It was a great hardship for them to drive all the way out from Ottawa and Montreal to check on their parents, in the winters especially. When it snowed Ruth couldn’t always get the car out, and last winter she fell and broke her arm. She isn’t strong, Ruth, I believe she has that bone disease with the fancy name they talk about nowadays. Her daughter worries about her a great deal, and I think that troubles Ruth. That’s the way of it, though, isn’t it? Your children grow up and they move out on their own, and you still worry about them.” She paused to rest a maternal eye on Sullivan, who was busily picking up every flake that remained on his plate. Then abruptly she went to her pantry and removed a mixing bowl and a large canister.


  “My youngest is a sergeant in the army. He’d be about your age. Although of course I don’t know if the ranks are the same in the police.” She broke an egg into the bowl. “I’m going to make you boys some apple pancakes for lunch. None of my children have stayed on the farm. It’s true all around here. All the children have gone to the city for better jobs. Soon there will be no one left farming the land. You can’t make a living on a hundred-acre farm nowadays, and the children find the life too hard. I’m not blaming them. I don’t think things are the same as when I grew up. When I was a girl, you only knew the towns and the people right around you. Who even got to Ottawa, let alone saw what life could be like in Hollywood or Paris. Today communities are losing that bond. Families are moving out, and incomers are buying up the land to escape the city. Ironic, isn’t it? But no matter how long a stranger has been here, he’s a stranger if he wasn’t born on the land. Silly, really. I liked Ruth, and I was glad for her friendship, but a lot of people wondered about her. They knew she’d grown up in London in a fancy house before the war, and they wondered why she would marry a drunken foreigner and come to live a poor life in a small Ottawa Valley town. People left here, they didn’t move here. Folks wondered that they never showed up for church except Christmas Eve and Easter Sunday at St. James Anglican. It raises eyebrows and suspicions, I can tell you. I always meant to speak to Ruth about it, but—well, the time never seemed right.”


  The sweet fragrance of butter and cinnamon filled the air as Mrs. MacLeod dropped the batter into the pan. Green’s stomach contracted emptily, distracting him from the questions he wished to ask. With an effort he forced his mind back on track.


  “Did you know them when they lived in Renfrew as well?”


  She shook her head. “We did most of our shopping in Eganville, which is closer. Only occasionally did we go into Renfrew, and never to their hardware store. But some of the folks around here knew of them, and that’s how the rumours spread.”


  “What rumours?”


  “Oh, I meant about her fancy house in London and them not going to church. There’s even a rumour one of the children was not baptized.”


  Hardly a crime in today’s day and age, Green thought but behaved himself.


  “What did Ruth tell you about her life in England and about meeting Eugene?”


  “Not much. She was very loyal to Eugene and seemed to act like everyone thought the worst of him. She said both her parents had died just after the war, so she really had no reason to stay in England. She had a brother, but he’d been killed in the war. Eugene was the big mystery, though.”


  Green glanced up sharply. “How so?”


  “Ruth confided to me once that he had no idea what his life had been before the war.”


  Five


  May 13th, 1940


  
    Three days three nights blurred together by my fear.


    Eyes shut, ears tuned to every sound.


    Her screams, the sibilant hush of Marzina’s voice,

    the squeak of bedsprings and footfalls around the room.


    Dimly from down below, the drumming of hooves up to the gate.


    Later Marzina weeps in prayer, rosary beads clicking,

    And a black terror swamps me.


    I drown, washed numb by my liebling’s screams

    until a thin wail wavers out through the door.


    They invite me in to the miracle, swaddled in white,

    And she wraps tiny fingers around my thumb.


    Smiles and vodka all around, but new sadness in the farmer’s eyes.


    His own two sons kidnapped to serve the master race.


    Deutschland has devoured us, left only the old and powerless.


    We must hide you, Tadeuzs says, erase all sign that you are here.


    So the farmer and I begin to dig.

  


  “This case gets weirder and weirder,” Green remarked as they headed back towards the OPP station in Renfrew. “Now we’ve got a dead German World War Two vet who claimed he didn’t know who the hell he was.”


  “You don’t really buy that crap, do you?” Sullivan asked.


  “Maybe he really doesn’t remember. The stuff we’ve learned about sexually abused kids—about them blocking the whole thing from memory—that tells us anything is possible if the trauma is horrible enough. War’s a horrible trauma, for sure, but the question is—is it horrible enough? As Don Reid said, lots of men went through the war.”


  Sullivan grunted but drove in silence, hunched over the wheel, his brows drawn down over his eyes.


  Green frowned at him. “You were pretty quiet back there. This is your home turf. You should be full of impressions.”


  “That’s the problem,” Sullivan muttered.


  “What does that mean?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “Nothing. Just brings back memories.”


  “Come on, didn’t you have one of those idyllic, big family, down-on-the-farm types of childhood?”


  “You got part of it right.” Sullivan glanced over. “Let’s forget it. You’re right, this is getting weirder and weirder.”


  “I wonder what Gibbs has unearthed about Walker’s immigration record. I want you to call him when we get back to Renfrew.”


  “Hey! You know Gibbs will run circles for you. Don’t ride his ass.”


  Green let the silence lengthen, but Sullivan’s mood piqued his curiosity. “Tell me, are things as bad as people say about these country cliques? About the importance of religion and lineage and sticking to your own kind.”


  Sullivan nodded. “Especially with the old timers. It’s opened up now, with the younger generation coming and going, but when I was growing up, boy, it was the Poles, the Irish and the Protestants, and you bloody well toed the line. But I can tell you, a hell of a lot of nasty, unChristian stuff went on in the name of religion and Christian morals.”


  Tell me about it, Green thought wryly.


  By the time the two detectives arrived back at the Renfrew OPP station, Karl Dubroskie had been waiting for over two hours. The farmer paced the outer hall in his mud-caked boots, which looked ludicrously oversized on his spindly legs. An old army peacoat hung open over his sunken chest, and his blue eyes glowered in his leathery face. Green realized that any chance for a friendly, cooperative interview had long vanished.


  “You boys from Ottawa might think I got nothing better to do than sit here watching the clock tick, but I do. I got snow fencing to patch and cows to milk, so you got ten minutes and you better make it good.”


  Green dispatched Kennelly to bring a pot of coffee and ushered Dubroskie politely into the little interview room at the rear. The farmer looked around the barren room with grim satisfaction. “I sat in this very room the last time I set foot in this station, to talk about Walker beating up my cousin. I don’t know why you want to see me about that, I got nothing to say. Everything I know I told Wells, and that was piss all. I got no reason to lie. Walker…he was nothing to me but a drunken old Polack, and I wasn’t even sure about that.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “What do you mean ‘what do I mean’?”


  “What weren’t you sure of?”


  Dubroskie looked bewildered as he tried to retrace his steps. He grew sullen. “I don’t know. Just he didn’t act very Polish, that’s all.”


  “In what way?”


  Dubroskie fidgeted, then gestured vaguely with his hands. “He didn’t act like we were…together. He didn’t even seem to like us.”


  Green kept his face impassive as he proceeded. “What about your cousin? What kind of man was he?”


  “He didn’t start it, if that’s what you’re saying. He’s a hardworking guy that just wants to stay out of trouble. He had plenty of it back in Poland, and he’s just trying to make a good life.”


  “What kind of trouble did he have in Poland?”


  Dubroskie’s eyes narrowed warily, as if he’d sensed too late a trap. “My cousin’s a good, honest man and a fine Canadian citizen. If you got any questions about him, you go ask him yourself.”


  “Oh, I’d be happy to, Mr. Dubroskie,” replied Green cheerfully. “If you’ll be so kind as to give me his full name and address.”


  Once Dubroskie had left the room, Sullivan turned to Green in dismay. “You’re not going to go all the way to Hamilton. Jules will never approve the travel request. He’d kill us if he knew we were out here pounding the pavement. He’d kill us if he knew we’ve invested good time on a guy MacPhail says died of natural causes.”


  Green grinned as he shrugged on his parka. “Well, you only die once, right? Besides, it’s on our own time, and I’m paid to make executive decisions. I’m making one.”


  Sullivan had opened his mouth to escalate his protest when there was a sharp knock on the door, and Kennelly stuck his head in.


  “We’ve got a guy here who used to be a good friend of Howard Walker’s. You said you wanted background witnesses. He’s one of the few we could find.”


  Green looked at his scowling colleague and shrugged. “What the hell, we’re here.”


  Jeff Tillsbury proved to be a sensitive, articulate man in his mid thirties who had gone to Guelph University to study Veterinary Medicine. He had opened a practice on his return to Renfrew ten years earlier and had kept in sporadic touch with Howard throughout the intervening years. If he thought there was anything odd about two Ottawa police officers making routine background inquiries into the deceased’s “state of mind”, he gave no sign as he delved candidly into the family’s past.


  “Howard will be very upset by his father’s death,” he said. “He didn’t get along with him—actually, that’s an understatement. By the end he hated his father as much as he loved him. I have never seen Howard so upset as when he’d just been dealing with his father. They hadn’t spoken for five years, and Howard told me that as far as he was concerned, he no longer wanted anything to do with his father. He kept in touch with his mother through his sister but refused to call or write to the house.”


  “Do you know the reason for this rift?”


  “Yes.” Jeff hesitated as if weighing how much to betray a confidence. “Howard married a Jewish girl he met at McGill. Not only Jewish, but wealthy, and her father was very influential in the Montreal Jewish community. From what he told me, I gathered his father was very upset.”


  Beside him, he felt Sullivan fidget awkwardly, but Green had long ago learned not to let personal reactions show through.


  “Did his father attend the wedding?”


  “Oh, no. Howard said his father wouldn’t be caught dead in a synagogue. In any case, he wasn’t well enough. I went. I was the only one from around here whom Howard invited. It was a beautiful wedding, and his wife seems very nice.”


  “Were Howard and his father on good terms before the marriage?”


  “As long as I’ve known Howard, Detective—and that’s about thirty years—his relationship with his father has been difficult.” Jeff ran his long-boned fingers over his thinning scalp and frowned in search of words. “No one—not Howard’s mother, not his sister—really understood how his father used to torture Howard. Maybe if Howard had been thicker-skinned, it wouldn’t have been so bad. But Howard was a sensitive kid. He liked poetry and wild birds. He cried when kids picked on him in school. And they sure did. They picked on him for having an immigrant father, because he was half Catholic—we went to the public school—and of course for just being a sissy. They picked on him because he was small and skinny.” Jeff shook his head wryly at the memory. “We were both small and skinny.”


  Green nodded, remembering. He’d been small and slight as a boy too, and the inner city streets had been a cruel training ground in the concept of might is right. It hadn’t influenced his decision to join the police, but he had to admit to a secret twinge of satisfaction whenever his rank and profession cowed some swaggering brute into submission. “That can be pretty rough on a boy.”


  “Yes. Whenever Howard came home from school in tears, his father would throw him back outside with an order to beat the kids up and not come back till he did. He called him an old woman, so Howard learned to keep his hurts to himself and lie to his father about how many boys he’d beaten up. His father seemed to despise all the qualities about Howard that made him really special—his gentleness, his compassion, his moral sense. Howard could never seem to do anything right in his father’s eyes. He could never seem to please him. His father was tremendously moody, I noticed that even as a kid. One day he’d take Howard and me into the back of the shop and show us some beautiful new fishing lure. Another day he’d bite our heads off and throw us out of the shop. He scared me. I hated to go over there. I can’t imagine living with him! Howard was always trying to second-guess him, to anticipate his moods and avoid at all costs something that would set him off.”


  Green jumped into the flow of memories. “How did Howard’s mother figure in all this?”


  Jeff shifted his lanky body in the chair and stroked his bald spot. “She tried to keep the peace, basically. Tried to coach the children on how to avoid aggravating their father. I do remember at times she tried to act as a buffer—you know, she wouldn’t tell her husband that someone had stolen Howard’s hat or dumped his bike in the ditch. With the bike incident I remember it backfired on her, and he accused her of turning the children against him. There was a scene in the back of the shop that day. I was there helping Howard after school, and I remember his father screaming at her and throwing merchandise around. Everyone was hiding behind the shelves. Howard was mortified. He never would discuss the incident with me.”


  “Did his father beat him?” Sullivan had been taking discreet notes and spoke for the first time since the interview had begun. Green was startled, not only by the unexpected interruption but also by the tightness in Sullivan’s tone.


  Jeff, however, seemed to have anticipated the question, perhaps had posed it to himself before, for he shook his head without hesitation. “I never had evidence of it. He punched walls and he swore a lot, but I never saw him actually hit.”


  Green glanced at Sullivan expectantly, but he sat back, shaking his head. Green retrieved the thread of his questioning.


  “Are you aware of any feud, any enemies, any reason why someone would want Eugene Walker dead?”


  Tillsbury pondered the question carefully, his frown deepening. “I’ve been out of touch with the family for a while, but there’s nothing I can remember. He was a nasty man, but in recent years he hardly went out. I can’t imagine who’d bother killing him now.”


  “What about Howard? Is he capable of killing his father?”


  “Good Lord, no, Howard couldn’t kill anyone.” Confronted with Green’s expressionless gaze, he reddened in dismay. “All those things I told you, they were to help you understand the father. Now I think I’ve said quite enough!”


  


  Dusk was already creeping in as the two detectives said their goodbyes and headed back along the county road toward the main highway. Sullivan drove with both hands clenched on the steering wheel, staring grimly ahead into the deepening grey. The melancholy which had first touched him yesterday now cloaked him completely.


  “Jeff Tillsbury may not think so, but you can bet old man Walker beat his son.”


  Green frowned. “What makes you think so?”


  “Because it goes with the territory.”


  Green lapsed into thought. Neither detective was a stranger to the parental violence and cruelty that shaped the criminals they saw every day, but Green sensed a more personal struggle. He began to put the mood and the cryptic allusions of the past day together.


  “Brian, what’s going on?”


  For a moment it seemed Sullivan would not respond, but once he started, the words tumbled out. “My old man is a drunk. I never told you that. I never told anyone. You don’t tell anyone. Remember the Walker family secrets? Every drunk’s family has them. My mother tried to keep it from us at first—Dad’s sick, Dad’s tired, Dad has business in town. And then when you’re tripping over the whiskey bottles in the hall and the truth is screaming at you, you see it. But you don’t tell anyone else you see it. You go along with Mom’s lies— yeah, Dad’s sick, sure he’s tired. You don’t have friends over, you don’t make plans, and then when you’re finally good and sick of it and you get mad, you yell at him and you yell at your mother and she tells you the next lies. Dad’s had a bad day, the farm’s had a bad year, Dad’s had a hard life. It’s not his fault. It’s never his fault. No, it’s your fault, because you made too much noise, or woke him up, or asked him at the wrong moment. Anything but admit the bastard’s got a hangover, and it’s his own damn fault.”


  Green was shocked. “Jesus, Brian, I never knew a thing. I’ve met your father, and I never suspected!”


  Sullivan’s lips were drawn in a tense line. “No, the old man’s good at walking the edge. Very few people suspect. But it’s why I left home at eighteen and joined the force. Why my sister Pat lives in Cold Lake, Alberta, and my sister Tracy is on her third husband.” He looked across at Green. “My brothers Ed and Frank are alcoholics too. Of course, they don’t think so. They tell me they can handle it, but I’ve seen them at family parties, and it’s like seeing Dad all over again.”


  “You’ve done okay though, Brian. You’re one of the most together guys I know.”


  Sullivan shook his head grimly. “I’ve had to work at it. Mary will tell you that. I really have to watch myself. Not so much with the booze—I can take it or leave it. It’s the temper. The Irish temper, my father used to call it proudly when he beat the shit out of me. I see that part of him in me and I hate it. No one gets off scot free in a family like that, believe me. Walkers or Sullivans—you look inside, it’s a fucking Pandora’s box.”


  Green absorbed this in silence, thinking how easy it is to keep a secret even from someone you work side by side with every day. It explained Sullivan’s strict two-drink limit even when out with the boys, and it explained his fierce sense of duty to his family. “Jeez,” he muttered. “And to think I envied you your big, boisterous family. There I was, an only child of clingy, overly dependent parents, single-handedly trying to make up for the Holocaust.” He grimaced. “And failing miserably.”


  “And I always envied you your relationship with your father. Those Sunday morning brunches at the Deli with just you and him.”


  “He complains. I read case reports.”


  Sullivan, studying the road ahead, suddenly chuckled. “That sounds like you. Thanks, Mike. Let’s get this show back on track.”


  The chuckle was a welcome relief, a sign that Sullivan was back. Respecting the curtain Sullivan had drawn, Green turned his mind back to the case. “When we get back to Ottawa, we’ve got five things to do—”


  “Once I tag this stuff downtown, I’m going home to dinner,” Sullivan interrupted. “And you’re going to spend the rest of your weekend with your wife and son. Remember?”


  Green grinned at him. He’d already planned his evening’s sleuthing around his son. Sharon was working tonight, so there would be plenty of time to go home, feed Tony and tuck him into bed before leaving him with a sitter and heading out for a little more detective work. But he couldn’t resist baiting Sullivan. “Don’t worry, mother, I will. It’s early yet.”


  “You’ll turn around, and your boy will be eighteen.”


  “Five things.” Green held up his hand in order to check them off on his fingers. “First, we have to interview Ruth Walker to find out the truth about Walker’s background. Second, we have to talk to Howard about the rift between him and his father. Third, we have to run a check on Karl Dubroskie’s cousin from Hamilton, Josef…” He flipped open his notebook to tackle the name. “Josef Grys—whatever. Fourth, we have to take this black tool box to an antique dealer who specializes in Eastern European stuff. Someone may have to take it to Toronto on their way to Hamilton. Fifth, we have to see if forensics has come up with anything at the Walker house yet. Oh! And sixth, we have to find out what Gibbs has dug up on Walker from Immigration.”


  Sullivan laughed. “All of this we’re going to do before work on Monday?”


  “Not all. Besides, some of it will hardly take any time. A quick phone call to forensics, two minutes to ask Gibbs how Walker got into the country—”


  Sullivan shook his head in mock disgust. “I don’t know why I bother.”


  “Okay, I’ll make a deal with you. Just so you shut up and get your mind back on the case. Sometime this evening—after I’ve put Tony to bed,” Green flashed him a grin, “I’ll go talk to Mrs. Walker and Howard. That’s simple—they’re both in the same place. And you meet with Gibbs, get his report and get him to keep on top of Ident. Gibbs is perfect, he’ll be at them all weekend trying to get their report. Then Monday either you or Gibbs run a check on Grys…what’s-his-name, including immigration and CSIS. Old man Dubroskie let it slip that the guy had some trouble in Poland.”


  “Where do food and sleep fit into all this?”


  “Food and sleep? God, the man’s never satisfied! I tell you what. When this case is solved, I’ll take you to Nate’s and treat you to the best smoked meat and coldest draught in town.”


  Six


  December 24th, 1940


  
    Britain has beaten back the enemy,

    Now Poland dances under Hitler’s boot.


    Snatches of song and laughter sift through the straw above our heads.


    Festive chicken and onions scent the air.


    But in our lair below the barn, in hunger, cold and darkness,

    we wait our turn.


    We share our warmth, snuggled together deep in the straw.


    A whimpered cry, fumbled buttons, the coo of a baby at the breast.


    I contemplate in wonder

    the bond of family, so deep and primal that I reach out to touch it.


    She cocks her head slyly, smiles and shifts her dress.


    A pox on the Nazi bastards, she says,

    And she welcomes me in.


  


  Sharon had already left for her evening shift at the psychiatric hospital by the time Sullivan dropped Green off at his house at five o’clock. The teenage babysitter was curled up on the couch talking on the phone while Tony, having recently mastered the art of walking, happily removed all Green’s CDs from their rack and strewed them over the floor.


  The girl unfolded herself guiltily. “I just fed him supper, and I was going to give him his bath at six.”


  Green rescued a Rolling Stones classic from Tony’s jaws and scooped the protesting baby into his arms for a hug. “That’s fine, I’ll do that. But could you come back for a couple more hours later?”


  The girl shrugged her indifference. “Your wife left your phone messages on the kitchen counter. She said to be sure you got them.”


  Curious, Green tucked Tony under one arm and went to check. No less than three messages from Superintendent Jules, with Sharon’s succinct editorial on the last. “He sounded pissed.” Jules’ first message was a little more congenial. “Who on earth is Howard Walker? He’s been calling all over the station for you.”


  Well, well, well, Green thought as he headed upstairs to the bath. He had to quell his curiosity while he played with Tony in the tub and read him his favourite story, Goodnight Moon. Tony would not allow a single step in the ritual to be skipped and, as he approached his first birthday, he was developing an impressive, if at times indecipherable vocabulary of single words to express his disapproval. Green had long ago learned that in the battle of wills, Tony always won. Your DNA, Sharon was fond of muttering, as if obstinacy and sheer bloody-mindedness could never have come from her end of the gene pool.


  It was seven o’clock by the time Green was able to grab his notebook and slip back out the door with one last glance at Jules’ unanswered phone messages. It’s not that I’m actually avoiding Jules, he told himself as he headed down to the station to sign out the tool box. It’s just that I need to know what has set Howard Walker off and deal with it before I can figure out what to tell Jules. Jules almost never called on the weekend unless he’d received some flak from higher up, which was happening more and more often in the new procedurized, bureaucratic amalgamated police force. Howard Walker must have stirred up the brass, either intentionally or by bumbling around asking the wrong people for help.


  Jules might also be angry because Sharon had told him about the trip to Renfrew. Normally Sharon knew better than to betray Green’s minor misdemeanours to the brass, even Jules, but she hadn’t been too pleased with this one herself. His choice of Renfrew over a day of family togetherness had prompted an entire night of the famous Levy silent treatment which hadn’t even broken when he’d tried to kiss her goodbye this morning.


  She might have told Jules where Green had gone, and Jules, being a detective long before becoming a brass, would have put Howard Walker, Eugene Walker and Renfrew together, looked up Eugene’s file, and known Green was off on one of his wild goose chases.


  The interesting question now was—where did Howard Walker fit into this goose chase?


  To his surprise, half a dozen cars were parked on the street outside the Reid house when Green arrived with the evidence bags casually concealed in a briefcase. As he mounted the steps, he heard the sound of muted voices from within. The funeral, he wondered with a sinking feeling? Eugene Walker had died on Wednesday, so a funeral on Saturday was entirely plausible. Green was about to withdraw out of respect for the family when a thought occurred to him. Whatever had brought Howard Walker down to the station on the afternoon of his father’s funeral must be damn important.


  Donald Reid opened the door in response to Green’s ring, and a welcome died on his lips at the sight of Green.


  “You! I told you about that fight so you could check it out, not go accusing Howard of murder!”


  “I did no such thing.”


  Disregarding the chilly air, Reid stepped out onto the porch in his shirtsleeves and shut the door behind him. To Green’s surprise, he was red-eyed. “Jeff Tillsbury called Howard and said you were snooping into his relationship with his father.”


  “Well, I do have some questions for Howard. And for your mother-in-law.”


  “For fuck’s sake, inspector! We’ve just buried my father-in-law. Can’t it wait until tomorrow?”


  “It could, but Howard himself seemed anxious to speak to me.”


  Reid grunted and reentered the house, leaving the door ajar for Green to follow. “Just go back into the kitchen. Be inconspicuous, at least.”


  In the living room Green passed a cluster of guests clutching tea cups and murmuring solace. He’d barely settled in the kitchen and slipped the briefcase out of sight at his feet before a youngish man appeared, dressed in a charcoal grey suit and black tie which Green noticed with surprise was cut on one side. Howard was small and fine-boned like his mother, but with dark curls and chocolate brown eyes magnified by thick glasses. He had a drink in his hand and a scowl on his face.


  “Why are you doing this?” he demanded.


  Green played ignorant. “Doing what?”


  “I checked with the pathologist. He told me my father died of natural causes. Why are you stirring all this up? You’re upsetting my mother, you’re upsetting my sister.”


  Ah, thought Green. The collegial courtesy of one doctor to another. So it was Dr. MacPhail who had talked too much, no doubt fuelled by half a dozen scotches, and MacPhail who had alerted Jules that Green was poking around in a non-case.


  “I’m sorry if I’ve upset anyone, Dr. Walker. I’m simply investigating possibilities. Standard investigative procedure, I assure you.”


  “But you’re saying he was murdered.”


  “Please sit down, Dr. Walker. Let’s just talk a bit.”


  Howard dropped into a chair, spilling some of his drink. The effort of being belligerent seemed to have drained him, and now his grief showed through. “We’ve just buried him. I haven’t seen him in five years, and he looked so unreal lying in that coffin. At peace. My father was never at peace!”


  “What do you mean?”


  It was a moment before he spoke. “All my life my father has wanted me to be something I’m not, and I’ve wanted him to be something he’s not. What a waste. What a damn waste! Our whole goddamn life’s been a lie! I didn’t kill him, Inspector, if that’s what you think. There have been times I wanted to, times I prayed he’d drop dead, but I don’t have the guts for it. I ran away instead.”


  “Not such a bad solution,” Green observed. “I wish some of the other people I’ve met in my job had done the same. Tell me about the fight you and he had five years ago.”


  “What does it matter? I didn’t kill him for it.”


  “Jeff Tillsbury told me it was because you married a Jewish girl.”


  “What a sin.” Howard’s face twisted briefly, as if an unwanted thought had passed through his mind. He focussed on his drink to restore order. “And worse, I converted to Judaism. Eternal damnation! What a goddamn hypocrite. I don’t care what anyone thinks, I’m proud to call myself Jewish. It’s the first time I’ve been proud of who I am.”


  Green understood now the meaning of the cut in the tie. It was the symbolic rending of the garment by a Jewish mourner. But he was puzzled by Howard’s defiance and wondered if the man thought himself to be in enemy territory. “I’m proud to call myself Jewish too.”


  The other man’s demeanor changed instantly. The defiance vanished, and his eyes widened in astonishment. “You’re kidding! You don’t look Jewish.”


  “And actually you do. But the nose.” Green tapped his nose, which despite the spray of freckles was classically Semitic. “The nose says it all.”


  Howard reddened. “I’m sorry. If I’d known, I wouldn’t have shot my mouth off like that. I’m still sensitive about it. My wife Rachel says I need to develop a thicker skin. I get upset by the little slurs, the Holocaust, the way all through history Jews got the short end of the stick. It’s personal. I say ‘hey, that’s me you hate. Why? What did I ever do to you?’”


  “The thick skin will come,” Green replied. “And a sense of perspective as well. Tribalism is as old as mankind. Once you stop expecting perfection, it hurts a lot less.”


  “So you’ve given up on people?”


  “Not at all. But ten years in homicide has narrowed my focus a bit. People seem to have enough trouble loving each other one on one.”


  Howard was frowning at him intently. He opened his mouth as if to add something, then seemed to check himself. He straightened his shoulders as if preparing for a confrontation.


  “Why do you think my father was murdered?”


  Green shrugged. “I’m not sure he was yet. But why are you all reluctant to let me even look into it?”


  “How would you feel in my shoes?” Howard replied. “Your father dies and some stranger starts poking into your private lives?”


  “But if I had nothing to hide—”


  “Everyone has something to hide! Just not murder.”


  “Okay,” Green proceeded carefully, sensing emotions precariously close to the surface. “Then as part of the routine inquiry, could you tell me where you were between eleven and one-thirty p.m. on November 21st, the day your father died?”


  To Green’s surprise, Howard relaxed and reached into his pocket without hesitation. “At a medical conference in Toronto. I thought you’d probably ask me that, so I brought you the brochure and my registration receipt. You’ll see it’s dated Nov. 5. The conference runs all week, and I’d still be there if my father hadn’t died.”


  Green turned the receipt over in his hands. In itself it was not much proof, but Howard’s attendance at the conference could be checked. He recorded the address for future verification.


  “How did you learn of your father’s death?”


  “My wife reached me at my hotel on Thursday night.”


  “That’s a whole day and a half later!”


  “She left messages at the convention on Thursday morning apparently, but they never reached me. There were over a thousand physicians milling around the seminars.”


  “What about Wednesday night at the hotel? Why didn’t she call you there?”


  “Mom couldn’t reach Rachel till Thursday morning at work. She had stayed over at a friend’s house Wednesday night.”


  It seemed an innocent explanation, yet there was a strange, evasive look in Howard’s eyes. Green took a wild guess.


  “Male or female?”


  Howard frowned. “What on earth are you talking about?”


  “I’ve been a detective a long time. I’ve seen a lot of less than perfect marriages.”


  Howard leaned his head back with a laugh that sounded oddly relieved. “Way off base, Inspector. It was all prearranged—a rare time for two friends to get together. Rachel and Maxine had theatre tickets and late dinner reservations.”


  The evasive look had meant something, Green was sure, but he sensed a direct demand for the truth would get him nowhere, so he jotted the question in his notebook for future use and leaned back with a soothing smile.


  “Sorry, Howard, I had to ask. Getting back to your father, I’d like to know a bit more about his background. Where is he from, and how did he and your mother meet?”


  But rather than being soothed, Howard tensed. “Why?”


  “Well, she’s British and he’s…what?”


  “They met in Surrey, just after the war,” he replied curtly.


  “During the war my mother worked as a nurse, although she never had much formal training, and she was working in a convalescent hospital in the country. My father was a patient there. She nursed him, and I guess they fell in love. When he was better, they came to Canada to start a new life. Neither of them had much left of their old ones.”


  “What do you know of your father’s background?”


  Howard rose and refilled his glass with club soda, perhaps to occupy his hands. “Nothing. He had been evacuated to England from somewhere in Germany to receive medical care, but he arrived in England with no memory of who he was or where he came from.”


  “What language did he speak?”


  “No language at all.” It was Ruth who spoke, suddenly appearing in the archway to the kitchen as if she had been listening on the other side. She was wearing a soft blue print dress with a silver brooch at the collar, and her curly grey hair was sculpted neatly around her head. Her well-bred smile barely masked her annoyance.


  “Why do you want to know, Inspector?”


  Green rose and extended his hand. “I apologize for intruding at this time, Mrs. Walker. Had I known, I would have waited, but I received a message that Howard was anxious to speak with me.”


  “As am I.” She sat with great dignity and her eyes held his. “Because if you think he was murdered, I want to know why. You’re asking about ancient history, most of which we know nothing about—”


  “Why is that?”


  “He didn’t lie, if that’s what you’re implying.” She paused as if waiting for his explanation, but when he offered none, she seemed to reach a decision. She turned to her son, who was still propped against the sink, drink in hand. “Howard, this may take a few minutes, and I don’t like to leave Margaret to cope with our guests alone. She’s worn out.”


  Howard’s grip tightened on his glass, and he opened his mouth to protest, but Ruth’s steadfast look never wavered. In the end, he set the drink down on the counter, nodded and strode out without a word. Ruth turned back to Green and clasped her hands in her lap as if to brace herself.


  “There are things my children don’t understand, and right at the moment, with everyone’s nerves frayed, it is not the time to add to their burdens. Whatever his background, Eugene was clearly a casualty of the war and remained one until his death. When he arrived in Surrey, he was severely depressed. It happened to people, both soldiers and civilians, who had been traumatized so severely, and for so long that they no longer responded to the outside world. They didn’t talk, they didn’t move, they just seemed to pull into themselves.”


  “Your son said he was picked up somewhere in Germany?”


  She nodded. “A Red Cross relief unit found him hiding in the mountains near Dresden, in the eastern part of Germany. He was beaten, starving and sick with typhus. He was taken to a hospital in Belgium where he stayed about three months. By that time he was physically on the mend but still would not speak. That’s when they decided to move him to our convalescent hospital. There was a great deal of confusion after the war, Inspector. You have to understand it didn’t end neatly, and everyone went back home.”


  Green did not interrupt her to tell her that he was very aware of the chaos after the war, of the hundreds of thousands of homeless refugees wandering the devastated continent. Of concentration camp survivors with no place to go, of families who’d been torn apart by the war and who were hunting for one another across Europe, of German army deserters shedding their uniforms and Nazis fleeing for their lives. Of lies and lost papers and frantic bids for asylum. Green’s parents rarely talked about it, but they had been there.


  “Eugene was just one of thousands of refugees without papers,” she said. “And he wouldn’t talk or tell the Belgian doctors where he came from.”


  He kept his voice casual, as if he were just probing to understand. “Did he have any personal effects? Clothing? Anything to give them a clue where he was from?”


  She wavered. “Well…when they picked him up, he was wearing a German regular army uniform. But it was very bloody, and the Red Cross thought it was likely stolen from a corpse. He had no…” She paused, twisting her wedding ring convulsively. “No soldier’s tags around his neck. In fact, nothing but a small plain gold cross. That…that was all we had from his past.”


  Green waited in silence. He wanted her to present whatever cover story she had fabricated, and he would spring the black box with its identity papers once she was committed to her lie. It was an old cross-examination trick he’d learned watching the local lawyers in court.


  She shook her head at the memory. “It took him a long time to speak, even to react when spoken to. But after a while he started coming out into the sunshine to watch the others at play, and eventually he’d join in a game of cards. When he finally spoke, it was in English, with an accent. He never spoke Polish. To this day he only spoke Polish if he absolutely had to. For instance, if an immigrant came into the hardware store who spoke no English.”


  Green frowned. “Polish? If he was found in Germany wearing a German uniform, why did you even think he was Polish?”


  She smoothed her skirt and rubbed the joints of her fingers. Her face reflected pain, but something else as well. She’s wondering what I know, he thought. She’s a woman used to the necessity of lying, but not comfortable with it.


  “He understood Polish at the hospital. Polish is not that common a language. Few foreigners speak it. He understood German as well, but that’s not uncommon for educated Poles. And he was clearly educated. He could read and write and do mathematics, even book-keeping. So he was probably from the city. But he didn’t understand French or Dutch or Czech or anything else we tried on him. There was just something ‘unGerman’ about him. He just didn’t seem like a German to me, perhaps because I didn’t want him to be.”


  Green reached into the briefcase at his feet and withdrew the plastic bags with the black box and the identity booklet. Even before he could say anything, the widening of her eyes betrayed her. She looked at the things in silence for a moment, then swallowed.


  “You were thorough, weren’t you.”


  “Maybe you’d better tell me the whole story.”


  She rose and began to clear teacups off the table. They rattled in her hands. “I wish Eugene had destroyed those things before we came over. I was always afraid they’d come back to haunt him.”


  “And did they?”


  She placed some cups in the sink and swung around to face him. “That depends on you.”


  “I’m an officer of the law. If a fraud has been committed—”


  “But it hasn’t!” She coloured. “At least…not knowingly. Eugene didn’t remember anything! The box, the name on the papers were meaningless to him. Was it a crime just to begin anew with a clean slate?”


  “Eugene may not have remembered anything, but you knew he might be an officer in the enemy army.”


  She sat down again opposite him and massaged her joints. Finally she shook her head. “At the convalescent home, when Eugene and I were engaged, he showed me those papers. The Red Cross had wanted to take them away from him in Belgium, and he had hidden them in that secret compartment. Eugene was absolutely paranoid about his possessions. He clung to them as if his life depended on them. He actually believed he was Wilhelm Ganz. He said we had to keep it secret because they wouldn’t let us into Canada, and the British would send him back to Germany. He insisted on taking my name. But I couldn’t leave it like that. Somewhere in Germany a family was wondering what had happened to their son. My brother was killed in the war, and I saw what it did to my parents. So I wrote to Wilhelm Ganz’s address in Potsdam, simply saying that we had a wounded man at the hospital who might be their son, and could they please send a picture.” She hesitated, then rose, wringing her hands. “They wrote back that their son was dead. He had been killed in action defending a bridge outside Dresden on May 8, 1945. They had seen the body, and there was no mistake. They sent me a picture of him in his uniform, and it didn’t look anything like Eugene.”


  Another twist in the trail, he thought. “So the papers were stolen?”


  She inclined her head slightly. “But perhaps not knowingly. When Eugene, in his state of shock, took the uniform off the soldier’s body to clothe himself, perhaps the papers were in the pocket and he only found them later. By which time he had forgotten where they came from and what he had done.”


  “Did you tell him what you had found out?”


  “That he wasn’t Wilhelm Ganz? Yes.”


  “And how did he react?”


  She cocked her head in thought. “He didn’t. At least not to that. He was cross at me for writing. He didn’t seem to care who he was or wasn’t.”


  “Did you believe him?”


  “Yes,” she replied, too quickly.


  “No, you didn’t. You thought he was hiding something.”


  “From himself!” she shot back, then checked herself. Facing him, she propped herself against the sink and folded her arms over her chest. Buying herself time, he thought, and waited. “Honestly, Inspector, I don’t know what else I can tell you. I don’t know how he got those papers, or why. But I do believe he was as much in the dark about his past as I.”


  Green slid the box out of the bag and turned it in his hands, letting the tools slide out. “What about these things inside? Did you try to trace anything? Or check out this name engraved on the bottom?”


  Her arms fell to her sides as if the tension had drained from her. Something about those papers bothers her, he thought. Some fear, some remnant of doubt. Her colour returned as she turned her mind elsewhere. “Before we emigrated to Canada, I wrote to the Polish embassy in London asking them to check the existence of such a company in Ozorkow. It took a long time, but eventually they informed me that there had been a tool and blacksmith shop in Ozorkow run by a man called Kressman. The Kressman family, however, had disappeared during the war, and no one had yet turned up to claim the shop.”


  “Disappeared”. Green grimaced inwardly at the euphemism. No one had turned up because they were probably Jewish and lying at the bottom of a lime pit somewhere. Ninety per cent of Poland’s Jews had perished in the Holocaust.


  “Did the Polish authorities give you any details on this man Kressman? His full name or age?”


  She frowned in dismay. “At the time, yes, but I’m afraid I can’t remember much.” Her delicate brows drew together as if in an effort to concentrate. “Joseph, I think that was the shopkeeper’s name. He’d been in business for over thirty years, so he had to have been middle aged.”


  “And you didn’t try to find out if there was a connection? There was a whole chunk of your husband’s life missing.”


  He had tried to sound gentle, but when she looked up, she was flushed and her tone was defensive. “There was chaos in post-war Europe. It took years for the dust to settle and for the fate of people to be uncovered. And Poland was in Stalin’s hands. You didn’t simply ask for information.”


  “But later. In all this time, did you never check?”


  “Eugene was a fragile man, Inspector. I helped him to live again, but I never made him whole. Whoever he was, he was a victim of this war, and he had suffered dreadfully. I wanted to put all that behind us—the papers, the box—and try to help him turn towards the future.”


  “He had no desire to know his past?”


  She shook her head. “On the contrary. Whenever I broached it, he’d become very upset. In fact, the merest hint of Poland and his youth would send him over the edge. I decided if the past was so terrible that Eugene couldn’t face it, it was better left alone.”


  He laid his notebook down and reached out a soothing hand. “I didn’t mean to be critical, Mrs. Walker. I’m just trying to find out as much as I can, and we’ve got a huge chunk of the picture missing.”


  To his surprise, she didn’t soften. She pushed the box away with distaste. “I don’t see how it’s relevant. After all this time, to dredge up all these questions seems needlessly cruel. He was probably just some innocent peasant or handyman living out a quiet life in the Polish countryside, and then the Nazis came along and turned his world upside down. Whoever he was and whatever he had done during that time, it had no bearing on who he was today.”


  Her vehemence surprised him. He had merely asked about the black box, but she had reacted as if he had accused her husband of something heinous. Of what? Of stealing a dead man’s ID? People had done far worse in the middle of war.


  


  The puzzle still tugged at him as he left the Reid house. He glanced at his watch and saw it was nine-thirty, still early yet. A quick phone call to the babysitter revealed that all was quiet on the home front. Tony was fast asleep, and Sharon wouldn’t be home from work for at least two hours. There was still time to pursue one more small lead.


  He stopped for soup and coffee at Tim Hortons and asked to borrow the Yellow Pages from the acne-faced teen behind the counter. About a dozen phone calls later, he finally roused an antique dealer in Centretown willing to take a look at the black box. The man lived above his shop, and after much grumbling agreed to come down. Green drove past the shop twice before spotting the tiny, lead-windowed door wedged in between a photographer’s studio and a Chinese take-out. The old English lettering on the door read “Fine Antiques and Jewellery, Harry Fine, Prop.”


  The door activated a small bell as he pushed it open and stepped inside. Shelves overflowing with china dishes and knickknacks ran the length of the narrow room, and Green had to negotiate carefully to avoid knocking over the tables and stools that blocked the aisles. Dusty curios occupied every surface.


  A stubby, barrel-chested man emerged from the back and rolled towards him.


  “Mr. Fine? I’m Inspector Green.”


  Fine ignored the outstretched hand and peered up at Green over his half-glasses. He nodded at the box tucked under Green’s arm.


  “That it?”


  Green removed the box from its bag and held it out. Fine snatched it without a word and lumbered back down the aisle to the rear of the store. When Green caught up, he had already spread the contents out on his battered desktop and was adjusting the beam from a lamp. Slowly he turned the keys over in the light. Then, with a grunt, he peered through his jeweller’s magnifying glass.


  “I’m not making any promises,” he muttered as he focussed the glass. “I’m not saying I know much about Eastern European antiques, or tools and locks. I just know more than the rest of the clowns in this town.”


  “Can you tell me where it’s from?”


  Fine turned the box over impatiently and rapped his fingers against the bottom corner. “Orzokow. The box is made by this fellow Kressman. Handmade.” Fine studied the bottom with the glass and nodded. “This Kressman knew his trade. Nothing shoddy about this piece.”


  “What else can you tell me?”


  “If you stop asking stupid questions, maybe a thing or two.” Fine turned abruptly and disappeared through a curtain. He reemerged two minutes later with an armful of musty books. Keeping one eye on him, Green browsed through the store in a bored and distracted way. Although he loved the crumbling landscape of the inner city, that sense of history had never extended to bits of dented kitchenware. Half an hour crept by. On a dusty mahogany tabletop in a corner, he found a small pair of silver candlesticks and was checking the price when Fine appeared at his elbow, scowling.


  “Those are special ceremonial candlesticks. I won’t sell them to you.”


  “I know what they are, Mr. Fine,” he replied with a smile. “Shabbas candles. I wouldn’t buy them at that ridiculous price anyway.”


  Understanding flickered in the dealer’s eyes, and Green thought he even looked sheepish. “They’re from Poland. An old lady brought them to me last year before she died. They were all she brought with her out of the Holocaust.”


  Green turned them over curiously, noting the delicate engraving of a bygone era. Neither of his parents had brought anything with them out of the Holocaust. He felt oddly reluctant as he set the candlesticks back down on the shelf.


  Fine’s scowl returned. “You want to know about your box or not?” He held up the hammer and the set of keys. “I can’t tell you much. This is not my area. Maybe in Toronto or Europe you’ll find a dealer who knows more. It’s an interesting item. With its false bottom, no ordinary tool box. And the things inside were not made at the same time. The tools are older, solid iron, hand forged by a blacksmith. Good job. Probably this guy Kressman. See the small ‘K’ at the base? The keys are machine cast and not very good quality.”


  “What kind of locks?”


  Fine shrugged and held up the keys, which measured four to six inches. “Big locks. Padlocks, maybe?”


  “Like a peasant might have for his barn or gate?”


  Fine consulted his pages of keys and shook his head. “These keys are mass produced, and the metal seems very poor quality. Very porous. And I think that’s an old German company. If I had to guess, I’d say they were made during the war, when they used lots of recycled metals. Likely for some big buildings like warehouses or storage depots. A peasant would probably have older locks, made by the local locksmith. Just a guess, but for bopkes in the middle of the night, that’s all you get.”


  


  By the time Green had returned the bags to the property room, he knew he was in trouble, for what had begun as a minor line of inquiry had taken up more than three hours. Sharon might be home by now and would have found out from the sitter that he’d spent a grand total of two hours with his son before rushing out again. At least he had cleared up the kitchen and collected the CDs Tony had scattered on the floor.


  When he arrived home, however, he found all the lights out and Sharon just settling down to sleep. She gave him a bleary frown as he greeted her.


  “Just kiss me goodnight and I’ll give you hell in the morning, Green. I’m dead.”


  Contrite, he leaned over to kiss her. “Everything okay, honey? Brian or Adam call?”


  “Lots of people called, except of course my husband. I had a nice long talk with Brian Sullivan.”


  He sized her up warily. She was languid and half asleep, cuddled among the pillows with the duvet up to her ears. With her eyes half closed, she looked too weary to be much of an adversary.


  “Did Brian say anything?” he ventured.


  One eye opened fully, and for a moment Green caught a glint of triumph. She smiled.


  “Yes, he said to give you two messages. First, that he’s found out something really exciting. And second, that he was taking his phone off the hook till nine o’clock tomorrow morning.”


  Seven


  February 20th, 1941


  
    We rock to the swaying of the truck,

    stranger pressed against stranger to stay warm.


    Heads droop, eyes close as the truck drones on.


    Ahead to the east, an endless ribbon of grey,

    Behind us, a horror burned forever in my soul.


    Tadeuzs’ farm seized for the superman in our midst,

    A neighbour with Prussian ice in his veins.


    We woke to shouts, jackboots overhead.


    The neighbour counting hens,

    inspecting his bounty,

    lifting the straw…

    Gestapo guns herded us on the truck.


    Driving away, I turned to wave good-bye.


    Saw Tadeuzs and Marzina roped to the old pine,

    spinning slowly in the wind.

  


  “Green, I don’t think at seven o’clock on a goddamn Sunday morning!”


  “So take another sip of coffee. I’ll wait.”


  Sullivan hunched over the plastic table and cradled the mug of Tim Hortons coffee in his large hands. He glared across at his colleague, who sat clean-shaven and smiling opposite him. Green had come knocking at his front door at six-thirty in the morning.


  “How do you do it? How much sleep did you get?”


  “Enough. We’ve got a lot of work to do today, and we have to start early because I also have to paint the living room.” He took an impatient gulp of his coffee while he waited for Sullivan to stop laughing. “Come on, Sharon said you found out something exciting.”


  Sullivan sobered. “You’ve landed yourself quite a woman this time. Just don’t fuck it up.” He let the silence lengthen as long as he dared then returned to safer ground. “Okay. First, Ident’s been working their butts off on this non-case. I tell you, after this is over, you’ll have to buy Lou Paquette a bottle. He lifted dozens of prints off the key surfaces of the Walker house—the certificates, the booze, drawer knobs, that kind of thing—and he spent all of his Saturday night going through them. So far, most of them seem to be Mr. or Mrs.”


  “Most?”


  “He lifted some off the certificates and the booze in the basement that don’t match the Walkers.”


  “Tell him to print Donald and Margaret Reid.”


  Sullivan glowered briefly over his coffee cup. “I’m ahead of you. He’s going over to the Reids’ today.”


  “Well, we might get lucky. What about the tire tracks? I suppose we wrecked them all.”


  “Nope. They have some great imprints of my tires, but at the bend in the road we didn’t swing quite as wide, and so the tracks are separate. The RCMP will work on the tire make first thing tomorrow. Lou would like to see some paperwork, though, so he can put in for the overtime.”


  Green grinned. “He’ll get it, once Jules knows we’re investigating the case.”


  Sullivan took a deep swig of coffee and shook his head wearily. “I don’t know how you get away with it. Jules is going to have our heads over this.”


  “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of Jules. You just keep working. What about Gibbs and the immigration records? Walker’s and Josef what’s-his-name’s?”


  Here Sullivan came alive. Triumphantly he pulled out his notebook and flipped it open. “There, old buddy, we finally hit pay dirt. According to their immigration applications, both Walker and Mr. G. came from the same town in Poland. Ozorkow.”


  “But Walker doesn’t even remember where he’s from.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “That’s what he wrote down on his application. Ozorkow.”


  


  Superintendent Adam Jules, head of Criminal Investigations, had turned a delicate hue of pink and the nostrils of his fine aquiline nose flared. It was the only outward manifestation of his outrage. That and the thin, tight line of his lips. Green had called on him at home, which had not improved his mood.


  Jules placed his fingertips together on his lap and studied them. “Michael, Dr. MacPhail’s report lists the death as natural causes. Eighty years old, enough disease to sink an elephant, and according to the blood work-up, nearly twice the legal limit of alcohol in his system. By all means harass grieving widows, tie up the OPP, build up our overtime bill in Forensics.”


  Green grinned. Nothing got past Jules. “Adam, just because he could have died of natural causes doesn’t mean he did.”


  “Do you have one shred of evidence to point to homicide?”


  “Yes sir.”


  “What?”


  “A small depression wound on Walker’s temple which couldn’t have been made as he fell, because nothing in the vicinity matches the shape.”


  Jules’ eyebrows rose, and the thin line of his lips grew thinner still. “This is evidence?”


  “It’s a shred. That’s all you asked for.”


  Jules studied him in silence for a minute with no hint of expression in the perfectly groomed exterior to betray his thoughts. His grey eyes seemed emotionless, but Green sensed that he was weakening. Jules sighed.


  “Do you have a theory?”


  Green relaxed. “Some possible ones, all of which suggest premeditation. But I’m going to need to assign some men to the case.”


  “And given MacPhail’s report and the family’s complaints, I’m going to need something to justify it, Michael. Shea and our public image, you know.” Jules rolled his eyes almost imperceptibly as he mentioned the new Police Chief.


  “Do you need it in writing or will a verbal report do?”


  Jules gave his approximation of a smile, for Green’s aversion to paper was legendary. “In writing when you can. Until then, a verbal report will have to do.”


  It took Green fifteen minutes to brief Jules on the investigation to date and the leads he was following. Jules listened in silence as the list of procedural irregularities mounted, but when Green mentioned going to Hamilton, he stiffened.


  “What’s in Hamilton?”


  “The mysterious assault victim. Walker was arguing with someone in a foreign language just before he died, and there may be a tie-in.”


  “Why not get the Hamilton police to do it?”


  “Because it’s an intricate matter, possibly involving events that took place over fifty years ago. Only Sergeant Sullivan and I know the context.”


  “Then send Sullivan. I’ll authorize that.”


  “But Adam—” Green raised his eyes in silent hope, but the grey eyes that met his were unmoved.


  “You’re an inspector, Michael, not a field man. End of discussion.”


  Green left Jules’ apartment with mixed feelings. Disappointed and frustrated that Jules would not let him follow the Hamilton lead personally, but pleased that he had secured Jules’ cooperation to continue pursuing the case, however tenuous the evidence was. For there were many questions and no clear-cut idea as to whether any of them were important.


  Kressman, Gryszkiewicz and Walker all seemed to come from Ozorkow. Surely that was too great a coincidence not to be relevant. Sullivan would check out Gryszkiewicz in Hamilton tomorrow. That left Green with Kressman, the simple Jewish blacksmith who had never returned from the war. How the hell could Green find out about him, especially on a Sunday morning when all official agencies would be locked up tight?


  Fifteen years earlier, the Federal Justice Department’s War Crimes unit had begun its quest to prosecute Nazi war criminals with zeal and optimism but had since become mired in bureaucratic and judicial red tape. All of the original team had been replaced, but Green remembered one fiery former prosecutor whose very passion had been his undoing. David Haley had felt the pain of every one of the frail old witnesses he’d tracked down, and the accumulated frustrations and roadblocks had nearly destroyed his health. Green knew that he had left war crimes several years earlier for the more mundane halls of civil law, but he hoped Haley’s interest in war crimes was still keen. Maybe keen enough to accept a call to duty no matter the day.


  The federal lawyer had probably just settled down to his Sunday morning coffee, because he was initially gruff on the phone, but as Green had hoped, when he explained his mission, the old adversarial passion began to stir. There was a long silence at the other end of the line as David Haley pondered Green’s problem.


  “There is no central registry that lists the fate of all European Jews caught in the Holocaust,” he began slowly. “The Red Cross compiled lists, but mainly of people who survived the camps. You could ask them to check their lists, in case your man Kressman turned up in their care, but you would need to know what camps he might have been sent to. All right, I’m getting some ideas.” His voice lost its groping quality. “A Holocaust historian such as Martin Gilbert in Britain or Raul Hilberg in the States could tell you when the Jews of Ozorkow were rounded up and what camps they were sent to. In fact, Peter Marks at the University of Toronto is becoming quite an expert. He could tell you. Then you could check the Red Cross lists for those camps. They might not be alphabetical, and it would be a hell of a job. Alternatively you could ask an archivist at Yad Vashem—that’s the Holocaust Museum in Israel—to research their files. They have been gathering witness testimonials of both survivors and victims and have a massive collection of data. It requires slogging through archives and documents and letters and photos.”


  “It sounds like it could take weeks.”


  “Months. And cost thousands.”


  “Hardly the kind of job a city police officer can justify to his bosses.”


  “Well, it’s not a neat, modern computerized database you can search at the touch of a button, like you guys are used to.” Haley chuckled. “The only other way I can possibly think of to track down a Joseph Kressman is to check with the Jewish Documentation Centre set up in France by Beate and Serge Klarsfeld. She’s a German married to a Jew, and they’re both active in collecting information on the Holocaust, with the intention of bringing Nazi War Criminals to justice.”


  “Yes, I’m familiar with them. They tracked down Barbie, the Butcher of Lyons.”


  “That’s right. It’s a long shot, but they might be able to help. And they’re terrific people, it wouldn’t be beneath them.”


  That’s wonderful, Green thought to himself after he’d hung up. Just how the hell am I supposed to justify a long-distance phone call to Paris or Israel? Jules’ generosity had already been tapped dry for that day.


  Peter Marks, on the other hand, was in Toronto, and dozens of calls were made between Toronto and the Ottawa force every day. In fact, he approved many of them. The historian might not appreciate a call to duty Sunday morning any more than the war crimes prosecutor had, but Green was counting on his being equally intrigued. A five-minute call, that was all it would take to find out if the search for Kressman was futile.


  It took twenty minutes, however, to track down the right Peter Marks in the Toronto phone book. Marks was delighted to be involved in a real life quest which brought him out of the rarefied halls of academia. He consulted his library immediately, and Green could hear his heavy breathing as he flipped through the books.


  “How much time do you have? We could take the short cut and say that Kressman’s over ninety per cent likely to have been killed. Three million Polish Jews died in the Holocaust, only 225,000 survived. Not good odds. The worst odds in all of Europe, actually. And statistically he probably died in Chelmno, Treblinka or Belzec.”


  Green knew that, but statistics had never deterred him. “All right, so the odds aren’t good. But we think the man’s from Ozorkow. Is there any way I can check survivors’ lists or something, if we can trace what camp he’d been sent to?”


  “Poland is a lot more complicated than David Haley led you to believe. Ozorkow’s a town in the Warthegau, the part of western Poland that Germany annexed during the war. The Jews in Western Poland were handled in different stages. First, when the Germans invaded Poland in September 1939, they rampaged through the towns and countryside, randomly torturing and killing Jews and Poles alike—Jews in greater proportion just for being Jews. About five thousand Jews from western towns and villages were killed in this fashion. Others fled eastward, still others were herded from the farms and smaller villages into larger ghettos in the cities so they could be more easily controlled. Ozorkow was one of the towns they were herded into. Let me check here.” His breathing hissed in the silence. “There were about five thousand Jews in Ozorkow before the war, and in October 1939 another forty-seven hundred were forced into it. Disease, winter cold and starvation took its toll. Then…I seem to remember, oh, here—yes, it was Chelmno. Between March and May 1942 the Jews of Ozorkow were sent to Chelmno and gassed. Most of Poland’s Jews perished in 1942.”


  “Chelmno. Any survivors from Chelmno?”


  “Two and a half years later? Not likely. But I think it’s in here somewhere—” Pages began to flip. “Incredible book, this. Every horrible fact laid out in neat black and white. Ah-ha! Here we are. Two survivors.”


  “Names?”


  Marks snorted. “Three hundred and sixty thousand gassed at Chelmno, and he’s asking about two survivors. Talk about odds!” There was some more wheezing, a curse, shuffling of papers and then a grunt of satisfaction. “Zurawski and Srebik. No Kressman. You know, you might have more luck if you approached the problem from the other end.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Find a survivor from Ozorkow who knew Kressman before the war and ask if they know what happened to him. Ozorkow wasn’t that big. Most of the Jews would have known each other.”


  Green felt his hopes lift. “Are there records anywhere of survivors by city of origin?”


  “Israel has the most complete list of survivors everywhere. But we had a survivors’ reunion here in Canada back in the eighties, and there’s a Holocaust Remembrance Committee that keeps track of survivors. They might have a list. Just a sec, I even have the contact person’s phone number somewhere.”


  Green waited as the man at the other end of the phone went off in search. Even through the wires, he could still hear the man’s wheezing. Green remembered the survivors’ reunion, which had been held in Ottawa about fifteen years earlier. His father had not attended, citing his heart, but Green had attended some of the sessions and had listened to the tales of triumph and despair. Most vividly he recalled the noticeboard where survivors had pinned notes asking if anyone knew the fate of brothers, sisters or husbands. Green shivered even now at the memory.


  Peter Marks came back on the line with the information, which Green jotted down. Marks seemed eager to chat forever. “You could also check the survivors of the labour camps in central Poland. Some of the internees ended up in camps in Germany because of the forced evacuations. Check Sachsenhausen, Ravensbruck, Theriesenstadt and Buchenwald. Good luck, and let me know if I can do more.”


  “What books are you consulting?”


  Green recorded the titles, by the historians Martin Gilbert and Raul Hilberg whom David Haley had mentioned, and then gracefully extricated himself. His next call was to Naomi Wyman of the Canadian Holocaust Remembrance Committee in Toronto, who Green suspected was a survivor herself, for she had a gentle Yiddish lilt that reminded him of his own mother. His mind formed a picture of wide, patient brown eyes and grey hair drawn back in a bun.


  When she heard Green’s request, she clucked her tongue in exasperation. “There were hundreds of labour camps in Central Poland, and if Kressman was in one of them, Inspector, he could have ended up anywhere! The SS marched them here, there, all over the place at the end of the war, trying to outrun the Allies on both fronts. Sometimes they shot them all on the spot. Thousands died just days or hours before liberation. What am I saying, thousands died afterwards too.”


  “I know it’s a long shot, Mrs. Wyman,” Green replied patiently, then played his ace. “My own parents were survivors, so I know what a mess things were. But if you could just check your records for names of a few survivors of the labour camps, I’d be very grateful. And even more important, if you have any survivor who came from Ozorkow, please let me know.”


  He heard an irritated sigh, and his image of the gentle, patient Yiddish grandmother began to fade. This one was feisty and anything but patient.


  “It will take me a couple of days.”


  “As quickly as you can, Mrs. Wyman. It’s very important for a case we’re working on.”


  Suddenly her voice perked up. “A war crimes case?”


  “I’m afraid I can’t say any more at this time.”


  Afterwards, Green gazed at the notes he jotted down. Holocaust, war crimes, concentration camps—what was he getting himself into? He had three old men, Walker, Kressman and Gryszkiewicz. All born in Ozorkow, all tied together in some way. Was the whole thing a coincidence, or was there a connection somewhere in Poland, deep in the lost events of the Second World War?


  


  By the time Green arrived home from the university library with three books under his arm, Sharon and Tony had disappeared. They had both been asleep when he’d left to meet Sullivan earlier, and now the only sign of them was a note from Sharon on the kitchen counter.


  Green, I’m off shopping for Tony’s birthday. When you get home you’d better stay there, or your ass is toast.


  He grinned with relief. Sharon was annoyed, but on a scale of one to ten, this ranked only a six. She still had a sense of humour. With Tony’s first birthday bash only days away, maybe she was too excited to whip up much outrage.


  Grateful for the peace and quiet, he took the books into his new study, spread them on his makeshift desk, picked up a pen and paper, and began to read.


  He thought after all his years of wading through human depravity in Major Crimes, he would be inured to the horrors of the Holocaust, but as he worked his way through the coldly factual chronicle on the fate of Poland’s three million Jews, he felt his comprehension fail him. He sat at his desk with a forgotten cup of coffee at his elbow and forced himself to write down the grim and twisting trail which had led most of the five thousand Jews of Ozorkow to the gas chambers. His first discovery was that the killing of Jews in Poland had not begun with the Nazi invasion in September 1939. Throughout the 1930s, there had been escalating acts of anti-Semitism, terrorism and murder across the country. Between 1935 and 1937 alone, seventy-nine Polish Jews had been murdered in random attacks, but this fact had become insignificant in the overwhelming slaughter that followed.

  



  Sept. 1939—Hitler invades Western Poland, random killing of 16,000 civilians, 5,000 of them Jews.


  Sept. 28 1939—Poland partitioned at Bug River, 250,000 Polish Jews driven or fled east across the Bug into Soviet-controlled territory. Unlikely Kressman among these, because Ozorkow too far west to reach river easily.


  Oct. 1939—Jews in Western rural Poland herded into larger cities. Ozorkow ghetto swells to 9,600.


  Dec. 1939—Nazis decree 2 years forced labour for all Jewish males ages 14-60.


  1940-1942—in general two trends: 1) gradual deportation of Jews eastward out of annexed Poland, collecting them in massive ghettos like Warsaw, many die of starvation and disease. 2) rounding up of able-bodied young men for hundreds of slave labour camps, especially along Soviet border.


  -no way to know if Kressman taken from Ozorkow, and if so, where went.


  June 1941—Nazi elite decides on its “Final Solution”, the extermination of all Jews in Europe.


  Early 1942—2,500 Jews from Ozorkow ghetto sent to be gassed at Chelmno death camp.


  May 1942—800 “able-bodied” Ozorkow Jews sent to factories in Lodz, a large ghetto nearby (162,000 Jews).

  



  Green stopped to consider the implications. The city of Lodz had been a major armaments manufacturing centre during the war. If Kressman were a blacksmith by trade, and if he were a relatively young and healthy man, his skills would have been useful in a munitions factory making planes and tanks for the war effort. So he might have been among the eight hundred chosen for slave labour in Lodz. It was a slim hope, but it was all he had.


  Keeping track of both Ozorkow and Lodz now, Green continued his search.

  



  Jan.-Aug. 1942—40,000 Lodz Jews gassed at Chelmno.


  Sept. 1942—Lodz declared “working ghetto”, all those under ten or over 60, sick or weak, sent to gas chambers in Chelmno, 16,000 total.


  Aug. 1944—last 70,000 Lodz Jews sent to Auschwitz to be gassed, except 500 selected for slave labour in Germany and 800 left to clean up.


  June 1945—Lodz liberated by Russian army, 877 survivors.

  



  He paused again in dismay. He had lost all track of Ozorkow, but it appeared likely from the general pattern of deportations that the Ozorkow ghetto had been emptied by the end of 1942, and most of its residents sent either to Chelmno death camp or to the ghettoes, then to Treblinka death camp. In either case, they were gassed. A select few able- bodied ones had been sent to Lodz, but the entire Lodz ghetto had been deported to the gas chambers of Auschwitz in 1944, with only a few strong ones being spared. But after almost five years in slave labour, would Kressman still be strong enough to be selected? Unless he had been a very strong, healthy young man at the outset of the war, there was no way. Kressman’s age was an essential part of the puzzle. But tracking that down required cooperation from authorities in Eastern Europe, assuming the records from sixty years ago were still around. Which was a faint hope.


  With a sigh, he returned to his place among the dozens of slave labour camps surrounding Auschwitz. But a few minutes later, he laid down his pen again in frustration. The trail had become too fragmented. Depending on which labour camp Kressman had been sent to, he could have met a dozen deaths. He could have ended up in the ovens of Chelmno or Auschwitz. He could have been massacred by the SS in the last days of the war or died of typhus in the DP camps afterwards. It seemed futile to try to track down one lone Jew in this twisting criss-cross of fates.


  Futile. “So why am I trying so hard to find him?” Green wondered aloud. The mystery Pole who had come to be known as Eugene Walker had probably bought a tool box from Kressman in the years before the war. That was probably the extent of the connection between them. There was no evidence that Walker was even from Ozorkow; this may have been assumed for immigration purposes because of the black box in his possession. Even if Kressman were still alive and Green could find him, what light would he be able to shed on Walker’s identity and on the conflict between him and Mr. G.?


  Perhaps, Green thought, I’m just trying to find him because I want to know the fate of one humble, small-town Jew caught up in the maelstrom of Nazi terror. Because he was one more nameless, faceless victim marched to his unremembered death. Is that all it is? An ancestral tug through time? Perhaps a search for the story my mother and father would never tell me?


  He found himself too numb to think reasonably, so he rose and went downstairs to prepare a cup of tea. Cradling the cup, he slipped a CD of Chopin Polonaises into his player, sank back in the easy chair and shut his eyes. He rarely played classical music nowadays, preferring the raw pulse of rock, but the lyrical piano brought with it the presence of his mother, bent over the keys of their aging Heintzman and swaying to the melody beneath her hands. Chopin had been her greatest love.


  As the warm tea spread through him, he felt some return of perspective. No, there was more to this search than personal curiosity. Intuition had always been a powerful ally in his detective work, and his intuition told him the black box was important to Walker. It was all that remained of his pre-war life, and he had clung to it even when he could no longer remember what it had meant or what he had endured.


  A simple tool box, purchased from an unknown blacksmith years ago, could hardly have had such meaning.


  Just as he had gathered the energy to return to the history books, the front door opened and Sharon and Tony spilled into the hall.


  “Da-da-da-da,” Tony crowed.


  “Yes, Daddy’s home. Incredibly,” Sharon said. “Let’s go find him.”


  Green poked his head through the hall archway just as Sharon was pulling off the baby’s boots. She gestured to him to take over and disappeared back out to the car, returning with an armload of shopping bags. Among them, he noticed with a sinking feeling, one from the local paint store. As much as the old wartime mystery beckoned, he knew he owed Sharon some time. He’d promised her Sunday, and now Sunday was half over.


  Home improvement had never been his forte, and by the time he had the gallon of blue paint up on the living room walls, he had nearly half of it on himself as well. Sharon had left him alone so that he could swear in peace, but she’d come downstairs briefly to snap some pictures of him perched precariously on a chair as he stretched to reach above the window. “I need some proof for the skeptics at work,” she said. Green knew that his domestic antics provided comic relief in the staff cafeteria of the Royal Ottawa Hospital.


  By the time he had finished the first coat, the early winter darkness was already descending, and the house was uncharacteristically silent. No baby babble, no whining, no background bustle. It must be Tony’s afternoon nap time, and perhaps Sharon had slipped into bed for a brief rest herself. Feeling very virtuous and not a little sore, he washed up and went in search of her to collect his brownie points. Four hours of hard labour ought to be worth something.


  But the master bedroom was empty, and as he passed by his study, he saw Sharon hunched over his desk, engrossed in his notes. She raised her head, looking as dazed as he must have earlier.


  “Mike, what are you doing here?”


  Normally Green tried to keep the grim realities of his police work separate from his home life, especially since the baby’s birth; he needed his home as a haven to which he could escape. Sharon too needed a haven, because psychiatric nursing drained the soul as surely as investigating death. But today, still raw from his own glimpse into his past and sensing a rare moment of intimacy in the house, he told her the whole story.


  Sharon was not a child of survivors. Her own parents had spent their childhood in Toronto during the war and raised her in the safe, antiseptic suburb of North York. But her empathy was what had first drawn him to her and now, as she sat listening with her chin propped in her hands, her eyes narrowed astutely.


  “This is a lot closer to home for you than your average gang execution, isn’t it, honey?”


  “Well, Kressman is, yeah. I mean, it’s just a box, and the rest is just some big fairytale I’ve made up, but it feels real to me.”


  Her dark eyes were gentle. “Because of your parents.”


  He shook his head, pushing sentiment aside. “Maybe, but I feel it’s connected to this case. If I’m going to find out who Walker really was, so I can figure out who killed him, I might have more luck by tracking down Kressman. At least I have a name.”


  “And you think this Kressman might still be alive?”


  “Think?” He paused to consider. No, he didn’t think Kressman was alive. He hoped, against all reasonable odds. He flipped the books open and bent over to show her the charts and maps depicting the last days of the war. “It’s possible. In the spring of 1945 the Allies were pushing eastward across Germany towards Berlin, liberating the camps in West Germany. Now, we know that the Nazi camp commanders were in a panic, so some of them killed all the inmates before the Allies arrived, but some of them forced them to march eastward to camps deeper inside Germany.”


  “That’s nuts!”


  “Well, they were desperate to destroy all the evidence and witnesses to their atrocities. And at the same time, the Red Army was advancing across Germany from the east, overtaking all the work camps and death camps in Poland along the way. Some of those inmates were also driven westward towards central Germany.”


  “On a collision course.”


  “Right. And that’s what led to the eventual partition of Germany. On May 9, the advancing armies converged in the middle, Germany surrendered, and the partition line was drawn right down here. But the ending wasn’t neat, like these charts. German soldiers were deserting in droves, Nazis and SS officers were trying to escape the country, civilians were fleeing the fighting, and right in the middle of this were all these half-dead camp inmates milling around. If Kressman was strong enough to survive, he could have ended up in one of the camps right around the partition line.” He drew his finger through the map of Germany and in the process passed right through Dresden. He stopped, his throat suddenly dry.


  “My God.”


  She leaned over the map. “What?”


  “Two days after Germany surrendered, Eugene Walker was found wearing a German army uniform, hiding in the mountains just south of Dresden.”


  “You think he was a German deserter?”


  He shook his head vigorously. “Let me think this through. No, the uniform and the papers were stolen from a German soldier who actually did die in the battlefield at Dresden. If Walker’d been a German deserter, or even an Allied soldier who’d escaped from a German POW camp, he’d never have concealed his identity by putting on a German uniform. He risked getting shot either as a deserter by the German military police, or as an enemy soldier by the Allies. That makes no sense.”


  “Maybe he was just a civilian—a simple peasant from Poland or Germany—who got caught in the fighting. Maybe he put on the uniform to keep warm, or because he didn’t know the Germans had lost and he wanted to protect himself.”


  Green forced himself to consider her idea, to disprove it before allowing himself to face the theory that had first leaped to his mind and set his heart racing. Her theory fit the facts well enough, but it didn’t feel right.


  “Walker was in a state of complete mental and physical collapse,” he said. “He was sick, wounded, starving—”


  “Well, he could have been bombed, or he could have been driven hundreds of miles from his home.”


  “But he didn’t talk for months, and he seems to have blocked out forever his past—and what happened to him.”


  “If you believe that.”


  “Yes,” he admitted, “if I believe that.”


  She looked up at him, pushing her dark curls out of her eyes. “So what are you saying, Mike?”


  “What if he was a concentration camp survivor himself? What if he was one of those force-marched across Germany, and on the day of surrender, he was let loose or escaped right at this juncture. Dresden.”


  Her eyes widened. “A Jew?”


  He pondered that. Something didn’t fit right. “No. A Pole.”


  “Why?”


  Green didn’t know why. Walker just didn’t feel like a Jew. “He was big and blonde, for one thing—”


  She waved her hand in dismissal.


  “He was an anti-Semite,” he added. “He threw a fit when his son married a Jew.”


  “Stranger things have happened, Mike.”


  “By the end of 1942, almost three years earlier, most of Poland’s Jews had already been killed, so the odds of a Jew surviving are incredibly slim. And the way he was found…” Green groped to put his intuition into words. “What Jew, no matter how confused, would put on the uniform of their most hated enemy and hide from the Allies who came to liberate them? The Jews welcomed the liberators with open arms.”


  “I don’t see why a Pole would be any different,” she observed.


  “He might have been afraid he’d be accused of helping the Third Reich.”


  “Helping?” She looked skeptical. “How?”


  “By working in one of their labour camps. Walker would have been eighteen years old when the Germans invaded Poland. A young man just entering his prime. We know that the Nazis exterminated or incarcerated millions of non-Jews as well as Jews, usually for assorted political or religious reasons, and they were especially harsh towards the Poles, because they wanted to assert the superiority of the Volksdeutsch—the ethnic Germans living in Poland. But what is less well known is that the Nazis seized two and a half million able-bodied young Polish men to work in their labour camps. They needed that labour to run their war industries, to build planes and tanks, to make bullets and guns. First they used Jews, but by the end of 1942 they’d worn out or killed off many of their able-bodied Jews, so they had to find another source of slave labour. Young, strong, healthy Poles.”


  “And you think Eugene Walker was one of them.”


  He nodded. “It feels right. He was a big, strong ox of a man even at the end, and because he worked to supply their war machine, he might have thought he’d be called a traitor. In fact, maybe people even did. As you said, in torture situations, stranger things have happened.”


  She ran her hand through her hair, making her curls stand on end. She looked unconvinced. “But you’d think in the fifty-five years since, surely someone would have noticed the prison number tattooed on his arm.”


  


  Thirty minutes later, with the paint flecks still in his hair and a yellow ski jacket thrown hastily over his jeans, Green mounted the Reid porch. The Walkers’ old Dodge sat alone in the driveway, and Green was relieved when Ruth herself answered the bell. He didn’t relish another verbal joust with Don Reid.


  Ruth was filling out the endless forms that seem to follow death, and to his surprise she set aside the chore without protest to fix them both a cup of tea in her daughter’s spotless kitchen. When he explained his theory, she remained quiet a minute, eying him intently. Wisps of grey hair framed her face.


  “A concentration camp victim,” she murmured finally.


  “It never occurred to you?”


  She gestured vaguely. “There were so many possibilities. Dresden was horribly bombed. Civilians lost their houses, whole families, even whole neighbourhoods were demolished. Lots of people were wandering around Europe in shock.”


  “But I thought you assumed he was Polish, not German.”


  “Well, yes, but—” She broke off, flustered. “It was an assumption. He could have been a DP from anywhere.”


  “What made you think he was a DP and not a camp survivor? Surely you were seeing lots of survivors, or at least hearing about them.”


  “Yes, we were.” She coloured. “And yes, the thought did cross my mind, especially later when people began to document the emotional after-effects of the Holocaust. Eugene was literally one of the walking dead for a long time.”


  “Did he have a number tattooed on his arm when he arrived in England?”


  She shook her head. “Obviously, if he’d had one, I would have been sure, wouldn’t I?”


  “He had nothing? No marks?”


  “Well…” She vacillated. “Actually, he had dreadful scars on his arms. The doctor said he probably got them on barbed wire. The wounds were on the mend when he came to us, but certainly the skin had been ripped away in strips along his arms and wrists.”


  “So it is possible there had been a tattoo.”


  “Yes, it’s possible. It is possible.” She repeated the assertion with more vigour, her eyes clearing. “I had thought the barbed wire rather supported the wounded soldier story, perhaps that he’d escaped from a German POW camp. Many Poles did fight under British command. But if he were a survivor, a number of other strange behaviours would make sense.”


  He hid his excitement. “Like what?”


  “For a long time after he came to our hospital in England, he huddled in the dark in his room with that wretched black box. He hated to come out into the light, as if he only felt safe unseen. And the strangest things would set him off—a dog barking, the scream of another patient, the whistle of a train. He’d fly into these fits, and we’d need a straitjacket. Didn’t they patrol the camps with dogs? And they brought the prisoners in on trains. He could never stand to ride on a train.”


  “Did he ever go back to Poland or Germany?”


  She looked shocked. “Goodness, no. I would never have put him through that. You must understand, Inspector. Eugene didn’t remember what he’d been through, and I wasn’t sure it would be a blessing for him to remember. Sometimes even the sound of German or Polish being spoken would make him tremble.”


  “What did you tell your children about his past?”


  Her lips tightened in a firm line. “Nothing specific. They knew he’d been through hardship, but what good would it have done to upset them?”


  “It might have helped them to understand him.”


  “Eugene would have hated the pity. He was old world, the man of the house. One endured one’s own burdens.”


  And you endured them for everyone, he thought. “Do you have a picture of him when he was young? A wedding picture or…?”


  She stiffened at the abrupt change of direction. “Why do you want that?”


  “I’d like to borrow it for a few days,” he replied vaguely. He was hoping to show it to any Ozorkow survivors Naomi Wyman managed to unearth for him.


  He could sense from her frown that she was not satisfied, but she tried a more oblique approach. “Frankly, I can’t see how all this ancient history has anything to do with his death. All it does is stir up pain.”


  He could have soothed her with some vague platitudes, but he was getting tired of family secrets. Perhaps it was time to cast a lure and see what he caught.


  “I’m a stickler for the whole picture, Mrs. Walker. Did you know, for instance, that the man Eugene brawled with twenty years ago was from Ozorkow, too?”


  For an instant, he thought she froze before she pulled the veil firmly down on her emotions.


  “No,” she replied. But he didn’t believe her.


  Eight


  March 4th, 1941


  
    Lodz. City of legend, of vice and opportunity.


    Wide-eyed, we feast on its cobbled streets, grand balconies,

    shop windows overflowing with wares.


    Furs and bright fashions fill the streets.


    She smiles at me. Resettlement, the Germans called it.


    Maybe even a small apartment, a bed and stove.


    The truck lumbers on

    deeper into the city, into grime and crumbling stone.


    Faces in the street follow us, toothless and bleak.


    Ahead, barbed wire and a massive gate,

    Policemen everywhere.


    Papers, stamps, permits, questions, lines.


    More lines.


    Just say you have a trade, whispers a beggar at my side.


    Metal worker or bootmaker are the best.


    So the poet becomes a tinsmith.

    

    


  


  Monday morning dawned blustery and grey, with a northeast wind that whipped the snow across the fields, iced the roads and snarled the traffic on the way into town. Green spent over an hour fuming in bumper to bumper gridlock and missed the early morning meeting he’d scheduled with Sullivan. He’d spent an hour on the phone with Sullivan the evening before, going over questions to ask the mysterious Mr. G. in Hamilton, but a few more had popped into his head over the course of his half-sleepless night.


  This ridiculous commute won’t work, he thought as he finally pulled into the station. I’m in charge of Major Crimes, I can’t be an hour away from command central when a crisis strikes. He had a dreary committee meeting scheduled for most of the morning, and he didn’t dare stretch Jules’ magnanimity by skipping it. But he had a list of tasks he needed to address before he went to the meeting, and very little time in which to address them. Now that the case was officially a homicide investigation, courtesy dictated that he at least let the Major Crimes staff sergeant know that it was on the books.


  When he reached the second floor, he found Sullivan already gone to the airport and Detective Gibbs hovering outside his door. The tall, lanky young officer was all spit and polish in his new grey suit, and he brightened like an eager puppy at the sight of Green.


  “Oh, Gibbs, I’ve got a job for you.” Green opened his office and strode around his desk.


  Gibbs followed him in. “Yes, sir? I’ve got the forensic reports Sergeant Sullivan asked me to get, and he said to give them to you right away. He said it’s a whole new ball game.”


  Green looked up from his drawer. “What did he mean—a whole new ball game?”


  “He didn’t say, sir. Just that you’d know what he meant.”


  Green sighed. Sullivan and his riddles again. He’d be laughing all the way to Hamilton as he pictured Green’s face. “Tell me what you’ve got,” he said.


  Gibbs perched on the edge of the visitor’s chair, his back rigid at attention as he rifled through his notebook. He cleared his throat, his Adam’s apple bobbing.


  “First the RCMP lab. They identified the tire tread from the Walker laneway. Umm—it’s a motomaster SR175 all-season radial made by Canadian Tire. They said you’d be thrilled.”


  Green knew next to nothing about cars and cared even less, his view being that a car was a box that got you from point A to point B. Preferably without breaking down. “Why?” he asked.


  “It’s probably the most common tire on the road, sir. But the lab said there’s about fifty Ks wear on it, and there are enough accidentals on the tread that they should be able to give us a positive ID on the vehicle if we bring it in.”


  “Which doesn’t help us find it. Did they make a guess at the type of vehicle? Big or small?”


  “Judging from the wheel span, a subcompact. And they said Canadian Tire is a replacement tire, so they guess there’s a hundred and fifty thousand kilometres on the car, give or take. That makes it likely five years old or more. On probability.”


  Green checked his notes of the Renfrew visit. The old woman on the neighbouring farm had described the car she’d seen as black and flat-roofed. “That means we’re probably looking for a not-so-new black subcompact hatchback.”


  “Yes, sir, do you want me to start looking—”


  “No, I need you working on the black tool box. Did you look into it?”


  “Oh yes, sir.” Gibbs sat up straighter, if that was possible, and flipped back through his notebook, in which Green caught a glimpse of meticulous rows of tiny script. “I checked the antique dealers in the city, and I also called the Canadian Antique Dealers Association. No one really knows about European tools, but they gave me the name of a dealer near Toronto who specializes in collectible tools and locks. Do you want me to call him?”


  Green shook his head sharply. “Take it to him.”


  Gibbs blinked. “What, sir?”


  “If you hurry, you can just catch the plane Sergeant Sullivan is on. I want you to ask the dealer about the keys. I’m not interested in the tools, just the keys. Who made them, when, and for what purpose.”


  Gibbs was gaping at him. As a detective, Gibbs was meticulous and thorough, perhaps to a fault, but he didn’t handle curve balls well. Green stood up to herd him towards the door.


  “But sir, I have the fingerprint report from Sergeant Paquette as well. The one Sullivan says makes a whole new ball game.”


  “I’ll get it from Lou myself.”


  “But I—I—what about travel authorization, sir?”


  “I’ll phone the airport and buy your ticket myself. Just go. The box is in Property.”


  Green was still grinning when the flustered young detective disappeared into the elevator, trailing his parka behind him, but the grin had faded considerably by the time he’d wrestled with airline red tape and managed to book the flight. He glanced at his watch, swore and scanned the squad room impatiently. Two detectives were just strolling to their desks with fresh cups of coffee in their hands. Green knew they were just tying up loose ends on a big file they’d worked, which meant they were free for the picking.


  “Watts, Leblanc! I want you to check the make and colour of the cars belonging to the relatives and friends of Eugene Walker.” Seeing their blank faces over the rims of their coffee cups, he snapped his fingers impatiently. “The stiff in the Civic parking lot Wednesday. I’m looking for a dark subcompact hatchback. When you find it, match it to the tread the lab has.” He held up his hand to forestall their bewildered protest. “I’ll explain later. Just check family members, neighbours, whatever. Start with the Reids.”


  Afterwards Green went down the hall and found Sergeant Lou Paquette in his fingerprint lab, shrugging on his parka. He looked bleary-eyed and grim, and when he saw Green he groaned.


  “I gotta go out on a call, Mike. Didn’t Bob Gibbs give you my report?”


  “No time. I figured I’d get it from the horse’s mouth.”


  The Ident man sighed and sat down again. “I don’t know why I keep doing this for you. I must be crazy. I tell you, if I’d had any place to go on the weekend, you wouldn’t have seen me for dust.”


  “What have you got for me?”


  Lou Paquette gave him a long stare, then shook his head. “You never were a guy to waste words on thank yous. I’ve got a suspect for you, if that’s what you mean. Don Reid. Boy, was he pissed off when I showed up to take his prints Sunday. Said he was going to call the commissioner, the mayor, his MP. Anyway, his prints were all over the investment bonds. All over the booze in the basement too, but I don’t see how that makes him a murderer.”


  “Anyone else’s prints on the booze?”


  “Yeah, the stiff ’s and his wife’s. Plus an unidentifiable. But every liquor store clerk from here to Seagram’s could have touched those things.”


  “It doesn’t matter. What matters is that Don Reid did.” Green swung around, pausing in the doorway to grin. “Thanks, Lou. Go out to your call. And then maybe try your bed.”


  Just as he was leaving Paquette’s room, he heard his name being paged. When he glanced at his watch, he saw that he was fifteen minutes late for his committee meeting. Fuck, he thought, Jules sure was giving him no margin for error this morning. Obediently, he ducked into the stairwell and descended to the first floor, where he joined the cross-section of officers on the Building Planning Committee, which was at that moment planning the new Far East station. Green had tried to wiggle out of it, citing the exigencies of his job as well as his complete lack of qualifications for designing buildings, but Jules had been adamant. They needed an inspector, and his number had come up.


  But as the discussion of toilets droned around him, Green found himself drifting back to the case. Sullivan should soon be arriving at Gryszkiewicz’s Hamilton house. What would he learn there? Where did Mr. G. fit into the saga of concentration camps and stolen identities? And what would Gibbs learn about the keys? Mass produced during World War Two for storage depots or the like, Mr. Fine had said. “Or the like…” Like what? In the story of the three old men, there might be enough intrigue and hatred and secrecy to last a lifetime.


  But was there murder? Or were Sullivan’s more pedestrian suspicions right? He obviously thought that the motive lay among the missing investment certificates and the hidden whiskey in Walker’s cellar, and that the killer was from Walker’s present life, not his past. Certainly something didn’t seem right about Don Reid. He was hiding something—too edgy, too secretive, too eager to divert the blame elsewhere. He might be a thief, he might even be the clandestine whiskey supplier. But how did that make him a killer?


  When Green finally managed to liberate himself from the committee meeting, it was past noon, and he hurried back to check whether there had been any calls from Sullivan or Gibbs. None. But there, sitting at the top of his list of incoming e-mail, was a report submitted by Detectives Watts and Leblanc, brief and to the point.


  Dark grey 1994 Honda Civic hatchback L.P. Ont.149 XOA, registered to Donald Reid, 92 Riverbrook Road. Ident is working on a match right now.


  


  “Aw, come off it, Inspector! Am I the suspect of the day? Yesterday Howard, tomorrow…maybe even Ruth?”


  “Standard police procedure, Mr. Reid,” Green replied blithely. “I’m simply taking a statement of your whereabouts on Wednesday between eleven and two p.m.”


  “Should I have my lawyer?”


  Green shrugged. “That’s your right, of course. In fact, although I’m not charging you with anything, there are some formalities we should cover.” He went on to recite the standard Charter caution about Reid’s rights. Because of the official nature of the visit, he had brought along Detective Leblanc, who had the misfortune to be in the squad room when Green read her memo. They had found Don Reid at work in a glass office tower ten floors above the noon-time bustle of Queen Street. His lunch of a shwarma, coke and Danish was spread out on his desk, and the reek of garlic permeated the room.


  Reid had not been pleased to see the two police officers, and, as the precise and official-sounding caution droned on, Green detected a hint of panic beneath the veil of indignation. At the end, Reid leaned back in his swivel chair and surveyed Green across his black lacquered desk. His eyes were slightly pink, and a pen twirled restlessly between his fingers, belying his casual pose.


  “I was at lunch with a colleague, Mason Whitmore. His office is on the seventh floor.”


  “From when to when?”


  Reid looked bored. “About twelve fifteen to two. We ate at Daly’s. That’s in the Westin Hotel,” he added, as if a mere police officer might never have heard of it. In fact, Green had once questioned a suspect as he ate his goat cheese fettuccine at the discreet rose-linened table. The memory caused him to smile, but only briefly before briskly requesting Whitmore’s address and telephone number. He signalled to Leblanc, who slipped her notebook into her pocket and left the room. Green turned back to Don’s defiant stare.


  “Did you know Ruth and Eugene were coming for tea that day?”


  “Oh yes, that’s why I worked late that afternoon.”


  “Why?”


  Reid shrugged. He was now working the pen slowly up and down through his fingers, the restlessness abated but not gone. “Margaret had to play the dutiful daughter for her mother’s sake—to help ease the burden—and she was used to Eugene’s mean streak. I couldn’t stand the guy. I used to try, for Margie’s sake, but when he started taking his meanness out on my boys, yelling at them, shoving them around, I drew the line. Now I stay as far away from him as I can.”


  “Is that why you bought him five hundred dollars worth of whiskey to hide in his cellar?”


  Reid’s fingers stopped. “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “There are three cases of twelve with your fingerprints all over them.”


  “Oh.” Reid leaned back into his chair, and for some curious reason, Green thought he looked relieved. He shrugged. “I bought the old bastard some booze to keep him happy. Is that a crime?”


  “Weren’t you aware that in his physical condition, that was tantamount to killing him?”


  Reid sneered. “Oh, come on, I didn’t pour the stuff down his throat. No way you can pin a murder on me for that.”


  “No, you’re right.” Green smiled. “Embezzlement might be a better charge.”


  Reid’s sneer vanished. “What?” he managed.


  Green leaned forward quietly. “What did you do with the other fifteen hundred?”


  “What the hell—”


  “I should warn you I have a man speaking to your bank manager right now, so choose your answer carefully.” He doubted the bank manager would divulge a thing without a subpoena, but Don Reid didn’t have to know that.


  “My bank manager?” Reid half-rose from his chair. “Where the hell are my rights!”


  “Taken care of, I assure you.”


  Reid sat back, regrouping his thoughts. “I made a deal with Eugene. I buy the booze for him, I take a cut of the money.”


  “Pretty big cut, Reid. Five hundred bucks worth of whiskey for him, fifteen hundred cash for you. Maybe Walker found out you’d ripped him off, threatened to tell Margaret about your money problems, and you killed him to keep him quiet. Better sooner than later anyway, eh? He was drinking up all your inheritance money.”


  “It was a lousy fifteen hundred bucks! Who the hell would kill for fifteen hundred bucks?”


  “A desperate man. A man in so deep a hole he has nowhere to turn. A man with an image to protect and a lifestyle to maintain.” Green took a gamble. “A man with some kind of problem that uses up money faster than he can make it. What is it, Reid? Blackmail? Gambling? DotCom investments?”


  Reid sputtered briefly before his gaze dropped, and he lifted his hands in defeat. “I—I just needed a little to tide me over. Hell, who doesn’t sometimes? I lost a bundle when the Nortel stocks went in the toilet, but the boys still want designer clothes and all the latest snowboard equipment. I didn’t want to worry Margie because she gets so nervous. I didn’t like squeezing the old man, but I sure as hell wouldn’t have killed him over it.” The pen quivered in his hands. “Goddamn it, Green, a little fucking privacy…”


  “Why were you at your mother-in-law’s house in the country the day after Eugene’s death?”


  Reid raised his head again, frowning blankly.


  “Your car was seen at the house on Thursday.”


  Reid’s eyes shifted from Green’s face to the notebook in his hand. Green could sense his thoughts scurrying as he tried to assess this new threat.


  “So what?” he blustered finally. “Is it a crime to take a drive?”


  “Not at all. I’m just trying to complete the picture. What were you doing there?”


  Reid wiped his temple with a trembling hand. “I…I went to pick up some clothes for Ruth. She needed things, but she couldn’t face the place. What’s the big deal?”


  “What time was that?”


  “How the hell should I know? That day was such chaos. Margaret was trying to organize everything, and Ruth was trying to find Howard.”


  “How long did you stay?”


  “I don’t know—five or ten minutes?”


  At that moment the door opened, and Leblanc reappeared. After an exchange of whispers, Green turned back to Reid sharply.


  “What time did you say you met Mason Whitmore at the Westin hotel?”


  Reid blinked at the shift in focus. “Twelve-fifteen. Perhaps a couple of minutes later.”


  “How did you get there? On foot? Car? Bus?”


  “On foot. It only takes ten minutes. I always walk from the office to the Rideau Centre.”


  “Even on that day? If you recall, there was a snowstorm.”


  “All the more reason to walk. Traffic was at a standstill.”


  “What time did you leave your office?”


  “I’m not sure.”


  “Your secretary says before twelve. She tried to find you for an overseas call.”


  “Oh. Yes, well, I had to go to the bank.”


  “What bank is that?”


  “Look—” Reid’s voice squeaked, and he cleared his throat, trying to recapture some bluster. He looked battered. “I think I’d like to talk to a lawyer.”


  Green smiled affably. “Sure, no problem. Although, as you said, if you have nothing to hide, you should just answer my questions and save yourself the money.”


  “I have nothing to hide, But you keep throwing things at me, and I’m not sure where you’re going.”


  “Where I’m going, Mr. Reid, is that I’m trying to figure out what you did with the extra thirty minutes that are missing from your story. Whitmore says you were twenty minutes late and out of breath.”


  “There was a line at the bank!” Reid retorted, half-whine and half-defiance. “I waited fifteen minutes in line, almost gave up. The Toronto Dominion Bank on Metcalfe Street. Call them if you like. And I knew I was late for lunch, so I rushed. Nothing sinister, Inspector. Nothing guilty.”


  


  Half an hour later, confronting the fear in Margaret Reid’s eyes, Green wondered what it was about him that compelled others to defend themselves even before he had accused them. It was an idle question, of course. He knew the answer. He treated everyone as if they were guilty, and he shifted moods so unpredictably that witnesses never felt secure about what he was thinking. It had begun as a natural character flaw which had scattered friends and lovers over the years, but he had learned to use it to his advantage. Now he smiled at Margaret Reid to take the sting out of the question he had just posed. They were sitting in her kitchen, and he had sent Detective Leblanc away so that he could speak to Margaret more gently. Unlike her husband, who needed bullying, Margaret needed kid gloves.


  “It’s merely routine, Mrs. Reid, just so I have everyone’s whereabouts for my files. I can assure you I honestly don’t think you killed your father.”


  Margaret rallied slightly, twisting her purse straps through her fingers as if to give herself strength. Her look was almost plaintive. “But I don’t…I don’t really have an alibi. I was expecting Mom and Dad for early tea, so I was out shopping. The grocery store and the drug store, then I mailed a parcel at the post office, a Christmas present for a friend in Toronto. I started about eleven, and I got home about one. But I have no one who could say ‘Yes, she was with me from this time to that time.’”


  “Did you save any of the receipts? They often say the time on them.”


  She shook her head. “After I’ve checked off the items at home, I throw out the receipts. After all, it’s not like clothing, which I might return.”


  He smiled inwardly. Margaret Reid’s methods were like her house, neat and rational. Unlike his own, where a bag from the drug store might lie on the counter for weeks, unnoticed by either Sharon or him.


  “It’s not important,” he soothed. “Were you looking forward to your parents’ visit?”


  “Looking forward?” She spoke as if that were an alien concept to her. “Yes, of course. Mom enjoys the boys so much.”


  “Did your father?”


  She hesitated. “He loved them, of course, but they tired him. Dad was never very good at…at showing his affection. You had to look for the little things—a wink or ‘that’s my girl’. Sometimes he’d get embarrassed by his feelings, and he’d get angry, but even then you knew it was because of his love. But the boys weren’t used to that. Don—their father—is so different. Affectionate, up front. What he feels, he shows.” Her eyes glowed.


  “Quite an adjustment for you, then.”


  “Don’s been my rock. I know I’m not a very strong person, Inspector. Not like my mother. I lean on him a lot. Too much, in fact. It’s hard on him. His father left them when they were small, and he always had to be the strong one in his family, take care of his mother and little brother. And now me. It makes him tense sometimes. I know he’s seemed…moody to you, but underneath he’s really a wonderful man.” Her eyes pleaded. “Don’t misjudge him.”


  “How long has he been moody?”


  “He’s not moody all the time. Sometimes he’s very happy and relaxed. In fact, I’ve been wondering if it isn’t something physical. He’s been getting nosebleeds.”


  Nosebleeds! That was it! The reason for Don’s financial problems and his bloodshot eyes. Not grief, not family responsibilities. The next question was, did Margaret know?


  “Nosebleeds,” he interjected. “You know what causes those?”


  “Hypertension,” she replied, a little too quickly. “I’m a nurse, remember?”


  “And snorting cocaine.”


  Her colour fled, but for a moment she didn’t speak. Didn’t breathe. “Don’s a respectable, professional man, not some…”


  “Even respectable professionals get caught up in it.”


  “Ridiculous,” she snapped, beginning to rise. “My father was an alcoholic. I’ve seen what that’s like. Do you think I’d put myself through that again?”


  It happens all the time, he thought grimly, but he didn’t say so, since she was fleeing behind the barricades and he needed her back.


  “I’m sorry,” he said humbly. “Sometimes my job gets unpleasant. Please sit down.”


  She perched on the edge of her chair.


  “We’ll change the subject. What I really need to know is what you were doing at your parents’ country house the day after your father’s death.”


  She had just begun to unravel the purse strap from her fingers with a sigh of relief, which changed abruptly to a gasp. The strap went taut.


  “The next day?”


  He nodded, still encouraging.


  “My—ah…my mother wanted me to check the house. She was afraid she might have left something turned on, or the door unlocked, or some food out.” Colour returned as the excuse took form. “It doesn’t really make sense to travel all that way, I know, but I was trying to humour her.”


  “Did you take anything out of the house?”


  “Like what!”


  “Clothes, personal items for your mother.”


  “Oh! I’m sorry, you’ve got me all rattled. Things for my mother? Yes, yes, I did. She had nothing with her. I packed a small suitcase.”


  “How long were you there?”


  She hesitated. “I’m not sure. Time seemed to stand still. It gave me an unpleasant feeling being in the house Dad would never again set foot in.”


  “I’m curious…” Green began slowly, shifting his position on his chair so that he could look fully into her face. He did not want to miss one twitch of her reaction. “I’m curious as to why you so carefully wiped out your footprints in the snow on the way in and out.”


  It was difficult to decipher the first emotion that flitted across her face, but the closest he could come was surprise. Surprise followed by bewilderment. And finally, as the implications set in, fear.


  “I—I didn’t do any such thing,” she protested, but Green barely heard her. His thoughts were already racing afield, wondering why surprise had been the first reaction. And why fear the third.


  The question nagged at him as he made his way down the drive to his car. Lunchtime had long since come and gone, but he barely noticed the gnawing in his stomach. Puzzle pieces floated through his head, disconnected and elusive. What’s going on? Why are they lying? Which one was in the car!


  The answer came to him just as he was negotiating his way across three lanes of Queensway traffic towards the Metcalfe exit and the police station. Perhaps it was neither of them! Perhaps the figure the old farm wife had seen in Reid’s grey Civic was neither Don nor Margaret. He had thought from Don’s confused answers that he was simply protecting his wife, which was probably a life-long habit. But Margaret’s reaction had not made sense. Her explanation had been shaky, certainly, but it was her genuine surprise and bewilderment over the footprints that had given her away.


  Yet who would Margaret care enough about to lie to the police? She was a moral woman, bound by tradition and society’s dictates. The list of people for whom she would break the law was very short. Her children, her husband, her mother…


  And her brother.


  But that did not make sense. At the time the car was spotted, Howard had not even known his father was dead.


  


  Green strode across the squad room in search of Leblanc, who should have arrived well ahead of him. But there was no sign of her.


  “Three-thirty in the goddamn afternoon, and everyone’s on break,” he muttered. “Ah, Watts! Finally. Listen, I need you to check out some information for me. It will mean some calls to Montreal and Toronto.”


  The detective was wrestling with a computer drawing program designed to make life easier for police officers, and he looked decidedly unenthusiastic about being summoned. Green handed him the details regarding Howard Walker’s medical convention. “Check specifically if anyone saw him at the convention on Thursday afternoon.”


  He watched Watts slouch back to his desk and pick up the phone. Delegating grunt work was one of the rare perks of being an inspector. Green hated the committees, the statistics and the memos, but he loved being able to issue orders and have the plodding minutiae of a case fall into place. Making sense of those minutiae, interviewing witnesses and pulling it all together—those were things he hated to delegate, even when he should.


  It reminded him that he had not yet met with the Staff Sergeant, whose job it really was to coordinate the major crimes cases, and who would no doubt be offended that Green had so completely overstepped him. Egos needed nurturing, Green was learning in his new management sensitivity seminars, and every now and then he actually remembered to try. So he spent an hour with Staff Sergeant Capelli patiently reviewing the case and other major cases before he spotted Watts through his half-open door, returning from the fax machine with a sheaf of papers.


  Green gestured him into his office. “Did you manage to check out Toronto?”


  Watts nodded. “The hotel and the convention people. You’re going to really love this. Or hate it, depending on whose side you’re on.”


  “What have you got?”


  “Statements from colleagues, a copy of his hotel bill.” Watts handed Green the fax. “He was registered there all right, but his alibi is full of holes.”


  Green had been scanning the hotel invoice and gave a cry of surprise. “That’s not all that’s wrong. Look at the goddamn phone calls!”


  


  Green sat in his little blue Corolla just down the street from the Reid house, where he hoped Howard was still staying. The November chill was gradually seeping through his worn-out boots, but still he didn’t hurry. He needed to sort out his plan of attack carefully. Howard had a lot of explaining to do, but he was no fool. If Green were to breach the wall of family silence, his approach had to be very subtle. Almost soundless.


  Green was still probing possibilities when the front door flung back, and a young woman appeared on the doorstep, wrapping a long, trailing scarf around her neck. She glanced quickly up and down the street, passing over his car without a flicker of interest, and then set off briskly down the street in the other direction. She was well dressed in a bohemian way, with a loose, brown wool skirt swinging above her ankles.


  Ah-ha, he thought. A plan of attack. On impulse, he jumped from the car and ran to catch up with her, startling her as his footsteps pounded up behind her. Hastily, he produced his badge.


  “Sorry,” he said breathlessly. “Rachel Walker, isn’t it? I’m Inspector Green, Ottawa Police. I was about to call for your husband at the house when I saw you.”


  Her eyes narrowed warily. They were fine eyes, rich amber, widely set and thickly lashed.


  “Howard’s not here. He took his mother up to the country.”


  “Oh. Can I have a word with you then?”


  “I’m not sure if I…”


  “I don’t bite, I promise. How about I buy you a hot cup of cappuccino somewhere?”


  She said little as she climbed into his car, merely arched her eyebrows at the clutter of McDonald’s wrappers and Tim Hortons cups that he tossed into the back seat. Her hands were folded demurely in her lap, whether out of natural poise or aversion to his grimy car, he could not tell.


  Hoping to relax her, he grinned. “Don’t you dare say a word. I happen to be very fond of Queensway dining.”


  “Howard warned me you had a way about you.”


  He cast her a surprised glance. “Warned?”


  “He said people could say more to you than they had intended.”


  He smiled. “I’ll take that as a compliment. What did he not want you to tell me?”


  It was her turn to smile, turning to him with her flashing amber eyes. For an instant he felt his thoughts scatter.


  “Now, I’m not that dumb, Inspector,” she was saying when he could focus again. “Howard has nothing to hide. He’s not afraid of anything incriminating. He just meant he opened up more to you than he intended. Howard doesn’t open up easily—one more legacy from Daddy Dearest.”


  “I’ve heard a lot of secrets from people over the years. I don’t shock easily, and I guess that’s reassuring to some people.”


  She waited until they were seated across from each other in the Trattoria, a little Italian café on Preston Street. There was only one other customer at the other end of the room, an elderly labourer reading his Italian newspaper over a cup of coffee. The tables were brightly set with red and white checkered cloths in preparation for the dinner crowd. Once the waiter/owner had taken their orders, he disappeared into the kitchen to prepare them.


  She fixed her amber eyes on him. “And what secrets do you want from me, Inspector?”


  In an interview, control was essential. His years as a police detective had taught him that. But his years as a detective could not prepare him for the look in her deep, laughing eyes. Women had been his weakness since his youth. An impish smile, dancing eyes, soft, sweet-scented limbs—the slightest hint sent his hormones flooding. Marriage had not changed his chemistry, merely his attempt to control it, and if he continued to look into those eyes, he would not be able to think at all. Studying his notebook, he gathered his forces.


  He could not tell what she was thinking nor what she was feeling. He sensed anxiety, amusement, mockery—even fondness. But in this panoply of impressions, hostility was absent. He wasn’t sure why. Perhaps Howard had told her he was Jewish, and she felt a natural kinship. Or perhaps she felt no reason to fear him. Whatever the cause, he sensed that he could make her an ally and give himself entry into the closed family secrets. But he had to play his cards right, and for that he had to be able to think.


  He raised his eyes to meet hers again and willed his thoughts to remain in focus.


  “Right now I’m just trying to get all the facts straight,” he began humbly. “I always like the pieces to fit, no matter how irrelevant they might turn out to be. Today I’ve been working on the activities of the family in the past few days, since the death on Wednesday. I know your husband was at a medical conference at Mount Sinai in Toronto, and he told me you were staying overnight at a girlfriend’s. Was that Wednesday or Thursday?”


  She smiled, not fooled. “Wednesday. We had tickets to the National Ballet at the Place des Arts. Her name is Maxine Melanov, and her number is 689-2634, if you really want to know.”


  “And you stayed there how long?”


  “Just the night. I went there from work on Wednesday, and went straight back to work from her place Thursday morning.”


  “And no one knew of this?”


  “Howard did. I don’t usually submit my schedule to my mother-in-law.”


  He grinned boyishly. “Of course not. So when did you get the call about your father-in-law?”


  “Thursday morning. I checked our answering machine when I got to work and found a message from Ruth about a family emergency, so I tried to call her.”


  “What time was that?”


  “A little after nine. But I had trouble locating her because she was at Margaret’s. One of the problems with having in-laws who don’t talk to you is that you don’t have phone numbers. I did get through later in the morning.”


  “Why didn’t you just call Howard in Toronto?”


  Here for the first time, she wavered. “I did call, and I left a message at his hotel, but he was busy at the convention. I finally drove home and rummaged through his papers until I found his sister’s address.”


  “And when did you reach Howard?”


  “About six in the evening. He finally returned my call.”


  “Six in the evening!” Green feigned incredulity. “Why didn’t you have him paged at the convention?”


  She hesitated. “I did, but he didn’t return my calls.”


  “Was he even there?”


  She was a good actress, he had to grant her that. She had clasped her hands before her and was resting her chin on them in apparent nonchalance. He thought her knuckles whitened slightly, but it was the only sign she gave of the tension within.


  “Inspector,” she rebuked, “there were over a thousand physicians there. He could have been anywhere—the washroom, the coffee shop, outside for a breath of fresh air—and not heard the page.”


  “Did you try again or leave a message on the board?” he pressed relentlessly.


  “Yes, I did, and he finally got it.”


  “None of his friends and colleagues saw him at all on Thursday,” he said quietly. “One of his friends looked for him all day to tell him about the pages, and he couldn’t find him anywhere at the convention.”


  She shrugged. “For all I know, he could have skipped the afternoon and gone out for a three-hour lunch on the town with some colleagues. Isn’t that what people do at conventions?”


  “My man asked the friend that, and he said it wasn’t likely because they were having a luncheon address by a highly respected neurosurgeon whom everyone wanted to hear. This friend looked all over for Howard to sit with him, but he was nowhere to be found.”


  She finally relinquished the excuses and flounced back in her chair. Now he could sense hostility. “This isn’t routine. Just what are you implying, Inspector?”


  “Only that it seems he didn’t attend the convention on Thursday. In fact, no one remembers seeing him most of Wednesday either. I don’t know what that means, but I find it curious.”


  Her eyes snapped. “I suggest it just means no one could find him. It doesn’t mean Howard killed his father. Howard was very mixed up about his father, but he would never have killed him. He was just trying to stay out of his life.”


  Their cappuccinos arrived, and she gratefully took advantage of the diversion to regroup her forces as she fussed with her coffee. Green did the same. He knew he’d get nowhere by pushing her to the wall, other than losing whatever kinship she might feel for him. He needed that more than he needed her speculations on Howard’s activities, and he was beginning to suspect that Howard had kept her as much in the dark as everyone else. Howard was the one he needed to confront.


  Taking his first delicious sip of coffee, he held up his hand in truce. “I agree with you. I don’t think Howard killed his father.” Green had known several sons who’d killed their fathers, but he wasn’t going to tell her that. “However, I do think he went out to his father’s house the next day—maybe to get something or look for something—and he is trying to hide that fact. I think perhaps he discovered something about his father that he’s keeping to himself. And if so, he could be in danger.”


  Her amber eyes reflected her surprise. The hostility faded. “What are you talking about?”


  “I think there’s a dangerous secret here dating back to the Second World War. Possibly a secret someone would kill to protect.”


  To his surprise, she did not react with shock or disbelief, but with fear. Knowing fear. Her eyes narrowed, and her voice grew soft. “What have you found out?”


  “I think Eugene Walker was a Polish labour camp survivor.”


  She dropped her eyes quickly, as if to hide their reaction. “Howard’s mother rarely talked about it,” she said. “But from what little I pieced together, I couldn’t help wondering what he did during the war. That’s certainly one explanation.”


  “What do you mean—one explanation?”


  She coloured. “I mean it’s one explanation for the way he was when Ruth found him. I know a lot of young Poles were interned by the Nazis.”


  She had fixed her gaze on her coffee, swirling the foam with a spoon which trembled in her hand.


  Carefully, he probed deeper. “One thing puzzles me, though. If he had been a camp survivor, you’d think he would be more sympathetic to the Jews. But I understand he threw a fit when Howard married you.”


  Briefly her eyes lifted to his, and he caught a flash of what she had been trying to hide. Fear. “Polish anti-Semitism can run pretty deep,” she countered. “Both sides hated and feared the other, justifiably or not. I imagine a Pole might react with the same panic as a Jew to intermarriage.”


  “Is that what Eugene did? He panicked?”


  She nodded. “Howard said he was absolutely distraught. Occasionally you hear of Jewish parents being afraid and upset, but for a Gentile it seemed odd. It made me wonder.”


  “Wonder what?”


  “What was he afraid of from a Jew? What he was hiding—” She caught herself and tightened her grip on her spoon.


  In a flash of insight, he understood. Throughout occupied Europe, the Nazis had been aided in their round-up of the Jews by hundreds of local citizens. Some collaborated out of fear and self-preservation, but many had welcomed the chance to vent their own hatred and gain recognition in the eyes of their new masters.


  Green’s eyes narrowed. “You thought he was on the other side of the fence, didn’t you? A Nazi collaborator.”


  She put her spoon down with a clatter. “I didn’t think anything. I just wondered. Or rather, my father wondered.”


  Green recalled Jeff Tillsbury saying her father was influential in the Jewish community. “Does your father know something about war crimes?”


  “He’s a lawyer, and he used to be an advisor to the B’nai B’rith Anti-defamation League.”


  “What’s his name?”


  “Ben Lowenstein.”


  As he sipped his coffee, Green digested that news in silence. The Anti-defamation league was a watchdog group that monitored and combatted racism across the country, mainly anti-Semitism. Green had heard of Ben Lowenstein, whose zeal in fulfilling his mandate had made him controversial in the Jewish community, which was anxious to build bridges rather than burn them. That Eugene Walker’s son had chosen to link himself to such a family was the ultimate irony.


  “That must make for some interesting dinner conversations,” he remarked with a smile.


  She had some of her father’s fervour, however, and she was not easily deflected from her train of thought. Her coffee had remained virtually untouched at her elbow. “But my Dad’s right,” she said, as if she was used to having to defend him. “What do we really know about Eugene? He was found wandering around in the forests of Germany wearing a stolen army uniform and claiming he didn’t know who he was or what language he spoke. Pretty damn convenient.”


  “So your father thinks the whole amnesia business was faked?”


  “Brilliantly.”


  “But the shape Eugene was in—the typhus, the starvation. You can’t fake that. He took months to recover.”


  “Even villains can fall ill. Look at his life!” She was animated now, her dark eyes sparking. “He picks a quiet farming community with a mixed ethnic make-up including Germans and Poles. He lives a reclusive existence and does almost nothing to call attention to himself. Cooperative, law-abiding, unobtrusive—that’s exactly how war criminals have acted when they’ve come to North America.”


  “Did you or your father ever discuss this possibility with Howard?”


  “My God, no. It’s just a theory. What good would it do to raise it with Howard? This is tearing him up enough as it is.” She suddenly tensed. “What are you planning to do about it?”


  He pondered the implications of the theory. It seemed as viable an explanation as his camp survivor theory, perhaps even more viable. His intuition agreed with hers. What would Eugene Walker have to fear from his son marrying a Jew if he himself were a survivor? Why would he have hidden in the country, avoiding human contact and exposure? Camp survivors were scarred in many ways, haunted by fears and blunted of feelings. Many of them were never able to talk about the traumas they had endured. But they rarely hid themselves away for more than half a century as a result.


  She looked up in alarm as he rose from the table, pulling on his jacket, and tossed a couple of twoonies beside his cup.


  “Where are you going?” she cried.


  “To talk to an expert.” He paused. “And please, tell your husband that if he knows something, don’t keep it to himself. He may be playing in the big leagues.”
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    The news scurries through the ghetto on the tongues of youth.


    The goose-stepping fool has invaded Russia!


    A flea leaps at the flank of a bear.


    The flea is doomed!


    Returning from the factories, workers hide their smiles

    but quicken their step,

    to reach home, to share the news, to cheer and dance.


    Our apartment brims with talk and merriment.


    Brotherhood, solidarity, the triumph of the oppressed.


    In the centre, my rebel princess smiles,

    her belly large with child again but her heart light as air.


    Homemade schnaps is lifted high. To life.


    Then in the quiet, my rebel princess adds

    Next year in Jerusalem.


    No need, we are all comrades in Russia’s great socialist dream.


    Comrades maybe, she replies, but is the Cossack far behind?

  


  David Haley, the former war crimes prosecutor, had just returned from court and was still charged with combative adrenaline from having lost his case. His office in the century-old Justice Building was dry and over-heated, and sweat trickled down his brow onto his flushed face, adding to his irritation. He listened impatiently as Green explained his request.


  “Almost impossible,” Haley said immediately. “Ten times worse than your proverbial needle in a haystack.”


  “But is there a way we can check? Isn’t there a list somewhere of suspected war criminals?”


  “Sure there is. We’ve got one, so has the OSI—that’s the Office of Special Investigations, the American War Crimes Unit. The Israelis have one, of course. And the Simon Wiesenthal Centre has a file on just about every guy who ever said Sieg Heil. There are pictures to go with some of these guys, fifty year-old pictures in most cases, but pictures. Your problem is you don’t have the guy’s name. Without his real name, how the hell can we check lists?”


  “But didn’t a lot of these guys change their names anyway?”


  “Surprisingly, no. The big guys like Mengele and Eichmann did, of course, but thousands of others—camp guards, Einsatzgruppen members, SS officers—they just walked into the U.S. and Canada as bold as you please. Lied a little on their forms, immigration looked the other way. Often at the request of the CIA or the RCMP, I might add. The Soviets were the big bogeymen after the war, and Nazis were good anticommunists; that was the view of the fifties and sixties. So these guys bought themselves a little homestead in the country and lived happily ever after. They’re laughing. Listen, they know damn well that even with names, we can’t find them. But without a name, you’ll never know.”


  The heat was beginning to prickle Green’s skin, and he rose to remove his parka. He had hoped his question would only take a minute, but nothing about World War II Europe was ever simple. “We do have a picture. We could compare the picture.”


  David Haley gave a harsh laugh. “Have you got several thousand more men on the Ottawa Police Force that I don’t know about? We’re talking thousands of photographs, fuzzy, old and tiny. We’d have to go through them one by one. We don’t have nice modern computer technology in this business, Inspector. We’re using investigative technology that’s fifty years out of date. Old documents, letters, photos, scraps of unsubstantiated eyewitness testimony. It’s hard work. We hardly nail any of them, Inspector.”


  “Mike. And I can see that. What a challenge!”


  Haley tilted his chair back and loosened his tie. Some of the tension seemed to drain out of him. He was impeccably dressed in a charcoal, pin-striped suit and silk tie, looking every inch the senior government counsel. Green felt conspicuously shabby in his sports jacket that had long since abandoned its shape and his brown trousers that were rapidly following suit. But Haley seemed to be smiling at him with genuine respect.


  “Yesterday you were hot on the trail of a survivor, today it’s a war criminal. Can you give me a hint what’s going on?”


  “I’m investigating a man with a secret from World War II, and I’m trying to find out what it is.” Briefly Green summarized the facts surrounding Walker’s rescue in Germany and his slow, incomplete recovery in England.


  “That sounds more like a survivor,” Haley said without hesitation. “The alcoholism and the secretiveness—even they could fit the profile of a survivor.”


  “But the reclusive lifestyle is more characteristic of the war criminal, isn’t it? The survivors I know don’t hide out in the country for fifty years, shunning contact with people.”


  “That’s because most of the survivors we hear about are Jewish. Jewish suffering in the Holocaust has gained world sympathy, it has been legitimized. Support groups and networks have sprung up to help the Jewish survivor feel less alone and pursue legal remedies. But we’re talking about a non-Jewish survivor, and an anti-Semitic one at that. Where is his support and his legitimacy? Before the war, he and the Jew might have been on opposite sides. He can’t feel part of Jewish suffering and mutual support, but there’s no support and no place for him. All he can feel is shame. In the eyes of his fellow anti-Semites, in fact of most of the Polish community, he has become like a Jew. I can see such a guy easily finding his support in solitude and a bottle of booze.”


  Green tried to put himself in Walker’s shoes, to imagine how it felt to be so set apart. Who would he identify with? Who would he despise? But considered that way, Green still couldn’t make sense of Walker’s state of mind.


  “But if he were a survivor, I don’t understand why the continued anti-Semitism. Almost paranoia. He was very upset when his son married a Jewish girl. The girl said he seemed afraid. Wouldn’t a non-Jewish camp survivor feel some affinity towards the Jews?”


  Haley shook his head. “You got me there. I’m not a psychologist. But it always seems to me the shrinks can explain anything. Maybe it reminds him of those days in the camp, you know? Of his humiliation.”


  It was plausible. Each individual fact could be made to fit, but the entire picture just seemed wrong. Green told Haley about the bar fight twenty years earlier. “This is another guy from the same town in Poland. He knew something. But they both refused to say a word about it, even to their own families.”


  “And your man Walker started it?” When Green nodded, Haley’s brows gathered in thought. “Maybe the other guy insulted him. But it could have been anything. It could have been a woman they fought over years earlier in the old country.”


  “But it could have been this guy calling Walker a Nazi. If he was a war criminal and he thought he was safely hidden, that would have freaked him out.”


  “Or if he was a survivor,” Haley countered, “it could have been the guy calling him a Jew-boy. That would freak a good anti-Semite out even worse.”


  Green grinned at him unexpectedly. “You know something? You’re a good devil’s advocate.”


  Haley laughed. He was totally relaxed now, his colour back to normal and the court loss evidently forgotten. “Poking holes in people’s arguments is my job. What did your camp survivor/possible war criminal do that you’re investigating? Are you allowed to tell me?”


  “Got himself murdered. No one else thinks so, of course. And they think I’m nuts to be digging fifty years into the past.”


  Haley’s expression grew sober. “Well, you’re not. The bitterness of those times can last a lifetime, believe me. I’ll never forget the survivors I dealt with. Their experiences were burned into their memory forever. I remember one woman, survivor of Auschwitz, who couldn’t stand to hear “The Merry Widow”. Apparently the SS had created an orchestra of young Jewish girls, dressed them up in navy skirts and white blouses, and made them play for the trains when they pulled into the station. For entertainment, like they were arriving at some exclusive spa.” He sat thinking for a minute, stroking the crown of his bald head and seeming to be caught up in the incredibility of it all.


  Then he shook his head as if to clear it and switched back to business. “You might try a few things. First, if you can find a survivor from Ozorkow—in fact, anyone from Ozorkow— you could show them this man Walker’s picture and see if they can identify him as either a survivor or a Nazi collaborator.”


  “I already have someone from the Holocaust Remembrance Committee searching for survivors for me.”


  “Naomi Wyman?” Haley nodded. “She’s a good lady. If there’s anyone out there who’s still remotely alive, Naomi will find them for you. The second thing you can do is ask the Simon Wiesenthal Centre to check his picture against all their known collaborators from Ozorkow. Provided there aren’t too many.”


  “It’s a pretty small town. There shouldn’t be.” Green’s eyes were alight, and he was already reaching for his parka when Haley held up a cautioning hand.


  “Of course, it could all be a complete wild goose chase, you know. If this guy is a war criminal lying about his past, who’s to say he’s from Ozorkow at all? Who’s to say he’s even a Pole? He understands and speaks Polish, but lots of Germans do, especially those living near or inside what was then Poland itself. The border between the two countries, and the allegiances of the inhabitants, shifted back and forth over the centuries anyway. Many of the ethnic Germans living in Poland joined the SS and served Hitler admirably. Your man could be a full-blooded member of the master race, hiding out in the midst of a snowy Canadian backwater and hoping everybody passes him by. It would explain his not mixing with his neighbours, rarely speaking Polish and not going to the Polish Catholic Church. He figured the masquerade might not hold up under closer scrutiny.”


  Green sucked in his breath. What had that old farmer Dubroskie said? “Nothing but a drunken old Polack, and I’m not even sure about that.”


  The case reminded him of one of those Russian dolls his father had told him about, where you open up one doll and there’s always another inside.


  


  By the time Green emerged from the Justice Building, November darkness had fallen. Light snow was sifting through the street lights, and Wellington Street was a snarl of rush hour traffic inching westward towards the suburbs. Green thought of the hour-long crawl awaiting him and felt his spirits sink. In the old days, he would have zipped across the canal and been home in his apartment in ten minutes. Black spots laced his vision, and he suddenly realized he’d forgotten lunch. He’d never survive the drive home in this shape. And besides, he’d no sooner get there than he’d have to turn around and go out again to meet Sullivan at the airport. With any luck, Sullivan might have some light to shed on who the real Walker was.


  Pulling out his cellular, he phoned Sharon and told her he was going to stop by his father’s on his way home.


  “So don’t hold supper for me, honey. I’ll pick up some smoked meat for him and me as a treat.”


  He heard her groan. “But Mike, I wanted to talk about the party.”


  He was tempted to ask “What’s to talk about?” The party was Sharon’s idea—invite a bunch of their high-tech young neighbours and some of Sharon’s friends from the hospital, who all thought Green was cute but hopeless husband material. She had told him he could invite some of his friends, but they both knew it was an empty suggestion; Green didn’t fit in any better at the station than he did in the neighbourhood. His father would be his only ally.


  Tony, of course, would be the centre of attention, but he wouldn’t be much of a judge of whether the party was a success. And would care even less. Give him cake, ice cream and a couple of plants to chew, and he’d be on cloud nine.


  “I won’t be late,” Green said instead. “Just an hour or two. I may have to pick up Brian at the airport.”


  “Have you bought anything for Tony yet?”


  He thought fast. “I could stop at the Billings Bridge Mall on my way to the airport.”


  “Green…”


  “Your parents have bought him everything he’s going to need for the next five years,” he countered in what had become a ritual between them. “All that’s left is a two-wheel bike, and he’s only one year old! What’s left for me?”


  “You’re his father. Think of what a father gives his son.”


  “I don’t know,” he grumbled, feeling his stomach contract. He was too starved to duel effectively with her. “When I was growing up, my father could never afford anything. A baseball glove? A jock strap?”


  She chuckled. “I’m not giving you hints, Green. This is for you to come up with—a special gift from you to your son.”


  He rang off with a sigh. Perhaps after a few moments with his father and a huge, mouth-watering smoked meat sandwich to fill the hole in his stomach, inspiration would come to him.


  Sidney Green was sitting in his brown tub chair watching a rerun of The Red Green Show when Green let himself in. The sound was very loud, because Sid was slightly deaf, so he didn’t hear his son until Green walked into the middle of the living room and stood in front of him. Sid peered up at him in confusion, as if he were out of time and place. His rheumy eyes blinked into focus to see his son holding out a large paper bag in his hand.


  “I brought smoked meat and french fries. You hungry?”


  “I ate already, in the cafeteria.”


  “So keep me company.”


  Sid’s eyes had strayed to the television, but now they flicked back to his son with sudden alarm. “What’s wrong? Sharon? The baby?”


  Green shook his head, set the bag down and headed for the kitchenette, where he kept a modest store of beer in his father’s fridge for his own use. A moment later he emerged with a bottle, as well as a glass of ginger ale for Sid.


  “I just dropped by to say hi. I have to do some shopping for the baby tonight.”


  Sid’s eyes lit up. “One year old! Oy, I can’t believe it!” He laughed and clapped his hands. His father’s laughter was such a rarity that Green felt his own spirits lift. Sid appeared to have forgotten Bernie Mendelsohn and the depressing rate at which his friends were dropping dead around him.


  Green sank into a chair and propped his stockinged feet on the scarred coffee table. He held out a smoked meat sandwich to his father, who shook his head.


  “Come on, it’s Lester’s. None of that synthetic stuff.”


  Still Sid shook his head. “Now I have a grandson, I want to stay alive.” Unconsciously, he patted his chest. The reference to his heart condition reminded Green of Eugene Walker and of the past the two men might have shared. Deliberately he leaned forward and switched off the television.


  “Dad, do you know anyone who comes from Ozorkow?”


  “Ozorkow?” Sid stared at the blank TV, as if wondering where Green had got the idea. “In Poland?”


  Green nodded. “Western Poland.”


  “I know where it is.” There was a peevish rebuke in his tone. “Why do you want to know about Ozorkow?”


  “I’m investigating the death of an old man who might have come from there.”


  “What does it matter where an old man comes from?”


  “Dad,” Green exclaimed in exasperation, “just answer me, okay? It might matter.”


  “Give me part of that sandwich. I don’t know anyone from Ozorkow. Bernie, Marv and me, we’re all from little villages. But no one is from Ozorkow.”


  “What happened to all of you during the war?”


  “Happened? We survived.”


  Green put down his beer and frowned at his father, who busied himself picking the peppercorns off his smoked meat. Eventually, Sid sighed. “Marv was hidden by a Polish family for a while. Bernie was in three camps, the last one Mauthausen.”


  “Labour camps?”


  “Labour camps, death camps, ghettoes—they were all the same. People died.”


  “Were any of you sent to Ozorkow or Lodz?”


  Sid raised his eyes from his peppercorns in astonishment. “Lodz, Ozorkow! What have you been reading, Mishka?”


  Green held his eyes. “I’ve been reading about the Holocaust, Dad. I’m trying to figure out what role this old man played in it.”


  “Why?” Then Sid clucked his tongue as if at his own stupidity. “Why should I ask why? Since when does my son need a reason to solve a puzzle? It’s enough it’s a puzzle.”


  Green grinned. “You got it close enough.”


  Sid’s eyes lit with affection as they met his son’s, then gradually the light faded. “So,” he said softly, “you’ve been reading about the Holocaust.”


  Green nodded. A strange electric silence fell, as if they stood at the edge of the chasm which had yawned between them all these years. But Green was not sure how far he dared venture to bridge it.


  “Dad?” he began cautiously. “Can we talk about this old man?”


  Sid studied the carpet, his breathing rapid in the silence. “I don’t know anything about Western Poland. I was in the East.”


  “But you know about the labour camps.”


  “There was lots of labour camps, Michael.”


  “I only want to know about what they did to a man. And I want to know about the kind of young men who became Nazi collaborators.”


  “You can’t find this in your books?”


  “Not the human part. Not the soul of the man and how it would have changed him.”


  Sid’s voice was barely audible. “And that, of course, is the most important part.”


  Green set his sandwich aside and leaned forward, fearing to breathe lest he break the fragile bridge being built. As carefully as he could, he sketched what he knew of Eugene Walker’s story, ending in the mystery of his death. Sid Green said nothing, but he listened intently, his gaze fixed on his hands. When Green finished, Sid shook his head slowly back and forth.


  “Every man is different, Michael. In the camps, some people found God, some lost him. Some found purpose, some lost it. Some felt shame, others anger. I don’t know what made the difference. And after the war, you had to live with what you had been through. Not only what was done to you, but what you had done. Some could not. Some kept the guilt and the shame for a lifetime. Shame that they are alive even, when their children are dead. Shame that they played music while the people were being selected—” Sid broke off, devoting his full attention to the straw in his drink. When he resumed, his voice was flat.


  “I know it is not an answer to your question about this man, Mishka. And I don’t know about a non-Jew put in a camp. Would he go through the same things? His people were not all being murdered—his children, his mother and father. He would not be living with this fear that they want us all dead. I don’t know, Mishka.”


  “What about collaborators? The camp guards, the local Fascists?”


  Sid’s eyes hardened. “The collaborators—how can I know what was in their heads? I can tell you the ones I knew, they hated Jews. That was the most important reason they joined the Nazis—because Hitler was killing Jews, and they wanted to help. Oh sure, it gave them better food and a fancy uniform and made them feel like big men pushing us around—these were important, but not so important as getting rid of Jews.”


  “But later, Dad, when they had seen the killing and they’d matured, didn’t any of them regret it?”


  Sid shrugged. “Some of the young bullies from the town— the little men who wanted to be big men—when they saw the blood, maybe they regretted it. But not for long. They got used to it.”


  “But today, Dad. Years later. As old men, don’t you think they’d look back on the cruelty of their youth and feel ashamed? They killed thousands of people!”


  As the memories came back, Sid had become animated. His eyes darted around the room and his colour rose.


  “Eichmann, Demjanjuk, Barbie—do you think they feel bad? Not at all. They think they did nothing wrong. It was war, they were strong, they did the difficult things. For the good of the Fatherland. They are proud of this, Mishka.”


  “So a war criminal would not be living on a small country farm, hiding from people and drinking himself to death.”


  His father wiped his hand across his balding head on which a thin sheen of perspiration had broken out. His breathing was erratic. “I don’t know, Mishka. There may be some of those monsters with a little soul left.” He fixed his rheumy eyes on his son. “You think this man was a collaborator?”


  “I don’t know. He was hiding something. And surely a collaborator has more to hide than a victim.”


  Sid gave him a strange look. “Maybe not. Maybe the thing you want to hide from most is yourself.”


  


  More mysteries, Green thought wryly as he left his father’s apartment. The more light I try to shine into the past, the more shadowed pathways I uncover. “Hiding from yourself.” Thanks for that cryptic morsel, Dad. More shadows. You couldn’t shed a little light, Dad, instead of that classic Yiddish shrug of yours before you changed the subject?


  Back on the street, the light snow was tapering off in the darkness and, remembering his promise to Sharon, Green glanced at his watch. It was past eight o’clock. The stores closed at nine, so he had barely an hour to duck into a store, find a gift for Tony and get out to the airport before Brian Sullivan’s plane touched down.


  The Rideau Centre was five minutes away, and Green dashed through its empty halls towards The Bay, which had been his source of one-stop shopping for years when he lived downtown. Usually he could be in and out in ten minutes. The toy department, however, felt like an alien planet to him as he stood in the middle staring at aisles upon aisles of brightly coloured boxes and plastic toys. He wandered down a pink and purple aisle full of Barbie dolls and impossibly pink furniture. Sharon’s feminist sensibilities would be appalled, but his first wife Ashley, being something of a bubble-head herself, probably had no such philosophical qualms about their daughter’s identity. In fact, considering the size of the cheque he sent out to Vancouver every month, Hannah had probably acquired an entire room full of pink plastic.


  He turned the corner and the colours changed to black, grey and camouflage green. The male domain, full of bulging biceps and weapons that would frighten the guys on the Tactical Unit. He sighed. Where in this combat zone were the toys for a one year-old? Dump trucks and sand pails and big wooden building blocks.


  “Yeah, sure we got blocks,” the harried clerk told him without even glancing up from tallying her cash. “Last aisle on the right.”


  He made his way past a pile of plastic bowling pins to Lego land, where he simply stood and stared. An entire wall of boxes confronted him—police stations, battle ships, space stations, western saloons, vehicles and boats of every conceivable variety. What happened to simple blocks? The kind you piled any which way to make things, and chewed when you got tired?


  Green wandered along the aisle looking for something Tony might be able to manage before he got his PhD. But time was running out. The clerk was rattling her cash drawer, and the store was dimming the lights. Shaking his head in an admission of defeat, Green headed for the exit. Get me back to my world of mysteries and bad guys, he thought, and let’s hope Brian Sullivan has had more luck tracking down the story of an eighty-year-old man than I’ve had finding a present for a one year-old.


  But Sullivan’s face as he came through the passenger lounge and caught sight of Green was anything but triumphant. He looked tired and harassed, and before Green could even open his mouth, he cut him off.


  “You and your crazy ideas, sending me to Hamilton! Three hours in line-ups in airports. Stale peanuts, lousy coffee and a kid kicking my seat all the way on the flight back. And the guy wasn’t even there!”


  “Mr. G. wasn’t there?”


  “Flew the coop, vanished, poof.”


  “What the hell happened!”


  Green’s dismay must have shown on his face, together with outrage, because unexpectedly Sullivan grinned. “But I got something. You and your instincts. I got something.”


  “What?”


  “Buy me a beer and a decent steak, and maybe I’ll tell you.”


  Ten


  January 15th, 1942


  
    Refugees fill every corner of the room

    with their stink, their complaints and their soft flesh.


    Rations shrink, and yesterday the last of the chairs was burned.


    Winter, thief of hope, steals into the room and into our flesh,

    battling hunger for possession of our thoughts.


    In our corner, the babies sleep while Sonya roams the streets.


    An abandoned string, a cast-off rag, all carted home in triumph,

    with magic fingers turned to sweaters, bonnets, embroidery for sale.


    Through the thin wall drifts a beggar’s cry, a child’s wail for soup,

    A single gunshot from the wire.


    She’s late tonight and when she staggers in,

    laden with fur-trimmed coat and red satin dress,

    there is no triumph.


    Don’t ask, she says, but I do.


    I found a body in the street.


    Then a look, to chase away conscience.


    We have mouths to feed.

  


  Sullivan had arrived in Hamilton shortly before noon, rented a car and, after paying a courtesy call to the Hamilton Police and procuring a city map, he’d set off into the suburbs. Gryszkiewicz’s cousin Karl Dubroskie had begrudgingly provided an address and no further details on his cousin’s life, but Sullivan had pictured a modest home in an older, blue-collar neighbourhood. He was surprised when the map led him deeper and deeper into a wealthy suburban landscape sporting double garages and expensive brick facades.


  Josef Gryszkiewicz’s house had flamboyant red trim and cascades of withered vines, which suggested life and energy, but when Sullivan rang the doorbell, no one came. He thought he heard feet shuffling in the stillness, so he rang again. The shuffling stopped. Sullivan stepped back to peer up at the house, and a brief flick of the front curtain caught his eye. Someone was watching him, wary and reluctant to answer the door. He cursed his own stupidity. Of course, an elderly person would be afraid to open the door to an unexpected stranger, especially one built like a linebacker. As he turned to go back down the steps, he heard a rush of footsteps and the click of the bolt behind him.


  Returning to the car on the street, he pulled out his cell phone and dialled. He heard the distant ringing within the house, and through the glass he saw the hazy shadow of a woman lurking in the corner of the window. The phone rang again, but the figure didn’t move. Four rings, five, six. Sullivan cursed again. He’d flown all the way to Hamilton only to be stymied by a frightened old woman! Just as he was trying to work out his next move, a car pulled into the drive, and a stout woman jumped out. Her face had a pinched, preoccupied look, and she barely gave his car a glance before turning her attention to the pile of notebooks and the dog in the back seat. By the time Sullivan drew near with his badge, she had the stack of books balanced in one arm and was struggling to tow the dog out. It was an aging Lab retriever which barely lifted its head, let alone mustered any objection to Sullivan’s approach.


  Before Sullivan could even speak, the woman gasped, dropped the leash and clutched her throat. “Oh my God, no!”


  He reached forward instinctively to steady her, and she recoiled. “What is it? What’s happened?”


  He retrieved the leash. “Nothing’s wrong, ma’am, I’m looking for a Mr. Josef Gryszkiewicz.”


  “Why?”


  “Is this his residence?”


  “Yes. No.” As the woman recovered her wits, her alarm turned to wariness, and she backed towards the front door, tugging the dog behind her. “What is it?”


  Patiently, Sullivan tried to reassure her and glean whether his witness did indeed live there without revealing any details. Finally he was able to determine that Josef Gryszkiewicz was her father, and that he lived with her. However, he was asleep right now, and she was reluctant to disturb him.


  “I’m sorry, Officer, but you have to understand my father is old and frail. He’s from Eastern Europe, and an official visit from the police would upset him. Can you come back in half an hour when I’ve had a chance to tell him what it’s about?”


  Sullivan evaluated the request rapidly. Green would never stand for it, for Green preferred his witnesses unrehearsed. Yet there might be an advantage in giving the elderly man a chance to get his bearings and to gather memories that had been long buried. He glanced at his watch, calculated the time remaining before his return flight, factored in possible gridlock along the QEW, and told her she could have ten minutes.


  The woman snapped a thank you before nearly slamming the door on Sullivan’s nose. Before he could even turn away, bedlam erupted from inside the house.


  “Mama! Mama!” the daughter shouted, and another woman’s voice could be heard from deeper inside. Curious, he tested the knob and eased the door open a crack.


  “It’s the police! He wants Tata!”


  A shrill babble ensured in a language Sullivan assumed to be Polish, of which he recognized only one word. Ottawa.


  “But what should I tell him? He’s waiting for Tata.”


  “Say he go to store…” More Polish. “...come back later.”


  “But Mama, maybe he can help.”


  “No help!” he heard, followed by indecipherable arguing. “Not from police!”


  “The police won’t hurt him, Mama. Not here in Canada. And I’m scared!”


  The two shouted in an excited mixture of Polish and English, and the din even managed to excite the dog, who began to bark. “Well, I’m calling Glen!” the daughter said.


  Sullivan hoped he’d be able to hear what she told Glen, but there was no fear of that. The daughter was forced to shout over both her mother and the dog. From the tone of the conversation, Sullivan guessed that Glen was her husband, and not very sympathetic to his mother-in-law’s fears. Nor even to his wife’s, from the sound of it.


  “But can you at least come home?” she pleaded. “Be here while we talk to the cop? Mama won’t listen to me, but she believes you… We need to tell someone! Dad may be lost or hurt, and lying somewhere in the snow. Just like that poor woman who died in the snowbank in Winnipeg.”


  The mother-in-law burst in with a volley of protest, and the woman had to shout her down. “I know that’s what he said, Mama, but it’s been two days! He wouldn’t go for that long without calling us. And with all this snow and ice, he could have slipped and fallen.”


  More yelling, followed by the slamming of the phone and the daughter’s announcement that Glen was on his way and would solve everything. Abruptly, silence fell. Standing on the porch, Sullivan had a sudden feeling that she had sensed his presence. He beat a hasty retreat to his car and was sitting quietly listening to the radio and making notes when a late model Chevy Blazer rumbled into the drive. Pure, sleek black muscle, the kind of car Sullivan dreamed about while he repatched the rust holes in his Malibu one more time. A large man hauled himself from the driver’s seat, and Sullivan stepped out of his car to meet him.


  Glen had a salesman air about him. Hearty smile, sporty tie and a loud, friendly voice. He stuck out a beefy hand.


  “Glen Louks. Ottawa, eh? So what’s this about, officer?”


  “I’m here gathering background on an Ottawa matter.”


  “How’d my father-in-law’s name come up?”


  Sullivan decided to let a little truth slip by, so he mentioned the cousin in Renfrew.


  The man’s face, far from clearing with relief, grew more confused. “But he hasn’t seen him in years. Refuses to go up there.”


  “This is about an incident that occurred twenty years ago.”


  Glen shrugged. “Before my time.”


  “Your father-in-law’s not in trouble. He was the victim. But his assailant has been...” Sullivan paused on the wording, “...in some more trouble, and we’re interested in revisiting the assault.”


  “Oh Christ, is that all!” Glen shook his head in exasperation. “My mother-in-law’s all worked up because she thinks he’s in trouble. They’re from Poland, and over there, you can understand, the police were not always your friend. But come on in, I’ll tell her it’s just about this old business.”


  Glen ushered him in the door, and Sullivan was assailed by the smell of onions, garlic and old dog in the over-heated air. The dog had evidently exhausted itself, because it had subsided into a snoring heap by the kitchen door. The two women were perched tensely on the edge of the sofa in the living room. Seeing them side by side, Sullivan could clearly detect the family resemblance despite the thirty-year age difference. Both had deep-set blue eyes, high slanted cheeks, and identical worry lines across their brows. When Glen explained the purpose of Sullivan’s visit, the worry lines deepened.


  The older woman shook her head vigorously. “No fight. Mistake.”


  “Your husband ended up in the hospital,” Sullivan said.


  “Sick.” The woman tapped her heart.


  “Mama, the guy who attacked him is in trouble again,” Glen interjected. “That’s why the officer’s asking.”


  “Trouble? What trouble?” the mother asked. Stubborn as a mule, this one, Sullivan thought. The true immigrant grit with which Canada was built.


  “I’m afraid I can’t—” He began but was cut off by the daughter’s gasp.


  “My God! Dad! Could he have hurt Dad?”


  “Are you saying something happened to your father?”


  Both women exchanged quick looks.


  “He’s missing,” Glen said flatly.


  “No, no, no,” the mother snapped. “Gone to friend.”


  Once again, the son-in-law refused to play along. “He left two days ago. He received a phone call Saturday afternoon, got dressed, said he was going out to meet a friend and never came back.”


  “Old friend,” the mother repeated. “He went to help old friend. He come back.”


  Sullivan did some quick calculations. Saturday afternoon was the day he and Green had been in Renfrew asking questions about the assault. The day they interviewed the resentful and reluctant cousin Karl Dubroskie.


  “What’s the friend’s name?”


  Glen had no idea, but an argument ensued in Polish between the two women which Glen watched with bemusement. The gist seemed to be the mother’s refusal to supply the police with any names. Sullivan sighed. With all the fear and distrust, this was going to take longer than he’d imagined. He forced himself to sit back on the couch and be patient. When he could get a word in edgewise, he tried to reassure the mother that her husband was not in any trouble, nor were any of his friends, but it was vitally important that the police know what really happened in the assault.


  The woman was unconvinced. “My Josef not want trouble. He’s good man, work hard. Good citizen.”


  Sullivan assured her that immigrants like herself and her husband were the backbone of the country and rarely caused trouble for the police. He wished everyone worked as hard as new Canadians. The flattery worked, and the woman’s face finally softened. She began to nod in agreement, and her English improved markedly.


  “Canada is wonderful country. Here, you work hard, get better life. Not like Poland, small group of people have power and money, give to friends, keep other people down.”


  Sullivan quickly assessed how to proceed. He seemed to have hit a roadblock in finding out about Gryszkiewicz’s disappearance, but here was an opportunity to explore another important avenue in the investigation. Green thought that Walker’s death was connected to events in wartime Europe and that the fight between Walker and Josef Gryszkiewicz had its roots in their mutual past. He needed to know that past, and perhaps here was the small opening he could use.


  He began carefully. “I know times were difficult in Poland during the war, and even after. When did you come to Canada?”


  “Nineteen fifty-nine.” Without further prodding, she launched into her story. It was disjointed and inelegant, but her pride shone through. Her husband had been an anticommunist, and after the war when the Soviets took over, he’d been blacklisted and was unable to find work. Only those who joined the communist party and had the right connections got ahead. Others like him had been arrested and sent to work camps in Russia, so he decided to escape. They were both young, in love, but as yet without children, so he contacted some friends he’d made during the war who were now in South America and helping dissidents escape. They were smuggled out of the country and across the border into West Germany in the back of a truck. Her eyes shone like a young girl’s as she relived their moment of triumph.


  “Russian soldiers very stupid. Joined party for job, liked money and vodka. Josef ’s friends pay money to them, no problem, they never even open truck.”


  “Why did you choose Canada?”


  “Friends in South America find cousin here. Say Canada good place for Josef, he know steel.”


  “So your husband had a good trade back in Poland?”


  Her chin jutted out stubbornly as she shook her head. Josef had been the youngest child of a poor widowed mother. His father had died in the First World War, and his mother did housecleaning for a rich family in Ozorkow. She raised six children in a two-room shack in the centre of the town. There was no money for school, and he’d been forced to drop out after about four grades. He came to Canada with just the shirt on his back, and he sweated it out in the steel mill. But now her children were Canadians, had professions and could live in a house like this.


  She rose to pick up a picture from the piano and held it out to him. “Our son. Doctor. In Ozorkow, never.”


  Dutifully, Sullivan studied the young man in a graduation gown who gazed directly into the camera. Chiselled jaw, steely blue eyes, no hint of a smile. A determined young man, Sullivan thought, perhaps a chip off the old block. But as eager as the woman was to crow about the present, he needed her to stay in Ozorkow a while longer, to give him a picture of the town which her husband and Walker may have shared.


  “I grew up on a farm near a small town myself,” he said. “All the farmers brought their goods there, there was a creamery and a couple of mills, and most people lived simple lives. No one got rich, but we all stuck together. Was Ozorkow like that?”


  She nodded. “Very poor. Some rich people own business like bank, shop, mill like you say. They have big houses. But people stay where born, with own…” For the first time her English failed her, and she turned to her daughter for help.


  “People stayed in the communities where they’d grown up,” her daughter said. “And with their own kind. It wasn’t like Canada, where all the ethnic groups mix together.”


  The mother bobbed her head vigorously. “Lot of anger between peoples. And in the war, was very bad. Germans, Poles, Jews, Ukrainians, all on different sides.”


  Sullivan listened with half an ear while he formulated his crucial question. Now he saw his chance to slip it in, casually, as if from idle curiosity. “The man your husband was attacked by, did they fight about something that happened back then in Ozorkow?”


  “Oh, no,” the woman said, “they didn’t even know each other in Ozorkow.”


  Sullivan waited, keeping his face deadpan. Flustered, she rushed on to cover her mistake. “How could Josef know him? He was son of cleaning woman!”


  To that point Glen had been sitting quietly, letting his mother-in-law handle herself, since she was finally being cooperative. Now, out of the corner of his eye, Sullivan saw him rise from the chair and slip out of the room. Sullivan kept his eyes resolutely on the mother. “And who was the other man?”


  “I—I not know him. Josef not know. Josef poor boy, not even have shoes, his mother had to clean for Jews—”


  “Mama,” said the daughter quickly, “the Sergeant isn’t blaming Tata. He’s just trying to find out information on the assault, remember?”


  Sullivan backed off. With the mother now in full retreat and the daughter running interference, he was unlikely to get more, but he had his hint. Eugene Walker and Josef Gryszkiewicz had known each other in Ozorkow before the war, and the division between them ran deep.


  “That’s right,” he said. “But like your daughter, I am concerned that there may be a connection with his disappearance. I think you should report his disappearance to the Hamilton Police.”


  “No police.”


  He tried to explain that the police helped with missing persons all the time, especially elderly people who had become confused, but she shook her head.


  “No disappear,” she insisted. “With friend.” But now her eyes were full of tears.


  At that moment, Glen reappeared in the doorway, stopping them all in their tracks. He was sickly pale. “Actually, Ma, I don’t think he’s with a friend.”


  “Why?”


  “Because when he left, he took my target pistol with him.”


  


  In The Place Next Door, the waiters were cleaning tables all around them and the last of the other patrons was paying his bill. Sullivan downed the last dregs of his draught and pushed away his plate with a belch of satisfaction. Every gram of meat had been picked from the bone.


  “So that’s what I got, Mike. Hamilton Police has been notified, over the old lady’s protests, and they’ll put some men on it right away. His age is a worry, after all.”


  “So’s the gun,” Green countered bluntly. His mind was racing ahead. He didn’t like the implications. The alleged phone call and Gryszkiewicz’s disappearance had occurred on Saturday, which was three days after Walker’s death, although as Sullivan had pointed out, it was the day the two of them had been nosing around Renfrew asking about the past. The phone call had probably been a tip-off, which had led Gryszkiewicz to go to ground. The gun may have been simply for protection, but why the tipoff, and why the disappearance?


  “And I know it could be just a slip-up,” Sullivan was saying, “but the old lady was definitely hiding something. I hadn’t told her Walker was from Ozorkow until I asked about the fight, but she was very quick to deny they could have known each other. It’s not much, maybe, but it’s a little clue that she knew exactly who Walker was, and that her husband and she had talked about it.”


  Understanding dawned on Green like a slow spreading of light. It was more than a little clue, far more than Sullivan could even imagine. A theory was taking shape in his mind…of Walker, one of the educated, privileged elite. Of Gryszkiewicz, a young man raised in poverty, fatherless and alienated from the reins of power. A young man blacklisted for political reasons almost immediately after the Soviet liberation of Poland from the Nazis. A young man who had escaped to the West through an international underground network of friends.


  Not just any friends, Green thought, but a secret, tightly-organized, well-connected international network of ideological sympathizers, with a base in South America and money to spare.


  The skull and crossbones, gone underground.


  The theory explained why Walker had attacked him thirty-five years later in a bar half way around the world. It explained why Gryszkiewicz had pretended not to know him and refused to press charges. It explained why, three days after Walker’s death, Gryszkiewicz had dropped out of sight.


  And most of all, in the death of Eugene Walker, the theory provided a murderer and a motive.


  


  When Green arrived home, the lower floor of the Dreaded Vinyl Cube was in darkness, but a light still shone in the master bedroom upstairs. He slipped in, took off his snowy boots and tiptoed upstairs. Sharon sat propped up in bed with a book, looking delectably pink and tousled. Her expression, however, was anything but amorous.


  “Strange hours the Billings Bridge Mall keeps these days,” she said.


  “I sent Brian Sullivan to Hamilton today, and I had to get a briefing from him.”


  In spite of herself, her chocolate eyes brightened. “On the concentration camp case?”


  “I think I’ve figured out what happened.” He summarized Sullivan’s report as he undressed. She cocked her head, and he could see her intelligent mind probing the implications.


  “Okay, so now you know a lot about this Mr. G.’s past, but I don’t see what it tells you about Walker.”


  “Well, he knew Walker in Ozorkow—the wife let that slip. She also implied that they didn’t move in the same circles. That Walker was rich and her husband was poor, and he hated Walker’s kind.”


  “Walker’s kind?” She frowned in bafflement.


  “I can think of one major reason why Eugene Walker would have attacked Mr. G. half a century later, but the problem is, after all the years of cover-ups, I don’t know how to find out if it’s true.” He reached for his long underwear. “How do you distinguish a Pole from a Jew?”


  She stared at him a moment in bewildered silence before her face lit with a wicked grin. “Check the autopsy report.”


  


  At eight o’clock the next morning, Green was scrolling through the reports on the Walker case. No autopsy report, which was hardly surprising since sometimes MacPhail’s paperwork took days. But when Green phoned up the pathology department at the General Hospital, MacPhail was uncharacteristically brusque.


  “Ah, that bloody Walker case,” he grumbled. “Well, it’s a natural causes, laddie, so I won’t be sending the autopsy report over.”


  “MacPhail, I’m investigating the case. I have to see the report.”


  “I’ve told you my findings. That’s all you need to know.”


  Green was puzzled. MacPhail and he had known each other for years, and were long since past the stage of formalities. “MacPhail, what the hell’s going on?”


  “I’m not getting in the middle of this, laddie. My conclusion is death by hypothermia, end of story. Your boss has already reamed me out for saying more than I should.”


  To Howard Walker, Green remembered. Probably after he’s had a quart or two too many, which would be why Jules reamed him out. “Jules spoke to you about the case? When?”


  “Saturday.” There was a pause, then MacPhail’s voice grew firmer. “Look, to be perfectly honest with you, I don’t know what’s going on, and I don’t want to know. If the family says they want to protect the man’s privacy and Jules says there’s no reason not to respect that, I’m going to be keeping my head down.”


  What the hell is he talking about, Green wondered and felt his pulse quicken with suspicion. Someone in the Walker family had asked that the autopsy report not be released. They had obviously complained to the brass—probably about Green’s intrusive questioning—and Jules, not knowing on Saturday that Green suspected a homicide, had agreed with them. Which did not say much about Jules’ trust in him.


  “Well, things have changed,” he said briskly. “And Jules is aware of it. I’m not disputing the cause of death. I just want further details on the condition of the body. Can you fax the report over ASAP?”


  He stationed himself by the fax machine and waited impatiently for it to hum into action. The squad room was slowly emptying as most detectives headed off to the morning’s briefing with the Staff Sergeant, but Green signalled Sullivan to remain behind. As soon as the fax machine had finished spitting the report out, Green seized it and scanned the contents. At the bottom of the first page, he found the physical description of the body, cataloguing all visible marks and scars. Most of MacPhail’s attention was directed to the fresh wound on his temple, with brief reference near the end to a half dozen old scars on the forearm. Barbed wire tears, Ruth Walker had said, but more likely desperate attempts to remove the tattooed numbers from his arm.


  On the next page he found what he was looking for. “Aha!” he cried to Sullivan. “I’m right! Why the hell didn’t MacPhail mention this to us?”


  He handed Sullivan the fax and pointed to the second page. As Sullivan read it over, Green could almost see his mind wrestling with the implications. After a moment, Sullivan looked up.


  “But that doesn’t mean—”


  Green nodded triumphantly. “In pre-war rural Poland, that’s exactly what it means.”


  “Okay, so what’s our next move?”


  “First we check and double check with MacPhail that this is accurate. That he didn’t dictate it by mistake, because it’s such a routine comment. Sometimes I think the guy’s totally pickled when he does his carving.”


  “MacPhail?” Sullivan chuckled. “He drinks like a fish, but he can drink the whole force under the table and still get up at six a.m. to jog. I don’t know where the guy puts it.”


  “True, but before I set off to harass the widow yet again, I want to be damn sure I’ve got my facts straight, because this gives us a motive and a killer.”


  MacPhail’s mood had not improved in the twenty minutes since his last conversation with Green. His voice reverberated through the wires so loudly that Green pulled the receiver away from his ear.


  “Every goddamn word in that report is accurate, and if you want, lad, I’ll dig the old bugger up so you can all have a look at it.”


  


  I should phone to give the grieving widow some time to collect herself, Green thought to himself as he headed out once again to the Reid house. Or I could conduct the whole interview by phone, as most normal detectives would. But the subtleties—the averting of the eyes, the paling of the cheek— these were lost over the telephone, and with a reluctant witness like Ruth Walker, that was half the interview.


  Ruth Walker herself opened the door, and a delicate scowl spread over her face at the sight of him. She was dressed in baggy wool clothes wrapped high around her neck to ward off the cold, and her hair frizzed in a grey mist about her head.


  “Is this really necessary? I’m just getting ready to go back to the country. Howard and Rachel have already returned to Montreal, and I think Don and Margaret need some time for each other.”


  An astute woman, he thought yet again, a woman attuned to the hidden secrets and unspoken needs of everyone around her. How much had she known, or guessed, but left unsaid? “I won’t keep you long,” he said mildly. “Just some questions about Eugene’s habits. General background.”


  Her eyes darkened briefly before she waved him in. “Very well. I’ll brew some tea.”


  On the drive over, Green had wondered how he would secure the information he needed without revealing his suspicions prematurely. If he were wrong, he would upset the family unnecessarily—especially Ruth, whom he considered the one truly innocent and selfless person in this saga. As she prepared their tea, he came up with an idea. He noticed that she served her tea British-style, milk first and then lumps of sugar added to the tea. He held up his hand as she moved to prepare his the same way.


  “Actually, I prefer it with lemon, if you have any.”


  She nodded without surprise and went to fetch him some.


  “I suppose you’re used to that,” he commented amiably, “since Eugene was Polish.”


  “Yes, he preferred it with lemon.”


  “My father’s from Poland too, and he drinks it in a glass through a cube of sugar in his teeth.”


  In spite of herself, her eyes crinkled with amusement. “I caught Eugene drinking it that way a couple of times when he was alone. He always acted quite embarrassed.”


  “Was he ashamed of his old-world habits?”


  She tilted her head. “I think he was. He very much wanted to be a Canadian, to put all that part of his life behind him. He even hated his accent.”


  “Is that why he never spoke Polish?”


  “Partly, although of course I never asked him.”


  “But Renfrew County has a very mixed ethnic make-up, and many people still have a strong sense of their heritage. How did he feel about living among people of Polish and German descent? They must have been constant reminders of his past.”


  She stirred her tea carefully as she weighed her response, and the teaspoon clinked delicately against the bone china. “I think he had very mixed feelings. I think their presence was soothing and familiar, but they also made him uncomfortable.”


  “Why did he choose to go out there? Canada’s a big place. Why not move someplace where there would be no memories to combat?”


  “I chose Renfrew, Inspector. I had a friend who had married a Canadian Air Force chap during the war, and she was moving to Peterborough. Renfrew wasn’t far, it was a small town and I felt that was all Eugene could handle. I wanted country, peace and wide-open spaces. Eugene still got panicky in crowds and among strangers.”


  “Yet he never associated with the Polish community.”


  “He never associated with anyone, Inspector.”


  Carefully, he took his next step. “I gather it’s really important to fit into a group out there, especially fifty years ago, and social activities often revolved around the church one belonged to. What religion did you choose?”


  She flushed a little as she busied herself wiping invisible crumbs from the table. “I can’t see the relevance of that. Religion was not part of our lives. Both Eugene and I felt quite strongly after what we’d seen in the war that, if there was a God, we wanted no part of him.”


  “So you attended no church?”


  She laid the napkin down, folded her hands in her lap and frowned at him. “What are you getting at, Inspector?”


  “Trying to get a picture of his habits and preferences. It might tell us where he’s from.”


  Her frown deepened. “I told you, it doesn’t matter where he’s from.”


  “But you have your theories.”


  “What do you mean?”


  He took a wild guess. It would explain her fear and reluctance to unearth the past. “Deep down, you’re afraid he might have been a Nazi.”


  Her hands tightened convulsively, and she dropped her eyes, but didn’t speak.


  “Rest easy, Mrs. Walker. Your husband wasn’t a Nazi.”


  For a moment she sat immobile, barely breathing. “What do you know?”


  “Not much yet. It’s what you know that will tell us for sure.”


  She was beginning to breathe again. After a moment, she leaned forward and picked up her tea, as if she had made a decision. “I was never sure, but I was afraid he might be. The uniform, the stolen ID…and he spoke German, you see.”


  “What was his German like?”


  “Quite fluent. He rarely spoke it, just as he rarely spoke Polish, but he understood it perfectly. And in English he often mixed up his grammar backwards the way Germans do. You know: ‘To the shop you are going?’ And sometimes…” She hesitated. “When he was drunk, he’d say things in German, like ‘Gott in Himmel, Liebling’. It was like a cold fist closing on my heart.”


  The pieces all fit. The more she talked, the more certain he became. He leaned forward. “What about his religious habits? Subconscious little things. Poles are Catholics. You’re Protestant, so were many Nazis. Did you notice any differences between your ways and his?”


  She frowned in thought. “He had a lot of odd superstitions. He knew they were silly and he’d chastise himself when he caught himself—”


  “What kind of superstitions?”


  “He’d act as if he didn’t want to tempt fate. He hated to talk about unpleasant things, as if talking might bring them about. For instance, if I’d say that I didn’t think a particular item would sell, he’d tell me to bite my tongue. Not the least a Protestant sort of thing.”


  “Did he cross himself on these occasions? Or at other times?”


  She shook her head. “No, he never went that far. Nor did he ever seem to invoke any of the saints or the Holy Family.”


  “What about the cross you told me he was wearing when he was found? Did he keep it?”


  “That disappeared in one of his earlier fits of rage at the hospital. He tore it off and hurled it out the window.”


  He drank the last drops of his tea in silence as he debated how to proceed. For now he was sure. Eugene Walker was neither the Polish camp survivor nor the Nazi collaborator he had earlier suspected.


  “Mrs. Walker, did you ever ask your husband why he was circumcised?”


  She choked on her tea, her cheeks flooding with red and her cup rattling in her hand. He waited patiently while she mopped up the spilt tea with a napkin and rolled it into a tight ball.


  “Surely the question occurred to you. In your work with the wounded, you must have seen a lot of men’s bodies. Circumcision wasn’t common in Europe eighty years ago.”


  “It did happen, though. If there’d been an infection or…”


  “Or if you happened to be Jewish.” His voice was very soft and she looked across at him, wide-eyed and pink. “That possibility did occur to you, didn’t it?”


  Very faintly, she nodded.


  “Did it occur to you that maybe he himself was Joseph Kressman?”


  “Why do you think I wrote to Poland to get information on him?”


  “When you found out none of the Kressman family had returned after the war, what did you do?”


  “Joseph Kressman would have been older, and they said he was a blacksmith and tool maker. Eugene didn’t seem to know much about tools, beyond how to sell them. He certainly didn’t know how to make them or use them. My experts said that amnesiacs don’t usually forget the little habits and the physical skills. And it seemed…” She faltered. “It seemed obvious Eugene wanted to leave that part of him behind. If he was Jewish, he had already suffered so much. I thought it would be kinder.”


  “Do you think Eugene knew he was Jewish?”


  She was beginning to rally with the relief of unburdening her fears. She sat up straighter, no longer defensive, fully involved as she considered the question. “You mean he was pretending to remember nothing, perhaps to hide the fact he was Jewish?”


  “There are a number of possibilities,” Green replied. “He could have known from the minute he was picked up by the Red Cross and chosen to disguise himself. That’s why he wore the cross. Or he could have remembered at some point in his new life and decided to keep it to himself, perhaps for fear of the upheaval it might cause. Or he might never have remembered.”


  She weighed the alternatives carefully. “It’s hard for me to imagine that he was capable of any kind of conscious dissimulation when he came to England. He was barely alive, psychologically. To have had the presence of mind to wear a cross…” She cocked her head as a thought struck her. “He tore that cross off when he’d been at the hospital a bit, as if it were repugnant to him. Perhaps then he had an inkling…” She shook her head. “But on the other hand, he was still so confused. Eugene has always had flashes of torment, as if hidden things were rising up. I can’t imagine he knew everything.”


  “Was his reaction to your son’s engagement a surprise to you?”


  “Yes and no. Eugene was never pleased with what Howard did, and I already knew he wasn’t particularly fond of Jews.” She flushed with shame at the memory. “But the intensity of his reaction did surprise me. That’s the thing that puzzles me.”


  “Can you describe the scene? It may give us some clues about his state of mind.”


  She sighed, as if Eugene’s state of mind had always been beyond comprehension. Before she spoke, she poured herself a second cup of tea and took a delicate bite of her biscuit. She looked very frail wrapped in the heavy woollens and curled in the overstuffed chair across from him.


  “Howard told us you’re Jewish. I hope you don’t find this unsettling.”


  He smiled at her graciousness. “I’ve been a major crimes detective for fifteen years. I don’t unsettle easily.”


  She nodded in acknowledgement of his point. “Howard came home at Christmas time. He had written us about his girlfriend Rachel, but he hadn’t told us she was Jewish. He took me aside one evening shortly before Christmas and told me he was converting to Judaism, and they were going to be married in March. He asked for my help with Eugene.” She paused, groping to put her idea into words. “I guess even beforehand we had a feeling Eugene would be upset. It was odd, because he was actually a strong admirer of Israel; he always wanted her to drop an atomic bomb on the Arabs. But he had little admiration for the ordinary Jew—the businessmen, the doctors. He called them rich, cliquey, spineless parasites.” She broke off in dismay and he realized that, despite his vaunted equanimity, a flash of anger must have shown. He forced a smile to defuse the tension.


  “A lot of people lost themselves in the Holocaust, Mrs. Walker. Don’t feel bad, these were not your feelings. Please go on.”


  “Howard and I chose a moment when we thought Eugene was at his most relaxed. Right after Christmas dinner. Usually Eugene lit up a cigar and had a brandy with his coffee. When Howard told him, straight out, I must admit that even I was surprised at Eugene’s reaction. He turned purple, I thought he was going to have a stroke. He said ‘no, never’. Howard said ‘Yes, I love her’. Eugene was shaking all over and shouting at him, and then all of a sudden he left the house. He came back several hours later, very—” She broke off, crimson with shame.


  “Very drunk?” he prompted gently.


  She nodded wretchedly. “He said a lot of nasty things about Howard killing him, and how could he turn his back on us like this, and there was no way he was bringing that girl into the house. He was weeping, and he kept saying ‘How can you do this to me’ over and over. Howard walked out in tears, and he hasn’t spoken to his father since.”


  “Never?”


  She shook her head. “He’d write to me here at Margaret’s, but he refused to see or communicate with his father. He never even called me at home for fear Eugene might pick up the phone.”


  “Did you ever try to talk to your son about his father possibly being Jewish?”


  “Oh, no! In fact, when Eugene reacted as he did to Rachel, I was more afraid than ever that he was a Nazi. I was certain he couldn’t be Jewish. Even if he’d been keeping it a secret, don’t you think he’d be happy deep down that his son was marrying a Jewish girl? It didn’t make any sense.”


  It didn’t on first analysis, Green thought as he headed back to the station. But perhaps, deep down in the tangled undergrowth of the human psyche, there was a logic to it.


  Walker’s son was not marrying just any Jewish girl, but the daughter of Ben Lowenstein, whose life was dedicated to fighting anti-Semitism and whose condemnation of spiritual and moral cowardice would be swift and sure. In Eugene Walker’s life, after all he’d been through, nothing could ever be swift and sure.


  Perhaps the prospect of moral condemnation by Ben Lowenstein was more than Walker could bear, or perhaps it was something even more convoluted. Green was not an expert in torture, but he’d read of the “Stockholm Syndrome” in which victims identify with their oppressors and adopt the same monstrous beliefs and actions. Although he’d known several Holocaust victims and lived with his parents’ scars all his life, he realized with a pang how little effort he had made to understand the fear and secrecy that cloaked their lives.


  However, he had worked for ten years with the brutal outcome of everyday deprivation and abuse. He had seen the way it twisted the psyche, withered love and nurtured rage, giving birth to the psychopath. How much more fertile the ground of the concentration camp!


  Somewhere in the labyrinth of his tormented mind, had Eugene Walker locked his Jewish soul away, forgetting its existence and living in terror of anything that brought him close to the locked door? Was it humanly possible to keep the door locked and the terror alive for fifty years? Or had he unlocked it years ago, recoiled at the contents within, and slammed it shut again in revulsion? What would be so repulsive? Why was being a Jew so intolerable to him?


  Green didn’t have the answers. He was out of his depth and suspected even most psychologists would be, except perhaps those who dealt with torture victims. He didn’t know Walker’s past, but he doubted an old-world Jewish family could be so corrupt and loveless that he would turn against them. To reject his identity under the degradation of a concentration camp was possible, but to maintain that rejection over a lifetime with such ferocity that he cast out his son for marrying a Jew seemed unfathomable.


  As Green navigated the Queensway, little facts which had previously seemed random began to coalesce. Walker’s antipathy towards his son, who unlike himself was slight and dark. He recalled Jeff Tillsbury saying “Howard’s father seemed to despise everything that made Howard so special— his gentleness, his compassion, his moral sense.” All traits of Yiddishkeit, the Jewish soul. Walker’s admiration of Israel, seemingly a contradiction but not so within this new context. Israel represented the new Jew—the Jew who fought back against extraordinary odds and crushed her enemies. The antithesis of the gentle Eastern European Jew whom Hitler had slaughtered by the millions. Stereotypes, Green knew, but widely perceived ones, even among Jews.


  He needed someone who could get inside Walker’s head. He was comfortable enough with his Jewish identity but had always left it on the periphery of his daily life. In fact, Sharon was fond of suggesting that his choices in life—his anti-authority nature, his decision to become a police officer, his rejection of, indeed, deliberate reaction against material success—represented his own small rebellion against Jewish immigrant expectations. He had not been the dutiful son who fulfilled the aspirations of his immigrant parents. His career and his women had brought them pain and bewilderment over the years. At times, before Sharon had reeled him back in, he had come close to abandoning all semblance of being Jewish, but he had never rejected it. Never would he have turned against his own, and he would certainly fight anyone else who did. This was the crucial difference between himself and Eugene Walker.


  But then, he had not lived through the Holocaust.


  Eleven


  September 1st, 1942


  
    I am sick

    I am numb

    I have no words.


    First refugees, then train by train the old, the sick.


    Resettled, they said.


    Now babies thrown from windows

    Parents walking into guns

    Nazis making sport.


    What madmen are they to want our children?


    What madmen are we to give them?


    Stay still, my babies.


    Stay quiet.


    What have we become?


    Where have we gone?


    Or are we no more.

  


  “Dad, we need to talk about the Holocaust.”


  Sid was sitting in his brown tub chair, where he spent most of the day, and he looked up in astonishment at his son’s appearance for the second day in a row. The television was tuned to a 1940’s Bob Hope comedy, but Green had caught his father dozing. At his elbow were the remains of lunch—a glass of ginger ale and a piece of cheese on a hard chunk of pumpernickel. Sid eyed his son reproachfully, perhaps for raising the topic of the Holocaust again, perhaps for simply being where Sid didn’t expect him. Green poured himself a coke and came to sit opposite his father.


  “The man we talked about yesterday, it turns out he was Jewish, and he was a survivor. I need to understand what made him act the way he did.”


  “Every man is different, Mishka,” Sid protested. “It does no good to ask why.”


  Green ignored the obvious evasion. “He would have been a young man of barely eighteen when the war started, well-educated, probably from a privileged family. But after the war he never admitted he was Jewish. Worse, he was actually anti-Semitic.” Green went on to delineate carefully the facts as he knew them, as well as the extent of his own theorizing. Afterwards, his father sat in silence, chewing his straw. When he was under stress, he chewed straws to combat the urge for a cigar, which he’d given up when his grandson was born.


  “Could that happen to a man?” Green prompted gently. “That he would turn against his fellow Jews?”


  Sid nodded, his face twisting at the memories. “What do you think? That we Jews were saints? Even in the camps, some turned against their own.”


  “But that was to survive, to protect themselves. Deep inside, they would not feel that way. But this guy Walker, even after the danger was passed, even sixty years later, he hated Jews.”


  “After the war, most of us wanted only to forget. You cannot live with that on your mind, Mishka. We could not talk about it, we could not feel like other men, we had only to pretend that we were like other men. I cannot make you understand this.”


  “Try.”


  “I do not want to make you understand it. It is like building yourself a new house, a nice fancy house that looks like everybody else’s.” Sid paused, and Green sensed he was searching for unreachable words. “But it is built on sand, and it doesn’t stand. I cannot understand either what would make this man hate his own people. For me, only our people understand. I feel I belong somewhere only because other Jews have suffered what I did. This man has made himself alone. Maybe he feels he doesn’t belong, he did not suffer like they did. Some survivors that were hidden by Gentiles or passed as Christians, they feel shame because they had an easier time. And sometimes…” Sid faltered, caught in a distant time. “Sometimes a thing that you love, but that reminds you of those times, like your mother loved the violin… Then the feeling is too strong to face. But it’s not hate. Never hate.”


  For the moment, Walker was gone. Green’s mind was caught in a whirl of questions. He’d only ever known his mother to play piano, with such reverence that he thought she’d been born to it. Violin? He thought of her as a young girl still in her teens at the start of the war, pretty and musical, rescued from Auschwitz at the end of the war. A violinist, who hadn’t picked up a bow in all the time he’d known her. A modest woman, who’d never worn a white blouse or navy skirt in all the years of her marriage. Had that been his mother’s secret? Did he dare ask? Even as he searched for words, he saw the distant glaze in his father’s eyes and knew there was an even more important question.


  “What about you, Dad? What did you feel?”


  Sid was back in the war looking into the chasm. When he spoke his voice was raw, as if dragged over gravel.


  “I felt nothing. You lose and you lose and you lose, and after a while you think there is nothing more they can take from you. Until they take away yourself, and then you don’t think any more. You cannot live like that—a body sitting on the ground with nothing inside. But in the Red Cross camp after the war, I met your mother, and I found a little bit of me left inside myself. And so I went on.”


  “Oh, Dad!” Green murmured, the two simple words all he could manage safely. Surprising himself, he reached forward and took his father into his arms. He felt his father clutch him, as he had so often in the past, and for the first time he understood.


  


  Unexpectedly, Green found himself driving through a blur of tears on the way back to the station. He must have still looked raw when he arrived; Sullivan took one look at him and followed him into his office without a word.


  “This fucking case,” Green muttered to cover his embarrassment. “I get the feeling no matter what we turn up, there will be no happy endings for anyone involved.”


  “Hey, it hasn’t exactly made for sweet dreams for me either, buddy,” Sullivan replied, dropping into the chair opposite and propping his feet on Green’s desk. “I’ve been reading your books on the Holocaust, and I had nightmares all last night. Haven’t had ones like that since I was a rookie. So for you, with your father…” His voice trailed off, leaving the emotion unvoiced.


  “I’ve been a lousy son,” Green said. “My father was only twenty-three when he lost his first wife and son. He waited nearly twenty years before he felt ready to invest his hopes in another. And look at me.”


  “Yeah, look at you. You’ve stayed here close to him, you see him every week, you pay all his living expenses, you’ve given him a fabulous daughter-in-law and grandson.”


  “But I don’t really give him the time. Even Sharon’s better with him than me. He brought me into this world, and I treat him like an afterthought.”


  “Well, listen, it’s a hell of an emptiness you’re supposed to fill. No one could do that. Would you expect that of Tony someday?”


  Green stared at his desk top morosely. “I hope not. But I’m not much better at this father business either. Sharon takes the lead on that too.” He looked up, putting on a smile he hoped would lighten the mood. “You’re the guy with all the experience. What’s a good gift for me to buy Tony?”


  “For a one year-old? Anything, as long as it’s safe to chew.”


  “Sharon’s looking for some kind of meaningful father-son thing. Something that stands apart from the two hundred stuffed animals and trucks and riding toys my in-laws have lavished on him. But she refuses to give me any hints.”


  “I think the important point of the gift is that you think of it,” Sullivan replied.


  “Some help. The party’s tomorrow night, and I’m running out of time. Those toy stores are scary places. Do you want to come tomorrow, by the way?” He hoped the request sounded like a casual afterthought. In all their years of friendship, the two had never gone beyond the bounds of the job. “Be another world-weary cop’s voice among all the techies?”


  Sullivan made a face. “All the way out in Barrhaven? I’ve got Scouts tomorrow night, but maybe I’ll drop in later if I can.”


  “Yeah, sure. Whatever.” Green leaned forward and knocked Sullivan’s feet off the desk. “Now let’s stop wasting time here. We’ve got a case to solve.”


  Fortunately Sullivan took the hint. “What did Walker’s widow say?”


  Green summarized his visit with Ruth Walker. Sullivan put his feet back on the desk and chewed a pen as he listened.


  “So she thinks he didn’t even remember he was Jewish?”


  Green shook his head adamantly. “I’m positive at some point he remembered. I don’t know exactly when, but twenty years ago when he had that fight with Mr. G., he knew. He remembered the guy from Ozorkow, and my hunch, if I could only prove it, is that he remembered him from somewhere else, too. From the camps or the ghettos. I think Mr. G. was a Nazi collaborator, and that’s why Walker attacked him. It’s something he would have felt strongly enough about to have provoked that attack. Walker had kept a really low profile all his life, the quiet drunk, then all of a sudden—pow!”


  “But Mike,” Sullivan ventured, “if Gryszkiewicz was a war criminal, why would Walker cover it up? You’d think he’d be yelling it all over town. Here’s one of the bastards getting off scot-free. I mean, it explains why Gryszkiewicz pretended not to understand a thing about the fight, but why would Walker hide it? What’s he got to lose?”


  “His secret,” Green replied instantly, his eyes alight. “Walker would have had to reveal that he was Jewish, dredge up all the past, face the pain and the memories…and for what? Even if he were willing to face all that, twenty years ago no one was prosecuting war criminals. No one wanted to hear about them.”


  “So you’re thinking that this Mr. G. killed Walker to keep him from talking now? But that fight happened twenty years ago,” Sullivan pointed out, always the pragmatist. “And if Walker didn’t rat on him then, why would Mr. G. suddenly decide he was a threat now? The Justice Department has been turning up the heat on war criminals for almost fifteen years now.”


  Green hesitated as he searched for an explanation. Sullivan was right. What had triggered the murder almost twenty years later? What had made Walker’s secret knowledge so much more dangerous? He seized the phone. “I’m going to see if the War Crimes unit is investigating Mr. G. right now. That would explain why he suddenly decided to bump off a witness.”


  By a great stroke of luck, when the call went through, David Haley was just settling down to his lunch at his desk, and he was in an expansive mood.


  “I’ve got a name for you, Haley,” Green announced. “Josef Gryszkiewicz. Recognize it?”


  Silence. Noisy slurp. “Nope.”


  Green felt his excitement deflate. “The War Crimes Unit has never heard of this guy?”


  “Well, remember, Mike, I’m not in the unit any more, and I’m no longer privy to all their comings and goings.”


  “You’re not missing much,” Green remarked.


  There was a pause on the line, then a chuckle. “No comment. You could always try asking them if his name has come up.”


  “Would they tell me?”


  “Probably not. Seriously though, we looked at over two hundred names, all the guys who were uncovered by the Deschenes Commission, and I don’t remember that name. So unless new evidence has come up, stuff nobody knew or reported back in the eighties…”


  Green pondered that possibility after he hung up the phone. Justice Deschenes’ mammoth inquiry had lasted nearly two years and examined the evidence on eight hundred potential war criminals living in Canada. If Gryszkiewicz had escaped the dragnet, he must have felt home free. Probably figured that the only person who knew he was a war criminal was not going to talk. Had something happened to change his mind? Had he learned something that made him fear he was about to be exposed?


  “Brian,” Green said, breaking the silence which had hung since the phone call. “What’s the word from the Hamilton Police on Mr. G? Any sign of him?”


  “Last I checked,” Sullivan replied, “there was nothing, and they’re getting pretty damn nervous down there about an old man running around with a gun. They’ve talked to the coworkers he used to work with, and they say the guy could get paranoid as hell. Thought the office phone was bugged and the surveillance cameras were hooked up to the RCMP.”


  That’s one for my side, Green thought. It wouldn’t take much for this guy to think the War Crimes Unit was on to him. Maybe just a few more screws loosened by age. “Let’s get the Hamilton Police to check his alibi for the time of the murder too. You said the family claimed he was home all that day?”


  Sullivan nodded. “For what that’s worth. The wife would swear he was at the Last Supper if she thought it would help. But I’m ahead of you, Mike. Once I learned about the gun, I did ask the Hamilton boys to start checking his alibi. We may find a hole.” He sighed. “But we’re still a long way from building a case. We’re cops, not storytellers. What have we really got to tie this Gryszkiewicz—or anybody—to Walker’s death? No physical evidence, no prints, no tissue under the fingernails, no murder weapon. No eyewitnesses—”


  “I’ll get them, Brian. Even if I have to go to the press and get Crime Stoppers to feature it, I’ll catch this guy.” He raised his voice over Sullivan’s protest. “Just because the guy’s eighty years old, he’s not getting away with any more murders.”


  Abruptly he rose to his feet and shrugged on his jacket. “We’ve got to go back to Renfrew. We have to find out where Mr. G. has gone, even if we have to turn his cousin upside down and shake the information out of him!”


  


  Sullivan took his foot off the gas and let the nondescript police-issue blue Taurus bump slowly down the rutted lane, splattering slushy muck in all directions. The cold snap of the past few days had broken abruptly, turning Karl Dubroskie’s front yard into a pond. Unlike Walker’s two neighbours, Dubroskie lived in a boxy, fifties-style split level with none of the decaying charm of the original homesteads. Green scanned the surroundings for signs of activity. An old man scurrying for cover behind the barn might be too much to hope for, but he did hope to spot something out of the ordinary. Not just the bored gaze of cows in the paddock, nor the desultory cluck of hens poking in the muddy straw, nor the usual, haphazard jumble of tractors and rusty pick-ups by the woodshed. But something furtive.


  There was nothing but soggy snow and mud.


  “Pull in out of sight behind the barn there,” he said. “Let’s nose around a bit first.”


  Sullivan snorted. “The guy will have seen us the second we turned into his lane.”


  “Maybe. But our man might be here, and we need to know what we’re walking into.” Which was partly the truth. The other part being Green’s insatiable love of snooping.


  The two detectives checked their guns, stepped out of the car and sank ankle deep in mud and straw. Sullivan gave Green a quick grin, but Green kept his profanity to himself. No point underscoring his status as big city wimp. He picked his way around the edge of the barn until the front yard was in view. The stench of manure, hay and livestock choked his lungs, but he refused to cough. How could people live like this!


  As if reading his mind, Sullivan grinned again. “You should smell it on a hot day in July.”


  Barely were the words out of his mouth when two massive black dogs came barrelling around the side of the house, barking wildly.


  Green caught the glint of white fangs beneath curled lips. “Holy fuck!”


  “Back away. Slowly.” Sullivan said.


  Green was just calculating the distance back to the car when the barn door banged open, and Karl Dubroskie strode out. At the sight of the two detectives, he hesitated, and worry flashed across his face.


  “Puppies!” he roared, and instantly the dogs subsided and retreated to the porch. Dubroskie took in the Taurus half hidden behind the barn and faced the two detectives with frank suspicion. “Officers? What can I do for you?”


  “I suspect you already know, Mr. Dubroskie,” Green replied. “I suspect your cousin’s wife was on the phone to you the minute Sergeant Sullivan left her home.”


  The farmer’s eyes narrowed at the accusation, but he didn’t refute it. “Come inside,” he said, and turned on his heel.


  Inside the kitchen, a large, heavy-bosomed woman eyed them sharply as they filed by into the living room.


  “You need me, Karl?”


  “Nope.”


  His dismissal was curt, and she turned back to her work, but Green suspected she’d be tuning a keen ear. She didn’t look the submissive type.


  “Mr. Dubroskie,” Green began before the farmer could take command, “this investigation is now a lot more than idle curiosity about some old barroom brawl. As you know, your cousin has been missing for three days. And as you also no doubt know, he left with a gun.”


  In spite of himself, Dubroskie showed his surprise. “Didn’t know he had a gun.”


  “How proficient is he with it?”


  Dubroskie shrugged. “We haven’t been in contact for twenty years.”


  “Don’t play me for a fool. You called him Saturday to warn him we wanted to question him.”


  “Officer, whether you’re a fool or not, time will tell. But I did no such thing.”


  Green leaned forward urgently and met the man’s unwavering gaze. “Be very careful whose side you choose, please. Not for the sake of the police or the authorities, but for the sake of the innocent people he might have set his sights on. He’s a frail, paranoid old man who sees spies and traitors behind every bush. If he thinks he’s in danger, he’ll strike. As he did with Walker.”


  “Tell him, Karl!” came an urgent voice from behind them. Then Mrs. Dubroskie filled the doorway, her face flushed with apprehension.


  “Jeanie, stay out of it!”


  “You don’t owe him anything!” she shot back, planting herself firmly on the chair beside him. “He came out of nowhere, suddenly some long-lost relative from behind the iron curtain. We couldn’t even do a proper check on who he was!”


  “Please, that’s—”


  But she was unstoppable, for which Green silently celebrated his luck. A good three inches taller and fifty pounds heavier, she ran her husband with a practised hand. “He visited half a dozen times, spooky as a cat at midnight, asked a thousand questions about our neighbours, one time he even put black-out curtains on all our windows. Black-out curtains, for God’s sake! In the middle of Renfrew County, thirty years after the war! He’s more than a few bricks short of a load, I can tell you, and there’s no way I’m having anything on my conscience.”


  Green’s suspicions stirred. “When did this black-out incident occur?”


  “The last time he was here, after that fellow beat him up. We brought him home from Renfrew Victoria Hospital so he could rest up a few days before making the trip home.”


  “It was that bang on the head, Jeanie,” Dubroskie interjected wearily, as if they’d had this argument many times. “The doctors said it made him confused.”


  “Yeah,” she retorted, still at full tilt. “So confused he started spouting German and insisted his name was Jozef Fritsch, which really gave me the willies—”


  “Jeanie—”


  “I mean, I lost my father at Dieppe, and when I thought there might be one right under my roof—”


  “Fritsch was his mother’s maiden name, that’s all,” Dubroskie amended, but there was little fight in his voice.


  “Anyway, that’s when I sent him packing. And I said to Karl, Karl, I don’t want that man in my kitchen ever again, and I don’t think you want to be having anything to do with him either. So Karl, don’t tell me you called him Saturday and tipped him off that the cops were looking for him.”


  Green turned his attention to her husband, who looked wretched.


  “No dear, I didn’t call him. I wasn’t going to fight his battles for him, and if he got himself into trouble, I was going to let the chips fall where they may.”


  Green looked at him thoughtfully, at the way he barely met his wife’s eye, and wondered whether that was the truth. Or just what his wife wanted to hear.


  


  As Green negotiated the bumper-to-bumper traffic back down Highway 17 towards Ottawa, he listened to Sullivan’s end of the conversation on the cellphone and tried to piece together the news from Hamilton. It didn’t sound good. When Sullivan disconnected, he confirmed Green’s fears.


  “Still no sign of him. He’s not gone to any of his old haunts, or checked with any of his old pals.”


  “He’s gone to ground,” Green replied grimly. “Let’s just hope he’s skipped the country without leaving any bullet-riddled bodies behind.”


  Sullivan stared out the window a moment at the flat, monotonous snow fields. “You know, you could be wrong. He could just be a scared old man like his daughter said, still spooked from his persecution and escape from the Soviets, distrustful of police and afraid we’ll frame him for something he didn’t do. So he grabs a gun and takes off. God knows where he’ll end up when he stops running.”


  Green listened impatiently. “What about Walker’s murder?”


  “Let’s face it, Mike, we don’t have much evidence to prove Walker was even murdered.”


  “We don’t have much evidence, but we know he was.”


  “What do we have that we can possibly substantiate in court? A bump on the head that we can’t explain? MacPhail will get up on the stand and say the guy died of natural causes. A doctor hurrying past hears a mumble of voices from Walker’s car, but he can’t even say for sure there was more than one person in the vehicle. A defence lawyer would make mincemeat of him.”


  Green forced himself to consider the points; much as he hated to admit it, this was how Sullivan and he worked best. Sullivan provided the sober second thought that kept Green’s feet on the ground.


  “We’ve got the dark grey car at the country house and the footprints someone tried to wipe out,” he muttered finally.


  “What’s that got to do with anything? That was Don Reid’s car. And if we’re looking for a believable murder suspect, there’s one I could sell to the Crown. It was his vehicle, his prints on the investment bonds. Two thousand bucks’ worth are missing, and Don Reid’s finances are the pits. According to Watts’ latest report, Reid’s house is second-mortgaged to the limit, he owes fifteen grand on his little BMW toy, his credit cards are cancelled and his chequing account is two thousand dollars overdrawn. He’s even borrowed from friends. This guy goes through money like water. He must have a hole in him somewhere.”


  “It’s cocaine,” Green interjected.


  Sullivan absorbed this with a look of surprise. “Nice of you to tell me, buddy. Cocaine. That’s perfect. We all know what cocaine does—makes you nuts, you can’t think straight, can’t control your temper. You get desperate for the next hit. Reid could have stolen the bonds from old man Walker and gotten into a fight with him over it in the car that day. Reid’s wife doesn’t know about their money problems, and maybe he didn’t want her finding out. The old man threatens to blow the whistle, things get out of hand and Reid hits him. The day after the death, he sneaks out to the house and checks it out to make sure there’s nothing around that might incriminate him.”


  Green had been listening intently for flaws in the logic, and now he shook his head. “It was Howard Walker who sneaked into the house.”


  “What? How do you know?”


  “Neither Don nor Margaret drove out there that day. They both invented stories, but they didn’t know the time nor the duration of the visit. I could tell Don didn’t even know the trip had taken place. Margaret did, and she was covering for someone. Howard Walker claims he didn’t even know his father was dead until Thursday evening, but the phone records from the hotel show that he made a long-distance call from Toronto to Margaret at 5:30 p.m. Wednesday. After the murder but before the trip to the country house. He learned of his father’s death, swore his sister to secrecy, borrowed her car, and went out to the house. Probably to get something.”


  “What?”


  “I haven’t a clue. Yet.”


  “You think Howard bumped off his father?” Sullivan asked with disbelief. “Left the convention Wednesday, bumped him off, returned to Toronto, called his sister, and then the next day drove all the way back to get something out of the country house?”


  Green made a face. “No, I don’t. Howard despised his father, and he never wanted to see him again, but I don’t see him as the murdering type. No matter what you say, I still think the paranoid Mr. G. is the one we’re looking for.”


  Back at the station an hour later, however, he made a startling discovery which cast Howard’s actions in an whole new light. Sullivan had gone home, and Green was doing a quick review of the accumulated reports before he too went home, hoping for some small fact they could link to Gryszkiewicz. The first reports revealed little new. Forensics reported no fingerprints other than the Walkers’ and Don Reid’s anywhere outside or inside the Dodge Aries. Bank records confirmed that Don Reid had withdrawn money Wednesday afternoon, but at 1:30, not noon as he’d claimed. But then, coke addicts spent their lives fudging the truth.


  Just when Green was beginning to fear the case might never break open, he came across two phone messages near the bottom of the pile. One was a brief memo from Detective Gibbs reporting on his visits to antique dealers in Toronto. The other was a phone message from Naomi Wyman. He was so astounded that he nearly shouted aloud.


  Usually keep inquiries strictly confidential but since possible war crime involved, thought should tell you two weeks ago a Howard Walker came in requesting info on survivors Ozorkow.


  Twelve


  September 1st, 1942


  
    My hands bleed, my arms scream mercy.


    Still my liebling digs. Half mad.


    It must be big enough for them to breathe.


    The walls thick enough to hide their cries.


    She clambers in and shakes her head.


    Footfalls on the stair, she dives out and shoves the cupboard


    back in place.


    No one must know, she hisses. No one.


    But we’ll need someone to care for them while we work.


    No one, she says.


    Traitors and madmen are everywhere.


    What price a Jewish child these days?


    A bowl of soup?


    A chance to live another day?


    The Darkness has stolen our souls,

    but not these children.


    Not if it takes a thousand days in this cave until

    the British come.

  


  The drive to Montreal took less than two hours along the nearly deserted four-lane Trans-Canada highway, and Green arrived at the western outskirts of the city around supper time, happy to see the rush hour traffic heading in the opposite direction for once. Sharon had been working today and he had left her a cryptic message on the answering machine to the effect he’d be home sometime but perhaps not until ten. She’d be annoyed. No, that was an understatement. Tony’s birthday party was tomorrow, and Green was supposed to be home tonight to help her get ready. Since he was missing two family dinners in a row, she’d be plotting his demise.


  As he drove, Green tried to integrate the new information with what he already knew, but this new revelation about Howard threw a completely different twist into his theories to date. At least Gibbs’ report from the Toronto antique dealer confirmed much of what Fine had already said; the tool box had been handmade by a fine craftsman, almost certainly Joseph Kressman himself, who had made the false bottom to conceal something precious. Probably secret papers or jewels, a common enough subterfuge during wartime. The keys had been mass-produced by a German company which went bankrupt after the war, and they may have been used by the military for storage depots, gates and barracks.


  Or concentration camps, he thought with a chill. What would Eugene Walker, Jewish camp inmate, be doing with such a key? And what the hell did Howard know about any of this?


  Twenty minutes later, Howard Walker stood in the doorway of his modest brick house, his eyes widened in astonishment at the sight of Green.


  “What are you doing here?”


  “Following unanswered questions,” Green replied, and when Howard continued to gape, he inclined his head politely. “May I come in?”


  “Is this legal? Aren’t you out of your jurisdiction or something?”


  “It’s done all the time,” Green replied patiently. “Have you got a problem with talking to me?”


  “Not at all, not at all.” Flustered, Howard drew back into the house and gestured for Green to follow. He led him through a vestibule crammed with shoes and coats into a long, narrow living room.


  Howard Walker’s home created a curious feeling of contradiction. It was a two-storey brick semi tucked into a narrow lot in Lower Westmount, a house much like the one in which Green had grown up in the slums of Ottawa’s Lowertown. Also like his, this one was sparsely furnished in aging hand-me-downs, and home-made bookshelves lined the walls. But the similarity ended there. Green knew this modest little home had probably cost the new doctor and his wife three hundred thousand dollars, and represented Howard’s first step up the ladder of yuppiedom. Furniture would come later, when his lucrative specialty of neurology began to pay dividends.


  As Green entered the living room, he wondered how a penniless shopkeeper’s son from Renfrew who had just completed his residency had managed to scrape together three hundred thousand for a house in the gentrified downtown, when he and Sharon could scarcely afford a vinyl cube at the End of the Earth. But in the next instant he had his answer. Curled up in an overstuffed chair in the corner of the living room, her feet tucked under the generous folds of her designer skirt, was Rachel, the picture of Daddy’s Girl. The astonishment in her amber eyes mirrored that of her husband.


  “I don’t understand why you keep on about my father’s death,” Howard said as he sat down. “My father was not a well man. Since I’ve studied medicine, I’m amazed that he didn’t collapse sooner.”


  During the drive, Green had planned his approach carefully. Howard’s visit to Naomi Wyman raised a number of serious questions, but they would have to be sequenced carefully lest he send Howard running for cover. A blend of bullying and coddling was in order.


  “Dr. Walker, I want to know why you went out to your parents’ house last Thursday,” he began bluntly.


  Rachel uncurled herself in annoyance. “Last Thursday Howard was in Toronto at the medical convention. We’ve been through this.”


  “No, he wasn’t.” Green kept his eyes fixed on her husband. “He wanted everyone to believe that, but actually he flew up to Ottawa, borrowed his sister’s car, and drove out to the country house.”


  “That’s ridiculous,” Rachel said. “He didn’t even know Eugene was dead then.”


  “His sister told him when he called her Wednesday night.” Green pulled a folded invoice from his pocket and turned to Howard. “There’s a record of that phone call on your hotel bill.”


  “Howard!” Rachel cried. “What is this?”


  Howard was looking at him in mute horror. “My God. You think I killed him.”


  “You tell me,” Green countered. “What conclusion should I draw from all the lies and subterfuge?”


  “That’s outrageous, Inspector! Howard couldn’t kill anyone, least of all his own father.”


  “There was no love lost—”


  “There was a great deal of love lost!” she shot back. “That was the tragedy.”


  “Rachel, please.” Howard’s weary voice caught them both by surprise. He reached for a loose thread on the sofa arm and twisted it in his long, fluid fingers. “I did call Margaret, and I did leave the convention to go out to the house. I had to retrieve something.”


  “What?” Green demanded.


  “It has no relevance.”


  “What!”


  Howard hesitated. The thread came loose, and he crushed it into a ball between his fingers. “I had written my father a letter. A personal letter which had taken a lot of effort to write. I mailed it on the previous Friday, and I anticipated that he should have received it Tuesday or Wednesday. I called Margaret on Wednesday night to see if she’d heard anything, because I expected there would be shock waves. When she told me he was dead, I couldn’t believe it. I was afraid—” He broke off, then shook his head as if to banish a thought. “Anyway, I didn’t want my mother to read the letter. There was no point in stirring things up now that he was dead. So I arranged to borrow Margaret’s car to go and get it.”


  “Why not send Margaret? Why travel all the way from Toronto?”


  “Margaret had her hands full with mother and the funeral arrangements. I didn’t see what excuse she could give.”


  “And you didn’t want her reading the letter.”


  Howard dropped the thread and clasped his hands tightly together in his lap to hide their trembling. “That too.”


  “Can I see the letter?”


  “I burned it.”


  “What did it say?”


  “Just personal things.”


  “Such as that you knew he was Jewish?”


  The young doctor’s eyes bulged. “What!”


  “Last time we talked, you called him a hypocrite. That’s a hell of an understatement, wouldn’t you say?”


  “Darling!” Rachel cried. “What’s he talking about?”


  Howard flushed red, his hands shaking despite his grip. “Where did you get this crazy idea, Inspector?”


  “That’s how the pieces fit. You tried to suppress the autopsy report because you didn’t want me wondering why your father was circumcised.”


  “Suppress the autopsy?” Howard tried to rally some spark. “I did no such thing.”


  “You were afraid I might put two and two together—”


  “I simply asked the pathologist to give us some privacy. Because of Dad’s drinking, I knew the autopsy report would be brutal.”


  Green regarded him thoughtfully. “Howard, it’s a hell of a lot more than that. You’ve known—at least suspected—that your father was Jewish for several weeks. You see,” he added quietly, “I have this phone message from Naomi Wyman saying ‘funny you should ask about Orzokow, a young man named Howard Walker was just in a couple of weeks ago’.”


  “Oh…God.”


  Green’s expression softened. “So you wrote him a letter asking him?”


  Very faintly, Howard nodded.


  “And you thought your letter killed him?”


  Unexpectedly, Howard strode to the window and pressed his forehead against the cold pane. It was a moment before anyone spoke. Rachel was sitting rigidly still, but her ragged breathing punctuated the silence. To her credit, it was the first time she didn’t rush in to rescue him.


  Finally, Howard raised his head to stare into the darkness. “I think it probably did. I found the letter hidden in his drawer. It was open.”


  “So he had read it.”


  Howard nodded wretchedly.


  “How did you discover your father was a Jew?”


  “Anton Gryszkiewicz!” Rachel exclaimed, startling them both.


  Green’s thoughts began to spin excitedly. “Gryszkiewicz?”


  Still Howard was silent, as if casting about for a safe path.


  “Darling, tell him! For God’s sake, you’ve got nothing to hide!”


  Green remembered Sullivan’s conversation with Mrs. Gryszkiewicz, in which she had told him so proudly about her son the doctor. “A young doctor from Hamilton?” he asked.


  Howard swung around in dismay. “What do you know about him?”


  “Nothing. But his father knew yours.” Green’s face hardened. “Now I’m not just filling in odd bits of the puzzle. This could be crucial to the case. You must tell me exactly what happened between Anton and you.”


  Howard’s dark eyes searched Green’s worriedly. “He’s a nice guy,” he pleaded. “I don’t want to get him in trouble.”


  “There’s trouble enough already!” Green snapped. “I need the truth! Where did you meet him?”


  “At the Montreal Neurological Institute. He’s a resident in surgery, and I was called in to look at a patient on his floor who had slipped into a coma and begun seizing. It was a hell of a night. We were both scared, out of our depth, wondering why this always happens at two a.m. when there’s not a staff man within miles. Anyway, the patient died, and it created a kind of bond. We became friends, and we found out we had a lot in common. We both had immigrant fathers from Poland we didn’t get along with. We both found our fathers remote and cruel. It was amazing how similar they were, even down to the anti-Semitism. We got to talking about the war and wondering if they’d lived through something terrible that had twisted them. I told him my father didn’t even remember who he was, that all we had was this box from a place named Ozorkow. He said his father was from Ozorkow, and we got really excited. Maybe his father would know mine.”


  Howard paused, as if debating how much to divulge. Green could barely contain himself, for finally the case was breaking open in front of his eyes.


  “So about a month ago,” Howard resumed, “when he went to visit his parents for the weekend, he took an old picture of my father with him. At first his father denied knowing him, but a while later he got drunk—another thing he had in common with my father—and he got mad about the government charging some war criminal. He blurted out that the Jews were behind it all, even passing themselves off as Poles to hide their own guilt, like my father. Anton tried to get him to tell him more, but his father clammed up again. Said the picture just looked Jewish. I didn’t believe it. Neither did Anton. He said his father’s outburst was very convincing.”


  Green frowned at him. “Why the hell were you reluctant to tell me this?”


  “Because Anton’s father would be angry with him, and his father could be cruel, even crueler than mine, if he found out Anton had betrayed him.”


  “Betrayed him? A strong word. How does this betray him?”


  “Because his family isn’t supposed to talk about the war outside the family, or about Poland, or anything about the past. The father’s very secretive and suspicious of outsiders. He says there are still lots of people from the old country— Communists—who have it in for him. There are spies everywhere, maybe even the neighbour next door. Anton thought he’d gone a bit paranoid because of all the years of hiding from Communist persecution.”


  Or from something else, like Simon Wiesenthal or the Mossad, or even our own rather polite, grey-suited Nazi hunters, Green thought privately, but he hid his excitement. “So you wrote to your father asking if it was true.”


  “Not right away. I didn’t believe it. My father, the anti-Semite who had driven me out for converting to Judaism. Himself a Jew?”


  “So that’s why you asked my father if there was any record of Holocaust survivors!” Rachel cried. “Darling, why didn’t you tell me!”


  They had forgotten her presence, and her sudden, vehement interruption caught them off guard. Howard’s gaze flickered towards her.


  “I don’t know,” he began lamely. “I needed to be sure, and I needed to understand why he had lied. My father’s prejudices had hurt you so much.”


  “But now! Once you found out, why didn’t you tell me!”


  “I was waiting for my father’s answer. I still don’t understand why he lied.”


  “Howard, what am I here for? Spouses are supposed to share!” Rachel’s eyes flashed with reproach that Green suspected would linger far beyond his visit. But as interesting as this slice of domestic discord was, it was irrelevant to his own quest. And the reference to spouses served to steer him back on track. By this time Sharon would be home from work and making serious progress on her murder plot.


  “So you contacted Naomi Wyman?” He prompted brusquely, causing them both to stare at him blankly. Howard’s eyes were glassy, but with a deep breath he composed himself.


  “I asked her if she had records of anyone in Canada who came from Ozorkow. She didn’t, but she gave me the names of three people who’d been in Lodz, a large ghetto where many of the Jews from Ozorkow had been sent. Two are now dead, but one lives here in Montreal. I showed my father’s picture to him, and he remembered him. Not well, but they’d been in the ghetto together, and he confirmed my father was Jewish. That’s when I wrote the letter.”


  “What was this survivor’s name?”


  Howard chewed his lip. “Look, I don’t want to get him involved—”


  “His name!”


  Howard recoiled before Green’s sudden anger, and his hands shook. “Isaac Perchesky.”


  “This Isaac Perchesky, did he give you any details about your father? His name? His occupation?”


  Howard’s head whipped back and forth. “He said he didn’t remember much,” he stammered. “He didn’t want to talk about those times. That’s why I don’t want you to… He said that the Holocaust did strange things to all of us, and that it was better to leave it all in the past.”


  “And in your letter, did you leave it in the past?”


  He had his answer when Howard abruptly left the room.


  


  Isaac Perchesky’s wife was no more pleased with the intrusion than Howard had been, but when Green explained his purpose, she reluctantly went to rouse her husband, who was asleep in front of the TV. Isaac had some initial difficulty recognizing his wife, let alone recalling Howard’s visit, but finally the fog began to lift.


  “So…the old man is dead?” Perchesky shook his head dolefully. “It’s hard to imagine him dead. In my memory, he was so strong. I can still see him over there in the doorway— like Goliath, with shoulders so wide he could pick up a man and throw him against the wall with one hand. I never forget him doing that.”


  “But he would have been little more than a boy. Barely eighteen when the war broke out.”


  The old man shrugged. “Boys grew up fast in the ghetto. The man took his blanket. That’s the way it was in Lodz. If you didn’t have a blanket in the winter, you died.”


  “You say your memory of him is very vivid. Howard Walker said you hardly remembered him.”


  Perchesky’s face darkened, suffusing his mottled skin with grey. He sucked on his dentures for a moment as if debating. “That’s what I told the boy. Why bring up the rest? Better he should think his father was a victim who covered up his past because of his suffering.”


  Green sucked in his breath. “You’re saying he wasn’t a Jew? He wasn’t a survivor?”


  “Oh, he was a Jew. And he was certainly a survivor. It was other people who didn’t survive.”


  “What are you saying? Tell me what you know!”


  Perchesky raised his head at the sharpness in Green’s tone and focussed his flat grey eyes on him. “What I know is that in 1942, when the Nazis were sending all the Jews over sixty-five and under ten to the death camp of Chelmno, Leib turned his own father and youngest brother over to the Nazis. The boy would have been ten in two months.”


  The outrage of the act derailed Green’s train of thought briefly. It was another era, he told himself, and in 1942 very few knew the full horror of the Nazi plan. Then the rest of Perchesky’s words sank in, and Green’s excitement rose.


  “Leib? Do you know his last name?”


  Perchesky shook his head in contempt. “I remember Leib, because it means lion and he thought he was the king of the jungle. More like a sewer rat.”


  “You’re sure it was the same man?”


  “Oh, yes. The doctor showed me his picture and even if he was thirty years older, I recognized him. Those cold eyes, they never changed.”


  Green showed him the wedding picture Ruth had supplied, taken in 1948 outside the little village church in Surrey. Walker looked hunted even then, gaunt and hollow-eyed. He had tried to smile, but it was pasted on like a slash of pain across a frozen mask.


  Isaac stared at it a long time. “Look at what the war did to him by the end,” he whispered. “He was a big man, strong, proud. But the Nazis got us all in the end.”


  “What else can you tell me about him?”


  Perchesky raised his wizened face to study Green. His eyes were appraising. “I know little about him,” he replied finally. “No one is a saint who survived the ghetto. The saints all died. Now he is dead too, and what I know is not important any more.”


  Quietly, Green removed the photo and laid in its place one that Sullivan had given him. “Do you recognize this man too?”


  He heard Perchesky suck in his breath, but the old man said nothing for a time. The picture trembled slightly in his hand as he studied it. Finally, he stared into space, casting his thoughts back in time. “This man is from Poland?”


  “Yes.”


  “From Lodz?”


  “Do you recognize him?”


  “I think he was one of the SS officers who guarded the entrance to the ghetto.”


  Inwardly, Green was cartwheeling in triumph. “SS officer? You mean Polish Police officer?”


  Perchesky squinted in his effort to remember, then slowly shook his head. “Maybe. It was the same everywhere— Ukraine, Hungary, Slovakia, Latvia—the local Fascists helped the SS with their dirty work. They helped seal the ghettoes and guard the gates to make sure no one escaped or smuggled things in. If they caught you, the SS shot you.”


  “And you think this man was one of these guards?”


  Perchesky studied the photo again with obvious discomfort. “It looks like him, but I was only in Lodz for a little time when he was there. He came to the ghetto only in 1942, and I was sent to another camp in October. But you could ask the other man Dr. Walker had on his list. He was in Lodz longer. He knew Leib better, and maybe this guard too.”


  Green had been putting the photo of Gryszkiewicz back into his jacket pocket, and he looked up sharply. “What other man?”


  “Another survivor from Lodz. Dr. Walker asked if I knew him, but I didn’t.”


  “What was his name?”


  Perchesky shook his head helplessly. “I don’t remember,” he began, but was drowned out by his wife.


  “Bernard Mendelsohn.”


  Thirteen


  September 10th, 1942


  
    The potato peelings look forlorn,

    swimming sparse and shrivelled in the watery pot.


    She doles them into bowls, splits a slice of bread in three.


    You too, I say, but she shakes her head.


    Eyes her bag of embroidery, untouched since that dreadful day,

    when the ghetto lost all taste for finery.


    I’m going over the wall, she says.


    Madness but surely mine to do, I protest.


    The hole’s too small, she says, the rope too thin.


    Besides, I know someone.


    She has that look, born of an urge stronger than life itself.


    Our babies falter, their spirits and bodies shrunk.


    So I nod and she picks up the bag.

  


  There was no answer at Howard Walker’s house nor at Bernie Mendelsohn’s apartment in Ottawa when Green phoned. He sat in his car outside Howard’s house, cursing his cell phone and trying to figure out his next move. It was nine o’clock in the evening. Around him the traffic of downtown Montreal swirled in the darkness, and headlights reflected off the slush-slicked streets. Where the hell had Howard gone? Green couldn’t sit in his car indefinitely, hoping the man turned up sometime that evening. Not when there was a panicked old man on the loose with a gun and Bernie Mendelsohn, who was possibly the key to it all, was not answering his phone.


  Nine o’clock. No reason to panic, he reassured himself. Mendelsohn might simply have fallen asleep and not heard the phone, just like the other night. Howard had never even mentioned him and probably never bothered to see him once Perchesky had told him what he needed to know. Just because fifty years later an old war secret had erupted into murder, it did not mean that Mendelsohn was in danger.


  And yet…old man Gryszkiewicz had clearly gone off after something.


  “Damn it,” he swore. Just when time was ticking away, he was at least two hours away from Mendelsohn’s home. Given no choice, he picked up his cell again and punched in Sullivan’s number.


  


  Half an hour later, Brian Sullivan pulled up in front of Bernie Mendelsohn’s apartment and sat for a moment in his idling car, mustering some enthusiasm. It was bad enough that Green had caught him just settling down to a rare cuddle on the couch with Mary, bad enough that he’d been forced out into his frozen car on a blustery winter night, but now he had to barge into an ailing octogenarian’s apartment and scare the crap out of the poor guy with his police badge and his hulking six-two frame.


  Still, Green had his premonitions, and Sullivan had worked with the man long enough never to dismiss them out of hand. The damn guy was right just too many times. And after Sullivan had hauled himself up to Mendelsohn’s apartment and tapped gently on the dingy door, he began to suspect this might be one of those times.


  Silence. No creaking floors or shuffling feet. He knocked more loudly, then thumped hard enough to rouse the comatose.


  Silence.


  The building superintendent, wrenched from an alcoholic stupor by the sight of Sullivan’s badge, wheezed heavily as he fumbled the key in the cranky lock. When the door finally gave, Sullivan strode past him into the room. A quick glance around confirmed what Green had feared. The room hadn’t been inhabited for several days. The bed was unmade, pyjamas were cast about, food lay rotting on the counter, and the whole apartment reeked of decay. Paint flaked off the ceiling, and the overhead bulb cast a murky glow through its grime.


  “Fuck!” whined the superintendent, who remained swaying in the doorway. Probably thinking about the clean-up, Sullivan thought with disgust.


  “When was the last time you saw Mr. Mendelsohn?” he demanded.


  The man shrugged, a movement which briefly upset his balance. “I don’t know,” he said. “It’s not my job to watch over all these old guys. Not for a couple of days, I think.”


  Sullivan installed the man on the single kitchen chair and rummaged through the cupboard’s meagre supplies. Within five minutes he had a cup of strong coffee in one hand and a flask of cheap cherry brandy in the other. Looming over the man, he repeated his question.


  “I was mopping the front hall, one of them fucking freezing days. Thursday? Maybe Friday? He come out the elevator looking tired and leaning hard on his cane, like he was in pain.”


  Sullivan gave him a quick sip of brandy. “What did he say?”


  “He didn’t say nothing! Looked right through me like I wasn’t there. He don’t usually do that, so I thought he must be feeling bad.”


  “What else?”


  “That’s all I seen. I helped him with the door and he went off. I didn’t like him going off, what with the cold and the ice, but he’s stubborn that way.”


  “What was he wearing? Was he carrying anything?”


  “Wearing?” The superintendent wheezed. “Mr. Mendelsohn always dresses like a gentleman, with one of them hats gentlemen used to wear. But with the cold, he had his old parka bundled up to the very top.” Sullivan handed him the brandy, and the man took a long pull in his attempt to concentrate. “He was carrying a brown paper bag. I figured he was going shopping—that’s about all he goes out for anyways. Specially in winter.”


  Sullivan took back the flask and leaned forward. “Did he have any visitors the day he left? Or the day before?”


  “He never gets no visitors.”


  “An old man, maybe Saturday?”


  “Old man? Well, his friend came by a few days ago, with his son the cop—”


  “Besides that. Maybe even the past few weeks?”


  The super sucked at his tongue through the gap in his teeth. “Lives alone, no family, just a couple of friends. Sometimes he goes out for a game of cards, but this place is so small and shitty, who the hell would you want to—” He broke off abruptly, light dawning in his bloodshot eyes. “Jeez! I forgot! His son came. Couple of weeks ago, dropped in to see him one afternoon.”


  Sullivan frowned. Green hadn’t mentioned Mendelsohn had a son. “What was his name?”


  “Never said. But I figured it was his son.”


  “What did he look like?”


  “Good-looking fella. Dark hair, nice clothes. Got me curious because Bernie never had no money to spare, used to have trouble with the rent, so at first I couldn’t figure where this fancy-looking guy would fit in.”


  “Did Mr. Mendelsohn actually tell you it was his son?”


  The super shook his head and shifted uncomfortably. “I was keeping an eye out while the guy was here. I mean, I got a lot of old people here, and I got to know who’s in the building. This guy comes, and Mr. Mendelsohn lets him in all pleasant, like he knows him. I don’t hear nothing, no arguing, nothing, but when the guy comes back out after about an hour, he starts crying.”


  “Mendelsohn?”


  “No, the son. He shuts the door and leans against the wall and he bawls. So I thought…well, Mr. Mendelsohn’s sick, you know. Dying. And I heard he had a son somewhere. So it made sense.”


  “How did Mr. Mendelsohn seem after that?”


  “Well, it’s a funny thing. He’s been going downhill for a couple of months now. But the visit kind of perked him up, you know. I mean he wasn’t happy or smiling or nothing like that, Mr. Mendelsohn’s never like that, but he seemed stronger like. That’s why I figured it was his son maybe lifted his spirits.”


  


  Green was halfway between Montreal and Ottawa when Sullivan’s call came through. As Sullivan filled him in, a tiny knot of fear began to form in his chest. His father had never mentioned Irving coming to visit. On the contrary, when his father had suggested contacting Irving about the cancer, Bernie had become annoyed.


  In Green’s head, alarm bells began to ring. “Did the super give you a description of this guy?”


  When he heard the description, the knot swelled to full force. When he’d rung off, Green rammed his foot closer to the floor and shot through the darkness.


  An hour later, Sid Green started up in bed, blinking at his son through rheumy, sleep-filled eyes. “Michael! What has happened!”


  “Nothing, Dad.” Green forced himself to sound casual as he laid a soothing hand on his shoulder. “I just need to talk to you about Bernie.”


  Sid turned and stared around the darkened room. “What time is it!” he said irritably. “Why are you waking me up in the middle of the night?”


  “Bernie, Dad. I need to talk to him, and he’s not in his apartment.”


  “What could be so important at this hour! For this you almost give me a heart attack?”


  Green drew back with a placating gesture. “I’m sorry, Dad. It’s not that late. I’ll go make you some tea.”


  He was just squeezing some lemon from a plastic bottle into his father’s glass when Sid shuffled into the living room, drawing a ragged grey dressing gown around his waist. Green had bought him a new one, but it never seemed to leave his cupboard. Sid sank into his favourite tub chair with a scowl.


  “Dad, you know I wouldn’t disturb you if it wasn’t important. Do you know where Bernie went?”


  “Nowhere. Bernie hasn’t gone anywhere in years. He just slept through the bell. He takes a lot of pills at night.”


  Green shook his head. “The place was empty, and the food on the counter looked several days old.”


  Sid raised his eyes slowly. Alarm replaced the irritation. “So soon,” he breathed. “They said he had one or two months left. He wanted to stay out of the hospital as long as he could.”


  “Hospital! Of course.” Green stood up. “What hospital?”


  “Civic.”


  Green dialled, spoke briefly to reception and was informed that no Bernard Mendelsohn had been admitted.


  “What do hospitals know?” Sid said. “He’s there.”


  “Dad, have you seen him since Thursday? Talked to him?” His father was shaking his head irritably. “Did he seem any different recently?”


  “I don’t know, Michael,” Sid said peevishly. “He’s upset about his cancer, that’s all. What is this! What do you want from Bernie!”


  “Do you know if Irving visited him recently?”


  “His son?” Sid came alive. “His son lives in Philadelphia, never calls. Why should now be any different?”


  “Because his father is dying. Perhaps he wanted a reconciliation.” Sid was shaking his head skeptically, and Green found himself gritting his teeth. “Dad, it’s important! Would Bernie have gone to his son? Do you have his address?”


  “No, no. If Irving called, Bernie would tell me. They haven’t talked in years.”


  “But he had a visitor. A younger man. Bernie didn’t mention a thing to you?”


  Sid stared across at his son, and gradually his expression began to change. The teacup shook slightly in his hand. “The last time I talked to him, before last week, he was very upset. Very white, talking all the time about ghosts from the past coming back—”


  Green leaned forward. “What ghosts?”


  The sharpness in Green’s tone must have unnerved him, for he shrank back. “I don’t know. Ghosts. I thought he meant memories.”


  “Of the camps?”


  Sid nodded. “Of all that happened. And all the people gone.”


  “Bernie was from a little village, you said. Was he ever in Lodz ghetto?”


  “Yes, Bernie was in Lodz, he was with the partisans, he was in Majdanek and Sachsenhausen, he lost twenty-two relatives in the war, and now he has a son in Philadelphia who doesn’t call.”


  Green hid his anxiety until he had stepped into the darkness outside his father’s apartment. It was past midnight, and he was exhausted. All he’d eaten since morning was a Big Mac on his way back from Montreal, and he’d been racing around in circles now for nearly twelve hours. What had happened to Bernie Mendelsohn, and why had Howard lied about him? Questions kept swirling in his mind, but reason told him nothing more could be accomplished that night. Perhaps Mendelsohn had gone to visit his son. He was dying, and death tended to change a man’s perspective on family.


  But what if Mendelsohn were in danger? What if someone was killing to keep the atrocities of the past a secret?


  On impulse Green swung his Corolla towards Mendelsohn’s apartment. Just one last brief stop, he told himself, before he stumbled home to Sharon.


  The search of Mendelsohn’s tiny room took less than ten minutes before yielding up the address and phone number of Mendelsohn’s son. At least this one small question could be answered tonight, Green thought as he picked up Mendelsohn’s phone. His call to Philadelphia woke a very irate housekeeper who objected vigorously to his request that she rouse her employer. Her protests were cut short by Irving Mendelsohn himself, who took over the line with a grumpy bark.


  “Inspector Green, Ottawa Police. Sorry to disturb you at this hour, sir, but we are trying to determine the whereabouts of your father. He’s been missing from his apartment for several days. Is he with you, sir?”


  “My father?” Mendelsohn exclaimed as if his father were but a distant memory. “No, he’s not with me. Why should he be with me?”


  “Because you’re his only living relative.”


  “Well, he’s got plenty of dead ones to keep him company. Always has.”


  So great was Green’s shock that he removed the receiver from his ear and stared at it in disbelief. His first impulse was to hurl it across the living room, but he knew that would touch the pompous putz not at all. Something more pointed was necessary.


  “He’ll be joining those soon enough. I thought he might have wanted to see you beforehand. Goodnight, sir,” he added and hung up just as the first challenging roar surged through the wires.


  Green’s hands shook with outrage as he stuffed Mendelsohn’s papers back into the drawer. Let’s hope I at least gave the prick a sleepless hour or two, he thought. Irving Mendelsohn hadn’t seen his father in years, had just received a midnight call from the police notifying him that he was missing, and his only reaction was to disparage the man? Green was so appalled that he almost missed the torn scrap of paper lying on the counter half hidden by the phone. A few tell-tale letters of a word scribbled in a shaky hand. He freed the paper and stared at it, and his blood ran cold.
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  Sharon was asleep when Green stumbled back into his house at two a.m. Balloons and streamers festooned the walls and ceilings of the living room, and more were piled on the dining room table, awaiting his help. In case he had missed the message, she had propped a big card in front of the pile— Green, take note.


  He lay awake in the darkness, anguishing over what he should do. He’d already filed a preliminary missing persons report on Mendelsohn downtown and alerted the street patrols. He’d also phoned the Hamilton Police and reached some desk-bound detective who was propping himself awake with caffeine and who informed him there was no news. Gryszkiewicz was still missing. The gun was still missing. In the morning, Green knew he’d have to contact the actual investigators assigned to the case, might even have to go down to Hamilton to nip at their heels a bit. But he also had to intensify the search for Mendelsohn, and he had to talk to Howard again. All that would be enough to keep him busy until late tomorrow night, but his wife, curled peacefully beside him, needed—no, deserved—his help, and his son deserved his presence at the first major birthday of his life.


  Daybreak had barely touched the eastern sky when Green, after an almost sleepless night, made his way into the police station. First on his list of imperatives was to get an APB out on Bernie Mendelsohn. Second was a call to Sullivan’s contact on the Hamilton force. Sergeant Strauss was just signing in and was not surprised to hear from him.


  “Yeah, I was getting to you,” he said. “We did a check on our guy’s activities last Wednesday, to see if he had an alibi for your homicide up there. Well, he does and he doesn’t. Usually he and the wife stay alone at the house during the day while their daughter and her husband work, but that day the wife was in town most of the day for some medical tests.”


  “So how many hours does he have unaccounted for?”


  “Looks like at least six.”


  Green did some rough calculations. He’d have to check with the airlines, but it was theoretically possible to fly to Ottawa Wednesday morning, murder Walker and fly back before any of his family returned home. It was a long shot, but a call to the airlines would tell him if it could have been done. With any luck, Mr. G. had even used his own name to buy the tickets.


  “Good work,” Green said. “Was anyone in the family nervous that you were asking?”


  “Nervous?” Strauss gave a short laugh. “They’re totally freaking out down here. The old guy hasn’t come back yet, and we’ve called just about every person he ever said hello to.”


  “Did you check with his son, Anton? He’s a doctor in Montreal.”


  “Yeah, twice. He’s been away at a conference and hasn’t spoken to his father in over a week.”


  “Well, the old man’s internationally connected in ways they may know nothing about, so if he’s decided to drop out of sight, it’s a phone call away.”


  “The family is scared he’s dead.”


  “Why? Was his health bad?”


  “No, he’s as strong as an ox, but when you’re over eighty, anything’s possible, eh? We’ve plastered his name around and alerted the hospitals, but so far no leads.”


  “Trust me, you won’t get any. He’s probably half way to Paraguay.”


  “What the fuck did you boys unearth up there in Ottawa? Some underworld conspiracy?”


  Something like that, Green thought as he rang off and sat staring at his notes. It was a conspiracy of sorts, but he had a sick feeling not everybody was on the same side. Three old men were bound together by a common place at a common time— Lodz, 1942. Two were Jews in the ghetto, the third a Fascist guard. One Jew had been murdered on Wednesday, and the other had disappeared on Friday. The guard had dropped out of sight Saturday, after being tipped off by a friend.


  Gryszkiewicz had both motive and opportunity to kill Walker, but how could he have known Walker would be in the Civic Hospital parking lot at that time? Only Ruth, Margaret and Don had known. So had Walker himself, of course, but what sense did that make? Would Walker himself have invited Gryszkiewicz?


  Green’s mind raced over the idea, ferreting out the implications. Walker had received the letter from Howard on Monday or Tuesday. What had he done? He had not told his wife, that much was clear. He had not called his son. Had he called Gryszkiewicz? Why? If there was a pact between the two men to hide the past, why call him now? To tell him to keep quiet if Howard asked him? Why ask the man to travel over four hundred miles to make a request that could be done over the phone? Why make a face to face meeting? Unless…!


  Perhaps Walker had phoned Mr. G., and it was Mr. G. who had insisted on the meeting. Insisted because he was afraid that the truth about his Nazi past was about to be revealed and he needed to eliminate witnesses. So he met Walker and perhaps demanded to know how much Howard knew and how he had found out. At which point Walker might have mentioned another survivor from Lodz who lives in Ottawa. Bernie Mendelsohn.


  It would be simple for Gryszkiewicz to call all the B. Mendelsohns in the Ottawa directory. When he found the right one, he would have given him some story about a mutual old friend from Lodz or a search for a lost relative. Mendelsohn would have been easy prey for such a tale of woe. Once Mr. G. had Mendelsohn on the hook, he’d set up a meeting with him at 2:30.


  As a theory, it had an elegant simplicity. Mr. G. murders Walker on Wednesday. Tracks down Mendelsohn on Thursday. Murders Mendelsohn on Friday. Tipped off by Dubroskie on Saturday. It fit all the known facts, but its foundation rested on two major assumptions. One, that Walker had indeed contacted Gryszkiewicz when he received Howard’s letter. And two, that Howard had talked to Bernie Mendelsohn then told his father about it.


  Howard could not confirm the first assumption, but he could certainly confirm the second. Green did not relish another confrontation with the young doctor. He was afraid it was too late anyway, that if his theory was true, Bernie Mendelsohn was already dead. Unlike Gryszkiewicz, Mendelsohn had no place to go and no friends to call on. But if there were even the slimmest hope that Mendelsohn had eluded Gryszkiewicz and was trying to hide, Green had to find him first.


  Howard Walker’s phone was snatched up before the second ring, and a breathy, urgent voice snapped hello.


  “Rachel, it’s Inspector Green calling. I need to speak to Howard.”


  “He’s asleep.”


  “Then please wake him. It’s urgent.”


  “Inspector, my husband has been on duty all night, and I’ve only just persuaded him to lie down. He hasn’t been sleeping, he’s exhausted, depressed and near collapse. If your damn phone call hasn’t already woken him, I will not wake him just for your convenience.”


  Green was beyond subtlety. He’d managed less than three hours sleep himself and was now wound up into knots with worry about Mendelsohn. Her outrage took him aback and left him wondering what her own night had been like. Full of hurt and accusations, no doubt. I was only the deliverer of this bombshell, he thought, so don’t take it out on me.


  “Rachel, I’m not doing this for my convenience. If your damn husband had told me the truth in the first place, I’d be home right now getting ready for my son’s birthday. Now get him!”


  “Surely for everyone’s sake then, it can wait.”


  “Not if another man’s life is in danger!”


  He could almost hear her gritting her teeth as she weighed her next move. “I want you to know I’m not impressed with this,” she said finally. “Two minutes, and please go easy on him. He can’t take much more.”


  I’m not impressed either, believe me, he thought with a flash of temper which he reined in quickly. For Mendelsohn’s sake, he had to focus on the best way to draw the information he needed out of Howard. He thought an appeal to Howard’s compassion might be the key, but he was wrong.


  “Howard,” he began once he heard the doctor’s guttural croak through the wires, “I know this has been a difficult week for you, and I apologize for waking you, but I need your help. Bernie Mendelsohn has disappeared, and I’m very concerned for his safety.”


  “Who?”


  “Bernie Mendelsohn, the survivor you met with.”


  “I met with an Isaac Perchesky.”


  Green hesitated. The man sounded drowsy, but surely not so drowsy as to forget an entire meeting. “And Bernie Mendelsohn as well. Up here in Ottawa, remember?”


  “In Ottawa? I’ve never heard of him.”


  Green abandoned all attempt at gentleness. “Dr. Walker, stop playing games. Bernie Mendelsohn happens to be a friend of my father’s. He’s old, he’s sick, he’s got nobody in his life who cares about him, and now he’s disappeared. He greeted you with open arms, so the least you can do—”


  Unexpectedly, he heard weeping at the other end of the line, followed by a crash. Rachel Walker’s voice came back on the line.


  “Green, that’s it. Your two minutes are up!” she said and slammed the receiver down.


  “Rachel!” he shouted, then glared at the phone in frustration, swearing.


  “You won’t reach her by yelling at her,” came a voice from his doorway. Rich, precise and British public school. He jerked his head up to see Ruth Walker leaning against the doorframe. “We women in the Walker family are a strong-willed lot.”


  “How did you get in here?” he demanded.


  She stepped through the door into his office and drew back the extra chair from his desk. She eased herself into it stiffly, and for the first time he noticed she used a cane. She propped it against his desk.


  “You don’t think I negotiated all those hurdles during the war, or tracked down Eugene’s past or immigrated to Canada, without learning a thing or two about bureaucracy. Your desk sergeant downstairs is a pussy cat in comparison.”


  Looking at her sculpted grey hair, her soft blue eyes, and her long woollen cape, he realized she was probably right. Sergeant Simms wouldn’t have suspected her of anything nefarious in a million years. She sat back, removed her gloves and folded her hands in her lap.


  “Inspector, it’s time to stop all this nonsense.”


  “You mean the way you’ve all blocked my path at every step of the way, withheld facts, misdirected me, and even tried to convince me your husband wasn’t murdered in the first place?”


  “No,” she countered without missing a beat, “your insistence that he was murdered. You’ve got my daughter positively scared silly, and my son on the brink of nervous collapse. It’s time it stopped.”


  “It stops when I’m convinced that justice has been done.”


  “Justice. That’s an interesting point.” She thrust out her delicately pointed jaw. “Look, for the last time—Eugene had been courting disaster for months. He collapsed that day, but the truth is, it could have happened any day. He’d been racing headlong into death for months. That’s what I tried to tell you on your very first visit to the house. I know all about the whiskey in the basement, I know all about the pact with Don and all about the investment certificates.”


  When Green raised a surprised eyebrow, she nodded. “I don’t know what kind of fool Eugene thought I was that I wouldn’t notice. He was dragging himself down, and he was dragging the rest of us down with him—Margaret, Don, Howard, even our grandsons. Perhaps this all ended as it was meant to end.”


  He frowned. “What do you mean?”


  “I mean, did it ever occur to you that perhaps God had a hand in it?”


  “I thought you didn’t believe in God.”


  “I didn’t. Because if there is a God and he has any power over what his creations are doing in their world—if he lets the horrors and the injustices prevail—then his purpose makes no sense to me. But, if at some other time and in some other way, a balance is struck, then perhaps there is a kind of divinity at work after all.”


  “God doesn’t commit murders, Mrs. Walker,” he countered flatly. “People do, and for the most prosaic of reasons.”


  She collected her purse and her cane, then rose to her feet. “You’re not listening. Eugene died of natural causes, not murder.” She paused in the doorway, pointing her cane at him. “Think about it, Inspector.”


  Green rose from his chair and stared after her as she walked across the squad room, her cane swinging and her step surprisingly spry. Almost liberated. What the hell was all that about, he asked himself? She was asking him to drop the investigation. Fair enough—it was uncovering a number of shocking truths. She was asking him to stop harassing her children. Again, fair enough—a mother’s instinct to protect her children could be a ferocious force. But what was all that business about God, and the cryptical allusion to a balance being struck? What was she hinting? That his death was some sort of divine stroke of luck?


  Or that she knew why he had died, and who had killed him? And more than that—she didn’t want it investigated. Because a balance had been struck.


  Green looked at the notes he had scribbled in front of him. Notes about Gryszkiewicz detailing how and why he could have committed the crime. Surely if a Nazi collaborator had killed her husband, she would not be alluding to some sort of divine justice, but would be demanding a very human kind. But what if the killer was someone else? Someone she didn’t want revealed, or punished.


  Howard.


  His throat went dry with the sudden realization. She thought it was Howard. It had been good theatre she had enacted in his office just now, brandishing her cane and talking about divine intervention. But the truth was, underneath all the metaphysics, she was just trying to save her son’s skin.


  The question was what did she know that he, Green, did not?


  Fourteen


  October 12th, 1942


  
    The quiet is eerie now.


    In my mind, I hear the beggar on the curb,

    the children at play,

    the old men arguing on the bench.


    All gone.


    Now ghosts scuttle along the street,

    living and dead, hollow-eyed and empty.


    I push the cupboard aside with a twinge of fear.


    Always the twinge of fear.


    But they’re still there.


    I gather them in my arms, caress them back to life.


    My princess is over the wall,

    To trade for supper, maybe something special again.


    An apple, an egg.


    I set the Shabbas candles, the chipped cup.


    Voices overhead, floorboards creak,

    And somewhere,

    A single shot.

  


  Green was halfway to Montreal again when his cell phone rang.


  “Where are you?” Sharon demanded. He had left the house that morning before she was even awake.


  He glanced out at the passing trees. “At work, honey.” Not a lie, exactly.


  “I tried there. They said you took off like a bat out of hell about an hour ago.”


  “Oh, well, I’m actually on my way to a meeting that just came up. You know how I await them with bated breath.”


  “Did you even bother coming home last night?” She was clearly not up to levity.


  “Yes, and I saw your note. I’ll be home on time to do that, I promise you.”


  “I hope so, Green. And on your way, could you pick up some more wine?”


  “No problem. How about I pick up bagels too?”


  “Bagels and wine?” This time she chuckled. “Why not? It’s a Jewish party, and there can never be enough food, right?”


  He rang off with a sigh of relief that he had survived, then turned his cell phone off to stave off further interruptions. The effort of deceiving her and pretending to be cheerful on three hours sleep and a triple dose of caffeine had left him drained. Thinking ahead to what he had yet to face that day, he wondered where he’d find the strength.


  Rachel Walker had obviously gone to work, because it was Howard himself who, after several rings, cracked open the front door with a bleary scowl. When he saw Green, he groaned, dropped his hands limply to his sides, and stumbled back inside without a word. Green followed him in and shut the door. The doctor walked past the living room into the kitchen, which was small and crowded with the latest gadgets.


  “Before you even start on me, Green, I need some coffee.”


  Howard was dressed in an expensive beige velour bathrobe which gaped open to reveal his naked torso. He seemed oblivious as he measured beans and operated various machines. Soon the fragrant scent of coffee filled the room.


  “Rachel had a feeling you’d come,” he said. “She wanted me to barricade the house. She was on the verge of calling in her father.”


  “Well, you’ve got your own guard dog,” Green replied, trying to keep his tone light. He wanted to slide into this interview casually. “Your mother. She’s being very protective of you.”


  Howard flushed. “Yeah, well, I spoke to her last night, after you left, and told her a few things I wish I hadn’t.”


  “Oh?”


  “About writing the letter, about how furious I’d been with him,” Howard replied vaguely. “It upset her needlessly.”


  Green wondered how much detail Ruth had learned, and if that was what had aroused her fears. “She knew none of that before?”


  Howard drooped over the counter, watching the coffee drip. He looked too tired to make sense of things. “I don’t know if she suspected anything. Sometimes I think she did— she never wanted to discuss his past. She’d shut us all up really fast if we got angry at him or started to speculate about him. As if he could do no wrong.”


  “I think your mother feels guilty now for all the hell your father put you through.” Green probed ahead very carefully. “She’d forgive you anything, you know.”


  He watched closely, but Howard showed not so much as a quiver of guilt. Instead, he raised his head and gazed at Green with blank bemusement. Green debated how to proceed. Howard’s activities in the days surrounding his father’s death had certainly been suspicious, but Green had very little concrete evidence on which to hang a motive, let alone the actual murder. Without evidence to back up an accusation, he’d accomplish nothing other than tip his hand and give the man plenty of chance to cover his tracks. If there were any to cover.


  But if Howard were the killer, his motive was still a mystery. His father had been mistreating him for years and had rejected his wife, but that was nothing new. His recent discovery of his father’s hidden identity had shocked and outraged him, but it hardly seemed a motive for murder either. Had Howard discovered something else, perhaps in his discussion with Bernie Mendelsohn? Mendelsohn’s building super had said Howard was in tears after his meeting with Mendelsohn. Had Mendelsohn told him something about his father’s appalling cruelty—cruelty which began in the camps but continued with his son even fifty years later? And now, to cover up all the information that might give him a motive, Howard was denying the meeting ever took place.


  The theory had a twisted logic, far-fetched and tenuous, but it was all Green had.


  “Howard,” he began, accepting the coffee Walker held out to him, “why did you say you never met Bernie Mendelsohn?”


  “Because I didn’t.”


  “But the building super saw you. He described you to a tee.”


  Howard put his cup down with a thud. “That doesn’t make sense.”


  “He saw you coming out of Bernie’s room crying. You must have learned something terrible.”


  Howard’s eyes filled with tears, and for once Green welcomed them. Maybe some of the man’s defences would wash away.


  “You did see him, didn’t you?”


  Howard fell into a chair, his head in his hands. “I wish I hadn’t. I wish I’d never learned any of this stuff. I wish I could just remember my father as the drunken bastard I’ve always known. I can’t ever talk this out with him, find out why, or try to understand.”


  “So Bernie knew him?” Green asked gently.


  “Yes, he knew him. He said he’d never forget him, poor man. Such a sad old man. He invited me in, sat me down and made me coffee, no questions asked, as if just having a visitor was a treat. Then when I showed him a picture of my father, it was like he’d been struck by lightning. He went white, he fell into a chair, he started to shake, and I was afraid he would go into cardiac arrest.”


  Green’s pulse quickened. Something major must have happened to sear Walker so indelibly into Mendelsohn’s emotions.


  Howard fought for control a moment before heaving a deep sigh. “He wasn’t a well man, I could tell that just by looking at him, and I was afraid to push him, but I had to know. I couldn’t get this far and then leave all these questions unanswered. But he wouldn’t say anything for a while, just sat there staring. I finally got some brandy, and after a bit of that he came around. He apologized and said he’d lost his wife and children in the Holocaust, and recently he’d been thinking about them more and more. Seeing my father had reminded him.”


  He fell silent, his head bowed, and Green forced himself to be patient. Finally, he couldn’t stand the suspense. “Why?”


  “My father…my father…” a mere wisp of sound “…was a Nazi whore.”


  Scraps of conversations raced through Green’s mind. No one is a saint who survived the ghetto… Leib turned his own father and brother over to the Nazis… Maybe the thing you want to hide from most is yourself.


  “Was your father responsible for sending Mendelsohn’s family away to their deaths?”


  Mutely, Howard nodded. “Them. And thousands more.”


  Green chose his words carefully. “In the ghettos, the Nazis made the local Jewish leaders run the day to day business of the community and choose the candidates for forced labour and deportation. Some leaders cooperated because they hoped that by maintaining Jewish control, they could protect the entire community better. Slowly, they found themselves in a trap. They didn’t know deportation meant death.”


  Howard had been shaking his head vigorously, and now he burst in. “No! I’ve been doing some reading, and I know all about the Judenrat. That was the Jewish municipal council the Germans set up to run the ghettos. But this was worse than that. My father was part of the Ordnungsdienst, Bernie Mendelsohn called it.”


  “The Jewish police.” Green stifled his excitement as more pieces tumbled into place. The Jewish police had been set up by the Nazis to maintain order in the ghettos. They carried no weapons and were charged initially with enforcing bylaws, checking papers, directing traffic and other petty functions. At first, the ghetto residents saw them as a welcome alternative to the Germans, but when Nazi brutality, starvation and forced evacuation to the death camps increased, the Jewish police became vilified as mere enforcers of the SS. The paradoxes in Walker’s life suddenly made sense. His fear of exposure, his avoidance of Jews. His possession of German keys.


  “Thugs!” Howard retorted. “That’s all they were! Doing the Nazis’ dirty work, ferreting out those in hiding, catching smugglers, informing on their neighbours. I had hoped that my father’s suffering in the Holocaust was what had made him the cruel, warped human being that I knew. But it appears he was like that all along. Leib Kressman, king of the sewer.” Howard’s eyes were blazing now, and he shook his head bitterly.


  But Green looked up in astonishment. “Kressman?”


  “That’s what Mr. Mendelsohn said his real name was.”


  Green’s mind raced. Not Joseph, the middle-aged blacksmith, but Leib, another generation altogether! In a flash of insight he understood who Walker was, and what the black box had meant to him. And another facet of the Russian doll was revealed.


  Howard was pacing now. “My father, a goddamn collaborator!”


  Green forced himself to be calm. “It’s not as simple as that,” he replied. “It never is. He was still a teenager when the war began. A kid, afraid to die.”


  “And that makes it okay? Millions died because they refused to betray.”


  “The Nazis had their ways of persuading, Howard. They wouldn’t shoot you, they’d shoot your child. Or hang an entire village for the defiance of one man. They always seemed to know just where the weaknesses lay.”


  “No, this was more than weakness, Inspector. This was cruelty. Bernie Mendelsohn told me how his family died. One night his wife was trying to smuggle some food into the ghetto for their children, because there were no rations for them any more. My father was patrolling the wall and caught her. He turned her in, and the SS guard shot her on the spot.”


  “And if he hadn’t turned her in, he would have been shot himself.”


  “Only if the guard found out.”


  “It’s easy for us to say that, Howard, but there, with the machine guns pointing and spies hidden everywhere—”


  “You still don’t get it!” Howard cried distractedly. “He wasn’t just saving his own skin! He was carving out a life of profit and ease—”


  “But Howard—”


  Howard barrelled on obliviously. “By selling his fellow Jews to the Nazis! After Mendelsohn’s wife was shot, my father went into their house, found his two children and brought them to the guard. To set an example, the guard shot them! Two little children, right before their father’s eyes!” Howard sagged back in his chair with his head in his hands and the fire of a moment ago quite gone. “How can I look Rachel in the eye? That’s the greatest irony of it all. I finally discover that I really am a Jew…and all I can feel is shame.”


  “Enough to kill him?”


  Slowly, Howard lifted his head as Green’s meaning sank in. “You think I killed him?”


  “Did you?”


  “No!”


  “Then why did you refuse to tell me about the meeting? Why did you say you’d never heard of Bernie—” Abruptly Green broke off, as the full significance of this latest twist struck him. For here was the centrepiece of the whole puzzle! The moment when the lives of these three old men had come together. And with the placing of this piece, much of the rest of the picture suddenly made sense. Walker’s misanthropy and inner torment, his denial of his Jewish identity, his panic at Howard’s marriage, his assault on Gryszkiewicz and the pact of secrecy between the two men.


  At the edges of his thoughts, Green was aware of Howard’s pain as the son struggled to assimilate the picture of pure evil into which he had cast his father. Green knew that it wasn’t true, that the human psyche is rarely that black, and that much of Walker’s later behaviour was the result of the war within himself. Of the anger, the despair, the self-loathing which tinged everyone around him in black. After the war, the only remnant of himself that he could handle was the special tool box his father had made, probably as a gift to his teenage son with the hope that its secret contents might keep him safe.


  The father whom he himself had sent to the gas chamber.


  But Green was in no mood to try to explain all this. For as the pieces of the puzzle fell into place, he put together something that the Civic parking lot attendant had said with something Mendelsohn’s superintendent had said, and their significance began to shift. A hazy alternative began to emerge, and he felt himself grow cold with dread.


  “My God,” he breathed, “you think Bernie did it, don’t you?”


  


  Green drove like an automaton through the farm country between Montreal and Ottawa. Even at noon, the highway was largely deserted, and the boredom of white fields and trees had a numbing effect on the senses. There was little to distract him from his tumbling thoughts. Yet after an hour of thinking, he was no closer to knowing what to do than he’d been when he’d left Howard.


  Two old men were missing, their whereabouts a mystery. Mendelsohn had no friends or family beyond an estranged son in Philadelphia and a handful of pinochle-playing cronies at the synagogue. He had no place to go, no one to visit. Gryszkiewicz was a retired, reclusive immigrant who had rarely ventured from his neighbourhood since moving to Canada. His wife was completely baffled about the mystery friend who had invited him to visit. Green had not been baffled. Despite the man’s denial, Green had assumed the mystery caller was Dubroskie, warning his cousin about the police inquiry. Gryszkiewicz had every reason to fear a police inquiry into his connection with Eugene Walker, and every motive to track down the sole survivor who could reveal his Nazi past. The theory fit all the known facts. Gryszkiewicz had received a warning phone call from his cousin, had tracked down and assassinated his only witness, and then dropped neatly out of sight into the underground safety net of the party faithful.


  But what if the phone call had not been Dubroskie, but a voice from the past? Not arranging safe passage to some Nazi haven in the jungle, but setting up a secret rendezvous from which Gryszkiewicz would never return.


  Do I really want to know why he never returned? Green asked himself. I could just walk away from this. Forget Hamilton and Mr. G., drive back to Barrhaven and be all ready for my son’s birthday. Let Mendelsohn’s form of justice prevail.


  After the Second World War, a small underground cadre of Jews had scoured the globe, relentlessly tracking down war criminals and executing them. As an officer of the law, Green knew he was sworn to uphold the system, but he’d battled evil on the streets long enough to understand why others might choose another route. Not simply revenge or redemption, but a swift, effective justice far more efficient than the clumsy legal apparatus over which the Department of Justice presided. So far, the War Crimes unit had managed to charge only a handful of the two hundred potential war criminals living in Canada. Of those cases which had actually reached the courts, one trial had resulted in an acquittal, another had taken more than two years to render its guilty verdict, and the rest had floundered in the legal maze.


  Perhaps Bernie Mendelsohn thought he had found a better way. Sixty years later, on the eve of his own death, he had righted a wrong. And now, driving home dizzy from exhaustion, late for his son’s birthday, and running counter to everyone else on the case, Green wasn’t sure he wanted to argue the point.


  His car tires hit gravel and he jerked alert to discover that the car had drifted onto the shoulder. He blinked his eyes and shook his head repeatedly to clear it, but heaviness weighed his eyelids. He pulled off at the Casselman exit and stopped at the Tim Hortons doughnut shop next to the gas station to order the largest jolt of caffeine possible. Slumped in a corner booth, he cradled his cup, leaned against the wall, and let his mind roam in endless loops through the facts. Sometimes, in free fall, his thoughts snagged on facts he’d never seen. Justice, betrayal, dying, balance, strike…


  A long, dingy hospital ward stretched before him, where the patients lay on rows and rows of narrow cots. He ran desperately between the rows looking for Sharon, searching the hollow faces and calling her name. The cots transformed into wooden bunks and hands reached out, clutching at him as he passed.


  “Mishka!” A voice cried out, loud and firm, and he turned to see his father standing at the side of one of the bunks. He wore pyjamas and carried a stick loosely in his hand at his side. He said nothing more, merely gestured to the figure on the bottom bunk. Green looked and saw Sharon gazing up at him. Her eyes were fevered and her colour grey, but there was a smile of joy on her face. Nestled in the crook of her arm was Tony, tiny and fragile again.


  “Sharon! Tony!” Green cried and rushed forward. But as he reached to embrace her, he saw it was not Sharon but his mother, gaunt, hairless and yellowed with jaundice. As he recoiled with a cry, there was a shout from the other end of the ward and a man in black uniform came striding over. The man shouted in a foreign tongue, raised a pistol and fired a bullet through his mother’s forehead. Green found himself paralyzed, unable to cry out in protest as the guard raised the gun towards him. But with a roar of rage Sid Green swung his stick with all his might and struck the man, sending the gun clattering. The guard slumped to the floor, and only then did Green feel his movement return.


  “Dad!” he cried. “Where is Sharon! Where is the baby!”


  Sid had fallen to his knees at his wife’s side and had gathered her into his arms, but now he looked up at his son. His face had aged, his eyes grown weary. Slowly, he clambered back to his feet.


  “Come, I’ll show you.” He took his son’s arm and led him out of the hospital into the sunshine. Stretched out in front of them as far as the eye could see was a barren, muddy field covered in tombstones.


  “This is where we all are.”


  Green started awake in a clammy sweat. Lukewarm coffee spilled over his hand. His heart was hammering, and his body went limp with relief as he realized where he was. Not in Auschwitz staring at the graves of his wife and child, but huddled in the corner of a doughnut shop on the Trans-Canada. He glanced at his watch. Two o’clock! His son’s birthday was due to start in three hours. He had barely enough time to get home and help Sharon prepare the house for the party. He had no time for Hamilton, no time to figure out where Mendelsohn was. Fate had intervened.


  The dream had jolted him thoroughly awake, but his limbs were weak as he returned to his car and headed back onto the highway. He wanted nothing more than to revel in the comforts of the present and look ahead three hours to when he and Sharon would cuddle Tony in their arms and give him his first birthday present.


  What present? he thought with dismay. What a prize father you are, and what the hell was that dream trying to tell you about that? He let his mind drift back to the images in the dream. And suddenly, one more tiny piece of the puzzle of Walker’s death fell into place. The cane! Amazing, even when his conscious mind was too tired to make sense of the facts, his unconscious mind kept right on at work. Somehow, Ruth’s brandishing her cane and the building super’s commenting on Mendelsohn’s cane had come together in his dream. He smiled in spite of himself. “How did you find the solution to this latest murder, Inspector Green?” “It came to me in a dream.” Where things are never quite what they seem. Where a stick is a cane, and years collapse into seconds.


  Another image came to him, of the field of tombstones, of his father’s voice in the dream: “This is where we all are.” Of something Mendelsohn’s son had said: “He’s got plenty of dead ones to keep him company.”


  Suddenly he knew where Bernie Mendelsohn was.


  Fifteen


  November 25th, 2001


  
    I am old, a spent and soulless shell,

    trapped too long in a web of memory.


    Too late, my son, I sit on our street corner,

    watching little boys at play.


    Hearing you, seeing you,

    but unable to reach

    Across the dead and the damned

    that clutter my world.


    A single shot

    resounds across the arid decades of my life.


    The web is pierced,

    And I slip beyond its grasp,

    to nothing.


    For you are gone.

  


  Green kept his foot close to the floor all the way along the 417, hoping that none of his brothers in blue were waiting in ambush. The little Corolla covered the remaining distance to Ottawa in less than an hour and was slowed only by the trucks and traffic lights along Hunt Club Road. By the time he reached the cemetery, the winter sun was slanting into the western sky, casting a yellowish mist over the graveyard.


  Once inside the wrought-iron gates, Green stopped in dismay. The Ottawa Jewish cemetery was huge, and he had no idea where Mendelsohn’s second wife was buried. He tried to remember what his father had said about her. It had not been a happy marriage. She had been sickly from the start, and after the one child, she had more or less taken to her bed. She was a kind woman, Sid had said, but no match for Mendelsohn’s moods. Green remembered she had finally succumbed to pneumonia around the time his own mother had died, and it had been that bond which had brought the two elderly men together.


  Since the two women had died around the same time, perhaps they had been buried in the same general section of the cemetery. Purposefully, Green set off across the snowy slope. He had covered about half the distance to his mother’s grave when he heard a slight scraping sound to his right. His eyes strained through the pallid light. It took a few seconds for him to distinguish a light-coloured tombstone in the distance with a dark, bulky shape obscuring one corner. He drew closer until he could distinguish the outlines of a human form huddled against the stone. It took only a second longer to recognize Bernie Mendelsohn.


  Green’s first instinct was to rush to his side and bundle him in his warm, dry parka, but he stopped himself. Mendelsohn was snoring peacefully, his head resting back against the stone beside his wife’s name. He was wrapped in a long, warm parka with boots, mittens and hat. Although he was gaunt and unshaven, he looked at peace. When Green came to stand at his side, he opened his eyes and came to slowly. Focussing on Green’s face, he managed a smile.


  “Nu, Mishka,” he murmured. “So. You figured it out?”


  “Some of it, Bernie.” Green knelt beside him. “Are you in pain?”


  Mendelsohn shook his head. “Not now. I have my pills.”


  “Maybe you should visit your son before you go.”


  “And say what?” Mendelsohn sighed. “Some things I cannot fix. Would you talk to him?”


  Green tried to hold his gaze. Remembering Irving Mendelsohn, he could have said “I don’t think he’ll listen,” but instead he nodded. “Sure I will. And he’ll understand, Bernie. Don’t you worry.”


  “I didn’t mean to kill Kressman, you know,” Mendelsohn remarked in a musing tone.


  Green thought of Ruth Walker’s comment that things had ended as they were meant to end. That perhaps by some power beyond ours, the wrongs had been righted. “You didn’t really,” he said. “You were just fending him off with your cane. He died of hypothermia.”


  Mendelsohn looked at him in surprise. “He was scared I was going to tell the whole story to the police. He still had the same coward’s temper he had when he was young. Always his fists was the first way out. In Lodz there was a story that he used to go with the Christian peasants before the war, trying to be one of them because he was tall and blonde. Such a mensch, too much a coward even to call himself a Jew.”


  “Did he call you to arrange a meeting?”


  “Him? To face me? Oh no. I called him. I wanted to see him, to see if this Eugene Walker was really Leib Kressman, and also to ask him why.”


  “And did he remember you?”


  “When he saw my face, oh yes. We don’t forget those days, Michael. They are burned into our brains like a hot iron. He got very scared. He said he had to do those things or the Nazis would kill him. Hah!” Mendelsohn’s eyes glowed in his pale face as he struggled to sit up. “I knew his kind. Whores! They thought they could stay nice and warm by getting into the Nazis’ bed. Little men inside, trying to be big. He had an older brother, short and fat but ten times the man, a councilman in the ghetto. People looked up to him. He was trying to protect us by giving false names to the Germans of who should be deported. The SS shot him, and then they had no such trouble with Leib. He sent his own father to the trains so he wouldn’t have to see the shame in his eyes. Leib rolled over like a good dog and spread his legs. And worse, Mishka, he got to like it! He stopped being one of us, he thought he could be one of them and make a nice little profit out of both sides.”


  He stopped to catch his breath, his chest heaving from the effort of his outburst. Spittle had formed at the edges of his mouth, and he wiped it away. “But he was a fool. In the end they sent him away to a camp just like the rest of us. Even now, fifty years later, the fool still doesn’t know who to hate. I didn’t kill your family, he shouts, and I think he’s going to jump over the car seat at me. He’s drunk, and he’s getting all red. I’m not such a healthy man, so I get out of the car, and he gets out too. He says if I want the real murderer of my family, he is here in Canada living happily with his family.”


  “And he told you about Josef Gryszkiewicz.”


  “Gryszkiewicz.” Mendelsohn spat the name out. “Called himself Fritsch back then, a Nazi halfbreed who thought his blood was pure enough for the super race. They gave him a fancy uniform and a job at the gate, keeping Jews in their place. He loved it! Thought he was born to catch the young boys smuggling blankets and the mothers sneaking potatoes to their children.”


  The sun sank slowly, carving hazy shadows across the snow, and on Bank Street the homebound traffic gathered strength. Green asked the question he knew he should leave unasked. “Where is Gryszkiewicz, Bernie?”


  Mendelsohn lay back against the gravestone and gave him a long, searching look. “Michael, I don’t want jail. And I don’t want hospitals and machines and people not letting me die. I want to stay here with Lydia. This is where I belong. It won’t be long now.”


  Green studied his hands. He could feel the old man quivering beside him, whether from cold or fear he couldn’t tell. He sensed Mendelsohn was right, that he didn’t have long. In this cold and with the disease closing in, maybe only hours. It took Green mere seconds to reach a decision. “There won’t be any jail, Bernie. I wasn’t even here. I’ll have to report what I learned from Howard Walker, and the whole police force knows I’m looking for you, because I was afraid you were in danger. But no one has any idea where you are, and it may take a day to figure that out.”


  Mendelsohn stared a long time into the mist. “A day is enough. I have my pills. I want to sit awhile with Lydia. If there is a God, where I’m going I won’t see her again. When I have said goodbye, I will take them.” He shut his eyes and took several breaths as if gathering strength. “I shot Gryszkiewicz. It was very easy, and I don’t feel bad about it. I was afraid I would. Maybe I should be afraid, because I don’t. But he showed no regret, Mishka. That was why I did it. When I went to meet him, I didn’t think I would kill him. I planned to tell the RCMP when I was sure who he was. They had the name Fritsch, but not his real Polish name. So I phoned Fritsch, I told him I was Walker and we had to talk in secret. I took the train to Hamilton, and I met him behind a small warehouse that was closed for the winter. He looked at me, and he said I was not Walker and so I told him that I was in Lodz and that he had shot my family, and he said ‘What do you think you can do about it?’ So I said ‘This’ and I pulled out the gun and shot him. I had the gun for years, I had never shot it, but I didn’t give one thought. Just—bang.” Mendelsohn shook his head in wonder. “I killed two people, Mishka. I’m eighty-four years old, I just killed two people and I feel…nothing.”


  Green looked at the gaunt spectre before him and remembered the man he’d known in childhood as Irving’s father. A taciturn, unyielding man who sat on his front balcony buried in his newspaper and trading insults in Yiddish with the old woman across the way. A man who shouted at the boys for running over his tiny lawn and who turned off all his lights on Halloween. A man in whom joy had been eclipsed for so long that when the rage was expunged, he felt…nothing.


  Green pushed himself to his feet. “Bernie, I promised you no jails or hospitals. But come back to my father’s place with me, where you can be warm and taken care of till the end. You can’t stay here.”


  Mendelsohn remained where he was. He was tiring rapidly, and he leaned his head back against the tombstone and shut his eyes. “This is where I belong. Where I want to be.”


  It took all Green’s strength to walk away, not because he was turning a blind eye to murder, but because he was leaving a man to die. As soon as he reached his car, he pulled out his notebook, checked a number, and punched it into his cell phone.


  “Irving,” he snapped, abandoning all pretense at professional protocol, “Mike Green again. Your father is sitting in the cemetery by your mother’s grave waiting to die. If you’re any kind of a son—”


  “Green!” Irving roared, and his tone stopped Green short. It was brusque but bewildered, like an unaccustomed call for help. “I got a strange package from Ottawa in the mail today. An old ratty notebook, all scribbled in Yiddish. Looks like a bunch of poems. Did you send it?”


  “No,” Green replied in surprise. “It must be your father’s.”


  Mendelsohn sighed. “Isn’t that typical. No hello, son. No how’s my grandson. No explanation.”


  “He obviously thought it speaks for itself.”


  “Well, I guess I’ll have to get it translated, then.”


  Green thought of Walker and the grimy toolbox he had hung onto for sixty years. “It’s probably the most important thing he owns.” He had heard the perplexity beneath the nonchalance in Mendelsohn’s voice and was reluctant to help the man understand, when he’d done nothing to earn it. Yet there had already been too much left unsaid. “Maybe his way of explaining.”


  “Explaining what?”


  “Why don’t you get your ass on a plane up here and ask him.”


  


  Green felt marginally better as he put the car in gear and headed towards home. A balance had been struck after all. Perhaps the only one possible. He knew his decision to walk away from the graveyard might generate some complications once Gryszkiewicz’ body was eventually found. He didn’t know what forensic or eyewitness evidence the Hamilton police would unearth nor how clearly that evidence would point to Mendelsohn, but their investigation would surely lead back to Ottawa. Several people knew Green considered the two cases linked, but they had only bits of the picture. Howard knew Green suspected Mendelsohn of killing Walker, but didn’t know Green had found Mendelsohn in the graveyard. Irving knew Green had found Bernie, but didn’t know he suspected him of murder.


  The only person with the whole picture was himself, and no one was going to question his call on the case. Mendelsohn was a feeble old man who barely had the strength to raise his cane, let alone kill a man. Never mind that the rage of half a century had probably given Mendelsohn the strength to kill an elephant. Let MacPhail’s verdict stand: death by natural causes. God knows Walker’s family would be happy enough, Gryszkiewicz’ family would be happy enough to leave the past buried, and Mendelsohn would be dead within hours. The crimes, past and present, would remain undetected, and yet in the final reckoning, justice of a sort would have been done.


  As for Gryszkiewicz’s murder, let the Hamilton police make whatever case they could, without, Green suspected, much cooperation or disclosure from the dead man’s family. No one knows about Bernie’s confession but me, he thought. The old man is dying, and this is how he wants to die. After all he’s endured, that simple wish should not be too much to ask.


  With an effort, Green tried to put the image of the dying man aside and turn his mind to the next crisis of the day. He glanced at his watch. Three-thirty. If he broke all the speed limits, he could be right on time for the party. Maybe even on time to help Sharon prepare the house and blow up some balloons. Just what he needed—fun, family and the chance to keep dark thoughts at bay.


  He dialled home and a rushed, frazzled Sharon answered. He spoke quickly before she could unleash a diatribe. “Hi, sweetheart. I’m half way home now, on my way to buy wine and bagels.”


  “Have you bought Tony’s present?”


  He bit back a curse of dismay. “Just picking it up,” he replied and glanced out the window to get his bearings. Nothing but car dealers and fast food outlets, and up ahead the sign for the airport parkway, which in the other direction led downtown. What the hell could he get at the boutiques and novelty shops downtown? Suddenly brilliance struck.


  “What did you get?” she demanded.


  “It’s a secret,” he said and steered the car up onto the ramp.


  


  Six hours later, the last straggling guest had left, and the centre of the party had long since been put to bed, cranky and exhausted from a surfeit of cake, noisy laughter and mauling hands. When Green arrived back from driving his father home, the stuffed toys, books and trucks had been piled in the corner of the living room, and Sharon was slumping around picking up paper plates and wrapping paper from the floor.


  Her eyes were at half mast, but they mustered a little sparkle when he took her into his arms and kissed her.


  “It was a great party, darling. And all your doing too. I’m sorry.”


  “You should be, and believe me, I’ll collect. But it worked out. Our very first party as homeowners.”


  “Yeah.” He glanced around the living room which, despite its fresh new blue paint, was featureless. His antipathy must have shown, for her enthusiasm faded and she leaned into his arms with a sigh.


  “You hate it here, don’t you?”


  He opened his mouth to deny it, then stopped himself. “Yes.”


  “They’re not really your kind of people, are they?”


  “Do my kind of people even exist?” he asked. He’d kept himself sober so that he could drive his father home, but now he longed for a brandy to stave off the disquiet that was stealing back in. Outside, the chill of night had settled in, and he thought of Bernie. Sullivan hadn’t called, which meant neither old man had been discovered. Green prayed Irving had heeded his call in time.


  Sharon seemed to read his mind, because she disengaged herself and went to pour them both a small snifter of Remy Martin. “Here’s to our little boy. One year old and showing every sign of being a miniature you.”


  The cognac spread its warmth through him and he smiled. “What a curse.”


  “You never did give him his present. Did you even get it?”


  He feigned insult and went into the front cupboard, returning with a square box elegantly wrapped in silver paper. “I waited till after the guests left, because it’s kind of private.”


  “But now Tony’s asleep,” she protested. “Shouldn’t we wait till morning?”


  “We’ll put it by his bed. It’s not a gift he’ll appreciate right away anyway.”


  She cast him a puzzled look and reached to grab the box, but he held it out of her reach. He led her upstairs to Tony’s room, where he opened the box and unrolled its contents from the tissue paper. Carefully he stood the antique candlesticks on the dresser and stepped back to let her admire them.


  “There are six million stories to go with these. One day, maybe I’ll tell him a few.”


  She slipped her arms around his waist. “Green, sometimes out of the blue, just when I’m about to lose hope, you get it just right.”


  
    
      
    
  


  Mist Walker


  One


  To Janice’s surprise, the door was unlocked. Matthew Fraser, a man with five locks and a ten minute ritual for securing them, had left his apartment unlocked. She twisted the knob, pushed gingerly, and let the door drift open before her. Even before she stepped inside, the smell knocked her back two feet. Like mildewed carpet and week-old fish baking together in the heat. How could the man stand it!


  A narrow, dimly lit hall stretched ahead of her, its brown carpet worn bare with age.


  “Matt?” She tossed the word cautiously into the gloom. No response. She sifted the silence. Nothing. Not the whir of air conditioning, not the whisper of breathing, not even the distant hum of traffic from Merivale Road. With shallow breaths, she edged down the hall into the main room. At the entranceway, she froze, trying to make sense of the sight before her.


  Lining the walls and filling every spare cranny were floor to ceiling shelves crammed with books, binders and newspapers curling with age. More stacks sat on the coffee table and the floor as if waiting for space. A vinyl couch and a computer were the only other occupants of the room. Dust danced in the slivers of sunlight that seeped past the blinds on the windows.


  “Matt?” she ventured again, peering around a bookshelf into another hall. More bookshelves. More newspapers. An old-fashioned telephone table held a heavy black phone with its receiver off the hook. No wonder I couldn’t get through, she thought as she hung it back up.


  She’d been trying to call Matt for six days, ever since he’d failed to show up for their daily walk. He had seemed unusually skittish at last week’s therapy group, and his old paranoia had been creeping back in. He’d been talking about conspiracies and about the futility of the little guy against the system. Just like bullies in the playground, he’d said, they own all the balls in the game.


  He never stopped trying, that much was clear. Whatever obsessed him was right here in this room, labelled by month and year going back ten years. There was an entire bookshelf devoted to cross-examination and the testimony of minors, and another two bookshelves of Ottawa Citizens and Suns dating back a decade. He had bookcases on psychology ranging all the way from Sigmund Freud through cognitive psychology to recent texts on post-traumatic stress disorder. Other books lay splayed open on the coffee table and stacked on the floor.


  Janice felt the hairs rise on her arms as she gazed at the clutter, which had a flavour of fanaticism. She liked Matt and thought him a lonely, wounded man who was struggling to put his life together. It had taken him weeks to say a word in the therapy group, more weeks to accept her invitation to coffee, and months to confide to her anything of his ordeal. At the beginning, she’d simply thought him shy and slow to trust anyone but his cherished Modo, a Lab-Rottweiler mix that he’d adopted from the Humane Society. Modo had been a reject like himself, found at four months old tied to the railway track on the outskirts of the city. She’d been ungainly and mismatched, all feet and monstrous head, but she’d suited his mood. He’d taken her in when he was at his lowest ebb, shut away from the world, fearing the gossip and the disgust.


  Modo! Janice realized belatedly that the dog had not greeted her at the door. Modo had been well trained to scare off intruders and should have set up a thunderous barking the second Janice started fiddling with the door.


  Matt must have taken his dog with him, Janice decided, which was hardly unusual, since the dog spent most of her time glued to his side. But where would he have gone, and what was he up to? He was agoraphobic; the mere glimpse of crowds and bustling streets sent him scrambling back to the safety of his apartment. On top of that, he was so paranoid that he never even raised the blinds on his windows and had bought himself the biggest, ugliest guard dog he could find. Yet today, he had left his front door unlocked.


  Despite her trepidation, Janice forced herself down the hall to the kitchen, where the smell was even stronger. The room was neat, but flies buzzed around a plate of crusted food on the counter. Modo’s food and water bowls sat empty on the floor by the fridge, and the Toronto Star was spread open on the tiny table. Matt said he read at least four papers a day. She glanced at the date. June 6, six days ago.


  Janice frowned in puzzlement. Matt clearly hadn’t been here for several days, but he appeared to have left abruptly. She felt a twinge of hurt along with her uneasiness, for he had not called her. True, he owed her nothing, because nothing had really happened between them. Just a few walks with the dog in the park, an amicable few hours over lattes at Starbucks, some friendly conversations and the first tentative sharing of private thoughts. But men didn’t come into her life all that often—who was she kidding, one hadn’t ventured near it in over fifteen years—so she’d allowed herself a faint hope.


  But now he was gone, without bothering to pick up the phone.


  Which was off the hook, she remembered with that odd chill again. Resisting the urge to clean up the dinner and throw out whatever garbage was creating the smell, she ventured instead towards a closed door at the end of the hall, which she assumed was the bedroom. He’d never invited her into his apartment, let alone his bedroom, and now she felt almost brazen. The door seemed locked when she first pushed against it, but then it gave a few inches, reluctantly, as if a huge weight was pinned against it. A fresh odour of feces wafted through the crack, and alarm galvanized her. Straining, she shoved the door back enough to squeeze through and stumbled over a huge limp object on the floor. She gasped at the sight.


  Modo lay on her side against the door. At first glance, Janice thought she was dead, until she saw her eye move to meet Janice’s.


  “Modo!” Janice dropped to her knees at the dog’s side. Modo mustered a cocked eyebrow and a faint thump of her tail. The heat in the room was sweltering and the air rancid. Janice glanced around quickly and saw soiled patches in the rug, but no sign of food or water.


  “My God, you poor baby!” Janice hurried into the kitchen to fetch a bowl of water, but Modo was too weak to stand or drink. Janice began spooning water into the dog’s mouth. The dog flicked her tongue feebly, but Janice knew it was not enough. She had to get Modo out of the stifling room and into a vet’s care immediately, but the dog weighed at least a hundred pounds. It was a job which required a strong man. Much as she hated to admit it, her neighbour was the only one who came to mind. That was the trouble with years of rarely meeting another living soul.


  As she grabbed a phone book to look up his number, she suppressed a tremor of fear. Something was very wrong. No matter how obsessed and paranoid Matt had become, no matter how distorted his ideas, he would never have left Modo behind to die.


  


  As he rounded the block to the station, Ottawa Police Inspector Michael Green glanced at his watch in dismay. Almost six o’clock. Up ahead, southbound Elgin Street was still blocked solid with the last of the commuters exiting the downtown core. Police headquarters loomed on his right, a concrete bunker built in what Green had heard aptly described as the Brutalist style. Short on aesthetics, but no doubt designed so that a Scud missile could barely make a dent. The bunker was incongruously plunked amid the red brick Victorian townhouses of Centretown, a stone’s throw from the yuppie pubs of Elgin Street and the flowerbeds and recreational paths of the Rideau Canal. Even more incongruous was its spectacular view of the Museum of Nature, which sprawled like a Scottish baronial castle in the middle of a grassy square. Only a moat was lacking, although the constant traffic swirling around it up Metcalfe Street did a passable imitation.


  The view, however, was only enjoyed by the lucky few whose offices lined the north side of the building. Offices on the south side, if they’d had windows, would have looked over eight lanes of elevated expressway, complete with exhaust, noise and a constant stream of cars heading across the city. The theory was that police units responding to a call could reach even the farthest outskirts of the city in less than half an hour.


  Except at six o’clock, Green grumbled as he saw the tide of cars inching westward in the stifling afternoon sun. The damn meeting with the RCMP had shot the entire afternoon, and while he was wasting his time learning about the latest policy initiative, a dozen fresh cases had probably landed on the various crime desks under his command. It was proving a busy summer for criminals in the nation’s capital, for hot weather brought on the usual spate of domestics to add to the standard fare of drug-related assaults and armed robberies. Green needed to ensure that no new crises or screw-ups had surfaced while he was learning to play nice.


  Yet he’d promised Sharon he wouldn’t be home too late. She had just started a long stint of day shifts at the hospital, their son was getting yet another molar, and the air conditioning in their new home had succumbed to the heat for the third time this month. As flexible and forgiving as she was, today was not a day to put those qualities to the test.


  Five minutes, he promised her silently as he pulled into the circular drive of the station, flicked on his hazard lights and ducked through the glass doors into police headquarters. As his eyes adjusted to the cavernous gloom of the foyer, he made out the tall, angular figure of a woman at the reception desk at the side of the room. Encased head to toe in a shapeless brown shift, she was pressed to the window, punctuating her tirade with short jabs of her finger.


  Green glanced through the reception glass and groaned when he saw the florid face and triple jowls of Constable Dan Blake. Blake had thirty years on the force, during which he’d never advanced beyond beat cop, due to a lack of even the minimal requirement of intelligence, fitness and sobriety. He was an anachronism in modern policing, who regarded the hijacking of police work by youth, education, women and minorities with undisguised contempt. Green, as a universityeducated Jew and, at forty-one, still young for an inspector, was not on his list of favourites.


  The feeling was mutual, however, and Green gave a curt nod as he headed past on his way toward the elevator. A sudden smirk creased Blake’s jowls, and he flicked a pudgy finger in Green’s direction. The woman swung around instantly.


  “Excuse me!” she cried, leaping into Green’s path. “I want to report a missing person, but no one will take me seriously!”


  Green stopped and shot Blake an angry glare just in time to see the man suck his smirk back in and hustle out of the cubicle. “Sorry, Inspector Green,” he said, without the faintest hint of scorn. “Miss Tanner is concerned about a friend. Ma’am, if you’ll come back here—”


  The woman didn’t budge. “Inspector? Finally, someone near the top!”


  She was flushed and breathless, her eyes fixed on Green with desperate hope. With his five minutes ticking away, he seized on the nearest platitude. “Have you filed a missing persons report with—”


  “Of course I have,” she retorted. “It went into a computer database somewhere, and I’m sure that’s the end of it. They said I’m just a friend, so how can I even be sure he’s missing.”


  “Well,” Green equivocated, “is his family concerned? Has any one else reported him missing?”


  “That doesn’t matter! I know he’s missing, and not by his own choice. Something bad has happened to him.”


  Green caught Blake’s quick rolling of the eyes and felt a spike of anger. “Constable Blake, would you doublecheck that the officer who took Ms. Tanner’s report is aware of all her concerns?”


  Before Blake could react, she clamped her bony hand on Green’s arm. Her nails, he noted, were chewed to the quick. “But you’re an inspector. His boss, right?”


  “Inspector Green handles major criminal investigations,” Blake added, ever helpful.


  “I see,” she retorted, snatching her hand back. “This isn’t big enough for you, is that it? This is a major crime, I’m telling you. Something has happened to Matt. He didn’t just leave.”


  “I understand your concern,” Green replied, “and Constable Blake is going to follow up. But unless there’s evidence of a crime—”


  “What a ridiculous catch-22! How can there be evidence of a crime if you refuse to investigate?”


  “The officer on the case—”


  “—is a thick-headed twit!” She turned an unhealthy mottled pink, and her eyes sparked.


  “Inspector Green is certainly no thick-headed twit, Miss Tanner,” Blake interjected with a barely stifled grin. “He’s one of the sharpest knives in the drawer.”


  Green’s combination of brains, imagination and pure pigheadedness had earned him a fair reputation on the force, but coming from Blake, it was hardly a compliment. Green was just formulating an appropriate retort when Ms. Tanner renewed her grip on his arm.


  “At least hear me out, Inspector. Let me tell you the evidence I have that worries me, and then tell me what you think I should do next.”


  The woman was shaking with apprehension, but her eyes met his with defiance and determination. Not unlike his own when he was on the scent, he conceded with reluctant admiration. Even at six o’clock, after a long, draining day, she deserved more than a patronizing pat on the head. Perhaps giving her five minutes of his time would soothe her fears and get him out of here faster than all the bureaucratic obfuscation they could fling at her.


  Normally, he would have taken her into one of the interview rooms, but he hoped to save some of his precious five minutes by checking his desk while he listened. When he had her ensconced in his little alcove office, however, he realized that five minutes would barely get her off the ground. Janice Tanner prattled as if she hadn’t had anyone to talk to in six months. Which may have been partly true.


  “I’m agoraphobic, you see,” she began, once she’d folded and unfolded her large hands several times. “I don’t usually tell people that unless I have to. I mean, unless I’m about to bolt from a theatre or something. But in this case, it’s how I met Matt—Matthew Fraser, the man who’s missing. He’s agoraphobic too, and we were in this therapy group together. Once a week Tuesday afternoons, at the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital. For most of us, especially in the beginning, just getting to the group was half the cure.” She gave a little laugh, then must have misinterpreted Green’s frown of impatience as puzzlement, for she asked him if he knew what agoraphobia was.


  Even if his wife hadn’t been a psychiatric nurse, Green would have known, for in twenty years on the force, he had encountered just about every human frailty, but before he could intercept her, she launched into the topic.


  “It’s more than just fear, it’s pure, paralyzing panic. It hits you unexpectedly in a mall, in a coffee shop, in the street outside your front door, and pretty soon you panic at just the thought of going out. In the group, we talk about ways to survive the panic, and we give ourselves little homework chores to do—open the front door, walk around the block, make a phone call to a store—”


  “I understand, Ms. Tanner, but what makes you think something has happened to Matthew Fraser?”


  “Well, you have to know the whole picture. The group supported one another, that’s the thing. We egged each other on. Most of us haven’t many real friends, so we grew close. We went together on the bus rides, to the mall—”


  Green tried again. “And you did this with Mr. Fraser?”


  “Several times a week, like clockwork. Routines are good for agoraphobics, because they help us get mentally ready. With Matt, it began by accident.” She blushed. “Well, not quite by accident on my part. I discovered he took his dog for a walk every morning really early, before most people are up. Usually he’d walk down by the Lemieux Island Bridge, where he’d found a deserted little beach. Modo liked to retrieve from the water, and Matt would sit on the beach tossing sticks in the river.”


  “Modo?”


  “Quasimodo, his dog.”


  In spite of himself, Green smiled. The story was beginning to take on colour. “The man has a warped literary sense of humour. Either that or an ugly dog.”


  “An ugly dog.” A smile softened her tense features briefly. “I began joining him in the mornings, and soon I persuaded him to walk at Dow’s Lake too, where there are a lot more people around.”


  “Did your relationship progress beyond walks?”


  She shook her head, turning blotchy again. Not for want of desire on her part, he thought. “We’re just friends,” she murmured. “He’s a lonely man.”


  “Can you give me a physical description of him? Age, height, weight?”


  “I told the other officer I thought mid-thirties, five-ten. Sort of medium everything. Longish brown hair that looks like he cut it himself at the bathroom sink.”


  “Good looking man?”


  Green’s skepticism must have shown, for she stiffened. “What’s that got to do with it?”


  “Perhaps there are other women friends?”


  She shook her head emphatically.


  “Other friends, period?”


  “You’re missing the point! Matt is a social recluse! There are no friends.”


  “What about family?”


  “No family that didn’t cut him off years ago.”


  “Why?”


  Her anger deflated. “I’d rather... I’m not sure.”


  He felt a tweak of curiosity. Secrets drew him like magnets. “I can’t help if you don’t tell me everything you know.”


  “It’s not that. It’s just I don’t know what was real and what ghosts were just in his imagination.”


  Ghosts. Oy veh, he thought and hastened to steer her back toward reality. “So what leads you to believe something has happened to him?”


  “First, he missed the group, and then he didn’t show up for our walk.”


  “What day was that?”


  “Last Wednesday.”


  “So he’s been missing six days. Did you call him or check his work?”


  “Well, I don’t know if he works, and I didn’t—at least he never told me where he lived.”


  Green sat back, his skepticism even stronger. He felt he was going in circles, wasting precious time. “So he never told you where he works or even where he lives. Sounds like a man who likes to keep people at a distance. Maybe he just doesn’t want to see you as often.”


  “No, Inspector, it’s more than that. I went to his place today—”


  “I thought you didn’t know where he lived.”


  The blotches on her face deepened, but she drew herself up, salvaging her dignity. “I followed him once, but that’s irrelevant. The apartment stank. There was half-eaten food rotting in the kitchen where he left it.”


  “Any signs of a struggle? Things broken or out of place?”


  “No. It was very cluttered, but—”


  “Maybe he’s just a slob. A single man, living alone—”


  “He left his dog shut up in his bedroom to die, without food or water. Matt would never do that.”


  “He could have forgotten, had an emergency out of town—”


  “Oh, you’re as thick-headed a twit as the first man!” She clutched her head in her hands in exasperation, then her eye caught the photo on Green’s desk. She stopped in midexclamation and stared at it. “That’s Sharon Levy.”


  Before he could stop her, she had picked up the photo, which depicted Sharon cradling their baby son in the park. “Sharon Levy’s your wife?”


  Green removed the photo firmly and laid it face down on his desk. “Ms. Tanner—”


  “I knew her slightly, from the hospital. And that’s your little boy? Oh, I feel better. Sharon is such a sensible, understanding woman that you must have something going for you.”


  In spite of himself, Green almost laughed. Thanks for the compliment, he thought, although at times he wondered how true it was. Twenty-two years on the force, fifteen of them in criminal investigations, had left him with a pretty battered soul, and sometimes, in the face of suffering, he had to dig very deep to find compassion and hope.


  Belatedly, Janice Tanner seemed to hear herself, for she blushed. “Matt’s a good man, Inspector. Yes, you’re right, he does keep people at arms’ length, but the one creature he loves without reservation is his dog. Matt’s very meticulous and orderly. He would never have left the apartment unlocked, the food half-eaten and the dog shut up.” She leaned forward, her bony elbows on the edge of his desk. “I’m not a detective, but I think someone came into his apartment, locked the dog in the bedroom to get her out of the way and took Matt away. Either kidnapped or killed him.”


  Green tried to keep a straight face. In the years shut up in her apartment, this woman had obviously watched too many soap operas. “Why?”


  “I don’t know, but in the last while, Matt seemed to think there was someone out to get him.”


  Green’s eyes narrowed. “Who? And why?”


  “He never said. But I had the impression it was from a long time ago.”


  


  After Janice Tanner left, Green remained at his desk, torn between the phone messages on his desk and the computer sitting idly in the corner. The story of Matt Fraser piqued his curiosity, not so much because the man had disappeared while leaving his dog behind, but because he had chosen a secret, reclusive life and there were hints of darkness in his past. Furthermore, the name had a familiar ring to it; Green was sure he’d encountered it before. Perhaps somewhere in the police records, there was information that might shed light on that past.


  Green knew he shouldn’t even be contemplating the search. He should be beating a hasty path home. It was nearly sixthirty; Sharon would have been home for two hours, fending off Tony’s demands and, in the stifling heat, trying to whip together something passable to feed them all. She was probably already sharpening her nails for the fight. Or more likely erecting the barricades for a week of the famous Levy silent treatment.


  The last time she’d left him, exactly a year ago, she’d almost not come back. He’d earned another chance with abject apologies and solemn promises to reform. Plus the purchase of a house in the suburbs, which had proved too sterile for his inner city soul. It was now up for sale while they renewed their search for their dream house. The quest was off to a rocky start, as evidenced by the phone messages accumulating on his desk from Mary Sullivan, their real estate agent. Mary would have given up on them long ago had she not been the wife of Green’s oldest friend on the force. Mary’s latest message, logged in at four o’clock that afternoon, promised she had finally found them the perfect house.


  Green debated his options. They had been searching for six months, but so far either he or Sharon had vetoed everything Mary had found. For him they had all been too far from town, too plastic, or too expensive. For Sharon they had all been too cramped, the street too busy, or the neighbourhood dubious. Sharon had flatly refused to look at another house until he became more reasonable, and hence Mary, herself a lover of antique dwellings, had taken to tipping him off at work so that he could check out possibilities without raising Sharon’s ire. In the mood Sharon was likely to be in tonight, it might not be wise to even mention the subject of houses. But on the other hand, if he checked out the house on his way home and it was as wonderful as Mary claimed, perhaps the news would be enough to distract Sharon from the late hour of his arrival, and make her forget the silent treatment.


  It was worth a try. And it would also give him a few spare moments to run Fraser through the system.


  He activated the computer and phoned home while he waited for the internal police database to load up. Sharon answered on the first ring, sounding harried and out of breath. A bad sign. He tried for his cheeriest tone.


  “Hi, honey, I got a note from Mary, and I want to swing by an address she gave me, just in case. It’s probably nothing, but—”


  “Green, it’s six-thirty. I’m starving.”


  “I could pick up something from Nate’s Deli on my way home.” Nate’s was nowhere near his way home, but their succulent smoked meat might be enough to distract her.


  No such luck, he thought, as he heard her irritated sigh. “I’ve got supper. Hamburgers. On their way to being charred.”


  “Okay, well—” He stalled for time. The program had loaded, and he clicked buttons to access the search. “Just put mine in the fridge. I’ll check with Mary and be home in less than an hour.” Not that the commute home to the Dreaded Vinyl Cube ever took much less than an hour, except with the siren on.


  “Whatever.” She hung up.


  He entered Matt Fraser’s name, hit search and then returned to the phone. Judging from the background clatter, Mary was in the kitchen preparing dinner when he called, but like a good business woman, she dropped everything when a potential client was on the hook. Highland Park, she said as if to set the hook well. Highland Park was an old residential neighbourhood in Ottawa’s west end, a lattice of quiet streets lined with tall trees and houses with broad verandas and ivy covered brick. Highland Park was suburban quiet within walking distance of urban life. It was grace and character, and usually totally out of their price range.


  “What’s wrong with it?” Green wanted to know.


  Mary laughed. “Well, it’s had the same owners for over sixty years.”


  “Meaning it hasn’t been updated since before the war.”


  “But you can do so much with it. Brian’s all excited. He’s dying to help you fix it up.”


  Green didn’t doubt it. In all the years he’d known Brian Sullivan, the man had always been working on some home improvement scheme or another. He claimed it was his way of keeping sane in the mad world of Major Crimes in which he spent his days. By now there was probably nothing left to improve on his own home, so he was itching to start on Green’s.


  “Sharon’s going to hate it,” Green said. “Prehistoric plumbing. Tiny kitchen, fuses that blow all the time, closet space for a midget.”


  “Mike, just drive by for a look. You’ll love it.”


  “I probably will. But Sharon will hate it.”


  “Well,” Mary sounded undeterred, “the address is 62 Londonderry. In case.”


  “What are they asking?"


  When Mary told him, he had to suppress a surge of excitement. The price was manageable, even allowing for the astronomical cost of renovating. It was the first manageable price he’d encountered in his search for a house that wasn’t made out of plastic twenty-five kilometres out of the city. Did he really want to get himself all excited, get his hopes up that he had finally found a way out of the tangle of treeless suburban crescents he was condemned to? A quick drive by, that’s all he had to do, to see the crumbling heap of bricks that would dash his hopes as quickly as they’d been raised.


  The quick drive by would add less than ten minutes to his schedule, and he’d be home before Sharon even missed him. That resolved, Green turned back to the computer, which had generated a list of Matthew Frasers with police contacts in the city of Ottawa. One was clearly too old and two were too young, but three names remained. Green selected the first and frowned as the man’s lengthy record of police contacts scrolled up onto the screen. Mostly D and Ds and occasional contacts as witness or victim of assault. Likely a regular joe with a weakness for alcohol and some nasty drinking buddies. The second Matt Fraser had been an abusive and threatening husband whose circle of intimidation had extended not just to his wife but to her friends and family as well.


  That one was possible, although Green had never known a bully to turn phobic.


  The third Matthew Fraser was born in 1967, which made him thirty-six. Furthermore, his list of police contacts was very brief, hardly the stuff of a career criminal. A handful of charges but only one victim. One trial. One acquittal.


  For sexual assault, ten years earlier.


  Two


  Even before Green set foot in his hot, airless kitchen, he extended a silver gift bag through the archway and slipped it onto the kitchen table. Sharon was on her hands and knees beneath the high chair, rescuing Tony’s hamburger, and she peered up at him through damp locks of black hair. Her gaze was frosty. Propped in his high chair, the toddler wiggled with delight at the sight of his father and shouted to be picked up. Sharon’s frown dissolved into a smile as she pulled the gift bag towards her.


  “Offerings to the gods, Green?” She peeked inside, then extracted a tub of Ben and Jerry’s New York Super Fudge Chunk ice cream. Her smile widened. She rose, slipped her arms around his neck and kissed him. “The gods are pleased.”


  He lingered over the kiss, savouring the pressure of her soft, petite body against his. “Sorry I’m late.”


  She extricated herself to put the ice cream away while he scooped his son into his arms. “So what was Mary Sullivan’s latest catastrophe like, anyway?” she asked.


  He hesitated. How to describe the house he’d just seen, with its broad veranda, steeply pitched roof and trademark Ottawa red brick? How to capture its promise and keep Sharon’s mind open? Tony was squirming, Sharon was frazzled, and with the air conditioner on the blink, their new house was a sweltering 28˚C. Such a description was best left until after Tony’s bedtime, when Sharon had her feet up and a glass of wine in her hand.


  “Oh...interesting,” he replied as he set Tony down and cracked open an ice cold coke from the fridge.


  “Interesting good or interesting bad?”


  “Both. But we can talk about it later.”


  Tony had pulled open a bottom cupboard and was happily banging pots together. Ignoring the racket, Sharon snatched Green’s coke to take a long swig. “Both. That sounds ominous.”


  Green took another coke from the fridge and rolled the cold can across his brow. The sodden summer heat hung in the air, and although Sharon had opened the windows as far as she could, in the treeless pasture where they lived, the sun beat down all day, and the air barely stirred. He thought of the house he’d just seen in Highland Park, so overgrown with brush that it barely saw the light of day. What a welcome thought.


  “Not ominous. It just...needs work.”


  “Uh-oh.” She eyed him warily. “I sense slanting floors and a ventilated roof. Green, I’m not moving into a place with kerosene lamps and an outhouse.”


  “Oh, I think there’s electricity. Maybe a few other surprises—”


  “Green!” she protested, obviously too hot for humour. She dove to rescue a glass bowl from her son’s grasp. He began to shout, and barely missing a beat, she gave him a pot and wooden spoon. “God, Mary’s having a field day with you!”


  He laughed. “Speaking of surprises, someone who knows you came to my office today. Another reason I was late. A woman named Janice Tanner, a patient at Rideau Psychiatric.”


  Sharon looked blank, so he supplied another clue. “She’s in an agoraphobic therapy group.”


  “Oh, that’s Outpatients. But the name’s familiar.” Sharon took a deep swig of cola and closed her eyes gratefully. “Janice Tanner. About forty? Tall, thin, nervous-looking? Short, greying hair and glasses?”


  He shook his head and raised his voice over the banging spoon. “Tall and thin, yes, but she has red hair and no glasses.”


  “Then she’s fixed herself up somewhat since I knew her. I think she was an inpatient on my ward a couple of years ago, admitted because she was too terrified to leave her apartment, and she was slowly starving to death.”


  “Could be her.”


  “I’d say she’s come a long way if she made it all the way to your office on her own. Either that or she’s desperate.”


  “A bit of both, I think. She was certainly persistent. Insisted one of the other phobic patients had met with some serious harm. Was she the type to overreact?”


  “A phobic overreact? Unheard of.” She sobered as she watched Tony, tiring of his spoon, run out into the hallway. “You put the gate up, eh? No, Janice was a shut-in, and she’d had very little contact with people for years. I remember nobody ever came to visit her in hospital. But she did have a good heart, and after she’d settled in, she took a couple of our more fragile schizs under her wing.”


  Not necessarily a good sign, Green thought, and voiced his misgivings. “Did she have a preference for fragile schizs? I mean, was she drawn to weirdos?”


  “Not weird for weird’s sake, but I think she felt more comfortable with people who needed her. Why? Who was the patient she’s worried about? Maybe I know her.”


  “Him. Matt Fraser.”


  Sharon’s eyebrows shot up. “A ‘him’? My, Janice really has made progress. I don’t know him, though.”


  “Who would know him at the hospital?”


  “The therapist who runs that group, and I have no idea who that is. And his treating psychiatrist.” She smiled slowly. “Mike, you didn’t promise her you’d look into it.”


  “No, I didn’t. You’d be proud of me, I didn’t promise a thing. Well... maybe that I’d check with the officer on the missing persons file. But the case has a curious feel. I don’t know what it is.”


  “The fabled Inspector Green intuition?”


  “Something like that. Could you maybe, subtly, ask around about this guy? Find out if he’s missed any appointments or left word about his plans?”


  She paused with her coke can to her lips. “Subtly?”


  “Okay, forget subtle. Find out who his therapist is. Find out what kind of guy this Matt Fraser is.”


  She raised one eyebrow slowly in silent rebuke that he would ask her to violate patient confidentiality. He raised his palms in a classic Yiddish shrug which said it was the furthest thing from his mind. Both of them dealt with confidential material all the time, and he knew no further words were necessary. She would make casual inquiries about Matt Fraser at the hospital, and if, in her judgment, anything suspicious or worrisome emerged, she would quietly pass it on to him.


  In the meantime, because curiosity had always been one of his greatest failings as well as his greatest asset, he decided that when he got bored in the morning, he would pull the police file on Matt Fraser and see what he could learn.


  


  The file on Fraser’s old case proved to be voluminous, suggesting that although the man had only had one criminal charge, it had been a complicated one. It was all on microfiche in the records department, and over the phone, the records clerk implied that Green shouldn’t hold his breath waiting for her to print it out.


  After he’d hung up, Green eyed the clutter on his desk and the list of unread emails stacked up in his electronic inbox. A rooming house fire in Vanier during the night had claimed at least one life and drawn a team of Ident officers and Major Crimes detectives out to the scene, including Brian Sullivan. The Staff Sergeant in Youth wanted a meeting to discuss the rise of swarmings in Ottawa’s south end, and Superintendent Adam Jules had asked him to review the agenda for yet another meeting. The last thing Green needed was fifty pounds of microfiche print-outs dumped on his desk as well.


  He drummed his fingers on his desk as he considered other approaches. Barbara Devine had been the lead investigator on the Fraser case. Plain Detective Devine back then, Inspector now. After her stint in sex crimes, she’d made the rounds through the departments on her way up the ladder and was now ensconced in an office one floor closer to the gods than his, pushing paper and keeping company with the senior brass. Backroom gossip held that she’d once been an idealistic, hardhitting detective who’d soured on the nobility and purpose of what she was doing and turned her attentions instead to the cause of her own advancement. Although he’d never worked directly with her, she was a contemporary of Green’s with a string of relationship disasters that eclipsed his own. Currently, having burned her way through three husbands, she’d set her sights on Superintendent Adam Jules, the austere and resolutely celibate chief of CID . The thought made Green’s lips twitch irrepressibly.


  Counting on the lure of an old case to draw her into his quest, he grabbed his notebook and headed up the stairs to her office. Devine owned an array of power suits from Holt Renfrew, and today she had packaged herself in dark red with fingernails and lips to match. The door to her spotless office was ajar, and he could see her typing furiously away at her computer. She scowled at him dubiously as he strode in. Probably afraid I’ll want her to do some actual police work, he thought and cut off any incipient protest by dropping into a chair and tossing his notebook on her desk.


  “Barbara, I need to pick your considerable brain. Remember Matthew Fraser?”


  She sat back, her fingers still poised over the keyboard and her eyes slitting warily. “Certainly. One of the most frustrating and disappointing cases I’ve ever worked. Why do you ask?”


  “His name’s come up. Tell me about the case.”


  “What’s he done? Offended again?”


  “No, he’s been reported missing.”


  “In that case, good riddance,” she said, brushing nonexistent dust from her desk and straightening a stack of reports. “I wouldn’t waste too much energy on it.”


  He grinned and propped his feet on the edge of her pristine desk. “That’s why I’m here. The file is going to be several truck loads, so I’m looking for an executive summary before I put any manpower on it.”


  She eyed his feet in silence for a moment, her red nails tapping the desktop, and he could almost see her weighing how much to cooperate. “You must remember the case, Mike,” she said eventually. “Two of our officers quit the force after the trial. They had little children themselves, and they couldn’t stomach working for a system that gives the villains all the breaks.”


  Finally the penny dropped. Matthew Fraser had been an elementary school teacher accused and ultimately acquitted of sexual abuse, and Green could still recall the bitter divisions the case had engendered not only within the school and community but within CID itself.


  “Did you think he was guilty?” he asked.


  Her eyes flashed and her mouth grew hard, but she restrained herself. “I’d never have brought the case forward if I’d doubted that. I was the one who took the girl’s initial statement. I watched her face that first time in the station, I heard her crying and saying ‘I just want him to stop.’ She was very credible before the lawyers and the Children’s Aid got into the act, and the whole courtroom circus froze her up.”


  “So she recanted on the witness stand?”


  Devine shook her head vigorously. “If I had dropped all the cases where the abuse victims had second thoughts, I’d have had precious little work to do. But Rebecca Whelan didn’t really recant. She just got confused, the defence chipped away at her recollections, and the judge was ‘See no evil, hear no evil’ Maloney, who wouldn’t recognize sexual abuse if it was—” She pressed her lips together as if to prevent further indiscretions from escaping.


  “Shoved up his ass?” Green said. “Was there any other evidence? Any other complainants?”


  “You’re not the only one on the force who knows how to build a case, Mike. We had plenty of circumstantial evidence. I had doctors and abuse experts who swore she had all the classic signs, I had other little girls who alleged touching or grooming types of activity, but it was either too vague or the parents wouldn’t let them testify. So in the end, what it boiled down to was this six-year-old all alone in the courtroom, sitting on a telephone book so she could see over the witness box, with the judge staring down at her and the high-priced lawyer from the teacher’s union hammering away at her every word. She crumbled.”


  Green made a face, inwardly grateful that he had resisted the pressure to do his turn in sex crimes. Adults killing each other were bad enough. “What was Matthew Fraser like?”


  “He was one sick bastard,” she replied, her discretion lost in the heat of her recollections. Her lips formed a harsh red slash of emotion across her carefully made up face. “One of those quiet, unreadable types. You know, the type who plots murder without ever changing his expression. He acted so concerned for the little girl, but he put her through six weeks of active trial while he paraded all his teacher friends across the stand one after another to say what a great guy he was. Of course, I hear they all dropped him like a hot potato afterwards. For the cameras it was union solidarity rah, rah, and all that, but out of the public view, that was another story.”


  “He apparently told a friend he was being followed recently. Any threats on his life after he was acquitted? I imagine there were people in the girl’s family who would have liked to see him suffer.”


  “And half a dozen guys on the force eager to do the job for them,” she countered. “But it’s been ten years, Mike. That’s not exactly heat of the moment.”


  Ten years is nothing in the life sentence of the victim’s family, he thought. Or of the little girl herself, who would be almost seventeen by now. “Do you know what happened to the girl?”


  Devine’s face darkened abruptly, further marring her studied Holt Renfrew finish. “That man put her through hell. The doctor said the abuse had happened repeatedly, but the bastard pleaded not guilty, virtually accused the girl of lying, and then dragged the case through the system for over two years. Two years of motions and postponements on every technicality in the book, two years that little girl had to hang in limbo, with everybody whispering about her. She had to change schools and move to a new neighbourhood, so she lost all her old friends. I did my best, but...” She threw up her hands. “Damn, it still gets to me!”


  Her passion and moral outrage surprised him—even attracted him—and she moved up a few notches in his esteem. “Yeah, you do this job long enough, and there are always a few that stick with you. But think of it this way, Barbara, if it still gets your blood boiling after ten years, how does the family feel?”


  Her anger cleared as she weighed his question. “They hate him. That will always be there. But I think you should be looking for more recent victims. Believe me, men like Fraser don’t stop once they get a taste.”


  He shrugged easily. “I’m just exploring ideas here, Barbara, not putting anyone on trial. What was the family like?”


  She played with her left earring as she considered his question. “Her family was right in the thick of things, but they were basically good people. Mother, father, stepfather. Even her grandparents showed up for the verdict.”


  “Any worrisome signs?”


  “Nothing you wouldn’t expect. I mean, a lot of people despised the man. Even some of the other parents, who were afraid he might have abused their children too. Fraser had a classic pedophile profile, Mike. Soft-spoken, shy, liked to hang around with children, and he had this gentle manner that hooked them right in. Children couldn’t see the manipulation behind his overtures, so I couldn’t get anything more solid than a twisted feeling in my gut. Who knows, maybe if I had, the guy would have been put away where he belongs, instead of out roaming the streets, where he’s probably raped three dozen other little girls in the time since.”


  


  That unsettling thought stayed with Green after he returned to his office. It lent a greater urgency to the mysterious disappearance than did a ten-year-old settling of accounts. Perhaps there was a more recent score to settle, or a more recent danger to flee. Shortly after eleven, telling himself he’d earned a decent lunch break after weeks of car seat dining, he headed out.


  For a man who lived in fear, Matt Fraser had chosen to reside in an unsavoury part of town. Built upon the vacant lumber yards of J.R.Booth’s old empire, Carlington had once been a modest, house-proud working-class neighbourhood first settled by World War II vets returning to civilian life. It was now a hodge-podge of post-war shanties, welfare townhouses and massive high-rises, a neighbourhood where new refugee families were sandwiched in with drug dealers, blue collar retirees and the working poor. Petty crime flourished, and bands of youth prowled the streets with restless contempt. Green suspected that poverty, not preference, had dictated Fraser’s choice.


  Fraser’s apartment was on the third floor of a squat brick low-rise, surrounded by decrepit parking lots. Weeds sprouted through the broken asphalt, and against one wall were the rusted shells of two cars. The apartment’s security was a paranoid’s nightmare—a row of buzzers just inside the front door, which had been propped open with a stick to encourage some flow of muggy air. Inside, the odour of onions mingled with a stench of rot in the fetid air. After much knocking, Green roused the building super from his midday siesta in his basement apartment. The TV was blaring, and the man opened the door wearing nothing but a scowl and rumpled boxers hitched high over his sagging gut. But one flash of Green’s badge sent him shuffling back inside for a pair of overalls and a set of keys to Matt Fraser’s apartment.


  “Nice guy,” the super observed two minutes later as he laboured up the narrow staircase. “Wish all the tenants were as good as him.”


  Green peered at him through the gloom. New light bulbs were evidently not part of the landlord’s budget. “What do you mean?”


  “No noise, no late-night visitors, fixes everything hisself. Won’t even let me in to do the repairs. Even the dog’s quiet. Big bugger, and quite a few people are scared of it, but it wouldn’t hurt a flea.”


  “Does he get many visitors?”


  “None that I seen. Sticks to hisself. Why, what’s he done?”


  “He’s missing. When did you last see him?”


  The man grunted at each step with the effort of lifting his bulk. “Not in a few days. But he’s usually out really early walking his dog, then again late at night. You think something’s happened to him?”


  “I’ve no idea. Did you notice anything or anyone unusual—say, in the last six days?”


  “Unusual? Well, yesterday, yeah—” The super broke off as he reached the third floor, and he groped for the wall, chest heaving. “Fuck, it stinks up here. What the hell? Is he dead?”


  “No, I believe the apartment’s empty.”


  The super tried the door with obvious trepidation, and it swung open, unlocked. Both men stepped back as the stench hit them.


  “Fuck!” The super hustled over, snapped up the blind and tried to open the tiny window, which was crisscrossed with spider webs. “Fuck! He’s nailed it shut. Must drive him crazy in this heat.” He turned, and his pig-like eyes rounded in shock as he noticed the mess for the first time. Books and newspapers were scattered everywhere, flung haphazardly over the floor as if by a rampage. “Fuck! Who is this guy?”


  Green slipped on nitrile gloves and moved rapidly through the rooms checking for intruders and obvious signs of trouble. Twenty years of police work had inured him to most human oddities, but even he found the crammed bookshelves unnerving. Any possibility that Fraser had simply been a nice, normal guy wrongly accused of child abuse vanished from his thoughts. Barbara Devine was right. This was one sick bastard. Not the shy, vulnerable man Janice thought she was drawing out of his shell, but a man whose whole life had but a single focus—the subject of the hundreds of books and newspapers which were catalogued along every wall.


  “I’m going back downstairs for a hammer to get those nails out,” the super muttered, tripping over himself in his haste to get out the door. Left alone, Green continued his search. All the windows were nailed shut, but in the bedroom he found a small air conditioner, which he turned on gratefully. It would take several hours to cool the place adequately, but at least it might soon be tolerable.


  In the kitchen, he noted that Janice hadn’t even attempted to clean up but had left a note for Fraser on the kitchen table to explain that Modo was safe with her. Apart from the halfeaten food and open newspaper on the kitchen table, Matt Fraser kept a fastidiously tidy kitchen. His fridge gleamed white inside and out, full of food in neatly labelled rows of Tupperware containers. Sliced carrots, diced peppers, chopped lettuce, boiled rice and single-serving portions of left-overs. A health nut too, to top it off. Not a processed cheese slice or frozen dinner in sight. The cupboards were the same. No empty potato chip bags or lidless ketchup bottles, no duplicate boxes of Cheerios to give Green a sense of kinship. The man was seeming less human by the moment.


  Yet he clearly had left the scene without bothering to clean up. Without even bothering to finish his food. This suggested two things. First, something very urgent and compelling had taken him away, and secondly, whatever it was, it had occurred at a meal time.


  Had he gone on his own, or had someone forced him?


  Green’s eyes fell on the dog dishes on the kitchen floor. A big bugger, the super had said, surely capable of making any intruder think twice about breaking in, and capable of making enough racket to rouse the dead if he did.


  When the super came huffing back into the room with his toolbox under his arm, Green turned to him. “Have you heard the dog barking any time in the past few days?”


  The super wheezed as he bent over to paw through his toolbox. He seemed to be thinking, and Green gave him time. Finally the man shook his head.


  “But I’m way down in the basement. I don’t hear much that goes on up here.”


  Especially with your television on full blast, Green added silently. “How long has Mr. Fraser lived here?”


  The man found a hammer and straightened up, his face dangerously red from the exertion. Sweat poured down his temples and disappeared into the folds of his chins. He squinted as if that would help him muster his thoughts.


  “Three, four years?”


  “What does he do for a living?”


  On this the super was no help. He knew nothing of the man’s private life beyond that he rarely went out except to shop or walk the dog, and he had no visitors.


  “None at all?”


  The super started to shake his head, then paused, sweat flying. “Recently, yeah. There was a lady come yesterday—I seen her hanging around before. Outside, like. And I think someone else came last week. I didn’t see much, just heard them go up to the third floor, and they didn’t go to Crystal’s place. Crystal probably seen them, though.”


  “Crystal?”


  The super fidgeted, his pig-eyes squinting almost shut. “The woman next door. She’s the only other tenant on the third floor.”


  Green made a note to get to her later. Since she lived next door, she might have some useful information about Fraser’s habits or recent visitors.


  The super swept away the cobwebs and pried all the windows open, billowing humid air into the already stifling room. Looking eager to get away, he asked Green if he were still needed. When Green declined, the super handed over the key with relief.


  “Lock up when you’re done,” he tossed over his shoulder as he hustled out the door.


  Green stood in the living room, trying to soak up Fraser’s presence. From what he could see, the man lived an existence entirely without comforts. No television, no CD player, not even a comfortable arm chair. Just a computer, a desk with utilitarian chair, and a hard vinyl couch whose main purpose seemed to be for spreading out papers. There were endless shelves of articles and text books on law and psychology, but not an action thriller or hobby book among the lot. Nothing that might engender joy.


  As if the man were doing penance. Perhaps he was.


  Once Green’s eyes grew accustomed to the bizarre character of the room, he realized the incongruity between the various rooms. The kitchen and the bedroom, apart from the rotting food and the dog mess, seemed meticulously ordered, indicating that the man kept a neat house. Even the organization and labelling of each shelf attested to a fastidious mind. Yet in the living room everything had been turned upside down; books and papers had been pulled out and impatiently cast aside.


  Janice Tanner had made much of the rotting food and the abandoned dog, but had not mentioned a ransacked living room. Surely this would not have escaped her notice. Could someone have been here since yesterday? Fraser? In Green’s house, it was not uncommon for him to turn the place upside down for something he’d misplaced, but Fraser seemed as if he’d know where every slip of paper was. Had someone else been here? Whoever they were, whatever they were looking for, they’d been in a hell of a hurry. Or a hell of a temper.


  Intrigued, Green examined the books that lay on the floor. The Child and Family Services Act, which detailed the law governing child abuse, as well as its predecessor. There was a heavy tome called Child Witnesses, and another with the lurid title of Breaking the Silence. The latter looked well thumbed, with pages dog-eared and passages underlined. Green began to read.


  “Fuck! What stinks!” The querulous shriek came from the hallway, and Green glanced up just as a young woman stumbled into Fraser’s doorway, shielding her eyes from the daylight and clutching a man’s extra large cotton shirt over her scrawny frame. She recoiled slightly at the sight of Green, and glanced down as if to ensure the shirt covered her crotch.


  “What the fuck is that stink?” she repeated.


  Green took a guess. “Crystal?”


  Her eyes slitted warily. “Who the fuck are you?”


  Extensive vocabulary, Green thought. Matches the super’s. He introduced himself and steeled himself for hostility. She looked like the type whose encounters with police might have been less than amicable. When the hostility came, however, it was not directed at him.


  “What’s he done? What’s the pervert done?”


  “Disappeared,” Green replied. “When did you last see him?”


  “He gives me the creeps. Always sneaking around with that freaky dog of his, locking himself in with six locks like he’s got the crown jewels in there. Won’t even say hi, but I know who he is anyway and don’t want him anywheres near my daughter, so I stay away from him.”


  Green shifted gears quickly. “Has he ever acted suspiciously around your daughter?”


  Crystal held her hand under her nose with a grimace. “What the fuck stinks? I thought I smelled something weird, but I figured it was just lazy Laslo not bothering to throw out the garbage. Smells like shit.”


  With a sigh, Green decided he might never get a straight answer to his questions. Her mind was as jumpy as a spooked cat, and she looked as if she were in dire need of her next dose. He steered her back into the hall and shut the door on the offending odours.


  “When did you last see Mr. Fraser?”


  She chewed at her fingernails. “What day is it? Monday?”


  “Tuesday.”


  “Tuesday.” She frowned, as if with the effort of rallying her wits. “I don’t think I seen him since last week. Wednesday, maybe? He was going out, all dressed up.”


  “You mean—”


  “For the office. Grey suit, tie, briefcase.”


  “He didn’t usually dress that way?”


  She snorted. “He wore the baggiest, ugliest pants and sweatshirts you could find. Even the Sally Ann has nicer clothes. He couldn’t look dumber if he tried! I mean, he wouldn’t be a bad-looking guy. He’s got wide shoulders and a nice tight—” she paused and twisted her thin lips into a smirk, “butt on him, still got all his hair, even if he wears it like a dork. Way long in the back.”


  “What time did you see him leave in the suit?”


  “I don’t know. Lunchtime? Yeah, “Young and Restless” was on.”


  “Did he seem in a hurry? Did he act strange in any way?”


  “Yeah, he was walking fast. Usually he kind of slinks along, never looks at you, you know? This time it was like he knew where he was going. Plus he didn’t have that ugly dog with him.”


  “Did you see him return?”


  She shook her head. “But he did. I heard him later. Six locks make a lot of noise, and that time he wasn’t quiet about it.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I mean he slammed the door and banged all the locks real quick.”


  “What time was this?”


  “I don’t know,” she whined, wiping her nose. “All these fucking questions. Six, maybe? “Much MegaHits” was on, so what time was that?”


  Unfortunately, the hectic pace of both Sharon’s and his lives left little room for television, but the music channel’s broadcast schedule would be easy enough to check, and if the show aired at six, the timing was interesting indeed. Six o’clock was close to dinner time. “Did you see or hear anyone else come just before or after him?”


  “Well, I don’t spy on him, you know. My TV was on, and my daughter was talking to me.”


  “Did you hear the dog bark?”


  Her pinched face cleared. “Fuck, yeah. A few minutes after the guy got home. Just about shook the walls down. Then it didn’t shut up for days!”


  And you didn’t bother to check why? Green thought but knew better than to ask. In Crystal’s world, it didn’t pay to be too curious. He held her gaze in an effort to keep her focussed. “Did you see anyone else hanging around outside or in the hallway?”


  She was edging back toward her own door, which she’d left open. “Look, that’s all I know. I mind my own business, take care of my daughter, and I figure what other people do—”


  “Are you talking about Matt Fraser or someone else you saw?”


  She scowled and stepped backwards through her doorway. “I didn’t see anyone. Not then.”


  He thought of the time span between Janice’s visit and his own, during which someone had apparently ransacked the place. “Some other time? Last night or this morning maybe?”


  “I was half asleep. I can’t swear to anything.”


  He pressed his advantage. “But you did see someone. A glimpse at least.”


  “A glimpse is no good in court, I know, and I don’t need the aggravation. I gotta go. That’s all I can say. Maybe someone else saw more.” She swung her door shut and left him standing on her doorstep, staring at the peeling paint. But there was no sound of footsteps from within, and he sensed that she was watching him through the peephole. Merely curious, or something more?


  He jotted down the interview, making a note to catch her again when she was more mellow. Crystal’s “glimpse” might be the only solid lead he found. When he returned to Matt Fraser’s apartment, it smelled none the sweeter for the fifteen minutes of fresh air. Now he began to snoop in earnest. In the bedroom he found a sparsely filled closet of bulky, styleless clothes, among them a navy suit and a handful of skinny polyester neckties, but no grey suit. The dresser contained rows of jockey shorts and neatly rolled black socks, as well as stacks of the shapeless sweatshirts and T -shirts Crystal had described. On his bedside table was an empty glass and a tape recorder but no sign of bedtime reading.


  With his pen tip, Green pressed the play button and heard the soothing strains of harp music and a hypnotic voice inviting the listener to close their eyes. Recognizing it as a relaxation tape not unlike the one Sharon sometimes used after a hard day, he turned it off.


  In the bathroom, the man’s compulsive neatness astounded him. One toothbrush, not the half dozen elderly ones sprouting from the glass that he and Sharon shared in the bathroom. One tube of toothpaste rolled from the bottom, folded towels and a shelf of the latest herbal remedies like ginseng and Vitamin K, plus a half full prescription bottle labelled Zoloft. Green tipped one of the pills into a small evidence bag from his pocket and jotted down the prescribing doctor’s name.


  In the kitchen, the fridge door was pristinely clear, and the wall calendar was blank except for weekly appointments on Tuesdays. Presumably that was his therapy group. But in a drawer, Green finally found something out of place. Or at least oddly placed. He was searching the drawers hoping to find the man’s stash of personal papers—letters, bills, bank statements or even a wallet or day book. He found linens, cooking utensils, tools and then unexpectedly, a small black book, curled and grimy with age. It was peeking out from under the tray in the cutlery drawer as if it had been hidden deliberately. Green pulled it out and flipped through its pages, which were filled with names and addresses in a small, neat hand. He slipped it into another evidence bag, put it in his pocket and continued his search.


  The man had to have some personal papers. There was no sign of a filing cabinet anywhere, but surely a man as paranoid as Janice described would hoard everything and probably squirrel it away in some secret hiding place. To search the whole living room would be a mammoth task. Papers could be hidden in plain sight, mixed among the newspapers, or hidden behind some volumes in a dusty, unlit corner. It would take a search team hours to comb this place, and that for a case that was not even his. In fact, not really a case at all.


  He flicked on the computer and waited as it hummed and clicked slowly to life. Not exactly state of the art, Green observed, but then the man had little to spare for extravagance. Windows eventually appeared on the screen with a prompt for a password. Green groaned. He should have known that a privacy fanatic like Fraser would use that feature. On a hunch he tried Modo. Invalid. Quasimodo. Also invalid. He pondered his chances of plucking the right name or code from the air with almost no knowledge of the man’s life or interests. He made one last try—Hugo—and to his astonishment the screen lit up with icons. Pulling up a chair, he hunched forward and began to search. It was a short search. Other than his internet browser, Fraser had no software beyond an oldfashioned word processing program and a database. The application files were in place, but there was not a single data file in either program.


  Curious to see who the man communicated with, Green connected to the internet and pulled up his email screen. Not a single email in his inbox. Same story with his “sent” box and his “trash”. Green was astounded. What mere mortal had a completely empty email account? Certainly no one in his acquaintance. Either this man stored all his files in a secret place, or someone who knew computers had wiped his entire system clean.


  Green clicked through subdirectories in search of hidden files, uncovering mostly folders with recognizable program names. Under “web”, however, one folder name stood out from the rest. Mistwalker. Eagerly he clicked on it. Wiped clean. Green sat back in puzzlement. Mistwalker was a peculiar word. Even mysterious, and certainly whimsical for a man as obsessive and analytical as Fraser. But tantalizing as the puzzle was, Green was stymied, for he’d exhausted all his admittedly primitive computer skills. This was a job for the younger guys on the force.


  Yet his snooping had paid off some dividends. He now had the little black address book and, with it, access to the people in Fraser’s life. On his way out, Green paused at the door to examine the locks. Crystal had exaggerated; there were only five. Plus a peephole. Each was sufficient to keep out an unwelcome caller, and two of them could only be locked and unlocked from the inside. There were no scratches or chips to suggest that any of them had been forced. If Matt Fraser had had a caller that night, after he’d arrived home and barricaded himself in, then he had checked through the peephole and opened the door of his own free will.


  Pretty reckless stuff for a paranoid agoraphobic who rarely left his apartment except to walk his dog.


  Three

  



  “Yessir!” Sergeant Lonsdale sat ramrod straight and spread his hand to encompass both the paltry stack of paper on his desk and the computer humming in the corner. “Any case you want to take a look at, you’re more than welcome, sir.”


  He was a squeaky clean man with slick hair and a glossy smile, but beneath the joviality, his tone was tinged with anxiety. Although he might be happy to have his docket lightened by one file, Green knew he was nervous about such close scrutiny of his turf. Justifiably. Green suspected the rookie sergeant was just passing through Missing Persons on his way towards a comfortable desk in the upper echelons, so keeping his image buffed and his butt covered ranked at least equal to the cause of justice. Green’s unsolicited involvement in a case often presented a risk to both image and butt.


  Ignoring the man’s discomfiture, Green scanned the woefully short file containing nothing but Janice Tanner’s report and the results of Lonsdale’s interview with the building super, which he’d probably conducted by phone without even looking up from the business section of the Globe.


  “Did you contact any relatives?” Green asked.


  “Not yet, sir. No one else has reported him missing, and the man was of age with no suggestion of ill health. He probably just wanted to drop out of sight. Besides, the complainant was a little...” Lonsdale started to twirl his finger but Green’s frown stopped him short.


  “Do you know who he is?” Green asked.


  Lonsdale’s hand strayed to his tie, perhaps hoping that a perfectly centred knot would make up for the slight indiscretion Green had caught. “Yessir, I ran his name. It seemed all the more reason to drop out of sight, in my opinion. People like that don’t change their ways, if you know what I mean. Maybe he was afraid he was about to get caught again.”


  Green considered the idea. It was certainly one explanation for Fraser’s hurried arrival home that afternoon, and for the rapid locking of his door; he’d been one step ahead of some irate father’s boot. It did not, however, explain Modo’s being left to die.


  “Or maybe,” Green countered, “he has been caught again, by someone interested in a more direct form of justice.” He jotted down the case number and turned toward the door. “I’ll just make a couple of calls.”


  Lonsdale made a grasping gesture, as if to retrieve the file for a second look, but Green was already out the door, pondering his next step. Which was to track down an actual next of kin, so that he had more tangible grounds on which to pursue the case. Lonsdale’s file listed the next of kin as unknown, and when Green thumbed through Fraser’s old address book back in his own office, he found no listing for a Fraser or a Mom or Dad. There were, however, some possibilities. Almost all entries were carefully recorded by first and last name, telephone number and address, including postal code. But one was simply a name. Rose. Plus an address in the far eastern suburb of Orleans.


  Several minutes of searching through computer databases yielded a last name to go with Rose—Artlee, not Fraser as he had hoped—and an age. Forty-four. An older sister perhaps, whose name had changed through marriage? On a chance, he dialled the number, and when the cheerful woman who answered the phone confirmed she was Mrs. Rose Artlee, he introduced himself and blithely asked if she were Matt Fraser’s next of kin.


  Complete silence.


  “Hello?” he prompted.


  “What’s happened?” she asked in a voice so low it was barely audible. All trace of cheer was gone.


  “Are you a relation?”


  “Why do you want to know?”


  It was a strange game of cat and mouse, but he supposed she’d earned the right to be suspicious. No doubt the press had been merciless during the trial.


  “He’s been reported missing by a friend, Mrs. Artlee. I’m following up to see whether his family knows of his whereabouts.”


  “Oh, no!” she breathed, not a denial of his question but an exclamation of dismay, as if something she’d long feared had come to pass.


  “Do you know something?”


  “No,” she replied as if hastily collecting her wits. “I haven’t seen him in years.”


  “Mrs. Artlee,” he said, “perhaps I should drop around for a quick chat.”


  “I told you I don’t know anything!”


  “But you sound worried.”


  “Because you said he’s disappeared. Of course I’m worried. If you find him, tell me—” She hesitated. “No, I’ll call back in a few days.”


  He sensed she was about to hang up. “Just a quick chat. I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”


  “No! I—I mean I’m on my way out. I’ll meet you…” He could feel her haste through the wires. “At the Tim Hortons on Montreal Road, just off the Queensway.”


  She’d hung up before he could get in a word, and he glanced at his watch in dismay. This was not a high priority case. In fact, it was hardly a case at all, and meanwhile, several active cases were bubbling in the major crimes squad, demanding his attention. Not the least of which was Brian Sullivan, who’d been trying to contact him since before noon about his rooming house death in Vanier.


  I’ll drop by the Vanier scene on my way back from Tim Hortons, Green promised himself as he buckled on his radio and headed out his door. Tim Hortons doughnut shops were proliferating across the city like mushrooms, and Green wasn’t sure which one Rose referred to, but luckily it was easy to spot amid the strip mall scenery just north of the Queensway. Inside, a handful of workers lingered over lunch, but Green was able to pick out Rose without difficulty. Only one woman was sitting alone in a booth, with her back against the wall and her eyes glued to the door, a heavy-set woman with a doughy face and short, spiked hair which seemed to be her only attempt at fashion. Round glasses accentuated her moon face, and behind them her eyes were pale and wary. As a peace offering, he picked up two ice cappuccinos before approaching the table. She launched into a pre-emptive strike before he could even introduce himself.


  “I don’t know what I can do for you. I haven’t seen Matt in years.”


  “Why?”


  She looked taken aback. “Why? Because of what he did. I have two daughters, and even if I didn’t, I—”


  “But he was acquitted.”


  “Because it was the word of a six-year-old against him and a whole slew of his teacher friends.”


  “So you’re saying he was guilty?”


  Her jaw jutted out, and the wattle beneath her chin quivered. “Is that so wrong of me? He may have been my brother, but I don’t shut my eyes to right and wrong.”


  “Do you think a whole slew of his teacher friends would? Just because he was a colleague?”


  “Teachers stick together. But the proof was, afterwards, they wouldn’t give him the time of day.”


  “But you’re saying they all lied to protect one of their own. And left a six-year-old to twist in the wind.”


  She mixed her drink with short jabs of her straw. “I sound bitter, don’t I? Well, I have a right to be. Ten years ago, my brother dragged our family through the mud. Vandals broke our windows so many times we had to move, my little girls got picked on in school, I got let go at the day care where I worked, because—hey, I must have had the same screwed up childhood, right? By the end, my husband couldn’t stand the stress and took off to Calgary. He came back, but not before I’d been through three years of hell on welfare. My brother molested little girls, but we’re the ones who paid the price. So yeah—” she barked out a short laugh, “I guess I’m bitter.”


  “You’ve more than earned the right,” he replied. “And I’m not reproaching you for your feelings about your brother, believe me. But when I called, you said ‘oh no’ as if you were worried about him.”


  His ploy had the desired effect, and some of the fight died from her eyes. She rummaged in her purse and extracted a package of DuMaurier cigarettes. Ignoring the “no smoking” signs plastered around the walls, she lit up and sucked a grateful breath into her lungs.


  “My brother and I were never what you’d call close. I’m eight years older than him, our dad left us when I was twelve, and we had to leave the farm and move to the city so our mother could work. I lost all my friends and got stuck in a crappy little apartment taking care of Matt. He was delicate as a kid. Always had colds or asthma. He cried if you yelled at him, but the kid had brains, and he was really good at making me take the blame for whatever went wrong. Mom never took the time to listen to my side. I was trouble, I admit it. I mean, look at me. I was a big, fat, ugly kid with attitude, and I’m still a big fat, ugly broad. Attitude? In spades. I’ve never been in trouble with the law, I don’t mean that. But I never caught on to the finer points of how to win friends and influence people. Matt did. But that was his downfall too. He never toughened up. He’d rely on his helpless act, and people would rescue him left, right and centre.”


  She blew out a lungful of smoke before resuming. “That’s why this trial thing killed him. Sure, he got all his colleagues to rally around, and he played his poor-little-me-wouldn’thurt-a-fly routine, and he got off. But then it all came apart. Suddenly he was alone. I’d had enough, and anyways if I’d tried to help him, my husband would have killed me. His teacher friends dropped him, the school board fired him, and everywhere he went, people pointed fingers. Hell, his story had been plastered over the news for months, and nobody believed for an instant that he was innocent. If this had been farm country and not Ottawa, he’d have been strung up by the balls behind a barn somewhere within days of the verdict.”


  She stopped as if suddenly realizing she’d lost her place, and her eye caught the frown of an employee behind the counter. Muttering, she busied herself mashing out her cigarette on the floor. Green waited patiently. He knew what he’d heard when he’d told her Fraser was missing, and no amount of blustery denial on her part would convince him this woman didn’t love her brother. And sure enough…


  “Well, you know,” she resumed, and her eyes didn’t meet his, “old habits die hard. I mean, I’ve been taking care of Matt since he was four, and I knew him inside out. I wanted nothing to do with him because what he did makes me physically sick, but I did wonder how the hell he was going to carry on when everyone dropped him. I mean, it was justice in its own funny way, right? I did figure he deserved it, but I got to wondering. I never contacted him, I never answered his calls, and pretty quick he got the message and stopped.”


  “Where was your mother during all this?”


  “Oh, Mom was in Florida with her new man, pretending she was twenty years younger than she was, and certainly never admitting she had any son at all, let alone a fully grown pervert.”


  “Are you the only other family he has?”


  She nodded, then stopped herself. “Well, Dad showed up for the trial. That was a treat. I hadn’t seen him in over twenty years, and Matt didn’t know him from Adam. ‘Just wanted to show my support, son’, and all that crap. I sent him packing.” She chopped at her drink with a vigour that shook the table. “All slick and polished like that, he’d do more harm than good to Matt’s case, and Matt just about came apart at the seams when he met him.”


  He propped his chin in his hand and smiled at her slightly. “So you really did look out for him, didn’t you. It’s second nature. And privately, even now, you still worry.”


  “Well... I wonder. I mean, ten years is a long time, and I got to wondering if he’d gotten himself together. After the trial, he tried to go away and make a new start, but the word always seemed to spread, and anyways he was no good at starting new. Matt was a kid who liked the same thing for dinner every night, and if you changed the brand of frozen orange juice, he’d notice.” She paused as if caught in the memory. “Anyways, I heard he came back here and found himself an apartment.” Her jaw jutted out again. “But I don’t know what he was doing with himself, and I don’t care. I almost forgot about him.”


  “But?” he prompted, not believing her for a second. She said nothing but chewed her lip as if wrestling with how much to reveal herself. He gave her a gentle push. “Something reminded you?”


  Her eyes grew shuttered. “He did. He phoned last week.”


  “What day was that?”


  “Wednesday.”


  Green’s pulse jumped, but he was careful to keep his tone neutral. “What did he want?”


  “I don’t know. I refused to talk to him.” She paused, her fingers gripping the cappuccino cup so hard it dented. “Look, he took me by surprise, okay? I hung up on him. I was thinking of calling him back.”


  “And now you’re worried that perhaps he was in trouble?”


  “Well, even Matt had his pride, you know? We hadn’t talked in eight years, so for him to pick up the phone, it had to be something important.”


  “You think he needed your help?”


  She frowned at him. “I don’t know. How could I know what the hell was on his mind? He sounded all earnest and desperate, like in the old days when he needed me to bail him out. He said, ‘Rose, I have something to tell you’, and I hung up.”


  “He had something to tell you. Like, news?”


  “I thought it was a confession. That’s why I hung up. All those years, he never once admitted he did it. Even just between us, when the truth wouldn’t have hurt him. But I didn’t want to hear it now, just ’cause it suited him. Fuck, it was over eight years ago, I’d put it all in the past, and no way was I letting him drag it all out again.”


  “But now you’re worried perhaps it was something else entirely?”


  She didn’t reply. Around them, the doughnut shop was empty and the staff was cleaning equipment. A Celine Dion ballad wafted over the air waves, crooning about love. Wrapped within herself, she seemed oblivious. She’d never been a pretty woman, but he saw there was a maternal strength to her when she wasn’t trying to bluster. Worry pinched her brows and quivered at the corners of her mouth. Again she seemed to be debating the wisdom of revealing her softer self. Finally, she sighed. “No, I thought maybe the guilt had been eating at him for ten years, until he’d finally gathered up the courage to tell me. So when I hung up on him, maybe it was the last straw. You see, I’ve always thought that some day, when he finally faced what he was, my brother was going to kill himself.”


  


  Green was driving down the Queensway, halfway to Rideau Psychiatric Hospital, when he remembered Brian Sullivan’s rooming house death in Vanier. He cursed. Sullivan had wanted him to look at the scene before the body was removed and use his fabled intuition to see if he could detect anything amiss. The staff sergeant had already dismissed the case in his own mind and urged his subordinate to do the same. Death by misadventure. Specifically, setting your bed and yourself on fire by smoking while intoxicated—a tawdry but common enough end to a vagrant’s life. But obviously Sullivan was not so sure.


  Brian Sullivan and he had been rookies on patrol together over twenty years ago and had remained friends ever since, despite their differences in temperament and rank. Where Green was impulsive and fanciful, Sullivan was practical and meticulous. Green made wild intuitive leaps, while Sullivan steadfastly filled in the gaps. In the past, before the changing face of police work and Green’s promotion to the senior ranks had drawn him further and further from the trenches he loved, the two had made a perfect investigative team. Now, Sullivan and his colleagues from Major Crimes conducted all the routine investigations without need of Green’s input, while he sat on planning committees and chafed with frustration. Sometimes he bulldozed his way onto a case out of sheer boredom, or the fear that no one else on the force knew what they were doing. Occasionally, Sullivan took pity on him.


  Perhaps Sullivan was simply taking pity this time, but he had sounded as if he really did want Green’s opinion, and a request from Sullivan was not to be taken lightly. Green glanced at his watch. It was almost two-thirty, which meant that after this detour he wouldn’t reach Rideau Psychiatric until after four. That was cutting things close, but still within the realm of possibility. Surely most of the doctors and therapists on the day shift would still be at work at four.


  He took the next exit ramp off the Queensway and headed back east, deftly skirting around road construction and through side streets on his way deep into the city’s shabby east end. Historically, Vanier was the home of Ottawa’s francophone working class community, with roots back in the lumbering days, and it had retained a strong French Catholic flavour. Like much of the inner city, however, it had become an uneasy mix of indigenous French, transients down on their luck, aboriginals from up north, and immigrant families from all over the Third World. Proud shanties stood side by side with cheap apartments and rooming houses which saw a constant turnover of tenants with uncertain pasts and even more uncertain futures.


  On a dingy side street off Montreal Road, Green spotted Sullivan’s unmarked blue Taurus parked outside a structure that ought never to have passed its building inspection. The ancient, three-storey rooming house squatted in a patch of sodden weeds, its mottled grey bricks steaming in the midafternoon heat. The only evidence of its recent fire was some blackening around the second storey window and a thorough soaking from the fire hose. In a line behind Sullivan’s car were the red fire marshall’s vehicle, the Forensic Identification van, the black coroner’s van, and another police-issue Taurus which Green suspected belonged to the arson squad. Sullivan has really called out all the troops, he thought as he pushed through the crowd of curious locals, logged in with the uniform on guard, slipped paper shoes on his feet and ducked under the police tape.


  The reek of burnt chemicals and charred flesh assailed him even before he stepped over the threshold, and involuntarily he covered his nose. In the street, the afternoon heat had been oppressive, but inside it was a sauna. Within seconds, he was damp with sweat. He could hear voices and footsteps milling throughout the building, but he followed the boom of a familiar Scottish brogue up the stairs and into the front room on the second floor. The room was bare except for a partially burned crate under the window and a mattress on the floor whose charred springs poked through the residue of blackened cloth. Three men were bent over the mattress, conferring in low tones and affording Green only a brief glimpse of burnt sneakers hanging off the edge of the bed.


  Sullivan was a big man, and his shoulders seemed to fill the tiny room. He’d left his suit jacket in the car, and his white shirt was drenched with sweat. Above the collar, his neck and face were an unnatural crimson that Green hoped was only from the heat. Drawing in a cautious breath, Green stepped through the door. At the sound, Sullivan swung around and a smile of relief lit his florid face.


  “Mike, about time! Dr. MacPhail was about to give up on you and take the body away.”


  The tall, rangy Scot laughed and clapped Green on the shoulder with his gloved hand. “Worse luck, lad! I’m still here, trying to get some ideas from what’s left of the poor bugger.”


  The Ident Unit had turned a strong spotlight on the bed, and Green recognized one of their senior officers bent over his camera, photographing every section of the body. The bright light spared nothing. Curled fetus-like on the bed was the remains of something human of indeterminate age, sex or even colour. Most of the body was charred beyond all recognition, and on the upper body not a scrap of skin nor a single hair was left intact. The rank stench of burnt meat was choking.


  Black spots laced Green’s sight, and he forced shallow breaths to fight down the bile in his throat. Dead bodies had never been his forte, but he was determined not to give the pathologist further fuel to mock him. MacPhail had spent the last twenty-two years awash in corpses and whiskey, and his sense of humour was decidedly off-kilter. Green forced his attention to practical details.


  “Have you got an ID ?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “Still working on it. It’s an adult male, MacPhail’s guess is medium height and weight, but he’ll know more after the autopsy. As usual, nobody’s talking in the building here, at least not to the cops. This is a rent-by-the-week room, cash in advance, no questions asked. Nobody knew who he was, and he didn’t talk to anybody. He just signed in last week under the name Jake, but that’s all we’ve got to go by. We’ll be checking missing persons reports and canvassing the street, but it will probably come down to dental records or DNA once we get some possibles. Not much left of the fingers.”


  Green heard the weary resignation in Sullivan’s voice, and he sympathized. This was a pointless and unlamented end to what had probably been an aimless life. They’d both seen them countless times before, life’s losers who drifted from one dive to another and from one high to another, until fate and their own stupidity stumbled upon each other, leaving the police force with the job of mopping up. Perhaps, even after all their hard work, they would never identify this one, and worse still, perhaps no one would even care.


  Yet Sullivan had clearly not called him here to offer his sympathies. Green turned away from the body briskly. “Let’s go outside, and you can fill me in.”


  To his dismay, however, Sullivan shook his head. “I want you to look at this body carefully and tell me what you think.”


  Green sighed. The request was vague, but he knew it was not trivial. Sullivan thought the body was telling them something, and he wanted to know if Green saw it too. Green forced himself to turn back to survey the scene. Even through the water and soot that covered everything, Green could see that the room was almost bare. On the floor lay a few blackened objects, one of them recognizable as a glass bottle. The remains of the bed sat in the corner, burned away to bare springs. On it, the body was curled on its back, grotesque but almost peaceful in repose. The skin and clothes were burnt away, leaving nothing but a blackened shape. Smoke and flame damage was extensive around the body, but quite limited in the rest of the room.


  Green was not an expert in fires, but he sensed what was bothering Sullivan. Something seemed unnatural. He’d seen bodies burned to death before, and usually they were found huddled on the floor by the door, making a last desperate effort to escape. Even drunks who passed out in bed and lit the mattress on fire usually woke enough to try to get to the door. Green pointed this out dubiously, but Sullivan was ready for him.


  “We do see it sometimes, Mike. The guy was smoking in bed, fell asleep, and the cigarette dropped on the mattress right beside him. Smolders a while before it catches, and it’s the smoke that kills them before they wake up.”


  “That’s just it. It looks like this burned hard, suggesting maybe an accelerant helped it along. Otherwise the mattress would probably have smoked a lot more.”


  Sullivan nodded. “The fire investigators and Arson are looking at it.” He pointed to the empty bottle which an Ident officer was just slipping into an evidence bag. “The label’s burned off, but it might have been some cheap brew.”


  “Alcohol doesn’t burn hot enough for this.”


  “No, but maybe something homemade, or even something more flammable. If the guy was lying down and tried to drink from the bottle, he’d spill some on himself and the mattress. The fire investigators have taken their samples, and we’ll have to wait for their findings.”


  “Then what started it?”


  “Most likely a cigarette. He could have dropped the cigarette in the booze, and it went up so fast he had no time to react. It’s a theory, anyway. But...” Sullivan’s rugged, square face creased with dissatisfaction. “What do you think, Mike?”


  Green’s eyes roamed the room, studying the layout and the position of the body on the bed. MacPhail had begun cautiously bagging what was left of the hands, and his impatience was showing. “It’s possible, I suppose,” Green replied. “But it looks set up to cause maximum damage to the body. Damn convenient.”


  Sullivan nodded. “Convenient how?”


  “Because it makes it hard to identify him. Plus—I’m trying to imagine how a guy, lying in bed, spills booze, sets himself on fire, and then lies back to enjoy the blaze. The pain should have driven anyone up out of the bed in two seconds flat.”


  MacPhail straightened up and nodded to his assistant. “Well, I’m taking him away, lads, before he decomposes in this heat. Michael, we’ll be checking him upside down and sideways to determine what substances he had in his system, and whether they were sufficient to render him unconscious entirely. In the meantime we’ll wait for the fire investigators to complete their investigation before we draw any conclusions about accident, suicide, or what have you.”


  Sullivan glanced at Green, whose mind was already tracking a new possibility. In her missing persons report, Janice Tanner had estimated Matt Fraser’s height as five foot ten and his weight about one hundred sixty-five pounds, figures which came pretty close to MacPhail’s estimate of medium height and weight for the dead man. Of course, it also fit half the men in the city, and why Fraser would leave the sanctuary of his apartment and the protection of his dog to hole up in a roach-ridden room in Vanier was a mystery. And if he had come here to die anonymously, why had he waited six days before doing the deed? Gathering the courage?


  Sullivan seemed to read Green’s puzzlement. “You got a theory?”


  “Rush the DNA , and keep your eyes open during the post mortem that this guy might have taken a lethal overdose.”


  “DNA takes at least three weeks, Mike, no matter how much you try to push it through. And besides, we have to have some family members to compare it to, in order to establish who it might be.”


  “I know.” Green was already ahead of him, thinking of Rose Artlee, the tough-tender woman he had left in the Tim Hortons booth, defiantly smoking her second cigarette and lost in her own private thoughts. No doubt worrying if her final rejection had been more than her brother could bear.


  DNA comparisons with a corpse would cheer her up no end.


  Four


  Sharon Green stepped onto the hospital elevator and heaved a sigh of relief as she punched the button for the main floor. Home. A thousand things awaited her there, but at least she could close the door on the soul-sapping depressives, the fragmented schizophrenics and the compassion she had to find within herself all day long. She leaned against the back of the elevator, shut her eyes, and didn’t open them until the elevator jerked to a stop and the doors rattled open. Then she found herself face to face with her husband, who looked slightly smudged and smelled awful.


  “Oh, good, you haven’t left yet,” he said as he drew her out.


  She wrinkled her nose. “God, what have you been rolling in?”


  “A case. A fire. That’s not important. I need your help.” He had that glint in his eye she’d come to recognize as Mike on the hunt. She thought of her swollen feet, her aching back, her son pining at the sitter’s, and the unmade dinner still to come. She groaned.


  “Green, no chance this can wait till tomorrow?”


  He flashed his most disarming grin, the slightly crooked one that had first brought her into his arms five years earlier, despite all her friends’ and family’s advice to the contrary. “Probably, but I’m here,” he said, taking her elbow and steering her to a chair in the lobby. “Matt Fraser. I need to talk to his doctor, and I figure I’ll step on fewer toes if you give me an introduction.”


  “I don’t know who his doctor is.”


  “Then find out.”


  “It’s four o’clock. Everyone is getting ready to go home now.”


  “That’s perfect. On his way out, the good doctor can spare me five minutes to answer one simple question.”


  She folded her arms stubbornly. “Green, spill it.”


  “Could Fraser have killed himself? That seems to be his sister’s theory on his disappearance.”


  “Well, if he’s already done it, there’s hardly an urgent reason for violating his right to confidentiality, is there?”


  “But what if he hasn’t done it yet? What if he’s wandering around trying to screw up the courage?”


  She couldn’t resist a smile. When he wanted, he could manipulate with the most accomplished psychopath, and it was society’s luck that he, unlike the psychopath, never used the talent for personal gain. “For six days?” she said.


  He pulled a face that might have been sheepish. “It’s an arguable point, isn’t it? At least let me run it by the doctor and see if he buys it.”


  She weighed the idea, intrigued in spite of her aching feet. There was no harm in at least finding out who the doctor was, and that would give her a hint of their receptiveness to Mike’s dubious plan. When she cajoled the medical records clerk into checking the database, however, her heart sank. Matt Fraser’s doctor was Bradley Emmerson-Jones, psychology’s imitation of Fort Knox.


  “I’ll run this by the doctor myself,” she told Mike as she returned to the lobby.


  He stood up. “But you don’t know enough—”


  She placed her fingers on his lips to restrain him. “Green, I do. Trust me.”


  She had sounded more confident than she felt as they took the elevator to the third floor. En route, she steeled herself to confront the prissy little man whom she’d met only at the occasional hospital function, although he’d been working at the hospital as long as she had. He was currently the senior psychologist assigned to the Mood and Anxiety Disorders program, and he cut through his patients’ fears with a ruthlessly behaviourist knife. “Show me the data” was his favourite cry, which sent the social workers and other newly minted students of the human soul scurrying elsewhere for mentorship. Thus, over the years, he had collected around himself a small but dedicated cadre of like-minded neo Skinnerians, but found himself rarely consulted by the mainstream clinical staff.


  Sharon found him sitting alone at his computer, peering over the rim of his reading glasses at some blips on the screen. His office made little attempt at a cozy, supportive atmosphere; besides his massive desk, it contained nothing but a large bookshelf crammed with journals, and a pair of utilitarian armchairs placed on either side of a small work table, as if to stress the business nature of the interaction. Not a single knick-knack, picture, or even professional degree graced the walls. Emmerson-Jones swivelled at the sound of her knock and arched his eyebrows questioningly.


  “Dr. Emmerson-Jones? I’m Sharon Levy from Six West.” She tried to keep the uncertainty out of her voice, but there was something about his imperious eyebrows that tipped her off-balance. “May I have a word with you about a patient?”


  The brows arched further, but still the man said nothing. All right, so don’t ask me in, Sharon thought, and her annoyance made her brave. She strode in uninvited and took a seat in one of the armchairs. Stick to the facts, she told herself. He loves facts.


  “Matt Fraser,” she began as he still did not react. “He’s been missing from his apartment for almost a week, and a missing persons report has been filed with the police. Because of his past, and some suspicious evidence at his apartment, the police are concerned about revenge and are taking the disappearance seriously. His sister, however, believes he may have finally decided to kill himself. I was hoping you—”


  “Just a minute!” He pulled off his reading glasses with a sweep of his hand, the better to glare at her, she suspected. “By what authority do you believe you can ask me any questions whatsoever?”


  “The man’s life may be in imminent danger. Under such circumstances, the law—”


  “And who are you? The police? The court-appointed psychiatrist? His next of kin?”


  “She’s my wife.” Mike strode into the room and flipped open his badge. “Detective Inspector Green, Criminal Investigations, Ottawa Police.”


  Sharon fought back the urge to kill him and the equally strong urge to laugh. She knew Mike as the boyish, impetuous, mercurial and infuriating lover in her life, but had never seen him play inspector. He was good. The two men sized each other up, Emmerson-Jones from over his half-moon glasses and Mike from behind a mask of brisk authority. The psychologist didn’t move, but Mike settled smoothly into the chair opposite Sharon.


  “Sharon is helping us with our inquiries,” he said. “At present my prime goal is to ascertain if there’s been a crime committed or any risk of imminent harm to a member of the public, including Mr. Fraser himself. That’s the extent of police involvement, doctor, and the extent of the cooperation I’d appreciate from you. I don’t need to know if this man has decided to relocate to another town in order to escape an unpleasant person or situation here in town. I have two simple questions for you. One, should we be worried about suicide in this case, and two, if so, can you provide some suggestions as to where we should look for him?”


  Emmerson-Jones hesitated. His eyes were unblinking, and Sharon could almost see him mentally riffling through the legalities in search of guidance. The issues were not black and white, and Sharon knew how much he hated grey. Not surprisingly, he asked for clarification.


  “Is there evidence beyond his sister’s opinion that he may have been contemplating suicide?”


  “There is evidence that his past still haunts him,” Mike replied.


  Emmerson-Jones shook his head. “That’s a chronic stress, hardly a new condition or a recent shift in behaviour.”


  “There’s also evidence that he left his apartment abruptly, without ensuring that his dog was taken care of.”


  The psychologist’s brows arched slightly, betraying his surprise before he could bring them back down. “That suggests something unplanned or unintended. It’s not the careful planning of a suicide that’s years in the making.”


  “Some suicides are impulsive,” Mike pointed out.


  “Not Matt Fraser’s kind. His would attend to every detail. So it’s unlikely—” the psychologist’s lips parted in what could have been a smile. “It seems I’ve answered your question after all, Inspector.”


  Mike’s face was deadpan, but Sharon knew he was having fun. Outwitting pomposity was one of his favourite sports.


  “Normally, I’d agree with you,” he replied. “I’ve seen the man’s house, and he sets new boundaries for the term obsessive. But I also had the feeling that his grip on reality wasn’t what it should be, and once that begins to go, a lot of details can get lost in the haze.”


  Sharon took great satisfaction in the look of astonishment on the psychologist’s face. She’d always known Mike had a wonderful intuitive sense, but he’d also been an adept pupil who’d picked up a lot of wisdom about human failings from discussing work with her. Now she wondered how Emmerson Jones, the quintessential rationalist, would handle Mike’s poetic bent.


  “You’re implying he’s delusional,” he replied sharply, as if to bring the discussion back to a more prosaic plane.


  To her surprise, Mike laughed, further rattling the man. Then he gave a cheerful shrug. “I like ‘haze’ myself, but yes. The poor man had all his windows nailed shut in thirty degree heat and dark blinds blocking out every sliver of the outside world. He had five locks on his door and—I kid you not— enough newspapers and photocopied articles to fill a tractortrailer. All about his case. Either he was really thorough, or the real world had ceased to exist for him.”


  Despite his best efforts, the psychologist grew visibly pinker with each point, then after a moment’s deliberation, he picked up his phone and dialled zero. “Have Leslie Black paged for me, please. Extension 6083.”


  As the name blared over the hospital intercom, he hung up and rose to his feet. “Would you both step outside for a minute, please, while I deal with a private matter.”


  Outside in the hall, Sharon gave Mike a playful swat on the rear. “Thanks for letting me handle it, schmuck.”


  He raised his finger to his lips and positioned himself outside the door. “That doctor didn’t know a damn thing about his patient,” he whispered. “It’s time for some ass-covering.”


  “Or buck passing,” she responded. “Leslie Black’s a friend of mine, and she runs anxiety groups. She probably ran the group Janice and Matt attended.”


  “In other words, the one who really should know what was going on in Matt’s head.”


  Sharon nodded. “She’s a nurse with some graduate psych training. She’s really experienced, but she never got her degree, so technically Emmerson-Jones has to supervise her.”


  “And technically, he’s accountable.” He grinned. “Some serious ass-covering.”


  Inside, the phone rang, and Sharon heard Emmerson Jones’s gruff hello. A moment later, his voice rose sharply. Sharon joined Mike pressed against the door, but she could distinguish only a few words.


  “Police... kill... did you... responsibility... What do you mean, no!” His voice dropped to a low murmur, and for some time they could make out nothing. With a smile, Mike steered her back towards the waiting room.


  “I think we may get lucky,” he murmured. He settled into a chair and was looking the picture of cooperation when a frazzled middle-aged woman burst out of the elevator and hurried into Emmerson-Jones’s room. Five minutes elapsed.


  “He’s getting their stories straight,” Sharon said.


  “And he’s telling her what she can and can’t say. I wish I was a fly on the wall.”


  Emmerson-Jones’s door opened, and he beckoned them back in. “This is Mrs. Black, one of our therapists. She’s been treating Mr. Fraser in group therapy, and I thought her input might be useful.”


  Sharon glanced at Leslie, who was sitting beside Emmerson Jones’s desk and whose flushed face and erratic breathing belied her pose of pleasant calm. Emmerson-Jones sat down, folded his hands, and embarked on his speech.


  “Neither Mrs. Black nor I had any evidence to suggest that Mr. Fraser was at significant risk for suicide. Nor have I heard anything today from you two that clearly suggests otherwise. However, preferring to err on the side of caution, I’m prepared to admit that there may be certain risks of which we were unaware, and in the interests of protecting my patient—as well as others, of course—I’m prepared to share some details of his treatment. I trust this information will be treated with discretion.”


  Mike nodded and extracted his notebook, which was his favourite dramatic prop. Sharon knew inwardly he was celebrating his victory, but his expression was the essence of respect. With a flick of his hand, Emmerson-Jones invited Leslie to speak.


  Leslie was a petite woman whose delicate features belied her strength. There was a stubborn set to her finely chiselled jaw, but her voice was flat and precise. “Matt’s been in my group for almost a year now. He’s as conscientious and punctual as clockwork, he records all his assignments in his therapy binder, and he attempts to do each one to the best of his ability. Which is unlike some of my patients, who’ve been avoiding social challenges and making excuses for themselves for so many years, that the habits are hard to break. Matt always tries. But within the group, he says very little. We always have a few who monopolize—”


  “Like Janice Tanner?” Mike interjected.


  “Well, yes, actually—” She managed before Emmerson Jones stopped her.


  “Mrs. Black, please confine your remarks to Mr. Fraser.”


  Leslie nodded, but not before Sharon caught the flash of anger in her eyes. How she hates this forced subjugation, Sharon thought.


  “So Matt is a private person?” Mike encouraged, ignoring Emmerson-Jones.


  “Private, but also very shy. Some private people talk endlessly about everyone else’s problems but their own. They try to take over my job, in fact. But Matt simply listened. He was intelligent, I could see that, and quite intuitive, but he kept his opinions to himself.”


  “So he seemed rational, right until the end? No hint of strange obsessions or delusions?”


  Here Leslie wavered. “Well, in truth… Dr. Emmerson Jones just told me what you said about Matt’s apartment. I had no idea. If I’d known, I would have checked into his mental state further. But he always presented as organized, neat and clean. He was OCD, of course—sorry, that’s obsessive-compulsive—but lots of people are. He looked poor, and his clothing sense was horrendous, although I think the baggy sweat clothes were part of his protective cover. But he was always able to keep track of group activities and follow the conversation.” Her voice faded, and she gazed into space, chewing her lip as if remembering some worrisome point. Sharon itched to pursue it, but Mike had the interview so well choreographed she didn’t dare disrupt it.


  In the next instant Mike, as if reading her mind, picked up the thread himself. “But now, in retrospect, there were some signs?”


  “Some of his comments were odd. One of the other patients has paranoid tendencies and was talking about being followed in the street. Matt asked him if he’d ever done anything bad, and then he said sometimes it’s not our imagination. Sometimes people do follow us, and it can be for things that happened long ago, that nobody else even remembers.”


  “Did he elaborate, or did you ask if he was talking about himself?”


  She shook her head. “His comment was off topic. Worse than that, it was feeding this individual’s anxieties. The fear that everyone is looking at you and thinking bad things about you is a core component of social phobias.”


  “Was it usual for Fraser to say things like that?”


  Leslie glanced across at her supervisor, and again Sharon had the feeling she wanted to say much more. “Matt tended to be more cynical than most, but given what he’s been through, that’s hardly surprising.”


  “Did the others know about his past?”


  “He never spoke of it. Of course, Dr. Emmerson-Jones and I knew, and—”


  “It was not relevant to his treatment,” Emmerson-Jones cut in. “He needed to get out into the world again. That takes a well-planned series of small steps, not a whole lot of talking about the past.”


  “Still, I imagine it was hard for him to just turn the memories off,” Mike said in an affable tone beneath which Sharon could recognize the sarcasm. “Did he talk about it indirectly? Allude to any strange worries or thoughts?”


  Leslie was shaking her head. “In retrospect, I can see he’s been getting more agitated in recent weeks, as if he couldn’t get his mind off things. The last session, he kept scribbling furiously in his binder, he shifted in his chair and twirled his pen, he just couldn’t seem to relax. I was surprised when he missed the group last week, because he’s usually so conscientious.”


  “Looking back at what you know about him now and what he revealed in discussions, have you got any idea if he felt he was being followed, and by whom?”


  Emmerson-Jones silenced Leslie with an abrupt slice of his hand. “This is clearly beyond the issue of public safety, Inspector. You’re trying to pry information out of us to further your investigation.”


  “They’re one and the same,” Mike replied, with an edge creeping into his voice. “Somebody might have been stalking him and waiting for the chance to settle accounts. In which case he may be in danger. Or dead.”


  Emmerson-Jones and Leslie Black exchanged looks, and Sharon saw a sudden uncertainty in his. He doesn’t know what to do, she thought, because he doesn’t know his patient from Adam, beyond the anxiety rating scales Fraser had probably filled in during the initial consult. In clinical matters, Emmerson-Jones was not one to venture out on a limb. If he didn’t have his numbers and his data to support his opinion, he said nothing. Yet here, to say nothing might land him in serious professional trouble. In that glance to Leslie Black, he was asking her to go out on the limb for him. Clever little prick, Sharon thought with gritted teeth.


  But if Leslie was aware of the dual purpose she served, she seemed unfazed. Sharon sensed she loved limbs, perhaps because she knew the clearest and farthest views could be had from them.


  “Yes,” she said without a moment’s pause. “He did believe he was being followed, and he did say that some people would stop at nothing, even after years, and so he—”


  Belatedly, she checked herself with a look of dismay, but Mike was not to be denied.


  “He what?”


  Leslie shifted in her chair, clearly reluctant. “Well, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way. Out of context, it sounds ominous, but I’m sure he didn’t mean it that way.”


  Mike waited patiently, his pen poised.


  As the silence ticked on, Leslie obliged. “He said he might have to stop them first.”


  “Oh, really!” Emmerson-Jones interjected. “Idle talk in the therapy group, nothing to base a suspicion on, Inspector. People say all kinds of things!”


  Mike’s eyes remained on Leslie. “But you think he was serious?”


  “I don’t think he was being glib,” she replied slowly. “Matt spoke so rarely that when he did, you knew it was something he’d been worrying over for weeks.”


  “Mrs. Black!” the psychologist exclaimed. “If you knew of a possible threat, you should have come to me at once!”


  “I didn’t see it as a threat,” she countered, flushing. “Not in the context. I had the impression he meant he’d consult a lawyer.”


  “For a restraining order, you mean?” Mike asked.


  “It sounded like something of that sort.” Mike’s eyes narrowed. “If he went to a lawyer and not the police, then chances are he knew who was following him. Did he give a hint? Someone from the trial?”


  Leslie sat a long while in silence as if she were mentally reliving the group discussions. Finally, she sighed and shook her head. “The group didn’t know about his past, and so his comments were always circumspect. It might have been—”


  “I think that’s enough speculation, Mrs. Black. The police need evidence, not your subjective interpretation of what a patient might have meant.” Emmerson-Jones rose and reached for his suit jacket. “I believe we’ve helped you much more than we’re obliged, Inspector. Let’s hope this whole matter is resolved quickly and with happy results.” He held open his door and extended his hand. “Good day.”


  “Arrogant putz,” Mike muttered as he followed Sharon out the door. She punched the elevator button and swung around with a mock glare.


  “Yes, and thanks to you, he’s going to nail me with the Director of Nursing tomorrow morning. I was handling it my way, Green. How’s he ever going to believe I had no control over you?”


  The elevator door slid open, and she stomped in. Once inside, he gave her his crooked grin. “He’s a shrink. That should be obvious to his finely-honed intuition.”


  “Yeah, right. Some cops get hunches, and others plod through the facts. Shrinks are no different. Emmerson-Jones has no intuition, but what he does have is a very stiff poker up his ass.”


  He laughed, caught her hand and pulled her into his arms. “Sorry. Will you be in big trouble?”


  “What can they do, fire me? They can’t afford to, with the shortage of nurses and my ten years’ experience. So they’ll sweep it under the carpet, I’ll stay out of Emmerson-Jones’ way for a while—which will be my pleasure—and it’ll be business as usual. However, you won’t get off that easily. You owe me big time, Green, and a tub of Ben n’ Jerry’s isn’t going to do it.”


  “So what’s your pleasure this time?” He bent to nuzzle her neck. “Maybe...?”


  She pushed him away. “Not smelling like that! Cooking dinner would be a start.”


  The elevator jolted to a stop on the main floor. As the doors opened, he kissed her lightly on the nose. “Okay, I just need to make one quick stop back at the station—”


  “Green! It’s past five o’clock!”


  He led the way through the heavy glass doors into the garish afternoon sun. Just ahead, his car was parked illegally at the curb with a police sticker slapped on the dash. He paused with his hand on the handle. “This will only take a minute. I have to look something up.”


  “For this case?”


  He nodded and slipped into the car. “Leslie Black got me thinking of something. Half an hour, I promise, and then I’ll whip up the meanest Kraft Dinner you’ve ever had. And to while away the time...” He fished in his wallet and held out a scrap of paper. “You could always take a peek at this house on your way home and see what you think.”


  Without making a move, she grinned. “In half an hour? No time. Wouldn’t want my Kraft Dinner to get cold.”


  Five

  



  As he drove back towards the police station against the rush hour, Green glanced at the gridlock stretching along the Queensway in the opposite direction and ruefully acknowledged that his promise of half an hour had been hopelessly optimistic. Especially since he had to travel all the way out to the end of the earth to reach his new home.


  The squad room was deserted when he arrived, but fortunately in his absence the records clerk had delivered the Fraser file to his office, where it sat in two large boxes on his desk. Inside were pages of reports, witness statements and interview summaries, in no particular order as far as he could tell. Sitting at his desk, Green resisted the urge to get sidetracked by the interviews and instead riffled rapidly through the pages until he found the name he was looking for.


  In his therapy group, Matt Fraser had hinted that he was thinking of consulting a lawyer in order to stop some harassment, real or imagined. Perhaps he had, and perhaps he had used the same lawyer who had defended him so successfully ten years earlier.


  Josh Bleustein.


  Green groaned. Over the past fifteen years, Green had not won many popularity contests with the Ottawa Defence Bar, mainly because the cases he handled rarely made them look good, but Josh Bleustein had tangled with him more than most. Bleustein was a brawler who took more pleasure in eviscerating a witness on the stand than in arguing the finer points of law. Nearing sixty, a two-pack a day and six-pack a night man with three chins and a paunch to rival Buddha, Bleustein continually surprised people by turning up each Monday morning still alive and well.


  And ready to scrap. Josh Bleustein would sooner throw him out of the office than cooperate with him about a confidential case. Green pulled out his day planner, flipped it open to the next day and contemplated the mass of blue ink that filled the page. He had a full day of meetings with his counterparts in urban police forces around the province. The bane of middle management life. The event was about the growing threat of biker gangs, and it included lunch to facilitate networking, as the corporate luminaries called it. He couldn’t skip it, because Superintendent Adam Jules, no doubt with tongue firmly lodged in cheek, had volunteered him to present CID ’s new computerized geographic profiling system.


  Fortunately, Green had learned a few middle management tricks of his own over the years, and he’d hastened to draft into service an eager-beaver new detective who actually knew how to operate the thing and who would happily demonstrate his superior wisdom to a room full of inspectors in exchange for a few brownie points in the eyes of the brass. But Green knew that he himself would still have to be there, to look as if he knew what was going on.


  But all of this smoke and mirrors technical wizardry paled in comparison to a real live case, and Green was getting an increasing sense that Matt Fraser’s disappearance was serious stuff. There was no body or blood stains to point to foul play, but Green knew something bad had happened. He was like a dog on the scent, and right now the trail led to Josh Bleustein.


  A phone call to Bleustein’s firm netted him an answering machine and an after-hours emergency number at which there was no answer. Like it or not, meeting Bleustein would have to wait until tomorrow, until he could find time to sneak out of his seminar.


  Outside his little alcove office, a door slammed and footsteps thudded across the carpet. Then Green heard a sigh. He peeked out to see Brian Sullivan drop into his chair and flick on his computer. Green glanced at his watch, which read almost six o’clock. He’d left Sullivan at the rooming house over two hours ago, and he wondered what Sullivan could be trying to do on the case at this point. The body had been removed to the morgue to await post mortem in the morning. Ident and the fire investigators would almost certainly still be at the scene, completing their painstaking collection of physical evidence. In the morning, there would be plenty to do chasing down the results of the physical search and canvassing the street again for witnesses. Maybe, as a break from that plodding and often futile exercise, Sullivan might like to slip in a quick visit to everyone’s favourite defence attorney.


  Green picked up his notes and Josh Bleustein’s office address and sauntered out of the office. Except for Sullivan, the squad room was empty. The huge former linebacker hunched over his keyboard, sweat trickling down his temples and his sausage fingers dancing nimbly over the keys. His florid complexion had faded, but a dusky hint of high blood pressure remained, reminding Green of the price they all paid for the job. Sullivan was searching the internal police database, and when a mosaic of tattoos filled the screen, he leaned forward to squint at them.


  “What are you working on?” Green asked.


  “MacPhail and I found part of a tattoo still intact on the victim’s hip just above his groin. Most of it is burned away, but I can make out part of what looks like a young girl. I’m checking to see if it’s on the system.”


  “Girlfriend tattoos are pretty common,” Green observed doubtfully. “Part of the love and possession theme of the jailhouse.”


  “Yeah, but this is a pretty sophisticated job. Curly ringlets, sort of like Shirley Temple, if you remember your old movies. MacPhail’s going to try to clean it up, so it might help us get an ID on the guy. Ident’s hit a big fat zero with usable prints. Fingers are too burned, and the empty bottle had nothing but smudges.”


  “So we’ll be looking at teeth or DNA .”


  “But the tattoo might give us some possible relations to check it out against.”


  For a moment, Green felt a surge of excitement. Shirley Temple had been a precocious child star with a girlish innocence and a coquettish flair that would be perfect fuel for a pedophile’s dreams. But Green was reluctant to subject Fraser’s sister to the experience of DNA comparison unless he had something more substantial than intuition. No tattoo had been listed among Fraser’s distinguishing marks at the time of his arrest. It was possible he’d had it drawn since then, in which case his sister probably wouldn’t know about it. On the other hand, how likely was she to know about a little girl on his groin anyway?


  In the silence, Sullivan rubbed his bloodshot eyes and suppressed a yawn. “Jesus, I’m getting old. These screens are getting harder and harder to see.”


  Green clapped him on the shoulder. “We’re on the slippery slope, buddy. Put Gibbs on it. He’s ten years younger than us, and you know how he loves this detail stuff. Besides, I’ve got something else I need you to do.”


  Sullivan glanced with alarm at the paperwork in Green’s hand. “What, now?”


  He knows me too well, thought Green, no matter how casual I try to be. He knows that when I’m on the scent, I forget to eat or sleep, even forget that a day has only twentyfour hours in it. “Tomorrow. It shouldn’t take long.”


  “But Mike, I have to go back to Carillon Street tomorrow. I ran into complete stonewalling today. None of the neighbours saw a thing. In fact, no one can remember ever seeing the occupant of room 2C.”


  “Maybe that’s true.”


  “And maybe I’m the Queen of England. I figure a visit bright and early in the morning before they’ve had time to get too seriously into the sauce, I might get fewer faulty memories. Give it to Watts and Charbonneau, their manslaughter just took a guilty plea.”


  Inwardly, Green grimaced. Watts and Charbonneau were standard-issue detectives, long on plod but short on imagination. Cases with twisty trails were beyond the agility of their brains. “I’d even do it myself,” he muttered, “but I’m stuck in that smoke and mirrors—I mean geographic profiling thing.”


  “Hey, don’t knock that. I’m planning to use it to study the pattern of muggings in the east end.”


  Green nodded with what he hoped looked like encouragement. In truth, he had no quarrel with geographic profiling. Like behavioural profiling, in the hands of an intelligent investigator, it helped narrow down the search, so that the proverbial needle was in a far smaller haystack. What bothered him was spending precious hours showing off a new toy when he’d rather be out grappling with a real live case. So he tried another approach.


  “There’s a remote chance this might be connected to your John Doe anyway and save you plowing through all those tattoos. Plus you get to butt heads with Josh Bleustein.”


  “Bleustein? Now for sure I don’t want—” Sullivan started to protest, but broke off when Green plunked Bleustein’s address down on his desk. Rarely did Green actually pull rank on him, but there were times like this one, where despite their friendship, his authority was implicit.


  


  Despite her misgivings, Sharon’s curiosity got the better of her on the way home and lured her on a short detour past the house in Highland Park. She cruised slowly around the neighbourhood and parked outside for a few minutes, soaking up impressions. Her first reaction was one of horror, followed by intrigue and finally a begrudging twinge of hope. The house was in wild disarray; lilacs heavy with blooms choked half the yard, and a massive maple towered ominously over the roof. The parts of the house that could actually be seen through the underbrush all seemed to need replacing, from the curling roof shingles to the sagging veranda and the grimy windows. It would cost a fortune. Yet the street was quiet, and the small park on the next block had a play structure and benches beneath the graceful boughs of gnarled old trees.


  She wasn’t going to admit it to Mike yet, but the place had potential. All they had to do was win the lottery.


  The clock on the dash of her Chevy Cavalier read six-thirty by the time she finally picked up Tony from the sitter, dropped by the grocery store and reached their little home. No Corolla. No Green. “Schmuck,” she muttered, thinking of the sweltering house, the dinner to be prepared and a crabby baby to be fed before she could even consider resting her tired feet.


  She heard the phone ring before she’d even reached the front door. Swearing, she plunked Tony and the diaper bag down on the front step while she scrounged in her purse for the keys. Two rings. She found her keys and wrestled with the lock. Three rings. She shoved the door open, swooped up her son and dashed into the kitchen to snatch up the phone just before the answering machine kicked in. If it was her husband, he was going to get an earful.


  It was Leslie Black. Apologetic, agitated, tripping all over herself. Most unlike the Leslie Black Sharon knew. Leslie said she’d spent the last two hours worrying, because she couldn’t leave things as Emmerson-Jones insisted they be left. Not if Matt Fraser’s life were in danger, or indeed someone else’s, as unlikely as that seemed.


  Jamming the phone into the crook of her neck, Sharon dumped her son on the kitchen floor, where he instantly began to shriek. She opened the fridge and began to hunt for some cheese.


  “Sharon?” Leslie prompted into the clamour. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to intrude at the crazy hour.”


  “You’re not,” Sharon said hastily. “My son has just become very definite about his wants these days. Like his father. But I’m listening.” She cut up some cubes of cheese, and through Tony’s clamour she tried to focus on Leslie’s voice. The woman was clearly worried.


  “Matt may have been further over the edge than I thought. When he told the group he would have to put a stop to this harassment, I told your husband I thought he meant a restraining order. And maybe he did. But I’ve been reviewing my notes and replaying the session in my head, and there was definitely a creepy flavour to it. Matt’s a very quiet-spoken guy, he doesn’t ever show much affect, but there was an eerie intensity to his words. He didn’t look at me—he rarely does maintain eye contact for long—but he was inspecting his hands. Of course, Dr. Emmerson-Jones dismisses any notion of the subconscious, but to me it looked like subconsciously Matt was relaying a message to his hands. To his fists.”


  Tony ran out of cheese, and Sharon rummaged in the cupboard for a cookie to silence him long enough for her to consider Leslie’s theory. It was a bit too fanciful even for her clinical sense, but she’d seen too many bizarre twists to the human psyche in her ten years in psychiatry to discount it completely.


  “What about his thinking? Do you think he was paranoid?”


  “He was definitely paranoid,” Leslie said without the earlier doubt in her voice. “But I put that down to some type of posttraumatic stress reaction. Traumatized people see threat or danger in the most innocuous event and interpret ambiguous or neutral behaviour as negative. After what happened ten years ago, Matt has always seen condemnation or retaliation in the least little thing. If someone bumps into him in a grocery store or looks at him twice, he thinks they know. He doesn’t trust anyone, and he sees himself as an easy scapegoat. And really, till we’ve walked in his shoes, we can’t judge how paranoid he should be, can we? The whole world hates a sex offender, and a pedophile is the lowest of the low. It doesn’t matter that he was acquitted. People remember the accusation and don’t believe the acquittal. He’s a permanent pariah, and emotionally Matt was never equipped to be a pariah.”


  Sharon looked at Tony’s big trusting brown eyes and his dimpled cheeks, at the mop of chocolate curls and the gooey cookie clutched in his fist. She felt a rush of protective love. “On the other hand, you can hardly blame people. An acquittal doesn’t mean innocence. It means reasonable doubt. Would that be enough for you? Would you let him around your own children?”


  “Absolutely. At least as far as the risk of pedophilia is concerned. But as far as the paranoia business…” Her certainty began to fade. “I’m not sure I could trust him. Matt felt trapped. He felt betrayed. And deep down, I think he had an incredible amount of rage. That’s what scares me.”


  Sharon knew little about the case or about Matt Fraser himself, but she knew what could happen when a shy, timid man felt cornered, or nurtured a rage deep inside for ten years.


  It was a chilling scenario, except for one small point. “But if he was guilty of the molestation and got away with it, he’d have a whole different set of emotions,” she said. “Then every funny look or small slight would be a reminder of what he in his heart knew to be true. Surely he wouldn’t feel angry or betrayed. Trapped and cornered, perhaps, but mainly by his own guilt and shame. If he has a normal conscience, that is,” she added, remembering that many pedophiles do not see themselves as villains but as lovers of children giving natural expression to that love. Lost in these thoughts, she became slowly aware of the silence at the other end of the line.


  “Leslie?”


  “I don’t think he’s guilty,” Leslie replied, so softly Sharon barely heard her. “Sharon, you must never tell anyone that I told you this. Neither Dr. Emmerson-Jones nor I think he’s guilty. Matt had a sexual behaviours assessment, you see. When he came back to Ottawa three years ago, when his life was falling apart and he was sinking further and further into his panic attacks and paranoia, he went to his doctor and asked for a referral to Dr. Pelham. He said he needed someone to believe him, to prove to the world that he wasn’t aroused by children. So he took Pelham’s tests.”


  “You mean with the plesthmograph and the whole bit?”


  “Yes. And he passed.”


  “I don’t remember any news about that,” Sharon said. “Did he tell anyone?”


  “No. That was the odd thing. Dr. Emmerson-Jones and I only learned it because we read it in his file. Sharon, I’m telling you this because I don’t know what to do, and I’m scared to be the only one who knows.”


  Now it was Sharon’s turn to be silent. Although she had never worked in the forensic unit at the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital, she knew the forensic psychiatrist Dr. Pelham’s reputation as an expert in sexual deviance. He had provided testimony at countless trials across the country on the sexual proclivities of accused men, which he assessed not merely by skilled interviewing and standardized questionnaires but by measuring the amount of blood flow to their penises in response to pictures and stories depicting different sexual themes. Matt Fraser had willingly submitted himself to the humiliating experience of having his erections measured while he looked at pictures of all sorts, including children. It would be like opening the curtain on his most intimate, private dream world. Why would he do that seven years later, when he’d already been acquitted? When people had begun to forget.


  Was it to prove his innocence once and for all, or more sinisterly, to add further weight to his deception? Sharon didn’t know if the test results could be faked, or if treatment in the interim could have suppressed the urges. He had been away for several years; maybe he had secretly enrolled himself in a treatment program where he’d learned to control his fantasies, and then returned in the hope of clearing his name beyond all doubt.


  In which case, why had he told no one? Surely, with his deep-rooted cynicism, he would not have trusted others to get the message out through word of mouth or staff room gossip. Regardless of whether he was truly innocent or guilty, he should have trumpeted this finding from the rooftops. Something didn’t make sense, but before she revealed any of this news to Mike, she needed to doublecheck the whole story. Because if what Leslie said was accurate, then Mike might need to look in an entirely different direction and possibly for an entirely different crime.


  “Leslie, would you do me a big favour?” she asked on impulse. “Could you requisition his file tomorrow and let me have a peek at it?”


  There was utter silence at the end of the line. Inwardly Sharon cringed, for she knew what she was asking. Her request violated every mantra of confidentiality they’d ever been taught to recite. Leslie would not only have to go out on a limb, she’d be twisting in the wind.


  “I know it’s asking a lot,” Sharon added as the silence lengthened. “I promise I won’t ever let on how I got the file, but it’s important.”


  “I have to think about it,” Leslie replied. “I’ll call you at noon tomorrow.”


  Six


  Trying to be unobtrusive, Green inched his sleeve up to sneak another peek at his watch. Superintendent Jules had placed him at the head table so that the thirty-five pairs of eager middle management eyes seemed to catch his every move. For the occasion, Green had even put on a proper suit, which bunched at his crotch and pulled across his back. His tie chafed, and despite the frigid climate control of the windowless conference room, perspiration beaded his brow.


  An OPP officer droned on in a dusty monotone as he led the group through a series of computer slides on the pattern of drug crimes in the Province of Ontario. The lights were dim, adding to the challenge of staying awake.


  Green’s watch read 10:22. An hour and a half until lunch, but only eight minutes until break time. Thank God. No doubt Sullivan had already finished his canvass of the streets around the rooming house, and with any luck he was just winding up his visit to Josh Bleustein. One quick phone call to Sullivan during the break, and Green could be back in his seat at the head of the table before anyone noticed he’d gone.


  The lights came on and a buzz of conversation rose around the table. Spotting an inspector from Montreal plowing a path towards him, Green jumped to his feet and brandished his cellphone as if to imply he had an urgent matter to attend to. He took the stairs two at a time on his way to the privacy of his office, but when he reached the Major Crimes squad room, he stopped short. Sullivan was already back at his desk, hunched over his computer.


  “What are you doing here?” Green demanded. “I wanted you to see Bleustein ASAP .”


  Sullivan straightened slowly from the keyboard, and Green had the sense he was counting to ten. Green knew tact was not always his strong point, but the fifteen-minute break was slowly ticking away. He held back his impatience.


  “Bleustein threw me out,” Sullivan replied. “Barely let me in the door. ‘That’s attorney-client privilege, Sergeant! You should be ashamed of yourself.’”


  “Did you tell him Fraser was missing?”


  “Of course I did. Attorney-client privilege was all I got back.”


  “But—”


  “I tried everything I could, Green, and that’s what I got. A goddamn giant clam.”


  “He knows something. Fraser’s been to see him, and whatever it was about, Fraser wanted nothing to do with the police.”


  “I didn’t get that impression. I think old Josh Bleustein was just getting a big charge out of being obstructive.”


  “In that case, he better be prepared for round two, with me. And he might be sorry he wasn’t nicer to you.” Green glanced at his watch irritably. Two hours minimum before he could get away. Two more hours of beady middle management eyes and droning lists of names, photos and stats. Still, he could use that time to figure out how he was going to tackle Josh Bleustein, all the while appearing to listen to the speaker with rapt attention. An art he’d perfected years ago in the back row of his high school classrooms.


  Sullivan grinned. He was built like a bear, six inches taller and fifty pounds heavier that Green, and at first glance he might appear the more threatening of the two, but only to those who didn’t know Green. “And when are you going to fit in this rematch?”


  Green shrugged. “Lunch. I never was much for small talk anyway, and I don’t want anyone to ask me how the profiling program actually works.” He glanced casually at the computer screen. “Any progress on your John Doe?”


  “Almost no one saw the guy. The rooming house is owned by some Indian guy who works for Nortel and hasn’t been near the place in months. He hired a management firm to take care of it, and those guys have new building managers every month or so. There’s not much job satisfaction in running a flophouse, evidently. So I tracked down the manager, some Iraqi refugee who drives a taxi too, and he does remember the renter paying cash for a week in advance, but he doesn’t remember much else. Describes the guy as a businessman.”


  Businessmen wear grey suits and carry briefcases, Green thought excitedly. “Then he really should stick in the guy’s mind! Why don’t you—”


  Sullivan seemed to read his mind. “Yeah, yeah. I’ve got the Iraqi coming down to the station this afternoon to try to work up a composite, but businessman or not, I’m not hopeful. The guy’s English isn’t great, and he’s going to be damn uncooperative because he didn’t want to miss his fares at peak time.”


  Green retrieved Fraser’s police file from his desk and took out the police photo. “Show him this in a line-up. It might speed things up. This is ten years old, but it’s worth a shot.”


  Sullivan took the picture and studied it in silence a moment, his brow cocked in surprise. “You think Matthew Fraser’s our John Doe? What would he be doing holed up in this dump? Doesn’t he have an address off Merivale somewhere?”


  “Maybe he was hiding from someone.”


  “And then after a week with the roaches, he suddenly flips out and torches himself?”


  Green hesitated. His mind was already leaping ahead, spinning wild theories, but it was too early even for him to speculate, at least aloud. “Not necessarily.”


  “Okay, so he drinks himself into a stupor and sets himself on fire by accident?”


  “Or so someone wants us to think.”


  


  True to character, Superintendent Jules adjourned the conference for lunch on the stroke of noon, and Green was just beating a hasty path to the door when Jules caught his arm. Jules had one of the beady-eyed inspectors in tow, although at second glance, this one’s eyes were more bloodshot than beady, and everything about him drooped. His moustache, his jowls, his rumpled suit—everything sagged as if under the weight of years in the trenches.


  “This is Inspector Alain Levesque of the Montreal Police. He’s interested in setting up a joint initiative against the Hells Angels, and I thought we could talk over lunch.”


  Levesque’s eyes regarded him with sorrow, as if he fully expected to be turned down, and Green’s heart sank. The one thing he dreaded almost as much as meetings was initiatives— in tandem with “proactive”, it was one of the favourite buzzwords of the brass. Not that crime prevention and strategic deployment of resources were not worthy ventures, but let someone else have the visions and the paradigms. In the end, criminals still committed crimes, someone had to catch them, and that was all Green had ever wanted to do.


  But with Jules’ pressure on his elbow, he allowed himself to be steered upstairs to the cafeteria, where Jules ensconced them at a quiet corner table while they debated the expansion of the Quebec-based biker gangs into the nation’s capital, where the newly wealthy high-tech industry had opened up lucrative drug opportunities. The biker gangs had their own decisive enforcement methods which kept Montreal’s homicide division hopping, along with its drug squad.


  It wasn’t until the afternoon break-out sessions that Green was able to escape. As he approached the squad room, he heard a chorus of voices arguing heatedly in some guttural foreign tongue. Inside, he found a senior Ident officer and Sullivan seated at the computer, surrounded by a knot of excited men. That must be the Iraqi building manager and his support group, Green surmised, here to develop the composite of the rooming house DOA . Refugees rarely went to meet anyone official, especially the police, without a bevy of advisors.


  “What’s going on?” Green demanded over the din.


  Sullivan looked up wearily. “Mr. Ahmad has brought some taxi-driver friends to help him, and they’re having trouble being specific enough about the features.”


  “Well, did any of his friends even see the man?”


  Sullivan shook his head, and Green raised his hands in exasperation. “Then clear them out.”


  Sullivan gave him a “been there, tried that, how stupid do you think I am” look, but held his tongue. “He wants them here. Anyway, I don’t think I’m going to get anywhere with the composite.”


  “Did you show him the mug shot?”


  “Not yet. I was saving it to see if I could get anything unprompted first.” Sullivan reached into the file by his side, pulled out the photo line-up he’d worked up and placed it on the desk. He gestured to the man nearest him, a tall, emaciated man with dark flashing eyes and a broken tooth. “Do you see the man among these? He may be older now, with different hair.”


  The man picked up the page of photos, and the others clustered around to peer over his shoulder. Arabic flew back and forth, and Green tried to read Ahmad’s face. The man looked uncertain as he studied the photos, frustrated as he listened to his friends, and decidedly reluctant to be in this position at all. The other men sliced the air with their hands, gestured to the photo and shrugged expressively until finally, with one last examination, Ahmad tossed the sheet down on the desk. His finger landed on Fraser.


  “This is the man.”


  Green felt a brief stab of regret at the death of the sad, tormented man he’d been tracking, but this was superseded, in spite of his finer instincts, by triumph. Someone up there is looking out for me, he thought, as he thanked the men and left them to Sullivan while he headed down to his car. At noon, when he’d originally planned to go into battle against Bleustein, he’d had nothing but a lot of bluff and bluster, but now he had a real weapon. Attorney-client privilege was irrelevant now, because the client was dead, and surely even Bleustein would cooperate with the police in the attempt to solve his death.


  


  It took less than one minute for Bleustein to disavow him of that notion. Bleustein’s law firm occupied half of a renovated brick Victorian off Elgin Street, across the street from the court and a short stroll to the roast beef house and the pubs where he spent the rest of his time.


  “Green!” the man roared through his open office door before Green had even finished introducing himself to the pretty young secretary sitting outside. “Don’t even think I’m going to help you with that damn case! After all the shit you’ve given me?”


  Green stepped over and poked his head through the door. Inside, Josh Bleustein’s office was a reflection of the man. It was oversized and expensively furnished in black leather and cherry wood, but it looked like Miami after a hurricane. Stacks of papers littered every surface; some had toppled and cascaded onto the floor. His jacket and tie lay in a heap on a chair, and his court gown had been tossed over a four-foot bronze statue of Lady Justice as if she were nothing but a cheap coat rack. Bleustein himself was kneeling on the floor, pawing through a stack of files. His white shirt was rolled up to his elbows, damp with sweat, and his jowled face was bright red. From behind folds of fat, his eyes skewered Green. Green had never met the man on his own turf, and he had to suppress a twinge of awe.


  “Josh,” he replied, leaning against the door frame casually, “you dish out as good as you get, and I’m still talking to you. It’s business, right? And speaking of shit, how do you get any clients with the place looking like this?”


  “Because I win, that’s how.”


  “And so do I.”


  Bleustein paused, then hauled himself to his feet and pulled his trousers out of his crotch. He approached to loom over Green. “Well, don’t expect a mutual admiration society.”


  Green kept his own gaze steady. “Luckily, we’re both on the same side on this one, so don’t unsheathe your sword just yet. I’m worried about your client.”


  “Ex-client.”


  “In fact, I’m afraid he may be just that. I’m afraid he may be that burned body in the Vanier flophouse.”


  “With all your fears, you should see a shrink.”


  Green grinned. “Give me a break. I was talking to one yesterday, and I think I’d do better just drinking myself silly like the rest of the world. Matthew Fraser’s been ID ’d as the man who rented the room.”


  For the first time, Bleustein’s gaze flickered, as if he couldn’t hide his surprise at the news. Green pressed his advantage. “The death is looking like a homicide,” he said, deciding that the situation called for tweaking the truth slightly. “I know Fraser was worried someone was following him. I know he was hoping to get a restraining order, but there’s no record of an application. Did he come to see you, or should I start hunting down your competitors in the yellow pages?”


  Bleustein had recovered his footing, and his face was deadpan. “Be my guest. The guy’s a nutbar anyway, and I’m surprised no one bumped him off earlier.” He gave a dismissive shrug as if the matter were no longer of importance to him. “Yeah, he did come here—maybe a week ago? Sandy!” He shouted in the general direction of the outer door. “What day did that wacko kiddie diddler come to see me? The one with the briefcase that weighed fifty pounds?”


  There was silence for a moment, broken only by Bleustein’s dangerously asthmatic breathing. “Monday, ten a.m.,” came the sweet reply.


  Green did a quick mental check. Fraser’s neighbour Crystal had seen him leaving the apartment the previous Wednesday about noon, dressed as if for a business appointment. But it was obviously not with Bleustein. He waited for the lawyer to continue.


  “Yeah, he’d been collecting pages and pages of crap from books and off the internet about sexual abuse and psychopaths, and he’d put together this really insane theory about what happened, and about how someone was out to get him because he knew.”


  “Knew what?”


  “That’s what I kept asking him, but you could never cut to the chase with this guy. He took out all these photocopied pages and newspaper clippings, all covered in yellow highlighting, and he wanted to show me every little step along the way. He was talking a mile a minute, saying he knew they knew he knew, and if he didn’t put a stop to it, he’d be six feet under.”


  “You’re saying he thought someone was trying to kill him?”


  “The guy’s a head case, Green! I never thought for a moment there was any truth to it.”


  “Who did he figure was out to get him?”


  Bleustein hesitated, and again his conviction wavered. “He talked in riddles, like he thought the room was bugged or the phone was tapped. That’s all I figured this was—the crazy thoughts of a paranoid. I didn’t take the case. The guy looked pretty tapped out—the suit he was wearing had seen a good fifteen years’ service—and I didn’t want to be the one to take his last dime.”


  I’ll bet, thought Green. It wouldn’t go far towards keeping you in single-malt and Cuban cigars. No rich teachers’ union to bankroll you this time.


  “Of course not,” he replied, careful to rein in the sarcasm.


  “Anyway, I held my nose and defended the guy once, but to tell you the truth, I agree with the guys on the inside— pedophiles are the slime of the earth. So I packed all his crap back into his briefcase, told him if he had a complaint he should go to the police, and I turfed him out of the office.”


  “Well, he never came to us.”


  Bleustein shrugged. “I guess he and I shared one view in common.”


  “So who was he talking about?”


  “That I don’t think I should tell you. The guy was ranting and frankly, in my opinion he’s put enough people through enough grief already.”


  “Josh—”


  Bleustein held up his hands. “Hey listen, I’ve given you ten minutes more than you deserve. I’ll give you one more thing for free. I also told him if he knew something, he should take it to the Children’s Aid. So try them. They might give you more than I did.”


  Green’s pulse leaped. The Children’s Aid was the agency responsible for setting Fraser’s whole nightmare into motion in the first place! Had it been them Fraser had headed off to see at noon on Wednesday? What on earth would make him walk back into the lion’s den?


  “Thanks for the tip,” he replied, keeping the excitement out of his voice with an effort.


  Bleustein was already lowering himself back down onto his knees, and he acknowledged the thanks between grunts. “Now fuck off, before someone sees me actually talking to you.”


  


  Thursday morning arrived with a deafening crack of thunder and a cloudburst of torrential rain under a charcoal sky. Cars slowed to a crawl, and pedestrians dashed recklessly from shelter to shelter, windblown and drenched. But Green’s spirits were still high when, at nine o’clock sharp, he presented himself to the main receptionist of the Children’s Aid Society and requested to see the Executive Director. It took George Kirkpatrick precisely two minutes to extricate himself from his morning staff meeting, scurry back down to his private office, and straighten himself up in preparation to receive him. Kirkpatrick was still buttoning his jacket as the receptionist escorted Green in, but his smile was firmly in place.


  “Inspector Green, is it?” he asked as he strode around his desk with his hand extended. His grip was firm but warm, as if he’d practised for years to convey just the right blend of authority and welcome. Today, however, the grip was slightly damp, and the smile looked ill-at-ease.


  Over the years, Green’s work in major crimes had brought him into periodic contact with the child protection agency, although fortunately not too often, for adults usually confined their killing, robbing and bludgeoning to one another. He’d never envied the agency its job of finding that fine line between the rights of a family to be together and the need to protect children from harm. And no one was ever satisfied. With its every action scrutinized and decried by one side or the other, with lawyers snapping at its heels, the CAS was always looking over its shoulder to watch its back, and the mere appearance of a high-ranking police officer would be enough to send anxiety levels through the roof. Kirkpatrick herded him nervously to one of the easy chairs grouped around a coffee table and perched himself on the one opposite as if it were a bed of nails.


  “How can I help you, Inspector?”


  Since his meeting with Bleustein the day before, Green had been pondering what approach to take. His visit actually had a dual purpose, and he wanted to ensure the atmosphere remained amicable enough to get the answers to both questions, each of which might send the agency into defensive retreat. For an agency which dealt with highly sensitive, confidential material and operated under a perpetual mood of siege, defensive retreat would almost be the automatic response.


  “Mr. Kirkpatrick,” Green began, “this is not an official visit. That is, I’m not investigating a crime in which any of your staff or clients are implicated, and I’m not here to question any of your agency’s decisions or activities. I need your help—your opinion, if you like—on a case I’m investigating, in order to make sure I’m not following the wrong path.”


  Kirkpatrick sat perfectly still, but a small pucker formed at the centre of his brow. He was clearly not reassured but rather waiting for the other shoe to drop. At that point, Green knew that only a head-on approach would work. Anything less, and the man would be looking for traps in Green’s every remark.


  “Do you remember the Matthew Fraser case? The teacher accused of molesting a six-year-old girl ten years ago?”


  Far from looking puzzled or thoughtful as if searching his memory, or simply agreeable as if the memory were at his fingertips, Kirkpatrick looked startled. He covered it quickly.


  “Certainly I do.”


  Green took an educated guess as to the cause of his surprise. “Mr. Fraser came to see you last week, I understand.”


  “No. No, he didn’t.”


  “I’m not trying to pry into confidential matters, but Matthew Fraser disappeared the day he came to see someone here at the agency, and he’s not been heard from since. It’s our belief that he may be the victim of foul play.”


  “I don’t understand. Are you suggesting someone at the agency—”


  Green shook his head. “But I believe he had some information he wanted to discuss with you, and that information may be important in determining what happened to him.” He explained about Fraser’s visit to Josh Bleustein and his request for a restraining order. “Mr. Fraser clearly felt in danger because of something he knew. So if you have any knowledge about what he thought or who he felt in danger from, please tell me.”


  “I’m afraid I can’t help you.”


  It was said with regret rather than defiance, but Green still sensed the man was watching his step. Still protecting confidentiality, or something else?


  “Are you saying you didn’t hear from him at all?”


  “We heard from him, yes. That is, one of my workers did. Mr. Fraser phoned him some time last week. Just a minute, I’ll see if he’s in his office.” Kirkpatrick dialled an internal extension and asked the person who answered to drop by his office. As he hung up, he turned to Green with a smile. “You’re in luck. Jean-Paul Landriault is at his desk, and that’s rare. I was surprised that Mr. Fraser contacted him, of all people. JP was the worker on the case ten years ago, and he worked like the dickens to see Fraser put away.”


  “You’re saying Mr. Fraser specifically asked for him?”


  “I don’t think he said no one else would do. He simply asked for JP, and JP was sufficiently intrigued to take him up on it.”


  “And what did he want?”


  “I’ll let JP tell you about it.” Kirkpatrick walked restlessly to the door to peek out into the hall. Green heard the clicking of heel studs against the hard tile, and a few seconds later, Kirkpatrick ushered his subordinate into the room.


  Jean-Paul Landriault could not have presented a greater contrast to his boss. He looked as if he’d just rolled into town on his Harley, his short, squat form decked out in black leather jacket, cowboy boots and skin-tight jeans, and his long, greying mane slicked back into a ponytail. His teeth were stained nicotine yellow, and one was chipped, creating a sinister impression. Green couldn’t help wondering what effect he had on the vulnerable, traumatized children he was meant to help.


  But all doubt vanished as soon as the man smiled. His grin reached from ear to ear, and his eyes crinkled almost shut with silent laughter. He had a gentle, friendly handshake and a deep, melodic voice with just a trace of a French accent.


  Green felt ludicrously prim in his sports jacket and tie, which branded him as just another featureless bureaucrat. He leaned casually back in the armchair and draped his arm over the top. No notebook, no officious fuss. A voice-activated tape recorded all his conversations for his own private reference, and the notebook’s importance was mainly for the official record. In this case, he suspected the social worker might speak more freely without an official record.


  “Mr. Landriault,” he began. “I’m concerned for a man’s safety, and I’m hoping you can help.” Quickly he outlined the facts, and Jean-Paul’s smile faded abruptly.


  “Matthew Fraser called me, certainly, and he made an appointment to see me...” He flipped open an over-stuffed pocket agenda, causing a cascade of loose bits of pink paper to float to the floor. Absently, he retrieved them and shoved them back between the pages. “Last Wednesday at two o’clock. But he didn’t arrive.”


  Crystal had observed Matthew Fraser leaving his apartment around noon, dressed as if for a formal appointment, so he had obviously intended to keep his meeting with JP.


  “Do you know why? Did he call to explain?”


  Jean-Paul shrugged. “I heard nothing. Lost his nerve, I imagine. I was surprised that he called me anyway, because he hated me. He thought I changed the little girl’s words and made her all mixed up, so it was my fault she made those accusations against him. Which was bullshit. Becky disclosed them first to the school psychologist, and it was a spontaneous disclosure. The woman wasn’t asking anything about that, just conducting a routine assessment, because Becky was having behaviour problems at school. Later, I had a female police officer right with me when I interviewed the child, but still Fraser thought I put the ideas into her head.” Jean-Paul flushed as if reliving the outrage, and his hand drifted to his jacket pocket, where Green could see him toying longingly with a pack of cigarettes. Then, catching Green’s eye, he grinned his merry smile again. “Like there’s not enough work, so I invent some.”


  “Last week, did he tell you why he wanted to see you?”


  Jean-Paul shook his head, but Green sensed he was withholding something. Surely, given the emotions of the case, Jean-Paul must have speculated. Green prodded him further, and Jean-Paul cast a quick, uncertain look at Kirkpatrick. The latter nodded.


  “Well, he’s still on the Ontario Child Abuse Register. Even when he was acquitted, we kept him on it, because we believed there was sufficient grounds. It’s not accessible to the public, but it can red flag him to us if his name appears in another investigation. He was perhaps trying to have his name removed, if he wanted to teach again or work with children again.”


  Green pondered the possibility, which didn’t seem enough to explain Fraser’s sense of urgency, for the man would have been on the register for ten years. He explained Josh Bleustein’s idea that Matt Fraser feared for his own safety. “Did he mention anything about that?”


  “He just said he could not talk over the phone, and he would not meet me at the office here either. Asked me to take Rebecca Whelan’s file and meet him on a park bench some place, for Christ’s sake. That was too bizarre for me, so I said it was here or nowhere.”


  “When did he make this call?”


  Jean-Paul pawed through a pile of crumpled pink telephone slips. Finally, he freed one and unfolded it. “Monday afternoon. Pretty short notice, actually. I had to put him into my lunch hour, and after all that the little prick doesn’t show up.”


  “Did you try calling him back?”


  Jean-Paul’s jaw tightened, and without his smile, the sinister look returned. “He did not give me a number. Anyway, I was just happy to let the whole affair disappear. The girl’s family’s been through hell because of what he did, and their lives have been messed up forever. Rebecca—” he sliced the air in angry finality, “damaged forever. The parents’ marriage almost fell apart, the mother’s a closet alcoholic, the brother is in and out of drug programs. They don’t deserve to have this guy bring everything all back again.”


  “Do you think that’s what he was going to do?”


  “What other reason would he ask me to bring the file? I told him no way I would discuss Rebecca’s file with him. He said I didn’t have to talk, just listen.”


  “Listen to what?”


  A dull red crept up Jean-Paul’s neck. “I told you I don’t know. He sounded very paranoid, and when I saw him, he was running down the street clutching his briefcase—”


  “Wait a minute. You actually saw him?”


  “Through the window. My office looks on the street, and I had a quick look of him down the street. Like I said, taking off.”


  “Towards this building?”


  Jean-Paul shook his head. “In the goddamn opposite direction. Freaked out of his mind, like he had an army of Hells Angels on his ass.”


  Seven


  With his windshield wipers flapping and his CD player belting out The Tragically Hip over the drumbeat of the rain, Green was half way back to the station before he realized the significance of Jean-Paul’s remark.


  “Clutching his briefcase!” he said aloud and struck his forehead in amazement. How could he have missed something so obvious? Bleustein had mentioned the briefcase too, saying Matt Fraser had arrived at his office with a briefcase stuffed with clippings and notes. Even Crystal had mentioned it when she described her glimpse of the man heading out of the apartment that last day, dressed in a suit, carrying a briefcase and hustling purposefully as if he had an appointment.


  Yet Green was certain there had been no briefcase at Fraser’s apartment when he’d searched it. No briefcase, no personal papers, nothing remotely like the clippings Bleustein had described.


  When Green reached the squad room, he was relieved to see Sullivan at his desk, poring over a computer screen of tattoos again. The big detective had perched a pair of halfmoon glasses on the bridge of his nose, and the effect— professorial truck driver—made Green burst out laughing. Sullivan scowled at him red-eyed over the rims.


  “Your time will come, Green. Spend hours staring at these damn screens, and you’ll be down at the drugstore yourself soon enough.”


  “That’s why I avoid paperwork like the plague. What are you bothering for? You should be tracking the victim’s recent movements. You have a likely ID on the body, and all we need to do now is wait for the dental results.”


  Sullivan rubbed his eyes. “Just cross-referencing. The Iraqi’s ID was a little shaky, and there’s no mention on Fraser’s file about a tattoo.”


  “The info in his file is all ten years out of date, though. By the way, you go to the autopsy?”


  Sullivan pulled a face. “Ident did. I figured it wasn’t necessary, and I wasn’t keen to watch this one.”


  “Don’t like your bodies crispy?”


  “You should talk!”


  “True.” Green rarely survived an entire autopsy without losing his last meal. “Did you get his report?”


  “MacPhail was backed up, and in a bear of a mood. I’ll call later.”


  “When you do reach MacPhail, let me know what he says.” Green’s eyes drifted to the screen of girlish tattoos. Pretty ringlets of all description. “Tell me, was there a briefcase among the victim’s effects in the rooming house?”


  “Briefcase?” Sullivan arched his brows in surprise. “He didn’t even have a wallet or jacket. Nothing but a bottle of scotch and the clothes on his back, which were completely burnt, of course. So unless someone stole his stuff, he came to the rooming house completely empty-handed.”


  Green pondered the information. Even homeless people acquired belongings—their own favourite blanket, an old hat to ward off the night chill, knick-knacks plucked from garbage cans, a cherished magazine or grimy deck of cards. If Fraser had checked into the rooming house to hide out for a week, surely he would have brought something, if only a toothbrush and a pair of clean underwear. Fraser’s toothbrush was still sitting by his bathroom sink.


  “Did the Iraqi say when Fraser rented the room?”


  Sullivan flipped through his notebook. “He thinks last Wednesday. They don’t keep good records, that way they can slip a few bucks past the tax man, but I think I scared him enough that he gave up Wednesday.”


  “Time of day?”


  “That he was clearer on. Five o’clock, just at the peak of rush hour.”


  Green frowned to himself as he tried to make sense of the time sequence. Fraser must have booked the room before Crystal spotted him returning to his apartment. Presumably he’d gone home afterwards to pack and take care of his dog, which might explain why he no longer had the briefcase when he was found in the fire. Yet back at his apartment, something had obviously interrupted him before he could get ready.


  Something interrupted him... Green felt a grim satisfaction as he headed on to his office. His reconstruction of Fraser’s last days was beginning to take on flesh. Fraser had become more and more convinced that his life was in danger. He’d gone to Josh Bleustein on Monday to seek his help, and upon being rebuffed, he had made an appointment at the CAS with the very man who had accused him of sexual assault ten years earlier. Why? To censure him? To demand restitution or exoneration?


  Or as Bleustein had suggested, to tell JP what he thought had really happened? What he’d pieced together, from bits of evidence stuffed in meticulous detail into his briefcase?


  If his neighbour Crystal was to be believed, Fraser had set off as planned for his meeting with JP. He’d reached the CAS office in plenty of time, but when he got off the bus, he’d run headlong in the other direction. Had he simply lost his nerve? Had he remembered something else? Or had he seen something, perhaps someone, that had frightened him off?


  Whatever it was, he’d never returned to the CAS . Three hours later, he’d turned up at a rooming house across town, where he rented a room under an assumed name. Then he’d returned home and had only enough time to change and begin his dinner before something drove him from the apartment again.


  What had happened that afternoon to change his dogged determination into desperate flight? And what had he done in the three hours between his aborted CAS visit and his arrival at the rooming house? Had he learned something else? Had he tried to figure out another way to pursue the investigation? Had he approached another source of support? Not Janice Tanner or anyone in his therapy group, nor his therapists for that matter. Perhaps his family?


  Green took out his notebook and flipped back to his conversation with Fraser’s sister. Ah-ha! Fraser had called her Wednesday, the very day he disappeared. It was all beginning to fit! He had called her after all these years of silence, not because he wanted to confess as she believed, but because he needed her help. But she too had rebuffed him. Who else could he turn to? After living so long as a recluse, what friends did he have left?


  Out of the fringes of his memory popped the peculiar word “mistwalker”. It might be a code or a title, but it might be a nickname. Green flipped through Fraser’s address book, which was crammed with meticulous lists of people, none of them mistwalker. On a whim, Green accessed his favourite internet search engine and ran the keyword mistwalker. To his astonishment, nearly three thousand references came up. He scrolled through the first page rapidly; someone had written a fantasy book by that title, other instances seemed to refer to a character in a fantasy game and still others to Celtic mythology. As Green explored a few sites, he felt he was searching for the proverbial needle in an alien, unpronounceable universe. This was a job for Detective Bob Gibbs, the quintessential detail man, when he had nothing but time on his hands. Green needed a more practical way to track down the important people in Fraser’s life.


  Because of Green’s woeful administrative skills, the printouts from the Fraser case were still strewn in piles on his floor. He picked up a fistful with a smile of triumph. This is why I never put anything away, he thought, not because I haven’t the patience, but because I know I’ll need it again.


  He began scanning reports, and within half an hour he had ferreted out the names and addresses of half a dozen people who had testified on Fraser’s behalf, mostly teachers but hopefully also friends. He spent a further fifteen minutes cross-referencing the names with the Canada 411 database to make sure the addresses were up to date. Two people had disappeared from the database, and still another had too common a name to trace, but three teachers were still at the same address. Perhaps even at the same school, he thought.


  Glancing at his watch, he saw it was already twelve o’clock. If he hurried, he’d catch the teachers still on their lunch break. He pocketed his notebook, holstered his radio and gun and grabbed his sports jacket off his chair. Downstairs he signed out an official car and headed outside, where a wall of heat assailed him. As quickly as it had come up, the storm had blown over, leaving a mist rising off the rain-slicked ground. It had brought no relief from the heat, however, and the harsh sun seared his eyes as it glared off the cars. He turned up the air conditioning and squealed the tires as he accelerated into the traffic.


  In his fifteen years of frontline investigative work before he found himself increasingly relegated to his desk, Green had perfected an interview style based on the element of surprise. Never let a witness know you’re coming, never let him know what you’re going to ask next. Without benefit of forethought, people rarely produced clear and carefully constructed answers, and Green hoped a little more of the truth would slip out.


  In this case, others might argue that after ten years, the innocent witnesses on his list would have no reason to suppress the truth and might benefit from some forewarning in order to hunt back through their memories for the details he needed. But Green was less interested in the events of ten years ago than those of last week, regarding which the innocence of the witnesses, if Fraser had contacted any of them, was far less assured.


  Green ducked around cyclists and in and out of the sluggish noon hour traffic, which was further choked by tourists lost in the maze of Ottawa’s one-way downtown streets. He swung under the Queensway and backtracked alongside it over the historic Pretoria Bridge and up to Main Street. Here the traffic opened up a little as he headed out of the downtown core towards Old Ottawa South, an eclectic residential neighbourhood tucked in between the canal and the Rideau River. Green knew that the narrow, cluttered streets, the cramped lots and the aging brick houses were deceptive. Young urban professionals with double incomes, nannies and bright futures lived there with their fully equipped minivans wedged into narrow drives and their bicycles chained to front porches. He and Sharon had looked at properties here before emigrating to the Dreaded Vinyl Cube in the cow pasture, but they’d found they could barely afford the front porch. He was now secretly grateful, because he wasn’t sure he’d feel any more at home among this Birkenstock and latte crowd of civil servants and academics than he did among the high-tech hopefuls in Barrhaven.


  At the time of his arrest, Fraser had taught a Grade One/Two class at the Duke of York Elementary School, which proved to be an ancient, listing brick edifice nestled in the heart of Old Ottawa South. Despite its threat of imminent collapse, it had been rescued from closure numerous times by its articulate and fiercely loyal parent community. Green parked the Taurus at the curb outside the main door and sat for a minute watching the children squealing and chasing each other around the muddy school yard.


  His job didn’t take him into schools very often, and now he found himself thinking not so much of his pre-school son, but of his estranged teenage daughter, whose girlhood was little more than a conjuror’s figment in his thoughts, coloured by distant memory fragments of his own boyhood. Memories in which school yard laughter had more often sounded malevolent than innocent, in which the chasing had felt predatory and the little jabs had turned painful out of sight of the teacher’s indifferent eye. Now, however, as a testament to the changing times, a sharp-eyed teacher immediately detached herself from a gaggle of girls and approached him with a questioning frown.


  “Can I help you?” she demanded.


  In spite of his twenty years’ experience as a competent adult in authority, he felt a twinge of small-boy humiliation. Guilty until proven innocent, the way he’d always felt at school.


  “Inspector Green, Ottawa Police,” he said, opening his ID . “Who’s in charge here?”


  The woman’s eyes flashed in momentary alarm. She brushed a sweaty strand of hair back from her forehead and shielded her eyes from the sun as she searched the playground. “There’s Mrs. Allen, the principal.”


  Another woman, older and immaculately sheathed in a blue dress with matching high heels, was already striding across the yard towards them.


  “Can I help you?” Mrs. Allen asked, and there was no mistaking the frosty edge to her courtesy. This school staff was certainly on stranger alert, Green thought, and wondered if it was a legacy peculiar to this school or a reflection of modern times.


  He repeated his introduction and suggested they continue the discussion in her office. Clearly unnerved but determined to appear in charge, Mrs. Allen led the way up the front steps and through the heavy wooden doors. As soon as he stepped into the creaky hallway and took his first breath of the stifling, mildewy air, Green wondered why the parents had fought so hard to salvage the place. It had narrow halls, cavernous ceilings, steep, dark staircases and more twists and crannies than a haunted house at the fair. The wooden floors sagged as if they’d borne the tread of a million little feet and creaked as if they could bear no more.


  The principal squeezed her way between the desk and filing cabinet that passed for a secretary’s office and entered the tiny room behind, in which there was barely space for her desk and two chairs. She had made the best of it, though. The room was as immaculate and colour-coordinated as herself, with pale green walls, dark green desk and bookcase, grey chairs and a tasteful array of nature photographs on the walls. The bookcase held rows of binders bearing the school board logo, and on its top sat a tea tray with china pot and matching cups. Only the woman’s desk betrayed the frenzied demands of her job; it was covered with files, notes and memos which were rustling in the breeze from the fan she’d propped on the filing cabinet.


  Mrs. Allen stacked the files hastily on the side of her desk as she shoehorned herself in behind her desk. “Final report cards,” she said with a tight smile.


  Green thought of his own report cards, manila cardboard affairs filled with ominous Ds and comments about his wandering focus. “Looks like my desk,” he replied affably, as much to put himself at ease as her. “Makes me feel right at home.”


  She was not reassured. “What can I do for you—Inspector, is it?”


  Green opened his notebook. “There are three teachers I’d like to speak to who worked here a number of years ago. I’m not sure if they’re still here.”


  “What’s this about?”


  Green made a show of consulting his notes. “Linda Good, Virginia Pender and Ross Long. Are any of them in the school?”


  She met his gaze. “I’d prefer not to divulge personal information without knowing the purpose of the request.” He sighed. Pissing contests with men were annoying enough, but why did some women, especially those fighting for the mantle of authority in what had always been a man’s game, feel they had to piss longer and further than everyone else? He decided to give her a morsel.


  “I’m hoping they may have some information in a police inquiry which has nothing to do with the school, I assure you.”


  “Nothing to do with the school,” she repeated, her eyes fixed on his. He knew she wanted more, but he said nothing. For a long, irritated minute she waited him out, then shrugged as if she’d lost interest.


  “I don’t know the others, but Ross Long is here. He teaches Grade Five/Six, and you’ll find him upstairs in the class at the end of the hall. But I warn you, the bell rings in less than ten minutes.”


  Green squeezed past the outer desk and made his way up the creaky staircase to the third floor, which was even hotter than the second. In the small, cluttered classroom at the end of the hall, he found a short, balding man with a walrus moustache and a stubby, pear-shaped body that jiggled as he scribbled science notes on the blackboard. He had opened all the windows and had two fans going, but still the room was an oven. The whir of the fans and the shrieks from outside obliterated all hope of a quiet interview.


  Green introduced himself, and mindful of his ten-minute limit, cut directly to the point. “I obtained your name from the records of the Matthew Fraser investigation, and I saw that you testified on his behalf. Have you heard from him or had any dealings with him in the last couple of weeks?”


  Green thought Ross Long flinched at the mention of Fraser’s name, but his denial was quick and sure.


  “When did you last have contact with him?”


  “Oh, not for donkey’s years.”


  “In human terms—months, years?”


  “God, yes. Must be going on eight years. I’ve hardly seen him since the trial.”


  “Why is that?”


  Long’s gaze shifted nervously outside, where the students were still cavorting on the soggy grass. A trickle of sweat ran down his cheeks and dripped onto the collar of his golf shirt. “Well, you know…went our separate ways, I guess.”


  “But I thought you two were friends.”


  “Not really friend friends. More like colleague friends. Hell, when you’re the only two guys in a staff room of women, you kind of stick together. What’s this about?”


  “Did you work together long?” Green knew they’d taught together for four years, because it had been in the man’s statement, but he was curious to see how Long would characterize it now. In his official statement, Long had implied he and Fraser were close buddies who had lunch together, went for beers every Friday after work and even went on weekend fishing trips together when Long’s wife let him off the leash. Now Long was putting as much distance between the two of them as he could.


  “He wasn’t here that long. Three or four years? He came here as a rookie out of teacher’s college, and I’ve been here since before the great flood.”


  “How long ago was that?”


  “What?” Long looked startled, then gave a nervous chuckle. “I’ve been here twenty-eight years. That seems like before the flood. I’ve seen lots of fads come and go, but now it’s gotten so you almost forget you’re supposed to be teaching kids because you’re so busy filling out forms. What’s this about, anyway? I thought all that stuff with Matt was long over.”


  Green pondered what response would elicit the most cooperation without feeding the rumour mill. “There are some new concerns—” he began.


  “You mean he’s done it again?”


  “Again? But you said you thought he was innocent.”


  “I did!” Long clamped his jaw tight, and his gaze flicked toward the door. “And—and I do. You just caught me off guard.”


  “Off guard, sometimes the truth comes out.”


  “It’s not that. It’s just you never really know, do you? Afterwards, all of us were looking back over the things he’d done. Picking apart all the innocent little things and—”


  “Like what?”


  “Well, like volunteering to run the intramural sports so he could spend lunch hours with the kids, and even organizing a coaching system so the older ones could help the little ones. He was always with the kids instead of in the staff room. We all thought it was because he was shy, and for a young single man, the staff room can be like walking into a room full of piranhas. But afterwards we got to wondering…well, you know.”


  “You mean after the allegations?”


  “No, after the trial, when he got off and I realized perhaps my testimony—our testimony—made the difference. During the trial, I said to myself, ‘I’ll just tell what I know, and the truth will come out in the end.’ And all I knew was that he was a nice guy, he seemed to love the kids, he devoted boundless time and energy to them, and they seemed to like him too. I never saw a single sign of trouble. There wasn’t a kid who didn’t want to play on the teams he coached, not a kid who came out of Grade One worse than they went in. Even the kids he drove home—”


  A bell shrilled through the building, setting Green’s hair on end and nearly derailing him from the significance of Long’s comment. He waited for the sound to stop.


  “What kids? There’s no mention of that.”


  Long paled, and his moustache twitched. His gaze flicked between the window and the door. “There wasn’t. I mean, I didn’t. Ah, it—it slipped my mind initially, I guess, and the policewoman who was investigating was so pushy, she threw us all on the defensive. She seemed hellbent on railroading Matt, and I wasn’t about to give her any ammunition.”


  “So you withheld information from the police?”


  Long thrust back his shoulders and sucked in his paunch. “She withheld stuff from us! Wouldn’t even tell us what the accusations were, or who the kid was! How were we supposed to know what to think? We ended up looking at every kid with suspicion, wondering is that the one? Am I going to be next? So I figured, if she was going to play it like a star chamber witch hunt, I wasn’t going to make her case for her. Not against a fellow teacher whom the parents were ready to hang by the balls anyway. You have no idea the hysteria that took over this place back then, detective. Parents scrutinized our every move—every teacher who ever had a kid on a behaviour mod program to reward good behaviour, every teacher who took a kid aside for a private discussion, our every motive was challenged. Plus our loyalty was questioned. Parents accused us of covering up and of putting their little kids at risk to protect one of our own. Teachers who’d known families for years and done their best to help their children over the years felt betrayed. So yeah, I saw the look in your eye when you said I withheld information. I didn’t know a damn thing for sure, except that every little fact I raised would be inflated with hysteria, so I figured let the cops build their own damn case.”


  Outside, a hush had fallen as the yard emptied of children. Inwardly Green cursed and hoped Long could continue his tirade long enough to come to the meat of the matter. The man was growing red from indignation and lack of breath, and Green suspected he’d been saving up this tirade for ten years.


  “Matt drove a few kids home sometimes after rehearsals or games,” Long continued, “when it was dark and their parents were too damn busy to pick them up. If he was guilty of anything, it was naïveté for thinking that trying to help children was the right thing to do and that the parents wouldn’t sue the ass off him if anything went wrong. Nowadays we don’t hug kids, detective. We don’t meet them alone to give them private advice or encouragement, and we sure as hell don’t put them in our own car without a million waivers protecting us from here to China.”


  The hall below filled with the thunder of a hundred feet, and children’s chatter reverberated off the walls. Long broke off his diatribe and moved toward his door. “I’ve got to get to my class now, detective. So if you’ve got more questions, they’ll have to wait.”


  “That’ll do for now.” Green flipped his notebook shut. “I appreciate your honesty.”


  “Yeah, well, you know—” Long paused in the doorway and watched as the upstairs hallway filled with students. Sweaty, redfaced, and irritable from the heat, they jostled one another noisily. “It was a difficult time for everybody, and we just wanted to be fair. Frankly, we didn’t think that was true of everyone.”


  Those words stayed with Green as he plowed his way through the crowds back down the stairs. Crime always aroused strong feelings in those it touched, and as a police officer he’d often borne the brunt of the public hysteria and finger pointing that followed. And nowhere were the feelings more intense and personal than when the victim was a child. Teachers, like police officers, could change from protector to traitor in the public eye on the strength of one word.


  Once downstairs, Green headed back toward the principal’s office to inform her he was done and found his way blocked by a massive woman in a purple and yellow floral tent dress and a straw hat. She overflowed the secretary’s chair and took up all the remaining space in the little outer office. She eyed Green with a chilly stare no doubt designed to make the most rebellious student rethink his approach. When Green introduced himself, the stare grew shrewd.


  “Oh, it’s you. Mrs. Allen said to keep an eye on you. She’s gone to a meeting, and she said if you had more questions, you should give her a call.” The woman reached a pudgy arm across her desk to pick up a dish of mints. She offered one to Green, which he declined, before popping one into her mouth. “Waste of time talking to her, anyway,” she continued, sucking noisily. “She’s only been here three years.”


  Changing his mind, Green reached over, selected a mint, and regretted it the instant it hit his taste buds in full force. He propped himself as casually as he could against the edge of her desk. “How long have you been here?”


  “Twenty-three years. And you’re right, I remember it all.”


  “Remember what?” Green asked in surprise. Ross Long hadn’t had time to tip off the office, even if he’d wanted to.


  “The Fraser case. That’s what this is about, right? Those teachers you wanted, they all testified at the trial.”


  Shrewd doesn’t do the woman justice, Green thought, and gave her an appreciative smile. “Did you testify?”


  The woman looked askance, her jowls shaking with the vigour of her denial. “Hell, no. I had to work with these people. Back then, I was on my own with three kids to support, no car, no child care, and this job was around the corner from my house.”


  “So you thought you’d better not take sides?”


  “Listen, this community’s got some powerful people in it. There are parents who are crown attorneys themselves, or justice lawyers, or work for big firms with lawyers up the yingyang. Consider this school’s been slated to close three times—look at it, it’s a dump!—but if the school board closed it, the kids would have to be bussed out of their community, maybe even meet the big bad world in the Glebe. So each time, the parents had enough clout to make the board, the trustees, the director and his backroom boys all back down.”


  The mint was slowly burning a hole in Green’s tongue, and he eased it carefully into the corner of his mouth, trying to look attentive. “And were they out for blood on this case?”


  “Blood? No, the kid’s balls. And the balls of the principal, who didn’t act fast enough on the first complaint, and the balls of the board, who didn’t fire the kid on the spot.”


  “By kid you mean—?”


  “Matt,” she exclaimed, crunching her mint and sending spittle flying. “He was a kid from where I sat. One of those nice, soft-spoken guys who loved teaching and who had a special touch with the timid ones. He started off in Grade Six, but the big kids walked all over him, so the principal moved him down to Grade One. He loved the little ones, and they loved him.”


  “No hanky-panky?”


  She hesitated and eyed him dubiously from under folds of flesh. Then, with excessive care, she leaned forward and took another mint from the bowl. “Who’s going to know all this?”


  Green, who hadn’t even extracted his notebook, gave an exaggerated shrug. “Maybe nobody. We’re not reopening the case, if that’s what you’re worried about. I’m just trying to fill in some holes. Are you suggesting there may have been some hanky-panky?”


  “Not that I ever saw, mind you. I wouldn’t have kept quiet if I really knew something. I mean, I have kids myself, and the parents would have had to get in line behind me to get a piece of his balls. But—” She paused to tug on her dress and to redirect the overflow of her breasts. In the heat, she sweated freely. “There was something weird about Matt. You know those soft, gentle kinds of men? They seem to feel safer with kids, maybe even sexually, you know? This is just my feeling. I mean, the sex drive is there, right, and the guy’s got to make it with somebody, and if he’s too damn shy to try a woman and he gets tired of going solo—well, it makes sense, eh? And that’s what creeped me out. I didn’t have a thing to go on, I never saw him look at a kid funny or sneak one off to a back room somewhere, but he hung around with the little kids, and he didn’t show much interest in the pretty young thing we had here at the time who was trying to catch his attention.”


  Just as well you kept these thoughts to yourself, Green thought. Without substantiation, your speculation about Fraser’s sexual inclinations probably wouldn’t have done much to enhance Barbara Devine’s case, but it would have been chewed to bits by defence council.


  “Is that what most of the teachers thought? That he was a bit strange and just might be guilty?”


  “The teachers?” She snorted. “They weren’t allowed to have an opinion. Or if they did, they didn’t dare voice it. The teacher’s union swooped in here almost as soon as the shit hit the fan and told everybody that their duty was to stand behind a fellow teacher and show him a united front against these false accusations. They weren’t supposed to talk to anyone about it, not the parents, not the press, and they were supposed to answer police questions only about things they personally knew.”


  “Wise under the circumstances.”


  “Sure. And what did that tell the parents? You have no idea how many upset parents came through that door to complain to me the teachers were implying the kids were lying—”


  “Kids? What kids?”


  “Well—the ones who said Matt molested them.”


  “I thought there was only one.”


  “Only one that went to trial—and what a little piece of work she turned out to be—but there were a few who started reporting things in the months after her. Anyway, it doesn’t matter. The point is the union told the teachers to support Matt, which meant saying the charges were false, which meant saying the kids were lying. Or at least imagining things.”


  “Where did the school board stand on this?”


  “Where it usually does, as far from the stink as possible. Don’t want to interfere with the case, that was their line. Offer counselling to the families, keep Fraser away from kids, and let the courts do their thing.”


  “Also probably wise under the circumstances.”


  Her baleful look returned. “Easy for you to say, you see this kind of thing every day. But schools are supposed to be like families, and here we had the parents suspecting the teachers, and the teachers accusing the parents of lynching, and the board not supporting either the parents or the teachers.”


  “In other words, a mess.”


  “You got that right. After Matt was acquitted, the guys in power—I mean the parents, the board and the union—had two choices for the mess. Blame the six-year-old girl who started it all, or blame Matt Fraser. Some choice, eh? Especially when the lawyer who was heading up the parent group happened to be the little girl’s stepfather.”


  “So Matt Fraser was history.”


  She nodded and went for her third mint. “Best all around, don’t you think?”
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  Best all around, except for Matt Fraser, Green thought, as he switched the car’s air conditioning on full and sat for a moment studying the school. The inscription “Duke of York Elementary School, 1924” was set in stone over the transom of the front door, and the overall effect was one of dignified decline. There was no hint of the pain and vitriol which had fomented inside.


  Schools were supposed to be like families, the secretary had said. Green tried to envision Tony arriving home one day with a dark, bewildered tale about his favourite teacher. Or even his daughter Hannah, who emerged from his ex-wife’s infrequent letters as little more than a disembodied scrap of rebellion. The mere thought of either of them in the clutches of a predator knotted his gut. Faced with the most primal and abhorrent violation of their child, what parent could be blamed for losing their head? And what teacher would fail to sympathize, no matter where their professional allegiance lay?


  “Mike, what are you doing?” Barbara Devine demanded when he posed her those very questions back at the police station half an hour later. He had found her in her office eating a soggy hotdog with her stocking feet propped on the window ledge and an open policy binder balanced on her lap. She swung around to her desk and shoved her feet back into her high heels.


  “The Fraser disappearance may become a homicide investigation,” he replied blandly. “I’m gathering background.”


  “Oh, damn,” she muttered, then dropped the half-eaten hot dog in the garbage and scrubbed the mustard from her hands with a napkin. “Why do you assume it goes back to this abuse case, rather than some new trouble he’s got himself into?”


  Green debated whether to tell her about Fraser’s visit to Bleustein or the CAS , but decided against it. He didn’t entirely trust her not to meddle. “Instinct,” he said instead.


  She eyed him for a long moment. A smudge of mustard on her upper lip detracted from the look of professional disinterest she affected. “Mike, you don’t know sex crimes. Trust me, these guys don’t change. Fraser has probably made a hundred new enemies by now, while you’re busy barking up the wrong tree.”


  “Then enlighten me. I want to know why the investigation took so long and why things got so out-of-hand.”


  She sighed. “There was no way to handle that case without it getting messy, because everything had to be kept secret. You know the laws on sex crimes and offences against minors, Mike. We couldn’t reveal who the victims were or what Fraser was alleged to have done to them. In fact, before we laid the charges, we couldn’t even confirm that Fraser was under investigation, and we certainly couldn’t solicit information or question classmates about other incidents.”


  “Even subtly?”


  She folded her arms across her chest brusquely, a sure sign he was getting to her. “Investigating child abuse is not like any other criminal case, Green. You can’t inquire subtly about it. I’d investigated dozens of allegations against teachers and other professionals, many of which had no substance whatsoever. Building a credible case is like dodging landmines in the dark. You have to protect the rights of the accused and the privacy of the children, but still uncover the facts in the case, all the while watching your back so the accused doesn’t sue the pants off you if he gets off. You don’t want a witch hunt; you don’t want the man’s reputation slandered or his name smeared, nor do you want the defence to be able to argue undue influence. So you keep as tight a lid on the information as you can.”


  She planted her elbows on the table and leaned forward. “The problem is, at the first hint of funny business, people go ballistic, imagining all sorts of horrors. Parents started phoning each other and questioning their children. Teachers went paranoid because they didn’t know which children had complained or what the substance of the complaints was. They started questioning their own behaviour and wondering if they’d be the next to be accused.”


  She was on a roll now, the rawness of her feelings welling up through her words. Green could tell that ten years had not buried this case for her one iota. Devine might be trying to refashion herself as a corporate administrator, but beneath the tailored navy suit and the expensive blouse, her passion for the fight was with her still.


  “And we couldn’t do a damn thing to reassure anyone. Naturally, I told the principal to assure his staff that no ordinary behaviour, not even hugs or sitting the little ones on laps, would get them in trouble, but I couldn’t tell them Fraser had made the little girl undress, he’d made her give him blow jobs, and he’d ejaculated between her thighs. Becky was graphic and clear on this, Mike. No matter what the teachers said and what the defence alleged—that Becky had been a behaviour problem all along, that she was a habitual liar and drama queen—no child makes those details up. And these child molesters are smart. They don’t penetrate or leave marks, so there’s no physical proof, and they pick the marginalized children whom no one will believe. Children who are already angry and upset, who crave the attention and whose new problems will be masked by the behaviour problems they already show. And that’s exactly what happened. My worst nightmares came true in that case, Mike. Parents pumped their children, children embellished their stories, the defence tore their evidence apart on cross. And the creep walked.”


  “But you should have seen that coming,” Green replied. “With no information or direction from us, hysteria would take over.”


  “I did see it coming!” she snapped. “But we couldn’t handle things any differently. We couldn’t just interview every little girl he’d had any substantial contact with over the last four years. That would have been a fishing expedition which would have biased the public’s perception of the accused and endangered his right to a fair trial by undermining the presumption of innocence. Talk about handing Bleustein his defence on a silver platter. Not to mention he’d have accused us of manufacturing evidence.”


  “On any new cases that surfaced, possibly. But what about Rebecca Whelan herself? Surely with that graphic description, you had more than enough to proceed with her alone. If you’d charged him immediately, there would have been less time for the rumours to start and less time for her to get confused about her story.”


  Her face flamed, and he thought for an instant she would leap over the desk at him. “I didn’t screw up this case, Green, if that’s what you’re implying! The girl wasn’t stable. She kept changing her story of the events—the sequence, the times and places. Sometimes it was last week, sometimes last year, all normal enough for a little kid who doesn’t understand time. But white, middle-aged, male judges don’t always understand that. Twenty-six sexual abuse cases I had that year, Green, and twenty-six acquittals. I wanted this one to stick, for once. So I was trying to get other cases to back her up. Waiting for other parents to come forward with more complaints on their own. That took months!”


  “Did you know about the kids he drove home late from school?”


  Her eyes clouded, and she snorted at the memory. “Oh, yes. And that was an example of the parents being too overzealous. When they got wind of the rumours, they questioned their kids and asked them point blank ‘Did Mr. Fraser do this, did he do that, did he give you candy, did he ever touch you?’ By the time we got to them, the kids were telling me about every little pat on the shoulder. Only two cases sounded suspicious, but in the trial—”


  Devine’s phone rang, and her demeanour changed instantly from backroom cop to polished professional as she picked it up. She listened in silence for a moment, then her gaze flicked towards Green. A scowl marred her mask of calm.


  “That won’t be necessary, counsellor. It was Inspector Green, who is right here. Shall I put him on, or—?” She paused to listen, then glanced at her watch. “How about twenty minutes. He’ll meet you in the lobby.”


  Green raised an eyebrow as she hung up, but he waited her out. Her scowl deepened. “Green, I don’t need this crap. That was Quinton J. Patterson, of McKendry, Patterson and Coles. The little girl’s stepfather. And he’s on the warpath.”


  


  Quinton Patterson arrived five minutes early, suggesting that he had come directly from his law office, which was just up Elgin Street, opposite the main court house. Feeling perverse, Green kept him waiting ten minutes and endured two pages over the station’s PA system while he refreshed his memory about the family background.


  Rebecca Whelan’s parents had separated when Rebecca was just a baby and her brother Billy was eight. Custody had been awarded to the mother after a bitter court dispute in which both parties had accused the other of being unfit, but the children continued to have regular weekend visits with their father up until at least the time of the trial.


  On one of her many court appearances during the custody battle, Rebecca’s mother had met Quinton Patterson, who was appearing in the same court on an unrelated matter, and they began an intense love affair which led to their marriage as soon the papers were finalized in her divorce. It was the first marriage for him, and the couple had no subsequent children of their own, but police reports at the time of Fraser’s trial described Quinton Patterson as fiercely devoted to his stepchildren, although more so to little Becky than to his stepson, who’d been a surly ten when Quinton came on the scene. Although he’d only been a junior lawyer in his firm at the time, Barbara Devine had clearly felt the pressure of his legal sabre-rattling to lay a charge in this case.


  So does the man come now as friend or foe, Green wondered as he made his way down to the lobby. Is he hoping I have new evidence or a fresh resolve to put Fraser away, or is he trying to put the lid back on the whole painful mess? As a lawyer, Patterson certainly knows about double jeopardy, which prevents our retrying the case in criminal court, but perhaps he’s hoping for some new legal toehold by which he can go after Fraser and the teacher’s union—indeed why not the whole school board and the police department—in a civil suit. Green’s answer came the minute he laid eyes on the man striding back and forth across the marble foyer with a cellphone glued to his ear.


  Quinton Patterson had a baby face he was trying very hard to counteract. He had soft, rosy cheeks, a mop of black curls and only the faintest shimmer of silver above his ears. Like Green, he looked barely thirty, but unlike Green, who enjoyed the camouflage that his youthful looks provided, Patterson had affected a corporate power dress and a haughty sneer in an attempt to bulk up his image. Today he was crisply dressed in a navy pinstripe suit, coordinated royal blue tie and polished Italian shoes, and his face was a dangerous shade of pink as he snapped orders into the phone. The man’s not pleased with the latest developments, Green decided.


  “Mr. Patterson,” he began. Patterson held up a sharp finger to silence him and turned his back.


  “He can try all he wants, that’s our final offer!”


  “I’m Mike Green.” Green extended his hand.


  “Wait a—” Patterson barked, then swung around to give Green an incredulous look. Green smiled inwardly. He hadn’t bothered to put on his sports jacket, and his wrinkled shirt and scuffed shoes were clearly not what Patterson expected. “I’ll call you back,” he said into the phone and snapped it shut. Ignoring Green’s outstretched hand, he started toward the elevator.


  “Is your office on the third floor?”


  Yet another subtle putdown, Green observed, for Patterson almost certainly knew that the third floor was reserved for the senior brass. Three putdowns in the space of ten seconds. No wonder Barbara Devine said she didn’t need this crap.


  “I’ve reserved one of the interview rooms,” Green replied and pointedly headed toward the stairs, which had a fire escape decor that didn’t quite match the imperial mood Patterson was striving for. Neither did the interview room, which was small, windowless and contained nothing but a table and three moulded plastic chairs. Green took one and gestured Patterson into another.


  “What can I do for you, Mr. Patterson?”


  Patterson inspected the seat before sitting down, then set his briefcase on the table and flipped it open. After extracting a yellow legal pad, he balanced a pair of reading glasses on the bridge of his nose. Glancing at his watch, he made a note on the blank pad.


  “I understand you’ve been making inquiries into my daughter’s sexual molestation case.”


  “Who told you that?” The question was not simple fencing. Green was genuinely interested in Patterson’s connections.


  “Is it true?”


  “Who told you?”


  Patterson jotted again on his legal pad, then peered at Green over the rims of his glasses. “Josh Bleustein.”


  Green had suspected as much, although he’d thought Bleustein and Patterson would be on opposite sides of this issue. Bleustein had defended the hated child molester and won. On top of that, Bleustein was the quintessential loudmouth, brawling Jew, and Patterson was old-firm Rockcliffe Wasp. But the legal fraternity was full of strange bedfellows.


  “What exactly did Bleustein tell you?” Green asked.


  “That Matthew Fraser was probably dead, and I should be prepared for the police to come after me and my family.”


  “How collegial of Mr. Bleustein, given that he worked the other side of the fence.”


  “Josh never believed Fraser was innocent.”


  “Then you must despise him for being so good at his job.”


  Patterson had been scribbling industriously on his notepad, and now a faint flush spread up his neck. “I despise the education system for betraying the innocence of children, and the police department for acting like spineless sycophants.”


  “So what can I do for you, Mr. Patterson?”


  “I want to protect the interests of my family. You’ll forgive me if I haven’t much faith in your department’s ability to do that, nor in your investigative competence. My daughter’s case is ancient history. The death of this man—if he is Fraser, and my sources tell me that’s far from assured—has nothing whatever to do with us, and I’m here to tell you that I will regard any attempt to connect the two as police harassment.”


  “You may regard it however you wish, Mr. Patterson. I have a suspicious death to investigate, and I’m sure you know the law well enough to—”


  “Don’t patronize me, Green! Personally, I want to pin a medal on whoever killed him, but if it was going to be me or someone in Becky’s case, we would have done it ten years ago, when it mattered! Not now, when it’s all over and buried. And you know damn well that’s true!”


  “In my business, it doesn’t pay to know damn well anything is true until I’ve looked into it. My team will be pursuing any and all lines of inquiry that we deem relevant.”


  “He’s probably done it again, you know! Have you thought of that?”


  Green inclined his head slightly. “Your daughter’s case is one of several lines of inquiry.”


  Patterson scribbled furiously on his notepad, and after a moment he stopped and tapped his pencil rapidly on the page. He seemed to be calculating his next move.


  “Very well,” he snapped. “However, I want your agreement that if you have something to ask of my family, you will direct it to me. I will cooperate with you.”


  “Have you or your family had any contact with Mr. Fraser since the trial?”


  Patterson sat with pen poised. “So do I have your agreement you’ll go through me?”


  The man’s intensity vibrated through the small room. Green sensed that beneath the adversarial legal façade, Patterson was a father dealing with powerful emotions in the only way he knew how, by playing the game he knew best. Green softened his tone. “Of course not, and you couldn’t have expected any other response. But I’m not insensitive to the pain in this case, sir. I’ve been in Major Crimes more than fifteen years, and I know how a crime like this leaves the victims feeling brutalized and betrayed. Those feelings never really go away; they just get paved over with a thin veneer that can easily be picked away. I can’t deny this investigation will do that, but I’ll try to be as sensitive as I can be. That much I can promise you.”


  Patterson sat suspended for a moment, then dropped his eyes and made a show of jotting more notes on his pad. The pen quivered in his hand and his tone, although brusque, was conciliatory.


  “We haven’t seen Mr. Fraser in over six years. After the trial, I kept track of his activities until he left town. It was my form of citizen’s justice. I didn’t want him to feel secure when our daughter would never feel secure again, so I sent him letters and made anonymous phone calls at night. I wanted him to know someone was watching him, so he’d better not go near any other child.”


  “Did the other members of your family know about this activity?”


  Patterson set his jaw. “This was my decision, Inspector. My wife had been through hell with her first husband—in fact, he was still jerking her around and keeping the children on an emotional roller coaster. His reaction to the molestation was to blame her for not giving Becky enough attention. When Fraser walked away free, she was almost a candidate for the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital. The only thing that kept her going was that Becky needed her help. So I let her focus on Becky, while I took on Fraser.”


  Green heard the brittle edge to the man’s tone and shifted his focus gently. “Can we talk about Becky? Did she recover?”


  Patterson removed his glasses to examine a speck on the flawless glass. The tiny interview room was soundproof, and for a few seconds the hum of the air conditioning was the only sound to fill the room. “We had several really rough years, during which we got useless advice from every single professional in the city. Then finally she seemed to settle down. She never got over it, but at least now she keeps it in the corner of her life. That’s why I insist—”


  “So what’s she up to now? She must be almost seventeen. Still in high school?”


  “No.” The man paused while he polished his glasses and perched them back on his nose. “School and Rebecca never did see eye to eye. Anne and I tried to put the awful experience behind us and cooperate with her teachers over the years, but Rebecca never could. She felt constantly in danger, and she was so angry deep down inside that she took it out on every teacher she’s had since.”


  “When did she drop out?”


  “Oh, about Grade One?” Patterson looked bleak for a moment and pushed up his glasses to pinch the bridge of his nose. When he replaced them, he was all business again. “I don’t see how all this is relevant, Inspector. Rebecca’s been through hell and back, but she’s pulling out of it, and eventually she’ll overcome it. But as far as her contact with Matthew Fraser goes, it ended the last time he stuck his—” He sat rigid, his eyes fixed on his notepad, but Green could almost see his rage battling for expression. “Please let her continue her recovery in peace.”


  I only hope I can, Green found himself thinking. For your sake and for hers. He steered the interview to less sensitive ground. “What about your wife and son? Billy, I believe it is. He’s in his twenties by now, right? Either of them have any recent contact or interest in Mr. Fraser?”


  “My wife wouldn’t have the energy, and frankly I doubt Billy would have the interest.” Patterson’s expression hardened subtly, as if he’d remembered where he was. “You see, Rebecca wasn’t the only casualty of that useless legal charade. While all of that was going on, Billy didn’t get the attention he deserved. He was ten when I came on the scene. He’d spent years watching his father torment his mother, and then years dealing with his father’s emotional blackmail. So at first Billy wanted no part of me. When the sexual allegations came to light, we expected him to understand Rebecca was our first priority. Instead, he started dabbling in goth culture and drugs, and before we noticed, he had a major cocaine addiction. He was out for nights on end, stealing from us and bringing dubious characters around, and in the end he went to live with his father. Broke his mother’s heart.”


  “Are things better with Billy now?”


  Patterson slapped his pen down on his notepad and peered at Green over his glasses. “You know, Inspector, I believe I’ve been more than forthcoming in my replies to your questions, but our private vicissitudes are not something I feel obliged to share further with you. At this point, I think if you want to know anything more about my stepson, you should ask him yourself.”


  Green made a mental note to do just that, before casually turning the page of his notebook. “I do appreciate your candour, Mr. Patterson. I have one last question of a less personal nature. Rebecca’s natural father—do you know his reaction to the verdict and his current feelings towards Fraser?”


  Quinton thrust his notepad away and sat back. No need to take notes on this topic, Green observed. “Steve Whelan is a chronic malcontent, and I don’t imagine he’s undergone a transformation for the better since I last saw him. If you bother to read the files, no doubt you’ll find all the information you need. Steve wrote dozens of letters of complaint to the police chief and commission on your department’s handling of the case, he filed numerous motions with the courts about our failure to protect her, I believe he wrote the school board, the teacher’s union, the trustees and probably the Minister of Education in Queen’s Park to complain about their cover-up on Fraser’s behalf. The only person he never blamed was himself, for making her the confused, angry and vulnerable child whom Fraser found so easy to prey upon and whom the middle-aged, middle-class judge found so easy to disbelieve. Adults, Inspector, all banding together against a hyperactive, defiant and decidedly naughty little girl.”


  Green felt again the tug of pity. “What about now? Is her father still bitter?”


  “Oh, undoubtedly. But I expect he’s far too busy attending to the slights against himself to dedicate much effort to the suffering of others.”


  “Ever known him to be physically violent?”


  Patterson considered the question in silence for a moment, then pulled his notepad back and jotted down a few notes. “To those weaker than himself like Anne, yes. But when it comes to facing down another man, he wouldn’t have the courage.”


  Perhaps not, Green thought after he’d thanked Quinton Patterson for his cooperation and escorted him out of the interview room. But Fraser was himself a meek man, crippled by fears and doubts. A beaten man, perhaps weak enough in Steve Whelan’s eyes to be no threat at all.


  Green returned to his own office with his curiosity piqued to learn more about both Steve Whelan and his son, who’d be a young man by now and capable of some revenge of his own. On speculation, Green ran a police computer search on both of them. The computer spat out a long list of police contacts with the father, but nearly all in his role as complainant, with a couple of harassment charges and one impaired driving. Nothing violent. If Steve had been mistreating his wife as Patterson claimed, the police had never been called. Not unusual in domestic cases, but hardly a confirmation of any hard-core violent tendencies on Steve Whelan’s part.


  The son’s sheet painted a picture more pathetic than sinister. William Steven Whelan had a sealed Young Offender file and three pages of minor offences as an adult involving break and enters, drug dealing and disturbing the peace. He’d done some minor time in previous years but nothing in the past six months. Either he’d grown smarter, or he’d cleaned up his act. Some of his known associates were local players in organized crime, but it was a stretch to think that this petty criminal, whose antics seemed to do harm mainly to himself, would have the daring to commit murder any more than his father did.


  Still, neither man could be ruled out. If Patterson was to be believed, Billy had spent his formative years learning the art of violence from his father, and as an inadvertent, invisible, unacknowledged victim in this tragedy, he certainly had the motive. And Steve had a memory for wrongs that could rival an elephant’s. It was worth checking both men out, to see what they’d been up to in recent weeks.


  Green glanced at his watch. Past five o’clock. Rebecca’s biological father lived in the eastern suburb of Orleans, which was the wrong end of the city for Green’s drive home. But Billy lived on Woodridge Crescent in the west end. It was an area notorious for poorly planned, overcrowded public housing projects which, despite the proximity of the river and its waterfront parks, had driven real estate prices down and petty crime statistics up. Woodridge Crescent would only require a minor detour on his way home.


  After the usual crawl along the Queensway, Green exited at the Bayshore Shopping Centre, pulled up to the curb outside a large low-rent apartment building and slapped a police sticker in his windshield. There was no answer when he buzzed Billy’s number from the lobby, but he slipped in easily behind a bevy of Somali women negotiating the heavy doors with umbrellas, strollers and shopping bags in hand. It had begun to rain again, and they were all windblown and wet. He made his way up in the elevator to the eighth floor and down the long hall filled with the chatter of foreign languages and the pungent aromas of exotic foods. Number 821 was tucked into the end of the hall against the fire stairs, and there was no answer to his knock. He listened through the door but could detect no noise above the chatter of the French TV next door.


  As he left, he intercepted a young woman letting herself into an apartment down the hall. She had a little girl in tow, both of them sporting matching raincoats and blond pony tails.


  “Do you know your neighbour in 821, a young man named Billy Whelan?”


  She edged away from him, shielding her child and shaking her head sharply. No, of course not, Green thought. This is not a building where you give information to total strangers. He debated whether showing his badge would improve his chances and decided it wouldn’t.


  “I’m a friend of his father’s,” he said instead. “His dad’s worried about him.”


  She unlocked the door and shepherded her daughter inside. “Katie, honey, go watch television, okay? Mummy will be there in a moment.”


  “Is Billy in trouble?” the little girl asked. The woman pushed her again with a sharp look, then turned to Green. She shifted her gum to the other side of her mouth with exaggerated disinterest. She was trying to look hard, but there was a hint of anxiety in her face. “Why’s his father worried?”


  “Well, you know—Billy’s had his ups and downs.”


  “Not that his dad ever noticed.”


  “Yeah, well Mr. Patterson’s had his ups and his downs too.”


  “Oh, that dad,” she exclaimed. “Now I know you’re lying. His stepfather has no use for him, never sees him. Never even comes to any of his shows.”


  “What shows?”


  The young woman shrugged. “A few gigs here and there. His band even had an opening spot at Barrymore’s last month.”


  Green masked his surprise and thought fast. Barrymore’s was a prestigious downtown club which featured live musicians and entertainers. Most of Canada’s top bands had played the club at one time or another, and for Billy to have landed a spot there, he must be doing something more than racking up summary conviction offences. Green tried his friendliest smile. “So what’s his band called? I’ll try to catch a show.”


  That clammed her up faster than if he’d shown his badge. She blew a huge pink bubble and shrugged her skinny shoulders. “Look, I haven’t seen him, okay? Not in a few days.”


  “But you’re a friend of his—”


  "Was.”


  “Still, you obviously care.” A slight exaggeration, given her emphatic use of the past tense, but he was anxious to keep the conversation going.


  “I care if the cops are looking for him. If he’s fucked up again.” She gave him a long stony stare which told him he hadn’t fooled her for an instant. “He was supposed to cash my cheque for me, days ago. Oh, screw it!” she muttered and closed the door.


  Well, well, Green thought as he made his way back to the car. Someone else who’s dropped out of sight. Although, of course, the girlfriend was simply speculating, and even if Billy had disappeared, it might not be for reasons connected to the case. Billy was a drug user with a habit of getting into trouble and an unexpected fistful of cash in his hands. The lure of the open road might have been irresistible. Tomorrow, in between the paperwork and the report Green was meant to be preparing on cross-jurisdictional collaboration in CID , perhaps there would be time to worry about where Billy had run off to.


  As he pulled into the empty drive of the Dreaded Vinyl Cube, he frowned. Despite his detour, Sharon’s car was not yet in the drive, and when he entered the house, it was deserted. His shout brought back nothing but an echo.


  That’s strange, he thought. Sharon had been acting a little oddly the last couple of nights. She had jumped whenever the phone rang, she’d stared into space during dinner and forgotten to tease him when he described his day at the conference. And now she was at least two hours later than she usually was.


  Inside, he checked the phone for messages, of which there were none, and headed upstairs to strip off his wet clothes. He was just beginning to worry in earnest when he heard a car door slam, and Tony’s excited chatter filled the air. He reached the front door in time to see Sharon mounting the front steps with Tony and his bag in one hand, and in the other, towed along like a reluctant barge, was the biggest, ugliest dog he’d ever seen.


  Nine


  Sharon’s day had crawled. Many times she had found her mind wandering from the mundane duties of her job to the unanswered questions of the Fraser case. Both yesterday’s and today’s lunch hour had come and gone without a call from Leslie Black, and as the afternoon ticked by, Sharon felt her hope fading. The clock on the wall above the nursing station read three thirty-five when she paused in her charting to rest her chin wearily in her hands. Leslie was not going to call. She must have lost the fight with her conscience.


  It was probably just as well, Sharon thought. She didn’t really need to be in the middle of this investigation, trapped by issues of confidentiality and forced to choose between loyalties in what was already a murky and personally repugnant case. Mike could build his own case without her help. He’d been doing it long before he met her and without the moral confusion she felt. The facts alone mattered to him, and once he’d laid them bare, then others could begin the task of sorting out right from wrong.


  She pushed the case out of her thoughts with relief and picked up her pen to continue her charts. At that moment the phone rang and when she answered it, her heart sank.


  “Sharon? It’s Leslie. Can we meet when you get off?”


  “Well, I’ve been thinking…”


  “So have I.” Leslie Black’s voice was unusually furtive. “Meet me in the library, back table, four o’clock.”


  It seemed ridiculously cloak and dagger, even for a potential violation of the privacy laws, but as Sharon made her way through the maze of corridors which connected one wing of the hospital to another, she felt excited in spite of herself. She arrived at the library less than one minute late and was surprised to see Leslie rise from the table at the back the instant she walked in. Leslie drifted slowly along the shelves towards the front, her face resolutely averted. As she drew near, Sharon opened her mouth to speak but was stopped by Leslie’s very faint but unmistakable shake of the head.


  “Go to the table at the back. Slowly!” Leslie whispered, and then she was out the door and gone.


  Sharon suppressed a laugh, for Mata Hari tactics did not quite suit the shabby and virtually deserted atmosphere of the Rideau Psychiatric staff library. Life among the phobics must be rubbing off on you, Leslie, she thought, as she made her way towards the table Leslie had left.


  The table top was cluttered with journals and open books, which Sharon perused curiously, noting that Leslie had been reading up on treatment efficacy studies for social phobia. For a few minutes, Sharon puzzled over the significance of Leslie’s asking her to read these, before noticing the blank manila envelope sitting on the chair beside her. She picked it up and out slid the thick, well-worn file of Matthew Robertson Fraser.


  Bingo. Without a qualm, surrounded by the camouflage of a half-dozen scientific journals, Sharon opened the file and began to read.


  Matthew Fraser’s connection to the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital spanned ten years and began innocuously enough with an outpatient appointment with a psychologist. His initial complaints had been anxiety, insomnia, inability to concentrate and occasional crying spells. Entirely understandable, the psychologist had postulated, given that the patient had recently come under investigation for sexual abuse and had been relieved of his teaching duties. The psychologist had seen him five times, provided supportive counselling, and suggested a mild anxiolytic which the psychiatric resident on staff had duly prescribed.


  Some months later, Fraser was brought into Emergency by his father in a distraught state, unable to eat or sleep and contemplating suicide. At that time he was under the care of his family doctor, who had prescribed both stronger anti-anxiety medication and a sleeping pill. The emergency room psychiatrist in his wisdom had taken Fraser off both medications, prescribed the then new and highly touted Prozac, and sent him on his way. Prozac, Sharon thought drily, why not? Guaranteed to make you happy and forget all your troubles. Forget that you’re on trial for abuse, forget that your career is irredeemably lost and forget that your friends have deserted you.


  Curiously, there was no record of his having been seen in forensic psychiatry prior to the trial, which suggested that either the Crown had not been certain of the wisdom of a psychiatric evaluation, or they had thought they had a strong enough case without it.


  Sharon flipped through the file in search of the Sexual Behaviours Assessment Leslie said he’d undergone three years earlier, but there was no trace of it. She found notes on Fraser’s outpatient admission two years ago for severe anxiety and multiple phobias, at which time the consulting psychiatrist had prescribed an anti-depressant, and Emmerson-Jones had designed a treatment plan to desensitize Fraser gradually to the situations he feared. Sharon knew these were both sound treatments for his condition, but they left her wondering where in this list of symptoms and remedies was the man himself. Where was the recognition that above all, he needed the chance simply to learn to cope with what he’d been through.


  Almost against her will, she felt a tweak of sympathy. In a way, the tweak was comforting. She’d always considered herself a compassionate person who tried to see the salvageable in everyone who came into the ward, no matter how bizarre or unsympathetic their life story. But pedophiles were predators, and she always felt an unexpectedly hard kernel of condemnation in her core whenever she thought of them. It was comforting to know that even for one of them—for the human part of him—she could still feel sad.


  She was about to close the file when she noticed a wad of folded papers shoved in among the therapy notes from long ago. There was nothing odd about this. In the hands of careless or harried clinicians, files often became jumbled and out of order. When she unfolded it, she discovered it was the sexual behaviour report she’d been looking for. Dated three years earlier, it detailed the results of Dr. Pelham’s interviews, the psychological tests and the results of the laboratory studies of sexual arousal. The conclusions were as Leslie Black described. All three assessments suggested a man who experienced normal physical attraction to adult females and who displayed no sexual reaction either to children or to coercive sex. In short, not a typical profile of a sexual deviant at all.


  Beyond that, however, the report said a good deal more. Matt Fraser was described as an anxious, depressed and overwhelmed man who could see no escape from the pressures of a hostile world. Although attracted to women, his sexual experience even before the accusation, which had occurred when he was twenty-six, had been minimal and rather unsuccessful. He’d had recurring problems with self-doubt and impotence and had a genuine fear of aggressive women. In general, the laboratory studies proclaimed in brutally clinical language that his erectile responses, although normal in type, had been weaker than most men his age, from which Dr. Pelham had concluded chronic depression. This was confirmed by the fact that when informed that his sexual interests were normal, the patient had wept. Pelham had prescribed a course of yet another anti-depressant.


  The assessment revealed another detail which Sharon found intriguing. Although she knew Fraser had a clear agenda for taking the tests, and that all his answers in both the interview and the questionnaires were probably slanted to make himself look good, a skilled clinician could usually catch a glimpse beneath the surface to the patient’s deeper core. This psychologist had found Matt to be an intelligent but sensitive and hyper-vigilant man whose development might have been marred by an early trauma that left him forever anxious and on guard. The patient himself could articulate nothing, but the psychologist suspected some form of abuse.


  Pure speculation right up there with reading tea leaves, Sharon thought, as she closed the file and slipped it back into the manila envelope. Still, it was intriguing. Although far from inevitable, habits of abuse could be passed on from one generation to the next, the victimized child becoming himself the abuser. Had Fraser been a victim, and if so, what had it done to him?


  The library was nearly deserted, and Sharon glanced at her watch. It was nearly five o’clock, too late to track down Dr. Pelham, even if she could think of credible grounds on which to ask him to discuss the case with her. But on the shelves around her was a wealth of information about every kind of mental health question, and perhaps a little bedtime reading to expand her knowledge of sexual abuse was in order.


  Fifteen minutes later, she walked out the glass entrance doors of the Administration Building with two books tucked under her arm. Rain lashed at her umbrella, and she hurried towards the parking lot with her head bowed and her thoughts already focussed far ahead on Tony and dinner. Suddenly, a figure jumped out of the bushes directly into her path and thrust out a bony hand to clutch her arm.


  “Sharon Levy! Thank God!”


  Instinctively, Sharon recoiled and knocked away the hand. A second figure emerged from the shadows, this one massive, dark and snarling.


  “Modo! Down!” the woman cried, and Sharon recovered enough to take in the sight before her. A giant black and brown dog had settled on the wet ground and rested its massive head on its paws, but its eyes watched her every move. The thin, angular woman had retreated back into the cover of the trees, both hands clinging to a huge umbrella. Her eyes skittered over the parking lot nervously.


  “Thank God, you’re still here!” she exclaimed. “I was afraid I’d missed you.”


  Sharon suppressed the anger that had followed her fright, and she searched her memory warily. The hair colour was different and the face, even white with fear, was fuller. If Mike hadn’t described her the other day, Sharon would never have remembered her. Excitement and curiosity tempered anger, and she forced a soothing smile.


  “Janice Tanner, how are you?”


  “I’m okay.” Janice’s words tumbled out in a rush. “No, I’m not. I think someone’s following me!”


  “Oh?” Sharon probed dubiously.


  Janice forced a nervous laugh. “I know, you’ve heard that before. I used to see stalkers behind every tree. But this time it’s different. I’ve been getting better. Going to a group, taking the bus by myself, even taking walks in the park in the evening. But the last few days, there’s been someone watching me.”


  “Do you know them?”


  Janice shook her head vigorously. “What do they look like?”


  “I don’t know, that’s the thing. I never get a clear glimpse. First, on Monday there was a face outside my bedroom window. Then two days ago, someone tried to pick open my lock. But...” She gave another nervous laugh. “I have four locks, so they couldn’t get in. Then yesterday, when I went to group, I’m sure someone followed me here. I heard footsteps behind me, and every time I stopped, they did.”


  “But you didn’t see anyone?”


  “They were real! I wanted to go to the police station to tell that husband of yours, but I’m—” She gulped. “I’m getting panic attacks again. I got as far as the bus stop, and I froze. Then I thought of you. And if I brought Modo, who could hurt me? I thought you could tell your husband they’re after me too.”


  “Who?”


  “The people who kidnapped Matt Fraser! Your husband is still investigating that, isn’t he?”


  Sharon hesitated. She should feign total ignorance and stay as far away as possible from Janice’s irrational fears, while at the same time protecting the confidentiality of Mike’s case. But the safe route had rarely been her first instinct.


  “Yes, he’s still investigating.”


  “He thinks Matt’s—” Janice tightened her lips as if to prevent the dreaded word from escaping. “Dead, doesn’t he?”


  “I don’t know. But why would the same people be after you? What’s the connection?”


  Janice backed further into the shadows. “I don’t know! Maybe they think I know something.”


  “Do you?”


  “No! But they don’t know that, right? I’m not safe, I can’t go home because they know where I live—”


  “Janice—” Sharon laid a calming hand on the woman’s arm to draw her out of the bushes. The dog raised its head sharply. “You’re okay now. The dog’s here, I’m here. Let’s go sit over there out of the rain and examine this calmly.”


  She led Janice to a bench by the entrance to the hospital, and when Janice had settled with her back to the brick wall and the dog pressed against her feet, some colour returned to her ashen face.


  “You’re right, I’m safe. I don’t know what they want. I wish I did, then maybe I could shed some light on Matt’s disappearance. But he told me so little, just that he was afraid of something from his past.”


  Sharon remembered the psychologist’s report about a longburied trauma. “Did he ever talk about his past? About any bad experiences or abuse in his childhood?”


  Janice seemed to mull the idea over doubtfully. “A lot of us had bad experiences, and we’d talk about them sometimes. One man had been a relief worker in Bosnia, and another woman had her parents blown up in Tel Aviv. I...I was raped eight years ago. But Matt didn’t talk, he just listened. Why, do you think his childhood is important?”


  “It might be.” Distant thunder rumbled on the horizon, and a fork of lightning split the western sky. The dog pressed itself closer against them, whining softly. Sharon felt its damp heat soak through her pant leg, and she leaned forward to shift the weight. Modo’s anxious brown eyes followed her every move.


  “So Matt never let anything slip?”


  “Well, we knew there’d been trouble with the law—some sort of false accusation—and that some people never accepted his innocence. Besides that...” Janice took a deep breath, and Sharon could see her struggling to focus on her memories through her fear. “I think he had an unhappy childhood. The few times we talked, I had the impression it was lonely, and that pretty well everyone had let him down in one way or another.”


  “Everyone? Did he mention anyone specific? Parents? Other family?”


  “His mother, for sure. I remember him talking about Modo and how Modo was always there, through thick and thin. When he’d come home from group, she’d be there wagging her tail to say hi. And he said his biggest memory as a kid was coming home from school, and there’d be no one there. Just an empty house. And how scared that made him feel.” Thunder cracked overhead, causing both Janice and the dog to jump. Janice clutched Sharon’s arm, and her colour fled again. “I don’t think I can go home. I can’t—” She began to hyperventilate.


  “Maybe you could stay with a friend for a few days.”


  “Sharon, I—I don’t really have any friends.”


  “Not even a distant relative?”


  Janice shook her head. Her eyes were glazing, and she began to sway. Rapidly, Sharon weighed her options. She didn’t like to feed the woman’s panic, but at this rate Janice was headed for an emergency admission to the Rideau Psychiatric. Sharon rose to her feet briskly.


  “Okay, I know an excellent woman’s shelter. You’re not exactly fleeing a violent husband, but in a pinch, why not? They’re friends of mine there.”


  “What about Modo? Would they take her?” Sharon stopped in mid stride. The dog had risen at the sound of its name and timidly nuzzled Sharon’s hand. Its nose felt like damp velvet.


  “They don’t allow pets, but how about the Humane Society? They can find a foster home for her.”


  Janice shook her head. “Matt got her from there when they were just about to put her down. They have far too many puppies, and a big dog like this, with her traumatic history, they’d likely have to put her down.” Janice knelt down and pressed her face to Modo’s. The dog licked her eagerly. “She really is a sweet, wonderful dog, and the fact that she still trusts humans is a miracle.”


  Then Janice looked up at Sharon, and the question in her eyes was as plain as day.


  


  Green stared at Sharon in astonishment, convinced he must have heard wrong. While they both juggled busy work schedules, babysitters, temper tantrums and the running of the household, his wife had volunteered to take this hundred-pound monstrosity under their wing. “You’ve got to be kidding!”


  They were all standing on the driveway in the drizzling rain. Sharon shifted Tony on her hip and held out the end of the leash impatiently. “It’s only temporary, while Janice figures out what to do with her. Now either take the leash or take your son. Help a little!”


  Gingerly, he took the end of the leash, but he didn’t move. “We can’t take a dog! We don’t know anything about dogs!”


  “We’ll learn. We didn’t know anything about babies either,” she replied as she mounted the front steps towards the door. At the last minute she flashed him a grin. “It could be worse. I could have brought Janice home too.”


  She disappeared into the house, and Green turned to look at their acquisition with dismay. The name certainly suited. Modo stood on the driveway, rain dripping from her ears and tail. Her back was hunched, her huge head bowed, and her eyes gazed up at him timidly. Her tail gave one faint wag before she sank down onto her belly.


  “Oh, that’s just great. Going on strike already!” He tugged on the leash. “Come on, Modo. Inside.”


  At the sound of her name, the dog’s ears perked up, and she got to her feet. Encouraged, Green tried again. “Come on, Modo!”


  Obediently the dog trotted behind him up the stairs into the house, where Green found Sharon in the kitchen, already setting up the baby gates.


  “She’s a traumatized dog,” she said. “So we have to be very gentle with her. She has to feel accepted, so we can’t shut her off by herself.”


  “And how are we supposed to know how to treat a traumatized dog?”


  “I’m going to assume the same way as a child. With gentleness, patience, closeness and security. So for starters, why don’t you take Tony and her to bond in the living room while I make dinner?”


  He could see she was on a mission, and no amount of caution or logic would sway her. She spent her days caring and healing, whereas his days were filled with danger and distrust. It had been that very boundless compassion that had first attracted him to her, but sometimes it blinded her to the dark side. Modo looked harmless enough, but she was huge, and who knew what she was capable of? Tony would snap like a twig in her jaws.


  With all the innocent curiosity of his age, Tony was already poking his fingers through the gate at her and chattering excitedly. Modo lay still, but she was watching.


  “I’ll take Tony,” Green replied, scooping his son into his arms. “You can do the bonding bit with the dog.”


  It was past nine by the time Green had finished the bath and story ritual and had tucked Tony into his crib. When he returned to the living room, he found Sharon sprawled on the living room sofa with her nose buried in a book. Her eyes were smudged with fatigue, but they lit up gratefully when he handed her a frosty bottle of Upper Canada Lager.


  The dog had stretched herself out over Sharon’s feet and acted as if she were never going to let her new mistress out of her sight. Green stepped over the dog to snuggle next to Sharon on the couch. Modo emitted a low growl.


  Green nuzzled the soft curls at the nape of Sharon’s neck. “ Oy, Levy, what have you done?”


  She laid the book down with a grin and took an appreciative sip of her beer. “I’ll get Janice back under control tomorrow. Emmerson-Jones will have to get her meds increased.”


  “So you think this fear of being followed is all in her head?”


  Sharon shrugged. “Janice is as suggestible as they come. She was stalked and brutally raped a few years ago, so she sees danger in every shadow.”


  Free association is a bizarre thing, Green reflected, as an idea popped into his head. Maybe it was just alcohol mixed with the exhaustion of a wild day, but he wondered why he hadn’t made the connection earlier, for Janice had been one of Fraser’s only confidantes. “Speaking of shadows, has she ever mentioned the name mistwalker?”


  Sharon stopped with her beer bottle poised at her lips. “Your thought processes do the oddest things, Green. Explain.”


  He told her briefly about the empty folder in Fraser’s computer, and she shook her head. “Sounds spooky. Like someone walking the edge. I don’t think Janice would pick a creepy name like that. Bubbles would be more her style.”


  He sipped his beer in silence, troubled by the stray fact that fit nowhere. “Maybe mistwalker was not one of Fraser’s friends, but the name he’d given the mystery person he was tracking. Maybe the folder was his repository for all the information he’d been collecting on them. In which case, either he’d wiped it all out before leaving his apartment, or someone else did.”


  “How is the trail of Matthew Fraser going, by the way?”


  He told her about Fraser’s frantic last days and the fire that ended his life. “I don’t have MacPhail’s autopsy results yet, but I don’t think it was an accident. Either he killed himself, or someone else killed him. Something very peculiar is going on.”


  She lay in his arms without speaking for a moment, but he sensed she was wide awake. Finally, she drew back to look at him gravely. “In that case, I have something to tell you. This is absolutely confidential, Mike. Leslie and I could both be in deep shit if it ever came out. But if Fraser is dead, I think it’s important you know, because it may have some bearing.”


  She described her phone conversation with Leslie Black, her visit to the library and her perusal of Fraser’s file. Green didn’t interrupt, but he puzzled over the conflicting opinions he’d heard about Fraser in the last couple of days.


  “Honey, he had a tattoo of a little girl on his groin,” he protested. “Even his lawyer and his sister—who’s known him all his life—thought he was guilty. Now, on the basis of a bunch of tests and interviews years after the fact, these shrinks are saying he wasn’t?”


  “Well, they can’t say that. What they did conclude was that he probably wasn’t a true pedophile. Children didn’t turn him on.”


  “But I’ve heard lots of court cases about those plesthmograph tests. Some guys can fake them.”


  Sharon tapped the book she’d been reading. “True, a man can try to suppress his natural response, shut his eyes or even substitute his own fantasies for the pictures. But—”


  “So all that tells us is that Fraser may have been smart enough to dupe two professionals.”


  “But you said he was shy and retiring. Not the type to march into an expert psychiatrist’s office, cocky enough to think he could dupe him. Besides, he had nothing to gain if he succeeded, and a lot to lose if he failed. He’d already been acquitted, and people had moved on. He never made the results public, never even told his therapists.”


  Green thought about the Child Abuse Register the CAS had mentioned. Fraser might have been trying to garner proof to get his name removed, but this testing had been done three years earlier, and Fraser had never told a soul. The whole damn thing didn’t make sense.


  “So why do you think he did it?” he asked.


  “Maybe to satisfy himself,” Sharon replied. “To have an objective, professional expert tell him he’s sexually normal.”


  What guy needs a shrink to tell him what turns him on, Green wondered, and his skepticism must have shown, because she shook her head impatiently. “This is a very insecure man, Green, and especially after all he’d been through, he may have wondered if there was some dark secret deep within himself that even he didn’t know about.”


  He chuckled and snuggled her into the crook of his arm. Sharon was usually the epitome of pragmatism, second only to Brian Sullivan in reeling Green’s wild flights of fancy back to earth. “Freud hijacked your brain?”


  She didn’t laugh. Instead, she picked up the second book that lay at her side. “It’s a long shot, I agree, but it’s possible. Humour me and listen. The psychologist thought Fraser had suffered some early trauma or abuse which he didn’t remember. Now I know it’s possible to fabricate or distort memories; people do it all the time, unconsciously and without devious motives—”


  “Absolutely. Eyewitnesses drive us crazy with that. They colour the memory or fill in the gaps, or remember things as they think they should be. Memory is not an instant replay button.” He grinned. “It’s why we love forensics in court. Forensics is ‘just the facts, ma’am’. Memory is a creative process.”


  “But on the flip side, it is possible to repress the memory of bad things that really did happen. If the trauma or abuse is too terrifying or painful and the child has no escape, they may escape mentally, by blocking out the experience or by taking themselves out of the situation in their mind. That’s called dissociation. People in shock are in a partial dissociative state. They’re there in body, but they’ve blocked out their feelings so they’re not experiencing the whole pain.”


  “Partial dissociative state?” he said dubiously. “I’ve always called it numb.”


  “But to be numb, the mind has to block stuff out, or separate feelings and experiences into compartments in their head. Come on, Mike, you separate yourself into compartments all the time. You deal with a bloody murder all day, yet when you walk through our front door, you put it out of your mind.”


  “But that’s a conscious effort, and I have to work hard at it. Every cop does.”


  “But it gets easier, doesn’t it? And that numbness you bring on yourself when you face a tragic case, sometimes that creeps into your feelings at home here too. We call it being desensitized. But you have a healthy adult mind, and you have some control over your life. You can quit your job or take a transfer if you can’t stand it, and you know that escape hatch is there.”


  Green sobered. How many times had he seen officers bail out for just that reason, because they could no longer keep the carnage at work from spilling into their personal lives? How many times had he seen them scavenge for that numbness at the bottom of a bottle?


  Sharon’s dark eyes glowed as her conviction grew. “But a child who’s abused from an early age and who can’t escape the relentless pain and fear—they can’t do anything but dissociate or block out. It’s a powerful survival tool, but it leaves them with few other skills for handling stress or facing problems, and it leaves them with huge holes in their memory. Even as adults, they may dissociate under stress and do things they have no memory of.”


  “Don’t tell me you think Fraser abused this girl after all and had no memory of it!”


  She rolled her eyes. “No, I think he was afraid that maybe he’d abused her and didn’t remember it.”


  He opened his mouth to protest further, but she swatted him playfully. “Listen! You said he was obsessed with the case and had all these books on memory and trauma. He probably bought them to learn about the girl who accused him, but maybe when he read about the link between early abuse and dissociation, he began to fear that the deception lay not in the girl’s mind but in his own.”


  In his twenty-odd years of policing, he’d encountered just about every twist the human mind was capable of. He’d interviewed men too drunk or high to remember bludgeoning their best friend to death the night before, psychotics who’d thought they were God’s avenging angels, psychopaths who’d calmly fed their victims to their dogs before leaving for work. But this idea was perhaps the most convoluted ever. “So you’re saying he was really innocent but didn’t know it, so three years ago, he went to the sex guru and learned that no matter how screwed up he was, little girls didn’t turn him on?”


  She ignored the disbelief in his tone. “It fits his psychiatric history perfectly, Mike! Let’s say before all this started, he was just an eager young teacher who loved kids and wanted to go the extra mile for them. There was nothing perverted about him, he was just shy and nerdy, probably felt more comfortable around children.”


  He grew serious, listening closely to see how her bizarre theory matched up with the picture he’d uncovered in the past few days. “That was the general view of him among the other teachers,” he acknowledged reluctantly.


  “Okay, so for being such a nice guy, he gets accused of sexual abuse. He must have felt completely sandbagged. And to make matters worse, when he defends himself and wins, he discovers nobody believes his innocence, and they drop him like a leper. No wonder he ended up paranoid, suicidal and afraid to go out.”


  In spite of his skepticism, Green’s interest was piqued, for in this crazy quilt of facts, a pattern was emerging. He took a slow, thoughtful sip of beer. “His friend Janice, his lawyer, his sister, even me... Everyone saw this guy as weak and overwhelmed. But now I’m not so sure. He’s been trying to fight back. He fought to defend himself in court, even though it meant putting the child through hell. When everyone turned against him, he picked himself up and left town to start over. But even then, he was driven to understand the girl and why she did it. Unlike some of his more cynical fellow teachers, he didn’t see six-year-olds as inherent liars.”


  Sharon’s eyes danced, her fatigue quite gone. “So he started researching. And when he learned about the tricks the mind can play, he began to doubt himself. He gets himself evaluated and learns that he likely wasn’t guilty.”


  The pattern grew clearer. Green sat forward excitedly. “That leads him to the logical next step. If he didn’t molest the little girl, why did she accuse him?”


  Sharon shrugged. “Maybe she misinterpreted what he did, or someone else blew it out of proportion. There’s a lot of hysteria surrounding pedophilia these days.”


  “No, the investigating officer said the girl was very graphic. There was no physical penetration, but she described explicit acts of fondling.”


  “Could she have been mad at him and wanted to get him into trouble? She was a kid, and she might not have realized how far things would go.”


  Green mulled the idea over in his mind. It explained the girl’s changing her story and ultimately recanting. “Well, apparently she was a problem child, so I guess that’s possible. But Devine was adamant the abuse had really occurred. She said little children don’t lie about such things. Nor can they make up the details she gave.”


  “Devine wouldn’t be the first officer to get overinvested in a case, Green. Present company included.”


  He was too absorbed to be sidetracked. “But there was testimony from psychiatrists and experts. Not enough to get past reasonable doubt, but pretty convincing. They all thought she showed classic signs of abuse.”


  She gave him a long, knowing look over the top of her beer bottle. “I know what you’re thinking. The obvious conclusion. Someone else molested her, and she pinned it on Fraser.”


  He pointed his finger at her. “Bingo. I bet that’s exactly what Fraser concluded. And after three years of poring over documents and articles, I think he’d tracked down who.”


  He thought of the body lying on the mattress in the rooming house, of the fire that had burned so hot and fierce around the bed that the charred remains had been almost impossible to identify. He jumped to his feet so abruptly that the dog cringed in fear. “I bet that fire was not an accident, not a suicide, not a nutcase who flipped out! Fraser may have been a little neurotic, but he knew reality from delusion, and someone found out. I think this was a goddamn, coldblooded, premeditated murder!”


  He reached for the phone, punched in Brian Sullivan’s home number, then listened impatiently through four rings and the voice mail greeting. “Brian, meet me in my office first thing in the morning with the autopsy results on the rooming house victim. As of now, I want this officially upgraded to a homicide investigation.”


  When he hung up, Sharon was looking up at him with a bemused smile. “I’ve done it now, haven’t I? I sense some long nights alone. Me, my son and our trusty new companion.”


  He smiled, stretched over the dog on the floor and nibbled her ear teasingly. When the dog lifted her head sharply, he chuckled. “I have a feeling she won’t let me near you anyway.”


  Ten

  



  After the stifling week, Friday dawned a glorious, cool, rain-washed blue. At nine o’clock, after a long battle through the rush hour, Green strode across the squad room towards his office, scanning the room for Sullivan. His mind was already in high gear, but he detected a curious hush in the air as detectives raised their heads to watch his progress. For a moment he wondered if the prime minister had been assassinated, or if Jules was on the warpath about some dismal bungling on his part. Jules had been furious at his skipping out on the conference Wednesday, and as punishment was threatening to assign him as coordinator of the inter-provincial anti-gang initiative. Given that coordination and team work were such strengths of his.


  But the atmosphere was more one of titillation than of tension, and his question was soon answered by the desk clerk, who waved a pink message slip at him.


  “Inspector Green, this woman has called you three times. Ashley Pollack, from Vancouver. She was pretty angry that I wouldn’t give her your home phone number.”


  Green glanced around the squad room. All the officers were too new to the squad to know about his ex-wife, but to judge from their open grins, someone had tipped them off. Sullivan was nowhere to be seen, but the prehistoric Constable Blake was doing his stint downstairs at the main desk. Meddling putz.


  Green snatched the number and disappeared into his office, careful to shut the door. As he dialled, he felt a surge of anxiety. He hadn’t spoken to Ashley in years. Her only communication had been through lawyers, and then only when there was bad news about Hannah, and she wanted him to solve it. Or rather, she wanted money to solve it. Three calls in the space of two hours signalled serious desperation, especially since it had been four a.m. in Vancouver when she’d placed her first call.


  When her strident voice came on the line, the fifteen intervening years seemed to melt away, and a vivid image of teased blonde hair, sulky eyes and a querulous pout sprang to his mind. True to form, she wasted no time on niceties. “About time! Goddamn police force hasn’t changed a bit. Easier to get information out of the CIA.”


  “I’ll give you my home number—”


  “Do that! Like it or not, Hannah is your responsibility too.”


  “What’s wrong, Ashley?”


  “Hannah’s on her way to visit you.”


  Green sat down with a thud. Intelligent thought deserted him. “What do you mean?”


  “I mean she left last night. I think she caught the red-eye out of Vancouver, so she should be there any minute.”


  Still no intelligent thought on the horizon. “You think? What the hell is going on!”


  “I mean that’s where she said she was going when she stormed out the door. She seems to believe life will be better with you. That you’re her dad and it’s time she got to know you. I tried to tell her you’re a jerk, but she’s got to see that for herself.”


  He ignored the classic ex-wife invective as he struggled to grasp the implications of the news. “But she doesn’t know where I live. Where’s she going to find me?”


  “I told her to go straight to the police station. That’ll be a nice bit of irony. Hannah hates cops, thanks to a few encounters with your buddies on this side of the mountains— the usual drugs, under-age drinking, panhandling with her friends on Hastings. So she’s going to sashay into your station with a chip the size of a Douglas fir and boy, I’d love to be a fly on that wall.”


  “Okay, okay.” Green’s mind raced. “What should I do?”


  Ashley laughed, a high pitched giggle that had once reminded him of bells, but now sounded like a witch’s cackle. “If I had the answers, do you think she’d have gone off to see if the grass was greener with you? She’ll be looking in the goddamn desert.”


  “Did she bring any clothes? Has she got any money?”


  “Of course she does! You think I’d let her stomp out of here without a cent? I gave her two hundred dollars, plus she cleaned out Fred’s wallet before she took off, just to make a point.”


  An intelligent thought finally drifted within grasp. He sensed the hurt beneath the anger and spoke more softly. “Okay, Ashley, I’ll try to help. Do you want me to persuade her to go back home?”


  There was silence on the phone, and when she spoke, some of the anger had gone. “No, Mike. I think this is something she has to do. And...if you can keep her just for a bit, maybe till school starts again, who knows, maybe it will help her. God knows, shrinks at a hundred plus an hour haven’t.”


  Keep her till school starts! Two months? His astonishment bulldozed the fragile beginnings of common sense he’d been rallying, so he signed off as quickly as he could get a word in. Once he’d hung up, he glanced at his watch. Her overnight flight from Vancouver had almost certainly arrived in Ottawa. In fact, Hannah should be walking through the front doors of the station any second.


  Ignoring the questioning looks, he barrelled out of his office and downstairs to intercept her before Constable Blake had a chance to meet her. But there was no teenage girl in the lobby, and a quick check outside in the street revealed no sign of her either. Reluctantly, Green approached Blake to inquire if she’d turned up and to alert him to her imminent arrival. He tried to sound as if his daughter came to visit all the time, and if the desk officer was at all intrigued or titillated, he kept his face carefully deadpan.


  “What does she look like?” was all he asked.


  Green hesitated, for he had no idea. The latest picture Ashley had deigned to send him was of Hannah as a chubby preteen, complete with braces and braids. “I’ll get a full description of her clothes and current hair style from her mother if it matters, Blake, but I should think her name, Hannah Pollack, is sufficient. Just call me when she arrives.”


  He returned upstairs to phone the airlines and learned that most of the overnight flights from Vancouver, even those that puddle hopped through every provincial capital along the way, had arrived at least an hour earlier. Even allowing for her catching the cheapest shuttle into town, she should have arrived. But there were still some avenues to explore before calling Ashley back and whipping up some serious concern.


  Green spent the next few minutes on the phone checking flight manifests with the police at Airport Security and determined that Hannah had indeed boarded the midnight flight from Vancouver, which had arrived in Ottawa at eight in the morning. However, no one at the Ottawa airport was able to confirm whether she’d disembarked.


  Reluctantly he phoned Ashley back with this update, and she surprised him with impatience rather than worry.


  “Welcome to life with Hannah, Mike. This has been my life for almost ten years. She’s never where I expect her to be, never when she’s supposed to be, just like you. She pleases herself and never thinks what effect it might have on the rest of us. Or if she does, it’s just ‘oh well, too bad’.”


  “But she doesn’t know Ottawa, and she has no friends or contacts here. Does she?”


  “Doesn’t matter. She’ll find out where the kids hang out, and within hours she’ll be settled right in.”


  “So you’re saying she won’t even call me?”


  “Oh, she might. I’ve given up trying to predict what she’ll do. All I know is, the more buttons of ours she can push, the better. She knows you’re calling me, she knows we’re at each other’s throats—”


  “We’re not.”


  “But she hopes we are. She knows she’s got us both good and worried, and when she’s bored of the game, she’ll probably turn up. Either there or back here.”


  “Good God, Ashley—”


  “Don’t ‘Good God’ me, Mike! She’s your goddamn daughter with your goddamn genes, and I’ve done the best I can. No thanks to you!”


  He calmed her down enough to obtain a description of Hannah and the clothes she was probably wearing. When he raised the topic of photos, scanners and emails, Ashley began to dither, but agreed to enlist her husband’s help. She warned that it might take a while, because she would have to locate him at work, and he was often on the road.


  While he waited for the photo to arrive, Green ran the description by the baggage personnel at the airport, but to no avail. He swallowed his pride and checked with Blake again. Nothing. Sitting at his desk twirling his pen, he felt helpless. He couldn’t concentrate on the mundane details of his work, but he could do nothing more to find Hannah or to restore the equilibrium of his life that had suddenly spun off course. Hannah was here. She was visiting him. Oy veh is mir.


  When his phone rang, he snatched it up hopefully, but Barbara Devine’s voice snapped through the wires.


  “Mike, what’s going on now? Jules tells me you’ve opened a Major Case file on Matthew Fraser’s death. Why?”


  Matthew Fraser... Green collected his scattered thoughts and forced them to focus on the case. Last night, the Fraser investigation had been foremost in his thoughts. Now, when he could barely think, he had to find an intelligent way to tell Devine that she might have screwed up and missed the real villain in the case.


  Devine must have interpreted his silence as stonewalling, because she announced that she was coming down. Green snatched up his notes on the Fraser file from the corner of his desk and headed out of his office, intercepting Devine just as she strode out of the elevator.


  He gestured her back inside. “Let’s go grab a coffee. I need to pick your brains about the case again.”


  “That’ll cost you a lot more than a cup of coffee,” she shot back. “At least a double scotch.”


  Upstairs in the police cafeteria, he chose a table by the window in the deserted room, hoping the blue, sun-lit sky and the spectacular view of the museum would soothe some of the storm clouds gathered around her. Her make-up was impeccable, but one wing of her lacquered ebony hair was askew, and her eyes shot daggers over the rim of her cup. He waited until she’d had her first hit of caffeine before he broached his theory.


  Predictably, her response was outrage, for no investigator likes to be wrong. “That’s utter nonsense, Mike. We considered doing those penile arousal tests before the trial. That is, the defence considered the tests, but the truth is they’re unreliable. So these results prove nothing.”


  Already worried and frazzled, Green had neither time nor patience for bruised egos. He had a case to solve, and even more importantly, a daughter to find. He stirred his coffee slowly while he counted to five and mustered the limited tact at his disposal. He deliberately couched his theory in tentative terms, because until he had MacPhail’s ruling on the cause of death, his conclusions, however compelling, were pure conjecture. “I think Matthew Fraser may have been murdered. I think he was innocent of the abuse, but figured out who really did it. So let’s just play what if, okay? Let’s look at what other men were around in Rebecca’s life ten years ago.”


  “I can’t believe you’re going to put innocent people through all this again.”


  His tact began to desert him. “To flush out the guilty one? Yes.” He held up his thumb. “Number One on my list. Quinton Patterson.”


  She stared him down across the table for a long, sullen moment. Finally she seemed to sag, and a flicker of worry pinched her brow. “You like to start small, don’t you?”


  “He had daily access. And aren’t stepfathers and mother’s boyfriends the most frequent perpetrators of sexual abuse against little girls? In fact, don’t pedophiles often hook up with the mothers just to have access to their children?”


  “Statistically, yes,” she admitted without enthusiasm. She blew across her coffee to cool it. “That doesn’t make all stepfathers bad guys.”


  Green put his finger on an inconsistency that had nagged him all along. “But Patterson was a good-looking and promising young professional. He could have had the pick of the pack, yet he chose a vulnerable single mother saddled with two messed up children. Alcoholic on top of it, I understand.”


  Devine shook her head sharply. “The drinking came afterwards, when not only her daughter’s but her son’s life went off the rails. When I first met Anne Patterson, she was one of those women who turned heads without even trying. Anyway, vulnerable would have appealed to Quinton Patterson, giving him a chance to play white knight. In case you haven’t noticed, he’s a take-charge kind of guy.”


  Control freak is the term I’d use, Green thought, but she had a point. Quinton had come on the scene just as Anne was being hammered in court by her ex-husband, allowing Quinton to show off his dazzling legal skills.


  Devine took a careful sip and wagged her finger. “I certainly wouldn’t put him ahead of her biological father. Becky spent every second weekend with Steve Whelan, and he was a piece of work. Selfish and manipulative, used the kids to get back at their mother. I could see him telling Becky she owed it to him.” She mimicked a wheedling male voice. “‘Make Daddy feel good, honey. Mommy’s so mean to Daddy, but Becky loves Daddy, doesn’t she? Daddy’s so lonely...that’s my special girl.’”


  Green grimaced. “I get the picture. But Steve Whelan took a strange stance; he never believed Fraser was guilty, and he accused Quinton flat out of blaming Fraser to deflect the guilt from himself. Said Quinton planted the idea in Becky’s head. If Steve were guilty himself, why wouldn’t he lie low and hope the spotlight stayed firmly on Fraser? Why invite scrutiny?”


  Devine rolled her eyes. “How many times have criminals thought themselves invincible, Green? And how many times has their own sick agenda—in this case his hatred of Patterson—won out over common sense?”


  Often, Green had to admit, but asked if at any time in the investigation the father had come under suspicion. She sat a few seconds in silence, her long wine-red nails clicking the tabletop as she thought. Her coffee sat forgotten at her elbow. “No,” she replied finally, sounding faintly surprised. “At least not for sexual abuse, and I suppose that’s the biggest point in his favour. As usually happens in nasty custody disputes, they both accused each other of every heinous crime under the sun, but that one never came up, even though the father was flinging all kinds of accusations at her—”


  “Like what?”


  “Oh, mainly that she was neglecting the children while she ran around with her new man. That Becky cried in her sleep when she came to visit him and didn’t want to go back to her mother’s—”


  “And that didn’t make you the least bit suspicious that all was not kosher with the respectable Quinton J. Patterson?”


  She flushed, and her tapping fingernails came to an abrupt halt. “We had our man, Green. And to be honest, I didn’t consider anything Steve Whelan said credible. He was insanely jealous, and he was trying to pry the kids from their mother.”


  Plus, Steve Whelan doesn’t have the baby-faced charm and the fancy connections that Patterson has, does he? Green thought. An uncharitable thought, but probably true. The harmless young Fraser had presented a convenient scapegoat for a lot of people in this case.


  Including his fellow teachers, Green realized with a jolt. It seemed a long shot, but as long as they were considering all the men in Rebecca’s life who had access to her, it ought to be considered. “What about Ross Long? Any dirt stick to him?”


  At first Devine looked baffled by the name, then incredulous. “Fraser’s teacher friend? What the hell does he have to do with anything?”


  “He was the only other male teacher in the school. But he was older and more of an authority figure, so maybe Becky was afraid to point the finger at him.”


  Devine waved the red fingernails in dismissal. “Straws, Green. Why not the school custodian? Maybe he sneaked her off behind the boiler.”


  “Becky would have squealed on the custodian way before she turned on a helpful young teacher whom all the kids liked.”


  Devine stared at the ceiling as if seeking patience from some celestial source. “There was never anything to implicate Ross Long. Normal guy with a wife, kids and a house in Barrhaven. How’s that for squeaky clean?”


  He cringed inwardly, but there was not the slightest glint of mockery in her eye. “Appearances can be deceiving,” he replied, deadpan. “I’m still keeping him up there. Every bit as much access as Fraser, and with his years of experience, probably a lot more practised at keeping it under wraps. What did you dig up about the guy?”


  She shrugged, her eyes bored. “Dead end guy stuck in a dead end job. He wasn’t a very good teacher; he hadn’t changed his methods in years, and he trotted out the same old yellowed lesson plans year after year. Didn’t matter what the curriculum said. The kids found him boring, the parents tried to get rid of him or at least get their kid out of his class—”


  “Oh?” he demanded sharply.


  “Nothing sinister, Green. Just a waste of their year, and to this kind of parent, a less than scintillating year does irrevocable damage. In our day, we had some terrific teachers and some awful ones, and we just endured them, and it all balanced out in the end, right? But the Duke of York parents are from the ‘flash cards in the cradle’ school, who see a child’s brain turning to mush every moment it goes unchallenged.”


  Green eyed Devine with curiosity. The woman was full of intriguing surprises. He would have pegged her as one of those “never waste an opportunity” types herself, whereas he had cherished those endless idle hours of childhood. Hours he could wander lazily down dead-end pathways in his mind, exploring, poking, pondering and maybe occasionally discovering something. He pictured himself being rushed through today’s childhood, herded through minor league hockey and cub scouts towards some invisible goal and given no chance to linger along the way. He would have hated that childhood. Thank God his parents had had no energy for herding and no idea of the goal anyway. They were too busy putting one foot in front of the other, avoiding the demons in their memory and the yawning chasm in their hopes by never raising their head to look beyond the present. Just one more legacy of the Holocaust.


  “Anyway,” Devine added, breaking into his thoughts, “Ross Long had two daughters of his own who seemed perfectly well adjusted, and—” She frowned as if to catch an elusive memory. “I didn’t write it down, but I’m pretty sure he had a woman on the side. Another teacher on staff, who’d been quietly transferred to another school a year earlier to avoid a scandal. The parents would have loved the ammunition to force his transfer. It’s almost impossible to get rid of a teacher, just like a cop. The union’s all over you like a dirty shirt, and there are a thousand contractual hoops the principal has to jump through to get someone’s competence reviewed. But you can transfer them through quiet agreement.”


  Green sighed. He was not looking forward to Tony’s encounter with the school system, not if his son was anything like himself. He thought of Hannah and longed to check on her, but not with Devine in earshot. He forced himself to get back to business.


  “Consider this,” he said, continuing to play devil’s advocate. “Ross’s little piece was out of reach, and everyone thought he was a real loser. Isn’t that the profile? Guys feel inadequate and disrespected, so to boost their spirits, they pick on someone even more powerless and needy?”


  “Millions of guys feel crappy and belittled, but they don’t turn to kids! It’s a long way to connect the dots.”


  “Which is exactly my point about Fraser himself. For my money, Long has as good a profile as Fraser.”


  “But the little girl didn’t accuse Long. She accused Fraser.”


  Another point taken, he conceded, aware that he was only thinking with half his mind. The other half hovered somewhere out in the vast unknown between Vancouver airport and downtown Ottawa.


  “Okay,” he said briskly, anxious to get back to the search for Hannah. “That’s three. Is there anyone else who should be on the list? Grandfathers, uncles, coaches or clergy who were close to Becky?”


  She clicked her nails in thought, then slowly wrinkled up her nose. The effect was oddly endearing, once again out-ofcharacter with the corporate image she strove to project. It occurred to him she might be a very different woman away from the office and out of her power suits.


  After a moment’s reflection, she shook her head, and Green reviewed the suspects grimly. Although Devine was reluctant to see any of them as likely culprits, her information gave them all plausible motives for Sullivan and his team to sink their teeth into.


  “One last question,” he said as Devine was crumpling her styrofoam cup and preparing to rise. “Any one of these guys could have done it. Besides Matt Fraser, who gets your vote?”


  Her reluctance vanished in a flash. “No contest. Steve Whelan.”


  Eleven


  When Green rushed back to his office, there was still no sign of Sullivan or Hannah. Likewise, Constable Blake at the front desk reported no sighting. When Green called up his email, however, there was a new one from Fred Pollack which wasted no words. “Photo attached.” While Green waited impatiently for the photo to download, he put in a call to the staff sergeants in charge of the uniform patrols in the East and Central East districts. After a brief explanation of the situation, he asked them to distribute Hannah’s description and photo to the street patrols, particularly in the downtown and airport areas as well as on the bus routes in between. He was just finishing the request when the photo began to fill his screen. Transfixed, he stopped to watch.


  Hannah was sitting cross-legged on the floor with a cat in her lap, looking up at the camera with an insolent half smile. Her hair stood out in a halo of blue-tipped spikes around her tiny, heart-shaped face. Even with the silver studs in her eyebrow and the white gloss on her lips, she looked so much like his mother that he felt a sharp twinge of pain.


  “Inspector Green?” came the staff sergeant’s voice over the silent line.


  “Yeah. Ah... I’ll send the photo along with the email.” He hoped his voice sounded neutral as he hastened to ring off. Five minutes later, he had the photo and description up on an electronic bulletin for all the patrols to see in their car computers and had printed two dozen copies for the bicycle patrols and for street canvassing. A quick glance out his office door revealed still no sign of Sullivan, so Green stuffed some of Hannah’s photos into his briefcase and turned to do one final check of his email. In his long list of unread messages, the name Quinton Patterson in the sender column suddenly caught his eye. Sent at 3:07 a.m. the night before. The prick had evidently not slept well following their confrontation yesterday, Green thought. Now what? More legal browbeating?


  Curious, he clicked on the message and was surprised when a long, unlawyerly note filled his screen.


  Dear Mr. Green, it began.



  
    It’s three o’clock in the goddamn morning, and thanks to you sleep has disappeared out the door. Sleep has been a fickle, fair-weather friend of mine for years, and even when she came, she used to bring nasty companions. You ever had nightmares? It got so I hated her to come and used to sit awake blasting the TV so I could get through till morning.


    Three o’clock is the darkest, lowest hour of the night, and now here I am again, staring into the dark and remembering all those other three o’clocks from years ago. Evil creeps in at the small hours of the morning, detective. Evil memories, evil thoughts, evil wishes. Tonight, thanks to you, it’s visiting our house again.


    We all have our tricks to keep it away. My mother is passed out on her bed in front of theTV, my stepfather has been shut up in his study scribbling down legal precedents to keep you out of our lives. Like all the words and pieces of paper and all the laws in the world are going to make a difference. Like they ever have. Quinton thinks the law is a shield. I know it’s more often a knife in the back.


    I don’t know you or why you’re doing this, but I overheard Quinton on the phone saying you were going to open my whole case up again. I don’t want it opened. I don’t want your idea of justice. I don’t want the memories or the nightmares or the knockdown fights that put my family at each other’s throats over me. If you think you’re helping, you’re wrong. Or maybe like all the others, you just don’t give a fuck. So what will it be, detective?


    Rebecca Whelan

  


  Green reread the email three times, fighting a swirl of very unprofessional feelings. Up until that moment, Rebecca Whelan had been an abstraction, a little girl whose allegation had set in motion a cascade of events that had ended, quite possibly, in the death of an innocent man. It had been the dead man’s cause that Green had been pursuing, lured into the quest by the unanswered tragedy of his death.


  Quinton Patterson had tried to warn him about the impact of his inquiry on the living, so had Barbara Devine and even the CAS worker. But Green had thought—arrogantly he realized now with a sick feeling in his gut—that exposing the lie, unearthing the truth, and nailing the guilty man would be cathartic for all involved. Including Rebecca Whelan, the little girl who had never seen justice done in the first place.


  The Rebecca Whelan in his thoughts had been the bewildered six-year-old blindsided by a conspiracy of teachers and crushed by an anachronistic legal system run by a cabal of wilfully ignorant old men. Yet here before him was the real Rebecca Whelan, who had learned in her own way to take care of herself, who had overcome the nightmares and made it to morning, metaphorically as well as literally. Tough and jaded though she was, she had nonetheless placed her peace of mind in Green’s hands and challenged him not to destroy it a second time. A challenge made all the more poignant by her underlying suspicion that he would probably fail her.


  Do I have any choice? he asked himself as he considered the situation. If Fraser’s death turned out to be a suicide or accident, as others had concluded before he started turning over rocks, then perhaps the whole sorry tale could be allowed to slip into obscurity. He and Sullivan wouldn’t need to resurrect the painful events of years ago, even if they had indirectly driven Fraser over the brink.


  But if, as Green feared, Fraser had been murdered in a calculated move to silence him, then Green would have no choice. This investigation wasn’t about the events of ten years ago. It was about the brutal death four days ago of a man whose own clash with injustice had been almost as compelling as hers. Because if Matthew Fraser had been innocent, then it was her lie that had brought it all down on him in the first place. Could Green turn a blind eye to Fraser’s death just to avoid reawakening the demons in the lives of Rebecca and her family?


  He heard footsteps outside his office and looked up just as Brian Sullivan filled his doorway. The big man’s face was alive with excitement.


  “Well, buddy, your instincts are as sharp as ever.”


  Green’s heart sank. The one time he was hoping they were wrong. “Where have you been?” he asked peevishly. “I expected you hours ago.”


  “Yeah, well, you weren’t here, so I went ahead with some leads. I’ve already talked to MacPhail and the Fire Department. And it’s dynamite.”


  Green eyed Rebecca’s email out of the corner of his eye. “Okay, shoot,” he sighed.


  Sullivan eyed him curiously then sank into the guest chair and propped his huge feet on Green’s desk. He flipped open his duty book with a dramatic flourish. “Well, the PM’s interesting. So interesting that MacPhail phoned me at six o’clock this morning before he’d even gone for his morning jog. How that guy drinks all night and then gets up at dawn for a run is beyond me.”


  “Sweats the booze out of his system, he says. What did he have to say?”


  Instead, Sullivan turned to another page with a smile. “I also got a preliminary report from the fire investigation guys. Looks like gasoline was present on the mattress and the floor around the bed, which produced a rapid, hot, localized burn. Now what does that tell you?”


  Sullivan was teasing him, but for once their Socratic game held no appeal. Green could only think of a teenage girl lying awake at three in the morning, hanging onto the slim and fading hope that she’d be left in peace. When he didn’t respond, Sullivan narrowed his eyes thoughtfully and answered his own question. “You and I were right, Mike. He didn’t set himself on fire accidentally. MacPhail says the guy was dead as a doornail before the fire even hit. Not a trace of soot in his lungs.”


  Fuck, Green thought. Not even a chance for reasonable doubt. “What did he die of?”


  “MacPhail couldn’t find any physical cause. No signs of smothering or asphyxiation. Looks like he just stopped breathing. We’re waiting on the tox results, but no matter the cause, it looks like someone killed him and set the fire to cover it up. So we’re going to have to go through his old case with a fine-toothed comb.”


  “Well, I’ve been thinking...” Green began, but even to himself the idea sounded lame. “We shouldn’t overlook the residents of the rooming house. It might be a simple case of a robbery gone bad. His briefcase was missing, so somebody might have thought it was full of drug money.”


  “We’ve done a routine canvass, and there’s no evidence of that. Nobody even knew he was there.” Sullivan frowned and slapped his notebook shut. “Okay Mike, what the hell’s going on? Last night you were hot to trot on this case; now you’re acting like you want it to disappear.”


  “I don’t. Well... I’ve got a problem.” Green swivelled his computer monitor around so that Sullivan could see the email. Once Sullivan had read it, he frowned, and a wary skepticism replaced his initial dismay.


  “It could be legit, I suppose,” he muttered eventually.


  “What do you mean? You don’t think Rebecca Whelan sent it?”


  “Well, there is that. It’s obviously sent from Quinton Patterson’s email account.”


  The possibility that the note was forged had not occurred to Green, and he pondered it with surprise. In yesterday’s visit, Patterson had certainly been determined to keep a lid on the investigation and to prevent Green from talking to Rebecca himself. Had Patterson decided that an emotional appeal from a victimized girl would have more weight than his own legal posturing? If so, he had been right, and the thought angered Green.


  Yet from his brief meeting with Patterson, Green sensed that the man knew no other rules than those of the courtroom. Rationalism, power plays and bluffs would be his weapons of choice, not the raw poignancy of emotion. Whoever had written that email had dredged it from deep in their soul.


  Green shook his head. “It doesn’t feel like Patterson. It feels like someone who’s lived it.”


  Sullivan raised a baffled eyebrow. “Even if it is, what difference does it make? Jesus, Mike, we’ve been stirring up hornets’ nests all our lives. Murder does that. And I’ll tell you something else.” He leaned forward to tap the computer screen. “That may be what she’s trying to avoid. She doesn’t want you opening up the case, because she doesn’t want us uncovering the truth.”


  Green contemplated the idea in silence. He knew he was only thinking with half his wits, but Sullivan’s theory had a ring of plausibility. Patterson was not the only one who wanted the truth to stay buried. If Rebecca had originally lied about Fraser’s guilt to deflect suspicion from the real culprit, she might still be protecting that person.


  “So you’re saying this whole email could be a manipulation?”


  Sullivan nodded. “Yup. To get under your skin. By the looks of you, you’ve fallen for it hook, line and sinker, which isn’t like you.”


  “This feels so real, Brian. She’s just a sixteen-year-old kid.”


  “Right at the height of her manipulative powers. Come on, Mike! Your bullshit sensors should be ringing loud and clear!”


  They would be, Green realized, if his brain wasn’t clogged with images of another sixteen-year-old kid, who in her own impetuous way was also trying to come to grips with a past that had failed her. And perhaps blundering naïvely into the clutches of some greasy pimp on the prowl at the airport. Fuck, sixteen was so young!


  His preoccupation must have been written on his face, for Sullivan’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “I heard Ashley called this morning.”


  Green hesitated. It was useless to pretend, because Sullivan could read him like a book. Better to come clean and get Sullivan’s lecture over with. Sullivan never seemed to screw up his own family life, no matter what the demands of his job. He had a wonderfully maternal wife whom he’d loved since he was sixteen and three talented, well adjusted kids. Green and Sharon were still trying to navigate successfully through Tony’s toddlerhood, and Hannah... Well, the therapy bills were testimony enough even before this latest imbroglio.


  Green took a deep breath to fortify himself, then filled Sullivan in about Hannah as quickly as he could. To his surprise, after some initial exclamations of astonishment, Sullivan laughed.


  “Christ, if she’s anything like you, you’re in real trouble.”


  Green scowled. “You know teenage girls. Be a help.”


  “You haven’t seen the girl in how long?”


  “Since she was three months old. I did try to visit her once, but Ashley said it would just confuse her, because when she was younger, she thought Fred was her real father. And so I...” He shrugged. “You remember. I just thought it would be better for her. I paid the support—Ashley never had a complaint about me on that score—but for the rest...”


  “So you never showed any interest in her. No phone calls, no birthday cards?”


  “Ashley cut me out.”


  “Bullshit.”


  Green quelled his protest and counted slowly to ten. How many times had he reproached himself for that very failing? How many times had he thought of her with a rush of yearning and guilt, only to take the easy way out? The truth was, he’d been angry, hurt and ultimately afraid, and hadn’t known how to fit into her life. So he’d simply bowed out.


  In the silence that fell between them, Sullivan seemed to soften. “Okay,” he said, “so she’s taken the first step. That probably took a lot of courage.”


  “To hear Ashley talk, it just took a rebellious impulse.”


  “Yeah. Well, I remember Ashley. Insight never was her strong suit.”


  Green eyed him with surprise. In the early years of their friendship, when Green’s first marriage had been teetering on the brink, Sullivan had never implied that any of the shortcomings lay with Ashley. Only with Green and his inability to make others a priority.


  Green smiled now with some relief. “No, but she does know Hannah a lot better than me.”


  “Which is my point. Your daughter has taken a leap into the unknown. She might be just taking her time coming in for a landing.”


  “Meaning?”


  “I think she’s wandering around out there screwing up the courage to come meet you.”


  Green digested that thought with dawning surprise. It made sense. If they’d been dealing with anyone else, he probably would have thought of it himself. Today was a beautiful, sunny day with clear blue skies and a whisper of a breeze. A day to be outside, soaking up summer. He felt his insides unknot for just an instant before a second thought struck him.


  “Shit,” he muttered.


  “What?”


  “I’ve given her name and picture to the beat cops.”


  Sullivan rolled his eyes. “Oh, that will go over well.”


  “I was worried.”


  “Right. So you sent the cavalry out after her like some common criminal. What a first impression that will make!”


  “You think I should call them off?”


  “I would.”


  Green picked up his phone, reached the staff sergeant and within minutes had rescinded his order. But not before the staff sergeant told him they’d already had some luck.


  “One of my units stopped a girl fitting the description on the corner of Sparks and Elgin. Tried to talk to her, but she ran into an office building and never came out. Probably went out the back. You sure you want the search called off?”


  Green digested this news with dismay. “How did she seem? Afraid?”


  “Afraid?” The NCO chuckled. “Try furious. She’s not going to come in voluntarily, that’s for sure. But if you want, we can—”


  “No,” Green said hastily. “Just pull the order, and I’ll let you know if I need further action taken.”


  When he hung up, he felt Sullivan’s pensive gaze upon him. He drummed his fingers on the desk and tried to gather his thoughts. “Well, she’s here, that much we know. Not lost or scared, just roaming around taking her own sweet time deciding to come see me.”


  “Just as I told you.”


  “So now what? I just wait?”


  Sullivan nodded. “And try not to bite her head off when she shows up.”


  Green expelled his breath in a rush. “Can’t promise that. I don’t know what it will feel like to see her—my own flesh and blood but still a total stranger.” He shook off his anxiety with an effort and leaned forward with what he hoped was a business-like air. “Okay, so maybe I’m a bit sappy on the subject of teenage girls. You’re right, we have a case to solve. A murder, whether Rebecca Whelan likes it or not. And I already have a pretty good working theory.”


  Briefly, he filled Sullivan in on his discussions with Sharon and Devine. The big man looked as skeptical as Green had been on hearing the psychological test results suggesting Fraser was not an abuser. “But a guy who has a little girl tattooed next to his dick has got to have some pretty interesting fantasies on the go, Mike.”


  Privately, Green agreed that the tattoo was a big hole in his theory, but then nothing was straightforward in this case. It was like grappling with shape shifters in the dark, and today he hadn’t the patience for the fight. “Yeah, but he’s the one who ended up dead, so somebody didn’t like whatever he was up to.” He flipped open his notebook to his conversation with Barbara Devine and tossed the book across the desk. “I want you to start with background checks on each of these guys, and be alert for any other close friends and family Devine and company might have overlooked.”


  Sullivan looked up from his notes with surprise. “You think Devine was sloppy? The Sexual Assault guys are usually first rate.”


  “I think Devine was...” Green searched for the right word to capture the passion and frustration she’d radiated. “Determined,” he finally settled on. “But when I pushed her, she fingered the biological father, Steve Whelan, as the most likely suspect. I haven’t met the man, but she knows the players better than us, so start with him. Try to make inquiries discreetly if possible so we don’t tip them off that we’re suspicious. Unfortunately, Quinton Patterson knows that we’ll be sniffing around the old abuse case because Fraser’s dead. But Patterson thinks I consider it a revenge killing. Nobody has any idea I think Fraser might have been killed by the man who actually perpetrated the abuse.”


  Sullivan nodded toward the computer. “Except Rebecca there. If she was lying to protect someone ten years ago, it was probably one of these guys. No wonder she’s trying to shut you down.” He jotted a few final notes, shut his notebook and hauled his feet off the desk. “What about you? What are you going to do about Hannah?”


  Green mulled over the chaos of his morning thoughtfully. He could waste time running around the Byward Market waving Hannah’s picture, but in truth he’d already done all he could to find her. The next move was up to her. Meanwhile, Rebecca’s email troubled him. He knew his objectivity was nil and his instincts were shot, but something about it drew him like a magnet. Perhaps it was just teenage girls and the mysterious whims that drove them. He reached for his own notebook.


  “I’ll take your advice and wait. Meanwhile, I need a crash course in the sixteen-year-old female mind. Perhaps it’s time I meet the young lady who started it all and see for myself what she’s up to.”


  Twelve


  As befitted a junior partner in the law firm of McKendry, Patterson and Coles, Quinton Patterson lived on one of the avenues in the Glebe, in a stone house with a steeply pitched roof, a carved oak door and leaded windows that overlooked a sweep of rose beds in full bloom. As Green walked up the fieldstone path, he eyed the house with a new appreciation. In the past six months, he had gained a whole new understanding of the rigours of home ownership. Old houses didn’t simply mature into the perfect picture of charm; someone worked very hard at them.


  It was nearly noon, but the June air was still fresh, and an easterly breeze rustled the grand old trees that arched their canopy over the street. As was his habit, he had not called in advance. Families almost always circled the wagons, so he was counting on the first moments of confusion and fear, as well as the absence of Quinton himself, to catch a glimpse of the truth. But just as he raised his hand to press the bell, he caught a twitch of movement in the drapes on the second floor and knew that he’d been spotted. No one answered his first ring, which sent a piano chime echoing into the depths of the house, and only after he’d leaned extra long on the bell the second time did the door drift open a crack. Two haggard blue eyes peered out at him from behind a clump of blonde hair, and a whiff of scotch wafted through the crack. The woman’s facewas sallow and marred by purplish pouches below her eyes, but her high cheekbones and long limbs still hinted at the elegance which had turned Quinton Patterson’s head fourteen years ago. Green held up his badge and introduced himself.


  “Mrs. Patterson? May I come in and have a word with you and your daughter?”


  The haggard blue eyes revealed no surprise, leading Green to suspect she’d expected him to show up some time. She propped herself against the door frame and shook her head cautiously, as if too rapid a movement would throw her off balance.


  “My daughter’s not here.”


  “Where might I find her?”


  “My husband’s not here either.” She thrust her head forward through the crack in the door to cast a surreptitious glance up the street. Not a soul was in sight. Nothing stirred but a pair of squabbling squirrels chasing each other Tarzanstyle through the overhanging boughs.


  “I’ve already had a word with your husband. I just have a few questions for your daughter. Where is she?”


  “At work. She’ll probably be back this evening.” Anne Patterson made an attempt at a friendly smile. “But you know how teenagers are. Sometimes there’s no telling.”


  So I’ve discovered, Green thought ruefully, but didn’t return her smile. “Perhaps I can catch her at work. Where is that?”


  “Oh...” She flicked a limp wrist up the street. “Some shop on Bank Street. I can never keep track.”


  “I’m sure this is a difficult time for all of you,” he continued chattily. “I imagine your husband told you Matthew Fraser has disappeared and is presumed dead.”


  Now the blue eyes registered shock, and she clutched the door frame. Her jaw dropped, but no words came forth. Only a faint squeak. So Quinton hasn’t told her, Green thought with a surge of excitement. Was he afraid of sending his wife deeper into the boozy swamp in which she lived, or had he a more sinister reason? Green pressed his advantage.


  “It looks as if someone set him on fire. I’m new to the case, and I’m trying to acquaint myself with the background and the people involved. Could we speak inside for a moment?”


  She found her voice at last and threw it at him. “No! I mean... I don’t know anything! I—I haven’t heard about that man in years.”


  Tires screeched around the corner, and she broke off, sagging with relief. Green turned to see a silver Audi swoop into the driveway. Quinton Patterson leaped out, whipped the door shut and strode up the drive, purple with rage.


  “I thought I told you to go through me!”


  Green thought fast. So Anne Patterson’s two-minute delay in answering the door had not just been slow reflexes. Hubbie had not told her about Fraser’s death but had clearly warned her about unwanted visits from the police.


  Green was tempted to squelch the man, but chose not to, for challenge was a battlefield Quinton understood and loved. “Mr. Patterson,” he said amiably, “we’ve been discussing teenage girls, and how you never know what they’re up to.”


  Quinton shot a glance at his wife, who started to shake her head. The movement made her teeter.


  “I do need a word with Rebecca, and I can find her the hard way, through intensive sweeps of the teen hang-outs, or I can make our little chat much more private and discreet.”


  Quinton edged around Green so that he was next to his wife. The better to shut her up, Green suspected. “Our daughter has nothing useful to tell you.”


  “Entirely possible, Mr. Patterson. But I will question her.”


  “My God!” Anne cried. “You think she killed that man?”


  “Anne, honey, go inside. I’ll handle the detective.”


  “But that doesn’t make any sense!”


  “Anne!” Quinton cracked the word like a whip. “Go inside.”


  Anne shifted her bloodshot eyes from the detective to her husband, and her astonishment mingled with something new. Apprehension, even fear. Like the look in Modo’s eyes last night in the driveway, Green thought, when he’d taken her leash. Dutifully, Anne withdrew inside, and Quinton slammed the door shut. He whipped off his sunglasses and skewered Green with his finger.


  “Don’t you ever try to pull a fast one on me again, Green. You piss me off, and the gloves are off. I’ll make you sorry you ever picked up this file.”


  Green worked at keeping his face deadpan and his voice flat. “Your threat against an officer of the law is duly noted, Mr. Patterson. Now, because parents often act under the irrational influence of emotion where their children are concerned, I’ll give you one last suggestion. Produce your daughter, or her whereabouts, in my office by two o’clock this afternoon, or I’ll institute standard police measures to locate her.”


  With that, he turned and walked down the drive, aware of the utter silence in his wake. He would have loved one last glimpse of Patterson’s face, but the game would not allow it.


  As soon as Green rounded the corner onto Percy Street, he pulled his Corolla over to the curb and stopped while he still had a view of the Patterson house through the trees. He was glad he’d taken his own car, which bore no resemblance to even the deepest undercover police car and so wouldn’t give Patterson a moment’s pause.


  Keeping one eye on the house, he dialled the station and spoke to the desk sergeant and to the major crimes clerk, who both reported no sign of Hannah. The same news from airport security. Green sighed and drummed his fingers on the steering wheel. He ought to phone Sharon to warn her about their unexpected houseguest and to see if her feminine intuition had any light to shed on Hannah’s behaviour. But just as he was dialling the phone number of the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital, the silver Audi roared out of the Patterson drive. Hastily he shoved the Corolla into gear and was about to take up pursuit when Quinton Patterson came flying out the front door, his silk tie flapping, shouting at the top of his lungs.


  “Anne! Get back here!” But Anne was already halfway up the block, lurching dangerously from curb to curb and slewing to a semi-stop at the corner. Quinton clutched his head as he watched, then, swearing loud enough to be heard by Green, he stomped back into the house and slammed the door.


  Green’s mind raced as he eased his own car forward. This was a nice mess. The woman was drunk enough to be a menace, and she was heading up Fourth Avenue past two elementary schools on her way towards the popular shop-lined thoroughfare of Bank Street. Yet she was probably going to tip off her daughter, and in the process would lead Green straight to the girl. Which had been his hope, although he’d expected Quinton to do the leading.


  But Green didn’t hesitate long. When Anne jumped the curb and breezed within a hair’s breadth of the tree outside the school, Green called for back-up and gunned his own car down the street. She wove ahead of him, straddling the whole street and making it impossible to pass. A red light at Bank Street loomed ahead. He didn’t know how to stop her. If he honked, she might panic and run the light. If he simply trailed her, he was powerless to prevent her from mowing down those in her way. Ahead, he knew somewhere in the distance a patrol car would be responding to his radio call, but it might be too late.


  Then, miraculously, her brake lights lit up, and he realized she was actually slowing for the light. He jerked his wheel and jumped the curb to cut her off, but before he could get around her, she suddenly floored the accelerator, and all the horsepower of the German performance engine leaped into service, hurtling the car out into the traffic with a shriek of rubber.


  Horns blared, tires squealed, and everyone shouted at once. But Anne, hunkered down behind the wheel, seemed oblivious as she veered around the corner and gunned up Bank Street. Praying for safety, he followed. He heard the wail of a siren, and over the rooftops of the streaming traffic, he could make out the approaching flash of red. She would soon be cornered, he realized with relief as he followed her wobbly path. But at the next block, she suddenly swerved into a parking space, jerked to a stop and leaped out into his path as if to cross the street. He slammed on his brakes and watched in horror as her figure loomed in his windshield. At the last minute she turned in surprise, her eyes locked his with a terrified dawning of recognition, and she bolted across the street.


  Straight into the path of the speeding police car.


  The crunch was sickening, and in the swirl of movement that followed, Green made out the blur of red lights as a massive white missile hurtled toward him. He had time to think “Fuck, I’m dead” before the missile hit, and the explosion rocked his car. A huge whoosh of air and heat flattened him against the seat, and in this marshmallow cocoon he felt himself careening sideways, ricocheting against cars and curbs and street poles before crashing to a stop through a store front window. In the aftermath, something thudded on the roof of his car, and a thousand shards of glass rained onto the hood.


  “Fuck, I’m alive” was his next thought as the airbag slowly deflated and he fought to uncover his face. Around him bedlam erupted.


  “Sir, are you all right?” Anxious eyes peered at him through his shattered windshield. It was a young police officer, her face ashen, her hair in disarray and her eyes huge with shock. I don’t have the least idea, he thought to himself, for he hadn’t yet reconnected with his body. But that didn’t matter now. Anne Patterson had been hit, and it was she they should be attending to.


  “I’m a police officer, and I’m fine. Check the woman!”


  She nodded hastily and withdrew. Through the gaping hole in his windshield, he surveyed the street. Bystanders stood in hushed knots, eyes glued to the drama, and the pavement was littered with glass, blood and streaks of black. The police cruiser that had hit him had spun around and come to rest wedged against what had once been the Corolla’s trunk. The cruiser had a broken windshield, a crushed grill and a smear of blood across its hood. Near the opposite curb he could see a small group on their knees, murmuring urgently, and although he couldn’t see her, he knew Anne was there. He struggled to open his door but couldn’t budge it. Miraculously, his radio functioned, allowing him to call for the Duty Inspector and Traffic Investigations. He had no idea whether he sounded coherent.


  More sirens screamed up the street, among them the deep, commanding blast of a fire truck. Soon paramedics and uniformed officers were swarming over the scene, trying to attend to the traffic jam, the witnesses and the wounded. As the ranking officer on the scene, no matter that he knew nothing about emergency response, crowd control or traffic investigations, he knew he was supposed to be in charge until the Duty Inspector arrived.


  He also knew the fallout would be messy, and that every “ T ” needed to be crossed. A police car responding to a radio dispatch had struck a civilian and endangered numerous other lives on a crowded downtown street. The media would be arriving any second, eager for blood, of which there looked to be plenty.


  He yanked at his door and flung his shoulder against it, but to no avail. Black spots laced his sight, and pain stabbed his head. Gingerly, he pressed his fingers to his left temple. They came away bloody.


  “That’s quite a gash, sir,” came a voice through the window, and he looked up to see a young paramedic peering inside, his eyes scanning the interior rapidly. “Pain anywhere else, sir?”


  Green didn’t dare shake his head. “I’m fine. I’m Detective Inspector Green of the Ottawa Police. How’s the victim?”


  The young paramedic hesitated. “Can you wiggle your fingers and toes, sir?”


  “How’s the victim?”


  “They’re working on her.”


  “Help me get out of here.”


  “I have to wait till my boss checks—”


  “I’m fine! Now get a couple of firemen and a crowbar.”


  The loss of temper cost him, and he leaned back, fighting pain until the reinforcements arrived. Car metal screeched, and more glass shattered as they pried open the door. Green felt an irrational twinge of sorrow,. The Corolla had served him well but far too briefly. Two paramedics took his arms and drew him out. As he straightened, the street spun and his legs jellied, but he forced himself to stand tall. Red lights strobed the scene, and distant horns honked as the traffic backed up. Ahead, in the middle of the street, more paramedics worked on Anne, surrounded by a crowd in a grave and quiet ring. Even the uniformed police were hushed as they moved through the crowd taking statements.


  The hush told him all he needed to know. Suddenly through the drama, Green heard shouting and the thud of racing footsteps. They drew nearer and the crowd parted as a man shoved his way through. The angry shouting rose to panic.


  “Out of my way! What’s happened? Where’s—”


  Quinton Patterson stopped short at the sight of his wife’s crumpled body. He stared, sweaty, purple and panting for breath, then raised his eyes to beseech the crowd. His eyes locked Green’s.


  “ You! You fucking son of a bitch!” He lunged forward, and before anyone could stop him, he slammed Green backwards against his mangled car.


  


  Following his meeting with Green, Brian Sullivan spent several hours combing through files and court records to get his own overview of the case. By the time he’d finished, he was convinced of two things. Rebecca had truly been molested, and the entire school staff had ganged up on her. In their testimony, the little girl had been demonized as a trouble-maker, a liar and a manipulator desperate for attention at any cost. Reading this and piecing together the girl’s pathetic family portrait from the testimony of her family, he felt himself grow taut with anger. Not all children had white-picket-fence childhoods, but in the years before the molestation occurred, no one—not the courts, nor her teachers, nor her mother—seemed to care. Except perhaps her father. Steve Whelan had been cast as a bitter outsider, striking back at his wife’s newfound happiness by accusing her new husband of being the abuser. No one had taken him seriously. Barbara Devine had dismissed him as a chronic malcontent who manipulated the truth to serve his own ends. But from the man’s own statements, Sullivan had the sense he really loved the girl. Perhaps beneath the avalanche of petty letters and tedious complaints, there was a kernel of truth in what he alleged.


  At least it was a place to start.


  From the reports in the police files, Sullivan had visualized Steve Whelan as a ferret-like man with small, shifty eyes, tight lips and a thin, coiled body. But the man he found on his hands and knees in the flower bed outside his suburban Orleans townhouse was rotund, with a bald, sunburnt dome and sagging jowls. When he straightened up to watch Sullivan approach, worry lines carved deep across his brow. His shoulders stooped, as if worn down by life.


  But when Sullivan introduced himself, he stiffened in alarm. “What’s happened?”


  “I just have a few questions, sir.”


  “About who? Becky? Billy? Has something happened to them?”


  “No, I’m conducting some inquiries related to your daughter’s old abuse case.”


  “Why?”


  “There have been some new developments.”


  “What developments?”


  Patiently, Sullivan gestured towards the door. “This may take a few minutes. Perhaps we could sit down.”


  Whelan didn’t budge. The worry lines grew hard. “What developments?”


  “At the time of the trial, you always maintained that Fraser was innocent. Why was that?”


  Whelan’s eyes narrowed shrewdly. “You’ve found proof. You know that poisonous snake Patterson did it.”


  “Why were you so convinced Quinton Patterson was the perpetrator?”


  “If you’d read the file, Sullivan, if that bitch lady detective hadn’t been so hot to trot over the curly-haired wunderkind with the thousand dollar suit, if any of you guys had listened to a word I said, you’d know why.”


  “I wasn’t there at the time, Mr. Whelan. So cut me some slack, okay?”


  Whelan seemed to deflate. He peered out across the lawn of his modest townhouse as if trying to draw strength. “I don’t know if I want to go there again. Christ, I beat my head against that brick wall for years trying to get you cops and your fancy judges to see my side of things. Spent my last fucking dime on lawyers, who probably pocketed it and went off to buy a round for their buddy Patterson at some overpriced Elgin Street pub. Not the fairest system in the world, eh, when a poor working man has to go up against the likes of Quinton J. Was anyone listening?”


  “I’m listening, Mr. Whelan.”


  “I wrote letters, you know. Since I been on disability, I’ve been taking courses. I knew my rights. I knew who to write to.”


  “I’ve read the letters, but I need specifics. Did you have any proof?”


  Instead of answering, Whelan cast him a sidelong glance and turned to make his way over to the front stoop. He eased himself down with a groan.


  “Sullivan. You from up the Valley?”


  Sullivan nodded. “Near Eganville.”


  Whelan permitted himself a grim smile. “Thought so. I was at school with your brother Joe. Detective Sergeant, eh? Joe always said you were the smart one. What’s he up to anyway?”


  Sullivan kept his expression carefully neutral, but inwardly he was surprised. He’d always thought no one in his big, noisy Ottawa Valley farm family had ever noticed him, which suited him fine. It didn’t pay to draw attention to yourself in the Sullivan house. It paid to keep your head down, out of reach of the flying fists and drunken diatribes of Sullivan Senior. Escaping the farm had been the second best move Brian had ever made. Marrying Mary had been the best.


  Glad for the icebreaker, Sullivan joined Whelan on the stoop. “Joe’s still up on the farm. Doesn’t work it much any more, of course, leases most of the land to a big dairy operation that moved in nearby, but he keeps a few head. Does odd jobs, landscaping, snow removal.” In between drunken binges, he thought but didn’t add. “When did you come down to the city?”


  “1978. Me and Annie were just kids fresh out of high school. I came down to work in construction, helped build most of Orleans here—” He stretched his hand to encompass the winding sprawl of suburban homes. “Before my back gave out. Now of course, sometimes I can hardly walk. Quinton J. makes in an afternoon what I get in a week from disability.”


  Sullivan waited. He could have posed his question again, but he sensed that the man was working his way around to it. For a moment, Whelan stared at his hands, picking bits of dirt from under his chipped nails.


  “You got kids?” Whelan asked.


  “Three.”


  “Girl?”


  “My oldest. She’s fifteen.”


  Whelan nodded. “Bad age. That’s when my son really started to hit the skids—he was living with me at the time, and he’d just go on these black rampages. Couldn’t reach him, couldn’t talk to him. He’d spend hours up in his room listening to heavy rock and playing creepy games on the internet. He’d been a good kid, you know, smart in school, wrote poetry. He’d taken care of his mother when she had her breakdowns, taken care of Becky since the day she was born. She was his little sister, and what happened to her, it nearly killed him.”


  Sullivan nodded. How often over the years had he seen children forced into the protector role before they were even out of primary school? Forced to call 911 when Daddy took to Mommy with a knife. Forced to get meals and shepherd all the siblings to school while their parents slept it off. His own sister Pat had done that for him, and now she was on her third husband, still looking for someone who’d take proper care of her.


  “Yeah, that’s rough on a young lad,” he said. “Lot of responsibility. How’s he doing now?”


  Whelan shrugged. “Up and down. Had a pretty bad coke habit for a while, thought I was going to lose him, but he has his music now. He gets a lot of stuff out in his music, you know? So I’m hoping... Just like with Becky. She’s starting to come out the other side.” He raised his head to give Sullivan a grim look. “A father knows his kids, see. You know something’s wrong. She’d always been a handful, my Becky. Lots of spunk, lots of sass. You say black, she’d say white. But she was a beautiful little girl, the picture of her mother in those days. Loved life. Till Quinton J. came along. That’s when I seen the change, way before she ever had Mr. Fraser as a teacher. She’d come to visit me, she’d cry, she didn’t want to go back home. She started destroying things, locking the bathroom.”


  Whelan paused, focussing intently on a piece of dirt beneath his thumb. His hands shook. “That’s when I started trying to go for custody. But that’s not proof, eh? My lawyer said I’d need a psychological assessment of her, but I didn’t have that kind of money. And even after the charges were laid, I told the CAS what I’d noticed, and they said that was normal in divorce. Said she was trying to get her daddy back, showing signs of stress and mixed loyalties they called it, and they said my custody battle only made it worse.”


  He stopped picking and flexed his hands to form fists. His voice was so quiet, Sullivan wasn’t sure he’d heard. “She knew, though.”


  “What?”


  “Anne knew. That’s why she asked the psychologist to change her story. The school psychologist who Becky told in the first place.”


  Sullivan frowned. “That wasn’t in the file.”


  “It wouldn’t be, would it? Didn’t look good for the prosecution’s case. But that bitch detective knew, because the psychologist told her. And when the Crown wouldn’t drop the charges like Anne asked, Becky changed her story.”


  Sullivan had a sinking feeling. It was just a whiff of rot, but he had a sense that if he poked a little deeper into the police investigation, the stench might get much worse. He grasped at straws.


  “She didn’t recant, though,” he pointed out. “Just got confused about dates, how far he went...”


  “Yeah. Not enough to reopen the investigation, just enough to bring down the Crown’s case in court. Carefully coached by Anne, I’m sure. And probably, if you could find the strings, by that legal genius Quinton J. himself.”


  “But if Anne knew it wasn’t Fraser, if she knew it was her new husband, why...? We’re talking about her own daughter. Surely—”


  “Are you kidding me? Patterson was her meal ticket. Annie was always a looker, but she was getting up to thirty, and time was running out. He was a jackpot beyond her wildest dreams.”


  Ten minutes later, Sullivan was back on the Queensway, heading west towards the station. With a sense of dread, he mulled over the implications of Whelan’s story. If there had been a deliberate miscarriage of justice and a deliberate cover-up of crucial testimony by Barbara Devine that involved the very heart of Ottawa’s powerful old legal fraternity, Sullivan knew he was looking at the end of his career. He wouldn’t be fired, not even disciplined, but he could kiss his promotions good-bye, he could kiss the esteem and easy camaraderie of his fellow officers good-bye, and probably even kiss his job in Major Crimes goodbye. It would be back to ticketing speeders and rounding up drunks in the Byward Market in the dead of night.


  Goddamn Green and his nose for trouble, Sullivan thought. Now what?


  Before he’d even begun to formulate an answer, he heard his call sign over the radio. He responded, and as he listened, all fury at Green vanished from his mind.


  


  Adam Jules’ face was the first thing Green saw when he came to. He was aware first of pain, then the acrid smell of bleach and alcohol and the discordant bleat of voices and machines. He opened his eyes, swimming up through layers of dense fog that blanketed all light and sound. Slowly, as scraps of fog lifted, Jules’ face came into focus. Lips tight, eyes narrow with apprehension, he loomed over Green’s bed.


  “Adam?” Green wasn’t sure he should move anything. Nothing felt as if it would respond anyway.


  Something like relief flickered in Jules’ eyes. “How do you feel?”


  “What happened?”


  Jules’ eyes grew hooded. “You’ve had quite the day. You don’t remember?”


  Green cast his thoughts back. What day? His confusion must have shown, for Jules’ lips drew even tighter. “The accident on Bank Street. Witnesses say you drove the woman to it.”


  Green shut his eyes against the bright light, hoping it would help, but his mind felt like molasses. Thoughts would not take shape, and he couldn’t find anything in his memory. Jules was bent close, hissing urgent words in his ear.


  “Michael, I’m supposed to get the doctor now. But you have to tell me what happened, or how can I protect you?”


  Green’s head felt jackhammered, and nausea spun him in circles. Speech was a great effort. “I don’t know, I can’t remember.”


  The curtain drew back, and a swarm of white coats bustled in, poking instruments at him and peering dubiously at clipboards. One of them, a young woman half Jules’ age, shooed him outside then returned to wave a pen officiously around in front of Green’s eyes. Fighting pain, nausea and the faint budding of fear, Green ventured a smile.


  “So am I dying?”


  “Nope,” the woman replied without looking up from her clipboard, then walked out of the room.


  Time drifted. People appeared and disappeared. Police officers who wanted his statement, nurses, doctors and technicians who poked and measured and extracted things for reasons that escaped him. An official-sounding doctor finally came to speak to him, but Green understood nothing of his monotone pronouncement other than the word concussion.


  Concussion. Concussions had destroyed countless NHL hockey careers and reduced heavyweight boxers to drooling idiots. Concussions scrambled the brain, disconnected the precious circuitry he so prided himself on. He lay alone in his little cubicle, abandoned for those more gravely ill than himself, left to his own elliptical and reverberating thoughts, and working himself into a first-class panic.


  Then Sharon walked in. Finally. Calm, practical, experienced Sharon, still dressed from work and breathing heavily from the rush.


  “Poor you!” she exclaimed, planting a careful kiss on his cheek. She was trying for her nurse’s cheerfulness, but the darkness in her eyes betrayed her. “Your face will be all colours by tomorrow, but you’ll be all right.”


  He tried to sound coherent as he explained about the concussion. “I want to go home, but they want to keep me overnight for observation.”


  “I know. It took some talking, but I’ve sprung you. I told them I was an experienced nurse.”


  “You haven’t done real nursing in years.”


  She made as if to swat him, but stopped herself. “I lied. But it’s good to see your critical faculties are still intact. Anyway, I’ve brought you fresh clothes, so as soon as the doctor signs you out, we’ll get out of here. I phoned your father, by the way, so he wouldn’t have a coronary when he sees the news.”


  Green pictured Sid, sitting alone in his senior citizen’s apartment where the TV was a constant background companion. A widowed Holocaust survivor, Sid had placed his only child at the centre of his world. “He’s not going to relax until he hears my voice.”


  “Tomorrow, honey. The sitter’s going to keep Tony all night so you can rest. However, that crazy dog is still at home and desperately in need of a pee by now, I suspect.”


  It was nearly midnight by the time they were able to get away, and Green was exhausted. Throughout the long ride, he floated and chased fragments of thought that made no sense. Whenever he dozed, Sharon prodded him awake.


  “Sorry, honey, doctor’s orders. Talk to me about today.”


  “I don’t remember anything after following Anne Patterson up Bank Street. Do they say I killed her?”


  “No. And she’s not dead,” Sharon added hastily. “She was in surgery most of the morning with bruises, lacerations, and some head trauma, but she’s stable.”


  “Is she going to be all right?”


  “She hasn’t come out of the anaesthetic yet, so they can’t say for sure. But from what the officers told me, she was really drunk, and she just ran in front of the police car. Like her mind was a million miles away.”


  Probably was, he thought, gazing through the darkness of the corn field. I know that feeling. That you’ve lost your anchor and have no idea what’s coming next.


  Thirteen


  Green’s first conscious thought the next morning was “What the hell am I doing on the living room couch”, closely followed by “What the bloody hell has exploded in my head?” He risked turning his head to survey his surroundings. Early morning sunshine slanted through the living room window and cast oblongs of sharp light on the carpet. Sharon was curled up fast asleep in the armchair, and Modo was stretched out in a pool of sun at her feet. Understanding dawned on him as he remembered the concussion and the long, bewildering wait in the hospital. Nervously he tested his memory, but found it still stopped short of the actual impact. Deciding a shot of caffeine might help, he tried to sit up and nearly cried aloud. Every muscle in his body felt pummelled. After a few cautious stretches, he slipped gingerly off the couch and limped into the kitchen. Modo seemed to fight conflicting loyalties but finally followed him in. The coffee grinder woke Sharon, who arrived with her make-shift nursing kit to check him over.


  “I feel two hundred per cent better,” he protested.


  “Yes, and in fifteen minutes you’re going to crash.” She shone a flashlight into his eyes and asked him to track her finger. “This is not something to fool with, honey. You ignore a concussion, and that scrambled eggs feeling could be permanent.”


  He wanted to prove his own invincibility, but the fifteen minutes had barely elapsed before he found himself flagging. His tongue tripped on words, and his limbs grew heavy. Humbled, he cradled his second cup of French roast in his palms and went back to the sofa.


  “You made the headlines,” Sharon remarked, settling into the armchair with her coffee and the paper. “Lots of gory photos of the police cruiser and your poor little car.”


  He reached for the paper, hoping the photo would jumpstart his brain, but all he could make out was the front hood of the mangled Corolla. “Fuck,” he muttered. “The insurance probably won’t pay a damn cent for that accident. Personal car used in the line of duty. Damn...” He rested his head wearily against the cushions, picturing the money swirling down the drain. “I’d better call Dad before he sees that picture. Can you bring me the phone?”


  When Sid Green heard his voice, there was silence on the phone. Then a whispered. “Thanks to God. Nu, Mishkeleh, you don’t look where you are going?”


  “It couldn’t be helped, Dad, but I’m okay. Everyone is okay.”


  “That woman you hit. She’s not okay, and they said on the news her husband is a big lawyer.”


  Through the blankness of his memory, Green felt a stab of worry. What if he had hit Anne? What if his own recklessness had been responsible for permanent damage? “Don’t worry, nobody’s going to charge me,” he said, praying he was right. “It was an unlucky accident. And Dad? If reporters come bugging you, don’t talk to them, okay? Let me handle it.”


  With a few more reassurances, he disconnected, handed the phone back to Sharon and slumped back in the pillows. Worry gnawed at him. “Any news on Anne Patterson in the paper?”


  “Her name’s being withheld at the request of the family—”


  “Which means Quinton Patterson. As always, trying to do damage control. Nothing in there about him suing me?”


  Sharon paused to scrutinize the article. “Not as of last night. Apparently, they hadn’t located all the family. Sounds as if the daughter hasn’t turned up yet.”


  “Yeah, that’s who I was trying to find—” His eyes flew open, and he sat up abruptly as a memory came back. “My God, Hannah! Bring me the phone again.”


  “What?” Sharon looked at him in alarm. He shook his head as if to reassure her that he hadn’t lost his faculties and dialled the station. No, said the clerk in Major Crimes, Hannah had never shown up or contacted them yesterday. Green ordered the clerk to put out a new bulletin for everyone to be on the look-out for her. As he hung up, he caught Sharon’s expression, which had changed from alarm to astonishment.


  “Hannah is in Ottawa? Your Hannah?”


  He held up a soothing hand. “Long story. She has apparently decided to check out her roots.” He dialled another number and waited impatiently through five rings before Ashley’s breathless voice snapped through the line.


  “Mike? She there?”


  Call display, Green realized, old enough to be disconcerted.


  “Not yet. Has she been in touch with you?”


  Ashley launched into a tirade about his callous and cavalier attitude and berated him for letting her stew for almost twentyfour hours without so much as a phone call. He held the phone away and massaged his temple, choosing to endure rather than defend himself.


  “Something came up,” was all he said.


  “Oh, it did, did it? Well, I’m glad to hear some things never change. I hope your new wife appreciates her position on Officer Green’s list of priorities.”


  “I promise to update you every hour. I have to go now, but don’t worry, I have the whole police force looking for her. We’ll find her.”


  He extricated himself with relief and turned to Sharon, aware of the throbbing in his temple and the coffee churning in his gut. By the time he had finished explaining Hannah’s story, fatigue was steamrolling over him. He prayed that Sharon’s experience with the vagaries of human behaviour would save the day.


  “Should I be worried?”


  When she shook her head, he wanted to kiss her, but hadn’t the strength to leave the couch. “She’s sixteen, Mike. Lots of kids travel all over at that age, and she sounds like she’s nobody’s fool.”


  “Maybe not, but she’s still a middle class kid from the Vancouver suburbs, and if I know Ashley, she’s been pampered to death.”


  “Overprotective parents didn’t stop you any.”


  True, he thought. As Holocaust survivors, his parents had come by their paranoia honestly, but during his childhood this had not prevented him from breaching the walls of their fear to run wild and free through the rough inner city streets of Lowertown, clashing with the French Canadian youth who controlled the turf. But the memory of himself as a kid brought no reassurance. Teenagers could get themselves in such messes.


  He set his coffee aside and leaned back into the pillows. “What should I do? I’ve already got the uniforms keeping an eye out.”


  “You could try hiring a sky writer to say ‘Hannah, call your father.’”


  He didn’t rise to her laughter. “Some Jewish mother you make.”


  “I’m serious, Mike. Hard as it is, you have to wait. She’s circling the landing strip, gathering the courage and getting the lay of the land. She took off on a whim, and now she’s probably wondering what happens next. She’ll turn up once she’s figured out what to do.”


  “Can you be home? Stay by the phone?”


  She eyed him knowingly. “Yes, I’m staying home with you, remember? Monitoring your concussion.”


  He contemplated the current chaos of his situation; Anne Patterson unconscious, Quinton out for his blood, Rebecca Whelan a giant unknown, and his own daughter on the lam in unfamiliar waters. To say nothing of the mystery arsonist who was trying to obliterate all evidence of a past crime.


  And worst of all, a dizzying fatigue that made every word an effort. He couldn’t even think which problem to attack first, let alone how, and all he really wanted to do was crawl back under the covers.


  Fortunately, at that moment, a familiar old Chevrolet pulled into the drive, and Brian Sullivan climbed out.


  


  Sullivan hadn’t slept well. He’d lain awake in his darkened room, staring at the ceiling and listening to the whir of the air conditioner and the muffled cheep of crickets outside his closed window, chasing futile worries through weary loops in his mind. Green was going to be a wipe-out, perhaps for days, unable to remember things and subject to bouts of fatigue and nausea which would sap him of his usual vim and acuity. It left Sullivan all alone to confront Quinton Patterson and the possible scandal brewing within the force.


  Saturday was supposed to be a short shift, and he hoped to spend the afternoon with his boys at the antique air show out at Uplands Military Base. At barely six a.m., as the sun was just skimming the rooftops across the street, he slipped out of the house and headed down to the station for one more peek at Fraser’s file. Perhaps he had missed something yesterday. Perhaps the report on the psychologist’s visit to Barbara Devine was somewhere in Devine’s notes, and he had simply missed it. It was a huge file, with pages of witness statements, reports and interview transcripts. Surely somewhere in Devine’s official records or court briefings there would be a reference to Anne Whelan asking the psychologist to change her story.


  There was nothing. There were several neatly prepared official witness statements signed by the psychologist attesting to her initial conversation with Rebecca, as well as photocopies of her rough case notes in which key parts had been highlighted in yellow. Sullivan peered at the highlighted sections closely, trying to decipher them.


  Becky very active today, wiggly in seat, trouble sitting still. Says she has go peepee, hurts down there. Touching her panties. How? ‘not supposed to tell.’ Q (n.a.) Q ‘Mr. Fraser’ (looks frightened) Q ‘wouldn’t let me go.’ Report CAS The next notation was made at 2:10 p.m. the same day. Report made Jocelyn Marquis, CAS intake, referred to case worker, will be in contact. The next notation was at 2:30. Principal R. S. informed, impressed on him need for confidentiality.


  Neither the psychologist’s case notes nor her formal statement contained any direct statement implicating Matthew Fraser. She was very careful to report that Becky had made a series of comments about needing to urinate, about her crotch hurting and about Mr. Fraser, but that the connection between the ideas was unclear. Although the psychologist had refrained from asking more questions in order not to compromise the CAS investigation, she felt Becky’s agitated behaviour and her reference to keeping a secret provided reasonable grounds to suspect abuse.


  Sullivan flipped through subsequent witness statements and numerous transcripts of interviews, but as he had feared, there was no report in the file to the effect that only days after the initial disclosure, Rebecca’s mother had approached the psychologist and asked her to change her story. And even more damning, the psychologist had not been called to testify for either the prosecution or the defence. The Crown had apparently thought that the testimony of the CAS social worker and that of the investigating police officer were more probative than that of the psychologist, who had already indicated in her statement that the connection between the pain and Fraser was very unclear.


  Which should have been music to the defence lawyer’s ears, so why Josh Bleustein had not called her, Sullivan didn’t even like to guess. It certainly lent credibility to Steve Whelan’s supposition that Quinton Patterson and Becky’s mother had carefully orchestrated the evidence to throw the trial without shifting the spotlight to anyone else in the family.


  The question was—had Barbara Devine been party to that orchestration? And did he even want to know? He could forget he’d ever heard the story, but if in fact Anne was covering up for her new husband, then he might very well be Matthew Fraser’s killer. And scandal or not, fellow police officer or nor, Sullivan couldn’t turn a blind eye to that.


  The simplest way to check the story’s veracity was to ask the psychologist, but doing so might open up a Pandora’s box which no one, not even Green, could shut again if a cover-up were revealed. Sullivan stared morosely into space. Before he did anything irreversible, he needed to meet Anne Patterson herself and probe a little into her past, to judge for himself the type of woman she was.


  When he pulled onto the grounds of the Ottawa General Hospital, he spotted a cluster of people on the front lawn and a white van with a local TV station’s logo parked at the curb. With intuition honed from years on the job, he recognized trouble. He parked his unmarked Taurus behind the van, and as he climbed out, his instincts were confirmed. In the centre of the cluster, flanked by the local news reporter and facing the camera resolutely was Quinton Patterson, looking suitably outraged and distraught. He had taken the time to comb his dark curls and throw on a clean shirt, but his eyes were bloodshot and his face dark with stubble.


  “I can’t tell you all the details, but I also can’t keep silent any longer,” he was saying. “My wife may never recover. Ten years ago, the justice system failed her, the police failed her, and the man who destroyed our world walked free. How do you reconcile yourself, when the guilty walk free and the innocent are condemned to an eternal hell? How do you reconcile yourself, when the people you trusted betray you and the system you believed in deserts you? The answer...” He paused with a look of infinite sadness, and the ring of people hung on the silence.


  “The answer is you can’t. My wife couldn’t. She needed help. She needed compassion and support and someone to erase the pain. I failed to. I know that, and I’ll live with that forever. But at least I tried, and maybe in time with our children slowly healing, I would have succeeded. But this case wouldn’t let her rest, and the police, after their bungling had messed it up in the first place, wouldn’t let her rest. Wouldn’t let her forget or let me take the brunt of their intrusion.”


  Patterson leaned forward, his gaze skewering the camera. “Yesterday an Ottawa Police Inspector Michael Green turned up on our doorstep—on our own private doorstep, for God’s sake!—to catch my wife off guard, and told her things I’d been shielding her from. And then, not content to let her escape down the street, he chased her, called in the troops as if she was a common criminal, and spooked her so badly she ran right in front of them. I hold Inspector Green personally responsible for the accident, and if my wife dies, I’ll hold him personally responsible for her death. Yes, I hit him. I’d just seen my wife’s mangled body. Yes, I knocked him out. And I’d do it again.”


  Sullivan listened with disgust. The camera had never wavered, and the reporter had not said a single word. She was clearly a rookie and no match for the slick and practised legal orator. She had simply given Patterson his soap box and allowed him to do what he did best—sell a case to the jury. To the jury sitting in every living room in the city, who would now declare Green guilty, no matter what the facts might say. No matter that Patterson’s wife was nowhere near death and had been pissed to the gills behind the wheel of her car.


  At the end of his summation, Patterson turned to leave and the reporter suddenly came to life. “Mr. Patterson, what case are you talking about?”


  He shook his head and continued to walk towards the hospital entrance. The reporter scrambled after him. “Was it a criminal case?”


  He ignored her, and the cameraman swung his camera off his shoulder, ready to pack it up. Sullivan hung back unobtrusively, waiting for the crowd of onlookers to disperse. Suddenly he heard footsteps and a frantic cry.


  “Dad! Dad!” He turned to see a young woman about his own daughter’s age hurrying across the lawn from the street, tottering awkwardly on her platform shoes. Her dreadlocks shone green in the sunlight, and her black-rimmed eyes looked sepulchral. Sensing a story, the cameraman hoisted his camera back onto his shoulder and flipped it on. Patterson whirled on him.


  “Turn that thing off!”


  The cameraman pointed his camera away as if in acquiescence, but Sullivan could see it was still on. More importantly, it was now pointing towards the approaching girl. She was red-faced from the unaccustomed burst of exertion, and she panted as she lumbered up.


  “What happened? Did Mom do it on purpose? Did that goddamn cop...?”


  Patterson’s lips were tight, and Sullivan recognized that glacial “where-have-you-been” glare that fathers reserve for teenage daughters, but then the man forced the glare into a smile as he pulled the girl into his arms. He spoke very quietly in her ear, and Sullivan drifted across the lawn casually so that he could see the girl’s response. Instead of fear or worry, her initial panic gave way to disgust, even contempt, as she thrust him away.


  “Oh, that’s rich! Drunken cow runs right in front of a cop car.”


  Patterson yanked her roughly away from the listening media, fortunately in Sullivan’s direction. Patterson tried to keep his voice low, but it shook with outrage.


  “She was rushing to warn you!”


  “More like shut me up,” Rebecca countered.


  “Don’t you even care, you little—” He stopped himself. Gripping her by the elbow, he began to march her toward the hospital. “We’re not having this conversation here. You’re going to come upstairs to see your mother. And don’t you ever call her a drunken cow in my earshot again!”


  Rebecca wrenched herself free of his grip. “Oh, sorry. Forgot the rules. I’m the one who poured the booze down her throat.”


  “All your life, things have been about you!” Patterson snapped. “But just this once, your mother comes first! You’re going to hold her hand and tell her you love her. So help me God, you’re going to help me pull her out of this!”


  Sullivan had fallen into step several yards behind them and followed them through the glass entrance doors and across the marble foyer to the elevators. They both seemed oblivious to his presence among the crowds milling to and fro. Rebecca stared straight ahead and gave her stepfather the deep freeze while they waited for the elevator, but Sullivan recognized the unique mixture of defiance and panic that characterized a teenager out of her depth. Rebecca Whelan was scared to death for her mother but damned if she would let her stepfather know it. Patterson broke the deep freeze first.


  “Where’s your brother?”


  She shrugged, a slight “do I know, do I care” lifting of the shoulders.


  “He should be here too. If ever your mother needed you two, it’s now.”


  “Yeah, that should keep her in a coma forever.”


  “Does he even know?”


  “That would be your job, Dad. He doesn’t talk to me, remember?”


  The elevator finally arrived, and the crowd pushed in, jostling to punch in their floors. Sullivan eased in with the flow and stationed himself in the corner. Rebecca glanced at her stepfather, and in that unguarded moment, Sullivan could see how much her defiance was costing her. Unshed tears glistened in her eyes, and she turned her attention to her black fingernails.


  “Steve might know where he is,” she muttered finally.


  “I spoke to your father last night,” Patterson replied. “Apparently your brother has skipped out on his rent and on some debt he owes his girlfriend.” He sighed as if the tale had a familiar ring. “Any idea where he might have gone?”


  “On the road? Wasn’t he trying to get a tour together?”


  Sullivan made a quick mental note to check the whereabouts of Rebecca Whelan’s brother, then glanced up just as the elevator slid open. When Rebecca and her stepfather disembarked, he hung back and followed at a discreet distance. He saw them stop to talk briefly at the nursing station, saw the nurse shake her head, then watched them make their way through a door down the hall. He approached the same nurse, but her face fell at the sight of his badge.


  “I’m sorry, sir. We’re under strict instructions not to discuss her case with anyone, not even the police, without going through her husband.”


  Sullivan was not surprised. From what little he’d seen of him, the man was a control freak. He gestured to a small row of plastic chairs and said he’d wait there if one of the nurses would be kind enough to tell Mr. Patterson of his arrival.


  He’d barely settled into a chair and opened his duty book when the door burst open and Patterson strode out. On his heels, despite his sharp words of discouragement, was Rebecca. His eyes raked the waiting room angrily, then narrowed with confusion when Sullivan rose to greet him.


  “I was expecting Inspector Green.”


  “I’m Detective Sergeant Sullivan. I’ll be handling the investigation.”


  “What investigation?”


  “Please sit down, Mr. Patterson. It won’t take long.”


  Patterson didn’t move. Hovering just behind his shoulder, Rebecca glared out from under her green mop. “What investigation? My wife’s accident?” Patterson repeated.


  “To ensure objectivity, all incidents involving the police, including your wife’s accident, will be handled by the Special Investigation Unit. I’m assigned to the assault on Inspector Green.”


  “Assault? That’s ridiculous. I was in a state of shock due, I might point out, to the extreme provocation of that same officer. No judge in his right mind would find me culpable.”


  “We’re not at the stage of charges yet, Mr. Patterson. I’m still investigating, but are you prepared to give me a statement as to your recollection of the incident?”


  “Certainly not while I’m standing vigil—”


  “Don’t even try, Dad,” Rebecca chimed in. “He’ll twist it and turn it, until pretty soon he’s making you say things you never meant to say, and claiming you said things you never did.” Sullivan eyed her sharply, wondering if she was referring to her own attempt to change her story. The whiff of rot that he’d detected yesterday floated by again, but he steered carefully away.


  “How is your wife, sir?”


  “Not well,” he replied curtly. “She’s in extreme pain.”


  “Is she conscious? Able to speak?”


  “Under no circumstances would I permit you to speak to her even if she were. She’s had a severely traumatic experience.”


  “I won’t be disturbing her, I assure you, sir. I asked out of concern.”


  “Right. Concern for just how much trouble I can make for the Ottawa Police, isn’t that correct, Sergeant?”


  “Sir, as you’re aware, Inspector Green was investigating the death of Matthew Fraser—”


  “He what!” Rebecca barged in, her black-rimmed eyes suddenly huge with shock. Too late, Sullivan realized no one had told her. All the bravado and armour in the world could not hide the raw horror that raced across her face. “How did you—”


  But before she could react further, Patterson caught her arm. “Rebecca, that’s what your mother was rushing to tell you.”


  Emotions warred across the girl’s face so quickly that Sullivan had no time to interpret them before she wrestled her veil of sullen bravado back into place. “What happened to him?”


  “We don’t know yet.” Sullivan thought quickly. Patterson looked close to apoplexy and about to leap to her rescue, but perhaps some useful tidbits could be gleaned from the few words she let escape before he silenced her. “Have you seen or heard from Mr. Fraser in recent weeks, Miss Whelan?”


  “Why would you think I’d seen him?”


  Her mask hadn’t slipped. Chilly piece of work, Sullivan thought, looking for a way to unsettle her again. “Because he was trying to prove—”


  “That’s enough.” Patterson gripped his stepdaughter firmly by the elbow. “We don’t have time for idle police speculation. Come on, honey, let’s go find your brother. Your mother’s asking for him, remember?”


  


  As Sharon ushered Brian Sullivan into the living room, Green struggled to a sitting position and hoped he looked better than he felt. Sullivan was dressed in jeans, golf shirt and his trademark mirrored sunglasses, and the lines of worry across his brow eased at the sight of Green.


  “I can’t stay long, but I wanted to see how you were doing—” He spotted Modo, who was planted in the middle of the living room, her massive head lowered and her dark eyes watchful. “Holy Mother of God! What’s that?”


  “That’s Sharon’s latest charity case,” Green replied. “Meet Quasimodo.”


  As Green explained, Sullivan folded his bulk into the armchair and tried to get the dog’s attention, but to no avail. Modo returned to her guard post at Sharon’s feet.


  Sullivan smiled at Green grimly. “You look a hell of a lot better than yesterday, buddy. But I hope you’re going to take a few days off.”


  “Two weeks, the doctor said,” Sharon interjected.


  Green snorted. “That means one week, and I’ll take two days. But tell me what’s up? How’s Anne Patterson?”


  “Conscious, I think. Patterson’s pissed.”


  “Oh, I know. I read the news just now, saw him laying the curse on me.”


  “Jules is concerned he’s going to sue.”


  Green probed his bandaged temple gingerly. “Just let him try, I’ll bury him.”


  Sullivan didn’t smile. “All the same, Jules wants you to keep out of his way. Patterson can be a persuasive sonofabitch.”


  Green’s temper flared. “Why didn’t Jules just pick up the phone? Why send you?”


  “He didn’t send me, Mike. For Christ’s sake, can’t a guy come to see how you are?” The dusky red had returned to Sullivan’s face, and his gaze was evasive.


  Green eyed him sharply. “Okay. But you’re here for another reason too. Something’s not right.”


  “Nothing I can’t handle.”


  “What?”


  Sullivan cast Sharon a questioning glance before returning to Green. “You sure you’re up to this now? It can wait, I was planning to take my boys to the air show anyway.”


  Green didn’t say anything, just leaned back and waited. He knew he had to look healthy for Sullivan to unburden his worries, and he hoped his act would be good enough. Sullivan looked tired, and the crease of worry over his brow ran deeper than usual. A moment of silence ensued before Sullivan sighed, fished out his notebook, and began to speak. Over the next fifteen minutes, he filled Green in on his visit to Steve Whelan and to the hospital. Green listened, pressing his fingers to his temple and willing his scrambled brain to put things together.


  “So, bottom line,” he observed, when Sullivan finished, “is that, even after all this time, the disgruntled ex is still fingering his arch rival Quinton Patterson as the molester, and saying the loving mother covered for him.”


  “Yeah, to protect her new wealth and status.”


  “At the expense of her daughter?” Green frowned. “Seems a bit of a stretch.”


  “A stretch? You’re obviously not yourself. You love stretches.”


  Green pondered the observation wryly, unsure why he was reluctant to admit the obvious. Only the day before, he’d been arguing the case for Patterson’s guilt with Barbara Devine, and the intervening events had not improved the man’s image one bit. Even Rebecca’s email appeal made sense in this context, for exposing Patterson would slice through the very core of the family bonds. Patterson had certainly tried every way he could to keep Green from his wife and stepdaughter. He’d been obnoxious and threatening, and to top it off, Green had him to thank for his scrambled brains. Patterson was desperate to protect something. But was it his wife and stepdaughter, as he claimed? Or was it his own ass? It would be a long, hard fall from the carpeted halls of McKendry, Patterson and Coles to a cell in Kingston Pen.


  Yet despite all Green’s years dealing with human depravity, he found himself hoping that Patterson’s concern was above board. The man had undertaken the task of loving someone else’s angry, rebellious daughter and had tried to stick by her through all these heart-wrenching years. Few men would do as much, he reflected with a twinge of guilt.


  “Brian, you saw father and stepdaughter together. How did they strike you? Close? Loving?”


  Sullivan grunted. “This kid is not into loving, not so’s you can tell. Prickly as a cactus. But I didn’t get a creepy feeling. And she calls him Dad, for what it’s worth. Calls her real father Steve.” Sullivan flipped through his notes, as if trying to recreate his impressions. “In fact, I’d say she was more angry at her mother than her father. Almost like her mother was the one causing all the grief in the family.”


  Which she would have, in the girl’s distorted perception, if all those years ago she had sold her daughter’s innocence for a plush and pampered lifestyle in the Glebe. But before he could voice that observation, Sullivan’s cellphone rang. It was the clerk in Major Crimes. Green listened as Sullivan asked a few clipped questions, jotted down a number and rang off, immediately punching in another number. As he waited, he glanced across at Green.


  “Speevak, the forensic ondontologist. He’s got some results for us. I—” He broke off as a voice crackled over the line. Sullivan introduced himself, then listened. The conversation was brief, and as Green waited, he saw a look of dawning astonishment pass over Sullivan’s face. When he’d rung off, Sullivan raised his head.


  “This absolutely takes the cake! The crispy critter? It’s not Fraser. The fucking teeth don’t match!” He chuckled wryly. “I wouldn’t like to be in the Police Chief ’s shoes when Quinton J. Patterson learns this.”


  


  Sullivan was barely out the door before Green crashed on the sofa with relief. For once he was grateful for being an invalid. Let Jules and the Force’s legal beagles handle the fall-out from Patterson’s wrath. Let Sullivan go back to his tattoo search, and let the Fraser file revert to a simple missing persons. Important, but not a homicide. He sensed there was something definitely off-kilter about this whole case, but right now he couldn’t think of it through the incoherent mush his brain had become. He was dimly aware of Sharon pulling the cover up over him, touching her lips softly to his brow and whispering, “Sleep, love. I’ll go get Tony and pick up a few groceries.”


  At least he thought that’s what she’d said. Beyond that, he was aware of nothing until the phone rang, dragging him from a deep, cobwebbed sleep that robbed him of all sense of time and place. When Sharon didn’t pick up, he staggered off the sofa and found the phone by its fourth ring, praying it was Hannah.


  At first he was greeted by silence, followed by a brusque, wary “Sharon Levy, please.”


  He mustered enough authority to reply in kind, indicating that she was out and could he take a message.


  “Damn,” came the most unprofessional reply, followed by “Sorry...uh...are you her husband, the police officer?”


  Suddenly the voice sounded much younger and more insecure. Green felt his hopes surge. “Hannah?”


  “No,” the young woman replied. “This is Safe Haven calling, about your wife’s friend.”


  Green pawed through the cobwebs. Safe Haven? Sharon’s friend? Finally, as if from eons ago, he remembered, and felt a twinge of concern. “Janice Tanner? What’s wrong?”


  “We’re not sure. She’s disappeared.”


  Fifteen minutes later, Green was sitting in the back of a cab on his way downtown, trying to organize his thoughts. He knew he shouldn’t be going anywhere, shouldn’t even be out of bed, but fortunately adrenaline kept the fatigue and headaches at bay. His sense of uneasiness had returned stronger than ever. It didn’t make sense that people kept disappearing in this case. First Fraser, then Hannah and now Janice. He felt as if events were unravelling before his eyes.


  Safe Haven was a deliberately unobtrusive house in a mixed neighbourhood of retail businesses and low cost housing. He’d been there often over the years to investigate threats and to interview victims, so a couple of the staff knew him by sight. By the time he arrived, the director herself had come in from home. Pamela Pascale was a briskly efficient woman who acted as if there was very little human depravity she had not seen. She raised an eyebrow briefly at his bandaged head then bustled into the sitting room as if bruises were second nature to her. Perhaps they were.


  “We wouldn’t have called you normally, Inspector, because women come and go here all the time. But Janice hardly ever left her room. Came down once or twice to get something in the kitchen but then beat it back upstairs like a scared rabbit. Any time the front doorbell rang, she jumped. So I was very surprised when she left, and when I heard about the phone call, I was even more surprised. We were hoping it was your wife.”


  “What phone call?”


  “One of the mothers took it early this morning. Janice apparently talked for only a minute or two, then without saying good-bye to us, without even going upstairs for her things, she disappeared out the door.”


  “Perhaps she’s planning to come back.”


  Pamela nodded. “That’s why we waited. But Sharon said she was being stalked, and she was certainly fearful enough. It got us concerned.”


  A very subtle pain was beginning to pulsate behind Green’s left eye. He shut his eyes, hoping to ease it while he thought. The simplest explanation was that Sharon herself had called, but a quick phone call home went unanswered, as did a call to Sharon’s cellphone. He scowled. Where was she? She’d taken the day off so she could hover, yet she’d been out now for well over an hour. How long could a few groceries take?


  He looked at the trim, no-nonsense woman waiting expectantly in the silence, and forced himself back on track. The next step was obviously to interview the mother who took the call. Pamela summoned the young woman, whose barely concealed insolence suggested that her previous encounters with police officers had not been gratifying. But she was clear on her facts and willing enough to share them.


  “Can’t say if it was a man or woman. Could have been a man with one of those faggy voices, or could have been a woman who smokes two packs a day. Sounded kind of like they were trying to fake it, you know?”


  “Did they ask for Janice Tanner by name? As Janice? Ms. Tanner?”


  “As Janice Tanner. ‘May I speak to Janice Tanner, please? I believe she checked in two days ago.’”


  The mystery caller was well informed, Green thought, as well as reasonably educated, from the sound of it. “What could you overhear from this end of the conversation?”


  The young woman shrugged. “She didn’t seem scared. Seemed happy to hear from the person, almost like she knew them. It was a quick conversation, and mostly she listened. ‘Are you sure?’ she asked, and ‘Of course I will. I always will.’ Then ‘Sure, where?’ And she hung up. Grabbed her bag and went out.”


  “Did she seem upset? Excited?”


  “Both, but excited, more like.”


  Green pondered the bits of conversation the young woman had overheard. It sounded very much as if someone had asked for her help, and without question she had offered it. Without fear or sober second thought. There were not too many people for whom Janice Tanner would desert her safe haven and leap to the rescue. Green could think of only one.


  Fourteen


  It was the middle of the Saturday day shift by the time Sullivan arrived back at the station from Green’s house in Barrhaven. His first duty was to phone Matthew Fraser’s sister and let her know that her brother was not the poor man who had died in the fire. She sounded relieved but querulous.


  “What happens now? Inspector Green’s accident was in all the papers, linking the burn victim to the old abuse case. Does this mean my brother’s disappearance just gets dropped? He’s still gone, you know.”


  He reassured her that Matthew Fraser would still be an active missing persons file, then rang off, anxious to get on with his own investigation. The burn victim was a John Doe again, and Sullivan was back to trying to trace his identity through missing persons reports and through the fragment of tattoo on the man’s groin.


  In the autopsy, MacPhail had estimated the victim to be five feet seven inches tall and a hundred and forty pounds and had surmised from the condition of his liver that he was headed down the road to chronic alcoholism. The odontologist had observed that although the victim’s teeth had been atrocious, suggesting that he lacked either the finances or the will to make dental care a priority, the amount of wear on the teeth showed that he was relatively young. Probably in his twenties. At least ten years younger than Fraser.


  Armed with these descriptors and the Shirley Temple tattoo, Sullivan searched the missing persons database and spent the next couple of hours tracking down every hit he made. In the end, he’d turned up nothing. A couple of families were faxing dental records for comparison, but he was not hopeful. One family lived in Sault Ste. Marie and their son, a world adventurer, had been missing for fourteen months. Another man had disappeared from work about the same time as several thousand dollars had gone missing from his company’s payroll.


  By two o’clock, Sullivan’s eyes were burning from staring at the computer screen, and he was ready to call it a day. Outside, the glorious, blue-sky afternoon was perfect for the air show. Savouring the idea of a Harvey’s hamburger and an ice cold coke with his sons, he logged off the computer and headed out the door. On his way down toward the parking garage, he passed near the Ident labs and caught the sound of murmuring from within.


  The Ident guys never seemed to see the light of day. When not down on their hands and knees at crime scenes, they were holed up in their labs, fiddling with chemicals and swabs and powders, teasing out the microscopic pieces of physical evidence that would nail the guilty to the wall. They were the only guys he knew who had orgasms over a fingerprint whorl and threatened bodily harm if you breathed on their scene. But they could also be a godsend.


  Looking for a bit of banter to lighten his day, Sullivan poked his head into the lab and saw his friend Lyle Cunningham perched on a stool, peering at his computer. His latest new trainee was glued excitedly to his side. Cunningham glanced up in surprise at the intrusion.


  “Hey, Brian! Just the man I was thinking of. Come look what I’ve done to your tattoo. MacPhail lifted it right off the body, and we’ve stretched it and photographed it, taken out the burnt bits. Come take a look. I think it will be much easier to trace now.”


  Curious, Sullivan stepped into the room, recoiling from the smell of chemicals, which the Ident officers never seemed to notice. Cunningham had the tattoo blown up on the screen and Sullivan could see quite clearly now that it had once been a fine multicoloured specimen in black, gold and skin tones. Not a little girl at all, but the head of a woman with snakes coiling about her head.


  “Medusa,” Cunningham said. “Cute. Our tough guy has culture.”


  “Medusa?” Sullivan asked dubiously.


  “Yeah, she was a temptress from Greek mythology. Anyone who so much as looked at her died.”


  Sullivan grunted. “Says something about our guy’s experience with women, eh? And his level of education. Let’s see if we can get a hit.”


  Cunningham called up the local police database and entered the new descriptors of the tattoo, trying Medusa, woman’s head and Greek myth. Three men came up. One had a picture of his girlfriend, another was sixty-two years old, but the third was a hit on all counts. White male, height five footseven, weight one-forty, age twenty-four years. Name—


  “Holy shit!” Sullivan exclaimed.


  


  When Green arrived back home from the shelter, Sharon’s Cavalier was in the driveway, and she was in the living room, wearing a path in the carpet. She flung her arms around him, gave him a hug and a playful swat before dragging him to the sofa.


  “A note would have been nice,” she exclaimed. “Something like ‘I’m not on my way to Emergency’.”


  He was about to launch into an explanation about Janice’s disappearance, but Sharon held up her hand. Her chocolate eyes danced, and she seemed unusually ebullient even for her. In a flash, she disappeared into the kitchen and reappeared with the cordless phone.


  “A zillion messages. I was just starting to listen to them, and there’s one you won’t want to miss.”


  It was a nurse in the ER at the Ottawa General Hospital, following up on Green’s treatment. “Post-concussion symptoms can be tricky, so please give me a call to let me know how you’re doing today. The number’s 555-0204.”


  Green gave Sharon an impatient look, but she waved him on. “Listen!”


  “Oh—and also a young woman was here a few minutes ago asking for your home phone number. I told her we don’t divulge personal information pertaining to patients. She said she was your daughter, but the media’s been playing all kinds of tricks, so I told her nothing. Hope that was the right move.”


  Green disconnected and dialled the hospital with shaking hands. Fortunately, the emergency room nurse had just returned from an exam room and was writing up a chart.


  “She was in about noon, I’d say, asking about you,” the nurse said. “She didn’t look like the press, I admit, but you can’t be too careful. She’s gone now.”


  “If she shows up anywhere in the hospital, please give her this number. It’s very important. Make sure everyone knows.”


  Her voice chilled. “We’re not an answering service, you know.”


  Green quelled his agitation. At least Hannah was alive and well and was finally trying to make contact. Her approach showed some resourcefulness too. He thanked the woman and prepared to hang up when his brain belatedly tuned in.


  “Did she give any indication where she was going?”


  “Well, she was inquiring about the woman who was hurt by the police car. Asking where she was. She may have gone up to her floor.”


  Green jotted down the number, thanked the woman hastily and dialled again. A bored nasal voice announced the surgical floor. When Green introduced himself, the voice dropped an octave.


  “We can’t give out any medical information to the police.”


  “Certainly not, this is a personal call.” In his most frazzled fatherly tone, Green explained his predicament and the woman seemed to thaw.


  “Blue hair, you say?” Her voice faded as she turned from the phone. “Chantal, didn’t you say there was a blue-haired girl here earlier today, to go with the green-haired one? Yeah, when was that?”


  An unintelligible conversation ensued against a backdrop of PA pages and electronic beeps. When someone finally took the phone, it was another woman. Probably Chantal, Green deduced.


  “A teenage girl was here a couple of hours ago. In fact, she did say she was your daughter.”


  “How did she seem?”


  “Okay. A bit unkempt, I’d say. Worried about this patient.”


  “Anne Patterson?”


  “Yes, she wanted to know if she was going to be all right.”


  “What did you tell her?”


  “Well, we couldn’t tell her anything, of course. But the patient’s husband and her daughter were here, so I steered her to them.”


  Green winced. In the mood Patterson was in, God knows how he’d react to Hannah. At the very least he’d fill her mind with enough angry invective against her father to scare her away for hours. On a more sinister level, perhaps he’d unleash on her the rage he felt for Green.


  “What did they do? Put her in her place?”


  There was silence over the phone, and Green could hear his own heartbeat. He hoped Chantal was merely trying to remember.


  “No, I don’t think so. Actually I think they went off together. I heard them talking about food.”


  When Green hung up, Sharon was looking at him expectantly. “Well,” he said. “The good news is she’s in town and still in one piece. The bad news is she’s hooked up with a man who hates my guts.” He glanced at his watch. “They were going to get some food. Maybe they went to the hospital cafeteria or one of the little restaurants in the vicinity. If we hurry—”


  He rose from the sofa and was heading for the door when she blocked his path. “You’re going nowhere, Mike. You’re absolutely grey.”


  “I’ll catch a nap in the car.”


  She started to shake her head, but he faced her down.


  “Sharon, this is not your call.”


  She stared up at him unblinking, and the seconds ticked by before she nodded. “Fine, I’ll go. I’ll take Tony, and you get some rest!”


  After she’d left, Green stumbled back into the living room and collapsed on the sofa, his head throbbing. Modo had been watching Sharon through the front window, and now she came over to rest her muzzle on his chest. Her large amber eyes gazed at him, full of concern. Absently he reached down and stroked her silky ears, drawing a strange comfort from her warmth. He knew he ought to call the station, and even Ashley, about Hannah, but he hadn’t the strength. He closed his eyes to gather it.


  He was yanked awake some time later by a loud volley of barking, through which he could hear the very faint but incessant ringing of the bell. Before he could mobilize himself from the sofa, the front door swung open and Sullivan strode in.


  “Geez, Green, you’ve got to move out of Barrhaven. This forty-minute drive is killing me!”


  Green frowned out the window into the street. The afternoon sun was still high in the sky, and there was no sign of Sharon’s car.


  “What time is it?”


  “Three o’clock. I’ve been trying to call, but I kept getting the answering machine, and I knew you had to be home.” Sullivan pocketed his mirrored sunglasses, and without them Green could see the frank relief in his eyes. “You’ve been sleeping, I’m glad to see.”


  “Three o’clock! Fuck!” Green propelled himself off the sofa in search of the phone.


  “I’ve got some unbelievable news, buddy,” Sullivan began, following him into the kitchen and opening Green’s fridge to fish out a coke.


  Green found the phone, held up his finger to forestall Sullivan, and punched in Sharon’s cellphone number. It rang seven times before he gave up. Sharon and her cellphone had only a passing acquaintanceship. Even when she actually remembered to take it, she rarely remembered to turn it on. Self-preservation, she called her lapses. She had so little time to herself that she didn’t want to be on constant call.


  He dialled the station, where he was assured of an answer, although not the one he wanted to hear. No one had seen or heard from Hannah, and now that she knew her father was home on sick leave, she was unlikely to turn up at the station in search of him. “But she doesn’t know where I live,” he shouted at the hapless clerk, “so for God’s sake keep an eye out.” He hung up and rested his head in his hands, feeling defeated. It was three o’clock, and Hannah had last been spotted at noon, presumably heading off for lunch with Quinton and Rebecca. So far, Sharon’s search had not been successful. Surely she would have called otherwise. If Green wanted to find Hannah, there was only one option left.


  “Fuck,” he muttered, head in hands. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”


  “The kid will show up, Mike. So will Sharon. I’m telling you it takes forever to get anywhere from out here.”


  “Tell me about it. But she should have called.”


  Sullivan pointed to the phone. “Maybe she did. You’ve been sleeping through all my calls.”


  Feeling sheepish, Green accessed his messages and left them to run on speaker phone. He felt like an old woman, running in futile, agitated circles. Sullivan eyed him thoughtfully, then reached for the fridge again. “When was the last time you had anything to eat?”


  Green couldn’t remember but suspected it was breakfast. While messages droned in the background, Sullivan rummaged in the fridge and produced a container of what looked like Singapore fried vermicelli.


  “Any idea how old this is?”


  Green cast his mind back but couldn’t recall Chinese takeout for several weeks. On the tape, Mary Sullivan was enthusing about the Highland Park house. “Too old,” he replied. “I’ll settle for some soup.”


  Sullivan pointed to the phone. “Mary says that’s a beauty, by the way. And if you like, I can help you fix it up.” He heated two cans of vegetable soup with the finesse of a shortorder cook and rummaged through cupboards for bowls, leaving Green to picture himself as a handyman, elbow deep in buckets of plaster. He was about to decline Sullivan’s offer graciously when the tape announced the next message, which stopped both of them in their tracks.


  “Sharon? Inspector Green?” came a breathy voice Green recognized. Janice Tanner! She sounded excited. “Oh, damn. I just wanted to say I think things are working out. I’m off to meet Matthew Fraser. He’s okay, but he needs me to do something for him. I’ll be in touch when I know more.”


  The message clicked off, and Green stopped the machine, needing time to think. Sullivan served the soup and sat down, looked perplexed and oddly uneasy.


  “Well, at least that’s one worry off our plates,” Green said.


  “Not necessarily. I don’t know what this means, but you’ll never guess who my crispy critter is.”


  “Who?”


  “Billy Whelan.”


  Green stared at him, dumbfounded. For a full minute, neither man said anything while they processed the implications. Their soup sat on the table, forgotten. Eventually Green picked up his spoon and began to stir the steaming liquid absently. “Okay, let’s get the picture here. Matthew Fraser rented the room in Vanier—we know that because the building manager ID ’d him—but six days later Billy Whelan, brother of Rebecca Whelan, ends up dead in it?”


  “Correct.”


  “Jesus. Any other tidbits of information up your sleeve?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “I’ve got the standard lines of inquiry going. Known associates, recent movements. Charbonneau is also trying to track down the parlour where Billy got his tattoo, and Gibbs is doing research on the Greek myth about Medusa.”


  Green arched his eyebrow. “Gibbs is researching Medusa? What the hell does she have to do with anything?”


  “You know who she is?”


  “Vaguely. She was this beautiful young woman whose hair was turned into snakes, and her eyes were so deadly that men turned to stone if she even looked at them. Perseus lopped off her head by using his shield as a mirror.”


  Sullivan laughed. “There you go. See, that master’s degree came in handy after all. With my simple farm country education, I thought the guy just didn’t like women.”


  “But why—?”


  “It was Medusa, not Shirley Temple, that Billy Whelan had tattooed on his groin.”


  “Whoa!” Green said. “I’d say he had a run-in with a pretty deadly dame.”


  “That’s why I’m trying to track down the tattoo parlour. He’s been arrested by us six times, first when he was a young offender, but he only got that tattoo last year. I’m hoping he told the tattoo guy something about its significance to him.”


  Green blew on his soup and ventured a sip, which scalded his tongue. “I don’t see what relevance that would have, though. We might learn about his less than charmed love life, but his death—his murder—that’s got to be connected somehow to Matthew Fraser.”


  “I’m not assuming anything, just using standard operating procedure.”


  “But what the hell else could it be?” Green asked. “It’s too damn big a coincidence not to be connected.”


  “Probably. But besides the deadly girlfriend angle, according to our drug guys, Billy Whelan was a cocaine street dealer. A two-bit bad guy, belonged to one of the local puppet clubs the Quebec Hells Angels are courting to run their street action. He’d probably never make the cut—not tough enough—but the word is he’s been trying to get out of the business. Maybe he pissed somebody off. Torching the joint is one of the ways they’ve been known to eliminate liabilities.”


  “Cement shoes are still the method of choice,” Green countered. “No messy body or crime scene for us to sink our teeth into. By all means, put somebody on it, but my money’s still on the Fraser connection. Get Billy’s picture over to that Iraqi building manager to see if he can put him in the rooming house or with Fraser.”


  Sullivan nodded impatiently as he slurped his soup.


  “Already covered. Watts is on his way over there right now. And I’m just on my way over to search Whelan’s apartment and interview his neighbours.”


  Green remembered a small detail he’d forgotten in all the intervening hoopla. “Check the girl down the hall in 817. I think she was his girlfriend, and she says he stole a bunch of money from her. Sounded like he was about to skip town.”


  “Maybe she’s the Medusa. Did she look like the vindictive type?”


  Green shook his head. “She knew I was a cop. If she’d killed him, she’d never have told me a thing.”


  “Still, if he was taking off, it’s another sign he might have pissed off some nasty people.”


  Green returned to his soup and sipped in silence as he pondered the bits of disconnected fact. With Janice Tanner suddenly blundering into the picture, he felt a nagging sense of urgency. The heat and sustenance of the soup spread through him, but his thoughts still felt sluggish. Nothing seemed to fit. Billy Whelan had taken his sister’s abuse hard. He had slipped into alcohol and drug use and tangled himself up in gang crime. But his father said before the abuse, Billy had been a model son who’d taken care of his mother and sister all the time he was growing up. The abuse had spun his life off course. Perhaps he’d been consumed with rage or guilt that his little sister had been violated, and over the years he’d nursed a personal vendetta against the man he believed was at the root of it.


  But how did this vendetta lead to his charred remains in a rooming house in Vanier?


  Sullivan was devoting his attention to his soup and sopping up the dregs with a slice of bread. He seemed to be respecting Green’s need to think, perhaps awaiting the wild flight into fancy that he’d come to expect.


  “Okay,” Green said eventually. “Let me run with this a moment. Humour me. We know—at least we thought—Fraser was trying to track down Rebecca’s abuser, and he checked out of his apartment and into the rooming house under a false name because he thought he was being followed. So let’s suppose he was being followed, but not for the reasons he believed. Rebecca’s and Billy’s lives have both been a mess since the trial, and Billy’s had plenty of time to look for someone to blame. He fixes on Fraser. Fraser ruined his sister’s life, ruined his life, and is walking around free. So Billy tracks him down, starts following him, and on the day Fraser disappears, he follows him to his apartment. Maybe he even knocks on the door, tries to get in, which is why Fraser freaked out and left in the middle of dinner. But Billy still manages to follow him to the rooming house, and...” Green stopped at the blank wall ahead of him. He’d been on a roll, but now things didn’t seem to fit.


  “And?” Sullivan prompted, ever the pragmatist. “There’s a gap of six days in your chronology. Did Billy wait six days before confronting Fraser?”


  Green’s thoughts started to roll again. “He may have been trying to gather the courage, or figure out exactly what to do. We do know in the interim he took his girlfriend’s cheque and made plans to get out of town. And we know the two guys clashed—”


  “You suspect, Green. We don’t know a fucking thing.”


  “We’ve got one guy out to avenge his sister’s abuse, and the other guy paranoid as hell that someone’s after him. Recipe for a clash.”


  “So you’re thinking Billy tracked Fraser to the rooming house with revenge on his mind, but Fraser turned the tables on him? Killed him in the panic of the moment?”


  About to agree, Green stopped in mid-thought. Panic of the moment...something about that image didn’t fit the facts. Billy’s body had been laid out peacefully on the bed, with none of the disarray one would expect from an act of panic. Green groped slowly ahead into the confusion. If Billy’s death hadn’t been an act of self-defence but rather a carefully planned execution, Green had to throw out all his assumptions and start from scratch.


  “What if...” he began, reluctantly standing his theory on its head. “What if Devine and Patterson and Billy were right? What if Matthew Fraser really was the abuser? First he thought he’d outsmart or outrun Rebecca’s brother, so he holed up in the rooming house, where he had six days to contemplate the trap he was in. Enough time to realize he’d reached the end of the road and to plan a trap to lure Billy to his death.”


  “Lure?” Sullivan repeated dubiously.


  “Yes!” Green’s confidence grew as the theory took on shape and credibility. All the evidence in the rooming house pointed to advance planning, from the use of gasoline to the total lack of physical evidence. “This was not a clash. There was no violence in that room. Billy was dead as a doornail from something he’d ingested before the fire began. I’m guessing Fraser exploited his weakness for alcohol to slip him something lethal in his drink. And when Billy was dead, he laid him on the bed, wiped the room clean of his presence, set the fire, and slipped away. Probably intending the fire to obliterate the body’s identity entirely, so that the death would be passed over as just one more unlucky drunk.”


  Sullivan grinned with a mixture of wry admiration and skepticism. “He didn’t count on you and me.”


  “And the tattoo of Medusa.”


  Sullivan seemed to be weighing the theory dubiously. “But if you’re right, you know what you’re saying, eh? He’s not the mild-mannered school teacher out to clear his name. He’s just committed a carefully planned, cold-blooded murder.”


  Green nodded. “And Janice Tanner, agoraphobic extraordinaire, is walking into the heart of danger itself. We need to find this guy.”


  Sullivan reached for his cellphone. “I’ll put out an APB. His particulars are downtown on file.”


  While Sullivan dialled downtown, Green replayed his phone messages in search of Janice’s. What had the woman said? He listened again. ‘He’s okay, but he needs me to do something for him.’ She sounded happy, excited, thrilled to be indispensable to the man of her dreams. ‘He needs me to do something.’ Damn! Even from afar, this man was still pulling the strings and manipulating this poor woman into doing his dirty work for him.


  What could it be that Fraser himself could not do, and why not? Because he was afraid of being caught? Afraid to emerge from hiding long enough to do something—maybe procure something—for himself. As Sullivan spoke to the sergeant downtown, Green’s thoughts raced. The briefcase! It was a longshot, a wild stab in the dark, but that damn briefcase had disappeared somewhere between Fraser’s trip to the CAS and his stay at the rooming house. It had never been found. What if Fraser himself had hidden it for safekeeping in some obscure place until he needed it at a later date? Like now, in order to obliterate all records that might tie him to Billy’s death.


  Green combed through his recollections of Janice Tanner’s conversation with him. What had she mentioned about Fraser’s favourite haunts? Dow’s Lake, where he walked his dog. And the Lemieux Island Bridge, where he had his secret beach away from the crowds. Green reached out and grabbed Sullivan’s arm just as he was about to hang up. “Tell them to put three patrol teams out.” Catching Sullivan’s incredulous look, he waved in irritation. “Tell them Jules himself approved it. He wants a lid on this, doesn’t he? So put one team to watch Fraser’s apartment, in case Janice goes there to get what he wants. And one to search the remote corners of Dow’s Lake. They’re looking for a middleaged red-haired woman, who’s to be detained at once. Gently.”


  “I’ve already told them that.”


  “They’re also looking for a briefcase, so look in small spaces protected from rain.”


  Sullivan was all business now. No arguments, no secondguessing. “Third place?”


  “The third place is some hidden beach along the Ottawa River near the Lemieux Island Bridge. The guys will have to hunt. And fast, while there’s still light.”


  As Sullivan relayed the information, Green scoured the plan for gaps. There were dozens, but he could think of no other paths to pursue. The story had come full circle, back to Janice Tanner. They had to find this guy. The poor woman had come to Green for help, and now that very generosity of spirit was leading her straight towards possible death.


  Fifteen

  



  “Mike, you’re on bed rest. You can’t put in a sixteenhour day!”


  Sharon had arrived home from her fruitless search for Hannah just as Sullivan was relaying final instructions and Green was easing his sports jacket over his aching shoulders. He had taken two strong painkillers, but the effect hadn’t kicked in yet and his body was screaming in protest. He had paused long enough to listen to her brief summary of her search—no sightings of blue or green hair—before explaining his mission.


  “I have to do this, honey. I owe it to Patterson to tell him myself that I was mistaken about the body in the rooming house. His wife was nearly killed because of my mistake. Worse, it’s her son and not Matthew Fraser who died in that fire, and eventually he’s going to have to tell her.” He bent gingerly to tie his shoes. “And on top of that, Hannah’s with him.”


  “At least take Sullivan with you in case you faint.”


  He shook his head. How could he explain that this was his responsibility, and his alone? Women believed in team work and mutual support. Men knew that sometimes honour demanded that they go it alone.


  On the drive into town, he rested his head against the back seat of the taxi and pondered the paradox of Matthew Fraser. Devine had thought from the beginning that he was a chameleon, a master manipulator who lulled people into a false sense of trust, who played the wronged and traumatized so convincingly that over half the staff at the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital had been duped by him. A mildmannered young man who had lured a wild, needy little girl into repeated acts of sexual gratification, then lured her angry, street-hardened brother to his unwitting death. Green clenched his fists at the thought of how close he himself had come to falling for the victim act. He wanted to lay his hands on the man, get him under the interrogation lights, to see for himself the colour of his spots.


  Patterson’s silver Audi shone in the afternoon sun when the taxi pulled into the drive, but there was no answer when Green rang the bell. He hesitated, hating the mission he’d come to fulfill, then reluctantly pressed the bell again. This time Patterson himself opened the door, dressed in shorts and a tank top soaked with sweat. His cellphone was wedged between his shoulder and ear, and his hands fumbled with his wallet. At the sight of Green, his jaw dropped and the cellphone clattered to the floor. Rage purpled his face, and he slammed the door without a word.


  Patiently Green rang again. And again. Finally, Patterson opened the door and eyed him coldly. “Do I have to call a Justice of the Peace for an injunction?”


  “I have important news for you.”


  Patterson didn’t reply. Merely stood in the centre of the doorway, his feet apart and shoulders squared. His dark hair was glued in sweaty locks to his brow, and his face was flushed with exertion. Working off the tension, Green suspected and decided to cut the preamble.


  “We have a probable identification of the body in the Vanier fire. Not Matthew Fraser as I’d believed, but unfortunately your stepson Billy Whelan.”


  Patterson’s face turned ashen beneath the sheen of sweat. Involuntarily, he gripped the door jamb for support. “Good God.”


  “I’m truly sorry, Mr. Patterson. We’ll need the name of his dentist to confirm the ID . Can we go inside?”


  Patterson didn’t budge. Instead, he took two deep breaths and slowly drew himself up. “The dentist’s name is John Carson. Now you’ve got what you need, Green, so get the hell off my porch.”


  “I know it’s a difficult time, but I’d like to ask you some questions about your stepson. About his habits, his associates—”


  “Send your sergeant. I’ll speak to him.” Patterson moved to close the door.


  Green felt profoundly weary. He had to concentrate to stay upright. “I’m trying to help here, Mr. Patterson. To identify your stepdaughter’s abuser and—”


  “No one has asked you to!”


  “Like you, I’m an officer of the court. It’s my duty to investigate when I suspect a crime has been committed. Your stepson’s death—”


  “By all means, investigate! You’ll find his life a sorry mess. Nothing but wasted chances, stupid choices and bad friends. One of whom no doubt had an account to settle. Billy dealt in cocaine, Inspector, but even that he wasn’t very good at. Too much time spent writing pathetic drug poems and singing in deadbeat clubs. The fool thought he was going to rival Kurt Cobain someday. Well, now he has.”


  Beneath the bitter invective, Green could hear the ragged edge to Patterson’s voice. He held up a conciliatory hand. “Mr. Patterson, I am sorry for your loss and for the way events transpired yesterday. I hope your wife—”


  “Fuck the apology, Green. You’ll be seeing me in court.”


  Bewildered parent or not, Patterson obviously needed the fight. Green leaned on the doorframe, his body sagging as he struggled to muster a response. “I’m not sure you’ll want to do that, Quinton. I don’t remember everything about yesterday, but there were witnesses. Your wife was very drunk, and she drove by two schools on her way—”


  Patterson turned livid, and Green took a step backward, expecting the door to slam in his face. But Patterson merely jabbed an accusatory finger at his chest. “We’ll see whose actions really endangered those children!”


  A soft thud emanated from within, and Patterson glanced over his shoulder in alarm. Green shoved his toe in the doorway before Patterson could swing it shut.


  “If that’s your stepdaughter, I have a few questions for her.”


  “With her mother injured and now her brother dead? Not on your life.”


  “She doesn’t know about her brother yet.”


  “And that makes it acceptable in your eyes? When you’ve finished dragging her through all her ancient history, you expect me to drop the bomb of her brother’s death on her?”


  “Were they close?”


  “Becky doesn’t make it easy for the people who love her. One by one she’s turned on all of us. But Billy was her rock, and God knows how she’ll react.”


  “Quinton.” Green sensed his patience fraying. “Just let me in to talk to her.”


  “She’s not here.”


  “But I heard someone—” Patterson shoved Green back, stepped out the door and closed it behind him. Outside on the stone porch, he folded his arms across his chest like a brick wall.


  “Not that it’s any of your damn business, Green, but my wife is inside with a nurse. Thanks to you, she was too frightened to stay in the hospital. Any other misperceptions you’d like me to clear up?”


  Green controlled his temper with an effort. He didn’t need a pissing contest with this man; he needed to locate Hannah. To extract her from the maelstrom of this toxic family. He hadn’t seen her in sixteen years, and it hit him full force how much he wanted her first impression of him to be happy. He forced himself to sound humble.


  “I’m glad your wife’s home. I don’t mean to be difficult, but I’m trying to find my daughter, and I understand she was with you.”


  A smirk stole into the corners of Patterson’s mouth. Still he stared Green down for a moment longer, as if enjoying his discomfort. “To hear your daughter talk, she shares my exalted opinion of you. She and Becky had quite the contest cataloguing your flaws.”


  Green’s heart sank. Until now, Hannah would have known him only through the distorted lens of her mother’s views, which paled next to the rancour Rebecca had expressed in her email.


  “Where is she, Quinton?”


  “I have no intention of telling you, even if I knew. Let’s just say I wouldn’t count on seeing her any time soon.”


  “Patterson, where the hell is she!”


  “Anywhere? Everywhere?” Patterson’s smirk broadened. “When Becky gets in these out-of-control moods, she likes to move around, stay unpredictable. They’re wherever she can find—or buy—the wildest ride, I imagine.”


  Green fought the fear that rose in his throat. Hannah had survived Hastings Street. She’d survived drug busts and loitering sweeps in downtown Vancouver. Surely she knew how to survive Ottawa. Trying to look casual, he took out his card and scribbled his phone number on the back. “If you see them, could you please give this to my daughter?”


  Patterson took the card and flipped it over in his fingers with disdain. For a moment, Green feared he was going to toss it to the ground, but instead he shrugged. “Welcome to the world of heartbreak, Inspector.”


  


  An hour later, Green lay prostrate on his living room sofa, hazy from the pain killers but unable to rest. A bowl of chicken soup sat half-eaten on the coffee table at his side, and the familiar chatter of Tony and Sharon in the kitchen washed over him. His body was limp with fatigue, but his mind spun in unrelenting loops.


  Rationally, he tried to reassure himself that Hannah and Rebecca were simply two teenage girls out on the town, in no danger from Matthew Fraser. Why should they be? If Matthew Fraser hadn’t sought revenge on Rebecca ten years ago when she’d pointed the finger at him, why would he now?


  Because she’d ruined his life, Green countered with a sick feeling. And because something had happened to tip the fragile equilibrium that had existed since the trial, something that had plunged Fraser into crisis and driven him to increasingly desperate ends. Green felt as if he were grappling with disparate pieces of the picture that tumbled into new patterns every time he looked at them.


  He had no idea what Billy had been up to when he’d met his death at Fraser’s hand, but Billy and Rebecca were brother and sister. What if she’d been in on it too? What if Fraser, in his paranoid panic, decided she was a threat too? Where were they, where was Janice Tanner, and why the hell didn’t Brian call! Abandoning his attempt at rest, Green dragged himself upstairs to his computer. Instead of cursing his impotence, he’d try a little detective work of his own, to see what kind of man this Billy Whelan was.


  Once he’d connected to the internet, he did a Google search of William and Billy Whelan, garnering over eight hundred hits which were predominantly Irish in flavour. He tried various music keywords to narrow the search and scrolled through a number of hits related to fiddle music and Irish Ceilidhs before his eye caught a rock band named Eros and The River Styx. It was a long shot, but a guy with a Medusa tattooed on his groin might be into Greek mythology.


  He clicked on the link and found himself looking at a skeletal figure cloaked in black and silhouetted against a murky river. “Cross if you Dare” pulsed below in blood red letters. Intrigued, Green clicked to enter and waited as images of fire, snakes and darkness began to unfold on the screen. “You have entered the realm of Eros and The River Styx” announced a new banner in jagged black font. In the centre of the screen, a three-headed dog snarled out at him with red eyes and dripping fangs. Behind the creature, mists swirled over a river. The effect would have been laughable had Green been in a laughing mood, but if this was Billy Whelan’s rock band, Green was not reassured by his taste for destruction and death.


  A choice of links popped up on the sidebar. Green chose “Who are we”, and the picture changed to a group of decidedly twenty-first century punks complete with spiky hair, chains and black leather jackets. They posed with guitars in a semi-circle around a slender young man clutching a microphone in outstretched hands. His face was shadowed by a mane of black hair that fell loose below his shoulders, but Green could almost feel the sombre intensity of his stare. Unlike his back-up musicians, he was dressed from head to toe in stark black; hardly the colour of choice for the God of Love.


  Below the picture was the caption describing the band’s formation and listing the band’s earthly names. Green counted across and discovered with surprise that Billy Whelan was Eros, the band’s headliner. He read the brief bio.


  Eros and The River Styx grew out of the random jamming of a group of unemployed, messed up friends with not enough money in their pockets, too much time on their hands, and a message to share. “We want to build bridges,” said Billy Whelan, the lead singer and creative inspiration for the band, who writes all the music and lyrics himself. “Beneath the differences in creed, colour and dress, people across the world have the same fears and hopes. They might express it in different ways, but they want to love, to belong and to matter. At its end, life is about good and evil, love and death.”


  Now there’s a profound message, Green reflected wryly, echoed throughout history by every new generation trying to make sense of the mess they inherit. A second link on the sidebar read “Catch our sound.” Green switched on the computer’s speakers and leaned back to listen. The page filled with a picture of an empty highway fading into darkness. “Destination”, the caption read. “Music and Lyrics by Eros.”


  A solitary drum began a low, gentle beat which was echoed in the next bar by the bass guitar. On top of the rhythm an electric guitar began to dance an exuberant solo, melding with the drum beat to create a strangely hypnotic pulse. After a few bars, a breathless, gravelly tenor joined the guitar.


  
    You race the road of life’s allures,

    Wings on your feet, April wind in your hair,

    Silk at your fingertips and laughter in your ears,

    Through life’s blinding highs and golden lights,

    You race the road.

  


  Abruptly the drum beat thundered, and the bass guitar began to drive. The voice turned urgent, angry, filled with despair.


  
    Dark temp-ta-tion

    Velvet hammers pound

    Des-per-a-tion

    Clawing hungers hound

    De-gra-da-tion

    Cast upon the ground

    De-so-la-tion

    Blackness all around

  


  Green listened with increasing respect. The recording was amateurish and the sound tinny, but the talent shone through. Talent snuffed out before it ever had a chance to soar. As the last bleak strains of the chorus died away, the door opened behind him and Sharon came in to slip her arms around his neck. He braced himself for a lecture, but instead she kissed the top of his head. “What’s that?”


  “Rebecca Whelan’s brother had a band,” he replied. “They were heavy into Greek mythology.”


  “He was talented.”


  “Yes, he was.” Regret stole over him as he looked at the desolate picture on the screen before him. At the empty road stretching into the misty night. Had that been a metaphor for Billy Whelan’s life? Green pondered the sudden plunge from joy to despair in the song. The meaning of dark temptation and clawing hunger. Cocaine? Or something else.


  Sharon leaned over his shoulder to tap the murky picture on the screen. “Jeeze, Mike, I wonder if he was the mistwalker. You were thinking mistwalker was a confidante or a friend of Fraser’s, but what if it’s a code name that Fraser gave to Billy, because of this picture?”


  He swung around to look at her with excitement. Barely had her insight melded with his than his own vague idea crystallized, and a further piece of the puzzle tumbled into place. Eros!


  Before he could speak, a thunderous barking erupted downstairs, followed by the loud insistent ringing of the bell. The moment Sharon opened the door, Brian Sullivan strode in with a glint of triumph in his eye.


  “We’ve been idiots, Mike! The truth has been staring us in the face!”


  


  An hour earlier, Brian Sullivan had stepped into Billy Whelan’s apartment, shut the door and turned to absorb first impressions. Sparse, poor and none too clean; a place to sleep rather than a home. The off-white walls bore the stains of decades of grimy fingers, covered at intervals by pencil sketches on rough newsprint scotchtaped in place. The sketches were of animals—horses galloping with manes streaming, huskies straining eagerly in the traces, spaniels racing nose to the ground. For a moment Sullivan stood in front of the horse sketch, which was so keenly drawn that even the whites of the creature’s eyes conveyed the wild joy of running. The man might not have amounted to much else, but he could sure use a pencil.


  Apart from the art, the one-room studio contained nothing but a shabby brown sofa bed, a TV propped on an upturned plastic crate, a coffee table, and against one wall a dresser and a stack of books on a homemade shelf. Sullivan poked through the books. Poetry, fantasy novels, computer manuals and three big tomes on deities and mythology. On top of the dresser sat a high-end mini sound system and a pile of CD s. Sullivan recognized some of the hard-edged bands which his daughter Lizzie normally turned her nose up at, along with an entire collection of Nirvana. There’s a hero to emulate, he reflected drily, if you’re into drug popping and suicide.


  The kitchen held the bare minimum of cooking utensils and the cheap, simple food of the poor—rice, pasta, canned tuna and a bag of slightly mouldy potatoes. Buried behind winter coats at the back of the closet, he discovered a laptop computer and an assortment of expensive musical equipment, including an electric guitar. Sullivan was trying to buy Lizzie a guitar for her birthday, and he knew this one was twice the price of what he had in mind. Probably stolen, and now hidden from Billy’s creepier friends to prevent a repeat.


  Crusted dishes emitted a rancid smell in the kitchen sink, and stained jockey shorts and T -shirts littered the floor. Sullivan did a quick search which turned up no cache of drugs or telltale accounts book. If Billy still had criminal connections, there was no evidence of it so far. But hidden under the stack of books on the makeshift shelf, he finally found a day book and three well-worn notebooks filled with poetry. A cursory examination of the day book revealed that Billy’s appointments had been pretty sparse in the months before his death, but most were in initials or shorthand. Which could mean anything, but to Sullivan’s suspicious cop mind, it suggested codes. The initials of buyers, perhaps?


  He slipped the agenda book into an evidence bag for the drug squad, and as an afterthought put the poetry notebooks into a second bag for Green, who, with his university degrees, might be able to read something into the symbolism. For himself, Sullivan preferred the tangible fruits of old-fashioned evidence and real live witnesses.


  He slipped back out the door, hoping to have more luck with the alleged girlfriend next door. But as he approached, he could hear a child crying even through the cinder block walls. It sounded like a full-blown preschooler’s temper tantrum, and he hesitated before he knocked, wondering if he should come back later. Tiffany Brown was unlikely to be in much of a mood to answer his questions even if she could hear them, and he needed all the answers he could get. As he stood outside her door debating what to do, he heard shrill swearing within, and the crying stopped abruptly. He gave the neighbour an extra minute to restore her calm, then knocked.


  Tiffany Brown was not surprised to see him nor to learn that Billy Whelan was dead.


  “Does that mean I never get my cheque back?” she demanded. Black mascara smudged her cheeks, and her hair hung in straw-like clumps over her eyes. But beneath the make-up, she looked barely older than Lizzie, and her halter top hung over a flat, bony chest. In the background, her little girl sat on the floor, engrossed in TV and eating a box of Oreos.


  He steered adroitly around the question and inquired about any known enemies or conflicts involving Billy. She shrugged.


  “He dreamed big, but he was such a loser. Probably wouldn’t have the nerve to hurt a fly. But he’s done time, and he did deal some when he needed the cash. He wasn’t big time, but he might have made enemies.”


  “Anyone in particular?”


  She blew a clump of hair out of her eyes and clucked with impatience. Behind her, a kettle began to whistle on the stove, but she ignored it.


  “Well, there was this one guy creeped me right out. Showed up on my doorstep about a month ago, asking questions about Billy. Like was he a friend of mine, what was he like, did he ever have any visitors in his apartment? The guy seemed especially interested in my little girl. Gave me the creeps the way he kept looking at her.”


  “Can you describe this man?”


  “Yeah, like...mid-thirties, ordinary looking, dressed like a total geek. Brown hair long in the back like ten years ago. When I told Billy about it, he said it was probably some undercover cop.”


  Sullivan studied his notes, careful to conceal his excitement. Tiffany had just given the perfect description of Matthew Fraser.


  “But he was interested in your little girl, you say?”


  “Yeah, well, like in how Billy treated her. Which was creepy, because that’s the reason I broke up with Billy. He was no good in bed with me, couldn’t hardly get it up most of the time, but he’d wrestle with Katie, tickling like, and he’d get these humongous hard-ons. Freaked me right out.”


  Sixteen

  



  “I knew it!” Green crowed before Sullivan had even finished his story. “It’s so obvious! How the fuck did everyone miss it!”


  “Well, after all, he was only fourteen–”


  “Fourteen is plenty old enough, if you remember. My God, all the signs are there! Who else would she lie for?”


  “Yeah, but we weren’t the only ones to miss it, Mike. Everyone much closer to the case—Barb Devine and the CAS , the family...”


  The two men had the living room to themselves, and Green was sitting bolt upright on the sofa. Pain and adrenaline pulsed through him, scattering his thoughts. Sharon had barricaded Tony and the dog in the kitchen with her while she cleaned up dinner, and Tony’s incessant chatter washed over Green unheard as his thoughts slowly began to coalesce.


  Green marvelled at how blind they’d all been to forget that children could be not only the victims but the perpetrators of evil, and that brotherly protectiveness and love could so easily transform into sex and domination. The abuse could have been going on for years, beginning as the barely pubescent curiosity of a ten-year-old and progressing slowly to physical exploration and experimentation, and finally to full-blown sexual acts. Beginning so innocuously that perhaps at first neither of them had thought anything wrong, until Billy’s adolescent urges coerced her into acts she found scary, disgusting or even painful enough to speak out. Since there had been no vaginal penetration, Billy may even have convinced himself that his little fondlings were harmless.


  Yet now in hindsight, how clearly everything fit! Matthew Fraser had been wrongly accused from the start, a hapless target who was safer to finger than her own brother, and once Fraser had pulled himself together years later, he began his quest to find out who the guilty party was. He’d done research, analyzed court and newspaper records, and as his suspicions grew, he’d done his own questioning of Billy’s neighbours. When Tiffany tipped Billy off that Fraser was nosing around, Billy began to follow him, perhaps to frighten him or simply to find out what he knew. Fraser had compiled his case, tried to take it to his lawyer and, when that failed, to the CAS .


  But especially now that his band’s success was finally within reach, Billy would have been desperate to prevent anyone from derailing his life’s dream. Somehow he must have intercepted Fraser outside the CAS and panicked him into flight. Fearing that no one was going to believe him and that Billy was on to him, Fraser had tried to go into hiding. But Billy tracked him down to the rooming house, and in that final confrontation, with his back to the wall and desperate to protect himself, Fraser had killed him.


  Which meant they were still looking for a killer, but at least not the cold-blooded manipulator Green had feared him to be.


  “I wonder what difference this makes to the safety of Janice Tanner,” Green mused. “Matthew Fraser may not be quite the bad guy we thought he was, but this still proves he’s capable of murder when he’s desperate. And after his last experience with the justice system, he’s not likely to surrender to us without a fight. No one’s been on this guy’s side. No one. I have a very bad feeling about what this guy’s capable of when he has nowhere left to turn.”


  Sullivan fidgeted uneasily with his notebook, looking at war with himself, as if he had something to tell him, but didn’t want to.


  “What?” Green felt a twinge of alarm. “Is there news about Anne Patterson?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “No, it’s not that. I’m not sure it matters, but back in the original investigation, Anne may have tried to get the abuse charges dropped, but Devine—”


  He stopped as his radio crackled faintly as his side. He turned it up to respond to his own call sign. A voice blasted over the radio, shrill with excitement, but the message was clear. The caller was part of the team conducting the search in the Lemieux Island vicinity. They had combed through all the underbrush and the abandoned house, and they’d just started along the water’s edge.


  Sullivan broke through the travel commentary impatiently. “Any sign of the Tanner woman or the briefcase?”


  “No, but—but we found a body, sir!”


  “What?”


  The officer was breathless, his young voice cracking. “We found a fucking body, half sunk just fifteen feet off the shore!”


  


  Sullivan barrelled down Woodroffe Avenue through the corn fields with his red light flashing while Green hunkered down in the passenger seat, coordinating with the sergeant on the scene and calling in the police units that would be needed. The Ottawa-Gatineau area straddled the confluence of three large rivers and one canal, so recovering bodies was a well-established routine. Most of these were accidental drownings due to boating and snowmobile mishaps which often occurred many miles upstream, but the bodies were swept down by the strong current. The occasional one was a suicide leap from one of the city’s bridges. Only very rarely was it a case of foul play. Spring was the busiest time, as bodies began to warm up and rise to the surface. The section of the Ottawa River where this body had been found was deceptively fast moving, catching many a swimmer or kayaker by surprise. Green knew there was a good chance it had no relation to the Fraser case, but a knot of worry formed in his gut nonetheless.


  Sullivan’s efficient driving delivered them to the entrance of the Lemieux Island Bridge in just over half an hour, but the scene was already beginning to look like a carnival. Four cruisers with flashing lights blocked the entrance to the bridge, and yellow tape cordoned off the entire copse of woods on the east side of the bridge. There was no sign yet of the boats and divers of the Underwater Search and Recovery Unit, but the Forensic Identification van was parked on the bridge in a line of official vehicles that included the black coroner’s van. Sullivan parked his Taurus behind the others, and the two of them climbed out.


  Green scanned the surroundings to get his bearings and to form an initial impression of the terrain. The broad Ottawa River lay ahead of him, its shoreline meandering among a series of small islands, but its centre rushing deep and fast under the bridge. Along the water’s edge, sandwiched between the Parkway and the river, was a thin swath of parkland with overhanging trees and the occasional beach along the rocky shore. The sun blazed off the river, elongating the shadows of the police officers poking around in the tall grass. Crowds of joggers, cyclists and strollers on the bike path along the river had stopped to watch the drama, craning their necks past the yellow tape.


  At the Lemieux Island Bridge, the riverbank curved out to form a peninsula covered with thick woods. Near the tip of the peninsula, jarringly out of place in this wooded setting, were the crumbling remains of an old stone house, beside which the shoreline disappeared into a thick clump of trees. It was in the trees, invisible from the Parkway or the bridge, that all the activity seemed to be focussed. Green could hear the murmur of voices and the crackle of radios through the bush. Could it be Fraser’s secret beach? he wondered, as the knot of worry tightened.


  The uniformed officer who’d discovered the body was waiting for them at the curb, trying to look professional, despite the unusual brightness of his eyes and the green cast to his skin. He seemed doubly flustered to be dealing with an inspector, and he flitted from word to word as he pointed down the slope past the stone house.


  “My partner was keeping surveillance, sir, and I was working my way along the shore looking for the briefcase. There’s a fairly worn footpath along there, and at one point it dips down to this tiny beach. Really nothing more than a place for a couple of lovers, and there was some evidence of that, sir. So I stood on it to look around. Actually I was looking downstream towards the skyline. It’s amazing, you can see all the skyscrapers and the Supreme Court and the Peace Tower up on the bluff, hardly a kilometre away, and here’s this little piece of private paradise—”


  “Officer,” Sullivan nudged.


  “Sorry sir. That’s what I was thinking, and that’s when I saw this thing bobbing in the water about fifteen feet out. Well, not really bobbing, but big and puffy just under the surface. I thought it was a dead fish, but it was awful huge, so I stepped out in the water a ways, and that’s when I realized it was the body of a man.”


  “Man? You’re sure?”


  “Oh, no. I mean, you can’t tell what it was. It’s sort of green and red marble. That’s when I called my sergeant, and Sergeant Sullivan too, because it was his operation, and my partner and I secured the scene. The Ident team is down there now, taking videos. And the coroner’s there too.”


  “Who’s the Ident in charge?”


  “Sergeant Cunningham. He said not to let anyone near till he’s processed the scene.”


  Green was familiar with Cunningham’s new obsession with scene contamination. He turned to Sullivan with a grimace. “A green and red floater. I’m not in a big hurry to have a look anyway.”


  Sullivan chuckled. “Even the coroner’s probably reluctant to look at this one. Sounds like it’s been in the water a while. The good news is, it probably has nothing to do with our case.”


  Green stood in the road looking around. Despite the constant stream of cars on the Parkway, the bridge itself would normally have very little traffic, since it led nowhere but to the water purification plant on Lemieux Island, which sat in the middle of the Ottawa River. The bridge and island were closed to public access after eight in the evening, so at night the entire area would be virtually deserted. Certainly much more deserted than any of the other brightly lit and overcrowded bridges in the city. It must have been this very solitude, mere minutes from his home and from the spectacular downtown skyline, that Fraser found so soothing.


  Green’s eyes were drawn back to the stone structure at the water’s edge, which looked like the remains of an old stone homestead blackened by fire. It was surrounded by an eightfoot chain link fence, and shrubs flourished in its gutted core.


  “What the hell is that?”


  “The old Hintonburg pump house,” Sullivan said. “Remember the fire about ten or fifteen years ago?”


  “And the city just left it there?” Green demanded incredulously, although he suspected that the heritage building’s fate was trussed up in a thousand miles of inter-governmental red tape which might paralyze the authorities for decades to come. His curiosity was piqued, for it looked as if the crumbling stone harboured dozens of crannies where a briefcase could be hidden. He turned back to the constable. “Did you search it?”


  “Well, no sir.” The constable looked nervous. “It has barbed wire all around it.”


  “As soon as Ident gives us the all clear, search it,” Green snapped. He began to stroll out onto the bridge, feeling the blaze of the evening sun on his face and the wind off the water in his hair. Soon the bridge reached open water, and the rush of the current filled his ears. He leaned over the edge, careful not to touch the railing, and stared down at the deep water which raced beneath him. His gaze followed the current as it roiled on downstream toward the bluff of Parliament Hill. Then he glanced towards the shore, which angled into a small bay where the coroner and the Ident team were clustered thigh deep in the water. Further downstream in the bay, he saw the flashing red of the Underwater Search and Recovery Unit van as it backed up close to the water. He imagined the men swarming out of the back and preparing their gear while they awaited the signal from the coroner and Ident. The diving suits, dinghies and nets would all be in readiness.


  Green’s eyes tracked the path of the current from the bridge to the small bay. Most of the water flowed straight downstream, but at the edges of the current, small eddies became sidetracked and drifted lazily into the bay. His pulse quickened. It was theoretically possible for someone to jump off the bridge expecting the current to sweep his body far downstream and thus delay its discovery for weeks, only to have it drift into the bay and surface several days later exactly where the Ident team was standing. Could it possibly be Fraser? Had he come to his favourite refuge for solace, only to realize that his future was over? That with the murder of Billy Whelan he had crossed the line from victim to villain, and that all hope of redemption and restitution was lost?


  Green carefully scanned the bridge railing. It was slightly rusty and worn with the scratches of normal wear and tear, but he could detect nothing suspicious to the naked eye. He called Cunningham on his radio. “Lyle, it’s Mike Green. I’m going to call another Ident team in to look at this bridge. It’s possible our floater jumped from here.”


  To his surprise, the Ident officer gave him no argument, but sounded oddly excited as he signed off. A few minutes later, Green saw him leave the water and clamber up the slope to his van. Green and Sullivan walked back along the bridge to greet him.


  “So what’s the word?” Green asked.


  “It’s an adult male, but the body’s too bloated to make any ID or even to guess at the size till we get it into the autopsy room.”


  “Any guess on how long it’s been there?”


  “Well, it’s beginning to float, so it’s got to be at least a week, but not more than two. Not too much skeletonization yet, although the fishies have been nibbling.”


  “So the coroner’s figuring one to two weeks?” Green felt relief. Whatever the tragic story of this body, it couldn’t be Fraser.


  Cunningham grinned. “Dr. Lee took the call, because nobody figured it was a suspicious death. But you know how much he hates floaters. He hasn’t taken too close a look yet, and he’s handing the PM over to MacPhail tomorrow.”


  “MacPhail?” The fact that the autopsy would be conducted by the forensic specialist rather than a regular pathologist meant something was amiss. “So you’re saying this might be a suspicious death?”


  “Might be?” Cunningham laughed, obviously enjoying his role in the drama. “Judging from the shoes the guy’s wearing, I’d say so. Standard mob-issue cement.”


  Green stared at him. “He’s wearing cement shoes?”


  “Yeah. Nice new cinder block tied to his ankles. Although whoever did the job didn’t have enough experience to do it right. Didn’t know you need a hell of a lot more cement to keep a body under water once it starts to decompose. This guy’s been bouncing along, dragging his anchor about a foot off the ground.” He shook his head in mock disgust. “Christ, you just can’t get good help any more.” He held out a computer disk. “So he’s all yours, guys. And here’s a little photo album to get you started.”


  “I think Cunningham’s been working in Ident too long,” Sullivan remarked drily as they watched Cunningham walk back down to the shore.


  Green barely heard him as he tried to absorb the latest twist. The man had not jumped off the bridge, he’d been thrown! Right near the very spot where Fraser liked to hang out. But where the fuck did this body fit in the Fraser story? If at all.


  “Get the guys in Criminal Intelligence to check into recent enforcer activity,” he said. “Especially any new kids on the block. This killer didn’t know how to throw a body off a bridge very well either. An all-round incompetent bad guy.”


  As Green said the words, a picture came to mind of one of life’s losers, who couldn’t even make a success as a criminal, a Hell’s Angels wannabe who’d hung around on the periphery hoping to make an impression. And who had himself ended up dead barely a week later. Billy Whelan. Yet that didn’t make any sense! Why would Billy Whelan choose this particular spot to throw someone off? And equally to the point, why would he be killing anyone when he was rumoured to be trying to get out of the business so that he could move on to loftier dreams? There were probably a dozen other puppet club amateurs eager to prove their mettle to the kingpins from Montreal. Any one of them might have decided to bump off the competition. Perhaps they chose this location for the same reason Fraser loved it. Because of its seclusion.


  Green watched absently as the young constable and his partner clipped the chain-link fence and began to search the stone house for the briefcase. Briefcases, dead bodies, favourite haunts... There were just too many damn coincidences.


  “When the divers get the body out, I want to look at it,” he said suddenly.


  Sullivan swung on him, cellphone already to his ear. His mirrored sunglasses revealed nothing but above them his brows shot up. “Why?”


  “Because it’s one coincidence too many,” he replied briskly. He hoped he sounded more convincing than he felt, for after less than an hour on his feet, he was already exhausted, and he wasn’t at all sure he could manage the long night that lay ahead of them. Earlier, he’d had to lie through his teeth to Adam Jules about his health before Jules consented to his playing even a partial role in the recovery of this body, and he only hoped Jules would not show up to see for himself how Green was managing.


  While Sullivan discussed the case with the Criminal Intelligence Unit, Green sat down on the curb and watched with weary curiosity as the two uniformed constables blundered around inside the shell of the old stone house. They emerged a few moments later, shaking their heads. Green frowned to himself. The house itself was too obvious. Fraser was an intelligent, methodical man. He would have approached the question of concealment logically. He would have looked for a place most people wouldn’t even know existed, a place where the briefcase would be protected from the rain and from the dampness of the earth. If the building had once been a pump house, presumably it had a cavity underground to house the pump and the pipes which ran from the river. This underground chamber might have remained untouched by the fire and would have had some means of access from either outside or inside the house. A hidden door, perhaps, or a hatch barely discernible on the floor.


  Green scrambled down the embankment through the thick grass. Already the sun was sinking low in the western sky, shooting flames of colour across the river but plunging the stone ruins into deep shadow. He stepped through the hole in the chain link fence and began to pick his way through the tall grass and scrub that surrounded the walls. He could see that long ago the house must have been breathtaking. Built of rough-cut grey limestone, it perched on the shoreline with the remnants of its front porch facing directly down the river to the majestic Gothic spires of Parliament Hill.


  First he inched his way around the exterior foundation, probing for signs of a hatch or a depression in the ground which might be stairs. Nothing. He stepped through the crumbling doorway into the interior, ducking under charred beams where the ceiling had fallen in and skirting the young trees that were taking root within. Perhaps I’m wrong, he thought. What do I know about pump houses?


  He stood stock still in the centre and surveyed the interior inch by inch, using his policeman’s eye to detect the least sign of something that didn’t fit. Finally, almost lost in the deep shadows of the back wall, he saw something. A very faint line, like a path worn through the grass to a point near the wall. The grass was flattened. Not trampled by the young officers who had thrashed around in here, but eroded more subtly by repeated footsteps over time. Where the path reached the barbed wire fence, a small opening had been cut in the wire close to the ground.


  Conscious of the rapidly failing light, he hurried over to inspect the base of the stone wall. The ground felt solid beneath his feet. No cellar or hidden chamber under there, he thought, but something about the stones in the wall looked odd. The joints were ragged and poorly aligned. He pushed a stone and felt it shift. He flinched, suddenly fearful that the entire wall and the remaining roof timbers would crash down on him. But nothing happened. He pushed again, and dislodged the stone enough to see there was a cavity behind. Probably at one time a storage bin of some kind.


  Excited, he pulled harder until he yanked the entire stone out. Hoping there were no furry, sharp toothed creatures who would object to his intrusion, he pulled on nitrile gloves and slipped his hand cautiously into the hole to grope around. Almost immediately his fingers struck something soft and smooth. He explored its contours. Flat and square-edged, just like a briefcase!


  Casting caution aside, he plunged both hands inside and struggled until he was able to lift the object up and draw it out through the hole. A battered, well-worn, brown leather briefcase, secured with a small lock.


  Green carried it outside and scrambled up the hillside, his fatigue forgotten. Settling in the back seat of the Taurus, he broke open the case. As Bleustein had said, it was crammed with notes, clippings and articles, all meticulously highlighted in yellow and covered in scribbled notes. Pedophilia, incest, family systems theory, the pact of silence...all of which would take hours to sift through. In a separate pouch he found a sheaf of printed emails, most sent over the past two months between someone called “seeker” and the other “mistwalker”. He frowned in surprise. Had Fraser actually been communicating with Billy? He scanned the emails excitedly. The messages were cryptic and full of code words, but rather than containing threats and warnings, they suggested collusion on a secret quest.


  Gf found...3 girls...JP 606...M can’t know!


  It looked as if Fraser had been communicating with mistwalker about the success of his search. But if Billy was mistwalker, that didn’t make any sense unless Fraser hadn’t known until too late that Billy was the very villain he was after. That would certainly explain his sudden panic and his flight into hiding, Green thought excitedly, flipping through the pages for more clues. At the bottom of one of the emails was a note in the same scribbled hand. She’s friend, not foe. Remember that.


  The door jerked open, and Sullivan stuck his head in. “There you are! They’ve just taken the body out. They’re waiting for you.”


  Green started and returned to the present with reluctance. His mind reeled. He knew the contents of the briefcase were crucial to the Fraser case, but to even know what case they were dealing with, he had to look at the body.


  He gestured to the pages he had strewn over the back seat. “Take a look at that stuff while I’m gone, will you? See if it tells us anything.” Then he took a deep breath, steadied himself against the side of the car and set off down the bike path toward the bay.


  The huge, discoloured mound of flesh was splayed on a yellow plastic sheet beside the recovery van. Water oozed from its various wounds and orifices. Cunningham and the reluctant coroner were bent over examining it minutely, holding masks to their faces. Cunningham’s new sidekick was fifty feet away, sitting on the ground with his head in his hands. Green sympathized; no doubt the kid was rethinking his latest career move. Green was tempted to rethink his own decision to examine the body, but just as he was about to retreat, Cunningham saw him. With a weak smile, Green approached.


  “What have you got?”


  “Male, medium height, five-ten or so. Weight—who knows? Skin colour ditto, although I’m guessing white, because there’s some hair left on his head that’s brown and long.” Cunningham was moving carefully around the body and pointing things out as he spoke. “The guy was wearing a tie and what looks like it might have been a grey suit—one of your higher class mob affiliates, maybe?”


  Grey suit, medium height, long, brown hair... Green stared at the body in bewilderment. One man fit the description perfectly, a man last seen wearing a grey suit and tie on his way to a meeting with the CAS eleven days ago. Yet how could Matthew Fraser have died long before Billy Whelan ended up dead in his rooming house?


  The pieces tumbled around in his mind as he searched for a new theory to contain them. What if Billy Whelan had killed Matthew Fraser the very day he’d set off to see the CAS , long before Janice Tanner ever reported him missing? Billy must have been desperate once he realized Fraser was about to reveal the truth. Perhaps he’d been following Fraser for days, and when he saw him going to the CAS with a briefcase, he realized he had to act. So he followed Fraser back to his apartment that afternoon and knocked on the door, and for some unfathomable reason no one will ever know, Fraser let him in. Then Fraser either fled or was forced to this secluded river hideaway, maybe hoping Billy would spare him if he handed over the briefcase. But once here, and knowing his secret would never be safe unless Fraser was dead, Billy killed him and threw him off the bridge.


  Poor, stupid Billy. He hadn’t found the briefcase after all, and in the end he too had ended up dead. Who had killed him? Had his own criminal past finally caught up with him, leading him afoul of the wrong people?


  Green pondered the explanation with dissatisfaction, for there was one too many murders for comfort. It made sense that when Billy had discovered Fraser was about to expose him, he had killed him. However, it was too damn convenient that someone—perhaps a Hell’s Angels’ enforcer—had stepped up to the plate to burn Billy to a crisp just a few days later. In Fraser’s rooming house, no less! Random coincidence aside, Green sensed a loose thread dangling just out of reach in his mind, but it eluded his weary grasp. Later, when he’d slept and had a chance to go through the briefcase, perhaps he’d make more sense of it. He was dizzy with fatigue, and a dull ache had settled behind his eyes. He could see the Ident team erecting lights along the shore to help them with their search. Every minuscule cigarette butt would be bagged and tagged, every footprint cast. Up on the bridge, the second Ident team was setting up to examine the railing for prints. A long shot, perhaps, but hopefully enough to explain the mystery if anything were found.


  He walked back along the bike path towards the car, where Sullivan was just wrapping up another conversation with Criminal Intelligence. Wearily, Green filled him in on his halfbaked biker gang theory, which Sullivan embraced with few of Green’s doubts.


  “Well, you were at the meeting,” Sullivan said. “You know the biker gangs are stepping up their operations from Montreal. They’re trying to hook up with the local clubs, but they’re also flexing their muscles to make sure the locals know what happens if they don’t play ball. My guess is if Billy was trying to retire, he was a liability. He had entries in his day book that Criminal Intelligence will be salivating over.”


  Green opened the passenger door of the Taurus, longing to sit down, shut his eyes and do nothing for ten whole minutes. His eyes fell on the briefcase in the back. He looked at it blankly a moment, bothered by that elusive loose thread. Something did not fit. Then finally his sluggish mind connected. Janice!


  “Wait a minute!” He jerked upright again. “If Fraser’s been dead since the week before last, and Billy’s been dead since Tuesday, who the hell called Janice this morning to ask her to go get the briefcase?”


  “Do you know for sure it was the briefcase?”


  “It doesn’t matter. Her exact words were ‘Fraser wants me to get something for him’. But that was obviously a lie or at least an untruth, since Fraser was already fish bait.”


  “Do we know for sure that someone did call her?”


  Green nodded. “Another woman at the shelter took the call. Couldn’t identify the voice as male or female, but said Janice seemed definitely happy to hear from them. Someone was either posing as Fraser or claiming to call on his behalf.”


  Sullivan propped himself against the police car and stretched out his long legs with a thoughtful air. “Strange. Those emails you asked me to look at? Looks like this mistwalker character was helping Fraser with his inquiries. Helped him find the room in Vanier too.”


  Green leaned on the roof of the car. If mistwalker wasn’t Billy, who was it? ‘Friend, not foe...’ Was it someone who pretended to be a friend, but who’d been after the briefcase all along? Green rested his chin in his hands, letting the breeze off the water ruffle his hair. God, he was tired. “Well, whoever it is, it looks like they were playing both sides of the fence. Although I’m damned if I can think why.”


  “Seems pretty far-fetched, Green. You already have Fraser out to implicate Whelan, and Whelan knocking off Fraser, and Hells Angels locals torching Billy, and now you want to drag in...who?”


  Green turned the question over and over in his mind, sensing the futility of it. Until a vague, preposterous idea dawned. She’s friend, not foe. Remember that.


  She...


  Maybe Fraser had it all wrong. Maybe danger had lurked where he hadn’t expected it at all. As Sherlock Holmes said, once you’ve eliminated the impossible, then whatever is left, no matter how improbable, must be true.


  “Unless...” he said. “Unless Janice made the whole thing up—made up being followed, the attempted break-in at her house, the phone call this morning—to create a diversion. To make it look as if Fraser was still alive.”


  “Why?”


  “To divert suspicion from the fact she killed him herself.”


  Sullivan cast him a sidelong glance of such incredulity that Green doubted the soundness of his own mind. Had his concussion finally scrambled his brain?


  “Why the fuck would she do that?” Sullivan said.


  Green didn’t answer. He had no idea. Not until he’d read through all the emails himself, dissected the rest of the material, and done some independent background research on Janice. At the moment he knew almost nothing about her beyond what she’d told him herself. “Do me a favour,” he said. “Check if any of the surveillance teams have spotted her.”


  While Sullivan put in the calls, Green stared into the gathering dusk, his eyes scanning the cluster of bystanders who stood in the road, forming a tight circle around a female news reporter he recognized from the local news channel. Camera lights were trained on her, and off to the side sat the TV channel’s van with a roof satellite for a live feed. Green groaned. Soon the reporter would be looking for a sound byte from the police, and he had barely a coherent thought in his head. Why did the public have such a thirst for the macabre? Pressing close to the reporter so they could hear, the solemn crowd was caught in the strobe lighting of the police cars.


  He was so distracted that he almost missed the other woman and had to do a double take. On first glance, he caught only a brief shimmer of red in the panning TV lights. On second glance, a tall, angular redhead hovering on the fringe of the crowd, her face frozen with horror as she strained to hear. Just as Green recognized her, she suddenly turned and thrust her way out.


  Grabbing Sullivan’s arm, Green pointed and ducked into the shadow of the trees so that she wouldn’t see his approach. Without question, Sullivan followed. Crouching low, they ran towards the crowd, elbowed their way through and picked up pursuit. The woman glanced back, caught sight of them, and began running straight down the middle of the darkened Parkway. Their shouts only made her run faster. As they gained, she seemed to panic and veered off the road onto the grassy verge towards the neighbouring residential streets. Green felt himself flagging, but she was no match for Sullivan, who caught up with her halfway across the grass. When he touched her arm, she shrieked, tripped and fell, flinging her arms over head in supplication as she landed. She thrashed around on the ground, wailing.


  “Janice, Janice,” Green gasped when he caught up. “It’s Inspector Green. Stop, we won’t hurt you.”


  She took her arms from her face and peered at him. “Inspector Green! Thank God. I was afraid you...” She began to hyperventilate, her eyes white with fear. Not a guilty woman running from capture, he realized, but an innocent one seized by terror. What was it Sharon had said about her? That she sees danger in every shadow? He gripped her hands.


  “Janice, what’s going on?”


  “I just heard on the news...they found a body...I was afraid it was...” She gasped and her eyes brimmed with tears. “Is it Matt?”


  Green hesitated. “We don’t know.”


  “I tried so hard. I wanted to help, but I couldn’t think where it was! I looked everywhere, and then I remembered this place...”


  “Janice, I don’t get it. Help who?”


  “Matt!”


  “You saw Matt?”


  “Not, not him. His friend. He’s in hiding, and he asked her to call me.”


  “What friend?”


  “The one who called me! When we met at the lake this morning, she said Matt said I’d know where it was—”


  “Where what is?”


  “The briefcase! I’m supposed to bring it to the Stone Head.” She was beginning to get agitated, as if he were being particularly dense. In truth, he felt it. The Stone Head was a cutting edge bar on the fringe of the Byward Market, hardly the place favoured by an over-thirty, very unhip recluse.


  “Janice, what is this friend’s name?” Sullivan broke in, ever practical and calm.


  “I don’t know. Not the type of friend I’d expect. She was very young and fashionable. Pierced everywhere. Crazy hair.”


  Green’s mouth went dry. “Crazy how?”


  “She looked like a large green floor mop.”


  Seventeen


  Sullivan careened the Taurus around the corner on two wheels and accelerated up the Parkway towards downtown. With both hands glued to the wheel, he radiated an intensely focussed calm. Beside him, Green was much less calm as he yelled into the radio.


  “No visible presence,” he repeated. “We need to catch her unawares, not spook her. Just give me two cars on the street covering the exits and a team outside the club to await my orders.”


  Even as he issued orders, Green’s thoughts scrambled to make sense of this new twist. Was it Rebecca with whom Fraser was communicating? Rebecca who was helping him with his quest? Was she mistwalker? But that didn’t make any sense. If she wanted to help Fraser nail her molester, why wouldn’t she simply tell the truth?


  What was it Quinton Patterson had said earlier? That Rebecca was a little out of control? How out of control? Enough to have invited her brother to the rooming house for a drink, slipped him a drug and then calmly set his lifeless body afire? As payback? After all these years of simmering, unfocussed rage, was it payback for her robbed childhood? Or for a more recent crime of betrayal? Patterson said she was finally showing signs of healing. Was that because she was finding peace within herself, or because she had finally figured out a way to right the wrong?


  So many questions, but Green couldn’t concentrate on any of them. Not now. Only two questions mattered. How deadly was she? And with Hannah in tow, what was she planning next?


  On a Saturday evening in June, the Market of old Bytown was alive with people, and its narrow streets were clogged with cars, most circling the blocks in search of parking. They fought with spirited pedestrians for supremacy of the streets. Horns punctuated the cacophony of music issuing from the cafés and shops along the way.


  The Stone Head was shoehorned into the basement of a red brick Victorian rowhouse on Murray Street. In the winter, it was confined to a long, crowded room hammered by punk rock and lit in neon purple. Luminol purple, the police often joked. In the summer, it spilled out onto half a dozen tables on the patio out front, whose patrons served as an early warning system to the heavy drug dealers inside. The police paid regular visits but rarely netted anything but underage drinkers and a few hapless recreational users. Plus the Billy Whelans of the underworld, who were too stupid to know when to get out of the way. Green knew the police couldn’t expect a warm reception and a spirit of cooperation from the owners of the bar. To make matters worse, even though he and Sullivan were dressed in casual attire, Sullivan’s ramrod back and linebacker physique screamed cop from a hundred feet away.


  A quick pass by the bar revealed no activity out of the ordinary, as well as no green or blue hair on the patio outside. They parked the Taurus around the corner out of sight, confirmed that the patrol units were in position and set off on foot. As they walked, Green spoke as much to reassure himself as to curb Sullivan.


  “Remember, she’s sixteen and presumably unarmed. She’s not expecting trouble, she’s just expecting Janice Tanner to show up with the briefcase. She knows you but not me, so I want you to hang back and watch my back. I’m going to try approaching them as Hannah’s father, get my daughter safely out of there without tipping Rebecca off. Then you can move in and nab her. If I encounter trouble, be ready to move in fast.”


  Just before the door, Green hesitated. Rock music pulsed into the street, overlaid with the din of voices and laughter from within. He felt he was entering alien territory, not just the dominion of youth and sex and drugs, but the world of a teenage daughter he had never met. How would Hannah react, and whose side would she take when he came bulldozing in?


  Drawing a deep breath to focus himself, Green tousled his hair to enhance the frantic father look and descended the stone steps to the bar. Inside, the smoke hung as a grey pall over everything in open defiance of Ottawa’s new antismoking bylaw. Green drifted through the crowd, scanning the dark haze. He saw hair of all shades and styles, silver flashing off all visible body parts, chains, studs and tattoos everywhere, but no one looked like the pixie picture Ashley had sent. He passed through the bar several times, scrutinizing the tables closely, but she was not there.


  Disappointment and apprehension hit him in twin waves. He accosted a harried waiter balancing eight beers on a tray and waved Hannah’s picture in his face.


  “You seen her in here tonight? With another girl with green hair?”


  The waiter flicked his gaze over the picture then looked at Green, about to shake his head. Green pulled out his badge.


  “Think carefully, buddy. She’s only sixteen, and unless you want trouble...”


  The waiter jerked his head towards the bar. “She might have been here. Ask the bartender, he might have been talking to them.”


  Over at the bar, a small television set hung high on the wall broadcasting the Blue Jays game, and the sound competed with the cacophony of rock. The bartender was popping cherries into an cluster of drinks on a tray, and he did not miss a beat when Green showed him the picture and his badge.


  “I get lots of kids.”


  “I’m sure you do,” Green replied ominously. “And you’re busy tonight, so you wouldn’t want trouble. This kid, however, is my daughter, and I suspect you know the other one as well. Rebecca Whelan.”


  The bartender thrust the tray aside and dried his hands deliberately. “They were just minding their own business. They weren’t doing anything wrong.”


  “Did I say they were? They’re in serious danger. Rebecca— she seemed spooked about something, didn’t she?”


  The man frowned. “Not then.” He seemed to debate, and a tiny furrow of worry crinkled his brow. “Is something wrong?”


  “You heard about Rebecca’s mother from the news?” Green said. “Becky is taking it really hard, and frankly I’m worried what she might do.”


  The bartender sighed. “They were here till about half an hour ago. Sitting at the bar eating wings, drinking cokes, joking around and watching TV . Becky was a little wired, but then she always is. Then all of a sudden they picked up their stuff and split.”


  Green felt a twinge of trepidation. “What were they watching on TV ?”


  “Blue Jays game. Becky often does that here, knows every player in the game. But tonight they split right after the news update came on.”


  The news, on which that goddamn reporter had probably aired her live feed on the discovery of the floater. Green forced back fear. “Where did they go?”


  The bartender shrugged. “I was loading glasses.”


  Green banged the counter. “This is important. Think!”


  Sullivan drifted over. “Trouble?”


  “They’ve gone. Anything from outside?”


  When Sullivan shook his head, Green caught the bartender’s arm. “This may be life or death. Where else might Becky go?”


  From beside them at the bar, an unshaven youth sporting suburban punk attire piped up. “They might’ve gone to the river. They scored some pills, and I heard Becky say something about an awesome place for their grande finale.” He shrugged blearily. “Last score of the night, or something.”


  “Or something...” Green fought panic as he dashed out of the club with Sullivan on his heels. Sullivan caught his eye as he reached for his radio. “Major’s Hill?”


  Green weighed the idea rapidly before rejecting it. Major’s Hill Park was an urban mix of trees, lawns and flower gardens situated on a bluff overlooking the locks and the Ottawa River. Until recently, it had been a naturalist setting meant for festivals and picnics, but its hidden crannies and shadowy nooks proved equally well suited to clandestine exchanges of all sorts. However, with the arrival of the security-conscious American Embassy across the street, the park had been given a facelift. Now a brightly lit promenade meandered through its centre, and floodlights splashed into every corner, driving the sex and drug trade off into the dingy back alleys of the Market. If Becky was looking for privacy, she wouldn’t find it at Major’s Hill.


  Sullivan reached their car and yanked open his door. “But there’s no other riverside park of any size before Rockcliffe, which is way too far for a couple of kids on foot.”


  Green’s thoughts raced as he jumped into the passenger seat. He’d grown up in Lowertown a mere half dozen blocks away, in a time when the Byward Market had bustled with farmers’ stalls in the daytime and rough bars and prostitutes at night. He knew every inch of the area and had played in every secret nook along the river’s edge.


  “Bordeleau Park!” he exclaimed. “Not the Ottawa River, but the Rideau, and only a few blocks on foot.”


  Sullivan stared at him in confusion, revving the engine but not engaging the gears. “Mike, that’s way off the beaten track.”


  “That’s exactly what Rebecca wants! She’s gone someplace where no one will see her, and no one will think to look. Nobody uses that park at night but a few teenage gropers and pot-heads. Drive, Brian!”


  Reluctantly, Sullivan threw the car into gear and squealed out onto Murray Street. As they raced east toward King Edward Avenue, Green hung on to the dash and ordered backup units to seal off both ends of the park. Subtlety was gone now. He didn’t even want to think what Rebecca had planned. He wanted to wrench Hannah from her clutches before she could so much as offer Hannah an aspirin. Hedging his bets, he requested an additional unit to swing by Major’s Hill. A slight smile twitched Sullivan’s lips as he rocketed around the corner and headed north toward the bridge to Quebec.


  Green ticked off the blocks in his memory as they passed, looking for the little side street that would lead them to the park. It was only a few blocks from the ramshackle tenement of his childhood, and as boys, he and his friends had played in the park all the time, shooting one another from forts in the trees and racing make-shift boats in the river. But Green hadn’t been there in over twenty years, not since he’d carried his mother down to the water’s edge for their last family picnic before she died. He a brash, invincible young rookie, and she a mere eighty pounds of cancer-ridden bones. Even the memory of it made his pulse hammer with irrational fear. Hannah had his mother’s name, his mother’s pixie face...


  Sullivan extinguished his lights, and they coasted to a stop at the side of the road that bordered the park. Up ahead was a bike path lit at twenty-foot intervals by street lamps. Beyond those splashes of light loomed the grey and black patchwork of grass and trees that ran down to the river. Lamplight glistened off a black expanse in the distance, where Green knew the river to be. He and Sullivan leaped out of the car and ran lightly on the balls of their feet across the bike path and down toward the darker brush.


  Crouching in the shadow of a massive spruce, Green searched the silence for the sound of girlish voices. Nothing but the rumble of traffic over the nearby bridge, the screech of crickets in the thick grass, and the swirl of water. Above them, the moonless sky was spattered with stars. The two detectives scanned the darkness, straining to distinguish the faintest shadow of movement in the feeble light. All was still. But beyond the grey patch of grass, the shoreline was overgrown with clumps of brush which provided perfect cover. On Green’s signal, they headed toward the nearest clump. As they drew close, Green slowed to listen, and thought he could hear the low murmur of voices. A faint giggle.


  He and Sullivan exchanged glances. Sullivan inclined his head faintly in signal, and they rushed the clump of brush. Nothing. In the next clump of trees they startled two young men locked in a naked embrace. The men sprang apart with muffled cries and dove for cover in the bush. Without a pause, Green and Sullivan raced past them into the open stretch ahead. Beside them, the river gurgled softly as it swept along the bank.


  A massive willow loomed out of the darkness ahead, its boughs thrust far out over the water. In the silence Green felt goosebumps rise on his skin. Something was there. Faint smudges of pale grey against the dark. Silent, still.


  Too still.


  Green rushed forward. Almost tripped on the first girl, who sat propped against the tree trunk, dressed head to toe in white, with silver glinting in the light and her mop of green hair cascading over her face. She stirred and moved her head. Giggled.


  “Well, well, well. The fucking cavalry.”


  Green barely heard her as he scrambled over the tree and tripped on the empty beer bottles littering the shore. The second girl lay on a bough that hung over the water’s edge, her outstretched hand trailing in the water and a faint smile on her pixie face. At his touch, her eyelids flickered, and her eyes met his briefly before they faded away.


  Green yanked her roughly onto shore, grabbed his radio and screamed for 911.


  Afterwards he knelt over her, checking her pulse and airways, slapping her face to revive her. Sirens wailed through the night, distant and forlorn, but time stretched endlessly as they waited. Green wrapped Hannah in his jacket and lifted her off the damp ground, rubbing her limbs. She was so tiny! A fragile, blue wraith beneath his clumsy hands. He had a vivid memory of his mother, mere bones in his arms the last time he’d embraced her. Through the roaring fear in his head, he was only dimly aware of Sullivan bent over Rebecca until she spoke, her voice throaty and slurred with imminent sleep.


  “It won’t do any good. She’s history, man.”


  “What did you give her?” Green demanded.


  “Wanted to watch her, see her smile, watch her die.”


  “Why!”


  “So the cop would bleed. Know how it feels. He doesn’t give a fuck about her anyway.”


  Green scanned the darkness. Shouted. Where the hell was everyone! He looked at Rebecca listing towards the grass, her eyes at half mast, but the secret smile still on her lips.


  “What did you give her!”


  “Roofy specials. Make you soar. So peaceful, so warm, you just leave your body behind. It’s what I gave Billy. Promised him the best high he ever had. That’s justice, don’t you think? The only kind he’ll ever get.”


  Green felt Hannah’s pulse slowly fading beneath his touch. She was so grey! The sirens had howled to a stop and red lights strobed the distant trees. He could hear men calling in the dark.


  “Brian, go get them. For fuck’s sakes, hurry!” Sullivan bolted into the darkness, and when Green caught Rebecca’s eyes, he saw they were fixed on his, alert with a strange, intense light. “When he killed Mr. Fraser, I knew it was over. No more cops, no more trying to fix things. I was alone, like I’d always been.”


  He saw a shimmer of tears in the dark. She was slipping under, losing her hard edge. “Rebecca,” he said. “Your mother and father would have helped you. Why didn’t you just tell the truth?”


  The voices grew closer and flashlights danced through the trees. But Rebecca seemed oblivious as she shut her eyes and giggled. Just as she answered, the first of the paramedics crashed through the brush, so loud that Green could barely believe what he’d heard.


  


  Almost an hour elapsed before Green was ready to put in a call to Quinton Patterson. He had let Sullivan take charge of the investigation and follow-up, but even once the girls were whisked from the ambulance into the hospital and out of sight, there were forms to fill in at Emergency and questions to answer. As soon as he had a spare moment, he slipped outside the Emergency entrance so that he could use his cellphone. It was nearly midnight by then and the phone rang five times before Quinton’s foggy voice broke through. When Green filled him in, Quinton was instantly awake.


  “Are they going to be all right?”


  “I don’t know, they’re unconscious. The doctors are with them now, and I expect they’ll pump their stomachs and give them some drug to counteract the effects. Then we’ll have to wait and see. Quinton, you should know this was a deliberate overdose. But Rebecca was conscious till near the end, so she has a good chance.” He didn’t add that Hannah had the worst of it, all because Quinton’s stepdaughter had wanted to watch her die.


  “This is all your fault, Green! This was all behind us till you barged in!”


  Like hell it was, Green thought, clenching his teeth. How could he explain to the idiot over the phone about the incest in the family, about the murder of his stepson and the power of his wife Anne to destroy lives through her own moral cowardice?


  “I think you need to come down,” was all he said.


  “Well, if she’s unconscious and I can’t visit anyway, I guess I can wait till morning.”


  “Quinton, your stepdaughter may die. And take my daughter with her!”


  “But Anne can’t be left alone yet, and I can’t get anyone to relieve me at this hour.”


  A fury welled up in Green so strong that he wanted to throttle the man. Why was everything about Anne? Not about the children, or even Matthew Fraser, the other real victim in this case. “Fuck Anne!” he yelled and hurled the cellphone across the lawn.


  Five minutes later, he was still wrestling his rage under control as he sat in the back of a squad car, speeding through the empty streets towards the Glebe. The young constable he had commandeered kept glancing at him nervously in the rear view mirror but had the sense to say nothing. Green knew he looked a sight, with his left temple gradually ripening to purple, his clothes in dirty disarray, and more than a hint of hysteria in his demeanour.


  Quinton Patterson was fully dressed when Green pounded on the door, and he jerked it open with a scowl.


  “I only just got her back to sleep,” he snapped. “She knows something is up.”


  “Then get her. She needs to hear this.”


  “Absolutely not. She’s too fragile—”


  “She’s not fucking fragile! And if you don’t get her, I’ll move the meeting upstairs.”


  He had reached the foot of the stairs by the time Quinton grabbed his arm to block his path. “Inspector! Haven’t you done enough to her? I’ve called my sister, and we can leave as soon as she gets here.”


  “I want Anne to hear this. I want her, for once in her self-serving life, to face the whole bald truth about what happened.”


  Quinton blocked the stairway and folded his arms. “What truth?”


  “Point one. Did you know it was Billy who molested Rebecca?”


  Quinton’s jaw dropped.


  “Point two. Did you know Anne knew all along, but let Matthew Fraser take the fall? Point three. Did you know Rebecca was trying to help Fraser set the record straight? Point four. Billy found out and killed Fraser to prevent—”


  Quinton found his voice. “Matthew Fraser’s dead? I thought you said the body was Billy.”


  “It was. Billy threw Fraser off a bridge. It was Rebecca who set Billy on fire.”


  Quinton sagged onto the steps, his colour draining.


  “Becky...? Killed her brother?”


  Green nodded. “Quite a few things you didn’t know, aren’t there?”


  “Oh...God. Poor...poor kid.”


  “Which one?”


  Quinton looked up at him. Tears shimmered in his eyes. “I don’t know. Both.”


  The man’s utter desolation, his bleak and buffeted look, gave Green pause. He felt his rage slowly seep away. This was not the enemy. “Yes. Both. Billy’s already paid for his crimes, but Becky still has to face what she’s done. She’s one hell of a bitter young lady, and no matter what she’s done, no matter what sentence she’ll have to face, nothing will be worse than the hell she’s already in. She’s going to need all your help.”


  Quinton rested his head in his hands and shook it slowly back and forth. “How could I not have known this? Why didn’t she tell us? Why didn’t she tell someone?”


  “That’s the most damning point of all, Quinton. Because your wife, your precious, fragile Anne, told her if she ever breathed a word of it, she would kill herself.”


  There was a loud thud from upstairs, and Green realized Anne had been awake and had heard every word. He felt some satisfaction that Quinton, after leaping instinctively to his feet, turned to gaze up the stairs for a moment, and then slowly turned away.


  


  Dawn was washing the hospital grounds in pale light when Sullivan dropped by on his way home from the station. Green had spent the last few hours on a vinyl cushioned bench, listening to Quinton on the pay phone calling in favours and mustering his defences for the battle ahead. Psychiatrists, social workers, crown attorneys, even Josh Bleustein were rounded up, all before his daughter was even off the critical list. Green let the sounds and smells of the ER flow over him and was just drifting into a fitful sleep when Sullivan arrived with two cups of fresh Tim Hortons coffee and a grim update. After all the paperwork and official briefings were wrapped up, he had settled down to examine the contents of the briefcase Matthew Fraser had been so desperate to hide.


  As Green had surmised, Fraser had been trying for years to piece together enough evidence to identify Rebecca’s molester and to clear his own name beyond a doubt. He had contacted a couple of Rebecca’s old classmates by email, and suddenly two months earlier Rebecca herself, using the code name mistwalker, sent him an email asking to meet. They had met on a secluded bench at Dow’s Lake, where she told him she had been trying to locate him for over a year because she wanted to apologize. During the past two years, she’d finally been facing her past and looking for a way to set things right. She’d not been confused, she’d not been too young to understand or remember; she had outright lied, because with the police and the CAS all demanding answers, she needed to think of someone else to blame, and his was the first name to come to her lips. As a little girl, she’d never thought her lie would suck them all into the vortex of the legal system. She’d expected Fraser would get sent to the principal’s office, and her mother would fuss over her more closely.


  In that first meeting, Fraser had asked her if she’d be willing to go to the police and the Children’s Aid to clear his name. He told her he’d learned through research that most pedophiles didn’t stop by themselves, and that she could help right the wrong by stopping her abuser from victimizing other little girls. She said that she wanted Billy to pay for what he’d done and that she would help Fraser every step of the way, but that he would have to build the case without her testimony. She had sent him to see Billy’s former girlfriends and warned him of Billy’s gang ties. In the end, it was she who warned him Billy was on to him, and helped him pick the rooming house where he could be safe.


  Green tried to imagine her fear when she discovered Fraser had never checked into the rooming house. Her dawning realization over the ensuing few days that Billy must have gotten to him. Her rage and utter despair that justice had been snatched yet again from her grasp.


  “No wonder she took things into her own hands,” he said. “What other hands did she have?”


  Sullivan sat picking fretfully at his coffee cup and twisting it in his large, rough hands. “There is one other thing, Mike. Don’t know if this is the right time. Or if I should tell you at all. When the allegations first came out, Anne Patterson apparently asked the school psychologist to change her story.”


  Green grunted. “Small wonder. Anne knew it wasn’t true. But that’s the psychologist’s problem, not ours.”


  “The thing is, the psychologist told Devine. And Devine never put it in the record.”


  Green rested his head wearily back against the wall. “Fuck.”


  “If the Crown had known, or the rest of the team had known, they might have looked further.”


  “Might have. But might not have. There was a real lynching mentality going on back then. Someone had to pay, and Fraser was the man in their sights.”


  “But we might have looked further. I mean us—the cops on the ground, who don’t give a fuck about lawyers and press.”


  “A couple of cops even quit the force when he got off, Brian. That’s how detached they were.”


  “Okay.” Sullivan squinted at the floor. “So what are you going to do about Devine?”


  Green hadn’t the least idea. All he knew for sure was that he wasn’t going to deal with it now. Once he knew Hannah was safe, once the crises were over and his family back to normal, once he’d slept for a month, then he’d figure out what to do. It had been buried for ten years; it could stay that way a little longer, while he mustered the strength to deal with the stink if he exhumed it.


  He remembered the raw outrage on Devine’s face when she recalled the case. She had believed Fraser to be guilty, and after years of watching pedophiles waltz through the courts unscathed, she had cut a small corner to try to even the odds. She had been wrong, and that mistake had cost an innocent man his future and ultimately his life. However, ten years later, both the innocent and the guilty man were dead. Blowing the whistle would not change that nor allow history to rewrite itself, but it would ruin the career of a woman who had once been a good cop.


  After Sullivan left, Green looked at Patterson, still on the phone and in full damage control mode, and wondered what the man would do if the information ever fell into his hands. But before he’d begun to envisage even half the trouble it would cause, the entrance door opened, and Sharon came in. She looked as tired as Green felt, and with a flood of relief, he enveloped her in his arms. For a moment, he could say nothing.


  “How is she?” Sharon asked.


  He disengaged himself and drew her down beside him. “Alive. So far.”


  “That’s good, Mike.”


  “I guess.” He avoided her eyes. “Did you call Ashley?”


  She shook her head. “I figured I’d wait till we knew, one way or...no point panicking the poor woman when she’s four thousand kilometres away, and there’s nothing she can do but bite her nails.”


  He pulled her back into his arms. “Wise lady,” he managed.


  “Mike, what the hell happened?”


  He told her. When he’d finished, she shook her head with a mixture of helplessness and outrage that mirrored his own. “And to think no one did anything.”


  “Three people did something,” he corrected grimly. “They made a pact of silence, and they’ve maintained this sick lovehate triangle ever since. If I’d had my wits about me, the tattoo should have given me a clue. I think Medusa was how Billy saw his sister. A beautiful girl turned deadly.”


  “Oh!” she said in surprise. “That tattoo is not Medusa, it’s a Fury. After you left last night, I did a search on Mist Walker in Greek mythology. As two words instead of one. The Mist Walker was a name for Erinys, one of the Furies who roamed the underworld avenging wrongs that had gone unpunished, especially within the family. They had hideous faces and snakes coiled in their hair.”


  Despite his exhaustion, he felt a grim satisfaction to see the final piece of the jigsaw fall into place. He didn’t know much about classical mythology, but enough to know that the Greeks and Romans had filled their myths with rapes, incest, betrayal and endless spilling of blood. For some reason, their epic themes of heroism and villainy had captured the imagination of today’s disaffected teens in countless fantasy games and tales.


  He thought of Rebecca, the self-styled avenger in the hazy netherworld she roamed. “Billy probably knew that Rebecca called herself the mistwalker. I wonder...sounds crazy, but in this sick family, I wonder if he chose the tattoo to remind himself of what he’d done to her.”


  She made a skeptical face and reached for his coffee. “That presupposes he felt guilty about it, or even knew who the Furies were.”


  Green had no doubt of the latter. Billy had been a poet and a player of fantasy games, who saw himself as Love caught on the shores of the River of Death. He had written lyrics about dark temptation and desolation. Not only did he know who the Furies were, but what wrong Rebecca was out to avenge. “Beneath it all, Billy was an intelligent and mystical man. I think the tattoo was his private confession. Or perhaps his private admission of fear.”


  “Or maybe both. It shows how much he was still obsessed with her.”


  Out of the corner of his eye, Green saw Patterson on the phone again, still marshalling the troops for the legal battles ahead. What had Rebecca said? That Quinton relied on the law to keep evil at bay. Green knew she held no such hope. He leaned his head on Sharon’s shoulder. “Do you think she’ll ever get through this?”


  She didn’t answer right away, then sighed. “I don’t know. She would have survived the abuse, she might even have survived her mother’s betrayal and Fraser’s death. But murdering her own brother...”


  “If I hadn’t investigated—”


  She silenced him with her finger to his lips. “It wouldn’t have mattered. The damage was done.”


  He leaned back, closed his eyes and contemplated all the people whom Billy had made victims two-fold. Janice,


  Matthew Fraser, even...


  He opened his eyes again. “Oh God, that crazy dog. Janice won’t be able to keep her in the shelter, will she?”


  Sharon shook her head and a slow smile spread across her face. “I’ve been thinking, once we get through all this stuff, we’ll have to take a serious look at Mary’s latest grand old manor. With all these additions to our family...”


  A little joy seeped into his exhaustion, but before he could muster a reply, a nurse padded quietly up behind them. “Mr. and Mrs. Green?”


  Green spun around, his spirits plunging.


  “Your daughter’s awake. You can see her now.”


  They followed the nurse through the doors and down the hall past a series of cubicles. She pulled back the curtain, then backed discreetly away as they stepped inside. Hannah lay on her back, propped up by a huge pillow. Her spiked hair was flattened into a poorly spun bird’s nest, and her face was waxen against the white sheets. But her large elfin eyes were alive and watched him without expression as he approached. He didn’t know what he’d expected. Love? Tears? A residue of shock from her close brush with death? Certainly not this flat, appraising stare.


  He hadn’t any idea what he should do or what he should say, and was just leaning forward gingerly to kiss her forehead when she pulled away.


  “Hello, Mike,” she said.


  “I’m your dad, Hannah.”


  “Fred’s my dad. You’re just a sperm.”


  He raised his eyes helplessly to look at Sharon across the bed, and he thought he saw a faint smile twitch at the edges of her lips.


  “Well,” Sharon said, “after you’ve lived with this sperm for a while, maybe a few other names will come to you.”


  
    
      
    
  


  Fifth Son


  One


  Kyle McMartin loved shiny things. The sunlight danced on them and prickled his eyes, making him look away and then pulling him back again. At home he had a whole bookshelf of them; bits of broken glass, bottle caps, fishing lures...stuff everyone else just threw out. His mother had given up taking them away, because then he’d have to start all over again, and she was probably afraid he’d cut himself going through everybody’s garbage.


  But this afternoon he wasn’t even thinking about shiny things as he hid in his magic spot with the tall red trees all around and his Sens cap pulled down low against the sun. He was thinking about his new teacher. Hannah. Not really a teacher, Mrs. MacPhee said, just a helper, but even so she’d already taught him a lot. Like how to find his classrooms in the big new high school, how to copy from the board, even how to print her name. And each time he got it right, she’d give him that big, beautiful smile that crinkled her eyes.


  Hannah had blue hair, sparkly gold eyelids and so many shiny things in her ears that he couldn’t count that high. Mrs. MacPhee had made her take out the one in her nose, but Hannah had a secret one in her belly button that she’d shown him once. “Sh-h,” she’d said, winking her sparkly eye and putting her finger to her lips. He had never told on her.


  He thought about her all the time. She loved shiny things just like him, and she was more beautiful than anyone he’d seen on TV. Every night, he looked forward to going to school the next morning, just so he could see her. He hated the weekends, because there was nothing to do in Ashford Landing, and all his old friends were going to a different high school now, and they wouldn’t let him play with them any more. Like right now, he could see them through the trees, playing roller hockey on the village square, yelling and using bad words. He didn’t know how to roller blade, and he could never keep up with them anyway. By the time he saw the ball, it was already in the net, and they all got mad at him.


  It was more fun to sit in his magic place and watch. He could see the whole world from here; the squirrels stuffing their cheeks with nuts, the geese honking by in the sky, the gravestones in the churchyard by the square. He wasn’t supposed to come here, but if he ran right home when the bell on the white church rang, then Mom and Dad would never know.


  The graveyard always gave him a scary feeling, like the dead bones were going to poke up through the ground, and he’d slide his eyes away as fast as he could. Usually, there was nobody there, and the grass grew so high you could hardly see the stones. But this time that bad man was there, peeking out through the stones, watching the kids in the square. Hiding, Kyle thought, just like me.


  A little shiver ran through him, and he looked away. Right beside him was the biggest, reddest tree of all. Perfect red leaves floated all around, so bright they almost glowed. He slid down from the rock and swished his new sneakers through the deep leaves. They tumbled and crackled, almost like they were laughing. Then he saw the sun winking at him from a little nest of leaves near his foot. Curious, he bent down. Something lay on the ground, shining gold. He reached into the leaves and picked it up, held it by its chain up to the sunlight. Watched it spin and dance. His heart beat faster. This was more beautiful than the pennies or the shiniest fishing lure, more beautiful even than Mom’s special ring. He put it in his pocket, excited and swelling with pride as he climbed back to his magic place for one last look at the man in the graveyard.


  Hannah will love this.


  Two


  In the Criminal Investigations Division of the Ottawa Police, Inspector Michael Green’s Monday mornings usually began with an update from his NCOs on the disasters the weekend had wrought. Normally he arrived at his office by eight o’clock, in order to have all the reports completed by noon, but this Monday, at eight o’clock, he had not even escaped his house. Five minutes before departure time, the morning had still been progressing typically enough. His two-year-old son was running through the halls, practising his newfound speed and his newly acquired vocabulary to protest his departure for the day care. Sharon was in hot pursuit, gulping coffee, juggling an overflowing diaper bag and shoving her feet into shoes as she ran. Glued to her side, bouncing and barking at the melee, was Modo, Humane Society refugee, who had neither grown in beauty nor diminished in size since she’d been thrust into their lives three months earlier.


  Green’s daughter Hannah, another recent addition to the household, was propped obliviously in the kitchen doorway with her cell phone wedged against her ear, arranging her social life as she added purple stripes to her black finger nails. As usual, metal glittered in every imaginable orifice, and probably in some he’d rather not imagine. Still, she was going to a school of sorts, she was coming home at an hour which could still be construed as night rather than early morning, and she occasionally even let a smile sneak across her face. When she thought he wasn’t looking.


  All this chaos would have been routine, brought to a merciful halt when he climbed into the sanctity of his new Subaru and tuned the radio to his favourite rock station. But on this morning, before he could make good his escape, the phone rang. He ducked into the bathroom and covered his free ear so he could hear. To his regret.


  “Uh...yeah. Bob here.” The elusive kitchen contractor.


  “Hi, Bob.”


  “Uh...yeah. There going to be anyone there today?”


  “When?”


  “Don’t know. Uh...this morning?”


  “What for?”


  “To take the cabinets out, eh?”


  “Oh, good. So the new ones are ready?”


  “Well, almost.”


  “Almost?”


  “Uh...yeah. We have to take the old ones out, eh? Before we can put the new ones in?”


  “But I don’t want to be sitting here with no kitchen cabinets for two weeks, Bob.”


  “Oh, it won’t be two weeks.”


  Green bit back a snide retort, for they still needed Bob. They had moved into their home over a month ago, and the place was now in pieces. Sharon had relinquished their brand new suburban house under protest, so each new crisis that surfaced was Green’s fault. He had wanted character and history. What they had acquired was a dignified brick antique with character in spades but not a single room that could be spared the contractor’s hammer. Furniture was stacked in the halls while they waited for the hardwood floors to be installed. Fresh patches of plaster blotched the walls, and the stairs still listed dangerously, despite numerous calls to the carpenter.


  Green glanced out into the hall long enough to glimpse Sharon’s expression as she wrestled Tony into some clothes. Bob would be the last straw.


  “Look, Bob, when the cabinets are all ready, we’ll work out a time. But we need a few days’ notice.”


  “Hard to do. Depends on the weather, eh? We should at least get the cabinets out.”


  Green sighed. Five years ago, he’d been a bachelor living in a tiny downtown apartment and accountable only to himself. His only obligations had been weekly visits to his father and monthly child support payments to an estranged daughter on the other side of the country. Now he had a wife, a toddler in full terrible twos, a traumatized mutt, an instant teenage daughter with a disposition as black as her nails and a decayed monstrosity of a house that was consuming every penny he earned.


  He glanced at his watch. “How long will that take?”


  Bob assured him at the most two hours. Green said he would wait if they could get there in the next fifteen minutes.


  Bob’s van, trailed by a dusty pick-up and an elderly Cavalier, pulled into the drive an hour later, and Green ensconced himself in his study on his computer while Bob’s hammers banged beneath his feet. The noise was so loud, he didn’t hear the doorbell and vaguely became aware of someone shouting his name over the din. A minute later, Sergeant Brian Sullivan clumped up the stairs and shoved his head in the doorway.


  “Fuck, I told you you should have let me help you, Mike! Those guys are massacring the place.”


  Sullivan’s massive bulk filled the doorway, and it took Green a minute to register the grin on his ruddy, farm-boy face. Green was surprised to see him. Although the two men had been friends since their rookie days on the streets together twenty years earlier, their friendship rarely spilled over into their homes. Green knew there had to be a reason for the call. He glanced at his watch, which said eleven o’clock. Had he forgotten some crucial meeting?


  “What’s up?” Sullivan shrugged.


  “Nothing much. I’m on my way to Ashford Landing.”


  “Ash-what?”


  “Nice little village down on the Rideau River about thirty kilometres south of here. Now part of our megacity.”


  “What’s in Ashford Landing?”


  “A body. Probably nothing, but Ray Belowsky, one of the NCOs out there, is a hockey buddy of mine, and he wants Major Crimes to take a look at it.”


  Green perked up. Anything to escape Bob and his hammering. “What’s so special about it?”


  “Well, the guy seems to have fallen out of a church tower in the middle of town. Has folks a bit upset.”


  Green’s hopes deflated. People did fall off things on a fairly regular basis, even in the country, so it seemed hardly a reason to call in Major Crimes. “They’re sure he fell? Didn’t jump off to escape the minister’s sermon?”


  Sullivan chuckled. “Could have. But they said it looked like a chunk of the stone wall at the top gave way. They found a piece of his jacket caught on the edge.”


  “That doesn’t mean much. How old is the church?”


  “I don’t know yet. My buddy didn’t feel comfortable just leaving it to the General Assignment investigators. Besides, they’ve been trying really hard to make sure the folks out there have confidence in our policing.”


  The alienation of the rural wards was the popular crise du jour not only in Ottawa City Hall but also in the senior offices of the Ottawa Police, which had tried to address the problem by creating rural community police centres and fostering links with local leaders. However, specialized services like Criminal Investigations remained under the thumb of downtown headquarters on Elgin Street, with much of their efforts geared towards the inner city crime wars. But Sullivan was an experienced investigator used to running his own cases, no matter where they took him. It was quite unlike him to come to Green for permission on such a routine matter, but when Green said as much, Sullivan gave an easy shrug.


  “I thought you might like a drive in the country. See the fall colours, smell the cows. Get to know the rural side of our new amalgamated police force.”


  Green chuckled. Sullivan knew damn well that he was a confirmed inner-city boy with a passion for exhaust fumes, noise and decaying corner stores. But just as he was about to beg off, he heard a renewed burst of hammering downstairs. If he could trust Bob not to destroy the house in his absence, perhaps even cows might be a welcome alternative. As he logged off his computer and prepared to go downstairs to check with Bob, he felt that old quiver of excitement that always accompanied the hunt.


  


  The forty-five minute drive to Ashford Landing took them alongside the Rideau River, past the bedroom village of Manotick and out across farm fields strewn with stubble and straw. Halloween scarecrows decorated the homesteads, and clusters of pumpkins dotted the yards. Sullivan drove with one hand on the wheel and the other drumming an imaginary beat on the console beside him. Behind his mirrored sunglasses, he looked relaxed and cheerful, although Green suspected he was probably fending off his share of memories. Farm life was an alien world to Green, who rarely ventured beyond the city lights and bustle, but it was only too familiar to Sullivan, who had grown up in a family as harsh and unforgiving as the Ottawa Valley land on which they had settled.


  But to Green’s surprise, a mischievous smile played across Sullivan’s face.


  “What?” Green asked, wondering what secret surprise Sullivan had in store for him.


  “I was just thinking about you. Jesus, if anybody would have told me... And you’re still smiling! Living in a dump that’s falling down around your ears, sharing a roof with a dog and two offspring as pig-headed and impossible as you are, but you’re smiling!”


  Green laughed. “I kind of like the dog, actually.”


  “Yeah, dogs don’t give you grief at the end of a hard day.” Sullivan sobered and cast Green a quick look.


  “How is our blue-haired girl, by the way? Still wanting to stay with you?”


  “I don’t know about ‘wanting’. More like I’m the lesser of two evils, parents being evil by definition. I also think she loves driving her mother crazy. Ashley thought she’d be back on a plane to Vancouver before the month was out, and it’s been almost four months.”


  “Is she still in school?”


  “That’s part of the deal. Thank God for Sharon, and for alternate school. Hannah picks her own credits, does her own course work at her own speed, puts in only half a day—”


  “Half a day! What does she do with the other?”


  “Cooperative education placement. She gets credits for it plus valuable job experience, that’s the theory. Hannah is working in a school, of all places, and enjoying it, so there may be method to their madness.” He sighed and rested his back against the seat. Hannah still evoked a strange mix of emotions whenever his thoughts ventured near. “I don’t want to fuck this up. Nothing Ashley’s tried has worked for Hannah, and I just want to...connect. But damn, when you’ve got nothing to build on but resentment, it’s tough.”


  “It’s tough even if you have raised them all along. Especially girls. There are times Lizzie doesn’t talk to me for days on end. Boy, you got to learn patience, and that was never your strong suit anyway.” Sullivan steered around a tractor hauling a wagon of baled hay. “But believe in yourself, Mike. If you love the kid, that’s going to show.”


  “If you love the kid...” Green thought. Not the pig-tailed imp of his imagination, but this sullen, spiky reality. He fell silent and stared out the window in search of distraction. Human habitation had begun to increase sporadically as they neared the village of Ashford Landing. An automotive garage here, a warehouse there and a sprinkling of newer bungalows along the highway.


  “Working on it,” he replied finally. “Now before we actually meet the Rural West guys, maybe you should tell me what they’ve got so far. Who’s the victim?”


  Sullivan didn’t miss a beat, switching gears smoothly to return to the case. “So far nobody has a clue, which is suspicious in itself, because Ashford Landing is one of those tiny farm communities where people have lived forever. All Belowsky can tell is that he’s not a country boy.”


  Green grinned. “His neck not red enough?”


  “Not red at all. He’s pale as a man out of solitary.” Sullivan held out his square, freckled hand. “Not an honest callous to his name either. A local minister found him this morning, partially hidden in the tall weeds at the base of the church.”


  “Which coroner did they call in?”


  “MacPhail should already be out there. I called him.”


  Green looked at Sullivan shrewdly. To have called in the city’s foremost forensic pathologist instead of one of the regular coroners, Sullivan had to have some suspicion lurking in the back of his implacable mind.


  “What the hell aren’t you telling me, Brian?”


  Sullivan’s smile broadened, and he shook his head as if in reluctant admiration. “Okay, there are some things that bothered my buddy. But I don’t want to tell you, because I want you to see the scene fresh, to make sure it’s not just the rural boys’ imagination working overtime.”


  Brian Sullivan expecting me to be the voice of rational restraint? That’s a first, thought Green. Sullivan was the most pragmatic, down-to-earth investigator he knew, whereas Green was the one with the fondness for the wild blue yonder. But as soon as he laid eyes on the scene, he understood what Sullivan meant.


  The village appeared suddenly over the crest of a hill—a small cluster of century-old buildings snuggled on the bank of the river. Glimpses of broad verandas and steeply pitched roofs showed through the canopy of trees, and battered pick-ups adorned the drives. Three old churches surrounded the square at the centre of the village. Two had tall, stately belfries, immaculate lawns, and freshly painted signs announcing the hours of worship. The third, the one surrounded by squad cars, yellow tape and gawking villagers, was abandoned and boarded up tight. Furthermore, the front door sported a padlock big enough for Green to see it clear across the road.


  It looked as if no one had been near it in years.


  Sullivan drew his car up behind the white forensics van, and the two detectives climbed out into the crisp fall air. Green leaned against the car to take in the scene. The village had looked idyllic from the hill crest, but close up, its faded signs and peeling paint bore witness to the harshness of rural life, and the big “For Sale” sign nailed to the wall of the deserted church looked as if it had weathered many storms. The diminutive limestone church sat amidst tall, withered weeds, bordered on one side by a small cemetery and on the other by woods. Its steeply pitched roof glinted silver in the noon sun, and a heavy stone archway framed its dark oak door.


  There were a number of curious aspects to the scene. First was the obvious question of why that particular bell tower, which was the shortest and ugliest on the square. If the man had been looking for a view, there were taller, more promising ones, and if he had been looking for architectural charm, the red brick church across the square, with its stately gothic spire, offered far more. Secondly and more importantly, with all the windows boarded up and the front door padlocked, how the hell had the man got in?


  A pair of Ident officers in white bunny suits prowled around in the grass at the base of the tower, obscuring the body from Green’s view. Green recognized one of them as Lyle Cunningham, a neat freak with a passion for high tech gadgetry and sterile crime scenes. No doubt he wouldn’t let either detective within fifty feet of the body, so Green was about to call him over when Dr. Alexander MacPhail himself emerged around the corner of the tower, closing his coroner’s bag and plucking burrs from his pant legs. He cast Green a jaunty grin as he strode towards them, and his rich brogue boomed across the square.


  “Well, this is a wee bonnie town, isn’t it, lads? Nice drive into the country, with the maples turning and all.”


  Green braced himself as MacPhail engulfed his hand in a bone-crushing grip. “Seems a weird place to end it all, that’s for sure,” Green replied. “What does it look like?”


  “I’ve left him to the crime scene lads for the moment, but I should get him on the table tomorrow morning. He’s got a bloody great crack that smashed half his skull, creating lots of bleeding out through the ears, nose and mouth. He’s lying face down, and the rock beneath his head has blood and hairs all over it. Bad luck, that rock. I’d guess the fall knocked him out, and over the hours the intra cranial bleeding killed him. Just a working theory at the moment, of course.”


  “Accidental fall or deliberate?”


  “Well, I don’t quite read minds yet, laddie. But if I were in the business, I’d have to say he jumped deliberately.”


  MacPhail’s pockmarked face was deadpan, but the slight twitch at the corner of his lip gave him away. “Why?” Green asked. “Did he trace a suicide note in the dirt beside him?”


  “No, but it’s a wee bit difficult to fall off a tower that has a three-foot stone parapet all around the top.”


  Green glanced up at the tower, noting the thick wall around the top. “But I understand some of the wall gave way.”


  “It would still be quite a feat to fall off, unless of course the man was walking along the top, high on something. I’ll do the usual tox screen for mind-altering substances.”


  “Still,” Green persisted, “he could have been pushed.”


  MacPhail shrugged. “That’s a job for your lads, I just get the body. However, I don’t see any evidence of it. No defensive wounds, no scrapes on the hands. If someone was trying to force him up over that wall, I’d expect him to be grabbing what he could.”


  Including his assailant, Green thought, but knew better than to tell MacPhail how to do his job. The pathologist would tell him soon enough whether there was tissue under the fingernails. “What’s your estimated time of death?” he asked instead.


  “When he was found at eight this morning, rigor was developing in his legs and feet. It’s just dissipating now. Normally, that takes about twelve hours, but on a cold night like last night, that process would be slowed down. Body temp readings have the same problem in reverse. At first guess, I’d say some time last evening between four and midnight. But he might have taken several hours to die, so that doesn’t help you much. I’ll have to get inside him to see what the damage was.”


  Green glanced at Sullivan, but before he could even open his mouth to issue the order, Sullivan gave a curt nod. “Ident gave us a description and some shots of the body. The fall made a mess of half his face, but Cunny’s going to pull one of his digital miracles, so soon we’ll have a facial photo. But I’ve already got a street canvass in progress to see if anyone saw anything yesterday.”


  Green held his tongue. He knew Sullivan was a capable investigator who hated it when Green single-mindedly ran roughshod over his case. Instead, Green nodded his agreement. “Anything turn up yet?”


  “No one saw the man. Or at least no one’s admitted seeing him. But he’s a stranger around here, and sometimes these small villages don’t want to get involved.” As if sensing Green’s protest, he raised his hand. “I’ll go over the ground again later myself. Turn on the Ottawa Valley charm.”


  Across the way, Green studied the villagers lingering near the scene. At this time on a regular workday, they were mostly old timers, who probably longed for the good old days when the village was served by a couple of friendly local boys from the Ontario Provincial Police detachment in Kemptville. To the old timers, Major Crimes detectives from the city would seem like alien voyeurs.


  Not so to the children, who had grown up with TV crime shows and would probably be thrilled to be talking to real live cops. Once the children returned from school later in the day, Sullivan and his men might get an entirely different perspective. He turned back to the pathologist. “What can you tell us about the victim?”


  MacPhail didn’t even need to consult his notes. “White male aged probably thirties, about five-ten, one fifty. No obvious marks or tattoos, no signs of illness or infirmity. Not someone you’d bring home to meet the wife, mind you. Stinks to high heaven, likely hasn’t bathed or changed his clothes in over a month. Greasy hair, teeth full of debris. His clothes weren’t his—the jacket’s much too big and the trousers were held up with rope. He’d put layers of newspaper under his shirt to keep himself warm.”


  “A vagrant?” Green scanned the village thoughtfully. “Weird place for a vagrant.”


  “Well, that’s the curious thing about our lad,” MacPhail countered. His eyes twinkled and Green knew he was enjoying the tease. “He’d obviously hit a rough patch recently, but his physical health was good, and he was well nourished and cared for. There are no obvious indications of drug or alcohol abuse, and his teeth have enjoyed the care of an excellent dentist. This is not a street person, laddies. This is a respectable citizen whose luck just changed.”


  MacPhail’s chuckle lingered in the air long after he’d tossed them a wink and strode off to ready his van.


  Sullivan gestured to the notes he’d been taking. “If he’s a respectable citizen, then someone, somewhere, will be looking for him. I’ll run this description through missing persons to see if we’ve had a recent report that fits.”


  “Not too recent. Remember he hasn’t washed in over a month. Start with reports from August and early September.” Green scanned the quiet street. “What would bring a stranger to a village like this?”


  “Maybe he was just passing through, on his way from Ottawa to Toronto, or back.”


  “And got a sudden urge to go into a church and jump off the tower?” Green shook his head. “This village is not on any of the major roads to anywhere. You have to make quite an effort to get here. No...I think he chose this place.”


  “Well, it would make a good place for a marijuana farm. Cops probably pass through here once a year.”


  Green laughed. “But that still doesn’t explain the church. Of all places in town, he chose a goddamn boarded up church. What did it mean to him?”


  “Maybe nothing more than a place to keep warm,” Sullivan replied. “We’ve had heavy frost the last few nights.” Sullivan’s practical mind had an answer for everything except the nagging doubt in Green’s gut. On purely police procedural grounds, it was far too early to rule out the possibility of foul play. The lack of defensive wounds and the apparent randomness of the death said very little on their own without forensic examination of the crime scene and a thorough canvas of the town. Perhaps the man was an utter stranger to the town, perhaps not. Perhaps he had a personal connection to something—or someone—that had drawn him here.


  “Ask the duty inspector if we can get the mobile command post down here and some extra men—”


  Sullivan was drawing a sketch of the square, and he looked up skeptically. “Mobile command post? For this?”


  Green grinned. “Why not? We’ve got an unidentified body, a possible missing person, a crime scene covered in blood, MacPhail, Cunningham... Besides, the big, huge, shiny truck ought to impress the hell out of the locals. And while you’re getting it ordered up, I’ll just wander over to talk to the man who found the body.”


  Before Sullivan could mount an objection, Green headed across the square to St. James’ Church, the elegant red brick structure with an ornate silver spire. The minister of St. James had been making a routine check of the boarded up church when he discovered the body. If he had responsibility for keeping an eye on the place, perhaps he knew something about its history as well.


  Green found Reverend Bolton in the rear of his church, ostensibly bent over his paperwork but actually keeping a keen eye on the drama through the leaded panes of his office window. The stubby man, who still looked a tinge green from his ordeal, blotted his glistening bald spot with a sodden handkerchief and blinked rapidly as he listened to Green’s request.


  “Oh, Ashford Methodist Church has been closed for over fifteen years now. When Reverend Taylor retired, you see... It was a small congregation of mainly old timers, and when he left, most of them came over here to St. James.” He watched the Ident team doing a slow sweep of the tall weeds. “It’s a lovely old building, really. We’ve tried to do various things with it over the years. Community suppers, day cares, even school plays, but the last while... Well, the stone interior just became too expensive to heat. So it’s been up for sale, probably will be bought by some upscale couple from Ottawa.”


  “How many entrances are there?”


  “Just the two. That front door and a small one out the back. Both are kept locked, of course.”


  “Who has the keys?”


  “I have a set, which I gave to the police when they arrived. And of course, there’s a lock box from the real estate company on the door at the rear.”


  “Would any of the former congregants still have keys?”


  “After all this time? I shouldn’t think so, but I can’t be sure. Reverend Taylor was rather...” Bolton paused as if searching for tact. “Generous about such things, so it’s possible. But you should ask him.”


  Green’s eyebrows shot up. “Is he still alive?”


  A ghost of a smile slipped across Reverend Bolton’s lips. “Last I heard he was still preaching up a storm in Riverview Seniors’ Home outside Kars.”


  Green jotted down the address, then paused thoughtfully. “Do you have any idea who the dead man was?”


  “None at all. It’s hard to tell, of course, but I don’t think he’s from around here, at least in my tenure. However, if you want someone who knows just about everyone who ever lived here, Reverend Taylor is your man. But—” Again that ghost of a smile. “If you’re planning on going up to Kars to speak to him, you’d better have the afternoon to spare.”


  Three


  Unlike Ashford Landing, which had so far managed to evade the spreading tentacles of modern Ottawa, the village of Kars had been overtaken by well-to-do urbanites seeking the privilege of green space and tranquillity at the end of a long day. Reverend Taylor’s nursing home predated this gentrification, however, and squatted unadorned beneath scraggly, overgrown cedars at the edge of the highway. A few greying Muskoka chairs sat on the front veranda, but in the chill of October, none were occupied.


  The two detectives found Reginald Taylor holding court in what the nurse euphemistically called the games room. The air was hot, stale and smelled faintly of urine. Most of the occupants lined the walls in wheelchairs and turned blank, disinterested stares towards the door when the two walked in. Four men were grouped around a table near the window, playing cards.


  “Reggie,” the nurse chirped. “You have visitors.”


  Four faces swivelled towards the door, eager for the diversion, but Green had no trouble distinguishing the object of their quest. Reverend Taylor was a bony, shrunken bird of a man with liver-spotted skin and a tangle of white eyebrows. He was impeccably dressed in black with a white clerical collar, and his pale blue eyes danced as if amused by some private joke.


  The merriment died as soon as Sullivan explained to him the reason for their visit.


  “A body? In my church? Great Jiminy Cricket!”


  “Not inside, Reverend. Outside. It appears he may have jumped.”


  “Oh dear, oh dear. I always tried to make it a sanctuary. There is so much pain and hardship in the world as it is, don’t you think, Sergeant? Sullivan, is it? Catholic, I suppose. No matter, my son. We’re all God’s children, and the divisions we make are not the Lord’s. Suffer the children and all that... One of my flock, you say?”


  “Reverend, we don’t know if it was one of your flock,” Sullivan began. “That’s—”


  “No matter, they were all my flock. Everyone was welcome to hear the Lord’s word, that was always my belief, and—” The lilt of Newfoundland still clung to his vowels, and his grin held a hint of mischief. Green had never met a Newfoundlander without a rebel’s sense of humour. “If it made some of the families uncomfortable, well, they just had to adjust. Tried to drive me out once before, too. Lucky for me the pastor at Rideau Church of God was a fool—”


  Green laid Ident’s digitally doctored photo of the dead man down on the card table. “Is this one of your flock?”


  Taylor picked up the photo and gazed at it in a distracted way. His tangled brows knit further. “Well, of course, I haven’t had a flock in several years. How many, Nancy? Three?”


  “Eighteen.”


  Taylor looked shocked. “Nonsense. They drove me out, see, said I was too old, couldn’t handle the demands. Nonsense. That pastor at Rideau Church of God wanted the crowd. He’d been driving away congregants with his thundering about brimstone and hellfire, so he thought he’d better steal mine—”


  “Reverend, do you know this man?” Green repeated.


  Taylor shifted his gaze back to the photo and eyed it with surprise. “This man’s dead!”


  “Yes, he jumped off the tower.”


  “Now why would he do that? I always welcomed people, even the sick, the poor, the deranged. There but for the grace of—”


  Green swore a silent prayer of his own for patience. But before he could speak, Nancy jumped in. “Reggie! The police haven’t got all day! Look at the picture.”


  Meekly, Taylor peered at the photo and slowly wrinkled up his nose, as if he could smell the man. “Seen better days, I’d say.”


  “Yes. Do you know him?”


  “Never known them to be so dirty. Always a particular family. The mother kept them all well-scrubbed behind the ears, father wouldn’t allow so much as a fart indoors. Hard to imagine it could be one of them.”


  “One of whom?”


  “Could be, mind you. But with that beard and all that blood, well...” As if sensing Nancy’s imminent tongue-lashing, he nodded at the photo with some vigour. “Could be one of the Pettigrews. Don’t know which one. They all looked alike, and they were mere lads the last time I saw them.”


  “Were the Pettigrews a family in Ashford Landing?”


  “Oh, not in Ashford Landing. They had a farm just north of town off Number 2. Nice spread, backed on the river.”


  Green glanced at Sullivan, who discreetly put his notebook away and slipped outside to verify the address. With any luck, they could stop by the farm on their return to Ashford Landing. Green took out his own notebook and returned to the brighteyed old man. “Did the Pettigrew family attend your church?”


  “Pettigrews helped build it, every limestone block of it, back in 1896. Before my time, of course, but there have always been Pettigrews at Ashford Methodist Church, until that pastor at Rideau Church of God started his hellfire and damnation. What did you say your name was, my son?”


  “Michael Green. Inspector Green.”


  Taylor glanced at Nancy with twinkling eyes. “They make them younger every year, don’t they, Nan. All except you and me.”


  Green smiled. He was over forty, and a little grey had just begun to pepper his fine brown hair, but his skin was still unlined, and a spray of freckles across his nose gave him a deceptively innocent air. Which came in handy when he wanted to go unnoticed.


  “Irish too, are you?” Taylor persisted. “Mind, I’ve nothing against the Irish. Worked side by side with us to build up this country, and I’ve no patience for those who say otherwise.”


  Green hesitated. In the city, his Semitic nose sometimes gave him away, but out in the country, Green suspected few of the old-timers would have ever met a Jew. Moreover, the reverend’s concept of religious diversity seemed to be more than a century out of date, and Green wasn’t sure the man’s welcoming attitude would extend that far. Instead of responding, he plucked the photo from the Reverend’s reluctant fingers, thanked the man for his help and headed gratefully towards the fresh outside air.


  Sullivan was just coming back from the car. Across the road behind him, a solitary tractor was chugging slowly along an open field, and the smell of manure wafted over the road. Green wrinkled up his nose. “Let’s hope this Pettigrew family grows corn, not cows.”


  Sullivan laughed. “That’s fertilizer, Green. Great stuff! The Pettigrew farm will be knee-deep in it, no matter what they grow.”


  


  Fortunately, when Green and Sullivan turned down the long lane leading up to the Pettigrew farm house, there were no tractors to be seen. The country air was sharp and clean, despite a faint overlay of turpentine, a smell Green was all too familiar with these days. A minivan and a dusty turquoise Sunbird sat in the gravel drive and as Sullivan drew to a stop behind them, a tiny poodle burst through the front door, yapping.


  A young woman strode out, waving her arms. “Chouchou, stop! Assez!”


  The dog raced around the car like a frenzied cotton ball, growling and snapping every time Sullivan tried to open the door. Green knew better, having become somewhat more versed in the canine psyche since acquiring his oversized Humane Society reject. He showed the woman his badge through the window and sat in the car waiting for her to capture her dog. By the time she pounced on it and shoved it under her arm, she was panting as hard as it was. As she approached the car again, the odour of turpentine grew stronger and Green saw flecks of white paint on her hands. She leaned against the car, her chest heaving and her cheeks flushed. Even in tattered jeans and T-shirt with a paint smudge on her nose, she was a sexy, vibrant woman.


  “Sorry, officers. We just moved in, and Chouchou is...” She ended the explanation with a Gallic shrug. Her accent was slightly French Canadian, more in its cadence than its words. “He’ll be all right once he gets to know you. What is this about?”


  The two detectives exchanged quick glances before Sullivan took the lead. “We’re looking for Mr. or Mrs. Pettigrew.”


  She looked puzzled. “They were the previous owners, but they don’t live here any more.”


  “Can you tell us where we might reach them?”


  “We only met them one time. We communicated through a real estate agent.”


  “Qu’est-ce qui se passe?” A reedy young man appeared around the edge of the house carrying a leaf rake. He was smiling, but behind thick glasses his gaze was wary. “What’s going on?”


  “It’s the police looking for the former owners.”


  The detectives climbed out of the car and introduced themselves. Sullivan handed them his card, then indicated his notebook. “For our paperwork, could you give us your names?”


  Jacques and Isabelle Boisvert, the woman said, but they could be of little help since they had only met one of the sons.


  Sullivan pulled out the photo. “Is this the son?”


  Jacques took the photo and recoiled in dismay. “This man is dead!”


  “That’s why we’re anxious to reach the family. Have you the name and phone number of the real estate agent you dealt with?”


  Isabelle fetched a business card, which Sullivan took back to the car to make the call. The husband was eyeing the photo with almost morbid fascination.


  “Could that be the son?” Green prompted.


  He shivered and shook his head. “This man is more aged. The man we met was Robert Pettigrew, and he was only in his twenties. No beard, very pleasant-looking.”


  “Perhaps this is the father. You never met him?”


  “He was in hospital. He had a stroke, the agent said. That’s why the son had to sell the farm so fast.” He cast an anxious glance at the vast unkempt meadow that surrounded them. In the distance, a copse of maples flamed red and gold against the blue sky. “The whole place is falling to pieces. Like nobody takes care of it since twenty years.”


  Green appraised the house with his new expertise in disintegrating buildings. On closer inspection, he could see the tell-tale signs. The house was a stately, red brick Victorian with a steeply pitched roof. Its intricate wood trim had once been white but was now a weathered gray, and its windows were caked with grime. Roof shingles were lifting, and the front porch listed dangerously to one side.


  Isabelle had taken the photo and was studying it thoughtfully. As if hearing the bitterness in her husband’s voice, she gave his arm a quick squeeze. “We will make it beautiful, I promise you. Why don’t you take Chouchou in the back to work with you, and I will walk these gentlemen to their car.”


  With one last weary glance at his wife, Jacques slumped back around the house with the dog under one arm and the rake in the other. An oddly lifeless man to have snagged such a tantalizing woman, Green thought. Quietly, she gestured to the photo as she walked.


  “I have seen this man. I didn’t want to say in front of Jacques, because he is negative enough about this place. He’s from Vanier, and he finds it very isolating here.”


  I’ll just bet, Green thought. It would be a massive culture shock to move to this pastoral desolation from the close-knit clamour of the francophone inner city. “Where did you see this man?”


  Isabelle nodded towards the right of the grounds and began to walk. About a hundred feet in front of the house was a rundown, square-timbered barn, and beside it, a wooden shed of similar vintage. But in the far corner of the yard opposite was an overgrown thicket of brush. It was here that Isabelle stopped.


  “Yesterday, after Jacques left for church, Chouchou began to bark at something. It was fog outside, and frost on the ground, but I’m positive it was this man. He was in the brush here, ducking down, trying to hide. I thought he was a bum, and I yelled at him. He took off.”


  “In what direction?”


  Isabelle gestured towards the maple woods behind the farm house. “He went into those trees, and it’s the last I saw of him.”


  “What’s beyond the trees?”


  “The river. But there is a path along the shore through the trees, and I guess he escaped that way.”


  Green peered through the dying foliage of the thicket where the man had hidden. Raspberry canes and scrub had been allowed to grow undisturbed for years, but there were signs that someone had been there recently. A path had been trampled into the centre, and the weeds had been flattened as if someone had lain there. Gingerly, Green got down on his hands and knees and crawled into the thicket, praying that he wouldn’t encounter any crawly things. In the middle of the thicket, charred wooden planking had been strewn about, and the grass had been dug up in little patches all over.


  It looked for all the world as if someone had been searching for something.


  


  Green gazed out the car window at the passing fields, deep in thought. In the distance, the ribbon of maple trees was slowly fading into the horizon.


  “We should send an eager young constable out there to see where that path through the trees leads to,” he said.


  Sullivan took his eyes off the road long enough to follow Green’s gaze. His eyes revealed nothing behind his mirrored sunglasses, but his lips twitched in a smile. “It leads to Ashford Landing.”


  “How do you know?”


  “That’s the way the country works. Farmers usually leave a border of trees along the river, and in the old days they’d bring their produce to the village either by boat or along the river’s edge in the shade. The Boisvert farm is about two kilometres from town. Perfect distance for foot paths.”


  Green looked at the straight, flat road ahead of them. Why would the man go along the shore, he wondered, and have to contend with mud, cow crap, underbrush and swamp when he could walk straight along the road? Green could think of at least one good reason—to avoid being seen.


  “So in all likelihood,” he said, “when our guy ran away from the farm yesterday morning, he got to the river and headed to Ashford Landing. Two kilometres, you said? That should have taken him no more than half an hour, which means he should have reached town before noon. MacPhail places the death after four p.m.”


  “But remember he could have fallen earlier and bled for hours.”


  “Okay, but he still might have been lurking around town for a couple of hours, which means he could have been seen.”


  They had reached the outskirts of the village and Sullivan eased his foot off the accelerator, allowing them to coast over the crest and down into the tiny commercial centre. They passed the general store and the gas station before spotting a big yellow real estate agency sign on the lawn of a Victorian manor house painted a striking Wedgwood blue.


  Sullivan had reached Sandy Fitzpatrick on his cell phone from the car, interrupting him in the middle of a showing. The agent had agreed to meet the detectives back at his office, but there was no answer when they rang the doorbell. An old silver Grand Am was tucked at the rear of the house, but the main drive was empty. Through the bay window, Green could see a large office with maps papering the walls and print-outs littering every surface. Looking up at the rambling size of the old home, he guessed that Sandy Fitzpatrick probably lived above his offices.


  Sullivan was just returning to the car to check on the street canvassing when a late-model red pick-up revved around the corner and screeched into the drive. Out leaped a tall, muscular man whom Green estimated to be in his mid thirties. The man rushed at the detectives, his hand extended heartily.


  “Sorry, officers. The house business—never a dull moment!” He lifted a huge ring of keys from his belt, selected one and unlocked the door with one expert twist. Inside his cluttered office, Green and Sullivan took the client chairs while Fitzpatrick went behind his desk. He flipped on his computer and punched the answering machine button before he’d even sat down. Then, as the first of sixteen messages began to drone, he looked at Sullivan sheepishly.


  “Sorry, force of habit. No secretary, no partners, just me always rushing to stay on top of the business.” He paused the machine but couldn’t keep his eyes from straying to his email box briefly before he swung around.


  “Okay!” He clasped both hands together on the desk before him like a man salivating to make a deal. “Is it about the body? It’s the talk of the town.”


  Green couldn’t resist. “And what’s the town saying?”


  “Some homeless guy?”


  “No rumours as to his identity?” Green asked.


  “None I heard. But what’s it got to do with the Pettigrew place?”


  Green didn’t reply, reminding himself that it was Sullivan’s case and he ought to let him decide how to play it. Sullivan chose to play it casual.


  “Who’s handling the sale of the church? Your firm?”


  Fitzpatrick’s face fell. “Oh no! That’s a firm from Ottawa. I used to list that place, but...no one’s been able to sell it.”


  “But you can access the key if you have a client. You have the combination to the lock box, right?”


  “Well, I can get it. We can all get it. But I hardly ever show it. People want waterfront properties, not a musty old rock pile in the middle of town.”


  Green glanced around the office. Despite the country clutter, it sported the latest in electronic gadgets. There were no pictures of wife and children, but Fitzpatrick clearly loved his expensive outdoor toys. Snowmobiles and four-by-fours were everywhere, and one photo showed him posing with a friend in front of a sleek, white motorboat, holding up a fish that must have been three feet long. Slimy-looking thing, Green thought with distaste, but the two men were grinning from ear to ear.


  “I guess the waterfront business has been good to you, Mr. Fitzpatrick,” Green remarked.


  “Please, call me Sandy. Good investment, in today’s times. People are snapping it up all over Ontario. If you detectives are interested—”


  Sullivan stepped in to head off the sales pitch. “What can you tell us about the Pettigrews?”


  Sandy looked startled at the sudden change, then his face took on a regretful air. “What can I say? Sad, sad situation. The great-great-grandfather hacked the farm out of the wilderness himself back in the early eighteen hundreds, and his grandson built that brick house in the 1890s. Raised dairy cattle, owned the creamery here in town, had the best stud bulls in the county. Now they’re all gone, and the farm’s been bought by a civil servant from Ottawa, who’s not going to raise a single head.”


  “What can you tell us about the more recent Pettigrews?” Sullivan asked. “Did you know them?”


  “Oh yeah, everybody knew them. I went to school with the Pettigrew boys, and the adjacent farm is still in my family, thank God. What do you want to know for?” His jaw dropped. “Oh my God, was the dead man a Pettigrew?”


  “Who’s been living there recently?”


  “Just—just the old man. And Robbie off and on. He’s the youngest. There were five boys, so it gets confusing. But all the others...well...”


  “Do you know where the others are?”


  Sandy stared across the table at them in silence, his hearty façade quite gone. “If you think one of them is the body in the churchyard, I want to know, because they used to be friends of mine.”


  Sullivan laid the photo on the desk without a word. Sandy stared at it fixedly, his colour slowly draining from his face.


  “Holy crap,” he muttered. “What a mess.”


  “Can you recognize him?”


  Sandy wagged his head back and forth helplessly. “It might be one of the boys. It’s hard to tell from this, and I haven’t seen them in a long time.”


  “Have you got their current addresses? Or any idea where they are?”


  Sandy’s eyes strayed to the photo again, and he stared at it in bewilderment. “When I was growing up, they were a happy family. Religious and strict, but happy. I used to love to play over there. But they’ve had more tragedies than any family was ever meant to bear—one by one they left home, until in the end all that remained was Robbie and his father.”


  “Could this be Robbie?”


  Sandy shook his head firmly. “Robbie’s much younger than the others. In his late twenties, I’d say. But I haven’t seen any of the others since they were in their teens or early twenties, so it’s impossible to know. I mean, that’s twenty years ago.” Sandy eyed the photo again with a shiver of distaste. “Poor Robbie. Now he’ll have one more thing to contend with. Some guys never get an even break.”


  When Green and Sullivan emerged from Sandy’s office, it was past five o’clock and the autumn sun was sinking fast. Green realized a quick check with both home and office was in order, to ensure that no major crises had occurred in either place while they’d been vacationing in the country. Sullivan, meanwhile, wanted to check on the progress his team had made in the village.


  The massive white truck that served as a mobile command post had arrived and sat on the grassy verge opposite the church. On the outside, it looked like an oversized chip wagon, but inside it was stocked with the latest in surveillance and communications devices. The two detectives logged in with the scribe before settling down at the work stations. The harvest from phone calls and email checks was meagre, however. On Green’s end, he was happy that Bob had not knocked the house down and that no murders or grievous crimes had cropped up in his absence. Sullivan was less delighted to learn that virtually nothing useful had turned up, either in the canvass of the town nor in the intensive search of the church grounds. Although the name Pettigrew had surfaced a few times, no one could be certain who the dead man was.


  But no one would be surprised if it was a Pettigrew at the bottom of the tower. It was a cursed family, they said.


  Sullivan logged off, stifled a yawn and headed to the door. “Time to get back to the city, Mike. We’ve got the current address on this Robbie, so I’ll take the photo to him after I drop you off. Hopefully, he’ll be able to ID his own brother and we can wrap this up, pending MacPhail’s autopsy report and the tox results. We’ve found no one who saw an altercation or another individual near the church, and the victim had no defensive wounds on his body, so it’s looking like a self-inflicted. There’s no evidence to suggest foul play was involved.”


  “Except the broken wall and the torn piece of jacket,” Green countered. “That could suggest a struggle.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “Not much of one, according to Ident. More consistent with him trying to climb over the wall.”


  Maybe, Green thought, but there were a few more questions that needed answering before he would be willing to sign off on it. Such as why had the man returned, what was he searching for at his parents’ farm, why had he chosen that particular church?


  And perhaps most importantly, how did he get in? Ident reported no evidence of forced entry, the huge padlock hadn’t been touched in years, and the back door had been locked when the police arrived. It was the self-locking kind that the victim might have pulled shut after his entry, but unless he had the skill to crack a combination lock, how had he unlocked the door in the first place?


  All in all, it had been an intriguing day, Green thought as they drove back into the city. Manure aside, the air had been crisp and fresh, the fall colours spectacular. The pace out here was slower and the sense of history more vivid than the life he was accustomed to, yet it was important for the Major Crimes Squad to be sensitive to the difference. He felt less hurried and discouraged than he usually felt at the end of a typical office day, and he was quite looking forward to an evening with his family. Even the prospect of the dismantled kitchen did not bother him. Maybe they’d all go out to dinner and spend a bit of real time together.


  But when he opened his front door, he found himself just in time to overhear the full blast of adolescent wrath.


  “Forget it! You had no fucking business going through my things, and I’m not giving it back! Even if you ground me for a hundred years!”


  Four


  Sharon Green had staggered through the front door an hour earlier, her head pounding and her feet on fire. Hospital budget cuts were going to do her in. Psychiatric nursing had always been emotionally draining, but as the patients got sicker and their inpatient stays briefer, it was the physical exhaustion she noticed most. She had spent much of her shift trying to wrestle a three hundred pound depressive out of bed into a bath, and she felt rancid from head to toe.


  Hannah’s bedroom door was closed, but the pulse of rock music shook the entire house. Something the girl had in common with her father, Sharon observed, surprised yet again by how similar they were, despite having been apart all Hannah’s life.


  Sharon knocked on Hannah’s door and waited for an invitation, well aware of her tenuous status as stepmother. A grunt answered her, but in her frazzled state, that was enough. She peeked in.


  “I’m ducking into the shower,” she said. “Would you please watch Tony for a few minutes?”


  Hannah was sitting cross-legged on her bed, writing something which she snapped shut at the sight of Sharon. She smiled, not at Sharon but at Tony, who was squirming in her arms.


  “I’ll take him out,” she said unexpectedly. “I want to mail a letter anyway.”


  Sharon knew better than to question the motive for this minor miracle. It was enough that Hannah was volunteering to do something helpful.


  Two minutes later, Sharon peeled off her clothes, then stopped at the entrance to the bathroom with dismay. It looked as if a hurricane had hit. The walls dripped moisture, the window and mirror were steamed up, three soggy towels lay scattered on the floor, and Hannah’s school clothes were in a lump outside the shower where she had stepped out of them. Sharon gritted her teeth. Resolutely, she opened the window, picked up the towels and tossed them into the hamper. She resisted the urge to fold the clothes; instead she scooped them up, carted them to Hannah’s room and tossed them on the bed. A gold chain slipped out and fell to the floor.


  When she retrieved it and saw what it was, she hesitated. Mike would not be thrilled, but Hannah had been entirely raised by his ex-wife with, as the ex-wife was fond of pointing out, no help from him. If Ashley had seen fit to give Hannah an elaborate gold crucifix, who had the right to protest? Sharon turned the cross over and saw there was an inscription, delicate and worn, but still legible.


  “To Derek, with all our love, Mother and Dad.”


  She frowned. Hannah was a petite girl with elfin features and sparkling blue eyes. Sharon knew she had already cast her social net wide in the four months she’d been in Ottawa, but Sharon hadn’t realized she’d snared a boy in that time. Snared him so thoroughly that he’d given her a precious piece of personal jewellery.


  Sharon put the crucifix on the dresser and headed into the shower. She said nothing when Hannah returned, waiting instead until the girl wandered into the kitchen an hour later, drawn by that unerring instinct of teenagers and pets for the impending arrival of food. Sharon offered her a carrot stick, which Hannah ignored.


  “So who’s Derek?”


  Hannah’s eyes flew wide in surprise. “What?”


  “Derek. The boy who gave you the pendant.”


  “Pendant?” Hannah seemed genuinely puzzled, then outrage replaced the surprise on her face. “You searched my room!”


  “No, I cleaned up the bathroom.”


  “But it was in my pocket!”


  Sharon leaned against the counter, sensing that she was handling the situation all wrong. She sought for a way to salvage the scene. “Hannah, I wasn’t trying to be nosy. It fell out, and I wouldn’t mention it but—”


  “Then don’t!”


  “But it’s obviously something very meaningful from the boy’s parents, and I don’t think-”


  “He gave it to me!”


  “I know he did, and I’m sure his heart was in the right place.”


  But Hannah was having none of it. She turned red, as if her very freedom were being challenged, and took a deep breath to launch into her counterstrike. At the very moment of that counterstrike, Green walked in. Hannah took one look at him and flounced out of the room. The whole house shook when her bedroom door slammed.


  Green drew Sharon into his arms and kissed her black curls. “So how was your day?”


  “Hellish,” she replied, snuggling into the warmth of his arms. He smelled of raw earth. “And that was before I came home to that.”


  “And what was that?”


  As she gave him a brief summary, his expression grew rueful. “Boys,” he muttered. “I was hoping for a little more training time before we faced boys.”


  “She’s a pretty girl. But she’s got the attention span of a flea, Mike. I’m sorry, but she’ll dump this poor Derek next week, and then he’ll be out a valuable crucifix.”


  “Then next week we’ll mail it back to him.”


  She swatted him, chuckling. “Coward. There’s an important principle at work here, which I think Hannah should learn.”


  “When I was a kid, I hated to be told I was wrong.”


  “What do you mean, when you were a kid?”


  It was his turn to chuckle. “Touché. The point is, I usually knew. And if people gave me enough space...”


  “What’s enough space?”


  “Till tomorrow?”


  In fact, an hour was all that was needed. Hannah didn’t emerge from her bedroom for dinner, but when Green tapped on her door afterwards, he was greeted not by silence or cursing but by a surprisingly subdued “Come in”. He found her sitting on her bed, writing. She didn’t smile, didn’t even glance up, but at least she was calm.


  “So where is this crucifix?”


  She flicked her black nails at the dresser. “I think she put it up there.”


  Green picked up the delicate chain and turned it over in his hands. The gold was ornately carved, and the inscription on the back was in old-fashioned Gothic script. Sharon was right; there was no way this was a proper gift for a girl. He remembered his own first clumsy attempt at impressing a girl. He’d stolen his mother’s Queen Elizabeth coronation spoon, the only silver finery in his parent’s humble home, and given it to blonde, untouchable Susan Fielding in his Grade Five class. Susan and her friends had all laughed at him.


  “I guess this guy Derek really likes you.”


  She snorted. “You’re both as bad as Mom was. Always jumping to conclusions, thinking there’s got to be sex at the bottom of everything.”


  “So he doesn’t like you?”


  “I don’t even know who the fuck Derek is! A kid I know found it and gave it to me.”


  Green liked the sound of that even less. “Found it?”


  Hannah cast him a sidelong glance. “Spoken like a true cop. That’s right, Mike. He rolled poor Derek on his way home from church and ripped it right off his neck.”


  “What are you planning to do with it?”


  “Nothing. I can hardly give it back to the kid. It would hurt his feelings.”


  As opposed to Derek, who is probably in deep mourning, Green thought, but wisely refrained from comment while he considered the situation. It was a strange choice of words Hannah had used. What boy would give a girl someone else’s crucifix and expect her to say nothing? Slowly the answer came to him.


  “This is one of your special needs kids, isn’t it?”


  “The detective strikes again,” she muttered. When he didn’t rise to the bait, she nodded slightly. “He’s a nice kid. I know he’d never steal it.”


  “But if Derek lost it, he’s probably looking all over for it.”


  “Kyle was so proud when he gave it to me.”


  “Hannah, there must be a way. We’ll enlist his parents’ help if we have to. Do you know where he lives?”


  “Some two-bit town called Ashford Landing.”


  For a moment, Green was struck dumb. Until today, he’d barely heard of the two-bit town. To have two unrelated events occur in that same place on the same day seemed an impossible coincidence. He tried to hide his excitement as he closed the crucifix in his palm.


  “Come on, let’s look up Kyle’s address. I feel like a drive in the country.”


  She suddenly came alive, leaping off the bed and snatching the chain from his grasp. “No way I’m turning up there with my father!”


  “I’ll let you do the talking if you like.”


  But she was backing away, shaking her head. “I see Kyle tomorrow. I’ll give it back to him.”


  “But we need to make sure it’s returned to Derek. We need Kyle’s parents.”


  “He’s not stupid, you know.”


  “He’s a child.”


  She rolled her eyes. Sensing her resistance had more form than substance, he turned towards the door. “I’ll even let you listen to your own music in the car.”


  


  He had occasion to regret that gesture as they barrelled down Highway 416 with Nine Inch Nails cranked up to top volume. Even Green’s spunky new Subaru seemed to shudder. Any conversation was out of the question, which perhaps was the reason for the volume in the first place. Hannah sat rigidly in the passenger seat, staring out the side window.


  The blackness was absolute once they turned onto the back road towards Ashford Landing. They passed the Pettigrew farm on the left, and a kilometre further south, Hannah suddenly pointed to a blue number sign as they flew by.


  “That was it.”


  Green pulled on the handbrake and executed a emergency skid turn that had Hannah hanging onto her seat. He grinned at her. “Cop school. Never have much chance to use it.”


  As he nosed the car down the narrow lane towards a farmhouse twinkling in the distance, he felt that peculiar excitement that came with being on the scent. He didn’t know the connection yet, but this boy’s farm was right next door to the Pettigrew’s.


  When they approached the house, they were greeted by a pair of shaggy black dogs of dubious lineage, whose loud barking brought a middle-aged man to the door. Green shouted an introduction and waited until the man had banished his dogs back inside before getting out of the car. The man’s wary scowl broke into a smile as he turned his attention to Hannah. He had that sun-burnt, grizzled look that Green associated with the Texas desert, but when he opened his mouth, he was pure Ottawa Valley.


  “You’re Ky’s teacher! He talks about you all the time, loves school for the first time ever.” He ushered them inside through a narrow, slanting hallway that smelled of pumpkins and into an old-fashioned living room. Lace mats covered the heavy wooden tables and quilts protected all the chairs. A modest needlepoint picture with the words “Bless this house” hung framed over the dining table, and the only adornment in the living room was a large wooden cross hanging in the centre of the main wall.


  “Mother!” the man shouted. “Ky! Look who’s here.”


  A stout, greying woman of about fifty emerged from what Green assumed was the kitchen. She looked considerably less enthusiastic at their arrival, and Green saw her silently taking in Hannah’s blue hair and multiple body piercings. Her thin lips pursed.


  Kyle bounced into the room like a goofy, overgrown puppy, smacking into furniture and grinning from ear to ear. Apart from the childlike gaze in his pale blue eyes, Green thought he looked like any vibrant, attractive young teenager. His sun-bleached hair, deep tan, and burly chest hinted at hours hefting hay bales in the field.


  “Ky, sit down,” his mother snapped.


  He subsided on the sofa, his puppy eyes fixed on Hannah. The mother turned to Green with stiff formality. “How do you do, I’m Edna McMartin. My husband Jeb, and you know Kyle.” She whipped the quilt off the sofa under the cross and waved a stubby, ringless hand. “Please sit down. Jeb, perhaps you can fix our guests some tea?”


  Hearing the forced enthusiasm in her tone, Green shook his head. “Thank you, Mrs. McMartin, but we don’t want to intrude. My daughter—”


  Hannah silenced him with a glare that would do a veteran teacher proud, then turned solemnly to Kyle. She uncurled her hand to reveal the chain. “Kyle, this is very beautiful and I thank you very much for giving it to me—”


  Edna McMartin stiffened. “Eh?”


  Hannah kept her eyes on Kyle. “But when I looked at it carefully, I realized it belonged to someone else.”


  The mother snatched it from Hannah’s hand, and Kyle shrank back on the sofa as if hoping he could disappear.


  Edna looked appalled. “Where did you get this!”


  “I think he found it,” Hannah replied.


  The mother leaned across and glared at her son. “You steal it? You know how I feel about that.”


  “He found it,” Hannah repeated, but Green could hear the quaver in her voice. She’s handling herself beautifully, he thought with surprise and pride, but that accusation has shaken her.


  He stepped in to help. “It’s not a question of theft, rest assured. We just think the boy who lost it would probably like it back. Do any of you know who Derek is?”


  Edna turned the crucifix over to read the inscription, then shook her head sharply. “Nope. Never heard of a Derek.”


  “Anybody named Derek in the area?” Green persisted.


  “I just said there wasn’t.”


  The father had been frowning thoughtfully. “Wasn’t that the name of the oldest Pettigrew boy?”


  “Oh, but he’s been gone for years. No.” The mother handed the crucifix to Green with an air of finality. “Kyle must have found it in the city.”


  At the mention of Pettigrews, Green’s mind was already racing ahead, but he tried to sound gentle. “Did you find the chain in the city, Kyle? Or out here?”


  “He doesn’t understand distances,” said his mother. “For him, there’s the school, the bus and home.”


  “Where did you find this, Ky?” Hannah asked him quietly. He sneaked a glance at his mother, then shrugged.


  “At the farm or at school?”


  “Don’t know.”


  Green leaned forward. “Do you think you could show me tomorrow when it’s light out?”


  Kyle shrank back. “I have to go school.”


  “What good is all this?” the mother said. “It’s just an ordinary crucifix. Look, the inscription’s almost worn away. Someone was probably throwing away some old family junk. Happens all the time when people clear out these old places they’ve lived in for generations. Kyle loves garbage, Mr. Green. Dollars to doughnuts, that’s where he got it.”


  Once Green and Hannah were back on the main highway, and he didn’t have to feel his way through the narrow back roads, he reached across and turned down the Nine Inch Nails.


  “Would you do something for me tomorrow?” he asked. Hannah cast him a wary glance.


  “Kyle trusts you. Would you come out here with me after school and get Kyle to show us where he found the chain?”


  “Why?”


  “It’s part of an investigation.”


  “And why should I help you with an investigation?” He could have said it was because an unidentified man was dead, and there was a very real possibility this chain belonged to him. But instead, he tried to think like a teenager. “Because it might be fun.”


  


  At eight o’clock the next morning, Green parked his car in the underground parking lot of the police station and made a mad dash for the elevator, clutching a bagel in one hand and a cup of Starbucks highest octane coffee in the other. When he disembarked on the second floor, he was relieved to see Brian Sullivan still at his desk, scrolling through his emails. Sullivan was an impossibly early riser and liked to get his investigations rolling before most of the world was even awake. Green signalled towards his office as he strode by.


  The Major Crimes Squad room bustled with activity as the new shift checked in and reviewed the fruits of a night on the streets. In his office, Green was greeted by a pile of phone messages and post-it notes as well as a full voice mail box. The implications were clear; a middle management inspector abandoned his desk for an entire day at his own peril.


  He was flipping through his phone messages for dire emergencies when Sullivan loomed in his doorway. He was already shrugging his jacket over his massive linebacker frame, and he grinned at the sight of Green’s overflowing desk.


  Green silenced him with a scowl. “How did the ID go on the Ashford Landing John Doe?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “Robert Pettigrew wasn’t home last night. But the autopsy’s set for ten, so I’m sending over the new detective. Might as well get her feet wet. I’ve got Bob Gibbs trying to track down the dentist who used to work that neck of the woods. I’m just on my way out to see Robert Pettigrew again. Ident’s cleaned up the photo, so he should be able to identify it.”


  Green took the crucifix out of his desk. “I’d like to see if he can identify this, too. Apparently one of the older brothers was named Derek.”


  Sullivan reached to take it, but Green pulled it away. “I’d like to do it.” Seeing Sullivan’s raised eyebrow, he explained about Hannah’s involvement and the fragility of their key witness to the discovery.


  Sullivan surveyed Green’s desk. “Suit yourself, Mike. But I’d say you’re good for at least two hours here, and this can’t wait.”


  “Half hour tops. Then I’ll be set to go.”


  True to his word, half an hour later Green logged off his computer, rounded up Sullivan, and together they set off. Robert Pettigrew lived on the tenth floor of a shabby apartment block in Alta Vista which would have been tolerable had it been on the north side overlooking the grassy shoreline of the Rideau River. Unfortunately, his minuscule apartment faced west over four lanes of Bank Street and the Billings Bridge Mall parking lot. Stale grease permeated the hallways.


  The moment Robert Pettigrew opened his door, Green was struck by his resemblance to the dead man. In front of them stood a younger, handsomer, clean-shaven version, but the blue eyes and the sharp cheekbones were the same. There could no longer be any doubt that the man on the slab in the morgue was a Pettigrew.


  Robbie introduced himself with a moist handshake and a nervous laugh. When Sullivan explained the purpose of the visit and produced the photo, he blanched and sank onto the sofa.


  Sullivan took the lead. “Do you recognize the man?”


  “No. Yes. Well, it looks like my father when he was younger.”


  “Is it one of your older brothers?”


  Colour began to return to Robbie’s face. “I haven’t seen my brothers in many years. Ohmigod, let me think.” He stood abruptly and carried the photo over to the light. While they waited, Green absorbed impressions about the room. It was neat and uncluttered, but the furniture was heavy, dark and worn, the carpet on the floor stained and threadbare. There were no pictures of family, or smiling children, or even his father. On the wall was a single framed print of Van Gogh’s Sunflower—a splash of cheer in an otherwise bare and melancholy room. The room had a makeshift feel, as if Robbie had never wanted to live there.


  Slowly, Robbie shook his head. “I thought it might be Tom, because he lives on the streets, and I imagine washing facilities would be somewhat limited.”


  “The streets here in Ottawa?” Sullivan asked.


  “Toronto. Last I heard he was living in a cardboard box under the Gardiner Expressway.”


  “How old would Tom be?”


  “Well, he’s twelve years older than me, so that makes him forty. In fact—” Robbie looked surprised, “his fortieth birthday was just last week.”


  “But you don’t think it’s Tom?”


  “It’s hard to tell from this, but Tom has a scruffier look, like he’s been battered a thousand times. He’s an alcoholic.”


  “The photo’s been touched up, so that might not show,” Sullivan said. “Did Tom ever sustain any broken bones, because those can be identified in the post mortem. As can scars or tattoos.”


  “I only saw him every few years, usually when he was in trouble. I confess I never looked very closely.”


  “What about your other brothers? I understand there are five of you?”


  “One’s dead. Died in a car crash fourteen years ago.” A spasm of pain crossed Robbie’s face. He withdrew a photo album from the bookcase beside the TV. “I haven’t seen the other two since I was eight, but I do have some pictures we can look at.” When he flipped open the album, the two detectives crowded around him, curious to get initial objective impressions of their own. Robbie leafed slowly through the pictures of smiling clusters of boys surrounding birthday cakes, perched atop tractors, posing with prize calves. Not exactly the cursed and tragic family that Sandy and the villagers had described yesterday, Green thought.


  “I haven’t looked at these in a long time,” Robbie said. “It always feels surreal to me, like someone else’s family.” He gestured to a photo of a smiling blonde woman showing off her dress. “I can’t believe my mother ever smiled like that. As a child, all I remember are long stares and silence. Hours and hours of silence. Anyway...there’s Tom.” He stopped at a photo of a teenage boy, handsome in the slick, big-haired style of the eighties. He had a saucy grin on his face and a possessive arm around a girl with stunning black hair cascading to her waist.


  “Good-looking guy,” Sullivan observed.


  “Yeah. Dad always said Tom had a mesmerizing way with women, which somehow passed me by.” He managed a smile that warmed his mournful eyes. “Although I don’t think he’s had much more luck keeping them in the long run than I have.”


  “What about Derek?” Green interjected, unable to restrain his curiosity. “Any pictures of him?”


  Robbie flipped through some pages. “His university graduation picture is the last—ah-hah!” He spread a page in triumph. A proud, self-conscious grad smiled out of the picture. The deep-set blue eyes were almost identical to Tom’s, although the hair was lighter brown and the jaw line softer. But the striking difference was in the personality. Tom shone through as cocksure and sensual, Derek as quiet and deep in thought.


  Sullivan held the photo side by side with the dead man’s, and they all studied it in silence. “How old would Derek be now?” Sullivan asked.


  Robbie narrowed his eyes to calculate before replying forty two.


  “When was the last time you heard from him?”


  Robbie shrugged. “I’ve never heard from him. I was only eight when he went away to graduate school in California, and we had no real relationship. My parents heard from him every now and then, but I don’t know when was the last time.”


  “Perhaps we might ask your father if he’s heard from him lately, and if Derek mentioned coming home?”


  The young man seemed to think a long time before answering, as if debating the wisdom of disclosing family matters. “My father can’t speak,” he said finally. “He’s had a serious stroke that left him without speech and paralyzed on one side. I think he understands a little, but he can only say one or two words with great effort.”


  Sullivan had stopped taking notes, no doubt regarding the father’s health as irrelevant, so Green jumped in before he could change the subject. “When did this happen?”


  “About three months ago. He’s still in hospital; the doctors at first thought he wouldn’t survive, and later they said he’d never be able to go home again. That’s why I sold the farm. I work here in the city, and I couldn’t manage the farm. Anyway, I always hated the place.”


  Green could see Sullivan starting to fidget. Sullivan was a no-nonsense, straight-ahead type of investigator who liked to stick to the point, gather the facts and move on. No dallying, unless he was playing a suspect on the line, and no wandering down side alleys. Green, however, felt there was a strange mystery in this family. The earlier photos painted a picture of a close, happy family who loved to celebrate together. But something had happened to change all that, and suddenly the eldest son moved to the opposite side of the continent, never to return, another son became a drunk, a third had died in a car crash, and a happy home had turned to silence. Now, twenty years later, had that prodigal son returned? What had drawn him back, and what—or who—had he encountered upon his return that he had ended up dead?


  “Any special reason why you hated the place?” Green asked gently.


  Robbie had been gazing at the picture of the farmhouse, taken years ago when the porch was straight, the trim white and the gardens lush with flowers. “Because my parents hated it. Because all they ever did was scream at each other, and my brothers left me all alone to cope with them.” He snapped the photo album shut and thrust it back in its slot. “I never cared to see my brothers, detectives, because they never cared for me. I hear from Tom about once a year, always when he needs me to bail him out of some mess. Bad debts, or a failed business scheme, or a bar brawl. I’m not a rich man. I’m a produce manager for Loblaws, I have two ex-wives and one little girl, and as you can see, I barely have a place to live. I’ve lent Tom money half a dozen times and never seen a penny back, plus he’s never once come up to help me with Mom or Dad.”


  His face was growing red as the pent-up anger spilled out. “But then last week, out of the blue he calls me and freaks out when I tell him I sold the house. He hasn’t been back to visit or help out, but suddenly he’s swearing at me and saying I had no right to sell it, and he had important stuff in the basement there, and...” He broke off as a thought occurred to him, and he waved at the dead man’s photo in disgust. “That’s probably Tom, coming up to get his important stuff and being so goddamn drunk he fell off the church.”


  “What was the important stuff?” Green asked.


  “Who the hell knows? I told him there wasn’t a goddamn thing worth having in that house when I sold it. Just a bunch of old boxes full of junk.”


  Green removed the crucifix from his pocket and held it out. “Do you recognize this?”


  Robbie checked himself, as if embarrassed that he had lost control, and he took the chain with a puzzled frown. “Did you find this on the body?”


  “No, but it was found in the vicinity. Derek is an unusual name, and the engraving looks old.”


  “I don’t recognize it, but I hardly remember Derek, let alone what he wore.”


  When Green asked if any of the rest of them had been given crucifixes by their parents, Robbie shook his head. “I believe my parents used to be very religious, but they weren’t much for jewellery, especially expensive stuff like that. We had no money to spare. I know Derek had to work two jobs and win a scholarship to go to university.”


  Sullivan had already closed his notebook and was edging toward the door, but Green took the photo album out again and began to examine the photos of Derek with his magnifying glass. No sign of a crucifix. Perhaps it was under his shirt, rather than being worn as a fashion statement, as they were today. He felt vaguely dissatisfied that he couldn’t connect this loose end, but he was still convinced that it connected somewhere. Patience, he told himself as he rose to join Sullivan at the door. When Hannah found out from Kyle where Derek had lost his crucifix, that might shed some light on what had led him from his childhood farm house to his death in the church yard. It was only once they were back in the car heading across Billings Bridge towards downtown, that Green remembered.


  “Jesus, Brian. There was another son. We forgot the fifth son!”


  Five


  For the first time since her impetuous decision to purchase the Pettigrew farm, Isabelle Boisvert felt overwhelmed. A surly Jacques had gone into the village for supplies, and she was sitting on the front porch with her mid-morning coffee, taking advantage of the rare October warmth to contemplate the bounty of her land. But all she could see was work. The porch sagged beneath her feet, its wood planks rotting away, and across the expanse of barren weedy yard, the two wooden outbuildings were collapsing beneath the weight of time. And inside its spectacular red brick exterior, the house was just as bad. The plaster walls were crumbling, and all the beautiful oak woodwork had been painted over with cheap white paint that had cracked and flaked.


  In the distance, the maple trees by the river shone crimson and gold. She tried to remind herself that this was why she’d bought the property. She’d known it would be a labour of love, but owning a hundred acres of land and forest with over a thousand feet of wooded river frontage had seemed like a dream worth labouring for. Jacques had been reluctantly persuaded by its investment value, but she hoped to raise horses, perhaps one day have an equestrian school and make enough money that they could both quit their civil service jobs and dispense with the frustrating commute to the city altogether.


  For now, to pay for all the repairs, they needed their jobs more than ever. To save money, she and Jacques were trying to do much of the work themselves. Unlike Jacques, she had grown up in the country and hoped that working with her hands would somehow return her to her roots. But today she didn’t know where to start. Jacques wanted to attack the interior of the house, where they would be confined for most of the long, upcoming winter months.


  But the warm weather would soon be over, and with it all chance to tackle the outside. They hoped to have a professional builder restore the main barn in the spring, so she could use it for her horses. But the little tool shed looked beyond repair, and even worse was the eyesore of bushes and burnt planking that sat at the edge of the yard. Jacques was anxious to bulldoze it over and build a garage for the cars before winter struck, but that cost money that was sorely needed for other things. It looked as if no one had spent a penny on the place in years.


  She didn’t know how Mr. Pettigrew had earned his money once he no longer farmed the land, but the man had managed to consume an astonishing quantity of booze. They had found closets full of empty bottles everywhere and had spent a whole day simply carting bottles to the local dump.


  Once, long ago, someone with skill and devotion had ministered to the house, for beneath the flaking paint, the woodwork was intricately hand-carved and the hardwood cabinetry bore an expert craftsman’s touch. But then, quite abruptly, it seemed as if the family had stopped caring. The basement had been abandoned in a half-finished state with pine planking erected on half the walls, but only two-by-four framing on the rest. It was all dried and warped now, and someday she would have to rip it all out and start from scratch.


  But not today. Today she would tackle the charred, overgrown eyesore in the front yard that was ruining her view from the porch. That way she could have a huge autumn bonfire like the ones she remembered from her childhood.


  She stretched, tossed the dregs of her coffee on the ground and headed for the tool shed, where she’d seen a number of battered tools, perhaps among them the axe and crowbar she would need for the job. However, inside she found a small scythe, a hammer, and a handful of rusty saws, but no axe or sledgehammer big enough to do the job. She searched the barn and house to no avail. Making a note to buy a decent axe, she set to work with a shovel, hacking away at the woody stems and prying loose the roots. In less than an hour, she had a pile of branches and planking ready to burn.


  She was just getting down on her hands and knees to wrench out a stubborn root when a flash of turquoise caught her eye, and she saw Jacques’ Cavalier speeding down their lane in a plume of dust. She felt an odd mix of feelings. Frustration that he persisted in driving on the country roads as if he were on the Queensway, delight at the prospect of his company, and apprehension that she might be in for another hour’s worth of bitching about country life. He’d left that morning in a foul humour, threatening to move in with his brother Jean Marc in Orleans.


  When he leaped from the car, however, his eyes were wide, and he chattered in staccato French as he removed grocery bags from the car.


  “This house, Isabelle! Everyone in the village is talking about it! That man who died at the church was one of the Pettigrews. A hundred years ago they owned all the land from here to the village, and they used to be big leaders. In the church, in the town. That little church the man died in, that was a major one in town, but there was a split in the movement when a new priest came. They talk like it was yesterday, but it was twenty-five years ago. Some went to the Anglican Church and some—”


  She took some bags from him, set them on the counter and silenced him with a kiss. When Jacques began to talk religion, he lost her. “Is this important?”


  He was not to be deterred, and his tone acquired an urgency. “What’s important is that this family, the Pettigrews, they helped build that church, but they left it too, and everyone says that’s when things started to get really bizarre. One of the sons went so crazy they had to lock him up. The mother was afraid he was possessed, and this house—”


  Isabelle looked at him with alarm. Jacques had a deeply religious core and had not totally shaken off the strong Catholic indoctrination of his childhood among the priests. If he started believing that the house was haunted—or worse, possessed—she might never be able to persuade him to feel at home.


  She slipped into his arms and took his face in her hands. “Chéri, this is our home now. We’ll take it apart, every board and wall, and we’ll make it ours.”


  A frisson passed through him. “But they are everywhere! Their initials are still carved on the windowsills, their names are glued to the bedroom walls. And the worst thing—” He paused. “Isabelle, they said the wife hung herself in the very room where we are sleeping!”


  


  Fifteen minutes after leaving Robbie’s apartment, Sullivan was inching the Impala through the Glebe in bumper to bumper traffic. To save time, Green radioed ahead to Gibbs, but before he could even relay his request, the young constable’s stutter burst over the wire.


  “I—I’m afraid I struck out on Derek Pettigrew’s dentist, sir. Seems the man who used to treat the family died about ten years ago, and the old files have been destroyed. So we have no dental ID.”


  Green sighed. That meant they would have to identify the body by process of elimination. He instructed Gibbs to find out as much background as he could about the Pettigrew family. Gibbs was Green’s favourite gofer, eager, tireless, relentless and intelligent to boot. By the time the two detectives reached the Major Crimes Squad room, he had not just the full names, but the dates and places of birth and death of four generations of Pettigrews.


  “I’m sorry I don’t have all the current addresses yet, sir, but I’m working on it. None of them are in the system.”


  Green had doubted they would be, for until amalgamation a few years ago, Ashford Landing had been under the jurisdiction of the Ontario Provincial Police. He advised him to check with the OPP.


  “I already did, sir.” Gibbs smiled and met his eyes. The kid’s finally getting some confidence, Green thought with relief. Gibbs had a wonderful investigative nose, but he was scared of his own shadow, which was a major drawback in Criminal Investigations. “They’ve nothing on them either, sir. Except for one son, Benjamin, victim of a one-car fatal in 1990.”


  “Any particulars?”


  “It was labelled driver error, but the accident occurred at one-thirty in the morning, so alcohol might have been a factor. Although County Road 2 is pretty dark and deserted at that time of night.”


  County Road 2 is also pretty straight, Green thought, remembering their recent drives along the road leading to Ashford Landing. He looked at Benjamin’s date of birth and did a quick calculation. Benjamin had died on his twenty-first birthday, possibly on his way home from one too many celebrations. Green felt a twinge of sorrow for the beleaguered family. Had this been the tragedy that had turned their lives upside down?


  He returned his attention to Gibbs’s notes. Benjamin had been the second youngest son, but still seven years older than Robbie. The mother had died twelve years ago, two years after Benjamin. Gibbs had not yet been able to track down any additional details beyond the name and birth date of the remaining three sons. Derek, Tom and Lawrence. Green pointed to their names.


  “Concentrate on Derek, but just to be thorough, see if you can locate the present whereabouts of all three—or at least their most recent known address. Lawrence would be the fifth son we forgot to ask about. Check if Robbie Pettigrew or any of the villagers know where he went. Let Brian know if you find anything useful.”


  After Gibbs had scurried off, Sullivan eyed Green with disapproval. “You just gave him the work of two officers. You know, just because he’ll do it, it doesn’t mean you should ask him to.”


  Green smiled. “That’s why you’re going to give him a new partner. The new woman you just got from General Assignment? Sue Peters? I think she’d be a great fit for Gibbsie.”


  Sullivan laughed without humour. “Where did you get that bright idea? She’ll scare him half to death.”


  The idea had only just occurred to Green when he saw the new confidence in Gibbs. It was about time he took on a more senior role and began training others in that wonderful investigative nose. And who better than the cocky young detective who was clawing her way resolutely through the ranks. Learning to dot every i and cross every t under the meticulous tutelage of Bob Gibbs ought to slow her down a touch. As well as maybe make a decent investigator out of her.


  But he said none of that to Sullivan, who was clearly irked by Green’s cavalier invasion into his territory yet again. “It’ll do them both good,” he replied instead, tossing a wink over his shoulder as he headed for the third floor. “I’d like a quick update after my meeting before I go home. And I’m leaving at three.”


  “Three!” Sullivan’s tone registered his disbelief, for Green almost never left before six.


  “I have to see a kid about a crucifix.”


  


  Hannah flounced into the passenger seat and immediately changed the radio station from Green’s classic rock to extreme rock, casting him a look that dared him to object. Ignoring the bait, Green pulled out of the school drive and accelerated up Carling Avenue towards the Queensway. It was half past three, and the autumn sun was slanting through the window onto her face. She jerked the visor down and hid behind dark glasses.


  “How was school?” he ventured neutrally.


  “Kyle wasn’t there today.”


  “Oh? Sick?”


  She shrugged. “Seemed fine yesterday. Till you started asking him all those questions.”


  “Well, we’ll try to make this like a game today. Make sure you explain to him that he hasn’t done anything wrong.”


  “He understands English, Mike. He’s not an idiot. I mean—” She broke off, flushing.


  “I know he isn’t, but I’m a police officer, and he may think that means he’s done something wrong. Tell him we just want him to help us figure out who the chain belongs to.”


  To her credit, Hannah tried her best when they arrived at the McMartin farm. Kyle was in the barn, looking perfectly healthy as he mucked out stalls. The reek of manure clung to his clothes, and he seemed oblivious to the flies that swarmed around him. Green was struck by how big and muscular he was in his overalls and rubber boots. A boy’s mind in a body that was fast becoming a man’s. Green’s impression was reinforced by Kyle’s reaction to Hannah, which was pure adolescent male. Red-faced, tongue-tied and tripping over his limbs.


  But as soon as she mentioned the crucifix, he started to wag his head back and forth.


  “I don’t remember. I get mixed up.”


  Green watched him carefully. “What were you doing when you found it?”


  “Walking.”


  “Morning or afternoon?”


  Kyle began to shake his head when Hannah stepped in again. “Was lunch finished?”


  A nod.


  “Was dinner finished?”


  “No. Not started.”


  “Good.” She smiled and squeezed his hand. “Were you walking home from the village?”


  “No.”


  “Were you walking to the village?”


  Kyle squirmed and looked away, shaking his head. Green picked up the cross-examination technique. He pointed towards the woods in the direction of the river. “Were you walking over there, Kyle?”


  “Kyle’s not allowed to go in the woods, Mr. Green,” came a sharp voice from behind them, as Edna McMartin strode into view from the interior of the barn. Her grey hair stood on end and wisps of straw stuck to her clothes.


  Kyle shook his head vigorously. “I didn’t. I didn’t go there.”


  Her eyes were hostile, and Green felt all chance for cooperation slipping through his fingers. He thought he knew why; they had not informed her of their arrival nor asked permission to speak to her son. Kyle had come out to greet them and, hoping to keep the interview as casual as possible, they had simply slid right in.


  He apologized to her as humbly as he could and explained the importance of pinpointing the discovery of the chain. “We believe the dead man was probably Derek Pettigrew and that this chain was lost by him shortly before his death. We’re trying to trace his movements leading up to his death.”


  Edna McMartin fixed Kyle with a firm, unwavering gaze that Green suspected would see through anyone’s subterfuge. “Did you go to the woods near the river, Ky?”


  He swallowed and shook his head. “No, Mom. Never.”


  “Then where did you find the chain?”


  “I was walking to the village. Through the field.” Kyle pointed across a stubbled field towards the distant church spires of the village. Green studied him thoughtfully. The boy was lying; he had earlier denied this. But why?


  “Why is Kyle not allowed to go in the woods?” he asked the mother casually.


  “Because of the river, of course,” she answered in a tone that implied a silent “you idiot.”


  “Of course. Have you lived on this farm long?”


  “Long?” She snorted. “Is all my life long enough?”


  Green felt as if he had hit a gold mine, if he could only figure out how to mine it. “Then you would have known the Pettigrew boys before they all left.”


  Her gaze grew wary. “Some. We stay pretty busy on the farm.”


  He turned abruptly towards Hannah. “Sorry, honey. I need to have a few words with Kyle’s mother inside. Do you think you and Kyle can amuse each other out here for a while?”


  Poor choice of words, Green thought with a grimace as he ushered the reluctant mother into her house. She seemed as uneasy about leaving them alone as he was, no doubt for opposite reasons.


  “I don’t know what I can tell you,” she said as she perched on the edge of her sofa, looking ready to bolt at any moment. Unlike last evening, she made no effort to remove the quilt or offer him a drink. “I haven’t seen any of the older children in years. And I never had much to do with him—” She jerked her head in the direction of the Pettigrew farm. “—since he started pickling himself in booze and bawling at the moon at three in the morning. Could hear it clear across to the village some nights.”


  “Were you friends when the wife was alive?”


  “Well, close enough when the boys were at school together. We were in the same church, and my Sandy was friends with their Lawrence—”


  A distant bell of recognition rang in Green’s head. “Sandy Fitzpatrick? The real estate agent? He’s your son?”


  Her lips formed a tight, wary line. “How do you know Sandy?”


  Green gave her the short explanation—that Sandy had provided Robbie Pettigrew’s address. That seemed to satisfy her, for she nodded and actually volunteered some information. “Sandy’s father is dead, fell under the baler. Jeb McMartin is my second husband.”


  Green absorbed the coincidences of village life. That made Sandy and Kyle brothers, despite the probable twenty-five year age gap. Both were burly and full of health, although beyond that he could see no resemblance.


  Edna flushed, as if having two husbands somehow made her a harlot. “His boy needed a mother, and I needed a man about the farm. This life is hard, Inspector. You take from it what you have to.”


  Green nodded sympathetically. “I understand life was hard for your neighbours as well. What can you tell me about Lawrence? Do you know where he is?”


  “St. Lawrence Psychiatric Hospital in Brockville, last I heard.”


  “What happened to him?”


  “Went crazy. His folks locked him up.”


  “How long ago was that?”


  She pursed her lips as if dredging her memory. “In Grade Eleven. I remember because he and Sandy were in the same grade, and Lawrence just stopped coming to school. Wandered around the place talking to himself, or suddenly you’d turn around and there he’d be standing, staring at you. Gave everybody the willies.” As the bearer of grim news, she seemed to lose her frostiness. “They tried to get him help up in Ottawa, and then one day they packed him into the family’s old pick-up and drove straight to Brockville. I don’t think the mother ever recovered, and then when her Benji was killed, well, that did her in.”


  Green had a sinking feeling. A cursed family, the villagers had called them. “What do you mean?”


  “Killed herself. Took years building to it, mind. Sinking deeper and deeper, with him not helping a bit, and poor little Robbie just raising himself. About ten, twelve years ago, I guess she figured he was raised enough, and so she called it quits.”


  


  Green struggled to steer with one hand as he punched numbers into his cell phone with the other. Extreme rock pulsated through the car, and Hannah was bobbing her head with a secretive twinkle in her eyes.


  “Do you want me to drive?” she shouted.


  “In your dreams, honey.” She pulled what he recognized as a classic Hannah pout. Pro forma, with no outrage behind it.


  “Back home I had my learner’s permit.”


  “And we’ll have this discussion when you’re back in regular school.”


  “I like Alternate Ed. The kids are way cooler, and I get to do this part-time work in the real world.”


  He flicked off the radio and turned his attention to Gibbs, who had finally answered his phone. It was nearly five o’clock, but Green had known the man would still be hard at work. Green filled him in on Edna’s revelation about Lawrence Pettigrew.


  “I’m ahead of you, sir,” Gibbs said. “One of the villagers told me, and I’ve already contacted the hospital personnel.”


  Which is why I love you, Green thought with admiration. “What’s the news?”


  “He was in St. Lawrence Psychiatric Hospital from 1984 till 2000, but he’s been in a supervised group home since then until just a couple of months ago.”


  “What happened a couple of months ago?”


  “He graduated to monitored independence, sir. Whatever that means. I’m trying to reach those people now.”


  “Good. Let me know as soon as you find him. We’re looking for an absolute positive sighting in the past forty-eight hours to rule him out.”


  Green rang off and found Hannah eyeing him with the faintest smile on her pixie face. She was so tiny and innocent looking, it was hard to believe she packed such a punch.


  “If I hadn’t been in Alternate Ed, I wouldn’t have met Kyle. And if I hadn’t met Kyle, you’d never have found out the truth about that gold crucifix.”


  “Okay, I’ll bite. What did he tell you?”


  “Without his mother breathing down his neck, he told me the truth about where he found it.”


  It was Green’s turn to smile. “I thought he might.”


  Her eyes narrowed suspiciously, and Green’s smile broadened. “He found it in the woods on the way to the village, didn’t he?”


  She nodded. “There’s a path running along the river, which starts at the next farm and runs past the McMartin farm into the village. He found it somewhere near the village.”


  “On the ground?”


  “Yes, just lying in the leaves.”


  Green considered the implications. If Derek had lost that chain twenty years ago, it would probably have been found by other travellers or buried under layers of leaves and debris during the intervening years. To be found so easily by a boy strolling along the path, it had to have been dropped there recently. Perhaps on the very day the mystery man was spotted at the farm by Isabelle Boisvert.


  Green winked at her. “I’ll make you a sleuth yet. Do you mind a little side trip?”


  “Where?”


  “To talk to Kyle’s older half-brother. He was a friend of the Pettigrew brothers years ago.”


  “But Dad!”


  It was the first time she’d called him Dad, and his jaw dropped before he could stop himself. Quickly, she scowled. “I’ve got homework to do and friends to call.”


  “Fifteen minutes, tops. Promise.” And without giving her time to protest, he pulled into Sandy’s drive.


  The realtor was even more frazzled than he had been a day earlier. Before Green could explain his visit, Sandy launched into a grilling of his own.


  “It is true? They’re saying it was Derek in the church yard!”


  “Who’s saying?”


  “Everyone. I heard it from Harvey at the grocery store, who heard it from my stepfather.”


  “You saw the picture. Did it look like Derek?”


  “I haven’t see him in twenty years, and I was only seventeen when he left.” Sandy scrubbed his hands over his face distractedly. “I always assumed Derek was off having a successful life somewhere. But all the boys looked alike. Miniature clones of their father. It was their personalities that differed a great deal.”


  Green settled into one of the client chairs and pulled out his notebook casually. He’d left Hannah in the car, blasting out the latest Disturbed album. “I understand you were Lawrence’s friend. What can you tell me about him? What was life like back then?”


  Sandy drew two deep breaths as if forcing himself to settle. He twirled his pen restlessly while he gathered his thoughts. “Lawrence... Such a sad case. We used to play together all the time, build forts in the woods and pretend they were starships. He was a gentle, sensitive, imaginative boy who was cruelly teased, not only by the other boors around here but by his own brother Tom. Tom was all brawn, no brains, and proud of it. He ran with a pack of troublemakers in town who used to beat Lawrence and me up regularly.”


  “Did Lawrence become schizophrenic?” It was a diagnosis that seemed to fit the symptoms Green had heard.


  Sandy’s face hardened in anger. “It was his father drove him over the edge. The old man shoved religion down all the kids’ throats, but some of them took it more to heart than others. Lawrence started obsessing about sin and worrying that people were damned to hellfire and brimstone if they didn’t purify themselves. Can you imagine—a house full of healthy teenage boys and Lawrence was obsessing about sin? He used to hide their condoms and spy on them. I tried to help, but as he got sicker, he started to retreat more and more. Stopped coming to school, shut himself up in the shed for hours on end, performing his rituals. It was spooky. Finally, it got so bad the family just snapped and committed him.”


  “Was this before or after Derek went away?”


  “Right after. I think that’s why they went ahead with the hospital. Derek had always protected Lawrence and stood up for him, especially against Tom. Look, these were country people, they didn’t understand what was happening to Lawrence. None of us did. It’s only afterwards I did some reading about schizophrenia, but back then we were just scared and angry at him.”


  “Except Derek?”


  “Well, Derek was—” Sandy paused as if searching for words. “I was only a kid, but I remember how smart he seemed. He was in university, and he knew so much about the world. When he left, I think Lawrence probably flipped out, and the family grabbed the chance to ship him out of their hair.”


  “Have you seen or heard anything about him since?”


  Sandy shook his head. Green sensed a little regret, even shame, in his tone. “Not a word. Sometimes folks would ask the Pettigrews how he was doing, but they never said much, just that it wouldn’t be good for him to have visitors. Not that anyone wanted to visit the poor guy.”


  “What about Derek? Ever see him?”


  Sandy’s expression grew shuttered. “No, but he always said he wouldn’t come back.”


  “You mean he discussed it with you?”


  “Oh no, that’s just what I heard. He hated the farm. Country wasn’t his thing. Beneath him.”


  “Did he have any friends here that he might have kept in touch with?”


  “University friends, maybe? But no one here in the village. Although of course, I hardly knew him.”


  Outside, Hannah leaned on the Subaru horn, making Sandy jump. Green moved to get up and fancied he saw relief cross the other man’s face. Green thanked him for his help and then paused for one last question.


  “Can you think of any reason or circumstance that would have drawn any of the brothers back home right at this moment, after an absence of twenty years?”


  Sandy had risen to usher Green out, and now he hovered restlessly in the doorway. “Their father’s illness, perhaps? Or selling the family farm?”


  It was possible, Green thought as he made his way out to confront Hannah. But as far as anyone was willing to admit, only one of them besides Robbie knew their father was ill and the farm sold.


  Tom


  


  Isabelle could not return to her work in the yard until late in the afternoon, after a lunch break and a stint helping Jacques strip the blue flowered wallpaper from their bedroom. He had attacked the task with a frenzy, as if determined to banish the mother’s ghost before he spent another night in the house. He’d been right; all the bedrooms held the memories of decades of family life. In one bedroom, they discovered lists of girls’ names carved on the window sill, and on another sill “DP loves...” with the initials vigorously scratched out.


  “A teenage love affair that ended badly,” Isabelle joked as they sanded down the marks.


  Jacques pointed to the lengthy list of girls on the other window. “This guy evidently didn’t take his grandes amours so seriously.”


  After two bedrooms, even Jacques agreed they’d both breathed enough dust for one day, and he headed into the city to check paint stores. The afternoon was still crisp and sunny, so Isabelle retrieved her shovel and returned to the thicket. Tearing up the weeds and decaying planks, she encountered more slugs and earwigs than she ever cared to, and she was about to give up in disgust when her hand struck something hard. She dug around it and levered the shovel under it until she finally unearthed a small tin can with the lid rusted on tight. It rattled when she shook it, as if there were several loose objects inside. Soot smudged her hands where she had gripped it, and the label was illegible beneath the black. She studied the hole it had come from. This was no accident. The hole was deep and clearly covered by charred floorboards. Someone had deliberately lifted a floorboard and buried the can underneath.


  She remembered the man she’d seen rummaging around here in the thicket. Perhaps he was looking for this! She felt a flutter of excitement. It might be jewellery or coins, perhaps something even more valuable. This is an old home; an ordinary artifact might be worth a lot of money. Whether she kept it or turned it over to Robert Pettigrew, she would decide later, once she’d seen what it was.


  With the help of some oil and a screwdriver, she began very slowly to work the lid loose. It was stubborn and loosening it took an interminable time. Finally, with one last pop, the lid came off. Isabelle peered inside and her eagerness died abruptly.


  Six metal bottle caps, a white feather, a box of condoms, two slips of paper, a brass key, and the final object—a small white sphere. She turned the sphere over in her fingers curiously until she was looking at it head on, and saw two tiny holes and the remnants of a beak. It was the skull of a tiny bird.


  Isabelle snatched her fingers away as if they’d been burned. The bird skull tumbled into the dirt next to the can. Horror crawled over her skin, and she sat back on her heels, staring at the object, in the grip of an irrational fear. Had the man come back to the farm for this? For a dozen condoms, a bunch of useless junk and a bird skull?


  She scooped up the contents, returned them to the tin and pressed the lid down tightly before heading into the house to find Sergeant Sullivan’s card. She wasn’t sure what the significance of the tin was, but she knew the police had better have a look at it.


  Six


  When Green arrived at the station the next morning, Brian Sullivan’s desk was deserted, but a young woman was parked outside his own office, clutching an envelope of material to her generous chest. She wore a hideous black and white checked pant suit and clunky black shoes and made no attempt to tame her frizzy red hair, but nevertheless, she managed to look cute. She looked about fourteen years old, although Green knew from her file that she was twice that.


  Her baby blue eyes lit at the sight of him, and she stuck out an exuberant hand. “Inspector Green! Detective Sue Peters, remember?”


  He took her hand in his, felt the smooth, firm pressure of her fingers. It lingered a little long, he thought, making a silent note to beware. He opened his door and nodded to her package. “You have something for me?”


  “Yessir. The Sarge—Sullivan, I mean—told me to bring you this stuff. Thought you might like to see it.” She followed him inside, making no effort to detach the envelope from her breasts.


  “And where is Sergeant Sullivan?”


  “Got a call, went out to Ashford Landing.” Without an invitation, she kicked the guest chair out and plunked herself down in it.


  Green surveyed the mountain of paperwork on his desk and the blinking message light on his phone. “What’s the material about?”


  “Stuff from Ident, mostly pictures from the Ashford Landing scene. The Sarge said there wasn’t much new, but you’d want to look at it all anyway.” Still she clutched the material as if it were the Crown jewels.


  He nodded to his desk brusquely. “Thank you. Just leave it there, I’ll look at it in a minute. Did the sergeant assign you anything else to do?”


  Her lips curved up in a grin. “I’m working with Gibbsie, trying to find those three brothers. Quite the nice little riddle, eh, sir? Which one’s the guy who took the swan dive off the tower?”


  Green glanced through his open door into the squad room to see Gibbs hunched over his computer, tapping furiously. “That’s the basis of a lot of detective work, Peters. The sooner we know who the man is, the sooner we can begin tracing his movements and figuring out how he died. You’d better go help, Detective.”


  It took her a couple of seconds to get the hint, but finally she parted with her prize, dropped it on his desk and headed over to Gibbs. Green uttered a short, silent apology to the faithful, hard-working detective, waited until Peters was well out of sight, then snatched up the envelope.


  Five minutes later, he tossed the reports aside with frustration. Sullivan was right; not much there. Yet even the lack of evidence was telling. Not the slightest trace of blood had been detected on the top of the tower, which made it unlikely that any of the victim’s abrasions had been sustained in a struggle up there. The contour and markings on the fatal head wound matched those of the rock beneath his head, confirming MacPhail’s theory that the fall itself was the cause of death. The small piece of fabric that had snagged on the parapet had been sent to the RCMP lab for formal analysis, along with the jacket from which it had presumably ripped, but Cunningham had found the torn section at the back of the hem where it seemed to fit.


  Green fed the CD of crime scene photos into his computer and watched as his screen filled with meticulously ordered shots—overviews, middle views and close-ups of every single item of evidence found at the scene. Green studied the views of the body, trying to picture it in the physical surroundings of the church. The man lay on his stomach with his legs splayed and his head facing the tower. His head was twisted to one side, almost touching the stone base. Ident had done a very thorough physical search of the vicinity and had photographed a dozen cigarette butts, a decaying tennis ball, a few old candy wrappers and an ice cream cup. Everything looked at least a month old.


  The next series of photos was a scrupulous record of the church tower, from each latent fingerprint on the ladder to the colourful collection of bird droppings on the parapet. The fabric from the jacket had been found on the top of the wall directly above the body. Green studied the photo carefully. The fabric had snagged on the inner corner of the wall where it had crumbled, leading Cunningham to speculate that in the act of hoisting himself up over the wall, the victim had pressed against the wall, dislodging some old mortar and tearing his jacket. Cunningham was still trying to match all the latents lifted from the ladder, but he was leaning towards suicide.


  Green leaned back in his chair and shut his eyes, trying to visualize the victim’s last movements, but the photos weren’t enough. The suicide theory didn’t feel right yet. Once Ident had finished there, he needed to go to the scene, to walk through the steps the man had taken, in order to see the things he’d seen and imagine the thoughts he had. Maybe then Green would understand whether the man had jumped of his own accord.


  Meanwhile, it was a waiting game while the detectives gathered facts, and reluctantly Green turned his attention to his mountain of paperwork. He was at it for less than an hour and had made his way through only a fraction when Bob Gibbs knocked diffidently on his door.


  “Sorry, sir. Ah... Angela Hogencamp, the woman from the St. Lawrence group home, is on the line. Lawrence Pettigrew has disappeared. Are we going to send someone down to interview them?”


  “Put her through.” Green shoved his paperwork aside with relief and snatched up his phone the moment it rang. The woman at the other end sounded as if she smoked two packs a day and had seen every depravity known to man. After preliminary introductions, Green asked her what she meant by “disappeared”.


  “Six weeks ago. He didn’t show up for his meds and routine blood work.”


  “Six weeks ago! Why was no one alerted?”


  There was a chilly pause. “Who should we have alerted, sir?”


  “The police.”


  “Lawrence wasn’t in custody. He’s a voluntary patient living on his own, and he’s free to stop treatment any time he chooses. What’s the Ottawa police’s involvement, sir?”


  Green rethought his approach, for he wanted cooperation from this woman, and right now she was in classic “coveryour-ass” mode. “I apologize, Mrs. Hogencamp. I didn’t mean to imply you were derelict in your duties. We’ve had an unusual sighting of a man who bears some resemblance to him. I know Lawrence was in hospital for close to twenty years, and I’m concerned he might not have the street smarts to survive on his own.”


  “As are we, I assure you,” she replied in a tone only slightly thawed. “We have been searching all over for him, and the Brockville police have in fact been notified. But he’s not top priority for them, being but one of many chronic psychiatric cases they’ve had to contend with over the years. He’s not a danger to anyone but himself.”


  Green’s ears perked up. “Are you saying he’s suicidal?”


  “I didn’t mean to imply that. Merely that, as you said, he’s rather childlike. He’s been in hospital since 1984. After twenty years of illness and institutional life, as well as years of electroshocks and strong anti-psychotic medication, I’m afraid there aren’t too many brain cells left.”


  She tossed the observation off with a casual resignation that matched her smoke-weary voice. From Sharon, Green knew that psychiatric staff, like police officers, saw the grim underbelly of life every day, and that the woman’s sensitivity had probably been a casualty of her years spent battling the pain and wasted lives of mental illness. “Would he be delusional? Hallucinating?”


  “Not right away. He still would have had a supply of pills for a while, but then he would have gradually become less coherent.”


  “Did you notify his family?”


  The woman snorted, triggering a prolonged coughing fit, which left her hoarse and gasping. “We tried the number on file, but it had been disconnected. Not that it would have mattered much. His family hasn’t visited him in years.”


  “Did anyone else visit him?”


  “Former patients, occasionally. But we’ve checked, and none of them has seen him.”


  “Might he have tried to go home?


  She paused. “This was his home.”


  “Would he know how to get to the farm where he grew up? Did he ever talk about it?”


  “Not once.” She hesitated, and her voice softened. “I shouldn’t really be telling you this, but when the ward was closing, the team looked at moving him back home, or at least to a group home nearer home. He regressed badly at the suggestion, and his father wanted nothing to do with it. Refused to even come meet our team. Lawrence knew his family had rejected him. I can’t imagine he’d want to go back there ever again.”


  Green had encountered many mentally ill people over the years, and he knew how crucial family support was to their recovery. He was beginning to feel very sorry for this poor, misunderstood, stigmatized young man. Shunned first by the village, and then by his own family.


  “Any idea why they rejected him?”


  “Why do families reject the mentally ill? Afraid of them, ashamed of them? Tired of dealing with them, want to be able to take that trip to Florida? You’d be surprised what a dumping ground the hospital is, Inspector.”


  Cynicism aside, she had a point. He asked a few more questions about Lawrence’s personal effects and finances, both of which were virtually non-existent, then told her he’d be asking the Brockville police to show her a photo and some clothing to see whether they might belong to Lawrence. She had thawed considerably by then, and she heaved a deep, regretful sigh. “If it is him who died, I wouldn’t be surprised. Not that he wanted to die...but he didn’t really have anything compelling to live for. Wasn’t actually living much at all.”


  Once he’d hung up, Green sat at his desk a moment, recalling the chronic schizophrenics he’d met in his career. Mostly street people, adrift from the anchor of meds and family support. It’s true that by normal standards they hadn’t much compelling to live for, but even the street people clung to the lives they had, deriving pleasure and pride from simple moments and never setting their sights or their hopes too high. If Lawrence had killed himself, the questions remained. Why there? Why now?


  He opened the door to his office and was pleased to spot Sullivan just emerging from the elevator. He beckoned him inside. Sullivan dropped into the guest chair, stretched his long legs out, unsealed a plastic evidence bag and plunked an object on a piece of white paper on the edge of Green’s desk. Bits of dirt fell from what looked like a blackened tin can.


  “Okay, I’ll bite,” Green said, reaching into his desk to slip on nitryl gloves. “What’s that?”


  “Someone’s secret treasure chest. Isabelle Boisvert found it in her yard, right around where our dead guy was digging. Looks like he buried it there.”


  The can rattled as Green picked it up. “Have you looked inside?”


  Sullivan nodded. “Someone had a very weird idea of treasure.”


  Green pried the lid off and spread the objects carefully on the sheet of paper. For a moment, they both contemplated the collection in silence. The bottle caps could be explained away, as could the feather, the key and the condoms. Children collected the oddest trinkets. But the bird skull gave him pause. A child might have a passing fascination with a dead animal, might even keep a skeleton for a while, but to store it with their treasures suggested a fascination with the macabre that was a little over the top. And where was the rest of the body? The skull was perfectly intact, almost as if the bird had been decapitated with surgical precision.


  What sane, normal child decapitates a bird and stores the head in their treasure box?


  Only a crazy one. Green unfolded the slips of paper and popped each inside its own evidence bag. One was a smudged fragment of paper torn from a notebook “S Bus 4:30, meet me 3:00 our place”. The other was a page from a love letter written to a girl named Sophia, asking for her forgiveness and begging for another chance. The two were in different hands—the former a tight, sophisticated script and the latter a ragged scrawl.


  Sullivan had been silent during Green’s perusal of the contents, and as he returned the objects to the can, he was aware of Sullivan’s questioning gaze. “This is Lawrence Pettigrew’s stuff,” Green said by way of answer. “Apparently he used to confiscate his brothers’ condoms and try to interfere with their sex lives. I don’t know what the rest of this stuff means, but it’s beginning to look as if Lawrence might be our John Doe. He’s disappeared from Brockville.”


  “What about Derek’s crucifix?”


  Green shrugged. “It’s possible Lawrence stole it, or expropriated it.” He gave Sullivan an update of what the group home supervisor had said. “We’ll fax John Doe’s photo down to Brockville PD and ask them to run it by the group home staff. If the ID is positive, we’ll need to send someone down.”


  Sullivan nodded. “I’ll send Gibbs and Sue Peters. Give her a chance to see how we put together corroborating evidence to make an ID.”


  “Her and Gibbs in the car together for two hours?” Green winced. “Cruel and unusual punishment for our Gibbsie. I think you should go with her.”


  Sullivan frowned at him. “I’ve got a bunch of other cases on my plate.”


  “But I think Sue Peters can learn a lot from you. And she needs all the help she can get.” And with her on the case, CID needs all the help it can get as well, he added to himself.


  “She’s got to learn some time, and this is a case she can’t really screw up,” Sullivan said.


  “Still, it is your case.”


  Sullivan raised his eyebrows. “Oh, is it now?”


  “Yeah, and you can use your Irish charm on this Mrs. Hogencamp. She’s a little skittish, and we need her nice and chatty. Peters would shut her up tighter than a clam.”


  Sullivan shrugged and hauled his large feet off Green’s desk. “First, I’ll fax the photo down to Brockville and make sure our dead guy is Lawrence. Then I’ll go tell my staff sergeant that the inspector might be ordering me into the boonies for the day just to ID a suicide. Make him feel important.” He restored the tin can to the evidence bag and carefully resealed it. “If I take Peters instead of Gibbs, he’ll think he’s done something wrong, you know.”


  “I’ve got other plans for Gibbs.”


  


  Green had hoped to get to Gibbs before the office grapevine did, but by the time he had a free moment, it was too late. He found the young detective hard at work at his computer, but his avoidance of Green’s eyes betrayed his hurt. Green was reminded once more of what a good cop Sullivan was; he knew his men, and despite his bear-like physique and his country boy manner, sensitivity was his greatest strength. Green did not have Sullivan’s tact, nor his ease with emotion. He simply pulled a chair up to Gibbs’s desk and leaned over.


  “So? Any luck?”


  Gibbs stared at his screen without answering for a moment, then seemed to draw himself together. He straightened his long, gangly form and picked up his notes.


  “What do you want first, sir? The success or the failure?”


  “The failure. Then we’ve nowhere to go but up.”


  Gibbs didn’t smile. “Derek Pettigrew’s whereabouts are a complete mystery. Not only can I find no one who’s seen him in the past few days, but no one’s seen him, period. It’s like this guy dropped out of sight twenty years ago. There’s no record of anyone with that name and birth date being registered at Berkeley or any other California university.”


  “He could have gone to some other state or moved anywhere in North America.”


  Gibbs cast him a brief, triumphant glance. “But no one with that name and birth date has ever filed a tax return or applied for a passport in either the U.S. or Canada.”


  Green tried to make sense of this latest surprise. Plenty of people dropped out for lots of reasons, most of them nefarious. Criminals eluding the authorities, people escaping an unpleasant past or unsavoury associates, occasionally children or spouses hiding from their families. Certainly the Pettigrew family had been far from exemplary, and Derek had broadcast that he was never coming home again, but nothing the investigation had uncovered so far suggested he’d go into hiding to avoid them.


  “Do we have any record of this guy in our system? Some young offender stuff from long ago—suspicious contacts, anything that suggests he may have gotten in over his head with some bad guys? Can you check with the OPP and the RCMP?”


  Again that faint look of triumph. “I’ve checked that, sir. So far, nothing. He was an excellent student all through school and university, although he changed his major from physics to philosophy in his third year.”


  Green contemplated that information curiously. Changing from a hard science to the intangible study of truth suggested that Derek had undergone at least a mild identity crisis in his penultimate year, which had forced him to rethink his goals and aspirations. But such soul-searching was common— indeed, almost a rite of passage—for a serious student. Remembering Derek’s quiet, thoughtful grad photo, Green could see such a youth being drawn to the fundamental truthseeking of philosophy.


  Changing one’s intellectual identity, however, was hardly the same as changing one’s physical one. In any case, he would have had to register at Berkeley as Derek Pettigrew if he’d hoped to get in.


  “Bob, can you get Berkeley to check their admissions for 1984? See if in fact Derek Pettigrew applied and was expected to attend?”


  Gibbs reddened as an irrepressible smile crept across his face. His Adam’s apple bobbed. “I’ve put that request to them already, sir, but it will take a while.”


  “Good work. And I wouldn’t classify this as a failure. We’ve learned some very peculiar things about Derek Pettigrew. Keep it up. Now—the good news?”


  “Tom Pettigrew. He’s been much more visible. Toronto Police have a long sheet on him, mostly summary offences like theft under and causing disturbances. He’s also had a few businesses go belly-up, and he’s reneged on payments to creditors. Toronto faxed me this.”


  He unfolded a long print-out and Green scanned down the list of Tom’s contacts with the Toronto police. They showed the sorry state of Tom’s life. Police contacts had been few in the first ten years, but over time he had become involved more frequently in brawls, public intoxication, loitering and disturbing the peace. He’d been in and out of the Don Jail five times in the past year alone, but only one stint had been substantial; thirty days for his fourth conviction for theft under. Shoplifting from a liquor store on Jarvis Street.


  Scanning to the bottom of the list, Green saw that his most recent incarceration had been only a month ago, for causing a disturbance. He’d been released the next morning. As if reading his mind, Gibbs pointed to the entry.


  “I’m trying to contact the officer who handled the case, sir, to see if he knows where Tom is living. He’s listed as no fixed address, but he probably has his unofficial place. The officer will call me when he gets on duty this evening.”


  Gibbs had thawed considerably as he related the fruits of his labour, and now Green smiled at him. “If and when the Toronto police find him, I want them to pick him up, and I want you to go down there to interview him.”


  “By myself, sir?”


  Seeing a mixture of pleasure and apprehension on Gibbs’ face, Green shook his head. “If Toronto finds Tom before Brian heads back from Brockville tomorrow, I’ll send Brian on to meet you in Toronto. Always better to have two officers in on an interview.”


  Gibbs smiled like a puppy who’d been tossed a treat. Sometimes I handle things not too badly, Green thought, but we really must do something to toughen this boy up.


  


  With both Gibbs and Sullivan dispatched, Green tried to settle back down to his paperwork, but the excitement of matching overtime requests with policy directives paled in comparison to the lure of missing Pettigrews. His thoughts returned to the strange tin can Isabelle Boisvert had unearthed in the thicket in her yard. Green recalled that the ground had been all dug up in patches over the interior of the thicket where the dead man had been seen, suggesting that he was searching for something. The tin can was caked with dirt and firmly rusted shut, as if it had been buried long ago.


  Assuming it was poor crazy Lawrence who had hidden the tin before he was sent to the psychiatric hospital, and assuming none of the other family members had known of its existence, it was almost certainly Lawrence who had been snooping in the yard and Lawrence who lay dead at the bottom of the church tower. The supervisor in Brockville had said he’d been missing for six weeks, and MacPhail had indicated that until recently the man had been well cared for. Which Lawrence certainly would have been, courtesy of Ontario’s health care system.


  Had Lawrence left Brockville and made his way by bus, thumb or foot all the way back to his childhood home? If so, why? What in that strange tin can collection had he been desperate to retrieve after all these years? Why had he fled to his old church? And most importantly, had he in his despair been driven to jump, or had someone pushed him?


  Green pondered the contents of the tin can. A feather, a half dozen caps, some condoms, an antique key, a note, and a fragment of a love letter to a girl called Sophia. The handwriting of the letter had an uneven, childish quality, with spelling mistakes galore. Perhaps Lawrence had written the letter when he was a young, bumbling teenager hopelessly in love with Sophia. And perhaps he had kept that love alive through twenty years, dreaming of the day he returned to find her waiting for him.


  Except she wouldn’t have been waiting, of course. While he languished in a psychiatric hospital, suspended forever in adolescent yearning, she had probably married, borne children, and become deeply immersed in a rich, demanding family life.


  Green’s instincts quickened. It was a long shot, perhaps, but it made sense. What else but a woman could draw a man back to his despised and long-abandoned roots, and what else but a woman could plunge him into suicidal despair?


  He glanced at his watch, which registered nearly one o’clock. A lunch break was in order, combined with an impromptu visit to the troops still conducting interviews in Ashford Landing. And perhaps a short side trip of his own to find out the identity of Sophia.


  Seven


  Sandy Fitzpatrick was a man whose every emotion showed on his face, an unfortunate trait for someone engaged in sales but a windfall for Green. Even before Sandy skidded his pickup to a complete stop in the gravel outside the Boisvert house, his bewilderment and alarm were etched on his ruddy face.


  Green had phoned him en route to ask him to meet him at the farm and had himself arrived only five minutes earlier. Isabelle had been showing him where she’d found the tin, and they were both knee-deep in the tangle of brush and dying raspberry canes when Sandy arrived. He vaulted down from his truck, dressed in a hunting vest, big rubber boots and thick work gloves. As he clumped over towards them, he replaced his alarm with his familiar hearty grin.


  “Is there a problem, Isabelle? I hope you’re not doing all this work yourself!”


  Before she could answer, Green extended his hand amiably. “Sandy, thank you for coming. You used to visit here as a child, so your recollections might be very useful to our investigation. Do you recall what if anything was located here?”


  Sandy’s brows shot up. “Here in this brush? Why?”


  “Mrs. Boisvert found some remnants of burned planking which suggests it may have been a firepit.”


  “It was a shed. Built as a carriage house originally, but it burned down years ago.”


  “What was the shed used for?”


  Sandy shrugged. “Nothing much. Balers and plows and that, back when the farm was more productive. But for years before it burned down, it was pretty much...” He looked at Isabelle sympathetically. “I know it’s an eyesore. If you like, I can get a construction buddy of mine—”


  “What was it used for twenty years ago?” Sandy coloured as if embarrassed. “Well, when we were kids, we all used to play in it, pretend it was a fort or a secret hide-out. It was mostly filled with hay, and there was a beautiful antique horse carriage. The leather was all cracked, but with the right care... Anyway, we used to bring old blankets inside and have sleep-overs.”


  “We?”


  “Lawrence and me. Lawrence loved that shed, and when he got sicker, he hung out there more and more, although the other boys liked it too. To get away from their parents.”


  “When did it burn down?”


  Sandy scratched his nose with his massive glove. “So long ago I can’t remember.”


  “Before or after Lawrence was sent away?”


  Sandy stared off towards the river as if the answer could be found in the ribbon of gold and red along the edge. He looked uncomfortable at being forced to dredge up old times. “About the same time,” he said finally. “I’m not sure exactly, because I’d stopped coming here.”


  “Why?”


  “Well...my mother was the protective type, and she got it in her head that Lawrence was dangerous.” With that admission came some anger. “But now that I’m thinking about it, that shed burned down right about the time Lawrence was taken away, because I remember seeing the smoke. It was early May, and the leaves were just budding on the trees, so you could see a lot easier across the fields. The shed was old, and the hay inside was dry as a bone, so the place went up like a bonfire.”


  Green pondered the implications. He sensed that something bad had happened that spring of 1984, something that had so upset the family that they had committed their child to a mental hospital and severed all contact with him. Something that had so frightened Lawrence that he panicked at the mere mention of returning home.


  Had the shed burned down accidentally, or had Lawrence set it on fire? “Did Lawrence or any of the other boys play with fire in there?”


  “Not Lawrence. But Tom smoked in there. Their mother was very strict, and she wouldn’t have any smoking or drinking in the house—”


  “I thought the father was a heavy drinker.”


  “That was later. In those days, he was a real holy roller. He used to—” Sandy paused as if weighing the wisdom of revealing such private details, then once again anger seemed to urge him on. “He used to keep all the boys in line with a strap. Most of them toed the line, but Tom fought him every inch of the way. He’d sneak out to the shed to smoke, did marijuana there too, with his gang of loser buddies and all the girls he could get his hands on. The horse carriage came in mighty handy.”


  Green went to his car to retrieve the tin can. Before he could even open the evidence bag, Sandy’s eyes widened in astonishment.


  “Lawrence’s magic box!”


  Green spread the items out on the hood of his car. Each of them had been bagged individually now to prevent contamination, but the contents were still clear. He picked up the bird skull and asked if Lawrence ever killed small animals.


  “Oh, no, Lawrence loved birds! He loved to watch them fly overhead. He thought they were angels from God. When he was little, Lawrence thought God sat on those fluffy clouds up there next to Jack in the Beanstalk.” Sandy smiled wistfully at the memory, then picked up the bag with the feather. “He collected bird feathers because he thought they could ward off Satan, and when he got sicker...” His smile faded and his eyes grew sad as he fingered the bottle caps. “He developed strange rituals to drive away Satan.”


  Green’s instincts began to tingle. “What sort of rituals?” The sharpness of his tone must have betrayed him, for Sandy drew back, furrowing his brow. “He wasn’t a violent person, wouldn’t in a million years hurt anyone. He’d only cut himself. He thought the feather could purify him and keep evil away. It sounds...creepy, I know, but it was only a tiny bit of blood.”


  Creepy doesn’t begin to describe it, thought Green, but he kept his expression neutral. Close scrutiny revealed a few flakes of rusty residue on the feather, similar in colour to the smudge on the torn note. Green had assumed the note was simply dirty, but now he grabbed his magnifying glass for a closer look. This time he detected the fine circular traces of a fingerprint in the smudge. Finally, something Ident could sink its teeth into! He looked back at Sandy, pondering the significance of a fingerprint etched in blood on a torn fragment of a note. The first question was—whose blood?


  He slid the note out of view casually. “Did he ever try to purify anyone else? His brothers, for example?”


  “I remember he drove his brothers crazy. He prayed over them, confiscated their things. He stole cigarettes and porn magazines the boys had hidden in their rooms. He spied on their girlfriends.”


  All of which could create a powder keg in the household, Green reflected. “Did he himself have a girlfriend?”


  Sandy’s eyebrows shot up and a smile broke his taut features. “Good Lord, no. Lawrence would never know how to handle a real live girl.”


  “Could there have been a girl he loved from afar? Or imagined he had a relationship with?”


  “It’s possible, I suppose. But why...?” Sandy’s voice trailed off as his gaze travelled from the tin can to the tangled brush. “The body is Lawrence, isn’t it?”


  “Possibly.” Green picked up the evidence bag containing the love letter. “Do you remember a girl named Sophia?”


  Sandy looked sad as he studied the letter. “There was a girl in our grade, who lived in Richmond. Pretty girl with long black hair.”


  “Last name?”


  He shrugged. He’d been scrutinizing the letter, turning it over. “I seem to remember she was Tom’s girl, though. I don’t think Lawrence wrote this.”


  Green handed him the scrap of paper with the fingerprint. “This is another handwriting, maybe to the same girl. Could that be from Lawrence?”


  Sandy stared at the simple note. “Holy crap,” he whispered.


  Green waited, but Sandy didn’t elaborate. Simply shook his head as he handed the note back. “What?” Green prompted, wondering if he’d recognized the smudge for what it was.


  “I...these shreds of the past, they seem to speak volumes.”


  “What volumes?”


  Sandy shrugged and pulled his gloves back on his hands vigorously. “I was just a kid, but it makes you wonder what all was going on. All those horny boys, pretty girls, secret liaisons, the father going on about sin—”


  “And Lawrence wandering around in the middle of it, crazy as a loon,” Green finished grimly. More than ever, he was convinced that Lawrence’s return, and his death, were linked to events long ago. “Where might I find this Sophia?”


  “I haven’t seen her in years. Not since high school.”


  Green scooped up the evidence bags and returned them to the car. “Then let’s check your high school year book. That will give us a name.”


  When they arrived at Sandy’s house, they discovered the real estate office open and Edna McMartin firmly ensconced behind the desk. She was holding forth on the phone, arguing with someone about pies for the church bake sale. Sandy had to wait while she cast her vote for pumpkin, then she signed off and turned to her son with a smile. Which, Green noted, he didn’t return.


  “Church business again, Mom? On my business phone?”


  Her jaw thrust out. “Sandy, you won’t make any money if you never have anyone in the office to answer inquiries. I’ve taken three calls already this afternoon.”


  “That’s what the answering machine is for, Mom.”


  “People don’t like talking to machines,” she countered. “I made one appointment for you, which I’ll take if you don’t have time.” She fixed her gaze on Green pointedly, and her smile vanished. “Buying a country house, Detective?”


  Sandy glanced at Green. “Perhaps we should do this upstairs.” Edna was instantly alert, her shrewd eyes narrowing. Ready to protect yet another of her babies from my intrusion, Green thought, even if this baby was nudging forty and clearly unappreciative of her efforts. Yet the friction might be interesting, and many a secret inadvertently slipped out in the heat of a family dispute. Besides, no one in the village was likely to know more about the Pettigrew secrets than their long-time neighbours.


  Green dropped into the client’s chair and looked up at Sandy casually. “Why don’t you bring all your yearbooks down here, and I’ll keep your mother out of trouble.”


  Sandy opened his mouth to protest but thought better of it. Flushing, he turned around and clumped upstairs.


  “Yearbooks?” Edna’s lips pursed warily.


  “We’re trying to gather some background on Lawrence Pettigrew.” He smiled amiably. “I understand Sandy was a good friend of Lawrence growing up, but at some point you forbade your son to go over there anymore. Why?”


  Her eyes grew shuttered, and she folded her arms over her chest. Green held up a soothing hand. “Not being critical, just wondering.”


  “Because the boy was a dangerous lunatic.”


  She was still bristling, so Green cast about for a means to soften her. “I know he was schizophrenic, and I’m not questioning the family’s decision. I’m sure his illness was very hard on them. But I’m wondering if you know what happened. Perhaps Lawrence’s mother confided in you?”


  “What does all this matter now? Lawrence is dead. That’s what you’re saying, isn’t it? He’s thrown himself off that old church tower, and as far as I’m concerned, good riddance.”


  Green kept his expression friendly with an effort. “Why did you forbid your son to go over there?”


  She pressed her lips together stubbornly, but he waited her out with his notebook poised and his gaze steady. Finally she seemed to relent. “Even Katherine was afraid of him. And afraid for Robbie, who was only a young lad. She told me one day Lawrence threw out all the knives in the house because knives were evil. Another time he cut up Derek’s sheets because, well, frankly, they were dirtied. But the final straw was Tom’s centrefolds. Tom had them taped on his wall, and Lawrence slashed all the girls’ bodies with a razor. Would you want your small child growing up with that?”


  Dismayed, Green stopped writing. The deeper he dug in this family, the more sinister the picture became. Edna was watching him as if daring him to come to the madman’s defence.


  “No, I wouldn’t,” he replied truthfully. “Do you recall the circumstances surrounding the fire that destroyed the shed?”


  She had just begun to relax, but now she stiffened in surprise. “What the dickens has the shed got to do with anything?”


  Green explained about Lawrence’s recent visit to the place where the shed had been.


  “They burned it down,” she said. “That shed was Lawrence’s special hideout. And after they shipped him off, they got rid of all his things. Clothes, books, belongings. Burned every last one of them, like they were contaminated by the devil.”


  There was a thumping on the stairs, and Sandy burst back into the room with a slim volume open in his hands. “I found her. Sophia Vincelli.” He handed Green the book and jabbed his finger at the photo of a beautiful, porcelain-fine girl with long black hair falling in a sheet below her shoulders. The same girl who had been clinging to Tom in the photo Robbie Pettigrew had shown them.


  “Tom’s girl,” Edna said without hesitation.


  “One of Tom’s girls,” Sandy amended. “Come on, Mom, they usually only lasted a week.”


  “Oh, but she was a beautiful girl. I remember her from that school play in your Grade Eleven year. She played Ophelia. I’m surprised you don’t remember her, dear. All you boys were cross-eyed over her.”


  Sandy rolled his eyes so quickly that Edna didn’t notice, but Green smiled to himself, suspecting Edna rarely missed the chance to remind her son of all the ones who got away. Sandy parried the thrust with practised ease. “For all the good it ever did any of us,” he replied. “If she was dating Tom Pettigrew, she was way out of our league. He’d already dropped out of school by then and was working. Tom always picked off the best ones, only to break their hearts and dump them when the next one came along.”


  His mother leaned over to peer at the yearbook. After a moment, she tapped the picture thoughtfully. “I know Tom was a ladies’ man, but I seem to remember this one was different. Katherine Pettigrew told me it ended badly for Tom. The girl simply vanished one day, probably ran off with someone else. Broke Tom’s heart. That’s why he left town. Of course, she was Italian.”


  She made the pronouncement as if it explained everything, but Green’s thoughts were already running ahead. To another person who had also inexplicably vanished, to the bloody note in the elegant hand “S. Bus 4:30, meet me 3:00 our place”. To a crucifix that had ended up in Lawrence’s hands twenty years later.


  He had an idea how they might all fit together, but only a vague, uneasy idea what they might mean. First, he had to see the crime scene for himself, to try to put himself in Lawrence’s mind. Then he needed a long talk with the most sensible, psychologically insightful person he’d ever known.


  


  The sun had almost dipped to the horizon, casting a searing orange glare over the barren field. The autumn chill was already stealing in, and Isabelle’s breath formed frosty swirls as she bent over the ground. She swore at the gathering darkness, which would cut short her efforts long before she felt she’d done justice to the task. Rationally, she knew the pond could wait, but her frustration needed an outlet, and shovelling was as good as any.


  After Green had left that afternoon, she and Jacques had had a pitched battle over what to do with the tangled eyesore at the edge of the yard. He’d been spooked by the story of decapitated birds and bizarre blood rituals and had wanted to raze the site at once and pour a slab of concrete over the whole mess. She was not inclined to disagree, but in his vision of their future home, he saw a double car garage on that spot, whereas she did not want to look out the window at the backside of a garage and favoured instead a lush garden complete with pond, water lilies and exotic fish.


  But before she knew it, Jacques had Sandy Fitzpatrick’s buddy on the phone and was arranging for the foundation to be poured next week. “Fine,” he had snarled when she protested, “if you want your damn pond, you have one week to dig it yourself, but if that mess is still there next week, the garage goes up.” Isabelle had been so fired up with adrenaline and fury that she had snatched up the shovel and crowbar and marched straight out to the yard.


  By the time the sun finally slid out of sight, she had accumulated a vast pile of raspberry canes and charred timbers and was plunging her shovel deep into the sandy soil. Time and time again, her shovel thudded against rock or hit a wayward root from a distant tree, so she thought little of it when it struck something hard once more. She shifted her position a few inches and tried again. This time the shovel sank deep but became stuck underneath something. Swearing, panting and drenched in perspiration despite the cold, she wrenched the object free.


  It was a long shaft with bulbous ends, brown and pitted beneath the dirt. She turned it over, straining to see it in the failing light. A bone. She shivered a little as the sweat ran cold down her back. Probably a cow or moose long buried in the dirt, she told herself as she tossed it onto her pile and retrieved her shovel. She probed more carefully this time, almost reluctantly, and was rewarded with nothing but dirt and sand. She was just beginning to return to her former vigour when her shovel clanged against something hard again. She probed the length of it, dug and pried as she explored an unmoveable object only three inches wide but over three feet long. Far too long to be a bone. Cautiously, she knelt by the hole and explored by touch. Felt the cold, hard surface of metal. Relieved, she began to tug and twist. Finally, she had freed it enough to reach down and pull it out. The long shaft broke in her hands, rotten from years underground, but the end, heavy and covered with rust, had retained enough of its shape to be recognizable.


  It was a huge axe, pointed at one end and brutally blunt at the other. A peculiar fear crawled over her. Glancing up sharply, she saw how dark the night had become. How full of shadows. She swallowed and tossed the axe aside with disgust. Not one goddamn axe anywhere on the farm, not even a hatchet in the tool shed, and here’s this thing, cast aside and forgotten as if it were of no use whatsoever.


  What other buried treasure am I going to find in this dilapidated, mistreated heap of junk we bought?


  She told herself it was too dark to see any more, so she wiped off her tools, returned them to the shed and headed towards the house, steeling herself for Jacques’ mood. Instead, the scent of cinnamon and apples hung in the chilly air, and when she walked in, Jacques greeted her with a cup of hot cider, a strong, warm embrace, and a kiss that reminded her why she’d married him in the first place. And chased away the taste of fear from her throat.


  Eight


  The Mobile Command Post was gone, but a squad car was still parked on the square outside Ashford Methodist Church. The patrol officer guarding the scene was nowhere in sight, however, and the heavy oak door to the church was still padlocked shut. Carrying the evidence bags containing the contents of Lawrence’s tin can, Green ducked under the yellow police tape and mounted the stone steps to the door. Brown leaves had accumulated along the base of the door, and an intricate network of spider webs clung to the corners. No one had opened this door in a long time.


  As a precaution, he slipped on nitryl gloves before stooping to examine the lock with his magnifying glass. Rust had caked around the hole, suggesting no one had tried to insert a key in quite some months. But the size of the hole looked about right. He took the brass key from its evidence bag and inserted it into the keyhole. It was stiff and balky, but with some gentle coaxing, he was able to work it in all the way. He was about to turn it when he heard a shout.


  “Hey! What the hell do you think you’re doing?” He spun around and spotted a uniformed constable striding around the corner of the bell tower, bunching a stream of discarded yellow tape in his hands and scowling at Green from beneath thick black brows. A cop’s scowl, honed to intimidate and control. When Green identified himself with his badge, the scowl rapidly gave way to alarm.


  “Sorry, sir. I thought everyone was finished here.”


  “Where the hell were you?” Green countered. “This scene is supposed to be secure.”


  “Ident released it this afternoon, sir. I was just clearing things up.” The young man’s forehead puckered. “Is that a problem, sir?”


  Green shook his head. Cunningham was as obsessive and meticulous a forensics specialist as Green had ever encountered. He and his partner had had two days to process the scene and if Cunningham said they were done, they were done. Besides, that meant Green could finally prowl around all he wanted.


  Green hastened to reassure the officer before dispatching him to continue his clean-up. Once the officer had disappeared back around the bell tower, Green returned his attention to the key in the padlock. The mechanism was badly rusted, and for a few moments the key wouldn’t budge, but finally, with one strong twist, the lock clicked open. As Green unhooked the padlock and slowly pulled open the door, a wave of cold, musty air rushed over him.


  He stepped through into the interior, rendered dank and gloomy by the boarded windows. Slivers of sunlight pierced through the cracks and cut shafts through the dusty air. There was a small ante-chamber with a table and a door off to the right, presumably to the bell tower. Beyond the ante-chamber, the church opened into a rectangular sanctuary with a vaulted ceiling crisscrossed by thick, black beams. Green’s footsteps echoed on the stone floor as he walked the length of the interior. It had been stripped bare of furnishings except for a black wood stove sitting in the corner with an empty wood box beside it and a rusty axe propped against the wall. Over the altar hung a plain wooden cross. Green stood a moment before the altar, trying to picture the room full of pews and people, with the mischievous Reverend Taylor ministering to his flock and the Pettigrew family swaying happily to the hymns.


  Green turned slowly in place. Lawrence had the key to this church in his treasure chest. Stolen, or freely lent? Reverend Taylor had a soft spot for society’s lost souls. Perhaps it was the key Lawrence was searching for in the Boisvert yard that morning. But since he’d been scared away before finding it, then how had he gained access to the church?


  The lure of the unanswered questions—the how and why— drew Green like a magnet. He walked back through the sanctuary towards the bell tower, trying to gather the few fragments he’d learned about Lawrence into some form of understanding. He needed to get inside the man’s head, to see those last few moments of his life as Lawrence had seen them. But as Green entered the tower, he sucked in his breath with dismay. Dim daylight slipped in through the arched openings where the cast-iron bell hung, but otherwise the tower was dark. Fastened to the interior stone wall was a metal ladder which reached up past the massive bell to a trap door above. The climb was probably thirty feet; to Green it looked like a hundred.


  Just contemplating it made him dizzy. He’d hated heights ever since his childhood, when his friends had made a game of chasing each other up the rickety fire escapes and over the tenement rooftops of Lowertown. He’d slipped, breaking his collarbone and subjecting himself to weeks of painful immobility. Now his palms turned slick and his legs jellied as he gripped the bars. The silence was broken only by the cooing of pigeons up above and the pulse of his own heartbeat in his ears. He was so alone. Surely, it was unwise to make the climb with no one there to get help should he fall, or should the ladder break away from its rusty anchors and crash to the ground.


  He shook the bars to test the ladder’s stability. Flakes of debris floated down, but the ladder was rock solid. “Coward,” he muttered aloud, and the curse echoed around him. If the Ident team could go up and down the ladder half a dozen times, then so could he.


  Gingerly, he planted his foot on the bottom rung and began his ascent. He kept his body pressed to the wall and his eyes fixed on the stones in front of him, forcing his feet to follow one step after another. Soon he was level with the old bell, which hung motionless in the fading light. Lawrence might have found this seclusion comforting, but when the bell rang it would have been deafening inside this small space.


  Green raised his eyes to the trap door and felt his stomach churn. He would have to hold on with one hand and pry open the door with the other. Fear hammered in his ears as he forced himself upwards. The platform above was wooden but supported on all sides by a small stone ledge. Glued to the wall, he groped overhead to feel the contours of the door, found the hinge, the opposite edge, the slight gap where the door abutted the floor. He pushed. Nothing. The goddamn door weighed a ton. He gritted his teeth, leaned into it and pushed again. It lifted six inches before slamming back down with such force it nearly knocked him off the ladder. He clutched the bars, gasping for breath. What the fuck am I doing, he thought. I’m not some muscle-bound farmer used to tossing bales of hay into the barn. I’m a pencil pusher, for God’s sake. Much as I hate it, much as I mock it, I spend most of my days on the phone or on my ass in a committee room chair. Even when I was a kid, my idea of serious exercise was jumping my bike over the potholes on Nelson Avenue.


  But I’m here. I’ve come this far and going down will be even worse than going up. If I go up one more step so I can get my shoulders and back behind the push, maybe I can work a miracle.


  He pushed, grunted, pried and slowly forced the door up far enough to wedge it open with the stick that had obviously been left inside for that purpose. Not daring to look down, he crawled through the opening and rolled over onto the roof.


  Late afternoon sun nearly blinded him. He lay on his back, blinking at the blue sky and thanking God for the feel of solid wood beneath him. On all sides, the stone parapet was covered with lichen and stained with a century of bird droppings. He stood up in disgust, wiping the stains off his jacket as he surveyed the scene.


  The stone wall rose to about hip level, affording a sense of both security and privacy. Down below him on one side lay the village square, the cars catching the sunlight as they cruised down the main road. On the other side stretched a view of golden trees and vast fields bisected by the river. In the distance, if he looked hard, he could just make out the reddish smudge of the Boisvert’s old farmhouse. A person could stand here virtually unseen, divorced from the world below and yet witness to it all. A spymaster’s dream.


  Here the teenage Lawrence could have sat in isolation, safety and peace. At the top of God’s house, in the palm of God’s hand. Here, sharing this private spot with his favourite feathered creatures, his angels of God, he could have spied on the world, seen who went where in the village, who came and went through the oak door below.


  He would have felt all-knowing, all-powerful. Perhaps even messianic.


  Was that what had lured him back all these years later? Not a girl but a yearning to reconnect with his spiritual past, to capture once more the power and inspiration that this special place had given him in his troubled youth? Perhaps when he first left Brockville six weeks ago, he had simply wanted to come home, but as his medication wore off and his delusions gained hold, had he remembered this sanctuary, where he communed with the angels and talked directly to his God? Perhaps he hadn’t been looking for the old love notes at all when Isabelle Boisvert spotted him, but for the antique key that would get him back in here.


  A century of ice and rain had gouged deep cracks in the wall. Green examined the spot where the top had crumbled. MacPhail was right; a mere few inches had broken away, hardly enough to cause an accidental fall. Furthermore, anyone trying to force a person over the wall would have a major task lifting them over the lip and preventing them from scratching and kicking everything within sight. Yet there were no signs of a struggle. The lichen was nearly undisturbed, and many loose pieces of stone were still in place.


  It looked as if Lawrence’s jump had been intentional, and Green felt a wave of sorrow for the man. What had happened? Had God failed to come to him? Had he suddenly realized the futility of it all? Twenty years later, looking not through the rosy lens of an impressionable, delusional teenager but through the dimmed lens of a burned out schizophrenic, had he realized he would never hear God, and that his angels were nothing more than pigeons pecking out a pointless existence on a smelly little roof?


  A pigeon swooped in, landed on the wall opposite him and fixed him with beady eyes. Green watched it a moment, wondering if Lawrence had seen it that afternoon, read meaning into its random pecking at the lichen and into its frankly hostile stare. Then the bird shook its wings, gave a soft coo and lifted off again, sailing high above the square.


  Green tracked it until it was nothing but a white speck over the distant trees. Such freedom. Had Lawrence watched it fly away, felt the tug of freedom as Green had. What was it the St. Lawrence supervisor had said? That after twenty years in hospital, several hundred electroshocks, and a ton of mind-numbing drugs, Lawrence had very few brain cells left? Had he thought, in his primitive, child-like way, that he could fly free like the birds? Spread his imaginary wings and fly straight up to heaven?


  The sun dipped below the horizon, sapping the warmth from the air and bringing Green back to reality with a jolt. He reached out his hand to steady himself. Shook his head incredulously at his own folly. What was it about this place that unleashed such spiritual ravings? He was an investigator, not a psychic trying to communicate with the dead. This was a crime scene, not a seance.


  Green leaned over the edge of the wall and peered cautiously down at the spot where Lawrence had fallen. The grass all around had been trampled, and blood still stained the stones. He remembered the photo of the body splayed in the grass, and now, looking down from above, he realized something was odd. Why would the head be facing the tower rather than out? If Lawrence had jumped of his own accord, he should have fallen feet first and pitched forward so that his head was facing out. To have landed face down with his head towards the tower, he would have had to twist in mid flight. Green had never known a jumper to do that.


  As he leaned over, the rough surface of the wall scraped his suit. He backed away, brushing mortar dust and lichen from the front of his jacket. At once, another inconsistency struck, him. The back of Lawrence’s jacket had snagged on the inner edge of the wall. But if Lawrence had been preparing to jump, he would probably have stood facing outward to clamber up onto the wall, in which case he’d be more likely to snag the front hem of his jacket rather than the back. If he’d then swung himself over the wall and sat on the edge, perhaps gathering the courage to jump, he’d be more likely to catch the back hem on the outer edge of the wall, not the inner.


  They were minuscule inconsistencies, certainly not enough to dispute the suicide idea altogether. It was possible the man had hoisted himself backwards over the wall, or that his back hem had draped over the entire top of the wall as he slid off the edge. But there was a much more obvious way the back hem of his jacket could have snagged on the inner edge of the wall. If the man had his back to the wall and had pressed hard against it. Perhaps been pushed with enough force to rip the fabric.


  They were very thin threads on which to hang a murder theory. But as long as they were there, he owed it to Lawrence to follow it through. After he returned the tin can to the evidence room, he’d get all the latest intelligence from the troops, and he’d go home to Sharon.


  Now more than ever, he needed her sane, experienced understanding of the deranged mind.


  


  When Green finally made it back downtown, it was past six. He dropped into the forensics lab in the hope of finding Cunningham still at work over his fingerprint files, but there was no one there. He tagged Lawrence’s tin can back into the evidence room and left a requisition for Cunningham to fingerprint every item in it and to send the reddish stain to the RCMP lab for analysis. Any fingerprints and blood were to be matched to the dead man. Another small step towards unravelling the mystery, thought Green as he prepared to go home.


  One final minor detour, he promised himself as he made his way up to his office. Just to see what the troops have uncovered. Both Gibbs and Sullivan had gone home, but their email updates were waiting for him, along with Dr. MacPhail’s preliminary findings from the post mortem. Gibbs reported, with his usual apologies, that he was still waiting for word on Tom Pettigrew from the Toronto officer who’d released him, and that he had no useful leads on Derek’s disappearance. Berkeley, California, had responded snippily that according to its archived records Derek Pettigrew had been accepted but hadn’t registered in his program. To date, all other avenues that Gibbs had explored proved to be dead ends.


  Physical examination of the victim’s body during the post mortem had revealed no signs of bruising suggestive of coercion or struggling, and although a lot of dirt had been extracted from beneath his fingernails, none had been identified as human tissue. It did not appear as if Lawrence had put up any resistance. Based on the condition of the victim’s brain on autopsy, MacPhail refined his estimate on the timing of his death. Death had been caused by extensive intra cranial bleeding due to the trauma sustained in the fall, but that amount of bleeding would likely have taken four hours, give or take. Death most likely occurred between six p.m. and midnight, but the fall probably between two and seven p.m.


  Still a big window of time, Green thought, but at least a time when people would have been out in the village, walking their dogs, playing ball or attending Sunday services at the other two churches. It was worth another canvass of the village, with a focus on that time span. Sullivan’s email expressed the very same thought. Inquiries would resume in the morning.


  A later email from Sullivan, logged shortly before five o’clock, reported that the St. Lawrence group home supervisor had been unable to make a positive ID from the dead man’s photo. Mrs. Hogencamp thought it could be Lawrence, but she didn’t recognize the clothes, and on a matter as crucial as a man’s death, she was not willing to commit herself. Green flipped through his notebook for the supervisor’s number. As he reached for the phone, he glanced at his watch. Nearly seven o’clock. Sharon would have long since given up waiting for him and would have fed herself and the children dinner, assuming she had a kitchen in which to prepare it. Bob had skipped yesterday, leaving both fridge and stove in the middle of the floor, but had returned with a vengeance this morning, bringing a crew of four and a truck full of cabinets. A promising sign, Green had thought at the time.


  His fingers hovered over the phone pad. He ought to call Sharon first to show his support. When you have a toddler entering the terrible twos, a teenager who’d never left them, a massive mutt and a kitchen in non-functional shambles, you do not need a spouse who stays out well past the family witching hour without so much as a call. To drive her point home, Sharon had done it to him a few times. Empathy was not always his strong suit, but he’d got the hint eventually.


  Sharon’s tone when she answered told him he’d done the wise thing. She sounded perilously close to murdering someone. Bob, perhaps, whose hammering could still be heard in the background.


  “Yeah, he’s still here,” she said. “Or rather he’s here again. The hinges he brought this morning were all the wrong size, so he had to go back for new ones.” There was a slight pause. “You’re not still at the station, are you?”


  “Listen,” he said hastily. “Why don’t you pile everyone in the car—well, except Bob and Modo—and meet me at Swiss Chalet in half an hour. Sounds like we can’t inhabit the kitchen anyway.”


  “Hannah’s not going to like that. Chickens once breathed, you know.”


  “Then she can stay with Bob and Modo. Come on. Nice, succulent, barbequed chicken and ribs combo, fries drenched in sauce...”


  She surrendered and hung up even before he’d finished his pitch. Laughing, he returned to the task at hand.


  The St. Lawrence group home supervisor sounded relieved when her co-workers managed to track her down and put her on the line. “I’ve been thinking about that photo all day,” she explained. “It was so unreal looking. It’s not just that I want Lawrence to be alive, but I want to be sure.”


  “We wouldn’t rely solely on your impression, Mrs. Hogencamp—”


  “Please, Angie.” The name took him aback. Neither the name nor her anxious tone went with the two-pack-a-day, world weary cynic he’d pictured. He relinquished some of his formality. “I know it’s a hard call, Angie. We’d bring one of your staff up to identify the actual body, but before we put any of you through that, we’d like to be reasonably certain. What did you think?”


  “The man in the photo had a beard and longer hair. Lawrence is clean-shaven, and he is heavier. His face is rounder.”


  “But you haven’t seen him in over six weeks. In that time, he could grow a beard and longer hair, and he could easily lose ten pounds, especially if he was on the streets.”


  “I know. That’s why I’m saying I just can’t be certain.”


  “All right, what about his clothes? The brown cords don’t ring a bell?”


  “That I’m sure of. The last time I saw him it was summer. All summer he wore the same khaki pants and white T-shirt. If it was cool he’d put on a navy windbreaker. He’s had the same clothes for years. We’d practically have to tear them off him to wash them. So when he moved out of hospital, I helped him buy a whole bunch exactly the same—half a dozen white T-shirts and khaki pants. Lawrence is very set in his ways. Don’t try throwing him a curve ball, he doesn’t cope.”


  Green thought back. The dead man had been wearing a T-shirt blackened by grime and newspaper ink but conceivably white in its former days. However, it was a thin thread to hang an ID on.


  “What about personal effects and accessories? Any watches, rings...jewellery?”


  “Oh, he has a crucifix.”


  Bingo, Green thought, asking her to describe it.


  “It’s an ornate gold cross on a chain. It’s not his,” she added quickly. “It’s apparently his older brother’s, but he’s had it since he first arrived at the hospital. He loves that thing, wears it night and day. Never lets it out of his sight.”


  “Do you know how he came by it?”


  “The family didn’t say, if I recall. They just said that anybody who tries to take it away from him had better watch out.”


  


  It was ten o’clock that evening before Green finally had the chance to catch Sharon alone. He returned from walking Modo to find her sprawled in his old vinyl easy chair in the living room, with her feet propped on the coffee table and her eyes closed. She looked done in. The house was quiet, Tony asleep and Hannah closeted in her bedroom with her music miraculously turned down low. Only the bass beat pulsed through the ceiling.


  Modo padded into the living room to flop down in her usual spot at Sharon’s feet. Even that did not rouse her. Green vacillated in the doorway, loathe to disturb her, when he saw a faint smile curve the corners of her mouth.


  “Okay, Green,” she said without opening her eyes. “Fix me a cup of tea, and I’ll listen.”


  He hesitated, wondering what had given him away. She regarded him through eyes at half mast. “You have that look in your eye—Detective Green on the scent. What is it you want to know?”


  Humbly, he went into their ravaged kitchen, found the kettle and brewed up a pot of Sharon’s favourite Darjeeling brand.


  “Don’t forget to scald the pot,” she called from her chair. O ye of little faith, he thought. After five years of her exacting tutelage, he knew how to make a perfect cup of tea. When he brought it to her, complete with a saucer and oatmeal cookie, she took a sip and grinned at him.


  “Just keeping you on your toes. Okay, I probably have about half an hour of consciousness left, so shoot.”


  Cradling his tea, he sat on the chesterfield opposite her, propped his feet next to hers on the coffee table and summarized the case. Even though her eyes were closed, he knew she was absorbing every word.


  “I’m not ruling out homicide, because that piece of jacket bothers me,” he said as he finished. “But everything points to suicide. We have no signs of a struggle—no blood or disturbance up on the top. No defensive wounds, no abrasions on his hands to suggest he even grabbed at the wall to stop himself from falling. No witnesses to anyone else being in the area at the time. MacPhail’s pretty sure it’s suicide. Even Cunningham, who likes every minutia of physical evidence to fit, thinks it’s suicide. Lawrence’s group home supervisor says he hadn’t much to live for. And with his crazy delusions, he could have been thinking anything.”


  “So what do you want me to do?” she murmured. “Add my guess to the others?”


  He was about to protest, but stopped himself. “You’ve worked with schizophrenics for years. I want you to help me understand this guy. Would he be likely to kill himself, and if so, why? Or could he be so crazy that he’d jump off, thinking he could fly?”


  Her eyes were still closed, but a smile crept across her face. “That’s what I love about you. You don’t ask much. As to your first question, the answer is yes. Schizophrenics kill themselves all the time. It’s a devastating disease that robs both its victims and their families of normal, happy lives. It torments them with voices, fears and obsessions they can’t escape. Sometimes they make a very lucid choice to end it all.”


  “But I thought there are medications nowadays.”


  “Modern psychiatry has made amazing strides in treating this disease, at least to improve the quality of life, especially if it’s caught early. But in his case, after all these years of illness, what the disease hasn’t destroyed of his mind, our more primitive treatments probably have. Besides, you said he was off his meds, so he’d already be falling back into the grip of his delusions.”


  “In which case he might not realize the consequences of his jump? He might think he was immortal?”


  “Given the place he chose for his jump, I’d say that’s as good a possibility as the other.” She opened her eyes to take a sip of her tea. His exasperation must have shown, for she wiggled her toes to stroke his foot, the only exertion she could manage. “I know you want to understand why he jumped. That’s what I love about you. That driving force to solve the riddle of a case, to untangle people’s lives. But we will never be able to get inside his head that much.”


  “I suppose. Still, it helps to know that, psychologically, suicide is possible. Even likely.” He ceded the point reluctantly. “Much more likely than murder, twenty years later when his family had all moved away, and no one even knew he was in town.”


  She nodded, emitting an appreciative sigh as she took another sip. “There is an in-between possibility, you know. If he suffered from paranoid delusions, he might believe others were out to get him. Instruments of the devil, or something. I had a patient once who genuinely believed I was a witch, and she was terrified of me.” She shivered. “That was scary.”


  He leaned forward, his own tea forgotten. “So what’s your in-between theory?”


  “Well, simply that something scared him so much he jumped off the tower to escape.”


  “Something? You mean someone.” His thoughts were racing back to the crime scene, to the scrap of fabric on the wrong side of the wall.


  “Who knows? Perhaps something he saw—or someone— triggered his fear. Or perhaps it was all just a hallucination. Remember, by this time he was getting pretty sick.”


  Green struggled through fatigue to grapple with the elusive speculations she was tossing out. So much hinged on Lawrence’s mental state, but as Sharon said, no one could ever really know that. He grabbed onto the facts he had. “But his group home supervisor said with the meds he’d been on, he might still be in fairly good shape.”


  She shook her head dubiously. “In good shape for him, honey. But some schizophrenics are hit worse than others, and he sounds like one of the sicker ones. His illness struck him early in his teens—a bad sign—and he had to have electroshock, which is a drastic treatment normally used as a last resort. Plus it’s unusual for St. Lawrence to keep someone hospitalized for almost twenty years. He’d have to be resistant to almost all the treatments they tried, and they had to think he presented a serious ongoing risk.”


  “Risk to what?”


  “To himself. Or to others.”


  “What if his parents just didn’t want him to ever get out?”


  She shook her head. “You know as well as I do that they don’t have that power. Especially before Brian’s Law came out in 2000. Lawrence couldn’t have been held indefinitely against his wishes.”


  Green himself had been a detective on the major crimes squad when popular Ottawa sports broadcaster Brian Smith had been shot dead by a schizophrenic who had refused treatment. The outrage of the community had spilled into the legislature as well, making it easier for doctors to force treatment on those without the power to judge wisely for themselves. But it was still a difficult feat unless the patient consented.


  “What if he wanted to be kept in too?”


  “He’d still have to be pretty sick, Mike. A lot of patients are afraid to leave hospital because it’s the only home they know. But part of the staff ’s job is to help them get ready.”


  He pondered the situation. The vague, uneasy feeling he’d had earlier after discussing the past with Sandy and his mother began to crystallize. “What if he did something really horrific?”


  “He’d have gone to a forensic facility.”


  “Only if people found out.” He sat forward excitedly. “Bear with me, honey. See if you see the same thing I do.” He picked up a set of Tony’s playing cards from the table and began to talk, laying them down, one for each point, as if arraying his forces.


  “First we have the father lecturing about Satan and using the strap to drive evil out of his boys’ lives. Second, we have at least two older brothers engaging in sex and other sins. Third, we have a boy spying on his brothers and believing he’s the agent of God’s will. Fourth, we have this same sick boy believing he can purify souls by bizarre blood rituals. And finally, we have a brother who seems to have disappeared from the face of the earth. You add to all this the fact that the family put Lawrence away for good, they burned down the shed he loved, they threw out all his things, the father and brother became drunks, and the mother killed herself.”


  By the end, Sharon was sitting straight up, wide awake. “Something horrific, you said. What, Mike? What exactly are you thinking?”


  As she posed the question, Green looked at his six cards and recognized the uneasiness that had been lurking in the back of his mind. About Sophia, Derek, blood-stained notes and the jacket that was torn on the wrong place.


  “I think he may have killed his brother,” he said. “And maybe somebody wanted revenge.”


  Nine


  The next morning, much to his own surprise, Green was already in his office on the phone before Brian Sullivan even arrived at work. Sullivan usually arrived at the first hint of dawn, freshly scrubbed and sunny. Today he lumbered over to his desk an hour late, balancing his coffee and turning on his computer before he’d even shed his coat. He looked like a man who’d rather be somewhere else.


  Green beckoned him through his open door, then held up his hand for silence as a voice finally came on the line. He had reached St. Lawrence Hospital’s administrator before she’d even showered from her morning jog, and she was not pleased. She had an entire day of labour negotiations booked for that day, she informed him, and had absolutely no time to speak to the police. No need, Green assured her blithely. When my detectives arrive, they will only need to speak to the physician in charge of Lawrence Pettigrew’s care and to the staff who treated him, as well as examine his file. The woman sputtered about confidentiality and privacy laws, but again Green was ready for her. You will have the necessary paperwork, he replied with more conviction than he felt. Legally, it was unclear who was Lawrence’s official next-of-kin, given his father’s current mental state, but Green hoped that Robbie Pettigrew’s signature together with Sullivan’s Irish charm would do the trick.


  After Green hung up, Sullivan fixed him with bloodshot eyes over the rim of his Tim Hortons coffee, looking very short on Irish charm. “You’re not still serious about the Brockville goose chase.”


  Green bristled but sidestepped the ill humour. Everyone was entitled to a bad day. “Now more than ever.”


  “Mike, I’ve got work backed up the wazoo.”


  “I’ll fix it. The visit has three main purposes, but whatever else you can dig up, hey, that’s gravy. First, find out if Lawrence had a history of violence, either when he was admitted twenty years ago or during his stay. Second, find out if he ever talked about returning home and why. Third, bring the supervisor Angie Hogencamp up here to confirm the ID.”


  Sullivan nodded, tossed back the last of his coffee and lobbed the cup over Green’s desk, nailing his waste basket dead centre. “Gibbs says you also mentioned going to Toronto. Seems like an awful lot of manhours for a case MacPhail called a probable self-inflicted.”


  “I’m not convinced it was self-inflicted. Besides, it’s not just Lawrence’s death I’m concerned about. It’s the older brother’s disappearance.”


  "And you think...what?” Green shrugged. With Sullivan in this mood, there was no way he was going to share his tenuous theory. “I’m still putting the pieces together.”


  Sullivan stuck his foot out and kicked Green’s door shut. “The guy took a dive, Green. End of case. It’s a case I could have handled with my eyes shut. I just asked you along for the ride in the country. The guys out in the sticks grumble that the central brass don’t give a damn. They’ve had four different inspectors out there in the past year. I didn’t expect you to turn it into a major investigation!”


  “Then you’ve forgotten who I am.”


  Sullivan raised his eyes to the ceiling, as if appealing for patience. “No, I haven’t fucking forgotten. But I’ve got a stack of other cases out on my desk which I have to assign. I’m the officer of record on this case, so I’d appreciate knowing all the facts. I won’t walk into an interview with a bunch of hospital tight asses without knowing exactly why I’m there.”


  The two stared each other down. Green was the first to look away, not because Sullivan was tougher, but because he was right. As Green summarized his discussion with Sharon, Sullivan listened with an expression that betrayed nothing. But at the end he shook his head.


  “Green, that’s absolute bullshit.”


  Green flushed. He knew it was a tenuous theory, especially in the sober light of second thought, and he hadn’t had time to plug all its holes, but he had hoped for a more open reception. “Something terrible happened, Brian,” he repeated doggedly. “And the family tried to erase all signs of it.”


  Sullivan shook his head incredulously. “I’ve seen some weird family shit in my career, and not much of what people do surprises me any more. But I grew up in a big family, remember? Five boys, two girls. And I can tell you if the crazy one murdered the family hero, there’s no way any of us would have protected him. If we didn’t kill him ourselves, we’d sure as hell turn him in.”


  Green pondered that problem. Being an only child, he couldn’t fully grasp the dynamics of a large family or the notion of conflicting loyalties, but he could imagine the anguish the Pettigrew family had endured in making their decision. He groped ahead, trying to put himself in their shoes.


  “But Lawrence was also one of their own. They knew he was crazy and wasn’t responsible for his actions. Or it could have been fear of all the publicity, the protracted pain of a trial, the shame of insanity in the family or even the gossip in the small town. Who the hell knows! I just think they chose their own private form of justice, and they made sure Lawrence would never, ever be free.”


  Sullivan was still scowling, but this time his tone was less dismissive. “But you don’t have a body, Green. You don’t even have people wondering if there’s a body.”


  “We’ve got a suspicious disappearance. Derek Pettigrew has dropped off the radar screen.”


  “Didn’t the drunk—Tom—didn’t he hear from him?”


  “We have only his word on that. He was twenty at the time of the blow-up, so he could have been part of the cover-up. Besides, this historic murder could tie into the death we are investigating. If Lawrence did kill Derek, then there might be a line-up of people wanting to pay him back. Hell, the whole goddamn village might know who did it, and they aren’t planning to tell us a thing!”


  “Mike, if the family was going to kill him, they’d have done it right then and there, not waited twenty years!”


  “Things change,” Green countered, not sure he had an explanation himself, nor a decent list of suspects. “The kids were young, the parents were alive, maybe the revenge took twenty years to fester before something triggered it.”


  Sullivan frowned. “You’re talking about Tom.”


  “Or Robbie.”


  “Robbie was eight years old!”


  “And now he’s twenty-eight—a disillusioned, damaged young man whose childhood was ruined and who is now quite strong enough to throw the culprit off that tower.”


  “But Robbie barely remembered Lawrence!”


  “So he says,” Green countered. “But remember how he never mentioned Lawrence when we interviewed him? And I don’t remember seeing a single photo of Lawrence in that album, which is why we forgot to ask about him.”


  Sullivan looked as if he’d been flattened by a steamroller. Which perhaps he had, thought Green ruefully. He held up a conciliatory hand. “I’m not saying it happened, Brian. I’m not saying Lawrence was even murdered. I’m just saying we still have unanswered questions, and we shouldn’t be closing the case till we’ve answered them. So your first step is to confirm that the dead body is actually Lawrence and then to find out all you can about what happened twenty years ago that led to his committal.”


  Sullivan rubbed his square hand over his cropped blonde hair, making it stand on end. Green, who was familiar with his every move, knew he was about to cave. “Mike,” Sullivan said in a weary, last-ditch effort. “This is a goddamn fishing expedition. We can’t even get to the murders we have bodies for, let alone one that the family is denying ever happened.”


  Green hesitated, reluctant to add more wild speculation to Sullivan’s already overloaded plate. “Maybe that’s because they’re hiding something more,” he muttered.


  “What?”


  This time Green didn’t respond. He was thinking of the two love letters in different handwriting, of a beautiful blackhaired girl who had left town at the same time. He had only the vaguest fear of what might have happened to her, but it was too early to even voice it aloud.


  “Suit yourself,” Sullivan muttered finally, thrusting his chair back to stand up. He was too much of a professional to sulk, but Green watched with dismay as he strode across the room to snatch his jacket off his chair. There was an anger to his movements that went far beyond the minor spat they’d had. Behind closed doors, they often shed their disparate ranks and argued about a case, just as they had in the old days together in the field. But their disputes rarely bubbled over into the more personal sphere.


  Green sat at his desk fearing what was at the root of Sullivan’s mood. The station was alive with rumours about promotions and a major shake-up in assignments. Sullivan had been a sergeant for seven years, but in recent years his hopes of rising higher had always been thwarted by politics. Besides being an anglophone with only rudimentary French, Sullivan was a white male at a time when that was a major roadblock to promotional hopes.


  Green wondered if Sullivan had heard something that he, Green, had not. Green was often the last to hear the rumours; all his ambitious middle management colleagues knew he was content to stay where he was, anxious to avoid being promoted any further, and utterly useless as an ally or co-conspirator in the climb up the ladder. He had an anxious thought that the Deputy Chief might even be planning to move him to a totally different posting like District Inspector, where he’d be expected to oversee patrol operations about which he knew absolutely nothing. Banishing that crazy thought from his head, he phoned Ident to ask if they’d made any progress on the fingerprints, either on the ladder or on the bloody note.


  “Green, I’d tell you if there was,” Cunningham exclaimed. “You want any old answer, or do you want the right one? I’ve got a dozen cases on the go here.”


  “Just asking. I’m bumping this up to a higher priority.”


  “Oh yeah? Well, I can tell you one of the nice latents we got off the ladder is the dead man’s, which is no surprise. The stained print on the note isn’t.”


  “I want you to pull Thomas Pettigrew’s prints off the system and see if they match anything. Hang on, I’ll get you his FPS number.” Green rummaged on his desk for the printout Gibbs had taken off the police computer. With the requisite grumbling about workloads and Green’s lack of appreciation for the complexity of forensic work, Cunningham agreed to look into it.


  On a roll, Green summoned Bob Gibbs and gave him Sandy Fitzpatrick’s yearbook. If anyone could track down a person from a stone-cold, twenty-year-old trail, it was Gibbs. He would revel in the challenge.


  “We’re looking for Sophia Vincelli,” Green told him. “Her family lived in Richmond twenty years ago and may still. Once you’ve found her, let me know directly, and we’ll take it from there. Sergeant Sullivan is on assignment out of town for the day.”


  No sooner had Gibbs loped out of the office with the yearbook under his arm than Green’s phone buzzed. It was the clerk of Superintendent Jules, Chief of Detectives.


  “The Superintendent would like to know if he could have a word with you this morning. Does ten thirty suit you?” Adam Jules was a man of manners and protocol, but Green was not deceived by the courtesy; it was an order, not a request. Green’s mouth went dry. He wanted to ask the reason but knew that was not part of the protocol. Nor was negotiating a different time. Jules was a meticulous man, and if he said ten thirty, that was what he meant.


  The Chief of Detectives was sitting at his desk poring over a procedural manual when his clerk ushered Green in. He had acquired gold-rimmed reading glasses a few months earlier and these were perched on the bridge of his fine aquiline nose. He peered over them, pressed his lips together in his idea of a smile and rose to offer Green his hand.


  “Michael, thank you for coming.” He closed the procedural manual and came around his desk to sit in one of the four chairs clustered around a coffee table by the window. With a fluid flick of his manicured hand, he invited Green to sit.


  A coffee table conversation, thought Green with alarm. Always a bad sign. He forced himself to sit down and wait. Adam Jules was a man of few words, but each word spoke volumes. This time, however, he seemed to be having trouble getting started. He removed his glasses, folded them with precision and slipped them into the breast pocket of his jacket. Pursed his lips, gazed out the window. Like the rest of the senior brass, he had a spectacular view of the Museum of Nature, which rose like an elaborate Scottish castle in the middle of a grassy square across the road. Grey clouds massed on the horizon beyond the ramparts. Green hoped they weren’t an omen. His hand strayed to his tie, checking to see if the knot was crooked. It felt too tight. He pulled at it gently. Waited.


  Jules drew in his breath. His cheeks were tinged pink, and Green realized that beneath his almost unreadable exterior, Adam Jules was upset. “The announcement of the latest assignments and transfers will be released this afternoon, but I thought it only fair to let you know...”


  He paused. Green’s heart plummeted. “That as of next week, I will be assuming command of the Eastern Division, and—”


  “What!”


  “I’ve been transferred to Eastern Division.”


  “Out of CID?” Green asked stupidly. He was dumbfounded.


  Jules was a career detective who knew and had performed every job of the detectives under his command. He’d been Green’s boss at one level or another for almost all of Green’s investigative career. CID without Adam Jules was unthinkable.


  Jules grew pinker as he nodded. As Green’s astonishment subsided, he realized this move had not been Jules’ wish. The Police Chief had obviously decided that his top advisers needed to know all aspects of policing and that no single officer could monopolize a field.


  “I’m sorry, Adam. Truly sorry. You’ll be greatly missed.” Green’s thoughts raced ahead in alarmed contemplation of possible replacements. “Can you tell me...?”


  Jules made a slight face. “Inspector Devine. Her promotion will be announced tomorrow.”


  Green’s heart sank still further. He suspected his horror showed on his face, for Jules smiled faintly. “She’s an experienced detective.”


  She is that, Green thought. Experienced in working a room, feathering a nest and putting a favourable spin. Barbara Devine had spent about two years in each of the units she’d worked, just long enough to lodge her toe firmly on the next rung in the ladder. Things couldn’t get any worse. Then again, he thought, perhaps they could. He hardly dared ask the question.


  “Is there anyone else in my section I need to know about?”


  Jules managed his tight smile again, and Green knew he wasn’t fooled. “There are those who argued the inspectors should be moved around to allow new people a crack at each job. New blood, new perspectives. I persuaded them that with a new Chief of Detectives at the helm, we needed to keep the experienced CID people in place.”


  Relief and gratitude flowed through Green, mixing with the regret he felt at losing Jules. At least he himself had been spared for now. “It’s the only job I’m good at, Adam.”


  Jules cocked his head. “You might surprise yourself some day.”


  “What about the NCOs? Any changes there?”


  Jules nodded. “You have a new staff sergeant in Major Crimes.”


  Which was no loss, because the current one was close to burn out. “Someone I know?”


  “Gaetan Larocque, from Organized Fraud. Good man.”


  Green felt a new wave of regret. Larocque was a good enough investigator, seasoned and hard-working. But Fraud was a far cry from Major Crimes, and as far as Green knew, he hadn’t done a homicide investigation in years. But that wasn’t the worst of it. If Gaetan Larocque got his promotion to Staff Sergeant, that meant Brian Sullivan had been passed over yet again, by a man five years his junior.


  


  Isabelle Boisvert was heading down County Road 2, still a good half kilometre from her turn-off, when she spotted something moving in her front yard. At first she thought Jacques had decided to take another day off from the office, but as she drew nearer, the sunlight flashed off a metal object far larger than the Sunbird. It was a dump truck.


  She shoved her foot harder on the accelerator and felt the minivan sputter in response. She took the turn at top speed and slewed the minivan down the lane, bumping over ruts and showering gravel in her wake. She reached the front yard just in time to see the truck dump a massive load of crushed stone onto the ground. She leaped out of the minivan and stormed towards the truck, her shouts futile over the rattle of the stones.


  The company name Scott Construction was stencilled on the cab door in faded red. A burly man with a John Deere cap, wrap-around sunglasses and tattooed biceps the size of Douglas firs, was perched inside, peering over his shoulder at the gravel in the back. Behind him, where the tangle of shrubs had been, was a gaping hole bordered by a square of rough cut pine planks. It was into this enclosure that the truck was dumping the gravel, releasing clouds of gritty dust.


  Isabelle hammered on the driver’s window. He turned to her, surprise showing on his face through the dusty glass. In the next instant, he switched off the hydraulic lift and rolled down his window.


  He touched his cap. “Mrs. Boisvert?”


  “Yes. Just what the hell do you think you’re doing?”


  He jerked a massive thumb towards the pit. “Phil Scott. I spoke with your husband last night, eh?”


  “But you weren’t supposed to do this till next week. Not today!”


  “I know, but we had a look at it this morning. It’s not a big job, and I had a bit of time to spare. Sandy Fitzpatrick said it would be okay to go ahead.”


  “This was Sandy’s idea?”


  “Well, no. But we had a look at it, eh, and we just thought... I mean, Sandy said you shouldn’t have to be out here yourself digging it up with your bare hands.”


  Isabelle scanned the yard in dismay. Except for a few stray canes of raspberry still strewn on the ground, there was no sign that the thicket had ever been there. Nor the axe and the cow bone. She felt her autonomy being bulldozed by a pair of Neanderthal country men.


  “But what happened to all the wood?” she blustered. “I was going to have a bonfire.”


  “Oh, we took that this morning. Brought my little cat in and loaded the truck up. Raspberry canes and that don’t make a good fire anyway, eh?”


  He was leaning out the window, his tone the essence of courtesy but his eyes unreadable behind sunglasses. He made it sound as if their actions had been completely sensible—just country folk offering a helping hand—and indeed Jacques had arranged the job the night before. Damn him for not informing Phil Scott of the change in plans.


  “Well, Phil, I appreciate you trying to help, but we’re not sure about the garage yet. I’m kind of thinking of a pool here.”


  Scott brightened. No doubt seeing the dollar signs. “A swimming pool?”


  “No, just a little fish pond.”


  Scott leaned his chin on his tattooed forearms and peered solemnly around the yard. “Bad place for a fish pond. Wind likely whips through here pretty strong, straight across them fields. You’d be better to put the pond in the lee of the house. Put a patio and all in there too. That’s where the Pettigrews used to have their firepit and picnic table.”


  Isabelle looked at the pile of gravel sitting in the centre of the yard. He was right, damn him. In her frustration, she had wanted to build a place of beauty where the ugly thicket had been, but it made much more sense to integrate the pool into a garden at the side of the house. Besides, considering all the spooky remnants of the past that she had unearthed in that spot, it was comforting to think that the whole mess was well buried beneath a foot of stones.


  “I’ll help you dig your pond over there next week if you like,” Phil offered. “No extra charge than what was agreed last night. It’ll be nice to see this old place come to life again.”


  Ten


  The flat monotony of farm fields whipped by as Sullivan drove down Highway 416 towards Brockville. His hand was steady on the wheel, and his gaze was fixed straight ahead, inscrutable behind his mirrored sunglasses. He knew Sue Peters was probably bursting with questions, but she betrayed no hint as she fiddled with the car radio for the sixth time. He let her fiddle. It was going to be a long drive, an hour each way even if he broke the speed limit, and he had no wish to fill it with idle chit-chat or station gossip he’d heard a hundred times. He had more important things to occupy his mind. A good buddy in the Deputy Chief ’s office had tipped him off on the promotions list last night, and this morning Sullivan was nursing the first hangover he’d had in years. He had forced himself past the rage stage now, past the “fuck them I quit” stage, past the hurt stage and the betrayed stage. He was now taking a cold, hard look at his future. He knew he’d come to a fork in the road, and like it or not—mostly not—he had a choice to make.


  That’s what he really wanted to talk about—this endless loop of doubt and discontent that ran through his thoughts— but there was no one to talk it over with. Not Green, who’d tell him that promotions sucked and he should stay in Major Crimes anyway. Certainly not this poised and assertive young woman beside him who, if she played her cards right, would reach Staff Sergeant before he did. She probably thought it mattered that they go down to Brockville, do a good job, unmask this historic murder, and tie the two deaths all up in a neat bow for the Crown.


  But it didn’t matter a flying fuck. Because even if there had been a murder twenty years ago—a big if—the alleged murderer was now dead, the mother was dead, the father was a vegetable, the only other remaining son was a useless drunk, and Robbie Pettigrew needed to know this secret like he needed his guts reamed out. What good was going to come of it, compared to the harm? Sullivan knew villages like Ashford Landing. A horrible secret like this would reverberate forever, condemned from the pulpit and whispered in the grocery aisles for years to come.


  He steered the car onto the 401 on-ramp and joined the torrent of transport trucks and speed demons racing along the Montreal-Toronto corridor. Not trusting his booze-sodden reflexes, he maintained a steady one hundred and ten kilometres an hour, as if the appearance of patience and calm could make him feel that way.


  The Brockville police station was a squat, square building just off the 401 on their way into town. After a brief courtesy call and a chat with the officer who’d taken Lawrence’s photo to the group home, Sullivan and Peters headed south through the historic core of the town, which had stood guard on the St. Lawrence River opposite New York State for over two centuries. Picking up the original river road, they headed east towards the hospital.


  As they turned onto the grounds of St. Lawrence Psychiatric Hospital, Sullivan did a double-take. He had expected an insane asylum built over a century ago to look more like the Bastille than an exclusive country resort, and was surprised to find a graceful, rambling, red brick castle set back amid rolling lawns and trees overlooking the river. Once he and Peters entered the front door, however, the worn tiles and chipped paint told a more accurate tale. Like many historic hospitals, it had been slated for closure by the belt-tightening Ontario Conservatives after gradually losing its clientele to better drug treatments and outpatient clinics. But people still got sick, and like most cops, Sullivan was all too familiar with what happens when a philosophical ideal, however noble, gets translated into real life. Of necessity, St. Lawrence Psychiatric continued to limp along, underfunded and shrunken in size, serving the revolving parade of chronically ill who fell through the gaping cracks in the supports.


  Green had paved the way, and less than five minutes after Sullivan identified himself at reception, he and Peters were ushered into the office of the Chief of Psychiatry, a man who looked like he’d risen from a slab at the morgue. Dr. Roddingham peered down his beaked nose at the signed release form from Robbie, clucked his tongue and shook his head.


  “You have to understand, Sergeant, I get several requests a month from investigators and lawyers wanting access to confidential files on the flimsiest of evidence. Psychiatric patients are the first to be suspected if anything happens in the community, and their rights fly out the window. So I insist on very strict protocols to safeguard our patients’ rights. I need a death certificate and a subpoena, at the very least a legal document attesting that this Robert Pettigrew is the official next of kin.”


  Sullivan sighed. Green and his goddamn wild goose chases. “We don’t suspect Lawrence of doing anything, and we’re not looking for evidence to be used in court. We believe the man is deceased, and we’re looking for information on his recent activities and his state of mind when you last examined him.” Sullivan paused before trying to slide the next sentence by unnoticed. “As well as for information about the circumstances of his original admission.”


  Dr. Roddingham proved more alive that he looked. His cadaverous eyes narrowed. “Why?”


  Why indeed, thought Sullivan wearily through the jackhammers in his head. He fished for straws. “Because that may shed light on the reason for his return, and who he may have visited on his return.”


  Roddingham’s eyes narrowed further. “You think he may have been murdered?”


  “No, sir,” Sullivan countered quickly, thinking just what he needed—another overactive imagination. “We’re just questioning whether he was frightened or upset by someone. I understand he hadn’t seen his family in twenty years.”


  Roddingham seemed to be weighing his position, no doubt sorting through the maze of regulations governing disclosure. He tapped his lips absently as if to stop himself saying anything.


  “As to the former request, we will need his treating psychiatrist to answer that. As to the latter, we will need his old charts. I will not permit you to inspect them, but I will see if there is any useful information I can share.” He reached for the phone and issued two terse orders to his secretary. He winced, apparently at one of her answers, and hung up. “Dr. Assad will be with us shortly from another wing. The chart will take a few minutes.”


  Dr. Assad must have broken the record for the hundred yard dash, Sullivan reflected, for his footsteps could be heard clattering down the hall overhead, and barely a minute later he burst through the door, dark-eyed, dishevelled and struggling for breath. He was a small man with a pencil mustache and goatee that made him look like a rat. As he listened to Roddingham’s request, his nose twitched as if testing the air for danger. He made all the right noises when he heard about Lawrence’s death, but protested at the suggestion of suicide.


  “There was nothing in his behaviour to indicate that!” he exclaimed. “He’s only been in my care for four years since he moved to the group home, but I read his previous psychiatrist’s discharge note carefully. Last spring, when we moved him to independent living, he was as good as he was going to get after almost twenty years of institutional care. Mentally he was a child, but then we’d never let him grow up. Worse, we regressed him—”


  “Dr. Assad.” Dr. Roddingham’s voice, though deceptively quiet, cut like a whip. “The police merely want to know if, in your professional opinion, he might have been suicidal.”


  “I have no way of knowing, I haven’t seen him since June. I’d have to examine him, which of course is not possible now.”


  “June!” Peters exclaimed before Sullivan could shut her up. He decided to let the challenge lie.


  Assad pressed his lips together in a thin line. “I have three hundred outpatients on my caseload, madame. The treatment for his illness is medication, and my job is to ensure the drug and dosage are optimal. Medically his condition was stable; all that was needed was routine monitoring and lab work.”


  Sullivan reasserted control. “What about his life, his friends? What was he doing with his time?”


  “We discussed symptoms and side effects, not living habits. In any case, he’d be more likely to confide that sort of thing in the group home workers who monitored his progress.”


  The door opened to admit Roddingham’s secretary, carrying several thick, dog-eared charts which she plunked on Roddingham’s desk. With visible relief, Assad seized the most recent and began to leaf through it. Buttressed by his paperwork, his voice took on a new confidence.


  “My latest chart note is dated June 19—oriented in all three spheres, no hallucinations or disorganized speech. Not very talkative, flat affect. Certainly no signs of trouble there. I recommended he continue his olanzapine.”


  “What do you mean by flat affect?” Sullivan asked.


  Roddingham took over as if the role of professor was second nature to him. “Affect is visible emotion. Schizophrenic patients, especially in the chronic phase of their illness, often have a flatness to them rather suggestive of robots. They lack spark and spontaneity.”


  Must be contagious, Sullivan thought wryly. “So you’re saying he was neither happy nor sad.”


  “Not overtly. Of course—” Roddingham paused and blinked his reptilian eyes slowly. “There’s no telling how he felt inside. He may have felt quite empty. That’s not uncommon either.”


  “Ten per cent of schizophrenics do kill themselves,” Assad added helpfully.


  Sullivan eased into the topic of Green’s interest carefully. “What about delusions? I understand he had been quite preoccupied with good and evil.”


  Roddingham had begun paging through one of Lawrence’s earlier charts and did not look up when Assad cast him a glance for guidance. Without any, Assad chose to equivocate. “He was always a religious man, with a simple view of right and wrong. However, I would call his interest obsessional, not delusional.”


  “But if he stopped taking his medication six weeks ago, could he not become delusional again?”


  Assad’s eyes lit as he saw a way out from under his burden of responsibility. “Of course, without monitoring and treatment, I can’t predict what he might do. That’s very possible.”


  “Was there a potential for him to become dangerous?”


  Roddingham looked up with alarm and clearly decided it was time to resume command. “Off the record? Certainly he has the potential. He’s a paranoid schizophrenic, and it depends on what form his delusions and hallucinations take. However, the vast majority of schizophrenics are not dangerous, and the law does not allow us to lock up indefinitely a patient who might someday, potentially, become violent.” He perused a chart slowly. “In his earlier charts, there were numerous incidents of agitation when he had to be restrained to protect himself or others. But there is no record of his actually inflicting physical harm.”


  Sullivan nodded casually at the file Roddingham was studying. “What do the records say about his admission? Did his parents report any incidents of violence?”


  Roddingham paused to scrutinize something in the chart and looked up with surprise. “On the contrary. Here’s your answer. The reason they gave for wanting him committed was that he tried to kill himself.”


  Sullivan’s headache receded before his sudden surge of interest. “What were the circumstances?”


  “He tried to hang himself. Very nearly succeeded, from the look of it. Still had the marks around his neck when he arrived.”


  


  Sullivan shut his eyes and leaned his head back against the plastic booth at McDonalds, letting the shriek of small children wash over him as he waited for Peters to bring their food. He had taken one look at the crowd lined five deep at the counters and quickly accepted her offer to help. If she wanted to score some Brownie points with him, who was he to stop her? Thankfully, she’d been quiet on the drive from the hospital to the McDonalds near the police station, which allowed him to gather his thoughts, but he knew she was brimming with questions she was too proud to ask. He’d soon have to turn on his teaching skills. How many years had he been breaking in rookies? Too many, for sure.


  Sue Peters was an army brat who’d grown up in a house full of brothers on army bases around the world. She seemed comfortable in the company of men, but Sullivan suspected a small part of her still felt she had something to prove in a man’s world. She was determined to look good, even at the expense of asking how. He’d seen it before in cops of both sexes who thought they always had to be in control, and he wasn’t keen to be the one to break her in.


  Something thumped on the table, and he opened his eyes to see Peters shrug off her jacket and drop into the booth opposite. She slurped her coke with a flourish.


  “What do you think of that shrink, eh, Sarge? The Arab guy? Weasely bastard, I don’t think he remembered our guy at all!”


  Sullivan winced. Where to begin? With the Arab, the shrink or the Sarge? He chose to start with her prejudices.


  “Dr. Assad has a large caseload. I suspect he wanted to make sure he had his facts straight before he committed himself. And Detective,” he leaned his large frame towards her to make sure he had her attention, “exact language is essential in investigative work. Dr. Assad is a psychiatrist, not a shrink, and his ethnic background is of absolutely no relevance to this investigation.”


  To her credit, she flushed as she busied herself dousing vinegar on her fries. Finally, she shrugged. “I didn’t mean anything by it. All the guys...”


  “All the guys don’t. I don’t. All we have is our reputation for professionalism and objectivity, Detective. In court and with witnesses, without that reputation we’re useless.” He took a large bite of his Big Mac, leaving her to mull that over for a few minutes. After he’d polished off more than half his burger, he picked up his coke and leaned back, feeling slightly revived and ready to begin.


  “What did you make of the interview back at the hospital?”


  She met his gaze levelly, as if she was still smarting from his reprimand. “They didn’t tell us much, considering the guy’s been living in that place over half his life. Makes you wonder if he was much more than just a number in a bed.” She shook her head. “What a pathetic, wasted life.”


  “I think you’ll find the group home can tell us more this afternoon. That staff would have lived with him day in and out. But we did learn one useful thing.”


  “What? That he tried to kill himself?”


  Sullivan nodded. “It isn’t quite what the Inspector was looking for, but it does confirm his suspicion that something bad happened in the family back then.”


  “Maybe he just went off the deep end for no reason. After all, he is a psycho.”


  Sullivan fixed her a silent glare, and she threw her hands up in frustration. “Another word off limits? Sarge, how can we do this job if we don’t blow off some steam among our own kind? I wouldn’t use psycho on the stand.”


  “Disrespect is disrespect. Just as I’m Sergeant, not Sarge.”


  Two spots of colour flamed her cheeks, but she said nothing, lapsing instead into a frosty silence that lasted the rest of his Big Mac. He cursed his hangover and his own stupidity in choosing to bring her along. Christ, how the hell had she made the force, let alone detective?


  “Peters, you have a choice here this afternoon,” he said. “You can grow up, act like a professional, and set your investigative mind to this case, or you can catch a cab to the Voyageur bus station, and leave me to do my job.” He picked up the tray and stood up. “I’m going to the john. Your choice if you meet me outside in the car. Or not.”


  He knew she’d be in the car, of course, but he hoped she’d leave the attitude inside. Sure enough, when he emerged from the building, she was sitting obediently in the passenger seat, staring straight ahead. He knew her pride had taken a beating, so he refrained from comment. As he eased the car into gear, she took out her notebook. Her tone was subdued.


  “I’d like permission to conduct the interview with the group home supervisor, sir. At least the first part.”


  “Why?”


  “She’s a woman. She might feel more comfortable with me.”


  Sullivan wondered if she was implying he was a blunt, lumbering oaf, but decided she’d never in a million years be that subtle. “What questions do you plan to ask?”


  They worked on her list of questions as they drove to the group home, which was located in an older, blue-collar neighbourhood not far from the hospital. Peters gradually relaxed as she put her mind to the task, and Sullivan was able to catch a glimpse of a promising investigative mind. He nonetheless reserved his decision on the interview until he had gleaned his initial impression of Mrs. Hogencamp.


  He wasn’t sure what he expected a group home supervisor to be like—a stout, no-nonsense matron, perhaps—but the reality took him aback. She was a wiry, frenetic bird of a woman whose fiery henna hair clashed with her pink spandex jumpsuit and her red finger nails. She looked as if she belonged in an aerobics studio, but they found her in the kitchen of the old converted home, shepherding her bewildered assistants through the preparation of dinner with a gentle, patient hand.


  The minute Peters introduced herself, however, Mrs. Hogencamp stiffened, and Sullivan could almost smell her fear. Of what? he wondered as she ushered them out of earshot into a small office at the back of the house. On closer viewing, he saw that she was older than her attire would suggest; fine wrinkles webbed her eyes, and her skin was beginning to crepe around her neck. Her voice had the texture of coarse gravel. Given her defensive stance, he decided to handle the initial questions himself.


  “It’s beginning to look like the dead man up in Ottawa may in fact be Lawrence Pettigrew,” he began gravely, explaining that they had already talked to the doctors at the hospital. “Any information you can give us about his recent activities would be helpful.”


  She studied her red nails. “Poor Lawrence. I don’t know what I can tell you. He was fine the last time I saw him. The doctors had judged that he was well enough to live independently and he was to come here once a week for a group.”


  “What date did you last see him?”


  “August twenty-fifth. He had an appointment here September eighth, which he didn’t keep, but unfortunately I was on holidays and there was some new staff, so no one became concerned until he missed the twenty-second as well. That’s when we began searching for him and notified the police.”


  Peters peered at her notebook. “Didn’t you say he had a group here once a week?”


  “Normally. But we’re short staffed in the summer.”


  Sullivan saw the beginnings of a frown on Peters’ face, and he hastened to intervene. “What was his demeanor when you saw him in August?”


  Mrs. Hogencamp consulted a book on the desk, but Sullivan suspected it was a delaying tactic. He was sure she’d reread the entry a dozen times since Green’s initial call.


  “He seemed a little depressed,” she conceded. “I—I thought it was because I was going on holidays.”


  “What do you mean?”


  She flushed slightly. “I’ve known Lawrence for years. I nursed on his ward before I came here, and I’ve always had a soft spot for him. No one ever came to visit him. I guess what I’m saying, Sergeant, is that the staff and patients on his ward became his family. He became upset when one of us left.”


  “Upset enough to kill himself, in your opinion?”


  “I wouldn’t have let him go that day if I’d thought that.”


  Her indignation cost her, for she broke into a fit of coughing which left her breathless. “He was just sad, in his vague, blunted, schizy way.”


  “Did he say what he planned to do in the next few weeks?”


  She gave a wheezy smile. “Lawrence was heavily medicated, and he’d been ravaged by the disease. He didn’t plan or set goals the way we do. He just floated along, following his routine and going to his job.”


  Sullivan looked up in surprise. “He was working?”


  “At a tree nursery, as part of our community partners program. He tended the plants. He was so proud of that job. I was surprised when one day he just didn’t show up.”


  “Was there any trouble at work? Anything that could have triggered...?”


  She shook her head. “No, they were very pleased with him. He didn’t socialize with anyone, but he seemed...happy enough.”


  “Had he ever had suicidal thoughts in the past? Or any danger signs?”


  She sighed and closed her eyes. “Sometimes, during his floridly psychotic episodes, he’d become extremely agitated. He’d think God was calling him home. Poor, poor lamb.”


  Sullivan perked up. “By home you mean the farm?”


  “I mean heaven.”


  “What was his condition when he was first admitted?”


  “His parents had delayed treatment and hadn’t recognized how very ill he was. He was in a state of catatonic excitement. Wildly disorganized, agitated, almost panicked. He was lashing out in all directions. They had tied him up like a hog in the back of the truck to get him here.” She shuddered as if at the memory. “Imagine.”


  “Are you saying he was violent?”


  “Anyone in a panic can be violent if they think they’re in danger. They would see it as protecting themselves or someone else from harm.” She frowned and pursed her scarlet lips. “I don’t think it matters what he was like back then. He was a very sick boy twenty years ago.”


  Remembering Green’s theory that violence lay at the root of Lawrence’s original committal, Sullivan forced himself to push the issue. “I understand he tried to kill himself. Do you know why?”


  She began shaking her head.


  “Was it some trouble at home? Someone mentioned a girl.”


  Her eyes widened. “A girl? Lawrence?”


  “Was there any girl that he might have been interested in? Maybe a girlfriend of his brothers?”


  Now she looked distinctly uncomfortable. “I can’t imagine. His delusions were so full of evil and sinning, I can’t imagine him actually wanting a girl. Or I should say letting himself want a girl. The home was very strict, and I gathered the boys’ hands were strapped if they were ever caught masturbating. Lawrence would have seen himself as evil if he’d even had thoughts like that.”


  


  “The circle’s closing, Brian!” Green crowed once he’d listened to Sullivan’s summary of the interview over the phone. “And I bet this Sophia is at the centre of it. If those notes are to be believed, she was screwing two brothers at the same time.”


  There was a pause, during which Green could almost feel Sullivan’s weary skepticism through the wires. “Maybe, Mike, but I don’t see how I added much hard evidence to your cockamamie theory. We need some independent corroboration from someone who was around back then. Like Tom or Sophia. Any luck finding either of them yet?”


  “Not yet. Gibbs tracked Tom to a rehab centre in Toronto, but they say he went AWOL days ago.”


  “He’s back on the streets for sure. A guy like that, been on the booze as long as he has? He’s never going to make a go of it.”


  Green wasn’t inclined to argue. They’d both known a lot of drunks in their years on the force, and Sullivan had much more personal experience with the ravages of drink than Green did. Green’s father’s idea of a bender was a thimbleful of sweet sacramental wine at Purim and the requisite four at Passover. Before Sullivan’s father died of liver failure, he’d packed away whiskey by the truckload.


  “Anyway, Toronto’s keeping an eye out for us,” Green replied without much optimism. In a city as overcrowded, fast-paced and ethnically diverse as Toronto, one misplaced derelict would not rank high in their priorities. Perhaps he should tell them Tom was a suspect in a possible murder inquiry. “As for locating Sophia, nothing solid yet, but Gibbs has a few leads and we may get a break tomorrow.”


  That was a slight exaggeration, designed to stimulate Sullivan’s flagging spirits, but if anyone could make something out of the slim lead he’d uncovered, it was Bob Gibbs. He’d unearthed the name of a distant cousin in a small village in Tuscany, who may or may not have a clue as to Sophia’s whereabouts. The family had moved away from Richmond more than ten years earlier, following the bankruptcy of the father’s landscape business. The last known address was somewhere in New Jersey, but the trail had petered out. However, neighbours of the family in Richmond recalled that Sophia had left town as a teenager under mysterious circumstances and was rumoured to have been whisked away to live with relatives back in Italy. Given her racy reputation as a teenager, pregnancy had been suspected.


  Green had his own nagging fears about Sophia’s disappearance which could be laid to rest only when he had irrefutable evidence of the woman alive and breathing in front of him. He’d had enough of magical disappearing acts. Gibbs had been all set to make the call to Italy when Green reminded him of the time difference. With Gibbs chafing at the delay, Green reminded him of the miracles of Canada411.com and suggested he run a few searches on Vincellis while he waited for the sun to rise on the other side of the world. Through his open office door, Green could see him hard at work on the internet.


  “Okay,” Sullivan said, breaking into his thoughts. “We’re done down here, anyway.”


  “You’re bringing Mrs. Hogencamp back with you to identify the body, right? Do you want me to set that up with the morgue tonight?”


  “She’s coming tomorrow. She wanted to drive herself, and she didn’t want to disrupt the routine of her patients. Peters and I are coming back up now, but I planned on calling it a day. Nothing else has come up that needs action today, right?”


  Green was about to tell him to go straight home and enjoy his kids when Gibbs burst into the doorway, his Adam’s apple bobbing with excitement.


  “Sir? Sergeant Belowsky from Rural West is on the line, wants to talk to Sullivan. There’s been a development at the Pettigrew farm!”


  Eleven


  Isabelle Boisvert had been walking along the path by the river, her head bent and her shoulders leaning into the sharp October wind. She had turned her collar up and balled her fists deep inside her pockets. Chouchou scurried at her side on a tight lead to stop him from chasing every squirrel and chipmunk in sight.


  She had set off in high spirits, eager to scout her property for promising riding trails, but she quickly found her thoughts straying to the spooky discoveries of the past few days and to her husband’s mounting resistance. She wasn’t sure what she’d do if he dug in his heels and announced he was moving back to the city. This farm was her dream.


  With her head bent and her attention turned inward, she would not have even noticed the boat if Chouchou hadn’t started barking. He bounced at the end of his leash, yapping and straining towards the river. Isabelle knew all his barking cadences and readily recognized this one as a territorial bark.


  Looking up, she saw that she was at the shoreline directly behind her house. The area was overgrown with neglected brush now, but she could still see the worn tracings of a path from the house through the trees to the riverbank. A small area had been cleared at the shore years ago, and the rotted remains of a wooden dock drooped into the water. She had been to the river many times since they moved in, had even swum here earlier in the fall, and she knew there had been nothing but an old rowboat pulled deep into the bush and upturned. Its splintered hull hadn’t been seaworthy in over a decade.


  Yet today, once she’d threaded her way down to the river’s edge, she saw a boat pulled up on the shore; a battered aluminum runabout with a tiny outboard motor on its stern and a pile of moth-eaten blankets on its floor. A hint of gasoline hung in the air. Chouchou was growling as he approached the boat, so Isabelle snapped the leash to quiet him as she peered around. Not a soul was in sight, but the boat was beached directly behind her house. Sacré bleu, was there another prowler on her land?


  With a shiver, she scooped the dog into her arms and held him tight. He wasn’t much use in a crisis, being barely five kilograms with all his fur, but at least he could serve as her early warning system. Wincing at the crackle of every leaf beneath her boots, she picked her way back towards the house. When she reached the edge of the tree line, she crouched in the tall grass and scanned the field ahead. The house sat about a hundred metres ahead, silent and undisturbed in the late afternoon sun. Wind tugged at the desiccated goldenrod that dotted the field, but she saw no other signs of movement.


  Clutching Chouchou firmly under her arm, she ran low to the ground through the dry brush until she reached the back of the house. Still no signs of movement. She listened intently. Nothing. Crouching low and hugging the wall, she began to edge around the side of the house. A thud shattered the silence. Her heart leaped in her chest and a low rumble gathered in Chouchou’s throat. She clutched him tight to silence him and peered cautiously around the corner of the house into the front yard. A man was walking across the yard towards the house from the barn. He must have just come from there, slamming the rickety barn door behind him, she deduced. The man paused to look at the fresh bed of crushed stone where the burned shed had been, then with a shake of his head he continued toward the house.


  From her distant vantage point, he looked past his prime but still attractive in a rugged, sinewy way, and he moved with a fluid lope. His khaki windbreaker and heavy work boots looked clean and new. Briefly she wondered if he was another of Jacques’ workmen, hired to do some renovation Jacques had failed to mention. He had a purposeful stride rather than the uncertain, furtive scurry of a burglar. Her fears eased and she was about to call out to him when he reached the door, grasped the knob and thrust hard. No knock, no bell, just a hard shove as if he owned the place. The nerve of the guy.


  The door was locked, and she hung back to watch him as he stepped back to survey the front of the house before heading around the side opposite where she was. Fear battled curiosity and outrage as she circled around the back to the other side. She peeked around the corner just as he lifted up the hatch to the root cellar and ducked down the steps into the basement. She slumped against the wall in disbelief. She’d never thought of locking that door, which opened into a dank, unused section of the basement where long ago the family would have stored their turnips, carrots, potatoes and other fruits of the fall harvest.


  The man was in her basement now, and although she couldn’t see him, she could hear thuds and scrapes as if he were shoving things around. Chouchou gave a low growl, and Isabelle clamped her hand around his muzzle. Holding him tight, she hurried across the yard to the tool shed. Once inside, she pulled the door carefully shut, pulled out her cell phone and dialled 911. Speaking barely above a whisper, she reported the break-in and was advised to stay out of sight until the police arrived.


  She disconnected and peered out the shed door. Out here in the country, it might be a solid twenty minutes before the police arrived. She considered her options. She was alone in the country with no one even remotely within earshot, with a useless puffball of a dog and without even a shotgun or tiny .22 for protection. She had grown up with shotguns, but Jacques was adamantly opposed to all guns, so despite the advice of the real estate agent and the man at the general store, they had no guns. She could sit in this shed like a fool and wait to be rescued. Or she could check it out. The man had not looked dangerous, nor had he been carrying a weapon that she could see. He had looked like a typical blue-collar worker, a little gaunt and battered perhaps, as if he’d had a two-pack a day habit all his life.


  She lifted her brand new axe from its peg on the shed wall and slipped back out the door. Chouchou was squirming under her arm, so she cast about for some way to contain him. Her eyes finally settled on the minivan parked in front of the house. Chouchou loved the car, because he thought he was being included in an adventure, so he might not bark if she put him inside. Praying that the man was making enough noise to mask hers, she slid open the van door, thrust the dog inside and pulled it quietly shut again. Ducking down behind the car, she held her breath while she listened. Nothing. The axe felt solid in her hand as she crossed the yard to the front door, slipped the key in and cautiously opened the door. Silence greeted her. She tiptoed down the hall to the head of the basement stairs. Still not a sound. Then a muffled scrape.


  She eased her foot onto the top tread, held her breath and tiptoed down for a closer look. He had turned on the bare light bulb which dangled from a cord in the centre of the ceiling, casting a harsh glare over the musty cellar. She and Jacques had cleared out much of the accumulated detritus of several generations and had taken van loads of old bicycles, broken lamps and chairs to the nearby dump. The cellar was still stacked with boxes, however; those waiting to be unpacked from their own move, and some full of Pettigrew junk that looked as if it had been sitting undisturbed in the dust for years.


  The basement was divided into three rooms, one the old root cellar and pantry, the second a primitive storage and furnace area, and a third small section which the Pettigrews had obviously intended to finish as a den. Concrete had been poured over the earthen floor and two by four framing had been erected on the walls. Pine planking had been nailed on two of the walls, but the enthusiasm for the project must have died abruptly halfway through, leaving unfinished framing on the rest of the walls.


  The intruder had already ransacked the storage area because the boxes were all upturned, leaving papers, dishes and old books strewn on the floor. He had moved on to the semi-finished room, where he now stood pressed against the wall, stock-still, his gaze slowly travelling around the room. Isabelle couldn’t see his features clearly in the harsh shadows cast by the light bulb, but desperation was etched in his face.


  As she took one last step to get a better look, her shadow slipped across the wall, catching his attention. He spun around, stared at her, stared at the axe she had hefted in her hand, and uttered a single, strangled moan before sagging against the wall in a dead faint.


  


  Before Green had even turned off County Road 2 into the Boisvert’s lane, he could see the three-ringed circus in the front yard of the farmhouse. Four cruisers and an ambulance sat at various angles to the house, red lights strobed the dusk, and clusters of dark figures dotted the yard. Green was gratified to note that despite the flashing lights, there was no sense of urgency in their movements. He’d been in communication with the sergeant en route, and once he’d determined that no one was seriously injured, and the scene was secure, he’d told Belowsky to hold all inquiries until he arrived.


  He pulled his unmarked white Impala in behind the ambulance and had barely opened his door when Sergeant Belowsky detached himself from one of the groups and approached. The beefy man rolled as he walked, and his illfitting uniform looked about to split at the seams. But he was grinning as he swallowed Green’s hand in a massive grip.


  “Two incidents in one week,” he said. “Gotta be some kind of record.”


  “What’s the status?” Green asked.


  “The suspect is in the kitchen, not giving any resistance. A bit stunned, is all.”


  Green raised a questioning eyebrow. “Keeled over in the basement and whacked his head on the concrete floor, but the paramedics say he’s okay.”


  “What about the homeowner?”


  The sergeant’s grin widened. “She’s fine. Shook up, but spitting mad. I think the bad guy got the worst of the encounter.”


  “Has anyone taken a statement from him at all?”


  Belowsky shook his head. “He’s all yours. But the guy’s not saying much anyway. Just that he wasn’t breaking in, he used to live here.”


  Green nodded. The sergeant had told him this over the phone, and Green had already figured out this was either Tom or the long-lost Derek. If it was Derek, then the whole theory about Lawrence having killed him was out the window, and Sullivan’s Brockville fishing expedition had been in vain. If it was Tom, then they finally had a real live witness to what had transpired in the family all those years ago. Green felt that addictive surge of adrenaline that always accompanied a break in the case.


  Isabelle was knocking back a hefty brandy in the living room. After a reassuring word to her, he instructed Belowsky to take her statement while he himself headed to the kitchen. The intruder, he wanted to interview personally. As he passed through the archway, the scene before him reminded him of his own kitchen. Dismantled cabinets, mottled walls and the blackened remnants of several layers of linoleum flooring. Two uniformed officers were stationed in the doorways like brick walls, feet planted apart and arms folded. In the middle of the room was a large rectangular oak table surrounded by mismatched wooden chairs.


  Slumped in one of them with his elbows on the table and an icepack pressed to his head was a lanky man with strings of sodden grey hair, deep pouches under his eyes, and at least three days’ worth of salt and pepper stubble. As soon as he raised his head, Green knew it was Tom. The cocky confidence of the teenager in the photo was gone, but the defiant blue eyes were the same.


  Before Green tipped his hand, however, he decided to see what story Tom had on offer, so without missing a beat he introduced himself and asked for a name and address. Tom apparently chose to play for time. He arched his eyebrows.


  “An Inspector? Never met one of yous. Don’t know why you were called all the way out here for this. Like I told these other officers, I got nothing to hide. I ain’t no burglar; I used to live here, and I didn’t know anybody was home. I just came in to look for something I left here years ago.”


  “Your name, sir?” Green repeated patiently.


  Tom hesitated briefly, and Green could see him weighing his options. Finally, he shrugged. “Tom Pettigrew. I live in Toronto.”


  “Street address in Toronto, sir?”


  “I’m just moving.”


  Green kept his pen poised over his notebook. “So should I put ‘no fixed address’?”


  A scowl flitted across Tom’s face. “Put Harmony House.” Another shrug, this time with a hint of defiance. “I got a drinking problem. Hey, it’s not a crime. When you run me through the Toronto police, you’ll know I’m no saint, I been through the system lots of times. But that’s in the past. I’m turning things around now, and this...” He gestured around him vaguely, as if to encompass the house. “This wasn’t like that.”


  “So what was this about, Tom?”


  “Facing some stuff.”


  Tom seemed to perceive the skepticism on the faces around him, for he sat up straighter and thrust out his chin. “Look, I ain’t proud of my life, okay? I know I ain’t done one fucking worthwhile thing in the past twenty-five years. Last month, I woke up one morning in detox with bugs crawling all over me and a great fucking hole in my memory. Doctor said one more binge like that, and I might not wake up. Not that I really gave a shit at the time.” He slumped again and shifted the ice pack gingerly.


  Green was tempted to tell him to cut to the chase, but he sensed that the man had a story to tell. Who knows, maybe it was an interesting story. “So what happened?” he prompted.


  Tom peered up at him dubiously through wet strings of hair. “What happened is this woman from Harmony House comes to visit me. As tough and crapped over by life as me—raped by her brothers, beaten up by her pimp, carved up by johns, in jail half her life. She told me to stop feeling sorry for myself and get on with it. Either kill myself or clean up my act. I heard that a million times, but something about that broad... She was so ugly—tattoos, scars all over where she’d carved herself—she was like the end of the road. They got God at Harmony House, and I got no use for that shit. My old man whipped God out of me years ago. But just being at Harmony House...”


  He paused to grope in his jacket pocket for a pack of cigarettes. He caressed one longingly, glanced around as if seeking permission to light up, but met stony, neutral stares. Finally, he jammed it unlit into the corner of his mouth. “I turned forty fucking years old last week. I heard Robbie was selling the place. I thought maybe if I came back and saw the old place. I didn’t mean to scare the lady, I’m sorry about that.”


  “So what was it you had to face?”


  “What?” Alarm flashed across Tom’s face. Green waited him out, until gradually a sullen scowl replaced the alarm. “We didn’t have a fairy tale upbringing here, officer. A lot goes on out here in the country that nobody sees or hears. I got a memory from every single one of these rooms, from the barn, and from the field out back. That root cellar where I come in, that was the old man’s favourite place to lock me up. Maybe figured I was closer to the devil where I belonged. The room just over our head?” He jerked his thumb up to the ceiling. “Our mother strung herself up in that room. Dad didn’t even cut her down, just went out and got tanked, left poor Robbie to find her. The kid just turned sixteen years old.”


  Green felt the bile of pity rise in his throat. He was no stranger to the tales of cruelty that scarred the souls of those he met on the street, so he welcomed the emotion as a sign he was still human. To judge from the expressions of the patrol officers around him, so were they.


  Yet even before the pity had receded, the seasoned police officer in him raised a flag of skepticism. Alcoholics were masters of melodrama, skilled at finding excuses for their failures and at mining the sympathy of others. Tom had spun a far longer, sadder tale than was needed to answer Green’s question, and in the process had deflected attention from the one crucial fact he had let slip. Belatedly, Green retrieved it.


  “What was it you came back to find?”


  Tom had just removed the cigarette from his lips and held it longingly. It quivered slightly in his tobacco-stained fingers. Abruptly, he stopped to look at Green in bafflement.


  Nice try, Green thought, not believing his confusion for a minute. “You mentioned you came to get something you’d left here years ago.”


  “My brother Derek’s address,” Tom replied. “He left home after university, and I ain’t seen him since. But he used to drop my mother a postcard now and then, so I was hoping she packed them somewhere. Robbie said there were still some boxes of old junk in the house.” He shrugged and placed the cigarette back in his mouth. “Like I said, I been trying to get my life back together, and he’s almost all that’s left of us. Except Robbie—who was just a kid when I left, and anyway he’s written me off. Not that Derek and me got along all that great, but blood’s blood, right?”


  Green stifled the edge of excitement in his voice. Tom could be telling the truth, because Isabelle had said he seemed to be searching for something. “What was the last address you had for Derek?”


  “How the fuck should I know?” Tom winced and pressed his hand to his head. “I’m getting a fucking headache. Can we at least take this outside, where I can have a smoke?”


  The paramedic intervened to perform a brief exam before allowing Green to continue. Green could see nothing to be lost by granting Tom’s request and a lot to be gained from letting him relax and open up. Gesturing to a patrol officer to accompany them, he led the way outside onto the small front stoop. Dusk had deepened. To the west an eerie purple wash still cloaked the horizon but overhead the stars were emerging into the brittle black sky. Beside him, Tom cupped his hands against the chill night breeze as he lit his cigarette. Green waited in silence as he pulled the smoke greedily into his lungs.


  “Derek’s address?” Green prompted after several lungfulls.


  “If I remembered that, why would I come all the way here to look for it?”


  “The city? The state? You must remember that.”


  “Used to be Berkeley, I remember that part. Then I think it was one of them in-the-middle states. Mi-something? Never been good at geography.”


  “What was he doing there?”


  “I don’t know!” Tom flicked the ash onto the ground angrily. “Like I said, we weren’t close. He just dropped Mom the occasional line, you know, so she wouldn’t worry.”


  “But he was settled somewhere? Making a good living?”


  “Oh, yeah. Derek was the smart one, always knew what he was going to get out of life.” Tom jutted out his chin and cast Green a cunning look. “What the fuck’s it to you anyway? That’s what I was looking for, and I should’ve called on the lady properly, but I never was one for manners. So if you’ll call off the goons—”


  “Tom, there’s no record of Derek being at Berkeley. No record of him ever living in the States.”


  Tom sat stock still, his cigarette halfway to his lips. He said nothing for a long moment, as if trying to assess the direction of the threat. Finally, he shifted his gaze from Green to the patrol officer, then to the circus of squad cars on the front lawn. His eyes grew hooded. “What the fuck’s going on?”


  He might be a career drunk, but he still had a decent share of brain cells, Green thought as he weighed his next move. He had no evidence to suggest foul play in Derek’s disappearance, merely an uneasiness in his gut. He had even less evidence that Sophia had met a similar fate. A good investigator never played from a position of weakness. He needed leverage. Tom was almost certainly lying about Derek, but he was far too wily and experienced to roll over and confess just because Green accused him of lying. He’d simply clam up, claim memory loss, or say Derek must have lied to the whole family then.


  Which was, of course, entirely possible. Derek and Sophia might have run off together, as the note suggested, and rather than risking the wrath of their strict, traditional families, they had opted to drop out of sight. If Derek had decided to sever all ties with his brothers and father but had retained a small soft spot for his long-suffering mother, he might well have sent home the occasional postcard containing a carefully constructed lie to reassure her. Green needed concrete evidence to the contrary before he confronted Tom. Evidence he hoped Sophia would be able to provide, assuming she was ever found.


  In the meantime, Green did have concrete evidence of another tragedy that he could certainly challenge Tom on. Evidence that might rattle Tom sufficiently to shake loose some of the secrets he was storing inside. Green reached into his pocket, unfolded a paper and held it out to Tom in the porch light.


  “Do you recognize this man?”


  Tom didn’t touch the photo, merely stared at it for a long time. In the silence, Green could hear the murmur of voices from the house. Out on the highway, a lone pair of headlights shot by.


  Tom broke the silence, his voice like gravel. “You’re thinking this is Derek?”


  “Is it?”


  Tom exhaled smoke in a rush and flicked his cigarette butt into the darkness. Before it had even hit the ground, he was reaching for another. He had to make three tries before he could light it. “Can’t tell,” he said finally. “Picture’s all fucked up. Plus people always look different when they’re dead, eh? Like something’s missing.” He spoke matter-of-factly, but his cigarette trembled, and a twitch had begun at the corner of his left eye. “What happened to him?”


  Green explained briefly about the discovery of the body and asked if he’d mind coming downtown to look at the body.


  “Rather not.”


  “If it is your brother, wouldn’t you want to know?”


  Tom rested his forehead in his hands. “Fuck, life always finds a way to kick you in the ass, eh?”


  Green said nothing. Tom smoked. Shook his head. Then said “Fuck” and hauled himself to his feet. “Can I at least smoke in your car?”


  Twelve


  Viewing dead bodies had never been Green’s favourite part of a case, albeit a necessary part when he’d been in the field. But months behind a desk had weakened his defences, and at the first hint of that peculiar morgue smell, composed of equal parts disinfectant, guts and putrefying flesh, he felt his stomach quail. He’d reached Sullivan en route from Brockville and arranged to meet him at the morgue, where he could have simply delivered Tom into Sullivan’s capable hands without even passing through the lime green doors. But to judge from Sullivan’s monosyllabic response, he was no more enthusiastic about an impromptu, after-hours visit with a three-day-old corpse than Green was. Besides, queasy stomach aside, Green was very curious to see how Tom would react.


  Green made a second call from his cell phone as he, Tom and the unlucky constable from rural west district who’d drawn escort duty barrelled through the dark towards the city. It was to Dr. Alexander MacPhail. He reached the pathologist in the middle of a dinner party at which, from the sound of it, Scotch whiskey had been flowing freely for some time. Raucous laughter punctuated the background as MacPhail cursed into the phone.


  “Goddamn it, lad! Check the man into the Y and go home to your wife and kiddies. The poor stiff will still be there in the morning, and so will I.”


  Green glanced over at Tom, who was staring stonily out the window in the back. He was on his third cigarette, and his hands were shaking, probably from need of booze. The stiff might still be there, Green thought, but my next-of-kin won’t be. He’ll be on the first bus out of town, as far from Ottawa as he can get. With profuse apologies and assurances that MacPhail would be back with his guests in no time, Green stuck to his guns.


  When he and Tom arrived at the morgue, neither MacPhail nor Sullivan were anywhere in sight, but they’d only been waiting a minute before the elevator pinged. Green could hear MacPhail’s angry stride all the way down the hall, and when the tall, rangy pathologist burst around the corner, his white mane defied gravity and vivid purple blotched his pockmarked face. He barely acknowledged Green’s greeting as he unlocked the morgue door and pulled on his lab coat. But even in the throes of one of his famous whiskey-fuelled tempers, his professionalism took over when he turned to Tom.


  “The body is in the cold room at the moment, sir. We have a few paperwork formalities, and then I’ll have my assistant bring him into the viewing room next door. He’ll be draped in a sheet, so you tell me when you’re ready to take a look. His face has been badly damaged, so you’d best be prepared.”


  Tom acknowledged the doctor’s tact with a curt nod. He was vibrating from head to toe, and his gaze flitted around the room, lighting restlessly on the stainless steel tubs and bowls, the rows of jars, and the three long, stainless steel slabs. Mercifully, there were no gurneys parked in the corners with telltale toes protruding. Green risked his first full breath of air.


  The viewing room was small, airless and furnished in standard waiting room plastic. Tom barely glanced at the papers before scribbling a large, unpractised signature by the Xs that MacPhail had marked. Afterwards, Green settled into one of the chairs, but Tom leaned against the wall with his hands shoved in his pockets, affecting a casual pose.


  “I been through this before, you know,” Tom said into the silence that had settled on the room. “AIDS, booze, freezing to death. It’s all part of street life. I don’t suppose Derek would ever look as bad as that. Always took fucking good care of himself, even the cowshit didn’t smell on him.”


  Green had decided in the car that he would not mention Lawrence, for he wanted Tom off balance enough to shake loose a secret or two about his past. So far, the man wasn’t giving away a thing. They’d been waiting five minutes when the door swung open and Sullivan came in, followed closely by Peters. Her eyes danced, and she looked as alert and animated as Sullivan did drained. Green barely had time for introductions before MacPhail cracked open the door again.


  “Ready?” His assistant wheeled in a gurney that was discreetly draped in white, but even through the sheet, the contours of a tall, bulky man could be seen.


  Tom thrust himself off the wall and strode to the centre of the room, his hands still in his pockets. MacPhail glanced over the paperwork, then nodded to Tom questioningly. Tom had begun to shake again.


  “Take your time, sir.”


  “No,” said Tom through gritted teeth. “Do it.”


  MacPhail reached up, and with a gentle, practised hand, he folded the sheet back from the face. Peters and Sullivan looked at the body, but Green watched Tom. Saw a faint twitch at the edge of his left eye, a flicker of raw horror that he fought to control. For a moment, he didn’t even breathe.


  “That’s Derek,” he managed finally. “Holy fuck, that’s my brother Derek.”


  


  “Well, that throws your cockamamie theory out the window,” Sullivan pronounced flatly as he jackknifed his bulk into the booth opposite Green at Nate’s Deli. Nate’s was a legend in Ottawa, having maintained its original menu and building on downtown Rideau Street since Green’s boyhood. Until two years ago, Green had lived only blocks away and had become such a fixture in the corner booth that the waitress never bothered to bring him a menu. Montreal smoked meat platter with fries and a side of hot cherry peppers, all washed down by a pint of draught in a frosted mug. Green was nursing this pensively when Sullivan returned from dropping Tom off at the downtown Y. Sullivan was tired and cranky, but neither detective had thought it wise to abandon the poor man at a bus stop.


  Green had been mulling over the same thought before Sullivan arrived. Tom’s pronouncement that the body was Derek and not Lawrence threw his whole understanding of the case into disarray. He’d been so sure that Lawrence had murdered Derek, and that the family had locked him away to cover up the fact. He’d been so sure it was Lawrence who’d met his death in the churchyard, that he found himself at a loss. If Tom was telling the truth, they were looking at quite a different sequence of crimes.


  “Do you think he’s telling the truth?” he asked.


  Sullivan picked up Green’s mug and tossed back half of it in one grateful swig that left a foam mustache on his upper lip. He shrugged. “The guy was pretty much a basket case on the drive to the Y.” He held up two fingers an inch apart. “This close to hitting the bottle again, I’d say. Besides, I don’t see what he’d gain by lying.”


  “Well, for starters, it stops us asking questions about what happened to Derek twenty years ago.”


  “Maybe nothing happened! Did that ever occur to you, Mike? Maybe Derek went off to the States like everyone says, and maybe Lawrence just flipped out and got committed. End of story.”


  Green leaned forward. “Then why did they all come back? Why was Lawrence rooting around in the farm yard that morning, looking for a treasure box he had buried twenty years ago?”


  “We don’t know for sure that was him. It could have been Derek.”


  Green shook his head. “Lawrence was there. The crucifix was found in the woods, and we know Lawrence had it. So he was there.”


  Sullivan groaned. He was reaching for Green’s beer again when the waitress arrived with one of his own. She’d been serving there forever, still wearing a black mini skirt and a white blouse pulled tight across her breasts. The only sign of aging was the slow collection of wrinkles around her bright red lips and heavily shadowed eyes, which drank in Sullivan now with unconcealed lust.


  “Hi, Sarge! Missed me, did you?”


  Sullivan gave her the required grin. “Haven’t been able to sleep a wink, Alice.”


  Her red lips drew back in a knowing smile. “Have to work on that. What’ll you have, love?”


  Sullivan pointed to Green. “Same as him, only skip the hot peppers.”


  She shook her head. “You gotta learn to live dangerously.”


  “Eating with him is dangerous enough.”


  Alice laughed, a throaty chuckle that made her cleavage quiver and her buttons strain, then she sashayed off towards the kitchen.


  Sullivan’s smile faded as soon as her back was turned, and he slumped back in the booth. “I really just want to go home, Mike. It’s been a long day. Besides, Mary’s out showing a house, and that means Lizzie has to take Sean to hockey.”


  “But we have to eat, right? And this way we can talk about the case too.”


  “I don’t want to talk about the fucking case any more. Besides, don’t you have a few family obligations of your own?”


  “Our kitchen is still in chaos. My end of the deal is that I pick up smoked meat, a rye and poppyseed strudel on my way out.” He grinned. “Sharon forgives a lot of sins for a fresh poppyseed strudel.”


  “Sharon forgives a lot, period. The woman’s headed for sainthood.”


  Green laughed. “Fortunately, not in all areas. But the sooner we figure out what the hell is going on, the sooner we both get home to our saintly wives.”


  Sullivan took a deep slug of his beer and sighed. “Fine. I’m here anyway, so shoot.”


  “I had a brief interview with Tom out at the farm,” Green began. “And he said the same thing Robbie told us. That Derek had sent postcards from some place in the States, but Tom’s had no personal contact with him in years. In fact, Tom said he came back to the farm house to find Derek’s address.”


  “And you believe that? That doesn’t sound like you.”


  Green sipped his own beer while he brought his irritation in check. He needed Sullivan to participate, not begrudge every second he had to sit there.


  “Well, let’s assume it’s true and see where it takes us.” He began to tick off points on his fingers. “Let’s say twenty years ago, Tom was in love with Sophia and wrote her that letter begging for a second chance. We know Sophia disappeared shortly afterwards, and Derek never went to Berkeley as he was supposed to. That torn note suggests he had a secret lover he may have run off with. Maybe there was a huge fight over Sophia—remember that note had blood on it—and so Derek and Sophia dropped out of sight. Derek could have concealed his true whereabouts from his family and sent some postcards to reassure his mother, while he was living happily in the States with Sophia all these years.”


  Sullivan signalled Alice for another draught. “I’d say you just put Tom at the top of our list of murder suspects. He never got his life back together after his big brother stole his girl, and he’s had plenty of time to build up a head of steam. So he dreams up a way to get Derek back up to the farm— probably told him about their father being sick—and he sets up the kill. Typical for a drunk. Blame everyone in the world for your failings except yourself.”


  Green nodded impatiently. “I agree he’s up there. But some things don’t fit. First of all, if Tom murdered Derek, why did he ID the body so readily? Why not lie?”


  Sullivan snorted. “He’s crafty. He’s been in the system often enough to know about dental matching and DNA. He knows we’d ID Derek eventually, and then it would look even more suspicious for him.”


  “At the very least, why didn’t he say he couldn’t be sure after all these years? I watched his face, Brian. He was so shocked, there’s no way he could have made up a credible lie. If he had killed Derek, he’d have had lots of time to figure out what to say.”


  “But if Tom didn’t set this up, what made Derek suddenly decide to come home again?”


  “Maybe his luck changed. MacPhail said the victim had fallen on hard times recently. Maybe his life fell apart, and he came back up here looking to reconnect.”


  “At exactly the same time Tom shows up looking for his address? Come on, Mike, the coincidence is preposterous. Tom’s been playing us from the beginning, and you’ve been sitting on committees too long to recognize it.”


  Green held his temper with an effort. He knew it was preposterous, and it didn’t help his mood to have Sullivan point it out. But at least Sullivan, as grumpy as he was, had begun to play the devil’s advocate Green needed him to be.


  Alice appeared, balancing their platters in one hand and Sullivan’s second draught in the other. Green said nothing but watched uneasily as Sullivan downed a huge swig, for Sullivan’s bloodshot eyes and the foul temper that morning still worried him. He knew Sullivan usually kept to a strict two-drink limit in order to avoid the risk of alcoholism that ran in his genes. Sullivan prided himself on the achievements and respect he’d earned as a cop, but a man can only take the stress and disappointment so long.


  But Green knew Sullivan well enough to recognize this was not the time to broach the reason for his mood. He needed to rekindle Sullivan’s enthusiasm and his passion for his work, so he searched for a way to draw him in. He gave Sullivan the time to douse his french fries in ketchup and shovel a fistful into his mouth before resuming.


  “Of course the coincidence is preposterous,” Green said. “But you’re forgetting an even bigger coincidence. Lawrence was there too, and in my book he’s at least as good a murder suspect as Tom.”


  Sullivan paused in the act of balancing succulent slices of smoked meat on his rye and looked at Green thoughtfully. “And what would be his motive after all these years?”


  “Maybe revenge for locking him away all those years?”


  Sullivan set down his precariously balanced sandwich and sat back. Green was glad to see that he’d abandoned his beer and was deep in thought. “But I’ve just spent the day talking to the Brockville people about him. They describe him as gentle and kind of childlike most of the time. Maybe he’d lash out if he got desperate, but he wasn’t really capable of that kind of long-term planning.”


  “But Angie Hogencamp also told me that after a month of being off his meds, he’d be getting delusional again, so anything is possible. He might have started thinking about how they all betrayed him, and all those years might have seemed like yesterday to him.”


  “We’re still stuck with the same question though, Mike. What brought Derek back? It’s just too big a coincidence to have three brothers show up in the same place twenty years later.”


  “I agree there are still a lot of things that don’t fit.” Green paused, feeling more relaxed now that he had aired all his ideas. “I don’t know which brother killed Derek. But I do think if we’re ever going to get to the bottom of it, we’d better start taking a closer look at what Derek’s been up to all these years. And I think, just to verify Tom’s story, we should still have Angie Hogencamp up to see the body.”


  


  At eight o’clock the next morning, Sullivan was scrolling through his emails, checking for urgent ones and half hoping he’d encounter one from HR that apologized for the mix-up and congratulated him on his promotion. It wasn’t there, of course, and the heaviness of the day settled upon him like a wet shroud when he reached the end of the list. Preempting him, Green had called an eight o’clock team briefing to plan the next stage of the investigation, and Sullivan was going to be late. With an effort he pulled out the Pettigrew file and picked up the phone to call Mrs. Hogencamp.


  When she picked up, she sounded breathless and rushed.


  “I’m so glad you called, Sergeant!” she exclaimed. “Your questions yesterday got me thinking. I don’t know if there was a girl or not, but Lawrence was obsessed about something sexual when he was first admitted. He kept rambling to the nurses about sin and something being an abomination, about how God punished sinners, and he tried to save them. It made no sense, and the doctors just called it word salad. Gibberish. But if you listened carefully, he did seem to be trying to explain something. Trying to tell us something that had happened.”


  Sullivan flipped open his notebook, fully alert. Just when they thought they’d figured out what the case was all about, another ball came in from left field. Green was going to want every word. “Could you figure out what he was trying to say?”


  “That he’d somehow failed. That Satan had taken control and had to be destroyed.”


  Sullivan groaned. Satan. There was a bad guy for you. “And did you figure out who this Satan figure was?”


  “No, but he kept saying he had to go back home to get Satan.”


  “Did he mention any of his brothers in these ramblings?”


  “He mentioned several names over and over, but I can’t remember them all. It’s been such a long time.”


  “Try, Mrs. Hogencamp. This is very important.”


  “Oh, dear.” Sullivan listened to the sound of her muttering to herself. “Tommy? Derry, something like that.”


  “Derek?” Sullivan asked carefully.


  “Derry, Lorrie—oh dear, I forget.”


  “What about girls? Anyone called Sophia?”


  “Oh yes!” Mrs. Hogencamp’s voice rose with excitement. “That’s when he’d get really agitated. That’s when the Satan and sex and abomination would come in. His passion was actually quite scary.”


  “I’m not an expert in schizophrenia, Mrs. Hogencamp, so I need your help. Based on what you know of him, say he liked a girl and he surprised one of his brothers in bed with her. Would that trigger this Satan and abomination rant?”


  “The boys had a very strict upbringing,” she said. “Probably sex outside of marriage would be a very serious sin. If Lawrence had been aroused by a girl, he would have seen himself as dirty and evil. If he found his brother acting on those desires he loathed and repressed in himself...yes, he certainly would consider it an abomination.”


  Sullivan hesitated, searching for the most neutral phrase so he would not put words in her mouth. “What would he be likely to do? Kill himself?”


  “It depends on how much self-loathing he had for his own sexual urges.” She paused, her uncertainty returning. Sullivan could feel her retreating. “It’s complicated to speculate. I hardly feel qualified...”


  “Guess.”


  “He’s a paranoid. Betrayal and revenge are central to their delusions. I think, if he were going to kill himself, he’d be much more likely to take one or both of them with him.”


  


  Back in the days when Green was in the field, his briefings had been one of the highlights of Sullivan’s day. Green had a way of getting the big picture and seeing how the evidence fit together that was pure genius. Even his wild flights of fancy proved right more often than not. In his field days, he loved to pace in front of the chalkboard, surrounded by crime scene photos and witness statements, scribbling points and drawing arrows back and forth until his case summary looked like a massive drunken spider’s web. However, Bob Gibbs had long since demonstrated the power of computer software to project the case discussion onto a screen and to underline, highlight, and link ideas so that everyone could decipher them. Furthermore, at the end, the discussion and action plans were neatly summarized on a file in a disc, rather than erased with the next shift. So Green continued to pace, but he had replaced his chalk with a laser pointer and relinquished the recording role to Gibbs.


  By the time Sullivan finally reached the briefing room after his phone call, Gibbs had a neat diagram projected onto the screen at the end of the room. In the centre of the web was a big circle marked “Derek?”, and “murder/suicide” Around them like satellites were bubbles containing the names of witnesses and family members, with questions to be answered. Green was just pointing to Derek’s bubble on the screen.


  “Detective Peters, I want you to—” He broke off as he spotted Sullivan, and he raised a questioning brow. Whether the question was personal or professional, Sullivan wasn’t sure. The man was far too astute not to have noticed his black mood.


  “Any developments?” Green asked with careful ambiguity.


  Briefly, Sullivan summarized his phone conversation with Angela Hogencamp. He caught the glint of triumph in Green’s eyes, but this time it only served to depress him, for Green had said all along that Sophia was at the bottom of things. Why was the damn man right so much of the time?


  “Bingo,” Green said. “You’ve got a relationship with Mrs. Hogencamp, so I think you should pursue things at her end. Get her up here to view the body. I want you to show her Robbie’s photo album too. It has pictures of all the brothers, and maybe she can tell if any of them visited Lawrence in recent months. As for these other tasks,” he waved his pointer across the screen. “Can you think of any avenues of investigation that I’ve missed?”


  You know fucking well there aren’t any, Sullivan thought. Since when do you miss anything? And since when does it matter what I think anyway? I’m only the officer of record on the goddamn case.


  His scowl must have given him away, because before he could shake his head, Green walked over, laid a page of notes in front of him and headed out the door. “Okay. I got the briefing started while we were waiting for you, but I leave you to it. I was going to suggest Peters track down Derek’s old college friends and Gibbs carry on looking for Sophia. But whatever you think is best.”


  Sullivan felt a prick of shame for his childish thoughts. He pushed back the bleakness with an effort as he studied the screen. “Any thoughts on the Pettigrew father? We don’t have much on him. I can pop by the hospital after I pick up Robbie’s album.”


  “No need,” said Green cheerfully. “I thought I’d fit him in myself during my lunch hour. The hospital’s not far from my house, so I can drop in on Bob the contractor.” With a grin, he ducked out the door.


  It took Sullivan fifteen minutes to complete the briefing. He had no qualms about sending Gibbs off with an Italian translator to phone all the Vincellis in the small Tuscany town where Sophia had supposedly been sent. But he wanted to talk Peters through every step of her inquiry before he unleashed her on the educated, well-spoken and politically correct crowd at Carleton University. No psychos, shrinks and the like, not a hint of cop bluster or arrogance. Ask politely, listen to the answers, and always thank them for their help.


  He could tell from her pout that she was insulted by the tight leash, but he had no patience for egos. Let her prove him wrong by doing a first-rate job. After he’d dispatched her, he was heading back to his desk to call Mrs. Hogencamp again when he spotted Green watching him through his half open door. Green cocked his head to signal him to come in. Sullivan hesitated, bristling at the prospect of more Green meddling. But instead, when he finally entered the office, Green rose to shut the door behind him. He looked grave.


  “Brian, I didn’t want you to hear this from anyone else. Adam Jules is being transferred to East Division and Barbara Devine is taking over CID.”


  Sullivan groaned inwardly. They were going to have a conversation he didn’t want to have. Not now. Not when he was still feeling crapped on and sold short. Adam Jules would be a loss; he was a cop’s cop, who knew and respected every job under his command. Barbara Devine was a joke. Smart, tenacious and political, but nowhere near ready to run the most technically demanding and emotionally brutal division in the entire force. But today, none of that mattered. Nothing mattered, because for the first time in twenty years, his job didn’t matter. And he was afraid that if Green made him talk about it, he’d tell him exactly that.


  Green was watching him keenly, so Sullivan kept his expression as deadpan as he could. “Worse for you than for me,” he said. “You’re closer to the angels.”


  “And Gaetan Larocque is the new staff sergeant.”


  “I knew that,” Sullivan said, to head off any expression of condolence.


  “I was afraid you did. Tough break, Brian.”


  “Not your fault. Not anyone’s fault, just the way the goddamn system works. A quota of this, a balance of that, bilingualism always an asset. Whether the guy actually knows dick all about investigating major crimes doesn’t matter.”


  “Larocque’s a solid investigator. He’ll learn. And you’ll still be as indispensable around here as you always were. Probably more so.”


  “Yeah, training yet another rookie cop how to conduct a professional interview.” Sullivan slumped in the chair and put his feet on the desk. Fuck it, they were going to have this conversation after all. “I’ve been thinking maybe I need to move on.”


  Green looked at the ceiling. Sighed and shook his head.


  “I’ve been in this unit twelve of my twenty-one years on the force, Mike. Maybe that’s the problem. Maybe they don’t see me as diverse enough.”


  “Brian, this place can’t run without you. Not with Devine at the helm and Larocque parading the troops.”


  Sullivan smiled wryly. “The place will learn to get along. They’ve got you.”


  “But there’s nothing like Major Crimes. What are you going to do? High Tech? Auto Theft?”


  “Maybe. I’ll look around, see what I like. There are lots of ways of being a cop, Green, and a couple of short stints in other positions would bulk up my CV. So when another staff sergeant opening comes along...”


  Green sank back in his chair. “Damnit, Brian,” he muttered, “I know what you’re saying, and you may be right. But promotions aren’t everything, believe me. There are a hell of a lot of guys upstairs who’d rather be doing what you’re doing. Nothing beats the satisfaction of liking your work and knowing you do a good job.”


  On that note, Sullivan hauled himself to his feet and paused at the door with a smile he only half meant. “Bullshit. Inspector,” he said before he walked out.


  Thirteen


  At eleven-thirty, when Green could stand the claustrophobia of the station no longer, he escaped instead into the noontime traffic jam of downtown Ottawa. A blustery rain battered the city, compounding his black mood as he bullied his way across the Pretoria Bridge and up towards Main Street. All the way, he cursed his stupidity. Sullivan was struggling with a very real crisis of faith in himself and in the force and deserved the understanding and respect of the one man who was probably his oldest and closest friend on the force. Yet he, Green, had offered nothing but vacuous crap! He’d been so dismayed by the prospect of losing Sullivan that he’d thought only of himself and offered the man not hope nor affirmation but platitudes. And now there was little hope of rectifying it, for Sullivan was a proud man who would take his own counsel in the privacy of his own thoughts. He was too professional not to continue to do an exemplary job on this case and others, but Green knew he would be quietly looking.


  So lost in thought was Green that he failed to notice his surroundings until he drove past Bank Street and saw Robbie Pettigrew’s apartment building receding in his rainwashed rearview mirror. He did a loop back onto Bank Street and sat a few minutes in the front drive, contemplating the pouring rain. It depressed him even further to think of visiting a crippled old man in a hospital bed to inform him of his son’s death and to make him relive the tragedies of the past.


  When Green finally mustered the courage to dash to the front door, a Muslim woman in traditional hijab was juggling several bags of groceries and a pair of overactive pre-schoolers while she searched her massive satchel for her key. Green’s helping hand with the bags earned him a shy nod and entrance to the lobby. Hence, he knocked on Robbie’s door unannounced and was surprised when a familiar, smoke roughened snarl emanated from within.


  “Who is it?”


  Sullivan had dropped Tom off at the Y, but the man had obviously made his own arrangements. Recovering quickly, Green introduced himself.


  The door opened just far enough for Green to plant his toe in it, and Tom’s craggy, unshaven face filled the crack. “Well, if it ain’t the fucking cavalry.”


  “Good morning, Tom. I’m here to see your brother Robert.”


  “Ain’t here. Come back after five.” Tom started withdraw, then paused. “Better yet, I’ll get him to call you.”


  “Well,” Green continued blithely, “my main goal is to talk to your father, who I understand is very frail, so I wanted to know if Robbie would like to accompany me. But maybe you can come instead.”


  Tom recoiled. “Not on your life. What do you want to see him for?”


  “I want to talk to him about Derek—about why he left, whether your father’s heard from him recently, whether he knew why Derek came back?”


  Green saw panic flare briefly in Tom’s eyes before he wrestled his sullen disinterest back in place. “Waste of time. Derek wouldn’t have contacted the old man in a million years. They had a huge, knock-down, drag-out fist fight just before he left. And like always, Derek got the worst of it.”


  Green wedged his toe even further in the doorway and leaned against the doorframe, trying to hide his excitement. Unconsciously, Tom had let the door drift open a few inches, and Green was anxious to keep him talking. “What was the fight about?”


  Suspicion flashed across Tom’s face. “Ancient history, and none of your business.”


  Green sighed. “Look, Tom, I’m not here to hassle you. I’m sure you’ve taken plenty of crap from the Toronto cops over the years, but frankly, any guy who’s trying to turn his life around no matter how fucked up it’s been, gets my vote. I’m just trying to close this case. Your brother ended up dead in a village he swore he’d never return to, and I’m trying to find out why. It’s all connected—why he left, why he came back, and what drove him to his death.”


  That was only half the story, of course, but Green hoped the half truth would be enough to put Tom off his guard. He didn’t want Tom to know the police had any suspicion that Derek had been murdered or that Tom himself was a prime suspect. He kept his expression bland and expectant as Tom shifted from one foot to the other, running his hand through his stringy hair. Finally, Tom stepped back with a scowl. “Might as well come in, I’m due for a smoke anyway.”


  Green followed him into Robbie’s little apartment, which was murky with cigarette smoke. A blanket lay neatly folded on the back of the couch, and the only sign of clutter was a pack of cigarettes and an overflowing ashtray on the coffee table. Tom pulled a cigarette from the pack and snapped open his lighter. As he sucked the smoke in deep, Green could almost see him uncoil.


  “My little brother here’s a good example why a man should never get married. Two wives in six years, and both bled him dry.” Tom gestured around the shabby room. “Wife number one got the leather couch and chair, wife number two the flashy home entertainment centre. Next wife’ll probably take the bed right out from under him.” He blew a series of smoke rings toward the ceiling. “Poor sucker. At least I never married my women.”


  Green eased himself onto the couch. “What about Derek?”


  Tom froze, a smoke ring half formed.


  “Was there a woman at the bottom of it all, Tom? Is that why he left?”


  The smoke ring dissipated slowly upwards. “If there was, I didn’t know about her. He was probably banging half a dozen co-eds up on campus, but he never brought them home. He wasn’t that much of an idiot. Cow shit and a psycho brother would scare the crap out of any girl.”


  “You saw him actually leave home that day? To catch a four-thirty bus out of Ottawa?”


  Surprise flashed across Tom’s face. “How the hell did you know that?”


  “We found some evidence at the farm.”


  The surprise changed to sheer shock. Tom’s colour fled and his cigarette jerked in his hand. “What evidence?”


  Green didn’t reply. “He was arranging to meet someone called S. Was that Sophia Vincelli?”


  Tom jammed his cigarette into the corner of his mouth and turned to the kitchen. “Want a drink? Coke?” He disappeared and Green could hear cupboards banging and glass tinkling. He moved so that he could see Tom’s reaction.


  “Was it Sophia Vincelli?”


  Tom dropped ice cubes on the floor and groped around on his hands and knees to pick them up. Ash dripped from his cigarette onto the floor.


  “I’ll take that as a yes.”


  “Take it however the fuck you want. I don’t know what Derek was doing, or who he was fucking. Only that he was getting the hell out.”


  “Along with the note, we found a love letter written by you to Sophia.” The author of the letter was a guess, but the handwriting had been clumsy and unpractised, much more Tom’s style than Derek’s.


  Tom stood up and tossed the ice cubes in the sink with a resounding crash. “It give you your jollies, Detective?”


  “Sophia never saw it, you know. Lawrence stole it.”


  “He was a laugh a minute.”


  “Looked like you loved Sophia a lot.”


  Tom shrugged. “I hardly remember. My dick was permanently up in those days.”


  “I saw her picture. She was one hell of a beautiful girl.”


  “Ah-h, she’s probably a fat bitch with ten kids by now.”


  “Still, it was no fun having your big brother steal your girl out from under your nose.”


  The tell-tale twitch had begun at the side of Tom’s eye. “He wouldn’t have lasted. He was too goody-goody for her tastes.”


  “What about Lawrence? Did he like Sophia too?”


  “How the fuck should I know! He spooked her good, that much I know. Why all these questions about Sophia anyway? We’re talking twenty years ago!”


  “Because Sophia left town at the same time as Derek. Do you have any idea where she went?”


  “You’re thinking she went with Derek?”


  “I don’t know. Did she?”


  Tom dropped new ice cubes into his coke and shook his head with disgust. “You must think I read minds or something. ‘How did Lawrence feel?’ ‘Did Derek run off with Sophia?’ Looks like you know more than me. Lawrence stole my letter to Sophia and the note about her meeting Derek. Sounds like nobody got what they were supposed to, so who gives a fuck anyway?”


  A key rattled in the lock, and the apartment door burst open, spilling Robbie into the room. He stopped abruptly at the sight of Green, a look of guilty fear crossing his face. Why do I always have that effect, Green wondered, before extending a hearty handshake. “Robbie, just the man I came to see.”


  “Your sergeant’s already called. I’m just getting it.”


  “What?”


  “The photo album. He called me at the store.” Robbie scurried over to the bookcase and extracted the album. “He’s meeting me at the store. I’m not sure why you need it now that Tom has identified Derek. Tom and I were talking...we’d like to take him back to the country to bury him with Benji and Mom as soon as possible.”


  “Have you told your father yet?”


  Robbie had been heading back towards the door, and he stopped, clutching the album to his chest. “I’m not sure there’s much point. It would just upset him.”


  “He needs to know, Robbie.”


  “Why? His health is so fragile. He can’t talk or walk or feed himself. He just sits in his wheelchair and cries. It’s awful.”


  “Can he understand what is said to him?”


  “Simple things, I suppose. He can nod and shake his head, he can point to what he wants. But when he tries to talk, it’s just a garbled mumble that I can’t understand, and then he gets so frustrated he bangs his wheelchair and cries. I can’t see the point of telling him.”


  Green thought about his own father, who was able to walk and talk but who was still so easily upset by the indignities of old age. Sid Green would hate to be bypassed. “All the same, he’s Derek’s father—”


  “For God’s sake, Inspector!” Tom exclaimed, breaking the silence he’d maintained since Robbie’s arrival. “Our father hasn’t seen Derek in twenty years. He thinks he’s happily settled some place in the States. Derek was the one success story in this fucked-up family. What goddamn good would it do to tell him his golden boy just took a dive off the church tower? Especially that church!”


  Robbie gave Tom a puzzled look and Green jumped in to seize the valuable tidbit about the past. “Why especially that church?”


  Tom settled onto the couch and lit another cigarette. Robbie’s lips drew down in disapproval, which Tom pretended not to notice. “Reverend Taylor’s church,” he said with a snort. “We used to belong, before our old man decided it was too soft on sin. The old man likes his hellfire and brimstone, none of this turn the other cheek and the meek shall inherit the earth crap.”


  “So your family left the church?”


  “Taylor was a half-senile old geezer who loved to take all the losers under his wing. Drunks, psychos, fags. One day Taylor did a sermon on how they were all God’s children who just needed our help to return to the fold, and our old man walked out in the middle. Dragged us all straight across the street to the holy rollers. I remember, because I was toking a shitload of weed every week by then, and the old man told me he didn’t care what that pinko faggot minister said, I was going straight to hell.”


  Green thought about Derek’s body at the bottom of Taylor’s church tower, and an idea began to take form. Whatever the reason for Derek’s death, perhaps he had gone there to seek out an old refuge in his time of despair. “Did you all go to the new church then?”


  Tom whipped his head back and forth. “The minister was a mean old bible-thumper with a glass eye that looked right through you. One shot of that was enough for Derek and me.”


  “What about Lawrence?”


  “That’s when he really started to go off the rails. He’d listen to old glass-eye’s bible thumping sermons, and he’d take it word for word. Taylor kind of accepted Lawrence, and it didn’t matter if he started mumbling or wandering around in the middle of the service. Taylor took him under his wing, gave him little jobs like polishing the brass and putting out prayer books. Even taught him how to ring the bell. But our old man put a stop to that. Between him and the glass-eyed Nazi, they turned him into their own fucking warrior of God.”


  Robbie stared at him. “I barely remember any of that. So strange to think of Dad going every week to church. After Benji died, he never set foot in one again. Mum tried, but...” He trailed off, but Green knew exactly what he’d left unsaid. As Edna had said, Katherine Pettigrew had little energy for anything by the time her end drew near.


  A strange spell of shared pain seemed to settle over the brothers, which Green was reluctant to break. But a second later, Robbie himself broke it by thrusting the album into Green’s hands. “Anyway, now that you’re here, you can take this to Sergeant Sullivan, and I’ll get back to work.” He cast Tom a wary glance as he headed back toward the door. Green suspected he didn’t entirely trust his brother alone in his home.


  “Actually, Robbie,” Green said, “I’m headed to the hospital. I need to interview your father.”


  That stopped Robbie in his tracks. “What for?”


  “Background on Derek. Perhaps your father has his address in the States.”


  “But I told you, he can’t talk!” Robbie protested. “And the shock could bring on another stroke.”


  “Then one of you come with me.”


  Robbie glanced at his watch in dismay, but before he could object, Tom jumped in. “I’ll come.”


  Robbie’s eyebrows shot up in bewilderment. “You said you didn’t ever want to see him.”


  “This is different,” Tom muttered. “Can’t have the cop crawling all over him.”


  I’d have thought you’d consider that a just punishment, Green thought, but kept silent. Left to bounce off each other, the brothers were providing a wealth of background material.


  “But Tom...” A dubious look crept into Robbie’s pale blue eyes.


  “I’m not going to upset him, if that’s what you’re thinking.” Tom held his hands up in surrender. “I’m sober, okay? The old man and I will have a grand old time. I’ll be on my best behaviour, and he won’t be able to say a fucking word. It’ll be a first for both of us.”


  


  Throughout most of the car ride along Riverside Drive and up Bronson Avenue to Carling, Tom chain-smoked in short, jerky puffs that filled Green’s car with clouds of smoke. The sprawling, multi-winged brick complex of the Civic Hospital had just come into view over the crest of the hill when he tossed the butt out the window and shrank down in his seat.


  “This was a mistake.”


  Green flicked on his turning signal to enter the parking lot. “I thought you wanted to keep an eye on me.”


  “But I haven’t seen the bastard in ten years. I hate his guts and he hates mine, and nothing’s happened to make me change my mind.”


  “Tom, he’s just a sick old man.”


  Tom fumbled in his pocket and pulled out another cigarette, this one bent and partially smoked. He lit it with shaky fingers. “You think. He’s like old cowhide, just grows tougher the older he gets. The last time I actually talked to him was at my brother Benji’s funeral. We were both so goddamn wasted, we could have killed each other. He never pulled any punches. Said it was my fault, because I let the kid down. After all that happened, all that fucking bastard made us do, he has the nerve to say I killed Benji!”


  Green quickly rethought his plans. Benji was the son he knew almost nothing about, but who seemed to foreshadow the family’s disintegration like a canary in a mine. Was there more to his death than a simple accident on a deserted stretch of road? Green navigated the car through the parking lot and drew up to the curb near the entrance. Slapping an official police card on the dash, he turned to Tom.


  “How about we grab a fast coffee before we go up? Let you catch your breath.”


  Tom managed a twisted smile. “Got a shot of rye under that jacket?” He climbed out of the car, then eyed his half smoked butt. “I bet they don’t even let you smoke in this hell hole.”


  Green steered him inside and along the broad corridor to the coffee shop. He bided his time as they purchased their coffees and selected a table. Tom was as twitchy as a cat, so Green chose his timing with care. Once both were settled back with their coffees, he picked up the topic as if it had never been dropped.


  “I thought your brother Ben died in a car crash, so what could you have to do with it? Were you there?”


  Tom stirred his coffee for the fourth time. Picked an invisible crumb off the table. “The road was straight, the night was clear, and Benji knew that stretch of highway like the back of his hand. Plus there wasn’t an inch of skid mark on the road. You judge.”


  “You’re saying he ran into that tree deliberately?”


  “Hey, it’s a great family tradition.”


  “Why?”


  Tom sipped his coffee in short gulps. “Why what?”


  “Why would he kill himself?”


  “Twenty-one years in that family not good enough?”


  “You said ‘after all your father made us do’. What did he make you do?”


  Tom said nothing, merely continued to gulp at his coffee as if it were single malt whisky. Perhaps in his mind it was. In the background, the hospital PA system droned out the names of doctors. Finally, Tom shoved his chair back and stood.


  “Well, let’s get this circus over with. I got places to go.”


  Green wanted to ask where, but knew Tom wouldn’t tell him. Besides, that really was none of his business. He was investigating a crime, and although he was not exactly sure what crime, he did know it did not entitle him to question every move his witnesses made. So he tossed out his coffee cup and followed Tom down the hall.


  From all the descriptions he’d been given, Green pictured Norman Pettigrew as a tyrant with a ramrod back and a ferocious glare. But the man propped in a wheelchair by the window of room 512B was a frail, white-haired figure with a drooping head, a palsied right hand and drool down his chin. Unexpectedly, Tom hung back in the doorway, but Norman lifted his head marginally as Green walked in. His eyes followed Green’s progress across the room, but otherwise he showed no interest. Why should he, Green realized. He’d probably been prodded and poked by thousands of medical personnel in the past three months.


  Green placed a folding chair in front of Norman’s wheelchair and sat facing him. He tried to catch the man’s eyes and saw fleeting bewilderment in them before they drifted out of focus. Green reached out to shake the man’s good left hand.


  “Mr. Pettigrew, I’m Inspector Michael Green of the Ottawa Police. Can you hear me?”


  Norman Pettigrew’s hand jerked away, and Green heard his sharp intake of breath. Oh yes, he can hear me.


  “Your son’s name came up in an investigation, and I need to ask you a few questions. Do you mind?”


  Norman’s breathing eased and he struggled to lift his head, but Green sensed pride rather than fear or defiance. However, the man had five sons, and at least one was no stranger to police investigations. Green glanced back to see Tom still hovering in the shadows, seemingly robbed of speech himself.


  “When was the last time you saw your son Derek?”


  The old man recoiled as if slapped. His eyes bulged.


  “Was it this year? Last year? Five years ago?”


  Norman was shaking his head back and forth with each question, his breath coming in erratic gasps. A large tear pooled in his right eye and spilled down his withered cheek. His lips worked as he struggled to form words, but all that emerged were grunts.


  “Gone,” he finally managed, spittle flying.


  “Yes, I know he’s gone. Where?”


  The man shook his head. “Gom!”


  “You mean dead?” More tears gathered and spilled, dripping unheeded onto his hospital robe. Norman twisted his head as if to escape Green’s relentless presence, and his eyes caught Tom in the doorway. His breath spasmed, and his eyes flew wide with fright.


  “No!” he gasped.


  Tom detached himself from the shadows and walked across the room, his hands shoved in his pockets as if to contain them. “Yeah, Pop. Tell him. Is Derek dead?”


  Norman whipped his head back and forth, his lips working frantically. Tom stood over him.


  “Derek came to see you, didn’t he?” he demanded.


  Norman’s eyes bulged, and his face turned purple.


  “Didn’t he! That’s why he threw himself off the fucking tower!”


  Norman began to choke, his wheelchair banging the wall. Green leaped to his feet and shoved Tom back towards the door.


  “What the hell are you doing!” Green dragged Tom outside into the hall and slammed him against the wall. He pinned him with his arm while he shouted for help and scanned the hall urgently. A nurse with a meds cart hurried towards him.


  “Norman Pettigrew in Room 512B—help him!”


  Within seconds, a flurry of staff had descended on the room, and Green could hear them banging equipment around and speaking to Norm in soothing tones. Green turned his attention back to Tom, who stood with his head bowed and his anger drained. Green shook him and dragged him down the hall.


  “What the hell was that about, eh? You could have given him a goddamn stroke!”


  “Lost my cool,” Tom muttered. “Sorry. Can’t say I didn’t warn you.”


  Swearing, Green fished some twoonies from his pocket and slapped them into Tom’s hand. “Take the bus back to Robbie’s and wait for me there! I’ve got to make sure we didn’t do some serious damage back there. Although God knows, I’m beginning to think that’s what you wanted!”


  Fourteen


  Green was delayed at the hospital almost an hour while he spoke to the medical staff in charge of Norman Pettigrew’s care. By the end, he was satisfied that the old man had suffered no serious harm beyond a moment of fright. The doctor felt he had probably reacted more to his son’s unexpected presence than to anything he said. Norman Pettigrew had very little remaining language function, particularly for more subtle and abstract language, and the doctor implied Green was wasting his time trying to question him about events that had occurred years ago.


  The doctor did, however, believe Norman had the right to know of his son’s death and to attend a memorial service at a later date when he was stronger. With stroke victims, he said, we can’t really be certain to what extent recollections are left intact within consciousness, even though the patient can no longer communicate about them. He may remember everything about his son and feel quite strongly about honouring his memory.


  Given the picture Green was beginning to form of this family, he questioned the accuracy of the word “honour”, but the doctor’s observations did give him pause. He left the hospital wondering if there was any way to reach into Norman’s brain and tap those recollections that lay imprisoned there.


  Green dropped in at home to discover that Bob and his crew, rather than being near completion, had removed the entire plaster wall between the kitchen and the dining room and were busy checking the studs. Electric saws howled and a fine layer of white powder coated everything.


  “Dry rot, eh?” Bob announced dolefully. “Have to get it out, or your whole house will come down someday.”


  Green peered inside the remains of the wall, noting the chaotic tangle of wires and pipes that ran hidden between the framing. He prayed Bob knew what he was doing.


  “Why didn’t you call me?” Green shouted over the saw.


  Bob signalled for his crewman to stop, bringing a stunning silence to the house. “You weren’t in, eh? But your daughter said to go ahead.”


  “My daughter? When were you speaking to her?”


  “She’s upstairs. Came home for lunch.” He grinned. “Likes her music loud, eh?”


  Green bounded up the stairs two at a time and knocked on Hannah’s door. Her latest punk rock offering clashed wills with the electric saw that had resumed downstairs, but Green wasn’t sure which was worse.


  She opened her door, her pixie smile quickly tossed under wraps when she saw who it was. Not the tanned, musclebound carpenter downstairs but her father, sporting a dubious look.


  “What are you doing home?”


  She shrugged. “No co-op today.”


  “Why not?”


  “How should I know? It’s no big deal, Mike. I’m home, aren’t I, instead of out selling my body down on Dalhousie Street?


  He wavered. She held the door open only a crack, preventing him from looking inside, and the police officer in him imagined all sorts of ills. But it was her room, and her time, and if he was ever going to strengthen the fragile bond between them, he had to respect that. He cast about for neutral ground.


  “You hungry?”


  “Shouldn’t you be at work?” she countered.


  “Yeah, but I’m worried about Bob taking down the entire house while my back is turned.” Sensing this conversation had lasted as long as it could, he moved to go. “Keep an eye on that for me, will you?”


  As he climbed back into his car and fled the scene, Green’s head filled with visions of dollar bills swirling down the drain. Like it or not, he’d have to ask Sullivan’s advice about dry rot. Sullivan’s aging split level in Alta Vista had been a do-ityourself renovation project for him as long as Green could remember. While the mere idea drove Green mad, he suspected it had kept Sullivan sane through the more horrific crimes of their tenure.


  Driving back past the Civic Hospital on his way to the station downtown, Green’s thoughts drifted back to Norman Pettigrew. He couldn’t get the man’s face out of his mind. Before Tom’s appearance, Norman had seemed confused and distressed, as if at the bewildering demands of the world around him. But at the sight of Tom, he’d become apoplectic. Not from confusion, but from what looked for all the world like sheer, raw panic.


  Why would the sight of Tom have panicked him so much? And why had Tom confronted him? Did Tom really believe that his father was somehow responsible for Derek’s death? Why would he think that, given that Norman had been confined to a hospital since well before Derek’s death? Did Tom think Derek was still haunted by some past horror his father had committed, or did he think Derek had visited his father just before he died and that something in the exchange between the two had driven Derek to his death?


  On the other hand, perhaps Tom had an entirely different reason for staging the confrontation. He had claimed to be accompanying Green in the interests of protecting his father, an excuse that rang hollow considering the antipathy he’d expressed for the man. What if his real reason for tagging along was to control the information Green obtained, to steer the interview along certain lines and to prevent Green from getting answers to crucial questions about the past? Such as what had happened twenty years ago between Derek and his family?


  Green thought back to the interview. Tom had stepped into view at exactly the moment Green was asking about Derek’s death. And also at exactly the moment when Norman was trying to say something. “Gone.” He’d been adamant about that word, frustrated that Green couldn’t understand it. Gone? Gom? Or...


  Tom.


  Was that what he was trying to say? And if so, why bring up Tom when Green was asking about Derek? One thing was clear, Tom had made sure he never got the chance to find out. But in that action, he had unwittingly tipped his hand. Something more was going on than just the death of a longlost son, something that had its roots in an ancient feud. Something that implicated Tom.


  Lying to Green was like waving a red flag before a bull; nothing made him more determined to uncover the truth. When he reached his office, he put in quick calls to all the troops in hopes that someone had made a useful discovery about the past. But Peters had been unable to find anyone who knew about Derek’s old girlfriends, and Gibbs had hit dead ends all over Italy in his search for Sophia Vincelli. If she had gone to stay with relatives over there, no one was admitting it to the cops. Green couldn’t believe that an entire Italian family had no knowledge of Sophia’s fate. It was more likely they were keeping that knowledge to themselves for some reason. Perhaps out of shame or loyalty to the family, perhaps out of simple mistrust of the police, or perhaps out of some deeper, more sinister motive. Gibbs had promised not to give up, but Green wasn’t sure he had the necessary social cunning to take on a Mediterranean oath of silence.


  Green was just radioing Sullivan when the squad room door opened and in strode the man himself, looking more energized than he had all week. He walked right into Green’s office and tossed Robbie’s photo album on his desk.


  “We got an interesting new development, buddy,” he announced, sprawling into Green’s guest chair and stretching his long legs out.


  “What’s up?”


  “Mrs. Hogencamp came up from Brockville to have a look at our dead man.”


  “And?”


  “It’s Lawrence.”


  They looked at each other for a long moment. Green felt a rush of mixed feelings. Triumph that his earlier instincts about the dead man’s identity were correct. Dismay at the sinister implications it resurrected about Derek’s disappearance, about Sophia, and about the twenty-year-old tragedy that had destroyed the family.


  And most of all, bewilderment. What the hell was going on? “Did she recognize anybody in the photo album?”


  “Well, that’s the other interesting development.” Sullivan’s eyes had the old familiar gleam in them. Like a good storyteller, he liked to tease. “The photos are gone.”


  “What do you mean, gone?” “I mean the photos of the brothers have been taken out of the album. Not all of them, just the close-ups of them when they’re older.”


  “You mean the ones we saw just two days ago?” Green pulled the album across the desk and flipped through it. There were no empty spaces; other photos had been moved around to make the disappearance look less obvious. But Derek’s grad photo and at least half a dozen other pictures were missing.


  Green looked across at Sullivan, who was clearly waiting to see if Green’s theory matched his own. “Robbie or Tom? They both had access to the album.”


  “No contest. Once a con, always a con.”


  “So he lied about the ID of the body and removed the photos so we wouldn’t be able to disprove him.”


  “That’s what I figure,” Sullivan said. “Beats me why he’d lie, though. Just to throw us off the track?”


  Absolutely, Green thought with that familiar rush of excitement when a suspect began to come into focus. Tom had been trying to sabotage the investigation all along, by misleading them on the identity of the dead man, by preventing Green from talking to the father, by claiming to have heard from Derek over the years, and now by removing the photos from the album. Why would he go to such lengths? Simply to cover up a murder that had occurred long ago?


  Or one that had occurred less than a week ago.


  “Maybe he lied because he killed Lawrence. And he thought if we were tracking down Derek’s movements rather than Lawrence’s, it wouldn’t connect back to himself.”


  Sullivan snorted “That’s pretty stupid. He must have known we’d catch the lie eventually, and that it would look more suspicious than ever.”


  “I’m not saying he’s smart. Just desperate. Brian, I think we should bring him in.”


  “On what grounds? We don’t have solid evidence that Lawrence was even murdered. And what’s Tom’s motive for killing him? Revenge for Derek’s murder? We don’t have proof that he was murdered either, for fuck’s sake. This entire theory is a house of cards!”


  Green knew it was, but he couldn’t ignore all the dark hints of menace. “Maybe, maybe not,” he said as mildly as he could. “We’ve got Gibbs and Peters tracking down the past, and if the proof is there, we’ll get it eventually. But if we don’t bring Tom in now, we’ll lose him. If I’m right, he’s got to know he’s only one step ahead of us.”


  To Green’s relief, Sullivan gave up the argument. He pulled out his notebook, flipped back a few pages and reached for Green’s phone. “I’ll check with Robbie to see if Tom’s still there, and to make sure Robbie didn’t take the photos himself for some reason.”


  Green held up a cautionary hand as Sullivan punched in the number. “Try to be subtle. I don’t want to tip off Tom that we’re suspicious.”


  As it turned out, Robbie was in no mood for subtlety. His voice was elevated an octave and shaking with rage. “I don’t know anything about the pictures,” he snapped. “All I know is, Tom’s disappeared and so has the hundred dollars I had stashed in my desk drawer! Some things never change! Some people never fucking change.”


  


  Isabelle Boisvert sat at the kitchen table, her phone in her hand and her address book open to the Fs. Outside, a sodden gray had descended, matching her mood. Rain lashed the windows and wind swept across the field, ripping through the bushes and swirling dead leaves across the yard. The damp seeped into every corner of the old house.


  Jacques had roared off that morning in a cloud of rage. He had arrived home last night to find the last of the police units leaving, and so fortunately had been spared the full details of Tom Pettigrew’s visit, including Isabelle’s escapade with the axe. Nonetheless, Tom’s uninvited visit had been the last straw, and Jacques was now insisting that the farm be sold. Isabelle had refused, prompting him to demand that she choose between him and the house. She had tried to calm him, but to no avail. Gentle and mild-mannered though he was, when he reached his limit he could be more intransigent and irrational than anyone she knew. She had tried to buy them both time by suggesting she call the real estate agent to see how much money they would lose. Jacques had countered with the announcement that while she was playing nice with the real estate agent, he would consult a lawyer about nullifying the sale.


  The truth was, she was ambivalent. Sitting in the damp, drafty house, battered by rain and facing a long bleak winter, she wasn’t sure she wanted the cursed place either. But the prospect of spring, with ponies in the paddock and green shoots of corn in the field, renewed her hope. She was damned if his stubborn fear would make her give up her dreams.


  Finally, she took a deep breath and dialled Sandy Fitzpatrick’s number. She was hoping he’d be out so she could delay any decision, but he picked up cheerfully on the second ring. When she explained her request, there was a long pause.


  “But you’ve only lived in it a month,” he said, his cheer dying abruptly.


  “My husband finds it very long to drive,” she said. “We didn’t realize how bad the traffic was along Prince of Wales Drive into town.”


  “It’s a very bad time of year to sell country property. Buyers look in the spring, sometimes in early fall. But we’re getting towards November. Nothing looks appealing in November.”


  She sighed. “I know. Just give me some idea how much we’d get for it, so I can discuss it with my husband.”


  “You’d have to take a huge loss on it.”


  “How huge?”


  “Twenty or thirty thousand. If you can even find a buyer, which I doubt.”


  Twenty or thirty thousand... She glared out into the gloom. He must have sensed her dismay. “You know what I suggest you do? Spend the winter fixing it up like you planned. Get as much done as you can by spring, and then if you still want to sell it, you can put it on the market then. It’ll be much more likely to sell and if it’s fixed up, it’ll go faster at a better price.”


  Her spirits lifted slightly. This was a possible compromise that made enough business sense that she might be able to persuade Jacques. Yet the renovation project seemed endless. “Seems like we’d just throw good money after bad. Where would we even begin? The basement is damp and smells. It’s even still full of the Pettigrew junk!”


  “Oh, dear!”


  “From a legal point of view, can I throw it out? I don’t want to deal with that family any more.” She meant that Jacques would have her head if she even spoke to them, but she settled for some personal whining.


  Sandy countered by offering to come out with his pick-up truck and take it off her hands. Gratefully, she acquiesced and hung up, glad to have made one small dent in the mountain of work to be done. She flicked on the basement lights and went down to begin clearing up the mess Tom had made. She’d only just finished stuffing the last of the papers back in the boxes when she heard the roar of an engine outside, which triggered a ferocious volley of yapping. By the time she returned upstairs, Sandy was standing on the doorstep, dripping in the rain.


  “You were fast,” she said, shoving Chouchou under her arm as she let him in.


  “Like I said, business is dead this time of year. Besides, my mother just dropped in for one of her advice sessions—” He gave her a rueful half smile. “Sometimes it’s my love life, sometimes my business. So any excuse in a storm.”


  He peeled off his yellow slicker and shook it outside before hanging it on a peg. She turned to lead him towards the basement but found he’d stopped at the entrance to the living room and was looking inside with rapture. Isabelle had been stripping the old paint, and now much of the woodwork around the walls and fireplace mantle glowed a dark oak.


  “Wow!” Sandy exclaimed. “I forgot how beautiful the old wood was before they painted it over. You’ve increased the market value already.”


  “It was pretty badly damaged in places. I had to sand off huge scratches, and I’ll have to do the same with the window sills upstairs. Someone really carved them!”


  “Well, don’t forget five generations of rugged country brats grew up in this house. It was lived in, the scratches are part of its charm.”


  He ducked his head and followed her down the steep rickety stairs to the cellar. He frowned when he reached the bottom and saw the boxes cluttering the floor. “Robbie should have taken all this before you moved in.”


  Isabelle recalled the frazzled, dejected young man she and Jacques had met the day before closing. “He was going to, but the one time we did meet him he was very distracted by his father’s illness. I also think he hated having the sole responsibility for this place. Of course, now that his brother has come, maybe—”


  “What!” Sandy whirled on her, his eyes wide.


  “Tom. We had some excitement—”


  “Oh, Tom.” The shock faded from Sandy’s eyes, and his lip curled with disdain. “What the hell did Tom want?”


  “This stuff. Apparently he was looking for another brother’s address.”


  Sandy had bent to pick up the nearest box, and he paused to scrutinize her curiously. “Did he say why?”


  Isabelle shrugged. “Maybe something to do with the dead man they found at the church.”


  Sandy propped the box on the bannister. “I heard that was Lawrence, so I guess Tom was trying to contact Derek.”


  “Ah, yes. DP—the one with the bad love affair.”


  Sandy looked startled. “What?”


  She smiled. “Just some initials he scratched on the window sill upstairs. It feels like the family is still here, and this place is haunted by all the tragedies and deaths that occurred in it. Like even the house is weeping. Look at this.” She swept her hand to encompass the beautiful natural pine planks that panelled half the walls. “Even this room is sad, like they started with such enthusiasm that just died.”


  Sandy had busied himself dragging boxes across to the stairs. Now he straightened, flushed and breathing hard. “They did. This was the middle son’s project. Benji was a natural carpenter, loved woodwork, could build anything. He worked construction around here in the summers while he went to school. He was finishing it for himself as a place to get away from his parents’ moods. But then he died...” Sandy shrugged. “A real shame. He’d had a rough few years, but he was trying to get his life together.”


  Isabelle pulled her sweater around her tightly, sensing the damp and despair in the room. She didn’t want to know any more about the history of this house. She wanted to rip it all down, at least symbolically, so that it could start from scratch. As Sandy began to carry boxes upstairs, she pitched in gratefully, and within half an hour the boxes were all piled in the front hall by the door. Although the rain had tamed to a melancholy drizzle, Sandy backed his truck right up to the steps to minimize the trek across the yard, which had become a muddy swamp.


  Ten minutes later, Sandy tossed a tarp over the boxes, declined her offer of a hot cup of coffee and headed through the mud to his cab. He nodded at the pile of gravel in the hole.


  “Sorry I jumped the gun on that, Isabelle.”


  “It’s okay,” she replied. “It was giving me the creeps anyway, with the fire, the axe and the bones—”


  Sandy swung around. “The what?”


  His astonishment amused her, as she realized how her words must have sounded. “Just an old cow bone. But I’m glad it’s all gone. Your friend was very nice about it and promised to help me build a pond.”


  Sandy climbed into his truck, revved his engine and leaned out the window. “Yeah, Scottie will do right by you. Don’t let the snake tattoos scare you; he’s got the heart of an elephant.”


  With that, he waved and bumped off down the rutted lane, spewing mud in his wake. Feeling better about the country and its people, Isabelle returned to the basement, which now echoed emptily, and began to examine the half-finished walls. The framing was still solid but in places the pine planking had curled and cracked beyond salvation. She peered behind the panelling, where unidentifiable little creatures had taken up residence in the darkness, spinning thick clouds of web and collecting bits of dust and debris into cozy nests. God knows what was living back there. It would all have to be ripped down, cleaned out and fumigated. More money.


  As she peered behind, a small dust-covered bundle caught her eye, jammed in behind the pine planks near the base and almost hidden from view. Curiosity battled revulsion as she reached around the plank and groped in the darkness, trying not to think about spiders and mice nipping at her fingers. Her hand closed on the bundle, which crackled beneath her grip. After some wiggling, she fished out a filthy object covered with cobwebs and chewed by mice. When she’d brushed off the dirt, she discovered the shredded remains of a small paper bag. The bag flaked as she opened it to reveal a collection of papers bound by a rubber band. Curious, she sat down on the bottom stair beneath the light and slid out a pack of papers. Lined foolscap, frayed and water stained at the edges, covered in a large, barely legible scrawl.


  Upstairs, Chouchou barked a vigorous greeting that stopped abruptly. Isabelle heard the door open above her and a soft, cautious tread crossed the hall. Since Chouchou had stopped, it was probably Jacques back unexpectedly from work. Or perhaps Sandy, who had met Chouchou and who might have decided to give her more help. She rose to look up the stairs, preparing to call out. In the next instant the basement door opened, silhouetting a lean figure in the light from the top of the stairs. Not Jacques or Sandy. Not nearly big enough for Sandy. She thought of hiding, but knew she was clearly visible in the light hanging over her head. She backed up into the room and summoned all the bluster she could manage.


  “What do you want!”


  The figure began to descend the steps. Halfway down, he came into the light, and she recognized the man from last night. Anger surged through her fear.


  “Tom Pettigrew! What are you doing here!”


  Tom’s eyes were locked on the package in her hands. He’d reached the bottom step and stood facing her. In the yellowish glare, he looked sickly pale except for the purple bruise above his left eye. He reached out a soothing hand.


  “Sorry, don’t mean to frighten you. Those letters are mine. I—I thought they got lost in the move.”


  She backed up still further. “And you were just going to waltz in here and make off with them?”


  He shifted his gaze from the package to her face. “No, I was coming to ask you for them. I rang the bell, but I guess...” He held out his hand. “Please. They’re all I got left of my kid brother Benji.”


  She was going to hand them over to him then, but something in his desperation struck her as odd. She wanted to be upstairs, where she could see better and where she had escape routes readily at hand.


  “Fine,” she said. “But let’s go upstairs where we can talk about this stuff in more comfort.”


  He stepped away from the stairs to encourage her to go first, but she shook her head. Clutching the sheaf of papers firmly, she clumped up the narrow stairs behind him and watched as he disappeared through the door into the brightness of the kitchen. Just as she was stepping through into the light herself, she sensed a movement behind her. She spun around, alarm surging, saw his arm sweep down. She had no time to scream before pain exploded in her head.


  Fifteen


  Robbie slammed the phone down so hard that Green heard it from four feet away. Belatedly, Sullivan jerked the phone away from his ear and dropped it back into its cradle. There was no need to repeat a word.


  “He’s long gone,” Sullivan observed grimly. “A hundred bucks buys him a bus ticket back to Toronto, where he’ll go underground for sure.”


  Green leaned his elbows on the desk, his mind racing to try to figure out Tom’s next move. The man’s behaviour was looking more suspicious every moment, yet there was something about it that didn’t make sense. If his theory about Derek’s death was true, Green could understand why Tom and the family had covered it up. He could understand Tom’s descent into a life of drink and the festering hatred he’d held for the psychotic brother who’d ruined his life. He could even understand that hatred erupting ultimately into murder. But Green saw Tom as a man who ricocheted from crisis to crisis, never planning his next move or foreseeing the consequences. If Tom killed Lawrence, it would have been on impulse, when the sight of his brother resurrected memories and emotions too intense to deny.


  But why had Tom turned up in Ashford Landing in the first place? How could he possibly have known Lawrence was there? And what had he been doing at the old family homestead? Tom had claimed he was looking for Derek’s address, but that was almost certainly a lie. Yet he was obviously looking for something, for he was tearing the basement apart. Robbie had said Tom was adamant about retrieving some important things from the house. And so far, he hadn’t succeeded.


  “No,” Green said quietly, breaking the silence of minutes. “I don’t think he’s dropped out of sight yet. Because he hasn’t accomplished what he came back here for.”


  He was about to explain when there was a sharp rap on his door and a young constable stuck his head in. “Sorry to disturb you,” he said diffidently. “But Rural West is calling. Seems there’s trouble again at Ashford Landing.”


  Green’s heart leaped into his throat. “The Boisvert farm?”


  “No, sir. Some woman called McMartin. She wants you there right away.”


  


  Edna McMartin was visible even from the highway, clothed in a bright yellow rain slicker and massive Wellingtons. She was planted outside the front door of her house with her arms folded across her chest and her grey hair frizzing in the icy mist. As Sullivan drew the car to a stop, she stomped over, her face crimson and her eyes blazing.


  “He took the truck, the bastard! Bold as you please, comes out of the woods, gets in the truck, and takes off!”


  The two detectives climbed out and Sullivan took her elbow to steer her towards the house. A light rain had begun again, turning the ground slick.


  “Were the keys in the truck?” he asked gently.


  She shook off his hand and stalked ahead towards the door. “I told you cops that! I’d just come back from town, and I leave them in sometimes when I’m going to go out again. I don’t expect anybody to steal it right off my front doorstep!”


  Sullivan followed her inside. “You’re sure it was Tom Pettigrew?”


  “I was right there at the kitchen sink.” She led the way through to the kitchen, which smelled of spices. Six small pumpkins sat on the counter, surrounded by an array of cookware. She gestured through the window which overlooked the front yard and the outbuildings. “Saw him plain as day.”


  “But you haven’t see him since he was a young man.”


  “Tom Pettigrew doesn’t change! Same shifty-eyed weasel that used to lead all the boys into trouble. Dropped out of school, good for nothing but bush parties, drugs and fornication.” She pursed her lips. “Norm should have sent him to the army like he planned. And Katherine! See no evil, hear no evil. Not from her angelic boys!” She paused, as if realizing she’d gone too far. Sullivan had seated himself at the table with his notebook, while Green remained by the window, content to let Sullivan take the lead. Green was looking out, not at the spot where the truck had been, but at the woods where Edna said Tom had come from. The woods that ran along by the river. A faint alarm bell went off in his head.


  “We’ve notified our uniform patrol and the Ontario Provincial Police,” Sullivan was saying. “Did you see which way he turned on the highway?”


  She pointed south. Toward Toronto, Green noted. Quickly, Sullivan relayed the truck’s description and plate number to the OPP Comm Centre so that they could issue a region-wide alert to watch all the highways leading to the 401.


  “If he has half a brain, he won’t take the 401,” Green interrupted. “He’ll stick to the back country roads.” Which he probably knows inside out, he thought but didn’t say. No point rousing Edna’s ire even further. Her crimson colour had not abated one bit.


  “He better not wreck that truck,” she retorted. “Else I’ll hold you boys up in Ottawa responsible. You had him yesterday, why the dickens did you let him go!”


  Green was saved from having to explain about writs of Habeas Corpus by a commotion in the back room. An instant later, Jeb McMartin appeared in the kitchen doorway, dressed in mud-caked work boots and a sodden flannel hunting vest. Leaves and twigs clung to his vest and hair. Edna opened her mouth to scold him, but his worried frown stopped her short.


  “I can’t find Kyle,” he said. “I’ve looked all over. Chicken coup, barn, even the path down to the river.”


  “His rabbit hutch?” she demanded.


  He nodded. “All the hiding places I could think of.” Husband and wife looked at each other in silent, shared panic. It was Edna who finally gave word to their fear. “The truck!”


  “Wait a minute,” Green said. “Are you saying Kyle might have been in the truck Tom stole?”


  She turned on him. “This is your fault! You and that daughter of yours. Dressing like a whore, giving him ideas. She never should have been allowed in the classroom looking like that. It was a disgrace—”


  “Just a minute!” Once Green recovered from his surprise, his temper flared. “My daughter has nothing to do with this. Kyle was at home when he disappeared.”


  “But I couldn’t send him to school, could I? Not with her getting him all hot and bothered. A boy like that, with the mind of a child. I told the teacher—”


  Green was about to leap into the fray again, but Sullivan cut him off with a soothing hand. “Let’s concentrate on the boy,” he said to Edna. “What makes you think he was in the truck?”


  She shot one last glance at Green before reining herself in. Privately, Green thanked Sullivan for his wisdom. The woman’s son was missing, and he doubted he would be any calmer in her shoes.


  The husband stepped into the breach, wringing his hands. “Kyle was angry at us for keeping him home from school. When he’s angry, he...he hides. He likes the back of the truck because it’s covered, and I keep my hunting and fishing gear there. Fishing tackle, ammunition—”


  Sullivan glanced at him sharply. “Firearms?”


  Jeb swallowed. “No, but I have knives for gutting game.” He sank down into a chair at the table as if his legs would no longer hold him. “He’ll be frightened. He doesn’t know his way around the countryside, and if Tom spots him—”


  “We don’t believe Tom is dangerous, sir,” Green lied, hoping to hell he was right. Even if Tom had actually killed Lawrence, surely to God he wouldn’t harm an innocent kid.


  “You don’t know Tom. He’ll try to outrun the police. And if he’s been drinking...” The man began to rock. Sullivan spoke calmly, calling them both back to task.


  “How much gas was in the tank?”


  “Maybe half a tank? He can get almost all the way to Toronto without a stop. And Kyle—” Jeb’s eyes filled with tears. “Oh, my God, my boy will freeze to death in the back.”


  Sullivan leaned forward. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, Mr. and Mrs. McMartin. We’ll find him long before that. As Inspector Green said, we have no reason to believe Tom is dangerous. He’s not fleeing apprehension, or anything like that. Probably he just wanted the quickest way home.” He reached for the phone. “We’ll get the OPP on it right away. They have the full range of emergency response capability.”


  Even to Green, Sullivan’s reassurance sounded hollow. They had no idea how dangerous or desperate Tom was, nor what he was up to. He couldn’t possibly know they had suspicions about Lawrence’s death, so this reckless flight in a stolen truck made no sense! The alarm bells began to ring louder in Green’s head, for the McMartin farm was right next to the Boisvert farm by a path through the woods.


  Sullivan had moved out onto the porch out of earshot while he talked to the OPP, but now he returned. “Two officers from regional headquarters in Smith Falls are on their way over here to get some information on Kyle and Tom, and they’ll keep you informed at all times. They’ll also be collecting an item of Kyle’s clothing for the canine unit, in case that’s needed.”


  Sullivan’s tone was the essence of calm authority, and Green watched the McMartins gradually uncoil. While they went in search of clothing, Green put in a quick call to the Boisvert house. There was no response. He told himself it was early yet, barely four o’clock, but by now the alarm bells were deafening. He asked Sullivan for the keys to the Impala.


  “Stay here until the OPP has things under control,” he said, grabbing his raincoat. “Then meet me over at the Boisvert house. I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”


  


  The Boisvert farm looked deserted as Green raced down the muddy lane. The minivan was parked out front, and there was no sign of trouble, but when Green climbed out of his car and crunched up the gravel, he heard frantic yapping from inside. There was no answer to his ring, nor to his knock. The door was unlocked, but when he tried to step in, he was confronted by a snarling, snapping flurry of fur. Quickly he withdrew, but not before he’d glimpsed the torso and lower limbs of a body sprawled in the hall. Slamming the door shut against the dog, he dialled 911 and snapped out orders for police and ambulance assistance.


  Afterwards he dashed around the exterior of the house, checking for intruders and peeping in windows until he was able to see the entire scene. Daylight was already fading under the iron gray sky, but he could just make out the body of Isabelle face down on the floor with a dark pool spreading across the floor beneath her head. With a curse, he ran back to the door.


  “Chouchou, it’s okay,” he soothed, holding out his hand, but the dog launched itself at his fingers. Steeling himself, he burst through the door and rushed at it with a menacing roar. It scrambled backwards into the kitchen, its tiny nails clicking on the tile. He slammed the kitchen door shut, flicked on the hall light and turned to Isabelle. Quickly, he checked her pulse and breathing. She was warm, her pulse strong and steady. He allowed himself to breathe again. Softly, he called to her. No response. Louder. Still nothing.


  The hair at the back of her head was matted with crimson blood which had pooled beneath her in a glistening stain, but he could see no active bleeding nor any fragments of broken bone. Her colour was bleached, but her breathing was steady. She’ll be all right, he thought to reassure himself as he removed a knitted throw from the couch in the living room to spread over her. Then he dialled 911 again to update her condition before doing a quick check of the rest of the house. It was standard procedure, but he knew it was pointless. The person who’d done this was long gone.


  When he returned to await the ambulance, the rest of his detective instincts belatedly took over. He phoned for a forensics team and a quick survey of the scene. The door to the basement was open and the light was on at the base of the stairs. Isabelle lay in the kitchen, near the basement door. She had been struck from behind, probably when she was emerging from the basement, and had pitched forward into the room. Tom had either hidden in the kitchen behind the open basement door, or he had followed her up from the basement.


  Green fished some nitryl gloves from his pocket, slipped them on and ducked down the basement stairs. The boxes from yesterday were gone, but otherwise the basement looked undisturbed. No signs of a struggle except for a heavy cast-iron pan lying at the base of the stairs. Leaving it in place, he climbed back upstairs and knelt to check on Isabelle again. She was still out cold, but this time her eyelids flickered slightly. He felt his spirits lift further, but as his worry dissipated, a fresh anger took hold.


  He should never have let the bastard go! Tom Pettigrew had played them all for fools, and in the brief time he had been in town, he’d cut a swath of destruction and deception a mile wide through the lives of relatives and innocent strangers alike. A swath of destruction that had not ended yet, not as long as a bewildered, mentally disabled boy was hurtling through the darkness in the back of a stolen pick-up truck.


  As Green sat on the floor at Isabelle’s side, he sifted the silence for the sound of approaching sirens and cursed the delay of the long country drive. Then he glimpsed a small white corner of something peeking out from under the door next to the kitchen. It looked like a piece of paper. Curious, he opened the door to discover a closet packed with boxes, brooms and a vacuum cleaner. On the floor lay a folded piece of paper which had apparently slid under the door and lodged against a box. He retrieved it and brought it into the hall light.


  Unfolding it, Green discovered it was a sheet of grimy foolscap, covered in a large, untidy scrawl and creased as if it had been folded and unfolded countless times. There was a date at the top. June 17, 1990. Green’s heart leaped. A voice from the past!


  
    Dear Benji, Happy B-day! Congratulashuns! You’re a big man now, twenty-one, hansum as the devil and you even bought your self a set of wheels! How about driving down to the big TO and taking your old brother out for a nite on the town? I no Im not much to brag about but the truth is I miss you man. People yused to call me the tuff one and Derek the sensitive one but the truth is I loved him more than anything. He was my big brother and he was sposed to be ar shining egsample. Hell, Dad tried to drive that into me offen enuff. I hope hes eased up some, at least on Robbie. I died when Derek did, thats the truth. Mabee its keeping the secret all these years. Mabee if we had it out in the open and had a proper buriel for him, mabee I coude get over it. But I found the body, man. And I was the one that had to catch that fucking lunatic and lock him up. I no you dont like to think about it all. Us setting the fire and making sure every goddamn bit of blood and brains was burned. but I keep thinking hes not at peace. Ar eny of us? Im sorry, I was just going to wish you an happy birthday, not tell you my sad sack life. Ill get by, I always do. So—

  


  Green’s heart hammered as he deciphered the page. The note was unsigned, but he knew it had to be from Tom; it was written in the same illiterate scrawl as the letter to Sophia. He re-read it, turned it over, searched for more pages, but there were none.


  The paper shook in his hand, and bile rose in his throat as he absorbed the enormity of the horror laid out on the page. If ever there had been a doubt that Derek was murdered, this piece of paper shot that doubt to hell. Here was the confirmation of what he’d feared, yet it was ten times worse. Not only had Lawrence murdered Derek, not only had the parents covered it up by committing Lawrence to a mental hospital and fabricating Derek’s departure to the States, but they had co-opted their remaining sons to dispose of the body and help in the cover-up. Sons who were little more than boys themselves, forced to set a fire that would obliterate all traces of their brother.


  Green thrust himself to his feet, forced his shaking hands to slip the note into a plastic evidence bag. He wanted to scream his outrage, beat someone, hold his own children tight and promise them he would never, ever, do this to them. Pity blurred into the anger he felt at Tom. No wonder the man had never recovered. No wonder he had confronted his father as he did, seeing not a frail cripple in the wheelchair but a tyrant who had not understood how trauma and secrecy could shatter a young mind.


  Green turned to look out the kitchen window. In the distance, he saw red flashing lights streaking towards the scene, and he felt a wash of gratitude. At least the living would be taken care of. Daylight was fading, but he knew immediately that something was wrong. Where the shed had been, where two days earlier he had groped around in the tangle of raspberry canes and burnt timber, there was only a pale patch of gravel filling the hole. The hole where Derek’s bones had almost certainly been buried.


  A normal house or barn fire would never burn hot enough to incinerate a body, no matter how hard poor Tom and Benji tried. Derek’s bones would still have been there, scorched and jumbled by the elements, but now they were scattered God knows where. Who the hell had ordered that? Tomorrow he would have to find out where the fill had been taken. Every last little trace of debris would have to be painstakingly excavated and each nugget of material brushed clean, all under the watchful eye of the coroner and a forensic anthropologist.


  Green knew just the person he had to call. If there was anything left of Derek down there, Dr. Peter Cole from the Museum of Civilization would find it.


  


  Darkness had settled and a cold, relentless rain drenched the last of the emergency vehicles as they drove up the lane to the highway. Green stood in the kitchen window watching the blurry red line of tail lights wobble into the distance. Behind him, he heard the monotone voice of Lyle Cunningham making his preliminary videotape of the crime scene. Cunny insisted on utter silence during the taping so that some officer’s black humour would not end up broadcast all over the courtroom, and he was already incensed enough about the mess of blood, muddy footprints and puddles of rain water created by the emergency workers attending to Isabelle. Now she was safely on her way to hospital, still semi-conscious but stable, and all that remained was for Ident to piece together what had happened.


  That was not going to be a surprise, Green thought. Without even bothering to be careful, Tom had simply tossed the cast-iron pan he had used to hit Isabelle down the basement stairs before he fled the house.


  The last of the vehicles had just turned onto the highway when a bright pair of halogen beams streaked into view and swung into the lane. As it drew near, Green recognized Sandy’s red truck. Green grabbed his raincoat and ducked out into the rain to intercept him before he added further chaos to Cunny’s scene. He held up his hand just as Sandy opened his cab door to leap out. In the passenger seat, the interior light illuminated a big man with a bull neck and a John Deere baseball cap, whom Green recognized as Sandy’s fishing companion in his office photo. Both men looked tense and angry.


  “What the hell happened!” Sandy demanded. “Someone in town said Isabelle was attacked!”


  “She’s been taken to hospital, but she’ll be all right.”


  Sandy strained to see around Green towards the house. “Was it Tom?”


  “I prefer not to speculate,” Green replied.


  “What the hell does he want! The bastard’s kidnapped Kyle, and I know he broke in here yesterday.”


  Rain traced icy streaks down Green’s back, and he clutched his collar closed. “Again, we’re still investigating, but we have no evidence that your stepbrother was abducted deliberately. He just happened to be there.” He squinted at Sandy thoughtfully in the glare of the cab light. “Tell me, Sandy. Your mother and stepfather were pretty upset to think clearly. What do you think Kyle would do once he realized he’d gone from home?”


  Sandy glanced at the other man questioningly. “Probably stay put, don’t you think?”


  Green took the opportunity to reach across Sandy to offer his hand to the stranger. “Inspector Mike Green.”


  “Phil Scott.” The man crushed Green’s hand in a massive, calloused grip.


  Green addressed both men. “So you figure he’d stay with the truck?”


  Sandy nodded. “It would be familiar. Everything else around him would be strange, and when Kyle is scared, he hides. So he’d probably try to stay out of Tom’s sight.”


  “That means he wouldn’t try to seek help, say from a gas station attendant?”


  “Not unless he knew the guy.” Sandy sighed. “My mother’s been so paranoid about strangers taking advantage of him that she’s put the fear of God into him. He’s quite a good-looking kid, and so sweet natured...” He paused, an awkward shame creeping over his face. “Jeb told me what my mother said about your daughter. I’m sorry, that was a cheap shot. I know how crazy Kyle was about her. Living out here on the farm with all his spare time spent on chores, he doesn’t have many friends, and he just lit up when she started working in his class. I think it was good for him. I mean, he may be disabled, but whether Mom likes it or not, someday he’s going to want a sexual relationship.”


  To his own surprise, Green was appalled. He knew Hannah was far from virginal herself, but now that she was not just an abstraction, he found himself reacting as all fathers did. As he’d seen Sullivan react a hundred times when the boys came sniffing around Lizzie. Over my dead body.


  No doubt that was Edna McMartin’s reaction, but Green cast about for a more palatable phrase with which to voice his disapproval. “A natural parental concern, I think.”


  Sandy shrugged. “I suspect she’s more worried about losing control of him.”


  “And about what the church yaps would say,” Scott chimed in. “Don’t underestimate that. All the tight-assed bitches in the communion line and all.”


  Even though Edna was not the warm and cuddling type, Green thought the commentaries unduly harsh. Life had not been gentle with her. “But he does have the mind of a child,” he said. “And it’s normal she’d worry that someone would use him.”


  Sandy ceded the point reluctantly. “Still, she’s got years of trouble ahead if she doesn’t take her head out of the sand. Why do you think he was hiding in the truck? He’s been giving her a hell of a hard time over missing school. Crying, temper tantrums... So she’s been pretty tough on him.”


  A stance that no doubt is tearing her apart now that he’s gone, Green thought. How easy it was to do the wrong thing as a parent, and how quickly that misjudgment can come back to haunt you. In the hopes of sparing Hannah confusion, he’d stayed out of her life when her mother moved across the country and married another man, but now she was making them all pay in spades. Sometimes he wondered if the debt could ever be paid. Probably not.


  


  The Shabbat candles flickered cozily across the white table cloth Sharon had laid on the table in the dining room, and the extended Green family was gathered together for the first time all week. But try as he might, Green could not get into the spirit. His thoughts were still trapped in the horror the day had revealed and in his unresolved fear for those involved— for Isabelle, Kyle, even desperate, battle-scarred Tom. He’d left instructions that he was to be notified the instant Kyle and Tom were found, and he found himself straining for the sound of the telephone.


  The kitchen was still in pieces, so that night the take-out fare was cheese blintzes from Vince’s Bagel Shop nearby. The rest of the family was digging in with noisy alacrity. Tony was gleefully spreading sour cream all over his high chair and Modo had positioned herself strategically underfoot, ready to lick any overflow that came within reach. Sharon was celebrating the prospect of two days off with an unaccustomed second glass of white wine.


  Green’s father Sid was seated across from Hannah, his pale watery eyes fixed on her as if he wanted to drink in every nuance. She was the spitting image of her dead grandmother, Sid’s wife, and even after four months, the very sight of her made him clap his hands in ecstasy. Now, every Friday evening when Green picked him up at his seniors’ residence to bring him to dinner, Sid was waiting at the front door, with a light in his eyes and a lift in his step that belied his frailty and age.


  For Hannah’s part, Sid was the only family member besides Tony who could make her smile. But not tonight. Tonight she was picking at her food, pushing her salad around her plate and nibbling at the edge of a blintz. She said nothing, and not even the antics of her brother and the dog raised a laugh. Green noticed that she’d taken out half her earrings, and her eyelids were devoid of glitter. He remembered her unexpected presence at home that day and Edna McMartin’s allusions to her clothing, and his detective mind clicked into action.


  He eyed her thoughtfully. “Hannah,” he began, testing the waters with a careful toe, “has Kyle been away all week?”


  She shrugged. “So?”


  “I had occasion to speak to his mother today. In connection with my case,” he added quickly when he saw her mouth open in protest. “Has she been keeping him home?”


  Hannah didn’t rally a smart retort, merely pushed a lettuce leaf across her plate.


  “She seems a bit overprotective,” he ventured. Still Hannah said nothing. Sharon glanced at Green quizzically but had the wisdom to keep quiet. He tried again. “Old-fashioned too, like many rural people. I suspect she’d be pretty formidable if she decided to tear a strip off the school.”


  “Spit it out, Mike,” Hannah said without looking up from her lettuce. “You want to ask if I’ve been kicked out of my placement.”


  “No, I...” He paused. Detective instincts seemed to run in the family. “Yes.”


  She lifted her thin shoulders in a small, disinterested shrug. “Well, fuck it. Fuck her. The kids liked me, and Kyle was happy in school for the first time ever. The parents have a leash on him so tight, he’s afraid to do anything. It’s their problem, Mike. They don’t see he’s a normal kid who wants to do normal things.”


  He deftly avoided defending the parental point of view. To Hannah, the freedom to be was a sacred right. “Have they taught him any street smarts? Would he know what to do if he was lost?”


  “What kind of question is that?”


  She had finally looked up from her plate, and her eyes were shrewd. Detective instincts certainly do run in the family, he thought, as he debated how much to tell her. Finally, he explained that the McMartin truck had been stolen with Kyle hiding in the back. She lost all defiance and looked for the first time like a frightened sixteen-year-old.


  “This is all your fault! I knew taking that crucifix back was a bad idea! They’ve been really mad at him about it, and really mad that he tried to lie about it. It’s like they don’t trust him any more. I bet he was just trying to get away from her eagle eye. And now—oh my God, he won’t know what to do! Is this asshole dangerous?”


  He didn’t tell her what he really thought, that he had no idea what Tom was up to or capable of. He shook his head and risked giving her hand a quick squeeze. Hannah hated to be touched, but in this instance, she seemed too pre-occupied to object.


  “The man just wants to get home to Toronto,” he said. “Anyway, we’ve got police on all the highways. The OPP is sure to catch him any minute.”


  She searched his face for a moment with an appraising gaze. “I did tell him once, when we were doing a life skills activity in class, that if he was ever lost, he should look for someone in uniform. I hope he remembers that.”


  She didn’t seem to appreciate the full meaning of her words, but Green felt an unexpected swell of emotion that robbed him of speech. Regardless of how jaded and antiauthority this little bundle of rebellion was, deep inside she too knew that the police were the good guys.


  Sixteen


  After a fitful night’s sleep, Green arrived at the police station the next morning before the weakening autumn sun had even struggled over the horizon. By ten o’clock he had briefed the duty inspector to arrange for equipment, staff and the return of the mobile command post to the village. He’d also apprised MacPhail and Ident of his suspicions and set Sullivan to work applying for a coroner’s warrant. Officially, the excavation would be under the supervision of the coroner, but Green also put in a call to his old friend Dr. Peter Cole. Bones were the physical anthropologist’s speciality, but he spent most of his days researching them from his lab at the Museum of Civilization, so he was delighted to escape into the fresh country air to help the police, even on a Saturday.


  Tom’s letter was turned over to the Ident Unit, and the OPP was harassed numerous times for updates on their search. Nothing. Tom, Kyle and the truck had vanished into the countryside. Although Green had tried to sound reassuring in his reports to the McMartins, he expected them to go straight to the Chief to report his gross negligence in releasing Tom in the first place.


  However, if the McMartins didn’t complain, Green was certain Jacques Boisvert would. Tom had broken into their home just the day before and had a dangerous confrontation with his wife. The poor man had arrived home last night to find his front yard full of emergency vehicles and his wife lying in a pool of blood, surrounded by paramedics. He had spent a frantic night at the Civic Hospital ER, pacing the halls and hounding doctors until his wife was pronounced out of danger. She had undergone surgery to relieve a subdural haematoma and was now settled in a private room. Jacques had been joined in his outrage by a large, vocal contingent of her relatives who’d driven in that morning from her little hometown of Bourget.


  Despite Green’s best efforts, the media were soon crawling all over Ashford Landing and feeding every minuscule lack of progress into living rooms across the city. Jacques Boisvert and Edna McMartin were both centre stage, threatening dire consequences for the entire force if Tom was not behind bars by the end of the day. Jeb McMartin delivered his plea with tears in his eyes and a quaver in his voice. “Don’t hurt my boy,” he said simply. “Take the truck, keep the truck, but let my boy off at a safe place on your way.”


  Superintendent-to-be Barbara Devine was fit to be tied. She was set to assume command of CID on Monday, and she did not want the resolution of this bungled mess to be the first task she had to face when she walked into her new office. “Find the kid, Green,” she snapped into his phone. “Dig up the body, solve the murder, and deliver it all to me on a neat little platter in time for my ten o’clock press conference Monday morning.”


  Green knew all about her preference for neat little platters, and her desire to win at all cost, from a double homicide he’d worked on a few months earlier. He considered this latest threat an ominous beginning to her tenure as his boss. How the hell was he going to work with the woman? He had just hung up on her when his phone rang again. He hesitated only an instant before picking it up, hoping it was good news from the OPP.


  “Mike?” came a very young, uncertain voice.


  “Hannah?” He did a quick calculation. On Saturdays, this was still the middle of the night for Hannah in the best of times. On top of that, he knew she’d had a restless night because he’d heard her prowling around the kitchen at four in the morning, when he himself had been miles from sleep. “Where are you?”


  “Down the street at the Elgin Street Diner.”


  “What are you...” He checked himself just in time. In the four months she’d been with them, she’d never once called him at work. “Be there in five,” he said before she could change her mind.


  She didn’t even try to protest, simply hung up, which was another first. She was normally fond of the last word.


  He grabbed his jacket off his chair and ducked out of his office with only the briefest twinge of guilt about the case he was abandoning. Even he was entitled to a coffee break once or twice a year. If ever there was a time to work on that fragile bond between his daughter and him, this was it.


  She was perched at the counter on a stool so high her tiny feet did not touch the ground, sipping a huge frothy cappuccino and flirting with the young man cleaning the coffee pot. She cast Green a desultory glance.


  “I could have told you on the phone, you know.”


  “I felt like a coffee.” He glanced at the young man. “I’ll have the same as her, and toss in two cinnamon buns.”


  Out of years of habit, he took the table in the back corner, and she joined him with lagging feet. Gazed into her coffee, twirled her spoon.


  Eventually, “Any word on Kyle?”


  He shook his head. “But it’s early yet.”


  “I saw the news. The village is really pissed at you.”


  “I think Kyle is pretty special to them. As he is to a lot of people.”


  She shrugged, as if to count herself out. “He was scared, you know. That afternoon that we went out to his place? When you left us alone in the barn? I don’t know if it’s important, if maybe...” She licked foam off her spoon, concentrating on every speck. Green restrained himself with an effort. “Maybe if I’d said something then, this wouldn’t have happened.”


  “Hannah, it was an accident that he was in the truck.”


  “No, it’s because he was hiding. Because he was scared his parents would be mad. He knew he shouldn’t have been where he was, so he was afraid to say what he saw.”


  In spite of himself, he stiffened. The young waiter set his cappuccino and plate of buns on the table with a clatter, which Green barely heard. “Maybe you’d better start at the beginning, honey. Tell me everything that you and Kyle talked about that afternoon.”


  A faint scowl of resistance creased her brow, as if she hated being forced to part with secrets. “At first nothing. He was upset, scared like, that his mom would see him not working. I even took up a pitchfork and cleaned up some cow crap.” She wrinkled up her pert nose. “So be grateful. Anyway, I asked him where he got the crucifix for real, and he said he just found it on the ground. In his special place.”


  “What special place?”


  “He said it was a secret, and I shouldn’t tell anyone, because some bad man might come after him.”


  Green sucked in his breath. “What did he mean by bad man?”


  She shrugged. “He said he saw a bad man running in the woods. Kyle was scared, so he hid from him. Sometimes it’s hard to understand what he’s trying to say, but later I got to thinking—what if he saw this man who died in the church yard? What if he saw something he shouldn’t have? He acted really scared, Mike. Like he’d seen something that freaked him out.” Green mulled this fragment of evidence over carefully. To a child, Lawrence would have looked like a bad man, dressed in ragged clothing, covered in grime like a wild mountain man. The sight of such a figure running would have been scary. The question was—where and when had Kyle seen him? It could have been right after Isabelle chased him away, in which case he would have been running out of confusion and panic at the disappearance of all he’d come back for. Or it could have been right before he reached the village, in which case Kyle might have been the last person to see him alive.


  “Did Kyle say where he saw this man running?” he asked casually. “Near his house?”


  She shook her head, reaching over to steal a small corner of cinnamon bun. “It didn’t sound like that. But Kyle always tells things in a jumble, and you have to connect it together. He was talking about these kids playing hockey and some church bell ringing and the bad man running in the graves, and how he had to hide so they wouldn’t see him. But when I asked who wouldn’t see him, he just shrugged.”


  “But he definitely said the bad man was running away?”


  She nodded. Raised anxious eyes to face him. “Kyle’s such a bad liar, Mike. Something was bothering him. Not just the crucifix he knew he shouldn’t have had, but something he saw. What if he knows something about that man who died? What if he saw something he doesn’t even know he saw, and now he’s in danger—”


  He resisted the urge to take her hands. “But honey, the man is dead. Even if Kyle saw him running away, he’s not a threat any more.”


  She rolled her eyes as if in exasperation at his lack of imagination. “But what if there’s more, Mike? That’s the feeling Kyle gave me—that the bad guy was running away from someone. And that’s the person Kyle was scared of.” Green was so astonished that he was barely aware of reassuring Hannah and setting off back down Elgin Street toward the station. His mind was racing. Isabelle had spotted Lawrence around eleven and had chased him into the woods behind her property. He could have covered the two kilometres to town in half an hour, less if he’d kept running full tilt. Yet Kyle had been walking in the woods in the late afternoon just before dinner. He had gone towards town and perhaps caught sight of some village boys playing. If he had seen Lawrence running away at that time, long after his earlier fright, then something else must have frightened him.


  It wasn’t much, but put together with the other tiny pieces of evidence—the torn jacket, the odd position of the body and the unlocked church door—it was enough to banish his last lingering doubts. Lawrence had not jumped to his death of his own volition. Someone had chased him into the church and up the tower. Someone had either pushed him or frightened him into jumping. Not just someone, Green thought grimly as he reached the station. Tom. Hannah’s story merely confirmed his fears. Only worse, because not only was Tom probably a killer, but now he was off in the wilderness with the fragile, confused youngster who had witnessed it all.


  As soon as Green reached his office, he picked up his phone. He needed more than the vague, jumbled impressions that Kyle had reported to Hannah. He needed to know exactly what Kyle had seen that afternoon. Since he couldn’t ask Kyle or Lawrence, that left only two other people he could ask. As unwelcome as the intrusion would be.


  Jeb McMartin snatched up the phone before the second ring, a tremor of hope ringing through the fear in his voice.


  “Sorry, Mr. McMartin, I’ve had no word as yet. Have you?”


  “No.” Green could almost see the man’s shoulders droop. “We had a hope earlier on, someone spotted a old black Ford on the highway near Napanee, but it was the wrong truck.”


  “I have a question about Kyle,” Green said. “Did he tell you anything about the afternoon he went for his walk?”


  “What do you mean? The day the fella died?”


  “Yes. Did he mention seeing anyone? In the woods or near the church?”


  There was a pause. “Are you saying Kyle saw something? About Lawrence Pettigrew?”


  “I don’t know.” Green cursed his need to alarm the man further. “He said something about a bad man who was running away. I was hoping he’d told you more.”


  “He never...” The man’s voice dropped warily. “He never said he was in the woods. Or that he went to town.”


  Green backtracked quickly. “Sorry, false lead. When I—”


  “Just a minute!” Panic snagged Jeb’s voice. “Are you saying my son could have seen something? That he’s in danger?”


  “We have no reason—”


  “Bull! Why else would you ask? We know Tom Pettigrew beat that poor Boisvert woman half to death. What the hell else is he up to?”


  I wish to God I knew, Green thought, extricating himself as hastily as he could so as not to have to lie any further. When he hung up, he wondered how the McMartins would feel when the first of the Ident vans arrived to turn the Boisvert front yard into an archeological dig.


  He sat at his desk a few minutes, calming his nerves and trying to sort out his next move. All the bases were covered. Sullivan was handling the warrant and coordinating the excavation. Sue Peters was acting as liaison with the OPP —a straight-forward, one-of-the-boys job which shouldn’t tax her diplomacy skills. Gibbs had been dispatched to snap at the heels of the RCMP forensics lab to see what they could glean from Lawrence’s tin can and from Tom’s letter to Benji. There was nothing else to do. He could sit by the phone, working on budget projections and chewing his nails.


  Or he could go back out to the village and see for himself what Kyle McMartin might have seen.


  


  In the true spirit of a Canadian October, the torrential bluster of the day before had given way to a cold, brittle sun which sliced through the denuded trees and streaked the forest floor in red and gold. Green parked at the edge of the village square and paused to get his bearings. On the far corner of the square nearest the river sat the deserted church. Beside the church was a modest cemetery filled with lichen-covered stones and surrounded by a wrought-iron fence. Behind the cemetery and the church lay the woods, which stretched in a broad swath along the river’s edge all the way north past the McMartin and Boisvert farms.


  Three boys were playing street hockey in the parking lot of St. James Church across the road, and they watched him through oblique eyes. He headed down to the river, which curved into a natural bay, where a small marina had been erected long ago to serve the commercial boats travelling the Rideau Canal system. A boarded-up bait shop and ice cream stand gave testimony to the changing fortunes of river life, but the shoreline and docks were still lined with boats that had been pulled up and covered with blue tarpaulins for the winter. Wind gusted across the clearing, snapping the tarpaulins and swirling leaves about. Green shivered and balled his hands into the pockets of his thin jacket.


  To his left, he spotted the entrance to the footpath through an opening in the underbrush, and he picked his way across the sodden leaves and discarded wrappers that littered the marina. Once inside the woods, the wind died down, and the faded grays and browns of the waterfront gave way to the golds and reds of the forest floor. The path spooled out ahead of him, dipping and weaving around trees and over rocks into the distance. He could see nothing that looked like the special hiding place Kyle might have meant. But Green was a city boy; his secret lairs had been the crawlspaces of back porches and old bridges, or the recesses of abandoned garden sheds. What did he know of country hiding places?


  He retreated into the open and called to the boys playing by the church. They sauntered over, hitching their pants and tugging their caps down low. One wore a Sens cap, another a Maple Leafs cap. The third, a small, wiry boy with dirt an inch thick on his face, wore a plain black one. Green took out his badge and introduced himself, enjoying their efforts to maintain their casual air.


  “Do any of you boys know Kyle McMartin?”


  They bobbed their heads as one. “Yeah, we all used to go to school with him.”


  “You know he’s missing, eh?”


  Again the heads bobbed. “I saw him the day before,” the Leafs fan said.


  “Me too,” echoed the Sens fan.


  “Did you ever see him walking in these woods?”


  “He wasn’t allowed,” said Maple Leaf.


  “But sometimes he did,” countered the small boy darkly.


  “Did you see him Sunday afternoon? Just before dinner?”


  The boys exchanged baffled looks followed by shrugs of disappointment. “But he hides if people come,” the small one said.


  “I’m told he has a special place where he hides in the woods,” Green said. “Do you know where it is?”


  The two taller boys looked chagrined that they could shed no light, but the small one brightened. “I bet it’s Bear Rock.”


  Bears, Green thought with a wary glance at the woods. “Can you show me?”


  In unison, they volunteered and scrambled down the path at such a pace that Green found himself leaping over rocks and ducking boughs to keep up. Fortunately, it gave him little chance to think about bears. A hundred yards along the path, the boys veered away from the river and followed a thin, barely discernible trail that threaded through the undergrowth. Up ahead, the path climbed a small knoll dominated by a massive rock covered in lichen and dead vines. Near the top of it, an overhang created a sheltered, mossy niche trampled flat by many visitors. The boys clambered up the rock excitedly, using small cracks and knobs to gain a foothold, and once they’d reached the top they looked down on him with triumph.


  “Kyle’s mom thinks he’ll fall, so he’s not supposed to come here. But I’ve see him here.”


  Green approached the slick rock with caution and tested his footing on the first toehold. The niche was just above his head, hardly high enough to present much danger in a fall. He pulled himself up to the first toehold, cursing his stupid city pants and his leather shoes. Overhead, the boys danced and gave him climbing advice. After a few precarious moments and a string of silent curses, he reached the niche, clambered gratefully on all fours over the damp moss and sat down. To his left, down the knoll through the trees, he could see anyone who passed by on the path. About a hundred yards directly ahead, just as he’d thought, was a clear view of the graveyard and the back door of Ashford Methodist Church.


  He glanced up at the grinning boys who commanded the top of the rock. “Were any of you boys playing in the square last Sunday afternoon when the man died?”


  All their heads bobbed.


  “Did you see anything? Hear anything?”


  “Well, we were playing a game, eh?” Maple Leaf began. “So—”


  “I heard yelling!” the wiry boy blurted.


  “You did not,” Maple Leaf countered.


  “I did! From that old church!”


  Green looked at the little boy, whose eyes glowed big and excited in his dirty face, and put on his most authoritative stare. The last thing he needed was to have the facts in this case further muddied by a small boy with an active imagination and a burning desire to impress. “What exactly did you hear?”


  The boy stared back, undaunted. “A man. Screaming.”


  “What did he say?”


  The boy broke his gaze. Dropped his head. “I only heard a bit.”


  “What?”


  “Sounded like ‘Get away, get away’.” He shrugged. “He was bawling.”


  “That’s bullshit,” the Leafs fan said. “You never told us that.”


  Green kept his gaze locked on the boy. “Did you look to see if anyone was there?”


  “Well, no, ’cause I was in goal, eh? And anyway, the church bell rang, and I didn’t hear no more.”


  “Good job. You’ll make a good detective someday.” Green gave the boy a solemn nod, which brought a proud smile to his dirty face. Once they’d all clambered down from the rock, he took all the boys’ names, gave them his card and thanked them for their help. He returned to his car, furious that none of the street canvasses had turned up this boy’s story. Back inside the car, he turned the heater on full blast, warmed his hands and scrubbed the muddy patches on his knees. As he slowly thawed, he pondered what he’d learned. Late in the afternoon of that Sunday, Kyle had been sitting on his special rock, watching the village square in perfect view of the back of the church. He had seen Lawrence running. Not creeping up with the furtive tiptoe of someone afraid to be seen, nor the tentative step of someone unsure of what he’d find, nor the purposeful stride of someone seeking a way in.


  Now more than ever, Green was convinced that Kyle had been an unsuspecting witness to Lawrence’s last panicked flight to his death. Perhaps he had even seen the assailant, heard Lawrence begging him to leave him alone. Had Kyle actually seen Lawrence fall to his death? Somewhere in the confused jumble of the boy’s mind, did he actually know whether Lawrence had been pushed or jumped to escape? See who he was running from? It had to be Tom, for who else would be desperate enough and stupid enough to risk exposure in the middle of a Sunday afternoon, with boys playing in the square and church bells calling the faithful to service?


  Green was convinced he had the whole picture, but he didn’t have one damn bit of solid physical evidence to nail the bastard down. Yet. Maybe in the love notes, the bloody fingerprint, or the fingerprints on the tower ladder, Ident would get lucky.


  Green was just reaching for his cell phone to call Cunningham when it rang, and Gibbs’ voice crackled through the interference.


  “Anything from the lab or the RCMP?” Green yelled.


  “Yes sir!” Gibbs’ voice burst with excitement. He’d had to stand over them to get some preliminary reports, but all the media attention on the missing boy had proved useful in mobilizing the interests of the brass. The documents expert had determined that the letter to Benji and the love note to Sophia were in the same hand. Obviously Tom’s, Green thought without the slightest surprise. The short note about the bus appeared to be a more educated hand.


  “What about the blood type on the note?”


  “The RCMP’s not done that yet, sir.”


  “Cunningham’s fingerprint report?”


  “No hits on that so far, sir. Cunningham said to tell you Tom Pettigrew’s prints don’t match anything.”


  “Not even the bloody note?” Green felt his excitement fade. He’d been counting on that fingerprint to give him some concrete evidence that his theory was on the right track. Now, not only didn’t he have that confirmation, but he had the added complication of a print which was likely connected to the murder scene but didn’t match any known witnesses. A defence lawyer’s dream. Mentally, he flipped through the list of players, wondering who else he should print.


  “Uh...sir?” Gibbs interjected cautiously, and Green sensed him searching for words. “Superintendent Jules has left a few messages, sir. He asked me to pass them on. Something about needing an update?”


  I’ll bet he does, with the media banging at the doors. “That’s fine. I’m heading to the command post, and I’ll update him from there.”


  “Well, sir...” Gibbs hesitated, and Green could hear a quiver of excitement in his voice. “There is something else. I’m on my way out there, with someone I thought you’d want to see right away.”


  Seventeen


  Sullivan’s Saturday morning found him at the police station at the crack of dawn as well, labouring over the paperwork needed to obtain the coroner’s warrant for the Boisverts’ front yard and for Scott’s landfill site, where the debris from the yard had been moved. Then the regional coroner had to be roused from his morning coffee to sign the warrant, which proved to be a cakewalk. With all Gibbs’ failed efforts to locate Derek and with Tom’s letter to Benji as the crowning touch, the doctor barely had to set down his coffee while he scribbled out his signature to set the excavation in motion.


  The Boisverts had no objection to the execution of the warrant. From his place at Isabelle’s hospital bedside, Jacques waved his hands as if nothing could shock him anymore.


  “Go ahead!” he exclaimed. “Dig! Dig the whole damn place! Je m’en fous! I’m not living there ever again!”


  Isabelle, lying pale and weak against the pillows, did not even lift her groggy head to protest.


  Upon leaving the hospital, Sullivan headed out of the city towards Scott’s dump site, which was located just north of Merrickville, another of the historic towns dotting the Rideau River. Unlike Ashford Landing, however, this one had remained prosperous by trading its original identity as a canal lock station for a modern one as a quaint heritage village for tourists and artists.


  As he cruised south along the highway, Sullivan reflected on the number of people who, like the Boisverts, had left the congestion and high prices of the city for a little spread of green space and fresh air. It had an undeniable appeal. He owned a modest split-level on a city lot shoehorned into the suburb of Alta Vista. Every morning he backed out of his drive to join his neighbours in line for the red light on to Smythe Road. Every night he returned home to his barbeque on the back deck, the sound of his neighbours’ TV, and the frantic juggling of Sean’s hockey practices and Lizzie’s jazz lessons. All while Mary was out showing yet another house in the hope that this time she’d make a sale so they could pay for the goalie camp Sean needed.


  Maybe it was time to make a change not just in his career but in his home as well. Maybe he could stand to live in the country again, if he didn’t have to farm the land. If he could just skidoo on it, hike and fish, teach his boys to hunt rabbits and listen to the hoot of the owls at night.


  Scott’s business came upon him while he was still caught up in reverie, nearly causing him to miss the turn. He banked sharply and squealed the tires as he swung up the driveway to the massive chain link gate. In the distance, he could see a brick bungalow and a corrugated metal warehouse. Much to his annoyance, a heavy padlock held the gate locked, so he tried the old-fashioned country remedy; he leaned on his horn until the front door of the bungalow opened, and a large muscular man stuck his head out. He was wearing nothing but jeans and an undershirt, but reluctantly threw a flannel jacket on top before stomping down the slope to open the gate. His initial scowl turned to alarm at the sight of Sullivan’s badge.


  “What’s this about, officer?” he asked as he hauled back the gate.


  Sullivan handed him the warrant, which Scott peered at with a puzzled frown. He looked as if he’d just woken up two minutes earlier and couldn’t get his brain in gear. “All the contents from the Boisvert excavation? What in hell’s name do you want that stuff for?”


  Sullivan pointed to the fine print.


  Scott squinted. “Looking for bones, clothing, personal effects... What the fuck?”


  “A team will be arriving shortly to sift through the stuff, sir. It shouldn’t take long, then we’ll be out of your hair. Now if you’ll just show me where it is.”


  Sullivan had passed through the gate and gestured to the man to lead the way. Scott, now finally waking up, shook his head in disbelief. “The Boisvert woman was digging out there, but she never said anything about this! Holy fuck! I was just supposed to dig a foundation for the garage!”


  Scott stopped by the house and pointed to a vast pile of bulldozed branches, dirt and rocks which extended into the gully behind his house. “It’s out in the corner over there. I haven’t had time to bulldoze it over, so it should be... Holy fuck! What happens if you find something? I mean, am I in trouble because...?”


  “Not unless you’re knowingly concealing something,” Sullivan replied.


  While Scott gaped, Sullivan set off across the property to the pile of debris that Scott had pointed out. The man lagged behind, fumbling in his pocket for his cell phone. He stabbed a button and cursed under his breath as he waited. Sullivan paused, tuning a sharp ear while pretending to examine the soil. In his line of work, it never paid to assume anyone was above suspicion.


  “Sandy!” the man exclaimed. “Call me ASAP. Holy fuck, man! What the hell did you get me into?”


  


  Green stood at the door of the command post and watched the pair climb out of the car onto the grassy shoulder. Gibbs headed straight for the truck with the eagerness of a puppy on the scent, but the woman hung back, shielding her eyes with a gloved hand as her gaze swept the village square. She tottered an instant on her spike-heeled boots and tugged her fur collar tighter around her neck before turning resolutely towards him.


  Green held the door open for her as she clambered awkwardly up the steps. Inside, she paused and flicked her wary gaze around the gleaming chrome interior. She was all sinews and angles, with brassy tips on her black cropped hair and a harsh red slash of lipstick across her sallow face. She looked nothing like the lush, seductive teenager of twenty years ago, yet Green would have known her anywhere.


  He extended his hand. “I’m Inspector Green. Thank you for coming, Ms. Vincelli.”


  “Albert. Got married. Divorced.” She sized him up with tired, pouchy eyes. “I heard you were looking for me. What’s this about?”


  He glanced at the work stations sandwiched along the walls. The truck was a marvel of high-tech efficiency, but hardly a place to put a skittish witness at ease. “Let’s go across to the church where we’ll be more comfortable. Gibbs, if that stuff is drinkable,” he said, nodding towards a coffee pot hissing on the counter, “bring us some coffees and then join us, okay?”


  Gibbs’ eyes were dancing with triumph, although by his own admission, he had played only a minor role in her surprise appearance. The Mediterranean grape vine must have been buzzing, for she had walked into the downtown headquarters on her own, asking to see him. Now she followed Green obediently across the square to the Anglican church, pausing only briefly on the alien threshold before joining Green in the small ante-room. She sank into the padded vinyl chair he offered her and crossed one lean, stocking-clad leg over the other, affecting a casual, slightly bored air. But her fingers betrayed her. Laden with rings and topped by inch-long crimson nails, they tapped a restless rhythm on the arm of the chair.


  Green sat down in an adjacent chair, affecting a chatty mood that was nearly impossible in the watchful eye of a stained glass Jesus. “You’re a difficult person to track down,” he began amiably. “Where are you living now?”


  Her fingers stopped. “Am I in trouble here?”


  “Not at all. We’re hoping you can help us with an incident that occurred out here twenty years ago.”


  “So this doesn’t have to do with Rocky? My ex?”


  Green shook his head. “We need your address for our report, that’s all. Routine.”


  “I was out west, but I’m back in Ottawa now.” She paused, like a woman who’d learned to choose her words carefully, then dictated her address. “I’ve been kinda keeping out of Rocky’s way. So what’s this incident you’re talking about?” Abruptly her eyes widened. “Twenty years... Jeeze, Tommy Pettigrew! The same Tom Pettigrew that abducted that kid on the news?”


  “I understand you and he were close back then?”


  She was still caught in the revelation. “I should have made the connection. That’s totally something Tommy would do. Jump in, do something wild, and then find himself in a mess. But what’s this got to do with twenty years ago?”


  Briefly Green described Lawrence’s death, the discovery of the love letters, and the possibility that Derek had been murdered. Sophia reacted with pure, deathly pale, mouth- dropping horror, betraying no sign that she had any foreknowledge. Beneath the brassy style and the prickly façade, Green sensed a woman who cared. When Gibbs burst in with the coffee, she busied herself with cream and sugar for several minutes to regain control.


  Once she’d had three unsteady sips, she shook her head in dismay. “So you think Lawrence killed Derek?”


  “That’s the way the evidence is leaning,” Green replied. “Knowing the family as you did, what do you think?”


  “Lorrie was a very sick puppy, but he was always a gentle kid. Sensitive and sweet. He couldn’t stand meanness, and I never saw him fight back, even when kids picked on him.”


  The use of the diminutive name startled Green, for no one, not even Sandy or Tom, had referred to the dead man as Lorrie. It occurred to Green that the nicknames of the Pettigrew children implied a family warmth that belied the bitterness of their later lives. “But people in the village seemed afraid of him,” he said. “Some parents wouldn’t let their children go to the Pettigrew farm because of him.”


  “That’s just because they didn’t know him. And anyway, he worshipped Derek! Derek was the only one in the family who was nice to him. Now if Lorrie was going to kill anyone, I would have bet Tommy.”


  “Why?”


  “Tommy was so mean to him. And...” She flushed, giving him yet another glimpse of the softer woman inside.


  “And?”


  “And Lorrie believed in being good. He wanted people to be pure.”


  “Which Tom wasn’t?”


  She chuckled. “Hardly. Poor Lorrie worried so much about Tommy’s soul. Tommy didn’t give a damn about his soul.”


  “Yet you went out with him?”


  “Yeah. I sure pick ’em.” She began to swing her leg up and down, and a wistful smile curved her lips. “Tommy was like riding a roller coaster; the lows were scary, but the highs were really, really amazing.”


  Green told her about the love letter Tom had written her. “Why did you break up with him?”


  She looked surprised to hear about the letter. “Tommy wrote something? Boy, he must have been more desperate than I thought. Poor Tommy. All he ever wanted was to be a somebody, but he couldn’t read worth a damn, so he flunked out of high school and then got fired from all his jobs because of his temper.”


  Green thought of Isabelle Boisvert and the boy in the back of Tom’s truck. Deftly he changed gears. “Tell me about his temper.”


  “He wouldn’t learn to take crap, you know? Life is full of crap, from the Grade Two teacher who sticks you in the corner to the boss who yells because you ordered the wrong screw. Tommy’s gotta make an argument out of everything. And when we’d go out, any guy that looked at me sideways, Tommy would take him on.”


  “Was he ever violent?”


  “Sometimes, if the other guy wanted to push it too. Lots of times, Tommy would go home at night with a bloody nose.” A vivid picture was beginning to emerge in Green’s mind of family life at the Pettigrew farm. Of wild, headstrong Tom and gentle, timid Lawrence, of parents struggling to cope with the clashing spirits of their many sons. “What about Derek? Was he more like Lawrence or Tom?”


  The mention of Derek erased the wistful smile from her lips. She dropped her eyes sadly. “I can’t believe he’s dead. What a waste! Everybody thought Derek would be a somebody. He was so smart. Like Lorrie, he’d never fight, kept everything in. But he was strong inside himself, you know? Like he knew where he was going and could leave all this family stuff behind.”


  “Was Tom jealous of him?”


  “Oh, totally!”


  “Did he have reason? Over you, I mean?”


  She shook her head, but alarm flashed across her face. “There was nothing there! Derek and me talked a bit. One day, especially, I was going out to the farm and—” She clamped her hand to her mouth in dismay. “Mamma mia,” she murmured.


  “What?”


  “Nothing. I just thought what if... No.” She whipped her head back and forth, as if to chase the thought away.


  Green leaned forward sharply. “What if what?”


  She chewed her lower lip and splayed her fingers to rearrange each ring in turn. Green waited until she finally made up her own mind. “One day I was going out to see Tommy, and I took the river path because it was dry enough.”


  “When was this?”


  “Just before I broke up with Tommy and left town.”


  “When was that? Spring of ’84?”


  She nodded. “May. Derek was just back from the university, maybe a couple of weeks. He was getting ready to go to the States.” She looked up in horror. “Jeez, you mean... he never even left?”


  “Looks that way.” Green curbed his impatience with an effort, sensing the case was about to break open before his eyes. “Please go on, Sophia. You were going out to meet Tom.”


  She nodded. Absently, her crimson nails carved deep indentations into the vinyl arms of the chair. “I heard yelling in the distance from the farm. Men’s voices, really loud. It made me nervous, because I knew Tommy and his father argued a lot, and it always put Tommy in a rotten mood. I didn’t really want to see him if he was so mad. So I waited in the woods, and suddenly I saw Derek coming down the path. He was kind of running, kind of limping, but his head was down so he didn’t see me. When he reached this big tree—the old maple with the tree fort in it—he leaned against it and started bawling. He had a big bruise on his cheek and kinda cradled himself like every sob hurt. I never seen a guy so upset, so I asked him what was wrong. That was the main time we really talked. He said he didn’t know what to do with his life, ’cause everything he wanted was against what his family believed, and he had to get out of here if he was going to survive.”


  “Did he say who beat him up?”


  She shook her head, but the crimson nails dug deeper, as if to suppress her unvoiced fear. “He talked about wanting to help people, maybe be a minister, but the kind that preached the true message that Jesus gave. Not the tight-ass, unforgiving types his family liked. But he didn’t know where he could go. We’d had a couple of talks before about how his parents wanted him to be an engineer, but he wanted to help people. Build spiritual bridges, he said. Not physical ones.” She blushed at the unfamiliar sound of the words from her lips. “Derek always had his head in the clouds.”


  “Doesn’t sound like enough reason for a beating, or for tears.”


  “Well, I think there was a woman too. That he loved, but couldn’t have.”


  Green perked up. Maybe the mysterious “S” Derek was supposed to run away with. “Any name?”


  “No, I just got the feeling it couldn’t work out.”


  Green eyed her thoughtfully. She had relaxed slightly and was trying to smooth out the dents she’d made in the vinyl, but she still seemed spooked. Something about Derek’s beating and Tom’s jealousy troubled her. Because Lawrence had intercepted the note about catching the bus, perhaps she had never learned the full depth of Derek’s feeling. Could it be that she was just now putting the signals together?


  “Do you think that woman might have been you?” he asked. “And that Tom suspected it?”


  She looked shocked. “Oh Jeez, no! I mean...if Derek liked me, he never let on.”


  Despite her pretense at shock, Green wasn’t convinced. “But you thought Tom gave him the beating because of you, right? Is that why you broke up with him?”


  She looked up from her fingers to give him a reproachful frown, as if he was making her face possibilities she preferred to avoid. “Tommy saw us talking in the woods,” she muttered. “He saw me put my arm around Derek. He freaked out. I don’t know if he beat up Derek, but his freak-out scared me enough that I thought ‘I need to get out of here’. So I told Tommy it was over and then I asked my parents to put me on the first plane over to Italy.” She smiled. “Believe me, they were only too happy. Nona Vincelli was already fixing up the bedroom in Orvieto.”


  Green’s instincts were screaming. Whatever the true extent of Sophia’s and Derek’s relationship, the final fateful days before the tragedy were slowly coming to light and the mystery of the stolen notes was falling into place. Tom—wild, dangerous Tom—had been in love with Sophia and insanely jealous of his older brother’s friendship with her. Then Derek was beaten up, Sophia suspected Tom was responsible, therefore she broke up with him. Lawrence stole Tom’s letter begging for a second chance, and Sophia left town, leaving a desperate, vengeful Tom blaming...who? Derek, who had stolen her affections? Or Lawrence, who had thwarted Tom’s attempt to win her back?


  A number of questions remained unanswered. Namely, had Tom known that Lawrence stole his letter? Who had actually beaten up Derek, and who was the real object of his love? But one thing was becoming increasing clear, Green realized with a shiver of foreboding. Of all the members of the family, Lawrence was not the one with the most rage and the most compelling reason to murder Derek. Tom was.


  Eighteen


  In the bright autumn sun, the Riverview Seniors’ Home looked less desolate, and even the stench of manure from the field across the road had dissipated in the crisp, dry air. Green swung the car into the parking spot next to the main entrance, marked Nursing Supervisor, and leaped out before the engine had even shuddered to a stop. As he sailed through the front door, he prayed that, like his own father’s, Reverend Taylor’s memory for what had happened twenty years ago was better than for what he’d said five minutes ago.


  During the drive over, which had taken ten minutes even at his record-breaking speeds, he had tried to refute his new theory, but the more he considered it, the more horribly plausible it became. According to the letter he’d written Benji, Tom had been the one to discover the body. How simple it would have been to kill Derek himself and lay the blame on crazy, defenceless Lawrence?


  Knowing Tom, it was probably not a premeditated killing but an explosion of the rage he was famous for. But when he’d found himself covered in blood and Derek dead, he’d thought up the perfect way to conceal his crime. Why should he ruin the rest of his life for one brief moment of blind madness, when Lawrence was already beyond the hope of a normal, fulfilling life? Treatment in a mental hospital was no less than he needed and deserved anyway.


  Green could almost hear Tom’s infamous, self-justifying excuses rushing to his aid. No wonder he had been so quick to identify Lawrence’s body as Derek, thereby heading off any further inquiry into Derek’s disappearance twenty years ago. No wonder he had been desperate to find the letters he’d written to Benji and to prevent Green from talking to his father. “Gom”, the father had said. Did the old man know something? Suspect something?


  And most telling of all, the theory also gave a much more compelling motive for Tom to murder Lawrence. Not to avenge the death of Derek and the ruination of all their lives, but quite simply to shut him up. Which showed just how deadly Tom really was, and the lengths to which he would go to protect himself.


  Green’s pulse hammered with excitement. The theory was all circumstantial, based on hints and suppositions, and there were few people still around who might know what had happened back then. His instincts told him Taylor was one, if he could ever get at the memories Taylor had jumbled inside.


  As it turned out, that was not as difficult as Green had feared. Taylor had just finished his afternoon rest period and was freshly dressed in preparation for his daily walk. Green caught him just putting on his old-fashioned brimmed hat. His blue eyes were bright, and he actually remembered who Green was.


  “Nice day,” he remarked, swinging his cane. “You fancy a turn outside, boy? Hate to miss one of the last fine days of fall.”


  Taylor walked with the gait of an old military man, shoulders squared and eyes straight ahead, but his stride was short and his progress slow. Green was able to stroll comfortably at his side and concentrate on a wise choice of words.


  “I need your recollection of events twenty years ago, Reverend.”


  “That should be no problem, my son. Twenty years ago is clear as crystal.”


  “The Pettigrew family. If you recall my visit last Monday, one of the sons—turned out to be Lawrence—died in your church yard.”


  “Lawrence, eh? Pity. Always wondered what happened to the poor lad. He was ill, you know, hearing voices and seeing angels all over the place.”


  “I’m told you helped him. Gave him chores and even let him have a key to the church. Is that correct?”


  “Lawrence only wanted to help. Poor boy got so confused when they took him over to that other church. I promised him he’d always have a place in my church too. Although I never expected him to—” Taylor blinked. “Oh, dear.”


  “To do what?”


  “To jump to his death. I thought I was helping.”


  “I’m sure you were. But I have more bad news, sir. It seems highly likely that twenty years ago, instead of leaving for California, the oldest son, Derek, was murdered and his body concealed by the family.”


  Taylor made an odd sound, half-moan and half-grunt. He lurched forward, forcing Green to dive for his arm. Holding him steady, Green gestured to some nearby Muskoka chairs sitting in a cluster around an empty fish pond.


  “Perhaps we’d better sit for a moment, Reverend.”


  “Eh?” Taylor straightened and shrugged off Green’s hand. “Nope, have to finish my walk. Have to keep the legs strong and the mind sharp. Derek dead? Dear, oh dear.”


  “I understand he’d been going through a bit of a personal crisis the last year or two. Thinking about his future, not sure what path he should follow. Did he confide in you?”


  Taylor swivelled his head carefully to study Green, his eyes shrewd beneath his bushy white brows. “Who you been talking to, boy?”


  Green was surprised at the accusation in the man’s tone. His sixth sense stirred. There was something more to this story, and he hated having no idea what it was or how to get at it. He decided to take a wild guess.


  “The Pettigrews were an extremely traditional family. I know they disapproved of your liberal views and moved over to a stricter—” He groped for words in the unfamiliar landscape of Christian allegiances.


  “Narrow-minded. Un-Christian,” Taylor snapped.


  “Yes. You said you continued to help Lawrence, and I’m assuming you continued to help Derek too. I think he used you as a sounding board to help him sort out what he was going to do. I’m not criticizing you for that, believe me.”


  “Plenty did. Norm Pettigrew did. Told the whole town I was leading his boys down the path to perdition. People are what God made them, Detective. The only sin is in condemning them for that.”


  Taylor had become dangerously red, and he tottered on his spindly legs. This time when Green took his elbow to steer him to a chair, he did not protest. He sank into the wooden chair as if his legs had given out, and Green was surprised to see tears in his eyes. His intuition that there was more to this story grew stronger.


  “You’re not just talking about Derek’s change of career choice, are you, Reverend?”


  “It was a big dilemma for the lad,” Taylor continued as if Green hadn’t spoken. “He’d been raised on the Bible, felt its teachings deep in his soul.”


  “What teachings?” Green persisted.


  “Eh? Oh, the straight and narrow and all that—”


  Taylor placed a peculiar emphasis on the word “straight”, and with that hint, out of the blue an idea came to Green. It was novel and unexpected, yet brilliantly apt. “Are you saying Derek was gay?”


  Taylor didn’t reply, but he flinched as if retreating from the bald truth, and in that retreat Green had his answer. “That’s it, isn’t it? He confided that to you, and you didn’t condemn him. Is that what the father couldn’t stand? Is that why he took the family from the church?”


  Taylor shut his eyes and leaned back in the chair, suddenly shrivelled and old. “How could I condemn it, son? That would be to condemn...” He stopped short of what Green suspected he was about to confess. Instead he opened his eyes to study Green helplessly. “Yes, I helped him. I listened, I interpreted the gospel to him, I tried to help him reconcile his two great loves—his love of God and his love of his fellow men. He tried to fight it, you know. As so many do. He met a young man at the university, but it took him a long time to admit what they felt for each other. After that broke up, he didn’t come back to talk to me for a long time. He tried women, he tried celibacy, but you can’t deny your nature.”


  “Do you know if he was involved with anyone at the end?” Taylor nodded. “He came to see me. He looked like he’d been in a bar brawl. Said his father had caught them together and beat him up. Norm is a big man and had about fifty pounds on him, but Derek was very, very angry when I last saw him. He told me that was the last time, and if his Dad ever came at him again, he was going to give it back.”


  Taylor’s anger energized him, and he sat up straight, his brows quivering. “By the love of Jove, if that boy’s been murdered, I wouldn’t look past Norm Pettigrew if I were you!”


  


  When Green climbed back into his car outside the seniors’ home, it was past two o’clock, and his mind was reeling from mental overload and physical starvation. There was yet another message on his voice mail from Superintendent Jules requesting—no, demanding—his update. Green punched the delete button with a curse. Before he briefed Jules, he had to figure out what he himself thought.


  Was it possible that Norm Pettigrew had killed his own son? A man who strapped his boys’ hands when they masturbated, a man who invoked the wrath of God and the threat of hell to keep his boys in line? It was Norm who had beaten up Derek on the day Sophia met him in the woods. In Norm’s world view, Derek’s homosexuality would have constituted a mortal sin, an affront against his own authority as moral leader of his household and a threat to his vaunted stature in the community. To Norm, the sight of his son in the arms of another man would have been an abomination.


  How much greater would his outrage have been if a few days later he’d discovered Derek was running away with his lover in open defiance of his orders? Had he intercepted the note and known what ‘our place’ meant? The shed, of course! Where all the boys went to get away, where perhaps Derek had been waiting for his lover that day, only to come face to face with his father instead. And where, in the argument that erupted, this time Norm had found a weapon more lethal than his fists.


  Green raced over the scenario in his mind, probing it for flaws. He felt he was getting close. The concrete details of the crime were filling in, the niggling inconsistencies ironing out. The theory explained Tom’s hatred of his father and his comment “after all he made us do”. If Norm had made Tom clean up the bloodbath he himself had caused, and forced him to support the lie that Lawrence was to blame, no wonder Tom could barely stand the sight of him.


  As exciting as this new theory was, however, there was one large, gaping flaw in it. Lawrence’s death. For while Norman would have been sufficiently strong twenty years ago to overpower Derek, there was no way that the frail old man Green had met in the hospital was capable of chasing Lawrence up the tower to his death. A major flaw, for sure. But it was not essential that the same person killed both Derek and Lawrence. Perhaps Tom hadn’t known his father killed Derek and had lived all these years with the belief that Lawrence had ruined all their lives. It still fit his character to go off the deep end at the sight of Lawrence.


  Two plausible scenarios for Derek’s death, two possible killers. Twenty years of deception, anguish or wilful amnesia. But even if the excavation uncovered Derek’s bones, even if the OPP caught Tom and brought him in for questioning, how would they ever get at the truth? After twenty years, any physical evidence that had actually survived the fire would have been degraded by the elements.


  Except Lawrence’s airtight tin can and the unidentified bloody fingerprint. That pesky little piece of evidence that refused to fit anywhere.


  Green reached for the phone excitedly. Lyle Cunningham and his partner would be out at the excavation site, but with any luck, someone else in the Ident Unit would be slaving over samples in the lab. Sure enough, Sergeant Lou Paquette’s booze-ravaged voice growled through the wires after the third ring. His first reaction upon hearing Green’s request was a flat no, but Green was ready for him.


  “This is shaping up to be a major kidnapping-double homicide, Lou, with both us and the OPP in on the search. Before I call Superintendent Jules to update him on our progress, I want to have all our bases covered. We can’t wait till Cunningham’s free; I need to know ASAP if the guy we’re pursuing is a killer as well as a kidnapper. I need to assess degree of risk and advise the OPP if they should call in their Tactical boys.”


  The mention of all the high-powered interest did the trick. With dark references to Cunningham’s displeasure, Paquette agreed to take Norman Pettigrew’s fingerprints at the hospital and compare them to the bloody print on the note.


  “But you break the news to Cunny,” he added as a parting shot. “You know what a control freak he is.”


  I will, Green promised as he hung up. Later. He had to eat, but even more crucially he had to brief Jules. The man had scattered enough messages around that he could no longer be ignored. And to judge from his tone when Green reached him at home, his patience had already been well exceeded.


  “Thank you for your promptness,” Jules said, deadpan. “I am still technically in charge of this division, Mike, at least until Monday. And you’ll find Barbara Devine is keen to be kept informed.”


  More than keen, Green thought grimly. As he outlined the current state of the case, he eased the Impala into gear and backed out of the Nursing Supervisor’s parking spot. A man of normally few words, Jules didn’t say a thing while Green summarized his quandary about the lack of evidence and witnesses to differentiate the two possible suspects.


  “What about the boy?” he asked when Green finished.


  “Kyle?”


  “No. The youngest son.”


  “Robbie?” Green was taken aback, for Jules must have retained every word he’d uttered. The man still had a mind like a surgical scalpel. “He was only eight when the first homicide occurred.”


  “Eight-year-olds can remember,” Jules said. “Besides, I understand he’s been calling all around downstairs demanding to know what’s going on.”


  Green winced in dismay. Events had unfolded so fast over the past twenty-four hours that he’d forgotten all about Robbie Pettigrew. He left the man sputtering over the telephone about Tom absconding with his money, but that infraction was trivial compared to the ensuing cascade of catastrophes Tom had wrought. Robbie would have seen the news of Isabelle’s assault, Kyle’s abduction and the massive manhunt in the country side. The poor man deserved an explanation before he also learned about the search for Derek’s body in the front yard of his childhood home.


  “I’ll phone him right away,” Green said. He had to pull off the road to look up Robbie’s number, but was lucky enough to catch the man on his first try. It proved already too late to cushion the shock.


  “What in the name of God is going on, Inspector!” Robbie cried at a voice level to shatter glass. Green jerked the phone away several inches. “I just got a call from Jacques Boisvert! He wants to annul the sale, he’s threatening to sue. What’s this about my brother being buried in the yard? I’ve been standing by the phone waiting for your call for hours. I’m going crazy, Green!”


  Green suppressed a weary groan. This was a complication he didn’t need, and a phone call wasn’t going to suffice; the man deserved better than that. Besides, as Jules had pointed out, eight-year-olds sometimes remembered things. Even if they didn’t know it.


  “Are you up to driving, Robbie? I’m near Manotick, so why don’t I meet you there for a sandwich?”


  “I can’t eat, for God’s sake!”


  Who’s talking about you, Green thought, but behaved himself. “Coffee then. At the pub on—”


  “I want to go out to the farm.”


  Oh, fuck. “Not a good idea, Robbie. It’s a restricted area right now. Let’s sit down someplace relaxing, and I’ll bring you up to date.”


  Green had tried to sound soothing, but even so, Robbie peeled into the pub parking lot half an hour later, suggesting he must have virtually sprouted wings. He was wide-eyed and flying on adrenaline. Green sketched as brief and understated a picture of the case as he could manage, but Robbie grew whiter with every detail. By the end, tears brimmed in his eyes, and he clutched his head in his hands.


  “Ohmigod, ohmigod,” he whispered over and over, beginning to hyperventilate.


  Green glanced around the little pub. He had chosen a booth tucked around the corner near the kitchen, and fortunately the mid-afternoon crowd was thin, so no one was paying them any heed. He searched in vain for a paper bag, but finally had to improvise.


  “Take it easy. Cup your hands around your mouth and breathe. Don’t talk, just breathe.”


  Robbie raised shaking hands to his face and tried to breathe. A lone tear spilled over and travelled down his cheek.


  “We don’t know anything for sure,” Green said. “We haven’t even found a body yet, let alone identified it as Derek.”


  “But it’s going to be there,” Robbie said. “You know that. Tom’s letter, the fire, the axes—it all fits! Ohmigod! To think this happened, and the whole fucking family just buried it!” He pressed his hands to his eyes, fighting emotion. Rage or grief, Green wasn’t sure. Probably a little of both. “I thought it was all my fault! All my fault that my father drank, that my mother killed herself, that no one would play with me and there were no flowers in the garden and no tree fort in the woods. I thought they didn’t care! I was the extra son, the accident that nobody really wanted. I used to look at those pictures in the album, and I saw how happy they used to be, but never with me.” Tears poured down now, mingling unnoticed with the torrent of words. “And all along it was this fucking...!”


  He groped at the air in a futile search for a word monstrous enough to describe the event. For a moment he was struck dumb, then he dropped his hands and took a deep breath. “You may not know the body is there, but I do. I even know how he was killed. We never had axes at the farm after that, not even when I insisted. When I bought an axe once to split wood, Dad threw it in the river and went on a two-day bender. I wanted to rebuild the shed instead of leaving that eyesore, but Mum nearly flipped her lid.” He raised ravaged eyes to Green. “I’ve lived with this for twenty years, Inspector. I know it’s true. I’ve never known why, but this... Mum, Benji...” His voice snagged. “This explains it all.”


  Green steeled himself to insert his first cautious probe. He was no expert in trauma cases nor in the recovery of childhood memory, but he’d seen enough trauma victims in his time to venture a try. At all costs, he had to avoid suggestive or leading questions.


  “Do you remember anything at all about it, Robbie? Anything about that day?”


  Robbie nodded. “I remember the fire. I had nightmares about fires for years. I was locked in my room—I guess Mom and Dad wanted me safe and out of the way—but I remember the noise of the flames. They roared and crackled like thunder. I’d never heard a fire so loud. I remember being scared my parents would get hurt. And it stank. A horrible stink I’ll never forget. Sweet, putrid, so sharp it clung to your nose and stayed in the air for days, even after they put the fire out.”


  Burnt flesh does have a stink all its own, Green thought grimly. “Do you remember them putting it out?”


  “I couldn’t see, because my bedroom was at the back, but I remember people screaming. Ohmigod, everyone was screaming. And there was a...” He stopped, his eyes narrowing as if he were casting his thoughts deep into forgotten corners of his mind. “There was one sound coming from a bedroom nearby. A high-pitched wailing, like someone keening, that went on all night. Nobody came. Not to get me, not to stop the keening. I was so scared I curled up under my bed. It was very hot in the house, and I was afraid it was burning up too. Ohmigod, I haven’t thought about this in years!”


  “It might help us if you can remember how the fire started.”


  Robbie was shaking his head. “That’s all that sticks in my mind. The fire raging.”


  “Was it day or night?”


  Robbie picked up his cup in both hands, tried to take a sip but couldn’t steady the cup. With a grimace, he cradled it as if to warm his hands. “It must have been day when it started because I remember it gradually getting darker in my room. And all I could see was this spooky orange glow on the trees.”


  Knowing that the crime had occurred in May and that Derek was supposed to be at the bus station in Ottawa at 4:30, Green took an educated guess as to the time of the murder. Maybe he could use it to dislodge a few more memories.


  “Did you take the school bus home?”


  Robbie nodded.


  “And it stopped at the end of your lane?”


  Again a nod.


  “I want you to try something. Make yourself comfortable. Lean back in the booth, stretch your legs out and let your hands rest in your lap. Good. Now shut your eyes.”


  Robbie, red-eyed and shell-shocked, leaned back, and after a moment’s hesitation, his eyelids flickered shut. A flash of fear crossed his brow. Green didn’t blame him, for Robbie knew that something horrible lurked in his mind, and he had no wish to shine too bright a light on it.


  “Relax,” Green dropped his voice to a soothing murmur. “This is nothing fancy; it just eliminates distractions. Now I want you to take a deep breath. In slowly, slowly.” He watched the man take a shallow, jerky breath. “Now let it out, slowly, all the way. Let yourself relax, sink into your chair. Now again, deep breath.”


  It took Robbie five deep breaths to relax enough to inhale evenly. Green crossed his fingers as he took the next step. He forced his voice to sound mellow, but inside he was quaking. He had used this focussing technique often to help witnesses remember the colour of a bank robber’s eyes or the model of the get-away car, but he’d never tried to recover such a horrific memory from a long-forgotten childhood. He didn’t know whether it would succeed, or whether Robbie would shatter in the process. And if he did shatter, would he, Green, be able to patch him back together again? Would anyone?


  Green took his own deep breath. “I want you to picture yourself climbing off the school bus. You’re standing at the end of the long lane beside the mailbox, looking at your house. You can see the barn with its square log sides and its rusty tin roof. Behind it the tall, red brick house...”


  Green tried to remember the photo he’d seen in the album. “There’s a clump of yellow daffodils out front, and a big tree beside the house with your tire swing on it. Its limbs are still bare. This is all far away, because you’re still standing on the highway. Can you picture this?”


  Robbie nodded.


  “Now I want you to start walking down the long lane towards the house. Slowly. You’re tired from the long day, your backpack is heavy, and it bumps against your back.”


  Robbie squirmed a little.


  “The shed comes into view. What colour is it?”


  Robbie wet his lips. Didn’t answer.


  “Tell me what you see, Robbie.”


  Robbie’s eyes flew open.


  “Is it on fire?”


  A whispered “No.”


  “Do you see people?”


  Robbie stared at the tabletop, trembling. Green debated asking him to shut his eyes again, but dared not push further. Whatever Robbie had now, it would have to be enough. Green leaned forward.


  “You’ve remembered something, haven’t you?”


  “Not the killing,” Robbie replied breathlessly. “But that awful keening while I’m coming down the lane. And...Tom.” Robbie clutched his head. “Tom screaming. Chasing someone. They were both slipping and falling. Tom tackled the other man and grabbed his throat.”


  Green reminded himself not to be leading. “Who’s the other person?”


  “I...I don’t remember Lawrence very well, so...”


  “Then what happened?”


  Robbie shook his head. “I don’t know. I don’t remember. I think a car came along the lane behind me, because I remember someone holding me down on the floor of the back seat. Nothing else.”


  Green uttered a silent prayer of thanks. Robbie was in one piece. Pale, stunned, and likely to be revisited by the nightmares of his youth, but intact. He didn’t seem to have witnessed the murder nor seen the bloody aftermath. He had only a disconnected picture of Tom and a vivid image of fire. Yet in those few fragments of memory, two salient facts stood out. First, the father was nowhere to be seen in the scenario Robbie had described. He had seen only Tom and someone who was almost certainly Lawrence. Secondly, Tom had tried to strangle Lawrence, and probably would have succeeded had the car not arrived in the nick of time. On balance, the Tom-as-killer scenario had not fared well in this latest series of revelations.


  As if to drive the point home, Robbie grabbed his arm just as Green was getting up to pay the bill. “Does this mean it was Tom? Did that bastard kill our brother and ruin all our lives?”


  “I don’t know,” Green replied. Without much conviction.


  Nineteen


  It was well into the afternoon by the time Green pulled his unmarked Impala up behind the long line of official vehicles in the Boisvert lane. Although technically in charge of the scene, MacPhail had been and gone, leaving instructions that he be called if any human remains turned up. Peter Cole and Lyle Cunningham had cordoned off the entire front yard between the barn and the farmhouse and had already removed most of the gravel fill to a pile at the side of the house. Following standard archeological procedure, the area had been staked and divided with thick twine into grids one metre square to aid in systematizing and recording the search.


  A crew of uniformed and Ident officers was fanned out over the grid on their hands and knees, painstakingly lifting the soil with trowels. One of Cunningham’s assistants roamed the scene with cameras draped around his neck, shooting video and still recordings of each section. Cunningham himself was working with Cole in the hole, sifting through the dregs of the gravel. Both men wore overalls and thick gardening gloves, and their cheeks glowed red, whether from exertion or the bitter wind Green wasn’t sure, but they waved cheerfully. Amazing how some people found digging up bones an exhilarating adventure.


  The yard was cluttered with tools for digging and cleaning any artifacts they located, but fortunately there was no sign of Jacques Boisvert. Probably still out holding press conferences about police incompetence, Green thought. Spotting him, Sullivan detached himself from a small cluster of officers sitting on the front stoop. As he approached, he looked intense, focussed and on top of his game. Either he’d put his personal disappointment behind him, or he was so caught up in the case that his detective instincts had taken over. Green felt a rush of relief, for he was bursting to discuss the information he’d gathered that morning, and he needed Sullivan at his most pragmatic and astute.


  “Any news?” Green left the question as wide open as possible.


  “Nothing from the OPP. We’ve got Toronto in on the search too, because by now Tom has probably reached there. He must have filled up on gas in some backwater town and paid cash. Remember, he’s got Robbie’s hundred bucks.”


  Green pictured Tom pulling up at some old-fashioned, one-man gas station—the kind where the attendant actually fills the tank—and wondered if he was still unaware of Kyle’s presence in the back. Despite what Sandy had predicted, perhaps the boy had hopped out, or spoken to the attendant, or at least been spotted as he huddled half-frozen in the back.


  Sullivan seemed to read his mind. “OPP’s got a region-wide ‘Be on the look-out’ and orders to check every gas station in the target area. If Kyle’s still in the truck, maybe we’ll at least get a sighting as to his condition.”


  Green grimaced. And if he isn’t still in the truck, Green thought, where is he? Murdered and dumped in a roadside ditch? Tossed out into the bush to cope for himself? Or fleeing on foot through a rugged countryside of lakes, beaver swamps and forest broken only by vacant cottages and the occasional farm? Fending off the frigid night that had been taken over by dogs, bears, coyotes and maybe even wolves, all on the prowl for food?


  Sullivan nodded, worry tightening his own features. “One good thing. At least, he’s a country boy.”


  Yeah, Green thought grimly. A country boy whose parents have sheltered him so much that he won’t know even the basics of keeping himself warm. “Have his parents been told that he may have reached Toronto?”


  “Oh, yeah. His parents—” Sullivan broke off as they both spotted twin plumes of dust racing down the lane. Sunlight glinted off the bright red truck in the lead, and a moment later Sandy Fitzpatrick skidded to a gravel-spraying stop six feet away. In his wake lumbered a dusty black dump truck with “Scott Construction” stencilled on its cab door. Four people piled out and slammed doors. The McMartins, Sandy and his friend Scott. The four gaped at the digging crews, then stomped over to face down the two detectives. To Green’s surprise, Sandy took up the fight before his mother could get a word in.


  “What the hell’s going on, Green! Jeb says you think Kyle’s in danger, and this morning a bunch of cops show up at Scottie here’s dump site with a warrant to search all the fill he took from the yard. And now I see... What the hell are they doing!”


  “Searching for something,” Green replied.


  “I can see that,” Sandy snapped. “What?”


  “Till we have all the facts, I won’t speculate,” Green said. “But we will keep you informed of all developments that relate to Kyle. That I promise.”


  Sandy was still staring at the hole in disbelief. “You’re wasting your time. Everything in that shed burned to a cinder years ago.”


  Edna shouldered him aside and folded her arms across her chest. “That’s right. Saw it go up myself from over at my place. You should be putting your energies to finding our Kyle, not pawing through some old dirt!”


  A shout from one of the workers caught their attention. They all looked up to see an Ident van lurching down the lane. It moved cautiously, as if protecting a precious cargo, but as soon as it stopped, a uniformed officer flung open the rear door and leaped out with an excited cry.


  “We found something over at Scott’s place!”


  Green snapped an order to the four to stay put, although he knew he was probably wasting his breath. He and Sullivan hurried across the yard, ducked into the rear of the van and slammed it shut. Inside, as their eyes adjusted to the gloom, they made out a large cardboard box, in which lay four objects encased in plastic evidence bags. Green bent closer. Through the rust and the dirt, he was able to make out the head of an axe, a rusty belt buckle, a long brown bone...and half a skull, cracked down the middle.


  “Derek!” Green exclaimed, and despite all his advance warning, he felt the strength seep from his legs. “My God, it’s true. They fucking burned him up.”


  The rear door of the van cracked open and Sandy peered in, his face the colour of ash. “What!” he gasped. His eyes fixed on the contents of the crate. “What the hell did you find!”


  He started to scramble into the van, clawing at the men blocking his way. His mother stepped forward swiftly to grab his arm. “Sandy!” she snapped. “Stay out of it! We have to help Kyle!” She pulled him out, and he thudded against the side of the van, red-faced and panting as if he’d run a marathon. Green signalled Peter Cole over to the van, then jumped out and shut the door firmly behind him. Edna turned to unleash her emotions on him.


  “What the dickens is going on! You said Tom wasn’t dangerous! Just wanted to get back home, you said! Now you’re thinking he killed his own brother?”


  Privately, Green noted with interest that she had automatically thought Tom the most likely murderer in the family, despite her antipathy for Lawrence. But aloud, he hastened to curb the speculations he had unleashed. “No, Mrs. McMartin, I didn’t say that. Until the experts examine them, we don’t even know what these things are. They could be animal bones and some old junk that was thrown out in that shed long before the fire.”


  “You’re digging up the whole yard just for animal bones?” She shook her head, tight-lipped. “I don’t think so, mister.”


  Sullivan’s call sign crackled faintly on his radio, and he reached to turn it up. Edna froze in mid-rant and all eyes locked on him. Quickly he unhooked his radio and responded as he walked out of earshot. He kept his face deadpan as he listened, but Green could tell by his rigid focus that the news was important. Green turned back to the group and held up his hands, hoping to defuse one crisis before another was upon them.


  “My advice is to go home and let the experts here do their job,” he said. “If and when we have solid information, we will decide our next course of action. Obviously, before we release any information, our first priority will be to ascertain what happened here and to speak with the Pettigrew family.”


  Sandy was pacing by the van, his head bowed and his skin now the colour of putty. Phil Scott was whispering to him in a low voice in an attempt to calm him, but Sandy merely wagged his head back and forth. There was an intimacy between the two that suddenly struck Green full force. Holy fuck, he thought. “S”! Of course! It was Sandy whom Derek had been planning to run off with. Sandy whom Norm Pettigrew had found in the shed with him. Sandy who had no pictures of girlfriends or family on his walls, just him and his sports buddy Phil Scott.


  For her part, Edna seemed so focussed on Kyle that she didn’t even notice her elder son’s distress as she turned to her husband. “You can go home if you want, Jeb, but if these city cops think I’m taking my eyes off them for one second, they got a thing or two to learn.”


  Green was just choosing the right blend of sympathy and authority to order them off the property when Sullivan strode back across the yard. He was rubbing his hand through his bristly blonde hair in a gesture Green knew well. Sullivan was worried. Unfortunately, the others seemed to read his mood as well, for they all looked at him expectantly. Even Sandy stopped pacing and swung on him with burning eyes.


  “That was Detective Peters, who’s been liaising with the OPP,” Sullivan said. “They found the truck near Madoc, this side of Peterborough.”


  “And?” Edna shot.


  “It was abandoned. Out of gas. Unfortunately there is no sign of either Kyle or Tom.”


  “Nothing? No sign Kyle was even still with him?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “But Madoc’s on the way to Toronto, which is likely where Tom is still trying to go. The OPP are organizing a massive search and—”


  “I know that part of the country,” Scott exclaimed. “It’s full of little lakes and cottages, all vacant at this time of year. There’s a thousand places to hole up!”


  “Madoc?” Jeb began. “Didn’t Norm used to have—”


  “Forget it!” Sandy snapped, heading for his truck. “Scottie, let’s get going. We’ve got to be there for Kyle when they find him.” Sandy revved his truck to life.


  “I’m going with you!” Edna pushed Scott aside and jumped into the passenger seat.


  “But Mom—”


  “No argument! Poor Kyle will be terrified. Drive!”


  “What about me?” Jeb sputtered.


  Scott was already climbing into his own truck. “Come on with me, Jeb.”


  Jeb eyed the massive dump truck with dismay, but Scott leaned over to push open the passenger door. “We’ll pick up my Blazer on the way.”


  Both trucks began to reverse in the yard to turn around. Sullivan stepped forward to block the path of Sandy’s truck.


  “Get out of my way!” Sandy yelled.


  Sullivan folded his arms. His voice, surprisingly calm, boomed over the revving of the engines. “Sir, this man is desperate. For your brother’s safety as well as your own, you must stay out of it.”


  Sandy leaned out the cab window to stare him down. He was quivering with rage, but after a few rigid seconds, he sucked in a deep breath to calm himself. “We will. But Mom’s right. Kyle will need to see us when you find him. We’ll just go to the Madoc station to wait.”


  When Sullivan didn’t budge, Sandy leaned back with his hands open in surrender. “Listen, I’ve sold a few properties around there, so I know that country. I might even have a tip or two the police can use.”


  Edna stuck her head out the passenger window. Desperation was written all over her face. “I’ve tried all my life to protect that boy like he was my own, and he’s not going to know what the dickens hit him. Please let me be there.”


  Sullivan stared at her for a moment, then flicked his gaze towards Green with a questioning look. My call, thought Green. He studied the pair carefully. Sandy sat quietly, but his hands were locked on the steering wheel, and his eyes stared over Sullivan’s shoulder at the lane ahead. Edna, however, was ashen; her eyes were huge and dark with fear. Green gave a slight nod for Sullivan to step aside.


  Edna mouthed a silent thank you, but Sandy said nothing as he gunned the engine. Together the detectives watched the two trucks roar up the lane, the pick-up skidding as it accelerated and the dump truck slowly grinding through its gears. When they turned south onto the highway, Sullivan swore and kicked at a rock they had churned up onto the road.


  “Can’t say I blame them for wanting to be close to the search,” Green said. “I’d do the same in their place.”


  Sullivan looked at him grimly. “They’re going off halfcocked, Green. They’re going to be a menace.”


  “We’ll alert the OPP highway patrols to keep them in sight. And when they check in with the Madoc detachment—“


  “They aren’t going to check in!” Sullivan snapped. “These are country men. Hunters. They know the meaning of every sound, every plant, every mark on the ground. They’re going home to get their shotguns, and then they’re going after Tom.”


  Sullivan’s face was grim and his gaze far away, as if he were back in the landscape of his youth.


  “Well, then,” said Green, trying to sound matter-of-fact, “we’d better get our asses on up there.”


  Twenty


  Sullivan stopped to retrieve a road map from his own car, then gestured to one of the brand new squad cars sitting in the grass. “We’ll take one of these fully loaded beauties. You drive, I’ll navigate.”


  After a quick exchange with his friend Belowsky, Sullivan ran to a squad car and jumped into the passenger seat. Green did a rapid U-turn and peeled off up the lane while Sullivan unfolded the map and pored over it, cursing the small print.


  “Turn left on the highway,” he said before flipping on the radio speaker to try to raise Peters. He grabbed the door strap as Green accelerated onto the highway, then wrestled the map back into position. When Peters came on the radio, he asked her to put him through to the OPP incident commander. After some shouting and scuffling, a clipped voice came through.


  “Inspector Riordan here. Nothing to report as yet, but we’re getting our teams mobilized.”


  Sullivan gave him a terse account of the latest complication. “They’ll likely be travelling south on two, then west on 43 over to Highway 7. It’s a bright red Dodge Ram, registered to—” Sullivan glanced at Green questioningly.


  “Sandy—maybe Alexander—Fitzpatrick.”


  “Sorry to do this to you guys when you’ve got enough on your plate,” Sullivan added. “He’s not dangerous, just a loose cannon, but check the firearms he has registered anyway.”


  “Yeah, right,” Riordan replied with heavy sarcasm. Both officers knew there was a good chance the weapons weren’t registered yet, and even if they were, the new firearms registry was in such a bungle, nobody would be able to find the file anyway.


  Sullivan signed off then perched his reading glasses on his nose to peer at the map. “Might be slow going for them, what with all these little towns. If we go fast enough, we should be able to catch them ourselves.”


  As they crested the hill, the village of Ashford Landing came into view, dotted with cars and pedestrians ambling about their business. Green hit the emergency lights, and they sailed through the town at twice the posted speed limit. Green flashed Sullivan a quick grin. “Haven’t done that in a long time!”


  Sullivan hung on to the strap as they slewed around a curve. “Yeah, just remember you haven’t driven high speed in a long time either, so don’t get us killed. The OPP’s been notified, and they’ll have everything under control up there.”


  But Green could feel the adrenaline coursing through his blood. The urge to join the chase and get the fugitives in his own sights, to take Tom down and deliver everyone to safety, was irresistible. In a crunch, on a high, he could never believe other people wouldn’t screw up, miss a crucial clue or misread the bad guy’s intent. It was a character flaw he’d learned to keep under wraps so as to appear to believe in teamwork, but Sullivan knew him too well.


  To calm himself and regain some distance, Green slowed his speed marginally and began to fill Sullivan in on his discoveries of the day. As they talked, the countryside flew by, mostly fields dotted with farm fields and clumps of proud old trees. Straight ahead, the sun slowly sank towards the west, casting long shadows down the road.


  “Gay?” Sullivan remarked as Green told him about Derek. “Not an easy label out here, I can tell you. This is pretty conservative country; anti-gun control, anti-government, antigays, anti-abortion.”


  “Surely not everyone.”


  “Enough. Especially twenty years ago. United Empire Loyalists hammered a life out of this bush, and it’s still God, the Queen and their own bare hands.” Sullivan ruffled his bristly hair. “Puts a different spin on the romantic triangle, that’s for sure. Wonder who the lover was?”


  Green gave a Cheshire cat smile. “I know exactly who the lover was. Our buddy in the bright red truck.”


  “Fitzpatrick?” Sullivan’s eyebrows shot up, and Green could almost see him replaying the scene at the Boisvert farm moments earlier. Reinterpreting the burning rage in Sandy’s eyes. Not a distraught man out to protect his brother but a much deadlier man out for revenge.


  “He’d have been awfully young,” Sullivan observed dubiously.


  “About seventeen. But sometimes, the first love is the strongest.”


  Sullivan watched the passing scenery thoughtfully. Occasionally, through the barren trees, they could catch glimpses of the river blazing in the late afternoon sun. “You think this construction guy Scott is his current partner?”


  “Looks that way. I suspect they keep a pretty low profile, although Scott’s tattoos are a bit over-the-top.”


  A large town came into view ahead, spreading its industrial tentacles into the surrounding farms. Green hit the emergency lights again.


  “Better put the siren on,” Sullivan said. “Smith Falls has some of the craziest traffic for its size, and we have to go right through the main drag.”


  Green hit the siren with glee and watched the vehicles inch resentfully towards the curbs to let him pass. Sullivan talked him through the complex sequence of turns that led through the town and once they were safely back on the open road, he pulled the visor down against the setting sun and picked up the thread of their conversation.


  “But you’d think if Sandy was the lover Derek was supposed to meet,” Sullivan said, “wouldn’t he have known something about the murder? Or at least raised the alarm about Derek’s disappearance? I mean, if he was going to meet him that afternoon, he might have witnessed the whole thing, for God’s sake. Would he have kept quiet all these years just ’cause he was scared to reveal he was gay?”


  Green searched his memory for the fragments of information Sandy had dropped about Derek. It was possible that as a seventeen-year-old he’d been too frightened to admit the whole story and expose himself to the public censure and scrutiny that would follow. As the years passed, any confidence he might have gained in his sexual orientation would have been overshadowed by his fear that his own innocence would be suspect because he had kept quiet for so long. By the time Green had come asking questions about Derek, Sandy’d had twenty years to rehearse his story, until his reaction of shock and bewilderment became second nature.


  Yet his story had an odd ring of truth. The pallor and dilated pupils he’d exhibited in the yard earlier were signs of genuine shock that were difficult to fake. When questioned about the shed a few days ago, he had nonchalantly remarked that he’d seen the fire through the trees from his house. From his house! Not while en route to a clandestine rendezvous nor while fleeing from the discovery of his lover’s bludgeoned body.


  Perhaps most compelling of all, when Green had first asked him about the Pettigrew sons, Sandy had not missed a beat over Derek. He hadn’t painted him as the saint others had but rather churlishly implied that Derek considered himself above the common country folk he’d grown up with. If anything, Green thought with a twinge of excitement, he had sounded a little bitter. Like a lover left behind?


  He voiced his thoughts aloud. “Perhaps he never got the note, and that’s why he never showed up at the meeting. Remember the note was in Lawrence’s treasure can. Maybe Lawrence intercepted it before Sandy even saw it. So Sandy didn’t know he’d been invited, therefore he assumed Derek had left him behind. All these years he’d assumed, just as the town did, that Derek was living the high life down south. That would explain his meltdown today when he discovered Derek never got off the farm.”


  Sullivan peered at his map with his reading glasses perched on his nose, then squinted over them at the empty road ahead. He adjusted the visor against the sun’s blinding glare. “Funny we haven’t caught up with him, unless he’s driving like a bat out of hell.” He flicked on the radio to call Peters, who reported that the OPP had had no sightings of the red truck at any of their surveillance points along Highways 43 or 7. Sullivan frowned at the map. Once the truck got past the town of Perth, Highway 7 was virtually the only route west toward Madoc through the rolling bush country riddled with lakes.


  “He’s trying to avoid being seen,” Green said once Sullivan had signed off and turned the radio down low, so that the routine chatter washed over them unheard. “He wants to get to Tom without having to answer to the police. What about back country roads?”


  Sullivan traced his finger across the map and shook his head. “Nothing direct, and those roads twist and turn, impossible to make good time. I think he went down to the 401.”


  Green cast him a startled glance. “It’s way south, and he’d have to go all the way north again when he got off.”


  “But he can make much better time. More than fifty clicks an hour faster than back country. He knows we wouldn’t be looking for him there, and even if we tried, it’s much easier to slip through our nets in that huge volume of traffic.” Sullivan turned the radio back up to tell Peters to get the OPP to look for Sandy on the throughway. He glanced at his watch. “He’d be nearing Kingston by now. Put a cruiser at the exit just past Belleville. I’m betting he takes that road back up north again.”


  The incident commander himself came on the radio to brusquely inform them that the OPP traffic patrol would do its best, no thanks to the Ottawa Police, but that most of their available units in that area were needed for the manhunt. Green glanced at the sun, which now sliced the horizon with its dying rays, and stomped harder on the gas pedal.


  “They’re going to run out of daylight to conduct a proper search,” he said once Sullivan signed off. “Do you think Sandy can get there ahead of us?”


  Sullivan braced himself as they hit a curve. “Not at this rate. But it looks like it’s going to be a long night.”


  Green’s cell phone rang, startling them both. He fumbled to find it on his belt, jerking the wheel as the car drifted off track. Scowling at him, Sullivan snatched the phone. Lou Paquette’s gravel voice came through loud enough for even Green to heard.


  “Where the fuck are you boys? You sound a hundred miles away.”


  “Good guess,” Sullivan said.


  “What’s up?”


  “Green wanted some answers on this mystery print he’s got. Tell him it’s still a mystery. The old man’s a no match, and damn near had another stroke when I showed up to print him.”


  “We owe ya, Lou. Any other news back there?”


  “The place is humming. Biggest excitement we’ve had all year. The brass is crawling all over the case. Our bigwigs talking to the OPP bigwigs. Tell Green he’s going to have to check in before his new boss puts his balls in her sights.”


  Sullivan chuckled. “I’d like to be around for that one. Any news from the dig?”


  “Yeah, Cunningham called, so excited he forgot to be pissed. The bone guy says it’s definitely a human skull, probably a large male. Looks like it was cracked open, maybe with that axe. They’re going to try to test the axe for blood, which would be the icing on the cake.”


  After Sullivan disconnected, he took the opportunity to phone his staff sergeant. Green let the discussion wash over him unheard as he mulled over the latest developments. The damn fingerprint didn’t fit anywhere! But it had to mean something. Someone else had been present at the murder scene that day. Not Tom, not Lawrence, not Norman. That person had touched the note with Derek’s blood on their hands. Yet the note had been stuffed in Lawrence’s tin can and buried under the planking in the corner of the shed, while Lawrence had ended up with Derek’s crucifix around his neck. Furthermore, Robbie had seen only Tom and Lawrence, glimpsed Tom chasing Lawrence in order to kill him. That memory had been abruptly broken by the arrival of a car down the lane. Who? Almost certainly one or both parents, who would have therefore witnessed the same scene Robbie did. And drawn whatever conclusions Tom had pointed them towards.


  In his letter to Benji, Tom described having to “catch the fucking maniac” and lock him up. What if that was the truth? Green could think of only one way that all these disparate pieces of the story fit together. Someone had met Derek in the shed earlier, killed him and left the body. Lawrence had either witnessed the killing or stumbled upon the body afterwards, along with the fragment of the note. Following his own peculiar logic, Lawrence had put the note in his can with his other articles of sin, and buried it in its usual spot. Perhaps he had even stayed with the body, and at some later point Tom found his brother bludgeoned to death, Lawrence covered in blood, and jumped to the horrified conclusion that Lawrence had killed him. A conclusion which seemed all too credible to the rest of the family, who had watched Lawrence’s descent into madness.


  In his rage, Tom had attacked Lawrence and was probably prevented from strangling him only by the arrival of the parents in the car. That even explained the so-called suicide marks found on Lawrence’s throat when he was admitted to St. Lawrence. The family’s cover-up was thorough indeed!


  The scenario was impeccable. There was only one major missing link; the identity of the actual killer. Green approached his dawning answer carefully, examining it from all angles. Reverend Taylor claimed Derek was distraught after the fight with his father and decided his new love affair could not work out. Sophia had implied much the same thing. According to both, Derek had been planning to give up and leave his lover behind. The note about the bus seemed to imply otherwise, but it was only a fragment. What if he, Green, had been reading it backwards all along? What if the note was not from Derek, but to Derek, telling him to meet him at three p.m. at “our place”.


  The shed. Green held his breath as he considered the beauty of the idea. The logistics of how the notes were passed remained a question mark, but not an insurmountable one. Perhaps they had a secret mail drop on the path between their two houses, by which they could arrange their trysts. Sandy, defying Derek’s order to stay home, or perhaps unaware he was about to be dumped, left the note to meet Derek in their special place. Once there, Derek told him it was over and Sandy flew into a rage, grabbed the first instrument he could lay his hands on and crashed it down onto Derek’s skull. Then in a frantic effort to erase all traces of his presence, he seized the note which might still have been in Derek’s hand, unknowingly tearing it as he pulled it free.


  Pure speculation, with only the barest of bones to hang it on, but it fit all the facts! Now it was time to see if it could withstand the sober second thought of Brian Sullivan.


  As they raced through the deepening dusk, past lakes and rocky outcrops and acres of skeletal trees, Green put his theory into words. Sullivan listened as he always did, quietly, intently and without interruption. At the end, his thoughtful expression had creased with worry.


  “You’re not objecting, Brian.”


  “I was remembering. This morning when I took the warrant to Scott, first thing he did was call Sandy. Said what the hell did you get me into? Like it was Sandy’s idea to cement over that shed.”


  “Right! Because now that the house had passed to new owners, they were starting to dig things up!”


  “Gives Sandy a motive for bumping off Lawrence too.” Sullivan was warming to the idea. “Lawrence might have witnessed the murder or seen him leaving. Sandy couldn’t be sure he’d stay crazy enough not to say something. When Lawrence showed up back in town, Sandy must have been shitting bricks!”


  All of a sudden the solution to one of the enduring puzzles leaped into focus. The church door! Not only could Sandy have spotted Lawrence and lured him to the church, but as a realtor he even had access to the key to open the door. Perhaps he had begun with a reassuring talk about their old days together, only to turn deadly when Lawrence showed his fear.


  But Green’s euphoria at his sudden insight died abruptly as the next question hit him. “But if Sandy’s the killer, why is he going after Tom? Why put himself in the limelight and risk his connection to Derek being exposed?”


  Even as he uttered the question, he felt his blood run cold. Kyle had seen something that afternoon in the woods, and Green, through sheer stupidity, had passed that information on to Jeb.


  “Maybe he’s not going after Tom,” he said. “It’s Kyle.”


  Twenty-One


  As the two detectives pulled into the brand new OPP station in Madoc, night was already stealing into the shadows at the edge of the road. Two cruisers were parked out front and a couple of officers were talking by the front door, but there was no sign of the mobile command truck nor the specialty teams the incident commander had mentioned. Let’s hope all the officers are out in the field, Green thought, covering every inch of dirt from here to Peterborough.


  Sullivan must have seen the scowl on his face, for he shot him a warning glance. “Just remember we have no jurisdiction here, Green. We’re here as a courtesy, but it’s their show. Their call.”


  “Their turf, but our suspect. Our victims. All I want is to be kept in the loop.” Green jerked open the cruiser door, but before he could even get out, one of the officers came down to greet him.


  “You here on the abduction case?”


  Green introduced himself and Sullivan. “Where the hell is everyone?”


  “Over setting up Mobile Command, sir, near the location of the stolen vehicle. That’s where the search is starting from.”


  Green’s annoyance flared further, but he held his tongue and snatched the map from Sullivan. “Show me,” he said, spreading the map on the hood. In the dimming light, the officer traced a route deep into the back country north of Highway 7. The map showed little but lakes and bush. It’s going to be a long night, Green thought with a sinking feeling.


  “Any sighting of the red Dodge Ram?” he asked.


  “No, sir. So far he hasn’t been spotted on the 401 or the 7, but he should be pulling in here any moment. We’ve been instructed to detain him, to keep him out of the way.”


  “Whatever you do, hang onto him. Don’t let the guy anywhere near the search, he may be implicated.” Green folded up the map and circled the cruiser to yank open the passenger door. He signalled Sullivan out with a jerk of his head. “This time you drive, and I’ll navigate.”


  Using the map light in the cruiser, Green guided them through a series of obscure turns in the deepening twilight until distant pinpoints of red and white light lit up the trees ahead. As the detectives drew closer, the massive mobile command truck became visible on a grassy knoll beside the road, surrounded by half a dozen cruisers, SUVs and pick-up trucks, all sporting official OPP insignia.


  Sullivan pulled onto the grass next to a pick-up, and both men climbed out. The wind had died down, but darkness had already chilled the air. Green took a deep breath, smelled the crispness of cedar and the faint decay of fallen leaves. The mobile command post was a fifth wheel trailer positioned at the highest point of the knoll, probably to facilitate communications in this remote, rocky terrain, Green surmised. No one was outside, but the murmur of voices emanated from within.


  As Green and Sullivan approached, the side door opened and a slim, impossibly fit-looking man emerged. He had a brush cut, pencil-thin mustache and shoulders so square Green expected him to click his heels and salute. The man instinctively headed towards Sullivan with his hand outstretched.


  “Inspector Green? I’m Mark Riordan.”


  Green bristled. “I’m Green. Any sign of them?”


  The man didn’t miss a beat, pivoting smoothly to give Green’s hand a sharp tug. “Not yet. Come on inside, and I’ll bring you up to speed.”


  Inside the trailer, Green’s attention was immediately drawn to a brightly lit table in the centre of the room, on which lay a huge topographical map. More maps and white boards covered most of the walls, and the other tables were cluttered with technical equipment. An officer in a dark windbreaker was hunched over a phone at the front of the trailer, and several others milled about in the cramped space, checking equipment and jotting notes. Radio chatter crackled in the background, providing status reports.


  Green headed over to the map on the table. A plastic overlay was marked with indecipherable lines and squiggles. “Where are we?” he asked.


  Riordan circled his long, calloused finger to encompass the entire surface. “This map details the immediate area within a twenty mile radius. The maps on the wall are to a smaller scale and show all the roads and navigable paths between here and Peterborough.” He tapped a spot marked in red. “Mobile Command.” He drew his finger along the road to another mark nearby. “The suspect’s truck was located here, about five hundred metres further up this road. Canine unit started at the truck a little over an hour ago, picked up a trail heading north towards this lake area.”


  “But he’s had a hell of a head start,” Green said. “Probably twenty-four hours.”


  Riordan inclined his head and spun on his heel towards a map on the wall. “Based on your man being on foot and being encumbered by a child who may not be able to travel very fast—”


  Green thought of the muscles rippling across Kyle’s chest. “He’s a well-developed teenager who can probably outrun all of us.”


  Riordan barely registered a reaction. “By our calculations, on a path or road they could have covered thirty K by now, so we’ve set up patrol units on each of the roads at that perimeter.” He pointed to some faint lines on the map. “Old logging roads and rail lines. We’ve got our ERT people on ATVs checking the outlying parts for signs of activity.” His finger hovered over a tract of land unscarred by either road or trail. “If they’re bushwhacking—and preliminary indications are that’s the case—then the dog’s our best bet.”


  “One dog?” Green said incredulously. Beside him, he felt Sullivan fidget uneasily, but all Green could picture was one dog against this vast acreage of bush.


  Riordan stiffened almost imperceptibly. “Plus an experienced search team. There are four Emergency Response Team members out on foot with the dog, providing back-up.”


  “What about helicopters? Boats on the lakes?”


  “That’s the next step if it comes to that. But a careful grid search from the last known position is still the best approach.” One of the officers approached to draw Riordan aside. “That was Spencer, sir. K-9 lost the trail near a stream. The dog’s going in circles.”


  A scowl rippled across Riordan’s tight control. “Your fella must’ve done something to throw the dog off. Does he know dogs? “


  “He probably hunted with them as a kid,” Sullivan said. Green suspected the wily Tom had learned a lot of other tricks during his misspent youth, and whatever gaps remained had been easily filled during his jail stints. Trust Tom to spoil this man’s perfect search plan.


  “Well, the dog’s good,” Riordan said as if reading his mind. “She might figure it out yet.”


  “It’s practically dark, though,” Green said.


  “Not a problem. The weather’s clear, and our ERT teams have good gear. My information is your suspect is not armed?”


  “Not likely,” Sullivan said. More officers wandered in to study the map. Sullivan glanced around the room. “Anything we can do?”


  Pointedly Riordan’s gaze took in their city suits and a faint smile twitched across his military features. “You’d be most help finding out everything you can about our suspect—his knowledge of the terrain, any contacts in the area, his survival skills, his habits—and feeding it to Detective Logan over there.” He nodded to the plain clothes officer on the phone. “We’ve already got your Detective Peters out with one of the patrol units.”


  A chuckle ran through the knot of officers jotting notes on the white board nearby. Green didn’t even want to speculate what the chuckle meant. His gaze was drawn again to the topographical map on the table. To the endless acres of uninhabited wilderness and the tiny back lane on which the truck had been found. It didn’t make any sense! It was miles from anywhere.


  He turned to Sullivan. “Would you get Bob Gibbs on that right away and hook him up with Logan here?” He looked back at Riordan. “While we’re out here, I’d like a look at the truck and the surrounding area. It might give us some ideas.”


  Riordan’s mustache twitched in disapproval. “Don’t disturb the scene.”


  Green was already striding to the door and the only response he allowed himself was the slamming of the truck door on his way out.


  “Disturb the scene,” he muttered to Sullivan as he swung the cruiser back onto the road. “Who the fuck does he think we are, the Keystone Kops?”


  “He’s just a control freak,” Sullivan replied. “Funny thing about inspectors.”


  Green ignored the bait. He had already turned his attention to the road ahead, where presently a patch of light came into view. As they drew near, they saw a police van positioned in the road so that its headlights shone into the bush, illuminating a black pick-up tucked into a laneway off the road. It was almost completely obscured by overhanging brush, and Green realized they were damn lucky anyone had spotted it at all.


  Yellow crime scene tape draped the trees and spanned the road, blocking passage. One scene-of-crime officer in white overalls was prowling around the outskirts of the truck, shooting video and still photos, while his partner crouched over a patch of dirt at the back. Green’s breath caught. Had they found out something about Kyle?


  He called and introduced himself. “Find anything useful?”


  “Lots of dirt and leaves,” said the one by the back, straightening up. “We’ll be loading it onto a truck to take it back to our indoor facility. We’re just checking the vicinity now. There seems to be a patch of urine by the back here.”


  “Any sign of a struggle in the truck? Blood?”


  “Not that we can see.” Green felt a wave of relief. It didn’t mean much, for there were half a dozen ways Tom could have disposed of Kyle, but at least he hadn’t killed him in the truck. “What’s the closest village they could have gone to?”


  “Nearest town is Marmora, about fifteen K back down on 7. There’s also Brady’s Country Store at the junction of Cordova Road about three K up this way. But our guys checked there, and no one’s seen the subjects.”


  Green thanked him and headed back down to the cruiser. Inside, he consulted the map and located the junction of Cordova Road. It was even further into the boonies. He stared thoughtfully through the windshield at the surrounding bush, combing his recollections of the argument with the McMartins at the Boisvert farm that afternoon. Something niggled at the edges of his memory.


  Sullivan started the engine. “What next, navigator? A bite to eat, maybe?”


  Green ignored him. “Look at this goddamn place! It’s not on the road to anywhere. If Tom was going to Toronto, why the hell would he come up here?”


  “Maybe he got lost.”


  The memory came loose. “No, he didn’t! I think he knew exactly where he was going.” Green’s mouth went dry as another memory fell into place. “Fuck! So does Sandy!”


  Sullivan frowned. “What are you talking about?”


  Green swung on him, excitement fighting fear in his thoughts. “Do you remember back at the Boisvert farm, Jeb McMartin started to say ‘Madoc, isn’t that where Norm used to have—”


  Sullivan’s frown cleared. “And Sandy cut him off.”


  “That’s right! I’m betting the Pettigrew family used to come up here, maybe even owned a place. And I bet Sandy knows where, and that’s why Madoc OPP hasn’t seen a trace of him. Remember Sandy said he knew this area because he sold cottages up here? We’ve got to move our asses if we want to find the Pettigrew place before he gets there.”


  They drove back to the command trailer. Riordan took down the details and excitedly looked up township records on his computer. Their brief moment of triumph died when the search turned up no properties listed in the name of Norman Pettigrew, or any other Pettigrew.


  “We’ll have to do a title search down at the County Registry office in Belleville,” he said. “And on a Saturday night, everything is closed up tight. It may take a while to find someone to open it up and go through the files.”


  “I’d go straight to the Mayor and Chief of Police,” Green said and was pleased to see Riordan’s poker face break into a smile. Maybe the two were more alike than Green had thought. He paused as he headed for the door and matched the other man’s smile. “Brian and I will be on the road doublechecking the homes in the area, but we’ll keep you informed. Tom Pettigrew is still a danger, but right now I think our biggest threat may be Fitzpatrick. So let us know—”


  Riordan nodded. “You’ll be the first.”


  When Green returned to the car, Sullivan revved the engine and guided it back onto the road. He drove effortlessly through the darkness, one hand on the wheel and the other rubbing his chin. “Do you really think Sandy would hurt Kyle? He’s his brother, after all.”


  “Stepbrother, actually, which may make a difference. And as for whether he’d hurt him, well, he bludgeoned his own lover, didn’t he? Besides, after all the bad calls I’ve made, I’m not taking any chances with this one.”


  “So what’s our next move?”


  “You’re the country boy, Brian. Tell me how we find out where the Pettigrew place was. It may take them a long time to track down the title in the registry office. It might have been thirty years ago.”


  “That won’t matter around here,” Sullivan grinned. “At least, not with the local folk. They’ll remember who owned a store fifty years ago, probably still call it by that name.”


  “Okay, so we find some local folk.” Green glanced out at the empty bush. “Somewhere.”


  “Brady’s Country Store is our best bet. Probably been in the family for generations, and Brady will know everyone’s business for miles around.”


  Brady’s store turned out to be a dilapidated two-storey frontier home of faded white clapboard. The sign across the front proclaimed in old-fashioned red lettering that it was Brady’s General Store and Tackle Shop. Assorted signs had been taped in the window beneath. “Hunting and fishing licences available”, “Live worms”, “Propane for Sale”, “Videos for rent”. All the lights were out on the main floor, however, and a large “Closed” sign hung in the window.


  Green sat in the car and looked up at the building dejectedly. He was conscious of time ticking away, and of Kyle being held captive by one erratic, volatile man and stalked by an even more desperate one. All because of Green. Kyle was with Tom because Green had not detained the man after he’d first broken into the Boisverts’ house. He was being stalked by Sandy because Green had told the McMartins he might have witnessed something on the day Lawrence died.


  To his surprise, Sullivan climbed out of the car and headed around the back towards an even more dilapidated wing at the rear of the store. Inside, Green could see the faint glow of a light upstairs.


  Sullivan hammered on the door. “Brady!”


  A dog barked, followed by a man’s gruff bellow as a series of windows lit up downstairs. A moment later the porch light came on and the door opened to reveal a wizened old man with no teeth and a stringy white beard that hadn’t seen a razor in ten years.


  “What the name of Jesus do you want! He’s closed! Gone down to Belleville.”


  Sullivan grinned. “You Brady?”


  “Yeah. But it’s my son owns the place.”


  “Brian Sullivan, with the Ottawa Police.” He stuck out his hand cheerfully.


  “Eh?” The man shouted, ignoring Sullivan’s hand. Sullivan raised the decibel level and repeated himself.


  >“Beautiful country,” he added. “You from around here?”


  “Never could make enough money off that place to get out,” Brady retorted, eyeing Sullivan’s hand warily before deciding it was safe.


  Sullivan pumped his hand heartily. “I know that feeling. Most of my folks are still up in the Valley. Further north, though, Renfrew County.”


  “Where?”


  “Renfrew,” Sullivan shouted. “Madawaska Valley.”


  “Oh, yeah?” The man thawed. “Pretty up there, ain’t got the lakes, but lots of good rivers for trout. Not so many cottages up there either, eh?”


  “Oh, it’s getting there. Ottawa’s taking over everything.” Green shifted impatiently, resisting the urge to sound the horn. Sullivan was turning on the Irish valley charm, and that took time, especially at the decibel level the old-timer required. It was not a process to be interrupted, so Green sat quietly while Sullivan shouted about fish and deer and the old logging days before finally steering the conversation to the missing duo.


  “The older man’s a Pettigrew from down the Rideau Valley. Someone was saying the Pettigrews used to own property around here. Norm Pettigrew. You ever hear—”


  “Not Norm, but his father, yeah. I knew his father going back...oh, must be sixty years? During the war. He started coming up here winters to do some logging, help keep the farm afloat. Yeah, he bought a little place back then, when there weren’t no roads, no hydro most places outside the towns.” Brady relaxed against the doorframe, almost garrulous. “We’d take a horse and sleigh in winter, boat in summer. We had some good times back then, when he used to bring Norm and his kids up for a spell. Haven’t seen them in years, though. Place was sold.”


  “When?”


  Brady squinted. “Maybe twenty-five years ago? When the old timer died? Like as not, Norm needed the money. Hah, don’t we all?”


  Unable to stand it any longer. Green climbed out and sauntered over, hoping his appearance would speed up the process without causing the old man to shut down. Behind Brady, an equally scruffy dog stared Green down with unblinking eyes.


  “My partner, Mike Green,” said Sullivan dismissively.


  “What’s the name of the lake Norm’s dad had the place on?”


  “Black Lake. ’Course we called it Lost Lake back then. If you found it, you knew you took a wrong turn.” Brady’s chuckle revealed a few yellow teeth still clinging to their posts.


  “And is there a road up there now?”


  “Oh yeah, they got roads all over now, eh? Used to be an old logging road, opened up now. Matter of fact, the place is only a few miles from here through them woods, but the road takes the long route round.”


  “So someone could get there on foot?”


  “Half day, easy. We used to do it all the time. The drive’s the tricky part.”


  Green listened as Brady described the landmarks and turns they should follow, none of which had any road signs or names that Brady was aware of. But Sullivan thanked him profusely, shook his hand and set off confidently towards the car.


  “You fellas like a snack from the store?” Brady called after them, as if now reluctant to see them go. “There’s some nice, home-baked brownies just going to waste.”


  Sullivan broke into a broad grin, signalled to Green and disappeared inside the man’s home. The front windows lit and Green drummed his fingers impatiently as he waited. He hadn’t eaten since his late lunch with Robbie, but the knot of apprehension in his stomach drove away all thought of food.


  A few minutes later, Sullivan reappeared with two grocery bags packed with food, which he loaded in the back.


  “In case we find Tom and Kyle. They may be hungry.”


  “Can you still remember those directions?”


  Sullivan settled behind the wheel and crammed a massive brownie into his mouth, nodding as he sucked chocolate icing off his fingers. Then he eased the car into gear and slowly began to make his way down the dark road. The sky was now a clear, brittle black sprinkled with a thousand stars but not even a sliver of moon to light the way.


  Sullivan braked to eye a laneway dubiously. “First left, he said.”


  “That’s a cow path, not a road.”


  “No, it’d be a road around here.” Sullivan turned in, his headlights sweeping the bush that bordered the road. Two hundred yards further, the lane petered out.


  “Okay, it’s not a road.” Sullivan reversed back up the narrow track he could barely see. Branches clawed at the side panels of the sparkling new cruiser, causing Green to wince. He wondered if Barbara Devine would prove as forgiving as Jules had been. Somehow, he doubted it.


  “Okay, it must be the next one,” Sullivan said once he’d backed out onto the road.


  They missed the next left, which appeared as a fleeting gap in the bush as they passed. On reversing, they saw a small wooden arrow marked Duncan Lane tacked to a post.


  “Oh, it has a name,” Green remarked as Sullivan turned in.


  “Probably not to Brady.”


  They negotiated Duncan Lane to its end and found themselves at the junction of a larger road. Still dirt, but at least with the potential to avoid a head-on collision.


  Sullivan turned right. “Now we look for Jack Hensel’s farmhouse.”


  “Oh, that’s right. ‘Big red one on the hill, can’t miss it’?” Green recited as he looked out into the yawning blackness. “What hill? Who sees anything but the fucking bush at the edge of the road?”


  They crawled down the road, which dipped and turned like an endless roller coaster. Finally up ahead, Green spotted a tiny lane with a dozen names on wooden arrows tacked to a tree. “Stop.” Green peered out. “Do you see a farm house?”


  To their left, a darker smudge stood out against the pallid wash of the surrounding field.


  “This has to be it. I’m going to kill the lights,” Sullivan said, swinging cautiously into the little lane. They bumped down the road, following the strip of pallor between the blackness on either side. They passed the first drive.


  “Did Brady remember who owned the place now?” For some reason Green found himself whispering.


  Sullivan shook his head. “Fuck, there’s at least a dozen properties. Watch for a glimmer of light, or the smell of wood smoke.”


  They passed the second drive, then the third. The darkness and the silence were absolute. Nothing but vast, yawning emptiness, Green reflected as he strained his city eyes to decipher the alien black. Suddenly, a flash of metal caught his eye.


  “Stop!” he whispered. “Back up. More. There! It looks like a vehicle!”


  Cautiously, they pulled the cruiser off the track under cover of some trees, eased open the doors and slipped out. The vehicle sat about twenty feet from the entrance to the drive, which was so overgrown it was barely discernible except for the flattened tire tracks. As they approached, Green saw it was an old silver Grand Am.


  “False alarm,” Sullivan muttered and turned back to the cruiser.


  Something stirred in the back of Green’s memory—a vehicle parked in the laneway to the rear of the real estate office in Ashford Landing. He laid his palm on the car’s hood. Warm.


  “This is it!” he whispered hoarsely. “Sandy switched cars! That’s why the OPP never spotted him.”


  The two men peered down the grassy driveway and sifted the night air for sounds. “Looks like they came alone,” Sullivan whispered. “There’s no sign of Scott’s Blazer.”


  “Sandy wouldn’t want him along. Probably ditched his mother too.”


  Sullivan turned to the road. “I’ll notify Riordan.”


  “They’ll never find the fucking place, and if they do, they’ll come screaming in here like a bunch of banshees.”


  “Give them some credit, Green,” said Sullivan as he headed back towards the cruiser.


  Green began to grope his way cautiously down the drive, fighting through grass and burrs that reached his thighs. The night was full of sounds he didn’t recognize. Rustling leaves, distant hoots, rhythmic chirps and howls that seemed to echo forever. Suddenly, an all-too-human scream sounded in the distance, followed by an angry volley of shouts. Men’s voices carried on the wind. Green froze and glanced back at Sullivan, who was visible in the cruiser’s cabin light, settled in as if for a long chat. Another shout, closer. Its raw rage sent a chill down Green’s back.


  He raced through the grass, rounded a corner, and confronted a steep, curved rise in the track. The shouts were coming from straight ahead, but he could see nothing. Not the cruiser behind him, not the danger ahead. Did Brian even realize he’d gone? Green cursed his own stupidity for setting off alone without even a goddamn flashlight, which was probably safely stowed in the cruiser. He really had been behind a desk too long. Groping for his holster, he flipped the tab off and pulled out his pistol.


  God, he hated the thing. He’d never fired it off the range and probably couldn’t hit anything if he tried, but tonight, with his blood pounding in his ears and his breath so deafening it blocked out all else, he was glad he had it. Its cold, heavy weight felt reassuring in his hand as he crept up the rise.


  The shouts had died down, but Green could hear a man talking, his words punctuated with angry curses. The targets seemed to be moving and were now up ahead on his right. As he reached the top of the rise, he caught a brief glimmer of light through the trees. The cottage? The light danced, moved and played on the trees around it.


  No, a flashlight! The light was coming his way, and as his eyes adjusted to the dark, he could make out movement. Legs, boots striding, the dull metal glint of a rifle barrel. Fuck, he thought, tightening his grip on the Glock. The men were coming straight up the lane toward him, closing the gap at a rapid pace. The one at the rear had the flashlight and the rifle, whereas the one in front was stumbling in the darkness, his every move betraying his fear.


  “Sandy, what the hell are you talking about!” exclaimed a rough voice Green immediately recognized as Tom’s. “I didn’t kill Derek!”


  “Just shut the fuck up and walk!” Green ducked off the track as they approached and crouched poised for attack. He could see the two men clearly in the dancing light, but there was no sign of Kyle. Green scanned the darkness behind them anxiously. Nothing.


  “Lawrence killed Derek,” Tom said. “I swear on my life—”


  “Like that means anything. You hated Derek. You couldn’t stand that he was smart and was going to make something of himself. You couldn’t face that your whole moronic, loser life was your own fault—”


  “But I wouldn’t kill him, for Chrissake.” Tom stopped in his tracks and turned to face Sandy. “Get hold of yourself and think about this!”


  Sandy played the flashlight off Tom’s face. At fifteen feet away, Green could see every quiver of fear in Tom’s eyes. Slowly the rifle barrel rose, its muzzle point blank against his chest. “Who’s going to know, huh Tom? You’re a dangerous fugitive who kidnapped my brother. I’ll be a hero.”


  Tom shook his head. “You’ll know. You’ll have to live with it for the rest of your life, and believe me, that’s a hell of a lot harder than you think.”


  “And you should know. Right, you bastard?” The rifle clicked.


  Green felt his fear in his bowels and in the slick gun barrel in his shaking hand. He gripped the Glock with both hands and raised it.


  “Sandy,” he called gently. “Police officer. Don’t move.”


  The flashlight leaped wildly, swung in an arc and settled on Green. Blinded, Green kept his gun and his eyes trained on where he knew Sandy to be. He hoped his voice sounded calmer than he felt.


  “Lower the weapon, Sandy.”


  “Inspector Green! What the hell are you doing? He killed his own brother, and he was going to kill mine!”


  “Lower the rifle. Then we’ll talk.”


  Sandy kept the flashlight trained on Green, and his voice took on a contemptuous tone. “You can’t see a thing, I know you can’t. I can shoot Tom, run away and you’ll be so blind you won’t be able to get a single decent shot off.”


  He was dead right; Green was absolutely powerless as long as Sandy had that damn flashlight. Green cast about for a way to throw him off balance, all the while wondering where the hell Sullivan was. Nothing for it but to use my wits, he thought. I walked into this mess like an idiot without any back-up, so I’m going to have to get myself out.


  “Sandy, where’s Kyle?” he asked.


  “Kyle’s fine. He’s down in the cottage with my mother.”


  “Don’t you think he’s been through enough? Do you want to add to his trauma by shooting Tom?”


  “That’s why I brought Tom up here!” Sandy snapped. “Kyle won’t even know.”


  “He’s a good kid,” Tom interjected. To Green’s relief, he sounded calmer. “He knows more than you guys think. Take it from me, you can’t run from these things.”


  “I don’t give a damn! You’ve already ruined too many lives.”


  With the flashlight still blinding him, and the rifle barrel steadied once more on Tom’s chest, Green scrambled for another tack. “What do you think, Sandy?” he said. “Will it be easier the second time around? Killing a man, I mean.” “What?”


  “You’re the one who killed Derek. You knew he was going off without you, and you couldn’t stand that.”


  “What?” It was Tom this time, astonished and disbelieving.


  “Sandy was Derek’s lover, Tom.”


  “That’s ridiculous!” Sandy cried. “I was just a kid.”


  “You were seventeen,” Green said. “Plenty old enough to be in love. But Derek decided—”


  Tom found his voice. “That’s bullshit! My brother wasn’t a fag!”


  “Shut up, you Neanderthal!” Sandy cried. “Just shut the fuck up!” In his outrage, Sandy jerked the flashlight back toward Tom, and in that instant Green dropped to a crouch and aimed his gun. Sandy swung the rifle barrel in a wild panicked arc, searching for him. Green was fractions of a second from squeezing the trigger when a powerful light flooded the scene, and a voice boomed out of the darkness on the other side.


  “Police! Freeze!”


  Sandy swung his flashlight back and forth, catching first Green and then Sullivan in its beam. Sullivan stood rock solid, with his legs apart, his Glock in one hand and a flashlight held overhead in the other. Sandy’s rifle barrel drooped, and in that instant Tom leaped forward to grab it.


  “Tom!” Sullivan roared. “Don’t fucking move!” Tom froze, but Sandy seemed oblivious to him. The rifle now dangled harmlessly at his side as he stared at Green in disbelief.


  “Put the weapon on the ground and back away, both of you!” Sullivan said.


  As they did so, Green moved in to retrieve the rifle and eject the cartridges from its barrel. All passion seemed to drain out of Sandy, who was barely able to stand.


  “How can you think I’d kill Derek?” he said to Green. “I loved him.”


  “That’s why,” Green replied. “He was leaving without you, so you sent him a note to meet you in the shed—”


  “No!”


  “We have the note, remember! With your bloody fingerprint on it.” Well, not exactly, but in a pinch, whatever works.


  But Sandy just looked bewildered. “But that was the note from him I was waiting for. With the bus times and all. I never got it!”


  “Yeah?” Sullivan snarled, unhooking his cuffs. “Tell that to the judge.”


  Green’s mind was racing. Something was askew. If Sandy had killed Derek, why had he come up here in the middle of the night to kill Tom? Why was he accusing Tom of murdering Derek when he had absolutely nothing to gain from it? Unless he believed Tom was the murderer.


  In which case, Sandy couldn’t be. Something in his bewilderment about the note and in his desperate claims of love rang true. There had to be someone else. But even as Green thought it, Sandy voiced the exact same question.


  “If Tom didn’t do it, and Lawrence didn’t, then who did kill Derek?”


  In the distance, up towards the road, a car ignition turned over and caught. Sandy spun around in the direction of the sound.


  “Oh, my God!” he gasped.


  Twenty-Two


  By the time the four of them reached the top of the drive, the silver Grand Am was nowhere in sight, but an engine howled in the distance and a whiff of exhaust hung in the air. Sandy ran toward the police cruiser, shouting. Sullivan caught him in mid air and without hesitation threw him against the side of the car.


  “You stay put! The OPP are on their way, and they’ll intercept her, if you give us time to call them.”


  Green was already on his radio with mobile command, who said back-up was on the way. Green urged caution. No sirens, no weapons unless absolutely necessary, he said. There’s a child involved.


  Sandy thrashed against Sullivan’s restraining bulk. “You don’t understand! She won’t stop! You don’t know what she’s like when she flips out.”


  “I think we have an idea,” Green said grimly once he’d signed off.


  “But she wouldn’t hurt her own kid, would she?” Sullivan stared at Sandy. “Would she?”


  “Kyle’s not hers. He’s Jeb’s son, and Mom didn’t know he was retarded when she married Jeb. She doesn’t even pretend to love that poor kid when Jeb’s not around. She just uses him. And when something stands in her way—” He broke off with an anguished roar. “Oh, Derek!”


  The shriek of an engine interrupted them, and they turned to see headlights bouncing along the trees from the direction of the main road. An instant later the silver Grand Am burst into sight and the four of them barely had time to jump out of its path before it hurtled on past them down the lane. A quick glance behind them revealed no pursuing headlights or tell-tale red flashes on the trees.


  Where the hell are those guys, Green raged to himself as he turned on Tom. “Where does this lane lead?”


  Tom shrugged desperately. “I ain’t been here in over twenty years. It used to end in a boat launch down at the lake.”


  Green turned to Sandy. “Does she have a gun?”


  Sandy sagged back against the car. “She asked me to leave her the shotgun. Because of bears.”


  Green and Sullivan exchanged rapid glances and Green saw the same “we’re fucked” expression on his friend’s face. With still no sign of the OPP, there was no need for words. They couldn’t take two civilians on a high-speed chase, but they couldn’t let either of them loose to their own devices either. Faced with a pair of impossible alternatives, there was nothing for it but to choose the less impossible. Green jabbed his finger at Tom.


  “You ride up front with me. Sandy, get in back with Brian and the least sign of trouble, he handcuffs you to the door. And both of you, do exactly what we tell you!”


  They piled into the car, which Green gunned ahead before he’d even closed his door. Rocks and potholes thudded the bottom of the car and branches raked its sides as they rocketed down the lane. The smaller, nimbler Grand Am was a pinpoint of red that vanished around curves and over hills in the distance.


  “What the fuck is she doing!” Tom cried, hanging on to the dash. “She can’t possibly escape!”


  “Doesn’t matter,” Sandy snapped. “It’s worth the risk. She knows Kyle can’t swim, but she’s a strong swimmer. I know her! She figures she has an outside chance, and if not...”


  Fighting the wheel to keep the car in control, Green didn’t dare take his eyes off the road. “If not, what?”


  “She’ll kill herself before she faces the humiliation!”


  Green glanced at Tom. “And there’s a boat launch up ahead?”


  Tom nodded grimly. Green had a split second to make a decision. Either to stop the chase so they didn’t drive her into the water, or to speed up so they could catch her before she did. Or at least before Kyle sank beneath the surface. Green held his breath, trying to think.


  “Go faster, Mike,” said Sullivan in his soft, calm voice. Gratitude flooded through Green at his intuitive good sense. Green tromped on the gas pedal, ripping up grass and stones beneath the wheels as the cruiser surged ahead. The red lights flicked out of sight behind a curve just ahead. Seconds later, Green skidded around the curve, and suddenly a huge drop yawned before them as the road plunged down the hill to the glistening black expanse of the lake. In the nanosecond before he reacted, Green saw a massive splash as the Grand Am hit the water. Green slammed on the cruiser’s brakes, hurtling it sideways down the hill. The big vehicle rocked and bucked as he fought to straighten it, but he was powerless. All around him, glass exploded and metal shrieked.


  “It’s going to roll!” someone shouted. Green hung on as they continued their downward descent, clipping rocks and trees but miraculously staying upright. The car finally shuddered to a stop against a tree at the bottom of the hill. Ahead in the oblique beam of the cruiser’s headlights, they could see the roof of the Grand Am slipping out of sight.


  Green flung himself against his door, but it wouldn’t budge. Tom was first out of the car, dragging himself headfirst through his broken window. Without a second thought, Green followed him, barely feeling the shards of glass that tore at his hands. He dashed to get the emergency equipment out of the trunk. Sullivan was already out of the car and heading to the water’s edge when Tom dove headlong into the chilly water. Green pried open the trunk, grabbed a coil of rope and yelled to Sullivan.


  “I’ll make a noose and stay on shore to help you pull them out.”


  Barely pausing to nod, Sullivan kicked off his shoes, took two giant steps and plunged into the lake. Seconds ticked by as Green stared at the roiling surface. Tom and Sullivan surfaced about thirty feet from shore, gasping and shaking their heads. Sandy hobbled down from the car, nursing his knee. He watched them dive again, then peeled off his boots.


  “You stay here,” Green snapped.


  “Make me!” Sandy shouted, wading out towards the driver’s side of the sunken car. Soon Green was alone on shore, scanning the surface. Water splashed and churned, then Tom popped up again, sputtering and flaying about. “Help me! Take him!”


  Green cursed his inner city inadequacy. He’d never taken swimming lessons and could count on one hand the number of times he’d been in a lake beyond his waist. Fuck it, the dog paddle will have to do, he thought as he plunged out into the water and tossed the rope to Tom, who was hauling something large and unwieldy. Tom wrestled the loop around Kyle’s torso and together they dragged the unconscious boy to shore. Green checked his airways, then rolled him rapidly onto his stomach and pressed down on his back, forcing the water out of his lungs.


  “I’ll look for blankets,” gasped Tom as he scrambled dripping and shivering up to the car.


  Once Green was satisfied Kyle’s lungs were clear, he rolled him onto his back and began CPR. Mechanically, methodically, he counted, dredging his memory for skills he’d never had to use beyond the classroom.


  Sandy and Sullivan surfaced yet again, splashing and gasping. Sandy screamed to Tom for the rope.


  “Forget it,” Tom shouted from the car. “She’s been down too long.”


  “Throw the fucking rope!” Sandy yelled.


  Tom came back with a blanket and bent to cover Kyle before retrieving the rope and reluctantly helping the two others tow Edna’s inert weight to shore. Once they’d tugged her half out of the water and splayed her body on the muddy ground, Sullivan sprinted up to the cruiser to radio for help. Green heard him asking for two ambulances and as many paramedics as they could muster.


  After what seemed an eternity, he felt Kyle’s chest heave beneath his hands as the boy spasmed in a cough. Green stopped CPR and rolled him on his side, watching through a film of grateful tears as Kyle coughed and retched weakly back to life.


  Sandy was bent over his mother, frantically trying to do CPR. Green gestured to Tom. “Take care of Kyle for me while I help Sandy.”


  “Forget it!” Tom snapped as he cradled Kyle against him gingerly. “Let the bitch die!”


  Sandy whirled on him, tears mingling with the water dripping down his face. “I’m not going to let her fucking die! She’s going to pay!”


  


  It was four in the morning before all the crises had been contained, the charges sorted out, and the proper paperwork completed. Green had refrained from demanding to know why the OPP had taken so long to arrive, and they in kind had not mentioned his multiple violations of procedure that had placed himself, a fellow officer and four civilians in serious jeopardy. The police cruiser was still lodged against the tree at the bottom of the hill, an expense and complication that would thrill Barbara Devine when she assumed her post Monday morning.


  Still, from the brass’s perspective, even though the methods weren’t pretty, the end result would sound good on the morning news. No one had died, and the bad people had been arrested. Edna and Kyle McMartin had been taken to Belleville General Hospital, where Edna had regained consciousness and was already screaming police incompetence, suggesting that prolonged oxygen deprivation had not altered her brain one bit. The cold water was the saving grace, the doctors intoned, but Green suspected it was her stubborn refusal to admit defeat. She would need every ounce of that in the months ahead, if he had any say in the matter.


  After a thorough check-up, a hot meal and a good night’s sleep, Kyle was set to be discharged from hospital in the morning into the care of his grateful but very shaken father. Sandy had been checked over at the medical centre in Madoc and given a clean bill of health, and after some consideration, Green and Sullivan had declined to press charges. Under the circumstances, Sandy had paid dearly enough.


  “I didn’t even know that she knew I was gay,” he said as he and the two detectives waited at the Madoc OPP station for Jeb McMartin to arrive. Sandy paced the reception area, exhausted but too wound up to sit. “She must have found our notes.”


  “Or Derek’s father told her,” Green replied. “He wanted you two stopped as well.”


  “Derek was my first lover. Knowing Mom, she’d think it was all his fault. Her baby, corrupted by a depraved pervert.” He gave a bitter laugh. “Poor mother. Two flawed failures for sons, like some kind of divine punishment. Over the years, she’s kept pushing women on me. What did she think? That I could just switch it off if a good enough woman came along?”


  “Probably.”


  “And Lawrence!” Sandy exclaimed, his emotions flooding out. “Poor innocent Lawrence comes home looking for a little home comfort—after all those years in the asylum for a crime she committed!—and what does he get? His worst nightmare! The witch from hell! You know, she actually showed the church that afternoon, because I was off duck hunting when the client came along. That’s probably when she spotted him.” He clenched his fists, paced faster. “I knew she was a hard woman, but I never believed her heartlessness ran so deep. I hope you can nail her!”


  Green assured him they’d do their best, but privately, once Sandy had left, Sullivan shook his head doubtfully. The two of them slumped wearily over cups of coffee.


  “We don’t have much to nail her on,” Sullivan said. “Even on the attempted murder of Kyle, it’s going to be hard to get past reasonable doubt. She can just say some strange car chased her into the lake. You forgot to turn the goddamn siren on, you know. As for either of the Pettigrew murders, all we have are the confused reports of a couple of boys and one bloody fingerprint that we can’t really link to Derek’s death. Unless forensics gets really lucky with the axe and we can get some usable blood from it to match to the blood on the fingerprint.”


  Axe! Green sat up as a memory leaped into his mind. All pain evaporated. Pulling out his cell phone, he dialled home. The phone rang and rang before Sharon’s groggy voice came through. Belatedly he glanced at his watch. Four a.m.


  “Sorry, honey,” he said. He’d already given her a full report earlier in the night, and he suspected she might have only just managed to fall asleep. “Nothing’s wrong,” he added hastily. “I’m fine, but I have a question to ask Hannah.”


  To her credit, Sharon didn’t protest or demand answers, but simply went to wake his daughter up. There was a long delay, during which Sullivan watched him curiously, before the phone picked up again.


  “What?” came his daughter’s surly voice.


  “Hi, honey, I thought you might like to know Kyle is safe.”


  “I heard. Lucky for you.”


  He felt a flare of anger. No “how are you, Dad? I heard you were in an accident.” How long was she going to make him pay? He glanced at Sullivan, whose children had been all over him when he called, clamouring to know about the chase. But now Sullivan was eyeing him, and his mystified look brought Green back to the issue at hand.


  “I have a question about what Kyle told you in the barn.”


  “I already told you everything.”


  “But you said it was all jumbled up and hard to connect. Did he say anything about the bad person who was chasing the man who died? Did that person have anything in their hand?”


  “What the hell?”


  “Think, honey.”


  “No. He was talking about bells. He said something was too dangerous and he said bad boy and get in trouble and no wood, and fall—”


  “No what?” Green scrambled to make the connections to what the boy might have seen.


  “No wood. He said that several times.”


  Bingo, Green thought, his spirits soaring. In the mind of a >child, what use was an axe with no wood? “Thanks a million, honey! I love you! Go back to bed.”


  He waited until seven o’clock before calling Cunningham, for he wanted the man wide awake. “I’ve got a challenge you’re going to love, Cunny. I want you to make up a life size dummy of Lawrence Pettigrew—same height, same weight distribution—and I want you to take it to the church tower. There’s a rusty old axe in the sanctuary I want you to test for prints. Then I want you to take this dummy up to the top and experiment with pushing it over the edge. Backward, forward, sit it on top, make it jump.”


  Cunningham was laughing. “You want a ring-side seat for this?”


  “Absolutely. I want to see what makes it land on its stomach with its head towards the tower. I’m betting it’s when the dummy’s back is to the wall and someone else pushes its chest back and flips it over the wall.”


  When he’d hung up, Green turned to Sullivan triumphantly. “That’s how we’re going to nail her, Brian!”


  “She’s not strong enough to push him over.”


  “She didn’t have to. She had the axe, and when she came at him, he backed up so far over the wall that he flipped over. Some kid in the square heard him screaming ‘get away, get away’. He was terrified. To him, remembering the last time he’d seen her with an axe, she must have seemed like the devil incarnate.”


  Green could tell from Sullivan’s expression that he didn’t share Green’s optimism, but it didn’t matter. The evidence might be circumstantial, just one small piece in the theory they would lay in front of the jury, but it gave him something to work on. Some hope of exacting a small measure of justice for all the victims in this case.


  Of all those victims, Green was most worried about Tom, whom they had to leave in the custody of the OPP after his clearance by the Medical Centre. Peters would be accompanying him back to Ottawa to face multiple charges, once proper transportation could be arranged. As the final act of his command, Jules seemed hellbent on making sure someone shouldered the blame for the crisis, and right now his sights were set on Tom. Whose shoulders were pretty frail already.


  While Sullivan arranged the loan of an OPP vehicle to get himself and Green back to Ottawa, Green wandered back to the lock-up to give Tom a final word of encouragement. He had to wait five minutes in the interview room before the door opened and Tom shuffled in, his hands cuffed and a grey blanket draped around his shoulders. His eyes were bruised and puffy as if he’d been physically battered, and he barely acknowledged Green as he sank into a chair.


  Green instructed the OPP officer to remove the cuffs and wait outside. Once they were alone, Green pulled out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and laid one on the table.


  “Thought you could use one of these.”


  Tom shrugged. “No smoking allowed.”


  “Take it.”


  Tom massaged his wrist, then picked up the cigarette and stuck it in his mouth. It trembled as Green extended a light.


  “Thanks.”


  Green watched the ravaged man, who barely had the energy for his nicotine fix. Green didn’t know what to say or even why he had come. Just that someone had to come.


  “I’m going to do everything I can, Tom.”


  Tom squinted through smoke. “To nail her?”


  “That too. But I meant to help you.”


  Tom stared at the table a long time, not smoking, not moving. “How was I supposed to know?” he said finally. “I came home, found Lawrence in the shed holding Derek in his arms. Blood all over him, this great fucking axe at his side. I tried to get him away, but he kept saying he had to save Derek from the devil.” He tried to raise his cigarette to his lips, but it dropped from his fingers. Green rescued it and held it while Tom fought a silent war with his pain. “I damn near killed him on the spot, but Mom and Dad came along. He wouldn’t stop screaming. We locked him up, and he screamed the whole night. Mom and Dad fucking tied him up to drive him to Brockville, left Benji and me to clean up the mess.”


  Tom began to tremble all over, his eyes glassy with tears. He blew out a shaky breath and sucked in another. “Oo-h boy. Ain’t never thought about this without a few stiff ones along for the ride. Benji and me were supposed to burn Derek up with the place, but we couldn’t stand the idea. I mean, him curling up like a steak on a barbeque. We laid him out nice in the ground underneath before we burned the shed down.”


  Green struggled to find something rational to say. “Why didn’t someone in the family call the police?”


  “Dad said that wouldn’t bring Derek back, only blow the whole thing up in the papers and all. Said Lawrence was sick and belonged in a hospital. I guess I should’ve fought the old man on that one, but he kept saying it must’ve been some kinda God’s will. Derek’s punishment. I never knew what the hell that meant, till now.”


  Green felt the horror like a physical blow to the stomach, and he fought to draw breath. “Jesus,” was all he managed.


  “Yeah. Jesus. He figured we’d get rid of it all. All the sins, all the ugly little secrets.” Tom took the forgotten cigarette from Green’s fingers and sucked the smoke deep into his lungs. “Benji never did get away from the nightmares. Till he took the only way out he could think of. And Lawrence... Fuck, look what we did to that poor kid. He could’ve had some kind of life, with the drugs there are now and us sticking by him.”


  Green regained his professional footing with an effort. “He didn’t have a bad life in St. Lawrence, Tom. He did have a family of sorts.”


  Tom didn’t seem to hear. He twirled the cigarette in his hand. “I was so mean to him when he was a kid. He was a nice little kid, kinda cute, you know? But he should’ve been protected, like Kyle. But you can’t go back, eh? Even the old cottage ain’t the same no more.” He shrugged as if disappointment was second nature to him. “Me and Robbie figured we’d bury him out in the village in that little graveyard by the church. Can’t think of much else I can do to make it up to him.”


  It was a nice idea, Green told him, to give him something to hold on to in the days ahead. After the OPP officer led Tom back to his cell, Green sat alone in the interview room for almost five minutes, gathering the courage to get up.


  On the long drive back into the city, the two detectives picked over the case in a desultory fashion, trying to gain their own sense of equilibrium with the events of the past few days. But their hearts weren’t in it, their bodies ached and their minds were too foggy for creative thought. Finally Green tilted his seat back and shut his eyes, profoundly weary. Even with two strong painkillers, every muscle in his body ached, and his bandaged hands throbbed.


  “Jesus, what a night,” he murmured. “I’m getting too soft for this kind of thing.”


  Sullivan glanced at him. “You violated just about every rule in the book, you know. Luckily, they’ll never know the half of them.”


  Green opened his eyes. Smiled. There was a ring of the old warmth in Sullivan’s tone, from the days when they were partners. “And luckily, you were right there to fix them, eh?”


  Sullivan nodded. Flicked his signal casually and pulled out to pass a tractor. “I might have to stay in CID just to keep you from getting killed.”


  Green didn’t reply. Didn’t dare jinx it. He let the painkillers wash over him, and the next thing he knew, Sullivan had pulled into the driveway of his Highland Park home. Sharon folded him into her arms, led him straight upstairs and settled him in bed with a hot cup of tea.


  “I see the house is still standing,” he murmured as he sank into the pillows.


  “Yes, but Bob’s working on it.” She chuckled as she closed the blinds against the midday sun. “Do you want to sleep?”


  He reached his bandaged hand to hers. “Stay with me while I have the tea.”


  She snuggled in beside him and laid her head on his shoulder. “What an incredible story. Look at how many lives that woman ruined.”


  “Not just her. All the parents.” Anger knotted his stomach. “There’s no way to get back all those lost years or stolen lives. But at least we got her, and maybe that will help the survivors get their lives back on track.”


  “I keep thinking about Tom,” she said. “In a crunch, he came through and saved Kyle’s life. Maybe the first time he’s ever done something right.”


  He nodded. “Probably surprised himself.”


  She traced her fingers down his arm. “I don’t suppose there’s any way you can persuade Jules not to press charges on all those violations he racked up.”


  “Officer’s discretion?” He gave a wan smile. “I’ll be working on it. But even with Jules or Devine’s blessing, I won’t have the power to make everything disappear. I can probably avoid a kidnapping charge, because it seems clear he didn’t know Kyle was in the truck. Plus he took good care of him once he found him. We may even be able to drop the vehicular theft. I don’t imagine Edna McMartin will be making much noise.”


  “And her husband is probably grateful Tom saved his son’s life.”


  Green sighed. “But the media and Jacques Boisvert would crucify me if I tried to drop the assault on Isabelle. I mean, bashing nice ladies on the head is a no-no, no matter how you spin it. Besides, Tom has to learn that even though you don’t get dealt a fair hand in life, you can always try to tip the balance in your favour by doing what’s right.”


  “Maybe he’s made his first small step in that direction.” She snuggled closer and wrapped her arms around his waist. “I wonder if he’ll move back up here when he gets out. I’d kind of like at least one happy ending to come out of this.”


  “Happy ending?”


  “For him and Robbie. Maybe they’ll buy back the farm from that obnoxious Boisvert guy and start over again. You never know.”


  Green remembered the care with which Tom kept Kyle warm on the beach, the crushing regret he’d finally faced up to at the Madoc jail. For the first time, Green felt a little hope. Well, you never know.


  He set down his tea and slipped his bandaged arms around her. Her skin felt soft against his and the warmth of her body sent a yearning through him that eclipsed pain and fatigue. He tilted her chin and kissed her.


  “Where’s Tony?” he whispered.


  “Down the street at Jesse’s. I asked if they could play.”


  “Clever woman.” He kissed her again, revelling in her delicious taste and in the tingling softness of her tongue. Just as he was groping beneath the sheets for flesh, the door slammed and footsteps mounted the stairs. Hannah’s head appeared in the doorway.


  “Oh. You’re back.” Deadpan Hannah.


  He disentangled himself and arranged a hasty smile on his face. “Hi, honey. Thanks for your help this morning. It might make the difference to our convicting her.”


  “Oh, gee,” she said. “And that’ll make up for twenty years of heartbreak in a flash.”


  “Nothing will. But—” He trailed off, for her head had disappeared and the only sound he heard was the soft closing of her door. He eyed the empty doorway with a pang of sadness. “Tough cookie, that one. She’s making me pay.”


  “Well, you know, Green,” Sharon replied. “Speaking of happy endings, teenage daughters don’t come cheap.”


  

  
    
      
    
  


  Honour Among Men


  ONE


  November 2 1992, Annapolis Royal, Nova Scotia.


  Today I finally did it. Put my name in for a peacekeeping tour overseas. Danny’s been bugging me for weeks to volunteer so we could go together. Do our part for peace and see the world. Easy for him to say. For him, our reserve unit is the most exciting thing in his life, but for me it’s just a way of making money to pay for college.


  “There’s more to the world than sheep farms,” says Danny. “You never even been outside of Antigonish County!” Which is unfair. I went over to Prince Edward Island only last month to check out their vet school. I don’t want to end up like Dad, working fifteen-hour days in the barns and up to his eyeballs in manure and debt.


  Anyway it’s the animals I like. The new lambs you help into the world, the old dog at your side no matter what. But the cost of vet school blew me away. Even if I get in—and that’s a big if—I’d be up to my own eyeballs in debt before I’m through. That was what did it. I looked at the sign-up forms, did the math, and figured by the end of the six month tour, I’d have enough money to pay for vet school and maybe even marry Kit. And Dad’s proud of me that I’m going off to work for peace.


  Kit is another story. Tryouts are in less than a month. There are probably thousands of reservists trying to get in, so my chances are slim, but if I pass the screening, I ship out right after New Years. What do I tell her? Wait for me? What’s six months in the big picture of our lives?


  


  Daylight leaked through the jagged rip in the blind and lit the dust in the tiny room. As it worked its way behind Patti’s closed eyelids, she cursed and rolled over to face the wall. The bed springs shrieked, and her ratty quilt fell off.


  She yanked it back around her, shivering. The goddamn sun was getting up earlier now, but it sure as hell wasn’t bringing any warmth with it. The April wind swept across the top of Citadel Hill and down Gottingen Street to rattle the solitary window of her third floor walk-up. It whistled through the cracks in the aging clapboard and swept down the chimney of the boarded up fireplace. The landlord was on such an economy drive with the heat that even the cockroaches had moved out.


  April 9th. Patti felt a wave of despair. It sapped the strength from her limbs and the breath from her lungs. Ten years. Ten years to the day since Danny died. And look what she was reduced to. No fucking pension, no little house and curlyhaired kid, no respect or sympathy. Just a throw-away life.


  Bitterness rose up on cue, in the familiar dance of feelings that had kept her company these ten lonely years. Sure, she had her job, with its endless days of breathing dry-cleaning fumes and taking crap from bitchy housewives for stains that wouldn’t come out. She had the happy hour gang at the Seaman’s Watch on Friday nights. But it wasn’t supposed to be like this.


  After Danny died, she’d thought things would eventually get better. She’d loved him, but face it, he hadn’t been the easiestguy to get along with at the end, and she’d assumed someone new would come along. She’d expected Danny’s friends to rally around her, help her out, start a fund or something, then maybe one of them would even step up to the plate.


  But the truth was Danny didn’t have any friends. Not by the end. Drinking buddies was all, and she’d learned what they were worth. “Didn’t see nothing, didn’t hear nothing”, never knew a thing that went on that night. They’d melted into the woodwork, leaving her to sort out the whole mess of his life by herself. Even his family had come and gone from town so fast that she’d barely learned their names. They’d brought with them a photo of Danny for the wake. Dressed in his reserves uniform all ready for parade, with his hat on square, his eyes set straight ahead and just the tiniest smile on his playful lips.


  Looking nothing like the Danny he’d become those last months.


  She’d wanted to feel a connection with them, to find a hint of Danny in them, but they were strangers. And after the funeral, they’d gone back to Cape Breton, sad but resigned. Like they’d lost Danny years ago.


  “What about all his things?” Patti had asked on the morning after the wake, as they all slumped over coffee in the Tim Hortons on the way out of town.


  His mother was a stick of a woman with basset eyes and ropes of muscle along her arms. Her eyes drooped further. “Is there much?”


  Patti shook her head. Judging from the way Danny had borrowed off her in the last three months, he hadn’t a penny to his name. When he’d been laid off for the winter, he hadn’t even bothered looking for another job.


  “Then you keep it, dear. I’m sure Danny would have wanted you to have it.”


  Danny didn’t expect to die, she’d wanted to snap back, but she held her tongue. They were all in shock, all bumping around blindly in the dark.


  Truth was, there wasn’t much worth having in his little basement apartment off the harbour. He’d never invited her there, because he said it smelled of booze and piss, so she was surprised by how neat it was. Danny’s last few months had been a mess, but his shoes and clothes were all lined up, his old enamel sink spit-polished and his blanket stretched tight across his bed. Once a soldier, always a soldier. She’d buried her face in his jacket, inhaling his scent of sweat and lemon spice aftershave. Neatly stowed under his bed, she found a kit bag full of books, souvenirs and letters from herself and his mother, all upbeat and cheerful with news from home. There were photos of himself with his company overseas, soldiers grinning ear to ear with their guns and their makeshift bunks.


  For hours she’d sat on his bed, poring over the photos and letters, reading back in time to a Danny she barely remembered. Young, naïve, cocky, setting out on his first grand adventure. Then she’d packed up the bag and brought everything back to her own place, thinking she’d send it on to his family some day, when she could put all this behind her.


  But now, hugging the quilt around her to fend off the cold and the ache inside, she realized that time had never come. Instead, she’d been stuck in limbo, waiting for answers. For justice. Maybe even for a chance at revenge. But against what? Against the big, faceless public bureaucracy that had robbed Danny of his life? Or against an enemy much more specific. With a face, surely a name...


  Something thumped against the front door at the bottom of the stairs. A dog barked. She rolled over, opened one eye, and squinted at the clock. Seven-twenty. The kid from downthe street had just delivered the Halifax Sunday Herald, and if she didn’t hurry, the asshole from downstairs would steal it so he could read the comics. It was her one pleasure on a Sunday morning, when she didn’t have to rush to work. When she could brew a proper cup of tea, snuggle up in bed, and check her weekly horoscope to see if her luck had changed. She pulled Danny’s old jacket over her pyjamas for the trip down the chilly staircase to the front door. The door on the landing opposite was just opening when she snatched up the paper. It slammed in her wake as she dashed back upstairs.


  The headlines were the usual crap. Another suicide bombing in the Middle East, another refugee crisis in Africa, more hype from Ottawa about still another useless election campaign. She tossed the paper down on the table in disgust. Why should anyone even bother to vote? The world was going to shit, and there wasn’t a fucking thing the little guy could do about it. Danny was right about that.


  She made her tea, opened her package of half-priced cinnamon buns, and paged through the paper in search of her horoscope. She didn’t know why she bothered. It was all lies too. Lies and contradictions. Yet for one brief moment, facing a brand new day, sometimes it gave her hope.


  A moment later she stopped, her eyes riveted to page 10. She read, reread, until deep inside a flicker of triumph began to grow. Maybe this time her luck was about to change, she thought, as she shoved aside the paper and headed for her closet.


  TWO


  It was past midnight when Twiggy squeezed her bulk through the gap in the bushes and slithered down the slope towards the darkened gully, guided more by feel than by sight. Three days’ worth of old newspapers were tucked under one pudgy arm, and a battered garbage bag dragged along behind her. She held her bottle tight in her hand, but most of the rum was already singing through her veins. The soggy ground was slippery, but at least the ice had melted, and below her she saw the black water glisten in the aqueduct as it drifted slowly towards the old pumphouse.


  Twiggy felt laughter bubble up inside her. April was her favourite time of year, when the squirrels and the leaf buds began to appear again. When the sun warmed the frozen ground and beat down on her secret hideout. After six years on the streets of Ottawa, she knew all the best spots — the ledges under the bridges, the back doors and vents of the indoor parking garages, the window wells of old office buildings. And best of all, this hidden sliver of trees and water running through the city core almost within sight of Parliament Hill. Cars whizzed by on the roads up above, but only a few regulars knew the old aqueduct existed beneath the canopy of trees. Twiggy had hoped it would stay that way, but every year the bulldozers and backhoes ripping up the Lebreton Flats rumbled ever closer to this little corner of history.


  She’d had enough of her fellow man after a winter of stinky, crowded shelters, noisy drunks, paranoid psychos and ridiculous rules. She’d been waiting all month for the moment when she could finally return to her cubbyhole near the water’s edge, spread out her belongings in the shelter of the graffiti wall and settle in for the summer. Her living room, she called it, complete with wall paintings from the most renowned street artists.


  During the summer months, she had her regular panhandling spot next to the Tim Hortons on Bank Street, just a few blocks away. She had a special deal going with the day manager, who gave her day-old doughnuts and newspapers at the end of each day in return for her not crowding the door and for being polite and respectful to his customers. He said he’d rather have a friendly, middle-aged woman sitting quietly against the wall than a surly, in-yourface punk with piercings and tattoos all over the place. She usually made a pretty good haul during the tourist season.


  Earlier that evening, she’d got a full meal at the Shepherds of Good Hope before linking up with a couple of friends to pool their take and party a little. She’d even had a little snooze in the side doorway of a hotel before some security guard kicked her out. So she was really groggy when she finally stumbled down the ravine toward her favourite spot in the shelter of the graffiti wall. The moon was high, and the looming silhouette of a steam shovel shimmered in her vision like a massive insect ready to scoop up her private paradise. So close now! Above the gurgle of the water, there was no sound. No giggles of stoned teenagers, no grunts of hurried sex or wails of homesick drunks.


  Twiggy wavered dreamily along the stone embankment until her foot hit something solid, pitching her forward onto her face. Her fingers encountered hair. Masses of long, tangled curls and cool, doughy flesh. She jerked back in panic and groped the length of the body, feeling high boots and denim stretched tight over a boney ass.


  Some little whore had passed out cold, half dangling in the water.


  “Lucky the little bitch didn’t fall in,” Twiggy muttered, staggering to her hands and knees. She tried to drag the girl farther from the water, but in the end could only budge her a few inches. In disgust, she hauled her garbage bag up to the shelter of the wall, shoved the wad of newspapers under her and collapsed with a grunt to fall asleep.


  The cold woke her just after dawn. Pale sunlight speckled the ravine, and the morning rush hour was just revving up. Frost had settled onto the ground, and her breath swirled white around her. She curled herself stiffly into a ball, trying to warm up as she gathered her rum-soaked thoughts.


  Jesus, was her first thought. She’d jumped the gun. It was still too fucking cold to be sleeping outdoors. Tonight she’d have to grit her teeth and go back to the women’s shelter. No one in their right mind was out here this early in the spring. No one except...


  A vague recollection fluttered down, like a forgotten leaf from a barren tree. She rolled over and lifted her head to peer at the body by the water. Saw in the daylight that the woman was still there. Blonde and long-legged, but scrawny as a chicken and wearing a man’s old jacket. She was curled on her side with one hand flung out and her face tilted towards the sky. A fine layer of frost had settled on her cheeks and eyelashes, and not even the faintest puff of white mist drifted between her parted lips.


  


  Inspector Michael Green eased the clutch out and inched his car eastward in the bumper to bumper morning traffic along Albert Street. Up ahead, the light at Booth Street turned red yet again. A long line of buses snaked along the transitway, waiting to turn left onto Albert Street. Green craned his neck to search for any signs of obstruction and spotted flashing red lights through the brush on the north side of the street.


  As he drew closer, he saw a uniformed police officer directing traffic and a police vehicle blocking access to the municipal parking lots on the north side, throwing hundreds of downtown commuters into confusion. Lined up on the back street behind the parking lots were four squad cars, two unmarked Malibus, an Ident van, and a black coroner’s van. Just beyond the official vehicles, the land fell away to a scruffy mix of trees, construction fencing and neglected scrubland that surrounded the city’s old aqueduct. The entire parking lot, scrubland and aqueduct were cordoned off with yellow police tape.


  Green hesitated. This was obviously a major incident. The coroner’s van meant there was a body, and the sheer number of officers suggested the cause of death was far from clear. All crimes against persons fell under Green’s command, and even though he had a team of major crimes detectives to handle the frontline fieldwork, he could never quite trust they actually knew what they were doing. Especially since Brian Sullivan, his oldest friend and the backbone of the Major Crimes Squad, was off playing Acting Staff Sergeant in strategic planning, and CID ’s new superintendent Barbara Devine was trying to control every dime and man-hour expended, so that her stats would look good in the annual report.


  At this very moment, in fact, Barbara Devine was probably pacing her colour-coordinated office, tapping her red fingernails on folded arms as she waited for him to show up for his weekly report. That image alone began to shift the scales in favour of checking out the scene. Then he spotted a young woman with a cloud of frizzy red hair and a hideous black and white checked suit clumping down towards the water’s edge.


  The sight of Detective Sue Peters was the final straw.


  He pulled out into the opposing lane and jumped his car up onto the curb, ignoring the outraged looks of the other drivers and thankful for the Subaru’s all wheel drive. He drove along the grassy verge until he reached the parking lot, then clambered out of the car. Logging in with the startled officer guarding the scene, he ducked under the cordon and slithered down the frost-slicked slope. Sue Peters swung on him in surprise. Her green eyes danced irrepressibly. “Good morning, sir!”


  He nodded to the group clustered by the water. “What do we have, Peters?”


  “A body, sir. Looks like a working girl stayed out too late.”


  Green shot her a scowl, bristling at the flippancy in her tone and the haste of her conclusions. The body wasn’t even out of the scene. He prayed someone other than Peters was in charge. “Who’s lead?”


  The dancing eyes faded slightly. She nodded toward the parking lot. “Bob Gibbs. He’s up at the car.”


  “Do we have an ID?”


  “She had no wallet or purse on her, sir. But Gibbsie’s running her specs through the system, and maybe Missing Persons will come up with a match.”


  Green raised his head to scan the scene. As he’d expected,there was no sign of any of the NCOs from Major Crimes. A brawl in one of the Byward Market clubs two nights ago had resulted in the stabbing of two college students in a room full of underage witnesses, who had scattered before the police arrived, tying up a dozen detectives in the search to track them down and leaving enough prints and blood spatters to keep the entire Ident unit poring over their microscopes for a month. There were precious few resources left over for this luckless Jane Doe, and with Barbara Devine clutching the purse strings, Green feared there was little chance of more.


  The one positive was the presence of Sergeant Lou Paquette, an Ident officer who drank too much and whined too much, but who’d lived and breathed forensics for over twenty years. He was crouched by the stone bank, snapping photographs. When he moved aside, Green glimpsed a lanky figure on his knees beside the victim, his wild white mane of hair tumbling into his eyes. Green’s pulse quickened. Dr. Alexander MacPhail was the region’s senior forensic pathologist. What had prompted Gibbs to call in the big guns?


  Green took a quick breath to steel himself before heading over for a closer look. He loved the thrill of the hunt, but quailed at the gut-churning stench and gore of death. Images of splattered brains and amputated body parts crowded his subconscious, clamouring for memory whenever he approached another death. Three years behind a desk had not improved his defences either.


  To his relief, the victim looked almost peaceful curled upon her side on the cold stone bank. Her eyes were half shut,and she had no apparent marks on her. A working girl, Peters had concluded, but at first glance Green didn’t think so. She looked thin and sick, as if she’d taken a beating from life, but her clothing had been chosen for warmth rather than titillation, and her porcelain-white face had not a trace of make-up. Crow’s feet were beginning to tug at the corners of her eyes and her matted blonde hair was shot with grey.


  MacPhail was bent over her, inspecting her face with a powerful flashlight.


  Green crouched as close as he dared. “What can you tell me?”


  MacPhail cast him only the briefest glance of surprise.“This is an interesting one, laddie,” he announced in his customary Scottish boom. Green had never known the man to whisper, even in the presence of the most heart-wrenching death. MacPhail waved his beam. “See the colouring on this side of her face?”


  Green forced himself to study the woman’s face carefully.Where the frost had melted, beads of moisture clung to her lashes and to the down on her cheeks. But beneath the waxy pallor of death, he saw what MacPhail meant. Faint red blotches discoloured one side of her face.


  “She’s been moved some time after death,” he said.


  “Aye. Now the lass who found her..." MacPhail cocked a brow towards a group of people clustered at the base of the graffiti wall. In the middle sat a familiar figure with a mop of stringy grey hair and a paramedic’s blanket draped around her massive frame. Calling her a lass seemed a stretch. Nonetheless, MacPhail continued with no trace of irony.


  “She says she tripped on her last night in the dark.”


  “That would be enough to dislodge her, certainly.”Considering the weight differential, Green thought.


  “Aye.” The pathologist’s blue eyes twinkled briefly. “But not to roll her over. I’ll know more when I can check the lividity in the rest of the body. However, my considered opinion, based on having seen a few corpses in my day, is that she was dumped.”Green glanced at MacPhail sharply.


  The pathologist madeno attempt to suppress the broad smile that cracked his features. So that was why Bob Gibbs had called in the big guns. Sharp boy, Green thought with a twinge of pride. “So we’re talking what?” he said. “Murder?”


  “Or a simple cover-up. She could have OD’d, and her friends didn’t want the police snooping around their hang-out, so they brought her out here. Pretty isolated this time of year.”


  Green glanced around at the surroundings. MacPhail had a point. Lebreton Flats had boasted a colourful history of sex and wild times since the years when fur traders and lumbermen first ran their goods down the Ottawa River in the late 1700s. But in the past fifty years, the area, which sat virtually in the shadow of Parliament Hill and constituted some of the choicest urban real estate in the country, had gone to seed while politicians and bureaucrats bickered about what to do with it.


  During that time, street people and squatters had filtered in, bringing sex, drugs and booze to the decrepit shores of the abandoned aqueduct. Recently, though, construction had begun to clean up the Flats for fancy condos and museums,and now the Flats were crisscrossed with construction fencing.Heavy machinery sat idle amid piles of dirt, and in the middle sat the old stone pumphouse through which the aqueduct ran.But above the pumphouse, tucked in below an old wall and invisible from the street, a little pocket of trees still formed a natural hangout. In summers past, the area had been popular with transients and street artists, who had painted the wall with huge, colourful images. At this time of year, however,with the ice barely gone from the shoreline, the street trade would be nonexistent. Whoever brought the woman here had probably hoped she’d go undiscovered for days.


  “Can you give me a preliminary cause of death?”


  MacPhail shone his flashlight at the victim’s nose andmouth. Pinpoints of red dotted her eyelids and some water clung to her upper lip and the corners of her mouth.


  “Drowning?” Green ventured. MacPhail frowned as he probed the woman’s neck. His tone was distracted. “Possibly. I need to get her on the table to be sure. Paquette’s taking samples of the water to compare with her lungs, and I’ll need a thorough tox screen. From the looks of her, I’d say she hasn’t been putting too many healthy things into her body for the last while.”


  Green studied the woman’s clothing. Her long, narrow feet were encased in a pair of worn leather boots, and her faded jeans fit neatly over her thin hips, as if they’d been made forher. Only the jacket, a man’s khaki parka which hung down over her fingertips, looked out of place.


  “I guess she probably picked up that jacket from one of the missions. Or traded another one for it.”


  MacPhail was bagging the hands and he barely paused to glance at it. “That’s military issue for both men and women.”


  Green perked up. A lead. “Any idea what regiment?”


  MacPhail moved the hood aside. “No sign of a regimental insignia, but it’s standard army. Mind you, it’s known some years. It could have been passed around like a paper bag at a temperance rally, so it’s pretty cold as trails go.”


  “Still, it’s a trail.” Green turned to find Sue Peters at his elbow, clipboard in hand.


  “You want me to contact the military, sir? See if they have a soldier gone AWOL from CFB Ottawa?”


  “No.” Green scrambled for a safer assignment to occupy her. With only a few months of Major Crimes under her belt,Peters still had all the subtlety of a charging rhino, and Green shuddered at the thought of the military in her sights.Spotting Paquette, he gestured towards him. “As soon as Ident gets a good photo of the deceased, start showing it around on the streets, including the shelters, Byward Market and the Rideau Centre. Someone should have seen her.”


  “Do you want me to ask about pimps too, sir?”


  Green bit his tongue. Jeez, she was going to screw up even that. “Stick with the victim, Peters. Find someone who’s seen her, or knows who she’s been associating with.”


  “Who should I report to? I mean...are you running thecase?”


  Green hesitated. As he stood at the edge of the crime scene,breathing in the scent of excitement and the urgency of death,watching the ident officer combing the grounds and the pathologist circling the victim, he felt the old passion for the hunt. People suffered, people died, and all he’d ever wanted to do was to track down the tormenters and bring them to account. Nothing thrilled him as much as making the bad guys pay. But now, in the larger, amalgamated police service,he was a middle-management bureaucrat, trapped between the field officers who wrestled with flesh and blood suffering and the senior officers, whose main battlefield was the committee rooms and ledgers of Elgin Street Headquarters.He’d stopped off here because he couldn’t resist the call of the field, but he belonged, even at this moment, in Barbara Devine’s office.


  Yet there were elements in the case that could use an inspector’s touch. He dredged up his best bureaucratese. “Not directly. It’s Gibbs's case. He’ll keep me apprised.”


  MacPhail straightened as he watched the redhead bound eagerly towards the road. Merriment shone in his eyes. “Not directly? You’ll be getting your nose indirectly in, then?” Green laughed. “Well, inquiries with the military can be delicate. Those army guys love their ranks.”


  


  January 15, 1993. Winnipeg, Manitoba.


  Man, it’s cold out here. The wind whips off the prairie like a nor’easter coming off the sound, so cold we can hardly do manoeuvres. We’re mostly doing weapons training and PT, and the sergeant major’s working us so hard my legs feel like they’re going to fall off. He says we only got two months to get in shape, and there’s going to be some of us won’t make the cut. There are guys here from all across the country, a lot of them weekend warriors like me, really excited to be on their first tour. My platoon commander’s a captain from the Princess Pat regulars who they call the Hammer, because he comes down hard if you mess up. They put Danny and me in the same platoon, but we’re in different sections so we won’t get to work together much. Your section’s kind of like your family, you rely on them.


  My section commander’s a sergeant from Winnipeg on back to back rotations to Yugoslavia. He’s been telling us horror stories about the shelling and the sniping going on all the time. But that’s mostly in Sarajevo, and we’re going to be escorting convoys and protecting civilians in Croatia, which is a little horseshoe-shaped country that curves through the mountains and down the Adriatic Sea. Maybe Danny and I can go to a Greek island on our leave. Far cry from the North Atlantic. This is our first taste of real action, and I sure hope we both make the cut.


  


  THREE


  Green was already formulating a battle plan for the military as he walked back towards Gibbs’s car, but at the last minute he detoured over to have a quick word with Twiggy. The uniformed officers had obviously decided they had gleaned all the information from her that they could, for they’d left her sitting on the ground by herself. Some thoughtful officer had brought her a cup of hot coffee and a cigarette, which hung from the corner of her mouth. She cradled the coffee and pretended to be engrossed in her paper, but she was rocking slightly as if to soothe herself. At the sight of him, her lips stretched around the cigarette in a jagged but affectionate smile.


  He extended his hand. “How are you doing, Twiggy?”


  She squinted up at him through the smoke. “Well, well, Mr. G,” she said, her voice rattling through the phlegm in her throat. “Been awhile. What is it now? Superintendent? Chief?”


  He feigned horror. “God forbid! Inspector, and that’s as high as I plan to go. I have a fear of heights.”


  She chuckled, thrusting her thick tongue through the gap in her teeth. It seemed to Green that she’d lost a few more since he’d last seen her. “I don’t see your buddy around much any more either. Sully. He retired or something?”


  “Just off on another assignment. And we got a great big city to take care of now, so we don’t get down onto the street as much as we used to.” He eyed the soggy ground beside her. She had spread out some of her newspapers to sit on. Without hesitation, she laid out the one she was reading, and he eased himself gingerly down beside her. The reek of booze and body odour almost made him gag, but he kept his expression friendly.


  “So,” he said gently, “this must have been an unpleasant surprise for you.”


  Twiggy shrugged. Green had known her since she’d first hit the streets, and he knew the reason, yet only a slight wobble in her chin betrayed the pain she must have felt. For Twiggy, like himself, dead bodies stirred up one memory too many.


  “Not the first time,” she said. “Won’t be the last. Some day it’ll be me.”


  He didn’t insult her by arguing. In truth, he was surprised she was still around. She was an alcoholic, a smoker and a diabetic. The only reason her heart and lungs hadn’t collapsed beneath the abuse was that she’d inherited the constitution of an ox. And the bloody-mindedness to match.


  He stuck to the facts. “Did you know the woman?”


  Twiggy’s eyes peered shrewdly through folds of fat. “Didn’t get a good look first time round, and wasn’t about to take another.”


  “Still...did she look familiar?”


  “Like you said, it’s a big city.”


  “But you’ve seen a lot of it.”


  She chuckled. “Not so much recently. My knees don’t like to travel. But she wasn’t from around this part, that much I’ll say.”


  “Did you see her arrive?”


  “She was already here.”


  “Already dead?”


  “Maybe. It was dark, and I didn’t notice.”


  “Was anyone else around here last night?”


  She shifted restlessly, wincing at the stiffness of her joints. “Mr. G, your cops already asked me all this. They took notes up the ying yang. Now I gotta go before I lose the best part of the day.”


  Green pulled his wallet from his inside jacket pocket. “It’s just that sometimes, after the shock wears off, witnesses remember more details.”


  Twiggy’s eyes flicked to his wallet before travelling up the slope towards the buildings on Bronson Avenue. She poked her tongue through her teeth. “I might have seen her earlier. With someone.”


  “Man or woman?”


  She stared into the distance, worrying her teeth with her tongue. “It was just a vague impression. I saw more the jacket than the woman.”


  “When was this? The same night?”


  “Maybe, maybe not. The nights all blur together, you know?”


  “What were they doing together? Did it look like drugs? Soliciting?”


  “I just remember them on a street over there, outside some fancy place.” When she pointed a stubby, yellowed finger towards downtown, Green noticed an oozing sore on the finger where the skin had cracked. “Talking.”


  “Hear anything?”


  She cast him a disdainful look before stubbing out her cigarette and beginning her struggle to rise. Green reached to haul her up, then extracted twenty dollars from his wallet. “Treat yourself to a proper breakfast, and check that finger out at the clinic.” He extended his card with the money. “And Twiggy, you be sure to call me if you remember anything more.”


  A jagged smile lit her doughy face as she plucked the bill from his hand. “Sure thing, Mr. G. My memory’s a funny thing these days.”


  


  Actually, Twiggy’s memory was still remarkably sharp for details that were important to her survival. Such as the whereabouts and activities of all strangers who came into her personally declared sphere of operation.


  She waited till Green had disappeared around the edge of the wall before she made her move. Stuffing her newspapers under her arm and dragging her garbage bag behind her, she struggled up the muddy slope and headed to the seat in the nearby bus shelter. There, shielding her actions from the suspicious eyes of the police officer guarding the scene, she emptied her garbage bag onto the bench beside her. She pawed impatiently through the crumpled bedding and the pile of smelly clothing, picked up a small cardboard box and pried off its lid. Inside were two pairs of homemade bead bracelets and a gold ring now much too small for her swollen fingers. They were remnants of another lifetime, kept only because they were worth more in memories than in cold hard cash.


  She frowned at the inside of the box. Too small. She groped through the clothes for a better hiding place, but everything was damp and stained. As a last resort, almost reluctantly, she picked up the two books that had weighted down the bottom of the garbage bag. One was a paperback picked up at a church rummage sale for 25 cents. If Life’s a Bowl of Cherries, What am I Doing in the Pits?, by Erma Bombeck. Bombeck had been dealt one of life’s crappier hands but had risen to fame and happiness, only to be struck down by a fatal disease at the height of her success. Twiggy had been unable to resist the irony, and indeed, Bombeck’s humour had brought her through many a desolate night.


  But the paperback wasn’t big enough. Not for what she had in mind.


  The second book was a thick hardcover tome with gilt lettering and a splintering spine. The Collected Works of Charles Dickens. Twiggy picked it up and let it fall open naturally to reveal the treasures that lay inside. Two photos, lovingly preserved against the crush of life on the streets. Like the jewellery, they were remnants of another lifetime. Carefully, she tore the newspaper along its crease and folded the page into four. Flipping to a fresh spot, she tucked the small square between the pages of the book.


  Another remnant, valuable not to her past, but perhaps to her future.


  


  After Green left Twiggy, he headed up to speak to Detective Bob Gibbs. He opened the passenger door and slipped in just as the young detective was lifting his coffee cup from its holder. Gibbs started, spilling coffee all down the front of his impeccable white shirt. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he searched for his voice.


  “Sorry about that, Bob,” Green said, rescuing the cup and setting it down. Bob Gibbs had many talents, but a confident disposition was not one of them. Still, in the current state of CID , you had to take the good with the bad. He glanced at the screen on Gibbs’s laptop. “How’s it going?”


  Gibbs found his voice. “It’s still early, sir. How...how did you know...?”


  “I was just driving by. Any luck with missing persons?”


  “It’s no one local, at least recently. But I’ve asked MisPers to check Quebec and Ontario.”


  “There may be a military connection.”


  Gibbs blinked in surprise, and a faint flush crept up his neck. “Are you...should I...?”


  “It’s your case, Bob. I’m heading to the office to meet with Superintendent Devine. But because of the military line of inquiry, I’d like to be kept in the loop.”


  A shout from down by the water interrupted any reply Gibbs might have attempted. Green peered out of the car window and saw an officer gesturing towards the water at the base of the pumphouse wall. Green and Gibbs got out of the car for a better look and saw Lou Paquette striding over towards the spot,cameras bouncing, yelling at them not to touch anything.Without a moment’s hesitation, Gibbs and Green hurried backdown the slope, reaching the scene only seconds after the Ident officer. The young uniformed officer who’d made the discoverywas on his knees, leaning out over the water, oblivious to the damp seeping into his pants. A strange pink mottled object layin about four feet of murky water.


  “I think it’s a purse, sir,” he said. “Looks like it got stuck on the lip of the culvert.”


  Paquette was already chasing everyone away so that he could photograph it. Gibbs and Green waited patiently with the others until he had completed the photos and had fished the purse out into a large plastic pan. Water oozed from it as it gradually deflated. It was large enough to carry a small tank, Green thought, but it was hideous. Something even his wife Sharon, with her practical streak and her sense of humour,would have left on the rack. Shiny black vinyl with big, floppy,pink daisies stuck all over it.


  Paquette pried open the clasp, methodically removed the contents and laid them beside it in the pan. A hat and scarf, two lipsticks, a glasses case, a half-eaten pack of Dentine, half a dozen cheap pens, black gloves, an empty Tupperware container, a hair brush, bits of sodden paper, and three large rocks.


  Paquette hefted these, looking perplexed.


  “Could they have gotten into the purse when it bumped along the bottom?” the young uniform asked.


  Another officer elbowed closer. “The clasp was shut.”


  Green stepped forward and pulled on a glove before picking up one of the stones. It was heavy. Not something a woman would be eager to lug around in her purse. It was grey and irregularly shaped, certainly not chosen for its beauty. He studied the rocky shoreline thoughtfully. Similar grey stones of all sizes poked through the mud.


  “The killer put them in there, hoping to make the purse sink,” he said.


  Paquette’s shrug was non-committal. Green knew the Ident officer was not fond of theories, only of evidence he could lay his hands on. Evidence won cases in court.


  The second officer peered over Paquette’s shoulder at the pan. “Wallet’s missing. Looks like there’s no ID whatsoever. Who’s to say it’s even the Jane Doe’s?”


  Paquette had begun poking in side pockets, removing more soggy bits of paper. At this point, he glanced up. “It’s not been in the water very long. The fabric’s not degraded, the vinyl’s still shiny and the print on these papers is still pretty clear.”


  Green looked at the sixty odd feet between the purse and the body. “It’s hers. The killer took all the ID out, weighted it with rocks, and tossed it into the water, probably hoping the current would carry it farther away. Which was a risk, because he had to know we might find it. He must have thought it was a greater risk to carry it with him.”


  The second officer snorted. “Yeah. Like what guys’s gonna walk down the street carrying that thing?”


  Green turned to give the officer a closer look. Constable Jeffrey Weiss, his tag said. He was dressed in a casual sports jacket with his tie trailing loose and his blond hair curling over his collar. He had high, Slavic cheekbones, and beneath the peak of his jauntily set baseball cap, his blue eyes stared back, almost in challenge. Green had seen that look before. Cocksure and cynical, the mark of a lousy cop. Yet there was an intelligence in the man’s gaze that gave Green pause. An instinct for the job, which could not be taught.


  Green turned back to the purse. “Lou, can you dry out the pieces of paper? Maybe one of them will give us some answers.”


  Paquette gave him a long, exasperated stare. “Gee, I thought I’d just chuck them. I suppose you want these answers like yesterday? When I’ve got a whole scene to process.”


  Green chuckled. “Bob here is in charge of the case. I’m sure you’ll get it to him as soon as you can. After all, it’d be nice to know who she is. It helps the investigation no end.”


  FOUR


  The tragedy of Jane Doe’s death yielded one dubious bonus. When Green finally made his appearance in Barbara Devine’s office, she was so distracted by this new crisis on her turf that she forgot most of the tedious items on her agenda.


  “Three murders in less than a week, Mike! Last year there were eight in the whole year. Ottawa is the laughingstock of the criminal world. While our politicians squabble about funding tulip festivals and light rail projects, the drug lords and the pimps are moving in and setting up shop. What are your drug squads doing? And Vice? Selling tickets to the show?”


  She had shut the door to her third-floor office and closed the blinds on her fabulous view of the turreted museum across the square—sure signs that their meeting was not for the public eye. Or ear. She perched on the edge of her chair, the wings of her black lacquered hair skewering the air, and as she built up steam, her face grew almost as crimson as her nails.


  Green leaned back in his chair with deliberate calm. “It’s too early to classify this as a homicide, Barbara. MacPhail’s doing the autopsy tomorrow. But in any case, there’s nothing to suggest drugs or prostitution.”


  “Then you find it, or wrap this case up before the six o’clock news. If it’s her lunatic husband, nail him before the women’s groups have a field day claiming the streets are not safe. If it’s drugs or vice, I want ammunition so I can go to the Chief for funds. Who’ve you got leading the investigation?”


  “Detective Gibbs.”


  She stared at him in disbelief. “Gibbs is afraid of his own shadow.”


  Green checked his own flare of anger. “The senior guys are all on the Byward Pub murders.” At your insistence, remember, he thought, but kept it to himself. He wanted to escape with as little meddling from her as possible. “Gibbs has nearly three years in Major Crimes, and he knows what he’s doing.”


  “Then I want you checking his every move, as I will yours.”


  It took him half an hour to talk her down sufficiently that she remembered the rest of her agenda, so it was well past noon when Green emerged from her office. He had a splitting headache and a roiling stomach that rebelled at the least thought of food. He paused for an ill-advised cup of coffee before heading to his office.


  He had barely settled down to pry the lid off his coffee when Paquette marched into his office with a plastic evidence bag in his hand. His thick brows were set in their customary frown, but his eyes betrayed a flicker of excitement as he laid the bag down on Green’s desk.


  “Gibbs figured you’d want to see this.”


  Inside the bag was a small ticket stub from VIA Rail. Even though it was faded and creased, Green could clearly see that it had been purchased in Halifax two weeks earlier. Halifax was a good fifteen hundred kilometre, twenty-four hour train ride from Ottawa, not a trip one would make on a whim.


  “I found it in one of the small zippered pockets,” Paquette said. “Our guy obviously didn’t notice the pocket when he cleaned out the purse.”


  It was probably dark, Green thought, and when you’ve just murdered someone, you’re not usually at your sharpest. Thank God for stupid bad guys. He felt his headache fade, and he managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Lou. I appreciate the quick work.”


  Lou nodded grudgingly. “Gibbs said to tell you he’s already on the phone to Halifax Missing Persons.”


  “Excellent. Any other useful papers turn up in the purse?”


  “Shreds of Kleenex, gum wrappers. The woman chewed a lot of gum, maybe trying to quit smoking. Receipts from Pharmaprix and Loeb grocery store, both here in the Vanier area in the last week, but unfortunately all paid with cash.” He turned to head out the door, and paused. “Oh, and a pamphlet from the new Canadian War Museum.”


  Green’s interest quickened. The victim’s jacket had been military. One military connection might have been random, but two connections, however remote, formed a lead. He was just about to call Gibbs when the man himself loped into his office, almost colliding with Paquette on his way out. Gibbs had his notebook open to a page covered in tight, meticulous writing, and he looked so focussed he forgot to be afraid.


  “Halifax MisPers has nothing, but I sent them the DOA ’s photo and description. And Lou said he’d run her prints through AFIS as soon as he gets them at the autopsy tomorrow.”


  Green nodded. Both were appropriate lines of inquiry, but they were still looking for a needle in a haystack. Besides AFIS , the national fingerprint database, the Department of National Defence had its own fingerprint file of all Canadian Forces military personnel, but it was designed to permit identification of casualties in wartime. It would be a stretch to convince DND that the unidentified Jane Doe might qualify as a victim of war.


  But it was worth a try, particularly if it could get the case solved by the six o’clock news.


  More likely, though, Green suspected that his efforts to connect with the military would take closer to a week, and require official request forms in quadruplicate. In the post 9/11 world, no one was more secretive than DND , except the spooks. So he was surprised when his call was returned before the end of the day by a Captain Karl Ulrich from Human Resources at DND headquarters. Green thought the rank fitting, a captain being at about the same level of the food chain as an inspector.


  But the speed of the response did not mean good news. “Our fingerprint files are not searchable,” the Captain intoned, as if reading from cue cards. “Not like AFIS . Even if National Defence could authorize access in this case, we would require the individual’s name and service number in order to locate the file.”


  “And if that information becomes available, what process does the Ottawa Police need to follow to get access?”


  “Well, there’s a form...”


  Of course there’s a form, Green muttered privately after he’d jotted down the procedure and thanked the Captain for his help. Probably the first of many, requiring signatures from the Commissioner of the RCMP , the Prime Minister and the Governor General herself. We’d better hope Gibbs has more luck with the Missing Persons unit of the Halifax police.


  


  February 23, 1993. Fort Ord, California.


  



  Dear Kit... Man, I’m not very good at this diary business. The padre said we should try it, to record one of the greatestexperiences of our lives and maybe help us keep perspective ifthings get tough. But it feels dumb, so I’ve decided to write it as a letter to you, even though I can’t actually mail it. It feelsgood talking to you instead of just myself.It’s been go-go-go since we got down here to do our combattraining. Section attacks, platoon attacks, fighting in built-upareas. It freaked out some of the guys because they thought ourmission was just going to be keeping the peace, but we’retraining on all these guns and practising live-fire simulations.It’s kind of scary because you wonder what you got yourself infor, but, boy—does it ever get the adrenaline going. I’m gettingpretty good with my C -7, and even the general purposemachine gun.The great news is that Danny’s been made 2I C of my sectionbecause the Princess Pats regular master corporal got moved outto man one of the TOWs. These are really cool anti-tank missilesystems that can take out a tank at almost 4000 metres, evenin the dark. The CO says we we’re not supposed to have them,but we’re taking them anyway. The UN doesn’t reallyunderstand what’s happening on the ground, he said, and hewasn’t going to make Canadian Forces into sitting ducks. I’mglad he’ll be in charge when we go over.


  


  It was ten o’clock that evening before Green’s thoughts returned to the case. His wife Sharon was working the evening shift at Rideau Psychiatric Hospital, so the challenge of feeding, bathing, and putting their rambunctious, two and a half year-old son to bed had fallen solely to him. Green spent nearly half an hour snuggled up in bed with him, reading the antics of Robert Munsch and Dr. Seuss, which had Tony bouncing all over the bed, a million miles from sleep. Green tried the warm milk and lullaby routine that Sharon used, but it still took his entire repertoire of lullabies and a back rub before the little boy finally crashed into sleep from pure exhaustion. Green brushed a kiss to his tousled head and slipped off the bed.


  No sooner had Green tiptoed out of his room when the bedroom door opposite cracked open and an elfin face peered out. The pulse of rock music escaped the room.


  “Shh-h!” Green whispered urgently.


  “What’s for dinner?”


  “And hello to you too.”


  Hannah rolled her eyes. She was barely five feet tall and had a delicate, heart-shaped face that radiated innocence. That illusion had allowed her to get away with everything short of murder in the first sixteen years of her life, after which her mother, Green’s first wife, had thrown up her hands and shipped her across the country to live with her father. In the beginning, Green and Hannah had been complete strangers, but Hannah had been living with them for over nine months now, and at least now she occasionally spoke to him of her own free will. Even if it was only when she wanted something.


  “I picked up cheese blintzes from the Bagelshop,” he added.


  She sighed. “Figures.”


  He’d learned the hard way to ignore the bait. The reality was, she had her father’s unerring instinct for hidden truths, and it had taken her no time to notice that, in his forty-plus years, he had learned very little about the workings of a kitchen. Deli take-outs had served him well in his ten years between wives, and at the end of a long day he rarely had the desire or energy for culinary creativity.


  Feigning nonchalance, he headed downstairs. “They’re in a bag on the counter. How about heating them up while I walk the dog.”


  Modo, their massive Humane Society refugee, was sprawled the length of the living room with her head by Sharon’s chair, snoring blissfully and showing no inclination for a walk. After repeated calling, she hauled herself up and lumbered over to the door.


  Modo was Sharon’s dog, and like Tony, she only accepted Green’s clumsy care-giving when Sharon was not around. Even so, she left the house reluctantly and paused often to look anxiously back towards the house while they made their tour around the block. Green returned home feeling thoroughly inadequate. The fragrance of cheese blintzes and butter cheered him considerably. He found Hannah in the kitchen, chatting on her cellphone and brandishing a spatula over a frying pan.


  “I suppose you want salad too,” she said.


  “That would be nice.”


  “Honestly, Mike,” she muttered, and returned her attention to her cellphone.


  He walked up to her and planted a kiss on her blue, curly topped head. Quickly, before she could duck away. A murmured thanks was as mushy as he dared.


  He set the kitchen table for two, but once Hannah had spooned the food onto two plates, she picked up hers and headed into the living room to turn on the TV . Green opened his mouth to protest, but when the sounds of yet another Simpsons rerun filled the room, he gave up in defeat. She would only have sat opposite him in silence anyway, oozing resentment.


  Instead he read the paper while he ate, then fed the dog and cleaned up the kitchen. Weariness began to steal into his bones. What was he coming to, when by ten in the evening he was ready to crawl into bed? He stuck his head into the living room.


  “Want some tea?”


  Hannah glanced at him, and he could see the ambivalence play across her face. Why was every single move between them like an elaborate dance, with him bumbling around to learn the steps?


  She shrugged. “As long as you don’t make it too strong, like Sharon’s.”


  Under Sharon’s exacting tutelage, Green had learned to make her version of a perfect cup of tea. He diluted it by half and carried two cups into the living room. The TV was on, but to his surprise Hannah was sitting on the floor surrounded by schoolwork. She didn’t move when he placed her cup at her side. She was actually on track to pass all her courses this semester, a feat she’d never accomplished in the years of living with her mother. He stood over her, wondering if it was safe to comment. Finally, she looked up at him and, to his amazement, flashed a mischievous smile.


  “Thanks, Mike,” she said, then picked up her cup and book, and disappeared upstairs.


  He sank onto the sofa, propped his feet on the coffee table, and closed his eyes, too tired to figure her out. Brian Sullivan’s advice rang in his ears. “If you love the kid, that’s going to show.” Sullivan was raising three teenagers and had been giving Green a crash course in raising his own these past few months.


  God, he missed Sullivan. He could barely remember a time when the big Irish lunk hadn’t been right at his side, trading theories, sharing rants and dishing out his home-spun wisdom. Full of disillusionment and self-doubt, Sullivan had gone off to another department in search of that elusive promotion. Major Crimes was mostly newcomers now, none of whom remembered the old days on the streets. Or remembered Twiggy as anyone more than a fat old lady who stuck her cup in your face. And who was on a slow, deliberate march towards death.


  He sat on the sofa, letting the chatter of the CBC National News wash over him. Campaign trail rhetoric, media overkill, yet another poll showing the Liberals trailing the Conservatives by a slim margin. Panic had not yet taken over the Liberal camp, but the mudslinging and cheap promises had ratcheted up a notch. Green tuned it out in disgust. He felt lonely, lost in recollections about Twiggy, and hoping Sharon would be home soon. But long before she arrived, he was fast asleep.


  FIVE


  With three murders on the go, an inexperienced staff sergeant in Major Crimes, and a superintendent snapping at his heels, Green was anxious to get an early start the next morning. He left Sharon to contend with the household and picked up a bagel and coffee from Vince’s Bagelshop on his way to the police station. When he arrived, however, Staff Sergeant Larocque was already out in the field, as was Bob Gibbs. But Sue Peters was parked outside his office, wearing yet another hideous suit, this one bright pink, perhaps to flatter her fire engine hair. Recently one of the female detectives had tried to encourage a more restrained palette, the result being the black and white checkerboard she’d worn yesterday.


  Normally, Green never paid the least attention to fashion, his own or others. He ran a perfunctory comb through his floppy brown hair once a day, but only got it cut when it began to seriously impede his vision. His slight, five foot-ten frame fit passably into a size 38 regular straight off the sales rack of the nearest chain store. Departmental dress code required that he wear a suit and tie, so he tried to wear one that had a minimum of stains and odours. The suits were always grey, which hid the dirt well and required no colour coordination expertise whatsoever. His male colleagues, and many of the females as well, seemed to agree that, in a job where you’re likely to get puked and spat on, grey polyester was the way to go.


  But Peters was oblivious. Standing by his closed office door with her notebook clutched to her chest, she was a beacon all the way down the hall. As he approached, her face lit.


  “Gibbsie’s tied up at the autopsy this morning, sir, so I thought I should report to you.”


  It was ridiculously outside departmental protocol, but Green’s curiosity won out. Balancing his bagel on his coffee, he unlocked his tiny alcove office and ushered her in. Without waiting for an invitation, she flounced into the guest chair and plunked her notebook on the desk. Green saw page after page of large, clumsy scrawl.


  “Do you have a summary report, Detective?” he cut in just as she drew breath to begin.


  She hesitated. “Not yet, sir, but I thought you should know what I’ve done, so you can give me my next assignment.”


  “Can you give me just the highlights then? I don’t need a blow by blow.”


  She pouted. “Our Jane Doe didn’t go to any of the shelters.”


  He wondered how much he could trust that information, given Peters’ sledgehammer interview style. “At least as far as the shelters remember.”


  “They’d have remembered the purse, sir. I took a picture of it with me. And she didn’t frequent any of the known street hangouts either.” Peters listed them off. It was an impressively thorough list.


  When he said as much, she beamed. “All right,” he said. “Next I want you to check the train station staff, especially—“


  “I already did. Last night, and again just now to catch the morning shift. One of the porters this morning remembered the purse. Our Jane Doe came in on the Montreal train a couple of weeks ago, she didn’t want any help with her bags—”


  “Bags? Plural?”


  “One other suitcase. More like a duffel bag. He remembers she asked him how to get to an address in Vanier. She didn’t want a cab, so he gave her directions for the bus.”


  “What address in Vanier?”


  “He couldn’t remember. He figured she had family or friends there.”


  Green digested this information with surprise. Not only had Peters used her initiative and tracked down a very useful lead, but she must have been up well before dawn to do so, if she’d slept at all. He felt a twinge of shame.


  “Very good, Peters. Put it all in your report and...have you had breakfast?”


  “Yes, sir. At the train station while I talked to the porter. I bought him a cup of coffee.”


  “Good. After you finish your report, I want you to return to the train station. Take a street map and buy the porter lunch. Read him every street in Vanier, and we’ll see if we can jog his memory.”


  She gave a broad smile as she slapped her notebook shut. “That’s what I thought, sir. I’ve already asked him his lunch hour. Will you tell Gibbsie where I’ve gone?”


  He let the nickname pass as he watched her leave. She’d no sooner clumped into the elevator than Green caught a movement in the squad room, and he looked up to see Bob Gibbs’s gangly form striding through the desks towards his office, clearly a man on a mission. Green’s hopes quickened. Could it be that this unlikely pair was going to crack this case all by themselves?


  When Gibbs had crowded into Green’s tiny office, the unmistakable odour of death and disinfectant permeated the air. Green had been about to close the door but thought better of it.


  “You’ve come from the autopsy.”


  Gibbs folded his lanky frame into the guest chair and nodded with alacrity. Green was pleased to see that he was flushed a healthy pink rather than sickly green. The young detective had only attended a couple of autopsies, but this was another sign that he was coming into his own. He didn’t even bother to consult his notes.


  “It was murder, sir. Without a doubt. There were big bruises around her neck and some abrasions on her arms and legs which MacPhail thinks are consistent with her thrashing about during a struggle.”


  “Did she drown?”


  “No, sir. Death was asphyxia due to manual strangulation. There was no water in her lungs and stomach, but several of the vertebrae in her neck were crushed.”


  Green visualized the scene. The victim was not a small woman, and she had obviously been conscious and resisting during the assault. It would have taken a powerful and ruthless assailant to hold her down long enough to kill her. “What else did MacPhail find?”


  Here Gibbs consulted his meticulous notes and began to read them off. “Victim is 167 centimetres in height, 49 kilograms in weight, estimated age between thirty and forty years, eyes blue, natural hair colour blonde turning grey. Poorly nourished and a heavy smoker and drinker, but no signs of other drug use. No tattoos, scars, or other distinguishing marks. Internal exam reveals a healthy subject except for early signs of lung and liver damage. Contents of the stomach negative for food, but there were traces of scotch. Blood alcohol at time of death was .04.” “Which is probably just one drink. What did he say about time of death?”


  “He was sticking by his earlier estimate. Based on ambient air temperature, body temp, frost in the ground and her early stages of rigor mortis, he estimated she’d been dead five to nine hours.”


  Green did a rapid calculation. “So she was killed between eleven last night and three this morning.”


  Gibbs nodded.


  “After consuming one scotch.” Green’s thoughts began to roam afield, making connections. The victim was thin and sickly, but even weak people put up tremendous resistance when they’re fighting for their life. Her killer would have had to be strong and determined, and he or she—more likely he— would probably have taken some hits during the struggle. Although the victim hadn’t been dressed to impress, the timing of the murder, the consumption of the single scotch, and the brute violence of the crime suggested a date gone bad. Pure speculation at this point, but a direction to pursue.


  “Anything under the fingernails?” he asked.


  “Some fibres and dirt, sir. I took it all over to the RCMP lab.”


  “Any signs of sexual assault or activity?”


  Gibbs shook his head. “But there was one other thing. She’d borne a child, quite a few years ago.”


  Green had jotted down some notes on his notepad, and he sat tapping his pen as he pondered their next move. Until they knew who the woman was, it was difficult to investigate her close associates and to track her recent movements. As he weighed ideas, he became aware of the silence that had fallen and of Gibbs’s anxious eyes upon him.


  “Sir? Now that it’s a confirmed homicide, are you g-going to assign the case to one of the sergeants?”


  Green considered his options. They were few. He had one sergeant on holiday and another tied up full-time on the Byward murders, which continued to draw media attention and to jam the phones with calls. The third had far less experience than Gibbs in homicide cases. Besides, Barbara Devine had told him to watch Gibbs’s every move, which gave him an excuse to be back in the field again.


  “Not at all, Bob,” he said. “I want you to get back onto the Halifax police with these new details about the Jane Doe, and tell them it’s now a priority one homicide case.”


  


  Far to the south, fog banked up over the ocean, but overhead the sky was blue and sunlight dazzled the whitecaps in Halifax Harbour. Sergeant Kate McGrath stood at the window of her Dartmouth condo, sipping her coffee and staring out over the shipyard into the harbour beyond. From her earliest childhood memory, the ocean always had the power to awe her. Chunks of pack ice still bobbed in the distance, but in the shelter of the inner harbour, the first brave sailboats were already dancing on the brisk spring breeze.


  She finished her coffee, changed into her spandex running suit, and pulled her Gore-tex jacket on top. Even though it was sunny, she knew the wind and salt spray of the ferry ride would chill her to the bone before she was halfway across.


  The two-kilometre run from her condo to the ferry terminal was barely enough to get her endorphins flowing, but when she stepped aboard and headed for her favourite spot at the upper bow, a sense of peace spread through her. The engine thrummed, the waves slapped against the hull, and in front of her, the City of Halifax rose steeply in a jumble of brick buildings and narrow streets towards the historic stone citadel at its crown.


  She’d been right to move here after Sean’s death. Not back to the craggy beauty of the Newfoundland coast where she’d been raised, but to this gentler, lusher landscape, where pain and privation weren’t etched so deeply into the soul. Sean had been blasted through the front door of a farmhouse by a shotgun during a routine domestic dispute call, ending her marriage barely a year after their honeymoon. The waterfront condo had cost her almost all his insurance settlement from the Truro Police, but it had been worth it. After twelve years here, the pain of his death had been worn smooth and soft.


  When the ferry docked on the Halifax side, she began the serious leg of her run, almost straight up the hillside from the boardwalk to the base of the citadel, where the sleek new headquarters of the Halifax Regional Police sprawled over an entire city block. She was always one of the first to arrive for her shift, which gave her plenty of time to shower, change and grab a snack before afternoon parade.


  Today she had to fight a fierce wind as she ran up Duke Street, so that she was gasping for breath by the time she reached the station. She refused to think it might be age. Thirty-seven was supposed to be the peak of womanhood, not the early stages of decrepitude. She took a long, hot shower, grateful to be alone, and changed into her professional attire. She kept a modest wardrobe of pantsuits and blouses at the station. Simple to clean but presentable if the media or the brass showed up. Only the colours varied.


  This time she selected a navy suit with a pale blue blouse to match her eyes and complement her cropped silver hair. She was feeling good. The ferry ride in the spring sunshine had been magical, and she was just returning after two days off. She’d never minded her prematurely silver hair, which lent an edge of experience when she was dealing with criminals and colleagues alike. She was an outport girl from a Newfoundland fishing cove who’d grown up in a household of salty men, and she thought women needed all the edge they could get.


  After she’d finished dressing, she raked her fingers through her damp hair and headed upstairs to General Investigations. She had a few minutes before her meeting with the day shift sergeant, so she flipped on her computer to check her email. After two days away from her desk, she had dozens of messages. Incident reports, follow-up reports, bulletins, requests and notifications of all kinds. Some were general distribution, others personal.


  She scanned the names and subject lines for messages of high priority or interest. Two messages from the Ottawa Police caught her eye. The first was a general distribution missing persons inquiry about a Jane Doe, and contained a photo and description. The second was directed to Criminal Investigations and was marked priority one pertaining to a homicide investigation. It included a more detailed description of the victim along with a series of autopsy head shots taken from different angles.


  McGrath studied the frontal head shot thoughtfully. The eyes were half shut and the mouth gaped open, making it difficult to picture what the living woman would have looked like. Yet something in the deep set eyes and round face touched a memory. She clicked on the profile shot and looked at the slightly upturned nose and the broad forehead. She frowned at the elusive memory. How many women looked like that? It was an ordinary Celtic face, like so many on the streets of Maritime towns.


  The day shift sergeant was heading towards her, impatient to hand over control. She gestured to the photos on her screen. “Has there been any action on this Ottawa request yet?”


  He glanced at the screen and nodded. “It’s part of uniform parade. The photos are being circulated to patrols, and they’re supposed to ask around and keep their ear to the ground. We also passed it on to the RCMP to cover the rural areas. No one’s had any missing persons reports that match. The Deputy Chief is thinking of making an appeal to the public, broadcast her photo and description.”


  McGrath hesitated. Her backlog of work still beckoned, but if her instincts were correct, this was part of a once-in-alifetime case that had never been solved. “Before he does, I want to check something,” she said. “Let me requisition a file from archives, and then I’ll be right with you.”


  Even with a rush on it, the file took several hours to arrive, giving her time to make a dent in her backlog. She watched as the boxes were unloaded onto the floor by her desk—stacks of statements, reports, warrants and futile leads, all neatly catalogued as she had left them ten years ago in the hope that someday she’d have a reason to come back to them. A new lead, a belated recollection or pang of conscience.


  The memories of the case came back in a rush as she flipped through the pages, scanning the contents. Finally, she came to the photos. Before CD s and digital cameras, everything had been retained on colour Polaroids. There were dozens of photos of the crime scene, the autopsy, and the witnesses—at least those who were still in the bar by the time the first squad car reached the scene.


  McGrath was looking for a single photo of a woman standing arm in arm with a young soldier, and she finally found it near the bottom of the pile. The woman was looking straight into the camera with her head cocked mischievously to the side and a broad smile lighting her face. The young man was sombre, his gaze fixed with purpose as if he knew the heavy responsibility that lay ahead. His features were tense, but at least they were intact, McGrath thought, which was more than could be said for the rest of his photos.


  McGrath picked up the frontal photo from Ottawa and held the two photos side by side. The face of the woman in the earlier photo was younger and fuller, but ten years and a hard life would explain that. The particulars fit. Five-foot-seven, blonde hair, blue eyes. The estimated age fit. Even the last detail, the evidence of an earlier pregnancy, fit too.


  She packed the files back into their boxes, picked up the two photos and went into her staff sergeant’s office. She laid the photos on his desk.


  “What do you think? Could they be the same woman?”


  He turned the earlier photo over to read the back, and his eyebrows shot up. “The Daniel Oliver case?”


  “What do you think?”


  He shrugged. “Anything’s possible. I can’t see it myself, but you were closer to the case. You’re thinking this is the girlfriend?”


  “Patricia Ross. The specs fit.”


  “Yeah, her and half of Nova Scotia’s female population. We’re thinking of releasing a request to the media.”


  McGrath thought fast. The staff sergeant was a fair, experienced officer, but he always aimed for the most efficient route from A to B, and he rarely worried about the emotional fall-out. In the Daniel Oliver case, it was the emotional fallout that haunted her most.


  “Can you hold off for twenty-four hours? Give me a chance to track her down?”


  He frowned. “Ottawa needs answers ASAP . They’re sitting on a homicide, Kate.”


  “But there may be family. Children. You don’t want their dead mother’s face plastered on TV to be their first inkling of the news. Twenty-four hours.”


  He glanced at his watch. It was past four o’clock. “Seven a.m. Take it or leave it.”


  She took it. Dropping all else, she returned to her desk and started to track down the current whereabouts of Patricia Ross. The address in the file proved a dead end. Not only had Patricia moved out years earlier, but the old house itself had been demolished for an office building. A Canada411 search uncovered no Patricia Rosses living in Nova Scotia, but seven P. Rosses in the Halifax area. Calls to all seven were negative. If Patricia Ross still lived in Halifax, she had no phone in her own name. Yet the province had no record of a Patricia Ross registering a marriage at any time in the past ten years.


  Dinner consisted of a donair and a V-8 juice consumed at her desk while she turned to the next phase of her inquiries. Of the dozen witnesses she’d interviewed who claimed to be friends of Daniel Oliver, she was able to reach only four, but none of them had kept in touch with Patricia. Two thought she’d gone to stay with Danny’s folks in Cape Breton, but when McGrath phoned, Danny’s mother said she hadn’t spoken to Patricia since the wake. She didn’t even know if the baby had been born.


  Mrs. Oliver’s tone was high and querulous. “To this day I’ve never forgiven her. It was all her doing, Danny’s troubles. And then after he’d gone, she never even bothered to pick up the phone.” Belatedly her voice dropped. “Why? What’s happened to her?”


  McGrath recalled that the mother’s feelings had been very different ten years earlier. Patricia was to have been her future daughter-in-law, and she and the baby were supposed to make the world of difference in Danny’s life. “I just need to get in touch with her,” McGrath hedged. “If you do hear from her, please ask her to call the Halifax police.”


  There were two other official avenues of inquiry she could pursue in her search, but both the Health Department and Revenue Canada would not be accessible until business hours in the morning. She was just about to give up for the evening when her phone rang. It was one of Daniel Oliver’s old friends, for whom she had left a voice mail message earlier. He had a deep drawl with a hint of Cape Breton in his vowels.


  “I did run into her a year or so ago, and we had a couple of drinks for old times. Never found out where she lived, but she seemed a regular at the Seamen’s Watch. They might know.”


  McGrath glanced at her watch. It was just past eight o’clock—peak time in the Halifax bar scene. She dived for her jacket, clipped her gun and phone onto her belt, and went in search of a partner. The Seamen’s Watch was a well-known sleaze bar on Gottingen Street just a few blocks north of the police station. It attracted a prickly mix of sailors and students, as well as the whores who serviced them and the petty thugs who thought there was money to be made. McGrath knew better than to walk in there alone. She commandeered a beefy young constable who was just coming in to write up a traffic accident. Minor, he said, no injuries. It can wait, she replied and led the way to the car park.


  At nine o’clock on a Tuesday night, the Seaman’s Watch was already crowded. The yeasty stink of beer and sour bodies choked her as they walked in, but she stifled her grimace. A lively, inebriated band was banging out drinking songs at the end of the room, and the audience was singing along. Ignoring the leers, McGrath sought out the bartender and drew him close so that she could shout in his ear. She gave him a vague story about needing to locate Patricia for her own safety. Once he’d deciphered her request, the bartender’s brow furrowed.


  “Yeah, she comes in here regular like, but I haven’t seen her the past couple of weeks.”


  “Do you know where she lives?”


  He hesitated, then glanced at the table nearby, where a group of sailors were roaring lustily. “A few of the lads have taken her home, like, you know, not a regular thing, but from time to time. She’s kind of a sad case, is our Patti.”


  You don’t know the half of it, McGrath thought to herself as she signalled her bodyguard towards the table. Five minutes later, they were back out in the crisp, salty night air, armed with a street name and number. They drove slowly up the street, scanning house numbers until they came upon a tall, narrow clapboard house perched near the top of the hill. It was impossible to be sure of the colour beneath the peeling layers of grime, but McGrath suspected it had once been robin’s egg blue. She rang the top buzzer. It had no name, but the sailors had said she lived on the top floor.


  No answer. McGrath rang again. Still nothing, although she could hear the abrasive buzz reverberate inside. Her sense of foreboding grew.


  It took an hour to locate and summon the landlord to open the apartment door. He was a familiar figure to the police, a low-level drug dealer who laundered his money through several of the less savoury properties in the downtown core. He fumed as he stomped up the stairs to her floor.


  “She’s one of my most reliable tenants. Clean, quiet, always pays on time. Fuck, she better not have done a runner. She knows I need a month’s notice.”


  McGrath didn’t even dignify his whining with a response. As he unlocked the door, she shoved past him into the room. It was almost bare. Only a bed, table and chair, dresser and an ancient TV with rabbit ears. On the bed were neat stacks of old letters, photos and a folded Sunday Herald. In the closet, jackets and pants hung on three forlorn hangers, and the dresser itself was half full of clothes. The cupboard above the sink in the tiny kitchenette still held crockery and pots. McGrath ducked into the bathroom. The shampoo and soap were still by the tub, but her toothbrush was gone. So was her purse.


  Patricia Ross had gone away, but she had intended to come back again.


  McGrath returned to the main room to find the landlord rifling through the Sunday Herald. “Don’t touch that, please!”


  He tossed the papers down sulkily. “Just seeing if she left me a note.”


  The papers fell open to an inside page, half of which had been torn off. McGrath looked at it curiously. Page 10, which was full of local news. She hunted briefly through the rest of the paper, but there was no sign of the missing page. “Did you tear this?”


  He scowled as if affronted. “It’s two weeks old! The kid downstairs probably took it. They fought all the time about that.”


  He could be right, she thought. A torn page didn’t mean much, although it might be interesting to check its contents. “When was the last time you saw her?”


  He scanned the room, then shrugged. “She brought April’s rent to my office three weeks ago.”


  McGrath unfolded the photo of the dead Jane Doe and held it out. “Do you recognize this woman?”


  The landlord glanced at the photo and to his credit, he blanched visibly in the dingy apartment light.


  SIX


  April 6, 1993. Zagreb, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... We’re in the airport waiting for our ground transport, so this is my first glimpse of the country. Zagreb airport looks like any other modern airport. I don’t know what I was expecting—snipers, tanks and big craters in the ground from mortar fire. But there’s nothing but wall to wall peacekeepers in the pouring rain. It’s wet and cold, but everybody’s excited.


  April 10, 1993. Pakrac, Sector West, Croatia.


  We’re at our position now and getting dug in. Our section house is a bombed out farmhouse in the middle of a field. There’s mud everywhere from the winter rains. We’re all pitching in, learning the jobs from the 3 Pats who are leaving. Today I did six hours at the hot dog stand. That’s what they call a checkpoint. It can be boring, you sit there and search each vehicle that comes through, write down the licence plate, who’s in it and where they’re going. Sector West is a UN protected area with a Serb side and a Croat side, and the ceasefire line in between runs right through the Canadian Battalion’s area of responsibility. The CO says they put the Canadians in the toughest spot because we’re the only UN peacekeeping battalion that has the equipment and the training to do the job.


  Anyway, there aren’t supposed to be any weapons inside the UNPA, but both sides are always trying to sneak them in, andit’s our job to stop them. Sometimes we have a translator but a lot of times we just use hand gestures and it can get pretty funny. Us pointing go back and them pointing forward. There’s a Muslim kid Mahir from the nearby village who knows some English, so we use him when he’s free.


  April 15 1993, Sector West, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... The past couple of days we’ve noticed this dog hanging around the woods near the hot dog stand. She looks like a border collie and shepherd mix with sores on her legs and her ribs sticking out. Mahir says she belonged to a Serbian family who abandoned their farm. She was so spooked it took us three days to coax her to come near. Today we got her in the APC and took her back to the section house, and tomorrow we’ll build her a dog house. She’ll probably end up sleeping with us, but Sarge says when the Hammer’s around, she’d better stay in her kennel. Rules are rules, after all. I’m looking for a good name for her.


  May 1, 1993. Sector West, Croatia.


  Good things and not so good. Our dog’s been gaining weight steadily and the platoon medic treated her sores with antibiotics. Sarge swore him to secrecy. I swear she’s the smartest animal I’ve ever met. She knows about fifty English words already, more than the Croatian kids we’re trying to teach. I’ve named her Fundy. The guys tease me about my new girlfriend, but I don’t mind. She’s no competition for you, but she reminds me of home.


  Today our section did patrol, which is more interesting than the hot dog stand. We drove all around the countryside in the APC checking for weapons caches and looking for troop movement. The countryside’s green and beautiful, but a lot of the villages are destroyed, and hardly anyone lives there any more. Everything is bombed to hell. One of the patrols came across this Serb village where there were no people, just stuff left on the ground, like sneakers and kids’ clothes. Word is there’s a mass grave there, but we’ll never know. Kind of creepy, that only half a klic away, everyone’s just carrying on.


  


  After Gibbs had sent his priority request to Halifax earlier that day, Green dispatched him to meet up with Peters at the train station. Peters had proved that she had more detective instincts than Green had initially thought, but he didn’t trust her not to get carried away when those instincts took her on the hunt. He recognized the danger signs of over-exuberance bordering on obsession, because he’d been there.


  Besides, if she was going to go poking around in the lowcost accommodation facilities in Vanier, she’d better not go alone. Vanier had proud, francophone working class roots, but like many inner city neighbourhoods, it was now an uneasy mix of immigrants, transients, drug addicts and the working poor. Crack houses stood side by side with the modest woodframe cottages of the founding families.


  Green himself spent the rest of the day managing the developments in the Byward Club investigation, which was fast deteriorating into a circus of lying teenage brats, irate parents, and their threatening lawyers. Fortunately, they kept Barbara Devine so busy that she had little time to agitate about the murder of an unknown, unlamented Jane Doe. Not even the women’s groups seemed interested in taking up the cause.


  By five o’clock, Green’s patience was expired, his head ached, and he knew he still faced several more hours of diplomacy and hard work once he got home. He was just returning to his officefrom his third lawyer meeting when Gibbs and Peters came off the elevator from the basement car park. Gibbs moved at a purposeful lope, and Peters had to hustle to keep pace. Spotting Green, they changed course to intercept him.


  “Let’s get a coffee,” Green said, steering them towards the stairs to the police cafeteria, although they both looked as if they’d already overdosed on adrenaline. Green bought them coffee and muffins before sitting down opposite to listen. They sat side by side, he noticed, looking very comfortable with each other.


  “Any news from Halifax?” Peters asked as she added three packages of sugar to her coffee.


  Green shook his head. “Did you have any luck with the porter at the train station?”


  Gibbs nodded proudly. “Sue hit the jackpot on that one. Y-you tell it, Sue.”


  She clasped her hands and leaned forward on the table, her coffee forgotten. “Marier Street. That’s the street our Jane Doe was looking for. So we drove down there and canvassed every house and building on the whole street. We found her at #296. It calls itself a motel, and it’s one of those long, twostorey 1950s buildings where the clients either stay an hour or a week. She’d booked in for a week on April 11th, and she paid another week on the 18th.”


  “How did she pay?”


  “Cash. And she registered under Patti Oliver from Sydney, Nova Scotia. There are two Olivers listed in Sydney, but neither of them have ever heard of a Patti.”


  “We c-could find no such person listed anywhere in Nova Scotia,” Gibbs added. “Although we’ve still got some calls to make.”


  “Did she at least provide the motel with a phone number or a contact name?”


  Gibbs shook his head, but before he could untangle his tongue, Peters jumped back in. “Cash, no questions asked, works fine for these guys. But we got the motel manager’s permission to search the room. We found the duffel bag the porter told me about, mostly full of clothes and food. There was food on the dresser—bread, juice, tea, canned soups and beans—low-cost stuff. Everything was healthy, and her clothing was mostly clean, even if it was old. It looked like she tried to take care of herself and watch her money.”


  Green was again pleasantly surprised by her perceptiveness. “Any scotch?”


  “No, she must have bought that at a bar.”


  “Or someone bought it for her. Any clues to suggest whoshe was or why she was here?”


  Peters glanced over at Gibbs as if in silent invitation, which he accepted. “Just one small thing, sir.” He reached into his jacket pocket and handed over an evidence bag. Through the transparent plastic, Green could make out a small leather box. Slipping on latex gloves, he opened the box. Nestled inside was an embossed silver disk attached to a red and blue striped ribbon. On the front was a maple leaf inside a wreath, and on the back were engraved the words “Bravery—Bravoire”.


  “There’s a little card underneath, sir,” Peters burst in, unable to contain herself. She plucked the card out and began to read. “This Medal of Bravery is awarded to Corporal Ian MacDonald for acts of outstanding heroism in hazardous circumstances, September 10, 1993.”


  “Ian MacDonald. Have you checked this out?”


  “Yes, sir,” she said. “It was awarded on a peacekeeping mission in Croatia, where he was serving with the Second Battalion of the Princess Patricia Light Infantry Regiment.”


  Green saw the suspense in their eyes as they waited for him to digest that information and to ask the obvious question. “So did you track down this Ian MacDonald?”


  “Well, that’s the thing, sir,” said Gibbs, so excited he didn’t even stutter. “Corporal Ian MacDonald died September 10, 1995, and we can’t get anyone in the military to talk to us.”


  


  It was now past six o’clock, and Green was unable to rouse anyone official at DND . He left an urgent message on Captain Ulrich’s voice mail to phone him the instant he got the message. Then he turned his attention back to the two detectives, who had followed him hopefully back to his office. Both were beginning to sag as the adrenaline wore off. Peters, he recalled, had now been on the job at least twelve hours.


  “Okay, good work, you two. Assign the follow-up work to someone on the night shift. Let them try to locate Patricia Oliver and Ian MacDonald through the various databases. You can pick it up again in the morning.”


  After the two detectives had walked back to the elevator together, Green glanced at his watch and cursed. Sharon was working the evening shift again, which meant that Hannah had been in charge of the household for three hours now. Dinner was going to be very late, even if he picked up something easy from the Bagelshop again on his way home, and Tony would be apoplectic with hunger.


  He locked his drawer, logged off his computer, and was just grabbing his jacket when his phone rang. He considered letting it go to voice mail, but thought it might be Captain Ulrich.


  Instead, a familiar, manic voice came through the line over the background of chatter and office machines. “Mike!” The man hailed him like a long lost friend. “Glad I caught you. These murders are keeping us both hopping.”


  Green muttered a soft oath. This is what voice mail was for—to intercept unwanted calls from the press at the worst possible moments. Frank Corelli was the crime reporter for the Ottawa Sun and, as crime reporters go, he was smart and reliable. They’d known each other for four years and had helped each other out when Green needed a certain spin put out on a case and Frank needed a story. But no publicity was going to be good publicity in the Byward murders.


  So he dusted off the classic departmental evasion. “Frank, you know I can’t comment on the Byward case at this time. Superintendent Devine has scheduled a press conference for—”


  “I know, I know. And I’ll be there, duly copying down the party line. But this is the other case, and I’ve got something for you for a change.”


  Green perked up. “The aqueduct case?”


  “The very one. Now you know I always play straight with you guys. You don’t want something reported, I keep it under wraps. I learn something, I pass it on. Right?”


  “Frank, spit it out.”


  There was a pause, during which Green could hear a phone ringing. “I got a call from a woman. She wouldn’t give her name, just said she knew who killed the prostitute in the aqueduct, and was I interested. I played dumb, what do you mean am I interested? Well, she says, how much is it worth? Nothing, I said, that’s obstructing a police investigation. You call in the cops, she says, and I’ll take it to the competition. I says nobody will touch it, and she says you got no imagination. Anyway, I thought you should know you got information out there somewhere.”


  “Or maybe not.” Whenever a major crime occurred in the city, the wackos and the wheeler dealers came out of the woodwork.


  “Maybe not, but she sounded like she was holding some good cards. Not a wingnut, clear, calm, seemed intelligent. She knew the body had been moved after death. That true?”


  Green said nothing. Inwardly, his thoughts raced over the scene at the aqueduct. How many people knew that detail, which had been held back from all press reports. He tried to sound disinterested. “So what did you tell her?”


  Frank chuckled knowingly. “I told her to give me a day to set it up and to call me back. She wasn’t happy about that, but I told her I had to get the money approved. We gotta figure out how you want to play this.”


  “Did you record the phone number?”


  Corelli read it out, and Green put him on hold while he logged back onto his computer and searched the phone number database. His momentary excitement faded. The call had come from a payphone on Bank Street near Wellington, which was the major intersection almost opposite Parliament Hill. Thousands of people, tourists and government workers alike, passed by it every day. Green weighed his options.


  “Okay, here’s what I want you to do. When she calls back, set up a meeting to see what she’s got. I’ll have someone nearby, and we’ll pick her up.”


  When Green finally escaped the office, his spirits were greatly buoyed and his headache gone. The case was breaking open, with new leads unfolding in all directions. He held fast to his good mood throughout yet another hectic evening as sole cook, babysitter and dog walker, and poured himself a well-deserved shot of single malt as he settled down to the eleven o’clock news. Only as he sat through the usual stories of global carnage and the endless spats on the federal campaign trail did his mood begin to sag.


  Politics. It was a game too often won by opportunists and manipulators, who mouthed platitudes about the public good, but whose real passion was power. The Liberal Party, having been ousted from power after years of corruption, was pulling out all the stops to reverse the Conservative backlash. Highprofile candidates for both parties were being bribed with promises of cabinet posts and plum appointments. Jubilant reporters were crisscrossing the country, stoking the flames of division in key ridings where election races were most heated. The real losers, Green thought, were the genuine good guy candidates who wanted to make a difference for their country. And the country itself.


  It was no different in policing, where, once in the public spotlight, who you knew and how well you could play the game were often more important than what was right. A victory of form over substance. And we have only ourselves to blame, Green thought as he groped sleepily for the remote to shut off the latest Conservative rant. Because people like him refused even to get in the game.


  Unexpectedly, the phone rang, sending a spike of fear and excitement racing through him. At this hour, a phone call almost always meant trouble.


  “Inspector Green?” It was a woman’s voice, curt and authoritative. “This is Sergeant McGrath of the Halifax Regional Police. Sorry to disturb you at home, but the detective down at your headquarters insisted you’d want to be informed.”


  Green bolted upright, wide awake and rooting on the side table for a pen. Years of hounding the duty desk had paid off. “Yes, Sergeant?”


  “Good news. I believe we’ve identified your Jane Doe.”


  SEVEN


  The next morning Green waylaid Barbara Devine the moment she arrived at her office.


  “Good timing,” she said as she swept past him through her door, her plaid cloak trailing. She headed for her closet. “You were the first item on my agenda.”


  “I need to go to Halifax.”


  She whirled around, her cloak in hand. “Why?”


  “Because Halifax has a tentative ID on our aqueduct murder, and it may be connected to a cold case of their own.”


  “So get them to fax the file.”


  “It’s several boxes. And I want to re-interview the witnesses myself, in light of our case.”


  She finally hung up her cloak, then paused to look at herself in the mirror. She patted her helmet of hair, denting it slightly, then moved behind her desk with exaggerated calm. Only then did she meet his gaze. “Well, you can’t. You’re needed here. Send Detective Gibbs, he’s the lead investigator.”


  “Gibbs has to stay here to coordinate things at this end. Besides, he hasn’t the experience to handle this on his own, and I can’t spare two officers.”


  “Then get the Halifax detective to do the interviews for you.”


  “It’s our case, Barbara.” He restrained his irritation with an effort. Like it or not, he needed her cooperation. He held out the travel requisition. “I’ll be there and back in forty-eight hours, guaranteed, and I’ll keep in constant touch by phone and email.”


  He’d already packed and tentatively booked himself on the eleven a.m. flight to Halifax, but by the time he emerged from her office with her signature on the requisition, he had little more than an hour to make the plane. Barely time to brief Gibbs on the newest development in the case and to tell Frank Corelli that if his mystery woman phoned, he was to work through Bob Gibbs on the meeting.


  Only once he was up in the air, heading east over the farmland of Quebec, did he have a chance to reflect. The truth was, he should have given the trip to Gibbs. It was his case, his chance for glory, but the lure of an unsolved homicide had proved too strong for Green. He could hear the excitement in Sergeant McGrath’s voice when she talked about it. For her too, this new development, despite its tragic outcome for Patricia Ross, breathed new life into her case and gave her a chance to catch the bad guy who had foiled her for so long. She sounded like Green’s kind of detective. Driven, determined and exhilarated by the hunt.


  Her gruff tone on the phone had prepared him for a square-shouldered matron in a dour suit and sensible shoes. He was surprised when he emerged from the arrivals gate at Halifax airport to see a tall, slender woman wearing a tailored navy pant suit and holding a sign saying “Inspector Michael Green”. She had fine silver hair and deep-set blue eyes that widened with equal surprise as he approached. He knew his deceptively youthful air and bargain basement polyester confounded a lot of people, but he wondered what she’d expected an inspector from the nation’s capital to look like. A balding, fiftyish pencil pusher with a poker up his ass?


  He smiled broadly as he extended his hand, thinking this forty-eight hours was going to be even more interesting than he’d anticipated.


  She gave his hand a brief, formal shake. “I’ve arranged for lunch to be sent up to the incident room, sir,” she said as she led him toward the exit. “I expect you’ll want to get a look at the files right away.”


  Despite her formality, the mischief of Newfoundland still clung to her speech in her flattened vowels and Irish lilt. Green winced at the prospect of police cafeteria sandwiches and wilted celery sticks eaten within the windowless, airless ambiance of a police incident room. “Actually...” he said. “I’ve had a rushed morning and a cramped flight. What I’d really like is a proper lunch in a real restaurant, while you tell me about the case in your own words.”


  She looked dubious as she approached the unmarked car sitting at the curb in the pick-up zone. “Inspector Norrich of Special Investigations is planning to join us, sir. At least initially.”


  Green smiled. Policing has its protocol. One inspector deserves another, even though he suspected Norrich knew nothing about the case and had much better things to do.


  He tossed his bag in the trunk and climbed in beside her. “Tell Inspector Norrich that I’m in good hands and don’t want to put him to any trouble. I’ll drop by to keep him apprised after our meeting.”


  Her lips twitched, and her stiff posture eased. “Your first time in Halifax?”


  He nodded. “First time east of Montreal. That’s shameful, I know.”


  “It is. You like seafood?”


  He hesitated, picturing scaly fish with dead eyes staring from the plate. “Does pickled herring count?”


  She actually laughed, a musical trill that almost erased his hunger pangs. “There’s a place down on the harbourfront that serves terrific crab cakes. Worth a barrel of pickled herring.”


  She drove for what seemed like hours through a wooded countryside dotted with lakes. Once they hit civilization, Green was struck by the bright colours of the woodframe houses. The sun shone in a cloudless cobalt sky and glistened off the harbour below. She wove past shabby warehouses and shipyards to the historic downtown waterfront, parked the car and led him onto a wooden boardwalk. She headed straight for a white woodframe restaurant at the edge of the wharf, where the owner greeted her with a huge grin.


  “Crab cakes to go, Kate?”


  She shook her head. “I’ve got a newcomer from Ontario with me, Jim. Have you got a table overlooking the waterfront?” He led the way through the restaurant and peeked out the back door. Outside, the patio adjoining his restaurant was drenched with afternoon sun. “If you’re brave, I can open up the patio for you.”


  A brisk breeze blew the scent of salt, fish and diesel fumes in off the harbour. Ice crystals still clung to the water’s edge, but already the gulls were circling and the shops were setting out their tourist wares. McGrath cocked a questioning eyebrow at Green, and, not to be branded a wimp, he nodded.


  Her formality slipped away as she settled into her seat. She waved away the menus Jim brought and ordered them both crab cakes with organic greens on the side. When they came, Green was relieved to see no fish heads. The cakes were exquisite, breaking up in his mouth like a feather light mousse. She waited until the magic of the first morsel had passed, then sat back and took a deep breath. Suddenly, she was all business again.


  “Patricia Ross was the fiancée of a mechanic named Daniel Oliver.”


  Green reacted to the name with surprise. “Fiancée? Are you sure she wasn’t his wife? She registered as Patti Oliver in Ottawa.”


  She shook her head. “They never got to the altar, unfortunately. Daniel was from down Cape Breton way originally, but he’d come up to Halifax in the mid nineties to find work, and he met Patricia here. But employment was sporadic and money tight, and the last winter he was having trouble keeping body and soul together. Then at approximately 12:08 a.m. on April 9, 1996, police officers responded to a disturbance at the Lighthouse Tavern on Barrington Street. The Lighthouse is a strip joint with a rough clientele, mainly sailors off the ships, some armed forces personnel...” she smiled wryly, “and students slumming it. The staff usually handle their own disputes without calling in police. But that night the bartender himself put in the call, and when the first squad car responded, the fight pretty well involved the whole place. By the time other officers arrived and broke it up, there were four individuals wounded, one mortally.”


  “Daniel Oliver.”


  She nodded. “He was the instigator. According to witnesses willing to talk, he started an argument with another male customer. When that customer’s companion came over as backup, Daniel’s friends jumped in to take his side, and before you know it...” She shrugged in distaste.


  “Who was the other man?”


  “That never came to light.”


  Green’s eyebrows shot up. “You never caught him?”


  She shook her head. “While the officers were breaking up the brawl, he apparently just walked out. Daniel’s friends said they didn’t recognize him, and the bartender said he’d never seen him before. He wasn’t even a Nova Scotian according to witnesses who overheard him speak, but then they were well plastered by that hour of the night, so you know what that’s worth.”


  “How did Oliver die?”


  “Blunt force trauma to the left side of the head, the pathologist said. Caused massive intracranial bleeding, and he died four hours later in hospital without regaining consciousness.”


  “What caused the trauma?”


  “According to the pathologist, a bare fist, driven with such force it left the imprint of knuckles imbedded in the man’s skull.”


  Green digested this image soberly. It suggested either one hell of a strong guy, or one hell of an angry one. “Did you get any leads? Do you have a suspect but can’t prove it?”


  “Patricia was convinced it was someone from Daniel’s past. She and Daniel and four other friends were at a table near the back. They’d been drinking for three hours by then, and the bartender estimated they’d consumed about a dozen pitchers of beer between them. The stranger walked past and Daniel called him over to the table, saying something like “Hey, you son-ofa-bitch”. Now Daniel Oliver was a big guy, and when he was drunk, he could look pretty mean. And he was apparently yelling something about it being all this man’s fault and calling him a traitor and a lying bastard. There was a lot of noise in the bar, making it difficult to hear the whole conversation. Patricia was farthest away from the shouting match—”


  “So the stranger was shouting too?”


  McGrath fell silent, thinking. “No. If I remember the witness statements, he was speaking very softly, almost not at all, then suddenly he came over the table at Daniel with a deadly right hook.”


  Green’s surprise must have shown, for she grinned. “I have five brothers. All boxing fans.”


  “Your suspect had to have some expertise in that area too,” said Green. “Or it was one lucky punch. Unlucky, if you’re Daniel Oliver.”


  “Yes, it was one of the specs we fed into his profile, along with coming from away.”


  “What other facts did you learn about him? Witnesses must have observed something during the evening. Or the bartender. They usually watch the unknowns like a hawk.”


  “The man didn’t draw attention to himself. He’d come in alone about an hour earlier, sat in the corner at the bar by himself...” Here she paused, wrinkling her brow in her effort to remember. “Watching TV and drinking pretty heavily over the course of the hour. The man next to him struck up a conversation at one point, and the two of them got pretty chatty. When they got up to go to a table in the corner, that’s apparently when the confrontation took place.”


  “What did this third man say about him afterwards?”


  “Claimed he didn’t know him, they just talked about the news on TV.”


  “Did you think he was lying?”


  “If I recall correctly, I did. But I don’t know why.”


  “Who was he? Local?”


  She signalled to Jim and ordered two coffees. She seemed to be using the diversion to search her memory. “If I remember, he gave a fake ID . Lots of people do, when they don’t want to get dragged into an ugly investigation of a bar fight. And this was a strip club, remember. Wives and bosses might take a dim view.”


  “Still, couldn’t he even give you the first name of the assailant?”


  His skepticism must have showed, because for the first time a trace of irritation flickered across her face. “Listen, I investigated this case for months. I interviewed and reinterviewed dozens of witnesses, checked every hotel in Halifax and Dartmouth, and turned over every rock looking for the man. If he could have been found, I would have found him. We couldn’t even work up a decent composite of him, because the witnesses were all so contradictory.”


  He held up a soothing hand, impressed by her vehemence. At that moment Jim arrived with their coffees, and they both took some time out to add cream and sugar. On the wharf nearby, seagulls squabbled over a scrap of fish, and from the harbour came the mournful blast of a distant ship’s horn. McGrath sipped her coffee and shook her head slowly back and forth, as if caught up in the memories.


  “Some cases just stick in your craw, eh?” he said gently.


  She watched the gulls in silence a moment before replying. “It was such a pointless, brutal act. Not the bar fight. Men have been beating each other senseless since they first fermented the grape. It’s just that things were starting to turn a corner for Daniel. He didn’t deserve this, and neither did his fiancée.”


  “You said earlier that she thought the fight had something to do with the past. Did you find anything useful in his past?”


  “I went through it with a fine-toothed comb. It’s all in the files, but nothing jumped out at me. He was a tough, blue collar kid who was reportedly a bit wild as a teenager, but there was nothing in the RCMP or local police files. He joined the reserves because he liked uniforms and guns, and—”


  Her cellphone rang. She checked the call display and made a face before answering. Her expression was deadpan as she listened, her eyes fixed on a distant freighter being tugged into harbour. “Yes, sir, we’re on our way,” she said and disconnected.


  Tossing back the remains of her coffee, she shoved back her chair. “We’d better get back. Inspector Norrich is anxious to meet you. We can check the details of Daniel Oliver’s background in the files at the station.”


  


  Norrich was waiting for them in the incident room, seated at a long conference table with the case files spread open around him. His massive frame overflowed the molded plastic chair, and his face had a bruised, purple hue that Green recognized all too well. When he struggled to his feet and lumbered forward to shake hands, Green detected the unmistakable whiff of booze.


  “Mike! Leo Norrich. Welcome to the finest town in all of Canada.”


  Green tugged his hand free from the meaty grip and smiled dutifully. “You may convince me yet.”


  “Your first visit?”


  Green nodded.


  “Then you must come over for dinner tonight. Annie and I will show you what real down east hospitality is all about.”


  Green was conscious of Kate McGrath standing beside him. Norrich had barely acknowledged her presence, let alone included her in the invitation. The thought of a boozy, backslapping evening on his own with the inspector and his wife made him cringe.


  “That’s very thoughtful of you, Leo. But judging from the number of boxes on that table, I may be here all night.”


  Norrich waved a dismissive hand. “Most of this is irrelevant. Witnesses interviewed five times over, who never saw anything in the first place. Or have forgotten anything they might have seen.” He winked. “It happens when you’re three sheets to the wind, eh?”


  This time Green didn’t bother with the dutiful smile. “Even so, I’d like to have a look. I’ve come all this way, might as well be thorough.”


  A scowl flitted across Norrich’s florid features. “Suit yourself. I can’t see why you think Patti Ross’s death is connected to this case anyway. This was ten years ago, just one of those pig-headed bar fights that gets out of hand when a little pussy starts ramping them up. I don’t know what things are like in Ottawa, but down here, sometimes guys just have to blow off steam. They’re cooped up all winter, jobs are scarce, and they’ve got too much time on their hands. And truth be told, Patti’s life hasn’t been all smooth sailing since then either, and she’s been known not to choose her company too carefully.”


  Beside him, McGrath bristled. Green lifted an eyebrow. “You’ve been keeping track of her?”


  The subtlety was lost on the man. He beamed triumphantly. “I made some inquiries when I heard you were coming down. She was on welfare for a long time till she got this part-time dry cleaners job. She’s been living in a shitty little one-room hole, drinking away most of what she makes.” He stopped, obviously thinking he’d made his point—that a drunken welfare tramp more than asks for whatever tawdry fate befalls her.


  Green moved briskly to the table to hide his anger. “Well, that’s very helpful, Leo. Saves me some legwork. Now I won’t keep you any longer. The sooner I get to that stack of files, the sooner I can take you up on that dinner.”


  “Kate will take good care of you. And any questions, you know where to find me.” He pumped Green’s hand again and trundled out of the room, leaving a palpable tension in his wake. Green heard McGrath exhale softly and wondered if there was a silent curse in her sigh. But she was all business as she strode over to the table.


  “He could be right, I suppose,” she said.


  Green didn’t reply. It was not really good form to tell a sergeant that her senior officer was an idiot, who would never spot a suspicious coincidence through the film of booze and prejudice with which he viewed the world. Patricia had scraped together a meagre existence for ten years since her fiancé’s death, without even escaping the town in which the trauma had occurred. Then suddenly she buys a ticket to Ottawa fifteen hundred kilometres away, and less than two weeks later, she’s dead. It could be simple bad luck, but the odds were long.


  “She witnessed her fiancé’s death, right?” he said. “She saw the man who punched him?”


  “Yes, but she didn’t know him. She would have given anything to see him caught, believe me.”


  “Then maybe something happened recently, to give her a lead on him. Someone told her something, or she discovered something.” He had been sifting idly through the files, and now he glanced up, excited. “And that trail brought her to Ottawa. Either to meet the man or to find out more about him. Whatever she stirred up, someone wanted her silenced.”


  McGrath looked thoughtful. “If she was naïve enough to confront the murderer, it’s a good bet he’d kill her to protect himself. He must have thought he was home free after ten years.”


  Green nodded. He could feel the adrenaline of the hunt begin to race. It was only a theory, but it fit a lot of the facts. She had met the killer for a drink and had confronted him, maybe to ask for money or simply for her own satisfaction.


  Desperate to silence her, he’d suggested an evening stroll and led her to an isolated spot, where he’d strangled her. Green pondered the scenario. It explained the brute force and apparent ruthlessness of the murder. This killer was not only a very strong man, but he was frantic to protect his secret. Perhaps he’d decided the body was too easy to find, so he’d later dragged her as far as he could to the secluded aqueduct. It wasn’t a perfect explanation, but it was the best Green could do with the facts he had.


  “We’re looking for a powerful, physical man,” he said. “Someone Daniel Oliver knew from the past and who’d betrayed him in some way. Was Daniel involved in criminal activity? Drug dealing?”


  McGrath shook her head. “He was a mechanic, although he’d been on the skids for a few months, lost his job and was on unemployment insurance. He was doing some fairly heavy drinking, but no drugs. The friends we interviewed said he was basically a decent guy.”


  “But his life had been on the skids, despite having a woman he planned to marry.”


  “Yes, that was slowly bringing him out of it. Plus the baby on the way.”


  Green thought about the findings of the autopsy. “What happened to the baby?”


  McGrath made a sympathetic face. “It was a little boy, born early because of all the stress. He had some health problems, I think, and she had trouble coping. When I last had contact with her, the Children’s Aid was taking measures to remove him from the home. I think that last loss just about destroyed her. That’s why when Inspector Norrich talks about Patti’s lifestyle...” She broke off, pressing her lips together as if to censor herself.


  “Yeah.” Green let the contempt hang in the air, then resumed a safer line of inquiry. “So what happened to send Oliver’s life into a tailspin?”


  McGrath seemed to pull herself from the memories with an effort. “According to Patti, his best friend was shot in a freak hunting accident about six months earlier, and Daniel blamed himself because he hadn’t kept in close enough touch. They’d been in the reserves together and served six months of peacekeeping duty overseas. They’d always been very close, but when they got back to Nova Scotia, the friend turned his back on his plans and retreated into himself.”


  Green’s instincts went on full alert. He’d known police officers who’d done UN duty in Yugoslavia, and he knew the stresses and dangers they had faced. He knew that stress could bond a group of men more strongly that ten years together on a normal job. It could also create some bitter enemies.


  “Did you interview any of their army mates? Especially those who were overseas with them?”


  “Norrich did.”


  Green’s eyes widened. “Norrich? He was on the case?”


  “He was lead.” She hesitated. “Technically. He was sergeant at the time, and I was a constable. I worked most of the case, but Norrich took the trip down the valley to talk to Daniel Oliver’s regiment. He figured...” She hesitated again, and Green could almost see her wrestling with propriety. “Being a sergeant...”


  “And a man.”


  She inclined her head slightly in agreement. “He’d get further.”


  “And did he?”


  “No. I guess military buddies close ranks even tighter than drinking buddies. All they said was that Daniel had been an excellent soldier in Yugoslavia, even got a promotion in the field, and everyone was very proud of him. But...” She reached for a file that lay on top of the stack. At a glance, Green could see Norrich’s name at the bottom of the report. “There was something I thought didn’t quite add up. Oliver had been on track for making sergeant, and moving up the ladder as an NCO . But two years after he got back from overseas, he quit the reserves. So things can’t have been as rosy as they painted it.”


  “Not to mention the strange behaviour of his friend when he returned from overseas.” Green stopped abruptly as a thought struck him. McGrath had said the friend’s accident was six months earlier. Daniel Oliver had been killed in April 1996. Counting back six months yielded the fall of 1995. He sucked in his breath as another coincidence hit him between the eyes. “What was the friend’s name?”


  She rummaged through the files, scanning rapidly. “I know I’ve got it in one of my interviews with Patti. I’m sure I wrote it— Ah-hah! Ian MacDonald. Corporal Ian MacDonald.”


  EIGHT


  May 28, 1993. Sector West, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... The APC broke down again this morning and Danny spent half the day tying the fuel pump together with wire. He’s a wizard under the hood, which you have to be with some of the equipment we got. The tracks belong in the war museum! Whenever anyone in the platoon has a problem, they send for Danny. He jokes he’ll be good enough to get his mechanics papers when he gets back to civvie street.


  So we had a day around camp instead of going on patrol, which was a nice break. Peacekeeping is a lot different here on the ground than the politicians think. Neither side trusts the other, and they sure as hell don’t trust the UN to protect them. Our platoon commander says that’s because other UN battalions haven’t done their job. Some of the third world ones are so poorly paid they take bribes from both sides and turn a blind eye when Serbs or Croats sneak weapons in or cleanse a village or whatever. Besides even when we find weapons, all we’re supposed to do is turn them over to the local police, who probably hid them in the first place.


  Don’t get the Hammer started on the UN rules, because the bureaucrats have no idea how the militias, the police, and the locals are in it together. Both sides trust their own militias way more than they do UNPROFOR or any fancy ceasefire plan dreamed up in Zagreb. And each local militia’s got its own commander who thinks he’s the boss and he doesn’t have to obey orders from his own command, let alone us. So every day we catch guys sneaking behind the lines to lay mines, and every night the two sides shell each other back and forth over our heads.


  Anyway, the strategy of our battalion CO is to try to get the locals to trust us by building relationships with them, and helping them fix up their homes and roads after the bombings. Our section house is near a little village that used to be Serb but now it’s Croat, although there are two Muslim refugee families, like Mahir who escaped from Sarajevo with his mother. Sarge has kind of taken her and Mahir under our wing. The kid’s only fifteen, but he wants to practice his English so he does our translating. He hates the Serbs. He says when the Serbs ran away from the village, they burned their houses so the Croats couldn’t use them. But I’m not sure, I think maybe the Croats torched the village to chase the Serbs away.


  Lots of our guys think the whole place is just nuts, but I’m trying to learn how all this started. It’s hundreds of years old and each side accuses the other of atrocities. The Serbs hate the Croats for collaborating with the Nazis to massacre thousands of them. The Croats say the Serbs took over their land and were the enforcers under the communists. And both of them have hated the Muslims since the Turks massacred and looted their way through the area during the Ottoman Empire. Five hundred fucking years ago, for crissakes. Nobody forgets.


  I have to say it makes Canada look like heaven on earth. Most of our guys can’t believe the bitterness, even between neighbours who’ve known each other for generations. So like I said, we’re trying to get them to trust us at least. The Hammer thinks we have enough to do without wasting our time playing Pollyanna, but then he’s the guy who has to argue with both sides each time they try to show their muscle. But Sarge got oursection to build a soccer field and a jungle gym for the school in the village, and it’s really great to watch the kids run around laughing. Like there’s not mines all around the town perimeter and mortar fire in the distance all night. The Sarge thinks kids are where we can make a difference.


  


  Twiggy hung up the phone in frustration and turned to scan the street. There was no one nearby, no one watching her. No one remotely interested in a fat old bag lady standing near the corner of Bank and Wellington Streets, almost in the shadow of the Confederation Building on Parliament Hill, an area probably crisscrossed with so many security cameras that no one would dare do her harm. The phone booth was well chosen from that point of view, although the voice at the other end of the phone had been almost drowned out by the roar of traffic, not to mention the damn bells of the Peace Tower.


  She’d used up half a day’s worth of quarters making the long distance call to Petawawa, only to have the stupid twit on the phone say she’d have to check with her boss. Who wasn’t in, of course. Where were these politicos when you really needed them? Out on the campaign trail, kissing babies at Easter parades and shoving party pamphlets into distrustful farmers’ hands.


  Preaching about peace, honour and returning Canada to its respected place on the world stage. If she had a loonie for every ounce of sanctimonious crap those guys dished up...


  It almost made Twiggy want to go with the Ottawa Sun guy. To stand for something right in this me-first-and-only world. But she was part of that world, which had never done her any favours when she’d tried to live by a higher code. So why the hell shouldn’t she put herself first too? In the end, money was all that counted, and whoever was willing to come through was going to get her story.


  But both sides were playing coy. Both had listened to her pitch and said they were interested, but they’d have to get back to her. Which cost her time and money every time she had to trek to the phone booth. Both had tried to get something for free too. Tried to find out who she was, where she was calling from, exactly what she thought she’d seen. Well, she could play coy too, and they weren’t getting a thing until she had something to show for it in return.


  She did wonder how much they could tell on their own. Could they identify the telephone booth? Were they recording the calls and analyzing every sound to figure out who she was and where she was calling from? Did they have that fancy equipment the CSI used on that cop show on TV ? Naw, she decided. One was just a cheap tabloid hack, and the other a political wannabe from a two-bit country riding up the Ottawa Valley.


  She hobbled slowly across the street, dragging her garbage bag as she headed towards Tim Hortons. Thinking about cops gave her a momentary twinge of guilt. Mr. G had always been good to her; she knew he’d been genuinely freaked out when her boys were killed, and he’d shown a lot more heart than the rest of the cops and doctors and lawyers she’d met in the last six years. He was one of the good guys. There wasn’t really a single person alive on this planet that she gave a damn about any more, but Mr. G came close. By rights, he deserved this information, so that he could do something good with it. Get a surveillance team, search warrant, wire tap, whatever cops did to lay their trap and catch the bad guy. Before the creep had a chance to cover his tracks.


  She worried over this unaccustomed moral dilemma for the five minutes it took her to reach the Tim Hortons. Was there a way she could let him know, and still get her money? Something anonymous, maybe, that couldn’t be traced back to her?


  Worth thinking about, anyway.


  


  Holding two plates aloft, Anne Norrich pirouetted through the kitchen door and bumped it shut behind her with her hip. Her eyes shone, and her face was flushed a hot pink to match her floral blouse.


  “Ready?” she challenged.


  Green steeled himself and nodded. A plate descended before him, and it took him a moment to recognize the apparition sprawled across it. He had prepared himself for scaly skin, even a fish head with shrivelled eyes, but this was far worse. A speckled red missile with beady eyes, long bony appendages, lethal claws and worst of all, feelers which draped either side of the plate and came to rest in the mashed potatoes. Green was transfixed with horror.


  Norrich roared with laughter. “You should see the look on his face, Annie!”


  Alarm flitted across Anne’s face. “Have you ever eaten one?”


  He managed to shake his head, his voice still somewhere in the pit of his stomach.


  “Well,” said Norrich, “you haven’t lived until you’ve had an honest to God Nova Scotian lobster. Steamed in ocean brine, no spices or fancy sauces. Just a bowl of lemon and melted butter to dip it in.” He lifted the bottle of wine which sat at his side and held it across the table towards Green. “Here, I think you need a good dose of extra courage. Then you won’t notice how hard it is to get any food out of the horny bastards.”


  They’d started the evening with scotch and were now well into their second bottle of wine. Since Green’s idea of tying one on was a second beer with his smoked meat platter at Nate’s Deli, he was already seeing double. Perhaps there weren’t quite as many legs as there seemed to be, he thought in a brief lucid moment, but nonetheless he held out his glass gratefully. It was the only way he was going to get through this course.


  Green was not much of an observant Jew, particularly where the Kosher laws were concerned, and he loved his Chinese shrimp and barbequed pork as much as the next Jew, but he thought the rabbis were on the right track in forbidding this menace. A vision of Woody Allen chasing the lobster around the kitchen in the movie Annie Hall popped into his mind, and he almost choked on his healthy slug of wine.


  Anne was a solicitous hostess and fluttered around tying his bib and showing him how to crack open the shell to extract the meat. When the head and some green insides spilled out onto the white lace tablecloth, she spirited them miraculously from view. With no feelers and beady eyes to contend with, he was able to concentrate on getting some nourishment.


  As he struggled, Norrich regaled him with stories about growing up in a remote fishing village, where his father had been the only RCMP presence in town. The man grew to be a legend over the course of the lobster. After Norrich had popped the cork on the third bottle, Green decided he’d better steer the conversation to the case before they both sank into a stupor. He had spent part of the afternoon reading Norrich’s reports on his visit to Daniel Oliver’s reserve unit and had been unable to glean a single useful fact about the man. Not only was there no mention of a possible connection to IanMacDonald’s death, but there was no hint that Norrich had even asked about it. Surely there were tidbits Norrich had picked up that he’d chosen to leave out of his official reports.


  Green couldn’t think clearly enough to be subtle, so he plunged straight in. “I saw from the reports that you went out to the West Nova Scotia Regiment to ask about Daniel Oliver. Did you find out anything about his peacekeeping tour?”


  Norrich blinked and stared at the table cloth as if trying to remember where he was. “No, it was just a routine inquiry. ‘Did he have any enemies? Did he mention any conflicts?’ That kind of thing. But since Oliver had left the reserves a year earlier, they’d pretty much lost touch with him. Waste of time from the investigation’s point of view, but I met a great group of guys.”


  “Did you speak with any of his overseas mates?”


  “No, but none of the regiment was overseas with him. He’d served with a battalion from the Princess Pats which was based in Winnipeg, but it had reservists from all across the country.”


  “What about his friend Ian MacDonald?”


  “Ian who?”


  “MacDonald. Served with him in Croatia. He was killed two years after coming home. He was in the same reserve outfit. Did you ask about him?”


  Norrich peered at him balefully. Despite the haze of booze, he obviously sensed the implied rebuke in Green’s tone. “Don’t see how the hell that was relevant.”


  Which means you didn’t even ask, asshole, Green thought. He forced himself to take a deep breath. “Why did Daniel Oliver leave the reserves?”


  Norrich picked up a claw and splintered it with vigour. “He developed a serious attitude problem. He picked fights with friends, said none of them knew what the hell being in the army was all about. He was disrespectful of superior officers, derelict in his duties. The way the fellows on the base talked, if he hadn’t left, he might have been in for some disciplinary action. He was becoming a disgrace to the uniform.”


  Green filtered his thoughts through his anger, trying for some tact. “I know a few guys who served with the UN police in Yugoslavia, and they had some trouble readjusting when they came back. And we know from highly publicized cases like Romeo Dallaire that a lot of soldiers encountered situations overseas that haunted them when they came back. Didn’t Oliver’s behaviour ring any alarm bells with his regiment?”


  Norrich slapped the table impatiently. His plate jumped, and his cuff came to rest in a pool of grease. Wordlessly Anne jumped up, rescued both men’s plates and disappeared into the kitchen. “I think all this stress stuff is a load of horseshit. It’s their job, for Christ’s sake! It’s why they signed up, and if they don’t have the stomach for it, they should just pack up and leave the job to the men who do. Last thing a soldier needs, just like a cop, is a mate who freezes up under fire and secondguesses whether he should act. It’s an insult to all the brave men who’ve ever served their country to pander to these guys and offer excuses. Worse, it makes them doubt themselves. Makes them wonder if they’ve got what it takes to be a hero when the shit hits the fan. A soldier, just like you and me, has to act. Not analyze or feel or whatever other lily shit the shrinks have come up with for our own good.”


  His jowls quivered, and he had turned a dangerous purple. In the kitchen, Green heard dishes clattering, and he wondered if Anne was deliberately staying out of her husband’s way. His own very personal outrage threatened to overpower him, and he debated the wisdom of continuing, but in defence of all the police officers and emergency workers he’dknown, he tried to find a dispassionate response.


  “No one questions their heroism or their ability to act when they need to. But with the guys I knew, it was the aftermath that was tricky. When they had time to think—”


  Norrich slapped the table again. “The problem is Canadians are soft! We haven’t had a war on our own soil in nearly two hundred years, and two generations have grown up never feeling the threat of any war. We’ve pampered them at home and at school. Car pools and after-four programs, and when they grow up, welfare and unemployment insurance and health care. What the hell’s left to fight for? So when trouble hits, there’s no backbone. Hell, most of the world sees more trauma—”


  The kitchen door burst open, and Anne came out carrying a massive platter mounded with lemon meringue pie. She had a determined smile on her face, but her eyes glittered with warning.


  “Enough shop talk, gentlemen. You wouldn’t want a good pie to go to waste in the heat of discussions. Mike, would you like some tea? Or coffee perhaps?”


  Green seized on the latter offer with gratitude. A dull ache was beginning to replace the spinning inside his skull. While they had coffee and dessert, Anne skilfully steered the conversation to harmless realms. Although Norrich continued to sputter and huff, his colour gradually returned to a dull pink. As soon as he could respectably do so, Green rose to say his goodbyes.


  Norrich had been drooping over his Bailey’s, and he lifted his head in surprise. “Here, I’ll drive you.”


  Fortunately he seemed to have exhausted all spirit of argument, for he accepted Green’s hasty refusal and merely propped himself in the doorway to wave goodbye as Green climbed into a cab. Cruising through the neat, tree-lined suburbs towards downtown, Green drew a deep, cleansing breath and glanced at his watch. Just past ten o’clock. There was nothing to do in his hotel room except go to bed, but it was too early, especially with his biological clock still set on Ottawa time.


  Part of him longed to curl up in a warm bed and phone home, but Sharon would still be out at work, and a conversation with Hannah would last all of two minutes. Besides, another part of him was restless. Ill at ease. More disturbed by Norrich’s passionate accusations than he cared to admit. Norrich was the last person who would have noticed any troubling undercurrents between the soldiers who were the pride of the nation. Green didn’t relish more alcohol or more conversations with drunks, but there were places to visit and questions to ask that could only be done at night. He fished out Kate McGrath’s business card and punched in her cellphone.


  “Kate? How would you like to meet me for a drink? Dress for the trenches. I hear the Lighthouse Tavern is a rough place.”


  


  NINE


  Calling the Lighthouse rough was like calling Baghdad unsettled. It didn’t nearly do credit to the place. The raucous blend of music, raunch and shouting could be heard from a block away every time the door burst open to spit another drunken patron out into the street. Green and McGrath pushed through the swinging saloon doors into a dimly lit cave of scarred tables and pockmarked walls, murky with smoke and rancid with the stink of booze and sweat. A bar ran down the middle, separating the pool tables from the strip club. Serious drinkers were propped up along the bar, while others lolled around tables littered with beer, leering at the young girl on the brass pole. She was decked out in leather and black lace, just getting started on her routine.


  Kate McGrath was the only other woman in the place. Fortunately, she had told Green to ditch the tie and jacket, but even with his shirt unbuttoned and his undershirt hanging out, he was in a league of his own. Heads swivelled in unison as they walked in.


  “I guess there’s no point in our trying to be undercover,” Green muttered.


  “Jeez,”she replied, her hand instinctively covering her nose. “It’s gone downhill even in the last ten years. It was always a blue collar bar and proud of it. No knotty pine tables or amber microbrews here. But I’m not sure even your most hard-bitten sailor out for a night with his mates would choose this place any more.”


  He glanced at her. She was wearing a no-nonsense athletic jacket, jeans and walking boots, but she hung back in the entrance to the pool room, scanning the tables uneasily.


  “Do you want to go?” he asked.


  His question seemed to challenge her. A frown flitted across her brow, and she squared her shoulders defensively. “I’m a cop, inspector, not a date.”


  He opened his mouth, but before he could think of suitable words to extricate himself, she strode up to the bar and picked a stool by the wall. He wanted to say that his question was no reflection on her capability as a police officer, but merely an admission of the obvious. That they were two plainclothes officers with more brains than brawn, walking into an unknown, potentially hostile situation. Circumstances, not gender stereotypes, advised caution.


  If he were honest, though, he had to admit that sex played a role. He was a bit drunk, and his defences were down. Women had always been his weakness, and tonight, after a trying evening with a lobster and a loutish host, Kate McGrath had seemed the perfect antidote. He’d invited her as much for her company as for her professional assistance with the case.


  He was still sufficiently sober not to say so, however, but instead joined her at the bar, where she had already ordered a Keith’s and struck up a conversation with the bartender. She cocked her head towards Green brusquely.


  “Rob, this is Inspector Green of the Ottawa Police. Rob was here the night Daniel Oliver was killed.”


  Rob was a tank of a man with a cauliflower nose and a paunch that ballooned over his apron. He flicked Green an oblique glance from under one bushy white eyebrow, then continued pulling the pint of Keith’s.


  “I’m hoping you can answer a few questions for me,” Green began.


  “What’s it to you?”


  “Someone murdered Patricia Ross in Ottawa three days ago.”


  Both bushy eyebrows shot up. “No shit. How?”


  “Strangled, by a powerful man who crushed her vertebrae like twigs. The same kind of power that killed her fiancé with a single blow,” Green added, varnishing the truth a little, for he was convinced there was a connection. Someday he’d get the evidence to back it up.


  Rob said nothing for a moment, then turned to a young man who was collecting empties from the counter. “Sal, take over.”


  He gestured the two detectives to an empty table at the back of the pool room. It was littered with bottles, but he sat down without bothering to clear them.


  “This is where Daniel was hit,” McGrath said as she pulled back a chair. Out of the corner of his eye, Green saw her wipe the chair surreptitiously, but his attention was focussed on the bartender. The big man’s face was set.


  Green’s instincts quickened. “You’ve got something to tell me, don’t you.”


  Rob leaned his massive forearms on the table, displaying an elaborate collage of snake tattoos in vivid red and black. He fixed his dark eyes on Green. “In a place like this, you hear things. Guys drink, they blab, they brag, and sometimes the truth has nothing to do with it. Daniel Oliver’s death was the talk of this place for months. Lots of guys knew and respected him, because he was a genius with engines, and he’d seen real combat. He became almost like a legend. Guys said the man who KO ’d Daniel with one punch must have been some kind of pro—a championship boxer, a tenth-dan black belt in karate. Or a special forces commando.”


  A roar rose from the crowd in the club section. The bra must have come off, Green thought, momentarily distracted. He resisted the urge to look as Rob paused to scan the crowd with a practised eye. Then, apparently satisfied that all was under control and that no one was paying them any attention, Rob resumed.


  “We get a lot of servicemen in here, usually on two-day leaves, and all they want to do is get hammered and laid. It’s a word of mouth place, like a home away from home.”


  Green glanced around the grubby room. His disbelief must have showed, because the bartender’s eyes grew hooded. “It’s going through some changes.”


  “So, are you saying someone recognized our killer after all?”


  “I’m saying somebody got drunk and blabbed. Said the killer was military and that he and Danny had served together in Yugoslavia.”


  Green opened his notebook. “Do you know this witness’s name?”


  “Roger somebody.”


  Green looked across at him with exasperation. “Can you do better than Roger somebody? A last name, or an address?”


  “Well, he wasn’t military. Local, maybe?”


  “Do you recall if this Roger was actually in the bar at the time of Oliver’s death?”


  “Yeah, he was at the table with Danny. Would have seen the whole thing if he hadn’t been passed out on the table top.”


  “When did Roger report this information?”


  “He didn’t report it. Like I said, he blabbed it to his buddies along with a whole lot of bullshit about the army.


  This was maybe a year after Danny’s death. I remember it was the same time as the government shut down the Somalia Inquiry, just when all that stuff was coming out about the Airborne Regiment torturing civilians on their peacekeeping assignment over there. The guys at the table were all saying the UN and the government doesn’t know the half of what goes on. Roger just added his story about Danny’s death to top the pack.”


  “So you didn’t believe it worth passing on?”


  Rob fixed Green with an exasperated stare that said one more snarky crack out of you and your big city snout will be sticking out your ass. “Listen, I told Norrich and—”


  “Wait a minute. Norrich was still investigating the case?”


  “Naw. He was in here one night drinking with some of his army friends. He thought the story was a crock.”


  Green glanced at McGrath, whose frown spoke volumes. The Lighthouse was hardly the type of place you want your highranking police officers hanging around. Keeping his expression neutral and disinterested, he flipped ten dollars onto the table and stood up. “Well, I guess we’ll go see if we can find anything on Roger buried in those boxes down at the station.”


  She looked dismayed. “Tonight?”


  He checked his watch, which read nearly midnight. He smelled a lead, but in a ten-year-old trail, a few hours was not going to change anything. He forced himself to behave. “First thing tomorrow will be fine.”


  


  When Green strode into the incident room at eight o’clock the next morning, however, he found McGrath already ensconced at the table and surrounded by files. Her face was haggard with fatigue and her blue eyes were bloodshot. She was still wearing the same cableknit sweater and jeans she’d had on the night before.


  He grinned. “You’re worse than me.”


  She rubbed her eyes. “I couldn’t sleep. I figured you only have one more day here, and I can always sleep tomorrow.” Worry pinched her brows despite the smile on her face.


  Green suspected he knew the source—Norrich—but he sidestepped her unspoken fears. “I appreciate your help. Find anything?”


  She shoved the files away and slumped back in her chair. “Not so far. Whatever the bartender told Norrich, it didn’t end up in his official reports. Norrich probably considered the information unreliable.”


  “No evidence that he followed up either?”


  She pursed her lips, as if to keep her thoughts to herself. “At that point it was a pretty cold case and we had a few other things on the go. Plus... Norrich got promoted out of the unit.”


  Green had his own theories as to why Norrich had never followed up on the tip. For one thing, it would have meant admitting he frequented the strip club, but more likely, he’d been too damn drunk to remember anything he’d been told. From McGrath’s disgusted expression, he suspected it was not the first time.


  He smiled at her. “You had breakfast yet?”


  She looked up, her face lighting at the idea. “Oh man, I’d kill for a double shot of Columbian Dark.”


  He laughed. “My kind of woman.” He unhooked her jacket from the door knob and held it out. “Lead on, Sergeant.”


  She led him on foot down Duke Street to Argyle at a pace that soon left him huffing. Her long, effortless stride suggested an athlete, and once again he cursed the long hours he spent behind his desk. Walking the dog from tree to tree around the block did not seem to be doing the trick.


  The Economy Shoe Shop was a trendy bistro tucked into a block of heritage storefronts on Argyle. At eight o’clock, it was packed with workers catching their last dose of caffeine before heading to the office, and the hiss of cappuccino machines rose over the general chatter. Green breathed in the smells. Strong coffee, fresh muffins, and the buttery sweetness of croissants. His stomach contracted, and he selected a banana chocolate chip muffin, feeling virtuous for having passed on the croissants.


  The shop had a cluster of cast iron chairs outside on a cobblestone patio. A brisk breeze kept most of the patrons indoors, but McGrath found a small patch of sunlight and sat down, tilting her face to the rays and shutting her eyes. A smile spread across her features as she savoured her first sip.


  Arousal tingled unexpectedly through Green, bringing a mixture of idle pleasure and caution. It was just as well he was going back on the ten o’clock flight tomorrow morning, he thought, as he busied himself unwrapping his muffin.


  “So,” he said, “in your search last night, did you find any references in the bar to a military connection?”


  She opened one eye almost reluctantly. “There were several soldiers among the witnesses. In fact, the man who was seen in conversation with the assailant—the one who gave me the fake ID —he seemed military. The precise language and the ramrod back tend to give them away. At the time, I figured he was slumming it and didn’t want to be found out.”


  “Did he think the assailant was military?”


  “If he did, he didn’t volunteer it. He said they just talked about the news on TV.”


  Green mulled this over. In his experience, soldiers, like police, shared a kinship that they could sense a mile off. If the two men had both been military, the first words out of their mouths would have been “What’s your unit?”


  Maybe it had been. “Did you believe him?”


  She opened both eyes and turned to face him. In the sunlight, her blue eyes were startling. They held a glint of excitement. “Not particularly, especially once I found out he’d lied about his ID . But at the time I had no reason to be suspicious, so I just let him go. I had a whole bar full of drunken witnesses to go through.”


  He returned her smile for an instant before his thoughts scattered again. “So now we’re stuck with not just one, but two unknown soldiers. Maybe if we poke around in Danny’s military service, we can get some names to go with them. Did you find out anything else?”


  Her smile broadened as she flipped a page in her notebook. “I did. I found an interesting witness who was at the bar that night. In his statement at the time, he said he’d been asleep and had seen nothing. But his name was Roger Atkinson.”


  


  Back at the police station, McGrath set out to track down the current whereabouts of Roger Atkinson while Green put in a call to Gibbs. He relayed the information about Daniel Oliver’s murder and its potential connection to his military past, then asked Gibbs to start tracking Oliver’s army associates. Normally Gibbs was conscientious and thorough to a fault, and Green knew if there was any information to be found, Gibbs would pry it loose. But this morning he sensed the young detective was barely listening. “What’s up, Gibbs?”


  Gibbs’s newfound confidence echoed through the phone lines as he filled Green in on his own inquiries. He didn’t stutter once.


  “Yesterday Detective Peters and I interviewed the desk clerk and other residents of the Vanier hotel where our Jane Doe—I mean Patricia Ross—was staying. They said she seemed to spend her time like any other tourist. She’d go out in the morning, catch a bus on the corner and be gone most of the day. They always noticed her because of that big flowery purse she carried everywhere. She had a street map, and once she asked the desk clerk in the lobby how to get to the Voyageur Bus Station and also the House of Commons. She seemed quite disappointed that it wasn’t in session because of the election.”


  “The bus station?” Green pounced on the implication. The House of Commons was a standard destination for any tourist to Ottawa, but the Voyageur bus station wasn’t. It was strictly for cheap intercity travel. “Did you—”


  “Sue’s going down to the bus station this morning, sir,” Gibbs interjected. “She’s taking the photos of the DOA and the purse to see if anyone remembers her.”


  Green chuckled to himself at the pride in Gibbs’s tone. Pride not only in his own investigative skills, but also in his partner. Who would have thought the mismatched pair would ever gel? “Excellent. Keep me posted. If Patricia took a bus somewhere outside of Ottawa, she was probably going to meet someone important. This was a woman on a mission, I’m convinced of it. Anything else to report?”


  “Yessir!” Gibbs’s voice cracked in his exuberance. “The dead woman apparently made a number of phone calls from the payphone in the hotel lobby, and she received at least one there that the desk clerk can remember. It was a man’s voice. We’re working on getting the phone records for that payphone, which might even tell us who she was meeting.” When Green hung up, he was energized by the progress being made on all fronts. They still had no idea what was going on, but with all the promising avenues opening up, he sensed the solution was almost within reach. He was just jotting some notes in his book when McGrath burst back into the room, brandishing her notebook. Her whole body vibrated with excitement.


  “Well!” she announced, tossing the notebook down on the table. “This is an interesting coincidence. Roger Atkinson’s mother hasn’t seen him in nine years, ever since he was offered some plum job up in Ontario. According to my calculations, this job came less than two months after he opened his big mouth about Daniel Oliver’s death.”


  TEN


  Today, Twiggy decided, was a make or break day. No more games or stall tactics. That resolution put some energy into her flagging muscles as she trudged up Albert Street on her way to Tim Hortons for her daily dose of caffeine and doughnuts.


  The spring sun was finally warm enough to sit outside without discomfort, and she was just arranging her bulk against the brick wall when the manager opened his shop door to give her a coffee. This time as she sucked back the bitter liquid, he stood over her hesitating.


  “A man was in the shop last night, asking about you,” he said.


  She paused, her cup to her lips. “Asking how?”


  “Just asking if I knew anything about a bag lady who hangs out around here.”


  She frowned. Who the hell would be interested in what she was up to any more? Her thoughts drifted to her family. Her inlaws were a write-off, of course. Way too much pain for them to ever face her. They hadn’t even come to the coroner’s inquest, brief and pointless as it had been. When the recommendations came down—about plugging gaps in the mental health delivery system, about increasing the monitoring of psychiatric outpatients and improving emergency response protocols to 911 calls—they had written her a very short note. So sorry, dear. He was our son. May God forgive him, and I hope you can. Then they had dropped out of her life.


  The only blood relatives she still had were her sister and her family, but Linda kept her children under lock and key, as far as possible from their derelict aunt and the unspeakable memories she evoked. As if Twiggy herself were a symbol of all that could go wrong in their neatly ordered, middle-class world, and just seeing her, like Medusa, could bring her cursed life down upon them.


  Still, maybe twice a year Linda or her husband Norm would track her down and pay her a visit. Give her some money and some clothes, bring her news of the children. Sometimes they’d pack her into the car—always with a beach towel spread over the seat, Twiggy noticed—and take her to the doctor or the dentist. Never home for dinner. You never know with curses, after all. So they would buy her a burger at Wendy’s with all the trimmings and a healthy salad to match, before dropping her off at the “Y” shelter and driving back to the tree-lined crescents of Kanata, where the noise and mess of the world were carefully kept at bay.


  It might have been Norm who was looking for her. “What name did he call me? Twiggy?” Or Jean, she added silently. No one on the street knew that name. Jean had died in that frenzy of madness and blood on May 10th, 2000. Welcome to the new millennium.


  “He didn’t give a name, Just asked about the bag lady who hung out by the aqueduct.”


  Alarm bells rang, ever so softly. It could have been one of her street friends, or someone she’d met in a shelter. She’d deliberately left her old self behind when she changed her life, but sometimes old habits die hard. She’d been helping a few of them learn to read, just in passing, whenever the mood struck. But they didn’t always bother with niceties like names.


  “Was it a street person?”


  “No. He was nicely dressed, looked like he might work for government or social services. Maybe they’re trying to find you to give you some money.”


  Twiggy snorted. Do-gooders did sometimes try to track her down, under the delusion that after what the poor soul had endured, all she really needed was a little TLC . As if the love and platitudes of a stranger could hold a candle to the love she’d lost.


  She was entitled to money. Even Mr. G had tried to tell her that, although he more than anyone knew how meaningless that compensation was. Not only would she qualify for a government disability pension, but there was probably money for long-term disability through the teachers’ union. But she doubted very much any of them would waste any effort trying to give that money away. Besides, they would have called her Jean. Jean Calderone. A name she barely remembered.


  Twiggy drained the last dregs of coffee and as a joke, rolled up the rim. Not expecting to win a prize. What would she do with a plasma TV or a big-ass SUV ? But just making sure her luck hadn’t changed. Please play again, she read from the inside of the rim. She chuckled. Play again. Isn’t that a metaphor for life, as it keeps kicking you in the teeth?


  She remembered her resolve of that morning. She was going to play one more time, make one more big score, so that she and her friends could buy themselves one last wild fling at life. Not on the terms of the mission do-gooders or even the outreach nurses, not on the terms her sister Linda would dictate, but on their own terms. No moral obligations attached.


  “Well,” she said, grabbing the manager’s hand to haul herself to her feet, “it’s probably nobody. Maybe a reporter still looking for a story. But if he asks again, don’t tell him anything. Now I’ll be back, Moe, so save my spot.” She chuckled as she picked up her bag and handed him her empty cup. She patted his cheek. “Got a call to make.”


  She turned and tromped off toward Wellington Street before he could see the slight frown that puckered her doughy face. She didn’t really believe it was a government worker or a reporter. The newshounds had given up milking her tragedy years ago, and certainly there were juicier stories around now, what with terrorists and election scandals. Not to mention the three murders still hogging the headlines after nearly a week


  Could someone have seen her that night outside the hotel? Could they have put two and two together and figured out she was the person putting on the squeeze? Her footsteps faltered. She glanced around and caught the eye of a businessman waiting at the Wellington Street light. Twiggy shivered. It was definitely time to get this game over with. There was no time to mess with the people from Petawawa. Those people had been known to kill someone who got in their way. At least the reporter from the Sun would just try to stiff her out of fair payment.


  The phone on Bank Street was occupied, so she sat on a bench in a little square and watched the business world hustle back and forth around her. People who thought they had a place to go, a job to do, and a family to support. People who thought they had the game beat. Hah.


  The person on the phone hung up, and Twiggy heaved herself to her swollen feet. So many of them looked like the man Moe had described. Maybe she should use another phone. But she was here, and it was too damn hard to walk another block.


  


  June 3 1993. Sector West, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... Man, it’s been nuts around here, weapons coming in as fast as we can get them out, and mines showing up all over the fields around town. It’s a game of oneupmanship, and we’re caught in the middle. Last night even oursoccer field got mined, but Fundy barked to warn us. I think Ican even train her to detect mines. She seems to have anamazing nose. Worth a try, better than being fish in a barrel.


  June 15 1993. Sector West, Croatia.


  It was Sarge’s birthday yesterday, so after patrol the Captain came over to our section house with a two-four of Labatts and a forty ouncer of genuine Canadian Club. First time I ever saw the Sarge get loaded and he was funny as hell. Danny and I taught the good prairie boy “Farewell to Nova Scotia”, and he started tuning up all the beer bottles. He got the whole village into the act playing whatever they could lay their hands on. One of the locals plays a mean pair of spoons and another had a mouth organ. Mahir used a stool for drums.


  Even the Hammer was laughing by the end and when we all played a soccer game on the field we’d built, he didn’t say a word about it being a waste of time. I think maybe he just takes his responsibilities very seriously. He doesn’t want us to get too friendly with the locals because there are thousands of them and only a few dozen of us scattered along the ceasefire line, and if they ever decided to take us on, we couldn’t stop them. Respect and fear, the Hammer says. That’s how we maintain our advantage. We’re the UN . Take us on, you take on the whole world.


  ELEVEN


  Midweek traffic was light on the four-lane Trans-Canada highway from Halifax across central Nova Scotia to the north shore, and Kate McGrath made excellent time. She guided the unmarked Malibu with a calm, deft hand, and pointed out the scenery as she drove. Green was surprised, and a little embarrassed, to learn that Nova Scotia had been homesteaded since the 1630s and had already fought several wars with the French and the Americans when his own Ottawa Valley had been nothing but a wilderness of lumberjacks and fur traders.


  “Some pockets were first farmed by the French in the 1600s,” she said, waving at the rolling hills dotted with pastures and forest. “And when the British conquered the land, the local French settlers who wouldn’t swear allegiance to the King were booted out. Then masses of New England loyalists moved onto the land they left behind. There are still Acadian enclaves interspersed with the Scots. The roots of family go very deep around here.”


  He heard the pride in her tone. “Did you grow up around here? I thought you were a Newfoundlander.”


  “I am. But I started my police career up here in Truro.”


  “What made you move to Halifax?”


  She hesitated, and a faint frown narrowed her eyes. “I wanted a change of scene. And I also wanted a city big enough for good policing opportunities. I’d gone to Dalhousie University for my degree and fell in love with the city.” She paused to peer at a highway sign, then slowed to turn right onto a smaller highway.


  “Loch Katrine, Caledonia Mills,” he chuckled, reading the sign. “Right out of Scotland.”


  She nodded. “Antigonish County was largely settled by Highland Scots, and about every second family is a MacDonald.”


  Off the main highway, the road dipped through lush, hilly countryside covered with trees just beginning to bud. Rivers and lakes glinted through the lacy branches, and brightly painted farms clustered in the valleys. Sharon would have loved it, and Green felt a twinge of homesickness at the thought of her delight. She had always wanted to see the east coast, and he had left her green with envy yesterday morning with no more than a brief kiss and a promise to be back in two days. I probably won’t even get out of the police station, he’d told her, let alone get a chance to see a beach or a fishing village. Maybe this summer, they would make the effort to coordinate their work schedules enough to take a real road trip out here.


  McGrath slowed again as a narrow gravel road appeared on their right. A small sign pointed to Hoppenderry. “It should be up here somewhere,” she said. They followed the twisty road for a few more kilometres, past sparse farms and rolling pastures. McGrath craned her neck and squinted against the midday sun as they approached a small lane. Almost hidden by brush was a carved wooden sign “Derry Brook Sheep Farm, lambs and fine wool”.


  “Here it is!” she exclaimed, turning in the lane. As they bumped down the rutted drive, a meadow opened up on their left, a startling green against the greys and browns of spring. The meadow was dotted with sheep who barely gave them a second glance, but a black and white border collie sitting by the wood rail fence watched them with a baleful stare. Up ahead a collection of buildings greeted them, including three barns painted red and a yellow woodframe house with a steeply sloped roof and a sunporch stretching the width of its facade.


  The farm had clearly seen better days. The paint was faded and peeling, and the front yard was little more than a swamp of mud and straw. In front of the house sat a rusty blue pickup and a tractor with chunks of mud stuck to their tires. A pair of red dogs clambered off the porch and hobbled towards the car, barking. Otherwise nothing stirred. The curtains were drawn on the windows, and the barn doors were shut tight.


  “I told you his parents weren’t very enthusiastic when I phoned to say we were coming,” McGrath said.


  Green eyed the dogs dubiously. Despite their greying muzzles, they were still a handsome pair, with glistening copper coats and white paws. They paced in half-hearted circles around the car, with their teeth bared. “Well,” he ventured, “we didn’t drive all the way up here just to—”


  The front door flung back and a tall, gaunt man filled the doorway, arms crossed, glaring at them. Behind him, a woman peeked around his shoulder. Neither made any move to call off the dogs.


  “We could always split the dogs up,” McGrath said. “You head for the shed, I’ll go for the house. They look so old, we could probably outrun them.”


  At that moment, the woman ducked under the man’s elbow with a sharp shake of her head. When she whistled for the dogs, they stopped barking immediately and stood by the car, tails wagging and amber eyes alert. Green smiled. Whoever said men were the masters of their own domain? Dogs knew better.


  Green sized up the stubborn couple in the doorway. “If it comes to it, I’ll take the mother. I think the father might respond better to a fellow Maritimer.”


  His instincts proved accurate once he and McGrath had introduced themselves. The MacDonalds may not have been happy to see them, but Mrs. MacDonald at least welcomed them into the living room and insisted on brewing a fresh pot of tea, which she served with a warm apple cake she had clearly baked for the occasion. The delicious scent of cinnamon and yeast blended with the underlay of manure and damp wool that permeated everything.


  Mr. MacDonald folded himself into an aging wing chair in the corner by the door, as if for a fast exit, and fixed them both with a chilly stare. Blue overalls with frayed cuffs hung on his bony frame, and a pair of oversized sheepskin slippers swallowed his feet. His wife flitted in and out of the kitchen as if she hoped to distract them from the purpose of their call.


  “Mr. and Mrs. MacDonald,” McGrath began once the woman had finally subsided on the sofa. “Thank you for seeing us. I’m sure it’s not easy to talk about your son—”


  Mr. MacDonald snorted. “I don’t see why you’ve got to be bringing it all up again. It’s over, more than ten years past now, and we answered all your questions about the accident back then. It’s all in your files, if you’d bother to read them.”


  “Well, it’s actually about Daniel Oliver’s death—”


  “And we’ve been through all that too. We don’t know anything about his murder, it had nothing to do with Ian. Ian and Danny hardly even saw each other any more.”


  Mrs. MacDonald looked up from pouring tea. “Ian was back here on the farm working with his dad, and Danny was in Halifax.”


  “I know,” McGrath said. “We’re just looking to clarify a few details.”


  “Why?” the father said.


  “There have been some new developments,” Green interjected quietly. McGrath had been following the classic police interview strategy of stonewalling, but after a brief deliberation, he decided that full disclosure might work best. That, and a touch of surprise. “Daniel Oliver’s former girlfriend was murdered last week in Ottawa, and when she died, she had your son’s army medal in her possession.”


  Both parents gaped. The father uttered a small grunt, as if he’d been punched in the stomach. He swallowed convulsively before words would come. “Why would she have Ian’s medal?”


  “That’s what I’m hoping you can tell us,” Green said.


  Mrs. MacDonald flushed in confusion and busied herself cutting the cake into perfect squares. “I can’t imagine. We...” Tears unexpectedly robbed her of speech.


  Her husband shot Green a scowl. “We wondered where it got to. Danny must have taken it.”


  “When?”


  “When he was here for the funeral, I suppose.”


  “Why?”


  MacDonald raised his bony shoulders in an impatient shrug. “How should I know? Jealous, maybe?”


  “Oh, but dear,” interjected Mrs. MacDonald, recovering her voice, “I told you that doesn’t make any sense! Danny was very proud of him.”


  “Doesn’t stop a man,” her husband muttered. “He probably wasn’t thinking straight. Got extremely drunk that day.”


  “What did your son get his medal for, Mr. MacDonald?”


  MacDonald squared his shoulders and met Green’s gaze with steely pride. “Risking his life for strangers half a world away who didn’t even appreciate what our lads were sacrificing for them,from the sounds of it. The town they were protecting was under fire, and Ian rescued a lot of local villagers. His company commander put him forward for the medal.”


  Mrs. MacDonald’s eyes were brimming again. “On Danny’s recommendation, don’t forget. He was Ian’s section leader.”


  Mr. MacDonald nodded grudgingly. “They were inseparable once.”


  Green leaned forward, his tone soft. “What happened?”


  “What do you mean, what happened? I just told you!”


  “I mean when Ian came home. I understand he had some trouble readjusting to civilian life.”


  “Who told you that?”


  Green took a careful sip of tea. “He changed his plans about vet school and returned to the farm.”


  “And what’s wrong with that? The lad hadn’t been more than a hundred miles from his home his whole life. The apples and hay were just coming in, and there was a lot needed doing on the farm. I think he was grateful for the peace and quiet after Europe.”


  Mrs. MacDonald bent over her tea pot, her lips pursed, but Green thought he saw a tiny spasm of pain flicker across her face. He hated to add to it.


  “I know this is difficult for you, but I understand he was shot in a hunting accident. Was he alone?”


  Mr. MacDonald surged to his feet, bristling. “I don’t want you putting my wife through this! What do the damn details matter? He was duck hunting down by the creek, just like he loved to do, and the gun misfired. Danny wasn’t with him, if that’s what you’re getting at. Danny hadn’t been near the place in over a year, and if that was eating him up, it damn well should have!” He was hunched in the doorway.


  His wife looked up at him, her cheeks flaming. “Angus, the detectives are just doing their job.”


  “And it shouldn’t involve stirring up Ian’s death, which was a pointless accident. The boy runs through bullets to rescue a bunch of bloody foreigners, and he ends up getting shot with his own rifle in his own backyard!”


  Unexpectedly, Kate McGrath stood up and reached out a soothing hand. “Mr. MacDonald, I’m sorry to put you both through this again. To spare your wife, perhaps you and I can go outside, and you can show me where it happened.”


  MacDonald hesitated, scowling dubiously at Green from under a bristly black eyebrow. “I don’t see any reason for him to be staying in here—”


  “He can keep me company while you’re out,” his wife interjected, collecting her husband’s tea. The cup was untouched, and a faint tremor in her hands sloshed tea into the saucer. “Since Ian’s death, it’s been hard for me...to be alone.”


  MacDonald took some convincing, but finally he snatched a sheepskin jacket off its peg, shoved his feet into massive work boots and jerked his head to summon McGrath outside. In the living room, Mrs. MacDonald sank back onto the sofa as if relieved to be rid of him and reached for the teapot.


  “More tea, Inspector?”


  He rose to take the chair closer to her and held out his cup. “Thank you, it’s delicious.”


  She fussed over the cup and added a square of cake to the saucer. A frown pinched her brow, and her eyes avoided his. Green waited, sensing she was building up to something.


  “That’s a terrible thing about the Ross girl,” she said finally. “I remember her. She came to Ian’s funeral with Danny, was a big help to him. Poor lad.”


  “I gather the boys had a pretty rough time in Yugoslavia.”


  “More than many of them bargained for, that’s sure.”


  “Did Ian talk about those times? About what went on, or about the soldiers he was with?”


  “We got letters from many of them when he died. They were so proud of him.” A tremulous smile played across her lips. She thrust aside her tea and struggled to her feet. “Come on, I’ll show you.”


  He followed her through a low doorway and up a steep, narrow, wooden staircase to the upstairs hall. The ancient floorboards creaked as she led the way down a dim hall to a door at the end. When she opened it, light flooded a room barely larger than a closet. Dust motes danced in the shaft of sunlight from a gabled window overlooking the pasture. It was clearly a young man’s room, with a single bed neatly made under the window and an array of homemade shelves along the opposite wall, on which were orderly stacks of clothes,books, CD s and computer equipment. On a dresser by the bed sat a large studio portrait of a young man in a dress suit. He had his father’s blue eyes, poorly tamed brown hair, and a lean hatchet face that he had yet to grow into.


  “That’s his high school prom, the first real photo we ever had taken of him. We never dreamed it would be the last.” Her eyes welled. She tugged open a dresser drawer and bent over it. Inside, he could see piles of cards bound together with elastics.


  “We didn’t want too many people at the funeral,” she said. “Some of his reservists came, but we got cards from all across the country from men in his peacekeeping battalion.”


  His interest piqued, Green came to look over her shoulder.“What did they write?”


  “Mostly about his bravery. Some about his way with the local people, and about how he would always lend a helping hand or a listening ear. Also his gentleness with the animals. Ian always had a way with animals. Those two duck tollers outside, Rob and Roy, he got them as pups when he came back from Yugoslavia, and he trained them completely on his own. Hours, he’d spend with them out in the field. They’re old now, but they still miss him.”


  She picked up one of the letters, opened it, and slid out a simple sympathy card with a long note scrawled on the inside page. “From his first section commander over there, Sergeant Sawranchuk. Ian was as steady and courageous a soldier as anycommander could hope for,” she read, “and he was the glue of thesection. He took on all tasks, small or large, and endured the manyhardships and personal discomforts without a word of complaint.He preferred talk to fighting, but he was as good with his weaponas any man, and in a crisis he could always be relied on to be in thethick of things. He believed in our mission, and he hoped we weremaking a difference in the lives of the people over there. He willreally be missed.”


  She slid the card back into the envelope and replaced it carefully into the drawer. “The sergeant was sent back home on medical leave before Ian got his medal, but at least he was kind enough to write. Oh, here’s a picture of them all — his friends and the men he worked with.”


  She drew out a photo of a group of soldiers posing around a large armoured vehicle.They were grinning and hamming it up.Green took the photo for a closer look. The sun was bright and the shadows sharp, making it difficult to distinguish facial features, but a lab technician could probably make them recognizable.


  “Do you know who they are?” he asked.


  “Other than Ian and Danny, no. There’s Ian...” She pointed to a young man in the middle with his arms slung around two others. “Always surrounded by friends. He touched so many people.”


  “May I borrow this? I’ll reproduce it and send it back, I promise.”


  “Oh...it’s just sitting in a drawer now. Those days changed him so much—they aren’t how I want to remember him.” She stared out the window for a moment with sadness in her eyes, before she seemed to pull herself back from the brink of memory. Delving deeper into the pile, she pulled out a small, austere card without the purple roses and embossed script that adorned most of the others.


  “Even months later we still got cards. This was from his platoon commander Richard Hamm, promoted to major by then and stationed out in Edmonton, so it took him a while to get the news, I suppose.” Her hands trembled slightly as she opened the card and held it out to Green. “He’s not much for words, but what he said about our Ian...it says a lot.”


  Green glanced at the card, which contained two lines of terse prose in a brusque, heavy hand. Dear Mr. and Mrs. MacDonald, my condolences on your loss. Ian was a tireless and committed soldier whose bravery saved many lives.


  “Tireless, committed, that was our Ian. If he believed in something, he’d give it his heart and soul.” Her chin quivered, and she dropped her gaze. “Nice of the major, don’t you think?”


  Green studied the card with a nagging unease. He’d heard many expressions of condolence in his time. Perhaps it was his imagination, but he sensed the major’s choice of words was important not for what they said, but what they didn’t say. No mention of a pleasure to have under my command, or an example to his fellow soldiers. These words were carefully chosen to comfort the bereaved without eulogizing the dead man. There was no warmth in the sentiment expressed; on the contrary, Green sensed a chill in his words. Yet Ian was a soldier who’d received a rare medal of bravery under the man’s command.


  “Was this the man who recommended Ian for his medal?”


  Her gaze flickered for only an instant before she shook her head. “That was Danny. It was when the company moved down to Sector South in Croatia, and conditions were much more dangerous for them. There wasn’t much peace to be kept, truth be told, and Danny had to take over command of the section. That’s normally a sergeant’s job, and Danny was only a corporal then, but I guess something happened to Sergeant Sawranchuk–” She leaned towards him, her eyes glittering. “Exhaustion was the official word, but that covers a multitude of sins, doesn’t it?”


  “I’ve certainly heard that the missions were very hard on a lot of men.” Green steered her gently back. “So it was Daniel Oliver, not an officer, who recommended him?”


  “Put his name forward, yes. Oh, don’t get me wrong. They all supported it. His battalion commander, company commander, and this Major Hamm. Captain Hamm back then and probably General by now. He was that kind of soldier.”


  “What did Ian say about him?”


  “That he was a bit of a slave driver. But then they have to be, don’t they? They had their orders too. Still, with our Ian, that wasn’t the way to handle him. Tell him why he should do something, point out the good in it, trust him to give it his all, and he will. Always been like that, which was something his dad had trouble seeing. This sergeant who went on medical leave, he was much more Ian’s type of leader. I think it was hard on all the boys when he left. But Danny stepped in and did the best he could.”


  Green nodded slowly. “They were all just boys, weren’t they? Thousands of miles from home.”


  He heard her suck in her breath and expel it in a long,sigh. “And it wasn’t like in a war, where the soldiers all come back home as heroes who’d defended their country. No one knew what our lads had been through or what they’d seen. Why they couldn’t stand the smell of a barbeque or a trip to the dump. Why they couldn’t sleep at night or take a walk through the orchard without their gun.” She gripped the card and struggled to get it back into the envelope before abandoning the effort. “That damn gun... I was his mother. I should have known.”


  He felt sorry for her, hovering over the abyss of her loss. He hated to tip the balance, but sensed if ever there was a time for truth, this was it. “Should have known what, Mrs. MacDonald?”


  She shook her head. “He didn’t take the dogs that day. The only time he left them behind.”


  He waited. In the silence, the distant bark of a dog penetrated the windowpane. She took a deep, shuddering breath. “His father calls it a hunting accident. He has to. To Angus, our boy is a decorated soldier and a tribute to his country. To face the truth is to dishonour his memory. Our boy was a hero. Nothing takes that away.”


  Still he waited. Barely breathing.


  “But he was also afraid, and tormented and confused. In the end, he took his damn hunting rifle, left his dogs behind because he didn’t want them to see, and he went down to the river marsh at the bottom of the farm. Where he propped his rifle against a tree and shot himself.”


  TWELVE


  The casualties of peacekeeping,” McGrath said. “After Romeo Dallaire, the army’s worst kept secret.”


  They were having a late lunch at a roadside diner outside Antigonish. Mrs. MacDonald had offered to make them lunch, but sensing that their continued presence there was like salt in her wounds, Green had declined. Now they were hunched over greasy fish and chips. Green doused his with more ketchup as he considered McGrath’s words.


  General Romeo Dallaire was the army’s highest profile example of the post-traumatic stress the country’s soldiers often endured after trying to maintain peace in some of the most violent and tribal corners of the world. Clearly, Ian himself had struggled with memories and fears upon his return, and on that fateful morning in September 1995, he had finally ceded defeat. Despite being recognized as a hero by his superiors and his government, he was just a boy who had faced more than he could bear.


  Perhaps. And yet... Green wrestled to make this new piece of the puzzle fit in with the subsequent murders. Daniel Oliver had been Ian’s section commander in the latter part of their rotation, and he had recommended Ian for a medal of bravery — a relative rarity in the peacekeeping ranks, where combat heroism was less valued than mediation skills. His platoon commander, Captain Hamm, had supported the recommendation, but if his tepid letter of condolence was any indication, he did not share Oliver’s enthusiasm for Ian’s accomplishment.


  “Somehow, all these things connect to Yugoslavia,” Green said eventually. “Ian’s suicide, Oliver’s murder and Patricia’s murder. I think something happened over there...”


  “Yeah, well, with Norrich handling that part of the investigation...” She paused, grimacing as she picked oily chunks of batter off her fish. “I suppose I could have a go at the West Nova Scotia Reserve Regiment myself. See if anyone knows anything.”


  “That won’t help. We need to find out who served with them in Yugoslavia and interview every last one of them.” He reached into his pocket and slid the photo Mrs. MacDonald had given him across the table towards her. “These are some of the guys in their unit. We should start by ID ing them. I have a contact in army personnel in Ottawa. I’ll get one of my men in Ottawa to follow up.”


  McGrath shoved aside her half-eaten fish and picked up the photo. She angled it to catch the light and studied it closely. A faint frown played across her features.


  Green’s interest quickened. “What?”


  She shook her head and peered more closely. Her frown deepened. Then she tapped at one of the men in the photo. He was posed behind the others, leaning against the hood of an army truck. His helmet cast much of his face in shadow.


  “This man. I can’t be sure, but I think...” She looked up at him, her eyes widened with excitement. “Mike, I think he might have been the other man in the bar the night Oliver was killed. The man talking to the killer beforehand.”


  “You mean the guy who gave you the fake ID ? And claimed he had no idea who the killer was?”


  “The very one. And if you believe that, I’ve got a schooner full of flying codfish to sell you!”


  


  The minute they arrived back at the Halifax Police Station, Green put in a call to Gibbs. The young detective sounded as if he were fairly bursting with news.


  “We’ve uncovered another possible military connection, sir! At least, Sue—Detective Peters has. At the Voyageur Bus Station. Th-th...” He took a deep breath as if to slow himself, and Green could almost see his Adam’s apple bobbing. “This morning she took the photos of Patricia Ross and her purse to the bus station to see if anyone remembered her buying a ticket there. And... it took two shifts, but you know Sue, she sticks to things, and on the afternoon shift she found a floor cleaner who remembered Patricia. Said she wore a hole in his floor pacing up and down, going outside every ten minutes for a smoke while she waited for the bus. And guess where she caught the bus to?”


  Green’s pulse leaped. “Petawawa.”


  There was abrupt silence on the phone, as if Gibbs had even stopped breathing. “How did you know?”


  “You said there was a military connection. There aren’t too many Canadian Forces bases within bussing distance to Ottawa. And Petawawa is home to a large infantry regiment that has gone on numerous peacekeeping missions.” Sensing Gibbs’s disappointment, Green reined in his racing thoughts. “What day did she go?”


  “M-monday the 17th. Almost a week after she arrived.”


  And almost a week before she died, Green thought. More and more he was convinced she’d been on the trail of someone, and had stirred up a hornet’s nest along the way.“Excellent work, Bob,” he said. “Once we know Daniel Oliver’s military associates, maybe we’ll be able to determine who she went to see. Anything else come up today?”


  “That reporter from the Sun called, sir. Frank Corelli. His witness agreed to a meet. I wanted to wait to check in with you,but I figured it was more important to get her information, so we set it up for noon today over at Confederation Park. It’s a busy enough place, especially at lunch hour, that I figured our surveillance teams wouldn’t be obvious. Staff Sergeant Larocque gave me half a dozen patrol officers to cover it, and I figured we’d have no trouble picking her up.”


  “After she talked to Frank, I hope. Otherwise, she’s likely to shut up like a clam.” Green glanced at his watch. Five thirty.Which meant it was four thirty in Ottawa, well past the rendezvous time. Something in Gibbs’s tone suggested trouble. “How did it go?”


  “She didn’t show, sir. We waited a full hour, and Corelli satin plain view on a park bench with the Sun open in front of him.”


  “Maybe the surveillance was too obvious.”


  “Maybe, sir, but not a single woman came near him. Or even seemed to be watching him.”


  “She was probably just testing his interest. Tell Frank to be ready, because I think she may call again, demanding a higher price.”


  “Either that or she has nothing to sell,” Gibbs said. He sounded frustrated. “It may all have been just a bid for attention. She tied up a lot of resources today.”


  Green thought it over. He was in the incident room Inspector Norrich had provided for him, and the files still lay strewn around the table where McGrath and he had left them. McGrath was flipping through a box for her interviews with the witness who’d given her the false ID. Her eyes were narrowed with a focussed excitement he knew so well. The feeling you get when a crucial detail in the case breaks loose.


  With an effort he forced his thoughts back to Gibbs’s problem. Gibbs could be right; the woman could simply be a media-hungry crank. But on the other hand, she had known about the body being moved after death. To know that, she had to be one of the investigating professionals, or she had to have seen it being moved.


  “I think she’ll call again,” he said. “So make sure Corelli’s prepared.”


  “Will you be back tomorrow, sir?”


  “Yes. My flight gets in at noon, and I’ll grab a cab straight to the office. I have something else I want you to do in the meantime.” Quickly he filled Gibbs in on Ian MacDonald’s death and its possible connection to Daniel Oliver’s murder and to their time together in Yugoslavia. He gave him Captain Ulrich’s contact information at DND and asked him to try to track down as many of the soldiers in the peacekeeping unit as possible. “Starting with Major—or possibly a higher rank—Richard Hamm, who was their platoon commander. He maybe out at CFB Edmonton. And Sergeant Sawranchuk, who was their section leader.”


  “Ask him to get photos too,” McGrath interjected, looking up from her files. “And have him fax everything down here tome as well.”


  Once Green had hung up, he filled McGrath in on Patricia Ross’s journey to Petawawa. By the time he finished, McGrath’s eyes were stormy. “Patricia was tracking the same story we are. Goddamn it, if it was this simple, if we missed anobvious line of inquiry because of Norrich’s stupid, macho incompetence, then I’m going to have his fucking balls for fish bait!”


  


  June 18, Sector West, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... I had an amazing experience yesterday. Three of us were on a foot patrol, checking the back country paths to make sure no Serbs were sneaking weapons into the UNPA . TheSerbs don’t like our foot patrols because apparently the UNbattalion before us just sat at their checkpoints and if theywanted to patrol, they had to ask the Serbs’ permission.Permission, for fuck’s sake.


  So when we arrived in Sector West, our CO said no, it’s notgoing to work like that. Our mandate is to enforce the weaponsban, and that’s exactly what we’re going to do. This part of thecountry is loaded with little off-the-map trails that only thelocals know about. So we set up observation posts to do footpatrols as well as the regular APC patrols on the main road. OPpatrols are out for a week at a time, just a few guys against amess of belligerents, and I know Sarge isn’t happy with thedanger, but those were the orders.


  So there we were, walking along, scanning the trail aheadfor mines, when around the corner comes these four Serb guys,loaded to the gills— AK 47s, grenades, sniper rifles, claymoremines, the works. No hunting party for sure. We told them tohand over their weapons and instead they pointed their riflesat us. You have to show who’s boss with these guys or they’llwalk all over you. So we raised our rifles too. Now, our rulesof engagement are drilled into us. You can’t initiate fire, andwhen fired upon you can only respond in kind. So we couldn’tdo anything but stare at them and wait for them to shoot first.Like that makes any sense when you’re staring down the barrelof an AK 47.


  Anyway, Danny mutters fuck this and he shoots over theirheads. They shoot back and we take cover and everybody startsfiring. After about thirty seconds the Serbs turn around andrun away. I started to laugh, relief I guess, and Danny’schecking us out because the medic says sometimes when theadrenaline’s going, you don’t even know you’ve been hit. Butnone of us were hurt. I don’t know if we hit any Serbs.


  I was proud of myself that day. You always wonder howyou’re going to hold up the first time you meet the real thing.You hope you’ll keep your cool and remember your training,but you don’t really know. Well, when it happened, I didn’thave time to be scared. I was pumped and I just acted oninstinct. And we got the job done. Afterwards my legs were likejelly and I downed two beers the minute I got back to camp,but it didn’t matter.


  


  Green’s plans to hit the ground running in Ottawa by early afternoon were scuttled the moment he woke up the next morning to a fog so thick he couldn’t see the street from his second-storey window. As the taxi crept out to the airport, the cabbie kept shaking his head sagely.


  “Waste of time, sir. The planes have been stacked up at the departure gates since six o’clock this morning. Not a thing flying in or out of this soup.”


  “When is it likely to clear?” Green asked as they pulled up at the terminal, which was still cocooned in white.


  “When it feels like it. You might get off today.” The cabbie’s laugh was the last thing Green heard before the cab was swallowed up by the fog. For a moment Green regretted declining Kate McGrath’s offer of a ride to the airport. He could have used the company, and they could have used the time to coordinate their plans of attack.


  But the truth was, they had discussed everything to death already, and her company was proving a little too distracting for safety. And judging from the way her eyes had locked his when she’d dropped him off at the hotel the night before, the border into dangerous waters was very close indeed.


  The airport was full of stranded passengers, but the pace of activity was leisurely. Who was going anywhere? He checked in and cleared security without difficulty. By ten o’clock he was settled at his departure gate with a coffee, trying to read the Halifax Chronicle-Herald. But thoughts of Kate McGrath kept drifting uninvited through his mind, crowding out the latest headlines. Her long legs, her smile that quivered ever so slightly at the edges when she’d said goodbye...


  He pulled out his cellphone and called Sharon. She had the day off and sounded sleepy as she greeted him.


  “Your son and I were sleeping in,” she said.


  He glanced at his watch and did a quick calculation. Nine fifteen in Ottawa. “Sorry, honey, did I wake you?”


  “Not really. I was just lying in bed thinking I should get up. I think the entire household is camped outside our bedroom door waiting for breakfast.” Her chuckle dissolved into a yawn. He pictured her in bed, her black curls tumbling in her eyes and her nightgown rumpled up around her thighs. He needed to get home.


  “I don’t suppose you could hold that picture till I get home?”


  “Which one? Me in bed, or the kids and the dog outside the door?” She chuckled again, this time with no trace of sleepiness. “You’d better hurry, baby. Neither one will keep.”


  Mentally he checked off the “to-do” list ahead of him before he could cash in on the promise in her tone, but then he remembered it was Friday. “Damn, it’s Shabbat,” he said. He would have to pick up his father at his retirement home and bring him home again after dinner.


  “Well, you know what the rabbis say. Even a quickie on the Sabbath is a mitzvah.”


  “A quickie wasn’t what I had in mind,” he replied.


  “Nor was a good deed, I bet.”


  He was still laughing when he hung up. Their daily life was so hectic and their schedules so erratic that he sometimes feared their lives barely touched any more. The banter reminded him of old times, and even the long, tedious wait for his flight could not dampen his hopes. His father was elderly and frail and could usually manage no more than an hour’s visit for Friday dinner. The night would still be young once Green returned from driving him home.


  The plane finally took off at one p.m. and touched down in Ottawa just after two in the afternoon local time. He phoned Gibbs on his way in from the airport, and by the time he arrived, the detective was waiting outside his office with his notebook and a sheaf of reports in his hands. He looked surprisingly calm and in command. This responsibility has been good for him, Green decided. That, and perhaps— amazingly—Detective Sue Peters.


  “Any crises, Bob?” he asked as he dumped his suitcase in the corner of his office and looked at his desk in dismay. It was covered with memos and pink telephone slips, which would only tell a quarter of the story. The rest would be lurking in the furiously blinking telephone voicemail box and crowding the inbox of his computer.


  “No, sir. Staff Sergeant Larocque reviewed the case with me this morning and made a couple of suggestions.”


  “Oh good,” Green said, hoping it was. The Byward Market circus must have wound down enough to give Larocque time to do the rest of his job. He nodded to the papers in Gibbs’s hands. “So, can you give me the highlights?”


  “Not much new from forensics yet, sir. We’re still waiting on the results of the toxicology. Fingerprinting of the victim’s hotel room confirmed she was there, but that’s no surprise. There were lots of other prints—Lou Paquette said the room probably hadn’t been thoroughly cleaned in a year—but he’s got no hits on AFIS .”


  “Doesn’t mean anything,” Green said. “Our man’s not your ordinary bad guy who’s going to be in the system.”


  “We’ve been canvassing restaurants, bars and pubs in the vicinity of her hotel in Vanier and the Byward Market to find a witness who saw her drinking with anyone the evening she died.”


  “Good thinking.”


  “It was Detective Peters’ idea.” Gibbs blushed and cleared his throat. “So far no luck, but there are a lot of bars to cover.”


  “You’ve assigned some uniforms?”


  “Yessir. And we’ve also got the regular neighbourhood officers checking the bars on their beat.”


  “You may need to expand the canvass to include the centretown area too. Any place that’s along the route from her hotel to the aqueduct. The pathologist thought it was good quality scotch—and he’s the expert—so we may be looking for an upscale bar like the Chateau Laurier or one of the downtown hotels.”


  Gibbs jotted a few notes in his book then flipped back, scanning as if to make sure he’d forgotten nothing. “I just called Frank Corelli from the Sun for an update before you arrived, sir. He hasn’t heard a word from his witness. I think it was just a crank.”


  Green frowned. He was less convinced, but Gibbs already had enough leads to pursue without worrying about cagey media-seekers. “I’ll handle Frank. What have you got from the military?”


  Gibbs paged through his notes again. “Some good, some bad. Captain Ulrich was not very forthcoming. He kept talking about fishing expeditions and protecting the privacy and safety of armed forces personnel. I asked for a list of soldiers in MacDonald’s and Oliver’s unit, and he stalled. That’s hundreds, he said, could take weeks to compile.”


  Green snorted. “Their computers all broken suddenly?”


  “I wasn’t sure how broad a net you wanted to cast, sir. Ian MacDonald and Daniel Oliver were both in the same section, which normally has around ten men in it, led by a sergeant. So I said I wanted contact info on all those men. But there are three or four sections in a platoon, and according to Ulrich,usually a platoon works as a unit performing particular duties,say guarding a checkpoint. That makes it thirty to forty men,led by a lieutenant or captain. So then I asked for the names of the platoon members and then everyone in the chain of command. He said it would take a long time, and he’d have to check with his superior, and...”


  “Someone’s warned them we’re sniffing around,” Green grumbled. His thoughts were racing. Who? One of the bartenders in Halifax with close ties to the military? Inspector Norrich? Or the killer himself, who was well enough connected to the military to be able to pull some strings?


  On the other hand, maybe the military was just being its usual paranoid self, and at the first hint of outside interference, it had thrown up the walls of secrecy. That was an equally plausible explanation.


  “I did get a few bits of news out of them though, sir.” Gibbs was smiling now, no longer glued to his notes. “You asked about two specific men — Sawranchuk and Hamm? Gary Sawranchuk is no longer in the service; he got out in December 1995. It was a medical discharge, but Ulrich refused to provide details. Confidentiality. The man’s last posting was a training unit in Gagetown, New Brunswick. Ulrich wouldn’t give me his current address, but he’s originally from Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan, so he may have moved back there.”


  “Or he may have stayed in the Maritimes,” Green said.“Close enough to drop in to a Halifax bar for a drink now andthen. Did you get a photograph of him?”


  “Ulrich has to check that with his superiors as well, sir.”


  Green sighed. “I may have to have a little chat with his superiors myself.” Or perhaps drag out our own big guns.Barbara Devine. He almost laughed aloud at the prospect of Devine nose to nose with some ass-covering military mandarin. “What about the platoon commander, Hamm?”


  “That’s the one piece of good news, sir. Lieutenant Colonel Hamm he is now, and he’s on the staff of the general in command of the Royal Canadians. Posted...and this is the exciting thing...”


  Green waited. He knew the answer, because he knew where the Royal Canadian Regiment was based, but this time he didn’t want to deprive Gibbs of his grand moment.


  Gibbs stabbed his notebook. “In Petawawa.”


  Bingo, Green thought. The web of clues was closing. He wasn’t sure who would ultimately be trapped inside, but the excitement of the chase gripped him. He glanced at his watch. It was almost four o’clock.


  “Okay!” he exclaimed, flicking on his computer. “Now get out of here and let me clear up some of my paperwork. Because tomorrow morning, you and I are going to Petawawa.”


  Gibbs’s face fell. “Oh. Well, I—I...”


  “It’s the obvious next step, Bob. Don’t worry, it’s your case.It’s just that I know the questions to ask this guy.”


  “That’s not it, sir. It—it’s just... Sue’s already gone. I sent her up there this morning, on Staff Sergeant Larocque’s recommendation.”


  Instinctively, Green recoiled in horror. He took a deep breath to quell it. Sue Peters may be blunt with no feeling for diplomacy or subtext, but she had proved herself to be bright and creative, and much of the progress in the investigation to date had been due to her. Green was always lecturing his men on using lateral thinking skills rather than doggedly trackingone lead after another. Whatever Peters lacked in subtlety, she sure as hell knew how to think.


  Yet no amount of creative thinking would keep an inexperienced, over-enthusiastic rookie from blundering into trouble in the minefield of military culture. He allowed his dismay to focus on that.


  “Without you?”


  “No, sir. I mean yes, sir. I thought I should stay at the office to...” Gibbs paused as if to regroup. “I mean, to stay on top of Ulrich and to coordinate the other avenues of inquiry. That’s what the Staff Sergeant said. But Sue really wanted to go. She’d uncovered the lead about the bus trip, and she thought she should follow through right away.”


  “But Bob—by herself?” he said incredulously. The more he thought about the fiasco, the angrier he became. Peters was going to interview Hamm without half the background she needed to uncover his involvement, and they were only going to get one clear shot at the man. Once Hamm realized what they were probing for, the barriers would go up so high he’d be invisible.


  “N-no, sir. I sent Constable Weiss from General Assignment with her.”


  A beginner, Green thought. Noch besser. Even better. “Who the hell is Constable Weiss?”


  “Jeff Weiss. H...he’s been with the case from the beginning,sir. He asked his sergeant to be assigned. I think he’s keen to job shadow Major Crimes.”


  The name rang a faint, unpleasant bell. “Have I met this Constable Weiss before?”


  “Yes. Well—maybe. He was down at the aqueduct the first morning, helping with the search of the area, sir. Tall guy, blue eyes and blond hair? Works out.”


  Green’s mind rifled through his memory until it came to rest with a jolt on a face he’d barely registered at the time. It was the blue eyes he remembered. Intelligent, focussed, but cocky as hell. Fuck, he thought, just what we need, a zealous, blundering rookie detective, paired up with an entry-level officer with zero investigative skills but an ego the size of Lake Superior. Gibbs was tugging at his tie as if in a vain effort to get more air. He cast Green a pleading look.


  “His sergeant says he was an experienced and level-headed street cop, sir.” Gibbs was saved from further wrath by the sharp buzzing of Green’s phone.


  “Constable Weiss calling for Detective Gibbs,” the clerk said. “He says it’s urgent.”


  Green flipped on the speaker phone and told her to put him through. Constable Weiss’s voice, when it filled the tiny alcove office, sounded neither experienced nor level-headed.


  “Sir, it’s Sue. Detective Peters. Something terrible’s happened!”


  THIRTEEN


  Sue Peters had been awake half the night planning her trip to Petawawa. She knew the army type inside out—she’d grown up with them—and she planned to walk a very finely balanced tightrope between backslapping like one of the boys and allowing a peek at the merchandise. She knew she had to put in an official appearance with the local Ontario Provincial Police detachment and even with the military police on the base, but she didn’t expect to learn a thing about Patricia Ross’s adventures from them. She doubted the woman would even have attempted to go through official channels.


  She intended to hit the bars in the cheapest part of town— if there was such a thing in a town as small as Petawawa— where the boys from the base would go for their entertainment. Where they would feel most free to talk. And where she was sure Patricia, being no stranger to the rougher side of life, would have gone to ask her questions. Even if she hadn’t, her arrival in town should have sparked the rumour mill. This was a small military town; drop a blonde under fifty into the mix, and surely the bars would be humming.


  She had to admit that she was really looking forward to the assignment. Then in the morning Gibbsie had ratcheted up the excitement by telling her that one of her interview targets was a hotshot lieutenant colonel named Richard Hamm— Dick in the officer’s mess, no doubt, and Dickie in bed—who had been Oliver’s platoon commander back in Yugoslavia. She was supposed to find out if Patricia had been to see him, and if so, why. Now she was doubly glad she’d decided to show a little cleavage beneath her hot pink suit.


  But then Gibbsie and the Staff Sergeant had assigned Mr. Steroids himself to be her bodyguard. A cocky prick who thought he was God’s gift, and who would scare off every redblooded soldier she tried to cosy up to. At least he had the sense not to wear his body armour and police belt, which would be guaranteed to shut the gossip line down. He was wearing instead a grey sports jacket over a conservative blue shirt, but he tucked his tie into his pocket the minute they left the staff sergeant’s office. Without it, even she had to admit he made a nice package, and by the time they reached the parking lot, she had thought of a use for him. Two could play the bar flirtation game, for twice the info.


  She insisted on driving, which meant she had to endure two hours of him staring down her blouse. In your dreams, Constable. I’ve got a colonel to see.


  Protocol had required that the military police and Colonel Hamm be notified in advance of their visit, but Larocque had managed to be as vague as possible. Luckily, Dickie Hamm had decided they posed no threat, because he’d invited them to meet him out at his house. Fewer distractions there, he explained.


  He lived off the base on Albert Street, in a bungalow overlooking the southern bank of the Petawawa River. The directions had seemed idiot proof, but with Steroids navigating, they managed to tour most of the south side of town before stumbling across the address. The fieldstone bungalow was protected by a hedge so perfectly trimmed that Peters wondered if he used a laser beam. There was no sign of the truckload of military police she’d been expecting, and instead a brand-new BMW sports van in spit-polished black sat alone in the drive. Tucked into the side yard on a flatbed trailer was a classic jewel-green MG.


  Peters pulled their puke-brown Malibu in behind and was just climbing out when the front door swung open and a tall, impossibly fit-looking man strode out. He was a perfect match to the hedge and the cars. Razor-trimmed white hair, wraparound black sunglasses, and a jeans and golf shirt combo that would feed the average private’s family for a month.


  And the sonofabitch was heading straight for Steroids, hand outstretched and white teeth gleaming.


  “Detective Peters? Dick Hamm. No trouble finding the place?”


  She hustled around the car to intercept him. “I’m Detective Peters, this is Constable Weiss.” She grabbed his hand before he could snatch it back. Luckily the man was quick on the draw—you don’t make colonel without understanding buttered bread—and he enveloped her hand in a cool, crushing grip.


  “I’ve got coffee on,” he said, striding towards the house. “It’s warm enough to sit on the deck, and the blackflies aren’t out yet, so we’re in luck. We have to catch these rare moments of habitable Canadian weather while we can.”


  When they were settled on the deck, which perched on a bluff above a bend in the river, with a pot of fabulous coffee on the table between them, Dickie Hamm removed his sunglasses and turned the full force of his ice blue eyes upon her.


  “Now, how can I help you, Detective Peters? I understand this is a murder inquiry?”


  Peters reached into her briefcase and withdrew the two photos of Patricia Ross taken at the autopsy. She laid them side by side on the coffee table and opened her notebook. Hamm looked at them, his face unreadable.


  “Do you recognize this woman?”


  “No. Is she the victim?”


  “Take your time, Colonel. Have you ever seen this woman?”


  “Not that I recall.”


  “Not recently?”


  He shook his head.


  “How about years ago. In Halifax.” She paused in her note-taking to watch him closely, but he gave absolutely nothing away. But then, you don’t make colonel by letting the enemy read your mind either.


  “Halifax,” he said after a moment’s thought. “That was some time ago. I doubt I’d even remember who I met then.”


  “When were you there, sir?”


  He made a show of thinking. “I’ve been there three times, in fact. I did a stint as instructor at Gagetown and visited Nova Scotia on leave. That would have been between June and October 1997. I gave a talk at a joint forces peacekeeping conference in May of 2000. And I was there again briefly on a flight overseas last year.”


  “How about 1996?”


  “I was in Edmonton in 1996, but I may have made a few trips in and out on my way overseas. I travelled a great deal in that time. What time period were you thinking of?”


  “We have a witness who places you in Halifax on April 9, 1996.” It was a bluff, but Peters figured it was worth a try. Witnesses could be wrong, after all. Hamm raised an eyebrow and fixed his ice blue eyes on her like he could stare right through her. She stared back, hoping her poker face was as good as his. Steroids, luckily, kept his mouth shut.


  “I have no recollection of being in Halifax in April 1996.”


  No recollection, she thought. Spoken like someone who’d been coached by a lawyer. “Do you know a woman named Patricia Ross? Also known as Patti Oliver?”


  “The victim?”


  Peters said nothing.


  “Neither name is familiar.”


  “She was Daniel Oliver’s fiancée. You do remember him, I hope.”


  The icy stare softened, and his gaze shifted to the river. “Of course I do. Danny was an exemplary soldier, and his death was a tragedy.”


  “Try murder.”


  His lips thinned. “I understood it was unintentional. Too much drink all around.”


  “Maybe not. How did you hear about it?”


  He flicked his gaze back to her. “The army is rather like the police force, I imagine. When death strikes one of our own, the news travels across the continent. All the way to Edmonton in my case.”


  “But who told you?”


  “One of the other platoon leaders from that mission. Soldiers talk, you know, about who’s doing what. Who’s encountered trouble and who got promoted. I heard Oliver was in trouble, so I kept an ear to the ground.”


  “Did you contact him?”


  “No.” He looked back at the river. Neat trick, she thought. Commune with nature, look regretful, and avoid my eyes all in one shot. “Maybe I should have.”


  Peters studied her notes, taking mental stock. So far, it was the colonel three, herself zip. She ploughed ahead. “On Monday of last week, Patricia Ross came up to Petawawa to speak to you. Do you recall that meeting?”


  Dickhead laughed. “You must think me a fool, Detective. You show me a picture of the dead woman and ask if I’ve ever met a Patricia Ross, and despite my professed ignorance of both, you ask if I met her last week!”


  Peters could feel her face flame. She tugged at her hot pink skirt furiously to get it further down her thighs. Mr. Steroids leaned in, as if threatening to come to her rescue.


  “I don’t think you’re a fool, Colonel, and your answers were duly recorded. But people lie to the police all the time, sir. We have information that she travelled to Petawawa on the one o’clock bus to meet with you.”


  “Well then, she never made it here. I apologize for sounding rude, Detective Peters. I appreciate that plenty of people lie to the police, but I give you my word as an officer that I did not meet with her.”


  How fucking quaint, she thought, scrambling to rescue her line of questioning. “Do you have any idea why she might have been trying to meet with you?”


  “Absolutely none. Not at this late date, anyway. Back when Danny died, she might have wanted to know about his tour overseas under my command. Which as I said had been outstanding. She might have derived comfort from it had she asked me. I personally promoted him to master corporal so that he could lead his section.”


  “Why didn’t you tell her anyway, even before she asked?”


  “I didn’t know she existed. I did write Danny’s parents.” He began to collect coffee cups onto a stainless steel stray, lining up the spoons along the edge like a drill parade. “I hope this hasn’t proved to be a complete waste of time,” he said. “I’d feel badly if Danny’s fiancée was trying to find out information about him, and I was unavailable to help.”


  “Where were you between the hours of one and six p.m. on Monday April 17th?”


  “Monday?” He paused only fractionally. “I was at my office, in a meeting with General Stubbing and nine other senior officers and civilians. I can get them to make formal statements if that would be helpful.”


  Out of the corner of her eye, Peters saw Mr. Steroids jot the information down. The first note he’d taken in the entire interview. Did he notice that the guy had barely paused to think?


  “Thank you,” she said. “The general’s statement should be sufficient.”


  Finally, the dickhead blinked. Or rather, set the coffee tray down with a clatter. Gotcha, she thought gleefully, and jotted the lapse in her notebook. When she looked up, he was watching her warily.


  “One more question, Colonel. Where were you on Sunday April 23rd, between six p.m. and six a.m.?”


  This time the slick bastard didn’t even pause for breath. His alibis seemed to be right at his fingertips. “Here, with my wife. We sat in this very spot for dinner and at dusk we went inside. She to watch TV and I to deal with three hours of paperwork, after which we went to bed. I did not awaken until 0500 hours. Too late to travel to Ottawa, I suspect.”


  Peters made a show of glancing around, even though there was no sign of anyone else. “Is your wife here this afternoon?”


  “No, Sandra works in town. Do you want her to send you a statement as well?”


  “No. I’d prefer to take it myself. What is her work address?”


  He realigned the coffee spoons as he rattled off directions to an address on Petawawa Boulevard. Steroids wrote down every word, and Peters stood up to leave. She thanked him for his cooperation and handed him her card, according to her detective training. As she headed back towards the car, she resisted the urge to look back. Wondering if the dickhead was already racing inside to put in a warning call to his wife. Rallying the troops, so to speak.


  As she and Steroids headed towards Petawawa’s main street, she took the time to observe the surroundings, looking for sleazy hangouts the soldiers would love. She was quick to discover that it was not your typical Ontario town. Almost none of its streets went in a straight line where you thought they should, and businesses seemed to be scattered helter skelter along the way; car dealers next door to banks and pizza joints, old Victorian cottages next to strip malls. Maybe it was because it had never been a town on its own, but had spread like a drunken spider’s web from the big military base at its core.


  Soldiers in combat fatigues were everywhere. So, surprisingly, were election placards. The drive through Renfrew County en route to Petawawa had taken them through solid Conservative blue countryside, but here in the town there seemed to be a competition of one-upmanship between Tory blue signs and Liberal red. Was it the influence of the military or of the scientists in Chalk River Nuclear Research Facility just upriver?


  “It looks like a close race up here,” Steroids commented, like he’d read her mind.


  Peters tried to decide if it was worth replying. She was sick and tired of politics, and there was still another two weeks of media overkill before it would be over. “They’re all a bunch of crooks,” she said. “It blows my mind that some people still vote Liberal. How much of our hard-earned tax dollars do they have to dish out to their pals before people get the message?”


  He opened his mouth, and for a moment she was afraid he was going to argue, but just then they whizzed past the strip mall housing Sandra Hamm’s craft boutique, barely visible between a pawn shop and a pet food store. Peters did a U-turn, her fifth of the day, and swooped into a parking spot outside the shop. In the window was a display of painted eggs and giant twig wreaths decorated with yellow ribbons and bunny rabbits. Bit late for Easter, thought Peters, as she shoved open the door. I guess wifie doesn’t share hubbie’s love of precision.


  But hubbie had obviously tipped wifie off, because she trotted out an alibi almost word for word the same as his, except that she specified the TV shows. Survivor, a gardening show, and the tape of her soap. Exciting life you lead, Peters thought as she recorded the list. The whole interview took less than five minutes.


  “Well, we’ve learned absolutely fuck-all on this trip,” Mr. Steroids said once they were back outside.


  “Yeah, but now the fun part begins.”


  “What? Food?”


  “First the bus station. Then yeah, food, and maybe even a beer or two.”


  “Ah, my kind of woman!”


  Without bothering to explain, she tossed the address of the bus station at him and pulled out of the mall. The bus station, it turned out, was no more than a ticket booth inside a hotel at the central crossroads of the town. The King’s Arms had obviously seen better days. The desk clerk did remember Patricia leaving, but not arriving, and had no idea what direction she’d come from. She recalled only that Patricia seemed excited.


  “Well, that was about as useful as tits on a bull,” Steroids pronounced as they came back out of the hotel.


  “You’d be surprised how useful tits can be,” she retorted. If the guy couldn’t see the implication of Patricia being excited, he was a dead loss. Patricia must have had more luck uncovering secrets than they had.


  Steroids chuckled. “Speaking of eating...”


  Ignoring him, she stood in the parking lot to figure out her next move. There didn’t appear to be any obvious bar scene in this jumbled up town, but when Patricia got off the bus, she would have been on foot. Which limited the places she might go.


  “We’d do better to split up and canvass all the places nearby.” She pointed down the street. “You take that far side of the block, and I’ll do this side, including the hotel. And while I’m driving you there, you’re going to get a crash course in interview techniques. Not anything like the ones you learn in cop school.”


  Before she dropped him off at the first restaurant on the block, she made him ditch the sports jacket and undo another button on his blue shirt, but he still looked like a cop. She could only hope the girls mistook his steely gaze for a special forces hotshot on leave.


  She drove back to the hotel and parked around the back near the railway tracks. She’d spotted a bar tucked into the back of the dank old hotel, and instinct told her that, after a long bus ride, that would be the first place Patricia would go. She tossed her pink jacket into the backseat, unbuckled her gun, and hesitated before shoving it into the glove compartment. It was bending the rules, she knew, but the Glock was too damn big to conceal in her purse. The worst she was likely to encounter in broad daylight was a lecherous drunk anyway, so she slipped her tiny pepper spray can into her purse along with her notebook. After peering at herself in the car mirror, she smeared on some hot pink lipstick and shook her frizzy red hair loose. Eat your hearts out, boys, she muttered and set off for the hotel bar.


  At three o’clock in the afternoon, it was too late for the lunch crowd and too early for anyone but the serious drinkers, but nonetheless she found a bunch of rookie privates shooting pool in the corner. Their freshly shaved heads and lean, trim bodies despite the quantity of beer cans stacked on a nearby table gave them away. They hooted when she walked in, but she ignored them. Not one of them looked over twenty, and she was looking for an older crowd. The type of men Patricia would have sought out were the type who’d been around and had the war stories to prove it. Cops or soldiers, they were all the same. Old drunks only needed a listening ear and the occasional top-up to recount the horrors they had survived. Proud of the wounds and the toughness they stood for. When in fact they hadn’t survived at all.


  She found her man at the back of the bar, nursing a beer and scotch chaser as he watched the pool game. She walked the length of the bar and chose a stool several down from his, ignoring him. The bartender, a skinny mass of sinew and bone, was leaning against the wall, watching her. He made no move to approach.


  “Give me a Blue,” she said.


  He shoved himself off the wall, reached beneath the bar and pulled out a can. Without cracking the tab, he plunked it down on the counter.


  “I’m looking for a woman,” she said to the bartender. “Friend of mine who went missing a couple of weeks ago. She said she was coming up here to see an old friend. Mid-thirties, blonde going grey, on the thin side. She looks a bit rough right now. Has this big, ugly-ass black purse with pink daisies on it. She likes her liquor, so I’m hoping she’s been in here.”


  The bartender’s expression didn’t change, but he lifted his scrawny shoulders in a shrug.


  “Thing is,” Peters said. “I’m worried about her. We’ve been through a lot of shit together, and she’s not handling it as well as me. She might get in with a nasty crowd.”


  “What do the cops want with Patti Oliver?” The voice came from the corner. Gravelly from cigarettes and booze.


  Peters swung around to stare at the man against the wall. For a moment she was dumbstruck. “Patti Oliver. Yeah, that’s her name. Did you see her?”


  “Depends.”


  She picked up her Blue and shifted to the stool next to him. Losing interest, the bartender wandered off towards the front.


  “But you saw her. Is she all right?”


  “You think I’m an idiot, lady? You come in here at three in the afternoon, as cool as you please, nice outfit, no fear. You got cop branded on your forehead. So I repeat, what do the cops want with Patti Oliver?”


  Peters scrutinized him in the semi-darkness. At closer quarters, he was not as old or as far gone as she’d first thought. Amidst his wrinkled, leathery skin, his eyes were clear, and at the moment they appeared to see right through her. With a sigh, she reached into her purse and took out the photos.


  “Is this the woman you call Patti Oliver?”


  The man spread the pictures on the bar and bent over them in the dim light. After a long look, he shoved them away. “She’s dead.”


  “Murdered.”


  “Shit.”


  Peters opened her notebook. “What did you talk to her about?”


  “This and that. Her boyfriend that died. How she had a ticket to even the score, right here in this town.”


  “Even the score. Those were her words? What did she mean?”


  “Beats me. She was playing things pretty close to her chest. But she was asking questions about the base, and did I know the guys who served in Croatia. And also the election. Kind of weird, that, wanting to know the background of the guys who were running. I don’t follow that shit, but some of the men are pretty excited about it this time. So—”


  “Hey, officer!” It was the bartender calling. She looked up to see him standing at the phone near the door. “Your partner called. He wants you to meet him outside ASAP , around the back where you parked the car.”


  Peters cursed. Moron, she thought, blowing my cover like that. And what the hell is this ASAP shit? Couldn’t he wait till I’m done my first stop?


  She shoved the photos back into her purse and turned to the guy at the bar. “Hold that thought. I’ll be right back once I deal with this. And the next beer’s on me.”


  She stomped out of the dark bar and paused, blinded for a moment by the bright afternoon sun. After getting her bearings, she headed for the car.


  Muttering, “Okay, asshole, this had better be good.”


  FOURTEEN


  June 23, Sector West, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... Only eight days till my UN leave and I can’t wait to see you, hang out at the farm, watch TV , go to a movie. Man, just to take a walk down the lane without checking for mines! It’s been boring here, sitting at the hot dog stand all day. The rules have changed, which is frustrating. We’re not supposed to confiscate weapons any more, we’re supposed to ask the belligerents nicely if they’d like to give them up. Like that’s going to happen!


  So the other day a bunch of Serbs walked in and took all their rifles and grenades out of the cache we had them in, and we couldn’t do a fucking thing. I thought the Hammer was going to have a stroke. He’s on the radio screaming to the OC , but that’s the orders from the new Sector West commander. Jordanian guy. I don’t know about this multi-national idea, seems like the Canadians are the only ones who know what we’re doing. So of course the Croats start screaming favouritism and they haul out their guns too. And all our hard work getting the place calmed down so you could walk around without shells flying over your heads, that’s all going to be down the tubes.


  On the bright side, our section beat 3 Section at soccer yesterday. Afterwards at the mess, Sarge did a little dance on the table again. From a strict religious Prairie boy, he’s getting to be the life of the party. And another good thing, Fundy has made a real difference to the mines. She finds them better than the engineers, and she gets such a kick out of it. Big smile on her face and her tongue hanging out as she waits for her treat. Yesterday she was tagging along with Mahir and she spotted one buried right on the path he uses every day to get home.


  


  Sue Peters was being airlifted to the Ottawa Hospital on advanced life support. By the time the helicopter was scheduled to touch down at seven-fifteen, Green had already been on the phone with the military police, the Petawawa OPP and the Pembroke Hospital. He’d spoken to everyone from the first officer on the scene to the doctors who had tried to patch her together. He’d briefed Barbara Devine and prepared a short statement for the press.


  He knew everything that had happened from the moment Peters’ battered body had been discovered inside an abandoned railway warehouse, but not a damn thing about how she got there. Constable Weiss had been nearly incoherent when questioned by the local police, and doctors had stuffed him full of tranquillizers before packing him into the back of an OPP cruiser and shipping him off to Ottawa.


  By seven o’clock, Elgin Street Headquarters was teeming with people. Off-duty officers, on hearing the news, had reported in to learn the latest details, to volunteer for extra duty, or simply to be among their own. Coordination between the various police services involved had now gone up the chain of command to Barbara Devine, but when she phoned down to demand that Green come upstairs to a meeting with herself and the local brass from the military and provincial police services, he refused.


  “I’ve got a critically injured officer landing at the Civic Campus in less than fifteen minutes. That’s where I’m needed, Barbara. You guys decide how this is going to be run.” He paused as he caught sight of Bob Gibbs pacing back and forth across the squad room, talking to a rapt group of detectives. It looked as if the whole Major Crimes Unit, and quite a few of the other units, had come to commiserate. Nothing was worse than an officer down. These guys needed to be involved. “Just make sure you put me on any joint task force you create.”


  To her credit, Devine did not protest. It seemed even she understood this was one time when bureaucracy took a back seat. Green hung up, grabbed his jacket and headed out into the squad room to round up Gibbs. Throughout the entire car ride from Elgin Street to the Civic Hospital, the young detective talked non-stop, reviewing over and over the details of the investigation to date. His speculations made no sense, but Green let him talk. Exhaustion and self-recrimination would take over soon enough.


  The helicopter was just flying into view when they drove up to the landing site, which sat at the edge of a field across Carling Avenue from the hospital. In the darkness, lights and vehicles appeared to be everywhere. A circle of lights marked the landing pad, and a ground ambulance sat by the tarmac, lights flashing and stretcher ready. Green had the ridiculous thought that it would probably be faster to wheel the stretcher across Carling Avenue to the hospital on foot.


  At the entrance to the landing field, a burly ground crew worker flagged him to a stop, ignored Green’s badge and waved them over to the parking lot of the hospital emergency department across the street. “You’ll have to check in at Admissions, sir,” he shouted over the deafening roar of the helicopter. Dust and wind swirled in the air. “They’ll want some information.”


  Green parked in a restricted area closest to the door, slapped a police sticker on the dash and led Gibbs inside to the Admissions Desk in Emergency, which was right next to the ambulance bay. Heavy metal swing doors separated the admissions area from the unloading area, however, so they only caught a fleeting glimpse of Peters’ still form as the stretcher whisked by. White coats swirled around her, and a man’s voice snapped out her vital signs. The flurry of activity was over as quickly as it blew up, leaving no one left to ask.


  Green introduced himself to the admissions clerk and told her he’d like to speak to the doctor in charge as soon as he or she was available. The clerk gave him a brief, distracted nod before returning to her forms. The emergency room was filled with people slumped in chairs along the walls, talking in hushed whispers, reading, or simply staring into space. Several watched Green and Gibbs with idle curiosity.


  They never did see an ER physician, but about fifteen minutes later, the air ambulance crew emerged from behind the steel doors and stopped by to give them a report on their way back out to the helicopter. They looked grim.


  “She’s going straight up to surgery, sir,” said the senior paramedic. “The OR was all set up and waiting for her. But I don’t want to sugarcoat it. We got her here in very good time, and she had a carotid pulse when the surgical team took her up to the OR , and those are both positives. But she’s lost a lot of blood, and she sustained fairly extensive injuries to the head. Some bastard beat her up pretty bad.”


  Green listened with grim calm. He had already heard about the beating from the Petawawa OPP, but Gibbs’s reaction stopped him from asking further details. The young man suddenly swayed on his feet, and Green and the paramedic dived to catch his arms before he slumped to the ground. Withpractised calm, the paramedic helped him to a chair, forced his head between his knees and ordered Green to get some water.


  When Green returned with the water, Gibbs was hunched forward, clutching his head in his hands and rocking from side to side. “I should never have sent her alone. What was I thinking? I should never have sent her alone.”


  Oh, shit, Green thought, the self-recrimination has started already. “And maybe I should never have gone to Halifax,” he interrupted. “But Bob—”


  “You should never have put me in charge.”


  Probably not, once I saw how ruthless the killer was, Green thought, but he forced his own self-doubts out of mind. He dragged out the only platitudes he could think of. Platitudes that had been fed to him six years earlier, and rang as true and as hollow now as they had then. “Bob, these things happen. We’re out there in danger every day. We make judgment calls on a wing and a prayer, and sometimes we’re wrong.”


  “But I knew she was inexperienced. I-I just didn’t have the balls to tell her no. She wanted it so bad.”


  “You followed proper procedure; you sent someone with her.”


  “Another mistake. Where the f-fuck was Weiss when this happened to her?”


  Where the fuck indeed, Green thought grimly. The man didn’t need to be a major crimes detective to know the basic premise of policing. Officer safety first. Never leave your partner’s back exposed. Constable Weiss had a hell of a lot to answer for when he finally made it back to Ottawa, no matter what his mental state.


  For now it was a waiting game. The hospital directed them to a more private room up on the surgical floor, and officers drifted in and out in search of news and moral support. As the evening dragged on, one of Gibbs’s friends took him down to the cafeteria for some food and Green used the opportunity to duck outside and update Sharon.


  The sky was clear, and a hint of frost clouded his breath, but he was glad of the fresh air. He shivered as he sat on the stone curb and filled her in. True to form, Sharon listened and said exactly what he needed to hear. Which was why he loved her, why he had fallen in love with her the first time he’d met her six years earlier, when she’d offered a listening ear to an overworked and overwhelmed sergeant dealing with the worst killing he’d ever encountered.


  “The fact she’s still in the OR is a good sign, honey,” she said now. “It means she’s hanging in, and they’re stitching her back together bit by bit.”


  Sucking in the cold, crisp night air, he managed a feeble laugh. “Let’s hope they find enough of the parts.”


  “You always said she was one tough, tenacious broad.”


  “But so young. So...blind.”


  “This is not your fault, honey. You can’t control every single minute of every single case.”


  “But the important ones, Sharon. The ones that could get my officers killed. I should control those.”


  “So you’ve taken up clairvoyance now, besides trying to control everyone’s life?” Her soft chuckle sounded through the phone, but when she resumed, her voice was gentler. “I could come down there and bring you a cup of tea. Give you a hug. Out of view of the troops, of course. On a dark street corner somewhere.”


  “A cup of tea and a hug would be wonderful. But I can’t leave here yet. Things have got to start happening soon.” He leaned back against the brick wall, picturing her tender chocolate eyes. “Sorry I missed Shabbat dinner. Did you pick up Dad?”


  “Yes. He missed you, but you know how much he adores Hannah. He’d pinched her cheeks raw by the end of the night.”


  “He’s the only one who could get away with that.” He felt a bittersweet pang. Hannah had been enchanted by her grandfather from the moment she’d laid eyes on him, but then her grandfather hadn’t deserted her sixteen years ago. He banished the twinge of envy; their domestic struggles seemed so inconsequential while Peters lay inside, dancing with death.


  “Well, give her forty years, and you’ll have earned the right too,” she said.


  He laughed as he hung up, his spirits lifted. Next he put in a call to update Barbara Devine and Gaetan Larocque, both of whom were still tied up in the meeting with the senior brass. When he returned to the waiting room, there was still no sign of the doctor, but there were half a dozen familiar faces. Gibbs was back, looking slightly less fragile. Perhaps some anger was beginning to take hold, for he marched straight over to Green. His jaw was tight.


  “Weiss is here. Asked how she was, then walked off. Not a word of explanation. Not even an apology.”


  “Did you ask him?”


  “I can b-barely talk to the guy.”


  “Where is he now?”


  Gibbs nodded to a cluster of chairs at the far end of the room. Green turned to see a man leaning against the wall in the corner. His arms were crossed and his chin thrust out, as if in defiance. Green squared his shoulders and was just preparing to do battle when the swinging doors opened and two doctors emerged. They were dressed in stained hospital scrubs, and exhaustion was etched in their faces. The older, a man in his fifties with a polished bald pate and cadaverous cheekbones, introduced himself as Doctor Vargas and asked if the next of kin was present. To Green’s surprise, a young man rose from the corner. He was a male clone of Sue Peters, down to the frizzy red hair and the riot of freckles across his cheeks. Beneath the freckles, he was the colour of bleached flour as he approached the doctors.


  “I’m her brother, Mark Peters. How is she?”


  Vargas inclined his head noncommittally. “She’s a strong, healthy woman, and that’s got her this far. But her condition is still critical, and it will be touch and go for the next fortyeight hours. There are a few things we won’t know until she regains consciousness. If she does.”


  “If?”


  “She’s suffered significant trauma to the brain, and with brain injuries of this type, it can be weeks, even months, before we see the extent of the damage.”


  A collective groan rose from the officers who had clustered around to hear.


  “So you’re saying she could be...a vegetable?” Mark managed. His voice quavered.


  “Let’s get her through the next forty-eight hours before we worry about that.”


  Dr.Vargas went on to detail all the test results and surgical procedures they had performed, but after a while, Green’s mind glazed over. It really did sound as if they’d had to stitch her back together bit by bit.


  After the doctor’s departure, friends and colleagues gathered in clumps to talk in hushed tones, and Green noticed that Weiss was no longer there. Curious, he set off in search, starting with the corridor next to where the man had been standing. That corridor ended in a bank of doors, all of which were locked.


  He retraced his steps and tried another corridor, peeking into rooms along the way. Linen supplies, bathrooms, offices and more doors marked “authorized personnel only”. The corridor jogged and twisted at unexpected points, following the shape of the aging, multi-winged building. It came to an abrupt halt at a heavy steel door marked “exit”.


  Green yanked open the door and peered down a flight of iron stairs into the semi-gloom. There, sitting in the middle of the bottom stair, was Constable Weiss, hunched over, staring at his shoes. He didn’t stir when Green clanged down the stairs, didn’t even raise his head, but Green saw that his whole body was vibrating. Green’s anger softened a touch.


  “Jeff? What’s going on?”


  “Needed some air.”


  “I’m Mike Green, by the way.”


  Weiss gave a strangled grunt. “I know who you are. Come to tell me I’m a fuck-up, a moron, a disgrace to the uniform?”


  “What happened?”


  “I told all that to the cops up in Petawawa.”


  Green’s anger crashed back. He grabbed the man’s chin and jerked his head up to face him. “Listen, asshole, I don’t give a shit who else you told. I’m her superior officer, and you’re damn well going to tell me how you almost got her killed.”


  To his surprise, Weiss’s eyes flooded with tears. He twisted his head away and dashed his knuckles across his cheeks. “Fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”


  “Talk to me!”


  “I can’t.” Weiss sucked in his breath and wrestled for control. “I don’t know what to say! I should have known it was a crazy idea, but she was the boss. No, that’s no excuse. I should have stopped her.”


  “You should have backed her up!” Green thundered.


  “It was a routine canvass. I thought she had everything under control.”


  “Canvass of what?”


  “Bars, restaurants... I took half, she took half.”


  “Bars! Why the hell were you canvassing in bars?”


  “We were trying to track the dead woman’s movements. Find out what she was after.”


  “So you left Peters alone in bars?”


  “It was three o’clock in the fucking afternoon!” Weiss shot back. “In a two-bit little town, not New York City.”


  “A two-bit town that might just harbour our murderer.”


  “Well, I—we—didn’t think of that.”


  “You goddamn well should have!”


  Abruptly Weiss sagged back against the step. Tears brimmed in his eyes again as he nodded his head up and down. “You’re right, you’re right. God, what a mess.” He plunged his face into his hands and began to rock.


  Green watched him in silence for a few minutes. Weiss’s reactions puzzled him. Not the grief itself, not the guilt, not even the flashes of defensive anger. But the extremes of them all, and the erratic swings from one to another like a man ricocheting free fall from one violent feeling to the next. Was the man unstable? Or was he faking it?


  Green squatted in front of him, willing him to return to the real world. He spoke grimly. “Jeff, tell me what you do know.”


  Weiss stopped rocking but didn’t raise his head. Green waited, feeling the seconds tick by in the dank, ill-lit stairwell. Finally, Weiss heaved a deep, shuddering sigh and spoke through his hands.


  “She dropped me at this bar and told me to meet her at the car by the hotel where the bus station was. There were only twelve places to canvass—the hotel, three shitty restaurants, a fast food joint, a convenience store, a couple of offices and banks. I was done my six in about half an hour, so I found the car and waited outside it for her to show up.”


  “Why didn’t you go look for her?”


  He scrubbed his face and lifted his head. His voice grew stronger. “She didn’t want me to blow her cover.”


  “Her cover?”


  “Yeah, we were supposed to be looking for a lost friend. In my case my girlfriend, in hers just an old friend.”


  “You mean you didn’t identify yourselves as police officers?”


  “No.”


  “Jesus Christ,” Green muttered.


  “Yeah.” Weiss pressed his eyes closed. “God, am I fucked.”


  “You’re fucked? Sue Peters may be dead!”


  “I know, and believe me, if I could trade places with her, I would.”


  “Too easy, Weiss. Go on. You were waiting at the car, and...?”


  “When over an hour passed, I started to get worried. So I went to look for her, and she wasn’t in any of the places. But the bartender in the first place said her partner had called to meet her outside, so she’d left.”


  “The bartender said her partner called? So he knew she was a cop?”


  “Yeah, apparently. Anyway—”


  “Did you tell the Petawawa police about that supposed phone call? They can check it out.”


  He hesitated. “I don’t remember. I think I told them pretty well what I’ve told you. Anyway, I went back to the car and that’s when I noticed the smell of pepper spray. I followed it till I found her in the warehouse about a hundred feet from the car.”


  The OPP had already reported finding an empty cannister of pepper spray near Peters’ body, but no other weapons. Her Glock had been found stashed in her car. Green pictured the young woman fending off her attacker with the only weapon at her disposal. At least the silly fool had had that; otherwise she’d be dead.


  “Did you see anyone else in the vicinity? Or leaving the area?”


  Weiss shook his head. “The whole place was dead. And to be honest, once I found Sue, all I could think of was the 911 call. And afterwards, how she was lying there bleeding all that time I was waiting at the car. Christ, I’m such a moron.”


  Green already knew that the OPP ’s preliminary street canvass of the area around the hotel had yielded nothing. Ridiculous, Green thought, that a woman could be assaulted at three o’clock on a workday afternoon, near the central crossroads of the town, and no one heard or saw a thing.


  “We’ll send our own guys up there tomorrow,” Green said, then glanced at his watch. Two a.m. “Well, at first light. We’ll be working closely with the local OPP , and you can rest assured we’ll comb every inch of the area and interview everyone who passes through that part of town.”


  Privately, Green doubted the attacker had been careless enough to leave them much to go on. He didn’t for one minute believe this was an opportunistic assault with a sexual intent. This was Patricia’s killer; a smart, calculating man who had planned his attack with care. He had deliberately targeted an investigating cop. Either he had phoned the bartender once he knew Sue Peters was in the bar, or the bartender had phoned him with the tip. But there were two nagging questions about the whole scenario. One, was Jeff Weiss telling the truth?


  And two, if he was, why hadn’t the killer targeted him too?


  


  When Green arrived back at the waiting room, most of the police officers had finally drifted away to work or to sleep. A couple had stayed to keep Mark Peters company during his vigil, and one detective sat beside Gibbs, who was dozing. He signalled Green to one side and asked if it was true that Ottawa was to have no part in the investigation. Appalled, Green managed a hasty assurance to the contrary before ducking outside to put in a call to the station.


  Gaetan Larocque’s voice gave him away before he’d even said two words. He cleared his throat anxiously. “The agreement we have is that the OPP handles the case up there, sir. It’s their jurisdiction.”


  “And who the fuck agreed—” Green stopped himself as the answer came to him. Barbara Devine, of course, the queen of org charts and rules. Of form over substance every time. He forced himself to sound reasonable. “Okay, I’ll fix that in the morning. Meanwhile you can start freeing up some officers—”


  “We don’t have the experienced manpower available right now, sir. Not to do a really thorough job. That’s what Superintendent Devine explained.”


  We don’t have the manpower available to investigate an assault on one of our own officers? Green thought, barely believing what he was hearing. He wanted to throttle the woman. How could she even think that, let alone justify it! Never mind that it was true, that the squad was stretched beyond reason by the three murders already on its plate. When it came to one of their own, everybody would do double duty without complaint.


  But this was his problem, not Larocque’s, so Green held his tongue until he could get rid of the man. Marshalling his arguments, he punched in Devine’s extension and listened as it rang through the empty room. With each ring, his outrage mounted, so that by the time her voice mail kicked in, he nearly hurled his cellphone against the wall.


  “Barbara,” he said tersely. “No way we’re staying out of the Petawawa investigation, even if I go up there myself on my own time!”


  Shoving his cellphone into his pocket, he went back inside the hospital. Constable Weiss had not returned to the waiting room, but Bob Gibbs was awake. He rose and lurched towards Green at a clumsy shuffle, as if the effort to coordinate his gangly limbs was now beyond him.


  “Any news about catching the bastard? Sir?”


  Green tried to sound encouraging. “Everyone’s working on it. It’s early yet. Any news here?”


  “Ident was in to take samples from under her fingernails. They were pretty clean, Sergeant Paquette said, but we need only one hair or a few skin cells to get DNA. And the ggynaecologist was in to check for sexual...” Gibbs broke off, his composure cracking at the thought. He struggled on. “Whoever assaulted her didn’t... There were no signs of...” Speech deserted him again, and he gulped for breath.


  “That’s good,” Green interjected, hoping to forestall a complete collapse. “This had nothing to do with sexual assault.”


  Wordlessly, Gibbs bobbed his head up and down. Then his gaze shifted behind Green, and his face lit with relief. Green turned to see Brian Sullivan framed in the doorway. The big detective was bleary-eyed and dressed in a rumpled suit as if he’d come straight off a twelve-hour shift. His gaze was fixed on Gibbs, and his expression was grave. Gibbs walked straight to him, and without a word, Sullivan engulfed him in a powerful embrace. Over Gibbs’s shoulder, his eyes met Green’s.


  “Is she dead?” he mouthed. Green shook his head, and Sullivan tightened his grip.


  “She’ll make it, Bob. Giving up is not in Peters’ repertoire, you know that.”


  Gibbs drew back, his eyes red. When he raised his fist to dry them surreptitiously, Sullivan pretended not to notice. He clapped his broad hand on Green’s shoulder. “Good to see you, Mike.”


  “I’m glad you came.” Green fought an unexpected lump in his own throat. As always, his old friend filled the room with hope and confidence. God, he’d missed the man!


  “How is she?”


  Green glanced at Gibbs, who had slumped back into his chair. He looked drained. Beyond talk. “I could use a coffee. Let’s go downstairs.”


  Taking a corner table in the completely deserted hospital cafeteria, Green gave Sullivan the highlights of Peters’ case. The big man stretched his long legs out and listened without interruption, his eyes fixed on a distant point in space. It felt just like old times when they were partners in Major Crimes. In the face of Sullivan’s calm pragmatism, Green felt the ropes of tension in his gut slowly loosen, releasing feelings he had kept under tight lock. He twirled his coffee cup restlessly.


  “The worst part of it is that I never really liked the kid.”


  “She was a royal pain in the ass,” Sullivan replied.


  “Yeah. But maybe I didn’t protect her enough, didn’t consider her safety enough, because I didn’t like her.”


  “That’s bullshit, Mike. You weren’t even in town when she took off to Petawawa.”


  “But maybe I should have been. Bottom line, the kid’s hanging by a thread, and we’re stretched so thin that Devine has relinquished the whole investigation up there to the OPP . I told her I’d go up and do the damn case myself.”


  A slow smile twitched across Sullivan’s lips. “I might have an offer neither she nor the Chief can refuse.”


  Green cocked his head. After twenty years on the streets together, he knew Sullivan inside out. Knew what that smile meant, yet he barely let himself hope.


  “I’m going crazy in Strategic Planning, Mike. I could ask my Inspector for a temporary assignment back to Major Crimes, just to plug your holes in manpower and provide some experience on the ground. Under the circumstances, the brass would be crazy to refuse.” His blue eyes twinkled. “That is, if you’d like some company working the streets of Petawawa.”


  FIFTEEN


  Sullivan was already stationed outside Green’s office when Green arrived the next morning. The two men had finally left the hospital at three in the morning, after deciding that Sue Peters would be better served by their being rested and ready to work on her behalf in the morning rather than maintaining a hospital vigil through the dead of night.


  Green had managed only three hours of restless sleep before thoughts of the case drove him back to the office, and he was surprised to find Sullivan there ahead of him, sporting a fresh shave and a spotless suit. Green noted that in the past six months he had added a few grey hairs to his sandy blond crewcut and a pound or two to his footballer frame, but his blue eyes crinkled with an excitement Green hadn’t seen in years. Before the grind of Major Crimes and the disappointments of lost promotions had worn him down.


  Inside the office, Sullivan propped his size thirteen feet on the corner of Green’s desk as if he’d never been away. “It’s all stamped and approved, all the way up to the Deputy Chief,” he announced.


  “When do you begin?”


  “This instant. Fill me in on the case she was investigating.”


  It took Green half an hour to sketch the details of the Patricia Ross case and Peters’ role in it, ending with a summary of his own confrontation with Jeff Weiss. As he spoke, his doubts of last night came back to him. He shook his head back and forth. “Something is funny about that guy. I’m not sure what it is. He was hanging around the first morning when we found the body, and Gibbs says he asked to be assigned to the case. He’s a cocky bastard, and I thought he was just looking for a way up the ladder, but after his utter screw-up with Peters...”


  “He’s not a Major Crimes detective, Mike. Maybe he thought this was the way we work.”


  “They were in a strange town, going into sleazy bars, tracking a murderer, for God’s sake. Did he have to be a rocket scientist?”


  “Peters didn’t see a problem.”


  “Well, Peters is...” Green broke off, remembering the young woman clinging to life by nothing but a few hundred sutures. He left his harsh words unsaid.


  “Yeah,” Sullivan agreed. “So what are you thinking, Mike? That this Weiss guy is somehow implicated? That he left her to get killed? Why?”


  Green shrugged. “I’m not thinking anything. I just wonder who the hell is this guy? What’s his background?”


  Sullivan’s eyes narrowed. “So you want us to investigate one of our own?”


  “Quietly. Unofficially. Nose around, maybe have a peek at his file.”


  Sullivan sat thinking a moment, his broad face deadpan. “Unofficially. Sure, we’ll just add that to the list. Find out what Peters discovered in Petawawa, get the goods on the peacekeepers Oliver and MacDonald served with in Yugoslavia, figure out the whole Halifax connection and how it fits in with Patricia Ross’s death—”


  “Which means finding out who she had a drink with here in Ottawa. Gibbs was working on that.”


  “Jeez, Mike. This case has more tentacles than an octopus!”


  Green nodded. “And it’s hard to know which tentacle to grab first, especially now that Peters and probably Gibbs are out of commission. Anyway, I can do the inquiry into Constable Weiss more easily than you. I’ll just have a casual chat with his staff sergeant.”


  “Don’t underestimate Gibbsie. You know what he’s like when he’s on a mission, and right now I’d lay odds he’ll turn over every rock to catch the bastard who did this to Sue.” He reached across with his foot and nudged Green’s door open wide enough for them to see out into the squad room. Sure enough, Gibbs was bent over his computer, his eyes fixed on the screen. His suit was rumpled, and his features drooped with fatigue, but his fingers were flying over the keyboard.


  After a moment, he rose, loped over to the printer to retrieve a sheaf of papers and headed for Green’s office. The sight of Sullivan in the guest chair stopped him at the door. When Green explained Sullivan’s special assignment to help with the Petawawa angle of the case, Gibbs looked overwhelmingly relieved. He swallowed convulsively, and his Adam’s apple jumped as he struggled for words. Sullivan rescued him.


  “What have you got, Bob?” he asked, nodding to the papers in his hand.


  Gibbs plunked the printouts down on Green’s desk. “Some information from Captain Ulrich at National Defence, sir. At least what he has so far. Photos of Colonel Hamm and Sergeant Sawranchuk, and details on some of the guys in his section. Three are still with the Princess Pats in Edmonton, two are overseas in Kandahar, and two are back in the reserves, going to university.”


  “Where?”


  Gibbs flipped through the papers. “One at Queens, one at Memorial in Newfoundland.”


  Which is a short hop to Halifax, but a long way from Ottawa, Green thought. “Well, Kingston is less than a two hour drive, so the Queens guy could easily do a round trip to Ottawa or Petawawa in a day. Ask Ulrich to send us the Queens guy’s photo ASAP , and we’ll send the three photos down to Kate McGrath in Halifax for her to show around.”


  “And I’ll take the three up with me to Petawawa,” Sullivan said. “Sue Peters obviously stirred up someone when she was blundering around in the bars.” He looked thoughtful. “Anything useful in her notebook?”


  Gibbs jerked back as if hit by an electric shock. “I forgot about that! Nobody’s seen it. It wasn’t in her personal effects when they handed them over to us.”


  Green’s temper flared. A missing notebook should have been a major red flag to the investigators on the scene. The look of disbelief on Sullivan’s face mirrored his own, but the big detective was diplomatic. “Get them to keep looking. Meanwhile, we’d better get everything we can about her activities from that constable who was with her.”


  Which will be fuck-all, Green thought, since the idiot wasn’t with her when she was traipsing around the bars. Suddenly a thought struck him.


  He leaned forward, his instincts screaming. “The notebook was probably what the killer was after all along! He was tracking her movements in Petawawa and realized she’d learned something to make her a threat.” He swung on Gibbs. “Who knew she was up there?”


  Gibbs scrunched up his face in an effort to concentrate through his exhaustion and fear. He counted on his fingers. “The base commander, Colonel Lyttle. The military police captain and the OPP detachment commander—”


  “And all their men, of course,” Green added impatiently. “It would have been part of their daily briefing.”


  Gibbs nodded bleakly. “And C-Colonel Hamm. That’s it, I think. Besides us.”


  “And who among us?” Green said quietly.


  Gibbs stared at him in uncomprehending silence for a moment. “My-myself. The staff sergeant, a couple of guys on the squad.”


  “And Constable Weiss.”


  “Well—yes. Constable Weiss.”


  


  July 20,1993. On some fucking road somewhere in Croatia.


  We’re stuck at another roadblock while the CO argues with another drunken militia leader who thinks he’s a general. This has been the worst day, bar none, of the whole tour. I’d onlybeen back from leave two days when Sarge wakes us all up atfour a.m. “We’re moving out, pack all your kit, because nobodyknows where the hell we’re going or when we’ll be back.” So Iasked if we could take Fundy and Sarge thinks we can squeezeher in the APC , but the Hammer says not a chance. Can’t betripping over a dog when we’re trying to get out in a hurry, andshe might bark when we’re trying to sneak through somewhere.The whole camp loves her and all, but rules are rules. Mahirsays he’ll take her, and I figured he’d take good care of her.


  She must have been distracted by all the activity, becausewhen the APC s started pulling out, she starts running after us.Mahir is calling her but she cuts a corner and doesn’t see thefucking mine. Blew her twenty feet at least. I can see she’s stillalive, but the Hammer won’t let me go to her. “We’re on theroad, soldier, he says, we’re in formation and we’ve got twentyfour hours to get to our destination.” Wherever the fuck that is.


  So the last thing I see is Mahir carrying her towards his house, and I’ll probably never know what happened to her. She was a brave little soldier, says the Hammer, and I want to kill the guy.


  


  Sergeant Kate McGrath came on duty that Saturday morning to the news of an assault on an Ottawa police officer in Petawawa. She stared at the email bulletin in dismay. Petawawa. What were the chances that two Ottawa Police investigations were taking place in Petawawa at the same time? Nil. The killer was at it again, and this time not even the police were immune. This killer was turning more deadly and desperate with each passing day.


  She thought of phoning Mike, but stopped herself. She had nothing to report and nothing to contribute to the case. What could she say? I’m sorry, and I hope you’re holding up all right? That was a ridiculous luxury. Mike was probably up to his eyeballs in crises, trying to coordinate the investigation and respond to the dozens of pressures from the media, the brass and the public at large. No matter how much he might need a supportive word, that was not her place.


  He had a wife, after all.


  She set her jaw, squared her shoulders and forced herself to think. The best way to help him was to follow up on the case down here, where it had all begun. She felt as if she was in a holding pattern while she waited for details on Daniel Oliver’s military contacts. Yet something had stirred up the case ten years after Oliver’s murder. Something had happened to set Patricia Ross on the road to Ottawa. Just a tenth anniversary epiphany? Or something more concrete—an encounter, a discovery, a stray fact?


  McGrath sat bolt upright. The newspaper! In all that had happened, she’d forgotten the newspaper in Patricia Ross’s apartment, with its missing Page 10. It might not be much, it might just be the light-fingered tenant from the apartment below, as the landlord claimed, but it was a place to start. A thread to tug, that might unravel the entire web of secrets.


  She clipped on her police belt, snatched up her coffee, and headed for the door. Back issues of the Halifax Chronicle Herald were kept at the public library on Spring Garden Road, a few short blocks from the police station. The chip wagons were out in force along the street, and the air was laden with the smell of stale oil and vinegar. She had to dodge the buskers and the Tai Chi enthusiasts to get in the front door. Inside, a flash of her badge and a quick word sent the young librarian in charge scurrying to the nearby shelves where the latest issues were stacked. He returned with the Sunday Herald of April 9th and pointed to a long reading table. Only one other reader was there, and he didn’t even look up from the notes he was taking.


  The paper was full of election campaign news, most of it local, and she flipped rapidly through the results of polls and the profiles of candidate hopefuls until she came to Page 10. “Top Ten Ridings to Watch”, announced the headlines, and below were brief capsules of federal ridings identified by political pundits as either traditional swing ridings or ones where candidates could pull off a surprising upset. The article profiled each riding and the main candidates in the race. In each case the journalist, whom Kate recognized as a born and bred New Democrat, had predicted a winner.


  The whole article seemed rather more intellectual than the reading Kate would have predicted of Patricia, but she scanned the ridings curiously. Two were in British Columbia, which was way too far from either Halifax or Ottawa to be of interest. Two were in the Greater Toronto Area, representing the ethnically diverse communities that surrounded the metropolis. Surely Toronto was still too far away. Patricia had chosen Ottawa for a reason, yet none of the ridings were in the Ottawa area. Her hopes jumped when she found one in Nova Scotia, but after reading the article, she couldn’t for the life of her see how it fitted in with old murders, the military, peacekeepers, or Ottawa.


  The caption for the next riding stopped her in her tracks, however. Military is wildcard in conservative Ontario riding. She studied the map of the riding. It sat just beyond the northwestern extremity of the City of Ottawa, and more importantly, right near the centre of it, perched on the edge of the Ottawa River, was the town of Petawawa.


  Her heart raced with excitement as she scanned the article. The riding was currently held by a hard-line Conservative and was comprised largely of rural, socially conservative voters. It was generally regarded as a safe Conservative win, and yet the journalist was predicting a tight race and a possible Liberal upset because of strong support among the military for the local Liberal candidate, John Blakeley. Who was himself an exarmy colonel and a highly experienced and decorated veteran of numerous overseas missions. Blakeley’s photo showed a man with a frank, steady gaze.


  “Colonel Blakeley speaks to the hearts and minds of soldiers in this riding,” said his campaign manager, Roger Atkinson, reached at Blakeley’s campaign office in Petawawa. “His firsthand understanding of military issues would be an invaluable asset in the halls of power.” As an interesting aside, the journalist noted, Roger Atkinson, born in Sheet Harbour and educated at Dalhousie University, brings a local Nova Scotia connection to this most exciting race.


  With a whoop of joy, McGrath jumped up and got the librarian to make her a dozen copies of the page. Barelypausing to thank him, she raced out of the room with the pages shoved under her arm and sprinted back to the station. At her desk, as she punched in Green’s number, she tried to catch her breath and collect her thoughts so that she could sound coherent when he answered. But after four rings, his voicemail came on. She cursed.


  “Mike! Oh, damn it! I’ve caught a huge break. Check your fax!”


  


  Leaving Sullivan to prepare for the trip to Petawawa, Green had headed over to the hospital, where Sue Peters remained in the ICU , hooked up to tubes and looking uncharacteristically fragile and still. He hated hospitals and managed to stay only thirty seconds, long enough to lose the battle with other memories from long ago, of the grey, birdlike figure of his mother dwarfed among the pillows and machines that had escorted her to her death. He’d always hoped it was painless at the end, at least for her.


  But Peters wasn’t going to die, he told himself over and over as he looked down at her. The doctors were promising nothing, and the nurses were gently hinting at the worst, but Green shrugged them off. She was too young and brazen to be silenced this way. She would awaken to tell the police all they needed to know, and they would nail this murderous bastard for good.


  He left the hospital fired with new resolve and with a long list of inquiries to be followed up. En route back to the station, he phoned Constable Jeff Weiss’s staff sergeant to arrange a meeting later in the morning.


  “Good man,” said Staff Sergeant Vaillancourt once Green had explained his request. “He’s pretty new to General Assignment, so I don’t know much about his background, but I’ll bring the file. He had some problems with insubordination sometimes, but I could always trust him to think on his feet.”


  Right, Green thought grimly as he hung up. Like this time, putz? As one of the NCO s under his command, Green had known Vaillancourt for several years, but the man’s police instincts had never filled him with confidence. Green suspected he would have to do some additional detective work of his own to get the real story on Jeff Weiss. Just one more small task to add to his pile. Next he phoned Frank Corelli of the Ottawa Sun for an update on his anonymous news source.


  “Not a word since that botched meet,” Frank said. “She’s either a crank, or she’s gone to ground. Maybe something about the set-up spooked her.”


  Green pondered Frank’s words as he pulled into the parking lot of the station. The latter theory made a lot of sense, but even if the woman had gone to ground, he needed to find her. Now more than ever. If she really had seen Patricia Ross’s killer, she might be the only person who could stop him.


  As he parked, signed in and waited for the elevator, his thoughts kept drifting back to Twiggy. She had been in the vicinity at the time of the murder, she was clever enough to know how to use her knowledge to her own advantage, and she was just jaded and fearless enough to do so. Yet Twiggy, despite her relentless path to self-destruction, had an instinct for survival. Never again would she let some bastard try to dictate the terms of her exit from this world. If Twiggy had caught even a whiff of trouble, she’d be gone.


  Or so he hoped. But she was also old, fat and sick. Not to mention she was up against a calculating, determined killer who didn’t hesitate to target a cop. Indeed, if Twiggy did know something, Green needed to find her for her own safety as much as for her knowledge of the case. Yet Twiggy would never cooperate with any of the police officers he could assign to look for her. She hated cops, courts, judges, social workers and just about any official representative of the society that had failed her. If anyone was going to find Twiggy and get her to talk, it had to be him.


  The unhappy realization came to him on the elevator trip upstairs. He really couldn’t afford to take off up to Petawawa and leave all these crises simmering here. The last time he’d done that, one of his officers had nearly died.


  By the time he got off the elevator, he’d decided to send Gibbs along with Sullivan instead. The young detective deserved as much. The squad room was nearly deserted, but Gibbs was hard at work reviewing reports on the canvass of downtown Ottawa bars. No doubt sifting each word for a nugget of information that might trip up their killer. Green told him to round up Sullivan and meet him in his office.


  Inside his office, he looked at the pile of papers on his desk and the furious blinking of his phone. No matter how many times he checked his message box, there were always new ones. With a sigh, he flicked the machine on speaker phone so he could listen as he sifted through his paperwork. Several calls were from the media and fellow officers, asking for news or volunteering information.


  Then the voice of Kate McGrath broke through, breathy and excited. Check your fax! He pawed through the papers on his desk. What huge break? Had she already ID ’d one of the military photos?


  Papers scattered to the floor, but no fax. He dashed outside to the fax machine and snatched up the wad of waiting papers. Cursing the office inefficiency, he scanned them until he came to the one from Kate. Not an ID of a photo, but a page from a newspaper, with several lines highlighted. He skimmed these, then the whole article, and fell back down in his chair with a thud.


  Good God, what was this? Another twist? Another tentacle? How did all this fit in with old peacekeeping secrets and a ten-year old murder? Or was it a red herring, its significance only peripheral to the investigation. He was still puzzling over it when Gibbs and Sullivan walked into the squad room. Silently Green handed Sullivan the fax.


  The big detective’s eyebrows shot up as he read it. “Well, well, well. Politics gets into the act.”


  “It could have nothing to do with politics. This may be how Patricia Ross discovered the whereabouts of Roger Atkinson, who was a witness to her fiancé’s murder.”


  “You going to warn Devine, just in case? This could get even hotter than the military connection.”


  Green shook his head. If they were ever going to learn anything from Blakeley and Atkinson, stealth was of the essence. Barbara Devine didn’t do stealth. “Not until you’ve had a go at them up in Petawawa, see if you can make a connection.”


  Sullivan looked startled and opened his mouth as if to speak, but stopped himself. He glanced at Gibbs instead. “Can you dig up all the background you can get on Blakeley and Atkinson? I need some information before I go head to head with them.”


  Gibbs nodded, and as Sullivan continued to look at him, he jumped to his feet. “Now, sir?”


  Sullivan checked his watch. “Now. I’ll be rolling into Petawawa about two p.m., so that gives you less than three hours.”


  Once Gibbs had loped back outside, Sullivan nudged the door gently shut with his toe. “You’re not coming with me to Petawawa?”


  Reluctantly Green shook his head. “I want nothing better, believe me. But I can’t justify it. We don’t need two experienced field officers on this, and there’s just too much happening down here for me to take off. I should never have gone to Halifax. And now, with an officer down and all the staff up in arms, they need me to be here.”


  Sullivan eyed him shrewdly, as if he knew what the decision had cost him. “Good call.”


  “I figured you could take Gibbs.”


  “I need him on background and file coordination. No one works those computers better than Bob.”


  “Well, there are several officers volunteering for extra duty—”


  Sullivan slapped the desk with his broad palm, making the scattered papers jump. “I know just who to take.”


  “Who?”


  “Jeff Weiss.”


  Green stared at him. Besides the fact that Weiss was a physical and emotional basket case, the man’s actions were suspicious. When he said as much, Sullivan shrugged.


  “All the more reason to take him. To keep an eye on him and see what he does. Plus the guy’s been up there already with Sue, and he knows what they’ve already covered.”


  “So take his notes—”


  “His notes aren’t worth shit—he hardly wrote a thing apparently—but it should be all in his head. I think he’s the perfect partner to take along.”


  Green mulled over the idea uneasily. Sullivan’s proposal made sense, and if he hadn’t already had one officer downed by this killer, he probably wouldn’t be hesitating.


  “Okay, get him up here,” he said finally. “But Brian... Watch your back.”


  Sullivan reached across Green’s desk for the phone and called down to the duty sergeant in General Assignment. The conversation was short and terse. Sullivan jotted down a number before hanging up.


  “He’s not in today. Called in sick.”


  “Which he probably is,” Green replied with relief. “He was up half the night, in pretty rough shape.”


  “Still...I could phone him at home.”


  “Where he’s probably sleeping one off. Face it, Brian, he’ll be no good to you.” He nodded towards his door. “Take one of the guys outside.”


  With a sigh, Sullivan hauled himself to his feet. “Okay, I’ll take Luc Leblanc. But I’d like to meet this Weiss guy some time. Get my own read on him.”


  “Get in line, my friend.”


  SIXTEEN


  John Blakeley’s popularity was visible long before Sullivan and Leblanc hit the outskirts of Petawawa. Large red billboards began to pop up on businesses and retirement bungalows amid the forest of Tory blue, announcing “John Blakeley—a Voice for You”. The man’s picture conveyed a mass of contradictions. His battered face looked like he’d taken on all the warlords in Afghanistan singlehandedly, and a jagged scar bisected his left eyebrow. But his thick white hair was swept into perfect place across his high forehead, and his prim smile looked like a kindly preacher trying to hustle his flock into line. Odder still, a clear, no-nonsense intelligence shone in his deep-set eyes.


  Sullivan thought the eyes were likely the true measure of the man, whereas the smile and the hair were the work of Liberal Party spin doctors who thought he looked too scary in his warrior guise.


  As he passed through the struggling farmsteads of the Ottawa Valley, Sullivan had to block out his own aversion to the place. The sparse, rocky landscape fostered a fierce combination of pride, independence and bitterness among those who hung on there. “This Land is Our Land; Back off, Government” warned the huge signs staked in fields along the roadsides. He should have felt pride and sympathy for the families who clung to their land in defiance of bureaucratic red tape and urban ignorance. But for Sullivan, who had grown up in one of them, it evoked memories of isolation and helplessness, drunken violence and wanton neglect. Of starving and hiding and never knowing when he was safe. He’d been eighteen and on the first bus out of town after high school before he ever felt safe.


  The red Liberal signs signalled the invasion of another culture, not based on the land or the seasons, but on the military, whose loyalty depended on who had the power, the purse strings, and the vision to see the world their way. John Blakeley was one of their own.


  Sullivan felt his adrenaline pump as they drew closer to their destination. Six months, he thought. Six months since he’d felt the excitement of a case, of following up leads and tracking down a bad guy. Of doing something more worthwhile than drawing up staffing plans. What the hell had he been thinking when he’d taken the transfer to Strategic Planning?


  He’d been thinking about the next rung on the ladder, the next notch in his belt, the prestige and pay of a staff sergeant’s rank. He’d been thinking about the exhaustion and humiliation of his twenty unappreciated years fighting society’s bottom feeders in Major Crimes. He’d been burned out, pure and simple. He’d lost sight of the camaraderie and the sense of triumph when they closed a case. He’d forgotten the novel and unexpected twists of each new day. But damn it, it felt good to be back. This was why he’d become a cop, and this is where he’d always belonged.


  When they turned off the Trans-Canada Highway and headed towards the centre of Petawawa, he instructed Leblanc to pull up his email on the laptop and check for Gibbs’s reports on Blakeley and Atkinson. He’d felt bad leaving Gibbs behind at the station, poring over his computer yet again, while others went on the adventure. Perhaps the trip would have been good for him.


  His guilt disappeared when he saw Gibbs’s reports, which were much shorter than usual. The poor kid was in shock, and in no shape for field work. Sullivan pulled into a gas station out of sight of the Blakeley Campaign headquarters, sent Leblanc out to do the fill-up and swivelled the laptop towards him. The reports were full of typos and oversights the meticulous detective rarely made, and Sullivan felt a twinge of sympathy that the young detective couldn’t be home giving himself some TLC .


  John Blakeley was a local boy born and bred in Renfrew in 1953, the son of an Anglican minister. He had attended Kingston’s Royal Military College and graduated as a civil engineer in 1975. Last summer, after thirty years in the army, he’d retired as a full colonel, having spent the last two years on the staff of the army’s top general at National Defence Headquarters in Ottawa. His military record looked impressive to Sullivan’s untrained eye. Before this last stint, he’d spent two years at UN headquarters in New York, working with the UN High Commission on Refugees as an expert on the delivery of humanitarian aid. Prior to that he’d served as a military observer and as a staff advisor to peacekeeping operations in six different countries.


  The perfect poster boy for the new military, thought Sullivan. He combined a soldier’s discipline with an intelligence and sensitivity that allowed him to navigate the diplomatic minefield of international affairs. He’d been married twice and now lived with his second wife in a home just outside Petawawa on the Ottawa River. Gibbs had provided the address, but Sullivan figured that in the middle of a work day he’d have more luck finding the man at his campaign headquarters. Besides, he wanted a crack at Roger Atkinson as well. Perhaps even more, for as Green had pointed out, Atkinson may have been the one Patricia Ross was after.


  Gibbs had had less luck tracing Atkinson’s background, probably because the man was not nearly such a public figure. Reporters were all over Blakeley, but no one seemed interested in the man planning the battle strategy behind the scenes. Roger Atkinson had been born in Sheet Harbour, Nova Scotia in 1970 and had a short stint in personnel with Halifax City Hall before picking up stakes and moving to Pembroke, Petawawa’s neighbouring town, in 1996. Although details were sketchy, he’d worked first in personnel and later in public relations for various transport or supply firms in Eastern Ontario. His involvement with politics seemed to start when he did some lobbying of a prominent Ottawa MP , which led to working in the man’s constituency office and later on his campaign. As far as Sullivan could see, Atkinson was a nobody from nowhere who had parlayed a small pencil-pushing job into a major source of influence, with the potential to make or break party fortunes.


  The two detectives found the campaign office without difficulty. It was a nondescript storefront that took up almost half of a small strip mall on Petawawa’s main road, but Blakeley’s workers had livened it up by emblazoning his name across the entire outside facade in massive red letters. Nice touch, Atkinson, Sullivan thought as he pushed open the glass door. Inside was a large rectangular room filled with volunteers who were hunched over lists at makeshift desks, working the phones. Lawn signs, posters, leaflets, T -shirts and party hats were stacked high on shelves around the room, all with the now familiar red and white colour scheme. Sullivan scanned the room for the man in the poster. No such luck, but a couple of private offices at the rear caught his eye, so he headed that way.


  A woman leaped up to block his path. She barely reached his chest, but she faced him down like a pitbull. Her blue eyes challenged his. “Are you a new volunteer?”


  Sullivan suppressed a smile. With his linebacker bulk and his frank stare, people rarely mistook him for anything but a cop, but perhaps in this crowd he looked like an off-duty sergeant major. He debated showing his badge but wanted to save the surprise for one of the men he was after. Instead he nodded towards the back.


  “No, I’m here to see Mr. Atkinson.”


  “Oh.” She shot a glance at a partially open door. “He’s extremely busy. Perhaps I can help you? I’m the office manager, Leanne Neuss. And you gentlemen are...?”


  He reached for his badge irritably. “Sergeant Brian Sullivan, Detective Leblanc of the Ottawa Police. This won’t take long.”


  Startled, the woman stepped back, and Sullivan seized the occasion to plough past her. With a perfunctory knock, he strode inside the office, waited for Leblanc to follow suit, and shut the door behind them.


  The man at the desk was on the phone. He swivelled around and stared at Sullivan through bewildered eyes. Obviously not too many got past Madame Neuss unannounced. Sullivan had the impression of blond good looks that had seen too much booze and fast times. His sandy hair was thinning, his cheeks were florid, and his hazel eyes shot through with red. A second chin had begun to form beneath his jaw, and it wobbled as he gathered his features into a frown.


  “Can I help you?”


  Sullivan sat down and introduced himself, while Leblanc took up a position in front of the door. The man’s frown transformed to alarm. He looked at the phone, which was still in his hand. “I’ll call you back,” he said and hung up. Plastering a smile across his face, he rose and extended his hand.


  “Roger Atkinson. How can I help you?” The man’s handshake was slick and practised, but Sullivan felt a pent-up power behind the grip. On closer inspection he could see the muscles rippling beneath the man’s crisp white shirt. For a pencil pusher, this guy was in damn good shape.


  On the drive up, Sullivan had tried to plan his questions, but the truth was he was walking into the interview virtually blind. Despite Gibbs’s research, he knew almost nothing useful about the man or his possible connection to Patricia Ross, which gave him no leverage in confronting him. And Atkinson didn’t look like he was easy to push around, either. Flattery might be the best way to go.


  “One of our detectives was assaulted up here yesterday,” Sullivan said. “We’re looking for all the help we can get.”


  The man pulled a sympathetic face. “Of course. Detective Peters. How is she?”


  “Touch and go. She was investigating the recent murder of Patricia Ross. I understand you knew her.”


  Atkinson’s jaw dropped then snapped shut. He made a show of searching his memory before arranging a puzzled frown on his face. “Should I? The name doesn’t ring a bell.”


  “You’re both from Nova Scotia.”


  Atkinson gave a dry chuckle. “Nova Scotians have invaded everywhere, Sergeant. Even I can’t know them all.”


  “She came up here to see you last week.”


  “What the devil makes you think that?” Sullivan said nothing.


  In the silence, Atkinson groped for his tie, which wasn’t there. Finally, he shrugged. “That’s certainly news to me. We didn’t connect. I’m sorry I can’t help you more.”


  Sullivan reached into his pocket and unfolded the fax of the newspaper article. “This appeared in the Halifax Herald on April 9th. It’s the reason Patricia Ross left Halifax to come here.”


  Atkinson reached for the newspaper and dropped it on his desk, but not before Sullivan caught the tremor in his hand. He pored over the article long enough to have read it three times over.


  “Nice plug for us,” he said eventually. “Seems fairly straightforward, though. I can’t imagine why it would bring her all the way up here.”


  “To see you,” Sullivan said. “You’ve come a long way from your heavy drinking days at the Lighthouse Tavern, Roger, but she remembered you.”


  Atkinson’s jaw dropped again, but this time he forgot to snap it shut. He stared at Sullivan a full five seconds before his eyes widened in recognition. “Oh, my God. Daniel Oliver’s girl.”


  Nice save, Sullivan thought. “You were at the table with them the night he was killed.”


  Atkinson lowered his gaze ruefully. “In another life. My misspent youth. I was so tanked I don’t remember a thing.”


  “That’s not what the bartender says.”


  “The bartender? The place was hopping. I’m surprised he had time to notice a thing.”


  “He says you bragged it was a military man from their Yugoslavian mission who killed him.”


  Atkinson rolled his eyes. “If I had a dollar for all the bullshit I’ve dished out in bars over the years...”


  “Yet right after that, you landed this cushy job near the major military base of Petawawa, and it’s been nothing but upwards ever since.”


  The sheepish smile disappeared and the hazel eyes grew cold. “I don’t think I like your implication, Sergeant. Like most men with an ounce of ambition, I wanted to go where the jobs were, and I used my contacts to land a job. Army folks move all over, which was very handy.”


  “Then it was just a lucky contact that landed you a job as right hand man to a future Liberal Party star?”


  The man’s double chin quivered in outrage. “I’ve worked damn hard to get where I am and I’m good at it. That’s what landed me this job. And by the way, Blakeley is not just a Liberal Party star. When the Liberals win, he’ll be in line for a cabinet post. The Liberal leader himself pressed his nomination, as much as promised him Defence if he could take the riding from the Conservatives. My God, do you know what that would mean to our military and to the country? To have a guy running the country’s defence policy who’s actually walked the walk, and knows one end of a tank from the other?”


  Sullivan glanced around the room at the dozens of framed photos and press clippings that covered the walls. “He’s that impressive, is he?”


  “He’s that important.”


  Sullivan rose and began to peruse the display while he planned his next move. So far, as he’d feared, Atkinson had given him nothing. Most of the clippings trumpeted the missions Blakeley had led or the famous people he’d met. Blakeley’s stern, clear gaze dominated all the photos, whether as an officer surrounded by his men or as a political hopeful shaking hands with the Liberal leader. One picture in particular caught his eye. Blakeley stood in the middle of a semi-circle of men, all in formal dress and smiling broadly for the camera. Atkinson was visible to one side, looking smug. And at the back, barely discernible was a face that rang a vaguely familiar bell. It had been among the many faces Green had shown him earlier in the day. But the name eluded him.


  He turned back to Atkinson. “After we’re done here, I’d like a word with Mr. Blakeley too.”


  Atkinson’s proud smile disappeared. “That’s not possible. He’s in Ottawa.”


  “Oh, does he live there most of the time?”


  “Oh no, no. He lives here, but his business with the defence department often brings him into the city for long periods.”


  “What business?”


  “Consulting on peacekeeping operations, helping to draft new policies.”


  “I thought he was retired.”


  “He is. But all that expertise... His advice is quite invaluable.”


  Sullivan returned to the chair. “Who was your army friend who got you the first job here?”


  Atkinson blinked at the sudden change of topic. “I don’t see what that’s got to do with anything.”


  “Humour me. Was it Blakeley?”


  “Of course not. I’ve only known him a year. It was just an old drinking buddy. No one important.”


  “Patricia Ross thought it had something to do with shutting you up. You say it was just a lucky contact. It would be nice to be able to verify that, and get you off my list of suspects.”


  Atkinson flushed and clenched his fists involuntarily.


  “Before the opposition parties get wind of it,” Sullivan added, to help him along.


  Atkinson sputtered a protest. He cast about as if looking for an escape route, but found none. Slowly he deflated. “I don’t want any trouble for him. He was just a friend, a noncom in logistical support. He tipped me off to a job with a company that was going to re-outfit the 2 CMBG .”


  “2 CMBG ?”


  “Second Canadian Mechanized Brigade Group—that’s the group based in Petawawa.” He pulled on his nose awkwardly. “It wasn’t really illegal but they aren’t supposed to use their knowledge or influence... He put in a good word for me.”


  “Why?”


  Atkinson shrugged. “I fixed something for him in Halifax.Lost some paperwork at City Hall. It was nothing, but it could have hurt his career.”


  “A name, Atkinson.”


  “Terry Lawlor.”


  “And I can find him here on the base?”


  “Oh, not now. This was years ago. He’s retired now, and I have no idea where he is.”


  Sullivan swore inwardly. More names, more fucking twists in the trail. He leaned forward on the desk and stared the man down. “Don’t fuck with me now, Roger. The truth. Did you tell Detective Peters about any of this?”


  Atkinson whipped his head back and forth, scrambling to recover his shattered cool. “On my grandmother’s grave, no. I never even spoke to the woman.”


  


  July 22. Some shithole in Sector South, Croatia.


  Our new assignment. It’s hotter than hell here, nothing is moving and we’re waiting it out while Command finds us a suitable camp. It looks like the moon. Villages torched, bigmortar holes in the ground, no trees or crops. The belligerentshave tanks down here and they’ve dug professional trenches.


  The Hammer says we’re waiting for the politicians and UNbigshots to work out a withdrawal agreement, and then we’resupposed to enforce it. Apparently this used to be a Serb areaprotected by French peacekeepers, but the Croats think it’s partof Croatia, so they grabbed a bridge and a dam right underthe French noses. Anyway, the Serbs were some pissed at theFrench, so in come the Canadians again to do the job right.


  This is war, our CO says, and we’re sitting right in themiddle of it, so keep your head down. And by the way, watchwhere you step and shake out your clothes and shoes before youput them on. Lots of snakes and scorpions. I say bring thesuckers on. It’ll be my pleasure to kill them.


  SEVENTEEN


  Sullivan stood in the parking lot outside the campaign office, scanning the street for a place to eat. He’d been up since before six o’clock, and it was now almost three in the afternoon. In the distance he spotted the familiar red script of a Tim Hortons.


  “Do you suppose he was telling the truth about Sue Peters, Luc?” he asked as he yanked open the car door.


  Leblanc looked across at him in surprise. “I don’t know much about the case, sir, so it’s hard to judge.”


  “On the contrary, it may give you an advantage. You have nothing to go on but his behaviour.”


  Leblanc was silent, gazing out at the street ahead as he considered his answer. Sullivan remembered what he had always liked about the detective; Leblanc never rushed into anything. “I think he was hiding something,” he said eventually. “He avoided eye contact, he fiddled with his hands.”


  Sullivan nosed the cruiser into the stream of traffic on Petawawa Boulevard. “I agree. Mr Atkinson was definitely worried about something. It could just be his own butt, which would be in a sling if he brings suspicion into the camp of John Blakeley. But it’s worth a closer look. So—where to next, Luc?”


  “To check out Terry Lawlor, sir?”


  Sullivan shook his head.


  “To the King’s Arms?”


  Sullivan swung into the Drive-Thru, grinning. “Food. Never let yourself get worn down.”


  Five minutes later, loaded up with sandwiches, doughnuts and coffee, they were back on the road. “Now we check out Terry Lawlor,” Sullivan said. “Find the military police headquarters on that map.”


  Leblanc guided them onto the base and through a series of streets commemorating famous battles. The military police platoon commander was a big man with a walrus mustache and a shaved head above a bull neck. He waved them right through to his office, only too happy to help. The assault on a member of the tribe swept away miles of suspicion and red tape. He didn’t even have to consult his records.


  “I remember Terry Lawlor. Eight, maybe ten years ago? He was stationed up here in the quartermaster’s unit. Used to get into scrapes in the Sergeant’s mess pretty regular. Harmless enough but a stupid drunk with a mouth on him to swallow a tank.”


  Eight to ten years ago, Sullivan thought. That fit the time period. “Where is he now?”


  “Mustered out, enjoyed his retirement all of two months before he ploughed his car into a tree.”


  “Accident?”


  The captain nodded. “Drunk as a sailor on a two-day pass. 0200 hours on a rainy night, going about a hundred klics an hour around that bend just west of town.”


  “You said he had a mouth on him. Was he ever in trouble for anything else? Leaking information or...?”


  The captain roared with laughter. “Well, he didn’t have much worth leaking. He was a bean counter in supplies. What’s he going to say? The army’s ordering a thousand new dress shirts next year?”


  That information might be useful to some, thought Sullivan. Overtly he acted the picture of ease, with his long legs stretched out and his chair tilted back. He chatted a few minutes longer, probing the captain’s opinion of Blakeley— “real stand-up guy”—and Sue Peters’ assault—“a real shame, but we get our share of guys who take it out on women”. Finally, Sullivan thanked him and hauled himself to his feet with a show of reluctance. On the way out, Leblanc glanced at him curiously, but said nothing.


  “So what do you think about Terry Lawlor,” Sullivan asked when they reached the car.


  “It’s not much, but it seems to back up Atkinson’s story, sir.”


  “Maybe. Although it’s hard to see how this Lawlor guy would have the pull to land Atkinson a worthwhile job. He’s a pretty small fish.” Sullivan climbed into the car and revved the engine. “And that accident is damn convenient.”


  “You think it wasn’t an accident?”


  “No. Just that Lawlor makes a handy fall guy now that there’s no way to check the story with him.”


  Sullivan sat in the car, pondering his next move. He still had to touch base with the OPP , hoping to turn up Sue Peters’ missing notebook and probe their take on the local election candidates. But the picture in Atkinson’s office nagged at him. On impulse he pulled up the case file on his laptop and began flipping through photos. He sifted carefully through Oliver’s section members without finding anyone who remotely fit the bill. But when he went further up the chain of command, he hit a match on his very first try.


  Platoon commander Dick Hamm.


  Well, well, well, he thought, now there was a bigger fish. Big enough to pull a lot of strings and give a guy quite a boost up the ladder. And if there was a connection to Blakeley, who was an even bigger fish... Sullivan tried to dispute the suspicion that sprang to his mind, that Hamm and Blakeley were working together. Blakeley was a very popular candidate among the military. Maybe Hamm was just there as a supporter.


  And maybe pigs fly.


  “Where are we going next, sir?” Leblanc ventured once they had been sitting some time.


  “Well, I was going to pay a visit to the OPP, but Colonel Dick Hamm is beginning to look a whole lot more interesting.”


  


  It was well past lunch time and Green’s head felt like a pinball machine. Reports were flying in from various fronts so fast that he could barely keep track. Sue Peters had been the official file coordinator for the case, and although the task had been reassigned, Green suspected in reality he was the only person besides Gibbs who knew the whole picture.


  Captain Ulrich from National Defence had emailed the photos of the remaining members of Oliver’s and MacDonald’s section in Yugoslavia, along with the names and photos of Major Kennebec, their company commander, and Colonel Thomas, the battalion’s CO . He had even faxed over a chart describing the name, rank and function of everyone in MacDonald’s chain of command. With one of their ranks implicated in an attempted cop killing, the military had apparently changed its tactics in favour of full cooperation with civilian authorities. Green muttered a silent prayer of thanks to the Police Chief, whose deft handling had undoubtedly been behind the change. He hoped the Chief could use the same silver tongue with the politicians if the time came.


  Green immediately forwarded all the photos to Kate McGrath in Halifax, in the hope that the witnesses and bartender at the Lighthouse would recognize Daniel Oliver’s killer among them. He was about to head out to his much delayed lunch meeting with Staff Sergeant Vaillancourt when Gibbs arrived at his office door, looking wan and defeated. He handed Green two short reports.


  “This is all I could get on Blakeley and Atkinson for Sergeant Sullivan, sir. It-It’s not much, I know.”


  Green scanned the meagre reports. His interest was piqued by the reference to John Blakeley’s peacekeeping missions. Eight tours in six different countries. What were the odds of Yugoslavia being one of them?


  “Have you sent this to Sullivan already?”


  “Yessir. He needed it by two o’clock.”


  “Okay, but I want you to keep digging. Find out exactly where and when Blakeley did his peacekeeping tours, especially if he was ever in Yugoslavia. And I also want some background on Lieutenant Colonel Richard Hamm.”


  Gibbs’s face fell. He propped his lanky frame against the door as if he could no longer support himself. “Well, I—I was wondering if... I’d like a few minutes to check on Sue, sir.”


  Green cursed his insensitivity. “Of course. I have a lunch appointment anyway.” For which I am already half an hour late, he thought, glancing at his watch. He shooed Gibbs on his way to the hospital, then grabbed his jacket and headed out of the station up Elgin Street. He had chosen a small deli off the cops’ beaten track, for he didn’t want any curious ears tuning in. He wanted the discussion of a fellow officer to be as frank and confidential as possible.


  To his surprise, Michel Vaillancourt had brought another man with him, whom he introduced as George Nelson. Both men were already halfway through heaping platters of deli sandwiches and fries.


  “George was Weiss’s staff sergeant when he was in uniform,” Vaillancourt explained. “So I figured he’d know more about him than I do.”


  Nelson was a pear of a man, with a pointy bald head, three chins and a paunch that eclipsed his belt. He extended a hearty handshake, then thudded back into his booth with a resounding crash. Green looked from one man to the other thoughtfully. His vague cover story about wanting more details about Weiss’s investigative experience was pretty lame, and he was surprised by both men’s obvious eagerness to talk about him. With his very first comment, Nelson provided the answer.


  “You’re thinking Jeff Weiss might’ve had something to do with the hit on Peters?”


  Green toyed with his menu. “Not thinking, just exploring. Why, do you?”


  Nelson had stuffed his mouth full of fries, and he munched noisily as he shook his head. “Under normal circumstances, I’d say not a chance.”


  Green’s stomach contracted at the sight of the melted cheese oozing from the Reuben sandwich. He signalled to the man behind the counter and yelled for a double smoked meat on rye. “What do you mean, under normal circumstances?”


  “Regular street work. Drugs, bar fights, turf beefs—the day to day stuff. He’s rock solid, got good instincts, never gave me a moment’s doubt. Well—” Nelson paused to suck his fingers noisily. “He has a bit of a temper. Sometimes he’d give his sergeant a little lip, but he usually backtracked the next instant. Only a couple of incidents were written up.”


  “How much is a bit of a temper?”


  “Enough to get him off the promotion track,” Vaillancourt said ominously.


  Nelson shrugged impatiently. “Just a flash in the pan. Like if somebody pushed his buttons. But what you’re talking about; that would have been premeditated. I mean, to call her out of the bar and set her up like that—”


  Green was surprised, then realized he shouldn’t be. Details of the assault would have raced through the police grapevine like lightning.


  “That’s not like Jeff,” Nelson continued. “He’s a straight arrow and a more committed officer you’re never going to see. And he wants to get ahead. Nothing wrong with that.”


  “But there is something, or you wouldn’t both be sitting here. You’re saying these are not normal circumstances?”


  Nelson looked uncomfortable. He glanced around the deli as if to make sure no one was eavesdropping. The midafternoon crowd was sparse, comprised mainly of courthouse workers enjoying a cappuccino. No one looked remotely like a cop. Or a reporter.


  Vaillancourt wiped his mouth carefully before stepping into the breach. “He did a three-month stint with the UN as a police officer in Yugoslavia.”


  Green stared at him, his heart in his throat. “When?”


  “Fall of 1993.” “Where?”


  “Mostly Sarajevo. He was doing regular law enforcement and training, beefing up the Bosnian force. It was finger-inthe-dyke stuff, trying to prevent looting, control riots, catch local thugs who didn’t think the law applied to them.”


  Green’s thoughts raced afield. In an effort to understand which peacekeepers had been where, he’d studied the map of the former Yugoslavia as it had been reconfigured in 1993. Daniel Oliver and Ian MacDonald had been with the Second Canadian Battalion, which had been deployed solely in Croatia. Nearly two hundred miles of rugged, hostile mountain territory separated them from Sarajevo. It seemed unlikely Jeff Weiss would have even met them. Unless...


  “You said mostly?”


  Nelson shrugged. “He was assigned to assist in war crimes investigations a couple of times, helping the UN investigators collect physical evidence and interview witnesses. I know that stuff still gets to him.”


  Green’s smoked meat sandwich arrived, and he was glad for the diversion. While he doused his French fries with vinegar, he pondered the possibilities. The coincidence was incredible. What were the chances of an Ottawa Police officer being assigned to investigate war crimes at exactly the same time and place that MacDonald and Oliver were posted? There had been thousands of peacekeepers in the Balkans, and probably thousands of local conflicts where war crimes could occur.


  It was just a shred of a theory, and a farfetched one at that, until he had facts to back it up. He tried to appear casual as he posed his next question. “Where were these war crimes he was investigating, do you know?”


  Nelson and Vaillancourt exchanged questioning looks. Vaillancourt lifted his thin shoulders in a shrug, but Nelson slapped his palm against his forehead in an effort to shake the memory loose.


  “Croatia.” He nodded several times. “Yup, I’m positive, because I remember when all the accusations of ethnic cleansing and mass murder were being levied against the Serbs, Weiss kept saying ‘The fucking UN doesn’t know the half of it. The Croats were just as bad.’”


  Croatia, Green thought. Suddenly his smoked meat lost its taste, and he pushed the plate away. The coincidences were converging, but with them came more questions. What had Weiss uncovered in his investigation, and how was the military involved? His mind raced over the links he had formed so far. Something had happened in Croatia that had haunted the lives of the soldiers for years afterwards. MacDonald had killed himself, Oliver had slipped into bitterness and drink, and someone else had committed not just one but two murders to cover it all up.


  These were simple country boys, Inspector Norrich had ranted that night in Halifax, unprepared for the brutality and hatred they encountered and equally unprepared for the visceral rage they might have felt in response.


  What if they themselves had committed a war crime?


  In 1993 the Canadian military had been reeling under the revelation of a murder committed by their elite forces in Somalia, and they were struggling to repair the damage to their peacekeeping image. What would be the worst thing that could happen at that moment? News of further atrocities committed by their soldiers in Yugoslavia would be high on that list. The pressure to suppress the knowledge and to prevent any investigation would have been huge. Certainly murders had been committed for far less.


  Green’s heart beat faster as the theory took shape. Yet even as his excitement grew, sober second thought began to take hold. What kind of war crime? Surely not a systematic, large scale massacre, which would have been impossible to hide. It had to be something more private. A small misstep that could easily have been buried in the chaos of battle. Was that where Weiss fit in? Had the military put pressure on him to cover it up? Who in the chain of command would have the clout to do that? Certainly not someone at the lowly section level.


  Green reached for his coffee and twirled his spoon slowly in it, trying not to betray his excitement as he gathered his thoughts. In the silence, the spoon tinkled and both men watched him intently. He tried to keep his voice neutral. “So what’s your guess about how Weiss could be involved with all this? You’ve obviously got some concerns. That he covered something up in Croatia?”


  Nelson whipped his head back and forth. “Oh, no. Just this temper. Things that remind him of that time seem to set him off. I just think he’s...”


  “Unstable?”


  “Not usually. I mean, we all have our buttons, eh? His is Croatia.”


  Vaillancourt had leaned forward on his elbows, his hands folded and his forehead creased in uneasy thought. Now he shook his head slowly. “But he did ask to job shadow the Rosscase, right off the bat when he first got involved in the search of the scene.”


  Nelson scowled. “But at that point there was no known connection to the military or to Yugoslavia. Patricia Ross looked like just another luckless hooker.”


  Unless Weiss already knew the connection, Green thought. And the players. He glanced at his watch, pretended to be surprised, and shoved back his chair. “Gotta run. Thanks for this. Can you do one more thing? Find out exactly when and where he was in Croatia, and anything you can about the nature of the assignment. ASAP. Off the record and just between us, of course. I don’t want the rumour mill to ruin a good officer’s career.”


  Or get anyone else killed, he added silently, as he tossed some money on the table.


  EIGHTEEN


  Back at the office, Green pulled out the chart that Captain Ulrich had sent him of the military chain of command. If the military functioned like the police, loyalty was built from the ground up, starting with your partner and your squad. The section was the basic unit in the army. There were eight other members in the section, all of whom lived together more closely than any family did, packed like sardines into armoured personnel carriers and spending long hours together on patrol. If a breach of military law had been committed, this is probably where it would have occurred, and these are the boys who would have seen it. But who else might have known?


  Sections worked closely together as a platoon, under the day to day direction of the platoon commander. Richard Hamm. There were other NCO s attached to the platoon, but all of these appeared to be more closely allied to platoon headquarters under Hamm than to the sections. There were ranking officers higher than Hamm, of course, but these would be even more removed from the frontline actions and daily lives of the individual soldiers. Hamm was the only ranking officer likely to know of their wrongdoing and capable of suppressing that knowledge.


  And Hamm had been surprisingly unsupportive of Ian MacDonald’s recommendation for a medal.


  But if a war crime had been committed or covered up, Green was not going to get at it by going head to head with Hamm. Hamm would never admit a thing unless his back was truly to the wall. To accomplish that, Green needed ammunition. He needed to find a lowly section member who wouldn’t see the harm in revealing the truth ten years after the fact, or who might be relieved at the chance to be rid of the guilt.


  He yanked open his office door and caught sight of Gibbs, who was back from the hospital and deep in conversation on the phone. Green paced as he listened to Gibbs’s end of the conversation.


  “Thanks for trying, Karl. I appreciate your position,” Gibbs said, hanging up with a sigh.


  “Karl? As in Captain Karl Ulrich?”


  A ghost of a smile flitted across Gibbs’s weary face. “We’re old friends by now. He gave me some deep background on Colonel Hamm.” Gibbs glanced down at his notes. “He’s fourth generation military. His father was a decorated Korean war hero, and his grandfather was an infantry platoon commander who died at the Somme and was awarded a posthumous Victoria Cross for his solo stand against the enemy. It saved most of his platoon. Quite an impressive family, sir.”


  Green nodded thoughtfully. No wonder Hamm had not been supportive of MacDonald’s medal; he was used to heroism on a far grander scale. But the information added new clarity to the picture that was beginning to emerge. Hamm would have grown up with these family tales of heroism and sacrifice. How powerful would be his commitment to the military he loved, and how far would he be willing to go to protect it? Far enough for a cover-up? Far enough for murder?


  “Sir?”


  Green pulled himself from his racing thoughts.


  “I’m running into brick walls on John Blakeley,” Gibbs was saying. “His file is shut tight as a clam, except what they give out to the media.”


  Green nodded grimly, not surprised that the military’s open access had slammed shut when it reached one of its gilded sons. “I guess nobody in the military wants to give the media or the opposition any ammunition to use against him.”


  “Even the details about his wife and his children are confidential, sir. All I could find out is he has three grown children and a wife named Leanne.”


  “Wouldn’t want the truth interfering with a good spin. He probably had a really ugly divorce, and the children hate him.” Green sighed. He wasn’t sure how Blakeley fit into his conspiracy theory anyway. Although he had served on peacekeeping missions, his name wasn’t listed anywhere on the chain of command from MacDonald’s section to the whole battalion.


  “Okay, we’ll keep chipping away,” he said. “But I’ve got something else for you to do right now. I’d like you to track down that corporal from Oliver’s section who’s studying at Queens. I want him brought up here for questioning first thing in the morning.” He turned to go, then belatedly he remembered Gibbs’s visit to the hospital. Judging from his long face, the news wasn’t good.


  “How is Sue?” he asked gently.


  “Alive. They did another brain scan, and there’s some recovery. I suppose that’s good news. I just want...I just want her to open her eyes and tell us who did this, so it will all be over.” Green thought of Peters lying so still and helpless in the bed. She would hate this and would be the first person wanting to nail the bastard to the wall. If only she could. But with any luck, by the time she did open her eyes, they would have some justice for her. At the very least, they would know what had happened between the soldiers in Croatia, which would be one small step in unravelling the mystery.


  In the meantime, he had to stop Sullivan from questioning Hamm until they had some concrete facts to back up Green’s theory. If Hamm was the mastermind of a war crimes coverup and the killer of Oliver and Ross, Green wanted all the ammunition he could muster before going after him. As he punched in Sullivan’s cellphone number, he hoped he wasn’t already too late. Hamm was one of the key witnesses Sullivan had gone to see, and he was probably in the middle of the interview right now, armed with fewer than half the facts he needed to make the colonel sweat.


  Sullivan’s cheerful voice came through after the third ring. “No problem,” he said when Green told him to forget Hamm for now. “He’s not even here. Got called down to Ottawa this morning for some meeting. He’s slumming it at the Chateau Laurier, so we can catch him tomorrow. Anything else you want us to do before we head back home?”


  “You could drop by the OPP to check on the progress of the Peters investigation.”


  Sullivan chuckled. “Already done that. They haven’t made much headway, but they did uncover a couple of interesting things. You want to hear them?”


  Green rolled his eyes. Sullivan had always been a tease, particularly when he knew Green was hot on the scent. Never had the teasing felt so good. “You want to direct traffic, putz?”


  Sullivan laughed. “First, the OPP turned up an old ex-army sergeant who says he was talking to Peters in the King’s Arms bar when she received the mysterious phone call. He claims he told her Patricia Ross had been asking questions in the same bar the week before.”


  “He seems to be keeping a bar stool warm at the King’s Arms. Questions about what?”


  “About the campaign, the people behind it, that sort of thing. He was a bit fuzzy. He apparently told Patricia Ross he didn’t know much except that Blakeley was some military hotshot who believed in a new approach to peacekeeping. Which the sergeant apparently agreed with.”


  So, thought Green with a surge of satisfaction, we’re on the right track with this military angle. After Patricia Ross returned to Ottawa, she’d embarked on the next step in her quest, a date with a mystery man. Shortly after which, she was dead.


  “What’s the other interesting thing?”


  “Remember the phone call the bartender says he received from someone claiming to be Peters’ partner? Well, turns out he did receive a call at approximately the right time, which came from a local cellphone.”


  Green sucked in his breath. “Did you trace it?”


  “Dead end. It’s a new line registered to a company called BA Securities, but its owner is well buried. The credit card is a numbered account.”


  “Did the OPP request the phone’s logs?”


  “Yeah, they know a thing or two about investigation up here, Green.”


  Green ignored the bait. “Have you got the phone number? I’ll give it to our tech guys.”


  It was a local 613 area code and as Green scribbled it down, he thought it looked familiar. After signing off, he scrolled through the reports Gibbs and the other officers had entered on Patricia Ross’s activities until he found the record of calls made to the payphone in the lobby of her Vanier hotel during the week before her death. Detectives had traced all the numbers, including one made by a cellphone with a 613 area code just the day before her death. Detectives had been unable to track down either the owner’s name or the address, but the cellphone was registered to a BA Securities.


  Bingo. The dots were connecting.


  But what the hell did they form? And what, after days of intensive search and tons of shoe leather, did they really know for sure? He had a few suspicious names, a hint of conspiracy and cover-up, but the theory holding it all together was as flimsy and insubstantial as ever. Not one witness had seen Patricia Ross sharing a drink the night of her death. Not one witness had seen a suspicious man leaving the scene of Peters’ assault. Not a single fingerprint or shoe impression had been found to tie the killer to either attack. And as for motives, the speculation about war crimes was about as improbable as blue moons.


  He sat behind his desk, staring at the little piles of notes and messages that were scattered about in disarray. Had he missed something? All the crucial reports pertinent to the investigation were on computer, in a properly organized and managed case file. Yet maybe he had forgotten a little aside, not knowing its significance at the time.


  He began moving the notes around, rearranging piles and discarding irrelevant notes. Suddenly at the edge of a pile, half hidden by his phone, he spotted a note he’d never seen before. It was a scrawl on a phone message slip.


  “A friend called, said to tell ‘Mr. G’ to meet her at her art gallery at sunset.”


  Green stared at the message in disbelief. It was dated April 28 at four o’clock. Yesterday. “Jesus Christ!” He slammed out of his office, prepared to demand which incompetent idiot had taken it, when he realized that just after four o’clock yesterday, Weiss had called in Sue Peters’ attack, and everything else had gone out the window. It felt like a lifetime ago.


  Mollified, he glanced outside and saw the late afternoon sun slanting off the windshields of the cars crawling west along the Queensway. He was a day too late, but maybe Twiggy was the patient type. If she had something to tell him, she might keep going back to the aqueduct until he turned up.


  


  Some day at end of July, 1993. Maslenica Bridge, Sector South.


  Our section just had our first night at the OP , sitting up on the top of this hill. Man, was it freaky! We’re supposed to be watching this bridge to count and identify each vehicle that crosses. Now this is not a real bridge, because the Serbs blew that up when the Croats invaded, so now it’s just a pontoon bridge that the Serbs lob artillery at all the time. We can hardly see it with binoculars, let alone ID the vehicle type.


  Anyway, there are Serbs in the hills behind us and Croats in the valley below, and they’re firing away at each other and the shells are whizzing right over our heads. Multiple rocket launchers. Whup, whup, whup when they launch. Kaboom, kaboom, kaboom a few seconds later when they land. And we’re going Holy Shit! And Sarge is on the radio, screaming to the Hammer, and the Hammer’s screaming to the OC , who’s down on the beach, to get us out of here. It’s a miracle we all survived. On the way down, the mountain was littered with corpses. You couldn’t even tell which side they were on, because they had no uniforms. We had to bag them and bring themdown. I can still smell the stink on me.


  


  It was past seven o’clock, and the last rays of sunlight burnished the tree tops as Green headed west along Albert Street towards the aqueduct. The police tape had been removed from the crime scene, and every single piece of trash had been picked up by the Ident officers, leaving the little hideaway unnaturally pristine. The wall paintings glinted bold red and blue in the sun, but the place was empty. Not even the stoned teens or wasted drunks had returned, as if Patricia’s death still hung like a pall overhead.


  Green searched for telltale signs of Twiggy’s presence, but her garbage bag and her tattered pile of newspaper were nowhere to be seen. His shouts went unanswered. He climbed back into his car and tried to remember where she hung out. In the early days of her exile, she’d sometimes gone to the women’s shelters or the “Y”, but she’d resented their attempts to fix her life and preferred to take her chances on the open streets. She said shelters were for people who were trying to put their lives together. She had none left to put together.


  Nonetheless, he phoned around. The women’s shelters had not seen her, nor had the food bank or drop-in centres. With a growing sense of unease, he phoned the hospitals. It took a lot of wheedling and pulling rank, but eventually he got his answer. None of the hospitals had admitted a street woman fitting her description. It was small comfort that, had she turned up at the morgue, he would already have been informed.


  The sun was just below the horizon and the streets were sinking into shadow when he remembered her reference to the Tim Hortons on Bank Street. The manager there gave her coffee, she said, better than anything the police had on offer.


  Starting the car, he shoved it into gear and shot out of the parking lot through the traffic. He raced back towards downtown, did an illegal left turn onto Bank Street and parked in front of the modest coffee shop tucked between a magazine store and a shwarma take-out. The closed sign was up, but he could see someone sweeping inside. He hammered on the door and plastered his badge against the glass. The man’s scowl turned to consternation as he hustled forward to unlock the door. He had a Middle Eastern complexion with a heavy five o’clock shadow and the most mournful black eyes Green had ever seen.


  “I was just closing,” he said without a trace of an accent. “Is there a problem?”


  “Do you know a fat woman named Twiggy? She comes to your store for coffee.”


  “Yes.” The man’s eyes slitted warily. “Why? Is that a problem?” Why did the man assume a police officer always meanttrouble? Even as he asked himself the question, he knew the answer. The world had changed for this man since September 11.


  Green found himself apologizing. “I’m sorry. No problem, I’m just concerned. She’s a witness, and I’m trying to locate her.” Belatedly he offered his hand. “I’m Inspector Michael Green.”


  The man stared at Green’s hand, then reached forward to take it cautiously in his. When Green didn’t bite, he seemed to relax. “Hassim Mohammed. And I haven’t seen her today. I’ve been worried, because she’s not a very healthy woman.”


  Green recorded his name and address. “When did you last see her?”


  “Two days ago? Thursday. She came for her coffee, then went off. She said she had a call to make. But there was a—” Alarm widened his melancholy eyes. “Oh, no.”


  “What?”


  “I told her about a man who was asking about her. She asked me a whole lot of questions about him—like what name he called her—and I know she didn’t want him to find her.”


  The first fingers of fear brushed Green’s spine. “Can you describe this man?”


  “Dark business suit, Canadian.” He paused. “I mean white. He was wearing sunglasses, he had blond hair.


  “Height and weight?”


  “Taller than you. Maybe six feet. Well built but not heavy. One-eighty?”


  “Age?” The man scrunched up his face and blew air into his cheeks.


  “Thirties? Maybe more. It’s hard to tell with the sunglasses.”


  Green probed with a few more questions, but the description did not improve. As it stood, it was too generic to be of much help and could apply to several of the men in the case. He suppressed his frustration with an effort.


  “What questions did this man ask you?”


  “Did I know her, where she usually stayed, when was she coming to my place again.”


  “And what name did he call her?”


  “None. He just called her the fat woman.” Hassim’s eyes had been growing larger with each question. “Is she all right? Has something happened to her?”


  “At this point I just want to locate her.” Green held out his card. “If she shows up, or you remember anything else, call me at that number. And I’d like you to come down to the station tomorrow to work with our police artist. We’ll see if we can work up a sketch.”


  “Oh!” Hassim’s eyes darted anxiously. “Well, the store...”


  “Don’t worry, Mr. Mohammed. It won’t take long, and it might help us find Twiggy.”


  He sighed with resignation as he took the card. “She was my teacher,you know. Grade Seven. But I don’t think she remembers me.”


  Oh, I’m sure she does, Green thought grimly. A profound wave of sadness and anxiety swept through him. But for Twiggy, that teacher doesn’t exist any more.


  NINETEEN


  Green hadn’t had the dream in years. It was a flashback more than a dream, so vivid that he often woke from it bathed in sweat. It began as it always did, with a call from dispatch about a reported domestic disturbance in Alta Vista, a quiet neighbourhood of winding crescents, leafy trees and sprawling bungalows. Professors, accountants and civil servants lived there, enjoying their perennial gardens and stone patios.


  It was a peaceful, starlit night in May when the call came in, and the streets were deserted. Green was wrapping up a routine canvass in a nearby apartment building on Bank Street, and he was only a few minutes away. As he listened to the agitated radio chatter back and forth between the responding officers and dispatch, he could hear a woman screaming in the background. Dispatch sent more squad cars and contacted the Tactical Unit, so soon the howl of sirens filled the quiet night.


  Green radioed in as he headed towards the scene. “I’m on my way in case they need CID.”


  When he arrived, the street was a mob scene. Cruisers blocked off the street, neighbours were hovering on front porches, shivering in their night clothes, and a dozen uniforms were deployed around the perimeter of a yard in the middle of it all. Radios barked and emergency roof lights splashed the scene with surreal red and blue.


  The house at the centre of the drama was eerily still. Light shone in the upstairs windows, but the screaming had stopped. An officer was training his binoculars on each window in turn. Green edged his way into earshot.


  “No signs of activity, sir,” the officer said to his patrol sergeant, who had just arrived.


  The sergeant swore softly. “Try phoning.”


  The phone rang endlessly through the house without response. The Tactical Unit arrived and used a bullhorn to order everyone inside to come out. Still nothing. The unit huddled together, planning their entry as the sergeant tried to establish how many lived in the house and who slept where. He conferred in an inaudible whisper with a man Green took to be a neighbour.


  Green wandered over to a group of neighbours clustered behind the barricades, who watched his approach with a mixture of excitement and shock.


  “Who called 911?” he asked.


  “Several of us did.” A tall, spindly man detached himself from the crowd. He was wearing striped pyjama bottoms and a terrycloth robe, which he hugged around himself. Despite it, he was trembling, and in the darkness his eyes were bright with fear. “I’ve already told the police what I know. Are you a reporter?”


  Green shook his head. “I’m Sergeant Green with Major Crimes.”


  “They’re a nice couple. He’s a professor, she’s a teacher. Never a loud word. Their boys are a handful, but they are so patient with them. Sweet Jesus, I hope nothing bad happened.”


  “What made you call 911?”


  “Her screaming. It woke me up. Screaming ‘Stop! Stop!’ Sweet Jesus, such an ungodly animal howl. And the chain saw was so loud.”


  Green’s mouth went dry. “Chain saw?”


  “He has one for the brush and trees. He always keeps such a beautiful garden. And he’s been helping all of us this spring, to clear out the deadwood, you know? Oh...God.”


  As much to keep his own wild imagination at bay as to keep the man focussed, Green stuck to the facts. “Did you see anything tonight?”


  “No, just shadows rushing in front of the blinds. As if a fight was going on.”


  “Do you know if there are firearms in the house?”


  There was a chorus of denials from the neighbours who had clustered around. “They’d never have guns.”


  “Don’t believe in them?”


  “And with the boys being ADHD and all...”


  Green held up his hand. “How many boys are there?”


  “Twins. Nice boys, just really busy, you know?” said the tall neighbour.


  “And slow,” interjected a woman at his elbow, whom Green took to be his wife.


  “Well, they were preemies,” he countered, “so they started off behind. They’ve needed a lot of help, poor little guys. They could be real trouble—used to be real trouble—before they got into the right school.”


  “Jean had to fight like hell for that,” added the wife darkly, apparently much less forgiving of the boys than her husband. “Costs a fortune for the two of them. Everything she and Sam make goes towards it.”


  Green jumped in again. “How old are the twins?” vHusband and wife exchanged uncertain glances. “Ten?”


  “Big enough to handle a chainsaw?”


  The wife nodded, but the husband looked shocked. “Oh, no. They’re skinny little tykes. Behind, like I said.”


  “Anyone else in the house?”


  “Just Jean and Sam and the twins.” The man’s eyes were big as he strained to see what the police were doing at the house.


  “Sweet Jesus, I hope they’re all right.”


  Green thanked them and walked over to introduce himself to the patrol sergeant in charge. As they filled each other in, the tactical officers broke in the front door and disappeared inside. Green heard muffled shouts and thudding boots as the unit dispersed through the house. A few seconds later one of them shattered the glass in an upstairs window and screamed out, “Get the paramedics in here!”


  More boots thumping, more shouts, and one of the tactical officers staggered out to vomit in the rose bushes by the front door. “Mother of God, it’s bad,” muttered the patrol sergeant, echoing Green’s thoughts. The tactical guys were a tough bunch.


  The sergeant headed towards the front door, and Green scrambled to catch up. “We have to protect the scene,” he said, absurdly under the circumstances.


  The officer who’d been sick straightened up at their approach. He shook his head helplessly.


  “What’s the situation?” the sergeant snapped.


  “Bodies!” managed the man. “All in pieces. Arms, legs, heads... Fuck!”


  “Anyone alive?”


  The officer kept shaking his head in disbelief. “Don’t think so. I don’t even know how many there are. I counted two heads. Kids.” He began to shake all over.


  The sergeant gripped his elbow and signalled to a nearby paramedic. “Go sit down, son.”


  One by one the paramedics and tactical officers emerged from the house, pale as ghosts and unsteady on their feet. Green heard the same muttered disbelief over and over. “War zone in there. Blood fucking everywhere.”


  The patrol sergeant looked at Green expectantly, as if to say it’s your case now. Your call, and good luck. Green fought his own dizziness and nausea as he tried to think. He needed to get his own partner over here. He had sent Sullivan home for the day, because he had three little kids and a soccer game to coach. Green kept the details to a minimum on the phone as he gave Sullivan the address. The man would know soon enough.


  The call seemed to ground him, for once he hung up, he felt his training kick in. “Call Ident, the coroner and the duty inspector,” he told the patrol sergeant. “I want everyone out of the house, and the scene secured. Don’t let anyone in but Ident, the coroner and myself. And I want the boots of every officer and paramedic who went into the house.”


  The orders given, he pulled on gloves, steeled himself, and stepped over the threshold. He had never seen so much blood. He knew the human body contained about five litres, and he’d seen much of it spilled on the floors and walls of previous crime scenes, but nothing prepared him for this. The blood was smeared all the way up the staircase, pooled in lakes at the foot of the stairs, and sprayed in a pulsing arterial line across the walls and ceiling of the living room where the husband lay.


  He stared at the ceiling, his throat gaping open and his thinning hair drenched in the blood that spread beneath his head. By his outstretched hand lay a long kitchen knife so covered in blood that it was barely recognizable.


  Green barely had time to turn away before vomiting on the hardwood floor at the foot of the stairs. He leaned on the bannister a moment, rested his forehead on his arm and tried to suck fresh air into his lungs. But the air stank of death. The stench of urine and feces mingled with the coppery scent of blood and the acrid smell of gasoline. His stomach rebelled again, but this time he fought the bile down.


  The rest of the downstairs was surprisingly neat and undisturbed. The small kitchen was packed with artwork and children’s toys. Yellow post-it notes were stuck on the fridge, the microwave and the cork board, containing reminders of doctors’ appointments, soccer games, homework assignments and even routines for cooking and cleaning up. Pinned to the wall by the back door, which was broken open by the tactical team, was another note. Remember to take your lunch and lock the door. At the bottom of the note, as on the others, was xxoox and a happy face.


  Green backed away, his breath catching, and turned to continue his systematic search of the downstairs. Everywhere he saw evidence of a neat, frugal lifestyle. Scuffed, mended furniture, homemade bookcases brimming with secondhand paperbacks, and child-like drawings on the walls. When he could no longer reasonably put it off, he took a deep breath and headed up the stairs, careful to avoid the blood on the walls and stair treads.


  At the top of the stairs, the bedroom doors were ajar, spilling light into the hall. Lamps were smashed, tables overturned, and bedding strewn about. Everything was bathed in blood. He almost tripped over a cast-iron pan in the middle of the floor. Through the half open front bedroom door, he caught sight of the chainsaw, glistening red. He nudged the door back with his toe. Stepped in. And stared at the carnage.


  He felt a door swing shut in his mind. Felt its refusal to grasp, to absorb, to comprehend. Aware only of his crumbling legs, the heat and salt of tears upon his cheeks. He didn’t speak, didn’t move.


  Then, very faintly above the sound of his own ragged breath, he heard a sob. He turned. A closet door stood half open in the corner. Instinct flooded him and he dropped to a crouch behind the blood-soaked bed and unsnapped his holster.


  “Police. Come out with your hands out.”


  Nothing.


  He edged around the bed and shoved open the closet door.


  Nothing.


  Then from the interior of the closet, from behind the snowsuits, the hockey gear and the boxes of Lego, a pale face emerged. Eyes huge with shock, greying hair plastered with blood, lips slack with disbelief.


  “I killed him,” she whispered. “I killed him.”


  


  Green bolted awake, as he always did, his sheets soaked with sweat. His heart hammered against his ribs as he panted to catch his breath. He drank in the reassuring shadows of his darkened bedroom; the maple tree against the window, the dresser in the corner, the glint of the mirror on the closet door. And his wife’s black curls tumbling over the pillow next to him. She opened her eyes, luminous in the dark, and reached for his arm.


  “The nightmare?”


  He nodded, and she tightened her grip. “You haven’t had that in a long time.”


  “I guess it’s this case and worrying about Twiggy.”


  She sat up, pushing her hair out of her eyes. “Do you want some tea?”


  He hesitated. When the nightmares had come every night and the visions of body parts plagued his waking hours, Sharon had been there to comfort him. To listen endlessly to his rants about mental health and legal loopholes, and to try to explain— not excuse—what Sam had done. She had known Sam during his two hospitalizations the previous winter, supported his wife’s futile efforts to have him committed. She had watched him struggle in vain to get well, she had even met the two holy terrors who were his sons. They had come to the ward for visits, ricocheting off the walls, racing the length of the corridors, bouncing off the sofas in the sunroom and spinning the chairs in the nursing station like their own personal merry-go-rounds.


  “The stress alone of keeping up with them would tax a healthy parent,” she’d said. “And you factor in the loss of his job at the university due to his illness, the financial pressures of the kids’ private school, the efforts to hang onto the family house... I think he couldn’t see any other way out. He couldn’t cope any more, but he couldn’t leave his wife with the burden of managing them by herself.”


  “And he thought killing them would be easier on her?”


  She’d shaken her head, looking dissatisfied. “I can only guess, but I think in his delusional state, he thought they’d be better off dead. He felt he had to put them out of their misery.”


  That was the theory proposed by the trio of forensic psychiatrists when the case finally wended its way through the legal circus. Homicide-suicide was the verdict of the coroner’s inquest. Sam Calderone, in the grip of a psychotic delusion, had hacked his twin sons to pieces with a chainsaw, and while his wife hid for her life in the closet, he went downstairs and stabbed himself in the throat.


  Green had his own private theory about the mad workings of Sam Calderone’s mind. He had been cutting deadwood, hoping perhaps that what was left of his sons’ bodies and minds would grow healthy and strong. He had not intended to die that night, he had planned to be around to witness their cure.


  With the knife too smeared with blood to yield usable prints, Green had never told anyone what Jean Calderone had said to him in the closet that night. She had faced a homicidal lunatic who had just sawn their two sons to pieces. Whatever she had done to him, whether in self-protection or in retribution, she had already paid dearly enough.


  Now he snuggled down into Sharon’s arms and pressed her fingers to his lips. “Just hold me awhile,” he whispered.


  He was grateful that she didn’t utter pointless reassurances about Twiggy’s disappearance, but recognized the danger was real, and the longer Twiggy was missing, the less hopeful the outlook. He lay awake a long time, feeling the rise and fall of her breasts against his back, thinking about Twiggy. Tomorrow he would put out an APB on her and get all the patrols looking for her. They would visit the hangouts, talk to the homeless, and double-check the community health centres.


  And while the patrols did that, he would solve this damn case and bring this deadly killer down before he got anyone else.


  He slept finally, dreamlessly, until the first rays of dawn crept onto his bed.


  


  August 12. Gracac, Sector South, Croatia.


  This is the first time I feel like I’m writing to this diary. Not to Kit, who I haven’t had a letter from in two weeks. These thoughts are not for Kit, they’re for me, because I’ve put away a whole bottle of Frenchwine and I still feel like shit. We lost one of our own today. Not bysniper fire or a landmine, which we always thought would happen,but by one of our own stupid trucks rolling on him. What the fuck arewe doing over here anyway? The UN can’t get their act together and thelocals don’t want us, they just want us to get out of the way so they cankill each other.Today at parade there were all the usual speeches about himand about the great sacrifice he made and how proud we shouldbe of the important job we were doing. The CO said we can’t letthis get us down, we’re soldiers and we have a job to do.Like what?


  TWENTY


  Green was up before seven o’clock the next morning in order to get the APB on Twiggy out in the morning parade. By the time he emerged from his study, both Modo and Tony were clamouring for their breakfast and Sharon was standing in the hallway, fixing him with knowing eyes.


  “It’s Sunday, Mike.”


  He kissed the top of her tousled head. “Go back to bed. I’ll feed them.”


  She grunted, wrapped her pink robe around her and headed back into the bedroom. “A coffee in bed might be nice,” she tossed over her shoulder.


  He had fed the dog and was toasting a bagel for Tony when the phone rang. It was Sullivan, sounding as if he’d been awake for hours.


  “I saw the APB on Twiggy, so I knew you were up.”


  Green chuckled. “I can tell you really hate being back in Major Crimes. You have to drag yourself in to work every morning.”


  “You’re one to talk. Anyway, I was thinking I’d get an early start on Richard Hamm this morning.”


  The toaster popped up, and Tony crowed with glee. “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy. Get me my bagel!”


  Green fished it out of the toaster and set it on a plate.


  “Daddy, put cheese on it!”


  Green wedged the phone against his shoulder so he could spread the cream cheese. “At this hour, Brian? Nothing like a surprise attack at dawn to catch the guy with his defences down.”


  “I doubt that. Hamm is probably the jog-at-oh-fourhundred type. I thought you’d like to know that the situation with him just got a whole lot more interesting.”


  “I’m listening.”


  “When I turned on the email this morning, there was a very excited report from your Sergeant McGrath in Halifax. You’ve got her so fired up on the case, she’s using exclamation points after every second word.”


  Green paused, the knife suspended in mid-air. “She got an ID on Daniel Oliver’s killer?”


  “No, she hasn’t got a match on that guy yet. But she got an ID on the man the killer was talking to just before the assault. The man who gave the fake name? It was Richard Hamm.”


  Green sucked in his breath. “Hamm was the drinking buddy?”


  “Without a doubt. She recognized him herself, then got independent corroboration from the bartender. I thought you should know, in case you had any last minute instructions before Leblanc and I go after the guy.”


  Green glanced at Tony, who was perched on his bumper seat, watching the bagel preparations eagerly. Tony had Sharon’s dark curls and huge chocolate eyes, but his intensity and single-mindedness were all Green’s. Green hesitated, loathe to disappoint him and to miss this lazy Sunday morning family time, but his own single-mindedness gave him little choice. If he stayed home, he would chafe with impatience all morning and drive the whole family crazy anyway.


  “Give me an hour. I’ll get some things out of the way here and be right with you,” he said. He gave Tony his bagel and brewed up the coffee. Then, remembering the warmth of Sharon’s arms around him the night before, he slipped a bagel into the toaster for her and headed out into the backyard. A pale morning sun warmed the small flower garden tucked into the corner against the brick wall, and already Sharon’s massive fall bulb planting spree was paying dividends. Vivid yellow daffodils crowded the space. He pinched off one, hoping it would cheer her up after the long, ice-bound winter. Hoping too that it would make amends.


  A smile lit her face when he walked into the room bearing the breakfast tray, but it faded slightly at the sight of the flower on the tray. She had heard the phone ring, and she was not fooled. He left her snuggling her son next to her as she picked up her coffee for her first sip. With her free hand, she waved him away.


  “Go. The sun’s shining, and we’re all here today. Your loss, Green.”


  Steeped in guilt, he slunk out of the house. On the drive downtown, he forced his mind to refocus on McGrath’s latest discovery about Hamm. It threw his theory about Oliver’s killer and the war crimes cover-up out of whack. Hamm had fit the scenario to a T . He had been one of the few men in MacDonald’s unit with the knowledge and capability to suppress a war crime. He had the strength and military training to kill Oliver with his bare hands, and he was also one of the few people interviewed by Peters before she was attacked.


  This latest discovery did not exonerate him completely from the actual murders that had been committed; indeed ten years ago, he had lied to the police about his identity and very likely about his relationship to Oliver’s killer. But he had not been the one to throw the punch. Which meant they had someone else to find.


  Sullivan’s prediction proved to be uncannily close to the mark, except that Hamm had not only put in an hour-long pre-dawn jog, but he had swum a few dozen laps at the hotel pool afterwards. He was now sitting in the hotel restaurant, his wet hair glistening and his cheeks ruddy with exertion, enjoying the full spread of the breakfast buffet. Our tax dollars at work, thought Green as he eyed the sausage, omelette, waffles, grilled tomatoes and fresh fruit that overflowed the man’s plate. Hamm didn’t look surprised to see them, only slightly nonplussed at having his routine disrupted.


  “Good morning, gentlemen,” he said cheerfully, signalling the waiter to bring them all coffee. “I’ve been expecting a visit from some more senior men. My sincere sympathies about your detective. Terrible to think such a thing could happen in Petawawa, but I guess rapists know no bounds. It’s one of the things I worry about with the women under my command. It’s an added vulnerability that men don’t have, and in some parts of the world, it makes them fair game. What better way to strike at the enemy.”


  Green inclined his head to accept the sympathies, then waited for the performance to end. Once the man had established his importance in the pecking order, he shook his head as if to chide himself.


  “But I won’t keep you longer than necessary, because I know you’ve got your hands full. What can I do for you?”


  “Tell us about your relationship with Ian MacDonald.”


  Hamm frowned as if searching his memory. “Ah. Still barking up that tree, I see.”


  Green waited.


  “Ian MacDonald was a corporal in my platoon overseas in Croatia, as I’m sure you already know. I never saw him before,nor since.”


  “He killed himself in 1995.”


  Hamm cut his sausage into meticulous quarters. “I did know that. At least, I assumed it was intentional. He knew how to handle that rifle.”


  “Why do you think he did it?”


  Hamm chewed thoughtfully. “Some soldiers have trouble with what they see overseas, and it colours their trust in people. Yugoslavia was a brutal and dangerous place.”


  “You did not seem very supportive of his medal for bravery. Why was that?”


  “What the devil gave you that idea?”


  “Mrs. MacDonald’s impressions, and the sympathy card you sent her.”


  “It seems to me,” said Hamm, laying down his fork impatiently, “that this is all ancient history, the details of which have no relevance to your current investigation. MacDonald was a nice boy, but he was not a soldier. He entered a firefight to save local civilians, all of whom were trying to kill each other, and in the process risked his own life and the rest of his section. That is the reason I was less than supportive. Historically, medals have been awarded to honour acts of bravery or heroism on the battle front. This medal was all about optics, inspector. The army had just been dragged through the mud over the Somalia affair, so let’s pin a medal on the brave boy who risked his own life to save the locals.”


  Green had seen enough political games in his twenty-five year career to know the colonel’s assessment was probably dead on. “Still,” he said, “that doesn’t sound like a soldier so disillusioned and tormented that he’d later take his own life. What exactly happened to change him?”


  “I have no idea. I don’t make it a policy to psychoanalyze my men. I need to know that they have the strength, training and equipment to do the job I ask. Beyond that...” He shrugged. “Sometimes the stress reaction is delayed, when they have some downtime to think about it. That’s why I always kept them busy.”


  Green paused to take a casual sip of coffee. Tried to make his voice neutral. “Daniel Oliver was a good friend of Ian MacDonald.”


  A contingent of businessmen had just invaded the buffet table,chattering with an animation Green had not thought possible at this hour. So great was Hamm’s focus that he didn’t seem to notice. He was watching Green carefully, but didn’t reply.


  “He seemed to think MacDonald’s superior officer was to blame,” Green added.


  “Then you know his thoughts better than I.”


  “But you were there at the Lighthouse Tavern the night he accused his killer.”


  Hamm frowned. “The night Daniel Oliver died? In Halifax? I most certainly wasn’t.”


  Green set his cup down. “Before you say anything to dig yourself in deeper, Colonel, I should tell you that I have two independent witnesses who’ve identified you as the man talking to Oliver’s killer just before the altercation took place.So denial is not a wise choice.”


  In the silence, the laughter of the businessmen and the clatter of dishes filled the room. Sullivan had said nothing, but now he looked up from his notebook with interest.


  A faint flush crept up Hamm’s neck, but his expression was unconcerned. “It may not be a wise choice, but it’s the truth. How can anyone possibly have identified me if I wasn’t there?”


  “Exactly.”


  “Who are these witnesses anyway? Soldiers so drunk they could barely prop up their chins? Whores with eyes for every part of a man’s body but his face? Come on, Inspector, you can’t be serious.”


  Green leaned forward across the table. “At the time, you gave a false ID to the investigating officers. Luckily, they have excellent memories for faces. The question is, why did you do that? Just to save yourself the embarrassment of being caught up in a sleazy barroom brawl? Or to protect the man you were talking to.”


  Hamm stared at him, his blue eyes icy. His lips pursed in a taut line. “This is absurd. I don’t have to dignify this with a response. First you accuse me of being in a bar brawl, then of providing false ID to the authorities. I’ve been in every filthy, rotten corner of the world, Inspector. I’d hardly lie about the Lighthouse Tavern.”


  “You would if you knew the killer, and your identity could point us to him.”


  Hamm thrust his chair back. “We’re done here, gentlemen. Obviously nothing I say will change your minds. You’d rather take the word of a couple of police officers who pick my picture out of God knows what, ten years after the fact. There were at least a dozen drunken soldiers in the bar that night—”


  “How do you know?”


  Hamm’s eyes snapped wide. “I guessed, you fool. You said it was a brawl—”


  Green smiled and stood up to go. “Nice try, Colonel Hamm. We’ll be in touch.”


  


  “I want a crack at him!” Kate McGrath announced the moment Green phoned to fill her in. He and Sullivan had just arrived at the station. and Sullivan was sifting through reports on the hunt for Twiggy.


  “I think it’s premature, Kate,” Green replied. “The man had the ego of a colossus. He’s not going to crack without a good deal more strong-arming, along with some evidence he can’t dispute.”


  “With all due respect, Daniel Oliver is not your case. I’ve already cleared it with Norrich. and I’m booked on the two thirty flight. I’ll be there by five.” She paused and her voice softened. “So you’ve got the day to get your additional evidence.”


  He hesitated. She was right; he had no right to stop her. And perhaps, just perhaps, her knowledge of the players in the old murder case would be useful in helping him put the pieces together. “Okay, I’ll pick you up,” he said, and he hung up. The smile was still lingering on his face when Sullivan walked into his office and gave him a knowing look.


  Even though it was Sunday, Green could see several offduty police officers milling around in the squad room outside. Everyone wanted to work the case on Peters’ behalf.


  “No sightings of Twiggy yet,” Sullivan said, “but I phoned the hospital, and Peters continues to improve. She’s been upgraded from critical to stable.”


  Green felt his mood lift even further. “That’s good news. Has she regained consciousness?”


  “No, but she’s beginning to show signs, they said. The cop on guard said the doctors were actually smiling this morning.”


  Good news all around, thought Green. “We should tell Gibbs. And Weiss.”


  “I’ve already tried. Neither answered their phone.”


  “Bob’s probably pounding the pavement again, trying to find someone who saw—” Green broke off as the elevator door opened and Gibbs himself appeared. The balding, bespectacled man who followed him out had a distinctively military stride, despite the extra two hundred pounds he carried on his massive frame. At the sight of Green and Sullivan, Gibbs’s face lit with a mixture of triumph and anticipation.


  “This is Corporal Neil Thompson, sir. The Queens University student you asked me to locate.” Gibbs introduced the two detectives. Thompson dwarfed even Sullivan in size, but the handshake he extended was flaccid and moist.


  “Not a corporal any more, strictly speaking,” he corrected with a diffident laugh. “The reserve unit and I have just parted company.”


  Green didn’t ask why, but suspected the poundage might have played a role. “Thank you for getting here so quickly.”


  “I drove down and picked him up,” Gibbs said.


  “But I’m glad to come. Glad to help anyway I can. Ian and Danny were my friends.”


  Green invited them all to pick up coffees and go down to a conference room where they could talk in comfort. He wanted to keep this initial interview conversational rather than formal, so he chose an executive meeting room that had recently been renovated in plush broadloom and leather. During the week, this room was reserved for intimate gatherings of the senior brass, but on Sunday, it was vacant. When they were settled around the table with hot cups of coffee, Green invited Thompson to tell them about Ian MacDonald’s experience in Croatia. The man needed no prompting to launch into his tale.


  “It was a pivotal point in our lives that changed most of us forever. Do I regret going there? Not for a moment. Would I go again? Not on your life. It’s the reason I’m studying history now, because I realized the truth of the old saying. ‘Those who don’t learn from history are doomed to repeat it.’ No one knew what they were doing over there. Not the UN Security Council, not the Europeans or the Americans or anyone else who stuck their noses in there. Not the military commanders and certainly not us lowly grunts patrolling our APC s up and down the road. But at the time we thought we were doing some good. We were keeping enemies apart, trying to make them compromise and negotiate their conflicts, trying to save innocent villagers who were caught up in the middle. And there were plenty of them.”


  He picked up his coffee in his sausage fingers and took a noisy slurp. “By the end we thought, well, they’re not making a hell of a lot of headway on the diplomatic front in Zagreb, but at least on our little stretch of mountainside, we’re trying to show them a better way. Being over there sure made me appreciate Canada. I’m telling you all this to give you a sense of what we were thinking while we were over there, alternatively bored, hot, homesick, terrified and exhilarated. We had a lot of laughs and experiences of a lifetime too. Ian was no different than the rest of us in that respect. Like me, he was a bit more intellectual than some of the guys; he was planning to go to vet school, he was quieter, liked time to think and write in his diary...”


  Green suppressed a jolt of excitement. No one had mentioned a diary. A diary might tell them everything! With an effort, he kept his expression neutral as he nodded for Thompson to continue, but mentally he was already composing his phone call to MacDonald’s mother.


  “Ian always tried to help where he could. He taught the local kids English and adopted this crazy dog. He loved animals and hated it when we came across livestock that had been hurt in the shelling. Anyway, we all got a little tired and worn down, and as time went on and both sides kept dicking the UN around, we got more jaded. Plus by the end, when we were basically ordered to break up this war, it got downright scary. None of us wanted to die over there, and even our commanders didn’t believe our lives were on the line.”


  Green’s senses grew alert. “Tell us about that.”


  “It was when we were posted to Sector South...” He paused and pushed his glasses back up. Behind them, his tiny eyes peered at them uncertainly. “You guys know about the UNPA s?”


  “Give us the highlights, just in case,” Green said. He wanted to interrupt the man’s recollections as little as possible.


  “See, when Croatia and Serbia declared their independence from Yugoslavia, there were all these disputed parts of the country where they disagreed about whose land it was and which country it should be in, because the ethnic groups were all mixed up. Similar to where I’m from in New Brunswick, where the English and the French live side by side. The Croats claimed a whole lot of territory, and they basically wanted the Serbs out. The Serbs, on the other hand, wanted to join their villages together as part of Greater Serbia. And of course there were Muslims stuck in the middle too.” He grimaced wryly as if it were all beyond comprehension, then he shrugged.


  “So the UN created these four UN Protected Areas in these mixed pockets. Sector South was the trickiest one. It was in Croatia, but the Serbs had a big population tucked into the mountains there, and they could basically cut off all of Southern Croatia if they wanted. There was a bridge, a dam and a few other strategic installations that both sides wanted to control. When we got there, the Croats had captured the bridge and dam, but the Serbs kept shelling from up in the mountains, so the Croats couldn’t use them. It was a war, and neither side wanted a ceasefire till they won. But...”


  He paused to catch his breath. His voice was calm, but beads of sweat had formed on his upper lip and temples. The three detectives sipped their coffees and waited in silence. This was an intelligent and cooperative witness, a dream come true, and they knew it was best to let him tell his story.


  “The UN had been taking a lot of heat for the mess in Yugoslavia, what with the rumours of ethnic cleansing, the blatant ceasefire violations, the land grabs, and the endless squabbling and double-talk among the various factions. The UN general at the top wanted to prove the UN military force could do something useful besides sell gasoline on the black market and get the local girls pregnant, so he decided to clean up Sector South.”


  Sullivan leaned forward, suddenly alert. “A Canadian general? Was that MacKenzie?”


  “No, it was a guy from France. Of course, I didn’t know any of this when we were little blue helmets down on the ground. I learned all this big picture stuff later. Anyway... Where was I?”


  “Cleaning up Sector South?”


  “Oh, yeah.” Thompson mopped his brow and pushed his glasses up again. “So the general figures the Canadians can do the job, and all our own brass were so eager to hop to it, they ignored the fact none of the belligerents wanted us there. Plus you know, no one’s supposed to fire on the <span class=">UN . We had these shiny white vehicles you can see from miles away and these bigass UN flags we’re supposed to put on our vehicles to tell everyone we’re the good guys. Target practice is more like it. We’re trying to dig in and build a bunker to hide in, and they’re shelling at each other over our heads the whole time. The Croats are trying to scare us away, and the Serbs are practically sitting in our laps, using us as cover to shell the Croats. Our leaders said ‘you’re soldiers, this is what you’re trained for.’ Sure, but we’ve got no air support, no big guns, and we’re not allowed to return fire anyway. So day after day, we’re hiding in this bunker covering our heads like kids in a sand fight.”


  “And you think this is what changed Ian MacDonald?”


  “Well, it flipped out our section commander, that’s for sure. He kept trying to tell command that his men were in danger, and he kept getting told to get on with it.”


  “This was Sergeant Sawranchuk?”Thompson’s sweaty face lit with a smile. “Yeah, have you talked to him?”


  “Not yet,” Green replied.


  “Did others find it as stressful?”


  “We didn’t have the responsibility he had. And to tell you the truth, you get used to it, and you don’t think bad stuff ’s going to happen to you, eh? You get to feeling invincible when you never get hit.” Thompson continued to grin, probably recalling the sheer adrenaline high of those days. “I think that’s why Ian did his superman rescue routine. The Croats launched a mortar attack to capture a bunch of Serb villages,catching us right in the crossfire. Our section had the only safe location in the village because we were dug in, right? So Ian brought all these stranded Serbs inside our section house to protect them. It was brave but reckless. He still believed we could make a difference with the locals, even if their leaders were sabotaging the peace at every turn.”


  “So MacDonald wasn’t angry at his superior officers for putting your lives in danger?”


  “No, I think he felt sorry for the local people, because they couldn’t just pick up and move out after six months like we could.”


  “What about Daniel Oliver? Was he angry?”


  “Oh, no. Danny was the gung ho type, that’s why Captain Hamm promoted him. He would have followed Hamm anywhere. Hamm was a true blue soldier.”


  “What about the higher ups? Senior NCO s and company officers. Did either Oliver or MacDonald have any trouble with them?”


  “Not that I ever knew. Ian wasn’t the argumentative type.


  He trusted people. He really believed everybody should do their best, even if the circumstances were difficult.” His thick lips twisted in a sad smile that brought dimples to his cheeks.


  Green sensed something in the smile, and in his tone. The man was remembering something more. Green kept his voice soft. “What happened?”


  Thompson hesitated, his brow furrowing with distaste at having to face the memories. He shifted his bulk in his chair and took a deep breath. “We had this insane operation where we were supposed to get between the Serb and Croat armies and push the Croats back out of the Serb villages. After the Croats withdrew, the CO figured there would be lots of refugees and injured Serb villagers left behind. He also thought—we all thought, from the shooting we heard—that there might be ethnic cleansing. So he created a sweep team with different types of expertise. Doctors and medics to treat the wounded, military observers and forensic experts to collect evidence of war crimes. And regular soldiers, of course, to help with the refugees and with body recovery. Ian was picked because of his expertise with animals. There were always lots of starving and injured livestock, and I guess you pick up a lot growing up on a farm.”


  Thompson took a noisy slurp of coffee, which by this time must have been stone cold. “You could smell the stench for miles. Ian came back after two weeks of that...and he was a different man.”


  Green absorbed this information, trying to see if the explanation fit with what they knew. Had something awful happened during those two weeks? Across the table, Sullivan laid down his notebook and leaned forward, his blue eyes intense. “You said there were forensics experts. From the military?”


  “No, civilians. Both forensic specialists and UN civilian police were brought in to interview witnesses and document crimes.”


  “Do you remember any names?”


  Thompson shook his head. “No, the sweep team was in another unit. None of us met the cops.”


  “Except Ian.”


  “Well, yeah. I suppose Ian would have met them.”


  Green felt Sullivan’s eyes upon him. If MacDonald and Weiss had served together in that sweep team, it was an extraordinary coincidence. Surely this had to be the core of the mystery. But was it enough simply to have served together? Was the trauma of that assignment sufficient to have derailed the lives of two young men so completely?


  Green felt a niggling dissatisfaction. Something was missing. Oliver had used the word “betrayal” when he confronted his assailant in the bar. Betrayal was a powerful word, usually reserved for when a trust is truly shattered.


  Suddenly the implication of the rest of Thompson’s statement struck him. “You said the sweep team was in another unit. Do you remember the leader’s name?”


  “That I do remember, because his name has been plastered all over the news. It was John Blakeley.”


  TWENTY-ONE


  Aug. 19, 1993. Maslenica Bridge, Sector South, Croatia.


  The whole Canadian Battalion has taken over this sector and we’re quartered at the old school again, waiting for the withdrawal agreement. I feel like we’ll be stuck here forever, ducking the shells, while the UN plays with itself and the Croats get ready to wipe the Serbs off the map. I can’t wait to go home. Only a month to go, if we don’t get killed. Every day the artillery shells fly over our heads. The Serbs are trying to snuggle up as close as they can to use us as cover while they attack, but the Croats blast back at them anyway.


  The company commander figures both sides are trying to drive us away so they can have a clear shot at each other. But he’s decided we are going to stay put, so all night long, when the Serbs can’t see us, we fill sand bags and hump them up the hill to build the biggest bunker you’ve ever seen. The soil is really red, and Sarge is afraid it’s radioactive from some old mine that’s near by. But the OC says “you want to die now, or later?”


  Aug. 22, 1993, Maslenica Bridge, Sector South, Croatia.


  Today all hell broke loose inside the camp. We got blasted by this shell fifteen metres from the bunker while we were asleep. It blew up a whole wall of sand bags and we were all choking on the red dust. Sarge says “that’s it!”and he grabs his rifle, jumps in the Jeep and goes off. Word is he threatened to blowthe company commander’s head off and it took three guys to restrain him. Anyway, a few hours later the Hammer comes up, pins a master corporal maple leaf on Danny and says he’s the new section commander. Just like that. I’m glad for Danny, but I’m worried about Sarge. He was only trying to look out for us.


  


  John Blakeley’s condominium was not at all what Green had expected, given what he had learned about the man. It was on the twelfth floor of a glass and steel spire on Laurier Avenue West, and had a spectacular view of the Ottawa River, the copper roof of the new War Museum, and in the distance across the river, the rounded hills of the Gatineau. The taxes and condo fees alone, even without a mortgage, would have put the average enlisted man in the poorhouse, but Blakeley also had a riverside estate in Petawawa, where he and his wife presumably spent most of their time.


  As soon as they had finished with Neil Thompson, Green and Sullivan headed straight over to see Blakeley, wanting to catch him by surprise and give him little time to plan a defence strategy. Atkinson had almost certainly warned him that they were making inquiries about the past, but neither the sweep team nor MacDonald’s and Weiss’s names had been mentioned before. Green hoped that gave them at least a small element of surprise.


  Standing outside the steel and glass high rise, Green was no longer sure what to expect. A man as tall and remote as the place where he lived? To his surprise, Blakeley buzzed them in cheerfully, and when they emerged from the elevator on the twelfth floor, he was standing in the hallway with a hearty grin on his face. In person, even more than in his photo, the ridged white scar across his left eyebrow gave him a warrior’s air. He was dressed in ratty jeans and a red Ottawa Senators T -shirt. His white hair, so well tamed in his campaign poster, flew about in wild disarray and his grin revealed a chipped front tooth. He was shorter than Green, with a thick, muscular body.


  He shook Green’s hand with a vigour that made Green’s teeth rattle.


  “You caught me in my Sunday best, boys,” he exclaimed as he ushered them inside. “But I’ve been expecting you. Roger said you’d dropped by. I’ve asked Leanne to put on a pot of coffee. Terrible thing about your detective, and I’ll do whatever I can to help. I have some contacts with the police up in Petawawa.”


  He led the way through a brightly lit hall into an enormous living room banked by an entire wall of windows. The view was unobstructed by curtains, as if inviting the vast open skies into the room. The floors were acres of blond wood and, again surprisingly for the rugged warrior who lived there, the furniture was white leather. The only strong colours came from the vivid framed photographs that lined the walls. Close-ups of nature—a gnarled tree, a rusty tugboat at sunset, a snake coiled in a tree. Not the nature of postcards and tourism brochures, Green noted, but the underbelly. A reflection of the man himself, perhaps?


  Green sensed immediately that he was in the presence of a powerful man. A man of strong emotion, vast intellect and a charisma that pulled people in his wake. No wonder the Liberals wanted him. Green chose the leather armchair by the window, so that he was facing into the room and backlit by the sun. It was a small advantage, but he suspected he was going to need every one he could get. Sullivan folded himself into a loveseat at the opposite side of the room, leaving Blakeley no choice but to sit between them, unable to keep both in his sights.


  A woman glided into the room with the grace of a cat, bearing a tray with coffee and a plate of scones. She sized up the situation and her lips drew a thin, tight line. “Perhaps you’d prefer to sit at the table,” she said, gesturing to the adjoining dining room, where a heavy white table was encircled by plush suede chairs. “It’ll be easier that way.”


  Remind me not to underestimate this woman, Green thought. “Oh, this is no trouble,” he replied blandly.


  “Gentlemen, this is my wife Leanne,” said Blakeley. “Put it over here, honey.”


  Leanne shot a brief glance at Sullivan before setting the tray on the coffee table between them. She looked at least twenty years Blakeley’s junior, as lithe and fine-featured as he was rugged, but Green sensed a will equal to his own.


  “Yes, your wife and I met yesterday,” said Sullivan. “She runs a very efficient campaign office. Nice to see you again, Ms Neuss.”


  Leanne inclined her head gracefully, then turned and walked from the room without a backward glance.


  Green launched the interview while Sullivan quietly extracted his notebook. “We really appreciate your offer of help, Mr. Blakeley—”


  “Please call me John. No formalities here. How do you take your coffee...Mike, is it?”


  “Cream and sugar, thanks.” Green ignored the familiarity. “I know you’re a busy man, so I’ll get straight to the meat of the inquiry. Our information is that in September 1993 you headed a sweep team over in Croatia which included a young reservist named Corporal Ian MacDonald. Is that correct?”


  If Blakeley was surprised, he betrayed no sign. His brown eyes looked thoughtful, then sad. “That is correct. I remember him well.”


  “Why is that?”


  “Because he’d been recommended for a medal of bravery— and subsequently got it—and I was expecting a damn fine soldier. In fact, I requested him.”


  “Why?”


  Blakeley didn’t hesitate. “Because he sounded like the kind of soldier that I needed for the job. He had strength, courage, but most importantly heart. When we walked into the villages after the fighting, I wanted the first Canadians those poor people met to be men like Ian MacDonald.”


  “And was he what you expected?”


  This time Blakeley did pause, ever so slightly before he nodded.


  “Why the hesitation?”


  Blakeley handed coffee to Sullivan, then tended to his own, drawing out the silence. “It was a difficult mission. Most of the boys struggled with it one way or the other.”


  “What was MacDonald’s struggle with it?”


  “He went in, as we all did, expecting to help relocate and bring medical aid to the local population, and also in his case to the animals. He ended up bagging bodies, burning dead livestock to prevent disease, and putting cruelly injured animals out of their misery.”


  “Our information is that this sweep mission changed him in a way all his previous operations had not. He became depressed and remote, dropped all his plans for vet school, and eventually killed himself.”


  Blakeley nodded grimly. “I heard. I was appalled.”


  “What happened to him?”


  “Beyond what I’ve just told you, I don’t know.”


  “Come on, John, it isn’t enough to talk about trauma and disillusionment.” Hoping to unsettle him, Green speculated further. “Something very real happened to MacDonald. Something he couldn’t reconcile himself to, and ultimately couldn’t live with.”


  Blakeley looked from one to the other as if gauging the threat and the appropriate response. He set down his coffee. “Boys, we were at war. Make no mistake about it. Forget all the peacekeeping rhetoric. Half the time there’s no peace to keep, and we Canadians are the only ones who believe in it. The rest of the world solves conflicts by war, and it’s only the losing side that calls in the UN . We get over there, with our heads filled with peacekeeping fluff and both our hands tied behind our back by the UN , and we’re told to take care of things. Don’t come whining for hardware, because there isn’t any; don’t try defending any civilians or fighting back, because that’s taking sides. And then when the whole operation goes down the toilet, everyone including our own military and political leadership says what the hell were you boys playing over there, tiddlywinks? Well, yeah, because that was the only game in town.”


  “Mr. Blakeley—John, we’re talking—”


  “I’m getting there! But you know how it is, Mike. On the street day after day, you cops make judgement calls that you hope like hell you’ll never have to defend to the press, or to your superior officer. A little entrapment here, undue force there... It isn’t pretty, but it gets the job done.” He held up a hand. “I’m not condoning it. And I’m not condoning any wrongdoing a soldier does in the heat of the moment either. But they’re out there halfway around the world, laying their lives on the line twenty-four seven in somebody else’s war, and if for two or three seconds they’re less than exemplary soldiers—”


  “Are you saying Ian MacDonald did something wrong in the heat of the moment?”


  “No, I’m not. I’m talking about the standards we demand of our boys—”


  “I don’t want a campaign speech, Mr. Blakeley. I want to know what really happened with Corporal MacDonald.”


  Blakeley’s face flushed, accentuating the angry white scar. He calmed himself by reaching for a scone, which he buttered with care. “Why? Will it bring him back? Ian MacDonald was a hero. If we put all our boys under a microscope and dissect their every move, we won’t have any more heroes. And whether you care or not, we need heroes in the military. We need inspiration and glory, and all the things that are no longer in fashion, or we won’t find anyone willing to go out and fight these dirty little wars on our behalf. And the victims of this world will be the worse for it. Look at Afghanistan—”


  “So you’re saying we should sweep this all under the carpet as a small price we pay for the help we provide to the world?”


  “No, I’m saying our boys are human. When we send them into these hell holes, we have to understand that. If we expect them to be God, we’d better not send them.”


  Green leaned forward, his eyes fixed on Blakeley’s. “I might be willing to do that, John, except that in this case his friend Daniel Oliver died because of what happened to Ian MacDonald on that sweep team. And that’s not something we cops are prepared to sweep under the rug.”


  Blakeley had just taken a bite of scone, and his hand froze in mid air. “What are you talking about?”


  Out of the corner of his eye, Green had been aware of Leanne moving quietly about in the kitchen, and she chose this moment to glide back into the room. She slipped onto the sofa next to her husband and took his hand in hers.


  “I don’t think my husband is suggesting you should sweep anything under the rug, gentlemen.”


  To Green’s surprise, Blakeley did not object to her interference, nor pull his hand away. “Of course I’m not, and I know that’s not what the inspector means. He’s saying that a young man died—two young men if we count Ian MacDonald —and finding out why is more important than personal reputations or public trust.”


  “Not just finding out why,” Green said, “but who. Because the killing hasn’t stopped—”


  “You’re not implying my husband had anything to do with that!”


  Since she was running such effective interference, Green decided perhaps she was the one he needed to reach. “He knows something, Mrs. Blakeley. He was the leader of the mission where Ian MacDonald’s troubles began. He can’t pretend ignorance when the victims keep piling up. First Ian MacDonald, then Daniel Oliver, his fiancée Patricia Ross, Detective Peters, and the latest, a homeless woman whose only crime was to be in the vicinity when Patricia Ross was killed.”


  Blakeley looked shocked. Almost stricken. He looked at his wife searchingly, and she tightened her grip on his hand. For a moment neither spoke, then Blakeley shook his head. “I don’t know what happened. I wish I could be more help.”


  “Where were you on April 9, 1996, ten years ago?”


  Blakeley frowned. “I have no idea. In 1996 I was posted here in Ottawa from January to August.”


  “Did you travel to Halifax during that time?”


  “Not that I recall.”


  “That was just before our wedding,” Leanne said. “You proposed to me in April, remember, darling?” She smiled at the detectives. “I don’t think we spent a single night apart for nearly a year.”


  “You’re absolutely sure?” Green asked. “No business trips, brief consultations? Because we will be verifying this.”


  Blakeley was shaking his head back and forth, but Green thought he looked distracted. Even pale.


  “How did you get on with Corporal MacDonald?”


  Blakeley shrugged. “He was no trouble. As I said, he was that fine balance the Canadian military needs for our peacekeeping role—a warrior with heart—because we are both fighters and humanitarians.”


  “Did Ian MacDonald have any conflicts with anyone else on the team?”


  “Most people liked him.”


  “Well, there was that police officer,” Leanne said.


  Green leaped at the remark. “Who?”


  Blakeley gave her a sharp look, but she ignored it. “The one you told me about. It may be important, John.”


  “It’s ancient history, honey. A trivial disagreement, that’s all.”


  “Didn’t you say they disagreed about a cause of death or something?"


  “Or something.”


  “Whose death?” Green interjected.


  “I don’t recall.”


  Blakeley shook his head grimly. “God knows there were enough deaths to argue over.”


  “Still,” she said, “if the police think there’s a connection, and if people are still getting killed, then maybe—”


  Abruptly Blakeley stood up. “No. This is a fishing expedition, and I will not continue this speculation any further. Innocent people are being maligned.”


  “Innocent people are being killed,” Green retorted.


  “I need the police officer’s name, Blakeley. Was it Jeff Weiss?”


  Blakeley strode to the apartment door and yanked it open without a word. As Green and Sullivan rose to go, Leanne moved quickly to their side. “He was from Ottawa, I know that much. You can figure it out.”


  TWENTY-TWO


  "Bastard!" Sullivan exclaimed as soon as they were in the elevator out of earshot. “If that sonofabitch did that to Peters, I’ll personally string him up by the balls!”


  Green leaned against the faux marble wall and looked across at him, puzzling over the final moments of the interview. “Which sonofabitch?”


  “Weiss, of course! That’s obviously the cop the wife was referring to. He was the one MacDonald had the beef with.”


  “But he wasn’t in a position to cover up anything. He was a civilian cop, he had no power over MacDonald.”


  “Doesn’t matter. We’re fishing in the dark here, Mike. All we know for sure is that something upset MacDonald. It could have been Weiss accusing him of some wrongdoing, which got under MacDonald’s skin. Then, when he killed himself, Oliver accused Weiss and got killed for his big mouth. Weiss had the strength and the training to deliver the blow, and we know he had the temper. He thought he got away with it, and then ten years later along comes Patricia Ross threatening to blow the lid off.”


  The elevator stopped, and they headed outside towards the Malibu. As he scrambled to keep pace with Sullivan’s purposeful stride, Green weighed the idea dubiously. “But why would Hamm cover for Weiss? Hamm is a military bigshot, Weiss is nothing but a low-level cop. And where does Atkinson fit in?”


  “Maybe nowhere. Maybe his story about the military contact in supplies is the truth.”


  Green snorted. “And Hamm?”


  Sullivan yanked open the door. “I don’t know, Mike. Maybe he and Weiss have a history somewhere.” He started the car and revved the engine impatiently. “I say we bring Jeff Weiss in and lean on him.”


  “But he’s a cop, Brian. We can’t go accusing one of our own when we’re still missing half the pieces.”


  Sullivan pulled a U-turn and squealed the car back down Laurier Avenue towards the police station. “But maybe he can give them to us. He’s the weakest link here. Weaker than Blakeley or Hamm.”


  Privately, Green knew he was right, and usually it was he who was itching to plunge ahead and Sullivan who was the voice of restraint. But at the moment, Green’s mind was elsewhere; not with Weiss and his betrayal of his badge, but with Blakeley and his peculiar behaviour during the interview. Of all the men on their list of potential suspects, Blakeley had means, motive and opportunity in spades. He had the most to lose if his complicity in war crimes, or his murder of Oliver, ever came to light. Not just his hard-earned reputation but his promising future at the very centre of government. He was a decisive, physical man trained to size up a threat and eliminate it. He was skilled enough to kill Oliver and Patricia Ross with his bare hands. And with his frequent commuting between Ottawa and Petawawa, he could easily have come to Ottawa to kill Ross, returned to Petawawa to attack Peters and come back in Ottawa to abduct Twiggy.


  He made a damn compelling suspect, and his demeanour during the interview had been decidedly suspicious. He had spent the first half giving a campaign speech and the second half dancing evasively around Green’s more pointed probes. When that failed, he had pretended offence and abruptly terminated the interview.


  Yet it was his behaviour rather than his words that puzzled Green. At the beginning he had been chatty and collegial when lecturing them on the pitfalls of peacekeeping, but when Oliver’s death was mentioned, he suddenly lost his hearty charm. As the names of more recent victims piled up, he became visibly shaken and distracted, as if the news had shocked him.


  Yet if he was the killer, why the shock? Why not a defensive parry or the well-practised evasion he had displayed earlier? Even odder than the shock was his wife’s behaviour. It was astonishing enough that she had interrupted her husband’s meeting with the police in order to come to his rescue, but even more astonishing that he allowed it. Furthermore, at the end of the interview, she had essentially handed them Constable Weiss over the protests of her husband. This was not a stupid woman. She had a reason for what she’d done, and she had obviously thought giving up Weiss would help her husband, whether he wanted it or not. The question was—why?


  By the time Sullivan pulled into the parking lot of police headquarters, Green still had no answers, but at least he had a plan. He glanced at his watch, which read noon. No time to spare. He jumped out of the car before Sullivan had even brought it to a stop.


  “Okay, we’re going to lean on Weiss,” he said. “But first we’re going to make sure he’s got no room to weasel out. So I want you to round up all the available detectives in the squad room and meet me in the incident room in ten minutes.”


  Sullivan smiled. “Are you going to tell Superintendent Devine about this? Otherwise, she’ll have your balls.”


  “I know. That’s partly what the ten minutes is for.” He started for the door.


  “It’ll take more than ten minutes!” Sullivan yelled.


  “Just watch me!” Then he sprinted inside the building, took the stairs two at a time and was dialling his office phone in less than thirty seconds. Kate McGrath was not at her desk, and he wasted several minutes badgering the duty clerk before remembering that he had her home number in his book. She picked up on the second ring.


  “I need you to check one last thing before you come,” he said.


  “I’m just packing to go, Mike. My taxi will be here in half an hour.”


  “I’m emailing you two more photos. Just check them out with the Lighthouse bartender.”


  “But I’ll miss—”


  “No, you won’t. Have you got a laptop at home? I’ll send them directly to you, and you can bring your laptop by the Lighthouse on your way to the airport. Ten minutes, tops.”


  “It won’t be a proper line-up.”


  “So I’ll email you a whole photo array. Kate! We’ve lost another person up here, this time an innocent old lady.”


  She fell silent, and he could almost hear her calculating the time. Then she rhymed off her email address. “Just make it quick, Mike, and pray the bartender is there. It’s Sunday.”


  After he’d sent the photo array, he grabbed his address book again and flipped through it for another number. While he waited for the MacDonalds to answer their phone, he took deep breaths to slow himself down. This next call was going to be delicate work.


  After over half a dozen rings, Mrs. MacDonald’s quavering voice came on the line. Defeat seeped into her very cadence, a defeat so profound that nothing could ever lift it, except her son’s return to life. Green hated the part of his job which required him to probe the unhealed wounds of survivors.


  He introduced himself and reminded her of their last visit. He heard a little gasp of dismay, but she said nothing. He wondered if her husband was in the room.


  “Can you talk?” he asked.


  A wary “Yes.”


  “I’m told Ian kept a diary of his months in Yugoslavia. It may be very helpful to our investigation here. The man who killed Daniel Oliver has tried to kill again, this time one of our police officers.” He paused, debating how deep to poke the knife. She waited in silence. “He may also have killed an innocent bystander. I think the key to the man’s identity may lie in your son’s diary.”


  Still silence.


  “I’m really hoping you’ll let us have the diary for a day or two. I could send someone from the local RCMP to pick it up.”


  A slight moan.


  “I promise we’ll handle it with care and send it back as soon as possible.”


  “It’s gone.”


  Green was so startled he wasn’t sure he’d heard properly. “Where?”


  “It disappeared years ago, and I don’t care where,” she repeated, her voice gathering force. “I didn’t want to ever be reminded of those hateful, hateful times. They killed my boy, as truly as if they’d pulled the trigger. They killed his soul.”


  Oh, fuck. Green sank back in his chair, listening to her slowly spin out of control. He reached out to stop her.


  “Did you read it?”


  “No!”


  From her vehemence, he suspected she might be lying, but he also knew he was not going to budge her. He forced himself to be gentle. “Did Ian ever mention a Constable Weiss? Or a Captain Blakeley?”


  “He didn’t talk about those times. He kept them deep inside, as if he was ashamed. And nothing I said...” Her voice broke horribly.


  “I’m sorry, Mrs. MacDonald. I’m so sorry I had to trouble you this way. If you do remember anything you want to tell me, please, please give me a call. Any time.”


  Green dropped the receiver back into its cradle with a despairing thud and took a moment to collect himself and make sense of this latest news. What had become of the diary? Had Daniel Oliver taken it at the same time he took the medal? If so, had he read something in it that led to his fatal confrontation with Blakeley? And where had it ended up after Oliver’s death? In Patricia Ross’s apartment, lost among the photos and letters from Daniel’s army days?


  Green glanced at his watch and was dismayed to see his ten minutes was long over. Reluctantly he picked up the phone, prepared for battle. But Barbara Devine was not answering her cellphone or her phones at either the office or home. Grateful for small mercies, including the fact that Devine’s efficient secretary was not on duty Sunday to take up the search, Green left urgent but vague messages on all lines, then grabbed his notebook and headed to the incident room.


  When he walked in, seven detectives were assembled around the table. Only Gibbs was missing. They were casually dressed but sat upright in silent attention. Notebooks were open, and a sense of anticipation hung in the air. Green stared at them all gravely. A good bunch, seasoned and level-headed. They would need both those qualities in the next few hours.


  He walked up to the head of the conference table and slipped a fresh disk into the laptop which was used to collect and organize all the reports on the case. He dreaded the task ahead.


  “The Ross/Peters investigation has reached a highly sensitive and confidential point, and I’m going to ask you not to tell anyone—anyone!—what we’re looking at. We’re going to be investigating a fellow officer. Anyone uncomfortable with that had better leave now.”


  Eyes widened, but no one moved.


  “Has the officer been charged?” Leblanc asked.


  “No, he has not been charged.” Green summarized the latest developments in the case, including the disappearance of Twiggy and the involvement of high profile Liberal candidate John Blakeley. The energy around the table was electric, until Green came to Weiss’s role. As they listened, Green could see the outrage and disbelief on their faces.


  “This is all just coincidence and speculation,” Charbonneau protested. “You don’t actually know anything.”


  Green nodded. “That’s right, and that’s why you’re here. To clear him, or to expose him. Let’s hope I’m wrong, but remember, if he’s guilty, he betrayed Sue.” He waited a moment for that message to sink in, then resumed quietly. “We have five tasks to complete. First, we have to find something more than coincidence to tie him to the case. Charbonneau and Leblanc, I want you to prepare a photo line-up with Weiss in it, then pay a visit to a witness named Hassim Mohammed, a manager at the Tim Hortons on Bank Street.” He handed over the photo he’d taken from Weiss’s file. “Ask Mr. Mohammed to ID the man who was asking about Twiggy. And get going, because the next steps hinge on that ID.”


  The tension in the room eased as the detectives focussed on the job. Charbonneau and Leblanc jotted some notes and rose to go. “Have you got a home address? It’s Sunday.”


  Green read off the address. “Nice cooperative guy with a soft spot for Twiggy, but he’s a bit jumpy, so go easy on him.”


  The two detectives rolled their eyes before hustling from the room.


  “Second, search warrants—”


  The door burst open, and Gibbs rushed in, his face flushed and his eyes shining. “Sorry I’m late, sir. I was just waiting to confirm something up in Petawawa. That mystery cellphone? I just got the phone log on it, and it received a call about two minutes before the call went to the bartender at the King’s Arms—” He stopped, looking flustered. “I mean, whoever called the Petawawa bartender to set up Sue? He got a call two minutes earlier from another phone.”


  “We got that, Bob,” Sullivan said patiently.


  Gibbs grinned sheepishly. “That other phone? It was a payphone in a convenience store just down the street from Sue. One of the places Jeff Weiss would have been canvassing at the time she was attacked.”


  Silence descended as the grim implications set in. Had one of their own really set her up for the kill? Or received instructions to do it himself?


  Green spoke first. “Good work, Bob. We’ll have to tie Weiss to that call, so send the Petawawa OPP the same photo line-up and get them to follow up with the staff at the store. Meanwhile, it’s more ammunition for our search warrants. We need two— one to access Weiss’s phone records, both cell and landlines, and another to search his house. Jones, you’re the search warrant genius. You and Wells get started on the paperwork. We’ll have to wait till Mohammed’s positive ID before we finalize it.”


  Jones was nodding as he scribbled in his notebook. “What are we looking for?”


  “Jean Calderone. AKA Twiggy. And/or evidence she’s been there.”


  Jones stopped writing and looked up in surprise. “He wouldn’t be stupid enough to take her to his house.”


  “No, but it gets us in the door, and we’ll have to search everywhere very thoroughly to find evidence of her, like fingerprints and stray hairs. And while we’re searching, who knows what else we might turn up.”


  Soft chuckles rippled through the room.


  “You should also add stuff like clothing and shoes, for traces of blood, dirt from the crime scenes, you know the drill. We’ll seize every stitch of clothing he owns if we have to.”


  For a few minutes they ironed out the contents and timing of the search warrants. Both detectives recorded everything in their notebooks, but Green didn’t make a single entry to the official case file. Too many eyes had access. Once the detectives had headed out to complete their job, Green entered a short note on his own disk. Sullivan watched him in silence, and Green was grateful he made no comment. He needed no reminder how fragile a limb he was climbing out on. He looked up at the remaining detectives.


  “Next, we need to keep track of Weiss while we get all these pieces in place. Wallington and Connors, I want you to locate him and keep him in your sights at all times. And whatever you do, don’t tip him off till we’re ready to bring the bastard in.”


  After the two had left, Green looked across at Gibbs, who was now alone with Sullivan in the room. Gibbs was looking at him expectantly.


  “What’s the news on Sue?” Green asked.


  “The nurses say she’s the same. But I think she knows I’m there. I’m sure she squeezed my hand.” Gibbs flushed and shifted his lanky frame restlessly. “What’s my assignment, sir?” Gibbs looked as if he hadn’t slept in days. In his time off, he’d kept a vigil at Peters’ bedside, never giving up hope that she’d open her eyes. Green knew he should send the young man home to bed, but he also knew Gibbs needed to be here, fighting on Peters’ behalf. Green told him about his fruitless conversation with Ian MacDonald’s mother. “After you send the OPP Weiss’s photo, I want you back on the computer finding out the name and location of every member of Blakeley’s sweep team. Soldiers, medics and police. We need to confirm the connection between Weiss and MacDonald, and if possible find out what the hell happened over there.”


  


  Results began to pour in very fast. First to report in were Charbonneau and Leblanc, so excited with their success that they phoned in from their car outside Hassim Mohammed’s house.


  “He nailed him, sir!” Leblanc exclaimed. “Took a good long look at each one, hesitated only a few seconds, and picked out Weiss.”


  “Even with the sunglasses?”


  “Even so. It was the wide forehead and the cheekbones, he said.”


  Green felt a peculiar surge of emotion. Part triumph that they were closing in on the culprit, part outrage that he was proving to be one of their own. He realized that he’d been hoping against hope that Weiss would be exonerated, and that it would prove to be just one of those crazy coincidences that plague detective work from time to time. But there was no imaginable reason why Weiss would be inquiring about Twiggy unless he was somehow connected to the case. Moreover, Weiss was the only one of their suspects who would have known that Twiggy was a potential witness to the murder, because he had seen her at the scene that morning, giving her statement to the police.


  “What did you do with her, you bastard?” Green asked himself after he’d thanked the detectives. Twiggy had apparently dropped off the face of the earth. The uniformed patrols had turned up no sign of her, and the questioning of street people at her favourite haunts had yielded nothing. Among her usual hangouts, the only place she could have gone without anyone seeing her was the art gallery, because no one had dared return there since the murder. It was the one place she would have gone to wait for Green. It was also the one place, however, where Weiss would have known to look for her.


  Green cursed the twist of fate that had intervened to prevent him from meeting her. If he’d gone there Friday at sunset as she’d asked, she would be safe today. On Friday Weiss was in Petawawa, his whereabouts accounted for until well into the night. Therefore, if he’d snatched her, he had not done so until some time Saturday morning. When the bastard had called in sick and was supposedly at home recovering from his trauma.


  The trauma of setting up his partner to be killed.


  The call from the Petawawa OPP came in fast on the heels of Leblanc’s call. The convenience store owner remembered Weiss coming in to ask questions about a woman, whom the store owner claimed he never saw, then using the payphone on his way out. Asked about Weiss’s demeanour, the store owner said he seemed distracted, and he’d glanced out the window several times during the interview. The phone call was brief, no more than two minutes, after which he had headed next door to the pizza restaurant.


  To his credit, the OPP investigator had pressed for further details about the call. Had Weiss known the number by heart, or had he looked it up? If so, in what? The store owner recalled that he’d consulted a piece of paper from his breast pocket, which was hardly surprising, Green thought, since it was a private cell number not found in any book. Had Weiss made more than one call? No, the owner assured him. A two-minute call, tops, and he’d gone on his way.


  Two minutes was plenty of time to tip someone off and set the assault in motion. Green still had that nagging suspicion that Weiss was merely a bit player, a conduit whose strings were being pulled by the real villain in the case. Who? And why was Weiss cooperating? What did the killer have on him that he could coerce an otherwise dedicated officer to betray his oath of service and the very colleagues he worked with?


  In less than an hour, Wallington and Connors phoned in to report on their surveillance efforts at Weiss’s home. Green already feared what they were going to say. The curtains were drawn, the doors were locked, and the pick-up truck registered in his name was missing from the drive. Weiss was not there.


  Of course he’s not, thought Green in frustration, because he’s gone into hiding somewhere. The question was whether he had Twiggy with him, or whether her body had already been dumped.


  “We’ve checked with the neighbours on all sides, and no one has seen him since early Friday morning,” Connors said. “One of the neighbours phoned his home and his cellphone at our request and got no answer.”


  “What about mail in the mailbox?”


  “It was empty, sir.”


  So either he received none on Friday, or he picked it up sometime after returning from the hospital Friday night, Green thought. Had he received orders to snatch Twiggy at that time, or had he been trying to find her since Thursday and had struck it lucky at the art gallery on Saturday morning because she’d still been waiting for Green?


  Stop going there, he chided himself. It serves nothing but to cloud your objectivity, which is already clouded enough.


  “Do you want us to set up a stake-out, sir?”


  Wallington’s question stopped his spiralling thoughts. Weiss had to be found, even if they had to look under every rock. “Yes. Get that neighbour’s cooperation to do surveillance on the QT from his place, and interview all the neighbours again to see if any of them know where he might go to get away from things. Relatives, a fishing lodge, a cottage...anything like that. Also work up a list of known associates. I’ll put some guys on that from this end as well.”


  “And if Weiss comes back?”


  Green thought about that for less than five seconds. Weiss had proved too elusive to risk losing him all over again, along with all chance of finding Twiggy and catching the other players in the game. “Apprehend the bastard and bring him in.”


  “On what charges?”


  “I’ll be working on that.”


  After he hung up, Green sat at his desk a moment, pondering that very question. He was about to arrest a fellow police officer and bring him in. All hell would break loose at that moment, from the police chief and Barbara Devine on down to the Police Association. He needed to know what was going on before he committed himself to an action that would be dissected for months, possibly years to come. He needed to know whether Weiss was the ruthless mastermind, or some small player caught in a web way beyond his control.


  Green had always prided himself on his intuition, and after twenty years in the trenches, he’d witnessed human distress in all its varied guises. Weiss’s behaviour at the hospital on Friday had been unusual in its extreme, but his distress had seemed real. Only a very gifted actor could summon up the pallor, the trembling and the tears on cue.


  Whatever part Weiss had played, however willingly he had played it, something was tearing him up inside. He was not the cold, calculating person Green had imagined the killer to be. He was conflicted, desperate and unpredictable, which made him dangerous not only to himself and to the Twiggy, but to the ruthless killer who was pulling his strings.


  And that killer was almost certainly smart enough to realize that.


  TWENTY-THREE


  Sept. 1, 1993. A beach somewhere in Sector South, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... It was good to hear from you finally. We’ve been moving around a lot, so I’m not sure where we are, or what we’re doing here. Mostly keeping an eye on Serb troopmovements, counting artillery fire, and waiting for the orderto move when the Croat withdrawal agreement is signed. TheHammer has us doing a lot of PT , humping up and down themountain with our packs so we won’t get soft. And drills.Man, am I sick of drills and cleaning the guns.


  We’re in a town on the coast that’s pretty deserted, so wehave our choice of houses. Danny moved our section into thisbig old mansion. Most of the furniture’s been looted, but thereare beds for all of us. Beds! The first night I slept on one, Ididn’t sleep a wink. I still feel like I’m in that bunker on thehill. It’s hard to shake that, and just relax.


  I’ve been thinking about home a lot, now that it’s gettingclose. I’ll have lots of money saved when I get back, but I thinkI’d like some time off, just to hang out at the farm and helpmy folks. Maybe I’ll be ready for vet school next year, but it allfeels a long way off.


  


  Green yanked open his office door and scanned the squad room to see who might be available to join the search for Jeff Weiss. He spotted Charbonneau and Leblanc back at their computers and was about to call them over when the elevator slid open and George Nelson lumbered out. The staff sergeant’s bald dome was bright red and shiny with sweat, and even from across the room, Green could hear his wheezing.


  When Nelson saw Green, his eyes sparked. Without a word, he gestured Green back into his office and slammed the door. “I hear you’ve got half a dozen officers going after Jeff Weiss.”


  Green forced himself to sit down behind his desk with a serenity he did not feel. Jesus, the last thing this delicate operation needed was a leak that brought the entire police service down on his back. “Who told you that?”


  “Is it true?”


  Green met his belligerent stare with silence. Finally, Nelson wagged his heavy head back and forth with disgust. “Jesus H., Mike, what are you doing?”


  “You know I’m quietly looking into Weiss’s possible involvement, George. You yourself talked to me.”


  “An off-the-record discussion between supervisors is one thing. You’ve got guys out there watching his house and checking his phone records!”


  Damn, Green thought, one of my men is blabbing. Some of his anger crept into his voice. “I’m tracking a killer, and I’m also trying to prevent him from killing again. I have to tell you, the evidence against Weiss is piling up.”


  Nelson absorbed this in silence, his breathing loud in the tiny room. “Have you told the brass yet? Or Professional Standards?”


  Green hesitated. He had made one effort to contact Devine, but had been relieved she wasn’t there.


  “Jesus H.!” Nelson said. “You’ve got to tell them. This has to be by the book.”


  “It will be. Nothing has been done yet, and so far all I want to do is locate Weiss so I can keep an eye on him till I put the pieces together.”


  Nelson raised a skeptical eyebrow. “It’s going to blow up in your face, Mike. If I found out, half the force will know by dinnertime.”


  Green didn’t appreciate being reminded of the obvious. He tried again. “Which one of my men told you?”


  “It wasn’t one of ours. It was a neighbour of Weiss’s who’s in the RCMP. He knew I knew Jeff, and he wanted to know what was going on.” Nelson paused to wipe the sweat that had trickled down his cheek. “Law Enforcement’s a small community. Everybody knows somebody, nothing stays a secret very long. Weiss is going to find out.”


  Green tried to imagine the fall-out. “That’s not necessarily a bad thing. It might force his hand.”


  “Weiss is a scrapper. If he’s innocent, he’ll come after you with every regulation in the book.”


  “And if he’s guilty?”


  Nelson’s eyes narrowed behind the bags of bruised flesh as he concentrated. Gradually worry crept into them. “You know the type of cop who eats their gun?”


  Green leaned forward urgently. “Then help me find him, George. Where would he go? Who would he turn to? Is he married?”


  “Divorced.”


  “Kids?”


  Nelson nodded. “Three, but they’re still pretty young.”


  “Is he close to his ex-wife?”


  Nelson sucked his jowls into a scowl and shifted his bulk in the chair. “The break-up was on my watch, when he had that bit of...disciplinary trouble. It was hard on him, although the decision was mutual. To answer your question, I think they’re amicable.”


  “Would he turn to her?”


  “He might. He doesn’t have many friends.” Nelson couldn’t remember the wife’s name, but he tested his vague recollections against the listings in the phone book until they had narrowed down the most likely Weiss. A quick phone call to see if she was home netted only her voice mail, but Green didn’t leave a message. He didn’t plan to do this interview over the phone; he wanted to see her in person so he could interpret every pucker of the brow or blink of the eyes.


  After he’d escorted Nelson to the elevator, thanked him for his help and asked him to try to quash the rumours, he dispatched Charbonneau and Leblanc to check the wife’s house and to set up a stake-out from an inconspicuous place on the street. Then he returned to his office, bracing himself for the task he could no longer put off. Devine was not in her office, but this time she picked up her home phone on the second ring.


  “Green!” she snapped before he could get more than a word in. “What’s going on down there?”


  He cast about, unsure which crisis she was referring to. Good God, could she too have heard the news that he was investigating Weiss? “Lots of things,” he countered cautiously. “Why?”


  “Turn on the television, CBC. See for yourself! Then call me back. I want to listen now.”


  He hung up and dashed out of his office down to the coffee room, where a small TV sat in the corner, almost never used except for the Stanley Cup playoff games. He turned it on and flipped channels until suddenly, to his surprise, John Blakeley’s grim face filled the screen. He was standing at a microphone, soberly attired in a navy suit and tie. His wife stood at his side, her gaze expressionless, but her lips pulled in a tight slash. “I am eternally grateful to the faith that the Liberal Party and the people of Renfrew-Nippissing placed in me, and it is with a heavy heart and much soul searching that I have made this painful but necessary decision. Public office is an onerous and awesome responsibility, and those who accept it must be able to devote their full attention and energy to it. Public office is also an honour, and those who accept it should be worthy of the trust placed in them and serve as an example of all the best ideals our country embodies.”


  He glanced at the ceiling, as if searching for inspiration in the phrasing of his dilemma. “As long as our armed forces and the missions they have accomplished are under scrutiny, I do not feel I can serve the Liberal party nor the Canadian people with the attention, energy and honour they deserve. Therefore, at fourteen hundred hours today, I notified the Chairman of the Liberal Party of my intentions and submitted a formal withdrawal of my candidacy to the Chief Electoral Officer.”


  Blakeley had been standing rigidly still with his hands clasped behind his back and his gaze fixed straight ahead, like a warrior facing his execution. Throughout the speech, his voice rang clear and firm, but now he paused and Green could see the fine quiver in his jaw.


  “I sincerely apologize for the inconvenience and disappointment my withdrawal will cause for the Liberal Party, the voters of Renfrew-Nippissing, and my hard-working staff. I wish to assure you all that, had there been another way, I would have taken it. Thank you.”


  Barely were the words out of his mouth than the press peppered him with questions. A reporter jostled another to get his own microphone closer, and cameras flashed. John Blakeley did not stay for questions; he took his wife’s hand and the two of them hustled out a door at the far side of the room, which Green recognized to be the marble lobby of the Chateau Laurier.


  Immediately, the CBC news commentators began scrambling to analyze the speech, which had apparently caught everyone by surprise. A spokesman for the Liberal Party, hastily reached on the Sunday, called the loss of John Blakeley’s candidacy regrettable but by no means insurmountable, as there were many other fine Liberal candidates in area ridings. Which translated, meant that the Party brass was already distancing itself from John Blakeley and whatever mud he might have stuck to him.


  Green listened impatiently for the crucial detail he had obviously missed—the connection between Blakeley’s withdrawal and the scrutiny of the military. What scrutiny? The analysts were asking that very question as well. Apparently, Blakeley was expecting an imminent revelation in the news that would put the military under scrutiny, but he’d given no specifics. Speculation ranged widely from more equipment failures in the aging naval fleet to mistreatment of Afghan prisoners by our troops in Kandahar. Only one reporter wondered whether the recent beating of an Ottawa police officer in Petawawa might be connected. Considering that Green had left an interview with the man less than three hours earlier, he thought that extremely likely.


  Green’s cellphone rang.


  “Did you see it?” Devine demanded.


  “Yes.” “So? Is it connected to the Ross case?”


  “I don’t know.” Strictly speaking, that was the truth.


  “I’m not a fool, Mike. In about two minutes flat, I expect the press to be on the phone, asking what the connection is and whether we’re investigating John Blakeley. Are we?”


  “Well...yes.”


  There was a brief pause. “My office, fifteen minutes. I want the media relations people there too.”


  He sensed she was about to hang up. “Barbara!”


  She came back on the line. “Damn it, Mike! The Chief is already on the other line. He’ll have to be included.”


  Green groaned. He knew she was right, but he felt the whole delicate investigation spinning out of his control. “Okay, but you and I need to meet privately first, so I can tell you where we really are and figure out what the hell to release for general consumption. Because it’s explosive, Barbara. Really explosive.”


  For the next fifteen minutes Green paced his office and jotted notes on a pad of paper. He was so busy figuring out exactly how much he was going to tell Devine that he had no chance to consider the significance of Blakeley’s announcement. He needed Devine’s cooperation to keep the investigation of Weiss under wraps, but when she finally summoned him upstairs, he discovered she had an entirely different concern.


  When he walked in, she was on the phone talking to the Chief himself. “Absolutely not, sir,” she was saying. “Inspector Green has just arrived, and I will keep you well apprised of any actions we plan to take... Of course, sir.”


  When she hung up, she pivoted on her stiletto heel and walked to the door to close it firmly behind him. Despite her haste, she’d managed to arrive at the office impeccably packaged in the latest spring colours. Her green linen suit hadn’t a single wrinkle in it, and every black hair on her head was lacquered into submission. She waved peach-tipped fingers at the group of chairs in front of her desk.


  “John Blakeley,” she announced without preamble. “I’ve just been on the phone with the Chief. You’re not to go near him again without our approval.”


  In his astonishment, he froze midway into his chair. “Barbara, that’s ridiculous. He’s a prime suspect—”


  “Do you have concrete evidence?”


  “Not yet, but—”


  “Then you won’t touch him. The media will be all over this. They’ll have a field day with his connections to the Liberal Party brass, and the opposition parties will grab any chance to smear the Liberal leadership. They’ll say it’s another example of their poor judgement, if not their outright criminal connections.”


  He thought about the call he’d overhead between her and the Chief. Who in the Liberal Party had the power to call in favours from the police? And why?


  “Is there something I don’t know?” he asked. “Some other player who has the ear of the Chief? Because I don’t want to be blindsided by someone’s secret agenda—”


  “Of course not, Mike. It’s just a media jackpot. Blakeley’s wife is the daughter of Jack Neuss, who’s been a senior policy advisor for the Liberals since the days of Trudeau. You know how it works, Mike. It’s two weeks to the election, and the public has never been more fickle.”


  He paced in outrage. “So you’re saying if I’m planning to arrest Blakeley, I should wait two weeks?”


  “Are you planning to arrest him?”


  He forced himself to slow down and think of how he might persuade her. “Not yet. But I will need to talk to him again, and you can’t seriously suggest we go easy on the guy when one of our officers is lying in the <span class=">ICU , possibly because of him.”


  She stared up at him unblinking for several seconds. “All right, tell me about it.”


  “If you promise not to interrupt. We have very little time to waste.”


  Her eyes narrowed at his bald insubordination and her mouth opened as if to protest, but in the end, she snapped it shut. “Go ahead. But for God’s sake, sit down.”


  He sat, and for fifteen minutes he gave her an executive summary of the case to date, starting with the suicide of Ian MacDonald and the fatal beating of his friend Daniel Oliver by a man he and MacDonald served with in Yugoslavia. He described Oliver’s fiancée’s arrival in Ottawa with a newspaper clipping about Blakeley and his campaign manager, who coincidentally just happened to have been a witness to Oliver’s death. He traced her movements in Ottawa as they knew them, from her trip to Petawawa to her date with a mystery man only hours before her death.


  Finally, with some trepidation, he broached the subject of Weiss, including his connection to MacDonald and Blakeley in Yugoslavia, his request to be put on the case, his inquiries about Twiggy, and most damning of all, his phone call from the convenience store that set up Peters up.


  Devine’s lips grew tighter as the evidence against Weiss added up. When Green mentioned Weiss’s recent disappearance along with Twiggy’s, she shook her head in outrage.


  “There’s more than enough there to bring him in.”


  “I agree. And we will, as soon as we can find him.”


  “I don’t see how you have a single thing on Blakeley, however.”


  “Only a theory—”


  “We can’t destroy a man’s reputation or torpedo an election on a theory.”


  Green clenched his teeth and prayed for patience. “Blakeley was MacDonald’s and Weiss’s superior officer. Whatever wrongdoing occurred in Yugoslavia, he had to have been involved. And I think the fact he withdrew today is the most damning evidence of all. It’s tantamount to admitting we’re going to turn up something rotten.”


  “But maybe nothing more than a poor judgement call or a superior officer’s desire to protect his men. That’s not a good enough reason to flush a man or the election down the toilet.”


  Green stared out the window, weighing his options. Devine’s office, like all the senior administration, had a spectacular view of the Museum of Nature, that sat like a Medieval Scottish Castle in the middle of the park across the road. Green had always found it soothing in an other-worldly way, but today he felt his blood pressure climb. Eventually he figured out a way to manouevre.


  “All right, I’ll give you fair warning before I move on Blakeley. I have a number of leads to pursue first, which may give us more concrete evidence against him. Or exonerate him, for that matter.”


  “And you’ll keep me informed?”


  Hating it, he nodded. She leaped to her feet, moved behind her desk and reached for her phone. “Fine. We’ll go see the Chief and hammer out what we’re going to say when the media come calling—”


  Green’s cellphone rang, startling them both. It was Gibbs, stuttering with excitement. “S-sorry to interrupt, sir. I didn’t know i-if I should, but I thought you’d want to know this.”


  “Where are you, Bob?”


  “D-downstairs in the squad room, sir.”


  Green considered the alternatives. Devine was already looking at him questioningly, and he knew she would demand an update, which meant he would waste precious time playing middleman. Instead he told Gibbs to come upstairs. When he’d hung up, Devine slowly put her own phone down.


  “I think Detective Gibbs has found out something important,” he said.


  “That would be a first,” she replied as she sat down behind her desk, her shoulders squared and her hands folded, the picture of authority. Green bit back a retort. As usual, Devine never saw behind appearances.


  Less than a minute later Gibbs arrived, flushed and sweaty. The same suit had hung on his lanky frame for the past two days, and it looked as weary and bedraggled as he did. But despite his exhaustion, his eyes shone.


  “The canvass, sir! It finally paid off.”


  “Which canvass?”


  “L-looking for the man Patricia Ross had a drink with? One of the uniformed officers finally hit paydirt. And you were right, sir, it was an upscale bar in the Delta Hotel.”


  Green scanned his memory of the city quickly. The Delta Hotel was a boutique hotel at the western edge of the downtown business district—discreet, elegant and most importantly only a few minutes’ walk from the aqueduct where Patricia Ross was murdered.


  “Someone remembered her and her companion?”


  Gibbs bobbed his head up and down. “The bartender. It’s a s-small bar, sir, mostly business people having a quiet drink. It doesn’t really get many girls in the game—that’s what the bartender thought she was, although she wasn’t really highpriced enough for a place like that. But he remembered her sitting with a man at a corner table, talking quietly for at least an hour.”


  “Did he hear any of the conversation?”


  “A bit, sir, but mostly the woman’s. He said sometimes she’d get angry and raise her voice, and he heard things like ‘I have needs, you know’ and ‘It hasn’t been a picnic’. That’s when he wondered if maybe she was a girlfriend instead of a hooker.”


  “What about the man? Did the bartender hear any of his answers?”


  “No. He says the man never raised his voice. He kept checking around him, and it looked like he was trying to calm her down.”


  Green tried to visualize the interaction. It did not sound like an angry confrontation or a demand for vengeance, but rather a quiet discussion punctuated by Patricia’s occasional flare-ups. ‘I have needs too’, she’d said. Blackmail? Could that be what she’d been after all along?


  “Good work,” he exclaimed. “Did the bartender get a good look at this man?”


  “Mediocre, sir. He’d chosen the darkest table.”


  “Well, I suggest you get over there and show the bartender a photo line-up. Maybe it will help jog his memory.”


  Bob Gibbs broke into a broad grin. “I already did that, sir. I took the photos of all our suspects, plus some neutrals. I just got back.”


  Green took in the big grin and the dancing eyes. He felt his own pulse begin to race. “You got a hit.”


  “I did, sir. Colonel John Blakeley.”


  TWENTY-FOUR


  Sept. 10, 1993. Serb village in Sector South, Croatia.


  Dear Kit... A wild day yesterday! Just as our section was getting dug in at this little village near the new ceasefire line, the Croats suddenly went nuts and started firing on the village. Our section house is in this solid stone hall, and we’re just getting the coffee on when kaboom! A shell blows a hole in the street right outside. And then kaboom, kaboom, right down main street. We hunker down under the stairs and between each shell we take turns going outside to see where it hit and we write it down. When I go, I see this woman running towards us, screaming, and she grabs my hand to pull me towards this house on fire. I finally figure out that her family is inside, so I go back in the section house and grab some guys, and we go out in the APC and get four people out of the house.


  I knew the safest place in town was our house, so I brought them back. Danny yelled at me a bit before he agreed to stash them in the basement. I guess what I did was a little crazy, but it didn’t seem right that they were out there while we were nice and safe. That was the beginning. By the time the arty stopped at nightfall, I’d been out ten times, sometimes in the APC and other times just running out to grab people, and now we have forty-two Serbs in the basement, chattering up a storm. There are fifteen little kids all chasing each other around the basement like it was a church picnic. I guess people can get used to anything.


  


  “It’s not enough, Mike.”


  “What are you talking about, Barbara!” Green couldn’t believe his ears. Devine was standing by the door, having just ushered Gibbs out and shut it again. Now she was shaking her head stubbornly. What would it take to convince this woman that Blakeley was implicated up to his eyeballs? “He was the last person to see her alive!”


  “He could have been meeting her as an old friend, or a friend of her fiancé’s. For that matter, you have absolutely no proof that she came up here looking for Oliver’s killer in the first place. Your entire case is a house of cards. She could have been coming up to reconnect with his old friends.”


  “Then why did she end up dead?”


  She drew her peach lips in a stubborn line. “That could have been random misfortune.”


  “And the attack on Peters? Come on, Barbara!” He almost added “Where’s your brain?” but he stopped himself.


  “I’m not saying I believe it, Mike. I’m saying that’s how Blakeley’s lawyers could play it, so I’m not authorizing a move on this guy till we have him nailed down six ways to Sunday.”


  He thought of the precious time running through his fingers, time when Weiss could get further away, Twiggy could be slipping closer towards death, and Blakeley could be booking a flight to some Caribbean island without an extradition treaty. He didn’t have time to nail things down six ways to Sunday, even if he had the leads. Speaking of which...!


  He glanced at his watch. Fuck! Unless he broke all the speed limits between here and the airport, he was going to be late for Kate McGrath’s flight. He jumped to his feet.


  “Fine, we’ll do it your way,” he said as he dived out the door. “But can you keep Professional Standards apprised? I won’t have time.”


  “As long as you keep me apprised!” he heard her yell at his retreating back just before he reached the stairs. I’ll try, he muttered to himself. With any luck, Professional Standards will keep you too busy to answer your phone.


  He hit every red light going down Bronson Avenue and screamed into the airport fifteen minutes late. He nipped the car into the front taxi space, put a police sticker on the dash and ignored the chorus of objections from the cabbies in the queue as he ducked inside. He nearly ran straight by Kate McGrath, who was standing by the exit door with a compact suitcase in tow and a garment bag slung over her arm. Her blue eyes twinkled as she grabbed his arm.


  “Whoa, sailor! I would have waited for you.”


  He turned in surprise. She was wearing a royal blue jacket that did fabulous things to her eyes, and a pair of tapered jeans over boots that made her legs look ten feet long. Her silver hair was tousled and soft, and her eyes twinkled as she smiled at him. Arousal scattered his thoughts, and he hastened to avert his eyes.


  “Long day,” he muttered as he grabbed her suitcase. “I’ve got a lot to tell you.”


  “So do I,” she said, following him out to the car. He hoisted her bag into the back seat and walked around to open her door. Giving him a peculiar look, she yanked it open herself and slipped lithely inside. The cabbies were still cursing in a colourful array of languages as they drove away.


  “So who goes first?” he asked as he merged the car into the existing traffic.


  “I do,” she replied without hesitation, flashing him a triumphant smile. “Because whatever you’ve found out, I can trump it.”


  He chuckled. “Dangerous lady. You haven’t even seen my hand yet.”


  “No, but unless you’ve identified the murderer, I’ve got you beat.”


  He almost drove off the road. “You got a hit on those photos?”


  “I did. Lucky for both of us the bartender was in the place early, cleaning out the fridges. It took him all of ten seconds to look at all the pictures and pick out the man who killed Daniel Oliver.” She looked across at him excitedly. “The shit is really going to hit the fan, Mike. It was John Blakeley.”


  “Hot damn! He’s sure? It’s a long time to remember a face.”


  “Absolutely positive. He remembered the scar on the guy’s eyebrow.”


  Green slapped the steering wheel with triumph. “Now we’ve got him six ways to Sunday, and we’re not wasting one more second doing this little off-limits dance that my super, the chief, the Liberal party and God knows maybe the queen wants me to do.” He drove one-handed as he groped in his pocket for his cellphone. Devine snapped up the phone before the first ring was over.


  “Barbara,” he said, “you’d better warn the Chief. John Blakeley has been positively identified by an eye witness as the man who killed Daniel Oliver in Halifax ten years ago. The officer from Halifax is here now, and we’re going to swing by the station to pick up Brian Sullivan, then we’re going after him.”


  “Mike!” Her shriek nearly hit high C . “Wait for the warrant. Do it by the book.”


  “No! That little press conference was his farewell speech. He’s internationally connected, and I’m not letting him get on a plane and take all his secrets with him while I’m hunting down some justice of the peace at his Sunday dinner. We’ll bring Blakeley in for questioning, and we’ll get the paperwork in order while he’s there.”


  “But—”


  “I know the book, Barbara. Give me some credit.”


  “All right, but you control it. Not Halifax. They observe, nothing more.”


  Green glanced at McGrath, who was watching him expectantly. She had come two thousand kilometres, she had broken open the case...


  Devine broke into his thoughts. “Do you hear me? Inspector?”


  “I need to phone Sullivan,” he muttered and hung up. Before McGrath could get any questions in, he dialled Sullivan to set the wheels of justice in motion.


  When he and McGrath arrived at the station, Sullivan was already waiting in the incident room with Detective Jones, reviewing the paperwork for the nationwide warrant on Blakeley. Sullivan greeted Kate McGrath with a broad smile and a hearty handshake, but he flicked a sideways glance at Green that spoke volumes. Green busied himself looking over the paperwork.


  Once they had completed their instructions to Jones and dispatched him to finalize the warrant, they argued over their approach strategy. Until the warrant was completed and a justice of the peace tracked down to sign it, which might take hours, they hadn’t the legal means to apprehend Blakeley. Since it was a Halifax case and McGrath was the officer of record, she needed to swear the affidavit before the JP . Technically, nothing stopped them from dropping by for another informal chat with Blakeley in the meantime, but his lawyers and the courts would cry foul if he was questioned without being informed of the pending changes and given the chance to consult his lawyer. Yet Green feared that even now, two hours after his press conference, Blakeley was already long gone.


  In the end, they settled on a compromise. Jones would write up the warrant and accompany McGrath to the JP while Green and Sullivan, along with a couple of plain clothes teams, would keep Blakeley’s condo under surveillance. A discreet call also went out to the head of security at the airport to delay Blakeley should he try to board a flight.


  “Don’t you dare start the interrogation without me!” McGrath warned as they all prepared to leave. “Ten years this guy has been inside my head, Mike. I want a chance at him!”


  Green faced her reluctantly. Her eyes glowed, and her cheeks were flushed. He understood her hunger, but the interview would be delicate enough without Devine barging into the middle of it. This was not about closure or settling the score. More than nailing the guilty, this was about keeping the innocent alive.


  “I know,” he said as he and Sullivan headed out the door. They took the stairs two at a time down to the basement parking lot.


  “She’s quite the woman,” Sullivan remarked ambiguously as they signed out a car.


  “That she is.”


  “Are you going to wait for her?”


  “Devine vetoed it.”


  “She’s going to be pissed.”


  “I assume she’ll be professional.”


  Sullivan chuckled as he started the car. “Don’t count on it. Where the two of you are concerned, you’re way past professional.”


  Green busied himself with the seatbelt, hoping Sullivan couldn’t see his scarlet face. How the hell had the man figured that out in the brief hour since he met her? They pulled out of the parking lot in silence and headed up Catherine Street, both of them staring at the road ahead.


  “Nothing is happening.”


  “Oh. Right.”


  Green risked a glance. A smile played at the corner of Sullivan’s mouth. “I mean, nothing is happening.”


  “As long as you keep it that way. Sharon is way more than you deserve.”


  “Oy, my conscience. It’s good to have you back.” Green gestured as they neared the intersection of Kent Street. “Now can we keep our minds on this case, before we stumble upon this guy totally unprepared?”


  Ablaze in the slanting rays of the sinking sun, Blakeley’s condominium high-rise looked deceptively serene as long as one ignored the three media vans parked outside. Green and Sullivan slipped out of sight on a side street and coordinated the surveillance as unobtrusively as possible. They placed an officer at each of the exits, including the underground parking garage. A check inside revealed Blakeley’s Lexus SUV still parked in its spot, but Green dismissed it as irrelevant. If Blakeley was leaving the country, he would hardly leave his car at the airport as a billboard announcing his travel plans. He would leave it at home, hoping it would serve as a decoy for at least a day or two.


  As Green predicted, a phone call to Blakeley’s apartment from an unlisted number went unanswered. Even if the man was at home, he would be crazy to answer his phone with all the media camped outside. Green and Sullivan accessed the high-rise across the street and selected an apartment on the twelfth floor.


  “You’re the third person in the past hour who’s asked to get into my place to spy on them,” the tenant replied when they knocked on her door. She was shouting through the door over the blare of the television, but she sounded more intrigued than distressed.


  “But we’re the police, ma’am,” Sullivan said. “We won’t take long.”


  “We just need to ascertain that the Blakeleys are safe,” Green added, ignoring Sullivan’s frown.


  She let them in finally. Wrapped in a ratty pink sweater over her pyjamas, she led them into her living room, which was stifling hot and smelled of cat urine. A quick peek through binoculars revealed no signs of movement in the apartment opposite, but the balcony door was open.


  “They’re there,” Sullivan said.


  “Not necessarily. This is a military man. Creating a diversion would be second nature to him.”


  Sullivan snorted. The tenant was listening with unabashed fascination. “Do you want to station a policeman to watch from here?” she asked. “Just in case?”


  Green had to fight a smile. The woman has been watching too many cop dramas, he thought. But to his surprise, Sullivan nodded. “That would be very helpful, ma’am. I’ll send someone up shortly, and I’d like to thank you for your cooperation.”


  She batted her eyelashes. Sullivan, at six foot four with broad shoulders, merry blue eyes and a full head of bristly blond hair, cut a commanding figure that still attracted women, even when he didn’t turn on the Irish charm. Unlike Green, however, his own gaze had never strayed from the farm girl he had loved since he was sixteen.


  Back out on the street, they settled into their car to wait for word that the warrant had been signed. Green chafed at the forced inaction, his thoughts racing over the case. What had he missed? What else should he be doing in the meantime?


  He phoned in to Gibbs, who had drawn the unfortunate task of remaining at the station to coordinate the flow of information. “Any word from Wallington and Connors about Weiss?”


  “Nothing, sir. No one is home at the ex-wife’s house, and they’ve batted zero with all his known associates. He doesn’t have many friends, it seems.”


  Or those he does have aren’t talking to us, Green thought grimly. “Anything else new?”


  “We’re still waiting for Weiss’s phone records, but Charbonneau and Leblanc have the search warrant for his house. They want to know if they should go ahead.”


  Green stared out the car window at the front door of the condominium. No one remotely interesting had passed in or out in the last fifteen minutes. God, he’d forgotten how tedious stake-outs were! He would give anything to join the search of Weiss’s house, to poke around in the man’s private closets and get a glimpse of the man’s secrets. But the warrant for Blakeley’s arrest could come any second, and this was where his skill and authority were needed.


  Besides, he wouldn’t miss Blakeley’s arrest for the world. Reluctantly, he said “Tell them to go ahead and keep me posted every step of the way.”


  When he hung up, Sullivan cocked a questioning eyebrow at him. “Anything important?”


  “The search of Weiss’s house.”


  Sullivan rolled his eyes. “Control freak.”


  Green opened his mouth to defend himself, but the ringing of his cellphone interrupted him. Jones’s voice came through. Two simple words. “Got it.”


  “Meet us at the station,” Green said, and before Jones could mention Kate McGrath, he hung up and nodded to Sullivan. “Time to rock and roll.”


  “Are we going to notify Devine?”


  Green was already out of the car and activating his radio to alert the others on the stake-out. “Once we have him in custody.” They were just heading across the street towards the front door when a cab pulled up, partially blocking their view. At the same time, the front door opened and a man emerged wearing a baseball cap, sunglasses despite the sunset shadows, and a bulky raincoat that hid much of his shape. But there was no mistaking his squat, powerful frame and the white hair sticking out beneath the cap.


  “Shit, it’s Blakeley!” Sullivan sprinted back to the car, revved it up and hurtled it forward across the lawn to block the cab’s exit. Simultaneously, Green dashed towards the back of the cab, yelling into his radio for the officers to converge. Blakeley stopped with his hand on the rear door handle and looked up, surprise changing to horror at the sight of Green.


  The media leaped out of their vans and raced across the lawn, scrambling to get their cameras and microphones in position. Green cursed. What a goddamn circus, all to play out on the six o’clock news. Devine’s worst nightmare.


  He grabbed Blakeley’s arm and leaned in close to his ear. “John, for your own sake, please come with me to the car up ahead. The less we give the media to talk about, the better.”


  He felt Blakeley stiffen and pull away as if to resist. Then the man sized up the descending hordes, glanced at Sullivan’s unmarked car, and all colour fled from his face. Wordlessly, he acquiesced. Heads down, the two of them hurried down the drive, dodged the microphones and ducked into the back seat of the car. Once they were inside, Green slammed the door and heard it lock into place. Sullivan hit the accelerator, and the car slewed out into the street, leaving the media behind. Blakeley whipped off his sunglasses and stared out the back window. “Animals!” he snarled. “I haven’t had a moment’s peace since the press conference, and just when I’m trying to give them the slip, you show up! That’s going to look just great.”


  “Where were you headed?” Green asked. Surreptitiously, he was studying Blakeley’s clothing, trying to determine if he had a weapon hidden. This operation was going fabulously. The abduction of Blakeley by the local police was going to lead on the national news, and here he was stuck in the back with a known killer who had been neither searched nor handcuffed, and who possessed more than enough skill and nerve to shoot him and take Sullivan hostage to make good his escape. Sullivan’s eyes met his in the rearview mirror, telegraphing the same thought.


  “Back to Petawawa,” Blakeley replied, oblivious to the interchange. “Leanne has already gone.”


  “They’ll find you there.”


  “Yes, but at least there I feel as if my prison has more space.” He swung on Green as if the word prison had triggered an association. “What were you doing at my place?”


  “Actually...” Green leaned forward, thinking fast. They were just nearing the turn-off onto Elgin Street. Traffic was light, and there were few people around. “Brian, could you pull over when you get a chance? There’s something I should do.”


  Sullivan’s gaze caught his again in the mirror, and he nodded slightly. Just before Elgin, he turned into the drive behind Friday’s Roast Beef House and stopped the car in the alley, effectively hemming Blakeley in between the stone wall of a Church and the brick building next door. Both detectives climbed out, and Green saw Sullivan’s hand move towards his gun. Blakeley remained in the back seat, suddenly wary.


  “Could you step out too please, John?” He didn’t move, and for one brief moment Green feared they were going to have a gun battle in the middle of downtown Ottawa on a Sunday afternoon. Another great lead for the news. Then Blakeley climbed out and backed away uncertainly, his fists clenched in an instinctive fighter’s stance.


  “What’s going on, fellas?”


  “Turn around and place your hands on the vehicle,” Green said.


  Blakeley stared at him, first with incomprehension, then horror and finally resignation, His hands fell limply to his sides. “Sonofabitch,” he muttered. “You’re arresting me.”


  “Hands on the vehicle, John.”


  Blakeley turned to lean against the car and stood impassively as Sullivan searched and handcuffed him, then began his recital. “John Blakeley, I have a warrant for your arrest for the murder of Daniel Oliver on April 9—”


  To Green’s surprise, Blakeley shut his eyes and bowed his head. “Daniel Oliver. Yes.”


  “I am required to warn you that—”


  “I always knew that would come back to haunt me.”


  “John,” Green interrupted, “it would be better if you didn’t speak until you’ve been formally processed and had a chance to consult an attorney.”


  “I don’t need an attorney. I want to explain.”


  And I sure want to hear your story, Green thought, but not like this. Not standing in a back alley where you can later claim you were threatened or coerced into admitting a pack of lies. “The faster we get through the formalities, the faster you can explain the whole story to us,” he said.


  When they reached the police station, the media had already arrived and were lying in wait outside the entrance to the police parking lot. Blakeley ducked his head as the car zipped past and drove down the ramp into the prisoner’s bay, where Green handed Blakeley over to the duty sergeant for fingerprinting and processing. Blakeley looked wan and beaten, a shadow of the warrior they had met only hours earlier. He complied with orders like an automaton.


  “Bring him up to the video interview room as soon as possible, Sergeant,” Green said before heading upstairs to prepare for the interview. He was expecting to do battle with attorneys, political spin doctors, the military and his own superiors in his attempt to get the truth out of John Blakeley, but he was wrong.


  Nothing could have been easier.


  TWENTY-FIVE


  Sept. 14, 1993. On the road, Sector South, Croatia.


  I’m trying to write in the APC and it’s noisy and hot as hell.We’re on the move again and this time it’s big. The whole company is together and we’re going to a place called Medak,where the Croats grabbed a whole lot of land inside the UNpink zone and nearly got a bunch of our guys in CharlieCompany killed. It was the same offensive we experienced theother day but even worse up at Medak because they rolled theirtanks in and took over a bunch of Serb villages. Now thepoliticians are at the table again, making up another newceasefire deal.


  Danny got the word to pack us up and in less than twohours we were rumbling down the road. The OC dropped byfor a pep talk to tell us this was the real thing. This was goingto be war and we should be prepared for anything. Some of theguys are really pumped, but I don’t know. I’m wondering howlong all of us can dodge the bullet.


  


  Blakeley didn’t want a lawyer, he didn’t want all the protections the Charter of Rights and his political handlers thrust at him. He wanted to tell his story. When they finally began, seated opposite each other at a small interview table in the windowless recording room, Green realized why.


  “I’ve lived with this for ten years,” Blakeley said. He was seated at attention, his back rigid and his gaze fixed on the wall behind Green. Sullivan sat in the corner, quietly taking notes. “It was a moment I could never take back, a moment of shame and weakness that I could never live down. All that I accomplished afterwards and all the good I did, could never make amends for that second when I lost control and killed a man. I don’t deny it. I don’t excuse it. And I always knew that somehow, someday, I’d be called to account.”


  Green waited.


  “When I told you this morning about the danger and brutality of the Yugoslavian mission and about how one momentary lapse in behaviour shouldn’t be allowed to destroy all the good that a soldier accomplishes, I wasn’t only talking about Ian MacDonald. I was talking about me, and trying to justify me. As I’ve done for the past decade.”


  He flicked his gaze at Green as if gauging his response, then returned to his spot on the wall. Green kept his face neutral.


  “I’ve worked hard for peace, doubly hard since that incident. I believe in peacekeeping and in providing support to the weak and victimized of the world, and I know more than most when and how that support should be deployed. I would have had something important to contribute at the cabinet table, an expertise that could save countless lives not only of those victims, but of our own soldiers as well. I believed that might balance the scales.”


  Still Green waited, but his impatience with the rhetoric must have shown, because Blakeley glanced at him again, this time with a ghost of a smile.


  “That’s what I told myself, and most times in the bustle of the day, I believed it. But in the dead of night, the truth comes calling. I had heard about critical incident stress, of course. It had been drummed into us at staff briefings and by the army padres all the time. I knew I was supposed to watch for signs of it in my men, and I knew what I was supposed to do to help them. Encourage them to talk about it, give them a few days of light duties, and refer them to the padres. But you know, we have hundreds of years of military conditioning working against that. There’s a tradition of soldiering on, of hiding the pain behind bluster and stoic good cheer, of sharing a cathartic belt of whiskey—or two or half a dozen—at the end of the day. The military still measures success by how well a soldier can do that, not by how well he asks for help or confesses to panic and sleepless nights.”


  He paused and took a sip from the water glass on the table, licking his lips as he considered his next move. “I was ambitious. Croatia was my first real field command, and I was determined to prove myself. I accepted every mission and earned myself a reputation as a can-do guy. If you have a really tough assignment, and you want it done, give it to Johnnie Blakeley. I thrived on the challenge and came back from my first tour there raring to go back and prove myself again. And the military were only too happy. They were spread really thin, and they needed experienced field commanders, so they promoted me and sent me back, this time to Bosnia. More brutality, more danger.”


  As he spoke, his eyes began to shine, and his hands swept in broad gestures, but Green sensed a manic edge to his excitement. “Again I sailed through it. I had endless energy and confidence. I volunteered my unit for every dangerous, gut-wrenching mission there. We worked against impossible odds, and we were stretched so thin on the ground that sometimes all we had were a couple of Iltis Jeeps and a lot of bluff against militias fifty men strong. A few of my men cracked, but by God, not rock-solid Johnnie Blakeley. I slept like a baby, drank only my two beers a day, and got so used to the sound of shelling that I didn’t even hear it any more.”


  He shook his head in wonder and reached for his glass again. The glow had died from his eyes, and this time his hand shook slightly. Ah, thought Green, we’re finally getting to it.


  “But when I returned home to Edmonton, I couldn’t come down. I was bored and out of sorts. I felt useless running drills and playing fake war games. I couldn’t relate to any of the concerns of my family; they felt trivial and extraordinarily petty. My wife—” he corrected himself, “my first wife said I’d changed. I had. I had bonded to a world outside my family. To my men, to the villagers of Yugoslavia, and to the harsh mountainous beauty of their land. My wife and I fought. She complained, and I told her most of the world had it far worse. When I was posted to Ottawa, she refused to move. I didn’t consciously leave her, I just ignored her ultimatum. In Ottawa, away from my unit and my family, I began to unravel, but I still didn’t see it. I met Leanne, who was working in communications in DND at the time. She was ambitious, adventurous and fearless—all the things my wife wasn’t. And more importantly, she admired my accomplishments. We kept it low-key, because our relationship could have jeopardized both our careers, until my wife got wind of it and filed for divorce. I didn’t think I cared.”


  He stopped and looked directly into the camera. “Is that thing going to run out of tape?”


  Green shook his head. He didn’t tell Blakeley that there were half a dozen people watching the digital image from the room down the hall, including Kate McGrath, who had been nearly apoplectic when she found out she was excluded. “I have a history with the guy,” Green had told her. “It’s me he’s expecting to talk to, me he feels a connection to.” “Oh, I see,” she’d retorted. “Man to man?” He’d said nothing, reluctant to be drawn into a dispute, whether over jurisdiction or the old boys’ club. In response, she had pointedly turned her back.


  Blakeley pulled his gaze away from the camera with an effort and began to massage his forehead near his scar. He wet his lips. “But the next thing I knew, I’d booked myself a week off, ostensibly to return to Edmonton to work out the separation with my wife. But instead I flew to Halifax at the other end of the country, where no one knew me and no one would judge me if I drank myself into a stupor for a week. I hit the Lighthouse Tavern on my fourth night, hung over and plagued by nightmares and flashbacks. There in the Lighthouse was another officer from Yugoslavia, also quietly getting drunk, and on the TV in the background that damn witch hunt called the Somalia Inquiry. We commiserated about the lack of understanding and respect we’d encountered back in Canada, especially among the military’s senior admin and JAG staff, who’d never set foot in a foreign battle field in their entire careers.”


  “You’re talking about Dick Hamm.”


  Blakeley looked beyond surprise. He nodded with resignation. “You know that? Of course you do. Dick and I hadn’t been in the same company, but we’d still shared a lot of briefings together. Meeting him at the Lighthouse was like walking into the arms of an old friend. I started to let all my frustrations out, and at the height of it, I felt this dam inside of me begin to break open. I got up to relieve myself, and to get a grip too. Hamm was a tough soldier, and I had a feeling he’d never come apart the way I was close to doing.


  “Anyway, that’s when Daniel Oliver accosted me and accused me of killing his friend.”


  “How?”


  “Not literally, obviously. By not giving him the support he needed when he was over the edge.”


  “Was that true?”


  Blakeley nodded reluctantly. “We had a difficult mission to do, and as it was, I had young, green kids puking their guts out as they dragged these bodies down for the medics. Men unable to sleep because of the stink and afraid they were bunking down on top of a mass grave. I told them all we had a job to do.”


  “Where did Constable Jeff Weiss fit into this?”


  Blakeley looked momentarily dismayed but seemed to resign himself to the fact Green had tracked the police officer down. He shook his head wearily. “He was a kid too, only five years on the job before they sent him over to help monitor and train the local police in Sarajevo. He was bright enough, and he spoke some Serbo-Croatian, so when our CO asked for police and forensic support during the Croatian withdrawal, they included him. He asked to go, if I recall, a request I’m sure he regrets to this day. He didn’t expect to be piecing together body parts.”


  “Your wife mentioned a dispute between him and MacDonald over a cause of death?”


  Blakeley looked impatient. “Two Croatian soldiers had been shot. Our unit was documenting and mopping up dozens of Serb deaths—combatants and civilians alike who’d been shot by the Croats—so frankly if a Serb got in some retaliation, I wasn’t going to lose sleep over it. Weiss was going around questioning Serb villagers, and naturally they lied. Why wouldn’t they?”


  “They said it was MacDonald?”


  “They said it was a blue helmet—that’s a UN peacekeeper. They didn’t say who, but Weiss narrowed it down to MacDonald.”


  “And he came to you with this information?”


  Blakeley nodded.


  “What did you do?”


  “I told him in no uncertain terms that this did not happen.”


  “You told him to bury the report?”


  Blakeley stiffened. “I told Weiss that before he impugned the reputation of the UN peacekeeping force, the Canadian army and a brave young man who was about to get a medal for rescuing civilian lives, he’d better be damn sure of his facts. That was the end of it.”


  Green sat back, frowning at the blustering man sitting opposite him. “But if that’s what happened, why did Daniel Oliver accuse you of not supporting MacDonald?”


  “I requested MacDonald in the first place. Oliver was his section commander and tried to veto the request. He didn’t say why, and I thought it was just because they were friends, so I went over his head to Hamm. I realize now that he vetoed it because he knew how close to the edge MacDonald really was.”


  The explanation seemed credible enough, and yet the story felt incomplete. MacDonald had come home from Croatia haunted by something he had experienced there and unable to get beyond it, until he took the only way out he could think of. And Weiss, more than twelve years later, was implicated in some as yet unknown manner in the cover-up of Patricia Ross’s death.


  Blakeley must have seen the skepticism on Green’s face, for he leaned forward intently to bolster his case. “I didn’t even see the warning signs in my own behaviour, let alone MacDonald’s. I believed in our capabilities and in getting on with things. That was the pride of the Canadians there. But in Halifax, it all caught up with me. I was waking up in a sweat, buried in body parts and gagging on the stink of corpses, fighting the haze of smoke and gunpowder from the burning villages. The Lighthouse bar stank, the smoke hung like a pall... Next thing I knew, I reached across the table, grabbed Oliver by the throat, and gave him a jab to the head. Just one. Before Hamm and Oliver’s buddies pulled me off.”


  He broke off, dropping his gaze. In the quiet of the interview room, his breath grew ragged as he stared into the abyss of his memory.


  Green shifted gently forward. “But one was enough.”


  Blakeley managed a brusque nod. His jaw clamped and tears brimmed in his eyes. He jerked a desperate hand toward the camera. “Jesus, can we turn that thing off?”


  Green didn’t reply, but watched in silence as the man struggled against the long buried past. After a moment, he resumed.


  “I haven’t had a really restful sleep since it happened. I caught the first flight back to Ottawa, swore off booze, and tried to bury the fact that I’d ever been to Halifax. Nobody knew I’d been there, nobody connected me to Daniel Oliver whatsoever. Leanne helped me through it.”


  “You told her?”


  “I had to tell someone. I came back to Ottawa a basket case. I couldn’t eat or sleep. Everyone else thought it was the divorce, but Leanne knew something terrible had happened. She sat with me those endless nights, she never judged or pried. Without her, I would never have pulled myself out of the tailspin.”


  Green thought about Leanne’s behaviour during the interview earlier in the day. This explained her protective interference and his acceptance of it. It also provided a plausible explanation for her mentioning Weiss, even over Blakeley’s objections. She had been anxious to divert suspicion away from her husband because she knew the explosive secret that lay in his past.


  As Green had noted before, not a woman to underestimate. Blakeley squared his shoulders and took a deep, weary breath. “What happens to me now?”


  Green looked across the table at him expectantly. “That depends on what else you can tell me.”


  “About what?”


  Does the man think I’m an idiot, Green thought, but he kept his voice dispassionate. “About Patricia Ross and Detective Peters.”


  Blakeley stiffened. “Good God, man. You don’t think I had anything to do with those, do you?”


  “Don’t pretend ignorance, John. That’s where the evidence points.”


  “But Daniel Oliver was a drunken flash of anger. It wasn’t premeditated. I could never intentionally go out and kill someone!”


  So what were the years of military training all about, Green was tempted to ask, but he stuck to the facts. “We have an eyewitness who places you in the Delta Hotel having drinks with Patricia only hours before her death.”


  Blakeley sat back with a thud. “Lord help me,” he muttered.


  “Perhaps the truth will,” Green said drily. “What happened.”


  “I didn’t kill her. I didn’t do anything wrong.”


  “Did Patricia Ross contact you?”


  Blakeley glanced around the small room as if hoping for answers or rescue from its shadowy corners. His gaze flicked to the camera. Eventually, seeing no other escape, he gave a faint nod. “She phoned me.”


  “Where? At your campaign office?”


  “No,” he said quickly. “At my Laurier Street condo.”


  “How did she get the number?”


  “She didn’t say.” His expression cleared as if he’d come to a decision. “She said she had something to discuss with me about Halifax, and she wanted to meet for a drink. I suggested the bar at the Delta because it was nearby and discreet.”


  “What was the date and time of this call?”


  Blakeley paused. “Friday night, April 21st. Two days before the meeting. I was going home to Petawawa for the weekend, and I wanted time to think.”


  “Why?”


  Blakeley shot him a scowl, his first display of spirit in some time. “The woman was obviously planning to blackmail me, Inspector. I needed time to arrange my assets and figure out what my response should be.”


  “Maybe she just wanted to confront you and get an apology. And maybe some gesture of compensation.”


  “I was on the brink of a high-profile career. She was a drink-ravaged, hard luck girl looking for the brass ring. My instincts told me blackmail.”


  “Did you tell anyone about the phone call or your meeting?”


  “Absolutely not.”


  “Not your wife or your campaign manager Roger Atkinson?”


  Bake shook his head vigorously. He thrust his chin out and looked at Green in open challenge. “I deal with a lot of classified material, as I’m sure you do, and I’ve learned to be a good poker player.”


  Not good enough to fool Leanne ten years ago when you returned from Halifax, Green thought, and not good enough now either. “So what happened at the meeting?”


  “As I thought, she wanted money. Not a reasonable amount as compensation for Oliver’s death—which I would have given her without hesitation, by the way—but ten thousand a month for the rest of her life. A sum I couldn’t possibly raise.”


  Green thought of the man’s two luxurious homes and exquisite white leather couches. Patricia Ross had lived her final years in a dingy room furnished in Sally Ann rejects. “Couldn’t or wouldn’t? You have some significant assets.”


  “I didn’t kill her! I left her waiting for a cab.”


  “What time was this?”


  “Ten-thirty.”


  “And what did you do afterwards?”


  Blakeley cast about, looking uncomfortable. “I walked around for a few minutes to clear my head, then walked back to my condo.”


  Green calculated rapidly. Ten-thirty was just outside the limits of MacPhail’s estimated time of death. The pathologist wasn’t foolproof, but he’d seen a lot of dead bodies in his time. “Can anyone verify that?”


  “My wife.” Blakeley must have seen Green’s disbelief, for he flushed. “It’s true!”


  “But you said you told no one about this meeting with Patricia, so you see my dilemma. Patricia is dead. If no one but you knew about the blackmail, who else could have killed her?”


  “I don’t know! That’s your job, not mine.”


  Green raised his hands innocently. “And my job points to you.”


  “That won’t get far in a court of law.”


  Green stared him down for a moment, wondering what leverage he could use. The old warrior was back in form. “I’m quite prepared to proceed with the evidence we have, sir. But that’s not what concerns me now. There is a woman who witnessed Patricia Ross’s murder and who has now disappeared. She’s probably already dead. That’s a lot of bodies piling up as a result of your ill-advised punch to Oliver’s head. A lot more bodies to hide from your conscience. But we haven’t found hers yet, and as long as that’s the case, there’s a chance you can save her. What can you tell me about her disappearance?”


  Blakeley had grown pale at the mention of a witness, and now he lowered his head in his hands and shook it despairingly back and forth. “I...don’t...know. Nothing. I didn’t have anything to do with the Ross woman’s death.”


  “Then someone else killed her on your behalf, John. Because without a doubt she was killed to stop her from revealing what she knew about you.”


  Blakeley remained with his head in his hands.


  “I’d say the list of people who fit the bill is pretty small,” Green said. “How many people know you killed Daniel Oliver? I can think of three.” He held up three fingers and ticked them off. “Dick Hamm, Roger Atkinson, and by your admission, your devoted wife.”


  Blakeley’s head shot up, his jowls darkening with rage. “Don’t...don’t—!”


  “Am I missing someone, John?”


  “How do I know? There were lots of people in the bar that night!”


  Green kept his three fingers in front of Blakeley’s face. “And of those three, how many care enough to commit murder for you? Hamm, Atkinson or Leanne?”


  Blakeley knocked away his hand with a lightning fast swipe. “This is nothing but the most outrageous speculation!”


  Green’s hand stung, sending a spike of anger shooting through him. He fought the urge to seize the man’s wrist. “Let me tell you about this innocent witness whose life hangs in the balance,” he managed evenly. “She was once a school teacher, married to a history professor and the mother of twin boys. When the boys were ten, their father chopped them into pieces with a chainsaw. That’s what Twiggy lives with every day as she scrounges out a half-life on the riverbank. You talked earlier about how much our society needs heroes, John, and I can tell you there have been precious few in Twiggy’s world. So you have a choice here to put your money where your mouth is.”


  Blakeley stared at him in stony silence. Green held his gaze and let the silence lengthen until he could no longer trust his dispassion. Shoving back his chair, he stood up. “Think about it, John. Wherein lies honour?”


  TWENTY-SIX


  It was a good try, Mike,” Sullivan said, after Green had stalked out of the recording room. He had left Blakeley slumped at the table, still resolutely silent. “Oh, I’m not done,” Green snapped as he headed for the situation room with Sullivan and McGrath on his heels. “I’ve planted some thoughts in his head, and we’ll just let them germinate for a while. Meanwhile, we’re a lot further ahead than we were. At least we know where to look next.”


  “I don’t believe for one minute that he didn’t kill Patricia Ross,” McGrath said as they entered the room. She was obviously still smarting from being excluded from the interview, because her tone was glacial. “Just look at the guy’s temper.”


  “His temper is why he killed Daniel Oliver,” Green said. “But Patricia Ross wasn’t killed by temper. She was killed by premeditated ruthlessness.”


  “I disagree.” Her tone dropped ten more degrees. “They could have had an argument about the blackmail money, and bang—before he knows it, he strangles her.”


  Green crossed the room to the blackboard and drew three vertical lines down it. At the top of each resulting column, he scribbled a name. Hamm, Atkinson, Leanne and Weiss.


  “These are our suspects. Barring some unknown twist—”


  McGrath stalked to the board, screeched the chalk down a fourth line, and wrote Blakeley at the top before returning to her seat.


  Green felt a flush creep up his neck. “You’re right,” he said in what he hoped was a conciliatory tone. “We should keep all possibilities open.”


  “I don’t see why Weiss is up there,” she countered. “He didn’t even know about Daniel Oliver’s death.”


  “But he’s clearly involved somehow, and as Brian said earlier, he may be our best hope of breaching the code of silence. Brian, can you check if surveillance has had any sighting of him yet?”


  They waited in chilly silence while Sullivan called Charbonneau and Leblanc. The conversation lasted barely a minute, and when Sullivan hung up, he shook his head. “No luck tracking Weiss down, and so far no sign of his ex-wife either. They’re going to keep an eye on both premises for a few hours yet, and call if anything develops.”


  “Is Gibbs still in the squad room?”


  Sullivan shook his head again. “He went off to see Sue. The lad’s almost dead on his feet anyway, Mike.”


  Sullivan’s expression was deadpan, but there was an ominous edge in his voice which Green recognized all too well. He was warning Green to put the brakes on before he let his own impatience and single-mindedness trample over everyone else’s views. Green forced himself to nod in agreement. “How is Sue? Any change?”


  “Apparently she’s conscious for short periods, but that’s about all. The doctors will be running more tests in the morning.” Sullivan stifled a yawn. His hair was standing in tufts, and his eyes were red-rimmed with fatigue. “It’s probably about time we called it a night ourselves, Mike. There’s not much that won’t wait till morning, when we’ll all be much sharper.”


  Green glanced at his watch. It was now past ten o’clock, and night was settling in. But with every passing hour, the hope of finding Twiggy dimmed.


  “I’d like us to run through what we’ve got on these suspects, to make sure we’re not missing anything and to see if there’s anything the night shift guys can follow up on in the meantime.”


  Sullivan groaned and reached for his cellphone. He punched in a number on his speed dial.


  “What are you doing?” Green demanded irritably.


  “Ordering us pizza and coffee. If we’re going to be here half the night, I want food.”


  Green stole a sheepish glance at McGrath, who returned it with a stony stare. Oy, he thought, this is going to be a tough sell. Maybe food will help. Once the pizzas were ordered, he turned his attention back to the blackboard.


  “Let’s ask a few basic investigative questions here. First of all, if we assume the killer was protecting Blakeley, then he or she had to have known about Blakeley killing Oliver—”


  “Why?” McGrath demanded. “The killer could be any of Blakeley’s friends or staffers, for example, who found out about the blackmail and decided to eliminate the threat to him even without knowing the cause.”


  Green mustered some patience through his fatigue. “That’s an outside possibility but unlikely, because only a few hours elapsed between the blackmail attempt and the murder. Not much time to learn about it and react, particularly if Blakeley told no one.”


  “If you believe that.”


  “Good point. So let’s rank these five. Who had the strongest motive for protecting Blakeley?”


  “His wife, Leanne,” Sullivan said.


  McGrath thrust her chair back and crossed her arms, mentally withdrawing herself from the discussion. Green pretended not to notice. “Absolutely,” he said. “She’s very protective of him anyway, and her fortunes are irrevocably tied to his.”


  “And I’d say Hamm has the least motive,” Sullivan added. “He does have a motive, though. Both of them are military men, and we don’t know enough about their relationship. That’s something for the night shift to look at.”


  Green jotted down some notes before returning to the list.


  “Atkinson is a behind-the-scenes man whose fortunes are also linked to Blakeley’s,” Sullivan said. “If Blakeley gets a cabinet portfolio, imagine how high Atkinson could fly. And for an ambitious lad from Sheet Harbour, that’s pretty heady stuff.”


  “But hardly on a par with what Leanne has to gain or lose. I’d put Atkinson in the middle between the wife and Hamm.”


  Sullivan eyed the board dubiously. “I don’t know where Weiss fits in.”


  “No. Until we know what his connection is, we can’t know his motive.” Green put a question mark under Weiss’s name.


  McGrath shifted irritably in her seat. “I still say Blakeley is number one,” she muttered. “No one had more reason to protect his secret than the man himself.”


  Green nodded. Within the context of the question, she was right, and at this point he was glad for any participation. He didn’t dare mention the gut feeling he’d had staring at Blakeley across the table as the man denied point blank that he was the killer. Either he wasn’t the killer, or he was a damn good liar.


  “Next question,” he said instead. “Which one has the physical strength to do the job? Crushing Patricia Ross’ vertebrae and beating Peters within an inch of her life both require considerable strength. My money’s on Hamm for this one.”


  “Yeah,” said Sullivan. “Although beneath his suit and slick manner, Atkinson has a lot of muscle. I’d say he works out.”


  “Leanne... Well, as tough as she is, there’s no way a woman—”


  McGrath nearly shot out of her chair. “And who was huffing and puffing up the hills in Halifax?”


  Sullivan laughed, and Green felt his cheeks grow hot. “I’m the first to admit I’m no basis for comparison. But between a fit man and a fit woman—”


  “Both of these victims were women themselves,” she shot back. “And a fit woman can be a match for many men, especially if she’s had martial arts training.”


  Green regarded her ruefully. Her cheeks were pink and her eyes blazed. He forced himself to separate her anger from her message. “You’re quite right, and we need to check that out. In fact, we need to know much more about her background, her health and even her political activities. Superintendent Devine mentioned that her father is a Liberal bigshot, and getting her husband into that inner circle may be a big deal for her.” He jotted down another note for the night shift. “In the meantime, Hamm and Weiss earn the highest score, Atkinson next and Leanne last.”


  McGrath sat back, a stubborn scowl on her face. “You’re forgetting Blakeley again. I think he’d rate at least with Hamm and Weiss.”


  Reluctant to add further fuel to her anger, Green cast a silent plea for assistance at Sullivan, who seemed to read his mind. “He’s older, so that’s a factor, but he’s probably on a par with Atkinson.”


  Green ploughed on before McGrath could object further. “Third question. Opportunity. Who could have been in Ottawa on Sunday night and up in Petawawa the following Friday?”


  All three of them studied the list of suspects in silence. Sullivan spoke first. “Weiss obviously was in both places at the times in question, and on the face of it, the four others all have good mobility and legitimate reasons to travel back and forth without attracting attention.”


  “But we have gaps in our alibi information,” Green said. “So far, what do we know?”


  “We know Hamm was in Petawawa when Peters was attacked, but...” Sullivan activated the incident room computer and clicked through boxes. “Hamm said he was in Petawawa with his wife when Ross was killed. Corroborated by the wife.”


  “Which doesn’t mean much, but at least it’s an alibi,” Green muttered. “Leanne will probably back up Blakeley’s statement about what time he got home, but we still have to substantiate that.”


  Sullivan rubbed his face wearily. “More work for the night shift.” Unexpectedly, his cellphone rang and his face lit up. “Ah! That will be our pizza.”


  When a duty officer brought the pizza up, Sullivan dived in with gusto, but Green didn’t know which he needed more, food or sleep. A wave of exhaustion crashed over him halfway through the first slice. Small wonder, he though, when he realized he’d been on the job now for nearly eighteen hours, with little more than a fitful few hours the night before to tide him over. Half an hour later, they called it a night, handed over the notes to the night shift for follow-up and packed up to leave. McGrath, who had barely taken a bite of her pizza, headed towards the door without a backward glance.


  “Do you want me to pick you up when we’re ready to get started in the morning?” Green asked.


  She swung around. “This part of the investigation isn’t really my case. Not that it would make any difference if it was.” She leaned against the door frame and crossed her arms.


  Even though her eyes were hooded with fatigue, the tilt of her chin was defiant. Green didn’t know how to placate her and hadn’t the spare energy to think about it. He tried for a sympathetic tone.


  “Do you want me to drop you off at your hotel on my way home?”


  “What I want is a shot at interviewing Blakeley in the morning.”


  He considered her request. They had left Blakeley in the holding cell overnight to contemplate his future, and his conscience. A little extra nudging might be just what he needed after a long night. If Devine and the Chief went ballistic, tough.


  He nodded. “I’ll leave word. Now let’s get some sleep.”


  Green felt as if his head had barely hit the pillow when his cellphone rang on the night table beside him, prompting muffled curses from Sharon’s side of the bed. He groped to silence it before the second ring and croaked a greeting through the fog in his brain.


  Leblanc’s voice came through uncertainly. “Sorry to wake you, sir, but Sullivan said you wanted to be informed. We just checked on the status of Weiss’s wife.”


  Green sat up, the fog clearing abruptly. “And?”


  “Her car’s in the drive now, sir. There are no lights on, but I figure she’s probably asleep. Do you want me to ring the bell and see?”


  Green peered at his clock radio. Three a.m. Jesus! What maniac goes out on the streets at three a.m. He thought about it for all of two seconds. Me.


  “No, don’t do anything. We’ll be right there.”


  


  Sept. 16, 1993. 3 a.m. Middle of no-man’s land, Sector South, Croatia.


  We’re sitting in our APC on a stretch of deserted road, in the middle of the combat zone. I’m a million miles from sleep. Two rows of tanks are pointed straight at us, and I’m listening for every sound. A few hours ago we had all-out war with the Croats, who have machine guns, rocket grenades, 20 mm. cannons and at least twenty tanks. Apparently nobody told them about the withdrawal agreement their president signed in Zagreb, and they didn’t want any part of it. We were told that we could fire back if fired upon, so we were giving them everything we had. The noise was unbelievable. Our first real combat. Some of the guys were like ‘yeah, finally!’.


  The miracle was, we didn’t lose a single soldier. After it was over, we ran around checking that we were all okay, then Danny and I went across to their position for a look. There was blood all over, and a little ways away, a Croat soldier lying all by himself. A kid, really. I wonder if he took a long time to die, and if he was scared. It bothered me, thinking it might have been my bullet.


  Later, the CO and a few officers went over to the Croat side to prove there was an agreement, and the CO said we were going to put two APC s at the crossover point just to keep our foot in the door till morning. So here we are, like sitting ducks with tanks staring at us from both sides. We’re flying the biggest UN flag in the battalion and we’re hoping nobody over there gets trigger-happy after a snootfull.


  Sept 16, 1993. 6 p.m. Croatian front line, Sector South, Croatia.


  The next day started off bad and got worse. We were stuck inside the APC , trying to get some sleep, when this huge explosion shook the ground and blasted our ears. I poked my head out of the hatch and saw a massive column of dust and smoke up ahead, behind the Croat line. There’s supposed to be a ceasefire, so what the hell is this? There’s the stink ofgunpowder and smoke everywhere. I’m so sick of this shit,people who just fucking destroy for the hell of it.


  Soon the CO and the rest of the company came up to joinus and we set off in a convoy down the road to the Croat side.That’s when the trouble really started. Another fucking Croatroadblock. Anti-tank mines across the road, tanks and missilespointing at us and some tin-pot general saying we’re not goingthrough. The orders come down from the CO to pick a target,so Danny points the C -6 at this missile that’s pointing at us.Talk about playing chicken. I thought, this is it, I’m going todie over here. Two weeks left till the end of my tour and I’mgoing home in a body bag. Two hours later, I’m still shaking,even way down deep in my gut.


  


  The suburb of Orleans was a mushrooming tangle of crescents lined with cookie cutter houses and big box malls that had gobbled up the vast plains of farmland sloping up from the Ottawa river. It owed its name to the tiny French Canadian farming village that had once been its core, but beyond the ornate, silver-roofed stone church on St. Joseph Boulevard, very little remained of its village roots.


  Green could never get in and out of Orleans without becoming lost, so he was counting on Sullivan to navigate their route to 1765 Appletree Court. Sullivan had not offered a word of protest about being roused at three in the morning, and had arrived at Green’s house bearing two extra large Tim Hortons double-doubles. These were almost gone by the time the car had looped endlessly through Applefield Drive, Applewood Avenue and Appleglen Crescent, past identical vinylsided houses with minivans in the driveways and juniper beds under the front windows. Rounding yet another bend, they spotted a familiar beige Malibu parked discreetly at the curb.


  “Ahah!” Green exclaimed. “That’s got to be Charbonneau and Leblanc.”


  A moment later Leblanc and Charbonneau had joined them in the back of the car, where Sullivan thoughtfully provided them with yet two more double-doubles from a box on the seat.


  “It’s that house with the green Dodge Caravan in the drive,” Leblanc said between grateful gulps.


  Green studied the townhouse, which was dimly lit by a street light across the way. He could see a couple of bicycles and a spindly sapling on the front lawn, but the house itself was masked by curtains. A light shone from a window upstairs, and he thought he could see a faint glow through the front door.


  “The lights are on,” he said.


  “Yeah, they just went on a few minutes ago,” said Leblanc.


  “After we called you.”


  Green frowned. It was not yet four o’clock. What could have roused her in the middle of the night? News of Weiss? Maybe even his arrival? Weiss would have recognized the beige Malibu a mile away and slipped into the house unseen through the back yard.


  Green opened the car door, his mind made up. It was time to find out what she knew, and who she might be hiding.


  Frenzied yapping erupted inside at the sound of the bell, followed by a flurry of footsteps and a hoarse “shut up!” which did little good. He waited a minute and rang again. This time above the din he heard the slap of shoes upon the floor, and a pair of bloodshot eyes glared through the small glass panel in the door. Sullivan held up his badge to the glass, and the eyes grew wide. A predictable enough reaction at this time of the night, Green thought, trying not to read anything more into it.


  Locks clicked, and the door swung warily open to reveal a tiny woman wearing red flannel polka dot pyjamas that hung on her scrawny frame. Her bleached platinum hair was piled haphazardly on top of her head, and her thin face was pinched with worry. Smoke curled from the cigarette in her hand, causing her to squint as she peered at them.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “I’m Inspector Green, and this is Sergeant Sullivan from the major crimes unit. Are you Eleanor Weiss?”


  She recoiled, reaching to steady herself against the wall. A faint whiff of whiskey drifted around her. “Yes. Why?”


  “May we have a word inside?”


  “No. I don’t know. What’s happened?”


  “Is your husband at home?”


  She hadn’t moved, and now she shook her head vigorously. “He doesn’t live here any more. We’re separated.”


  Sullivan stepped forward and loomed over her, taking her arm to soften the impact of his size. “Mrs. Weiss,” he said gently, “it’s very important that we speak with you. Please, let’s go inside.”


  She looked up at him, her pale eyes blinking with alarm. Something in his gaze seemed to reassure her, for she nodded and stepped aside for them to enter. “We can talk in the kitchen. The children are asleep.”


  A black terrier swirled around their feet as they followed her down the hall. Green cast a quick glance around, not really expecting to spot Weiss hiding behind the curtains or Twiggy stashed in the corner. The living room and the hallway were strewn with clothes and children’s toys. A peek into the open hall closet revealed a jumble of clothes, including a pair of men’s boots and a beige parka far too big for Eleanor Weiss. There was no proof they belonged to Jeff Weiss, but if so, he still had a toehold in the family.


  Inside the kitchen, cigarette smoke choked the air. On the table sat an overflowing ashtray and a half glass of amber liquid, which she hastily cleared into the sink. “I was having a bit of trouble sleeping,” she said as she fluttered around the kitchen like a restless moth, avoiding their gaze.


  The day’s dishes were still piled in the sink, and out of the corner of his eye, Green counted the dinner plates. There were four, just enough for the mother and her three children. Eleanor Weiss was clearly agitated about something, but it didn’t appear that her husband had been in the house. At least not at dinner time. He nodded to Sullivan in a silent invitation to take the lead. Like many anxious, overwhelmed women, she seemed to draw comfort from Sullivan’s bear-like presence.


  “Mrs. Weiss,” Sullivan said gently, “we have to speak with your husband. Can you tell us where he is?”


  She scrubbed at a stubborn spot on the table. Grease caked much of the stove and counter, in Green’s experience a sign that the woman was barely coping with the demands of daily life. If late night forays into the liquor cabinet were common occurrences, it was small wonder.


  She shrugged defensively. “As I said, we’re separated.”


  “But very few people know him as well as you do. He’sbeen under a lot of stress at work. If he was trying to get awayfrom things, where do you think he’d go?”She turned and leaned against the counter to study Sullivanas if she were trying to size up the threat. Still, she shook herhead. “I don’t know what Jeff ’s been up to.”


  “Have you noticed any signs of stress recently? Restlessness, short temper?”


  “I haven’t seen him.”


  The woman’s not as fragile or as obtuse as she pretends, Green decided. He hooked his arm over the back of his chair and affected a casual pose.”I’ve been speaking to his superior officer. He said Jeff is still getting over his experiences in Yugoslavia. Did you ever notice that?”


  She shifted her attention from Sullivan to Green, and her eyes narrowed. “If Jeff is involved in something, I want to know what it is. So stop pussyfooting around.”


  Green nodded. At four o’clock in the morning, straight talk was refreshing. “Your husband is in a lot of trouble, Mrs. Weiss, and the best thing he can do for himself is come clean. He faces disciplinary charges and possibly even criminal ones. You are aware that his partner was nearly killed in Petawawa while investigating a case involving the military. There’s evidence that Jeff set her up.”


  Her jaw dropped. “He would never do that.”


  “There’s more. You’re probably aware that John Blakeley, a Liberal candidate from Petawawa, withdrew from the campaign today.” Her eyes widened at the news, but still she said nothing. “John Blakeley is a former military officer who was your husband’s unit commander in Yugoslavia. Did he tell you that?”


  The colour drained from her face. “He...he didn’t talk much about those days. And I avoided them.”


  Green sensed a vulnerability in her tone. Beneath the defiance, she was frightened. He felt a twinge of guilt for harassing her. He leaned forward, trying to sound gentler. “Why was that?”


  “Because it worked him up. It was better for everyone if he didn’t get worked up.”


  “You mean safer for everyone?”


  Her chin quivered. “His temper... I know it was a struggle for him, and he hated himself afterwards, but it was like he couldn’t help himself.”


  “And that’s why you left him?”


  “I didn’t want to. I know he needed us. I felt terrible turning my back.”


  “But he needed more help than you could give him.”


  She nodded. A touch of anger hardened her jaw. “The police force didn’t help. They never noticed how stressed he was. He hid it well, and none of his superior officers saw past his front. Just said he had an attitude problem. And now you say he’s in trouble, and you’re going to blame him for what happened to his partner.”


  “That’s just the way it looks, Mrs. Weiss,” Green said. “But you’re right; he’s been a good cop, and I’m sure there’s another explanation. Did he ever mention Captain Blakeley or a soldier named Corporal Ian MacDonald?”


  She hesitated and he could see her hovering on the brink of revelation. After a moment, she sighed as if releasing a great burden, and gave a faint nod. “Jeff ’s been working on John Blakeley’s campaign.”


  Green nearly choked on his surprise. He struggled to sound casual as his mind raced over the implications. “On his campaign? So Jeff knew him here as well? What did he say about him?”


  “He said Blakeley would sure stir things up at the Liberal caucus table, because he fought for what he believed in and said what he meant. Jeff said those mealy-mouthed, two-faced Liberals wouldn’t know what hit them.”


  “So Jeff liked him?"


  “He thought the world of him.”


  “Enough to cover up evidence in order to protect him?”


  She froze as if realizing the trap too late. “That’s not what I meant.”


  “I can’t give you details, but the evidence suggests that Blakeley has done something wrong, and Jeff has been helping him cover it up. Perhaps even committed a crime on his behalf.”


  She pressed herself back against the counter, as if trying to retreat. Her head whipped back and forth. “He wouldn’t do that! He admired Blakeley, but he would never, ever, commit a crime.”


  “Even for some greater good?”


  Hesitation flickered across her face. It lasted only a fraction of a second, but it told Green what he needed to know. She had doubts. In fact, perhaps she was beginning to put some puzzle pieces of her own together.


  He leaned towards her gently. “For Jeff ’s sake, he needs to come in, before he digs himself in any deeper and someone else gets hurt.”


  She groped her way to a chair and sank into it as if her legs could no longer support her. “I...I don’t know.”


  Green eyed her thoughtfully. She had been away most of the day, then in the dead of night she’d been awake, a bundle of nerves. Who else but Weiss could tie her into such knots? He took a wild guess. “Did you go to see him this evening?”


  She stared at the table, her eyes slowly filling with tears. Faintly, she nodded.


  “Please tell us where he is.”


  “It’s too late.”


  Green felt a sick dread rising in his throat. “Why? What happened?”


  “He wanted his passport. He phoned and asked me to bring it to him.”


  “And did you?”


  She nodded wretchedly. “I didn’t even dare ask questions. I’d never heard him so tense.”


  “Where is he?”


  “He’s probably not there any more.” She glanced at the clock on the wall. “He’s on his way out of the country.”


  Out of the corner of his eye, Green saw Sullivan reach for his cellphone. “How? By air?”


  “I’m not sure. That’s what he said, but...”


  Sullivan was already slipping into the hall to alert security at the airport. If they could lock down the exit routes, they might still have a chance of catching him.


  “But what, Mrs. Weiss?” Green asked.


  “I don’t want him in trouble. I know, no matter what he’s done, he’d never hurt anyone. He’s a good man, he’s just not thinking straight right now.”


  “Then for his sake, you have to be strong for him. He may be in too deep to see a way out. But his best chance is us. If he’s all alone on the run from us and—”


  “He’s not alone.”


  Green stiffened. “What do you mean?”


  “He has a friend helping him escape.”


  “Who?”


  “Another police officer.”


  Green hid his shock. “Jeff told you this?”


  “No. The man called a little while ago. Woke me up. He said he was supposed to pick Jeff up and help him get across the border, but he was lost and needed directions again.”


  Green’s stomach knotted with dread. “Did you get a name?”


  She must have heard the alarm in his voice, for her own voice rose. “No. My caller ID just gave a number.”


  “Is the number still on your phone?”


  She rose and disappeared into the hall for a moment, reappearing with a cordless phone in her hand. “I gave him directions. Oh, my God, I hope I did the right thing.” She found the number and held out the phone. Green had only to glance at it to confirm his fears.


  It was the same number that had phoned Patricia Ross at her Vanier Hotel and the same number that had called for Sue Peters at the bar in Petawawa before she was attacked.


  TWENTY-SEVEN


  The night was just beginning to lift when Green and Sullivan left Eleanor Weiss’s house and raced back to their car. Green was grateful to see the dark smudges of treetops and roof lines etched against the faint grey of the sky. A search in the countryside would have been nearly impossible in the pitch dark.


  Once Weiss’s wife realized the error she’d made, she had held nothing back. “The man sounded so nice!” she’d exclaimed.


  “You’re sure it was a man?”


  “Yes. Well—” she paused, her eyes frantic as she raked her memory. “I thought so, but the connection wasn’t good. Oh, God, Jeffie! What have I done!”


  “We don’t know that there’s anything wrong,” Green lied without much conviction. “But you have to tell us where Jeff is.”


  “He was at his trailer in Quebec. He has a little trailer on a river up past Wakefield that he uses for fishing. And for peace and quiet when things get too much.”


  He nodded toward the phone. “Can you reach him there?”


  She shook her head. “There’s no electricity or phone. And his cellphone has no service there.”


  “Then how did he get in touch with you earlier?”


  “There’s a payphone at the general store in the village.”


  “What village?”


  “Brennan’s Hill.” She grimaced in dismay. “It’s up near Low, Quebec, at least twenty minutes’ drive from the trailer.”


  Green’s thoughts were already racing ahead. “Can you show us where the trailer is on a map?”


  She dashed out of the room. As soon as she was out of earshot, Sullivan shook his head grimly. “That cellphone call came in at 3:49, which means that our killer, assuming he called her from Ottawa, has about a half hour’s head start. Low is about an hour north of here by car, which means our guy’s not there yet.”


  Green nodded. “We’ll have to get the Sûreté du Québec on it ASAP , and at least get some uniformed officers out to the trailer to check what’s going on.” Just what I need, he thought. Not only another jurisdiction and another province, but another language to add to this intricate mess.


  Eleanor reappeared clutching a map and a page of directions. She was flushed and breathing hard, but the task seemed to focus her. “I’m afraid the trailer is really hard to find. It’s on a river at the back of a farm owned by a Claude Theriault, and the lane isn’t marked from the road.”


  Green took small comfort from that as he thanked her, grabbed the material and headed towards the door. He paused in the open doorway for a last look at the worried woman. “We’ll find him, Mrs. Weiss, but if he calls, warn him to stay away from the trailer and to report in to the station.”


  Out in the car, Sullivan did a rapid U-turn and headed back towards the main road while Green called the communications centre to explain the situation. “Get hold of the Sûreté du Québec’s Outaouais District and patch me through to the commanding officer,” he snapped.


  While headquarters worked on that job, Green spread out the map and bent his head over it, tracing the thin, squiggly roads deep into the Quebec bush.


  “It sure is out in the boonies,” he grumbled. “But I suppose that cuts both ways. The killer may have trouble finding it too.”


  Sullivan squealed around a curve. “You know, Mike, it seems to me more likely what he told Mrs. Weiss is true. That he’s an accomplice who is supposed to meet up with Weiss to get out of the country. We know from the call to Peters in the bar that this has been a two-person job all along. And now that we know Weiss was working for Blakeley, we’ve got his motive for protecting him.”


  Green pondered the idea. Sullivan’s scenario was possible, even likely given this latest discovery about Weiss, but something didn’t feel right. If this had been a planned rendezvous between the two men, surely the man would have had proper directions and some sort of back-up means of communication. It made no sense for him to phone Weiss’s ex-wife, who not only knew nothing about the escape, but who was not even married to him any more.


  The main streets of Orleans were still dead quiet as Sullivan accelerated onto Jeanne D’Arc Boulevard. Activating the emergency lights, he sped down onto the Queensway. En route, Green called the comm centre again to order bulletins at all the border crossings in southern Quebec and Eastern Ontario, as well as APB s on Weiss’s vehicle in both provinces.


  The roads were empty, but narrow streets slowed their progress as they wove through downtown to the MacDonald Cartier Bridge. Just after they’d crossed the Ottawa River into Quebec, Green’s cellphone rang. It was Sergeant Fortin of the Low Detachment of the Sûreté du Québec, speaking in a rapid, broad vowelled French. Green had taken the usual obligatory French courses at school, but had learned more from the rival French gangs in the inner city neighbourhood of his youth than he had ever learned memorizing conjugations in class. Over the years, he often used this limited repertoire when dealing with Ottawa’s francophone community, but Fortin’s Outaouais version of the language was almost more than he could decipher. He stumbled through a basic explanation of the situation.


  Sergeant Fortin’s voice rose in excitement, and his French became even more indecipherable. Theriault was his wife’s uncle, Fortin said. He’d never been to the man’s farm, but he’d seen him at family affairs. He was a frail old man, and even the arrival of squad cars with sirens and guns might give him a heart attack.


  Oh, wonderful, Green thought. What else could possibly go wrong? Lots, he amended on second thought. Hanging onto the overhead strap, he struggled to talk Fortin through the directions.


  “No problem,” said Fortin cheerfully. “We have lots of experience with this area. We can have a team there in less than half an hour.”


  Fuck, Brian and I will be there ourselves in less than that, Green thought. “How many officers?”


  “Two.” There was a silence, during which Green kept his protest in check with an effort. Seconds were ticking by. “Ben, it’s the middle of the night.”


  “Then wake some others up, pull them from other detachments. We need all available units.”


  More silence on the line. “Okay, I’ll check with—”


  “Don’t check, do it! Get out to that farm and lock it down. But no lights, no sirens.”


  He hung up before the sergeant could object, and turned to find Sullivan grinning at him. “I understood most of that,” Sullivan said. “I think those French lessons are paying off. Next thing, I’ll be gunning for your job.”


  Green snorted. “You wouldn’t want it.” He filled him in on the gist of Fortin’s information and Sullivan grew sober again.


  “Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” he muttered. “Those guys aren’t going to get there much ahead of us.”


  “And we have absolutely no idea what they’re going to face when they do.” Green cursed and slapped the dash. “Push it, Brian!”


  Sullivan stepped on the gas, and Green felt the car surge forward. They were racing along Quebec’s divided Highway 5 now, climbing high into the Gatineau Hills which rose in pine-jagged silhouette against the greying sky. Green welcomed the light with relief. Dawn was still more than an hour away, but at least they would no longer be bumbling around the backwoods in utter darkness.


  Sullivan was frowning. “We could be way off-base, you know. Maybe Weiss doesn’t have Twiggy with him. Maybe she’s hiding out in the city somewhere, and Weiss is just laying low while he puts together a plan to get out of the country.”


  “Except there’s that damn cellphone call to Weiss’s wife. No, Brian, someone is after Weiss. I agree Twiggy is a question mark, but I’m damn sure Weiss is a target. I just wish I knew who. And why.”


  “Well, our list of suspects is shrinking. Blakeley’s in jail, and if Weiss is the target, that only leaves—”


  A blur of grey flashed in front of the car. Sullivan slammed on the brakes and the tires screamed as he fought to keep the car on the road. Green barely registered the deer before it leaped gracefully over the roadside ditch and disappeared into the trees. In its wake, Sullivan shook his head, his knuckles white as he eased forward on the gas again.


  “Holy Mary, that was too close. I forgot this is prime deer hour.”


  Green’s heart gradually slowed, and they pressed on in tense silence, focussing on the road. When they reached the end of the autoroute, Sullivan slowed to navigate the turn onto the two-lane highway that followed the Gatineau River up towards Low. Green chafed at the narrow, twisting road.


  “Brian, we have to go faster.”


  Sullivan scowled as he pressed the accelerator cautiously. “One near fatal encounter not enough for you, Green? How about I do the driving, and you keep your eyes glued to the shoulders of the road up ahead.”


  They drove in silence again, past the scattered settlement on either side of the highway. A gas station, a building store, a lone house... Green’s thoughts drifted back to their list of suspects. Who would they meet at the end of the road? Hamm was his greatest worry. He was a professional soldier trained in tactics and combat, tough and disciplined, perhaps to a fault. But that very professionalism gave Green pause. Hamm had three generations of war heroes to live up to. Would he disregard the military tradition and chain of command he revered so much, simply to protect a colleague’s name?


  Atkinson, on the other hand, had shown himself to be the king of expediency and sleaze. John Blakeley was his meal ticket, and there was no telling how high Atkinson’s own star would rise if Blakeley got himself into the Liberal cabinet. Atkinson would waste little regret on the likes of Patricia Ross or Sue Peters if they got in his way. But the question was whether he had the physical savagery to actually kill them himself. Green wished he had met the man; old-fashioned instinct often told him more than a dozen well-crafted reports.


  That instinct played a large part in his assessment of their third suspect. Gibbs’s background report on Leanne Neuss had painted a picture of a strong, capable woman used to taking charge and getting the job done. With her mother dead from cancer and her father addicted to backroom politics, she had run his household and raised her four younger brothers almost singlehandedly. All of this had certainly been good training for her role as a saviour wife, but on the face of it, not for cold-blooded murder. Yet Green had met the woman and seen first hand her strength and her protectiveness. Had she inherited her father’s passion for power as well? Blakeley was her mission, whether as a wounded warrior in need of healing or as a promising star of the Liberal Party. Could she assault two women with her own bare hands, if his future was at stake?


  Green’s cellphone blasted into the middle of his thoughts. It was Fortin again, announcing that another unit had been dispatched and that he himself was on his way to the farm.


  “What about the first unit?” Green demanded.


  Fortin’s cellphone crackled ominously. “Not yet arrived, sir. But it should be any time.”


  Not yet arrived, Green thought, glancing at his watch. What were they driving? Horse buggies? He peered outside at the passing landscape. On his right lay the broad silver ribbon of the Gatineau River, and on his left the rugged rock face. No lights winked through the pallid dawn, no signs of life. Nothing but pasture and scrub, blurred in places by a pale mist that hung over the ground.


  “Where are we?” he asked Sullivan.


  “Some navigator you are. I think we must be almost at Brennan’s Hill. Keep an eye out for a restaurant on the left. That’s the entrance to McDonald Road.”


  McDonald Road, according to Eleanor Weiss’s directions, was a long, winding dirt road that led deep into Quebec farmland. A side road branched off it about ten kilometres inland, followed by another ten kilometre stretch to the Theriault farm. Even at a risky sixty kilometres an hour, they were probably still twenty minutes away. Too long!


  He turned his attention back to Fortin. “When do you expect to arrive?”


  “I’m just on Chemin McDonald now. Maybe fifteen minutes?”


  “We’re right behind you. When you get to the farm, proceed with caution. Check with the farmer for signs of strangers before making a move. We need to know what we are dealing with.”


  “No problem,” said Fortin. “I’ll handle this, sir.”


  After signing off, Green turned to Sullivan. “Step on it, Brian. Our Quebec colleague sounds a little too sure of himself.”


  A cluster of buildings emerged from the gloom up ahead, and a small highway sign announced “Brennan’s Hill”. At the last minute, Green spotted a narrow road snaking up behind a building on the left.


  “That must be our turn!” he shouted. Sullivan executed a rapid emergency turn, swerving the car with a shriek of rubber and heading onto the side road. The tires thudded over potholes and tossed a shower of stones in their wake as he stepped on the gas again. The sky had lightened almost to white, and Green could see the silhouettes of village houses bleached pale grey with the dawn. But mist hung thick over the passing fields and swirled in the headlights up ahead, forcing Sullivan to slow even further.


  “This is great,” Green muttered. “Now we’ve got fog to complicate things even more.”


  “Yeah, but remember, it’s more difficult for our bad guy as well,” Sullivan replied, jerking the wheel to avoid a large pothole in the road. The Malibu fishtailed on the crumbling pavement, but Sullivan wrestled it under control with an expert hand. They drove in silence through the rolling countryside past squat little homes and desolate farms. Puffing chimneys poked up through the fog, and the scent of wood smoke and manure clotted the dank air. An endless ribbon of rocks and grass swept by in their headlights. After a few minutes, the pavement gave way to bone-rattling gravel.


  Occasionally, Green caught a glimpse of red taillights in the fog far ahead. “That could be our man,” he said.


  “Or the Sûreté,” Sullivan said. “Either way, it’s good news.”


  For the first time, Green relaxed a little in the seat as he scanned the passing signs for the side road on Eleanor Weiss’s map. Chemin Lyons, Chemin Murray, Daly...


  “Gee, Brian, you’d be right at home around here.”


  Sullivan grunted. “It was probably settled by the same tough Irish peasant stock as the Ottawa Valley. Same hardscrabble life too, from the looks of it.”


  They turned north and followed the side road deeper into green, rolling pastureland. Ten minutes farther along, a small laneway cut into the cedar brush on their left. Sullivan skidded to a stop, and Green eyed it dubiously.


  “There’s no road sign,” Green said.


  “But it’s the right distance, and it’s the only road around.” Sullivan climbed out and went to peer at the muddy ground at the entrance. When he returned to the car, he nosed it into the lane. “There are several fresh tire tracks. This is it.”


  They proceeded cautiously down Theriault’s drive, which became little more than a wagon track rutted by tires and awash in mud. The third time the Malibu bottomed out on a rock, Sullivan winced and slowed to a crawl. They lurched across a cow pasture, through a copse of scruffy cedars and into another clearing. Finally up ahead the tall stack of a silo loomed out of the fog, followed by a barn, several out buildings and a rambling old stone farm house. A dog barked as they slithered to a stop behind two Sûreté du Québec SUV s parked haphazardly in the mud outside the house. Four men stood on the porch, surrounded by excited dogs.


  A lean, wiry SQ sergeant bulked up by his vest and utility belt leaped off the porch and strode towards them. Beneath the peak of his cap, Green could see sharp blue eyes and a pencil-thin mustache. He and Sullivan climbed out of the Malibu, casually letting their jackets fall open to reveal their guns. They knew that technically, they had no official standing in Quebec, and if Fortin wanted to be a hard-ass, he could disarm them and park them in the farm house for the duration of the operation. Fortunately, the sergeant took one brief look at their Glocks and gave a barely perceptible nod before extending his hand in greeting.


  “Gilles Fortin,” he said cheerfully. “I was just getting information from my uncle.”


  He led the way to the porch, where a shrivelled old man stood leaning on a cane. He had sunken cheeks, a tattered eyepatch and no teeth, but his one good eye danced like a young boy’s. He began to rattle away in French incomprehensible to Green, waving his claw-like hands excitedly towards the far side of the barn. Green held up both hands to halt the flow.


  “Speak more slowly,” he said.


  The man rattled away again, the absence of teeth making all his consonants dissolve into f ’s. After a bewildered moment, Green appealed to Fortin, who was laughing. Fortin then proceeded to speak for the first time in accented but fluent English.


  “He says the owner of the trailer went down there on Saturday, which was a surprise this early in the season. There’s a back lane down to the river. He’s still there, my uncle thinks.”


  “Did he have someone with him? A woman?”


  Fortin posed the question and Theriault erupted into another flurry of hand gestures and incomprehensible French.


  “My uncle says he saw his white pick-up in the back pasture Saturday afternoon, and there was no one else in the cab with him.”


  But a pick-up has plenty of room in its truck bed to hide a person tied up, Green thought. Or dead, for that matter. “Has he seen anyone else around?”


  Theriault had been watching Green shrewdly through the web of wrinkles that encircled his good eye, and Green wondered how much English he really understood. Now he began to speak again, shrugging his bony shoulders expressively. This time Green managed to decipher “sheh pas”. I don’t know.


  Once again, Fortin obliged with the full translation. “There are six trailers down there, but normally no one goes at this time of the year. However, he thinks he heard a vehicle in the far field when he went out to milk the cows this morning. His dogs barked, but there were no headlights, and he couldn’t see anything through the fog.”


  No headlights... Green didn’t like the implications. On this rocky, unpredictable terrain, driving without headlights was suicidal unless stealth and surprise were paramount. “How recently?”


  The old man shrugged and gestured to the sky. Green didn’t need a translation to know that the farmer judged time not by a clock but by the rhythm of the day. Green knew enough about cows to know they were usually milked by dawn. Which could mean a mere five minutes ago, or as much as an hour ago. Green’s heart sank. An hour was plenty of time for their bad guy to set up his ambush, kill Weiss and make good his escape. But then another thought struck him. Given that time frame, surely the man would have encountered Green and Sullivan coming along Chemin McDonald the other way. But they hadn’t met a single car since turning off the main highway.


  He felt a dawning of hope and excitement. “I think the bastard’s still here! Either he’s biding his time waiting for a chance to get by us, or he still hasn’t accomplished what he came for. Maybe Weiss has managed to hold him off. We may still have a chance to save him.”


  He scoured his brain for everything he knew about emergency tactical response, which was limited to a few videos and powerpoint presentations by the Tac Team over the years. Combined with whatever expertise Fortin could offer about SQ procedures, it would have to be enough. There was no time to reconnoitre the surroundings or develop a sophisticated system of signals to coordinate an attack. Somehow, they had to storm the trailer, overpower the killer and secure everyone’s safety, all within the shortest time possible.


  He sent Theriault into the house to draw a quick map of the trailer camp, and while the old man was busy, a third SQ cruiser bumped down the lane. Green looked on while Fortin gathered the officers to check out their equipment, training and radio systems. Between them, the SQ had their four service revolvers, plus two semi-automatic rifles and long-range field binoculars in the back of their SUV s. The two Ottawa detectives pocketed an extra ammunition clip and pulled their body armour out of the trunk. It wasn’t a tac outfit, but it might keep them alive.


  Leaving Fortin to ready his officers and discuss the operation, Green hurried into the house to examine the map the old man had drawn. After only a brief glance, a rough plan of attack began to coalesce in his mind.


  TWENTY-EIGHT


  September 17, 1993. Medak, Sector South, Croatia.


  I’m dead on my feet. I’m sitting out here in the woods with my shovel. I said I needed to take a shit, but the truth is I needed a break. The stink here is unbelievable. Rotting bodies, gunpowder, smoke, burning cows... I don’t think I’m ever going to barbeque again.


  So much has happened the last day, I don’t know what to write. Yesterday the Croats finally let us in to take over the Serb villages, and what a mess we found. The Croats had blown up or torched everything to hell. We were still looking for a place to dig in when Danny tells me I’ve been assigned to another unit to take care of the Serb civilians we liberated. Temporary, and if I don’t want to go, he’ll try to fix it. I figured maybe it would be a nice change to do some good instead of fighting with assholes, so I tell him I’m good to go.


  They pair me with this reservist from Regina and assign us a section of houses to look for survivors. We’re walking along watching for mines and calling out that it’s safe to come out. But nobody comes. It’s eerie. We know there are two, three hundred Serb civilians in the area, but all we find are dead animals. Cows, goats, horses. Shot, set on fire, thrown into the wells to poison them, or just left to rot. By the end of our shift, the only people we find are these two dead Serb soldiers shot through the eye like an execution.


  We figure the villagers are hiding in the mountains, not ready to trust the UN because we just sat on the tarmac yesterday waiting politely for the go-ahead while the Croatians wiped out their homes. So tomorrow we’ll extend the search further up the mountains.


  


  According to Theriault’s map, the trailer park was just a string of six trailers plunked along an unused stretch of riverbank. The trailers sat empty most of the year, propped on cinder blocks about thirty feet apart along the water’s edge. Weiss’s trailer was third from the end, a one-room box measuring about eight feet by ten with a window on each side and a door at the rear. As far as Theriault could remember, Weiss kept his locked but hid the key under the back step.


  Theriault had originally cleared the shoreline of the thick cedar swamp that hemmed it in, and had provided access roads in and out, but over the years a tangle of weeds, raspberry canes and sumac had grown up in the clearing, making access more difficult. Theriault apologized for the state of repair.


  “I’m alone now, and at my age...” he said, gesturing to the cane clutched in his gnarled hand.


  “Pas de problème,” Green reassured him. “The brush will provide some cover for our approach.”


  Considering the state of Theriault’s main road, Green suspected the lane down to the trailer park would be little more than a cow path. It started in the back pasture, dipped down the hill to the river, then looped through the row of trailers before climbing back up the hill at the other end. Theriault said the track was fairly level until the last hundred yards or so, when it dropped steeply down to the river, but even the SUV s might find it hard to get back up the hill. The last thing Green wanted was a couple of SQ vehicles spinning their wheels in the muck in the middle of a crime scene.


  With the camp hemmed in by river on one side and cedar bush on the other, there were only three avenues of approach—both ends of the access route, and the river. Green looked at Theriault and tried his French again.


  “Have you got a boat?”


  “Ah, ben ouais!” The man broke into a broad grin and mimicked rowing. The others laughed, but Green announced that a sneak approach would be perfect. With Fortin officially in command, they created three teams of two, and coordinated their watches and plans of approach. Fortin and one of his men went off with Theriault to get his boat, which was pulled up on the shore below the farmhouse. Green paired Sullivan with the SQ constable who spoke English and dispatched them in one of the SUV s to find the far access route to the camp. He chose the closer route for himself, wanting to get there ahead of the others so that he could size up the situation and adjust their final plan of attack. He took along the almost unilingual officer who made up for his lack of English by smiling a lot and adding an enthusiastic “okay!” after every comment.


  They drove across the back pasture as far as they dared, jolting over rocks and potholes until the SUV was splattered with mud and scraping its undercarriage ominously. The SQ officer, who introduced himself as Jacques Langlois, finally stopped the car and studied the foggy terrain ahead, shaking his head dubiously. Nearby, a couple of cows stared at them with disinterest.


  “We walk, okay?” Langlois announced, opening his door. Green eyed the muddy manure that surrounded them and was grateful at least for his vinyl Payless shoes. $49.99 on special. Langlois, he noted, sported spit-polished, black leather boots. His brown uniform blended perfectly with the mud and scrub of their surroundings, whereas Green’s shiny grey polyester was like a beacon. Terrific, Green thought, if there’s anyone down there lying in wait, I’m the one who’s going to get shot.


  Seemingly oblivious, Langlois slung his rifle over his shoulder and strode off at a rapid pace that left Green scrambling to catch up. They slipped and slithered along the track as fast as they could, dodging the worst of the potholes and manure. As they reached the top of the hill, Green signalled Langlois into the trees at the edge of the track and crouched down to search the area ahead through the binoculars. The air was cold and dank with the smell of cedar loam. Fog still lay thick in the river valley and clung in patches to the hillside, but on the higher ground the sun was making some headway. Above him, crows flapped in the treetops and the chirps of early songbirds filled the air. In the distance Green could hear the sibilant rush of what he assumed was the river.


  Apart from the sounds of wakening nature, the woods were still. He motioned Langlois to move forward, and together they crept down the hill under cover of the thick brush, all the time scanning ahead for signs of movement. Despite their best efforts at stealth, twigs snapped underfoot, and spiky branches tore at their clothes, so that by the time the first trailer materialized through the fog, Green feared that anyone hiding in the trailer park would be on full alert and waiting for them.


  He stopped at the edge of the clearing to train the binoculars on the scene again. Still nothing. They ducked into the clearing and ran along the side of the first trailer. Green thought he heard a distant rattle, but when he strained his ears to listen, the rush of the river drowned out all other sound. They passed the second trailer and came upon a mudsplattered white pick-up truck tucked in between the second and third trailers, almost as if trying to hide from view. Green glanced at the license plate. Weiss’s truck.


  He crept up to it, peering first into the cab, which was empty, and then into the back. His heart leaped into his throat, and for a second he couldn’t breathe. Bunched in the corner was a tattered garbage bag with its familiar contents spilling out. Twiggy’s bag.


  So the bastard had her after all.


  Anger settled in his gut. He unsnapped the holster of his Glock and crouched in the tall dry brush to survey the surroundings. Langlois followed suit. Together, pressed against the side of the truck, they listened. Heard a thump, so muted it could have been his over-active imagination. Or the beating of his own heart. His blood pounded in his ears. The next trailer was Weiss’s, and the moment they moved to the other side of the truck, they would be visible to him, and to anyone else who was lurking around.


  From up ahead came a sharp snap followed by a hiss that sounded like a gasp. Now there was no mistaking it. Someone was sneaking around. Who? And where were they? Green hugged the side panel of the pick-up and slowly edged forward until Weiss’s trailer came into full view. It was faded to a blotchy silver colour and surrounded by dessicated raspberry canes that looked as if they’d been trampled numerous times. The windows and doors looked shut, and no lights shone in the window. If Weiss and Twiggy were inside, they were in the dark.


  Somewhere in the fog ahead came a louder thump and a metallic squeak that sounded like a door opening. Yet the door to Weiss’s trailer, which was directly ahead, remained firmly shut. Something was wrong. Had Theriault been wrong about which trailer belonged to Weiss?


  Green had only a split second to make a decision. He had no idea what was happening, but someone was prowling around, attempting to move soundlessly as he or she searched the area. Too soon to be Sullivan. It had to be the killer. Green knew he had mere seconds before the killer found what he was looking for. No time to wait for back-up or plan a coordinated attack. Jesus!


  He took out his Glock and signalled to Langlois to stay put. “I’m going to Weiss’s trailer. Cover me.”


  Langlois looked surprised and bewildered, but fortunately had been trained not to question a superior’s folly. Obediently, he crouched behind cover of the truck and took out his revolver.


  Green scurried through the ten feet of scrub that separated the truck from Weiss’s trailer and pressed himself against the back wall of the trailer, trying to stifle his panting. His heart pounded and sweat slicked the gun in his hand. What the fuck am I doing, he thought in a brief moment of clarity. Who am I, Rambo? I’ve never done anything like this in my life. Twenty years on the police force, and I’ve never pulled the trigger on this thing outside the qualifying range. Here I am in my polyester grey suit and Payless shoes, ass deep in fog and mud, without a plan or even a clue who the bad guy is.


  But then from somewhere up ahead came a soft thud, and a duck burst from cover with a flurry of wings and squawks. Through his own panic, Green heard again the soft hiss over the rush of the river. This time it sounded like a curse. Green pressed his ear against the wall of the trailer but could hear nothing from within. He was about to reach under the step for the door key when he noticed that the padlock on the door hung open. The door was unlocked.


  Cautiously, he reached up and pushed it open an inch. Nothing. Another few inches. It rattled. He froze. Waited a few seconds, expecting a volley of gunfire through the gap. When nothing happened, he readied his gun and peered around the edge of the door. The interior was dark and musty, but a faint odour of cooking oil hung in the air. A quick glance into the Spartan interior was enough to tell him it was empty.


  Too much time, he berated himself as he ducked back outside. People would be dead by the time he found this guy!


  Beckoning to Langlois to follow him, he raced along the side of Weiss’s trailer and looked around the far end. Nothing but more raspberry canes. Further away, light footsteps swished through the dry grass. Jesus! He needed another pair of eyes! Where the hell was Sullivan?


  He and Langlois dashed through the raspberry bushes to the back of the fourth trailer. It was a much larger one and its door gaped open. Inside, Green could make out at least two rooms. He hesitated. He thought he heard stifled breathing. Was someone hiding in there? On the other hand, the prowler might be outside, and if he and Langlois went inside, they would both be trapped. Sitting ducks. Nowhere was safe, but on balance they had more escape routes outside.


  He gestured to Langlois to check one side of the fourth trailer while he inched over to peer around the other. He nearly gasped aloud, for barely fifteen feet in front of him, huddled against the side of the trailer, were Weiss and Twiggy. Their backs were to him, and their attention was riveted on the fifth trailer, which loomed fuzzily in the fog ahead. Weiss held his Glock in one hand and to Green’s surprise, Twiggy’s hand in the other. They were tiptoeing backwards towards Green as slowly and silently as they could.


  Suddenly the door to the fifth trailer slammed open and a figure stepped out, dressed from head to toe in black from his cap to his steel-toed boots. He held a massive semi-automatic pistol in his hand and he stood on the top step, his feet apart, unafraid.


  “Well, well, the birdies are flushed,” he said and raised his pistol to sight along the barrel.


  Jesus H. Christ! Green thought with no time to react. I’m dead, Twiggy’s dead, we’re all dead in seconds with that weapon. He thrust himself into the open with his own gun outstretched, screaming a distraction.


  “Police! Freeze!”


  Weiss whirled around, but the gunman didn’t flinch. Green saw his finger squeeze on the trigger, and barely registered Twiggy’s move as gunshots exploded the silence. One, two, three. Then from behind Green a different sound. Five shots in rapid, disciplined succession. Green hit the ground, Weiss screamed. The gunman on the porch hurtled back against the trailer door and toppled sideways off the steps to fall face down in the tall grass.


  Green scrambled to his feet and spun around to see the SQ constable still in a shooting stance with both hands on his gun and shock on his face. Weiss uttered a guttural wail and when Green turned back to check the damage, he saw Twiggy sprawled on the ground, blood pumping from a wound at her neck. Weiss flung himself at her side and pressed his bare hands over the wound in a futile attempt to stem the flow.


  Green raced to the killer’s side, snatched his gun from the grass where it had fallen and pulled out the clip. Weak, choking sounds caught in the man’s throat. Green was about to check his pulse when Langlois laid a restraining hand on his shoulder. The young SQ officer swayed on his feet, his eyes huge and his face grey with shock, but he nodded towards Twiggy bravely.


  “You take care of the woman. I’ll deal with him, okay?”


  Green’s French deserted him. “Thank you. And thank you for...” he nodded to the downed gunman.


  “Is okay,” replied Langlois in fractured English, pointing to his SQ badge. “Better I do.”


  Green peeled off his suit jacket and hurried over to Twiggy. Weiss was still bent over her, cursing.


  “She took the bullet for me,” he said over and over. “She said she was slowing me down.” He struggled to hold her together but Green saw at one glance that it was futile. The bullets had blown off half her neck and chest. Blood from her carotid artery shot high into the air, drenching the trailer wall.


  “Twiggy,” he murmured, pressing his jacket over the spray. “What the hell? Why the hell?”


  In the distance, he heard running footsteps and Sullivan’s frantic call, but his throat constricted and he couldn’t answer. He looked down at Twiggy and saw the light fading from her eyes. Between tremors, she managed a final quirky smile.


  “Debt repaid, Mr. G.”


  


  September 19, 1993. Medak, Sector South, Croatia.


  I have become them. Not an animal, because an animal doesn’t kill for revenge. A savage.


  I could blame the Croats. Three days of guts and maggots and bodies so burned they fall apart when you try to get them in body bags, but not a single villager to save. They are gone.Hundreds. Where? Buried in mass graves? Carted away to hidethe evidence of their slaughter?


  Yesterday all day long Reggie and I bagged bodies andlugged them down the mountain to HQ for autopsy. Thismorning at parade the captain told us we aren’t going homefor another month because our replacement unit—calledOperation Harmony, for fuck’s sake—isn’t ready yet. Fourmore weeks of hard rations, maggots and mud. I’ll never getthe stink of bodies out of my combats. The captain can seewe’re down, so he gives us a pep talk. He says even if therearen’t any villagers to rescue, we’re going to find all the bodiesand make sure we document every single crime the Croatscommitted. Let’s make sure the bastards pay, he says.


  So this morning I’m covering the grid behind a burned outbarn, looking for bodies, and I find this pair of draught horses.One’s dead and just beginning to bloat, and its mate—a big baymare—bends over to nudge it. I get goosebumps all over. Finallya live animal. I’m going to get her to bring her back to campwhen suddenly I hear laughter and these two Croat soldiers stepout from the barn. One of them sees the horse and stops. Raiseshis brand new American-made assault rifle and shoots her fivetimes in the head. When she falls, the other one leans over tocheck if she’s dead, presses the muzzle to her head and fires again.


  I tackle them. Smash the first guy in the face with my riflebutt, then rip the other one’s rifle from his hands and throw himto the ground. It’s like I have the strength of ten men, like thespirit of that mare poured into me. I shove the rifle in his face.The bastard’s so freaked I can see the whites of his eyes. I pumpsix rounds into each of them. Turn their heads into a bloody pulp.


  TWENTY-NINE


  Green looked up through a mist of tears as Sullivan and his SQ sidekick burst onto the scene, guns ready. He struggled up from Twiggy’s side and raised his hand in a restraining gesture.


  “It’s over.” He jerked his head at Weiss, who was sitting back on his heels in stunned disbelief. “Search him and cuff him.”


  Sullivan waved his gun and pulled out his handcuffs. “Palms against the wall. You know the drill.” “I need to explain,” Weiss began.


  Anger billowed up in Green’s throat like bile, burning him. “You bet you do, but not right now.”


  Weiss stumbled to his feet, cast one last look at Twiggy and bowed his head in resignation. Once he was safely cuffed, Green turned his attention to Langlois, who was still bent over the gunman. To Green’s astonishment, the gunman was gasping for breath and struggling to sit up.


  As Green drew closer, he saw some blood spreading from a wound on the man’s shoulder, but across his chest there were only a few telltale nicks in his flak jacket. The SQ constable had pulled the black cap from his head, revealing a bristly grey crew cut. As Green looked into the man’s blue eyes, defiant even in pain, he felt not the disgust or rage he’d expected, but sadness.


  “So, Colonel,” he said. “I’d say the battle is over.”


  Hamm fought back pain and snarled at him. “You don’t know what you’ve done!”


  Green looked at the carnage. At Twiggy sprawled on the ground and Weiss slumped against the trailer. He shook his head in wonder. “Do you?”


  “John Blakeley could have saved thousands, soldiers and civilians alike! He could have changed the face of peacekeeping across the globe!”


  “You may be right. But he also killed a man.”


  “An accident,” Hamm replied. “And in the scheme of things...”


  Green had squatted down by Hamm’s side to check his injuries. Belatedly disgust and rage bubbled up inside him. Even now, the man didn’t grasp the significance of what he’d done! Green turned away to look at Langlois. Colour was beginning to return to the young officer’s face. It’s always nice to know you haven’t killed a man, Green thought, even one as inhuman as the one before us.


  “Put the handcuffs on him and read him the Charter warning,” he said. “We have him dead to rights on Twiggy’s death at least.”


  


  Fortin arrived when it was all over, strenuously rowing against the spring-swollen current of the river. So much for my carefully coordinated tactical response, Green thought in a moment of absurdity. He was grateful to hand over the operation to Fortin, who radioed his superiors to get the wheels of justice in motion. Since Weiss’s crimes, whatever they might prove to be, had occurred on the Ontario side of the river, Green and Sullivan were eventually able to bundle him into the back of the Malibu and head back to town, leaving Fortin to deal with the removal of Twiggy’s body, Hamm’s evacuation to hospital, and the mountain of paperwork facing them all regarding what had transpired.


  Sitting in the back of the Malibu on the ride back, Weiss seemed to retreat into shock, and Green hadn’t the strength to browbeat him. All he wanted to do was crawl home to bed. Once they’d delivered Weiss into the duty sergeant’s custody, with a promise to return later to lay formal charges, he dragged his exhausted body toward the parking lot.


  Where he ran smack into Kate McGrath, leaning against the side of his Subaru with a triumphant smile on her face and two steaming cups of Tim Hortons coffee in her hands.


  “I heard a rumour you were in the building,” she said.


  “A woman after my own heart.” He plucked the coffee from her hand and unlocked the car. “I thought you’d gone home.”


  “I postponed my flight. After I heard the excitement you had this morning, I wanted another go at Blakeley.” She circled the car and slid gracefully into the passenger seat. Her triumphant smile broadened.


  He put the keys in the ignition but didn’t turn it on. “And?”


  “He didn’t know about Hamm. He suspected someone was committing murder in order to conceal his old crime, but he was afraid it was his wife.”


  “Well, she was certainly high on our list, too. What made him think it was her?”


  “Because she knew something was wrong that night when he came back from the meeting with Patricia, and he said he may have let something slip. The poor man’s been beside himself.”


  “Poor man!” Green snorted as he ventured a cautious sip of the hot liquid. “The asshole started this whole damn mess.”


  “Anyway, he finally sang like a bird when he realized it wasn’t her. Hamm always scared him a bit. Too dedicated a soldier, too determined to succeed. Not ambitious in the usual sense like mostup-and-coming commissioned officers, but for the good of the corps. Blakeley always figured that Hamm backed him up that night in the Lighthouse Tavern not so much because of their history together, but for the sake of the army’s reputation. Another Somalia-style scandal might have destroyed the entire force.”


  Green thought of Hamm sitting in the grass that morning, ranting about the lives Blakeley could have saved. For Hamm,the army came before all else. “I wonder how much Hamm will be willing to talk once we finally get him into our custody.” He glanced across at her. In the confines of his little car, she seemed uncomfortably close. A mere finger touch away. “Are you going to stick around to talk to him?”


  A faint pink tinged her cheeks before she shook her head.“No. The case is over. Blakeley’s given a formal confession, and I expect he’ll plead. I’m going to make arrangements to have him transferred to Halifax court. Less of a media circus for him to contend with.”


  “Don’t count on it.” He paused. An unspoken feeling hung between them “I’m sorry I had to handle it the way I—”


  “You were an asshole.” Her eyes twinkled as she looked at him. “But you were probably right, and in the end I did get the confession.” She glanced at her watch. “But now I’ve got to hightail it. My flight is in an hour.”


  “Oh!” He was surprised at his disappointment. And his relief. He started the car. “Then let me drive you to the airport.”


  “That was the general idea. And if you’re ever down east again...” She stole him a mischievous side glance. Despite his fatigue, his senses tingled. “I’ll take you to the Rock and treat you to the best cod tongues in the world, bar none.”


  Then she laughed, a marvellous musical laugh that lingered in the silence as he accelerated out of the lot.


  


  By the time Green arrived home, it was five o’clock in the afternoon and Sharon’s car was not in the driveway. He’d forgotten she was at work. He’d called her earlier in the day so that she wouldn’t panic when the news broke about a fatal shooting in the Patricia Ross case. But with a dozen officers milling around, he’d kept his personal comments to a minimum.


  Now, the sight of the empty driveway filled him with gloom. So much had happened in the past week that it felt like a lifetime since he’d really talked to her. God, he needed to talk.


  Hannah was sprawled on the living room sofa, ostensibly babysitting Tony, but she was deep in conversation on her cellphone, and Tony was fast asleep on the floor. A MuchMusic video of gyrating guitar players blared on the television.


  She looked up at his entrance without the slightest hint of guilt. “Are you making dinner?”


  He dumped his keys on the hall bookcase, too weary even to pick up the mail. “No, I’m not. I have to go back to the station to interview a prisoner soon.”


  “Oh.” A faint scowl marred her innocent pixie face, and she returned to her phone conversation. His anger flared, and he opened his mouth to voice it, but stopped himself. Fighting with Hannah took far more energy and emotion than he could muster at the moment.


  Instead, he dragged himself upstairs, stripped his clothes, and stood under the pulsing shower, hoping to gather strength from its heat. He emerged more depressed than ever. He’d experienced this feeling often enough in the past to recognize what was happening. After a week of subsisting on adrenaline and sheer force of will, he’d hit the wall at the end of the race. Usually he had enough elation and triumph to carry him through the aftermath, but today he had neither.


  He crawled into bed and pulled the duvet up to his chin. Desperately he willed his body to relax and his mind to go blank. He had only two hours before all hell would break loose over Weiss’s detention, and he needed to wring the truth out of the man before the lawyers and the union threw half a dozen gag orders in his way.


  There was a knock on the door, and to his astonishment Hannah appeared, carrying a tray with a pot of tea and some dubious-looking lumps of dough. An uncertain smile twitched at the corners of her mouth. “Tony and I baked peanut butter cookies. Since you have to go out again, I thought you might like some tea.”


  He sat up in bed, surprised to find he couldn’t speak around the sudden lump in his throat. She laid the tray on the bed and stood over him, fiddling with his cup. “I guess you had quite a day, eh? I caught part of it on the news.”


  It was on the tip of his tongue to deny it. To protect her—and himself—from the gruesome imagery of his job. But in the end he sank back among his pillows with a sigh. “Yes. I lost a friend today.”


  “That homeless woman?”


  He nodded. A facile platitude sprang to his thoughts, that maybe the homeless woman had finally found her home. She had clearly chosen her end, trading her life for Weiss’s, as if it somehow paid for the life she herself had taken years ago. Yet anger drove the easy answer from his mind. She had not deserved the murder of her children, nor the bullet at the hands of Hamm. It had all been a senseless, goddamn waste of one of the good souls in this world.


  Hannah poured his tea and held it out. He looked at her veiled eyes. “Will you join me?”


  She shot him a glance and edged to the door. “No, I...” She examined her painted toes, scarlet now instead of black. Progress. “Well, I guess maybe a minute. Then I got a call to make.”


  A minute may be all either of us can handle, he thought as he shifted over to give her a place to sit. They could talk about rock music, and maybe that minute would give him the strength to go back into battle for the final round.


  


  September 22, 1993. Medak, Sector South, Croatia.


  It’s 2 a.m. and it feels too heavy to keep inside. I imagine it growing and swelling ‘til I think maybe the only way to relieve the pain is to plunge a knife in my gut and burst it.


  Captain Blakeley came to me today and told me theconversation we were about to have didn’t happen. He told methe OC is recommending me for a Medal of Bravery for mycivilian rescue. Then he said he knew about the Croat soldiersand by all rights I should be thrown in detention or slapped inthe psych ward. I was a disgrace to the uniform, a traitor toCanada’s peacekeeping ideals and a menace to those we’re swornto protect. We’re not the judge, jury and executioner over here, hesaid. We don’t have any idea what these people have beenthrough and we have no right to play God with their lives.But the army really needs the morale boost of a successfulmission and the example of my medal, he said, so he wasn’tgoing to put anything on my record. It’s our secret, he said, andunless you want to see the whole Second Princess Patricia LightInfantry Battalion hung out to dry in the press, you’ll neverreveal it to a living soul.


  Then he walks out. What the hell is this traitor and menacecrap? What ever happened to the guy who promised only threedays ago that we’d make the bastards pay?


  THIRTY


  To his surprise, when Green arrived back at the station, Weiss was ignoring the advice of his lawyers and his association rep and was clamouring to talk to him. Sullivan had gone home to treat himself to a well-earned Senators playoff hockey game, but Gibbs had returned to the station, eager to get at the man who had betrayed Sue. When he came down to the video room, where Green was supervising the set-up, he was vibrating with an energy Green couldn’t quite interpret. Part rage, part triumph, part pure testosterone.


  “I know you want this, Bob,” Green said, “but that’s a good reason for you to stay out of it.”


  “I won’t interrupt, sir. I just want to be there, to watch you and—and to hear what the bastard has to say.”


  “But Weiss knows how you feel. Having you there...” Staring him down, Green wanted to add, but thought better of it, “...is going to colour his statement. It may even shut him down.”


  Gibbs took a deep breath, as if to galvanize himself. Anger glinted through his excitement, and for a moment Green thought he was actually going to lash back.


  “You can watch from the video room,” he added, to forestall an outburst the usually diffident Gibbs would later regret. “Sue would appreciate that.”


  The mention of Peters seemed to deflate Gibbs, and he looked at his feet awkwardly. “She doesn’t remember wh-what happened. I suppose that’s a good thing.”


  “Probably,” Green said. On balance he thought so. Amnesia seemed to be nature’s way of shielding the mind from terrors too great to bear. Given the alternative—years of nightmares and flashbacks—he wished it was something he could invoke at will. “I heard she was talking today. I bet she’ll be back on the job in no time.”


  Gibbs shuffled his feet. “I hope it...it hasn’t changed her. Taken away her nerve.”


  “Sue Peters? Not on your life!” Green spoke with more confidence than he felt, but for now it was what they all wanted to believe. “Now let’s get at that sonofabitch who put her there.”


  Green had seen so many faces of Weiss over the past week that he wasn’t sure who was going to walk through the interview door, but he prepared himself as best he could. He stationed Jones unobtrusively just inside the door and placed two molded chairs at right angles. A notebook and pen lay on the small, square table between them. Simple, intimate, yet professional.


  Weiss was wearing nondescript cellblock scrubs that hung on him, several sizes too big, but he’d been allowed to shave and comb his hair. Green suspected he had not received the most compassionate treatment from the guards in the cell block—stabbing your partner in the back would not earn you points among your fellow officers—but at least they had allowed him to salvage some of his dignity.


  Even so, he looked as if he had precious little dignity left when he shuffled into the room. His blue eyes, only last week so cocksure, were red and puffy, and his shoulders sagged as if the world weighed heavily on them. Green hoped it did. He felt a flash of anger at the man, and he waited in silence until it receded. Then, summoning up a dispassion he didn’t feel, he gestured to a chair.


  “Sit down, Jeff.”


  Weiss sat and only then raised his head to look around. His eyes passed over Jones as if he were invisible, then came to rest on the camera lens in the corner. “Do we have to do that?”


  “You know the drill, Jeff.” For the record, he explained the legalities of videotaping, repeated the Charter warning, and made the formal introductions for the tape.


  Weiss gripped his head in his hands and shook it slowly back and forth. “I just need you to believe me.” He flicked his hand at the camera. “They won’t. The fucking brass won’t.”


  “This is not a private confessional, Weiss. Just so you know, the OPP has connected you to the call that tipped Hamm off about Peters. The Petawawa convenience store owner ID ’ed you. And the Tim Hortons manager here on Bank Street picked you out as the one asking about Twiggy last Thursday. It’s looking pretty bad. Obstruction of justice, kidnapping...”


  Weiss jerked his head up as if stung. “I didn’t kidnap Twiggy! I took her to keep her safe!”


  Great job you did, Green thought drily. He softened his voice with an effort. “Okay, maybe it would help if you start at the beginning.”


  “With Patricia Ross?”


  “With Ian MacDonald.”


  He glanced at Green in bewilderment. “I don’t see what MacDonald has to do with it.”


  “Weiss, stop dicking around. I know about MacDonald’s actions in Croatia. I want to know your part in it.”


  For a moment, Green feared his loss of patience would jeopardize the interview, to say nothing of the case if Weiss’s lawyer got hold of it. But it seemed to focus the man. He stared at the table and ran his tongue around his parched lips. “Croatia. Fuck. I was way over my head in Croatia, but the UN needed police who could speak the language, and my mother was from Sarajevo. I grew up in the Croatian community in North York, and I figured it was a chance to see my roots.” He shut his eyes and winced as if at the memory. “They should never have put Macdonald on clean-up duty in Medak. The fucking Croats... They wiped out everything. Over three hundred homes destroyed, almost two hundred animals slaughtered, not to mention the mutilated people. So when I came across the dead Croat soldiers, I didn’t know what to make of it. I mean—this wasn’t just some combatants shot in a skirmish. The guys’ heads were obliterated. Then a couple of local Serb villagers who’d been hiding in the hills told me it was a blue helmet. I was afraid one of our guys was maybe going off the deep end, so I reported it to my unit commander.”


  “Blakeley.”


  Weiss nodded. “The best commander I’ve ever had. A take charge, buck-stops-here kind of guy who stood up for his men. Blakeley told me the Serbs were probably lying to protect one of their own, and who could blame them anyway? He told me to leave it with him.”


  “So you never knew how he handled the situation?”


  “No, but whatever he did, he backed MacDonald up. Notlike the kind of chicken shit superior who leaves you hanging out to dry when things get rough for you.”


  Green pondered the story. It corroborated what Blakeley had said, but if it was true, why had Daniel Oliver accused Blakeley of betrayal? Something didn’t make sense. “Did you know MacDonald killed himself two years later?”


  “Dick Hamm told me.”


  “Did you know Hamm back then?”


  “Just by reputation.”


  “Which was?”


  “A hardass, but another guy you want in your corner when the bullets start flying.” Weiss’s jaw tightened, and tears brimmed in his eyes. “Shows you how fucking wrong I was.”


  Green sensed they were finally hovering on the brink of the real story. He leaned forward and lowered his voice. “So tell me how you got into this mess, Jeff.”


  “What’s the use? I’m going down. I deserve to go down.”


  “Maybe. But I have some discretion here. You said you wanted someone to understand. Try me.”


  Weiss brushed his hand through his blond hair, which now hung in strings rather than curls. Sucking in a deep breath, he began. “I volunteered for John Blakeley’s election campaign, that’s how it started. I hadn’t seen the man since Medak, but like I said, he was a real leader. The Liberal Party and the senior military brass have been jerking the army around for years because no one understood what peacekeeping missions were really like, and the public hasn’t got the balls to pay the price, either in taxes or lives. Oh, everyone is paying lip service right now to funding the military, because of the dangers in the Afghanistan mission, but when it comes to forking out the money so the guys can do the job properly, nobody wants to pay. And the first time we get into a firefight over there or suffer a few casualties, suddenly the public and the politicians are screaming ‘Oh this is not the Canadian way.’ They just don’t understand you have to fight for right.


  “Usually I vote Alliance and Conservative, but you know, one sleaze bag is much like another. When I read about Captain Blakeley putting his hat in the ring, I thought there’s a guy we really need on Parliament Hill. I know Blakeley wasn’t too happy to have me on his team, but I just put it down to our disagreement in Croatia. But Dick Hamm persuaded him to let me work with him—”


  “Hamm was working on Blakeley’s campaign?”


  “Yeah, but in the background, so the military looked like it was keeping out of politics. Hamm did most of the private security work, watched Blakeley’s back, that kind of thing. And that’s where he thought I’d be useful.”


  “How did you make contact with Hamm initially?”


  “I went to Blakeley’s campaign headquarters to volunteer.Met his wife Leanne, who kind of ran things behind the scenes there. She said I could really make a contribution doing security. She introduced me to Hamm.”


  “Did Hamm know about your past history in Croatia?”


  “Oh yeah, I told him that’s why I really admired the man.” Weiss shook his head in disgust. “Fuck. I was suckered every step of the way, by both of them.”


  “So you did security work with Hamm?”


  “On my days off. Just bodyguard stuff, working the crowds at rallies... I thought that’s all it would be. Until...” Weiss broke off.


  Green leaned in. “Until what?”


  Weiss tried to take a sip of water, but the glass trembled so violently he put it down untouched. “Politics can be dirty. The Conservatives were running scared, because they saw there wasa chance they could lose the riding, so a lot of people wanted to bring Blakeley down. I don’t know how else to explain...what I did.”


  Green let the silence lengthen. He was not about to help the man with his unburdening. The seconds ticked by in the claustrophobic room. Finally, Weiss sucked in a deep breath and began to recite, like an officer giving a report. “At seven a.m., last Monday, Dick Hamm placed a phone call to my residence just as I was heading out for work. He said there wasa situation that could compromise John Blakeley’s election. He said a woman had been found dead by the aqueduct in Ottawa and that Blakeley’s name might get dragged in, because he’d had a drink with the woman the night before.”


  Seven a.m. Green wracked his memory. The 911 call had come in at 6:37, less than half an hour before. “Did he say how he knew about it?”


  “He used to follow Blakeley whenever he was concerned for his safely. This woman had called Blakeley for a meeting. Hamm told me it was for old times’ sake because Blakeley had known her fiancé years ago. At the time, I thought it was a crock. I figured he’d picked up a piece of ass in the hotel, and now we had to do damage control.”


  Weiss’s bloodshot eyes held a hint of the old defiance, as if he were willing Green to call him naïve, yet the explanation was just plausible enough to work. Green retrieved the thread without comment. “So Hamm was tailing Blakeley?”


  Weiss nodded. “Blakeley called a cab for the woman, who was Patricia Ross, of course. Then a few hours later the woman turns up dead not five minutes from where he left her. Hamm asked if I could keep an eye on the investigation so that he could handle any of the fallout if Blakeley’s name came up.”


  “And you agreed to that?” Green allowed incredulity to creep into his voice.


  Weiss rubbed his hands through his hair again. “He didn’t ask me to interfere in the investigation, just give him a heads up.”


  “Didn’t it ring any alarm bells that Hamm knew who she was and what had happened to her barely half an hour after her body was discovered?”


  The defiance faded from his eyes. He shook his head wretchedly. “Hamm is so focussed, he sucks you right in. He said he’d thought she was up to something, so he’d kept her under surveillance as a precaution.”


  “And watched her die?”


  “He told me he’d seen her leave the hotel with some other guy as soon as Blakeley left and head towards the aqueduct. Then he checked back in the morning when he saw the squad cars arriving.”


  As an explanation, it was just barely credible, but Weiss had been a fool not to be suspicious once the facts began to emerge. To judge from the man’s distraught expression, he agreed.


  “So you got yourself on the case and kept Hamm informed,” Green said.


  “Just if it might have an impact on John Blakeley.”


  “Which it did, once you and Peters went up to Petawawa.”


  “Hamm said Patricia Ross had been up to Petawawa trying to see John, but he wasn’t there. He’d heard she was blabbing in bars around town, and when she’d had too much to drink, she might have mentioned Blakeley’s name. So Hamm wanted me to let him know if Sue and I uncovered anything. He gave me his private security line.” He broke off, his jaw working. “I never dreamed...”


  “What did you think Hamm was going to do with the information?”


  Weiss flushed. “I don’t know. Create a diversion? Interrupt Sue?”


  “You phoned a person of interest in the investigation, and told him what the detective was doing and where. Did you not ask yourself what his motives were? Did you not think maybe you’d put her in harm?”


  “No!” Weiss shoved his chair back against the wall. “Fuck, do you think I would have done that if I knew what he’d do?”


  No, you were just going to screw up a police investigation, Green thought, allowing his eyes to convey his disbelief. Come on, you idiot, you’ve been on the streets, you’ve even been overseas. You can’t tell me you’re that naïve.


  “Why did you obey the request, Jeff? Hamm had no rank over you.”


  “Because I believed in Blakeley! I thought Patricia Ross was just a drunken hooker, and that because some random sicko killed her, a good man’s political career was going down the toilet.”


  And what’s one washed-up whore compared to the good of the country, Green thought. He shook his head in slow disbelief. “You’ve been a cop now what? Almost twenty years?”


  Weiss thrust back from the table and jumped up. “I knew this was a waste if time! Just get the charges over with!”


  Green gestured calmly to the chair. “Sit down, Jeff. We’re not done yet. I want the whole story. How did Hamm explain the request?”


  Weiss hesitated, staring at Green through reddened, defiant eyes. Slowly he righted his chair and sat back down. “He said all he wanted to do was protect Blakeley.”


  “When did you realize Hamm himself was guilty?”


  “When Sue Peters was attacked. That’s when I realized I had truly and royally fucked up.”


  “Why didn’t you tell us then?”


  “I had no time. The OPP and the paramedics were all over me, and all I could think of was getting Sue to hospital.”


  “Then why didn’t you tell me that night at the hospital?”


  Weiss shifted. “Because by that time I’d remembered that homeless woman.”


  Green hadn’t been expecting an honest admission that Weiss was simply protecting his own ass, but nonetheless his bizarre answer startled him. “Twiggy?”


  “I knew Hamm had her in his sights. He said she’d seen Blakeley with Patricia outside the hotel, and he was afraid she’d recognize him from the papers. She hoarded papers, he said. He asked me to find out more about her. Once I realized the truth, and how ruthless he was, I knew he’d come after her. I couldn’t think how else to protect her but to get her away from here.”


  Green gritted his teeth. “Why didn’t you inform us, Jeff? We could have picked her up.”


  “I needed time to think! I knew you wouldn’t believe I had nothing to do with the attacks. My career was down the tubes...my pension, my benefits, all the stuff I’ve put nearly twenty years of my life into. And while you were busy throwing the book at me, he’d get to her.”


  “You don’t give us much credit, Jeff. You could have brought her in yourself, and kept her safe.”


  Weiss jerked his head up and his eyes flooded. “Do you think I don’t know that? That if I’d had the guts, she might still be alive? But you don’t give him enough credit! He’s fast, he’s deadly, and he strikes before you even know he’s there.”


  Green remembered Hamm that morning, slipping silently through the trailers like a cougar stalking its prey. Undeterred by police, unflinching in his goal. Green didn’t want to believe Weiss; he wanted instead to despise the man for his treachery and his self-serving cowardice, but in truth he might be right. Maybe Twiggy’s fate was sealed the moment she first laid eyes on Blakeley talking to Patricia at the hotel that night.


  Whether it justified Weiss’s actions in spiriting her away was a question for the courts to decide.


  THIRTY-ONE


  Tuesday morning Green awoke to the steady drum of rain upon the roof. He opened one eye to squint at the clock radio by the bed. 11:45. Half the day was over, but every muscle in his body refused to move. Mentally he reviewed his schedule, which had been shot to hell in the past week.


  Blakeley was awaiting the paperwork on his transfer to Halifax, Weiss was facing arraignment on the one criminal charge they’d decided to fling at him—obstructing a police investigation—but Professional Standards would handle that. Green suspected Weiss would plead to something even more innocuous in exchange for giving them Hamm. The real villain in the piece was still on the Quebec side while the two provinces squabbled about who should have first go at him.


  Green also had a routine committee meeting on the RCMP ’s new information sharing system and a long-overdue briefing with Gaetan Larocque about what had been happening in the rest of his department in the past week. And there was also a meeting with Devine, about the inter-provincial mess he’d embroiled her in.


  All of it was expendable, all of it deadly dull. Downstairs he could hear Sharon humming a Raffi tune and laughing at some antic their son was performing. Without a second thought, he rolled over, reached for the phone, and called in sick.


  Wednesday morning, he was back at his desk, sorting through the extraordinary backlog of messages, memos and emails that had accumulated in his absence, when a bulky package arrived in the mail. It was bound completely in scotch tape and addressed only to “Detective Green, Homicide Department, Ottawa Police”. By some miracle it had survived Canada Post.


  There was no return address. Curious, he unwrapped it carefully so as to preserve the packaging as much as possible, and extracted a well-worn student notebook. On the cover was the name “Corporal Ian MacDonald, West Nova Scotia Regiment” and attached to it with a paper clip was a simple note.


  Dear detective, Danny sent this back to me before he died, and I decided you should have it after all. If it can help save other people’s lives, I think Ian would have wanted it. Please don’t judge my boy too harshly.


  Sincerely, Mary MacDonald


  Green opened the notebook. Tight, spiky handwriting crammed every wrinkled page. With a racing heart, he began to read.


  


  Two hours later, Green closed the notebook and sat staring into space, fighting a sense of overwhelming defeat. He still hadn’t moved when Sullivan stuck his head into his office.


  “Richard Hamm is on his way over from Gatineau. Do you want a go at him?”


  Anger and disgust swept through Green, chasing out the despair. He picked up the notebook and jumped to his feet. “You bet I do.”


  Richard Hamm looked none the worse for wear, in body or spirit, for his flesh wound and his short stint in the Gatineau jail. He strode into the interview room two hours later with his shoulders squared, his head high and his gaze sharp with defiant pride. Green half expected him to salute as if he were greeting a fellow officer on the battle front.


  “Sit down, Mr. Hamm,” Green said brusquely, to disabuse the man of any notion that he was among equals. Hamm perched on the edge of the plastic chair, poised and alert. Green let a full fifteen seconds elapse while he pretended to study the notebook.


  “You’re in serious trouble here,” he said finally.


  “I am aware of that.”


  “You are charged with two counts of premeditated murder in the deaths of Patricia Ross and Jean Calderone, and one of attempted murder of Detective Susan Peters. You’re going to prison for a long, long time.”


  Impatience flickered across Hamm’s face. “Inspector, I’ve been in theatres of war all over the world. Death was always a stray bullet away, but it was a risk I embraced without hesitation.”


  “This was not a theatre of war, Hamm. Two innocent civilians were killed.”


  “Innocence and guilt are all in the breadth of your vision, sir. I don’t expect you to understand. Those people were threats to the future of our country.”


  Good God, Green thought with disbelief. The man is delusional, like the SS commanders who went to their executions steadfastly defending the necessity of their actions for the good of the Reich. Green had a sudden fear that Hamm’s lawyers would defend him on the basis of Not Criminally Responsible for his actions. But on second thought, he realized that Hamm would never permit it. He believed himself blessed not with madness but with an intellect and vision far greater than ordinary mortals.


  Green wondered if it was even worthwhile asking the man about the death of one lowly, expendable corporal in his command, but before he could broach the subject of Daniel Oliver, Hamm gave a tight, patronizing smile.


  “I’m not crazy, Inspector. Merely trained to accept that every mission worth achieving may require casualties along the way.”


  “The mission being the election of John Blakeley?”


  “No. The mission being to place a spokesman for the Canadian military and for the defence of this country into the chambers of government.”


  “Even though that spokesman was himself guilty of murder?”


  Hamm splayed his fingers on the table and aligned them in a perfect arc. “Blakeley made one mistake that was at worst unintentional homicide. His potential for good far outweighed that.”


  “Just as Ian MacDonald made one mistake? A mistake for which he had a good deal more provocation, but for which neither you nor Blakeley were prepared to excuse him.”


  “MacDonald was reckless, not heroic.”


  Green tossed Ian MacDonald’s diary down on the table. “I’m referring to the time he shot two Croatian soldiers six times in the head.”


  For the first time Hamm looked off-balance. He drew his elbows in as if to protect his flank and pursed his lips mutely.


  “I see John Blakeley didn’t even tell you,” Green said. “Yet it’s the root of all this, Hamm. All this started with MacDonald’s momentary lapse and Blakeley’s unwillingness to forgive it.”


  Hamm’s lips tightened further. “Forgiveness has no part in the military, Inspector, except in the chaplaincy.”


  “On the contrary, it underlies everything. When we ask our soldiers to take a human life, there has to be a tacit recognition that the killing, although regrettable, is forgivable. Not just sanctioned, but forgiven. Otherwise, as in MacDonald’s case, it would haunt the soldiers for years afterwards.”


  “Riddles!” Hamm replied shortly. “If MacDonald shot Croatian combatants after the ceasefire, he deserved whatever discipline Blakeley chose to impose. There are rules which form the basis of any military engagement, and they determine whether a killing is sanctioned, as you put it.”


  “Blakeley’s punishment was to tell a young man who’d been pushed beyond his limit that he was a disgrace to the uniform, and that if news of his actions ever leaked out, it might cripple the military. He sentenced the boy to keeping the shameful secret inside for the rest of his life, with no hope of resolution or understanding.”


  Hamm smiled, a tight, humourless smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “You’ve obviously never heard a regimental sergeant major at morning parade. As reprimands go, that was pretty mild, and hardly justification for taking the coward’s way out at the end of the day.”


  Green wanted to beat the arrogant self-assurance from his face. Did nothing touch the man? “Perhaps. But you may find living with murder a great deal more difficult than you think.”


  Hamm looked straight at him. “This isn’t about me, Inspector. This is about the future defence of our country. I admit the killings I carried out were regrettable and personally distasteful, but they were undertaken with that greater goal in mind. As an officer, I am prepared to accept the full consequences for my part in the mission.”


  As he absorbed the colonel’s words, Green had an eerie feeling that a deeper meaning lay hidden beneath. His part in the mission... As if the elimination of witnesses had been a covert operation complete with orders, rules of engagement, and a proper chain of command.


  Jesus, he thought, are we still missing something?


  


  In ten seconds, Green was down the hall, sticking his head into the recording room. On the video, he could see Hamm still sitting in the interview room with his arms crossed and his eyes closed, trying to look bored. Tension radiated from every carefully controlled muscle.


  “Brian, do we have the records of that secret cellphone yet?”


  Sullivan swung around in surprise. “Yeah. The OPP sent it yesterday. What’s up?”


  Green was already heading further down the hall, leaving Sullivan scrambling to catch up. “I have a hunch.”


  In the situation room, they found Gibbs painstakingly inputting information into the major case file. The bags beneath his eyes were gone, and he sat upright, smelling of lime aftershave and fresh clothes. He abandoned his data the moment he heard Green’s request. It took him less than a minute to locate the printout of phone calls made to Hamm’s covert cellphone. All three detectives bent over it eagerly.


  There were only a handful of calls made or received over the past ten days, supporting the theory that it was only used for clandestine communication. Hamm likely used his official cell or land line for normal calls. Green scanned the dates back to April 23rd, and his heart leaped in triumph as he found what he wanted. He stabbed an entry near the top of the page.


  “I thought so! Hamm received a phone call at 11:03 Sunday night. That’s about half an hour after Blakeley claims he left Patricia Ross getting into a cab.” He traced his finger down the column. “The next call was one he placed at 7:04 a.m. That would be the one Weiss says he received.” Green spoke more to himself than to the others as he wrestled with the implications. “So Hamm communicated with no one between eleven p.m. and seven a.m.. If I’m right, this eleven p.m. call is the crucial call. Bob, find out whose number it is.”


  While Gibbs clicked through computer links, Sullivan looked at Green questioningly. “What are we looking for?”


  “The mastermind. It was staring us in the face all along. Hamm is a soldier; he’s not a lone wolf or a psychopath. He’s a little warped, a little obsessed—”


  “A little!”


  Green hesitated. “Okay, a lot. But his assignment was security. I don’t think he would expand his operation to include murder without an order from above.”


  Sullivan stared at him in bewilderment while he traced Green’s logic. “Jesus, Mary and Joseph! You think it was Blakeley after all?”


  “We should know soon enough.” Green nodded towards Gibbs as new text filled the screen. “Is it one of Blakeley’s numbers?”


  “No, sir,” Gibbs said. “It’s a payphone in a bistro on the corner of Laurier and Bay.”


  “That’s only a two-minute walk from Blakeley’s condo,” Sullivan exclaimed. “Holy Fuck! Blakeley ordered the hit after all!”


  Green’s mind was racing. Half an hour. It would have taken Blakeley a mere five minutes to walk home from the Delta Hotel, where he’d left Patricia Ross, and at most two minutes to walk from the condo to this bistro. That left more than twenty minutes unaccounted for. What had he been doing for that time? Pacing in panicky circles? Figuring out what to do? Kate McGrath’s words came back to him. She’d said Blakeley had been talking to his wife. The rock of his life, the woman who stepped in to rescue him every time he floundered.


  “Not Blakeley,” he said. “His wife Leanne.”


  Both detectives stared at him. Gibbs looked utterly baffled, but Sullivan’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. He hasn’t lost his instincts, Green thought. He’s met the woman too.


  “Why her and not him?” Sullivan challenged, testing the theory. “I’m not sure Hamm would take orders from a woman.”


  “Not just any woman, Blakeley’s wife. Perhaps even more importantly, the daughter of Jack Neuss, Liberal backroom kingmaker.” Green rose to scribble his points on the blackboard. “Look at the evidence. She’s fiercely protective, and she doesn’t hesitate to run interference. Blakeley talked to her after his meeting with Patricia Ross; he himself was afraid she was the killer, and who knows better than him what his own wife is capable of?”


  “Just because she’s capable doesn’t mean—”


  “The call was made from a payphone away from the condo. Why?”


  “So no one could trace it back to him.” “Possibly,” Green said. “But at that point neither of them knew we’d ever latch on to this phone number. I think it was made from the bistro so that Blakeley wouldn’t overhear the conversation. He knew Leanne went out shortly after he told her, and that’s why he was so afraid she was guilty.”


  Silence fell in the room as the detectives considered the points on the board. Gibbs had flushed with anger, and finally he spoke. “Are we ever going to be able to get her? Blakeley will never give her up.”


  Sullivan nodded gravely. “Neither will Hamm.”


  “We can try,” Green said. “We should be able to connect her to the bistro and the phone call to Hamm.”


  Sullivan shook his head. “She’ll just say that she phoned him to discuss the Patricia Ross situation and to get his advice. That she never, ever dreamed he would take the action he did. Which could be true, Mike.”


  “It could be, but I’d bet my whole career it’s not. In fact, I bet if we check the payphone records for the time just before that 11:03 call, we might find an outgoing call to Daddy Dearest to get his advice. Leanne learned power politics at her father’s knee. She learned about ruthlessness and determination when most girls were still playing with Barbies. Blakeley is not only her whole life but the future of the Party she loves. Patricia Ross threatened to destroy them both.”


  “Maybe,” Sullivan said. “But if her defence lawyer put that loyal, devoted wife in front of a jury, we wouldn’t have a chance.”


  Gibbs had been scribbling in his notebook, and now he looked up, his eyes flashing. “That doesn’t mean we won’t try! Maybe someone at the bistro overheard something. I’ll check the bistro phone records, I’ll dig into her background, speak to campaign workers, put her life under a microscope—”


  Green walked over and laid a restraining hand on the young detective’s shoulder. He had his own thoughts about how to crack the case. A brief word with Kate McGrath to plant a thought in Blakeley’s ear. At heart, Blakeley was a decent man. He’d lived for ten years with one death on his conscience, and it had nearly destroyed him. How long could he keep silent with two more deaths on his conscience, knowing that the woman he considered his saving angel had been responsible for both?


  Gibbs could dig all he wanted, but for once, Green thought, time and patience might prove their greatest ally. For the first time since Twiggy died, despite this bewildering and unsettled end, he felt some hope that justice would have the final say.


  He squeezed Gibbs’s shoulder. “Tomorrow, Bob. We’ve all had a rough week, but Sue’s had the worst. Why don’t you and Brian go tell her the news, and then take the rest of the day off.”


  Gibbs looked at him. “Are you coming, sir?”


  Green hesitated. He thought of the pale, wan figure surrounded by tubes, machines, and the smell of disinfectant and death. “Soon,” he said. “I just have to wrap up some paperwork.”


  He walked back to his office and sat at his desk, staring at the blinking phone and the jumble of papers on his desk. He should write up the Hamm interview, he should check with Larocque about the Byward murders, he should update Devine...


  He stared into space with Macdonald’s diary still in his hand, thinking about death, forgiveness, and the human soul.


  About why Twiggy and MacDonald had been unable to make peace with their crimes, no matter how provoked and justified they seemed. And why Hamm had walked away from the calculated killing of two innocents with his conscience unscathed.


  God, I’m getting too old for this, he thought. He set down the diary, left his phone messages and his memos unanswered, and headed off to see Peters.


  


  September 10, 1995.


  I haven’t looked at this diary in two years. Got home from Croatia, stuck it in the bottom drawer, and tried to forget about it. Just like I tried to forget about Croatia.


  Dad’s really proud of my medal, and everybody down home wants to talk to me about it. But what the hell can I say ? It’s a lie. I’m an imposter, and I can hardly stand to listen to praise of what I did, let alone talk about it. The army paraded me in front of the other units and the press, but the guys who really mattered—Blakeley, the Hammer—were never there.


  So my medal sits with this diary in the bottom of the drawer, and I thought today would be a good day to look at them. Two years to the day since I rescued those Serbs. Almost two years since we beat the shit out of the Croats and moved into Medak, only to find they’d already destroyed the place. Three hundred Serbs killed without a trace.


  Almost two years since I made those Croat soldiers pay the price. These past two years, I’ve hoped that maybe some good came of what we did. That maybe we’d helped them all feel more secure and find a better way to get along. Yesterday I read an article in the paper about Srebrenica, a village in Bosnia that the Serbs invaded while the Dutch UN peacekeepers stood by and watched. Over eight thousand Muslim boys and men have vanished without a trace.


  Fuck it.


  
    
      
    
  


  Dream Chasers


  One



  Lea Kovacev’s pen hovered over the scrap of paper on the kitchen table. What should she write? She hated misleading her mother, or worse, lying to her, but there would be no peace in the household if she told the truth. It was twelve years since they had escaped from Bosnia, but her mother still acted as if they were under siege, and all men were brutes out to rape them. Lea could barely remember those months, which had been harrowing by her mother’s account, but in her own fragments of memory just hot, dusty walks and tedious waits. Now she tried to understand, to be patient and reassuring, but she had her own life to lead here in Canada. She was seventeen, with dreams to explore, freedom to taste...


  And love to embrace.


  All men were not brutes. There was one, so tall that she had to stand on tiptoes just to reach her arms around his neck, so strong that he could sweep her off her feet with one arm, yet so gentle that his hands upon her were like feathers ruffling in the wind. He was her dark-eyed, curly-haired Romeo, and she was his flaxen-haired Juliet.


  Their love had to remain secret because their motives would be maligned and their passion misunderstood by others who staked a claim to him. But she knew it was all jealousy and fear. Fear of the intensity of their love and its power to influence him. To soften and distract him, to blunt the killer edge the others saw as the key to his success.


  But the secrecy only added to the thrill, and today no one would keep them apart. It was a hot, hazy afternoon promising one of those sultry, moonlit evenings in June when it was already warm enough to lie out on the grass under the pine trees, away from the clamour of beach volleyball and rock music that filled most of the park. She was wearing a white sequined tank top that barely skimmed her belly button and a low-slung denim mini-skirt. Beneath the skirt, a brand-new, very special, black satin thong.


  She smiled as she flicked her blonde hair over her shoulders. Juliet for the modern world.


  From the depths of her backpack, her cell phone rang. She hefted the bag onto the table and rummaged under her towel and bikini until she captured her tiny phone. Glancing at the display, she frowned. “Crystal calling...” This was the third time since noon that she’d tried to call. She would want to know where Lea was going and what she was going to do with him, but her curiosity was getting a little too personal for Lea’s liking. Maybe she’d been wrong to let Crystal in on the secret. The girl had her uses, but the price was getting too high.


  Lea slipped the phone back into her bag unanswered and returned to the dilemma of the note. Her mother was working both jobs today, so she wouldn’t be home until after nine. For what Lea had planned tonight, she figured the excuse would have to cover her until at least midnight, preferably until morning. Best to tell her mother she was working on a play at a friend’s house with a group of other Pleasant Park High School students, and it might be too late by the time the rehearsal ended to catch the last bus home. Lea’s mother always freaked out when she was out on the streets late anyway.


  She toyed with the idea of writing the note in verse, which always lifted her mother’s spirits, but her mind was too scattered to concentrate on rhymes. Instead, she scribbled the note, wording it as vaguely as possible and ending with a promise to call at nine to let her know if she was going to sleep over. Signing off, she added a flourish of xxox’s, banished the twinge of guilt from her mind and slung her backpack over her shoulder. After one last quick trip to the bathroom to touch up her lip gloss and straighten the silver cross that nestled in her cleavage, she headed out the door.


  The street, as always, was dead quiet. Tall trees loomed over the modest bungalows, and beneath their canopy, the air hung dank and still. A songbird warbled in the maple tree on their lawn, and a couple of honeybees darted among the rose bushes. Her mother’s idea of heaven. No landmines, no drunken militiamen. Every square inch of this little garden was like a gift from God to her, even though her fifteen-hour workday left her no time to enjoy it. Sundays, her day off, were spent weeding, pruning and coaxing a rainbow of blooms from beds that circled the house.


  Lea felt another twinge of guilt. She had her job at McDonalds, and during the summer she would collect as many hours as she could, but it still didn’t amount to half the hours her mother worked, and the pay was a mere pittance in their monthly budget. Lea knew she should probably take on other work, even babysitting or tutoring, to help out, but instead she was going to spend the evening lying on the grass by the river, enjoying the feather-light touch of the most perfect boy in the world.


  Mother had been young once, she thought. She had been in love too, before Dad died. Surely in time, she would understand.


  


  The aging bedsprings creaked as Inspector Michael Green rolled over and opened one eye. Pre-dawn light bathed the unfamiliar room in pale grey. What the hell was that godforsaken racket? It sounded as if an entire army of angry fishwives was camped outside the window. What had happened to the idyllic country morn Sharon had promised? What had happened to sleeping till all hours with no alarm clocks, no radios, no early morning briefings at the station? Not even Tony, their energizer bunny toddler, was up yet, for God’s sake.


  Green lay in bed, trying to ignore the spring that poked into his back. Crows, he realized. Flapping and screeching in the pines overhead. They were soon joined by the warbling and chirping of other birds and the scolding chatter of a squirrel.


  At the sound of the squirrel, Modo, their Lab-Rottweiler mix who weighed in at over a hundred pounds but thought she was a Chihuahua, began to crawl out from under the bed, where she had hidden when they first arrived at the cottage the night before. Being a Humane Society refugee, Modo did not handle change well, and the pitch darkness filled with alien smells and sounds had sent her into a panic. She had not even emerged for dinner, and all night long at every creak and thump in the cottage, her pathetic whimper had emanated from beneath the bed.


  It had not been a restful night. But squirrel chatter was a sound Modo recognized, and since in the city it was her job to chase every one of them away from Sharon’s bird feeder and up into the trees, she struggled out from under the bed to report for duty. Green slipped out of bed and padded to the cottage door. Modo bolted outside, stopped to relieve herself on the nearest patch of weeds, then looked back at him expectantly. All around her, nature was waking up, and she obviously figured it was high time he was too. Besides, there was no way she was staying outside by herself.


  After feeding her, Green hunted through their food bags for the Bridgehead French Roast he had packed, unearthed a battered aluminum kettle in their supposedly fully equipped housekeeping cottage, and brewed up a full pot of coffee. By the time it had dripped through, a salmon pink glow filtered through the trees in the east. Curious to see the place by the light of day, he threw on some clothes, took his coffee and, with Modo glued to his heels, slithered down the steep, overgrown path to the lake.


  Sharon had found the cottage on the internet after a particularly long and exhausting week at Rideau Psychiatric Hospital, when she had thought she couldn’t survive another day without a respite. “This will be a chance to catch our breath, read, take lazy walks and teach Tony to swim,” she’d promised, with a dreamy glow in her eyes that he could not refuse. So far, the ancient beds, battered kitchenware and screaming crows did not seem worth the eight hundred dollars she had shelled out for the week of summer paradise, but then the price of paradise was high in the Rideau Lakes area, which was less than two hours drive from Ottawa.


  He stepped onto the rickety dock and contemplated the surroundings. There were cottages on either side, pressed uncomfortably close but still empty this early in the season, with blue tarps over their boats and plywood over the windows. Weeds choked the shoreline and poked up through the rotting planks on the dock.


  He perched on the edge of the dock, sipped his coffee and eyed the lake. It was glassy calm in the pink light of dawn. Wisps of mist drifted over its surface, and in the distance he could see the silent hulls of small boats. The serenity was almost scary.


  Green knew nothing about the country. The summer holidays of his youth had been spent running up and down the back alleys of Ottawa’s Lowertown, playing marbles in the dusty yards and tossing balls back and forth between parked cars. He was approaching his quarter century mark with the Ottawa Police, most of it in the gruesome trenches of Major Crimes, but before his marriage to Sharon, his summer holidays could be counted on one hand. Occasionally in a misguided spirit of pity, colleagues and friends had invited him up to their cottages for weekends. He had tried to enjoy the fishing, the camaraderie and the simplicity of country life, but inwardly he had chafed. No radio, no TV news, no take-out deli sandwiches at midnight, no wail of sirens or crackling of radios...


  I’m a crime junkie, he thought, as he gazed out over the peaceful lake. A whiff of breeze rustled the trees, and far out, the plaintive trill of some bird echoed over the water. Sharon’s right, he thought, I have to learn to relax, to appreciate silence, nature and the simple pleasures of my family’s company. Maybe here, in this rosy magic dawn, I’ll make a start.


  That optimism lasted all of two minutes, before the first mosquito whined in his ear. At first he tried to ignore it, but then its friends arrived. Swatting and brandishing his arms in vain, he sloshed half his coffee down his crotch.


  “Fuck this,” he muttered and headed back up to the cottage. The swarm of mosquitoes escorted him. Inside, miraculously, Sharon and Tony were still sleeping. After changing his pants and replenishing his coffee, he sneaked up to the car with Modo at his heels again. She leaped in ahead of him and settled in her favourite spot next to Tony’s car seat. Green turned the key to activate the radio, then fiddled with the buttons until he found an Ottawa station with a strong enough signal to reach this rural backwater. The cheery patter of the morning DJ filled the car.


  Cradling his coffee, Green sank back in the passenger seat with a sigh of delight. Just in time for the six o’clock news.


  He listened through the thumbnail reports of suicide bombings in Israel, tornadoes in Kansas and a minor earthquake in Indonesia before the local news came on.


  “Ottawa Police have stepped up their search for a local teenager first reported missing early yesterday morning. Seventeen-year-old Lea Kovacev told her mother she was getting together with friends Monday evening, but when she failed to contact her mother or return home by midnight, her mother became concerned. Police do not suspect foul play but ask anyone with any knowledge of her whereabouts to call them.”


  Green’s instincts stirred. Just over thirty hours had passed since the girl’s disappearance. By her own account, she was getting together with friends. Seventeen-year-old girls dropped out of sight temporarily for all sorts of reasons. An impromptu trip, excessive partying, an undesirable boyfriend, or just the impulse to shake off the parental bonds for a while.


  What was different about this case? What had caused the police concern, despite their official denial of foul play?


  He reached for his cell phone, then hesitated with it in his hand. As the head of Crimes Against Persons, Missing Persons fell under his command, but a missing teenager was routine, even if the police had stepped up their efforts. There was an entire Missing Persons’ squad with the power to ask for extra resources or support should the case merit it. They didn’t need his meddling. He was on holiday.


  He pictured the mother sitting frantically by the phone, waiting for the police or her daughter—anyone—to call. He thought about the other young women who had disappeared in Ottawa in recent years, about the desperate searches and ultimate heartbreaking discoveries. Was that why the police were concerned? Were there signs too eerily similar to those earlier cases?


  Then he thought of his own daughter, so defiantly confident and invincible. A little shiver ran through him. Hannah was also seventeen, and because school wasn’t quite finished, she was staying in the house alone for the first time since she’d come to live with them a year ago. Green had been reluctant to go without her, but in truth more out of distrust of her motives than fear for her safety or desire for her company. When Hannah had challenged him on it, Sharon had sided with her. Distrust her, and she’ll make you pay, Sharon said. Trust her, and she’ll try to live up to it.


  Easy for you to say, Green thought now as he toyed with his phone, fighting the urge to call her and satisfy the ridiculous fear that had threaded through him at the news of the missing teen. Was Hannah safely at home, or was she out at one of those starlight parties she loved so much? He didn’t delude himself. She had arrived on his doorstep at sixteen, defiantly trying to be thirty. He knew she smoked dope, slept around and probably flirted with the wrong side of the law. But did she know where to draw the line? Did she know how to heed her instincts for danger and keep herself safe?


  In the end, he settled on a third alternative. He phoned Brian Sullivan. Sullivan was back as acting staff sergeant of Major Crimes now that Gaetan Laroque had gone off on stress leave. Sullivan would have no direct knowledge of a routine missing persons investigation, but if the police feared something worse, then the Major Crimes detectives would be working the case too, at least on the sidelines. Sullivan was Green’s oldest friend on the force and could be trusted to understand his reasons for calling. There were not too many cops Green felt he could lean on, but Sullivan was the first in line. Besides, he had a teenage daughter of his own.


  Sullivan answered his cell phone on the fourth ring, and to Green’s surprise, he didn’t even bother to tease him for checking in on his first day of vacation. “I was hoping you hadn’t heard,” he said.


  “Why?”


  “Because I want you to enjoy your holiday, you turkey. Your wife and son deserve that, even if you don’t.”


  Green digested the implications. An early morning chill hung in the air, and he shivered. Hugging his fleece around him, he curled deeper into the seat. “It’s that bad?”


  Sullivan paused. “It doesn’t look good. This is a nice girl, a good student just finishing Grade Twelve at Pleasant Park High School in Alta Vista. Never gave her mother any trouble, and she hasn’t been heard from in thirty-six hours.”


  “Shit,” Green muttered. Sullivan didn’t need to say more. Alta Vista was the neighbourhood Sullivan lived in, Pleasant Park the school his own daughter attended. It was a dignified family neighbourhood of leafy old trees and sprawling splitlevels, not some crime centre of the city. Green knew Sullivan was thinking of the other young women from similar neighbourhoods whose deaths they had investigated together in recent years. In too many cases, their only crime had been to be young, attractive and alone.


  “Officially we’re calling it a simple disappearance,” Sullivan said, “and we haven’t ruled that out. The mother is the overprotective type, so the kid may have just run off with some boy, and she’ll get in touch with her mother when she comes up for air.”


  Green could hear the roar of traffic in the background and the sound of Sullivan drinking, probably his morning coffee. He’d caught his friend on his way to work. “You don’t sound convinced.” “Well, her friends say she’s not the type to let her mother worry like this. We know she lied to her mother about where she was going, said she had a play to rehearse, but there was no such thing. So she may have gone to meet someone secretly instead.”


  “That still leaves all of yesterday unaccounted for.”


  “Yeah. That’s the worrisome thing.”


  “Any lead on a boyfriend?”


  “Not yet.” Green heard the suspicion in Sullivan’s tone. Neither needed reminding that when a woman meets with foul play, her male partner is the most likely culprit.


  “That’s why the media blitz,” Sullivan added. “So if it is a case of innocent lovers running off, we’re hoping one or both of them will come forward.”


  “Who’s lead?”


  “Ron Leclair took it over.”


  Green winced. Leclair was the sergeant in charge of the missing persons unit. In Green’s opinion, he had his eyes too firmly fixed on the next rung of the ladder to watch what he was stepping in. However, if this became a high profile case, it could make his career. Provided the girl was found alive. Which meant Ron Leclair would pull out all the stops in his power to ensure she was.


  “Have you got enough men assigned?” Sullivan chuckled.


  “The guys back here do know how to wipe their asses without you, Mike. I’ll tell them you’ve okayed whatever we need. But for now, it’s MisPers’ call.”


  “For now.” Before Green could say more, the car door opened, and Sharon peered in. She didn’t say a word, but the reproach in her dark eyes spoke volumes.


  Two


  Jenna Zukowski thought she’d made very good time, but when she arrived at Pleasant Park High School, she found the parking lot almost full and police everywhere. The media vans and cameras were being held at bay across the street by a cordon of determined police officers. One, a hulking bruiser with a Hitler mustache, stood at the entrance to the lot, snapping out orders to his minions. He stopped her as she tried to turn into the drive and leaned in her window, his eyes flicking over the car’s interior. She felt her face burn with embarrassment at the jumble of fast food wrappers and coffee cups scattered everywhere, but beneath the peak of his black cap, the cop’s face remained expressionless.


  “I’m Sergeant Gates. What’s your business here, ma’am?”


  Jenna felt the familiar flush spread further up her cheeks. Her body’s betrayal added fuel to her indignation. What were all these police doing here, intimidating innocent people, when they should be out looking for the monster who preyed on women in the streets? For she had no doubt Lea Kovacev was dead. The police were lying to the public in order to prevent panic, and probably to cover up their own incompetence, because they would never have called in this three-ringed circus if they thought Lea was a simple runaway. God knows, Jenna had never been able to get them interested in any of the cases she’d dealt with.


  “I’m the school board social worker assigned to this school,” she replied stiffly. “The principal called me early this morning and requested my help with the students.”


  The police officer’s eyes remained expressionless. “What kind of help?”


  The flush deepened, and she clutched the steering wheel to hide her shaking. “Supportive counselling, answering questions the students might have. When an event like this occurs, the whole student body tends to get upset, particularly those who knew the girl well.”


  “Our own officers will be conducting interviews throughout the day, ma’am. I advise you not to discuss any particulars with the students that might influence their statements, and if any of them have information pertinent to the case, no matter how trivial it appears, please direct them to one of our officers.”


  She inclined her head slightly, not trusting herself to speak through her outrage. Who’s going to speak to me at all if they know I’m going to turn them over to the cops, she thought as he waved her through. Ever hear of client confidentiality, officer?


  Inside the school, the secretary directed her to the staff room, where the principal, Mr. Prusec, had called a meeting. When Jenna entered, she was greeted by a sea of tense faces. She saw her own pessimism reflected in them.


  “Above all,” the principal was saying in his nasal singsong, “the schedule for classes and exams should carry on. The students need routine and a sense of normalcy, and even if they’re upset, their exams will distract them and give them something to focus on other than their worries.”


  This announcement drew grim nods from some teachers and exclamations of disbelief from others. “What if they can’t concentrate!” a young woman said. “It won’t be fair to them.”


  “Then we’ll take that into account when assigning their marks. And anyone too visibly upset to work should be quietly sent to the guidance office. We’ll have all our guidance staff,” Mr. Prusec paused to gesture offhandedly at Jenna, “plus our board social worker here, available to provide assistance. But we don’t want a stampede.”


  “There are media and cops all over the place,” said another teacher, whom Jenna recognized as Mrs. Lucas. Jenna had never dealt with her directly before, but she had a reputation as a tough, no-nonsense veteran. One of those fossils who’d been teaching since before Jenna was born. “The kids will have questions.”


  “I’ll make a short announcement over the PA just before classes start, telling them what we know, which is essentially nothing at this point—” he stared hard at them in warning, “and informing them that if they have relevant information, they should let their teacher know, so that an interview can be scheduled with the police.”


  Jenna pictured the chaos that would ensue from that request. Breathless with apprehension, she jumped in. “I think teachers should just steer everyone to the guidance office and let us decide if the police should be brought in. Otherwise, if students have to approach the teacher in front of their peers, there will be all kinds of rumours, questions and pressure.”


  Mrs. Lucas fixed her with a withering stare. “I think we know how to speak to a student privately.”


  Jenna felt another flush building and fought it in vain. It was her Achilles’ heel, betraying her self-doubt and undermining her attempts at professionalism at the very worst times. She was twenty years younger than most of the teachers in the room, and despite her MSW and her clinical training, few of them thought she knew a damn thing about human nature.


  To add to her humiliation, it was the principal who rescued her. The perfect incarnation of white, male, middle-class domination. “Jenna has a good point. Direct all students with any kind of involvement to the guidance office. The police will be starting with routine interviews of all the students in Lea’s classes, so exams in those classes will have to be postponed. Assign the students a study period.” He paused. “And for the love of Pete, don’t let them start talking about it!”


  As the teachers filed out of the room, Jenna fell in step beside one of the guidance counsellors, an attractive young man with a goatee and a single piercing on his left ear. She knew he was married, with a baby adopted from China, but that didn’t stop the tingle of pleasure she felt at his closeness. Of all the staff, she felt he understood the world as she did. No macho posturing there.


  “It’s difficult to operate in the dark,” she murmured. “Do you know anything about Lea Kovacev?”


  The man chuckled. “Well, you know how it is, we seldom see the well-adjusted ones. I think she worked with the newcomers’ club in school.”


  “What does that do?”


  “It’s mostly for new immigrants, although kids new to the city can go there too. Basically it’s to help kids make friends.”


  “Have the police condescended to tell us anything, even off the record?”


  “Not much. They spent most of yesterday talking to her friends and trying to track her movements. So far we just know she went home after school and then went out again around four in the afternoon, with her backpack, a cell phone and a beach towel—”


  “Beach towel! That’s a clue, surely!”


  The guidance counsellor paused in his doorway with an indulgent smile. “I’m sure they’re following up on it. But there are a lot of beaches and pools in the city, and maybe she just planned to sunbathe in the park.”


  Jenna considered the implications. It was true that in the affluent neighbourhood of Alta Vista alone, there were probably dozens of backyard pools, but if Lea had gone instead to a public park or one of the city’s beaches, there were always perverts lurking around hoping to satisfy their sick fantasies with the unsuspecting young girls who played there. A shiver passed through her. Girls had so little knowledge of—or control over—what they stirred up.


  


  Green managed to wait until ten a.m. before he finally caved. Even in the likely event that Hannah was still asleep, ten o’clock was a perfectly reasonable hour for a parental phone call. There had been no further news releases about the missing girl, but Sullivan had assured him he’d call if anything developed. No phone call meant they were still slogging along, tracking down everyone Lea had ever talked to, following every lead and probably combing every public park within a five kilometre radius of her home. A huge task, but as time passed, hope was surely dimming among all concerned.


  To his surprise, Hannah didn’t even answer the phone. When the answering machine kicked in, he dialled again, thinking she might have been slow to wake up. Still no answer. He dialled her cell phone. Voice mail announced the caller was unavailable. He scowled. Hannah carried the phone around on her belt as if it were a lifeline and never turned it off.


  He debated whether to leave a message. He and Hannah had been virtual strangers a year ago when, in a fit of pique at her mother, she’d come to live with him. Every seemingly simple decision took on layers of unspoken meaning in the complex dance of feelings between them. Accusations of interference and mistrust would fly, and the closer he inched to intimacy, the more prickly she became.


  “Oh, just leave a message!” Sharon exclaimed in exasperation after fifteen minutes of listening to him dither. “Whether she gives you hell or not, she’s going to know you care.”


  So in the end he left her a chatty message about their arrival and the news of the missing girl, signing off with a casual request that she give him a ring just to let him know everything was okay.


  He took his phone with him down to the dock, where Sharon, in a valiant attempt to make a swimming area for Tony, was clearing weeds from the patch of muddy shoreline that had been billed as a beach. For two hours, he forced himself to build a sandcastle with his son, complete with moat and coloured stones to reinforce the walls. It was a hot, sunny day, and the lake was filled with the roar of speedboats and the high-pitched squeal of small children towed behind on tubes. So much for peace and quiet.


  By noon, Tony’s enthusiasm for coloured stones had waned, and a temper tantrum was brewing over the sandcastle that refused to stay standing. What do I know about sandcastles, Green thought irritably as the walls caved into the moat yet again. His parents had come from a small village in Poland, and from their limited immigrant perspective, beaches and water were dangers to be avoided. They had confined family holidays to picnics on the Rideau River in Strathcona Park, where they had all watched the ducks from the safe embrace of a distant shade tree.


  With a cheerful announcement about lunch, Sharon scooped Tony into her arms and headed up to the cottage. Green picked up his phone and checked its battery, which was still fine. He dialled home. Voice mail. Hannah’s cell phone. Voice mail. Finally he gave up and phoned Sullivan. To his credit, the man didn’t utter a single gripe about interference.


  “No breakthrough yet,” he said, “but we’re narrowing our search down to the most likely spots. Lea works at McDonald’s, and she told a co-worker on Monday that she hoped the weather would stay warm, because she was planning to go to the beach. So we’re focussing on area beaches.”


  Green did a quick mental inventory. Ottawa was located at the convergence of three large rivers, all of which had swimming areas. As well, the wilderness playground of Gatineau Park, with beaches on its three lakes, was only a short drive across the Ottawa River into Quebec. He visualized the city map. Alta Vista was bordered on the west by the Rideau River, with its magnificent beach at Mooney’s Bay. He pointed that out to Sullivan.


  “Yeah, and Mooney’s Bay has the most parkland, so it’s the best for parties. We’re concentrating there, but according to her friends, she didn’t like the crowds and noise there, so she preferred to go somewhere more private.”


  “Like where?”


  “Anywhere in the park, as long as it was by the water.”


  Which doesn’t narrow it down much, thought Green. Almost all the waterfront in Ottawa was parkland. “Did she have access to a vehicle?”


  “Her mother doesn’t own a car, so that leaves out the beaches in the Gatineau Park.”


  “Unless someone else had a car. If she has a secret boyfriend, they may have been looking for privacy.”


  Sullivan paused. “I’ll ask Ron Leclair to alert the Sûreté du Québec and the RCMP , since strictly speaking, Gatineau Park is in the RCMP ’s jurisdiction. Meanwhile, we’ve got guys combing the beaches at Britannia and Westboro for her too. We’ve also got officers at her school trying to shake loose a clue about a possible secret boyfriend, but you know how teenagers are. Misplaced loyalties and all that.”


  Despite the blazing noon sun, Green felt a chill as he hung up. Misplaced loyalties, conspiracies of silence, a pack mentality of us against them. How little he knew about Hannah’s friends and the places she hung out. But he did know that, coming from Vancouver, she loved beach parties, and Westboro beach on the Ottawa River was a mere stone’s throw from their house in Highland Park.


  It seemed irrational to fear that there was a connection, but why the hell wasn’t she answering her phone?


  


  Jenna accompanied the anxious student from her office and glanced out into the main guidance room. Students, mostly girls, still filled every seat in the waiting area, and the guidance secretary was busy on the phone, fielding calls from parents. Despite the admonition not to talk to each other, the girls were excitedly sharing the rumours they’d heard and the tidbits of knowledge they possessed about Lea’s life. None of them looked too stressed, she noted with relief, but then teenagers could hide a mountain of feelings beneath a flighty façade.


  One girl sat apart, staring at her hands and twisting her many rings round and round her fingers. She looked harder than the others, her skin disfigured by acne despite a heavy layer of makeup, and her body stuffed into the trashy clothes that young girls thought they had to wear to gain the attention of boys. The school dress code had been circumvented by a loose-fitting, virtually transparent white overshirt, beneath which was visible a lacy tank top stretched over size D breasts and an expanse of tanned stomach accented by a silver ring through her belly button. Her blonde hair escaped her ponytail in a cascade of ringlets that framed her face. She’d be a very pretty girl if not for the acne, the ton of smoky eye make-up she didn’t need, and the sulky frown.


  Jenna walked over to introduce herself.


  “Crystal Adams,” the girl responded, accepting Jenna’s hand in her moist, limp grip. Jenna ushered her into the little office the school had provided her. The door had a glass insert which prevented privacy, and the space inside was overtaken by a desk and computer, but she squeezed Crystal into the guest chair and contrived to look as welcoming as she could.


  Crystal twisted her rings. Seven, Jenna noted with interest. Some were discreet bands of silver, others gaudy clusters of cheap stones.


  “What brings you here, Crystal?” Jenna prompted eventually.


  Crystal shrugged. “Have they found her? Do they know what happened?”


  Jenna shook her head. “Did you know her?”


  “Oh, yeah, we were friends. Kind of.”


  Jenna waited, not sure what to ask. Then she remembered her Rogerian training: when in doubt, reflect. “Kind of?”


  “No, we were. But like, we weren’t in classes together or anything, but we sometimes hung out. Like at parties and stuff.”


  “Are you worried about her?”


  “Well...I guess.”


  “Any reason in particular?


  “Well, you know, just that she’s missing, and that she...” Crystal trailed off and twisted her ring savagely. “I’m wondering if I should go to the police. I mean, I don’t want to get people in trouble.”


  “Do you know something about what’s happened to her?”


  In answer, Crystal sneaked a glance through the glass panel in the door and slouched lower in her chair, as if to hide herself from the students outside. “This is confidential, right? You can’t tell anybody...?”


  Jenna nodded and was just trying to formulate the limits of confidentiality when Crystal leaned forward. “I think she was going to meet someone. I mean, not that I’m saying it was him! He’d never do anything like that. But I think she might have thought there was more going on with him than there was. She was—like—obsessed with him.”


  “And he didn’t feel that way about her?”


  “It was just a fling to him, you know. That’s the way him and his friends are. She’s pretty, and she’s sexy, and what guy wouldn’t go for her? But he could have any girl he wanted, and he wasn’t going to drop his whole life for her, you know what I mean?”


  Jenna knew only too well. How many men had drooled over her own size D breasts and promised the moon just for a chance to get their hands on them? But women were just objects to them, one well-shaped body as good as the next. She’d told them all to go to hell.


  “So what do you think happened?” she asked the girl.


  “I don’t know what happened. I phoned her cell a bunch of times the day she disappeared, because I wanted to tell her not to push it. But she never answered. Never returned my calls either.” Crystal looked up, squinting through her eyeliner. “Do you think I should tell the police that?”


  Jenna weighed the information the girl had provided. Beyond her speculation, she had very few facts. “Do you know the boy’s name?”


  Crystal stiffened. “It wasn’t him. He had nothing to do with it.”


  “But then...”


  “That’s what I’m trying to say. If she didn’t get her way with him, she’d have freaked out. She thought she could get any guy she wanted—she usually did—but this one was different. That’s the point I’m not sure of. I don’t know what she’d do if she got upset.”


  Jenna tried to make sense of her. “Then you’re worried she’s done something bad? What?”


  “I don’t know!” Crystal burst out. “You’re the social worker. Run away? Killed herself?”


  “Wait a minute. You think Lea might have killed herself?”


  “Well, tried, you know? Taken a bunch of pills just to get his attention.” Crystal squinted at her again. “It happens, right? I mean, my mother once—”


  “Has Lea ever talked about killing herself?”


  “No, but then she thought this guy was over the moon for her. Romeo and Juliet, she said they were. And those two killed themselves, right? I saw the movie.”


  Jenna sat forward in her chair, preparing to rise. “Crystal, I think you probably should talk to the police about this.”


  “But I don’t really know anything.”


  “Maybe not, but if it helps find Lea...”


  “They’ll want to know the boyfriend’s name, right? He’s got a great future ahead of him. He doesn’t need his name dragged in just because she’s a drama queen.” She shoved her chair back and groped for the doorknob. “I feel better. I don’t think she’d kill herself. She’s too full of herself for that. Even if she swallowed a bunch of pills, she’d be sure to end up on his front doorstep so he’d know what he’d done to her.”


  She yanked open the door. “Wait!” Jenna dived to intercept her and laid a restraining hand on her arm.


  “She’s going to turn up all innocent surprise once she gives him a good scare. You wait and see,” Crystal said.


  With that, she tore herself loose and flounced out the door.


  


  Jenna spent the rest of the morning calming the fears of Lea’s friends and classmates, but she found her mind wandering back to what Crystal had said. Not about Lea’s tendency to play drama queen nor her possible histrionic suicide attempt, but about the boy she’d been involved with. A boy who had a great future ahead of him, who could have any girl he wanted, and who might view Lea’s demands as a mere inconvenience. Perhaps even more, as an obstacle to his pursuit of utter sexual abandon. The more she thought about it, the more she worried.


  At noon, she headed down to the staff room to join the clusters of teachers opening their Tupperware lunches. Lea’s disappearance and the heavy-footed presence of the police were the talk of the room. She joined a table of three, including the scary Mrs. Lucas. No one paid her any attention, as a young man, clearly shaken, was voicing his outrage.


  “The cops interviewed me three times. Three times! Once yesterday and twice today, the last time calling me out of the room in front of my entire class! That’s how rumours start, I tell you. I just teach the girl. I hardly know a thing about her, but because I’m a man—”


  “And cute,” interjected a very pregnant, thirty-something woman. “Let’s face it, Nigel, half the girls are in love with you.”


  “That’s hardly my fault,” Nigel exclaimed. “But apparently Lea told some of her friends she had a crush on me, and they told the cops. I’m telling you, I don’t even dare smile at a girl.”


  Jenna rolled her eyes but kept her impatience to herself. Men always thought they had it so tough. Instead, she steered the conversation to her own concerns. “Does anyone know if she has a boyfriend?”


  “Lea’s had lots of boyfriends,” Mrs. Lucas said. “She’s a pretty girl, but it hasn’t gone to her head. She still takes the time to be nice to everyone.”


  “That’s refreshing,” the younger teacher said. “So many girls won’t give each other the time of day once they figure out the pecking order.”


  Jenna tried to picture pretty, outgoing Lea in the middle of a group. Would people look up to her or ridicule her for talking to so-called losers? The distant pain of her own high school tinged her thoughts. Along with another memory of a boy even more inept than she was, who had followed her around like a lovesick puppy because she had been nice to him. He had turned up at the end of her laneway, outside her window in the dead of night, and finally on the shortcut through the woods from school to her house.


  Her pulse quickened. “Sometimes it’s the quiet ones who adore from a distance that are the most dangerous.”


  Heads swivelled towards her around the table. Eyes narrowed. “You’re talking as if something bad has happened to her,” Nigel said.


  “Well, aren’t we all?” Mrs. Lucas countered. “I know Lea. I’ve taught her English for two years. She’d never leave her mother without a word. They were extremely close. She wrote me a journal piece once about how they escaped from Bosnia together on foot through the mountains after her father was killed by the Serbs. Lea felt a huge obligation to her mother, for all that she’d lost and given up so that Lea could be safe. She’d never cut off ties of her own free will. I agree with Jenna, she’s been abducted...or worse.”


  That silenced the threesome for a moment. As the unspoken words “by whom?” hung in the air, Jenna’s thoughts returned to the boyfriend Crystal had described. The police should be looking for this boy. They should be dragging him down to the station— preferably over hot coals, she thought, indulging a private fantasy about all the sleazeballs she’d known—and they should be forcing him to confess to the part he’d played in her disappearance.


  “Does anyone know who she’s going out with right now?” she asked.


  Mrs. Lucas grunted. “I gave up trying to keep up with today’s kids long ago. They seem to hang out in groups and try each other out as casually as I change clothes.”


  The pregnant teacher laughed. “That’s not saying much, Pat! How many outfits do you have? A sweat suit for winter and a white T -shirt for summer?”


  But Mrs. Lucas merely shrugged and brushed imaginary lint from her white T -shirt. “But you know what I mean? Sometimes it’s hard to tell if they’re dating or just friends.”


  “And sometimes it’s not, the way they hang on each other,” the pregnant one said. “I remember hearing she was dating one of the theatre students. But then again, actors and relationships...here today, gone tomorrow.”


  “But seriously,” Jenna said, “if we could figure out who her boyfriend is—”


  Mrs. Lucas’s eyes narrowed. “You seem awfully focussed on a boyfriend. Do you know something we don’t?”


  Jenna felt her face burn. Damn! Just when she was beginning to feel more confident with the woman, her stare reduced Jenna to a small child again. “No, no! I just think...you know how boyfriends can be. Jealous, possessive. He could be the culprit.”


  Looking unconvinced, Mrs. Lucas snapped her tupperware shut and carried her coffee mug to the sink. “Well, it’s a stretch. Much more likely that some pervert got her. The jail sentences they get, and the way these girls dress, it’s a disaster waiting to happen.”


  The bell rang, and a collective groan rose from the tables as teachers pushed back their chairs, picked up their papers and filed out the door as if heading out to battle. Jenna sat alone with her thoughts. Mrs. Lucas could be right. Certainly there were enough perverts on the prowl for vulnerable prey. But if Crystal was right, Lea had been going to meet her boyfriend, who did not share her passion for the relationship. He was a successful boy with a great future ahead of him that was not to be derailed by the demands of a clingy, overly possessive girl. Within this school alone, how many boys would fit that bill?


  Pleasant Park High School was a large, prestigious school with special programs for the artistically gifted, and among its students were the future authors, musicians, painters and actors of the country. Some never pursued their talents beyond high school, but others went on to headline on Broadway or write a Governor General’s Award winning novel. Talent, promise—and massive egos—abounded at Pleasant Park. What if Lea’s boyfriend had been among that elite crowd? She had been dating an actor who would certainly fit the bill.


  Jenna lingered in the now empty staff room. It was really up to the police to track down Lea’s boyfriend, but they were probably narrow-minded jerks with no imagination to see beyond the obvious. No kid would confide in them in a million years. But if she told them what she knew, they would demand to know her source, and her social work standards of practice were clear. Client confidentiality could not be broken just to spread a vague rumour. In fact, she could not even mention Crystal’s name. But that wouldn’t stop them from bullying her to get it out of her. Cops didn’t give a damn about sensitivities or confidentiality, only about results.


  She needed an outside source. If she could discover the name of Lea’s boyfriend on her own, she could hand him over to the police without having to mention Crystal’s name. Crystal would be protected, the boyfriend exposed, and perhaps, just perhaps, Lea would be rescued before he could do her any serious harm.


  A woman had to do something, Jenna thought as she marched off in the direction of the drama room.


  Three


  Two o’clock that afternoon found Green inside the car again, hunched over the radio. The news on the missing girl was brief. Dozens of officers and volunteers had been dispatched to search the wooded areas along Ottawa’s waterways, and a photo of the girl had been released to the public with an appeal for anyone with any information to contact the police. Superintendent Barbara Devine, the head of CID, had even secured a ten-second sound bite which she used to assure the public, with a ferocity and confidence she couldn’t possibly feel, that the police had made the girl’s safe return their number one priority. No expenses spared, no resources untapped.


  Quite the attitude reversal for Devine, for whom purse strings, bottom lines and promotional prospects were usually the top priorities, Green thought. She must have been pressured by the higher-ups in the food chain, who were ever mindful of public image and positive press. After all, beautiful, blonde, innocent schoolgirls should be safe in their own communities.


  All schoolgirls should be safe in their own communities, even blue-haired ones, Green thought as he dialled home once more. Still no answer. He was just leaving another message on Hannah’s cell when Sharon opened the car door and slipped in beside him. This time she looked neither annoyed nor reproachful. Her gentle fingers caressed his arm.


  “Why don’t you drive into the city and check on her?”


  He looked at her in surprise. Was she as worried as he? Was she saying his anxiety was more than the paranoia of a police officer who’d seen too much of the depraved side of human nature?


  “It’s only an hour and a half drive,” she added. “You can be back before suppertime.”


  “But this was supposed to be our family time.”


  “I know.” She flashed him a wry smile. “But Tony’s having a nap, and he’ll hardly notice you’re gone. And Hannah is family too. You have to take care of this.”


  He hugged her, buried his face in her dark curls. “Thank you.”


  She held him. “Bring her back with you, okay? Kicking and screaming, if need be.”


  Taking nothing but his wallet, keys and cell phone, Green drove at breakneck speed up the busy, twisting Highway 15, grateful that his little Subaru had all-wheel-drive, but wishing it was equipped with lights and siren too. Eighty-six minutes later, he was weaving through the narrow, leafy streets of his west end neighbourhood. The house looked empty and undisturbed. Today’s Ottawa Citizen still sat in the middle of the front porch where the delivery boy had tossed it, and the mail bulged from the box.


  Green unlocked the front door and stepped into the hall. It echoed eerily, as if it had been abandoned for a week instead of a mere day. A shout to Hannah elicited no response, and a rapid search of the premises yielded no trace of her. He tried not to panic. This was the same girl who had climbed onto a plane in Vancouver on a whim when she was barely sixteen years old and had flown east to visit the father she had never known. The same girl who, upon arrival, had hung out on the streets of Ottawa for days without a word to either parent before fate had delivered her into Green’s hands. She was no stranger to the grand gesture of liberation. But she was still an innocent girl, albeit blue-haired instead of blonde, and now finishing her first year at an alternative high school, a far cry from your model student.


  He debated phoning his father, who lived in a small senior’s residence in Sandy Hill. Hannah had adored her gentle, oldworld grandfather ever since their first meeting, and she showed him a sensitivity and affection she never shared with her father. But Sid Green was eighty-five, frail and partially deaf. Scars from the Holocaust had left him with a weak heart and a penchant for paranoia that no amount of security on Canadian soil could ever quite counter. Even a casual question about Hannah’s whereabouts would send him spinning into panic. Until Green had exhausted all other avenues, he would not put his father through that.


  He stood in the middle of her bedroom, looking for clues. Its severe black decor—Sharon called it eggplant, but it looked black to him—reflected a goth influence but she had recently added some brightly coloured posters of music groups other than Three Inches of Blood and Avenged Sevenfold. The clothing strewn across the floor was red, turquoise and even pink. Progress.


  He looked for her school bag. It wasn’t there. Nor was her cell phone or her school agenda book, despite a detailed search under the piles of books and papers that littered every surface. He did, however, turn up her little black purse and her wallet, complete with credit card, bus pass and student ID . Also in the wallet, he noted with resignation, was a fake ID with her photo and name, but a date of birth four years earlier that her real one. It bore a Vancouver address, leading him to wonder how long she’d owned it.


  So she had taken her cell phone and her school bag, but not her credit card, bus pass or IDs, fake or otherwise. He tried not to imagine the worst. Perhaps she had just gone to stay at a nearby friend’s house, where she would not need money or ID. Perhaps they were using a friend’s car. He realized with a pang how little he knew of her social circle. She rarely brought friends home, and when she did, it was only a quick stop between one party and another. Introductions, if they were given at all, were a perfunctory flick of her hand in his direction.


  “Deedee, this is Mike,” she’d mutter. Not father, not Dad. Even after a full year, he had not yet earned that privilege.


  Hannah was an extrovert who ranged far afield in her pursuit of new thrills. The names and numbers of her many friends would be on her cell phone or in her agenda, both of which were nowhere to be found. But her high school was as good a place as any to start his search.


  Norman Bethune Alternate School was a rambling Victorian brick blockhouse on a side street in Old Ottawa South. There was very little about the ivy-covered exterior to suggest that it was a school, which was probably intentional, and Green had to bang on the dark, heavy door several times before a woman opened it a crack to peer out at him. She looked like an aging hippie, with her grey hair tucked into a frizzy braid and ropes of beads cascading over her braless chest.


  He introduced himself and held up his badge for good measure. She frowned and did not budge to open the door. “All the students are gone, Mr. Green. I’m just locking up.”


  Green stood on the doorstep feeling like a supplicant as he explained his inability to contact Hannah and his concerns in light of the missing girl. The woman looked unmoved.


  “I’m sure she’s just taking advantage of your absence to stay with friends,” she replied, edging out the door. “Students here are quite independent, and we find it works best to allow them freedom of choice.”


  He wanted to strangle her with the beads that drooped over her scrawny chest, but he behaved himself. Politely he asked her name and made a point of jotting it down. Eleanor Hicks, guidance counsellor.


  “Can you at least tell me if she came to school today?”


  “She did not.”


  The woman spoke without a hint of concern, and Green forced himself to remain polite. “Is that usual for her?”


  “For Hannah, yes.” Hicks pulled the door firmly shut behind her and headed down the front walk. “You have to understand, Independent Learning Credits are just that, Mr. Green. Hannah directs her own pace and quantity, and she gains credit as she fulfills the assignments. I can tell you she’s doing very well with that freedom. Independence suits her.”


  With Hannah, there is no other choice, he thought to himself. “I know that, believe me. I was like that too,” he added, hoping to breach the barricade of her mistrust. Why do people always equate police with authoritarian control? “I’m not going to force her into anything, but I do want to know she’s safe. I’m scared. Surely you can understand that.”


  “I’m sure she’s safe. She has a good head on her shoulders.”


  “No one said Lea Kovacev didn’t,” he countered. She had reached her bicycle and was fastening her helmet. “Please tell me the name and address of at least one of her friends.”


  Her lips drew tight. “Student records are confidential.”


  “One friend. Off the record. I won’t say where it came from.” Perhaps the anxiety in his tone finally touched her, for her disapproving scowl softened.


  “I can’t give it to you, but I will speak to some of her classmates tomorrow when I see them—”


  “Tomorrow! That leaves a whole night when she could be in trouble!”


  She sighed. “All right, give me your phone number. I’ll speak to one or two of the girls tonight when I get home and tell them you’re worried. It will be up to them to call you if they want.”


  Green bit back his frustration and scribbled his cell number on his card. The wait was going to drive him crazy, but it was probably the best he could hope for without dragging in subpoenas, justices of the peace and the rest of the heavy artillery of the state, for which he had not a whit of justification.


  


  By five o’clock in the afternoon, the Ottawa Police headquarters on Elgin Street was normally winding down, the day shift and administrative staff heading home and the evening shift already out on the streets. Today, however, as Green came off the elevator from the parking garage, a crackling energy gripped the second floor, where the major crimes squad was housed. Every desk was occupied, and several detectives were clustered around the corner conference table, hunched over their laptops. They looked up as he passed by, but no one registered surprise at his presence there during his supposed holiday. After almost fifteen years in CID , I guess I’m a fixture, he thought. For the fifth time since leaving Hannah’s school, he checked his cell phone for messages, on the remote chance he had failed to hear its ring through the rush hour noise. Nothing.


  Brian Sullivan was not at his desk, but Green spotted Bob Gibbs in the corner. The lanky young detective sat with his phone jammed between his ear and his shoulder, while his slender fingers raced over his keyboard. His fine brown hair stood in harried tufts, and his eyes were red-rimmed with fatigue. Gibbs was a committed, meticulous detective who would sleep at his computer if it helped solve the case faster. If anyone besides Sullivan knew the latest details about the missing girl, he would.


  Green was just heading over towards him when the door to the stairwell flew open and Superintendent Barbara Devine swept in. She was dressed today in a surprisingly conservative navy suit, her flair for drama limited to a red silk scarf at her throat to match her crimson nails. Her eyes raked the squad room like a hawk searching for prey until they lit on Green. She skewered the air with a manicured nail.


  “Mike! Just the man I need!” A muffled snigger drifted across the room from an unknown source. Green turned toward her in dismay.


  “I’m just in here checking...” He hesitated. Devine didn’t need to know about his domestic tribulations. As her subordinate, he operated on the principle that the less she knew, the better. “Something in my office, Barbara. I’m on vacation, remember?”


  She waved a dismissive hand. “This will only take half an hour. Mrs. Kovacev is camped outside my office, demanding an update on her daughter’s case. I don’t have time. I’m late for an appointment already.” She glanced at the elegant gold watch on her wrist as if to drive home the point, then her eyes took in his jeans and rumpled Bagelshop golf shirt. Her arched eyebrows shot higher. “Good God, Mike. I need a senior officer, but what kind of impression—”


  “I’m on vacation,” he repeated. “Besides, I don’t know the case. Staff Sergeant Sullivan is the man to see.”


  She barely glanced around. “But he’s not here, is he?”


  “Then Detective Gibbs—”


  “Gibbs!” She snorted. “I don’t have to tell you the media is >all over this case, Mike. We need a respectable profile. We can’t have Mrs. Kovacev and all the other tearful mothers of teenage darlings filling up airtime on the six o’clock news. Which I guarantee will happen if she walks out of this station dissatisfied. You don’t have to actually know anything, Mike. Just hold her hand awhile. You’ve done that so often, you can do it in your sleep.”


  Green ignored the hidden innuendo, choosing to assume she meant his kindness and not his seductive prowess. Even so, practice hardly made perfect when it came to his handholding skills. Faced with the tears and anguish of relatives, he always felt clumsy and inadequate. There was nothing he could do to ease their pain, except go out and catch the perpetrator responsible.


  But before he could rally further protest, Devine pivoted on her stiletto heel and stalked back down the hall. “Get a tie on and wait by the elevator. I’ll send her down.”


  Green did keep a tangle of well-worn ties in his desk drawer for surprises like this, but even a tie wouldn’t salvage the golf shirt. Besides, he had more important worries at the moment. He dashed over to Gibbs, who’d witnessed the exchange, along with half the squad. Gibbs’s lips twitched in a faint smile, which he quickly brought under control.


  “Any breaks in the Kovacev case?” Green demanded urgently.


  Gibbs shook his head. “Neighbours saw her leave the house around four in the afternoon, and a bus driver on the #149 bus recalls picking her up at the corner of Pleasant Park and Haig. According to the bus schedule, that would have been 4:15. He thinks she got off at St. Laurent and Walkley, probably to transfer buses, but we have no further sightings of her. We checked—”


  Hearing the hum of the elevator, Green jumped in. “How many officers do we have on the case?”


  “Between Uniform, General Assignment and our squad, thirty. Plus volunteers. The whole neighbourhood and several schools in the area are pitching in. If she’s still in the city, we’ll find her.”


  The door to the elevator slid open, and Green hurried over to greet the frantic mother. Whatever picture of grief and desperation he was expecting, his first reaction was one of surprise. Lea Kovacev’s mother stepped off the elevator with her broad shoulders squared and her blue eyes clear. Even before he could speak, she extended her hand. “Inspector Green? I’m Marija Kovacev.”


  She was a tall, regal woman with silvery blonde hair swept into a bun at the nape of her neck and high, sculpted cheekbones that hinted at Slavic blood. Even devoid of make-up, her skin was porcelain-smooth, and only a faint charcoal bruising beneath her eyes betrayed her recent ordeal. If the daughter had inherited even half her mother’s looks, Green thought, she’d arouse the fantasies of just about every red-blooded male who crossed her path. Under the circumstances, not a comforting thought.


  Her handshake was firm and her stride unfaltering as she accompanied him back to his little alcove office. He unlocked the door, trying to remember how clean he had left it. Inside, his phone message light was blinking furiously, and a dozen memos spilled over his desk. Only two days away, he noted wryly, and already a week’s worth of paperwork had piled up. He swept the memos into a stack and gestured her to the small chair that was squeezed between his desk and the door. She perched on the edge and propped her purse on her knees as if preparing to do battle.


  “Mrs. Kovacev, I can imagine how worried—”


  “My daughter Lea is a good girl.” The woman had a soft, lilting, Eastern European accent that reminded him of his own parents. He nodded.


  “I know. I want to assure you we’re doing everything we can—”


  “You asked if she took drugs, or if she has a boyfriend. You think she ran off with him because I am too strict. This is impossible.”


  He wondered how blunt Ron Leclair had been. It was the obvious theory for police to operate under, and more often than not, it would be true. But Marija Kovacev was in no mood to hear it, so he held up a soothing hand. “We don’t know anything, Mrs. Kovacev. I know how scary this is, but when a teenager goes missing, we look at all possible explanations. It doesn’t mean we believe them, but we don’t want to rule out anything that might help us find her. We have dozens of officers out looking for her. We’ve been tracing the bus route she took, tracking down her friends—”


  “I left Bosnia so that she would be safe. I have a degree in mathematics from the University of Sarajevo, but I work in a home for old people, and I clean bedpans so my daughter will be safe. If you don’t find her...” her voice faded, and for the first time emotion quivered on her lips, “my life will be nothing.”


  “We will find her,” he replied, feeling hollow. “I know it’s hard to be patient, but in almost all cases, missing teenagers turn up safe and sound by the end of the week. We don’t have any reason to think that anything bad has happened to her. No witnesses have reported trouble, no evidence has been found...”


  She raised her eyes to his. Now, looking into their depths, he saw the panic she strove so hard to keep at bay. “Do you have a daughter, Inspector Green?”


  He nodded, his answer stuck in his throat. “And if a policeman told you about all the statistics and all the police who work on the case, would you be patient?”


  He thought of the silent cell phone in his pocket, of his own desperate plea to the guidance counsellor at Hannah’s school. “No.”


  A grim flicker of triumph lit her eyes. “Good. You are a better man than Sergeant Leclair. Because you know that when it’s your daughter, and you have not heard from her since two days, and you know what I know about the savage nature of men, to be patient, to trust...this is impossible.”


  He had no answers for her, no hope beyond platitudes, but he handed her his card as a gesture of understanding, and Marija Kovacev left his office seemingly lighter of heart for having shared her burden with him. Green, however, felt profoundly shaken, as if the enormity of her fear had only just hit home. He returned to the squad room to find it suddenly crackling with tension. Brian Sullivan was bent over his desk, talking on his cell phone and jotting in his notebook. His massive linebacker frame was rigid, and a deep frown furrowed his brow. The other detectives had stopped what they were doing, and all eyes were fixed on him expectantly.


  After a brief conversation, Sullivan signed off, flipped his notebook shut and looked at the others. His face was grim.


  “They found her backpack.”


  “Where?” a half dozen detectives asked in unison.


  “Shoved under a park bench at Hog’s Back Falls.”


  Green froze in the doorway. “Anything else?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “One of the high school students found it. We’ve secured the scene, Ident’s been called, and Uniform is focussing its search on the vicinity. I’m on my way out there.” He looked around at the tense faces.


  “It could be good news, I suppose. The terrain is rough and isolated around there. She could have fallen, gotten hurt.” He grabbed his jacket. “At least we know where to look.”


  Green stepped forward to intercept him. “I’m coming with you.” Sullivan frowned, as if surprised to see him. Green tried for a casual shrug. “To see what develops. I’ve been talking to the mother, and I promised to keep her informed.”


  Sullivan’s eyes narrowed, and a slight smile crept across his face. “Enjoying your vacation in the country, Mike?”


  Four


  Sullivan flicked on the emergency lights, but even so, half a dozen police cruisers and the Ident van had arrived before them and lined the curb of Hog’s Back Road just east of the bridge. Sullivan passed the official vehicles and pulled the Malibu into the parking lot near the edge of the falls. Already they could hear the roar of tons of white water plunging through the gorge.


  Green climbed out and glanced around the park. The late afternoon sun glared harshly through the trees and glinted off the shiny silver roof of the fast food pagoda nearby. In all directions he could see meandering paths, grassy knolls and copses of trees. Hog’s Back was much tamer than it had been in his youth, when the sheltered nooks had provided the perfect cover and ambiance for young lovers, and where the high rocks along the gorge beckoned to the daredevil divers seeking thrills in the churning water below. Now the paths were paved, the lawns manicured, and a three-foot ornamental iron fence ran all the way along the top of the gorge to keep the divers out. Knowing the determination and ingenuity of youth, he wondered how successful it was.


  Hog’s Back Falls Park was just one section of the ribbon of green spaces that ran along the banks of the Rideau River all the way from the heart of Lowertown to the sandy expanse of Mooney’s Bay. Beaches, picnic areas, woodlands, ball fields and bike paths flowed one into the next, creating an outdoorsman’s paradise but a patrolman’s nightmare. Green considered the sheltering trees and hidden nooks, the dips and turns in the landscape. There were a thousand places for an injured girl to get lost, a thousand places for a killer to hide a body.


  “We should seal off all of Hog’s Back Road at both ends,” he said. “And call in K-9.”


  With a brief nod, Sullivan set off in search of the duty inspector, who was in charge of deploying resources. Green watched a phalanx of officers from the Public Order Unit methodically combing the grounds in huge boots and grey coveralls, sweeping aside shrubbery with long probes and peering into the shadows beneath the trees. Green realized from their attention to detail that they were looking for physical evidence. This area had already been searched for the girl herself.


  A uniformed officer directed him along the riverside path towards the bench beneath which her backpack had been found, about a hundred yards from the pagoda and framed by a semi-circle of tall pines that screened it from casual view. The backpack had been placed in a plastic evidence bin sitting in the path. Ron Leclair, the lead investigator from Missing Persons, squatted by the bin, flipping through a student notebook with a latex-gloved hand.


  The bag’s contents were spread out in the bin beside it—a wallet, a folded towel, sandals and three neatly folded articles of clothing, including a green cardigan, a white tank top and a denim skirt. Did that mean she was wearing nothing but panties when she disappeared? Green wondered. Or had she changed into a bathing suit? The folded clothes suggested they had been slowly and deliberately removed rather than ripped from her body in a moment of passion. Or rage.


  The entire fifty-foot circle around the bench was cordoned off, and a solitary officer dressed from head to toe in a white jumpsuit stood inside the enclosure, methodically dusting white powder on the painted wooden slats of the bench. Green recognized Sergeant Lyle Cunningham from the Ident Unit, and he breathed a sigh of relief. Ron Leclair was doing this by the book every step of the way, knowing that if this ever became a crime scene, or worse a homicide scene, they would need all the forensics they could get to nail the killer.


  At the moment, though, it looked anything but. There were no signs of disturbance, no broken branches or gouged turf to suggest a struggle. The bench sat all alone on the bluff near the end of the gorge, overlooking the white water and the sun silhouetting the high-rises across the river. It was a perfect spot for a romantic tryst, with the backpack tucked safely out of sight in the tall grass beneath. It was also a leisurely ten-minute stroll across Hog’s Back Road from the bustle and crowds of Mooney’s Bay beach. What better place to escape for a moment alone?


  The problem was that the romantic tryst had been two days ago. What had happened in the interval, and why in all that time would she not at least have put her clothes back on?


  The obvious answer send a sliver of dread down his spine. The black ornamental fence was intended to prevent the public from diving off the bluff into the water, but when he peered over the fence, he spotted a well-worn path meandering along the rocky bluff on the other side, suggesting that many had already breached the barrier in order to get closer to the thrill. The roar of the white water masked the voices of the officers nearby, but from their gestures Green suspected their speculations were much like his. Had she gone over the fence and fallen? Dived? Been pushed?


  He followed the fence to its end point downstream, rounded the end and clambered back up the path on the outer side to reach the rocky outcrop. Below him the water tumbled down in foamy chaos. Spray landed cool and slick on his skin, and up close, the roar of the falls thundered in his ears. Suddenly he realized how far the drop was. He clutched the rock face and shut his eyes as dizziness washed over him. Why hadn’t he remembered his fear of heights before embarking on this excursion? Now the safety of the fence was some twenty feet away, and the eyes of half a dozen police officers were fixed on him.


  He forced his eyes open and willed them down to study the rough grey rock at his feet. There were no telltale scuffs or drag marks to suggest someone had slipped or been pushed over the edge. Loose bits of gravel and broken glass lay undisturbed. Studying each square centimetre of the ground, he picked his way out over the rock until he was directly opposite the bench. Nothing. If Lea had met with tragedy, there was no sign of it here.


  What then? Had she simply run off with a boyfriend? Been carried away by the romance of the moment and lost all track of time? Had they got so drunk or high that her judgment and memory went out the window? But later on, when the drink and the drugs wore off, surely she’d realize she’d forgotten her backpack and return for it. Surely she’d phone her mother.


  What girl would leave her mother frantic with worry for two whole days?


  Don’t even go there, Green chided himself, acutely conscious of the heavy, silent presence of his cell phone in his pocket. Of course she might, because teenagers are idiots, whose parents’ existence are barely even on their radar. Hours are suddenly days. How time flies when...


  “Mike, what the hell are you doing out there!” Sullivan’s voice crashed through his thoughts. He tore his eyes from the ground in front of him to see Sullivan peering down over the fence. Sullivan was one of the few who knew Green was terrified of heights, and his eyes were wide with astonishment.


  To Green’s relief, he sized up the situation immediately. “You want a hand over there?”


  Green nodded. Sullivan vaulted over the fence and slithered down the slope, grasping at shrubs to slow his pace. Out on the clifftop, he made his way over to Green with sure, nimble strides that belied his bulky frame.


  “It doesn’t look as if she fell or was pushed over,” Green shouted, more loudly than he needed, even with the roar of the falls. “There are no marks on the ground.”


  Sullivan squinted down into the foam. “There wouldn’t be if she jumped, though. All her clothes were neatly folded like she’d taken them off to go in the water.”


  Green shuddered at the thought. “Suicide?”


  “Probably just misadventure. We’ll have to ask her mother if she was a good swimmer and liked to dive. The mother should know if her bathing suit is missing too. That will tell us if she set off with a swim in mind.”


  Green nodded, but a small inconsistency nagged at the corner of his mind. If she had been wearing a bathing suit, why hadn’t her panties been found among her clothes? “Can we carry on this discussion back up there on flat land?”


  Sullivan chuckled. “Sure. Want a hand?”


  “No! Just walk behind me.” No point in giving the guys more to laugh about. Green knew that, as a Jew with two university degrees and an aversion to blood and guns, he was an oddity in the locker room as it was. His knees were wobbling when he clambered back over the fence, but he feigned nonchalance. He glanced questioningly towards Ron Leclair, who was just closing the student notebook.


  “Not much useful stuff in here that I can see,” Leclair was saying. “It’s her English notebook, seems to be mostly class notes, doodling and lots of stuff that looks like Shakespeare.”


  One of the officers guffawed. “Oh, like you’d recognize Shakespeare if he bit you in the ass, Ron.”


  Leclair grinned. “Well, it’s not Don Cherry, is all I’m saying.”


  “Any names, contacts, phone numbers hidden among the Shakespeare?” Green interrupted.


  Leclair sobered as if only just remembering his inspector was here. “Not that I could tell. But maybe you should take a look, sir.”


  Green ignored the jibe. He doubted Leclair was aware of the hint of mockery in his tone. Plenty of police officers had university degrees nowadays, and even Green’s masters degree in criminology was not unusual. Unlike Green though, for many it was less about knowledge than about gaining a toehold up the promotional ladder. Leclair himself was ambitious enough that he’d probably go home and read a Shakespeare play that night, so that he could sound better informed in the morning.


  Green nodded distractedly. “I want Ident to give everything a thorough going over first,” he said.


  Lyle Cunningham looked up from his camera. He had identified one useable print on the left side of the bench where the paint was still fairly new and glossy, and he was focussing his lens for the shot before he lifted it. “I’ll get to it tomorrow. I’ve still got lots to do at the scene here tonight. When it gets dark, I want to check the vicinity for semen and blood.”


  Green rifled through his memory quickly. It hadn’t rained since Sunday, which was one blessing, although dozens of lovers and hikers could have trekked through the scene in the last three days. Finding and matching any bodily fluids was a long shot, but all avenues had to be followed up. He was grateful that Cunningham and his partner had been on call. The Ident officer was an obsessive, infuriatingly meticulous pain in the ass, but the evidence he collected and the case he built would be beyond reproach.


  “Thanks, Lyle.” Green glanced back at the MisPers sergeant. “Anything useful in her wallet?”


  “The kid is a packrat and a doodler. There must be three dozen receipts from her local ATM and Mac’s Milk stuffed into it. It’ll take me awhile to sort through it.”


  “Has there been any activity on her bank card in the last two days?”


  Leclair shook his head. “The first thing we checked after her known friends. She had a VISA and a TD debit card. Neither has been touched. In fact, her bank account hasn’t been touched since Saturday, and even then there was no big single withdrawal like she was planning to do a bunk. She has a nice couple of grand in there which could have financed a decent trip somewhere, but her mother insists she is saving it for college.”


  Green’s heart grew heavy. Their missing girl was looking more and more like everyone’s perfect daughter. Phoned her mother like clockwork, studied Shakespeare and saved her money for college. Despite the romantic setting here by the falls, despite the absence of a struggle, he had a horrible premonition about her fate. Along with a pretty good idea of who had sealed it. Next to finding the girl herself, they needed to nail down the existence of any special boy in her life.


  


  Jenna Zukowski let herself into her apartment and tossed her keys and mail on the bookcase just inside the door. They teetered precariously on the pile already there before tumbling onto the floor. An obese ginger cat who was ambling over to say hello shot back behind the sofa with surprising speed. Jenna picked them up and plunked them in the corner of the kitchen counter, where a secondary pile was already forming. Who had the time for this? When you worked all day and had to find time for yoga, shopping, cooking and friends in the precious hours left, who had time to vacuum and keep the junk at bay? It wasn’t as if anyone ever saw the place. She met her friends at movies or in pubs. This was her private space, and if it was a pigsty, who was to care?


  She was feeling particularly annoyed after her futile afternoon. No one else at the high school seemed to want to confide in her or to speculate on the identity of Lea’s boyfriend. When she hinted that he might be one of the school’s acting students, they clammed up even more. Even the female teachers, from whom she’d expected a little solidarity. No one wanted to imagine that one of their perfect boys next door might have a dark side.


  The drama teacher turned out to be Nigel, the handsome young teacher who’d been offended by the cops’ suspicions earlier in the day. No way he was going to give the cops any other innocent victims to go after, he said. Jenna stayed around to watch the rehearsal of the musical West Side Story, which was being staged that weekend by his senior students. She noticed that the three leading boys were not only handsome but talented. They belted out their songs with a clarity and power that might take them as far as Broadway some day.


  She wrote their names carefully on her list of suspects. After the rehearsal, she hung around the main door of the school, hoping to see what they did afterwards. None of them acted at all guilty, at least as she imagined guilty people should act. No agitation or preoccupation, no shifty eyes or furtive gait. They laughed with friends, talked about acting ideas, hugged each other and headed off to bus stops. Two of them linked up with girlfriends who were waiting outside the door and went off with arms entwined. Unless my Romeo is not just a killer but a cheat, I can scratch them off my list, she thought.


  That left Justin Wakefield, who played Tony, the doomed lover in the story. He had a voice like honey-coated chocolate and dark liquid eyes to match. Not that Jenna was obsessed with chocolate, although over the years, many more of her pleasures had been derived from the luscious confection than from men. Justin had emerged from the stage door with his knapsack over his shoulder and his head bowed in a sulky scowl. He had barely acknowledged the hugs and the encouragement from the others in the cast and had slumped to the bus stop alone.


  As if he’d lost his best friend.


  Jenna had scurried back inside the auditorium, anxious to catch Nigel before he left. Even if the drama teacher denied it, she should be able to tell from his expression whether Justin was Lea’s boyfriend. Nigel had not had too many kind words about Justin’s performance throughout the rehearsal, which he called worse than a braying donkey, so she hoped he would not be too protective.


  Her hopes were soon deflated on that score. Nigel was talking to the musical conductor and paused only long enough to glare at her. When she finally seized a break in the conversation to pose her question, he exploded.


  “You are playing a very dangerous game,” he snapped. “It’s no business of yours who Lea’s boyfriend is. If the cops want to know, they will ask. But I will tell you this, in the hope you’ll take your nose out of it. Lea is not Justin’s girlfriend. Plenty of girls would like to be, and I’m sure one of them is, but it’s not Lea.”


  “Does she hang around with the acting crowd?” Jenna pressed. “Maybe one of them will know more.”


  He took a deep breath, as if trying to make up for his initial rudeness. “She hung around here, yes. Sometimes. She liked the story and wanted to understand how each character felt.”


  “Anyone in particular she hung around with?”


  “I’ve already told the police all of this.” He picked up his thick black binder and turned towards the door. “Look, the students are upset enough as it is. Let’s just leave it alone and let the police do their job.”


  I would do that, she thought, if they knew what they were looking for. But who else besides her knew about the secret lover, the Romeo to her Juliet. In fact, wasn’t West Side Story a modern-day version of the play, and wasn’t the character of Tony the same as Romeo? How was that for a coincidence?


  By the time she left the auditorium again, it was after five thirty, and the rest of the school was deserted. There was no chance to follow up on Justin or to inquire about other school leaders who might fit the bill. Musicians, artists, maybe even exotic poets. Tomorrow she would have limited time to poke around, because she was booked at another school in the afternoon, so at this rate she might solve very little of the mystery unless another student came forward to confide.


  As was her habit upon arriving home, she grabbed a Diet Coke and flicked on the television in the background as she sat down with her laptop. Google was her best friend. It had an answer for everything, from techniques for dealing with cross-dressing twelve-year-olds, which they’d never taught her in social work school, to the real scoop on the latest man she’d met at yoga. She navigated its quirks with ease and typed in the words “Justin Wakefield Pleasant Park Ottawa”. Those few specific terms should be enough to catch anything there was on the net about the boy.


  There were some newspaper reviews of shows he’d been in and an article about a recent Ottawa fringe show, but best of all, the very first hit was Justin Wakefield’s own web page. How easy was that? She clicked on the link and found a gold mine. Blazoned across his home page was the announcement of his acceptance into the National Theatre School in the fall. A quick check revealed the school to be the most prestigious drama school in Canada, with an impressive roster of alumni including Sandra Oh, Michael Riley and Colm Feore.


  Justin’s web page provided a list of previous acting credits, which to her untrained eye seemed astonishingly long for a boy barely eighteen. There was also an effusive bio which thanked his devoted parents for recognizing his talent early and making the move to Ottawa from the town of Prescott so that he could pursue his dance, singing and drama lessons. Jenna had passed through Prescott once when she took a wrong turn off the 401 from Toronto, and she knew it was minuscule. Justin Wakefield, poised on the brink of future stardom, had come a long way indeed.


  Some testimonials from directors and acting coaches described the sophistication and charisma that shone through, despite his simple beginnings. His confidence and work ethic were a rare treat among today’s spoiled and insecure stars, they said. Jenna recalled the scowl on his face earlier in the day when the director Nigel had criticized his focus and lack of energy. “Where are you today?” Nigel had said.


  With the opening night of the show less than a week away, could it be that mentally he was somewhere else, Jenna wondered? Reliving the last moments of his girlfriend’s life?


  Lea Kovacev’s name intruded into her hearing, and she glanced up to see the six o’clock news just beginning. The camera panned over a scene of rolling parkland, police cars and yellow tape before zeroing in on a group of officers in dark grey coveralls with POLICE in large white letters across their backs. They were poking at the underbrush with long poles. Jenna froze, dread crawling down her spine.


  “We have yet to receive official confirmation,” the local reporter was saying. “However, an anonymous source within the police services here told CTV News that a backpack has been found somewhere within the Hog’s Back Park, and although police are waiting for formal identification, it seems likely from the description that it belongs to the missing teenager Lea Kovacev. She was reported to be going with friends to a beach, and just across the road, a few hundred yards away is Mooney’s Bay Beach—” the camera cut away from the reporter’s face to a broad, crowded expanse of beach, “a popular gathering spot for teens. Numerous sports such as tennis, ultimate frisbee and beach volleyball are played there, and close friends describe Lea as an athlete active in several high school sports. There is no word yet on the whereabouts of Lea herself, but police are optimistic that this discovery will narrow down the search.”


  Jenna shut her laptop in a trance. She had just had an epiphany. Sports! That was another field in which a young person could go far. Scholarships to university, berths on the Olympic team... For a young athlete on the rise, the sky was the limit in money and in fame. Jenna was going to have a very busy morning tomorrow, not only following up on the disconsolate Justin Wakefield but also ferreting out the star athletes who might have turned Lea’s head.


  


  Once the media broke the news about the backpack, Green realized someone had to get to Lea’s mother before the woman came racing over to Hog’s Back in a full-blown panic. The news leak had caused a small crisis in the police ranks, and Ron Leclair was frantically trying to stifle its source while still fielding directives about the search. In any case, Mrs. Kovacev’s panic was unlikely to be soothed by the sight of the Missing Persons squad leader on her doorstep. The only other ranking officer, Brian Sullivan, was busy coordinating assignments with the duty inspector. Green considered sending him. Sullivan had an almost magically soothing effect on distraught victims, especially female ones. His very bulk inspired confidence, and his large square hands could be remarkably gentle.


  Yet Marija Kovacev had not met Sullivan, and the sight of a large, official-looking stranger appearing at her door would be sure to frighten her. Besides, no matter how inept he was at support and sympathy, it was Green himself that she trusted.


  Since Alta Vista was only a short drive away, he commandeered one of the patrol cars and drove to the Kovacev house. For a brief moment he sat in the cruiser, studying the neat facade and gathering his thoughts. Long evening shadows shrouded the street, blurring the details, but Green could discern a brick bungalow identical to hundreds across the city, built in the early fifties to accommodate the vets returning from the Second World War. But Marija Kovacev had made the most of the tiny box. A shaft of sunlight illuminated fresh white trim and lush, colourful flower beds that would have made Sharon green with envy as she wrestled their unruly, overgrown perennial weed patch into some semblance of style. It was a house tended with extraordinary care, by a woman grateful to be here, he thought. Sadly he picked up the evidence bin and got out.


  When he rang the bell, the door flew open as if Marija Kovacev had been standing just inside. Her eyes widened, and she pressed her fists to her chest. Hastily, he held up his free hand in a reassuring gesture.


  “We haven’t found her,” he said. “But we’ve found what we believe to be her backpack.”


  “Where?”


  “By a bench at Hog’s Back Falls.”


  “Oh! A favourite place!” She drew herself tall and sucked breath into her lungs noisily, as if struggling for calm. “But what about Lea? Where’s Lea? Are you looking...?”


  “Yes, we’re looking.” Spotting a media van headed down the street towards them, he took her by the elbow with his free hand. “Let’s go inside. I’d like you to look at the items in the bag, to see if you can identify them.”


  Inside the door, she turned to him. “Your shoes—” She checked herself with an impatient shake of her head. “Ach! What does it matter?”


  A half dozen shoes were aligned in a neat row on a mat inside the door. Understanding her force of habit, he kicked off his sneakers and padded in his stocking feet across the immaculate although somewhat worn cream carpet. For an absurd moment, he was grateful that for once his socks had no holes in the toes. The living room had the same immaculate but worn look, with mended floral slipcovers and an ornate wooden crucifix over the sofa. He placed the bin on the coffee table and pried off the lid to reveal the contents, all now safely encased in plastic evidence bags.


  Marija peered into the bin. Clutching her hand to her throat, she sank onto the sofa beside it. “What happened to her?”


  “All the clothes were neatly folded.” As you taught her, he thought to himself. “There were no signs of trouble or struggling, nothing to suggest she was hurt or taken by force. We think she left there voluntarily.”


  “But why? Where did she go?”


  “We don’t know yet. But we’ve got every available officer searching the beach, the park and all along the shoreline. We’ve brought in our canine unit too. As soon as anyone learns anything, I’ll let you know.” He paused and gestured to the bin. “But you can help us figure out what she might have been doing. Are all these items of clothing hers?”


  She nodded vigorously.


  “Is there anything missing? Except a white tank top, which we retained for the canine unit. And a notebook, which we took down to the station for analysis.”


  She fingered the bags and rooted around between them. “Her...ah, bra and panties.”


  Green recalled the skimpy white tank top. No nubile seventeenyear-old girl would even consider wearing a bra underneath, even if it could fit. But he sensed Marija was uncomfortable enough as it was. “What kind of bra and panties did she wear?”


  “White. I always buy her white. Perhaps she is wearing them?” She shook her head almost angrily, as if rejecting the evidence of her senses. “No. Lea would not leave her clothes and go away only with bra and panties.”


  “What about a bathing suit? Did she own one?”


  “She has three bathing suits. She loves swimming.”


  “Can we look at them? See if any are missing?”


  She seemed to recover some composure at the possibility her daughter was not running around half-naked. Rising, she led the way down the narrow hall to a tiny bedroom at the back. It was freshly painted in Wedgwood blue, with matching blue flowered curtains and duvet—a marked contrast to Hannah’s “eggplant”—and to Green’s amazement, her clothing was all neatly folded in her drawers. The girl was abnormal!


  Marija emptied the contents of the top drawer on the bed and began to sort through the lingerie, all of it delicate but a practical white. She set aside first a red Speedo then a shapely black one-piece with virtually no back. She frowned.


  “Her new bikini,” she exclaimed in dismay. “It’s not here. I don’t like it, and I tell her that, but...” She shrugged in resignation. “Recently she wants to dress like all the other girls.”


  Green made a mental note. Romantic setting, warm summer evening, sexy bikini... This was all fitting together. “What colour is it?”


  “Yellow and black. It’s very little, only covers...” Her voice faded awkwardly. “Lea says it is not good for swimming.”


  I don’t think swimming was foremost on her mind, Green thought. Marija had obviously made the same deduction, for she flushed as she busied herself folding the items back into the drawer.


  “Is she a good swimmer?” he asked. She nodded. “She is good at many things. She took lessons in the public pool.”


  “Diving too?” Marija looked up from her folding, startled.


  “What?” “Does she like to dive from the high diving board?”


  Marija frowned, and Green could see her trying to make sense of his question. Suddenly, fear raced across her face. “The falls? You think...”


  “I don’t think anything. I’m just looking at possibilities.”


  Marija pressed her hand to her mouth. The stark panic in her eyes gradually died as she wrestled her emotions under control. Reason crept back in, and she shook her head. “No. Lea loves to swim, but she’s careful. She’s a lifeguard, and she knows the dangers of water. Never.”


  Unless she was so drunk or high she threw caution to the wind, Green thought grimly. Teenagers did foolhardy things all the time, believing in their utter invincibility, when in fact the human body is very fragile indeed. Before Marija Kovacev could make the same observation, he focussed her on practical details. “Is there anything else missing that may give us a clue? Even something fairly ordinary?”


  She had moved from the lingerie drawer to straightening the knickknacks on the top of the dresser. A photo of a man in a silver filigree frame, her father perhaps, two hand-painted ceramic dolls, a Swiss cuckoo clock, a carved wooden jewellery box and an assortment of creams and make-up containers. She ran her hand lovingly over the jewellery box as she considered his question.


  “Sergeant Leclair asked me the same question, and police searched all through this room yesterday, looking for clues. They even took her cell phone bill to check her records.” She broke off with a sharp intake of breath. “Her cell phone! It should have been in that bag! She carries it everywhere. Possibly she took it with her where she went?”


  “Does the bikini have a pocket?”


  The brief flare of hope died in Marija’s eyes. “No, there is not cloth for that.”


  Then where would she carry it? Green thought. She had left all her clothes and even her wallet with all her bank cards. Clearly she had not planned to go very far or stay away very long. Moreover, if she had gone for a swim, she would certainly not have taken her phone into the water. Not with the cost of the latest little gadgets. A further thought struck him.


  “Does her cell phone have a camera or a video?”


  Marija nodded. “I bought it for her birthday in April. The salesman said it had all the best technology. I can’t understand how to operate it, but Lea was thrilled. She took pictures of everything.”


  She smiled faintly at the memory, obviously failing to see the sinister connection between pictures, panties and the missing cell phone. But Green spotted it, and his sense of foreboding grew.


  Five



  At six thirty the next morning, Ruth Mendelsohn left her house in Old Ottawa South with her Nova Scotia duck tolling retriever. She crossed Billings Bridge, which spanned the Rideau River about four kilometres north of Hog’s Back Falls. By the time the river reached the bridge, it slowed to a languid pace as it meandered through marshy bays along the shore. From the bridge, Ruth spotted an official-looking Zodiac in the middle of the main channel. Not giving it much thought, she walked her dog up the bike path beside the river, relishing her early morning coffee and the chirping of the songbirds in the trees. This was her favourite time of day, before the roar of cars blocked out the birds and the breakneck blur of commuter cyclists transformed the bike path into a Tour de France circuit. Once they were far enough from the traffic, she glanced around and surreptitiously slipped off her dog’s leash. He bounded off across the grass towards the shore. Ducks quacked and flapped angrily out of reach, but for once Digby had no interest in them. Instead, after snuffling excitedly along the shore for a moment, he disappeared behind an overgrown alder and began to bark furiously. Ruth recognized his high-alert, alien-invasion bark.


  Shouting at him in vain, Ruth hurried towards the shore, swearing as the coffee sloshed out of her cup and spilled down her shorts. When she rounded the bush, she saw him in the shallow water at the river’s edge, barking at the police team out on the river. Ruth’s first reaction was guilt, for dogs were not allowed off-lead in this park, let alone in the water. She tried to grab his collar, but he danced further out of reach. Her sandals sank into the wet mud.


  Her second reaction, once she’d absorbed the diving gear and the waterproof yellow clothes, was that this was about the missing girl. They were dragging the river for her body. Although they hadn’t acknowledged Digby’s presence, the earsplitting barking could hardly be improving their focus.


  Digby, however, was not to be reassured, forcing her to wade ankle deep in muck to secure his collar. As she leaned forward to snap on his leash, trying not to think about the turtles and mud-dwelling creatures that might be tempted by her toes, she caught sight of a yellow and black object coiled around a reed. At first she thought it was some exotic snake, and she recoiled with a small shriek. On closer inspection, she realized it was cloth, and when she fished it out of the water, she saw it was the skimpiest bikini bottom she’d ever seen. She pictured it stretched over her own expansive tush, and the unflattering image made her chuckle.


  Don’t suppose anyone even missed this, she thought. Then she raised her head to consider the men combing the river bottom just off shore. What were the odds, she wondered? The bikini wasn’t remotely like the description of the girl’s clothes reported in the media, yet it looked almost brand new and showed no signs of fading or rot from being in the water for long.


  “Hey!” she shouted to the men in the water, brandishing the sodden bikini. “This was in the water. Could it be important?”


  The driver of the boat looked over at her with an annoyed frown that vanished the instant he saw her find. He got on the radio, and within seconds he gestured to her urgently. “Stay in the water exactly where you found it, ma’am, and wait there. An officer will be right there.”


  Ruth stared at the slip of clothing in dismay. The police reaction told it all. They believed the girl had drowned wearing this bikini. Only now, when they found her body, the poor girl would be nearly naked.


  The police responded very efficiently from that point, taking her statement and her contact information before sending her firmly on her way. Police in dark coveralls swarmed the marshy area by the alders, and others fanned out along the water’s edge up towards Hog’s Back. She could see similar activity on the north bank of the river, and she shuddered. She’d lived in her old brick house by the Rideau River almost thirty years. It was a tame river, at least within the city, since its force had been blunted by dams and canals. Small children frolicked in its waters, along with the frogs and ducks. She couldn’t remember the last time someone had drowned in the Rideau, unlike its larger and wilder sisters, the Ottawa and the Gatineau. It seemed impossible that a girl in her prime, especially a strong swimmer as the papers reported, could have died here.


  


  Sullivan phoned Green with the news at seven thirty. Green had managed a fitful night’s sleep and had been up since dawn, preparing to do battle once again with Hannah’s school. The news hit him like a sledgehammer in the chest.


  “We’ve set up a command post in the parking lot by Billings Bridge,” Sullivan said, “and the dive team are now concentrating their search on the stretch of the river downstream of the falls. We’ve got a local expert on the topography and currents of the river coming to meet with us at the CP. MacPhail’s also coming to check water temperature and perform his magic calculations on the buoyancy of the body...stuff like that.”


  Green absorbed the news about the forensic pathologist’s involvement grimly. “Has anything been released to the media?”


  “Not yet.”


  “Good. Hold off until we have something.” Green didn’t bother with the qualifier “if ”. Lea Kovacev was at the bottom of the river, and it was a matter of time before the divers found her, or her body bloated enough to float to the surface. “I need to inform the mother, so make sure nothing leaks.”


  “Nothing will, unless the woman who found the bikini talks. But the press are circling like vultures.”


  After he hung up, Green glanced at his watch. Hannah’s school started at nine o’clock. He still had an hour in which to check out the latest news from the search scene and speak to Lea’s mother before he could intercept his daughter at school. Fortunately, her school was located in Old Ottawa South, a mere five minutes drive from Billings Bridge.


  Although the challenge of coordinating the different teams on the case—the Ident unit, the ground and water search teams, K-9—fell to the duty inspector, the investigative aspects were still technically in the hands of the lead investigator, Ron Leclair. The case would not officially become a major crimes case until a body was found and the coroner ruled death to be suspicious. But Leclair was astute enough to recognize the potential for disaster in any misstep on his part and seemed genuinely grateful when Green turned up to check out the situation.


  Green realized why once he’d waded through all the media trucks in the Billings Bridge parking lot and caught sight of not only Superintendent Barbara Devine, decked out in a photogenic lime green pantsuit, but also the police chief himself in full dress uniform. They stood before a phalanx of reporters. Lea Kovacev’s plight had caught the imagination of the city. Green swore under his breath. Not only would every Tom, Dick, and Harry flock to the river’s edge in the hope of finding the next clue—the bikini top, perhaps—but Marija Kovacev was going to learn the worst possible news as a chatty, late-breaking news byte on some local TV morning show.


  He barely had time to check out the specialty teams and confer with the duty inspector before his fears were confirmed. A cab pulled into the parking lot, and Marija Kovacev leaped out, hurling some money in her wake. She raced wide-eyed through the crowd, accosting everyone in uniform before her eyes settled on Green. He drew her hastily out of earshot of the media.


  “We haven’t found her,” he said before she could draw breath. “There’s still hope, but I think you should be prepared.”


  She tore free of his grasp. “No! She’s a good swimmer! That bathing suit—it falls off at the first jump.”


  “We’re looking everywhere, and we have an ambulance standing by if we need it. But meanwhile, is there someone I can call for you? A family member?”


  She was shaking her head vigorously. “No family.”


  “A friend then? I know how hard it is to be alone, just waiting for the word.”


  “I am not waiting. I look all night. I phone every person who is her friend, I went to her work and I walk on all the streets. Today I will go to her school. I will look through her locker—”


  “The police did that.” “But they don’t know what they look for. Names, pictures, poems. Lea’s mind is always going. Imagining, creating. She write little poems—just pretty words about her thoughts— but I know somewhere in them are some...” Marija waved her hand impatiently. “What is the word? Clues? Where she would go, if she has a secret boyfriend...” Her chin quivered. “Maybe your Sergeant Leclair is right. I pray to God that he is right. I was too strict, I keep her too close to me, and she can’t tell me about her new boy. I pray she is away with him.”


  Green vaguely registered her new-found conversion to hope and recognized the desperate denial that fuelled it. His mind was caught up in her earlier words about Lea’s creative bent. Of all the school books Lea could have taken to her romantic tryst, she had taken her English notebook, complete with doodles, notes on Shakespeare and poems. That notebook was now awaiting forensic examination by Lyle Cunningham. Lyle would be looking for fingerprints and bodily fluids. It would never in a million years cross his meticulous mind to look for hidden clues in a verse of poetry. Clues to her dreams and plans.


  Clues to a secret lover, perhaps?


  


  Jenna Zukowski drained the dregs of her Tim Hortons doubledouble and tossed the cup onto the back seat just as she turned into the Pleasant Park parking lot. She was still only half awake, seven thirty being an insanely early hour to be arriving at work, but she wanted to catch the school athletic practices to see if there were any likely candidates for her suspects list. Sports had never been her forte; beyond the obligatory high school gym classes and a woman’s self-defence course at university, she’d always given physical exertion a wide berth. She could not grasp the appeal of whacking some stupid ball around a court or field, and the thought of sitting through several hours watching someone else do it held even less appeal. Yet to judge from the hockey madness that had gripped the whole city in the last month of the Stanley Cup playoffs, perfectly reasonable people went nuts over it, and a talented sports superstar could make more in a season than she could ever hope to make in a lifetime of humanitarian service.


  She parked the car and headed towards the sports field, where she could see a clump of boys running around the track. They wore thin nylon shorts and sleeveless shirts and kept up a long, steady stride. Even at a distance she could see the sweat soaking through their shirts. Already at this hour, the sun packed some punch, threatening another humid day.


  She veered over towards two middle-aged men who were sitting in the bleachers, baseball caps pulled low over their eyes against the sun. One was watching through binoculars and yelling at someone in the group to “pick up your fucking feet!” The other had a clipboard in his hand and a whistle dangling from his mouth. The official coach, she decided. His gaze remained on the track as she approached, but the other man lowered his binoculars and swivelled to watch her. She could see his eyes travel the length of her body before settling on her chest. She felt her cheeks burn. “Moron,” she muttered, instinctively tensing up.


  She had formulated an admittedly lame opening question about how the sports students were coping, but the more the man leered, the more tangled her tongue became. When she began climbing the bleacher stairs, the lecher punched the coach lightly on the arm and smiled broadly, showing a crooked row of nicotine-stained teeth.


  “Hey Ken, this may be your lucky day.” The coach pulled his eyes from the track and turned to her with a distracted frown. On closer inspection, she saw that he was not much older than she was, perhaps thirty at the most, but years of overeating and inaction had given his flesh a doughy look. In contrast, the older man’s stubby body rippled with muscles, each one proudly defined by the soft lines of his black silk shirt. A bodybuilder, she thought with disgust. The guy gets better all the time.


  The coach removed his whistle from his lips. “Can I help you?”


  “And if he can’t, maybe I can,” black shirt said.


  “Put a sock in it, Vic.” The coach rolled his eyes. “Don’t mind him.”


  “I’m looking for the gym teacher,” Jenna said, suddenly hoping neither of them fit the bill.


  “Your lucky day too, sweetheart,” Vic said. “You found him.”


  “One of them, at least,” the coach amended. “I’m Ken Taylor.”


  Jenna introduced herself, and before she could get out the first word of her speech, Vic folded her hand into a hearty grip. His thumb stroked her hand. “Pleased to meet you, Jenna Zukowski. Social worker, eh? Don’t mind me saying so, but you hardly look old enough to be out of high school.”


  She felt the red extend from her toes to the roots of her hair. She yanked her hand free. Ken smiled at her sympathetically. “Ignore him. You have something to discuss with me?”


  “Yes, but...well...” She struggled to untangle her tongue. “It’s about Lea Kovacev.”


  “Oh, is there news?”


  “No. At least not that I know of. But I’m concerned about her friends and how they’re coping, whether they need support...” She trailed off.


  “As far as I know, all her friends have been taken care of. Guidance made a big push yesterday to touch base with them.”


  “Yes, I was helping with that. But it struck me that it was mostly girls who came down to see us. Girls have an easier time talking about things, expressing feelings, asking for help.”


  Ken smiled drily. “Whereas boys go out and punch someone? That’s what you mean?”


  “Well, no. I mean, not punch someone, but bottle it up. Pretend everything’s cool and under control.” Vic muttered something under his breath. Sensing a hint of mockery, she turned to glare at him. “Suicide statistics among young men back me up on that.”


  “You’re right, you’re absolutely right,” Ken interjected. “But I’ve been monitoring the boys in my classes to make sure that if I see any hint of trouble, I speak to them. They may not go down to Guidance, but they talk to me privately.”


  “And were there any? I mean, boys that you were worried about?” Ken frowned at her thoughtfully for a moment.


  “Not unduly,” he said eventually. Then he glanced at his watch in dismay and shoved his whistle in his mouth. Waving his arms, he blew three blasts that left Jenna’s ears ringing. Through gritted teeth, she persevered with her script.


  “Do you know if any of the boys were especially close to her? Boyfriends or ex-boyfriends? Those will be the ones in the most distress.”


  Ken continued to wave as he started down the stairs. “I don’t pay attention to that.”


  Jenna followed him, aware of Vic uncomfortably close behind her. “She must have had boyfriends. She was a pretty girl.”


  Ken stopped abruptly and swung on her. “Was? Are you suggesting she’s dead?”


  “No, no! Of course not! But I mean, it’s worrisome, don’t you think?”


  “I don’t think anything,” Ken retorted. “And don’t you go putting that kind of thought into the kids’ minds either!”


  “Whoa Kenny, easy now,” Vic said. “I think Jenna’s just saying what we’re all thinking. Right? Just preparing ourselves. In case. In the sports business, it’s always good to be prepared. Anticipate that bodycheck before it slams you into the boards.”


  “Oh, fuck off, Vic,” Ken said as he strode off across the field.


  


  By nine o’clock in the morning, the heat had already draped a soggy blanket over the streets. Behind the smoggy haze, the sun shone blurry white in the eastern sky, and not the slightest puff of breeze stirred the leaves in the wilting trees. As Green approached Norman Bethune Alternate School, he saw a group of students clustered in the shade of a massive old tree, fanning themselves with notebooks as they bent over their work. Green scanned the crowd anxiously for a familiar blue head, but to no avail.


  He approached the group. It was like looking at a dozen Hannahs. Shredded clothes, body piercings and tattoos were everywhere, and hair styles ranged from tiger-striped mohawks to gothic black sheets. The students eyed him with suspicion, no doubt bemused by his Bagelshop T-shirt and jeans, but their eyes grew dark when he introduced himself. A lanky, skeletal girl in a long, multicoloured kaftan wagged her head back and forth. Her every move seemed to be in slow motion.


  “Hannah never told us you were a cop.”


  I’m sure she didn’t, he thought. He doubted Hannah even wasted breath on her boring old dad. “Do you know where she is? She’s not answering her cell.”


  “Well, that’s Hannah. She comes and goes. Smart though. When she’s here, she gets more work done in half a day than the rest of us do in three.”


  “So it’s normal for her not to be at school?”


  “Oh, yeah. Especially now. It’s so nice out, we’d all be at the beach if we didn’t have stuff to finish up.”


  “Do you know where she’d hang out?”


  The lanky girl’s eyes shuttered. She shrugged her bony shoulders. “Hannah never likes the same thing twice. Drugs, boys, hang-outs, it’s always got to be something new.”


  Green’s heart chilled at the mention of drugs. He’d been in Major Crimes too long to be cavalier about it. Drugs meant dealers, and dealers meant trouble. “Any guesses?”


  “Well—” The younger girl in the striped hair began, but the lanky girl shot her a scowl that silenced her in mid-word. Green wanted to throttle her but forced himself to be nonchalant. Throttling never worked with Hannah either. Instead, he dredged up a rueful smile.


  “Look, I’m a dad. I worry. And because I’m a cop, I worry even more. Like right now, with this teenage girl missing, I’m imagining all sorts of crazy things. So please, if you know anything, tell me.”


  “We don’t know anything,” the tiger-haired girl said. “Not really.”


  “Can you at least tell me if she’s all right?”


  “I’m sure.” The lanky girl bobbed her head. Her black hair swung in ropes. “The guy—the people—she’s with are cool.”


  Green gritted his teeth to keep from screaming at her. “If you can reach her, or you hear from her, tell her to call me. Please!” They exchanged glances, and to a person twitched their shoulders in a doubtful shrug. It was not a comforting response, but there was nothing more he could do beyond attaching electrodes to unspeakable parts. He headed back to the car, seriously debating the wisdom of filing a missing persons report. Hannah might never forgive him if he did, but if something was really wrong, or something had happened to her, he would never forgive himself if he didn’t.


  As he was nosing his way into the impossible traffic on Bank Street en route to the Elgin Street Police Headquarters, a police cruiser streaked by towards Billings Bridge, its lights flashing and siren blaring. Green’s blood ran cold. At that very moment his phone rang, and he grabbed it, praying it was Hannah.


  It was Brian Sullivan.


  Six



  Lea Kovacev had travelled a mere hundred metres from where she’d probably entered the water, and had come to rest on the rocky point of a small island just below the falls. The Rideau River, having picked up speed on its plunge through the gorge, raced white and angry over the rocks below the falls and split to encircle the tiny island in its path. Only five metres of water separated the island from the eastern shore, and it was easily crossed by a person wearing rubber boots.


  She was still face down in the shallow water when Green arrived, her bloated body rocking gently in the reeds and rocks that marked the shore. MacPhail was completing his examination, and Lyle Cunningham was photographing the scene. Green splashed out to join Brian Sullivan, who stood knee-deep in the river a safe distance away. The rest of the officers clustered on the eastern shore of the mainland opposite. The roar of the falls rushed in to fill the human silence that had descended on the scene.


  “Likely caught underwater on a lip of rock in the gorge and only dislodged when the body began to bloat,” MacPhail intoned, showing none of the glee that usually accompanied even the grisliest of deaths. His mood was reflected in the faces of all the police officers on the scene. They had known the odds and read the danger signals, but they had hoped against all reason that they would find her alive. Dejection radiated from their slumping shoulders and their listless search of the grounds. There was no urgency now, no race against time. There never had been.


  On his way to the scene, Green had pushed through the media, who were pinned back in the park above, mercifully out of sight. They were suitably sombre, waxing poetic as they spun the sparse information they’d been given into full-bodied stories of Lea’s ill-fated end. Green knew that within minutes, the news would be on all the airwaves, reaching her school, her friends, and her mother. Someone needed to get to the woman first.


  He eyed the body, which appeared to be naked. Lea’s mother had said the bikini came off easily, and Green wondered whether the river had torn it free, or some human hand.


  “Has MacPhail said anything about sexual assault?” he asked Sullivan.


  Sullivan shook his head. “So far he’s observed no signs of trauma, except some tearing of the skin on her shoulders and hips. Post mortem, he said, likely caused by the rocks in the river.”


  “Thank God for that small mercy. It might be a comfort to her mother, if anything could be. She needs to be informed before she catches the whole discovery on TV.”


  Sullivan nodded. “I sent Bob Gibbs and a woman from Victim Support over to give her the news. They’ll bring her to the morgue for the ID when MacPhail gives us the word.”


  The two detectives watched in silence as MacPhail prowled around the body with his powerful flashlight, probing every inch and frequently signalling Cunningham to photograph a particular detail. Cunningham’s partner could be seen stalking through the trees on the island, marking every broken beer bottle, used condom and cigarette butt to be photographed and collected. On this picturesque little island a stone’s throw from Carleton University campus, there were sure to be plenty of all three.


  It felt like an eternity before MacPhail straightened up, nodded to Cunningham and headed back towards Green and Sullivan. He strode through the water, oblivious as it engulfed his hiking boots.


  “I came prepared for dirt and trees, not water,” he announced in his booming Scottish brogue. Dr. Alexander MacPhail hadn’t been near the Highlands in the last thirty of his sixtyodd years, but managed to sound more Scottish with each passing year. The joke in the police force was that he was drinking up Scotland shot by shot. It did not appear to diminish his acumen one bit, however.


  He snapped off his latex gloves and crushed Green’s hand in his powerful grip. “I thought you were on holidays, laddie.”


  Green stifled a grimace at the thought of where the hand had just been. “I am. Just dropping by.”


  “Oh, aye.” MacPhail shot him a knowing smile. “ HRH will be calling you back in, mark my words. Any time the press is going to shine a spotlight, she likes all her boys lined up neatly in a row. In their Sunday best as well,” he added, arching one eyebrow at Green’s T-shirt.


  Green was wondering himself when Superintendent Devine would call. No doubt when the news of the body reached her ears. God forbid she should actually oversee the case all by herself. After ten years as Ottawa’s chief forensic pathologist, MacPhail had her pegged to a T.


  “Before she calls, I’d like some facts to feed her,” Green replied. “What can you tell us?”


  “Well, from the degree of putrefaction and the absence of rigor, I’d say she’s been dead about two to three days, so she likely died sometime the night she disappeared. We know she only surfaced in the past twelve hours, since your lads searched this entire area yesterday evening, but with the water still so cold, it’s difficult to estimate how long she was under beforehand.”


  “Cause of death? Drowning?”


  MacPhail hesitated. “Impossible to tell at this point, till I get a peek inside. There are no signs of obvious trauma, such as a gunshot wound or crushed skull. There’s water in her lungs, but that is inconclusive after three days submerged. There is some water debris in her nasal and oral passages which could also be consistent with drowning, but the debris could have been washed in post mortem.”


  “Debris? Like sand?”


  “And algae. But I’ll need microscopic analysis of her blood and bone marrow in order to confirm whether she was still alive when she hit the water.”


  “Any other points? Sexual activity?”


  “I can’t see anything forced. No bruising or tearing around the genitals. But as for consensual sex, that’s impossible to tell, given the amount of edema. She was a sexually active girl, I can tell that, and with any luck the river won’t have washed away all the semen if she had intercourse before she died.”


  With any luck, Green thought. Semen would go a long way towards pinpointing who she’d been with the night she died, and perhaps unravelling the mystery of how she’d ended up in the water without any clothes. Even if her ultimate death proved to be drowning by misadventure, that mystery lover had a lot to answer for.


  “However,” MacPhail was saying, and the twinkle in his blue eyes stirred Green’s interest, “there is one thing, difficult to detect with the edema and the discoloration. I’ll know more when I can get her on the table this afternoon, so I may have a more definitive answer for you then.”


  Green’s eyes narrowed. “What thing?”


  “Ach, it’s naught but a wee tiny detail. Better lighting or a close look at the tissue will do the trick.”


  “What wee tiny detail?”


  MacPhail swept his hand in invitation towards the body, grinning. “Shall we take a look?”


  Green grimaced. He knew he should be taking a close look at the body, but the words edema and discoloration were deterrent enough. “Just tell me.”


  MacPhail laughed then lunged forward to grip Green by the upper arms. Green jumped back reflexively, thinking he meant to drag him over to the body, but in the next instant the doctor softened his grip and struck a didactic pose. “She’s got these very small dark spots on her arms that could be bruises. Just like someone’s thumbs were holding her very hard. Mind you, with the degree of putrefaction and the time in the water...”


  “So you’re saying it’s possible she didn’t drown accidentally?”


  “I’m not saying that. Odds are she did. All I’m saying is that you shouldn’t be packing away your interview forms and your evidence kits just yet.”


  Before Green could even digest the implications, a highpitched scream echoed down the river bank, and all three men spun around to see a commotion in the woods by the shoreline.


  A woman was shrieking, part rage and part anguish. “Take your hands off me, you fucking Nazis!”


  Green recognized Marija Kovacev’s voice, and he sprinted across the water to the shore just in time to see her tear loose from the half-dozen officers restraining her. She plunged down the embankment towards the water, slithering over rocks and clutching at branches to slow her descent. Her hair had come free from its neat bun and flew about her face in wild disarray, and her eyes were huge with panic.


  Green caught her arm as she reached the shoreline. “Marija, wait.”


  She fought against his grip, staring through him as if he didn’t exist as she strained for a glimpse of the body in the water. Sullivan and MacPhail moved to block her view.


  “I have to see her!”


  “Not here. Not like this,” Green murmured, trying to sound calm. On the bluff above, he could see the media cameras clicking and caught a glimpse of Watts, one of Major Crimes’ lesser lights, cosying up to them, as if hoping to get his picture in the paper.


  “You promised you’d help me...” she gulped, “you’d tell me—”


  “I’ll take you to the morgue, where you can see her properly.”


  “Properly?” Gibbs appeared at her side, accompanied by a defiant looking young woman with a tag from Victim Support. Gibbs looked distressed. “Sorry, sir, I couldn’t s-stop her.”


  “After what this woman has been through in her life,” the victim counsellor retorted, “I thought she had a right to see her daughter. She wouldn’t calm down otherwise.”


  “She wouldn’t calm down anyway!” Green hissed, furious. Marija slapped his face. “Don’t talk like I’m not here! I am


  here. And I will see Lea!”


  Green’s face stung where the blow had landed. He gaped at her in shock, and for the first time saw not just the panic but the fierce determination in the woman’s eyes. Silent seconds ticked by as they stared each other down. Around them, a small group of officers held their breath.


  Green relaxed his grip on her arm marginally. “She’s not injured, Marija, but after two days in the water, she doesn’t look very good.”


  “Do you think I care?”


  “But do you want this to be your last memory of her? Your last picture?”


  “I have a picture of her forever in my heart. A thousand pictures. I must have this final one. To know the truth, to touch her one last time.”


  Green looked up at Sullivan reluctantly. “Have we got paramedics standing by? Some sedatives?”


  Her eyes glittered, and for a moment Green feared she was going to lash out again. He steeled himself, but instead she simply gripped her hand over his. “In Bosnia, I picked up the pieces of my husband’s body, and I held him together in my arms. To say goodbye and to know that he had my comfort on his journey. Lea...” Her voice snagged, and she sucked in her breath. “Lea needs that too.”


  Green was speechless. It went against all crime scene procedures and next of kin protocols, but when he looked over at the island, he saw that Cunningham had finished with his photographs and had moved on to the physical evidence. Lea’s hands were bagged, and the coroner’s staff was standing by with a stretcher, waiting for the word to remove the body.


  “Get rid of the goddamn press,” he muttered to Sullivan. Then he took Marija’s hand and guided her towards the water. Without a word, the others parted to let them pass.


  


  The lunch bell had just rung, and Jenna dismissed her final student of the morning with an undisguised sigh of relief. There had been a virtual avalanche of hysterical students following the announcement that Lea’s body had been found. The principal had convened an emergency mid-morning meeting, and as a group they had hammered out a crisis response plan. The police had released few details, other than that the body had been recovered below the falls and that there were no signs of foul play, leaving the principal to conclude that she had been swimming in the falls against regulations and had drowned. Mr. Prusec had used the tragic occasion to warn students over the PA to take all precautions around water this summer.


  Jenna was furious, not only at the principal’s open broadcast of the tragic news but also at his implicit blaming of Lea for her own misfortune. What about the other possibilities? An unintentional fall, or a very intentional push? Where was the boyfriend in this scenario? Had he ignored her plight? Left her to die? Dared her to dive? Plied her with alcohol and drugs? One thing was certain; he had not come forward to shed light on the tragedy. He was hiding behind his anonymity, like the guilty coward he surely was.


  Jenna had hoped Crystal would draw the same conclusions and come forward to discuss it further, but when noon arrived with no sign of her, Jenna decided she’d have to go on the offensive. She had to work at another school that afternoon, so she had no time to waste. She was just heading out of her office in search of Crystal when she spotted the gym teacher, Ken Taylor, talking to the Guidance secretary across the room. He straightened when he saw her and gave her a tentative, collegial nod, but he had the same dazed look in his eyes that she’d seen on the students earlier.


  Well, well, she thought, is this the first staff member to admit they need someone to talk to? Mr. Macho men-only-talk-to-men himself?


  He smiled a little sheepishly as she approached. “Can we take a walk?” he said. “I need to eat lunch, but I’d like to get out of here for awhile.”


  He offered her half his sandwich—peanut butter and jam on white bread—and she suppressed a grimace as she declined. He led the way out the side door towards the treelined residential street next to the school. Resisting the urge to babble to cover her nervousness, she waited for him to speak.


  “I want to apologize for my behaviour this morning,” he said eventually. “I nearly snapped your head off, but the truth is I was harbouring the same secret fear myself that she was dead. I just didn’t like you saying it out loud.”


  “Did you know Lea?”


  He’d stuffed half the sandwich into his mouth, and he nodded vigorously in response. Bread crumbs scattered as he tried to talk. “She’s in my Outdoor Ed class. And I’m the teacher advisor to the Newcomers’ Club, which she is—was— very active on. She was a very nice girl. Private, kept her thoughts to herself, but very friendly.”


  “Was she the daredevil kind, as the principal implied?”


  “She liked adventure, and she liked to challenge herself, but I can’t see her doing anything as stupid as diving off Hog’s Back.”


  “Did she do drugs?”


  He shrugged. “Who knows? She had a lot of respect for her body, and she wanted it to perform at its best, so I doubt it.”


  He pulled out a Coke can and punched his empty lunch bag into a ball, his melancholy gaze fixed on a distant point ahead. Looking at him now, she saw that despite the unappealing extra chin and the wisps of fine brown hair combed carefully over his bald spot, he had gentle grey eyes and a pair of impish dimples when he smiled. Not too bad to look at after all, she decided, and sneaked a peek at his left hand. No ring. And a peanut butter sandwich for lunch. Both signs of bachelorhood.


  Feeling a blush coming on, she brought her thoughts firmly back on topic. “She might have experimented though, if a very special boy asked her to. A sweet-talking boy can get a girl to do many things just to please him.”


  He shifted his grey eyes to her pensively. “And vice versa, I might add. The power of attraction can be blinding.”


  “At that age, yes,” she hastened to say as the blush reddened her cheeks. “Do you know if she had a boyfriend?”


  He resumed walking at a brisk pace, leaving her scurrying to keep up. “You’ve really got a thing about Lea’s love life, don’t you?”


  “Well, it’s just that I heard she had a secret boyfriend, and I’m wondering why he hasn’t come forward. He’s supposed to be a big star at the school. Actor, musician, athlete...”


  “That covers a lot of territory. Who’s to say he’s even from this school?”


  “That’s just what I heard. I could be wrong, but there are a lot of talented kids at this school. The arts students, for example. Would they have been her type?”


  He cracked open the Coke and slurped noisily. “I didn’t know her that well, but I think she’d be hard to please.”


  “What makes you say that?”


  “She was a pretty girl and friendly to everyone, up to a point. But she guarded her privacy and didn’t let people get that close.”


  “You mean there might be lots of guys mooning over her who wouldn’t have a chance?”


  “I didn’t say that. Only that it would take a very special guy for her to let them in. A lot of these artsy types are pretty selfabsorbed.”


  “What about an athlete? You said she liked the outdoors and adventure. You probably know most of the top athletes in the school. Would any of them be her type?”


  He didn’t reply for a moment while he dug into his pocket for a chocolate bar. Mars Bar. Nothing lo-cal for this guy. “I’m not sure all this speculating gets us anywhere. Lea’s dead. That’s the whole tragedy. Dragging in other people just makes it worse.”


  “If it helps us understand why, or prevents another tragedy, it would be worth it.”


  He cast her a sidelong glance. She kept her eyes straight ahead and hoped her red face didn’t show. She was way out on a limb here, going where no one else seemed willing to go.


  “You don’t watch much hockey, do you?”


  She tensed in bewilderment at his abrupt change of topic. To admit a dislike for hockey in Ottawa this spring was to risk being run out of town. “No, why?”


  “If you did, you’d know that by far the biggest name in sports at this school this year is Vic’s whizz kid, Riley O’Shaughnessy.”


  “Vic?”


  “Vic McIntyre. The guy you met with me this morning.”


  “Oh, that asshole.”


  He chuckled. “Yeah, he’s in-your-face. But he’s also an upand-coming player’s agent, and right now Riley is one of his hot new finds.”


  “In hockey?” she asked dubiously.


  He nodded. “Riley O’Shaughnessy is a forward for the Ottawa 67’s, and he’s shaping up to be a first round pick in the NHL entry draft at the end of the month.”


  “That’s Greek to me, Ken. What does that mean?”


  “It means he’s damn good. And potentially worth millions.”


  Seven



  Marija Kovacev spent fifteen minutes with her daughter, praying over her, weeping over her, and ultimately sitting in stricken silence as the morgue staff loaded Lea onto the stretcher. Afterwards, Green drove her home but made no attempt to intrude on the woman’s private, unimaginable grief. Neighbours were waiting outside her home, and he handed her over with gratitude.


  It was past one o’clock by the time he got to his office. He felt shell shocked. Please don’t let there be any more crises, he thought. His message light was blinking wildly, and when he checked it, he found half a dozen calls from Barbara Devine. With a groan, he forced himself to punch in her number. She wasted no time on formalities.


  “Who are you assigning to the Kovacev case?”


  “It’s Brian Sullivan’s call,” he pointed out irritably. “And he’s handling it himself for now, pending the findings of MacPhail’s PM.”


  “I caught the news footage of the mother charging the crime scene. Thank God you were there.”


  Green counted to five. It was either that or hang up on the woman, and the latter would be unwise, even if he didn’t value his career. “Losing a child is a very traumatic thing,” he said when he could trust himself to behave.


  “I’m not an idiot, Mike. I know how hard it must be on her. I’m just saying you handled it well.”


  Green said nothing, waiting for the other shoe to drop. It took all of three seconds.


  “If it’s murder, this could be very tricky. I want you on media and overseeing the different teams involved. Personally.”


  He didn’t waste time pointing out that the police force had an entire department dedicated to media relations. “I’m on vacation.”


  “And the sooner this is wrapped up, the sooner you can get back to it. We all have to make sacrifices, Mike. I’ve set up a press conference for five o’clock, to lead on the six o’clock news. Prepare something appropriate. And for God’s sake, get dressed!”


  Green managed to hang up before unleashing a string of profanities at his closed office door. He dialled his home phone number and Hannah’s cell, both of which went unanswered. When he phoned Sharon’s cell to explain the situation, he could hear Tony babbling in the background, and he wanted nothing more than to rush back out to the country, sweep his son into his arms, and hold him safe and close forever.


  Sharon must have heard the despair in his voice, for she put up no argument. “The poor woman. I can’t even imagine. Barbara Devine may be a pain in the ass with her eye only on the Deputy Chief ’s job, but in this case she’s right. Of course you have to stay.”


  He sighed. “I know. Anyway, there’s still no sign of Hannah. I’m almost ready to put out a missing persons bulletin on her myself.”


  “Do you want us to come home?”


  He thought of how desperately she had wanted—needed— this week in the country. “Not yet. I have a couple of other leads to follow and a few places to look before I totally hit the panic button. And if I find her, once I’ve strangled her, she’s coming out to the cottage with me, even if I have to tie her up and kidnap her.”


  “I’ll have a double scotch waiting. For you, not for her.” She forced a chuckle, but there was no humour in her voice. Perhaps like him, she feared the worst.


  


  He spent an hour working on the press release and dealing with urgent reports that had accumulated in his absence before casting everything aside in frustration and heading out. In the middle of this steamy summer day, the streets would be teeming with youth. Somewhere out there, someone had to know about Hannah.


  A wall of heat hit him the instant he walked outside. The haze had thickened, and a hot wind buffeted the trees, portending a thunderstorm that would wreak chaos with the crime scene on the Rideau River. His shirt was glued to his back, and his hair hung in sodden strings by the time he was halfway up Elgin Street. At the height of the afternoon, its pubs and trendy shops were crowded, and languid clusters of young people hung out in shaded alleyways and under trees in the parks. Mournful jazz wafted from the bistros as he passed. Ottawa Senators banners still hung in the windows and bits of faded flags and costumes still clogged the gutters, the only reminders of the Stanley Cup madness that had transformed the strip into a screaming, hornhonking frenzy earlier in the month.


  There was no sign of a tiny, blue-haired, pixie-faced girl. He passed the sprawling white courthouse and city hall complex and struck out across Confederation Square, dodging the traffic that raced around it from all sides.


  The National War Memorial formed the imposing stone centrepiece of the square, but his destination was the desultory group of semi-clad teens who sat on its granite steps, smoking and fanning themselves. As he drew closer, he could see that Hannah wasn’t among them, but he asked about her anyway. He hoped that in his T-shirt and jeans, he didn’t look too much like a cop, but his inquiry was greeted by wary head shakes all around.


  He headed across the Wellington Street Bridge, scanning the buskers along the way, then descended the steps to the pedestrian underpass, which was a popular hang-out. On this hot day, its concrete corridor was packed with street youth, sleeping, lounging, talking and smoking. These teens were poorer than their counterparts at the alternate school. Their hair hung in dirty, uncombed hanks and their clothing was flimsy, torn and ill-fitting. Tattoos, studs and body piercings highlighted every bit of visible skin. Displays of homemade jewellery, crafts and cheap accessories, probably stolen, lined the walls, and the sweet smell of marijuana clung to the humid air.


  Still no sign of Hannah. He headed for the Rideau Centre and merciful air conditioning, then back out to prowl the tattoo parlours, jewellery shops and record stores of Rideau Street and the Byward Market. The Market had been his playground when he was growing up in Lowertown, but today’s raucous mix of street stalls, bistros and trendy shops was a far cry from the farmers’ stalls, flophouses and seedy taverns of his youth.


  It was nearing four o’clock under billowing black clouds when he finally had to admit defeat. He had only one avenue left to pursue, and he could avoid it no longer. Reluctantly he walked up the six short blocks to his father’s retirement residence. The squat brick building sat on a side street in Sandy Hill, only a kilometre from the crumbling lowertown tenement where Sid Green had settled fifty years earlier. His whole world was within a short walking distance, including the Rideau Bakery and Nate’s Delicatessen. Nowadays, Sid rarely made the walk, which left him breathless and unsteady, but instead waited for his son to chauffeur him around. This time Green was on foot and pressed for time, so he stopped en route to pick up cheese blintzes, Nate’s smoked meat, and a Rideau Bakery rye, hoping that perhaps his father’s favourite foods would distract him from the gravity of the visit.


  Green could hear the television even before he entered the room. Stifling heat and the stench of stale sweat assailed his nostrils. As usual, the windows were closed, and the drapes were drawn—an old habit originally intended to keep prying eyes out—but this time his father was not sitting in his old brown corduroy chair where he spent most of his waking hours. A Seinfeld re-run was blaring away in the empty room. With momentary alarm, Green hurried through the narrow kitchenette and glanced into the bathroom before entering the bedroom. His father lay on his back on the bed with the comforter drawn up to his chin despite the heat. His eyes were shut, but his mouth hung open.


  Green rushed to his side, relief flooding in as he saw the rise and fall of his chest. For twenty years, ever since his mother’s death had sucked the hope from his father’s life, Green had lived in fear of walking in to find his father dead. He picked up his father’s wrist, and Sid’s eyes flew open in alarm. The next instant he scowled as he jerked his wrist away.


  “I’m only sleeping. Can’t an old man sleep?”


  “You usually nap in your chair.” Green studied his colour closely. In the dim light, Sid’s pale, watery eyes seemed to glitter. Fever? He laid a hand on his forehead. Warm, but not burning.


  Sid shrugged. “So I have a cold. It’s not a crime. What do you want?”


  Green held out the grocery bags. “I brought blintzes. You eaten today?”


  Sid struggled to prop himself up on his elbows. “What’s wrong?”


  “Why should something be wrong?”


  “Because my son is here in the middle of the day. And... what happened to the vacation?”


  “Work came up.” Green went to the kitchen and returned with a glass of ginger ale and some crackers, which he placed on the bedside table. He propped his father up with a pillow. “Plus, I thought I should come back to check on Hannah. We left her here by herself. I don’t suppose...” he paused, choosing his words and his tone, “she dropped in or called you, the way she promised to?”


  Sid raised his glass to his lips in tremulous hands. Two drops fell on his chin, but he seemed oblivious. A smile played across his face. “My little Hannushka. Never forgets her zaydeh.”


  Green’s hopes leaped. “So she did come? When?”


  “Yesterday? The day before? Who keeps track? What day is it?”


  “Thursday. Was it yesterday?”


  Sid shrugged. “She didn’t stay long. Always in a rush, that little girl. Just like her father.”


  “Did she say where she was going?”


  “With a friend. She didn’t say, but I think it was a young man.” Sid stopped, and the smile faded from his lips. His rheumy eyes fixed on Green accusingly. “Mishka, don’t make her go away.”


  Green was startled. A quick denial rose to his tongue, but something in his father’s tone gave him pause. Goose bumps broke out on his back despite the heat in the room. “Why, Pop? Did she say something to you about going away?”


  “She’s like you. Who talks? But she seemed upset. Fermisht. All the time she was here, she didn’t sit still one minute. It was Zaydeh, do you want a drink? Zaydeh, do you get lonely? Zaydeh, do your friends ever visit? When you’re eighty-six years old, I said to her, who has friends?”


  Green groped to connect the cryptic allusions. Sweat trickled down his back. “You said she seemed upset. Was it about friends?”


  “Maybe, but not down inside.” He tapped his bony, gnarled fist to his chest. When he picked up his glass again, this time his hand trembled too much for him to take a sip. He set it down. “I know you, Mishka. Your mind, it’s always off somewhere else.” He smacked his head for emphasis. “Don’t make her go, like she doesn’t belong here.”


  Green suppressed his exasperation. It was an old refrain between them. His father had always blamed Green for losing Hannah in the first place, and he lived in fear of losing her again. Green couldn’t tell from his father’s riddles whether Hannah had actually said anything about leaving, or whether his old paranoia was reading threats into innocuous words. He tried for a concrete lead. “Did she mention the name of this boyfriend?”


  “No. You don’t know him?” Green shook his head.


  “Did she mention any friends’ names?” “No. She just said sometimes friends weren’t friends after all, like my friends in Poland. I told her such stories are not for her ears.” He sighed and lay back on his pillows, suddenly looking so frail that Green felt a twinge of fear. Even after sixty-five years, the betrayal of the Polish villagers he’d considered friends still ate at his soul.


  “Has the nurse been in to see you, Pops?”


  Sid waved his hand in dismissal. “They came, they listened—” he gestured to his chest. “They brought soup, and they said get lots of rest. Like I was thinking maybe to run the marathon.”


  Green smiled. As long as his father could joke, surely he wasn’t dying. He stayed a few minutes longer to make sure his father was comfortably settled, then ducked out of the apartment, leaving Seinfeld on full blast for company. On his way out, he stopped by the main office to ask the nurse to check on his father later.


  Once he made it back outside, he checked his watch in dismay. He was glad he’d visited his father, not only for the old man’s sake but also for the news on Hannah. As of either Tuesday or Wednesday, she had been fine, although troubled about something. Perhaps she would show up home once she’d worked it out. It was a hope he could hang on to, anyway, while he coped with more immediate demands.


  Barbara Devine’s press conference was due in twenty minutes, and until he had Sullivan’s report on the autopsy, he still hadn’t a clue what he was going to say. His clothes were sticky with the sweat and grime of the streets, his feet ached, and his throat screamed for water. He caught a cab back to the police station to find Brian Sullivan waiting for him at his desk. The look on the big man’s face was unreadable.


  Green jerked his head to signal Sullivan to follow him and headed straight to the men’s room, where he splashed cold water on his face and drank deeply. Once he felt half human again, he turned his attention to Sullivan.


  “Bad news?”


  Sullivan checked under all the stalls, then returned to lean against the wall. “What would be good news in this scenario, Mike? That she drowned, accidentally or on purpose?”


  “It wouldn’t be on purpose. No way was this girl suicidal. No, I mean—do we have a killer on our hands?”


  “Who knows? MacPhail can’t say. He knows how she died—cardiac arrest—but he doesn’t know why.”


  “Cardiac arrest! She was a healthy, fit, young woman!”


  Sullivan shrugged. “It happens. MacPhail found no diatoms in either her bloodstream or her bone marrow. He thinks she was dead when she hit the water.”


  Green stared at him. He knew all about the microscopic organisms that lived in rivers and lakes. Diatoms were so small that if the heart was still beating when a victim entered the water, they would be pumped throughout the circulatory system. It was one of the hallmarks of death by drowning, although as a definitive test, Green knew it remained controversial. “Dead people don’t throw themselves in the water. So is he saying someone else was there to help her along?”


  Sullivan nodded grimly.


  “Shit.” Green turned the revelation over in his mind, remembering the faint abrasions MacPhail had mentioned at the scene. “Did he find any signs of trauma or a struggle?”


  “What looks like two thumb impressions on her upper arms, like someone held her with enough force to cause bruising before she died. There are also post mortem abrasions consistent with falling on the rocks in the river. And her hip was broken, again post mortem. Probably some time after death, MacPhail thinks, based on the absence of bleeding into the tissue.”


  Green propped himself against the sink and gazed absently at the tiles on the floor. They formed a nice geometric pattern of browns and creams, nothing like the crazy jigsaw of this case. “So she struggles with someone, goes into cardiac arrest and then someone—maybe that same person—instead of calling 911, waits a bit and then tosses her off the rocks into the falls?”


  “Well, he might not have known she was dead right away. Maybe they were both asleep, and when he woke up, he realized...”


  “It’s still a crazy reaction, Brian. If I found my girlfriend dead, I wouldn’t toss her over the falls unless I had something to hide. Could he have raped her? Any sign of sexual activity?”


  “Inconclusive,” Sullivan said. “There were no obvious vaginal abrasions, but the tissue edema was too great to be certain, and the river could have washed away any traces of semen.”


  “Or our man could have used a condom.”


  Sullivan nodded. “There are still a lot of questions. MacPhail’s ordered a full tox screen. He’s put a rush on it, but he’s treating the death as suspicious.”


  “At the very least it’s interference with a body,” Green replied. “But meanwhile we treat it as a homicide. We open a Major Case file on it.”


  “Already started. I’ll keep the lead myself until we hear from MacPhail about the toxicology results.”


  Green nodded, and a ghost of an idea brightened his thoughts. “I’ll sic Barbara Devine on the lab. She’ll have the Commissioner of the RCMP himself ordering the rush. Did MacPhail see any signs of drug use?”


  Sullivan shook his head. “Like you said, the girl was healthy and fit. Took care of herself, didn’t even smoke much pot, from the condition of her lungs.”


  “So has he any idea what caused the cardiac arrest? A congenital abnormality?”


  “Not that he could see. Her heart was healthy and properly formed. She had nothing much in her stomach other than what MacPhail thinks may have been a sports drink and walnut ice cream.”


  “Not even one beer or cooler?”


  “Not judging by the smell. Of course, he’ll do a full analysis and let us know.”


  Green’s eyes narrowed in thought. “Did MacPhail say what could cause a perfectly normal seventeen-year-old heart to stop?”


  “Besides drugs? He said it was highly unlikely, but extreme emotion—terror or fury—or extreme exertion.”


  “You mean as in fighting for her life? Running away, probably terrified to boot?”


  Sullivan shrugged. “It’s as good a guess as any right now. Two things we know for sure. She wasn’t alone the night she died, she struggled with someone, and someone hefted her body over the fence and threw it into the water.”


  “I’d say we’re talking a strong young man here.” Sullivan nodded. “A hell of a strong young man.”


  


  Jenna Zukowski staggered through her apartment door, dropped her briefcase on the floor and sucked in a deep breath of cool, dry air. Thank God for air conditioning. Even her cat didn’t budge, but merely greeted her with a flick of his tail. She tossed her keys and mail on the kitchen counter, peeled off her linen pantsuit and wilted into the armchair in her living room. It was a full five minutes before she rallied the energy to fetch a Diet Coke and fire up her laptop.


  “Riley O’Shaughnessy hockey” yielded an astounding 634 hits on Google. For a boy not even out of high school, he certainly was generating a lot of news. She scanned the first page for a promising website that profiled his career. Wading through the alien world of hockey culture, she found herself utterly baffled. Junior A, Major Junior, Minors, scoring forwards, wingers, prospects, draft picks... She was able to glean that Riley had been born in Gananoque and had moved to Ottawa two years ago to play for the Ottawa 67’s—which was called a Ontario Hockey League Major Junior team, whatever that was. Because of his scoring skill, he’d almost single-handedly brought the team to the Memorial Cup final this spring. The Memorial Cup was not the Stanley Cup, which even she knew was the big hockey prize, but it was obviously important.


  A couple of articles hinted at a recent fall-off in his game but suggested it was a temporary loss of focus that should not affect his future. Everywhere the articles trumpeted his statistics as one might the measurements of a contestant in a beauty pageant. Most of the numbers were meaningless to her, except for two. Height six-foot-three, weight two hundred pounds. She studied the photo of Riley dressed in full hockey regalia, leaning pensively on his hockey stick. Bulked up by the shoulder pads, he looked like an Adonis, but it was his face that caught her attention. Deep-set brown eyes, a mop of dark curls, and a shy, dimpled smile that could charm the pants off any girl.


  Had he been Lea’s secret love? How could she, Jenna, ever find out? It wasn’t as if she could ask him outright, or even pump that obnoxious creep Vic for information on his golden boy. Maybe if she could see the boy for herself, she’d be able to tell. Surely his demeanour or the expression in those beautiful puppy dog eyes would betray the torment and guilt that he felt.


  She glanced at her watch and saw with dismay that she’d missed the first few minutes of the six o’clock news. She turned her television on in time to see a panoramic vista of river and trees overrun with yellow tape and police officers. A reporter voice-over was announcing.


  “...discovered by police searchers around nine thirty this morning on an isolated section of the Rideau River just south of the Heron Road Bridge. Police confirmed the body to be that of seventeen-year-old Lea Kovacev, who had been missing since Monday evening.”


  The scene switched to a close-up of a plainclothes police inspector who looked as if he’d slept several days in the suit he was wearing. “Obviously this outcome is deeply upsetting to all of us in the police and in the community, and our sympathies go out to her family and friends. The body appears to have been in the water two to three days. She was discovered not far from where her backpack was found in Hog’s Back Park yesterday. The investigation is still in its early stages, and we don’t know exactly what happened. We’ll be conducting interviews and examining evidence; however, there is currently no evidence to suggest she was attacked, and so there does not appear to be any ongoing risk to the public at large. Hog’s Back is a dangerous waterfall that in the past has been used by divers. We ask anyone who might have knowledge of her activities at the park to please call the Major Crimes Unit at the number on the screen.”


  Jenna listened to the police inspector with growing impatience. So the official cop line was going to be that Lea drowned accidentally while diving. Jenna watched as the broadcast went on to other news. Students at Pleasant Park were interviewed as they left the school. Shock and tears were etched on their faces, and Jenna cursed the principal’s stupidity for not having called for her help in dealing with the media invasion.


  When one of the students mentioned Lea’s adventuresome spirit and her love of swimming, Jenna’s annoyance grew. They were buying the cop’s story that she had died swimming in the dangerous waters of Hog’s Back and had thus been the agent of her own misfortune. This was nonsense! The police needed to know about her secret lover and her responsible approach to sport. Riley O’Shaughnessy was just a shot in the dark, but now that Lea’s body had been discovered, even a glimpse of him might be enough to reveal the truth.


  It was worth a try.


  


  The rain was pelting down by the time Green reached home. He made a mad dash from the car to the porch and shoved his key in the lock. The front door swung open, unlocked. Adrenaline spiked through him as he slipped inside. A faint humming, off key but cheerful, emanated from somewhere at the back. Hope and fear swept him as he dashed through into the kitchen.


  Hannah swung around in surprise, her mouth open and her hand frozen on the fridge door. She found her voice first. “Mike!”


  He rushed to embrace her, his breath deserting him. Ignoring her resistance, he planted three kisses on her spiky head.


  “What the fuck...?” she demanded, flushing with confusion. A half-smile hovered on her lips as she wrenched herself free.


  “Where the hell have you been!”


  “What do you mean? I’ve been out.”


  “I’ve been calling you for two days. I left messages, I went to your school—”


  “Yeah, thanks for that. The gang got a good laugh.”


  Anger boiled in as his relief receded. “Well, I didn’t! I’ve been worried sick.”


  “I was with a friend. You guys were away, so I stayed over at a friend’s. What’s the big deal?”


  “The big deal is that I didn’t know what had happened to you. A girl’s been murd—a girl’s body was discovered today, and I thought...”


  “You thought I was dead? Sorry to disappoint you.”


  “How can you say that! You’re my daughter.”


  “Oh. Yeah.” She turned back to the fridge and pretended to be studying its contents. He stood in the middle of the kitchen, every muscle clenched, fighting too many feelings to trust himself to speak.


  “Look, I’m a big girl, and you don’t need to breathe down my neck, okay? That was Mom’s specialty.”


  He gritted his teeth, battling an irrational rage that surprised him. “Wanting to know you’re okay is not breathing down your neck. You’re seventeen.”


  “I’m here, aren’t I? Not a scratch on me.”


  “Would it have killed you to answer your messages?”


  “I was at a friend’s, and my cell phone was dead.”


  “What friend?”


  “Nobody you know.”


  “I don’t know any of your friends, that’s the problem!”


  “So you want to censor my friends now?”


  “No! I just want to know who they are!” He wrestled his voice down a few decibels. “In case something happens.”


  “What’s going to happen?”


  “You don’t know. That’s the point. We could have been in an accident. Or I’m a cop, I could get shot—”


  She rolled her eyes and fished out a tub of strawberry yogurt. “You work behind a desk, Mike.”


  This time he didn’t rise to the bait, but waited her out. With a dramatic sigh, she sat down at the table and pried off the lid. “I was with a guy I know. That okay with you?”


  “What’s his name?”


  “No one important. He’s just a fuck buddy.”


  “Just a what?”


  “A fuck buddy.” He stared at her in wilful disbelief. “What the hell is a fuck buddy?”


  “Come on, Mike, what does it sound like?” Again he waited. “We fuck. That’s all. Whenever we feel like a good fuck, no strings attached, we call each other up.”


  For a moment, he couldn’t speak. In his job, he’d encountered nearly every sexual practice invented by men. Why did this simple statement of fact reduce him to incoherence? Her detachment, perhaps? “Is that all sex is to you?”


  She gave a careless shrug as she dug her spoon in. “It’s nicer if you’re really into the guy, but this way, when you’re in a dry spell, at least you get it off.”


  “Sex isn’t just getting it off—”


  “Oh, isn’t it? You should know all about it. That’s what you had with Mom.”


  Green stared at her. “What are you talking about?”


  “You were young and horny, Mom was blonde and beautiful, and you couldn’t get enough of her. But don’t tell me there was anything but the sex for you.”


  “Is that what your mother told you?”


  She licked her spoon, acting bored. “She said you were ready to hump anything that moved. But I’ve got eyes, Mike. Mom’s pretty, but she’s a complete ditz. She doesn’t have a brain in her head to interest you, but that didn’t matter when you were getting the hottest sex of your life. Too bad I came along to ruin your fun.”


  He’d been scrambling for a safer topic, and her comment caught him completely off guard. “What!”


  Hannah stood up abruptly, snatched the yogurt tub and flounced past him towards the kitchen door.


  He seized her arm angrily. “Wait a minute!”


  She struggled. “I don’t want to talk about you and Mom. It’s ancient history.”


  “Obviously not. There’s a lot you don’t know—”


  “And I don’t want to know.” To his astonishment, her voice clogged with tears. In one last defiant act, she threw the tub of yogurt in his face. Blinded and shocked, he released his grip, and she fled down the hall and out the front door, slamming it so hard the whole house rattled.


  She slipped back through the front door two hours later. Green had showered and cleaned up the kitchen, and now he sat in the growing darkness in the living room, too drained to move. The rain had softened to a gentle patter that was barely audible on the roof. He heard her tiptoe down the hallway, heard her stifled breathing as she hesitated in the doorway, felt her eyes upon him.


  “Hannah, come in here.” Instead, he heard the stairs creak as she began to climb. “Hannah.”


  “I’m going to pack.” He couldn’t detect a trace of defiance in her tone, merely resignation. What the hell does that mean, he wondered, for the tenth time wishing Sharon were here to interpret the adolescent female psyche and tell him how to react. He waited a few minutes, during which he could hear her shuffling around in her bedroom overhead. He hated the thought of the scene to come if he faced her head on, but the alternative— her departure—was worse.


  Finally, he went into the kitchen to fix them both a cup of tea, half strength the way they both liked it, with lemon rather than milk. He could still remember Hannah’s reaction when she’d first noticed they shared the same taste in tea despite there being sixteen years and two thousand kilometres of separation. She’d been puzzled, almost cowed. As he headed up the stairs with the tea, he hoped it would voice the yearning too difficult for him to put into words.


  There was no response to his call, but when he nudged the door with his toe, he found it unlatched. Symbolic, perhaps? She was sitting cross-legged on the bed, sorting her CDs. Her hair hung in sodden strings, and her wet tank top clung to her tiny frame.


  “I’ll leave you all the ones you gave me,” she muttered, not looking up.


  As he took the tea to her, he found he was trembling so hard, he could barely keep the mugs steady. She accepted the mug with a fleeting smile of thanks. “There’s an eleven p.m. flight to Vancouver, if you’re free to drive me.”


  Part of him wanted to smile, part to weep, for she sounded exactly like his long-dead mother whom she had never known. Despite Hannah’s almost total lack of exposure to her Jewish roots, Jewish martyrdom, like the tea, must be in the genes.


  He could have parried her comment and continued to skirt along the edges of the emotions that seethed between them. They’d managed a whole year avoiding them and had built the beginnings of a tentative relationship that left them both at a safe distance. But the truce had been shattered, and he knew he had to get to the bottom of it.


  “Do you think you were unwanted?”


  She shot him a look of rebuke from under her long black lashes. He had violated the rules between them. Finally, she shrugged. “Of course I was unwanted. You only married Mom because she was pregnant. Three months after I was born— pouf, gone.”


  “Your mother left me.”


  “But you were glad of it.”


  “About her leaving, yes. But not about losing you.”


  “You don’t have to say that, you know. I have Fred.”


  The barb deflected harmlessly. Green knew Ashley’s second husband had tried his best to be a good stepfather to this wild, prickly girl, but she had fought him every inch of the way. “Fred is not your father. I am.”


  She rolled her eyes and edged away from him on the bed. “Look, thanks for the tea, but I have to get packing if I want to make that flight.”


  He stared into his mug, willing himself to tread further. “When I first saw you in the hospital, all six pounds, ten ounces of you, I admit I was terrified. I’d never known any brothers or sisters or cousins—Zaydeh’s first family all died in the Holocaust—so I didn’t know if I had it in me to care for someone so small and needy. It was a lifetime commitment that scared the hell out of me.”


  She didn’t say anything, but he noticed she had not taken a sip of her tea, which she clutched as if two hands were needed to keep it steady. He breathed a little more easily.


  “I wasn’t very good at it,” he said. “Your mother was right to leave me. I spent long hours at work, I left her alone with you all the time, but in those first three months I did begin to know you. I remember your first smile, I remember you holding my baby finger in your fist and staring up at me like you were wondering ‘who is this guy?’ And when your mother took you away, I was devastated.”


  This time she gave a small grunt. It may have been disbelief, or perhaps contempt.


  “I know you’re angry at me for dropping out of your life for sixteen years, and you have every right to be.”


  “Gee, thanks.” He ploughed doggedly ahead. “But I’m really glad you came back into my life. That took a lot of courage, Hannah. More courage than I had, and I thank you for it.”


  “Yeah. Well, all good things come to an end.” She set down the tea and moved to slide off the bed.


  He grabbed her arm. “What do you want me to say? I’m sorry? Would that be enough?”


  She yanked herself free. “I don’t want you to say anything. We’re done! Go back to your perfect little world, with your perfect wife and perfect son—”


  “You’re not in the way! You’re part of it!”


  “I’m trouble, I know it. I’m trouble wherever I go. But at least Mom’s had a year’s break from me.”


  “Have you spoken to her?”


  “Not yet. She’d just drive me crazy asking what went wrong.”


  He heard the defeat in her voice, and his throat ached. “What did go wrong, honey?”


  She jerked open her dresser and began tossing clothes on the bed. “It’s no big deal. I just get bored.”


  “I don’t buy that. You were enjoying school, and I thought...I thought you really liked Tony and Sharon.”


  “And Modo. Yeah, it’s been fun.”


  He sensed her slipping from his grasp, and he had no idea what might stop her. “What did I do wrong?”


  She shrugged, still folding clothes on the bed. “I just don’t like parents, and like you said, Mike, we’re strangers.”


  “We’re not strangers. You’re that little girl who grabbed my finger, you’re my mother all over again, you’re my stubbornness and restlessness... And I don’t want to lose all that.”


  She headed for her closet and dragged her backpack out of the corner. For a moment she contemplated the tiny bag and the massive pile of clothes on the bed. In that moment’s hesitation, he made the only move he dared. He rose, placed his hands on her shoulders, and turned her to face him. She stared at his chest as he kissed her head. His heart pounded, and he waited until he could trust his voice.


  “Will you at least wait until the school year is over, honey? Get your course credits, and then if you still want to go...” I won’t stop you, he was going to add, but he found the words would not come.


  Eight



  Green arrived at his office Friday morning to find a copy of the Ottawa Sun planted in the middle of his cluttered desk. The front page was devoted to a huge picture of Marija straining against the restraints of three police officers by the edge of the Rideau River crime scene. Visible in the background was a cluster of Ident officers bent over an object in the water. The headline said “ DISTRAUGHT MOTHER DEFIES ‘NAZI’ POLICE”.


  Green seized the paper to see who had written it. The photo was credited to someone he’d never heard of, but the story on the inside page bore a familiar name. Frank Corelli, long-time crime reporter for the Sun, who had somehow managed to capture Marija’s shriek about Nazis and reported it with glee.


  “Corelli, you putz!” Green shouted at no one in particular. He was just about to phone the Sun to ream the reporter out when another thought struck him. Who had planted this paper on his desk, and why? His question was answered within seconds by the Major Crimes clerk, who knocked warily on his door to inform him that Superintendent Devine wanted to see him as soon as he came in.


  Barbara Devine had her own copy of the Sun, which she brandished when he walked into her office. “Mike, is this your idea of managing the media?”


  He put on a suitably doleful face. “Barbara, it’s news, and like it or not, it’s a hot story. We did everything we could to support the victim’s mother, including giving her a moment with her daughter to say goodbye. It’s unfortunate that the reporter chose to capture her worst moment.”


  Devine’s crimson lips grew tight. “Unfortunate is not the word, Green. We look like a bunch of Keystone Kops, and I’m not authorizing thousands in overtime to support a circus act. What are your men doing downstairs?”


  She was still a dangerous shade of purple, and Green wasn’t sure whether that was an accusation or a genuine request for an update, but he launched into one anyway, in the hopes of diverting her attention from the PR disasters of her division. At this very moment, he said, Brian Sullivan was briefing the day staff, collating reports and setting out the assignments for the morning. All night, the graveyard shift had been out on the streets, pursuing inquiries. The local known sex offenders had been questioned, and their whereabouts on the night of Lea’s disappearance were being systematically verified. Officers had also spent the night showing Lea’s photo around at Hog’s Back Park again in the hope of finding someone who’d seen her and her companion that night.


  Her colour gradually returned to normal as she listened, and at the mention of a secret companion, she stabbed the air triumphantly with a manicured nail. “That’s the place to focus your efforts, Mike. The boyfriend. Short and sweet and wrapped up before anyone else gets hurt.”


  “Gee, I would never have thought of that,” Green muttered under his breath afterwards as he hurried back downstairs to the incident room, where Sullivan’s morning briefing was in full swing. Ident photographs, reports, and jot notes of key facts lined the walls, and every chair was occupied around the conference table. Expressions were grave and eyes were fixed on Bob Gibbs, the department’s technical wizard, who already had the case up on the screen. He was filling in bubbles with questions and assignments while Sullivan stood by the screen with a laser pointer in his hand. At this point there were three big bubbles unassigned—Boyfriend, Ice cream and Ident.


  Green slid unobtrusively into a seat at the back and watched as Sullivan targeted the first bubble. “We now know she wasn’t alone, so we need to nail down her companion. So let’s reinterview all her friends and classmates at Pleasant Park High School. Put some pressure on them. Someone has to know who she was seeing. I have a teenage daughter. Keeping track of who’s dating who is a top priority for them. Gibbs, why don’t you and Luc take that? You can take a couple of guys from General Assignment to help you.”


  Gibbs nodded without enthusiasm. His eyes were redrimmed, and his suit wrinkled, as if he could barely summon the interest for work. His regular partner, Sue Peters, had been severely injured during a murder inquiry a couple of months earlier, and Sullivan had tried unsuccessfully to find a replacement who suited Gibbs’ meticulous style. Before Sue’s injury, he had just begun to gain confidence and take on a more senior role, but without her brash, charging-rhino style—and the testosterone she seemed to stir up in him— much of the fight had been taken out of him.


  Green suspected that his heart and his thoughts were elsewhere, wrapped up in Sue’s battle to regain the mental and physical powers she had once taken for granted. Her progress was slow, and her doctors were making no promises about a full recovery. Sue was a fighter, and Green still doubted that a broken skull and a few hundred stitches could keep her down, but Gibbs was the one who sat with her day after day, witnessing her struggle.


  Sue Peters would not have taken “I don’t know” for an answer from any of Lea’s classmates or friends. She would have pummelled them with the question in a dozen different ways, offering up possibilities and accusations until someone let a single name slip. Green could only hope that Gibbs’ gentler, more diffident style would sneak behind the kids’ defences and achieve the same result. With the finality of Lea’s death, surely some of them would feel the need to unburden themselves.


  Sullivan pointed the laser at the second bubble. “Ice cream. She had ice cream the night she died. The pagoda at Hog’s Back sells it, so start with the staff who were on duty that night. But if necessary, check all the convenience stores and shops in the vicinity, especially along the route between her home and the park.”


  “It could have been a street vendor,” one of the detectives said.


  “Good point, Wallington. Check if there were any around the park. You and Jones follow up on the ice cream.”


  The door to the situation room opened, and Lyle Cunningham walked in carrying a sheaf of papers. Sullivan grinned. “Good timing, Lyle. I was just going to assign someone to bug you.”


  The Ident officer didn’t even crack a smile. “It wouldn’t have done you much good. We don’t have much useful at this point. The fingerprint on the park bench turned out to be Lea’s, so that confirms she was there but doesn’t give us any lead on who else was. Luminol and fluorescence revealed no traces of semen or blood on her backpack or clothing, or on the bench or grass in the vicinity—”


  “He might have used a condom,” Green interrupted.


  “Yeah, well, that doesn’t help us much then, does it?”


  “Has anyone searched the nearby trash cans in the park for a discarded condom?”


  Watts snorted with derision. “Probably dozens of condoms in them. It’s been three days.”


  Green fixed the detective with a deadpan stare. Watts had never impressed him with his intelligence nor his commitment. “It’s still a lead that has to be followed up, even if we have to eliminate a hundred condoms from our inquiry. A girl is dead.”


  Watts shrugged. “All I’m saying is—”


  “Sounds like a good job for you, Watts,” Sullivan said briskly. “Should keep you busy till tomorrow.”


  Watts retreated into sullen silence, and Sullivan gestured to the Ident officer to continue. “I’ve sent the bikini to the lab to see if they can pull any trace fibres or fluids from it, but it’s a long shot. We’ve got forty-two exhibits from the island where the body was recovered—including six used condoms,” he added, glancing at Watts, and for the first time sneaking a ghost of a smile, “and we’re still processing them, but on the face of it I don’t think they’ll give us anything. Her body came from somewhere else, and there’s no reason to assume she or her companion were even on the island beforehand.”


  Green nodded. He knew it would take weeks to process all the evidence in what was likely an exercise in futility, but Cunningham could always be trusted to track down every lead, no matter how minuscule. Lea deserved no less.


  “We’ve also recovered twenty-one pieces of physical evidence from the area around the park bench—all the fairly recent trash, including four cigarette butts, wrappers from a Mars Bar, a Snickers, two Skor Bars, an ice cream sandwich—”


  Green pounced. “Ice cream sandwich? How recent?”



  “Pretty recent. It hadn’t been rained on, and according to

  Environment Canada, it rained in that area on Sunday night.

  Luckily we got all this stuff gathered before the downpour last

  night.”


  “That ice cream wrapper is worth a special effort, because she ate ice cream the night she died. Expedite that to the lab.”


  Cunningham gave Green a terse nod of acknowledgement before returning to his list. “We also found six marijuana roaches, an empty Advil bottle, three plastic Loeb bags, three Tim Hortons cups, a few shreds of wrappers from Subway, and a bunch of pieces of shredded tissue paper. The lab will try to pull DNA off the roaches.” He paused to look hard at Green. “I’ve prioritized all the stuff that looks like it was deposited there after the rain on Sunday.”


  Green smiled broadly. “I never doubted you would, Lyle, but you know me. Mr. Interference himself. How’s it going with the evidence search further afield?”


  “The search team has turned up nothing remarkable. They’ve found hundreds of pieces of crap—after all, there’s a sports field, a bike path and a picnic grounds in the area—but all we’re doing is bagging it and cataloguing it. We won’t bother to process it unless we get a good reason. Most of it is probably from Stanley Cup parties. The city should pay us extra for doing their cleanup for them.”


  Green glanced at Sullivan, who’d been watching the interchange with a patient smile. After twenty years of working with Green, he knew better than to protest or interrupt. He picked up the thread now. “Bottom line, Lyle?”


  Cunningham scowled, a man not comfortable stating bottom lines one day into a homicide investigation. “So far, not a lot to help you out,” he said, then held up the notebook in his hand. Green recognized it as the English notebook in Lea’s backpack. “We were up half the night going through this—not a trace of semen or blood, and the only prints I could find were Lea’s. She sure liked her Shakespeare.”


  “Let me see it.” Green reached out, and Cunningham passed over the book. Green flipped through it rapidly. Lea wrote with a feminine but confident hand, without any of the hearts and curlicues that were popular with teenage girls. He scanned the notes and short essays, recognizing quotes from Shakespeare and, in amazing contrast, The Catcher in the Rye. The whole back section of the book was filled with sonnets. Some were in Old English, others clearly in the style of the romantic poets. But were they all copies, or were some of them written by Lea herself? It would take time to tell which was which, and even more time to distill from the flowery language any hidden clues.


  While all the field detectives were running around in the heat tracking down ice cream vendors and used condoms, this was a task he could easily take on himself.


  


  Green’s Shakespeare was very rusty. Throughout the requisite Shakespearean plays in high school, he’d been an indifferent student, rarely paying attention in class and even more rarely actually reading the plays that were assigned. He was more likely to know a Monty Python take-off on the great soliloquies than he was to have memorized the real thing.


  In university, he’d avoided English wherever possible, preferring not to spend entire weeks dissecting the symbolism of some dead poet’s impenetrable verse. Fortunately, psychology and criminology caught his attention and steered his urge to fix the world in a tangible direction.


  He flipped through the sonnets at the back of the notebook, wondering whose practised eye he could enlist in separating original from invented. He noticed that over half of them sang praises of one fair maiden or another, some unattainable and others already caught in the author’s charms.


  There were only six sonnets that referred to a male beloved, which made his search much easier. How many female poets were there, and could he tell from the style whether one of them was a modern schoolgirl?


  He read the poems thoughtfully. One dwelled in great detail on the powerful arms and tender lips of her lover, another described him as Adonis and two others talked about Romeo. Had Shakespeare written any pieces from a woman’s point of view? After about fifteen minutes, he realized that the easiest way to make sense of the poems was to go to the source—Lea’s English teacher.


  Mrs. Lucas proved only too happy to help. Green caught her during her prep time, marking papers in the staff room. She shook her head dolefully when he mentioned Lea.


  “These papers are awful,” she said, waving a dismissive hand towards the stack at her right elbow. Green saw lots of red ink, which brought back unpleasant memories. “The students just can’t concentrate. What a tragedy. Poor Lea.”


  “Was she a good student?”


  “Middling. She was bright enough, but literature wasn’t her forte. She loved to write herself, but hadn’t the patience to study others.”


  It was the first criticism anyone had dared to level at Lea, and Green was intrigued. “Her mother says she wrote poetry.”


  “Reams of it. Mostly snippets of memories from Bosnia. And mostly bad. But you only get better by writing.”


  “Can you take a look at these poems in her notebook and tell me if any of them were written by her?”


  Mrs. Lucas took the notebook and rifled through it. Her eyebrows arched. “Well, these sure aren’t Bosnia. She obviously didn’t intend any teacher to see this book. Some of this stuff is pretty racy.”


  “Which ones did she write?”


  “All the last two pages. These are bad imitations of Shakespearean sonnets.” She gestured to four of the six sonnets Green had noted—the one about the powerful arms, the two about Romeo and the Adonis poem. “We’ve been studying Romeo and Juliet this term, so it makes sense she’d use that metaphor. I don’t know where Adonis came from, although Greek mythology is big in teenage culture.”


  Green read the first Romeo poem carefully. Unlike Mrs. Lucas, he wasn’t interested in artistic merit but in details that might identify the boy.


  
    O what’s the future for my love and me?

    Our fortunes united or forever torn apart?

    The hopes and love of kin a kind of tyranny

    That controls the very beating of his heart.

    How like a god he towers over me,

    Our arms entwined, our eyes in passion locked.

    His clouded gaze laments of cares too worldly

    While mine of secret love alone doth talk.

    O that he could toss all cares and worry aside,

    And drink the sweetness of life’s most virgin gift.

    Forget his warrior duty and others’ pride.

    And let the demands of morning come not swift. O Romeo, tonight shall passion meet no earthly bars,

    As we chase our dreams across the canopy of stars.

  


  “Pretty uplifting,” Mrs. Lucas remarked, reading over his shoulder. “Most teenagers write such profoundly depressing stuff about love.”


  Green glanced at her wryly. “That’s because it’s usually going badly. Lea sounds like she’s got a more optimistic take.”


  “That’s Lea. Always full of hope.”


  “Any idea who she was writing about?”


  The teacher shrugged. “I doubt the adolescent male in question bears much resemblance to the demi-god described here.”


  Green smiled. The voice of experience. Too many years, too much teenage angst. No doubt she was right, but there was still much to be gleaned from the poems nonetheless. He left her to her marking and went out to his car where he could think in peace. Taking out a notepad, he jotted down the points.


  
    	Questionable future together—family pressures and expectations. High achieving family?


    	Towers over her—tall.


    	Less committed than her—distracted by above ambitions?


    	She wanted him to forget all else, put her first.


    	Something special that night—seduction, loss of virginity, something else?

  


  He paused, considering the veiled references of the last six lines. How recently had the poem been written? Was the special night in fact the night she had died? And did the sweetness she was offering refer to something more than her own body?


  His cell phone rang, startling him out of his deep thought. It was Gibbs, sounding diffident as always.


  “Sorry to disturb you, sir. Staff Sergeant Sullivan s-suggested I give you a call.”


  “What’s up, Bob?”


  “I’m at Pleasant Park High School conducting interviews with the victim’s friends—you know, trying to ID the boyfriend?”


  Gibbs didn’t sound as if he’d broken open the case, but nowadays nothing much excited him. Green’s hopes rose. “Did you find him?” he interrupted.


  “No, sir. So far, no one seems to know. All her girlfriends, even her ex-boyfriend—”


  Green perked up. “Who’s he?”


  “A Grade Twelve acting student named Justin Wakefield. But it doesn’t sound like it was very serious. They broke up in April.”


  Two months was not a long time in the healing of a broken heart, Green thought. “What do we know about this guy?” “Not much yet, sir. He’s very popular in the school and their leading actor. People say he’s multi-talented—writes, acts, directs. Kind of like a young Paul Gross. Probably has girls falling all over him since they broke up.”


  “You’ll check him out anyway, right?”


  “Oh yessir. I was about to do that when I encountered this other problem.”


  “What other problem?”


  “The one S-Staff Sergeant Sullivan told me to tell you about—”


  “Bob!”


  “Yessir? I mean, yessir. It’s Lea’s mother. She’s here at the school asking the students all the same questions we are, and she’s getting to them before we can.”


  “Then stop her!” Inwardly Green kicked himself. Marija Kovacev had warned him of her plans, but he had been too rattled about Hannah to forestall her.


  “Sullivan says... Well, we were wondering how to handle her.”


  “I’m near the school,” Green said, stretching the truth a little, for he was sitting in the parking lot fifty feet away. “I’ll speak to her. Where is she now?”


  “That’s the thing. She’s in the cafeteria, having a long chat with Justin Wakefield.”


  


  Green’s first glimpse of Justin Wakefield did not put him in mind of Lea’s Romeo. True, even folded into a chair, the young actor was obviously tall, and he had the brooding good looks that seemed to set female hormones flooding. His dark hair was pulled into a wavy ponytail, revealing three silver studs and one long musical note in one ear lobe. He wore a plain black T-shirt stretched over lean shoulders and a silver link choke chain around his aristocratic neck. Vanity oozed from every pore. Green thought that if a man like this killed, it would not be from unrequited love but from outrage that any woman on earth would choose another man over him.


  He was seated at a table in the corner facing the room, the better to be on display, Green suspected, and he stopped talking to watch Green’s approach. Green had ditched his Bagelshop T-shirt for the standard polyester suit, and although his slight frame, freckles and youthful face didn’t look much like a cop, he supposed the attire was enough to give him away. Who else would be wearing a suit and tie on a sweltering day like this?


  Green studied Justin’s expression carefully but could see no trace of fear, grief or guilt. Merely resignation and a hint of noble sorrow. But the boy was an actor, after all. Marija Kovacev was facing the other way, engrossed in conversation, but now she swung around in surprise. Green could see no sign of guilt in her either at being caught interfering. She was elegantly dressed in a floral summer shift, and her hair was back in its neat bun, but her face was ravaged by grief and lack of sleep. Deep lines furrowed her brow, and purple bruising circled her eyes. She brightened at the sight of him.


  “Inspector Green! Some news?”


  He shook his head. “But I have plenty of officers interviewing staff and students. We’re trying to trace her movements that evening. Mr. Wakefield, my men will be talking to you too.”


  If Justin was surprised that Green knew his name, he gave no sign. Perhaps fame seemed natural. He arranged a regretful look on his face. “Of course. Although I don’t think I can help much, I haven’t seen Lea in weeks.”


  “Justin and Lea dated,” Marija said.


  “Nothing serious,” Justin hastened to add. “For either of us. I was so busy with rehearsals that we hardly saw each other.”


  Green hesitated. Gibbs needed to conduct an official private interview with Justin, and Marija Kovacev had no business participating in the investigation at all, but this was a rare opportunity to see how the youth answered personal questions about Lea in front of her mother. The interaction of the two might shake loose some secrets as well.


  “Did you see her Monday night?” Green asked. “I understand she was getting together with a group of acting friends.”


  Justin gave no indication he knew it was a lie. He shook his head unhappily. “No. Like I said, we hadn’t touched base in a couple of months.”


  “What were you doing Monday night from nine p.m. to nine a.m.?”


  Justin didn’t even blink. “I was at home writing a paper. One of those student all-nighters.”


  “Alone?”


  “Well, my parents were in the house.” He cocked his head casually. “Why all the investigation? I thought she drowned.” Green shrugged easily.


  “Because she died in a public place, there will be a coroner’s inquest. We’re just laying the groundwork. Do you know who she was with that night?”


  “Like I said, we sort of lost touch. Mrs. Kovacev just asked me if I knew who she was dating, but I’m so out of her circle now.”


  “What was her circle?”


  “The Newcomer’s Club and lately, her Outdoor Ed friends. She was really getting into sports.”


  “Names?” Green made a show of readying his notebook.


  “Oh, I don’t know. The school will have the class list.”


  “I know some names,” Marija interrupted. “Larissa, Kaylee, Crystal... Maybe the social worker knows more. She was very interested in all Lea’s friends.”


  Green glanced up from his notes. “What social worker?”


  “I don’t know her name. She works for the school board. Lea’s gym teacher told me that she asked him all kind of questions. He says she has some ideas who Lea’s boyfriend is.”


  Jesus H! thought Green. What the hell is this? Not only do we have the victim’s mother running around contaminating the witnesses, but now we’ve got some school board social worker mucking up the waters even worse.


  Nine



  The principal of the school looked appalled. Anton Prusec was a tall, gaunt man whose elaborate combover did nothing to conceal his shiny, sunburnt pate. He carried himself in a permanent stoop as if ducking to keep his head out of the line of fire, and in this case he seemed irritated that such an inconvenience as a dead student had placed his school, and himself, in the spotlight.


  He immediately ushered Green into his office and paged the social worker. “Jenna Zukowski,” he muttered. “She’s inexperienced and was probably just trying to help. But I wholeheartedly agree, Inspector. It’s inappropriate and unacceptable. Absolutely. I didn’t even know she was here today. I only asked for the board’s crisis team for two days, and to be quite honest, our own guidance people can do the job perfectly well. But one must be seen to be doing all one can.” Irritated, he picked up his phone. “Has Ms Zukowski answered her page yet? Then page her again!”


  He hung up and fiddled with his computer. “It’s been a very busy few days, and there are so many details to attend to. One expects everyone else to do their part, you know, and to know what that is. The ship must go on. I have over a thousand students and nearly a hundred staff at this school, and each one of them requires my attention. The staff from the school board, well...”


  He tapped his pen against his lips as if to shut himself up, then swooped on the phone again to punch in another number. He was obviously calling Jenna Zukowski’s boss at the school board, for he explained to her in terse superlatives that her social worker had gone far beyond the bounds of her authority and had interfered with a police investigation. He demanded an immediate reprimand.


  “I want to speak to Ms Zukowski myself,” Green interjected.


  Prusec repeated Green’s request with alacrity, as if relieved that his own outrage was being seconded by the senior brass of the police. During the ensuing silence, Prusec covered the mouthpiece and nodded at Green gravely. “The director of professional services is an absolute dragon lady. Ms Zukowski is likely to be filing attendance reports for weeks.”


  Presumably the social work equivalent to traffic duty, Green decided. The principal returned to the phone for a brief conversation. He jotted down some notes before thanking the dragon lady and hanging up.


  “Ms Zukowski is not in her board office. That’s not unusual. These people are almost always on the road. But I have her cell phone number...”


  “Could you contact her, please?”


  Prusec looked nonplussed. Playing secretary to the police, even an inspector, did not appear to be commensurate with his own status, but he paused only briefly before punching in the number. Clearly he’d sized up his options and the possible repercussions of refusing, and he’d elected to safeguard his career. He waited in silence for a few moments before leaving a crisp message asking Jenna Zukowski to contact him urgently regarding a police matter. Even before he’d hung up, he was rising from his chair.


  “She’s not answering. But as soon as she returns my call, I’ll put her in touch with you.” He headed for the door and stood aside to encourage Green to pass through.


  Green remained in his chair. “I’d like to speak to your gym teacher.”


  Prusec started as if in alarm. “Ah. Which one? I have five.”


  “All five then. It will only take a moment of their time.” Green smiled expansively. “If you’d be so good as to give me a room where I can conduct interviews.”


  Seizing the chance to end Green’s occupation of his office, Prusec was quick to eject one of the vice-principals from hers so that Green could move in. It was little bigger than a closet, obviously occupied by the most junior VP, but it had a phone and computer. Within three minutes, the first gym teacher was knocking on the door. It took three gym teachers and half an hour before Green got to Ken Taylor.


  The young teacher poked his head in the door as if afraid Green would bite it off. His face was flushed, and a sheen of sweat coated his brow. Green gestured the man to a chair and waited in silence until he had settled himself. Taylor was breathing hard, as if he’d been running. Was it fear of Prusec, or something else?


  “I’ve already spoken to three police officers,” he said. “I don’t know what more I can add. I taught Lea Kovacev Outdoor Education, but I would never have encouraged her to dive in dangerous waters. Outdoor Ed is not an extreme sport; it’s about combining fitness with nature.”


  “Do you know Jenna Zukowski?” Taylor blinked several times in obvious surprise.


  “I just met her yesterday.”


  “Under what circumstances?” Taylor looked alarmed.


  “Why? Is something wrong?”


  “No, I’m just following up on what she discussed with you. I might add that I’m not happy about her interference in police matters, and I’d appreciate your telling me precisely what you two spoke about.”


  “Oh. Well.” Taylor brushed his palm across his damp forehead. “She seemed to think Lea was murdered, or at least that a boyfriend had encouraged her reckless behaviour. She was asking about my students, trying to figure out who that boyfriend was.”


  “And did she have any leads?”


  “She seemed to have this notion that the boy was a high achiever. A future star. We’ve got lots of those here.”


  “Any names?”


  Ken Taylor wiped his brow again. Despite the frigid air conditioning in the office, he was still flushed and sweaty. “Really, she had nothing to go on, so I’d rather not repeat gossip and rumour. Innocent boys may be affected.”


  “An innocent girl is dead.”


  Taylor’s jaw quivered, but still he said nothing. Green chose a softer tack. “We’ll be looking at numerous individuals, Mr. Taylor. No boy is going to be accused of anything on your word.”


  “I did tell her, if she was looking for a boy with star power, she couldn’t do any better than Riley O’Shaughnessy. I’ve been regretting it ever since.”


  


  “Who’s Riley O’Shaughnessy?”


  Sullivan glanced up in surprise from his double smoked meat sandwich. Green had called him at the station and asked to meet him at Nate’s Deli. “Why?”


  “He’s a student at Pleasant Park, and his name has come up as a possible boyfriend.”


  Sullivan had stuffed a fistful of French fries into his mouth, and now his jaw hung open. “Holy Mother of God.”


  “Okay, so this would be big news?”


  “In the hockey world, yeah. He’s an idol to my boys. Small town kid makes the big time.”


  “So he’s a hockey star? The kid’s only eighteen!”


  “Future hockey star. He’s a probable first round draft pick that I think the Edmonton Oilers are hoping to pick up.”


  “What’s a first round draft pick?”


  Sullivan chuckled. “It always amazes me how a guy born and raised here in Ottawa can know so little about hockey.”


  Green scowled at him. “So my father didn’t schlep me to the hockey rink every weekend at six a.m. What did he know about being Canadian?”


  “For the uninitiated, eighteen is the youngest age a hockey player can begin playing in the NHL. You know what that is, eh? The National Hockey League?”


  Green rolled his eyes. “I think I’ve heard of it. I’d have to be living under a rock for the past month not to know Ottawa has a team. Didn’t it lose something?”


  Sullivan bristled, the recent loss in the Stanley Cup final obviously still a sore point. “They made a good run of it. The point is that, just like most other sports leagues, the NHL has this complicated system to allow teams to pick from the pool of promising eighteen-year-olds. Each team gets assigned a number based on their standing that year. For example, the Philadelphia Flyers ended up last of thirty teams this spring, so they get one of the first picks of the pool. The Anaheim Ducks won the Stanley Cup, so they get the thirtieth pick.”


  “So the weakest teams get to pick the best.”


  “Ah, the good Canadian boy catches on fast! Yeah, it’s supposed to level the playing field. When all the teams have picked their first choice, that’s called the first round.”


  Green smiled as the light dawned. “So there are thirty first round picks. And you don’t necessarily get who you want, because the team ahead of you might have grabbed him. How do they keep track?”


  “Well, this all takes place with lots of hype in a big open forum at the end of June called the NHL entry draft. This year it’s being held in Columbus, Ohio. There’s lots of suspense and horse-trading. There is round after round, going on all weekend. It’s brutal on the kids waiting to see if they’ll be picked, but being a first round pick is a really big deal, pretty much guarantees them an NHL career. They’re the top thirty eighteen-year-olds in the world.”


  Green puzzled over this. “You said Riley O’Shaughnessy’s being touted as a first round draft pick already. But the big meeting hasn’t even taken place.”


  “No, the draft is next weekend, but the NHL has scouts who go to all the Major Junior clubs and the European Leagues too, to watch the kids play. All these kids have been ranked and analyzed to death many times before they even get to the draft day.”


  “And the teams have already put their dibs in?”


  “Not officially, but that’s part of the guessing game. Sometimes it’s pretty obvious. If a team is weak in goaltending, say, you know they’re going to be picking up the best goalie prospect available when their turn comes up.”


  “And Riley O’Shaughnessy?”


  “Riley’s a skill forward—those are the Wayne Gretzkys of the game. Except he’s a right winger and right shooter, which makes it especially hard for a defenceman or goalie to neutralize him. He’s a young man with very talented hands and a lot of heart. Any team looking to strengthen their goal scoring would snap him up.”


  Green licked the smoked meat juice off his fingers as he weighed the implications. “So he’s got a lot riding on this upcoming draft?”


  Sullivan grinned. “Just his whole future.”


  “Then I guess he wouldn’t be too eager to come forward and admit he was with a girl who died under mysterious circumstances.”


  


  “Mike, we don’t even have evidence it was a homicide, let alone that he was the boyfriend!” Sullivan hissed. “But media suspicion at this point could kill this kid’s career!”


  They were both back in the main office at Pleasant Park High School, where Green was demanding access to Riley O’Shaughnessy’s address. Sullivan had dragged him into the corner out of earshot, but curious secretaries were straining their ears.


  “If the kid’s innocent, nothing will happen to his career,” Green retorted. “We’re not going to blab to the media.”


  “Not you and me. But I don’t trust some of the guys on the squad. Watts is an asshole, and Wallington is just plain dumb. If they let a word slip over a couple of beers...”


  Green remembered his glimpse of Watts cosying up to Frank Corelli of the Ottawa Sun yesterday at the crime scene. His gut tightened. Probably nothing, but worth watching. “That’s why we’re not making it official. Yet. You are going to make some discreet inquiries about a number of boys. That’s all.”


  “But I’m already late for the briefing I called at the station. At least let’s wait till you hear from this Zukowski woman and see if she has anything concrete instead of rumours and speculation.”


  Green stalked over to the principal’s office and banged on the door. Anton Prusec answered, outrage changing quickly to dismay at the sight of Green. “Ah! Inspector! No, no. Ms Zukowski has not called me back. I’ll try again and get back to you, shall I?”


  “You do that, but I also want her cell phone number.”


  “Ah! Well, I don’t think I can give that out—”


  “Then give me the dragon lady’s. I’ll tell her you didn’t want to authorize—”


  Prusec spun around and pounced on a piece of paper on his desk. Without further comment, he rattled off the social worker’s number. When Green dialled it, he listened to six rings followed by a chirpy, apologetic message saying how sorry she was to miss this call but to leave a message because she checked them regularly. Jenna Zukowski sounded about twelve years old.


  He left an urgent message, then obtained the dragon lady’s number from the secretary, who was eavesdropping nearby. Sullivan grinned as he watched Green turn on the Inspector act.


  “One of your staff has seriously overstepped her bounds and has been interfering with a police investigation,” he said into the mouthpiece. “Now she has chosen to avoid responsibility for her actions by refusing to return her calls. She may be withholding vital information, and I need to speak to her immediately. If I have not heard from her within half an hour—” Green glanced at his watch. Almost four o’clock! On Friday, no less. No doubt the entire school board would be closing down for the weekend any moment. “I shall be forced to contact your superintendent in charge.”


  Giving her no time to mount a counteroffence, he dictated his cell phone number, thanked her for her cooperation in the investigation, and signed off. “You bought yourself half an hour,” he said, turning back to Sullivan.


  Sullivan hesitated and glanced at his watch. “Look, I have to get down to the station and get the reports from the field. Maybe one of the guys has already found the boyfriend, or some DNA, or an eyewitness to the pair that evening. At least let me check in with my men first.”


  “But we’re out here, probably less than fifteen minutes from his house.”


  “Mike, I’m not stalling. There are a whole lot of leads we’re following, and I’m not going to jump the gun before I’m properly prepared.”


  Green frowned at him thoughtfully. Sullivan’s bristly hair stood in tufts, and his jaw jutted stubbornly. Green was about to argue when Sullivan heaved a sigh. “I’ve seen this kid on the ice, I’ve heard him in interviews. He hasn’t let all this hype go to his head. He’s a genuinely stand-up guy. Believes in honesty and honour on and off the ice. I just can’t see him involved in something like this.”


  “Brian, we’re cops.” I shouldn’t even have to say that, Green thought. How many honest, honourable men have we seen over the years, brought down by a moment of folly?


  Smarting, Sullivan hauled himself to his feet. “Exactly, and once we get this Zukowski woman’s information, once I know we’ve got no leads pointing in another direction, I’ll go talk to Riley O’Shaughnessy. But it may have to wait till morning.” As if to underline his point, he yanked open the glass door to the school office and stalked out.


  Green considered the argument as he followed him down the hall. Outside, the heat hit him like a furnace blast, and sweat broke out on his back. Last night’s rain had done nothing to break the humidity. He could feel his energy draining away. Sullivan was right. A lot of other evidence may have come to light, and in any case, if they were going to tackle the pride and joy of the local hockey world, they should have more ammunition. With any luck, someone had found the ice cream vendor or the discarded condom, and the luckless boyfriend would have nowhere to hide.


  


  The smell of roast chicken wafted through the front door the moment he opened it. It stirred a strange, long-forgotten longing. His first thought was that Sharon must have come home, but he’d spoken to her only moments earlier to tell her he had to stay in town at least Saturday. Sharon had sounded unexpectedly mellow, as if the week at the lake had worked many of the knots out of her psyche. Her voice was throaty and mischievous, reminding him of the playful, sexy woman of their early years. He had to fight the urge to steer the car directly onto the highway towards the cottage. Instead he dutifully headed home, expecting an empty house without even the dog to talk to.


  The smell of cooking took him aback. With slowly dawning amazement, he realized that Hannah was not only still here but cooking dinner.


  He walked back to the kitchen to find her bent over a cookbook. Not just any cookbook, but his mother’s, which had lain in a box for more than fifteen years before Sharon had unearthed it and given it a proper place on the kitchen shelf. His mother had not read English very well, particularly in the early years, so many of the pages were scrawled with Yiddish translations. This was what Hannah was peering at, so deeply absorbed that she had not heard him arrive. He recognized that absorption as another trait in the genes.


  When he walked into the room, she jerked back in surprise and thrust the book away. “That stuff’s Greek.”


  “Yiddish, actually. Your grandmother’s.”


  “How do they read that stuff? It’s just a bunch of squiggles.” She cast him a quick look from under her long lashes. “Can you read it?”


  He glanced at the recipe for herb-roasted Shabbat chicken. A lump rose in his throat. “I’m rusty, but I can try.”


  “It doesn’t matter. I made it my way.”


  Another trait in the genes, he thought with a smile. “It smells good.”


  She grunted a grudging acknowledgement and turned to the stove. “Well, I thought Zaydeh might like it. But you didn’t bring him.”


  He shook his head. “He’s got a cold. But I’m glad you visited him the other day, honey. You made his day. And so will this, when we take him the leftovers tomorrow.”


  He disappeared into the dining room, still fighting the lump in his throat, and took out the silver Sabbath candlesticks. As he was setting the last of the cutlery, he looked up to find her watching him from the doorway.


  “Did you really lose brothers and sisters in the Holocaust?”


  “Half brother and sister, who would have been much older. Zaydeh was married in Poland as a young man. His wife and two children died in the ghetto. The babies always died first.”


  She pondered that. “They would have been my aunt and uncle. My mother never told me that. She just said your parents never liked her.”


  Green nodded, remembering his mother’s dying plea. He’d been dating Ashley at the time, and his mother had clutched his arm with a strength that belied her wasted body. “Don’t let them win, Mishka,” she’d said.


  He’d rejected her paranoia, which had so stifled his youth, and rushed headlong into the embrace of the forbidden. A mistake, except for one thing.


  “Well, at least you did it right the second time,” Hannah said.


  “Honey—”


  She turned and walked back into the kitchen, leaving him no chance to explain. Yet how could he explain to a seventeen-year-old who’d never known hatred or prejudice, how it felt to lose one’s whole family, to be hunted down and exterminated by an outside world, simply because of a label?


  “My mother would have adored you,” he said, following her into the kitchen. “Just the way Zaydeh does. And you would have helped her begin to trust again.”


  “Trust in what?”


  “In people. Despite the awful things they do.”


  Hannah shut the oven door and picked up a pot from the stove. “This girl who died. You said she was murdered?”


  Startled by her abrupt shift in topic, Green jumped in hastily. “No, I didn’t.”


  She gave him an impatient glance. “You said so yesterday. I was listening, see?”


  He recognized the futility of denial. Tenacity was yet another trait that ran in the genes. “We don’t know. We’re keeping open all possibilities. Do you know her?”


  Hannah shrugged. “I think I’ve seen her around once or twice. One of those blonde, blue-eyed princesses that gets away with murder.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Just that looks can be deceiving. While you cops are busy hassling the kids with dreads and mohawks, kids like her pretend to walk on water, when really they’re down among the sharks with the rest of us.” She cast him an impish smile. “You figure it out from there, Mr. Detective.”


  “What have you seen her do?”


  “Oh, a little weed, a little E.”


  Ecstasy, Green thought with a twinge of excitement. Ecstasy was a stimulant that under the right circumstances— mixed with strong emotion or exertion—could cause cardiac problems. “Who does she hang out with?”


  “Not my crowd, that’s for sure. She doesn’t even buy direct. She wheedles favours.”


  “From who?”


  “Whom. That’s what my English teacher’s always saying. From her loyal subjects. That’s okay, it’s what all the popular girls do. It’s how the world goes round.”


  “Can you give me names, Hannah? This could be really important.”


  She snorted. “No, I can’t give you names. Bad enough you’re a cop. If people think I snitch on them...” She peered into the pot, wrinkled her nose and dumped its contents into a bowl. From the smell, Green deduced it was carrots. “Look, you want to eat this stuff now? Because otherwise it will be totally burned.”


  He took his cue and helped serve dinner onto the plates. As they were carrying the odd-looking concoctions to the table, he tried one more time. “If you do learn something important, will you please slip me a name? Even if you have to write it in invisible ink and pin it under my windshield.”


  Her lips twitched in a smile as she reached for the matches. He watched her light the candles and recite the blessing for the first time. She was flawless. Afterwards she shot him a quick glance. “Don’t hold your breath,” she muttered, reaching for the Kiddush cup.


  Ten


  Saturday morning, Green dropped by the station at eight o’clock. The stifling heatwave had finally broken into a tumultuous thunderstorm that battered the street. The temperature had plummeted ten degrees, and a vicious wind ripped through the trees. Anyone with an ounce of sanity would be holed up in their houses enjoying a second cup of coffee, thought Green, but he was not surprised to find Brian Sullivan at his desk, checking the latest developments before he briefed the weekend staff.


  Green strode over. “Despite what everyone says, Lea Kovacev was a recreational drug user.”


  Sullivan looked up. “Says who?”


  “My source. Lea used a supplier among her friends. Talk to the drug squad, get them to ask around. Any word from MacPhail in the tox screen?”


  Sullivan shook his head.


  “Get on it.”


  Sullivan raised his large, square hands in surrender. “Anything else while you’re at it?”


  “Yeah, have you done any background check on Riley O’Shaughnessy?”


  Sullivan shoved his papers away, looking exasperated. “I did some myself last night so I wouldn’t get the rumour mill going.”


  Belatedly, Green noticed the red-rimmed eyes and the spikes of unruly hair that betrayed his friend’s fatigue. He’d been up half the night. Green softened. “Thanks, Brian. Turn up anything interesting?”


  “Mostly what I already told you, about his hockey success. No drugs, no assaults, threats or other hints of trouble. In fact, the kid’s a poster boy for the school board’s anti-drug campaign. He has only one police contact, as a witness in some minor disturbance.”


  “What kind of disturbance?”


  “A neighbour called the cops about a loud party at two in the morning. It was a residential street in Alta Vista. I live there, so I know you can barely peep after eleven at night.”


  “Whose house was it?”


  “Vic McIntyre. He’s a player’s agent. Riley’s agent, which was probably why he was there. His cousin Ben O’Shaughnessy was there too.”


  “How old was Riley at the time?”


  “Barely seventeen. It was almost two years ago.”


  “Any other complaints against this agent?”


  “Yeah, three earlier ones. Same neighbour. Then I guess McIntyre got fed up and moved, because he now lives in Hunt Club.”


  “Any more complaints?”


  “Not yet, but Vic’s a loudmouth. I’ve seen him interviewed on TV, and one time he even came to my son’s hockey game. Scouting the talent early, I guess.”


  Green absorbed the implications. It was probably all irrelevant, but loud parties usually meant party drugs like ecstasy, so possibly, just possibly, there was a link to the dead girl. “Get someone to interview that neighbour, and let’s have a look at who else was at the parties where those complaints were made. We’re looking for a possible drug connection.”


  “What kind of drugs?”


  “Ecstasy, cocaine? Something that can cause heart problems. I’m going to bug the RCMP to see if I can get those tox results back any faster.”


  A few minutes later, he was on the phone to Barbara Devine at her home, giving her an update, discussing the latest press release and prodding her to call her highly placed exlover at RCMP headquarters. Devine might not have much police experience on the ground, but she did have a string of judiciously chosen connections throughout the city. Indeed the province. She would need all her charms to obtain any cooperation on a Saturday in June. He had just signed off when his cell phone rang.


  “Inspector Green? It’s Rita Berens calling.” The voice was brisk and professional, but laced with an undertone of tension. Green took a moment to place the name. The dragon lady from the school board.


  “I expected a call last night,” he said, just to keep her on her toes.


  “We’ve not been able to locate Ms Zukowski, and I waited until we’d exhausted all possible avenues before calling you.”


  “What have you tried?”


  “We’ve tried her cell phone and her home line numerous times. Yesterday we phoned all her schools, but most of them had closed down for the weekend. She didn’t call in Friday afternoon to check messages or report in. I left an urgent message on her home phone, and when she still hadn’t called in this morning, I sent one of my staff to her apartment. There was no answer.”


  “Is this a usual pattern of behaviour for her?”


  “No. All my staff know to call in to the secretary at the end of the day, and I expect them to return their calls as soon as they’re contacted. Ms Zukowski is generally conscientious about this.”


  “What’s your next step?”


  “I don’t know. I’m asking you. I’m becoming concerned.”


  Privately, Green felt the same niggle of concern. There could be any number of innocent explanations, not the least of which was a weekend excursion with family or friends.


  “Should we report her missing?” Berens asked. “You could, but it’s not yet forty-eight hours, and there are several steps you can take more easily through unofficial channels than we can. Contact her family, check her apartment, check if her vehicle is in its parking spot.”


  “It’s the weekend, and I have other priorities, Inspector.”


  “And I have a homicide investigation to run. I can’t have precious resources tied up by school board infighting.”


  “It’s not infighting!”


  “Until I have evidence to the contrary, that’s exactly what it sounds like to me. Fearing disciplinary action from yourself or the principal, Ms Zukowski has chosen to make herself scarce.”


  “I’ll be in touch,” she said frostily and hung up. Green allowed her that small measure of defiance. He did plan to assign someone to track down the social worker’s whereabouts, but he had no intention of telling the dragon lady that. He knew she would break all speed records trying to locate the missing woman. Control freaks do not tolerate staff who make them look bad. Woe betide Jenna Zukowski if she was in fact just lying low. Green, however, was beginning to fear a more sinister explanation. The woman had been poking around in a homicide investigation.


  


  It took the dragon lady less than two hours to get back to him. He was in his office, poring over witness statements. Secondguessing Sullivan’s leadership, but he couldn’t help it. A crime was sometimes solved by that little unexpected needle in the haystack of evidence.


  “We’ve found her car for you,” Berens announced without preamble. “It’s parked outside her apartment building. However, she’s still not responding to her phone or the buzzer.”


  “Where are you now?”


  “In my car outside her apartment. I’m here with one of my staff.”


  “Then I suggest you ask the landlord to let you in for a look.”


  There was a pause, and when Berens resumed, her tone had chilled. “Look, I’m not comfortable with this. I’ve conferred with our board lawyer, and he’s indicated this is a police matter, not one for the school board to be involved in. If you want to talk to her, then it’s your responsibility to find her. You have the means to do so, he said.”


  Fucking lawyers, Green muttered to himself. Especially corporate lawyers, whose first, last and only instinct is to cover the corporate ass. “Well, your lawyer clearly knows very little about criminal law and the notions of obstruction of justice and interference in a police investigation. Ms Zukowski was acting in her capacity as a representative of the school board and is assumed to be operating under your supervision. In any case,” he said airily, “we may be the least of your problems. I’m sure you’re aware the media is covering every minute development in this case.”


  She got the point. Sputtering about lodging a formal complaint, she agreed to track down the building super. Once she’d hung up without a word of goodbye, however, Green remained in his chair, gripped by second thoughts. He’d won his battle with her, but it would be a hollow victory—indeed an ultimate loss—if her amateurish search of the apartment contaminated the scene and destroyed valuable evidence.


  Grabbing his rain coat, he called her back to ask her and the super to wait outside the apartment until he arrived. As an afterthought, he shoved latex gloves, plastic evidence bags and a magnifying glass into his pocket. Sherlock Holmes would have been proud.


  Jenna Zukowski’s apartment was in Beacon Hill, one of the hundreds of towering, featureless highrises that had sprouted up all over the city during the 1970s. Its lobby was dingy and sterile, with fake marble floors, cloth panelled walls, and a single rubber plant drooping in the corner. When Green walked in, he stopped short in surprise. Rita Berens didn’t look like any dragon lady he’d ever imagined. She was less than five feet tall, with short, curly blonde hair, impeccable makeup and a pert figure Sharon would die for, neatly packaged in a belted white trenchcoat and high black boots.


  By contrast, the super was a six-foot, three-hundred-pound bruiser, recently roused from bed, to judge from his bloodshot eyes and sulky scowl. Fortunately his brain seemed too hazy to be concerned with warrants and technicalities. He pulled out his massive key ring without a word.


  Green gestured to the bank of apartment buzzers. “Still no answer?”


  Berens shook her head. Not a single curl dislodged.


  “Let’s go look at the car first,” Green said, returning outside. The storm had reduced to a drizzle which coated everything in a chilly mist. Berens led the way around the building to the parking lot at the rear. The super frowned, roused slightly from his stupor.


  “She’s not supposed to park here. This is the visitor parking lot. I tell the tenants all the time, don’t park here, we get complaints from visitors there’s no room.”


  “Does Ms Zukowski park here often?”


  “No, she’s not one of the troublemakers. It’s them that’s too lazy to walk up the stairs from the underground garage.” Jenna’s car was one of the legion of ubiquitous and unremarkable Honda Civics, this one silver in colour and sporting a single dent on its left rear bumper. Green had the same dent on his Subaru, caused by backing up into a lamppost in a moment of distraction.


  Otherwise the car was untouched, although spattered with dusty raindrops. Green peered inside. The back seat of the car was buried in papers and fast food containers. Berens had joined him in peering through the window, and her nose wrinkled in distaste.


  “What did she carry with her?” Green asked. “Briefcase, file folders, laptop?”


  “I have no idea,” Berens said, as if such minor housekeeping details were beneath her. “Most of my staff carry briefcases with their files. Some of them have laptops as well and keep their records on them. Perhaps in the trunk?”


  Green hesitated. He still had no official investigation, no owner permission, no warrant, yet the car’s presence in visitors’ parking was out of character. Perhaps a little unobtrusive sleuthing was in order. He sent the super to get a hanger. While he waited, he snapped on latex gloves, extracted his magnifying glass and examined all the door locks and handles for signs of tampering. Nothing. The super arrived with a hanger and a long lock jimmy, which he handed to Green, who refrained from questions. It was many years since Green’s skills in car jimmying had been tested, so it took him nearly five minutes to pop the lock on the Civic, and he could feel the super itching to take over. As he opened it, he noted it had an alarm which hadn’t been set. A quick search through the debris of the interior and the glove compartment revealed nothing useful. Jenna was a Diet Coke and Tim Hortons addict and was doing serious harm to her arteries, if not her pocketbook, by her choice of food.


  He popped the trunk latch, then lifted it with trepidation. Too many memories of bodies stashed in trunks. But the trunk was crammed full of winter tires, ski boots and old winter clothes. There would have been barely room for an emergency kit, let alone a briefcase or a laptop. He returned to the front of the car. “Do your employees collect mileage records?”


  “We reimburse their travel, but how precisely they keep track of mileage is up to them.”


  Green glanced in the car. If her records were as chaotic as her car, not very precisely at all. Still, it was worth a try. He slipped into the driver’s seat to check the odometer and was surprised to find he had to stretch to reach the pedals. How tall was this woman, he wondered, and when he posed the question, Berens looked alarmed. She too had noticed how far back the seat was set.


  “She’s short and dumpy. No more than five-three, I’d say.” Green kept his expression bland, but recorded the odometer reading and the station the radio was set to. Sometimes criminals gave themselves away by the smallest of details. Climbing out of the car, he turned to the super, who was sitting on the curb looking more annoyed than concerned that trouble had brought the police to his door.


  “How do tenants access the underground parking?”


  “There’s an access code.” Not a key or a magnetic card, which would be available to anyone in possession of Jenna’s personal effects, but a memorized code carried inside her head. Whoever had parked this car had not done so with her permission, for otherwise she would have given them the code.


  He called the com centre to request a patrol car. Before he impounded the car, he needed to check out Jenna’s apartment to make absolutely sure she was not up there, closeted away with her lover, but he didn’t want to leave it unguarded while he went upstairs. He had serious doubts she would be there. Twenty years of experience on the force told him quite another story.


  Once he had the officer on guard, he nodded to the super, who was looking more sullen by the moment. Berens, on the other hand, looked unnerved to find herself out of her depth. Inside, the apartment building was as featureless as outside. Its long straight corridors had rows of numbered beige doors along each side. When the super stopped at one of these, Green intervened before he could insert the key in the lock. Feeling like Sherlock Holmes, albeit more foolish, Green bent to examine the lock with his magnifying glass. There were no telltale scratches to suggest forced entry. Just inside the door, however, he could hear a cat meowing frantically. He took out new latex gloves and instructed them all to put them on before giving the super the go-ahead.


  The cat rushed to greet them as they entered and began to twine itself between their legs, meowing. The apartment smelled of fermenting fruit and cat urine. Piles of newspapers, mail and dirty dishes cluttered the counters, and a linen suit lay tossed over a chair in the living room.


  Jenna, however, was nowhere to be seen. A quick check of the rooms revealed her toothbrush in the bathroom and her pyjamas rumpled on the bed, but no cat food in the dish. She had not planned a trip away. She had intended to return, but judging from the cat’s agitation, had not been home in some time.


  Without waiting for permission, Berens began hunting through kitchen cupboards, presumably for cat food. Green left her to it and asked the super the last time he’d seen Jenna. The super shrugged. “I got a hundred units in this building. You think I see everyone that comes and goes?”


  “Does she have visitors? Perhaps a boyfriend?”


  “I’m not the nanny, just the super. Her tap drips, her toilet leaks, I see her. Else I...” He lifted his massive shoulders again.


  “Her car is here. Is it usual for her to go out on foot? Or take the bus?”


  This time just a marginal lift of the shoulders. Then “Listen, can I go now? I got work to do.”


  Green gestured them both back towards the hall and nodded to Berens. “Find someone to take the cat. I’m going to seal this room until I get a warrant to search it. You can go back downstairs, but I’d like the two of you to keep yourselves available.”


  After some protests about their busy lives and multiple duties, they complied, leaving Green alone in the apartment. He phoned for another uniform back-up, then briefed Sullivan and asked him to start the paperwork for a search warrant. As he waited for the back-up, he began a preliminary, unofficial search for her work files, computer and appointment book, hoping one of them would give him a hint about what she’d been up to and whose paths she might have crossed.


  A quick search turned up no briefcase or computer, so he began to look in earnest. It was nearly impossible. Newspapers, junk mail and work files cluttered almost every surface without apparent logic or method. He sifted through the piles carefully so as not to dislodge anything, and worked his way systematically through the kitchen and hall.


  In the living room, under Thursday’s paper, he found a laptop. He hesitated. He ought to wait for the warrant and for proper technical back-up before delving into her private world. Yet he was convinced something had happened to her, and time might be running out. He opened the lid and stared at the cluttered desktop. Computer whizzes like Gibbs could find out what files she’d been working on most recently, but to Green the array of icons was a mystery, except for recognizable programs like Word, Internet Explorer and Outlook Express. He clicked on the latter and was relieved to encounter no password or other barrier between him and her inbox. Thirty-six new messages began pouring in. The usual stock tips, penis enhancers and pleas from Nigerian banks, some digests from message groups and an online social work discussion forum. Surprisingly, no personal emails at all, leading him to think Jenna must not have an extensive social life. He checked the date of the first message to arrive. It was sent Thursday at 10:02 p.m. Which meant Jenna Zukowski had not been near her email since Thursday evening, the day she had been nosing around at the school.


  He checked her Sent box, but she had sent nothing at all on Thursday night. A more thorough search of the laptop could wait for the Hi Tech crew, but for now he just needed to know what she’d been investigating. He clicked on Internet Explorer and then on History, proud that he’d managed to retain something from watching Gibbs at work.


  The History button unfolded a long list of sites. The girl had been very busy indeed, prowling all over the web in the last two days. Green’s heart began to race as he read the names of the sites. Justin Wakefield, National Theatre School, the NHL Entry Draft, and at least half a dozen pages pertaining to one particular player—Riley O’Shaughnessy. He’d been the last thing she’d researched the night before she disappeared.


  Eleven


  Mentally, Brian Sullivan could feel his feet dragging as he followed Green across the lawn to the school. The man who greeted them at the door wore a scowl on his thin, weaselly face which didn’t improve when Green thanked him for his help. The drizzle had stopped, leaving the air fresh and cool, but his bald dome still glistened with sweat. Sullivan suspected he knew the cause—harsh words from the top of the school board food chain, whom Green had called personally to obtain cooperation from the school.


  “This is most improper, you know,” the guy said. Prusec, Green had called him, and Sullivan thought the name suited him. The priss relocked the doors behind them and led the way down the darkened hall. “That information is confidential, and his parents could have my head.”


  “A student of yours has died under questionable circumstances, Mr. Prusec. I doubt very much any parent would want to object. Riley O’Shaughnessy has an image to maintain, don’t forget.”


  Sullivan remained quiet, wrestling with mixed feelings. He was curious to meet the young star both his sons aspired to emulate, but unhappy at the prospect of grilling him about his role in Lea Kovacev’s death. But with Jenna Zukowski’s disappearance and Riley O’Shaughnessy’s name on her computer’s search history, he knew there was no longer a choice. Green was on a roll, and all Sullivan could do now was limit the media frenzy. Green’s idea of doing that was to do the field interview himself rather then involve more officers. That was his excuse anyway.


  Prusec sat down at the computer in the main office and began to type. “This information is on every computer down at the Board, including the director of education’s.”


  Sullivan smiled to himself. Green had said the officious prick was in major cover-your-ass mode, and he was certainly playing true to form.


  “Possibly, but this way, if we need anything else like access to his student locker,” Green said blandly, “you’ll already be here.”


  Prusec pursed his thin lips as he clicked through screens until he finally arrived at Riley’s file. “He lives with his uncle, has for the past two years that he’s been playing for the 67’s. Even so, he misses a great deal of school, but many elite athletes do.” Prusec arched his eye brows. “He manages to maintain a decent average despite that. Of course, he has a reduced timetable, and one of his classes is Outdoor Education, which he should excel at.”


  Green remembered the cousin mentioned in the McIntyre noise complaint. “Does his uncle have any children at this school?”


  Prusec pouted and scrawled something on a message slip. “This address is what I was told to give you, this is what you get. And should you need any further assistance from me, I’d appreciate it if you called me directly.”


  He let them out the front door with a very audible click of the lock behind them. Green chuckled as he handed the paper to Sullivan. “Saunderson Avenue. You know where that is?”


  Sullivan stared at the paper in dismay. Not only did he know the street, he knew the uncle. Darren O’Shaughnessy was a fellow hockey dad like himself, with a teenage son in the sport and a temper that had nearly had him barred from the games. Darren owned Waterworks Plumbing, and he drove a large muscle van with a logo of a smiling toilet on its sides and banners for the Ottawa Senators on every inch of bumper space. Some hockey parents didn’t even go in to watch the game when they saw that van in the parking lot, and a couple of young referees refused to officiate the games his son was in.


  Sullivan had had only one run-in with the man, when then ten-year-old Sean was on a house team with Darren’s boy. Sean had been playing defence and Benny O’Shaughnessy right wing. Benny had been on a rush from behind his own net, but had been tripped into the boards by the other team’s forward. He’d been down on the ice only a couple of seconds before Darren had leaped over the boards and charged toward the players, screaming at Sean for not protecting his teammate by intercepting the other team’s forward. It had taken Sullivan and two other fathers to keep Darren from flattening Sean into the ice. There had been a lot of games in the years since then, and the boys had gone their separate ways, but Sullivan had never forgotten that raw rage. Why had he never made the connection between that prick and Riley O’Shaughnessy?


  Darren’s van was visible in the driveway from a block away, and as Green drew his Subaru to a stop at the curb, Darren himself pulled his lumpy, shaven head out from under the hood. He squinted at them a moment then lumbered down the drive, wiping his grease-coated hands on his jeans. The years had not been good to Darren. He’d put on at least forty pounds, all of it in a beer gut, and his face was the colour of raw steak. He grinned when he recognized Sullivan and stuck out his hand.


  “Sully! How’s it going, man?” Sullivan sensed Green’s surprise as he introduced the two, but Darren pumped his hand cheerfully. “Good to see you, Sully. I see your boys are doing great. Your older one might be a future NHL er yet.”


  “How is your boy doing?”


  Darren shrugged. “Ben’s coming along. He could be really good if he put his mind to it, but you know how it is with teenagers. Girls, parties... Now what can I do you for, fellas?”


  Sullivan studied him closely. Darren had always been the friendliest, most outgoing guy as long as his son wasn’t on the ice. The kind of guy to drive six kids all over hell’s half acre to tournaments or lend a hand fixing your deck. Sullivan could see no sign of guardedness or concern on his face, just genuine delight, which in itself was strange. Most people show a bit of both when two cops show up at their door.


  “We’d like a word with Riley, Darren,” Sullivan said. “Is he here?”


  Darren’s eyebrows shot up in astonishment. “Riley? No, he went back to Gananoque for the weekend. He and his dad drove down this morning with some of his stuff.” Now wariness hooded his eyes. “Why? Something wrong?”


  “We just need to talk to him.”


  Darren’s face hardened, giving a glimpse of the old hockey dad. An instant later, the anger was gone and he was all cooperation again. “He’ll be back tomorrow night, in time for school Monday. Is that soon enough?”


  “That’ll be fine,” Green interjected before Sullivan could open his mouth. “Brian’s been telling me all about your nephew. He has a big day coming up, eh?”


  Darren grinned, but not before Sullivan caught the wary flicker in his eyes. He wants to know where the hell we’re going with this, he thought.


  “The kid’s a phenom,” he said. “Maybe even the next Great One.”


  Green leaned casually against the side of the car. “Are you all going down to Ohio for the draft?”


  “I wish,” said Darren, shaking his head. “But I’ve got a business to run. Too bad it’s this year. Next year the draft’s in Ottawa. My brother Ted—that’s Riley’s dad—will be driving him. It’s about a twelve hour drive to Columbus. I was thinking of sending Ben. He’s playing for the Nepean Raiders now, not in Riley’s league, but he’s got good potential. I was thinking I’d send him along for the ride, just for inspiration, you know?”


  “Don Cherry says it’s better for the draft hopefuls not to go,” Green said. “Too hard on the nerves.”


  Sullivan nearly choked on his own laughter. Green might not know the hockey commentator from Wayne Gretzky, but he’d obviously done his homework and was pulling off a pretty good imitation of a guy who knew what he was talking about.


  Darren snorted. “Cherry’s full of shit. Greatest day in the kids’ lives! And Riley will get picked, don’t you worry. My brother says both the Flyers and the Oilers are fighting over him.”


  “I bet it’s been pretty exciting for your son to have him around for the past couple of years.”


  “Yeah, well, you know...” Darren shifted and wiped the sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand. “The kid’s been really busy. Practices and games and conditioning and all this personal development stuff. His agent keeps him pretty tied up. This is the first weekend Riley’s had off all year. Not that I’m complaining. The man’s done wonders with him.”


  Sullivan stepped in to rescue Green, who was sure to be at the end of his hockey expertise by now. “Vic McIntyre? I’ve heard stuff about that guy. Wild parties, bully tactics...”


  “That’s bullshit, man. The hockey establishment hates him because he drives a hard bargain. But the guy gets results. Sure, he rides the kids hard, so he lets them cut loose sometimes too. Whatever he does, it worked for Riley. He always had talent, but this year he’s really bulked up, and mentally he’s tougher too.”


  “Is that in an agent’s job description?” Green asked casually. “I don’t know much about the business, but it seems to me that’s a coach’s job.”


  “Just protecting his investment. Vic’s been in all aspects of the business, and he knows what’s needed.” Darren’s eyes narrowed as he glanced from one detective to the other. “Look, is this about Riley or Vic McIntyre? Because I know Vic’s had a little trouble with you guys before, and I don’t want shit rubbing off on Riley. The kid’s put his heart and soul into the game.”


  Sullivan shrugged noncommitally. Let the man think what he wanted. “At this stage, Darren, we’re just checking into things.” Sullivan flicked his card out of his pocket and handed it to Darren. “Have Riley or his dad give me a call some time when they’re back, okay?”


  “Yeah, sure. Monday good?”


  “Monday’s fine.” Sullivan climbed into the car with a casual wave.


  Darren was still standing at the curb watching them as they pulled away. “Do you think it worked?” Green asked.


  Sullivan shook his head. “With everything this family has at stake, I doubt it. I think Darren will be on the phone to his brother before we even round the corner.”


  Green nodded. He had that faraway look in his eyes that Sullivan recognized all too well. The rest of his Saturday was going to be shot; they were going to Gananoque. He made a last ditch effort to salvage it.


  “I don’t think he knew Lea Kovacev was Riley’s girlfriend, though. He seemed to have no idea what we were there for. And trust me, he’s not that good an actor. This guy wears everything on his face.”


  “Perhaps,” Green said. “But the minute he tells Riley the cops were asking after him, Riley’s going to know why.”


  “If he was Lea’s boyfriend.”


  Green inclined his head. “True. If.”


  


  Before the two detectives were even halfway back to the station, Sullivan’s phone rang. Wallington was on the line. The roar and hiss in the background made it hard to hear him.


  “I’m at Hog’s Back,” he shouted. “I’ve got the girl who sold Lea the ice cream, and she has a story I thought you might like to hear. Do you want me to bring her to the station?”


  Sullivan made a quick calculation. He was just approaching Riverside Drive; a quick detour west along the river would bring him to Hog’s Back. “Just hang on to her. I’ll be there in a jiff.”


  The “girl” turned out to be a dumpy, middle-aged woman with frizzy orange hair and a pair of missile tits you could impale a moose on. Someone should have told her pointy bras went out with Marilyn Monroe. According to her name tag, she was Phyllis. She was working behind the counter at the Pagoda, where a line-up had begun to form. She ignored the loud protests when she slapped the “closed” sign on the counter and stepped outside to talk to the detectives.


  She talked at breakneck speed. “I don’t got much time, because I’m not supposed to close like that, but this is important, eh? I thought I recognized that girl when I saw her picture in the paper last week, but people can look so different, eh? And it was dark, and even with the lighting, there’s a glare. But when the detective asked me if I sold anyone like her an ice cream, well, then I was sure, eh? It was Monday night, you said?”


  “Well, was it?” Green asked drily.


  “Nights are all the same to me, eh? So I’ll take your word for it. Anyways it was late, I was closing, and there weren’t too many people in the park. This girl and her boyfriend came up and asked me for ice cream, and I said I’d already cashed out, and she begged me. They were such a cute couple, they looked so lovey-dovey—hard to believe that still happens to today’s kids, or to anybody for that matter. I mean, before my Billy took up with Rufus, he’d hardly ever touch me—well, maybe that was the reason. But these two had their arms around each other’s necks and their lips all over the place. I hardly wanted to look. She must have given him fifty kisses while they were waiting. Anyways, she just wouldn’t take no for an answer, she was that excited and determined. In the end, I opened up the freezer and gave them two. No charge. It wasn’t worth my time to open up the cash again. But if the company ever found out...”


  For the first time, she stopped for breath long enough for Sullivan to get a word in. Beside him, Wallington was grinning. Obviously the woman was just as entertaining the second time around.


  “Did you get a good look at the boyfriend?”


  “Well, he was quieter. It was her did all the talking. But he was a dishy one, tall, dark and handsome like in the fairytales.”


  “Do you mean dark-skinned?”


  “Oh, no, he was white. Just dark-haired. Curly. She kept ruffling it and laughing.”


  “How long was the hair?”


  “Not down in his collar or anything. He was neat looking. The shoulders on him—whew!” Phyllis fanned herself.


  Painstakingly, Sullivan extracted a description from her, and with each detail, his heart grew heavier. The picture she painted fit Riley O’Shaughnessy to a T. Green, however, had been oddly silent, and once Sullivan had arranged for her to view a photo line-up later in the day, Green stepped quietly into the breach.


  “Did anything about the girl’s behaviour strike you as odd?”


  Phyllis, who had just turned to go back to her post, looked taken aback. “How do you mean, odd?”


  “You said she was excited and laughing. Unusually so?”


  “Well, she was in love, like I said. And love can make you goofy. That’s what it was, I’m sure.”


  As Green and Sullivan headed back to the car, Green shook his head. “I’m not so sure.”


  “You’re thinking the marijuana roaches?”


  “Possibly. But given the degree of mania that woman described, and the unexplained cardiac arrest, I’m thinking something stronger. This is the first concrete evidence we have that Lea was high the night she died. I want Lyle Cunningham to expedite the analysis of the roaches and also look at every piece of physical evidence collected at the park bench that might have contained drugs”


  Sullivan climbed into the car, his spirits lifting marginally. It made sense now to wait until Phyllis had confirmed Riley as the boyfriend before they headed off to interview him. Which meant that the rest of Sullivan’s afternoon was not going to be shot on a three-hour round trip to Gananoque. Furthermore, if Lea Kovacev had been high on drugs the night she died, then her death might have been accidental. Perhaps terror and panic had nothing to do with it, and Riley O’Shaughnessy was guilty of no more than being a hapless bystander. If that was the case, the poor kid might not come out of it with his reputation unscathed, but adolescent indiscretion was far less damaging than criminal negligence or homicide.


  Except for that damn business of her being thrown over the cliff afterwards.


  


  It was no surprise to either detective when Phyllis picked Riley O’Shaughnessy out of a photo line-up later than evening. Reached at home, Lyle Cunningham agreed to expedite the drug analyses, but could promise nothing before Monday. Green protested when Sullivan filled him in. They were sitting in Green’s office doing a last minute check of the day’s reports. The clock on Green’s desk read 20:06.


  “I wanted those results when we go to interview Riley in the morning,” Green grumbled.


  Sullivan tipped his chair back and eyed Green wearily. “You know, Mike, we could just as easily wait till he’s back in town Monday. Save ourselves the trip and maybe have the drug testing to back us up.”


  Green shook his head. “I want the element of surprise. With his uncle tipping him off, he’s already had too much time to prepare himself and cover his ass.”


  “He’s a kid, not a hardcore criminal. The longer he waits, the more scared he’s going to get.” When Green continued to shake his head, Sullivan sighed. “This is our Sunday we’re giving up. It’s Sean’s hockey team picnic tomorrow. I promised him I’d go. I miss way too many of my kids’ things as it is, and so do you.”


  Green fought his own impatience, knowing Sullivan was right. Knowing that there was no substitute for time invested in their children’s lives, and that even as he sat reviewing reports, he should be down at the cottage with his own son.


  “There is a third alternative,” he said, as an idea struck. “Gananoque is not far from the cottage we’re renting on Lower Rideau Lake. I can go to the cottage this evening, swing down to Gananoque tomorrow morning, and still have most of the day with the family.” He warmed to the prospect. “Who knows, I may even persuade Hannah to join us at the lake.”


  Sullivan’s tense posture relaxed, and a grateful smile spread across his broad, freckled face. “You got an address in Gan?”


  “No, but it’s not that big a town. I’m sure everyone in town will be able to point me to where the local hockey hero lives. I just wish...”


  “What?”


  “I wish I had something, a little something more, to use as leverage.”


  The solution came to him fifteen minutes later just as he was packing up to go home. He’d already phoned Sharon to tell her he was coming out, and he’d left a message for Hannah on her cell. When his own cell phone rang, he thought it was her, and it took him a moment to focus on the clipped French Canadian voice. The man’s tone was chilly.


  “Dr. Pommainville, toxicology. You want this result right away?”


  Green glanced at the time on his watch, astonished. Almost nine o’clock on a Saturday night! He wondered what acrobatics Barbara Devine had performed to accomplish that. “Yes! Thank you very much. Anything?”


  “Three substances were present in her blood. A small amount of ephedrine, and large concentrations of THC and amphetamine.”


  Green was surprised. Ephedrine was a common stimulant found in cold medicines and diet pills, but hardly a drug of choice for kicks. “No ecstasy?”


  “No, but methamphetamine is much stronger. Judging by the concentration, injected or smoked.”


  Both extremely dangerous, potentially addictive ways to get a buzz. Green felt an irrational surge of anger at Lea’s blind, youthful quest for thrills. “Enough amphetamine to kill her?”


  “That’s for the pathologist to determine.”


  “But can you guess? You must see cases like this all the time.”


  The scientist paused. “I have seen death from this amount. In a small woman, perhaps, with other factors like exertion. And since ephedrine is a stimulant, maybe together...”


  Exertion, Green thought, as in a physical struggle before death? He thanked the man and hung up, his thoughts already planning the next step. He needed to check with Lea’s mother whether the girl took cold medicine or diet pills, but regardless of that, the ephedrine was a minor contributor. A meth overdose combined with a struggle had killed Lea. That meant whoever had inflicted those bruises on her arms had contributed to her death. Until Lyle Cunningham got the marijuana roaches and other items analyzed, the exact means of the drug overdose remained unclear, but at least this was leverage he could use with Riley.


  He was formulating his line of questioning when his cell phone rang again. This time he recognized the high-pitched, manic voice at the end of the line.


  “Mike, old buddy!” crowed Frank Corelli. “How ya doing?”


  “I’m not talking to you, Corelli. Not after what you pulled today.”


  Corelli’s voice dropped a notch. “The photo? I know, that was tacky. I tried to get the guys not to run it, but what can I say? We got to sell papers.”


  “And the Nazi quote? Also not your department?”


  “Yeah! You know I don’t write the headlines. Come on, the more you work with me, the more you control the story.”


  Green hesitated, for the reporter had a point. Part of him wanted to slam the phone down in the two-faced whiner’s face, but part of him was already considering how to gain an advantage.


  Corelli seemed to interpret the silence as acquiescence. “I’m dying here, Mike. We go to print in a couple of hours, and I’ve got nothing but a black hole. Any post mortem results on the Kovacev case? Any forensic tidbits you can toss my way?”


  “There is a whole lot of forensic evidence to process, Frank. Three crime scenes. We’re still working on it. You can fill your hole with that.”


  “Aw, come on. That won’t even get me the back page. Anything on her love life? I hear she had a secret lover.”


  “Oh, yeah? Did you get a name too, Frank? We could really use one.”


  “So you’re saying the police don’t know who her secret lover is? Are you appealing to the public?”


  Green thought fast. “Yes, that might work. Also...” He hesitated as a crazy idea came to him. He’d used Frank before to plant information that he wanted a suspect to know— information that was not yet official and was sometimes even misleading—in the hopes it would drive the bad guy to action. “There’s some suggestion bad drugs were involved. Her blood shows more than safe levels of an illegal substance, so whoever sold it to her is looking at...oh, I don’t know, a possible manslaughter charge? You might want to warn people that there are bad drugs on the street.”


  “I see. So this is a kind of public safety announcement.”


  “Yeah.”


  Frank chuckled. “You’re a prince! Always looking out for the public, and your friendly neighbourhood scribbler.”


  “Anonymous police source, remember?” Corelli sputtered his usual reassurances before slamming the phone down. Green pictured him already hitting the keyboard. The reporter would spin that tidbit into a nice little story that would hit the news stands all over Eastern Ontario well before Green headed down to Gananoque in the morning.


  Twelve


  Corelli outdid himself. His story hit the front page with a full page picture of Lea and the usual understated Sun headline “ BAD DRUGS KILL TEEN ”. When Green picked up a copy of the paper in Portland on his way down to Gananoque the next morning, he was grateful he’d taken the time to warn Lea’s mother before he and Hannah headed out to the country.


  Gananoque was a small town on the St. Lawrence River in the heart of the Thousand Islands, and although tourism was the lifeblood of its economy these days, it had once done a thriving business in rum running and other forms of smuggling. The rugged, slightly defiant character of the town still remained today. Riley O’Shaughnessy was one of their own, from a family with deep roots and broad tentacles in the region. O’Shaughnessy boys had first tilled the land north of the town in the early 1800s, and their numerous descendants had tried their hand at ship building, milling, blacksmithing and most recently guide fishing. All this Green learned from the Esso gas station owner on the edge of town, who even admitted that a little rum running had probably figured in the mix.


  “O’Shaughnessys are resourceful, that’s one thing. Not good at keeping money, but they find lots of ways of making it.” The gas station owner had mistaken Green for yet another journalist looking for an angle, and Green had not bothered to dissuade him. He listened without interruption until the man spotted another customer ambling towards the cash and cut the conversation short with a vague gesture towards the east end of town.


  Green had barely begun his search of the modest Victorian woodframe houses when a big banner stretched across the front porch of one of the houses caught his eye.


  “Knock ’em dead, Riley,” it read. Green stopped in front of the house. It could just be a fan, or one of the many O’Shaughnessy cousins who lived in the area. It was a simple, two-storey clapboard house with a steeply pitched roof and a covered porch running the length of the front. The white paint was fresh, and the garden boasted splashes of showy pink flowers. An ancient blue Buick sat on blocks in the gravel drive, and a collection of boats under tarps littered the side yard.


  Green climbed out of his car, folded the Sun article into his pocket and walked up to the front door. A small wreath of dried flowers announced “welcome”, but the large black cat on the porch hissed as it scurried away. He rang the doorbell, and after what seemed an eternity, a woman opened the door. She was tall and raw-boned, wearing blue sweatpants stretched over expansive hips and a thin brown sweater several sizes too small for her. Her greying hair flew about her shoulders in frizzy clumps, and her broad face looked apprehensive. The smell of burnt baking drifted from the interior.


  “Can I help you?”


  “Mrs. O’Shaughnessy?” Irritation replaced the apprehension, and she made to shut the door. He stuck his foot in the crack. She kicked it with surprising strength. “Go away! Come back at eleven, my husband will be back from church.”


  Hastily he produced his badge and introduced himself through the crack in the door. The scowl vanished, and her eyes widened in dismay.


  “Oh my! I’m so sorry!” She flung back the door. “I thought you were another of those reporters, or someone else come to gawk. It’s been getting worse and worse. Come through, please. I’m sorry about the mess, and the smoke.” She waved her arms as if to dispel it. “I forgot the meat pies I was making for lunch. Clean forgot. Fell asleep...” She turned to him, reddening. “Well, that’s no excuse, and anyway, that’s not why you’re here, I’m sure. My brother-in-law Darren rang us yesterday and said you wanted a word with Riley. But he said you’d see him when he gets back to Ottawa.”


  “I’m renting a cottage on Lower Rideau Lake and felt like a Sunday drive. I’ve never been to Gananoque.”


  She led him into a small living room overstuffed with furniture and knickknacks, everything from family photos to hockey trophies to stuffed fish. It was a friendly room and, like the message on the door, welcoming. He had the impression the O’Shaughnessys had lived there a long time, possibly generations, and had never thrown anything out.


  “Oh no? Well, you must take one of the boat tours of the islands, see where all the millionaires live. But I’m afraid you may have a wait right now, because Riley’s not here.”


  Green groaned inwardly. Talk about the runaround. “Is he at church too?”


  “No.” She paused, and a faint distaste curled her lip. “His agent called. Said he had something to show him. Picked him up about an hour ago.”


  Green was intrigued by the hint of distaste. Was it just because Vic McIntyre was an asshole, he wondered, or was it something more specific? “Did Mr. McIntyre take him back to Ottawa with him?”


  “I haven’t the least idea. He didn’t tell him to pack his things or anything, so I don’t think so. But you never know with that man.”


  “Are they very close?”


  “Too close, if you ask me. But then, no one ever does. Don’t spoil the boys’ dreams, everyone says. But this is the first weekend we’ve had Riley home since last fall, and I’ve got up a big family dinner with all the cousins, to wish him luck. By next weekend he’ll be on the road to Ohio. And now look, I’ve even burnt the meat pies.”


  “That’s too bad,” Green murmured. “I imagine there’s a lot of pressure on him right now. A lot of people wanting a piece of him, like the media, hockey fans.”


  Her skin had a pale, almost translucent quality, and it mottled pink and blue as she flushed. “That’s why I was so rude to you, I confess. His agent keeps setting up these interviews. Yesterday it was the Kingston Whig-Standard came around, and Riley almost bit their head off. He’s always been really good with pressure, but when he hid in his room and told his father to get rid of them, I knew it was getting too much. His father says he doesn’t know what Riley’s worried about, he’s going to the NHL for certain, but having the whole town hanging their hopes on you...”


  Belatedly, a thought struck her, for she sucked in her breath. “Has something happened? Riley hasn’t been himself this weekend—even the visit here was unexpected, his dad decided he needed a break. But why do the police want to speak with him?”


  Green had already decided on the version of the truth he was going to offer. Innocuous but credible. “A girl at his school died this past week, and we’re interviewing all her friends to find out what happened. Riley was in one of her classes, and we understand they were friends.”


  Mrs. O’Shaughnessy looked dismayed. “How awful. How did she die?”


  “We’re not sure. Her body was pulled from the river near the waterfall where she disappeared.” He provided just enough detail to nudge her toward the conclusions he wanted.


  “We have the same problem here. Every year kids do reckless things and drown in the St. Lawrence River.” She frowned. “I wonder if that’s why Riley has been so upset this weekend.”


  “Upset in what way?”


  “He didn’t say. Riley works everything out on his bike. Or on the ice. He just goes really quiet, takes out his bike, and disappears for hours. Racing along the river parkway, sometimes all the way to Brockville. If he hadn’t gone into hockey, he could have been a competitive bike racer.”


  “Did he say anything at all?”


  She shook her head, looking distressed, as if she’d somehow failed to help him.


  “To his father, maybe?”


  “That’s unlikely. His father is not much of a talker either. Oh, he would do anything for Riley. He’s our only son, and Ted used to do everything with him. All those endless hockey practices—I was busy with the girls—and the private skating lessons and the hockey camps.”


  Green nodded, grateful that all Sullivan’s whining over the years was coming in handy. “Yes, I have a friend who’s a really dedicated hockey dad. Even on a good salary, it’s hard to keep up.”


  “Ted works hard and makes a decent living for us, but not for all the equipment and the camps Riley needed to keep up with the other kids. And the girls need things too, and it’s not really fair...” She checked herself. “That’s why Ted was so keen when Vic came along. Someone who knew the business and could look after Riley’s interests in all this. He handles all the sponsors and endorsements too. Riley’s an extraordinary hockey player, but he’s still just a boy.”


  Through the living room window, Green saw a battered white pick-up truck slow and turn into the drive. A man climbed out, paused to eye Green’s Subaru at the curb, and headed up the walk. He had a leathery, sunburned face, a long, reedy body and a full head of curly salt-and-pepper curls, yet Green recognized the resemblance to Darren O’Shaughnessy immediately. This must be Riley’s father.


  His wife’s smile turned to dismay as he walked in the door without a word of greeting. “Where are the girls?” she asked.


  He didn’t look at her but instead rivetted his tense gaze on Green. “They wanted to play at Brandy’s new house. Who’s this?”


  “This is a detective from Ottawa, waiting to see Riley.”


  “Mike Green. And you’re Ted O’Shaughnessy?” Ted took a step back like a wary fighter.


  “What’s this about?” “He wants to talk to Riley about the girl who died. I told him maybe that’s the reason Riley’s upset.”


  “He’s not upset. He’s got a big day coming up. What kid wouldn’t be on edge?”


  “So you haven’t noticed anything?” Green asked. Ted shrugged as he took off his suit jacket. “Nothing that a bit of peace and quiet won’t fix.”


  “I think Mr. McIntyre’s riding him too hard,” the mother said. Ted headed into the kitchen, returning with a can of Coke. “I keep telling you, Noreen. He needs that. He’s a big boy, and it’s a tough world he’s getting into.”


  “How did he meet Mr. McIntyre?” Green asked casually.


  Ted cracked open the Coke and dropped into a chair by the window. “Vic used to be a scout, and before that a minor league trainer and coach in Toronto. He knows his stuff. He saw Riley when he was playing for the Midget team here in Gananoque. He was only fourteen and sprouting up like a beanpole, but even back then he was already being talked about and winning scoring trophies. He was fast, and he could handle the puck.”


  “That was Ted’s doing,” Noreen said. “Ted got him in just about every skating class he could find between Brockville and Kingston, and every winter he flooded our backyard...”


  “Noreen, I don’t think the detective wants a blow-by-blow.” She twisted in her chair with an effort and gestured to the big empty backyard, most of which now lay in weeds. “Ted never let me plant a thing. He made the biggest rink he could, and he and Riley would practice, practice, practice. Ted was a pretty fair goaltender in his day, and he’d challenge Riley to rush him. To this day, Ted insists that’s why Riley’s so good at scoring.” Her eyes glowed with pride, as if she could talk for hours about her son. Privately, Green was ticking off all the people who had a major stake in Riley’s success. His parents, his agent, even Uncle Darren, for whom Riley was an inspiration to his own son.


  Ted, however, fiddled with his Coke irritably and glanced outside. “I don’t think Riley’s coming back any time soon. I don’t want to waste your time, detective.”


  Green shrugged. “A few more minutes is no problem. Did you ever get up to Ottawa to see his games?” “Oh yes,” Noreen said. “Ted hated to miss a game when it was in this area—Belleville, Kingston, Ottawa.” She laughed.


  “We’ve seen every cheap Super 8 hotel in a five hundred kilometre radius. At least Ted has. It was harder for me, with the girls at home and...” She paused, and a look of sorrow stole over her face. “I tried to get to some of the games.”


  “You don’t mind the driving, Ted?”


  “It’s not that far. But I’m self-employed, and every hour missed is a dollar lost, so it can be tough.”


  “At least in Ottawa, Ted has his brother to stay with,” his wife countered. “A good excuse for the brothers to get together.” Again a faint distaste twisted her smile. So the brother-in-law, like the agent, is not on her list of favourite people, Green thought.


  “You don’t stay with Riley’s agent?”


  Ted looked surprised. “Oh, no, McIntyre keeps our relationship strictly professional, pretty much between Riley and himself.”


  “So you don’t discuss Riley’s affairs with him at all?”


  “Not since he turned eighteen. Like I said, he’s a big boy.” Green allowed a little incredulity into his voice. “Maybe, but you don’t grow up overnight, no matter what the law says.”


  Ted’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t reply. Noreen flushed at the implied rebuke. “That’s the way Mr. McIntyre wants it. Besides, Riley’s always known exactly what he wants. Some of the media and the other parents used to accuse us of pushing too hard, but it was always Riley doing the pushing. He was always so focussed and organized, no theatrics or hidden agendas. Strong-willed, yes—but that’s a good thing in a man. No matter what you asked of him, he could do it and more.”


  “Still, it’s a big complicated world he’s stepping into. Full of people who might try to take advantage.”


  Both of them sat very still for a moment, then Noreen gave him a long, searching look. “Do you have something else on your mind, Inspector? Besides the classmate who died? Is there something we should know?”


  “About what?”


  “You’ve asked questions about Mr. McIntyre, and now you’re talking about people taking advantage.” Of all the topics he had casually covered, Green found it interesting that she had connected those two. He decided to push it. “I do have concerns, yes, about the possibility of exploitation or manipulation when I hear that McIntyre is working directly with Riley.”


  She got to her feet, and for the first time he noticed the effort it took. The woman is not well, he realized. She walked to the window and leaned against the frame, peering out into the street as if hoping her son would appear safe and sound.


  “It’s simple business sense,” Ted snapped. “Look at all the endorsements McIntyre’s lined up already. He stands to make a whole lot more money if Riley does well, so he’s not going to do anything to harm him.”


  “I know you say that, honey, and it makes sense, but...”


  “But money isn’t everything, is it,” Green added softly. “There’s his health and his happiness.”


  Ted crushed the empty Coke can in his fist. “You know this is what Riley wants, Noreen. Ever since he first stepped on an ice rink. He lives and breathes hockey!”


  “But that’s the point. He’s never known anything but hockey. What other career does he have to compare it to?” she said, gesturing to their dilapidated backyard cluttered with rusty chunks of engines and tools. “There’s the folks around here, scraping to make ends meet, and then there’s the folks on Millionaires’ Row on the St. Lawrence. Waterfront estates so extravagant it would take most of the budget of Gananoque to keep them running. That’s what money buys.”


  As if by uncanny coincidence, a low rumble sounded in the street, and Green glanced through the window to see a flash of red pull into the drive. Noreen gasped and hurried to fling wide the front door. Green followed in her footsteps just in time to see two men climb out of a shiny red Ford Mustang. One he recognized as Riley O’Shaughnessy, his cheeks ruddy and his dark curls whipped by the wind. The other was a stubby, middle-aged man stuffed into an unflattering green golf shirt and black stovepipe jeans. He had a pugnacious jaw and small, pig-like eyes that sized up the O’Shaughnessys shrewdly.


  “Mom! Dad!” Riley shouted. “My graduation present!”


  “Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” Ted muttered, yanking his tie loose as if it were strangling him. Then he turned his back and disappeared up the stairs.


  Anger rather than delight flitted across his mother’s face. “But Riley, you can’t afford that!”


  The stubby man held up his hand. “It’s only leased, Mrs. Noreen. We traded in his old Jeep and got a good deal. Plus it’s a business expense. It’s just a little fun leading up to draft day.” He reached up and ruffled the boy’s hair. “Handsome devil, isn’t he? He’ll be fighting off the girls. But the camera will eat it all up too, and that won’t hurt his image one bit. When the big endorsements roll in, he’ll be able to buy each one of you the car of your dreams. That old pick-up of Ted’s? History.”


  Then the man, whom Green took to be Vic McIntyre, caught sight of him standing in the open doorway, and his slick grin vanished. Does the guy know I’m a cop, Green wondered, despite the cottage jeans and T-shirt?


  McIntyre marched towards the door, making no pretense of civility. Staring hard at Green, he addressed the mother. “Is this one of Riley’s cousins?”


  Noreen said nothing for a moment before her own civility finally won out. “No, this is Inspector Green of the Ottawa Police.”


  McIntyre’s lips tightened, but he showed no surprise. He knows exactly why I’m here, Green thought, and why I want to question Riley about Lea Kovacev. “Aren’t you way out of your jurisdiction, Inspector?”


  “Police Services cooperate all the time,” Green replied breezily. It was true, although the fact that he hadn’t mentioned his presence to the Gananoque Police made it misleading. But for this asshole, he suspected loopholes were the essence of the law.


  “Have you got some kind of warrant? Otherwise I don’t believe we have to tell you shit.”


  “You don’t have to, although at that point I obviously get suspicious, so I call in the OPP and I escort Riley back to Ottawa, where we have a nice, formal taping room for interviews.


  Someone from the media is bound to get hold of that.”


  McIntyre’s jaw thrust out further. During this interchange, Green was aware of Riley walking around his car, brushing dirt from its sides. In person, he was an extraordinarily charismatic presence. Taller and more powerfully built than his father, he moved with the grace and agility of a cat. Vitality radiated from every muscle. Now he turned to walk up towards the house, and he caught sight of Green. His jaw dropped, his step faltered. Robbed of energy, he looked as if he hadn’t slept in days. His eyes were hollow and shot through with red, and his whole face seemed to sag. He looked at Green not with puzzlement but with fear.


  The boy too knows why I’m here, Green thought.


  “Don’t you fucking threaten me,” McIntyre was saying. Not a guy for subtlety.


  Green drew out his notepad. He loved the drama of that prop. “What’s your name, sir?”


  “I’m Victor McIntyre, not that it’s any of your fucking business.”


  Riley’s mother stepped in. She had been watching the drama in silence, but flinched at every vulgar word from the man’s mouth. “Vic—”


  The attempt at caution was futile. McIntyre shot her a look that bordered on contempt. “I hope you two didn’t tell him anything, Noreen.”


  Noreen flushed. “Just general chitchat. Riley’s career, ah...”


  Green rescued her. “Are you Riley’s lawyer?”


  “I’m his agent.”


  “In that case, Mr. McIntyre, you have no standing in this matter. You are neither his lawyer nor his relative, besides which Riley is eighteen, so he speaks for himself.” Green manoeuvred himself between McIntyre and the boy, who was hanging back at the bottom of the steps. “How about we grab a coffee somewhere, Riley? My car is right over there.”


  He nodded towards the Subaru sitting at the curb. Riley had begun to rally some confidence, perhaps from his asshole agent, and his expression had become guarded.


  “I don’t have anything to say that can’t be said in front of them.”


  “You’re probably right. But you never know what topics we’ll discuss. In my experience, people always find they’re more comfortable in private.”


  “The boy doesn’t want privacy,” McIntyre interrupted. “He wants support.”


  Green ignored him with an effort. “This will only take half an hour, and I’ll have you back in plenty of time for your party.”


  Riley shot McIntyre a glance that Green couldn’t interpret. Part questioning, part pleading. But also perhaps, part fear? “I’d like him to be present,” he said. “He can stay if I request it, right? If I give permission?”


  Green debated how to proceed. He could press the issue, but risked losing Riley’s cooperation altogether. But he was damned if this loudmouth bully was going to censor the boy’s every answer. “If you want someone present, I suggest your father. We’re going to be discussing personal things, Riley. Your father is the most appropriate person.”


  “He’s obviously not interested,” McIntyre said. “He’s just gone to change,” the mother said. “I’m sure he’ll be down in a minute.”


  “I don’t want my father. I want Vic,” Riley said, loud enough that Green was sure his father could hear. His lips were beginning to tighten, just like his mentor’s. Green wanted to strangle the interfering asshole but kept his face impassive as he rethought his options. He could, of course, insist on a private interview, but that would entail making the interview formal, notifying the local police and probably dragging a lawyer into the fray who would make Vic look like a pussycat. The power game he was playing with Vic almost required him to take that option. Yet he would lose valuable time, Riley would gain time to bolster his defences, and Green would miss the opportunity to observe McIntyre and gauge what he knew about Lea’s death. Even going along with Riley’s request, at least he could rattle a few nerves.


  “This is not a me-against-you situation, Riley,” he said, trying to make the best of it. “So you don’t have to feel threatened. If at any time you decide you don’t want Vic there, you just give me the word.” He glanced at Noreen O’Shaughnessy, whose cheeks were blotched pink with anger. “Would it be all right if we used your living room?”


  She nodded. “Since you’re going to be longer than you thought, perhaps you’d like that drink after all? Coffee? Coke?”


  Riley shook his head, but Green accepted a coffee. She shot a defiant look at McIntyre before turning on her heel without offering him the same. Green signalled both men into the living room and invited Riley to sit in one of the armchairs flanking the window. He immediately chose the matching one opposite, effectively splitting Riley off from McIntyre, who was forced to sit on the sofa across the room. With this arrangement, Green and Riley were backlit by the window, making it more difficult for McIntyre to read their expressions. More importantly, he had forced McIntyre out of Riley’s line of vision and reduced the chances the agent could control him.


  McIntyre didn’t see all this until it was too late, when he could do nothing but glower. Green gave Riley what he hoped was a fatherly smile. “Do you know why I’m here, Riley?”


  Riley shook his head. He perched forward on the wing chair as if poised to flee, his elbows on his knees and his long, fluid hands dangling restlessly.


  “You know a girl in your school, Lea Kovacev, died. We’re interviewing all her friends and classmates, trying to figure out how the accident happened. Your name came up.”


  Riley managed a very small “Oh.”


  “It’s a terrible tragedy. She was a lovely girl by all accounts. There will be a coroner’s inquest, probably more rules and higher fences by the falls—” He paused, then lobbed his next question as gently as he could. He’d already decided that with McIntyre playing guard dog, his only hope was to sneak up on the topic. “How did you meet Lea?”


  “She is—was—” Riley balled his fists and fixed his eyes on some distant point out the window, “in my Outdoor Education class. I missed a lot of the excursions, but we did go on one or two together. Winter camping in Gatineau Park, and just last month, mountain biking.”


  “How long have you known her?”


  “Just since classes started in September.”


  “And did you socialize together outside of class?” “No.” The word came out quickly. Too quickly. Then Riley hesitated. He seemed to be scanning his memory for incidents that could contradict his story. One leg jiggled. “Well, she came to a couple of my games. And we probably had drinks together a few times. You know, as part of a group.”


  “Any personal get-togethers? Just the two of you?” “Well...” Riley glanced at McIntyre, who nodded almost imperceptibly. They’ve been rehearsing this, Green thought. “She did help me on a couple of English assignments. She’s a good writer, and I...I didn’t always have time to read the books we were supposed to.”


  “You mean she wrote the assignments for you?” “No! She just told me what the book was about. Mostly Shakespeare, which I don’t really get.”


  Green grinned sympathetically. “Lots of people don’t really get him.”


  “And then she’d read my essays afterwards, just to doublecheck them.”


  “Whose idea was this?”


  “Hers.” Riley clamped his jaw tight for a moment, as if he was struggling to keep his feelings at bay. His fists clenched and unclenched. “She was super friendly, always out to help people. She was the type of girl to make everyone feel special.”


  Green dropped his tone gently. “Sounds as if you liked her a lot.”


  It had the desired effect, for Riley’s eyes reddened. He didn’t answer. Green suspected he couldn’t. A movement in the shadows caught his eye, and he glanced up to see Ted pause halfway down the stairs. He was watching his son, and in that unguarded moment Green sensed a profound sadness. More, a father’s impotence to take away his child’s pain.


  “Would you say you knew her better than most of her classmates?”


  “Riley already answered that, Inspector.”


  McIntyre’s interruption was designed to buy Riley time to compose himself, and it worked. The youth sat back in the chair, feigning calm.


  “Like I said,” he resumed in a stronger voice, “she was friendly with a lot of people.”


  “Do you know if she had a boyfriend? Someone special?”


  Riley shrugged, well in control now. “I didn’t know her well enough for that.”


  “She seems to have had a special boyfriend whom she loved very much. She wrote beautiful poems about him.”


  Riley shrugged again, a gesture of defeat this time. “I don’t know.”


  Green sensed McIntyre stirring again. He could have pushed further and told him about the ice cream seller’s ID , but decided not to tip his hand. Not with Cerberus running interference. Better to wait for the formal interview. Meanwhile, he would let the kid box himself into a corner with lies. He unfolded the Ottawa Sun article in his hand. “Have you seen today’s paper?”


  The boy blinked in surprise, momentarily relieved until Green handed him the paper. He took it, then let it fall in his lap as if it were hot. “Oh, no!”


  McIntyre reached over to snatch the paper from Riley. He scanned it, then tossed it aside with contempt. “It’s the Sun. What do you expect?”


  “It suggests Lea took a drug that might have killed her,” Green said, gritting his teeth and turning back to Riley. “Did you know she used drugs?”


  The boy was starting to shake his head when McIntyre cut him off again. “Hardly a big deal. Lots of kids take drugs these days. The paper’s just trying to stir up shit.”


  Green stared him down. “Oh, but in this case, with the coroner’s inquest coming up, we have to take every contributing factor seriously.” He softened and turned back to Riley. “We think she just used them recreationally, to add to the party, but we have to trace who she buys them from. Did you ever sell to her?”


  Both Riley and McIntyre shot forward in their seats. Their denials were simultaneous and vigorous.


  “Well, we’ll be looking at all her friends, to see their drug involvement and to see who might be dealing. You see, whoever sold her these particular drugs could be facing a manslaughter charge.”


  “I don’t know anything!” Green had the sense Riley was beginning to panic and depart from the rehearsed script. “What she did was her own business.”


  “Like I said, drugs are everywhere in high school, Mr. Green,” said McIntyre coldly. “But Riley never uses them, so he knows fuck-all about the drug scene at Pleasant Park.”


  “But he knows some of the students she hung around with. A name would be really helpful, Riley. Point us in the right direction. And help balance the tragedy of her unnecessary death.” He leaned forward. “After all, she was such a super girl. She shouldn’t have died the way she did. Her body trapped on the bottom of the gorge, washed up like a piece of garbage on the rocks down below.”


  Riley was shaking his head vehemently, looking for a way out. “She might have mentioned there was a girl in our Outdoor Ed class who she used to hang around with.”


  McIntyre leaped in. “Riley, you don’t have to give them shit.”


  “Name?” Green demanded.


  Riley shot McIntyre a confused glance. “I don’t know who. It’s something she mentioned. But she also mentioned Justin Wakefield, and I think he deals a bit to his friends.”


  Green made a show of jotting down the names, then spread his hands apologetically. “This is just routine, son, but I have to ask. Where were you last Monday night from nine p.m. to three a.m.?”


  McIntyre rose from his chair as if to signal the end of the interview. “Okay, that’s enough. He’s answered all your questions, but this one, you’re way out of line.”


  Green waited, pen poised. Riley looked about to open his mouth, but McIntyre waved him silent. “He was with me. We were discussing draft offers and it got late, so he crashed at my place. Now I trust this is the last time you’ll need to bother us.”


  You can trust all you want, Green thought, but you don’t know the half of what I’ve got in store for your golden boy. I’ve set the hook, but I haven’t even begun to reel him in.


  Thirteen



  Green managed to spend most of the rest of the day at the cottage, immersing himself in the warm, sunny June day at the beach and only checking in with the sergeant on duty by cell phone twice. There was still no news on Jenna Zukowski’s disappearance, although Ron Leclair had launched all the usual inquiries. Green put his nagging uneasiness out of his mind until he and Hannah headed back to the city early Monday morning. The full force of the investigation hit him again, however, the moment he walked back into the office, an hour late and clutching coffee and a bagel from Vince’s Bagelshop.


  Gibbs was already at his computer, a rare excitement lighting his face as his fingers flew over the keys. “I-I’ve been chasing down drug leads all weekend, sir. I’ve got a great new idea!”


  “Did you ever leave that desk, Bob?” A flush crept up Gibbs’ long face, and his Adam’s apple bobbed. “I spent yesterday with Sue, sir,” he said, sounding almost apologetic. “I took her for a drive up in the Gatineau. We had a picnic and w-went around the Sugar Bush Trail. It’s got handicapped access. She tried to walk the whole way, but...” He didn’t need to finish the sentence. Sue Peters was in rehab, relearning how to walk, but she fatigued easily. Being Sue, she did not take this failure of her body lightly.


  “That’s progress, Bob. Don’t lose sight of that.”


  “Yes, sir. But she gets so angry, she ends up in tears. It’s— it’s hard to watch.”


  Particularly hard since the old Sue Peters would have hated the tears and would have hated even more that others were witness to them.


  “We’ll get her back, Bob. Remember what the doctors said. Her brain is still healing, and the more we stimulate it, the better.”


  “I know,” Gibbs said, and his voice grew lighter. “That’s why I told her about the case. I thought it might lift her spirits to know what we were up to. And it was her that came up with the idea.”


  “What idea?”


  “Well, you know how you said Lea had a drug source at school? So I got the names of all her friends and the kids in her classes and ran them past our school resource officers to see if they knew who might be dealing in the schools. They checked around, and talked to the vice-principals—they’re the ones who really know what’s going down in the school. Of course, there was nothing to say it was one of the kids in her classes, but I figured it was a place to start. Anyway, the VP s came up with a bunch of possible matches.”


  “Was Riley O’Shaughnessy one of them?”


  Gibbs looked surprised. “The hockey player?”


  Green hesitated, unhappy that he’d let the name slip. But if Bob Gibbs couldn’t be trusted to be discreet, no one on the squad could. “It looks like he might have been the secret boyfriend.”


  A shadow crossed Gibbs’s face which Green couldn’t interpret. Dismay? Or hurt at being excluded? He covered it with a brisk shake of his head. “No, he wasn’t on the list, but it’s a pretty long list. I was planning to start interviewing first thing this morning.”


  “But?”


  “Well, then Sue had this great idea. Just a long shot. Remember how we had police contact sheets on all the people at Vic McIntyre’s parties when the noise complaints were made?”


  “Yes, I remember. Riley was one of those. So was his cousin Ben.”


  “Sue suggested I cross-reference those to see if any of them went to Pleasant Park and if they were on the list of possible dealers.”


  Green smiled broadly. Before her injury, what Sue Peters lacked in finesse and subtlety was compensated by her creative mind and talent for thinking the unthinkable. It was a huge relief to know that talent had not been lost when her skull was crushed. “And?”


  “That’s what I-I’m doing now, sir. I’m almost done.”


  “Good work, Bob.” Gibbs’s Adam’s apple bobbed again as he worked up to his reply.


  “I—I’d like to make sure Sue gets the credit for the idea, sir. A visit from you...to tell her so... That would mean a lot.”


  Green cringed. He was touched to think how far Gibbs had come to have the courage for such a request. It was a courage not to be dismissed, but Green hated hospitals. He’d visited Sue half a dozen times in the past two months, but each visit took him days to psych himself up for and to recover from. He dreaded the sight of badly damaged bodies struggling to gain back the functions that had once been second nature.


  “I will. Soon,” he replied, grateful to spot Brian Sullivan coming off the elevator, bearing two Tim Hortons doubledoubles. Sullivan jerked his head towards Green’s office. Once inside, Sullivan kicked the door shut with his foot, signalling a desire for privacy.


  “Okay,” he said, propping his huge feet on Green’s desk and prying the lid off his cup. “How’d it go yesterday?”


  Between mouthfuls of bagel, Green filled him in on the meagre harvest from his Gananoque visit. “It wasn’t a total loss,” he said. “I learned that Riley is a basket case over Lea’s death, that McIntyre is pulling all the strings, and that the mother doesn’t like that one bit.”


  “Did you meet Dad?”


  “Yeah, once he got home from church.” Green sorted through his impressions. “A bitter man.”


  Sullivan snorted. “Church? Doesn’t sound like any O’Shaughnessys I know. Maybe the good Irish boy’s got religion all of a sudden. More likely putting money in the bank with the Big Guy so he’ll look kindly on Riley in the draft. Catholics still believe that stuff, you know. We may act all rational, but give us a wish, and we’re down on our knees doing Novenas faster than you can say Hail Mary. Dad thinks McIntyre is the Second Coming, by the way. I ran into Darren O’Shaughnessy at the hockey picnic yesterday, and we talked some more. His brother sees Riley as the brass ring that’s going to set them all up in a fancy house on the river, with a monster boat to cruise the Great Lakes and winter vacations in Florida instead of running his shitty little snow ploughing business. He’s out at five a.m. in the pitch black on a freezing January morning, clearing laneways so the rich can get their Beemers out in time for work. Darren says Ted was always looking for a shortcut, but instead found himself saddled with one son, four daughters and a wife with MS, scrabbling for a buck any way he can.”


  Green picked sesame seeds off his desk thoughtfully as he recalled Noreen O’Shaughnessy’s awkward movements the day before. He felt a twinge of sorrow for the woman and moderated his judgment of Riley’s father. The man had a lot on his plate. Green remembered his muttered curse when Riley arrived with the Mustang, his sad expression on the stairs. “I think privately he has his doubts. Or maybe just jealousy. But I don’t think we can count on him to pry Riley away from McIntyre.”


  “There’s too much riding on it.” “Or he’s afraid of losing Riley altogether. But the kid’s eighteen. We can bring him in for formal questioning any time we want.”


  Sullivan swirled his coffee in slow, pensive circles. “Do we have enough yet? Yeah, we have him with Lea the night she died, but we’ve got nothing to tie him to her body or even the park bench. We’ve got gaps between the time she died and the time she got thrown—” His cell phone rang, and he fumbled at his belt to retrieve it. As he listened, his expression grew alert. After a brief conversation, he thanked the caller for the hard work and hung up.


  “All right!” he crowed. “That was the lab. The marijuana roaches Cunny found at the scene? They were laced with crystal meth. Enough to give you a real buzz, and if you took too many, to stop your heart cold. Six roaches were found at the scene. More than enough, the lab says.”


  Green thought about the methamphetamine in her tox results. “So she did die because she bought laced marijuana.”


  “From someone who obviously didn’t know what they were doing.”


  “Or someone who wanted her dead.”


  Sullivan stared at him. “That’s a stretch. They might just as easily have knocked out Riley too. In fact, they probably would have if he wasn’t so anti-drugs.”


  Green tapped his pen impatiently on his desk. “Anyway, we now know the how of her death, if not the why. And Gibbs is working on the who—the supplier. If this was some amateur who didn’t know what the hell they were doing—” He jumped to his feet and flung open his office door. Gibbs was still at his computer, jotting notes on a pad.


  “Bob! Any progress?”


  “Yessir!” Gibbs snatched up his notepad and loped towards them. “A couple of interesting prospects. One is Ben O’Shaughnessy—with that name, I figure he’s related to Riley?”


  “His cousin.” Green perked up. “He’s a dealer?”


  “No, he’s not on the suspects list for that, but he is in Lea’s English class, and he was at one of McIntyre’s parties.”


  Sullivan was leaning forward, his eyes narrowing. “His father mentioned he liked to party.”


  “Motive?” Green asked.


  “In these families, with this much competition, who knows?” Sullivan replied, and Green knew he meant old Irish Valley families. Sullivan was the expert on how twisted the roots could become. “Good, old-fashioned jealousy? Riley was certainly the golden boy, got all the success and attention. And all the girls. Good work, Bob. Keep digging on him.”


  Gibbs nodded. He looked more excited than Green had seen him in weeks. “But I’ve got someone even more interesting! I got one hit on all three counts. I’ve found a kid who was a friend of Lea’s from her Outdoor Ed class, who was on the list of possible dealers at the school, and—” his eyes sparkled, “who was present at Vic McIntyre’s party.”


  “And who is this sonofabitch?”


  “Daughter of a bitch. Girl by the name of Crystal Adams. Sixteen years old, and not a mark against her except that witness contact. The vice principal wasn’t even sure if she’s a dealer, but the rumours are there. Small time, friends only, he thinks.”


  An amateur, thought Green in disgust. A fucking amateur.


  They sent Gibbs away, ostensibly to research background on Crystal Adams, but actually so they could argue in private over what to do next. Sullivan wanted to go straight to Crystal, but Green wanted to tackle Riley.


  “Until Gibbs gets us more details,” Green said, “we’ve got nothing concrete to tie her to that night. We’ve got rumours she’s dealing and evidence she was at McIntyre’s party, but that’s it. Until we get the DNA from those roaches, we can’t even prove it was the marijuana that killed Lea. Crystal is a minor, and the minute we lean on her, we’ll have her parents down our backs. If she’s not smart enough to see we’ve got nothing, they will be.”


  Sullivan looked skeptical. He propped his big feet on the desk, drained the last of his coffee and lobbed the cup over Green’s desk towards the waste basket. It hit the floor and rolled under the desk. Green grinned. “I moved it. I got tired of your perfect record.”


  Without a word, Sullivan scooped the cup from the floor and lobbed it again, this time directly into the basket. “The same thing could be said about Riley, only Vic McIntyre will have the smartest lawyer in town on our ass. I think we should lean on Crystal. Scare her into telling us who sold her the adulterated marijuana. She’s not going to like staring at a possible homicide charge, and I think her parents will be smart enough to figure that out.”


  “We could always pick them both up,” Green said with a grin. “Hedge our bets, play them against each other.”


  Sullivan laughed and was just drawing breath to respond when his phone rang. All traces of levity vanished as he listened, and after a couple of moments he said three simple words: “Be right there.”


  When he hung up, he was already shrugging on his jacket. His expression was grim. “We’ve got another body. No doubt about how this one died.”


  


  Bruce Pit had once been a sand quarry on the outskirts of the city but was now surrounded by suburbs and bounded by major city roads and highways. It was an overgrown scrubland officially designated as an off-leash dog park with a network of trails through the fields and the adjacent woodland. There were several official access points, including a large parking lot on the west side, but the first officer on the scene directed Sullivan to a field off Hunt Club Road. It was at the remote southern edge of the park, he said, but closest to the body.


  “The murderer sure as hell didn’t know anything about dogs,” Green observed as Sullivan bumped the car over the uneven grass towards the collection of vehicles in the middle of the field. A brilliant June sun shone in the cloudless sky, baking the ground. “There must be two hundred dogs that pass though Bruce Pit every day. A buried body would be heaven for every one of them.”


  “Maybe he just didn’t know Bruce Pit was an off-leash dog park. Not everybody has dogs, Green. Maybe he just figured, wow, here’s a nice, isolated place to ditch this body. Convenient if you don’t want to drive too far with a body stashed in your trunk.”


  Up ahead, Green could make out an ambulance as well as Coroner and Ident vans, and through the trees beyond, flashes of moving white. Alongside one of the cruisers, a uniformed officer was waiting for them.


  “We’ve closed off the entire park, sir,” he explained when Sullivan showed his badge. “There are still lots of walkers on the trails, but we’re interviewing each one as they come out.”


  Sullivan nodded his approval. “Where is she?”


  The officer led them to the edge of the woods. About a hundred yards in, Green could now distinguish the unruly white hair of Dr. Alexander MacPhail, as well as the bulky outline of Lou Paquette. Under the canopy of trees, the air was hot and moist. A whiff of decay drifted past Green’s nostrils, churning his stomach and telling him the body had been there some time.


  “A man and his dog found her,” the officer was saying. “Mr. Reg Talbot, lives in the neighbourhood. We’ve got his preliminary statement, but he’s over there—” he nodded to one of the police cruisers, “if you want to speak to him. We had the paramedics check him out, on account of his age.”


  Sullivan glanced at Green. “I want a look at the body first.”


  “I’ll talk to him,” Green replied quickly. Hysterical witnesses were infinitely preferable to rotting bodies. He found Reg Talbot in the back of the squad car, clutching a paper cup of vile-smelling coffee and huddled under a blanket despite the heat. Beside him, a small white terrier panted with excitement, steaming up the windows. The man started when Green opened the door, and beneath his leathery, liver-spotted skin, he was paper white. His eyes were huge.


  Green led both of them out into the sunshine and urged the man to take deep breaths as they strolled through the tall grass towards the road. The terrier scampered off ahead, pouncing on rocks and leaves in her path. When they were sufficiently far from the crime scene, Green invited Reg to tell his story.


  “Maggie was off-leash,” he began, his voice surprisingly strong for his frail frame. He watched his dog anxiously as he walked. “I know she’s not meant to be in that part of the park, but I could never see the harm in it. There are so few people around, especially at that hour, and she finds all the big dogs in the main area too overwhelming. I love the woods, especially when all the woodland flowers are out. The violets and trilliums were spectacular last month. We take the same route every day, you see.” He paused and turned back to gesture towards the far corner of the woods. “We start in the parking lot and we hug the outside trails all the way around, where almost no one else goes. It takes me about an hour, but I’m not very fast any more, and it’s an excellent workout for both of us. Maggie runs off chasing chipmunks and digging up sticks.”


  Knowing the value of letting the recollections flow unimpeded, Green refrained from interruption, but his impatience must have showed, because the man pulled himself erect with determination.


  “Today we were about halfway around, when all of a sudden Maggie tore off into the woods out of sight. The next moment she set up this high-pitched barking—the kind she makes to warn me. I called her repeatedly, but to no avail, so I left the trail and followed the sound through the brush. About a hundred yards in, I see her racing in circles, digging. I can smell the decay at this point, so I’m afraid she’s going to roll in some dead animal. Terriers are good diggers, and by the time I reached her, she’d dug up the ground all around this pile of dead branches and leaves. I had an uneasy feeling, and then I see she’s tugging on something and trying to pull...”


  For the first time, Reg’s voice faded. Green waited. “It’s a foot. It’s the first time I’ve found my cell phone useful since my daughter gave it to me. In case of emergencies, Dad, she said, and I guess this qualifies. I dragged Maggie away and came out into the field here, thinking this would be the best way for the police to access it. The parking lot would be an awfully long trek in, and the paths get very confusing. I know them like the back of my hand, of course, but only the regulars would. After I called 911, well...” He managed a faint smile. Some colour had returned to his papery skin. “I just sat down to wait. There was no strength left in my legs after that.”


  Green nodded. He’d been studying the grass as they walked, and besides the tracks made by their own vehicles, he could see no signs of disturbance. It didn’t look as if the killer had driven in by this route. “Did you notice anything unusual in the park today? Anything out of the ordinary?”


  “Like what?”


  “You’re here every day. You see the regulars, the patterns. Was anything different? Cars, people, dogs?” Reg was shaking his head. “Did you encounter anyone else on your walk this morning?”


  “Oh yes, there were at least half a dozen cars in the parking lot, and I saw walkers on the trails. I gave descriptions to the other officer.”


  “What about farther out, closer to the body? You said far fewer people go on the outer trails.”


  “That’s because dogs aren’t allowed off-leash, you see. So the area is left to kids having drug parties and setting camp fires.”


  And killers burying bodies, Green thought. “Did you meet anyone at all there today?”


  Reg wagged his head back and forth in denial. He whistled sharply as his dog ranged too close to the busy road. Maggie wheeled about and raced back towards them on her stubby legs. “I’ve been trying to remember,” Reg said once he’d slipped on her leash. “But I don’t think I saw a soul. Not that that was unusual, at that hour on a weekday.”


  Green thought about the body, ripe enough to smell. “What about the last three days. You said you walk here every day. Did you notice anything out of the ordinary on...say, Friday or Saturday?”


  Reg stopped and stared into the distance, screwing up his craggy face in an effort to remember. Maggie tugged at the end of her leash. “Saturday and Sunday are always much busier around here, with what we call the weekend walkers. You even get kids on mountain bikes going along the path I take. They nearly run Maggie over sometimes, so I usually go earlier in the morning on the weekends. But I don’t recall anyone out of the ordinary. Everyone had a dog, it’s the ones who don’t that you notice. You wonder what they’re doing here, and Maggie usually barks at them.” His face cleared, and his pallid blue eyes grew wide. “Come to think of it, there was one man on the track without a dog. Saturday? Maybe Sunday. No, Saturday, because it was just before the thunderstorm. Maggie barked at him. But it could mean nothing. You do get joggers really early in the morning, and this man was jogging, dressed in a bulky sweat suit with a hood.”


  “What colour?”


  “Navy? Black? Nondescript.”


  And hard to see in the woods, Green thought. “Can you describe the individual?”


  “Not well. He had his head down and the hood up. I was so busy trying to corral Maggie that I barely noticed. Some of these joggers kick at them, you see.”


  “But it was a man?”


  “Oh, yes. Solidly built, with a powerful stride. A fairly young man, I’d say. At least...” his eyes twinkled, “from my perspective.”


  “Did he have anything with him? In his hands, on his back?”


  “Not that I saw.”


  “Could you show me where you saw him? Take me there?”


  “Yes, but it’s quite a ways from here, up near the Cedarview Road portion of the trail. It would be quite a long way to carry a body, I should think, no matter how strong you are.”


  The two men retraced their route to Green’s car, then drove around the outskirts of Bruce Pit to the official parking lot. A flashing police cruiser blocked off the entrance, and the paths had been cordoned off, although a group of curious and disgruntled dog walkers had collected outside the yellow tape. Green noted with satisfaction that the parking lot had a gravel base and a sandy entrance to the trails, both excellent materials to lodge in the treads of tires and shoes. The sand was crisscrossed with shoe and paw prints, however, a forensic investigator’s nightmare.


  With a warning from Green to stick to the edge of the path, Reg picked up his dog and struck out along the trail that hugged the fence at the edge of a large field, walking with a confident, upright stride that belied his frail appearance. Green kept his eyes to the ground, looking for any clues that suggested a heavy object had been transported along the path. The recent rains had left muddy patches where prints and bicycle tracks stood out in stark relief. The problem was knowing whether any of them were connected to the killing. Lyle Cunningham’s and Lou Paquette’s teams were already swamped by the physical evidence associated with Lea’s death; how would the Ident team even begin to process this scene? He contemplated the unpleasant possibility of asking Barbara Devine to borrow resources from some other police section. In her bid for the Deputy Chief ’s chair, she would not appreciate the implication that her own department was not up to the job.


  Reg stopped at a fork in the trail and gestured to the left one leading into the woods. “I saw him just in there. And truth be told, it’s not a very good trail for joggers, too many rocks and roots to twist your ankle on.”


  “What’s up ahead?”


  “More of the same. It’s a very secondary trail that eventually loops around to connect up with a larger one farther up.”


  Green stepped forward. “All right. Let’s continue your route of this morning to where the body is.”


  Reg wavered and reached out to grasp a tree trunk. In his arms, Maggie struggled to break free. “I’ve already shown the police...”


  “I know. I just need to know what route was used. We won’t go up to the crime scene.”


  With a far less confident stride, Reg set off again. They walked for about ten minutes, the woods thickening and the path narrowing as it wove around trees and over protruding roots. Suddenly Reg stopped and frowned intently into the dense brush. “This is where Maggie ran off.”


  The crime scene was too far to be visible through the woods, but Green could hear the distant murmur of voices. He scrutinized the ground. There were fewer prints visible in the mud here, and the dirt looked as if it had been smeared. He was no forensic expert, but beneath the smears, he thought he could make out the deep cut of a tire track slightly thicker than a bicycle tread. His heart quickened. Had someone been trying to erase the track?


  After thanking Reg, Green sent him and Maggie back the way they had come, promising to get an officer to drive them home. Green himself went further down the trail and looped in a semi-circle to approach the crime scene obliquely. Lou Paquette’s Ident team would have to scout every inch, looking for the entry route through the woods, and there was no point in adding his own contamination to that of previous dogs and walkers over the past three days.


  Sullivan spotted him as he approached and broke off his intense conversation with Paquette. His broad face was taut and his eyes flat, as if neutrality was an effort.


  Green steeled himself. If Sullivan was shaken, it was bad. “What have we got?”


  “Nude body, young adult female, according to MacPhail, quite heavyset—”


  Green sucked in his breath. “Jenna Zukowski?”


  Sullivan shook his head grimly. “Impossible to tell. The killer cut her into pieces and stuffed them into garbage bags. The head’s missing.”


  Green felt his stomach rise. “What’s MacPhail’s estimate on time of death?”


  “She’s ambient temperature, so probably at least twentyfour hours, but there’s still traces of rigor mortis, so three on the outside. MacPhail’s gathered bugs, and he says he’ll have more for us in a day or two. He did say one other thing. The body was moved several hours after death, according to the lividity on her side.”


  “That suggests the killer had to wait to dispose of the body. Probably had to wait till cover of darkness. Too many people here during the day.” Green was already thinking of the long route in through the woods. “Anything to help identify her?”


  “There’s no purse or other ID , no clothes, the killer left nothing to help us. But judging from her pubic hair, she might be a brunette.”


  “Jenna was a brunette.”


  “At this stage it’s all speculation, Green. Pubic hair and head hair are not always the same colour. We could have a sexual predator on our hands who likes to collect heads.”


  “Other than the dismemberment, are there any signs of violence or sexual assault?”


  “Nothing obvious, but MacPhail has to get her cleaned up and onto the table. Right now we don’t have any reason to link the two cases, so I’ll assign another team to this Jane Doe. Meanwhile, we’ll get all the information we can about Jenna— medical history, distinguishing marks, shoe size, fingerprints. The killer thought he was smart cutting off her head, but he didn’t realize we can take fingerprints from a corpse.”


  Green grimaced. “So now there’s a severed head lying around somewhere, waiting for some lucky soul to stumble upon it.”


  “Heads are a lot easier to transport than whole bodies. It could be at the bottom of some lake by now.”


  Green mulled over the meagre facts. Jenna Zukowski had been missing at least three days, which fell at the outside limit of the estimated time of death of this body, unless she had not been killed for some time after her disappearance. It was possible her disappearance and this body were unrelated, but what were the chances of two heavyset young female victims surfacing at the same time?


  He glanced at the white-suited officers working around the makeshift grave. Paquette was setting evidence markers in the soil nearby. Green tiptoed closer with care until Paquette’s scowl stopped him.


  “Any theories yet on how he transported her here and what route he took?”


  Paquette nodded, allowing a grin to sneak through his scowl as he gestured to the ground. Green kept his eyes averted from the bloated white body, but could see little through the leaves and twigs. “At least we’re having some luck with that. The body was placed here before the storm, but luckily the thick trees protected the site. Looks like he tried to wipe out his tracks, but we’ve got one nice clear footprint in the loose dirt he was digging, and some tracks that look like tire marks. Bigger than a bicycle, maybe a cart or wagon. I’ll take molds of them. He used a medium-sized spade to try to dig a grave. Dug down only six inches before giving up and piling branches on top. People don’t realize how hard it is to dig in the forest, with all the roots and rocks in the way.”


  So the killer had been equipped with a cart and a shovel when he brought the body here, Green thought. Which meant that, unless he’d hidden them somewhere, the jogger Reg had seen was not their man. Probably just a local resident out for his morning exercise.


  Paquette was peering at the ground as he scrabbled through the bush in the direction of the trail Green had used. “Judging from these broken branches and dislodged stones, I’d say he brought her this way.” He straightened and surveyed the woods. “Considering how close he is to the field, he took the long way in. Risky too, coming all that way with a body in a cart.”


  “Which means he must have dumped her in the middle of the night,” Green noted. “It also suggests he didn’t know the park that well. He was probably playing it by ear looking for an isolated area. All in all, not the best thought-out murder plan.”


  Paquette grunted. “You guys can speculate all you want, but I’m sticking with my clues here. There’s plenty of stuff here to keep me going, and if you bring me the guy’s shoe, I can nail him for you.”


  A distant movement in the field caught Green’s eye, and he glanced through the trees to see a cameraman crouching in the long grass just beyond the yellow tape, with his telephoto lens centred on the scene. Parked in the field behind him were half a dozen media vans. Reporters milled around, setting up field shots. Green cursed. Devine had told him to babysit the media, and here they were again, shoving their cameras and microphones into the case before an potential next-of-kin had been warned.


  He ploughed towards them, formulating his statement on the fly. Just as he ducked under the yellow tape, three microphones converged on him. The city’s on edge, he reminded himself as he tried for patience.


  “Is it the missing social worker?” Green spun around to stare at Frank Corelli, wrestling his surprise under control. How the hell had Corelli found out about that?


  “What missing social worker?” the others demanded, but Corelli didn’t reply. His eyes remained locked on Green’s.


  Green turned deliberately away to address the group. “At approximately nine o’clock this morning, police were called to the scene of some remains discovered off one of the trails in Bruce Pit. At this early stage of the investigation, I can confirm that the remains are human and that officials from the coroner’s office and our forensic unit are examining the scene. We have no information as to the cause of death nor the identity of the deceased.”


  “We heard it was a young woman,” one of the TV reporters said. Her cameraman was firmly focussed on Green.


  “As we learn more, we will be releasing further details, but speculation and rumour are ill-advised. There is no point in creating undue alarm.”


  “Undue alarm!” the reporter cried. “Two young women found dead in less than a week in our public parks, and the police don’t think it’s cause for alarm?”


  “At this stage, we’re treating them as two unrelated incidents.” He began to push through them. “I’ll have a further statement in two hours down at the station. For now, guys, let us get on with it.”


  Corelli dogged his footsteps and leaned on the door jamb as Green climbed into his car. “It’s the social worker, isn’t it? She uncovered the drug connection in the Kovacev case and—”


  “Corelli, I don’t know where the hell you invent this stuff.”


  “You told me about the drugs yourself! And I nosed around the school. The social worker was asking questions—”


  “Who told you that?”


  “Confidential source. Come on.”


  “Well, don’t print it. We don’t know anything, there’s her family to consider, and—”


  “And this is one hell of a juicy story!”


  Green locked Corelli’s gaze. “Frank, sit on it till I’ve got something to give you. Don’t be a bull in a china shop.”


  “I get paid to be a bull in a china shop.”


  “At least wait till the press release in two hours. Then maybe you’ll have some facts to write about.”


  Green drove back downtown with the accelerator almost to the floor, swearing all the way. The reporters were right. Two dead women within a week was cause for alarm, although not for the reasons they believed. He knew in his bones this was no random killing spree, but with the press crawling all over the story, he could barely find the time and concentration needed to put the pieces together.


  By the time he reached the station, the discovery of the body was headline news on the radio. In the absence of facts, the airwaves were filled with hastily corralled experts commenting on sexual predators and tips to keep women safe. Back at his office, Green phoned Rita Berens to see whether she had any news on Jenna. The search for the missing social worker had spread, and the dragon lady found herself at the hub of a massive ground search. Jenna was from the close-knit rural community of Barry’s Bay that had been Polish for over a hundred and fifty years. Three quarters of them seemed to have descended on Ottawa in vans and pick-up trucks to find their lost kin. They plastered “Missing” posters of her in corner stores and on lampposts all over Alta Vista, and street by street canvasses were being conducted. But so far, all their efforts had failed to turn up a single trace of her.


  “The school custodian said he spotted her outside Pleasant Park High School early Friday morning,” Rita said, “even though the school wasn’t on her itinerary for the day.”


  “How early?”


  “Seven thirty. Before school started. But no one else saw her, and certainly she never reported in to Guidance, which she should have done. I’ve asked Anton Prusec to continue asking—”


  “You’ve been very helpful, Ms Berens,” Green said quickly. “This is an important lead, but we’ll take over from here. Sergeant Leclair of Missing Persons is coordinating the case, so if anyone else uncovers further information, please have them pass it on to him. Or me.”


  There was silence over the phone, followed by a sharp intake of breath. “The body in Bruce Pit. It’s Jenna, isn’t it?”


  “We don’t yet know who it is.”


  “But you can look at it!”


  If it had a head, he thought grimly. “It’s not that simple. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We’ll be looking into all possibilities, so don’t mention anything to her family at this stage.”


  The platitudes sounded fatuous to his ears, and he doubted he had fooled her for a moment, but the news seemed to deflate her, for she signed off without protest. Next he called Ron Leclair to check his progress in tracking down Jenna. To his relief, the MisPers sergeant seemed really on the ball. He had already requested dental and medical records from her family and had brought a few objects from her apartment that he hoped would yield fingerprints and hair samples.


  “I was just beginning to look into banking activity,” he said. “Although with the mess this woman makes of her paperwork, it may take us a week in her apartment just to find her bank records. I’ve put everyone I can spare on it.”


  Maybe I misjudged the guy, Green thought as he thanked him and told him to stay in touch with Sullivan. After signing off, Green glanced at his watch. Barbara Devine needed to be brought up to date on the headless corpse before she learned it all on the radio, but every moment that ticked by, the trail out at Pleasant Park grew colder. A five-minute executive summary was all he could spare her. He was just reaching for the phone when it rang. He snatched it up, fearing Devine had beaten him to it. Expecting a shriek to shatter glass, he was taken aback by Bob Gibbs’s soft, diffident voice. “S-sorry to disturb you, sir. But I’m not sure who to call. Staff Sergeant Sullivan is still out on a call, and I—I thought it was important.”


  “What is?”


  “I’ve been trying to track down Crystal Adams, sir. You remember, the one who—”


  “Probably sold Lea the drugs.” Green cast his mind back to the beginning of their day. It seemed so far away. “What do you mean, trying?”


  “Well, that’s the thing, sir. There’s a problem.”


  Fourteen


  Bob Gibbs had started off his search buoyed by optimism, but his mood was fragile. He’d slept fitfully after falling asleep in front of the television at one o’clock in the morning and had wakened with a crick in his neck and the taste of gin in his mouth. Gibbs was not a drinker, but in recent weeks he’d found that it worked wonders to take the edge off the worry that seemed to plague him constantly. His weakness angered him. It was not him, after all, who had been ambushed by a killer and beaten within an inch of his life. It wasn’t him who had struggled first to lift a spoon to his lips and later to move one foot in front of the other at will.


  It wasn’t him who raged and screamed and wept in frustration when the spoon missed its mark or the foot folded in. It was the woman he loved. Loved. As extraordinary and unbelievable as that idea was. Anyone who knew Detective Sue Peters before her injury would never have imagined the attraction. She had been brash, confident and terrifyingly blunt. He had found her lack of finesse endearing, even alluring, but it was the vulnerability she’d been forced to admit since the attack that had sealed his fate.


  He knew he had to be strong for her, but inside he quaked every time he stepped out into the street. Frightening images invaded his mind. Images of hidden assailants lying in wait for him around every corner, in each dark shadow, in the recesses of his dreams. He felt safe at his computer, searching through cyberspace from the safety of his office, but when it came to field work, he started each day much like Sue, forcing one foot in front of another to get himself out of bed and onto the streets.


  When the other detectives were called away to the new crime scene, he knew the pursuit of Crystal Adams now fell solely to him. He would crack this part of the case. He would track down Crystal Adams and confront her with the evidence he’d compiled. Sitting at his desk, forcing his reluctant stomach to accept a third cup of coffee, he contemplated adding a splash of Bailey’s Irish Cream. In the end, he tossed it down black in a single, angry gulp. He would get through this. He would be strong. And he stomped out the door.


  His first setback occurred at the very first step of his plan. He had gone to Pleasant Park High School determined to haul Crystal out of class and demand to know where she bought the drugs she’d supplied to Lea. But she wasn’t there. Most of the school was empty as final exams got into full swing. He headed instead to the address the school had on file. It was a dilapidated townhouse in the middle of a low-rent housing project off Russell Road. Not the toughest neighbourhood in the south end, but filled with an uneasy mix of immigrants, hard luck victims and families who’d been at the bottom of the social ladder for generations. He suspected Crystal’s family was one of the latter the moment the front door cracked open and two baggy, bloodshot eyes glared out at him.


  He tensed, wondering what was lurking behind the half closed door. “Mrs. Adams?” he ventured.


  The woman snorted. “Who the fuck are you?” He showed his badge, and the scowl deepened. “I didn’t call youse guys.”


  “I’d like to speak to Crystal Adams,” he said, almost holding his breath. So far, no stutter.


  “What for?”


  “Is she here, ma’am?”


  The woman, whom he took to be Crystal’s mother, did not budge. “No one gets in to talk to her unless they tell me what they want with her.”


  “I’d like to ask her a few questions about the girl who died at her school. They were classmates.”


  “Well, you’re out of luck. She’s not here.” The door started to close.


  Gibbs slipped his foot in the crack. Through the throbbing in his head, he tried to listen for sound from within, but all he could hear was the tinny laughter of a TV sitcom. “Where can I find her?”


  “She could be anywhere. She never tells me nothing.”


  He pulled out his notebook. “Do you know the names of any of her friends?”


  The woman heaved an impatient sigh and started to shake her head. Gibbs held up his hand. “This is very important, Mrs. Adams. I wouldn’t trouble you for your time if it wasn’t.”


  She yanked the door open and stepped back into a dark hallway cluttered with shoes and boxes. She tugged at her cotton housecoat, trying to pull it across her pregnant belly as she slouched towards the room at the end of the hall. “You better come in. I can’t stand on my feet too long.”


  The house stank of smoke, urine and Kentucky Fried Chicken. Clothes, magazines and dirty dishes littered every surface. Married with Children blared from the 52-inch plasma TV that dominated one wall, and Gibbs noticed a brand-new PlayStation 3 still sitting in its box in the corner. The sofa, however, was frayed at the edges and covered with fading stains. Crystal’s mother plopped into the middle of it and picked up the cigarette that smouldered in the ashtray on the side table, glaring at Gibbs like she was daring him to comment. He pushed an old Ottawa Sun off the chair and perched cautiously on the edge, concentrating on his notebook. Mrs. Adams bent her head and stubbed out the cigarette. “I don’t have much energy these days, so the place gets away from me. Crystal’s no help, in case you’re wondering. Never has been. Don’t like my boyfriend, don’t want this baby. So she goes away pretty regular. Staying with friends, she says. She’ll be back in a week or two. She always is, once all her friends’ moms get sick of feeding her.”


  “When was the last time you saw her?”


  “Yesterday morning?” Mrs. Adams squinted into space, her bleached hair falling in a big hank over her eye. Yesterday’s make-up smudged her eyes. “Yeah. She woke me up early, yelling on the phone.”


  “Who was she talking to?”


  She shrugged. “I don’t know. All I know is she pays more attention to those friends of hers than she does to me. They say jump, she asks how high. I ask her to pick up a single dish, she says she’s busy. Busy! On the phone all day, partying all night. It’s not like she’s passing school or anything, she’s only there half the time.”


  “Do you remember what the argument was about?”


  She looked up through her hair, frowning. “Who said we argued?”


  “I meant the argument on the phone.” The suspicion was replaced by indifference. “Youse guys. She was saying you were going to find out.” She broke off, her eyes narrowing. “That’s what you’re here about, isn’t it? Not this crap about the dead girl, but you found out she’s up to something.”


  Gibbs sensed the barriers going up, and he tried to think how to stop them. He’d never get this woman’s cooperation with threats or confrontation. “Mrs. Adams, your daughter may be in trouble,” he said, hoping he sounded more authoritative than he felt. “One girl is already dead, and I don’t think your daughter knows who she’s dealing with.”


  “What the fuck are you saying?”


  “That your daughter may be in danger, and we need to find her.”


  “From this guy she was talking to on the phone?”


  “So you know it was a man?”


  “Don’t put words in my mouth. I don’t know who she was talking to. But I do want to know what the fuck you’re not telling me!”


  He felt a rush of nerves. The interview was getting away from him, and any minute now he’d start to stutter. “Ma’am, I’m not a-at liberty to discuss the details of the case, but we do have information that your daughter may know something about the girl’s death that puts her at risk.”


  “It’s that stuff in the newspaper, right?” She waved her hand at the Sun, now on the floor. “That the girl was given bad drugs? That’s what you’re saying Crystal did?”


  “What makes you think that?”


  “Because I’m not stupid, okay? Right after the phone call, Crystal ran out and bought the newspaper. Next thing I know, she calls me a stupid cow and packs her bags.”


  “So she knew she was in danger?”


  “No, she was just mad about what was in the paper. But my daughter don’t deal drugs. She’s no angel. and she probably smokes a little weed, but she’s not going to get into that crap. Her father’s been in jail half her life, and she always said she’s not going to make the same mistakes he did.”


  Gibbs tried to think through his nerves and the throbbing in his head. He was getting a very bad feeling about the whole phone call. “It doesn’t matter if she sold the drugs or not, the point is maybe the man on the phone thinks she did. If so, that puts her in danger.”


  Mrs. Adams seemed to absorb that, and some of her defiance faded. “You think he might be after her too?”


  Gibbs nodded. “That’s why we have to find her.”


  The woman reached for a cigarette, then caught Gibbs’s glance and put it back. She chewed a fingernail. “Well, I mostly know first names.”


  “First names is a start. Plus the school they go to.”


  “Oh, she knows friends all over the city. I don’t even think half of them are in school.”


  Gibbs waited, pen poised, and after a moment the woman supplied half a dozen names, all of whom meant nothing to him. None matched the friends Lea had.


  “What about Riley? Ever mention a Riley?”


  Her face cleared. “Oh, yeah! On the phone, it was always Riley this, Riley that.”


  “You mean she spoke to him often?”


  “Oh, no, it wasn’t to him. It was to everyone else. He’s that hot hockey player, never gave her the time of day.”


  Gibbs digested that with interest. “What about Vic? Did she mention a Vic?”


  She shot him a quick glance that made Gibbs wonder if she’d recognized the name. But she shook her head. “There were other kids, Vic might have been one of them. Check with the kids at the Alternative School. She seems to know most of them, and a lot of them have been on the street. They have their connections, so when she really wanted to drop out of sight, she’d hook up with them.”


  “What’s the name of the school?”


  “I don’t know,” she whined. “Look it up. Norman something. It’s off Bank Street somewhere in Old Ottawa South.”


  


  “Norman Bethune,” Green said when Gibbs told him. He dismissed a faint twinge of alarm. There were other kids at Norman Bethune, and Hannah had already admitted to a passing acquaintance with Crystal. Surely that was all it was. Two rebellious teenagers moving in the same crowd.


  Green forced his attention back to the information Gibbs had uncovered. The pieces were finally falling into place. It looked as if Frank Corelli’s piece on the doctored drugs had worked too well. If Crystal was in fact the supplier, she might have feared the police were about to pin a homicide charge on her, so she had dropped out of sight.


  Gibbs’ voice broke through the silent phone line. “Should I follow this up, sir?”


  Green dragged his thoughts back to the present. “Where are you now?”


  “I’m heading to Pleasant Park High School to check out all the names the mother gave me. Then if I have time, I thought I’d head out to this Norman Bethune place.”


  Green stared at his office ceiling, trying to find perspective. Was Gibbs experienced enough to handle the delicate task, given Hannah’s connection to the school, or should he, Green, handle that part of the inquiry himself? “Sounds good, but hold off for now,” he said, equivocating. “There’s something else I need you to do at Pleasant Park.” He told Gibbs about the school custodian who’d spotted Jenna Zukowski outside the school Friday morning. “Find out what she did there, and who was the last person to see her. We’ve got about forty-eight hours unaccounted for, and we need to trace her movements.”


  He heard Gibbs’s sharp intake of breath. “It’s confirmed, sir? The Bruce Pit Jane Doe is Jenna Zukowski?”


  “No, it’s not confirmed yet, but it’s my working assumption, and I don’t want the trail to go cold while we wait for forensic tests.”


  After he’d hung up, Green took a moment to jot down some crucial notes. With two deaths, two missing women and one unidentified corpse, the case was rapidly spinning out of control. He and the team badly needed a full briefing meeting on the whole case, but with Sullivan and Ident still out at the scene and with Gibbs tracing valuable leads, there was no time for one. The media would not sit on the details of a second woman’s death for more than a couple of hours before they flooded the airwaves with hysterical warnings about the perils of Ottawa’s city parks. Barbara Devine would be screaming for damage control.


  Green, however, did not see these deaths as evidence of a city overrun with random sexual crime, but rather as the determined efforts of a killer trying to cover his tracks. It had all started with Lea’s death. No, with the sale of the lethal drugs that had precipitated her death. He jotted down the multiple lines of inquiry being pursued from that point.


  
    	ID Bruce Pit DOA —autopsy—MacPhail - medical records—Leclair - fingerprints—Paquette - results unlikely till at least tomorrow


    	Forensics on killer— DNA on roach— RCMP lab, long wait - shoe print at grave site—Paquette. Need shoe


    	Find Crystal Adams—pressure mother? - friends—Gibbs, drug squad - phone records—Gibbs - Alternative school—who?


    	Trace Jenna Zukowski’s movements—Gibbs

  


  Staring at this last item, he realized there was a very large piece of the picture that he’d forgotten in the crises of the morning. Riley O’Shaughnessy. The young man who was probably at the centre of the whole story, the young man whom Jenna Zukowski had been researching the Thursday evening before she disappeared.


  Suddenly he realized what Jenna was probably doing Friday morning outside Pleasant Park High School, and who she had gone to see. He could call Gibbs and tell him to follow up, but this was an instance when the power and mystique of his own senior rank would come in handy. Grabbing his jacket, he headed out of the office. Barbara Devine would get her report, but it would be via his cell phone en route to the school.


  


  As Green pulled into the high school parking lot, he spotted a solitary figure jogging around the track at the side of the school. The pudgy, balding man looked familiar, and when Green drew nearer, his theory was confirmed. Ken Taylor ran with his head down, his shirt soaked with sweat and his breath exploding in wet gasps. When Green called his name, he started violently and stopped in the middle of the track, his chest heaving. His face was so red that Green feared an imminent coronary. This was not a man who jogged every day. What had precipitated this sudden burst of activity?


  “Mr. Taylor,” Green said, not wanting to give him time to regroup, “you are aware that Ms Zukowski has been missing for three days?”


  Taylor nodded weakly.


  “And you’re aware the body of a young woman was found this morning?”


  Taylor swayed. Green caught his arm and half dragged him to the bleachers, where Taylor sagged onto the bottom bench.


  “I...I heard. But I didn’t know it was her.”


  Green let the conclusion stand. “She came to see you out here on Friday morning, didn’t she?”


  He hung his head and shook it, still gasping for breath.


  “I have a witness,” Green said. “So unless you killed her yourself, I advise you to talk to me.”


  Taylor raised a shaky hand to wipe the sweat from his face. “Not me. She came to see Riley O’Shaughnessy.”


  “And?”


  “He wasn’t here. He didn’t come to school that morning.”


  “Was that usual for him?”


  “He has a big week coming up, what with the draft, so he’s been distracted.”


  “So what did Jenna do?”


  “She asked if I knew where he lived.”


  “And?” Green allowed his impatience to show.


  “I don’t. I mean, I know he lives with his uncle, but I wasn’t about to tell her that.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because it’s none of her business.”


  “What did she do then?”


  “She said she could look it up. She can, of course, all the student info is in the system computer.”


  Green was silent a moment, processing the significance of that, and of Taylor’s sudden burst of energy. “And this morning, when you heard about the dead woman, you suddenly realized what might have happened to her.”


  Taylor sucked breath noisily into his lungs. Almost sobbing. “It’s impossible. Riley’s a good kid. He’s got so much going for him. It makes no sense!”


  So much going for him, and so much to lose, Green thought grimly as he headed back towards his car, already dialling Sullivan’s cell phone. The big detective picked up on the fourth ring.


  “It’s time to pick up Riley O’Shaughnessy, but I want all our ducks in a row first. Call all the guys in and meet me at the station.”


  Fifteen



  When Green breezed into the incident room half an hour later, Sullivan was already at the head of the table, an irritated frown on his face. Green wasn’t sure whether it was Riley O’Shaughnessy’s possible guilt or Green’s cavalier assumption of control that had annoyed him the most, although he suspected a little of both. To his credit, however, Sullivan remained calm, jotting down notes while Green filled the detectives in on the Riley O’Shaughnessy connection. Their faces reflected their disbelief and dismay. When Green mentioned laying charges, however, Sullivan raised his head.


  “Shouldn’t we wait for confirmation on the Jane Doe?” he asked, the epitome of reason.


  “The kid is set to drive down to Ohio any moment. He’s already panicked once—”


  “Wait a minute. We don’t know that for sure.” Green saw other heads nod, and he leaned forward to press his case. “It all points that way, Brian, and if everyone wasn’t so infected by hockey fever, you’d have seen it ages ago. Look at the facts. The kid’s an elite athlete in a competitive sport. That means he’s determined, focussed and a man of action. He wouldn’t waste time on analysis. When he sees his opportunity, he’ll grab it. He’s got to be strong, and God knows our killer is strong and not squeamish about using brute force. We know he he was Lea’s secret lover, they met that night, smoked some bad weed. We know they struggled, not enough to kill her, but with the drugs in her system, enough to be a contributing factor when she dies, so he sees his future going down the tubes if he’s implicated. With a potential criminal record hanging over his head, who’s going to sign him at the big draft? So he throws her over the falls, hoping it will look like an accident, and he tries to lie low. But the school social worker starts poking around, and before he knows it, he’s backed into a corner. If he doesn’t shut her up, he’s going to be in even worse trouble, because he covered up the crime. So the social worker has to go.”


  Silence greeted his analysis, and when Sullivan spoke, he was more subdued. “It’s a nice theory, Mike, but what do we have to hang it on? To lay a charge, I mean.”


  “That’s why we need our ducks in a row. I want search warrants for Riley’s cell phone records and for his uncle’s house.” He glanced at the short, squat detective who had already opened his notebook. “Jones, you’re the warrant wizard, so you start the ball rolling. We’re looking for calls he made last Monday night or early Tuesday morning when Lea died, and again on Friday. The kid’s only eighteen. I want to know if he had advice or help. In the uncle’s house, we’re looking for Lea’s cell phone and panties, all Riley’s shoes and clothes. Also a shovel and some kind of cart. Cutting up the body would have been messy, so we’re looking for an implement like a saw—”


  “MacPhail is sure it was an axe,” Sullivan interjected. “It wasn’t pretty.”


  Green winced in spite of himself. “And not for the squeamish, that’s for sure. There would be lots of blood, probably in the shed or garage. You’re hardly going to chop someone up in the backyard in full view of the neighbours.” Green’s eyes scanned the computer screen where Gibbs was recording the assignments. “We need a team out at the house interviewing the neighbours—did they see or hear anything between Friday and Sunday, etc. etc.” He gestured to Wallington and Charbonneau. “You guys take that. The moment the search warrants are signed, we all move. Watts and LeBlanc, you execute the search warrant and Brian, you and I will pick up Riley. I don’t want him tipped off beforehand, so we’ll hang on to him down here until the results of the search come in.” He paused, studying the screen and the postings around the room. “Have we forgotten anything?”


  “The vehicle he transported the Jane Doe in?” Gibbs ventured.


  Green nodded, grateful for the young detective’s meticulous mind. He pictured the brand new Mustang that Riley had been driving on Sunday. There was barely room to squeeze a body in its trunk, let alone a shovel and a cart. But then he remembered the large plumbing van sitting in Darren O’Shaughnessy’s drive, with way more room than a Mustang. There would be plenty of room for everything in the van, even for the murder itself.


  He nodded at Watts and LeBlanc. “Impound Darren O’Shaughnessy’s plumber’s van and have Ident go over it with a fine-tooth comb.”


  Jones had been writing furiously. Now he glanced at the clock on the wall, which read three p.m. “These warrants will take a while. They probably won’t be ready before the morning. If I was the kid, I’d be halfway to the U.S. border by then.”


  Green nodded. “That’s why we’re going to put him under surveillance. He should be in school writing exams. Watts, you and LeBlanc set that up, for overnight if you have to. As soon as Jones gets the warrants signed, we’ll pick him up.”


  


  The late June sun was still blazing off their living room window when Green pulled into his driveway at six o’clock, having exhausted all possible leads he could follow up that day. He felt restless and out of sorts, and the silence that greeted him when he opened the front door only heightened his mood. No Tony rushing into his arms, no Modo thumping her shy tail on the rug, no cooking smells wafting from the kitchen.


  Just the roar of his neighbour’s lawnmower and the burned smell of this morning’s coffee. Then gradually the pulse of rock music penetrated the roar, and he smiled. To his amazement, Hannah was home. Five nights in a row, previously unheard of. What miraculous transformation had occurred? Not that he dared ask, but he was glad of the result. He picked up the mail and sifted through it as he padded down the hall. Bills, promotional flyers, charity requests—all badges of suburban middle age. He tossed them aside unopened and headed upstairs to shower, the whiff of decay still clinging to his clothes.


  He stripped, turned on the hot water full blast and climbed into the tub. An object looped around the showerhead startled him. He picked it up and stepped out of the tub, rubbing it to clear the steamy film.


  It was a clear glass pendant in the shape of a tear drop, hanging from a leather cord. He’d never seen it before. It was a new age piece of jewellery quite unlike the beads, chains and silver studs that Hannah wore. Yet who else could have put it there?


  After his shower, he dressed and knocked on Hannah’s door. The music stopped and after some shuffling, the door opened to frame Hannah’s delicate face. To his surprise, she was wearing no make-up, and her hair was wrapped in a towel. She looked almost soft enough to hug, but he contented himself with a smile.


  He held up the pendant. “What’s this?”


  Her eyes flicked over it, betraying nothing. “Looks like a pendant.”


  “What was it doing in my shower?”


  She lifted her shoulders languidly. “Maybe it migrated there. They’re supposed to have magical powers, those things.”


  He played along. “And why would it migrate there?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe so you’d see it? Maybe it’s trying to tell you something.”


  A faint smile twitched the corners of his mouth. “Tell me what?”


  “How should I know, Mike? You’re the detective.” His smile faded. Hannah herself was trying to tell him something. Give me a name, he’d told her, write it in invisible ink if you have to. He studied the pendant, watching the light refract as it twisted on its cord. His heart quickened.


  “It’s a crystal,” he said.


  “So it is.”


  “Does it have any other name? A specific kind of crystal, maybe?”


  “Gee, Mike, don’t ask me. I’m not into all that woo-woo crap.”


  “Do you suppose if I rubbed it, it could tell me any more?”


  “Oh, crystals love to be rubbed.” She paused, deadpan. “In the right hands, they’ll give you anything you ask.”


  He remained standing in the doorway, feeling like a fool as he tried blindly to follow her cryptic clues. They were on a delicate footing. Because it was a confidential police investigation, he could not tell her what he knew, and because of loyalty, she would not. He tried a more oblique approach.


  “Do you know anything about these crystals?”


  She shrugged. “I’ve heard things. But I gotta go. I’m in the middle of something.”


  “Can we talk about it over dinner? Hypothetically, of course. Not this particular crystal.”


  She looked past him into the hall as if sizing up the legion of police lined up behind him. Her eyes, devoid of their usual make-up, looked wide and guileless. Without all the harsh black, he could see his own deceptively innocent hazel eyes.


  He cooked hamburgers on the barbeque, a skill he’d been trying to master since becoming a suburban family man, but he could almost hear the laughter of his colleagues on the force, who discussed BTU s and side burners as easily as they discussed cars. The hamburgers were nearly done when Hannah joined him on the back patio, her make-up now complete and her hair freshly spiked. It was, however, now orange instead of blue. Two new silver studs had joined the others on her left eyebrow.


  She handed him some unrecognizable brown lumps in a shrink-wrapped package. “Veggie burger. I don’t eat red meat any more.”


  He took the package without protest, for he needed her at her most congenial. “What do you like on these? Onion? Tomatoes?”


  “Hot salsa’s good.”


  Kills the taste, he thought but refrained from saying so. A moment later, she sneaked him a smile. “Kills the taste.”


  He laughed and waved a fork at the wine bottle on the patio table. “Help yourself. A little merlot might help things too.”


  If she knew he was softening her up, she gave no sign as she poured them both some wine. He waited until all the food was served, and she had doctored her veggie burger to her satisfaction. A soft pink flush glowed through her pale make-up.


  He lifted his glass. “L’Chaim.” She sipped thoughtfully without replying.


  “So,” he said, holding up the crystal. “Hypothetically, what can you tell me about this.”


  She pushed her burger around her plate, and when she spoke, her tone was troubled. Gone were the teasing and the enigmatic allusions. “It’s a whole different way of looking at things. Cliques, who’s in, who’s out, who gets to fuck who and show it off. Everybody’s using everybody else. You see it in school all the time, and I hate it.” She stole him a glance from under her thick mascara, as if expecting an argument. When he said nothing, she continued.


  “At least I’m honest. My sex is honest. If I like a guy, it’s because he’s interesting or he’s hot or maybe just because he’s a really good fuck. Not because he’s the most popular or richest guy in the school. And I don’t go around with my boobs falling out, offering free blow jobs just to get him. All so I can brag.”


  He clenched his jaw to refrain from commentary. “What kind of crowd would this crystal hang out with?”


  She shrugged. “Any crowd that thinks they’re cool. But the jocks are the worst, because the guys are all into muscles and power, and who’s bigger, faster and stronger than the next guy. The more girls you have hanging off you, the bigger you are.”


  “And what’s in it for the girl? Good old-fashioned status?”


  She raised her head to contemplate him thoughtfully. “Good old-fashioned power. Do you know how it feels to have a guy— the hottest guy in town, the biggest man on the hockey rink, the guy in all the headlines—do you know how it feels to have him in the palm of your hand? Begging, promising you anything you ask?”


  “That doesn’t last, however. Five minutes later, he probably doesn’t give the girl another thought.”


  “He does if she knows how to play it. But that doesn’t matter. The thrill is in catching him and having him under your spell. Hearing those words so you can repeat them over and over.”


  “But guys will say anything when they’re aroused.”


  “That just adds to the thrill. To get a guy to say anything, to know that this big guy can outscore anyone on the team or outrace anyone on the field, but right now all he wants and all he’s thinking about, is you.”


  “But it’s not you. He’s just using you.”


  “Who’s using who? Who’s in control, Mike?” She locked his gaze. “I used to be like that, when I was about thirteen, and I discovered no matter what else the kids thought of me or said about me, I could get the hottest guy to pay attention to me by giving hand jobs. Sometimes even in the school cafeteria under the table, but that wasn’t very satisfying because you couldn’t have their full attention. The woods behind Mom’s house were better.”


  He sat in silence, wrestling with dismay and discomfort as he tried to absorb this unwelcome image. He remembered being a teenage boy, and the girls who offered their bodies for free. They’d been disdained and ridiculed, even as their offers were accepted with thrills of delight. In his job, he’d met sexually abused girls who offered sex as a kind of welcoming gift, the only way they knew to please a man. He’d met prostitutes who regarded it as little more than a business deal. But the notion that teenage girls as young as thirteen enjoyed the power and the sense of dominance was unnerving.


  While he was working out how to respond, Hannah herself retreated to safer ground. She picked up the crystal. “Girls like this are deep into this sex game. They set their sights on the top guy in the crowd, offer it for free, look for chances. The party scene is the best place, because the guys are on the make too, and everybody’s dancing hot and heavy, hopped up on booze and drugs. Even on just weed, a blow job is pure gold.” She laughed. “So the guys say.”


  “So drugs are part of the game for these girls? Using it, maybe even supplying it?”


  “Just for fun. Hypothetically, like I told you before, just to help out friends or to add to the party. They’re not serious users.”


  “So where would a girl like this, hypothetically, get these drugs from?”


  Hannah hesitated, taking time to lick all the salsa off her fingers. “Drugs are everywhere. But at those parties, sometimes adults have their own agendas. Their own reasons for wanting to see kids drunk or stoned or having a good time.”


  “What reasons?”


  “I don’t know, Mike. That’s all I heard. I’ve never been to one of those parties. Like I said, it’s not my scene. But nobody opens up a candy store for nothing.”


  Sixteen



  Green’s bedside phone blasted him awake at six o’clock the next morning. Barbara Devine’s voice over the line was almost as shrill. “Have you seen today’s Sun?” Green squinted outside at the steel grey dawn. The stars were nowhere to be seen. Had the woman lost her mind? “There’s a full page close-up of the Bruce Pit crime scene—you can even see the poor woman’s naked foot, for God’s sake—and the headline is the usual Frank Corelli sensationalism. ‘Did school social worker know too much?’ Mike, what did you tell the guy?”


  Green bolted upright, instantly clear-headed. Goddamn Corelli. Anything to sell a damn paper. “What’s in the body of the article?”


  “Well, that doesn’t matter, does it? People don’t read the fine print, the part where he admits the body hasn’t been identified and the police are denying a connection between the two deaths. Corelli’s got the story the police aren’t telling yet.”


  “Does it name the social worker?”


  There was silence as Devine scanned the article. Green pictured her sitting at her kitchen table, still dishevelled from sleep and surrounded by the three local papers she scanned every morning. “No, fortunately not,” she said, several decibels lower.


  Green breathed a sigh of relief. It was a small reprieve, since Jenna Zukowski’s family and friends would know only too well who Corelli was referring to. Moreover, the killer would know that his attempt to conceal her identity and her connection to the Kovacev case had not worked, making him all the more dangerous and desperate.


  But at least Jenna Zukowski’s name had not been broadcast across the entire city.


  “I want you down at the station ASAP, issuing a clarification, Mike. And you can tell Corelli that his boss will be hearing from me!”


  That will make his day, Green thought. The boys in the Sun newsroom were probably laying bets on how long it would take the police brass to lodge their complaint. Controversy and conflict sold papers.


  “Oh, and Mike!” Devine snapped just as he was about to hang up. “Let’s get an ID on this woman so we can put all this speculation to rest.”


  “Gee, I hadn’t thought of that,” Green muttered once he’d hung up. Thanks to his early wake-up call, he arrived at the station to find the Major Crimes Squad room still virtually empty. None of the day shift had clocked in yet, and predictably Corelli was nowhere to be found in the Sun newsroom. Green used the time to do damage control by issuing a press release and contacting media relations to handle the fallout. Then he called Jenna Zukowski’s parents, who, along with half the town of Barry’s Bay, had taken over the entire Super 8 Motel in Kanata, but who fortunately had not seen the Sun. He reassured them they’d be the first to know of any developments.


  Finally he checked in on the surveillance team sitting down the street from Darren O’Shaughnessy’s house. LeBlanc sounded groggy but pulled himself together quickly at the sound of Green’s voice. No sir, there’d been no activity at the O’Shaughnessy house yet, except an Ottawa Sun delivery man around four in the morning. The uncle’s van was still in the drive, and the kid had parked his sports car in the garage the night before. In the background, Green heard Watts volunteering that he would too, if he had a set of wheels like that.


  Outside Green’s office, the squad room had begun to fill up, and he spotted Sullivan coming down the hall from the briefing room. Quickly he told LeBlanc to record everyone who came and went from the house, and if Riley O’Shaughnessy left, they were to call it in and follow him.


  Sullivan’s bulk filled the doorway, and when Green hung up, he stepped inside and closed the door. A frown carved deeply into his brow. “Fucking Corelli,” he said, dropping into the guest chair, which screeched beneath his two hundred and fifty pounds.


  Green nodded grimly. “I’ve tried to put out fires, but the sooner we can ID this Jane Doe, the better. When can MacPhail give us something definite to go on?”


  “He’s doing the autopsy this morning, but the formal ID is going to be tricky. With no teeth for dental records, it’ll be down to fingerprints and DNA. Paquette is going to try to lift the skin from the fingers today, but it’s iffy. It’ll take a couple of days.”


  “But there must be some clues—medical records, blood type, height and weight...”


  “Yeah, but even that will still take a day or two.”


  “What about time of death? Can he at least tell us that? We >know Jenna’s been missing since Friday, so...”


  “Yeah. Lots of time to breed flies and maggots, so we shipped the little buggers off to Dr. Narwa. At least we should have some answers on that by the end of the day.”


  Green had to smile. Dr. Narwa was a wild-eyed entomologist with an unusual enthusiasm for his subject that sent all but his most devoted colleagues fleeing from the room. He would spend all day and night with his magnifying glass, microscope and calculator identifying the species, stage and generation of every bug found in Jane Doe’s body.


  “But at this point Jenna Zukowski is our best working assumption,” Green said. “I mean, we don’t have any other likely candidates.”


  Sullivan shook his head and was about to reply when his cell phone interrupted him. After glancing at the Caller ID, he switched it to speaker phone. “What’s up, Bob?”


  Gibbs’ tinny voice filled the room. “I’m still trying to find Crystal Adams, sir. I haven’t had much luck, but I did find out something interesting I thought you’d want to know. I spent most of yesterday afternoon at her high school, tracking down her friends. None of them have seen her since school on Friday. They said she was in a weird mood—”


  “Weird how?” Green interjected.


  “Oh!” Gibbs sounded startled to hear Green’s voice. “Um... uptight. She was s-supposed to meet them Sunday afternoon at the mall, but she never showed.”


  “Were they worried? Was that unusual?”


  “Not worried, sir. More pissed off. She does this, they said. Ditches her friends when something better comes along.”


  “What would be something better, according to them?”


  “Well, it looks like she’s a serious puck bunny, sir.”


  Green raised a questioning eyebrow at Sullivan. “Hockey groupie,” Sullivan explained. “Passed from player to player.”


  “Yessir,” Gibbs said. “So I tracked down some members of the Ottawa 67’s who are still in town, but they haven’t seen her.”


  “Was she seeing anyone in particular?” Green asked.


  “Half the team, it sounds like, but some of the guys said she had her sights set on Riley O’Shaughnessy.”


  Why wouldn’t she, Green thought. Hannah had said these girls liked to shoot for the top. The ultimate power trip. And if that pesky girlfriend was out of the way...


  The idea came out of the blue, so obvious that he wondered why he hadn’t seen it before. If Crystal had supplied the drugs, she herself was in the best position to doctor them. Getting rid of the girlfriend would give her a clear run at the boy. The only trick was how to keep the boy from taking the bad drugs too.


  “Did you talk to Riley O’Shaughnessy himself?” Sullivan was asking.


  “N-no, sir. I knew you were working that aspect of the case, and I didn’t want to interfere. But this is the thing. I did learn one other thing that might be important. Crystal Adams had an appointment with Jenna Zukowski the day after Lea’s death. The secretary in the guidance department remembers her running out of Jenna’s office.”


  Green almost shouted aloud. The pieces were falling into place. It was a safe bet Crystal had told Jenna something about Lea, and rather than report the information to the police, the misguided fool had decided to make inquiries on her own. Did she think she was helping Crystal? Or Lea? Or the killer? “Great work, Bob!” Green exclaimed. “Did any of her friends know what they talked about?”


  “No sir, but...I didn’t ask.” Gibbs’ voice fell. “That Norman Bethune School is my next lead. I was planning to go there after... Is that..? D-do you want...?”


  Sullivan rescued him. “Go ahead, Bob. We need to find that girl.”


  Green’s mind was racing as the disparate bits of information began to fit together. Gradually an appalling alternative emerged. Crystal Adams had confided something to Jenna, then Jenna had disappeared. And now, so had Crystal.


  Two missing women...


  He was so distracted, he barely heard Sullivan’s question. The big detective had signed off and was looking at him. “That is okay, isn’t it, Mike? I know Bethune is Hannah’s school.”


  Green nodded. “What if it’s Crystal Adams?”


  “What is?”


  “Our Jane Doe.”


  To his credit, Sullivan digested the idea carefully. “The body’d been in the woods at least a couple of days. When was Crystal last seen?”


  “Her mother said she took off early Sunday morning.” Sunday morning! A knot of nausea gripped Green’s gut. “Jesus Christ. If it is Crystal, this is my fault.”


  Sullivan stared at him. “How do you figure that?”


  “The timing of it. She took off Sunday morning.”


  “So?”


  “Lea died last Monday night, and all week Crystal attended school as normal. She didn’t take off. Sure, she was upset, probably from a guilty conscience because she’s the one who supplied the drugs. She’d wanted Riley for herself, but I don’t think she’d thought through her actions, so when Lea dies, she felt bad—”


  “Not bad enough to miss school. Not bad enough that her mother noticed.”


  Green snorted. “From what Gibbs said, I don’t think that mother would notice trouble unless it was happening to her. But the point is, Crystal did feel bad enough to go to the social worker for advice, but whatever advice she got, she didn’t like it, because she stormed out of the guidance office. But she didn’t drop out of sight. She goes on with things, even makes plans with friends. Then suddenly, Sunday morning, she freaks out. What happened Sunday morning?”


  “I don’t know, Mike. Maybe Riley O’Shaughnessy rejected her, maybe she learned about the social worker’s disappearance and thought it was her fault.”


  Green whipped his head back and forth. “Could be. But there was one thing that happened Sunday morning that very clearly would have freaked her out. Something that was intended to shake the case up. I guess it did.”


  “Riddles, Mike?”


  “The Ottawa Sun article. The one I fed Frank Corelli about bad drugs being the real cause of Lea’s death. The Ottawa Sun hits the stands about six a.m. in the morning. I remember Gibbs told me right after she got a phone call, she went out to get a paper. I’d bet a million dollars that wasn’t a usual Sunday morning routine for her.”


  Sullivan’s eyes narrowed, and Green could almost see the connections forming in his brain. But he looked unconvinced. “Yeah, okay, but if she’s the one who supplied the marijuana, she already knew about the bad drugs. That’s why she was upset all week.”


  “But when she saw the paper, she knew that we knew, and she realized we’ll be looking for the drug supplier. She was probably afraid we’d trace it to her.”


  “Okay. So she ran away. I still don’t see how you get to her being the Jane Doe.”


  “Because if my theory is correct, someone else was freaked out by the Sun article too. Someone who wouldn’t want her found, or even identified. I think she was used, Brian. That’s the story of this kid’s life. Maybe she supplied the marijuana, but maybe someone else gave it to her. When Lea died, Crystal was worried. She didn’t know what had caused it, but she was afraid she had a hand in it. When she opens the paper Sunday, there it is. Her fears confirmed. Not only was she tricked into selling bad drugs, but the cops know about them. No wonder she freaked.”


  The pieces fit, but their conclusion gave him no sense of triumph. In releasing that story to Corelli, he might have signed Crystal’s death warrant.


  “Find out who she bought the marijuana from,” Green said grimly. “If she’s the Jane Doe, that’s who killed her. Get the drug squad on it and get medical and physical information on her to check against the body.”


  “Mike, shouldn’t we at least wait till we have some results from the entomologist and the autopsy? That’s only a day or two. At this point we don’t even know whose body it is, let alone what led up to the death.”


  Green shook his head impatiently. “Something’s happened to this girl. We should at least get a warrant for her phone records.”


  Sullivan checked his watch. “Then I’ll put Gibbs to work on it. He’s handling the drug angle anyway. Jones is going to be back with the O’Shaughnessy warrants any second, and then I want to move on that house.” He reached for his cell phone, but in timing that bordered on prophetic, a knock sounded at the door, and Jones stuck his head in. He waved a sheaf of papers. “I got the search warrants signed and ready to go.”


  “Excellent! We’ll alert the surveillance team we’re on our way.” Sullivan glanced at Green as he hauled himself to his feet. “You want in on this?”


  Green hesitated. He would love to be there when the search was conducted. Nothing in his deskbound life equalled the thrill of seeing a case break wide open. But this latest twist troubled him. Another teenage girl was missing, this one with half a dozen ominous links to the very heart of the case. She was a hockey groupie who had attended parties with both Riley and Vic McIntyre, she had set her sights on Riley, which gave her a good motive for wanting Lea out of the way, and she might have supplied the drugs that led to Lea’s death. Most ominous of all, she had received a phone call Sunday morning right after the article in the Sun came out.


  Then she had disappeared. Green recalled Hannah’s cryptic words the other night about the adults who worked in the background, supplying the drugs and pulling the strings. Nobody opens a candy store for nothing, she’d said.


  It might already be too late, but he couldn’t wait around for another teenage girl to turn up dead. Much as he hated to miss the fireworks at the O’Shaughnessy house, he was needed elsewhere.


  “Take Wallington and Jones,” he said. “I’ll catch up with you later.”


  If Sullivan was surprised, he masked it well as he organized his team, coordinated a plan and headed out of the building.


  Once the flurry of activity died down, Green stood in the empty squad room, kicking himself for not hanging onto Jones, the warrants wizard. With the raid on the O’Shaughnessy house and the two homicide investigations in full swing, not a single Major Crimes detective was available to follow up on Crystal’s cell phone records or her drug connections.


  He phoned the heads of the drug squad and the school resource officer program to get them tracking down all all know crystal meth labs and suppliers, then he phoned Gibbs for an update on his search for Crystal.


  “Nothing yet, sir.” Green knew it was useless to hound him, useless to add a phone warrant to his list of chores. Even at the top of his game, Gibbs had always been meticulous and thorough, but no one could ever have accused him of excessive speed. In his current state, any pressure would only throw him into a tailspin. Muttering a vague explanation about the urgency of the search, Green hung up and reluctantly turned his attention to the phone warrant.


  Green hadn’t drafted a search warrant in years. He hated the long, tedious exercise in nitpicky detail and precise legalese. As he was tracking down the latest guidelines in the procedural manual, he remembered the warrant Jones had drawn up to obtain Riley’s cell phone records. Moments later he’d printed it off his computer, scribbled out the information on Crystal and handed the task of the new warrant over to a detective in General Assignment who looked eager for brownie points with the inspector.


  Belatedly, he realized he hadn’t heard any results from Riley’s cell phone warrant, even though he was sure Jones had put a rush on it. Maybe it was time to light a fire under the phone company. He headed down to the incident room, where a clerk sat at a computer surrounded by stacks of papers. She was meant to be inputting all the information on the Lea Kovacev case into the Major Case file, but she was actually leaning back in her chair, slowly spinning in circles. She started at the sight of him, nearly tipping her chair. He ignored it.


  “Has Bell Mobility faxed the cell phone report on Riley O’Shaughnessy yet?”


  As if anxious to redeem herself, she spun around and dived for a stack of papers sitting in the fax machine basket. She rifled through them, squinting at the titles, then pulled one with a flourish. “All these things just arrived this morning, sir.”


  Green snatched it from her, his eyes scanning the columns. It took a moment to decipher the dates, times and numbers, but two calls leaped out at him, made seconds apart in the early hours of Tuesday morning. The very night Lea had died. The first, logged at 12:01 a.m., had been to 911 and had lasted three seconds. Barely time for the operator to pick up the line before Riley had hung up. The second, logged at 12:02, was to a local Ottawa number. Green felt a rush of excitement. This was the person Riley had chosen to contact from his cell phone as Lea lay dead or dying beside him. Not the 911 operator, not one of his family in Gananoque, but someone right here in the city.


  Green grabbed a nearby workstation and entered the phone number into the 411 database. Within seconds, a name and address leaped onto the screen.


  V. S. McIntyre 51 Country Club Lane


  


  Darren O’Shaughnessy’s house looked quiet in the morning sun. The grass was freshly mowed, the shrubs under the window neatly clipped, and the plumbing van gleamed in the driveway. Darren’s been a busy boy since our last visit, Sullivan thought as he drew his Malibu up to the curb behind the plain brown Impala of the surveillance team. Perhaps because of all the media attention his famous nephew had been getting this week. Wouldn’t want the place looking like a dump when the photographers arrive.


  Now that the euphoria and heartbreak of the Stanley Cup finals was over, the NHL Entry Draft had become the talk of the sports pages. All the sports reporters were feeding the public’s hockey addiction by analyzing choices and making predictions. Being a local boy, Riley’s photo had been plastered across the sports section several times in recent months, and he’d even popped up on a couple of local television ads, which must have netted him a nice chunk of change. But Sullivan had noticed that recently his agent had done most of the talking, giving the excuse that Riley needed to concentrate on finishing school exams before the end of the week.


  School exams my ass, Sullivan thought. The kid is a basket case, and McIntyre is keeping a lid on him. Even a hint of this scandal—of drug use or criminal negligence, especially after his recent slump—and the teams wouldn’t touch him, at least in the first few rounds when all the future stars were being snapped up.


  Jones and Wallington pulled up behind him in a police panel van. After a brief discussion, the surveillance team headed around the house to cover the back door, while Sullivan and the other two detectives mounted the front steps and rang the doorbell.


  No answer. No sound from within. Sullivan rang again, leaning on the bell for a full five seconds. At the end, he heard a muffled volley of curses and some thumping in the distance. He was about to ring a third time when the door cracked open, and a red-eyed youth peered out. He had on nothing but boxers, and muscles bulged on his bare, hairless chest. His straw-coloured hair stuck up in cowlicks around his head. Sullivan barely recognized Ben, whom he’d last seen as a pimply kid with half the muscles. Judging from the blank look on the kid’s face, he didn’t remember him at all. Sullivan decided to go by the book. Holding up his badge, he introduced himself.


  “Is your father at home?”


  Ben scratched his stubble, then turned to bellow into the hall. Silence answered him, and after a moment he shrugged. “I guess not.”


  “But his vehicle is here.”


  Ben peered out at the plumbing van in the drive. “Must have taken the other car.”


  “Do you know where he went?”


  Ben shrugged again, looking bored. “I just got up.”


  Sullivan held up the official papers. “No matter. We have a warrant to search these premises.”


  The bored look evaporated. The youth staggered back, his mouth falling open. “A-a warrant! Why?”


  “It’s all in here. We also have a warrant for the arrest of Riley O’Shaughnessy. May we come in, please?”


  “Riley! No!” Ben shoved forward to block the door. He was a big kid, almost as tall as Sullivan. “I mean, without my dad, you can’t come in.”


  Sullivan pushed past him and signalled the others inside. “It’s all quite legal, son. These officers will conduct the search, and I’ll ask you to remain in the main room while they’re doing that. Where is Riley?”


  Ben had backed up into the hall, flexing his fists and breathing hard. He was trying for bluster, but the whites of his eyes betrayed his fear. “You’re the one with the search warrant.”


  “Upstairs?”


  Ben snarled but said nothing. Sullivan went to the back door to let the other two detectives in and pointed upstairs. He listened to their footsteps thumping overhead, to doors opening and closing, and a minute later, they came thundering back down the stairs.


  “No one there.”


  Sullivan glanced at Ben and saw no surprise on his face. “Search the rest of the house. I’ll check outside.”


  Sullivan had a bad feeling as he slipped outside into the back yard. The house was surrounded by a tall, overgrown cedar hedge which was easily penetrable if a person was determined to escape. If the surveillance team had been clumsy and Riley had spotted them from his upstairs bedroom window, he could be long gone by now.


  The backyard looked like a typical handyman’s junkyard. A couple of old doors leaned against the wall, and an old washer and wood stove sat rusting in the corner. A garden shed with peeling paint and a sagging roof filled the back corner of the yard, its door half open. Sullivan moved quickly, checking behind shrubs on his way, and pressed himself against the shed wall.


  He knocked cautiously. “Riley, it’s the police. Come on out, son. I don’t want anyone to get hurt.”


  Nothing. He shoved the door back hard, causing it to slam against the wall. The whole shed shook. Then stillness. He peered around the door into the interior, which was swept, with tools stowed away against the wall. He spotted a spade and an axe, both gleaming clean. Too clean, he wondered? Who the hell bothers to clean a spade?


  Sullivan scanned the yard. There was no sign of a cart, but propped against the back wall of the garage, next to the garbage bins, was a large wheelbarrow.


  Wheelbarrow! It was the perfect way to transport a body, lightweight and easy to manoeuvre. Pulling on latex gloves, he eased it away from the wall. It too was scrubbed clean. Not even a speck of rust. He’d never seen a wheelbarrow without at least a few rusty dings in it. Underfoot, the ground was soggy and the grass flattened as if soaked by a strong spray.


  He went back inside to find the search team poking around in the bedroom closet. A half dozen pairs of shoes sat in evidence bags on the bed.


  “There’s a spade and axe in the shed,” Sullivan said. “Make sure you bring them, and the wheelbarrow as well.”


  Wallington nodded. “Do you want us to bag all these clothes?”


  Sullivan looked at the closet stuffed with shirts, sweaters and jackets. All high-end, all in camera-friendly colours of rust and green that would look good with Riley’s dark hair and eyes. McIntyre’s touch. Hardly the kind of stuff you’d wear for chopping up a body. But stranger things have happened.


  “Yeah, take it all. But the main thing to look for is old clothes or a raincoat. Easier to rinse blood off.”


  “He probably threw the stuff out, sir. I would.”


  Sullivan glanced out the window. “There’s a row of garbage cans out back. Check them thoroughly. I don’t think he’d be stupid enough to leave the stuff on the premises, but you never know.”


  Riley’s bedroom window looked over the side of the house, with a clear view of both the backyard and the street where the surveillance team had been parked. Sullivan’s eyes settled on the garage directly below and he sucked in his breath. From this angle, he could see it was an oversized garage, with plenty of room to skirt around the van in the drive. “You said his car was in there?”


  The surveillance detectives nodded like twins. “He drove it in there himself last night.”


  Sullivan swore as he headed back outside and hauled open the garage door. It glided easily, well oiled and soundless. But when the sunlight finally poured in to illuminate the dank interior, there was nothing but an empty concrete floor.


  The kid had flown the coop.


  Seventeen


  An airplane loomed overhead, so low that it cast a shadow over the street like a massive bird of prey. Its jet engines blotted out all other sound. Green squinted up into the midday sun and tracked its descent over the tall pines. It looked as if it were going to land on nearby golf course, not at the airport more than a mile away. Back in the days before Ottawa’s airport was first built, the land around it had been a pleasant, rolling woodland on which the local gentry hunted and played. Now, Hunt Club was a typical labyrinthian tangle of suburban crescents crowded with comfortable fourbedroom homes, tattered basketball nets and SUVs that never saw anything rougher than the soccer field.


  But bland, well-mannered suburbia can hide all sorts of secrets behind its decorative glass doors, Green reflected as he stood outside Vic McIntyre’s innocuous-looking brick house. McIntyre did not appear to spend much time or imagination on his garden, which was limited to grass and lowmaintenance evergreen shrubs. Nor did he have much flair for colour and contrast. The house was entirely coloured in drab shades of brown. The only hint of drama was the red curtains in the living room window. No one would give this house a second glance.


  Perhaps that was the intention.


  The driveway was empty, but the garage door was closed, keeping alive Green’s slim hope of finding the players’ agent at home. However, when ringing the doorbell and pounding on the door failed to bring a response, he had to accept defeat. Casually he strolled around the side of the house down a neat cobblestone path. Halfway down was a side door which probably opened into the garage. Idly, Green tried the knob and was surprised to feel it give beneath his hand. He peeked into the spacious garage, past the empty space where the car would have been and saw a door on the far side which led into the house. Even more surprising, the door was ajar. In the city, few people still left their doors unlocked, and McIntyre did not strike him as the trusting type. Carelessness or haste, Green wondered? He stepped back outside, feeling conspicuous, and continued on towards the back, where he unlatched the gate and slipped into the backyard.


  It was like going down the rabbit hole. Here, hidden from view by a six-foot-high privacy fence, was a playground fit for Hollywood. A huge, kidney-shaped pool glistened in the sun, surrounded by a broad, meandering slate walkway. Reclining lounge chairs, patio umbrellas and a poolside bar were arranged artfully around, and in the corner, an ornate gazebo housed an octagonal marble hot tub. A fake waterfall burbled against the back fence, and wrought iron lamp posts marked every few yards, promising romantic splashes of light on a warm summer night.


  Green stood just inside the gate, absorbing the spectacle. This must have cost the high-flying agent well over a hundred thousand dollars. His secret paradise, known only to those privileged to be invited and to the neighbours who looked down on it from their second storey windows.


  As if by telepathy, one of them was standing in the McIntyre driveway when Green returned to the front. He was a beefy man in his late fifties by Green’s guess, dressed in baggy shorts, a battered Tilley hat and a T-shirt with the Green Party logo. He had a set of keys in his hand and a suspicious scowl on his face.


  “You looking for something, buddy?”


  Green hesitated, then decided that his police badge might net him more cooperation than some lame cover story. At the sight of it, the man drew himself up and sucked in his gut. Green recorded his name—Eugene Boulder—and his address, then gestured towards McIntyre’s house.


  “I’m looking for Mr. McIntyre, but he doesn’t seem to be home.”


  “No, he’s out most days. You might catch him in the evening, but then again, maybe not.”


  “He’s not here much?”


  Boulder shrugged. “Well, he travels all over. He’s a sports agent, says he’s got to go where the players are.”


  “Has he been here recently? Say in the past ten days?”


  “Oh, yeah. He comes and goes, sometimes at all hours of the night.”


  “When was the last time you saw him?”


  Boulder wiped some sweat from his forehead and squinted at the ground. “This morning. He drives a big, gas-guzzling Lincoln Navigator—black.” Boulder sneered. “Hard to miss when it’s staring you in the face first thing in the morning.”


  “So it was here this morning? What time did it leave?”


  “Pretty early, for him anyways. Eight thirty, maybe? I was out laying earwig traps over there under my peonies, and he roars off, foot to the floor like always.” Boulder shook his head, then sighed as if in resignation and cocked his eyebrow at Green. “What’s this all about?”


  “Mr. McIntyre is assisting us with some inquiries,” he replied drily, then tossed in a diversionary clue. “That’s quite a set-up he has around back. Does he have many parties out there?”


  Boulder grunted. “Enough. One would be too many for me, but then the wife says I’m a stick-in-the-mud. Pretty noisy affairs, on till all hours. The Stanley Cup playoffs were awful.”


  “Ever think of complaining?”


  Boulder eyed him in silence for a moment as if trying to gauge the impact of his answer. “I thought of it. Told him I was thinking of it, and the next day one of my roses was dug up. I’d been babying it for ten years. I can’t prove a thing, but I got the point.”


  “You should have complained anyway. Otherwise bullies like that win the game.”


  “Yeah, but you don’t live next door to him.”


  “Tell me about these parties.”


  Boulder needed no further encouragement to spill forth the frustration and venom he’d stored up in the two years since McIntyre had moved in. Loud music, dancing outside by the pool, a constant parade of girls, each wearing less that the last, cars revving up and down the street at three in the morning, kids barely old enough to drive throwing up in his prize rhododendrons. Other times there were smaller parties, with quieter music, nudes in the hot tub, girls giggling—who knew what was going on?


  “The wife says I should get out of the nineteenth century, but this used to be such a peaceful street, and the couple who owned the place before him were such nice people. They had a beautiful maple out back that turned scarlet every fall, you could see it for miles, but he moves in, and within a week he had the backhoe in there and tore the whole place up.”


  Green made sympathetic noises and prepared to leave. As an afterthought, he pulled out some photos from his car. “Did you ever see this girl here?”


  Boulder studied the picture of Crystal and shrugged. “Could be. That’s the type you see, and they all look the same, don’t they, with all that make-up on and barely enough clothes to cover a baby’s bottom.”


  Green showed him Jenna Zukowski, and he frowned. “He sure likes the ladies, but this one looks too old for him. I’d have to see her with make-up to be sure.”


  “What about him?”


  “That kid, yeah. That’s the hockey player, and he’s over a lot. Not just at the parties.”


  “Seen him recently?”


  “Well, I don’t watch every minute of the day, you know.”


  Green suspected he did, especially when the half naked girls were on display, but he smiled reassuringly. “Of course not. Just curious if you saw him.”


  “Well, I did see him this weekend sometime. Can’t remember—Friday or Saturday? They had a fight.”


  “What about?”


  “I don’t...”


  “I know, you don’t listen in. But if you heard anything... It might be useful.”


  “Yeah. The O’Shaughnessy kid came storming out of the house and McIntyre says ‘I’m not going to let you ruin your life’, and the kid yells back ‘you already have’. Then he got in his Jeep and took off.”


  At that moment Green’s cell phone rang, giving him little time to absorb the possible meaning of that outburst. He glanced at the call display with annoyance, but saw that it was Sullivan. He strolled casually over to his car to be out of earshot of the neighbour, who had already exhibited a more than healthy curiosity about other people’s business.


  “Jesus, Mary and Joseph! The idiots lost him!”


  Green took a moment to figure out what he was talking about. “What do you mean—lost him?”


  “I mean, the surveillance guys fell asleep, went off for a piss—who the fuck knows?—and Riley drove out from under their noses.”


  Sullivan sounded taut with anger, and Green could almost picture the dusky red creeping up his neck. Green rolled his eyes. Devine would have a field day with this. Not only had the department dished out hundreds of her precious overtime dollars to keep these guys on the job, but they had bungled it. “When?”


  “Who knows? Their best guess? Sometime around five o’clock this morning. He must have seen our surveillance team and realized we were on to him.”


  Green heard the heaviness in Sullivan’s voice. “It looks pretty bad for him, Brian.”


  “I know. I’ve already put out an APB, so now the kid’s name is going to be broadcast all over the city. Fucking idiots!”


  I wouldn’t want to be the surveillance team that screwed that up, Green thought. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the neighbour standing by his car, keys in hand, straining to hear.


  “I’ve set up a briefing in half an hour,” Sullivan was saying. “We need to get some teams tracking Riley, and we need to see what Ident and MacPhail have managed to find out about the Jane Doe.” A jet roared overhead, blocking out all sound for almost thirty seconds. “Where the hell are you?”


  “At Vic McIntyre’s house. There’s another twist to the story.” Green filled him in on Riley’s phone call to McIntyre. “The kid barely seems to take a shit without checking with McIntyre, so I’m betting he panicked and called him for advice that night. Maybe McIntyre even helped him cover it up.”


  Sullivan was silent a moment. “Well, I wouldn’t put it past the guy. You’d think he wouldn’t jeopardize his career and reputation with something so stupid, but we’ve both seen smarter men make even dumber choices.”


  Next door, Eugene Boulder gave up trying to eavesdrop and drove away in his car. Green glanced thoughtfully at McIntyre’s deserted house. Boulder had said McIntyre had roared off at top speed at eight thirty this morning. He had been in such a hurry that he had left the inside door to his garage ajar. What was the big rush? Could it be that Riley had asked him for help again? Maybe even to hide him?


  “Are you coming down to the briefing?” Sullivan asked.


  “You go ahead,” Green said. “I just have a small thing to check into.”


  After he hung up, he got out and glanced up and down the street, studying the front yards and façades of the neighbouring houses. No one was around, no one paying him the slightest heed. He strolled back up to McIntyre’s house and ducked out of sight down the side path. At the side door, he hesitated. He had no authorization to do this, no possible justification or defence. Worse, his action could jeopardize future investigation of McIntyre if anyone found out about it. But a dangerous killer was on the loose, possibly two of them working in concert, and if there were any clues in the house as to their whereabouts, what was the harm in a little peek?


  I’ll be in and out in less than five minutes, he promised himself, slipping on latex gloves. No point in leaving calling cards. Taking a deep breath, he grabbed the knob and ducked inside. The garage echoed emptily. He crossed the concrete in long, rapid strides and entered the house. At the last second, he spotted the alarm panel by the door and felt a quick shot of adrenaline before realizing it had not been turned on.


  Another sign of haste? He scoped out the ground floor quickly, but there was no sign of Riley. The decor of the front rooms was lean and masculine. Brushed nickel, smoked glass and burgundy leather. No knickknacks, photos or artwork on the walls, which were starkly painted in reds, chocolates and golds. Highly polished hardwood echoed his footsteps. This was a house out of a designer’s set, meant to entertain and to impress. Meant to lure the unsuspecting into believing they were in the company of character and taste.


  The family room and kitchen at the back of the house were more lush and sensual. Green’s eyes widened at the sight of the cavernous kitchen with its bank of windows overlooking the pool. Granite counters, cherrywood cabinets, Italian tile, stainless steel European appliances. Green had nearly wiped out his bank account on his modest renovations to their own old house, so he could make a fair guess at the cost of this extravagance. On the counter sat an uneaten omelette and a half empty cup of coffee, and spread out beside them was the morning’s edition of the Ottawa Sun. McIntyre had not even progressed beyond the first page, where Frank Corelli’s story about the Bruce Pit death screamed out its outrageous headline.


  Conscious of the time, Green moved quickly up the stairs as he registered the implications. McIntyre had begun his breakfast preparations without haste or apparent concern but, much like Riley, he’d been sent into action by the sight of that headline.


  Green’s speculations were brought to a crashing halt when he reached the door of the first bedroom. A massive circular bed commanded central stage, and mirrored tiles on the ceiling reflected its glossy black sheets. A huge flat screen TV occupied one wall, but the remaining walls were papered in life-sized, pornographic photos of women. Some nude, some dressed only in flimsy lingerie, garters or thongs. None looked over sixteen.


  “Holy fuck!” The words were out before he even remembered the need for stealth. He jerked open the door to the closet. Inside was a hidden video camera aimed through a peephole towards the bed. Behind it were shelves upon shelves of boxes. He bent to examine a box sitting open on the closet floor. On close inspection it proved to be packed with DVDs, videotapes and photographs, all cryptically labelled in an alphanumeric code. Curious, Green picked up the TV remote that sat on a shelf in the closet and aimed it at the TV . The screen filled with an overhead shot of the circular bed, this time covered in hot pink sheets. Two naked figures writhed on the bed, and it took Green a moment to recognize McIntyre himself, fondling the tanned, nubile body of a girl probably younger than Hannah. Bottles of wine cluttered the bedside table, and soft, sensual jazz blended with the murmuring from the bed.


  Green studied the mirror ceiling tiles over the bed, trying to detect the camera behind them, but it was completely hidden from view. The bastard can videotape whatever he wants, Green thought, without the girls having a clue. He ejected the disk and selected another at random from the box. This one was a shot of the leather sofa downstairs, which sagged beneath the weight of two girls crawling all over a foolishly grinning teenage boy. The girls were wearing nothing but a Senators flag. The boy was stark naked.


  Green flicked the TV off in disgust. His thoughts flashed involuntarily to Hannah and Crystal, who thought they understood the world of sex and power. How old were those kids on the sofa? Did they know they were being filmed? Was McIntyre in the room with them, or did he savour the show later in private? Green’s mind ticked off all the charges that could be laid against the man, if ever this evidence could be legally seized, but it was small retribution for what he’d done to the kids.


  He came back to reality with a start. He’d been in the house far too long. He replaced everything as it had been and hurried down the hall to the next bedroom, wondering what else the man was up to. This one was a huge master bedroom with a balcony overlooking the backyard paradise. It was more tastefully done in dark mahogany furnishings and shiny red and gold striped wallpaper. The king-sized bed had a luxurious red satin duvet and matching sheets. Green sensed this was the man’s private abode, his own personal sensual palace. The ensuite bathroom was a massive marble extravagance with two sinks, gold-plated faucets and a Jacuzzi almost large enough for an entire hockey team. A quick search of the cupboards revealed one linen closet full not of towels or sheets but bottles of pills and entire cases of sports drinks. Green picked one up.


  “Dr. Rosen’s Electro-Boost, the only thirst quencher for the serious athlete” boasted the label. There was no list of ingredients or bar code for commercial sale. He peered at the bottles containing all different sizes and colours of tablets labelled innocuously as Vitamin E, B12, ginseng, garlic. I’d give anything to send all this stuff for analysis, Green thought. I bet I’d find crystal meth, ecstasy, probably all sorts of uppers and downers to relax inhibitions and enhance excitement. Maybe even roofies, so the kids can pleasure him without remembering a thing.


  No one opens a candy store for nothing, he thought, and fought back the revulsion that rose in his throat. Reluctantly he replaced the bottles and eased the cupboard shut again. On his way out of the bedroom, he couldn’t resist a quick peek in the man’s mahogany dresser. He was no longer searching for Riley, but for a fuller view of the man’s dark side. Inside the top drawer, instead of the usual array of socks and briefs, he found a jumble of women’s lingerie. Panties, bras, camisoles and teddies in black lace, virginal white silk, leather and flimsy chiffon. Green sifted through it curiously. Were these trophies, to remind him of his conquests? The musky scent of sex tickled his nostrils, and he was about to shut the drawer when a fragment of embroidery caught his eye. Part of a name. He pulled the item free and found himself holding a black satin thong with a name hand-embroidered in red across the skimpy triangle of cloth.


  For Riley.


  


  A minute later, Green was back in his car, starting it up and driving up the block out of sight. His heart was pounding. The panties were the closest they had come so far to nailing the connection between Riley, McIntyre and Lea’s death. Physical evidence, straight from the Hog’s Back scene, found in the man’s personal possessions. McIntyre had probably removed the panties from the scene in order to erase all evidence that tied Riley to Lea, but he had been unable to resist keeping them for his own sick titillation.


  If only Green could use it. But since the search had been entirely illegal, he couldn’t even let on he knew the panties and the rest of the erotica existed. At least officially. But off the record, Sullivan had to know what the hell they were dealing with, so they could figure out how it all fit together. He turned the car and headed towards the station, his thoughts scrounging for possible ways to justify a search warrant.


  He got less than five blocks before his phone rang. He groped for it, expecting it was Sullivan with news from his briefing. But to his surprise, it was a woman’s voice, vaguely familiar but distorted by the urgent whisper.


  “He’s here! He came to see me!”


  “Who is this?”


  “Marija Kovacev. He is in—” Green’s adrenaline spiked.


  “Who is there?”


  “The boy who was with Lea that night. He came to explain.” Green gripped the wheel with his free hand, all senses alert.


  “Where are you?”


  “In my bathroom. I told him I need to use the toilet, but I phone you—”


  “Where is he right now?”


  “In my living room.” Green flipped on his flashing lights and slammed the accelerator to the floor. He was only ten minutes from her house, maybe less at full lights and siren. But ten minutes was way too long. As his mind raced over his choices, Marija was still talking.


  “He says it was an accident, Lea take some marijuana and she get very sick. I tell him to call you, but he says he can’t. So I call.”


  In a split second, Green had to make a decision. He could ask her to go back and stall Riley until the police arrived, or he could tell her to get away from the house. In the latter case, he risked losing track of his suspect, but in the former, he risked losing Marija herself. He needed to call for back-up, but he had to get her safe first.


  “Marija, can you get out the back door without being seen?”


  “Yes, but—”


  “Then do it. Right now. I’m on my way, and I’ll get him.”


  “But he is not dangerous! He is crying! He is afraid.”


  “Okay, but let’s do it my way,” he said as he slewed around the corner from McCarthy Road, tires screaming, and accelerated up Walkley. “Go out the back door.”


  He listened to the silence over the phone. “Marija? Trust me. Go.”


  Finally over the roar of his engine, he heard the line click dead. Praying that she had obeyed him, he called the Com Centre for backup. When he raced up her street five minutes later, he saw a cruiser just pulling up to the curb. There was no sign of a red Mustang in the drive, but Marija herself was standing on the lawn. She looked pale and wide-eyed, but unharmed. Green felt a rush of relief. She walked over as he leaped out of the car, and lifted her hands in an elegant gesture of defeat.


  “He ran away. He was afraid. I tried to tell you, but you gave me no chances.”


  He took her elbow. “I’m sorry, but I had to put your safety first.”


  She stiffened and pulled away. “He is not a criminal.”


  “I want to hear the whole story, but give me a moment to speak to these officers first.”


  “So you can hunt him down?”


  Green stared at her, puzzled. Why this irrational anger? What kind of twisted loyalty would make her take sides with the man responsible for her daughter’s death rather than with those seeking to bring him to account? He tried to sound gentle, belying the urgency he felt. “We need to find him. As you said, he needs to tell us what happened.”


  That seemed to mollify her, and she went inside while he spoke to the responding officers and relayed the latest information on Riley’s whereabouts to the Com Centre. Brian Sullivan was just arriving back at the station and was happy to work with the duty inspector to coordinate the manhunt. Riley could not have had more than a ten-minute head start, and the bright red sports car should be easy to spot.


  With the search underway, Green went inside and found Marija in the kitchen, boiling the kettle for tea. She paced, avoiding his probing eyes while she fiddled with the cups and tea bags. He gritted his teeth, willing himself to be patient until the tea was prepared and she had taken her first sip. Only then did she seem to sag with defeat.


  He forced a gentle tone. “Okay, tell me what happened.” She cradled her tea, and her eyes filled with sudden tears.


  “I don’t know who to blame. Lea had such a lot of secrets. This boy, the drugs... I never thought she would smoke marijuana, but this boy—”


  “Riley?” She looked startled. “You know?”


  “Just his name. Not what happened. I’m sorry I interrupted.”


  “You didn’t tell me.” Anger tightened her features again, and he cursed his clumsiness. She sipped her tea in silence for a long moment, as if debating with herself, before she resumed. “Riley said she bought the marijuana, she said it would be fun to try it together. It was very beautiful evening, the first date they have all week, because his sports keeps him so busy. It’s always training, training, publicity, meet this person and that person. All he was thinking about was Lea. He tells me he loved her, because she was very different from the other girls—” She shot him a sharp scowl, perhaps anticipating his doubt. “I believe him. He was very upset. Crying, crying. He said he couldn’t sleep, and he never wanted this to happen. He didn’t want the marijuana. Lea teased him, but he doesn’t want drugs in his body. Now he wish he did take the cigarette too. Lea starts to act very wild. They walked a little and sat on a bench together, but Lea couldn’t stay still. She started running around, to make him chase her, and they were playing—wrestling, he said—and he tried to stop her. To hold her quiet. Not hard, he said, just her arms, but she was fighting and fighting, then suddenly she was not breathing. He says she panicked. He got scared someone would accuse him, because of the drugs and because he was holding her on the ground when she die.”


  Her voice faltered on the last word, and she took a shaky sip of her tea. This time Green waited without interruption, although half a dozen questions crowded his thoughts. What about the aborted 911 call, and the call to his agent? What about throwing the body into the river?


  “Was Lea taking any medication? For a cold, asthma or dieting?”


  She shook her head back and forth vehemently. “Dieting she didn’t believe in. She was all the time very healthy. That’s why this marijuana, I don’t understand it. So many things I don’t understand.” She lapsed into silence again, nursing her pain. It doesn’t mean anything, Green thought. Parents were the least likely to know anything about their teenager’s day-to-day life. Wisely, he kept quiet until she resumed her thread. “He is so ashamed. He thought only of him, not Lea. He didn’t call the police, he put the body in the river so it looks like an accident. So maybe people won’t discover he was with her. But now, he says something else is going on.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “That’s the reason he came to see me. To apologize that he was a coward and now he had to stop. He saw the paper this morning about the social worker who was killed, and he knew it was because of him. Someone is trying to hide what he did by killing again.”


  Green’s eyes narrowed, and he found himself holding his breath. Marija raised her ravaged blue eyes to his. “He was afraid. He was looking all the time out the window like he was looking for something. Like the killer was after him. That’s why he ran away. Not so that he can escape from you, but from the killer. And it is the killer that you need to find, not this boy.”


  “But he knows who the killer is.”


  She nodded. “I asked who, and he said he couldn’t tell, because it was his fault. The killer did this for him.”


  “Did he explain?”


  Her shrug was regretful. “I told him he has to tell you. He can’t run forever. I give him your card, but when he said no, I came to the bathroom to phone you. When I came out, he was gone.”


  “Did you see anything outside in the street? A person? A car?”


  “A few cars. Nothing special.”


  Green gritted his teeth. He didn’t want to plant ideas in her head, but he had a very good idea who it might have been. “Do you remember any makes? Colours?”


  “Silver one. Another red. And one big black one.”


  Green gave her hand a quick squeeze, which he hoped was reassuring, and excused himself to relay the information to the Communications Centre. Inwardly, every muscle was taut with fear. It had to be Vic McIntyre. McIntyre drove a black SUV. He was the person Riley had phoned the night Lea died. Moreover, Vic had been a man with a purpose that morning. What if Marija was right? If McIntyre, not Riley, was the villain behind the deaths? Green thought about all the bits of information he learned about McIntyre. The man had a backyard playground worth perhaps a quarter of a million. He threw noisy, extravagant parties where no doubt the drugs flowed as freely as the booze. He drove a car that cost more than many annual incomes. Where did all the money come from? Granted, there was big money to be made in elite sports, but McIntyre wasn’t at the top yet. He was still clawing his way up, pinning all his hopes on the talents of his rising star. A star who had recently become distracted and fallen down on his training, perhaps wanting some pleasures in his life other than the strict regime McIntyre had ordered. What if McIntyre had supplied Crystal with the lethal drug, knowing full well that Riley, the anti-drug poster boy, would refuse to take it, but that the smaller, more daring Lea Kovacev would not hesitate. Had he intended her to die, or just be so stoned that it would turn Riley against her?


  Titrating just the right amount of crystal meth into a bag of marijuana was an inexact science. Perhaps McIntyre hadn’t cared whether he killed her or not, as long as it killed the romance. The second murder was a different story, regardless of which woman the victim proved to be. Both Crystal and Jenna knew too much. Of all the men Green had encountered in the case, McIntyre had the ruthlessness needed to chop a woman into pieces to protect his own interests. What if he was on a deadly campaign to erase all signs that pointed to him? The crucial question was—where would he stop? Riley O’Shaughnessy was his protégé, almost his surrogate son, not to mention his meal ticket to the big time. He had done all this to protect that asset, if not the boy himself. What would he do now that the boy had become a liability? Green didn’t have a moment’s doubt. McIntyre had other irons in the fire—other clients, maybe even an exclusive drug business. Riley would be a loss, but some other dream kid would come along. A man who could decapitate a young woman didn’t have much room in his heart for sentiment. Now that man was on the loose, chasing down the boy who could bring it all down.


  Eighteen


  While the duty inspector snapped out fresh orders over the radio, Brian Sullivan studied the wall map in the Communications Centre, tracing routes with his finger. The Com Centre had all sorts of computer maps and satellite surveillance systems, but despite all the fancy high-tech, the search for Riley O’Shaughnessy had turned up nothing. Sometimes there was nothing like good old-fashioned paper to get the big picture.


  “Looks like he slipped the net,” Sullivan said when Inspector Ford strode over.


  “If he’s smart, he’s ditched the red Mustang,” the inspector replied.


  “Green thinks he’s not running from us, but from Vic McIntyre.”


  “The guy in the black Navigator? Well, that’ll be easy to spot too.”


  Sullivan stared at the map. Where would the kid run to? Friends? Hockey mates?


  Or home. Gananoque. Sullivan turned to the larger map of Eastern Ontario on the other wall. Gananoque was a straight run down Highway 416 and along the 401. In an opened up Mustang, barely an hour and a half ’s drive. He tapped the map. “We need to call in the OPP, expand the search south, set up road blocks along 416.”


  Ford looked unconvinced. He was a sparkplug of a man bulked up by body armour and equipment that made him look twice as wide as he really was. He shook his head slowly. “If I was the kid, I’d take back roads. A red Mustang on the 416 is a sitting duck.”


  Sullivan’s phone rang before he could answer. It was Lyle Cunningham from Ident. “You got an overtime budget for all this new shit your guys just brought in?”


  “That’s Devine’s problem, not mine. Green’s okayed it. We’ve got two murders here, nice young women. If Devine ever wants to make Deputy Chief, she’ll know what’s good for her.”


  “If you say so. We’re just logging in the stuff from the O’Shaughnessy house, but I thought you’d want to know. We did some preliminary tests before we even took it off the truck, just to see if we could eliminate anything from our investigation.”


  Sullivan smiled. “You’re the best, Lyle. Anything?”


  “Good news, bad news. The clothes you brought me? None of them appear to have any blood on them.”


  Well, that was a long shot, Sullivan thought. The murder clothes would be soaked in blood, so the kid would almost certainly have ditched them. “What about the shoes? Any match to the print?”


  “We haven’t got to that yet. We can’t do everything at once, you know, so I went with the blood first.”


  “All right, what’s the good news?”


  Cunningham’s voice almost sounded excited. “It’s not final yet, you understand. But it looks like the shovel, the axe and the wheelbarrow all have traces of blood on them.”


  “Even though they’d been cleaned?”


  “You know you can never wash all that stuff out of the cracks and pits. That’s how we get the bad guys. If there’s a molecule left in there, the Luminol will find it. But it could be anyone’s blood, or animal blood for that matter. Is your guy a hunter?”


  Sullivan pictured the O’Shaughnessys. They’d grown up in a small town in Eastern Ontario, rugged and blue collar. Chances are they all hunted deer. But cutting up deer meat is a very precise science; hunters don’t chop up their quarry with an axe.


  His heart felt heavy. “Could be, but I’m betting this isn’t deer blood.”


  “We’ll need time to see if it’s human, even longer to get the DNA back, but at least this gives you a start.”


  “What about the plumbing van?”


  “Jeez, Sully, give me a break. I haven’t got to that yet either. The guys just towed it to the lot. There are lots of tools and piping and drop cloths that look pretty clean, but when I know something definitive, you’ll be the first to know.”


  Sullivan thanked him and rang off, deep in thought. The net was closing, and despite what Green believed, things were looking worse and worse for the hockey whiz kid. They now had the tools the woman had been killed with. The body had been stuffed into garbage bags, so it could have been transported in the van without spilling much blood in the interior. But chopping up the body would have produced a mess, even if it was done post mortem. Whoever did this would have needed a concealed location, and even after clean-up, there would be traces of blood left behind.


  He remembered the wet, flattened area of grass in Darren O’Shaughnessy’s backyard. Was that where the dismemberment had taken place? Did the tall cedar hedge provide enough privacy, or would neighbours have seen and heard something? It was worth making a few inquiries. And with Riley a potential out-of-control killer driving around the city in a panic, it was better than sitting around the Com Centre twiddling his thumbs and waiting for the search to turn up something. He phoned Cunningham back, fully expecting an earful when he asked for an Ident officer to check out the back yard and the garage, but the man was surprisingly amenable. He couldn’t send someone right away, but would put it on the list.


  “I saw the body,” he said by way of explanation. “Whoever did this to that poor girl deserves to be strung up by his balls.”


  


  Darren O’Shaughnessy answered the doorbell himself this time, and at the sight of Sullivan, his face darkened in a scowl. He blocked the doorway, six inches shorter than Sullivan but solid as a tank.


  “Sully. Now there’s a true friend in need.”


  “It’s not a social call, Darren.”


  “You bet it’s not. What’s the idea of coming in here when I wasn’t home, upsetting my kid and turning the place upside down. With warrants, for Chrissake. I would have given you anything you wanted!”


  “Nothing to hide, is that it?”


  “You bet. And neither does Riley.”


  “Then you won’t mind answering a few questions?”


  “As a matter of fact, yeah, I do mind. I don’t owe you a goddamn thing.”


  “There’s a couple of points that have come up in our investigation. You might want to clear them up sooner, rather than later down at the station.”


  “That a threat?”


  “No,” said Sullivan, wishing he’d brought someone with him. Given his previous acquaintance with Darren, this was not going to look good if a defence lawyer got hold of it. “But just so you know, we did find blood on the axe, shovel and wheelbarrow in your backyard. That needs an explanation.”


  “You’re bluffing. I keep all my tools clean as a whistle.”


  “I guess you don’t watch enough CSI. Blood is impossible to get out of all the cracks and pits.” Darren’s jaw fell open. Sullivan pressed on. “We also know that the board social worker, Jenna Zukowski, visited Riley here last Friday morning, asking questions. That’s the last time anyone saw her alive. It doesn’t take much to build a case once we get forensics.”


  Darren still blocked the doorway, but now his body swayed. Sullivan stepped forward. “Maybe we should continue this inside.” Darren glowered up at him, then shrugged and turned to lead the way into the living room. Hockey memorabilia was everywhere, including a signed photo of Wayne Gretzky, dozens of trophies and a picture of the Salt Lake City gold medal team. There was not much else in the room except a giant screen TV and a scuffed old lazy-boy chair sitting directly in front of it. A plaid couch with a broken spring was shoved into a corner, covered in newspapers, plumbing pipes, two cases of Labatt Blue, and some bags from the hardware store. Thumbtacked over the mantlepiece was a huge Ottawa Senators flag. A true bachelor’s pad. Sullivan’s own wife Mary, being a real estate agent, would never stand for the mess, but then Darren’s wife had left him in disgust years ago. Sullivan remembered talk about domestic assault, but nothing had ever been proved.


  But in spite of the mess, the floor didn’t have a speck of dust, and the lazy-boy looked freshly washed. Pretty selective housekeeping, Sullivan thought with interest. He wandered over to the mantlepiece and pretended to study the photos propped along its top. Front and centre was a large photo of Canada’s World Championship Junior Hockey Team, with Riley beaming from the front row. Sullivan was about to comment when he detected some tiny flecks of brown against the white border. Darren had planted himself by the door with his arms crossed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he was saying. “If that broad came here Friday, I didn’t see her.”


  “Is that what the blood analysis of these specks is going to tell us, Darren?”


  Darren turned white. He said nothing, probably a wise move when you don’t know what the other guy is holding.


  “Where were you Friday morning?”


  “Fuck you, Sullivan.” Sullivan strolled around the room, trying to look casual as he inspected the walls and floor. “Darren, we’re going to get to the bottom of this. We’ve got forensics going over everything. Riley’s clothes and shoes, your tools, the pressure-washed spot in the back yard. I’ll get them to check out this room too. A young woman has been brutally murdered. Do you think the department is going to let this slide? You can answer my questions here and now, man to man, or I can take you down to Elgin Street and do a whole formal interrogation. Your choice. Where were you Friday morning?”


  Darren looked like he was turning over Sullivan’s words. Finally, he shrugged. “Here. Off and on. I don’t always hear the doorbell when I’m in the back. Maybe she rang and no one answered.”


  “Who else was at home Friday morning?”


  “No one.”


  Too quick, Darren boy, Sullivan thought. “Where was Riley?”


  “Out. Training. His agent has been on his case, so he went for a long bike ride.”


  “From what time to what time?”


  “All morning. He went out early, maybe seven o’clock. Didn’t come back till noon.”


  “How do you know that if you were in the back?”


  Darren started to speak, then snapped his jaw tight.


  Sullivan considered his next move. He had evidence that Jenna had planned to come here, evidence that there was blood on the axe and wheelbarrow, and possible traces of blood in this room. But three men lived at the O’Shaughnessy house— Riley, Darren and his son Ben—and there was no way to know for certain which of them was involved. Not to mention how the hell McIntyre figured into the mess.


  He should wait for the rest of the evidence, and he should do this interview by the book, down at the station with all the proper procedures and warnings. But Riley was out on the streets in his sports car, running from something but refusing to go to the police. Sullivan thought that if he could lean on Darren, he might be able to get some answers that would help the police know what they were dealing with.


  “Here’s what I think happened,” Sullivan said quietly. “I think Jenna came here to see Riley, and she got kind of pushy. I hear she’s like that. You know these social workers, they always think they’re right. I bet she accused him of dumping his girlfriend’s body, maybe even of killing her. Anyway, Riley’s been under a lot of pressure recently, for a small town kid who’s just eighteen. His girlfriend just died, his agent is on his case, the media are watching his every move, the scouts are picking apart his recent slump, and the speculators are saying the sky could be the limit if he keeps his shit together. He’s been trying to wrap up his exams, he hasn’t been sleeping, and Friday, when the social worker got in his face, he just lost it.”


  “He wasn’t here!”


  “I’ve seen Riley play, Darren. He’s real aggressive on the ice, trained to go after what he wants, trained to see what he can get away with. He sees his whole future crumbling before his eyes. Maybe he has the O’Shaughnessy men’s famous temper, eh? Or maybe it was ‘roid rage. He’s filled out a lot in the last year. Is he taking steroids?”


  Darren snorted. “He would never touch the stuff. Thinks it’s cheating.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “Still, I heard McIntyre’s into that. And I know how much Riley listens to him.”


  Darren tightened his arms defiantly, but his eyes twitched, and Sullivan knew he’d hit a nerve. “Steroids could be enough to push him over the edge,” he said. “They could also be a defence, remember, if it comes to that. Whatever happened when Riley and the social worker argued, he just snapped and popped her. Didn’t mean to kill her, I’m sure. Freaked out and tried to get rid of the body, forgetting we’d have all kinds of forensics to tie him to the case.”


  “You don’t have shit!”


  “But we will. And now Riley is racing around Ottawa in his Mustang. Maybe he’s in a panic, maybe he can’t think straight. You know what steroids do to the human brain? Irrational rage, paranoia, maybe even hallucinations. There’s no telling what he’s thinking. We have to get him in, Darren. You need to tell me what happened.”


  “I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about. Riley’s not on drugs. And you’re so far off base with that social worker it’s a joke.”


  “Okay, maybe it was your son, Ben. He’s got a temper on him, I can see that.”


  Darren turned the colour of raw steak. “You leave Ben out of this!”


  “Why? Riley’s almost like a brother to him. Maybe they even talked about girlfriends. Ben’s seen the papers, he knows all about this dead girl and how the cops are trying to figure out what happened to her.”


  Darren opened his mouth, but Sullivan rolled over his protests. He hadn’t primed the pump enough yet. “So when this social worker shows up asking for Riley, Ben puts two and two together. He tells her no way she’s seeing Riley, she gets pushy, and before he knows it—pop!” Sullivan slammed his fist into his palm, making Darren jump.


  “Your fuse has always been your downfall, right, Darren? No matter how hard you tried, you could only take so much before all of a sudden, before you even know it, someone is on the floor. Almost like you couldn’t help yourself. I bet it’s like father, like son.”


  Darren walked over to stare out the window, flexing his fists. Finally he turned to face Sullivan, backlit by the sun. “You fucking bastard. That’s dirty, even for you. You know Ben’s got nothing to do with this.”


  “Do I? I saw his temper this morning. And he’s bulked up a lot since last year too. I know he hangs out at McIntyre’s place. Maybe he’s been slipping him some performance enhancers too.”


  “You said yourself there are three guys live here. How do you know it wasn’t me popped that bitch?”


  “You said you didn’t see her.”


  “What if I was lying?”


  “Are you saying you did see her?”


  “I’m not saying anything. I’m saying maybe it was me. Maybe she came like you said. Maybe she pissed me off. Fucking social workers are all the same. It’s always the guy’s fault. Women are just these poor, helpless innocents that never start anything. Lying? A woman never lies. Conning? A woman never cons. And temper? A woman can tear a strip off you up one side and down the other, but if the guy so much as shows his fist, well, it’s jail for him. And sex? Women never heard of sex, it’s all some big macho conspiracy to take advantage of them. Sometimes a guy can only take so much shit before he blows.”


  “So you hit her?”


  “Maybe. That’s for you to prove.”


  “Where did this happen?”


  “This room looks like a good place.”


  “So how exactly did it happen?”


  “Could have been just like you said, a burst of temper. One pop to the mouth, and she goes down, hits her head, and she’s done. There’s no intent to kill.”


  Sullivan sized him up. “Then why didn’t you call 911?”


  “Like you said, panic is a funny thing. Maybe I thought about what it would do to Riley if the whole mess got in the papers. No way would I want anything to screw up his big chance.”


  “So what did you do?”


  “So I dumped the body in the park.”


  “How did you transport it?”


  Darren paused. “In the wheelbarrow.”


  “I mean what did you drive it in?”


  Abruptly Darren swung around and headed for the door. “You want any more information, you arrest me, you bring me downtown, and I want a lawyer. I’m not giving you another fucking thing for free.”


  


  Bob Gibbs approached the Norman Bethune Alternate School with a confidence he hadn’t felt in weeks. He had a mission to focus on—to track down a missing teenage girl—and there was slim chance of a homicidal assailant leaping out of the shadows of the school. So far he had struck out with all of Crystal’s friends. If they knew anything about her, they weren’t talking. He’d spoken to enough sulky Avril Lavigne wannabes to turn him off having children entirely.


  Norman Bethune School seemed deserted, with nothing but a single bicycle chained to the fence by the drive. The doorbell brought no response, but when he pounded on the door, he finally heard the shuffling of feet within. A few seconds later, the door cracked open warily, and a middle-aged woman peered out. Frizzy grey hair flew around her head.


  “School’s out, sir.” He showed her his badge and asked for a word. She led the way down a dark, creaky hallway into a minuscule office stuffed with files and books.


  “I’m just working on final report cards,” she said, stacking the papers on the floor to clear a space on the chair for him. “Is this about Inspector Green’s daughter?”


  Gibbs masked his surprise and shook his head, pulling out his notebook. After recording her name and occupation— Eleanor Hicks, guidance counsellor—he produced a picture of Crystal Adams. “Have you seen this girl?”


  Ms Hicks arched her thick eyebrows. “Oh, dear!”


  “Have you seen her?”


  “Is this an official investigation?”


  “Yes, this girl is missing.”


  “Oh dear. Well, I think she was the girl who was here this morning.”


  So she’s still alive, Gibbs thought triumphantly. Finally a lead! “You’re positive?”


  “Well, she didn’t look like this. She had no make-up on, and her hair was all over the place. She looked awful. But I’m pretty sure it’s the same girl.”


  “What did she want?”


  “To talk to the girls. They were almost all here this morning, clearing out their things. We had a little goodbye party, because most of them won’t be back next year.”


  “Did she talk to anyone in particular?”


  “She came here really upset and demanding to see one of our girls. Normally I wouldn’t let anyone in who wasn’t one of our students, but we were just having juice and muffins together and a couple of the girls recognized her. And as I said she seemed in trouble, so I decided maybe it would be best. We try to have a supportive, welcoming atmosphere here.”


  “Who did she talk to?”


  “I’m not sure that matters.”


  The woman’s evasion surprised him. “This is important. She may be at risk.”


  “That’s the thing. She came here looking for answers...” She hesitated. “I didn’t eavesdrop, you understand, but she wasn’t speaking very quietly once she got upset. I could even hear her from this office. She seemed to feel that someone had ratted on her. Her words. She wanted to know who. These kinds of altercations are common enough with the student population we serve, so at the time I didn’t think much of it.”


  “Did she find out who it was?”


  “Well, that’s the thing. I overheard the girls telling her who it could have been. And now that you’re here...”


  Gibbs readied his notebook. “Who?”


  “Hannah Pollack. Inspector Green’s daughter. Hannah wasn’t in school, but last I knew, this girl was heading off to find her.”


  Gibbs sucked in his breath, the flutter of nerves returning to his gut. “Did she have an address?”


  “Oh, yes. One of the girls told her. Hannah’s been having a hard time since the students found out her father is a police officer.”


  Nineteen


  Green was grateful once again for the flashing lights as he raced down Carling Avenue. He’d barely breathed since Gibbs’s call. He didn’t dare think about what he might encounter. How dangerous was Crystal? Could she have been the killer all along? First responsible for doctoring the drugs that killed Lea and later killing the social worker who knew too much. Did she have the strength and ruthlessness to sever the woman’s head? God only knew. Desperation—or crystal meth—sometimes gives a woman the strength of six men.


  When he hurtled the car down his quiet street, dog walkers and mothers with strollers scattered before him. The front of his house looked peaceful, and the door was locked. When he burst inside, he was greeted only by the hum of the air conditioner and the faint smell of coffee. He ran through the house, shouting for Hannah, but to no avail. He forced himself to calm down and inspect the house through the eyes of a detective. There were no signs of a struggle. No overturned tables or broken lamps, no paintings askew. No blood. He breathed a little more easily. In the kitchen, Hannah’s empty cereal bowl sat on the counter, just as she always left it. On the kitchen table was an empty plate with crumbs on it, and two cups. He picked one up and sniffed it. Just coffee. Maybe she had gone out before Crystal arrived. Maybe she was safely off on one of her whimsical adventures.


  He tried her cell phone, only to hear it ringing from inside her bedroom. A bad sign. Hannah never forgot her phone. Her backpack was also there, but her wallet was missing. He took a deep breath. This case was getting crazier at every turn. How many more people could be on the loose in the city? McIntyre, Riley, Crystal and now Hannah! Who the hell was pursuing whom, and why?


  He returned outside and stood in the drive, looking down the street. No sign of Hannah. He drove slowly down to Richmond Road. The bus stop was vacant. He fought an overwhelming frustration. His daughter was an infuriatingly free spirit, inclined to pick up and disappear on a whim. If she had caught a bus, she could be anywhere in the city. There was really no evidence she was in danger. He had a murder case to solve and a search to coordinate. Reluctantly, he turned around and was just heading back towards Carling Avenue to return to the station when his cell phone rang. He wrestled it off his belt, praying it was Hannah. An unfamiliar voice burst through the speaker, deep but youthful and cracking with urgency.


  “Inspector Green?”


  “Speaking. Who is this?”


  “Riley O’Shaughnessy.”


  Green nearly drove off the road. One handed, he swung his car under the Queensway overpass and accelerated towards the on-ramp. “Where are you, Riley?”


  “I didn’t kill her. You have to believe me.”


  “Where are you?”


  “In my car.”


  “Where?”


  “It doesn’t matter where!” Riley’s voice had a manic edge. “I need to know you believe me.”


  “I do believe you. I’ll be at the station in five minutes. Can you meet me there?”


  “It wasn’t my idea to throw her into the river.”


  Keep him talking, Green reminded himself. In the background, he could hear the rumble of the powerful Mustang. “I know it wasn’t. We know all about it. But—”


  “How do you know?”


  “We’ve been piecing things together. We know you called Vic McIntyre. But I really want to hear the whole story.”


  “He’s looking for me! He wants to kill me.” For the first time, the youth’s voice broke, revealing how young he was.


  “Then come in.” There was a pause. Green barrelled down the Queensway, lights flashing. “Riley? It’s the safest thing you can do.”


  “I thought he was in my corner. I thought he wanted my dreams too. But the bastard doesn’t care. I called him for help, and he...he threw her away. Like a piece of garbage! And now that poor social worker. It’s not worth it! All the money in the world, all the contacts, are not worth this! Oh, God, I just wanted to play hockey!”


  “Riley, where are you?”


  “On the 416. I’m going home.”


  The youth’s voice broke, and Green could hear him sobbing. He pictured him streaking down the highway, one hand clutching the cell phone, the other locked on the wheel. Tears blurring his view.


  Christ. “Riley! Come back to the station. We’ll get McIntyre, but I need to know you’re safe.”


  “No! I want to go home! Shit! There he is!”


  Green’s pulse leaped. “McIntyre? Where!”


  “I just passed his car, sitting behind the pillar. Fuck, he spotted me! He’s getting on the highway.”


  “What’s the next exit?”


  “I don’t know, I don’t know! Oh...Bankfield.”


  Green forced his own voice to be calm. Commanding. “Turn around at Bankfield and come back towards town.” He tried to visualize the highway. Bankfield was near the southern extremity of the city. There was nothing but farmland around, and even at highway speeds, it was a good twenty minutes drive from the station. Far too long for an inexperienced driver in a Mustang to run against a Lincoln Navigator. He did some rapid calculations.


  “Riley, I’m going to get you some help. Turn around, and get off the 416 at the exit for Hunt Club Road. I’ll have a police cruiser waiting for you.”


  “No, I can outrun him easily in this machine!” The engine’s roar increased, almost deafening.


  Green shouted over the din. “Riley. Riley! Listen to me. Hunt Club exit. My officers will be waiting for you.”


  He hung up and immediately called the Com Centre, hooking up with the duty inspector. Without hesitation Ford dispatched a unit to the Hunt Club exit then sent word to the Ontario Provincial Police to watch the highway further south in case Riley continued on toward Gananoque.


  Green pulled into the front of the station, leaped out and dashed through the glass doors into the lobby. Just as he was climbing on the elevator, his cell phone rang again. An unknown number. Not Riley, not Hannah. McIntyre himself, perhaps? He punched “talk”.


  “Mike?”


  Relief flooded through him. Baruch Hashem. “Hannah? Are you okay?”


  She paused. “Are you at the station?”


  The elevator hummed upwards. “Sort of. What’s up?”


  “Just stay put.”


  “But—”


  The line clicked dead. He frowned at his phone but had no time for bewilderment before the elevator door opened onto the tense excitement of the Com Centre. Inspector Ford was pacing behind a row of dispatchers, coordinating the search. “Any news from Hunt Club?” Green asked.


  “Not yet, but the unit’s just arrived.”


  “We should call up the Tac Team,” Green said. “Just in case things go sour.”


  The duty inspector ran his hand through his bristly crew cut, frowning. “Where would we send them?”


  Green thought fast. “There’s no way to know where—or if—the situation might explode. I think we should at least have them mobilized and ready to move.”


  The inspector shrugged. “I’ll see what the team supervisor says,” he muttered and flipped on his phone. While he waited, Green glanced around, but there was no sign of Sullivan. He phoned him. When Sullivan picked up, he sounded tense.


  “I’m en route. I’ve got a cruiser bringing Darren O’Shaughnessy in.”


  Green was astounded. “What for?”


  “For questioning in the murder of Jenna Zukowski.”


  “What!” Riley O’Shaughnessy had been their prime suspect, Vic McIntyre a late alternative, but Darren had never even been on the radar.


  “Ident found blood on Darren’s axe and wheelbarrow, and I think there’s traces of blood in his living room.”


  “Did he admit it?”


  “He’s playing coy. It’s hard to tell—” At that moment, the Com Centre dispatcher shouted for attention. “It’s the unit at Hunt Club exit,” she said, turning up the speaker. A strident female voice penetrated the static. “A red Mustang just blew past us on the highway, going at least a hundred and sixty klics an hour.”


  Green’s relief was short-lived. The boy had turned around, but he hadn’t stopped for help. “He’s coming all the way in. Any sign of a black Navigator?”


  “Not yet. Oh! Yeah, there he goes! He’s about one kilometre behind.”


  Green glanced at the duty inspector, who was still tied up on the phone with the Tactical Unit. Green thought fast. “Take up pursuit. Try to box in the Navigator. We’ll send some other units to help.” He studied the wall map. The cruiser was positioned only about four kilometres from where the highway 416 merged with the much busier Queensway that drew local traffic as well as long distance traffic into the city’s core. In the middle of the day, all the lanes would be crowded, and a high speed pursuit along the Queensway would put countless lives at risk.


  The duty inspector put the Tac supervisor on hold and joined Green at the map. He immediately relayed the information to all available units in the west end, with orders to intercept and contain the Navigator if possible.


  “Tell the Tac Team that our boy in the Mustang will probably be coming into the station off the Queensway in about ten minutes,” Green said. “We have a unit in pursuit, but have them clear the area and work out a plan to secure him, and the driver of the Navigator in case the unit can’t apprehend him en route.”


  “Mike!” The shout came from Green’s cell phone, which he’d forgotten. Sullivan was still on the line. “What’s going on?”


  Green filled him in with three terse sentences.


  “We’re coming down Main Street,” Sullivan said, “only about a kilometre away.”


  “Stay clear of the Metcalfe-Queensway area, Brian. We’ve called the Tac Team to control it, but I’m not sure what the hell is going to happen.”


  By this time, half a dozen senior brass had piled into the Com Centre, as well as the Tac supervisor, who was conferring urgently with the duty inspector. Both were snapping orders into their radios. Green left the coordination of the take-down in their much more capable hands and snatched up a radio.


  “I’m going down to check outside.” The Tac supervisor scowled at him, but Green ducked through the door before the man could order him to stay the hell away from his operation.


  When Green exited the large glass front doors of the station, the afternoon sun was baking the asphalt, and a parched wind buffeted the trees. He hurried along the side of the building towards Metcalfe Street, scanning the area. Police cruisers were peeling out of the underground parking lot. Two swung around the front of the building to cut off the entrance, and three raced towards the Queensway. Red lights strobed the pavement, and sirens screamed.


  In the background, his radio crackled with continuous conversation as officers took up positions and reported in. The Tac team was still not in sight, but Green suspected they were already suited up and heading for the rooftop and corners of the station.


  “3107 to Central,” snapped a female voice Green recognized as the Hunt Club unit in pursuit. “I have a visual on the red Mustang up ahead, heading east on 417 just before the Parkdale exit.”


  “Central to 3107, copy that,” came the response, which Green assumed was the duty inspector. “How far back are you?”


  “Just past Carling.” Almost half a kilometre behind, Green thought. Too far!


  The Parkdale exit was less that three minutes’ drive from the station at the speed Riley was going. The duty inspector must have read his mind. “What about the Navigator?”


  “Right on the Mustang’s ass,” the unit replied. “Maybe fifty metres back.”


  “Step on it,” Ford said. “But don’t put on your lights and siren till you’re a lot closer.”


  Jesus Christ, Green thought with horror. The bastard’s worrying about legal technicalities when we’ve got two civilians blasting full-tilt down a crowded highway. They’re going to come screaming off the Queensway at the Metcalfe exit, straight into the dense, stop-and-go traffic of downtown.


  “Get cruisers to hold back regular traffic on Isabella and Catherine Streets,” he yelled into the radio, not bothering with call signs or radio procedure. The two roads ran along either side of the Queensway, serving as collector lanes. “And get a cruiser ready to cut off the Navigator on the ramp once the Mustang goes through.”


  “Already ordered,” came the dry reply from upstairs.


  By now, Green could hear insistent honking on the elevated expressway and the blast of sirens as cruisers raced into position. He ran along the side street towards Metcalfe Street, which bordered the back of the station. His eyes were glued to the Queensway which ran overhead just beyond Catherine Street on the opposite side of the station. He could see nothing, but the honking drew nearer, and he knew that any second, the Mustang would come racing down the ramp, under the Queensway and up Metcalfe towards him.


  A flash of movement caught the corner of his eye. He glanced up the side street that intersected Metcalfe straight ahead. Two figures were approaching from Bank Street on foot. Women. No, girls. One with bedraggled blonde ringlets and the other...


  He froze. What the fuck! Hannah! She was hurrying with her head bowed, leaning into the wind. Straight into the path of danger.


  “Hannah, stop!”


  The traffic roared, and the sirens screamed. Hannah didn’t even look up. Green began to run, waving his arms. “Stop! Stop!” He heard the screech of tires as he reached the intersection. Glanced left. Saw a red flash as the Mustang careened around the corner and spun onto Metcalfe, fishtailing. Green sucked in his breath. Why the hell hadn’t the kid pulled over!


  Hannah and Crystal stepped off the curb, oblivious. Green screamed again, and Hannah raised her head. Her eyes locked his. Widened in recognition. She stopped in the middle of the street.


  Green glanced at the Mustang and saw Riley wrestling with the steering wheel. Saw his jaw drop as he spotted the girls in his path. He slammed on his brakes. The car began to spin. Tires shrieked, and smoke billowed into the air.


  “Back!” Green screamed. Hannah grabbed Crystal and turned to run. Fifteen hundred kilograms of red metal hurtled past Green and hit a lamppost with an explosion of metal and glass. The impact sent hubcaps, glass and chunks of fender flying. The car continued to spin, metal tearing and rubber screaming until it skidded to a stop on the green lawn of the Museum of Nature. An eerie hiss descended on the wreck.


  Hannah lay flat against the far curb. As Green raced across the street towards her, she lifted her head. Relief coursed through him. By the time he reached her, she was struggling to sit up.


  “Lie still!” he said. “Let the paramedics check you.” His gaze scanned her body, looking for blood, torn clothing. Nothing. Thank God!


  “It didn’t hit me, I tripped.” Then she sat up, her eyes wide with horror. “Where’s Crystal?”


  The girl was walking slowly across the street towards the mangled car on the lawn. Her arms hung limply at her sides, and her gaze was rivetted to the car. Smoke and steam swirled from the wreck, and the stink of burnt rubber choked the air. Already officers were rushing toward the scene, thrusting Crystal aside. Two of them were peering inside. People shouted, steam hissed, and in the distance Green heard the harsh blasts of a fire engine.


  “No-oo!” A bellow rose above the din. Green swung around to see a man leap out of a black SUV and charge up the street towards the scene. A flashing squad car was right behind. Reflexively, police officers reached for their holsters. Green grabbed Hannah and thrust her into the shelter of a house on the corner, shielding her with his body.


  Uniformed officers swarmed Vic McIntyre with their guns drawn and forced him to the ground. Green could see his limbs flailing and hear his shouts of fury.


  “What did you do, you fucking idiots!” he screamed. “You killed him!”


  Fury rose in Green’s throat. He told Hannah to stay put and hurried towards them. “Cuff him and get him the hell away from the scene.”


  McIntyre struggled for words, gasping. “You—”


  “Later,” Green snapped, not trusting his temper. He turned his back, and breathing deeply, he walked towards Crystal, who was still in the grip of two female uniforms. Her eyes were fixed on the car, and her body shook with silent sobs.


  “Crystal Adams? I’m Inspector Green,” he began, trying to make his voice gentle. He reminded himself that despite her role in Lea’s death and her endangerment of Hannah, she was only sixteen.


  She turned her head to stare at him. Her face was slack with shock and defeat. “I didn’t mean it to happen.”


  Against his orders, Hannah appeared at his elbow. “We were coming in to see you, Mike. That’s what I was trying to tell you. She had agreed. She was going to tell you everything.”


  Crystal’s chin quivered. “She promised me you’d go easy on me, since I’m under eighteen.”


  Green looked at his daughter. At her tiny frame and her innocent pixie face. Never let me underestimate this girl again, he thought. He nodded to Crystal’s escorts. “Get them some blankets and make sure the paramedics check them out when they arrive.” He swung to address Crystal. “After that, the officers will take you both inside and get you some tea. Then we’ll get a chance to talk.”


  She hung her head, and he turned away towards the accident just as two fire trucks roared onto the scene, closely followed by an ambulance. Fire fighters and paramedics raced over to the car. Green drew as near as he dared, but could see little through the debris except shattered glass and long, drenching streaks of blood.


  “Is he alive?” he murmured to an officer near by.


  “He’s breathing, but I wouldn’t bet on his chances.” By this time, the area was flooded with curious passersby and officers from the station. Police set up a cordon, and the crowd watched in tense silence as the firefighters and paramedics worked over the car. Green saw McIntyre standing at the edge of the crowd, handcuffed and firmly gripped by two officers. None of the restraints seemed necessary, as the agent stood unmoving and unblinking as he watched. Green walked over.


  “He wants to see if the kid is all right,” one of the officers explained anxiously, as if expecting a reprimand. “We figured it would be okay to wait.”


  McIntyre shifted his emotion to Green. “You did this! You chased him down like a dog!”


  “On the contrary, Mr. McIntyre, you did. He was running from you.”


  “Bullshit! I was just trying to catch him.”


  “Yes, to kill him.”


  “No! To stop him going to you. To stop him ruining his life. You don’t have a thing on him.” Belatedly, confusion clouded his expression. “What the hell do you mean? He thought I was going to kill him?”


  “That’s what he told me.”


  “That’s bull! I love that kid! I would never...” He backed up, causing the officers to tighten their grip.


  “You’d already killed once.”


  “That girl’s death was an accident! Riley knows that. He called me, for fuck’s sake.”


  “I’m talking about Jenna Zukowski.”


  “The social worker? He thought I...?” Astonishment raced across McIntyre’s face. He stared at the car wreck in disbelief, and gradually his face twisted. “Oh my God, Riley!”


  Green tried to make sense of McIntyre’s disjointed words. Of the stricken look on his face. “You thought Riley had killed the social worker?”


  McIntyre tore his eyes from the accident. He began to shake his head in mute horror, but at that instant he spotted Crystal being led across the lawn towards the police station, and his panic turned to fury. “It was that bitch! She gave Lea the bad drugs.”


  “But I bet you sold them to her.”


  McIntyre’s jaw snapped shut, and his face grew cold. “You better not throw that kind of outrageous crap around unless you want your ass kicked to the next country by my lawyers.”


  “Let’s leave the threats and accusations till we have everyone’s statement,” Green said. “Then we’ll see what’s outrageous. Book him on criminal negligence and dangerous operation of a motor vehicle for now,” he told the officers. “I’ll send word about Riley’s condition as soon as we know.”


  McIntyre tore off the restraining hands and stepped forward. “If he dies, or even a single bone in his body is broken, I’ll see you never carry a badge again, Green. The country loves that boy.” Green watched McIntyre being led away, his head high and his gaze defiant. As the small procession passed by the flashing cruisers that cordoned the area, Green saw Darren O’Shaughnessy standing with a uniformed officer outside a police cruiser. O’Shaughnessy was in handcuffs but was offering no resistance. He had been staring at the wreck, but now his gaze shifted to McIntyre. Bewilderment flickered across his tense, florid features. Some other emotion too. What was it?


  Shame? Or guilt. Green studied the scene of chaos before him. The bloodied body of Riley, the defiant agent, the tormented Darren, and Crystal, whose nasty drug deal had started it all.


  Something didn’t make sense.


  


  It took the emergency crews almost an hour to extricate Riley from his crushed sports car, and the evening rush hour was in full force when the ambulance finally whisked him towards the Civic Hospital. By that time, Darren O’Shaughnessy had been booked, printed and was in a holding cell awaiting his lawyer, Vic McIntyre had managed an impromptu news conference on his way through the media scrum that pressed around the accident scene, and Bob Gibbs had taken the two teenage girls under his wing.


  Green had been busy dealing with the clamour of the media, the Professional Standards department and Barbara Devine. Both the car chase that had jeopardized countless innocent commuters and the spectacular crash that had possibly ended the life of a promising young athlete had everyone screaming for explanations. In retrospect, Green was grateful for the quick thinking of the duty inspector who’d vetoed the use of lights and siren during the pursuit, and equally grateful that he’d kept his own objections to himself. Lights and siren would not have changed the outcome one bit, but would have redefined the incident as a police chase, drawing Professional Standards, the Special Investigations Unit and a host of procedural nitpickers into the fray. This way, the blame for the crash would be laid squarely at McIntyre’s feet.


  When Green was finally able to escape and track down Hannah and Crystal, Bob Gibbs had managed to get them a warm meal. Green phoned Crystal’s mother, who after much swearing and whining, agreed to send her boyfriend JD down to the station to support the girl.


  “She don’t say a word without a lawyer,” Mrs. Adams snapped, almost as an afterthought.


  “We can get one of the duty defence counsels—”


  “Oh no, she’s not getting one of them morons sits in your back pocket. JD knows someone. I’ll get him to give the guy a call in the morning.”


  “Tomorrow is too late, Mrs. Adams. We need her statement.”


  “That’s not my problem, is it? My daughter’s had a shock, she’s entitled to a good night’s sleep, a lawyer, and somebody to watch her back while youse guys go trying to pin something on her.”


  Green listened to her smoke-gravelled voice as she built up a head of self-righteous steam. He remembered Gibbs’s reference to the expensive electronic equipment in her welfare townhouse, and he wondered just who she was really protecting. But through the half-open interview room, he could see Crystal and Hannah slumped in plastic chairs against the wall. Neither seemed to have the energy even to speak. Crystal stared into space, looking very young beneath the skimpy tank top and cascade of curls.


  In the end, he agreed to allow her to go home with a firm appointment to return the next morning accompanied by an adult family member and the lawyer of their choice. As he watched her slink out under the dead-eyed stare of a man with a straggly goatee and snakes tattooed all around his biceps, Green hoped he hadn’t made a mistake.


  He took Hannah’s hand when she started to follow them out the door. “I’ll get a patrol car to drive you home.”


  She yanked her hand away. “Mike, pul-lease!”


  “Unmarked. Okay? Humour your old man.”


  “I’m not a baby. I got across the country by myself, I can get across town.”


  “I know, but you’ve had a shock, and shock does funny things to the body.”


  She considered. “Will it be a cute cop?”


  He managed a smile. “I’ll see what I can do. I’ll be home as soon as I can, promise.”


  She didn’t brush it off as unimportant, but instead gave the briefest nod of appreciation. As the cruiser pulled away from the front curb, piloted by the tallest, youngest constable he could spare, she turned in the passenger seat and gave him a big thumbs up.


  He wanted to toss all his obligations out the window and rush after her, but at that moment a muddy pick-up slewed into the semi-circular drive and jerked to a stop almost on his toes. Out of the cab piled three men and a woman, all identically dressed in T-shirts, jeans and work boots, with faded ball caps pulled low over their eyes. Green knew instantly that this was Jenna Zukowski’s family. They were all built like beer kegs, half as wide as they were tall, with broad, sunburnt Slavic faces and arms like tree trunks.


  The three men headed for the glass doors to the lobby without a glance in his direction, but the woman stopped. She peered at him through blue eyes bleak and bruised by pain.


  “You’re the inspector.”


  He extended his hand. “Mrs. Zukowski. Yes, we’ve spoken on the phone.”


  “When did you plan to tell us about this accident? You got an answer on the dead woman yet? Is this boy the killer?”


  Inwardly, Green sagged. He thought of all the tasks clamouring for his attention upstairs in the squad room. Arranging a legal search warrant for McIntyre’s house, interviewing Darren O’Shaughnessy, finding out the news on Riley’s condition... All of them would have to wait. In the crises of the day, the fate of Jenna Zukowski had inexcusably slipped from his mind. But for her family the nightmare continued.


  He took the mother’s elbow and opened the door for her. “I don’t have those answers yet, but please come in. I’ll see what I can track down.”


  He seated them in a small conference room off the lobby while he went down the hall to the Ident lab to check on Paquette’s progress with the fingerprints.


  The Ident officer looked harried. “Not ready yet. The skin was pretty damaged. But MacPhail did the post mortem earlier. He might have some news.”


  Green glanced at his watch. It was nearly eight o’clock, well into MacPhail’s serious drinking time. Green steeled himself as he punched in the pathologist’s cell phone number. MacPhail must have been at the rosy stage of intoxication, because his manner was ebullient.


  “I left you a message centuries ago, laddie. Thought I must have fallen from grace when I didn’t hear from you.”


  “It’s been a busy day.”


  “Oh aye, that’s what they all say.”


  A dull ache flickered behind Green’s eyes, and he pinched his fingers to the bridge of his nose. “So have you got confirmation on that ID for me?”


  “Possibly, possibly. But that depends on the family. I need the answer to one wee question.”


  Green jotted it down and returned to the conference room. He dreaded the task. Up to this point, the family had been able to cling to the faint hope that their daughter had not met with a brutal, terrifying end. With this one question, all hope could be dashed.


  The elder Zukowskis were slumped in the plastic chairs, looking small and forlorn, but Jenna’s two brothers stood at rigid attention against the wall. They all tried to read Green’s face as he entered.


  “Mr. and Mrs. Zukowski, did Jenna have an accident when she was a girl? A broken bone?”


  The mother sucked in her breath. “What kind of bone?”


  “Her left forearm. A spiral fracture, as if from twisting.” Even before anyone spoke, Green knew the answer. Shoulders stiffened as if from a physical blow. Glances shot around the table. It was one of her brothers who spoke. Softly. Flatly.


  “Jenna was raped when she was fifteen years old. A senior from her high school. Guy pinned her down. The fucking bastard walked away without a charge.”


  Green heard the implicit accusation but steered clear.


  “What hospital would have the X-rays?” “It’s why our girl left Barry’s Bay, went into social work,” the mother said as if Green hadn’t spoken. “She wanted to help people.”


  “And look what she got for her trouble” was the sentence that hung in the air, unspoken. The parents pulled themselves to their feet and headed towards the door.


  “The pathologist will be releasing her body in the morning,” Green said. “Meanwhile, would you like someone with you? A counsellor...”


  “No.” The father’s voice snapped like a whip in the small room. He reached to take his wife’s arm. “We don’t need none of that. Once we can take her with us, we’ll be going home.”


  When Green arrived back upstairs, he was still awash in sorrow, futile anger and most of all, a nagging shame. He had resented Jenna’s interference, resented her stupidity that had placed her in harm’s way. Dismissed her motives as sheer nosiness. After more than twenty years dealing with the tragic choices people make, he should have known better.


  Only a few detectives remained in the squad room. Gibbs was on the phone, and Sullivan was preparing the video setup for Darren O’Shaughnessy’s interview. Sullivan jerked his head towards Gibbs.


  “He’s talking to the ER, waiting for an update. After that, I’m going to ask him to join me in the interview with Darren.”


  Green chose his words carefully. “You have a history with this guy, Brian. Maybe you shouldn’t be involved.”


  Sullivan’s jaw tightened. “A kid is possibly dead, and this bastard knows something. I know the case. I know what to ask him.”


  “We’ll get someone else and give them an earphone. You can supervise from down the hall.”


  “Who?” Sullivan challenged. “Bob?”


  Green glanced at Gibbs, who sat resting his head in his hand. Distress was etched in every line on his forehead. Green had seen him at the accident scene earlier, carefully avoiding even a glimpse of the body on the stretcher. Almost three months had passed since the attack on Sue. Time was not helping. If anything, he was getting worse as Sue’s struggle dragged on. Something more drastic needed to be done.


  Green shook his head. “I’m not taking the risk. Not with a multiple murder case.” He thought of Hannah nursing her fears all alone as she waited for him to come home. Then he thought of Jenna’s parents, wondering if justice would be served this time. He heaved a deep sigh. “I’ll take the interview myself.”


  A dull red crept up Sullivan’s neck, and Green thought he was about to witness his famous Irish temper. But Sullivan picked up some papers from his desk.


  “Here are my notes and questions. Don’t forget, the guy has a short fuse.”


  Green scanned the latest notes from Ident on the blood at Darren’s home. “Gibbs can come in with me,” he said more gently. “He can wear the earphone and if you think of something that needs asking, feed it to him.”


  Green’s instincts about Gibbs were reinforced when the young detective hung up the phone, looking grim. The detectives all clustered around him. “What’s the news?”


  “He’s in surgery. They said it will be hours. There’s internal bleeding, multiple fractures...”


  “But he’s going to live?”


  “Well, you know what they say. The next forty-eight hours...”


  “So let’s take it one hour at a time,” Green said, clapping Gibbs’ shoulder. “So far, so good.”


  Riley was the first word out of Darren O’Shaughnessy’s mouth the moment Green and Gibbs walked into the interview room. The man looked exhausted. His shaved head shone with sweat, and his skin had an unhealthy blue tinge. A junior member of the defence bar sat at his side—a young man with a cherubic face and a slight lisp who Green suspected had never seen the inside of a police station before. Darren waved aside the introductions and the charter warning impatiently.


  “Riley? Is he alive?”


  Green nodded and relayed what little they’d been told. The man’s relief was minimal.


  “Multiple fractures. To what?”


  “I don’t know. Let’s get the preliminaries over with—”


  “Fuck the preliminaries. Is he going to be able to play again?”


  Green remembered the crushed and bloody body that the emergency workers had pulled from the car. He remembered the paramedic’s off-the-cuff appraisal as he secured the back board. ‘The kid will be lucky if he ever walks again, let alone skates.’ He relayed none of this. “He’s alive, Darren. Let’s go with that for now.”


  “Fat lot of good that does him if he can’t play any more. Have you reached his parents?”


  Green nodded. “His father’s on his way.”


  Darren’s face twisted. “This will kill Ted. He’s put so much into that boy.”


  Green felt a flash of anger that the man seemed more concerned with Riley’s playing prospects than with his very life. Or with the life of the innocent young woman he himself had chopped into bits. “Let’s get on with the interview, Darren,” he said. This time Darren didn’t interrupt while Gibbs read the charges and charter warning, and made the introductions for the tape. When Green asked him if he had anything to say in response to the charges, Darren merely snorted.


  “You haven’t got a thing.”


  “On the contrary, we have blood on your axe, shovel and wheelbarrow.”


  “I killed a groundhog this spring that was burrowing under my shed.”


  Green made a show of consulting Ident’s report. “This has been identified as human blood of the same blood type as the victim. Our Ident team has also just confirmed the presence of blood in your living room and back yard. DNA testing will cinch it, Darren.”


  Darren digested this and grew sullen. “My lawyer says if you can’t prove which one of us killed that broad, you can’t touch any of us. Reasonable doubt.”


  “Oh, we’ll prove it. There’s only you, Ben and Riley in the house. Once we get through going over everyone’s clothing with a fine-tooth comb, lifting prints off the body... Did you know we can get fingerprints off a body nowadays?”


  “Do you think I give a shit about that with Riley lying in the hospital? All of this would never have happened if that stupid broad hadn’t decided to try to ruin his life!”


  Green reached for the manila envelope at his side and took out a sheaf of crime scene photographs. Methodically he began laying then out along the table top. Baby-faced lawyer turned green. “This is what was left of that stupid broad by the time the killer was finished with her. When I show them to Ben, do you think he’ll be as cool about it as you? Are you telling me Ben’s capable of this savagery?”


  Darren slammed his chair back against the wall and leaped up, his fists clenched but his face the colour of putty. His eyes bulged and spittle clung to his slack lips. “You bastard! I’m not saying another fucking word, except you touch my son and I’ll—”


  Baby-face recovered enough to grab his client’s arm.


  “You’ll what, Darren? Punch me out, just the way you did Jenna Zukowski?”


  Darren’s eyes were riveted to the photos, and gradually his rage transformed to horror. His mouth opened several times, but no sound emerged. He sagged back into his chair, shaking his head. “I got nothing to say. Not while Riley’s fighting for his life. If he doesn’t recover, it won’t matter anyway.”


  Twenty



  Green finally arrived home much later than he’d hoped, only to discover to his dismay that the house was empty. Nothing but a note on the kitchen counter. “Don’t sweat, I’m at Jim’s.” No number, no explanation of who Jim was, no word on when she’d be back. But at least she had left a note. At least she was with someone, not alone reliving her close brush with death while her father the bigshot detective put everyone else first. Again.


  As much out of need as guilt, he phoned to touch base with his father, then Sharon. He listened to his son chatter on about Modo and the chipmunk, joked with Sharon about the utter hunting ineptitude of their hundred-pound dog, then hung up to a silence even louder than before. He poured a stiff scotch and spent a long night staring at the ceiling of his bedroom, reliving the case. Wondering if he could have done anything differently, if he could have prevented the tragedy, if they had the right man in custody after all.


  Nothing seemed to add up. Riley had believed Vic McIntyre was the killer—or so he claimed—but McIntyre’s outrage had seemed genuine when Green accused him of trying to kill Riley to cover it up. They had no forensics, witnesses or blood to tie McIntyre to Jenna on the day she died. Furthermore, McIntyre was still strutting around like a man with nothing to fear, threatening to sue everyone over his incarceration and the car chase that had injured his multimillion-dollar player.


  Instead, the forensics pointed to the O’Shaughnessys. The bloody murder weapon, and the probable murder scene, had been at Darren’s house. Yet it was difficult to fake the horror on Darren’s face when he’d seen the grisly photos. Darren was not a sophisticated man, nor a subtle one. Could he be that good an actor?


  To add to all his doubts, there would be fallout from the chase that had led to Riley’s accident. Even though neither had been directly the result of police action, Green knew the public would want answers. In the press, the tense, split-second decisions made by himself and Ford would be minutely dissected. With a young man’s promising future in ruins, everyone would be looking for someone to blame.


  Green’s fears were not allayed when he arrived at his desk to find three urgent messages from Barbara Devine and one from the office of the new Chief, who seemed anxious to make his authority felt. Tossing them aside for the moment, he went in search of Sullivan, who was nowhere to be seen. But Gibbs was at his desk on the phone. He looked freshly showered and shaved this morning, but a worrisome aura of gin hung around him.


  “Anything on Riley?” Green asked once Gibbs hung up. Others in the squad room drifted close to hear. Riley was a minor celebrity; it seemed he carried the dreams of many on his shoulders.


  “Good news, sir. He’s out of recovery, and he’s conscious this morning. The doctors say he’s still not out of the woods yet, but they’re amazed at how fast he’s come around.”


  “So the prognosis looks good.”


  “Better, that’s for sure. At least there’s no neurological or spinal damage.”


  The relief in the room was palpable, and Green smiled. He could handle Devine and the media, he could even handle the Chief himself as long as Riley recovered. He nodded to Gibbs. “You all set up for the Crystal Adams interview? Make sure you find out how she and McIntyre are connected.” He slapped his head in dismay. “Speaking of McIntyre, get Jones working on a search warrant of his house. We’re looking for drugs. Right now all we have on the putz is a couple of driving offences, but he fits into the bigger picture somehow.”


  He left Gibbs jotting eagerly into his notebook, and he was just returning to his desk to place the call to the Chief when his cell phone rang. To his surprise, it was Marija Kovacev. Her tone crashed him back to earth.


  “What did you do!” she shrieked. “Why did you chase him!”


  “Marija, I can’t discuss the case—”


  “Yes, you can! I called you, I tell you where he is, then you trick me—”


  “No, I didn’t. I was trying to help him.”


  “But he may die.” Her voice rose. “Because of you. Because of me!”


  “Marija, listen to me. He’s not going to die. He’s had surgery, and it’s looking very good.”


  “He was so scared yesterday, and I tell him to trust you. I need to explain to him.”


  “I’m sure when he’s better—”


  “No, I am at the hospital now. I bring him his phone.”


  “His what?” Green asked, startled.


  “He forget his phone. Just like Lea’s.”


  The implication did not hit Green until after she’d signed off. “Just like Lea’s,” she’d said. Lea’s phone had never been recovered in any of the searches, whereas Riley had obviously used his own phone to call Green yesterday from his car. What if this was Lea’s phone, and Riley had been trying to return it? What if there was crucial evidence on it that would help put all the pieces in place?


  Green glanced at his watch. Marija had said she was already at the hospital. If he hoped to intercept her, he had no time to call the Chief’s office or fend off Barbara Devine. He was just pocketing his keys and getting ready to sneak out of the station when he spotted Sullivan climbing off the elevator. The big detective looked red-eyed and rumpled, as if he’d slept in his suit.


  “Want to grab a coffee?” Sullivan asked.


  “I’m trying to get out of here before they catch me,” Green said. “Come with me to see Riley O’Shaughnessy.”


  “The kid will barely be conscious!”


  “Maybe. But I’m very curious to hear what he has to say. And to see what’s on a cell phone he left at Marija Kovacev’s. It might be Lea’s.”


  “The Chief will have your head,” Sullivan said as they accelerated out of the parking lot, but he was smiling. Outside, masses of black clouds roiled in the western sky, threatening trouble. Steering with one hand, Green reached for his cell phone and dialled the Chief ’s office. To Green’s relief, the secretary said he was in a meeting.


  “I’m returning his call,” Green said, the essence of courtesy. “I’ll be out of phone range at the hospital for a while, but when would be a good time to call again?”


  The secretary wasn’t falling for it. “He wants to see you, along with Superintendent Devine, in his office at eleven o’clock.”


  Green glanced at his watch. That gave him little more than an hour to accomplish what he wanted at the hospital. When it came to this new chief, timing was not negotiable. He flicked on his emergency lights and stepped on the accelerator as he shot onto the Queensway.


  “I don’t know what the big deal is,” he grumbled. “There’s no other way we could have handled it.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “The Chief’s just flexing his muscles, making sure we know who’s boss. Probably just an image exercise, so the public doesn’t think he’s running a bunch of cowboys. McIntyre’s lawyer is shooting his mouth off.”


  “McIntyre’s a loose cannon, but I’ve got Jones working on a warrant, based on what I hope Crystal is going to give us. Once we seize all that stuff in his house, it should shut him up fast.”


  At the hospital, Green parked right outside the main entrance and slapped a police sticker on the dash. The hospital was bustling with activity, its main corridor more like a shopping mall than a state-of-the-art teaching hospital, but when they stepped off the elevator on the surgical floor, Green instinctively recoiled. Here the beep of machines, the drone of the PA , and the unique smell of disinfectant and disease brought memories crashing back. He’d had too many vigils at hospital bedsides. Sue Peters, numerous assault victims, and his own mother, who’d wasted to nothing during her long, futile fight with cancer. By the end, she’d looked like the concentration camp victim she’d been forty years earlier. That cruel irony still haunted him in the dead of night.


  The nursing station on the surgical floor had a broad counter and a wall of TV monitors which beeped and danced. Two nurses sat quietly recording, and one looked up cheerfully as they approached. The sight of their detective shields brought the head nurse running from the back room.


  “How is he?” Green asked.


  “Conscious and speaking, but still weak. The doctor has ordered visitors restricted to immediate family for the next two days.”


  “We’d like to ask him a few questions. At least some preliminaries. In cases like this, it’s important to get the recollections early.”


  She looked dubious. “I’ll have to check with the doctor, and he’s in a consultation right now. If you’d like to take a seat in the waiting room...”


  The surgical care waiting room was nothing more than a cluster of plastic chairs shoved into a corner. Marija Kovacev was already there, huddled in a chair. She looked even more gaunt and ravaged than before, her cheekbones protruding and her striking blue eyes sunk deep into their sockets. There was a wildness about her, as if she were hanging on to her sanity by the smallest thread. On the table beside her sat a large vase of roses, which Green suspected she’d picked from her own garden. His heart tightened. She was reaching out to Riley as if he were an extension of her own daughter, as if keeping him alive somehow kept Lea alive.


  Her weary eyes lit at the sight of Green, and she pulled herself upright. “They are not letting me visit him—family only—but I talked a long time with his father. I told him Riley visit at my house and that he was afraid. The poor man was very sad about Lea. He has been here all night. He is meeting with the doctor now. I am waiting for Riley’s nurse, to give her these flowers and his phone.”


  “May I see that phone?” Green asked casually. She shot him a sharp look. “Why?” “You said it looked just like Lea’s. Maybe it is hers. We still haven’t found it.”


  She gave a small gasp and immediately plunged her hand into her mammoth purse, rummaging frantically until she found it. She held it in her palm with reverence.


  “It has Riley’s picture, that’s why I think it’s his.” She flipped it open and stared at the photo on the screen. It showed Riley laughing into the camera against a backdrop Green recognized as Hog’s Back Falls. “It looks like a lover’s picture,” she said in wonderment. “Maybe Lea took this.”


  On the night she died, he suspected, and he could tell from her quivering lips that she had drawn the same conclusion. She handed the phone to Green. “I don’t understand how it is working, but are there more pictures?”


  Green pressed buttons with some trepidation. What if these photos were not suitable for parental eyes? Marija had been through enough without unpleasant images to mar her thoughts of her daughter’s last night.


  The photos were the usual assortment of spontaneous and silly portraits, but their content altered towards the end. Blurry, off-kilter shots of toes and treetops and park signs replaced the staged photos of themselves, and one brief video was a wild, spinning blur of park scenery. Lea high on drugs, losing control and sanity. He closed the photo menu, hoping Marija had not seen the last few.


  “She’s got messages,” he said as text popped up on the screen. He scrolled down. Ten messages. Half were from Marija herself, but four had the caller ID Crystal Adams. “Do you know Lea’s password?”


  Marija started to shake her head, then her expression cleared. “Try her father’s name. Zlatan. She often uses that.”


  Green punched it in and was immediately connected to the voice mail box. Aware of Marija’s tense, expectant gaze upon him, he rose and walked to a quiet corner of the hall. Crystal’s first message, logged at five thirty on the day before Lea’s fatal outing, was brief and breezy. “Hey Lea, got your stuff! Guaranteed to be some serious weed.” The second, logged at noon on the day she died, was decidedly peculiar. “Hey Lea, are you going to party tonight? I got it specially, so don’t go giving it away.”


  The third and fourth were a little more anxious. “Hey, where are you? Have you tried the stuff yet? I really want to know how it went.” The final message, logged at 10:57 on Monday evening, was the most telling. “You know what? I think you should throw the stuff away. Call me when you get this. Whatever you do, don’t give it to Riley.”


  The next messages were all from Marija, frantic to know where her daughter was, unaware that by the time of her calls, Lea was already dead. Green disconnected and stood a moment reflecting on the meaning of Crystal’s words. Some things were clear. Crystal had indeed supplied the marijuana that had killed Lea, and she knew it was unusual quality, perhaps even laced. Had she known it was lethal? Was that why she warned Lea not to give it to Riley or to anyone else? But she had obviously begun to worry when she did not hear back from Lea. Had she begun to have second thoughts? Or had she begun to fear the drug was more potent than she had intended?


  A lot of questions, not the least of which was—was McIntyre her supplier, and had he known the dose was lethal? Key questions that would only be answered when she came in for her interview later that day.


  He walked back to join Marija and Sullivan, trying to look nonchalant. “It’s definitely Lea’s phone. Your messages are on there, plus some from her friends. I’ll need to take it in for further analysis.”


  She looked apprehensive. “Will I get it back? So I can have the photos?”


  He reassured her, pocketed the phone in an evidence bag and ushered her onto the elevator with a promise to deliver her flowers personally. He barely had time to fill Sullivan in on Crystal’s messages when a door slammed across the hall and a man barrelled towards them. Green caught sight of blazing eyes and purple jowls as the man stormed by towards the stairs. At the last second, he recognized Riley’s father.


  “Mr. O’Shaughnessy!” he cried, seizing the man’s arm. Ted O’Shaughnessy stared right through him and wrenched his arm free without breaking his stride. Good God, Green worried as he looked down the hall towards the patients’ rooms. Is it that bad?


  The door opened again, and this time a dark, rail-thin man in green surgical scrubs emerged, his black eyes troubled. He stopped short at the sight of Green and Sullivan.


  “I’m Dr. Vishnu. Are you the detectives?”


  Green made the introductions, hoping that the inspector label would carry some weight, but the doctor seemed unimpressed. He spoke in a clipped, unemotional tone with only the slightest hint of his native India. “I can only allow you five minutes with him, and a nurse must be in the room. Her word goes.”


  “Is there anything that would affect his statement? Any neurological or memory problems?” Green asked.


  “He’s been sleeping most of the time, and he’s on a fairly strong pain medication. He doesn’t remember the accident, which is quite normal, so he may not be able to help you. Don’t pressure him or challenge him.”


  “Any questions we should avoid?”


  “Don’t discuss whether he’ll play hockey again. He may ask you, but don’t answer. He’d need a major miracle. His right leg is pinned in three places. I was just telling his father the prognosis. I think that’s what upset him so much.” Vishnu paused as if debating the wisdom of further disclosure. “I haven’t mentioned this to Riley, but I did tell the father as well, and perhaps you should know, since it may have some bearing on the accident. We ran a routine toxicology screen when he was admitted, and it showed two elevated readings—ephedra and creatinine. Ephedrine is a metabolic stimulant found in common over-thecounter medications, but it’s often used by athletes as an energy booster. In large doses, it can cause agitation, possibly confusion. Ironically, the ephedrine may actually have been a benefit to him after the accident in keeping his heart stimulated.”


  “And creatinine?”


  “Elevated creatinine can have a variety of etiologies, but based on his muscle bulk and water retention, I would estimate that he was taking creatine.” Seeing Green’s blank look, he continued. “Creatine is a performance-enhancing supplement athletes use to build muscle mass. It’s not nearly as dangerous as steroids, but we don’t know much about its side effects with adolescents. Regardless, mixing substances that rev up the metabolism is never good.”


  Green remembered the manic edge to Riley’s behaviour during the car chase. “You’re saying it could have a bearing on the accident?”


  “Well...” Vishnu paused. “It’s not my field, but it might have increased his agitation or interfered with his judgment. Not seriously, but in a stressful situation...” He looked uncomfortable venturing beyond his expertise. “Both these drugs can easily be bought over the counter or on the internet, you understand. Neither one is illegal.”


  “Not illegal, just unsportsmanlike,” muttered Sullivan once they’d thanked the doctor and were following the nurse down the hall in the ward. “So much for being a role model for our kids.”


  Green was thinking of the cases of bottled sports drink in McIntyre’s closet. “Dr. Rosen’s Electro-boost”. More likely Dr. McIntyre’s private concoction, which Riley probably drank almost like water. If he had known it contained ephedrine, would he have let Lea drink it that night? “It’s possible he didn’t know.”


  Sullivan shot him an incredulous look. “What kid wouldn’t know? Unless he chooses not to know.”


  Green’s reply was cut short by the nurse, who stopped in front of a half open door and placed her finger to her lips. Green steeled himself for the worst, but when the nurse peeked inside, Riley was propped up in bed, a little bleary-eyed but alert. His skin was waxen pale, but except for the sutures that criss-crossed his face and the tubes and wires that snaked all around him, he looked almost normal. His right leg was in a massive, full-length cast suspended from an overhead pulley.


  Sullivan, the father of two teenage boys, spoke first. His voice was soft. “Hi, Riley. I’m Brian Sullivan, and this is Mike Green. We’re detectives. How are you feeling?”


  “Like I’ve been checked into the boards by Zdeno Chara.”


  Sullivan laughed, and even Green understood the reference. Zdeno Chara was a six-foot-nine hockey legend who crushed forwards with a single nudge. The kid’s on the ball at least, Green thought with relief. He let Sullivan carry on.


  Sullivan eased himself casually into the chair by the bed. “You’re looking better than yesterday, for sure.”


  Trailing his IV tubing, Riley raised one hand to stroke his injured leg. “I know I banged up this pretty good, but I’ll be back on the ice. If I have to visit every doctor on the planet.”


  “That’s the spirit. Do you remember what happened?”


  Riley tried to shake his head, but winced. “Dad told me I totalled my Mustang.”


  Sullivan nodded. “But there’s always another where it came from.”


  “Probably not where that one came from. Not with Vic in jail.”


  Green sat down gingerly on the edge of the bed. “Riley, Vic didn’t kill the social worker.”


  Riley’s eyes filled. “But...but...”


  “I know you think he did, but the evidence doesn’t point that way. We found the tools used and the place it happened. It wasn’t anywhere near Vic’s place.”


  Riley grew even more pale. “Who?”


  “We’ve arrested your Uncle Darren.”


  “Uncle Darren!” Riley stared at them, his colour flooding back in. “That’s insane! Why would Uncle Darren kill that woman?”


  “They got in an argument. She came to his house and confronted him—”


  “About what?”


  “About Lea. He lost his temper. It’s all at his house, Riley. The blood in the living room, the wheelbarrow he moved her in—”


  “I can’t believe this! I know Uncle Darren’s got a temper, but...”


  “He’s as good as admitted it.”


  From the corner of his eye, Green saw the nurse step forward, as if preparing to intervene. Riley ignored her. “When did he do this? How could I not know? I live with him!”


  “Last Friday morning. The social worker was last seen heading over to his house.”


  “But that’s impossible. Friday morning he was—” Abruptly, Riley’s eyes bulged and all traces of colour fled his cheeks. He clamped his mouth shut.


  “He was what?”


  “Nothing.”


  “You were going to say something.”


  “I...I just couldn’t believe he would do it.” Above his head, the heart monitor began to race.


  “I think it’s time—” began the nurse. Green leaned close.


  “But you said it was impossible. Do you know something?”


  “No! No! I didn’t mean that!” He squirmed in the bed as if trying to escape. The nurse leaped forward.


  “Okay, that’s enough, you two. Time to go.” Green hesitated, watching Riley. The youth was ghostly pale, his breathing ragged and his face twisted in panic. Why panic? What was he hiding?


  “Out!” the nurse thundered and yanked open the door.


  Both detectives were silent as they made their way outside. The black clouds now blanketed the sky, and wind swirled debris across the parking lot. Back in the car, Sullivan turned on his cell and called Gibbs to tell him about Crystal’s messages. Gibbs was due to interview Crystal in-depth later that day and the more ammunition he had, the better. Green didn’t start the ignition but instead sat drumming his fingers on the steering wheel. He knew the Chief was waiting for him, but something far more important was at stake. His mind raced over and over Riley’s reaction, picking apart the nuances of his words.


  What exactly had happened back there in Riley’s room? What had the boy started to say, and why had he refused to go on? Green sensed that the timing of his reaction was crucial. At first, Riley had been shocked to learn that Darren was the killer. Shocked and incredulous, but ready at least to entertain the possibility. Until...


  Until he had learned the time of the murder. Only then had he said it was impossible. He’d blurted it out without thinking, as if he knew Darren couldn’t have done it at that time.


  “Brian, have we double-checked Darren’s whereabouts on the Friday morning? Checked his work log or customers?”


  Sullivan had been listening quietly to his phone, and now he cocked his head thoughtfully. “Watts and LeBlanc were on it. I’ll check with them. But Gibbs just told me one interesting piece of news from Ident. There is no trace of blood anywhere in the interior of Darren’s plumbing van.”


  “Which means either he used some other vehicle to transport the body, or Riley’s right. He didn’t do it.” Green felt a shiver of excitement. “Riley must know Darren wasn’t at the house Friday morning. It’s the only explanation for what he said.”


  “But if he knew Darren wasn’t there, why wouldn’t he say so? Why clam up?”


  Green remembered the boy’s panic. “Because he realized that if he gave Darren an alibi for that morning, we’d start looking elsewhere.”


  “And he didn’t want that?”


  “No. I bet when he heard the time, he realized who the killer must be, and it was worse than his Uncle Darren.”


  “Not necessarily,” Sullivan said, always the pragmatist.


  Green made intuitive leaps, but Sullivan knew they had to look at every small step in between. “Maybe he just got scared about incriminating anyone else.”


  “No, he was horrified. Who would horrify him that much? Who would he want to protect even more than his uncle?”


  Sullivan’s eyes narrowed, and Green could see him methodically going over the same choices in his head. Weighing the possibilities and discarding them just as Green had done, until only one name remained.


  “His father.”


  “Bingo.”


  “But we don’t even know if he was in Ottawa that morning.”


  “Not yet we don’t, but he always stayed with Darren when he came up. And remember...” Green stabbed the air with a triumphant finger, “remember last Saturday, when we went looking for Riley at his uncle’s house. Darren said he and his father had just driven down to Gananoque that morning with some of the stuff. Which means he could have been in Ottawa Friday! We should call down to Gananoque and ask some discreet questions.”


  The first fat raindrops splattered the windshield. Sullivan pulled out his notebook and began a list. “We’ll need his shoes—another search warrant for Jones.”


  Green nodded. “And his vehicle. I know he drives a pickup, perfect for transporting a body.”


  Sullivan paused with his pen poised. His broad face was creased in a frown. “It does explain Darren’s behaviour, why he’s playing hard to get. Leading us on and then dancing out of reach. He figures if there’s enough confusion, maybe both of them can stay in the clear. All the same...”


  Green smacked his forehead. “I don’t know why I didn’t think of the father before. It was staring me in the face last Sunday, when I saw how committed he was to his kid’s dream.”


  “But so were a lot of people.”


  “But he spent years shaping this kid. Flooding his backyard, teaching him how to score. He even let himself be edged out by McIntyre, all for the sake of the kid’s future.”


  Sullivan shook his head slowly, as if arguing against himself. “I don’t buy it. It doesn’t sit right. Ted was a good father, he put in a lot of time and yeah, he wanted his kid to go far, but so does every other parent on the competitive minor league circuit. If that was a motive for murder, there’d be a hell of a lot more bodies littering the sport.”


  “But the man’s got the same O’Shaughnessy temper. You saw his face this morning. He looked on a mission to kill.” Green froze. “Holy shit, maybe he’s not done yet. Maybe he is on a mission to kill.”


  “Who?”


  “Vic McIntyre. Good thing McIntyre is still in lock-up.”


  “He’s not. He got released on his own recognizance this morning.”


  “Jesus!” Green started the car. “Call dispatch. We need to get over to McIntyre’s house right away!”


  Twenty-One



  Detective Bob Gibbs pressed “Print” and sat back at his desk with a feeling of satisfaction. The list of questions he’d prepared for Crystal’s interview was perfect. He didn’t expect trouble; the girl had seemed thoroughly shaken by her experience the day before, and he suspected she’d put up very little resistance once she heard her messages on Lea’s cell phone. Her own admission of guilt would be nice, but he was more interested in where she had bought the lethal marijuana and who had told her how to mix it. Someone else had to be behind the scheme, someone who had used her naïveté and her friendship with Lea to accomplish his ruthless ends. All signs pointed to the bullying, coercive Vic McIntyre, and Gibbs hoped that Crystal would be able to provide the missing link in the chain that had led to Lea’s death so they could nail the slimeball for good.


  He took up the printed questions and was just starting down the hall to check the video set-up in the interview room when his phone rang. To his surprise, it was Crystal’s mother, sounding more subdued and concerned than he would have thought possible.


  “She’s gone,” the woman said without preamble Gibbs’s heart sank. He’d sworn the girl was ready to talk. “A man came and picked her up.”


  “What man?”


  “I don’t know. Some older guy. He acted real friendly, but Crystal weren’t too happy to see him.”


  “But she went with him?”


  “Yeah. Not sure she had much choice. He whispered something in her ear that I couldn’t hear, and then he takes her by the arm and off they go. He was nicely dressed, and he didn’t look like a creep, that’s why I told Crystal to answer the door. I wasn’t dressed yet.”


  “When was this?”


  “About an hour ago. I wasn’t sure I should call, or if she was just taking off.”


  “You did the right thing. Can you describe this man?”


  “Short but built, like he works out. Sens baseball cap, red face.”


  Gibbs’s suspicion began to crystallize. He felt sweat break out on his back, and the phone grew slippery in his hand. “Did you see if he had a vehicle?”


  “Yeah, he did. Big, pricey SUV, black as the devil.”


  Please God, Gibbs thought. The familiar finger of dread shot down his spine as he reached for his cell phone.


  


  When Green rounded the corner into sight of McIntyre’s house, he felt a small relief. By then, rain was pelting the street, and the windshield wipers slapped a noisy rhythm through the sheets of rain. McIntyre’s house looked deserted. There was no SUV in the driveway.


  “Looks like he’s not home,” he said. “With any luck, Ted O’Shaughnessy won’t know where else to look.”


  “What’s that?” Sullivan asked.


  Green followed his finger. There were only three vehicles parked on the street, and Sullivan was pointing to a vaguely familiar, rust-riddled white pick-up parked in front of McIntyre’s neighbour.


  “Doesn’t look like it fits,” Sullivan added. The few cars in the driveways were late-model minivans or Japanese sedans with barely a speck of rust among them. “It could be a contractor or a gardener.”


  Green drew up beside it. The cab was empty, but an open box of ammunition sat on the passenger’s seat. A chill shot through him. “Run the plate.”


  Sullivan was just activating the mobile computer when the side door to McIntyre’s garage opened, and a man in a yellow rain slicker emerged. He glanced nervously around but didn’t notice the unmarked car, which was screened by the truck. He slipped down the path and opened the gate to the backyard. His hood was down, as if he was indifferent to the gusting rain. In that brief glance, Green recognized Ted O’Shaughnessy, carrying what looked like a hunting rifle.


  "Jesus H.,” Green muttered.


  “He’s armed.”


  “Winchester 30-30, looks like. A lot of gun.”


  “Call it in. I’m going to park out of sight until back-up arrives.” While Green parked the car, Sullivan spoke to the Communications Centre, and within minutes, the duty inspector and the Tactical Team supervisor were on the speaker phone.


  “Jeez, Sully!” Inspector Ford exclaimed, once Sullivan had filled them in. “You boys are bad for my health. What the hell have you two stepped into this time?”


  “Luckily, I don’t think the target is at home,” Green replied. “The suspect is lying in wait, probably in the backyard or possibly inside if he can gain access.”


  “Is there an escape route through the back yard?”


  “Only to other backyards, if you feel like vaulting a six-foot fence.”


  “Okay, we’ve got the property on satellite,” said another voice Green recognized as the Tac supervisor. “Sit tight and watch the place till we arrive. If the target arrives, detain him.”


  No kidding, thought Green, biting back a sarcastic retort. He was distracted by the ringing of his cell phone. He was tempted to ignore it, but saw it was Bob Gibbs.


  “Trouble, sir,” the young detective burst out as soon as Green answered. “Crystal Adams, you know the—”


  “What about her, Bob?”


  “McIntyre paid her a visit this morning and took her off in his car.”


  Green glanced at the house in dismay. “What time was this?”


  “A-about an hour ago, sir.”


  Green did a split second calculation. Crystal lived in a public housing project on the eastern edge of Alta Vista, but very close to Walkley Road. The drive from there to Hunt Club would only take fifteen minutes. Maybe twenty in this pouring rain. Plenty of time for McIntyre to get home, spirit the girl inside, and do god-knows-what before Ted O’Shaughnessy arrived.


  He stared at the closed doors of the two-car garage. They had to check inside that garage!


  “Bob, I don’t have time to explain. I’m going to pass this on to the Com Centre, and I want you to go straight up there and tell the duty inspector everything you know.”


  When he’d hung up, he immediately relayed the news to the Com Centre. “We need to know if McIntyre’s vehicle is in the garage, so I’m going to go—”


  “Green!” snapped the Tac supervisor. “Don’t be a hero!”


  “We need to know! A sixteen-year-old girl is at risk.” Far more than you know, Green added silently, remembering the sex dens and the hidden videos. Before the Tac supervisor could object further, he slipped out of the car and turned back to Sullivan. “Use the binoculars and see what you can make out through the windows.”


  “Be careful! That’s one serious firearm he has.” Green nodded and grabbed his body armour and utility belt from the trunk. He started down the street, trying to hug close to shrubs and cars along the way. He felt like a sitting duck, aware that both McIntyre and O’Shaughnessy would recognize him on sight. Sullivan should have done this, he realized belatedly. Sullivan could have walked right up and knocked on the front door, pretending to be a Jehovah’s Witness. At the thought, a manic chuckle bubbled up inside. Here he was, wearing a vest that a Winchester 30-30 round would slice right through and carrying a pistol that he’d never fired outside the practice range in all his years on the force. When all along, a Jehovah’s Witness could do the trick.


  By the time he reached McIntyre’s house, his clothing and hair were drenched, and water blurred his eyes. He crept along the foundation so that he was not visible through the windows, crossed the driveway and peeked around the corner of the garage to the side path. No sign of O’Shaughnessy. He listened but could hear nothing above the rain hammering against the house. With a wary eye on the gate ahead, he sneaked along the stone path to the side door. As before, he slipped it open and peered inside the garage. Fear gripped his throat. The black Navigator was there.


  Which meant that McIntyre and Crystal were already inside. He scurried back down the path, across the front yard, and around the hedge into the neighbour’s side yard. When he was sufficiently out of earshot, he huddled under a tall tee and radioed in to report the bad news. As he spoke, he caught a glimpse of a police cruiser slipping quietly into place at the end of the street, barricading the block.


  “Any signs of a confrontation?” the Tac supervisor wanted to know.


  Green squinted at the house through the rain. “It’s hard to hear above the weather, but it seems quiet. The curtains are drawn.”


  “Then go back to your vehicle and wait for us. We’re ten minutes away.”


  “We don’t have ten minutes,” Green said. “There’s a killer wandering around with a Winchester 30-30, and a minor who may already be harmed.”


  “If he spots you, it may set him off.”


  Green stared back at the house. It looked so serene, but what the hell was going on inside? That’s what he needed to find out. He muttered a hasty reassurance to the Tac supervisor, signed off and phoned Sullivan.


  “Grab your gear and meet me at the neighbour’s side yard.” He didn’t give Sullivan time to protest before hanging up. Then he hunched down under the neighbour’s tree and counted the agonizing seconds until Sullivan appeared.


  “We’re not going in,” Green said as they checked their Glocks, “but we need to get close enough to hear. So we’re going to scout the house and if possible, get a peek inside.”


  Sullivan’s face tightened. “Does Tactical know this?”


  “They’d just tell me not to. But procedure does tell us to go in if we suspect imminent risk to others. I do.” He hunched over, ducked around the hedge and retraced his steps along the front of McIntyre’s house, conscious of Sullivan’s steps squishing through the grass behind him. They rounded the side of the house and headed down the path to the back gate. Cautiously, Green eased the latch up and cracked the gate open two inches. He peered through the gap. The pool glistened undisturbed, its surface pebbled by rain. In his line of vision, he could see no sign of O’Shaughnessy. He pushed the gate open enough to squeeze through and pressed himself against the back wall of the house.


  The backyard was empty. Ted O’Shaughnessy had disappeared, almost certainly inside the house. Green beckoned to Sullivan and the two of them inched along the back of the house. Up ahead was a large window, further on a set of French doors, and at the far end, a smaller bay window. Ted must have entered by the French doors.


  Green signalled Sullivan to check in the first window while he ducked along to the French doors. He pressed himself against the wall, feeling the rough brick against his cheek as he edged forward to peer through the door. He could make out the leather sofas and floor-to-ceiling fieldstone fireplace of the family room. Sullivan came up behind him.


  “Nothing,” he whispered, barely audible above the driving rain and howling wind.


  Green reached to lay his hand on the door handle, and Sullivan grabbed it. He shook his head vigorously.


  “We need to hear,” Green whispered. He pressed down on the handle and felt the door give. It creaked as it drifted open, and both detectives ducked back out of the line of fire. Nothing. Gripping their guns, they stepped through the door onto the polished hardwood floor and eased the door shut, closing the wind and rain behind them. Now Green could hear the faint strains of music. He recognized the sound. Soft, seductive jazz. He held his breath and cocked his head. No voices, just the occasional groan. It could have been a moan of pleasure or a whimper of fear. Beside the family room, the kitchen was also empty, its counters clear except for a collection of empty wine bottles near the sink. He tried to recall the layout of the house. Ahead lay the hall and to the right the closed door leading to the home office. But the jazz wafted through the house from a distant room.


  Were McIntyre and Crystal in one of the bedrooms, he wondered? Even more important, where the hell was Ted O’Shaughnessy?


  His questions were answered by the ear-splitting crack of a rifle shot, followed by a girl’s scream and a man’s hoarse shout. The detectives hit the floor and rolled behind the couch, fumbling to aim their guns at the doorway.


  “Jumpin’ Jesus,” a man bellowed from some far recess of the house. “Ted! You could have fucking killed me!”


  “If I wanted to kill you, you’d be dead. I want answers!”


  In the background, a girl wailed.


  “Ted, take it easy, before somebody gets hurt.”


  “Get up and get away from the girl.”


  “Ted, you don’t want to—”


  “Get away from the girl!”


  “Now listen to me, you ungrateful prick—”


  Another shot rang out. The girl’s shriek rose higher.


  “You gonna shoot the girl, huh? Is that what you want?”


  “This is all your fault!” O’Shaughnessy roared, and Green could hear an edge of hysteria in his voice. He and Sullivan were racing across the house and up the stairs. No need for stealth, just speed. “Riley may never play again! You fed him drugs—”


  “He never touched drugs—”


  “Performance enhancers! You made him crash. All because you didn’t want him to see that girl!”


  “That was this little lady’s idea,” McIntyre replied. “She came up with the plan. You want to kill her too?”


  “She’s a kid, McIntyre.”


  “Some kid. Look at these melons. Want a piece of her too?”


  The girl’s only response was a whimper.


  “You’re sick!” Ted snapped. “Why did you do it, huh? You couldn’t control him any more? He wouldn’t listen to you?”


  “Come on, Ted, don’t play innocent,” McIntyre snapped. “He was off his game. The most important playoffs of his career, and his focus was shot, all because he was thinking with his dick. Everybody said do something!”


  From the top of the stairs, Green could now see Ted looming in the doorway of the bedroom at the end of the hall. He was facing into the room, brandishing his rifle.


  “Riley would never take drugs! You tricked him, you freaked him out, and now it’s all over. His life, my life...”


  As he crept down the hall, Green steadied his gun with both hands. Mentally rehearsed procedure. Aim weapon. Police! Don’t move! He prayed for calm. Over the barrel, he glimpsed the massive bed with its red silk duvet tossed on the floor. McIntyre was crouched on the bed in a tangle of sheets, his doughy skin glistening in the reddish glow of a dozen romantic sconces. In his arms, her naked body pressed against his as a shield, was a wideeyed, sobbing girl. She was rigidly still, but as Green reached the door, her eyes locked on his. For a split-second, they widened.


  O’Shaughnessy lifted his rifle and started to swing towards the door. Adrenaline shot through Green, and he was just aiming his Glock and preparing to shout when Sullivan barrelled past him and slammed his footballer’s shoulder into O’Shaughnessy’s side. The rifle flew up in the air, hit the ceiling and clattered harmlessly to the floor. Green dived to retrieve it, keeping his eye fixed on McIntyre and his gun trained on O’Shaughnessy. The man flailed briefly beneath Sullivan’s weight, but within ten seconds, Sullivan had him pinned and cuffed.


  Crystal had scrambled to the corner, where she cowered, shivering and weeping. Green grabbed the red duvet from the floor and threw it over her.


  At that moment, the Tactical Unit burst through the door.


  Twenty-Two



  McIntyre’s house was in chaos for most of the afternoon. Two CID teams arrived to handle the arrests of both McIntyre and O’Shaughnessy. Lou Paquette and his partner showed up with the official search warrant, grumbling about the mountain of physical evidence already collected in the Lea Kovacev case.


  “Tell the bad guys not to do another major crime for at least six months,” he warned the CID teams in his gravelly, whiskey-soaked voice.


  Paramedics swept in to examine Crystal and ultimately take her to the hospital. The girl had been virtually mute since her rescue and huddled in the corner, refusing to answer questions.


  “She’s in shock,” the senior paramedic told Green. “Plus she’s stoned. She’s lethargic and doesn’t seem to remember how she got here.”


  “Did he rape her?”


  The paramedic shrugged. “I’ll leave that for the ER team to determine. There are no visible signs of assault, but I’m betting he fed her something.”


  Once he’d recovered his dignity and his clothes, McIntyre began to scream about lawsuits and criminal charges. He protested his innocence all the way into the back of the cruiser, demanding to speak to his lawyer, Green’s superior and “whoever really wears the pants in your chicken-shit organization.” He said Crystal and he had a special relationship, and that he’d never realized she was only sixteen. If she was on drugs, she had taken them herself.


  Ted O’Shaughnessy said very little, but watched in resigned silence as McIntyre was driven away. A tow truck arrived to take Ted’s pick-up truck to the impound yard. Even from a cursory glance, Green could tell Ted had washed the truck bed clean with a pressure washer, but there were plenty of cracks and crevices where blood could still cling. Lyle Cunningham promised he’d examine it as soon as he could climb over the bags of evidence already piled up in his lab.


  On Sullivan’s advice, Ted didn’t say a word about Jenna’s murder, but he showed no surprise when the charge was read out, nor did he proclaim his outraged innocence. Green stood on the front lawn and watched him as he was bundled into the back of the cruiser. He looked like a man shell-shocked by the unravelling of his life, as much in disbelief about his own actions as others were.


  Sullivan appeared at Green’s side, car keys in hand. “You coming with me?”


  Green hesitated. He was still flying high on adrenaline, and he knew what awaited him back at the station. Not the thrill of interviewing the witnesses and wrapping up the case, but hours of debriefing, media clamour and damage control. Guns had been drawn, Tac orders ignored, civilians placed in harm’s way. It didn’t matter that no one had been killed, no shots had been fired, at least by police, and two suspects were now in custody with promising cases against them. The minutia of police protocol would come before all else.


  Meanwhile here at McIntyre’s house, Lou Paquette and his partner were just starting a thorough search of the premises. Green wanted to hang around to ensure that they uncovered all the sleazy secrets he knew lay within.


  By the time he arrived back at the station three hours later, the adrenaline had worn off, but he felt the triumph of a case well solved. Paquette had been able to seize all the photographs, videos, bottles and pills. If even a few of the seizures contained something illegal—underage girls, crystal meth or designer drugs—they should have enough to put the bastard out of circulation for a few years.


  Lea’s panties were just the crowning touch. Paquette ordered DNA testing right away, and maybe in the end, it would be through those panties that Lea would be able to extract her final revenge.


  After enduring a remarkably painless preliminary debriefing with Devine, who was just happy that the whole fiasco looked like a success on the six o’clock news, Green arrived down in the squad room to find Sullivan at his computer, preparing his interview notes for Ted O’Shaughnessy. Sullivan glanced up. “You want to be in on this, Mike?”


  Green shook his head. “And I don’t think you should be either.”


  Sullivan frowned. “There’s no history between me and Ted.”


  “We’re both too close, after what went down today. We can coach from the video room, but let’s give it to Gibbs. It’s time we gave him something to shoot for.”


  Sullivan gave him a long, searching stare but put up no resistance. Neither did Ted O’Shaughnessy when Gibbs completed the preliminaries and invited him to talk. Ted had met with a lawyer, but had ignored his pleas to remain silent. He sat rigidly in the interview chair, staring down at the table. Grey stubble darkened his chin, and his eyes were hollow.


  “I don’t care about me,” he said. “What the fuck does it matter any more? McIntyre’s ruined everything, but you’ll never get him, you know. He’ll weasel out of everything. That girl... I overheard him talking to her in the bedroom, saying he could really help her get ahead, promising her invites to his special parties and dates with his hottest prospects, if she kept quiet about him supplying her the drugs. She was so high, she would have agreed to anything. I couldn’t stand to think of him manipulating yet another naïve young kid. I didn’t know what I was going to do when I actually found the asshole— probably just scare the shit out of him—but when I heard him smooth-talking her, I wanted to kill the bastard.”


  Watching from the video room, Sullivan groaned. “Ted,” he muttered to himself, “you don’t want to say that till you’ve talked to your lawyer again.”


  Green glanced at him questioningly, but Sullivan didn’t meet his eye.


  Gibbs’s voice came through the speakers. “Why don’t you start at the beginning?”


  Ted seemed caught up in his own memories. “This is my fault. From the very beginning. Not noticing the signs, what the guy was really like. Riley’s coach tried to warn me, but being down in Gan, with him being up here... But that’s no excuse.” He clenched his large fists on the table and thrust himself back in the chair, as if to retreat from the truth. “My wife tried to warn me too, but I kept pushing it. I pushed my son right into the asshole’s clutches.”


  No one in the video room dared move. Green leaned forward intently. “Let him run,” he breathed into the earphone. “Wait him out.”


  Gibbs didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Ted bowed his head and pressed his fingers to his temples.


  “This past week has been sheer hell. I love my son, and I’d do anything for him, but I could tell he’d been on edge, even before his girlfriend died. Like he was wired. Temper flare-ups, refusing to follow his training. I thought it was the pressure, but it was the fucking drugs McIntyre had been slipping him. So when his girlfriend turned up dead, thrown in the river, I thought Riley did it.” He pressed his eyes shut, his chin quivering. “God help me, I didn’t trust my own son.”


  Sullivan slapped the video room wall, sending a shock wave through the tiny room. “Jesus, Mary and Joseph! That’s the missing motive! That’s the father I can understand.”


  Green hushed him sharply. He was watching Ted. Watching the proud, defiant man disintegrate before their eyes.


  “Tell me about Jenna Zukowski,” Gibbs said quietly. Unprompted. Good boy, thought Green. Subtle, supportive, a rock solid delivery. Not a single stutter.


  O’Shaughnessy wagged his head slowly back and forth. Began to weep. “Knowing what I do now—that Riley didn’t do it, that he called that fucking snake for advice—I’d give anything to have that moment back. To take back that punch. She was demanding to see Riley to ask him about his relationship with Lea. I panicked. One punch. That’s all it was.” He flexed his fist and stared at it through streaming eyes, as if it were an alien affront. “It sent her flying back against the fireplace. Everyone was out of the house, and once I realized I’d killed her, I knew I had to get rid of the body. Cutting her up, hiding her in garbage bags in the back of my truck, waiting till dark... That was the longest wait of my life. And then having to go back in the morning, to make sure I hadn’t left any traces. I just kept thinking, I have to get rid of all the evidence, I have to erase that this happened.” He dragged a deep, sobbing breath into his lungs. “God, if I only could.”


  An hour later, Gibbs emerged from the interview room with the entire confession neatly on disk. For the first time in weeks, he wore a broad smile, but he was reluctant to hang around for congratulations.


  “I want to go see Sue, tell her the good news. Keeping up with the cases...” He flushed and gave a shy smile. “It kind of makes her day.”


  Green knew there was no rebuke in his words, but he felt the sting anyway. It had been on the tip of his tongue to tell Gibbs to say hello to her for him, but he stopped himself. That was not something that could be done by proxy any longer.


  Gradually, the squad room emptied as detectives headed off shift for a celebratory drink together. Green spotted Sullivan shrugging on his coat and shoving his keys in his pocket, ready to head out alone. At the end of the session, he had not joined in the general cheer, but had left the video room without a word and had busied himself with follow-up notes.


  Green stopped him with a firm hand on his arm. “We need to talk.”


  Sullivan ran his broad hand through his hair, making it stand in erratic spikes. “Mike, can it wait till tomorrow? I’m bushed.”


  “Let’s go grab a quick beer by ourselves at the Mayflower. My tab.”


  The Mayflower Pub had been a fixture on Elgin Street for decades, long before trendier pubs and restaurants had gentrified the neighbourhood. A noisy cluster of patrons ringed the bar watching a baseball game, but the two detectives found a quiet booth at the rear and ordered draughts. Green waited while Sullivan took a deep slug of Kilkenny. The big detective had been avoiding his eyes, but now he looked him square on.


  “Okay, Mike. What’s on your mind?”


  “You should have shot him when we got to the doorway. It turned out okay, but that rifle could have killed any one of us if it had gone off. Not to mention I could have shot you myself. If the brass ever found out...”


  Sullivan’s eyes probed his. “They’re not going to hear it from me, Mike.”


  “Nor me, you dope. But don’t put it past McIntyre to use anything he can to discredit our actions.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “McIntyre is pond scum. I wasn’t going to shoot Ted just to save his despicable ass.” His expression grew sombre. “I’ve never shot a man, Mike. It’s not as easy as our training tries to make it. I looked at Ted in the doorway, and I saw a father of a teenage boy, a father who spent most of his free time driving that kid around the province in pursuit of his dream. A dream that’s just been shattered in the blink of an eye, because he’d put his trust in that snake. I could feel his rage. There but for the grace of God...”


  Green set down his beer, untouched. “But don’t forget the other side of that rage. That same dream drove the father to strike an innocent woman and then chop her body into pieces.”


  “I know. I wasn’t thinking of that when my finger refused to squeeze the trigger. Maybe if I had...” He tossed back half his beer, and Green saw the faint tremor in his hand.


  


  It was almost nine o’clock when Green arrived back home. The sky had cleared, and the June sun had just set. Long spears of orange shot across the darkening sky. He had stopped on his way home to visit Sue Peters and had walked with her and Gibbs out onto the grounds of the rehab centre to enjoy the last warm rays of the sinking sun. Sue had leaned on Gibbs as they walked, but Green sensed that perhaps that was more by choice than by necessity. Her face still bore the scars of her beating, and her speech was more measured, as if each word now required conscious thought. But she had stood unsupported while he told her he was looking for a way to get her back into the squad room, even if only a couple of hours a week for now, and he pretended not to see the tears that sprang to her eyes.


  Afterwards, he had longed to drive straight down to the cottage, but when he drove through a red light and missed the turn to his own street, he realized the roller coaster day had finally caught up with him. Besides, there were still far too many loose ends to tie up on the case before he could even consider escaping to the country. Furthermore, he’d not had a chance to connect with Hannah since her close call the day before, and he was grateful to hear the television blaring through the house when he opened the door.


  He found Hannah sitting on the living room floor, chatting on her cell phone as if nothing had happened. He felt an overwhelming desire to hug her, but contented himself with a quick kiss on her head. To his surprise, she hung up her phone and shut off the TV.


  “I’ve been watching the news. That unidentified female minor they’re talking about at the agent’s house? Was that Crystal?”


  Green hesitated, then threw the rule book out the window. After what she’d done for Crystal yesterday, Hannah deserved to know. He sat down beside her on the couch. “Yes. She’s all right. Physically, that is. McIntyre claimed he wasn’t going to hurt her, just persuade her not to implicate him in the drugs Lea took.” Seeing her roll her eyes in disbelief, he shrugged. “I know. Hard to disprove, though. He claimed the bad drugs were all Crystal’s doing, to get Riley away from Lea.”


  “That’s bullshit.”


  “Is it?” She raised her head, startled. She was without her trademark pale make-up and black eyes, which had served so well to camouflage her, and without them she looked ten years old. Her pixie expression grew thoughtful.


  “When we were talking yesterday,” she said, “she didn’t seem upset about Lea—like, dying and stuff. I mean, not as upset as you’d expect. She was more worried about herself, about getting caught and going to jail. She never said that McIntyre tricked her or that she didn’t know about the laced drugs, just that no one was supposed to die.”


  Green thought about her increasingly worried cell phone messages to Lea that night. Yes, the girl had known the drugs were dangerous. Potentially deadly. “Do you think she could be that conniving and cold-blooded to not care if Lea died?”


  “She always was a stupid, selfish girl. Beyond that...” Hannah lifted her palms in a gesture of defeat. “They were probably in it together. Who knows which one had the original idea.”


  We’ll probably never know for sure, thought Green, reviewing the fleeting glimpses he’d had of the girl. First, standing at the accident scene, slack with horror and grief at the carnage she had unleashed. Then slouching defiantly out of the interview room under the dead-eyed stare of her stepfather. And finally, cowering in the corner of McIntyre’s lair, her raw fear already giving way to defeat.


  The fight for survival, the primacy of self, was all she’d ever known.


  Crystal had no priors, and she was only sixteen years old. She came from a wretched, loveless home and had been lured into dubious company. She’d get a slap on the wrist, maybe six months’ probation, then she’d be free again, back in the same wretched home with the same sleazy friends. Until life dangled another temptation in front of her eyes.


  As if she were reading his mind, Hannah leaned over and picked a long dog hair off her grungy jeans. “I’ve been thinking... Next fall I want to go to regular high school. The kids at Norman Bethune... I don’t really fit in any more.”


  Next fall, he thought, and his chest tightened. He’d won a reprieve, and maybe—just maybe—he was starting to be a father to this girl.


  
    
      
    
  


  This Thing of Darkness


  One

  



  Pumpkins!” Tony shrieked, his dark eyes dancing as he struggled to get out of his bike trailer. “Daddy, look at all the pumpkins! Can we buy three?”


  Ottawa Police Inspector Michael Green leaned on his handlebars, red-faced and gasping for breath. Sweat poured into his eyes and soaked through his Bagelshop T-shirt. The mere thought of lugging three huge pumpkins all the way back home in the bike trailer alongside his four-year-old son exhausted him. The Sunday morning bike excursion to the Byward Market had been his wife’s idea. He’d been angling for the car, but Sharon had ladled on the guilt. The environment, fitness, family togetherness. “How many more gorgeous sunny days will we have before the snow falls?” she’d said. “Besides, we’d never find a parking place.”


  Looking out over the crowded streets, he privately admitted she was right. September was the peak time for local fruits and vegetables, and people fought their way along the street stalls looking for the best bargains in brightly-coloured sweet peppers, fragrant apples and cauliflower so huge, it would take all winter to eat one. Street buskers cashed in on the crowds, playing everything from classical flute to African drums, and the musical chaos rose up over the roar of engines and the chatter of farmers hawking their goods.


  Green had grown up in the heart of old Bytown, and twice a year he liked to bring his son down to the inner city to experience the authentic old farmers’ market. Once in the spring, when the maple syrup and flower vendors first brought the market back to life, then again at harvest time. In these brief visits, he saw it once more as a source of life and colour, and not as a dishevelled, dissolute playground of drunks, hookers and predators. It took a conscious effort to set aside the twenty-five soul-battering years in the trenches and to reclaim the innocence he’d felt as a youth, but his own son’s joy was the only reminder he needed.


  “Gelatos first, honey,” Sharon said with a laugh. A mango gelato from Piccolo Grande had been the bribe she’d offered Green to tip the scales. They navigated their bikes cautiously down the busy street that bordered the market, past the hideous barricades of the new American embassy and down a street of limestone heritage buildings, formerly nuns’ cloisters but now converted into trendy shops. Inside the gelato shop, it took ten minutes to debate the choices, but they finally emerged with mango, chocolate and strawberry.


  As they sat on the bench to eat their cones, Green found his cop’s gaze roving, picking out the darker parallel world beneath the bustle and cheer of the marketplace. The bearded pan-handler on the corner, the tiny, almost prepubescent sex trade worker advertising her wares at the traffic light, two skinheads in leather and chains swaggering down the street with a muzzled pit bull tightly held in hand. Perhaps the two were innocent, but more likely they were looking for sport. A solitary black, or a woman in a hijab. I have my eye on you punks, he thought, as his son chattered excitedly beside him.


  Green claimed it was a curse, but in truth, the menace of the streets set his pulse racing. Here, amid the diesel fumes and crumbling streets, the eclipsed dreams and discarded hopes, he’d first felt his calling. He thought ahead to his week of meetings within the corporate walls of the Elgin Street mothership. Meetings with the RCMP, with his NCOs, with his boss, Superintendent Barbara Devine, who was shoring up her bid for the vacant Deputy Chief’s job. Would he even survive?


  “Daddy, listen!” Tony cried, jumping off the bench. “A police car! Maybe it’s an accident.”


  Green grabbed his hand to restrain him. There was no sign of cruisers, but in the distance, he picked up the sound of sirens. One vehicle, then a second and a third. His own curiosity stirred.


  “Is it an accident, Daddy? Or a fire?”


  “Could be lots of things, buddy.” A collision, a fight, a brazen robbery at the height of weekend shopping? Green scanned the area, but business was continuing as usual. The sounds appeared to be concentrated farther east and south, perhaps on Rideau Street.


  “But we have to go see,” Tony insisted, his forgotten gelato dripping down his hand.


  Sharon drew her son to her and rescued the gelato. “Other police officers are taking care of it, honey.” She cast Green a wary look. Her dark curls had been whipped by the wind, and a smudge of strawberry gelato clung to her delicate chin. “Daddy is busy helping us today.”


  He reassured her with a sheepish grin. How well she knew him. He swooped his sticky son into his arms and turned to the bicycles. “Yes, we’re on the hunt for a pumpkin!”


  “Three pumpkins!”


  “Peppers and cauliflower too,” Sharon said, laughing. “Do you think we can fit everything in the trailer?”


  Green contemplated the long ride back along the Ottawa River bike path. The view was inspirational, the terrain gentle, and the breeze a mere whisper. It should be manageable, if only he weren’t in such abysmal shape. He uttered a small prayer of resolve to hit the running track more often. Let the guys laugh.


  As they walked their bikes along the crowded sidewalk stalls, Sharon gradually buried a gleeful Tony with brightly-coloured apples, peppers and squash. Between his knees, one long-faced, doleful pumpkin. The trailer grew heavier and heavier.


  Another siren went by.


  There was still no sign of the source of trouble, nor of public concern. No one was whispering or running to look. Green forced his thoughts back on track. Half an hour later, every cranny of the trailer and Sharon’s backpack was stuffed, and even she laughed ruefully about whether they were going to survive the ride home. She was barely five-foot two, and although she kept herself trim and fit, her fortieth birthday loomed.


  Two more sirens sounded up ahead, and now even Sharon noticed his distraction. They were stopping at a red light, waiting to cross over Confederation Bridge and down beside the locks to the river path. Green twisted around, trying to see down Rideau Street behind him. In the distance he could distinguish a forest of flashing red.


  “Not every emergency in the city is your responsibility,” she said.


  “I know. Occupational hazard. But it looks major. That’s at least six responders.”


  Tony was also craning his neck to see. “It must be a humongous fire, right, Daddy?”


  Sharon snorted. “I’ve known a police car, ambulance and two fire trucks to respond to a cat in a tree.”


  Green gave her an apologetic smile as he turned back to the light. Not in this neighbourhood, he thought. On his hip, his cellphone rang. He glanced at the ID. Ignoring Sharon’s warning scowl, he snatched it up. On a Sunday morning, a call from Staff Sergeant Brian Sullivan could only mean one thing.


  Screech had slept poorly, curled up in his usual spot behind the Rideau Street grocery store. He’d woken far earlier than he’d wanted, still awash in the vodka he’d bought the night before but freezing cold. His hand had groped around for his sleeping bag, but closed on empty air. He cursed. Some worthless bum had stolen it right off his back! He unfolded himself and struggled stiffly upright, supporting himself against the rough bricks of the store wall. The sun was climbing overhead, and it cut harsh lines through the buildings on Rideau Street. He squinted as he scanned the shadowy nooks and crannies where the traitor might have settled. Nothing.


  He limped to the sidewalk and headed up the block, dragging his left foot, which refused to obey him any more. He’d given up caring. Lots of things didn’t obey him any more, including his brain, which dropped things faster than he shoved them in, and his tongue which no longer formed the sounds he wanted. His fingers, frostbitten more times than he could remember, had trouble doing up zippers or opening bottles, so he never bothered to wrap himself properly in his sleeping bag. This wasn’t the first sleeping bag he’d lost, but it was the warmest. With the autumn frosts coming, he was damned if he would give it up without a fight.


  A little ways up, he spotted it in an alleyway, almost hidden in the window well of a building, like the bum had tried to get out of sight. Outrage propelled him forward, a string of insults already forming on his lips. The culprit was completely wrapped in the bag except for his stockinged feet. Not a single hole in those fancy socks, Screech thought, adding fuel to his outrage. He propped himself against the wall so he could aim a good kick. His foot connected with soft flesh, but there was no grunt. No recoil. Understanding penetrated Screech’s brain. He’d felt that dead weight before. Either the guy was totally wasted, or he was dead.


  Either way, it was not Screech’s business, but there was no point in a good sleeping bag going to waste. But when he leaned down to grab a corner, the bag felt crusty and damp. He snatched his hand away in disgust and stared at the red stains on it. Then he noticed the red all over the ground in half-dried streaks and pools spreading from beneath the body.


  Fuck! He reeled back and tripped on the curb, twisting his good ankle and landing hard on his rear. Crablike, he scuttled backwards into the middle of Rideau Street. Horns blared, tires squealed, and a car swerved by him so close he felt its heat. He scrambled back to the curb. Waved a hand to flag someone down. What was everybody’s goddamn hurry?


  Finally a car veered over to the curb, a door slammed and boots stomped around the car.


  “What the fuck, Screech?” A familiar voice shouted.


  Screech recognized a beat cop who brought him food and supplies when times were tough. Surprised at his relief, he tried to get his rattled brain in gear. “There’s a sleeping bag,” he said. “Bleeding. Dying.” Then he gave up and used his trembling finger to point.


  Two

  



  Green locked up the bikes and piled Sharon, Tony and the vegetables into a cab. Although her eyes were glum, Sharon hadn’t uttered a peep of reproach, but Tony had to be cajoled into the back seat, squirming and protesting that he wanted to see the fire trucks. He was slightly mollified by the promise of lunch with Zaydie later on, but Green could still see his face pressed against the rear window as the cab pulled away. Trying to push guilt out of his mind, he called for a cruiser to take him to the crime scene.


  There was a well-established protocol for homicide investigations, and Green knew it would be some time before he’d learn many details about the victim and the crime scene itself. But from the distraught patrolman who was first on the scene, Brian Sullivan had learned enough to make the call to Green. “It’s a homicide all right,” he’d said, “and not your usual homicide around here. An old man beaten beyond recognition. I thought under the circumstances, in this neighbourhood...”


  Sullivan hadn’t needed to say more. While Green waited for the cruiser, he phoned his father. When he heard the familiar, singsong Yiddish voice, he felt a wash of relief.


  “You okay, Dad?”


  “I shouldn’t be?”


  “You been outside today?”


  “I’m watching a black preacher cure a blind boy. Maybe when that’s over.”


  “Okay.” Green paused. No point in alarming his father, who lived with enough fears of his own making. Fears planted long ago, by jack boots and train whistles and the barking of guard dogs along the barb wire of the death camp. “I’m in town. How about we go to Nate’s for some cheese blintzes?”


  “Why?”


  Green kept his tone light. “I need a reason?”


  “No. Why are you in town? It’s Sunday.”


  “Business, Dad.”


  “Oy, Mishka. Always business.”


  The cruiser pulled up, leaving Green no time to counter the rebuke. By now, Rideau Street was in gridlock, and even the cruiser’s roof lights did little to speed them up. Curious pedestrians clogged the sidewalk as they tried to get a closer look. Cars jockeyed for space amid the rumbling trucks and buses that inched through the lights. Only the cyclists wove in and out, gleefully dodging potholes and cars on their way to the tree-lined bike paths along Ottawa’s river system. The eclectic jumble of shops that brought Rideau Street to life— the tattoo parlours and African restaurants next to dance clubs, bakeries and body piercing salons—were all wide open, their displays spilling onto the sidewalk before them.


  Some were new, catering to the tougher elements that had taken over the neighbourhood in recent decades, but others, like Nate’s Deli, clung stubbornly to their immigrant, working class glory days. When Green was a little boy growing up in one of the dilapidated Victorian redbrick townhouses just to the north, his mother had sent him to the Rideau Bakery for challah and to Nate’s for varenikes and white fish. Many of the tenements had been bulldozed to make room for the subsidized slums that masqueraded as urban renewal, but the shops were still there, familiar landmarks on the evolving street.


  Also familiar, unfortunately, was the scene that greeted him just a block from King Edward Avenue. Three police cruisers were flashing blue and red in the sunlight, and parked next to them was a white Forensic Identification van. Assaults, muggings, burglaries, drug disputes and booze-fuelled brawls were all common on the volatile bar strips of the Byward Market.


  This time, however, a black coroner’s van had joined the line of official vehicles.


  Green directed the cruiser to the curb behind the coroner’s van and scanned the officials gathered in the corner behind the yellow police tape. In their zeal to prevent scene contamination, the first responders had secured not only the alleyway but half a city block, and two uniforms had been deployed to conduct traffic in a vain attempt to ease the snarl. Green could see Brian Sullivan standing just outside the secured area, conferring with an Ident officer. Behind them, Green could see more officials in white Tyvek suits bent over something in the alley. At the mouth of the alley, abandoned except for a numbered forensic marker, lay an old-fashioned wooden cane like the one Green’s father used. In spite of himself, his gut tightened.


  His father’s gentle rebuke came back to him now as he stood at the edge of the crime scene. He’d been investigating major crimes for nearly twenty years and had stood at the edge of countless crime scenes, waiting for the coroner’s report. The crime scene both repulsed and fascinated him, each one a new challenge, each one a clash with villainy. Now, as an inspector, he no longer attended crime scenes; Brian Sullivan and his major crimes detectives took the calls and worked the cases, while Green sat around committee tables, overseeing the broader picture, allocating resources and planning future initiatives. Even the catchwords irked him. Yet he also knew that after twenty soul-battering years on the front lines of rape and murder, he’d had no choice but to retreat.


  Standing outside the Rideau Street crime scene, however, he felt not exhilarated but slightly sick. In his mind was the image of an elderly man walking down the street, perhaps on his way home to some modest seniors’ residence in Sandy Hill, much like the one Sid Green lived in only a few blocks away. With his cane, he had probably walked slowly and stiffly, his head bent to watch his footing. He might even have been a little deaf, easy prey for the punk who’d crept up behind him. Not just knocked him down, which would have been appalling enough, but beat him to death. Green felt a tremor of rage at the affront.


  Brian Sullivan turned and glanced around the street thoughtfully, no doubt trying to judge where the killer had come from. Had he been lying in wait in the alleyway and somehow lured the victim into an ambush? The killer had chosen a particularly disreputable corner populated by street people, drug dealers and low-end hookers working the fringe of the club district. A corner decrepit by day, dangerous by night. Both a beer and a liquor store were within a couple of blocks, and desperation sometimes drove alcoholics to extreme actions. But no sooner had the thought crossed Green’s mind than he dismissed it. This was no simple mugging; from Sullivan’s description, it had been a rage out of control.


  Other than the all-night grocery store and a pawn shop, there was nothing in the immediate vicinity that would have attracted the killer to that corner. Possibly a drug or sex deal in the alleyway, which the old man had the misfortune to witness. But again, that hardly justified the violence of the beating. More likely, the killer had spotted the old man a few blocks earlier, trailed him and used the cover of the alley to strike.


  Movement at the crime scene caught Green’s eye, and he glanced back to see Sullivan striding towards him. The big Irish farm boy still moved with a footballer’s grace, but twenty-five years of fast food, hasty snacks and beer had added a substantial gut to his mammoth frame. It strained the buttons of his white dress shirt beneath his open sports jacket. High blood pressure had mottled his freckled face, and for the first time Green saw glints of silver in his tufted, straw-coloured hair. Sullivan shook his head grimly as he ducked under the yellow tape.


  “It’s not my father,” Green said.


  “I didn’t think so. This man looks much larger. I estimate five-ten, one hundred and seventy pounds. He has white hair, but he doesn’t seem as...” Sullivan paused as if looking for a neutral word.


  “Withered?” Green supplied. His father was in his late eighties, and years of chronic illness and depression had whittled his body to a wraith. “Any ID on him?”


  Sullivan shook his head.“Pockets are empty, watch gone— you can still see the indents of the links on his wrist. The bastard even took the rings off his fingers.”


  “Wedding finger?” Not that it would mean anything. Green’s father still wore his wedding band twenty years after his mother’s death.


  Sullivan nodded. “And on the pinky finger of his right hand. On the surface, it looks like a mugging turned ugly.”


  “How long has he been dead?”


  Sullivan turned to nod towards the white-suited officials clustered over the body. Two Ident officers, two morgue assistants, and in the middle, looming larger than any of them, the flamboyant, white-maned figure of Dr. Alexander MacPhail. Green could hear his booming Scottish brogue from a hundred feet away, admonishing Lyle Cunningham’s junior Ident assistant not to vomit on the hands.


  “Bag them, laddie! That’s all I asked!”


  Sullivan even managed a chuckle.“Lyle’s breaking in a new lad, but I don’t think he’ll last a week. He’s already puked in the corner twice.”


  “So they’re a bit behind schedule.”


  Sullivan shrugged. “MacPhail’s not giving us a thing yet, till he gets all his calculations in, but I did our usual simple test—”


  “The toe test?”


  Sullivan nodded. “He’s stiffened up nicely. Rigor’s pretty complete. With the cold last night, I’d guess he’s been dead eight to twelve hours.”


  Green considered the implications. Eight hours made it four o’clock in the morning, an unlikely time to be out for a stroll. It made more sense that the old man had been assaulted a couple of hours earlier than that, when innocent passersby were safely tucked into bed and the streets were overrun with punks. The question was—why hadn’t the old man been tucked into bed too?


  “What does he look like? Homeless?”


  Sullivan’s brows shot up. “Oh, no! He was wearing a three-piece suit, a tie and a nice camelhair overcoat. All about twenty years out of date, according to MacPhail, but in perfect shape. Expensive, MacPhail says, and he should know. Probably didn’t get stolen because it was covered in blood. His shoes are gone.”


  “Pricey Italian leather, I bet. A lowlife with taste?”


  “Well, they could have been stolen after the fact, by some street bum in need.”


  “For that matter,” Green said, “all the stuff could have been stolen after the fact by someone who stumbled upon the body.”


  “But then we don’t have a motive for the attack, do we?”


  Green shrugged. He wasn’t sure Italian shoes, some rings and a dress watch were motive enough to obliterate a man’s head. “Not till we find out who this guy was and what he was doing out that late.” He broke off as he watched a tall, slender woman stroll languidly towards them, flicking her cellphone shut. She was nicely packaged in a navy jacket and beige pants — or as Sharon would have scolded him, taupe—and a simple gold scarf at her neck. She wore no make-up that Green could detect, but her skin was like flawless cream. She had long legs, a straight back, and everything about her flowed, including her blonde hair, which was loosely clipped in a long ponytail down her back.


  Green shot Sullivan a look to see if he too was watching. Sullivan grinned.“Our new sergeant wanted to take the lead on this herself, so I figured why not? This will hit the media—are the elderly safe on their own streets?—and they’ll lap her up.”


  “Not to mention our new police chief. The Force’s ‘diversity in hiring’ program visible for all to see, and she’s fluently bilingual to boot.”


  Sergeant Marie Claire Levesque frowned fleetingly at the sight of Green before pasting a determined smile on her face. Green had met her only once, at her transfer interview the month before, but he’d analyzed her file and sought the opinion of colleagues. Determined was the word most frequently mentioned. Along with smart.


  “Good morning, Inspector,” Levesque said with a hint of French lilt. She extended her hand. “Nice to see you again.”


  Ambitious too, the file had said. Nothing wrong with ambition, as long as it was tempered by competence. At five- foot-ten, she matched him in height, yet with her high cheekbones and long, patrician nose, he almost felt as if she were looking down on him. Conscious of his sweaty T-shirt and bike-helmet hair, he drew himself up.


  “Your first case is a sad one.”


  She nodded. “And messy. Forensics says there is a lot of physical evidence, and they were able to lift some tissue from under the nails. It seems the victim fought back. His cane has a crack in it, and what looks like blood on the tip.”


  “Any leads from Missing Persons?” Sullivan asked her, nodding towards the cellphone in her hand.


  She shook her head. Her pony tail swished distractingly. “I just checked with them again. No one called in a missing senior.”


  Green wasn’t surprised. How long would it take before his own father was reported missing? Sid Green lived alone and rarely went outside any more. The circle of cronies he used to meet for card games had dwindled through illness and death. Green tried to phone him every day, but some days there weren’t enough hours in the day. If this old man had a wife or lived with someone, he would probably have been reported by Sunday morning, but if he lived alone, it might take days.


  “Do we have anything to go on?” he asked. “A monogram on a handkerchief, an ATM slip in a pocket?”


  Levesque nodded. “They may find more when they examine the clothes and the body, but we found one item in his coat pocket—a receipt from the Rideau Pharmacy from last April. I asked Detective Charbonneau to follow up with them. And...” She paused, then slipped her hand into her handbag and withdrew a plastic evidence bag. Inside, Green could make out an object on a gold chain.


  “We found this beside the body. It looks like gold.” She held out the bag. “It’s a Jewish star, right? What’s it called?”


  Sullivan cast Green a sharp look, but Green barely noticed as he took the bag and held it up to the sunlight. He twisted the piece this way and that. It was hammered gold, exquisitely delicate and old. Dread crawled down his spine.


  “A Magen David,” he said, then grimaced at the irony. “Literally, Shield of David. It’s meant to protect.”


  Mort Fine, the owner of Fine Antiques, was just flipping the sign in his shop window to “Open” when Green pushed through the door. He scowled as if a customer were an inconvenience, but then his pig-like eyes lit up at the sight of Green.


  “Mr. Yiddish Policeman!” he exclaimed, trundling his squat body along the narrow aisle of his shop. “More mysteries for me?”


  “You remember me?” A few years earlier Green had enlisted his help in identifying some old keys found at a crime, and since then Fine had provided the occasional tip about the fencing activities of his more dubious competitors.


  “How could I forget? I get so many customers here?”


  Green glanced around the shop. The place was a fire trap. Curios, figurines, tarnished silver and old lamps were still jumbled without apparent order on the shelving that crammed the aisles. Antique chandeliers covered the ceiling like stalactites in a cave. It didn’t look as if a dust mop had passed over anything since Green’s last visit. He could feel his bronchial tubes closing up at the mould and dust.


  “Business good?” he asked, trying to keep the irony out of his voice.


  “Oy...” Fine scrunched up his rubbery face. “So what can I do for you? We’d better talk fast before the crowds come through the door.”


  Green laughed. “You know anything about jewellery?”


  Fine’s eyes danced. “You want to buy your wife a special something? I could give you a very good price on a sapphire ring that just came in.”


  Green laid the evidence bag on the counter at the cash so that the small gold Star of David was visible. “What can you tell me about this piece?”


  Fine picked the bag up with pudgy but surprisingly nimble fingers. He turned it over and over, frowning.“Besides that it’s old, not much unless you let me take it out of the bag.”


  Green had him sign the evidence log, then followed as the man carried the bag into the workshop at the rear and turned on a powerful light. He slid the contents out onto a white enamel tray. The chain tumbled out along with the star Fine weighed first the whole pendant then the star alone. He held it up to his jeweller’s loupe and peered at each square millimetre of it. In the small, stifling confines of the workshop, the silence was broken only by his asthmatic breathing and the occasional grunt.


  Green sneaked a peek at his watch. Tony and Sharon were expecting him at Nate’s Deli at one o’clock, and he had tried their patience enough for one day.


  “You in some kind of hurry?” Fine demanded, without taking his eyes off the star.


  “How long will you be?”


  “Can you leave it with me? I can research in my spare time.”


  Green shook his head. “It can’t be out of my custody.”


  “I don’t work miracles. It’s good quality. Twenty-two carat gold maybe, not the dreck they make nowadays. Hand shaped and hammered by a goldsmith, not off the assembly line in China.”


  “China makes Magen Davids?”


  “China makes everything. Mezzuzahs, yarmulkes... You go to Israel today, half the Judaica in Old Jerusalem is from China. But this...” he smiled enigmatically, “this is from Russia.”


  “You can tell that? Something different about the gold?”


  “Probably, but who knows?” His smile broadened, showing a row of unnaturally straight, white teeth. In his lumpy, pockmarked face, their perfection was jarring. He stepped back, removed his loupe and held it out to Green. “Have a look. There’s a jeweller’s monogram on the back. Cyrillic letters. ASM, I think. There’s an inscription as well.”


  Dutifully Green peered through the magnifying glass, astonished that he could see every scratch and speck of dust on the gold. At first he could make out nothing beyond a few faint etchings, well worn by the passage of time. Then slowly a pattern emerged. He couldn’t read Russian, couldn’t recognize anything but a few loops, but he took Fine’s word for it.


  “Can you photograph this?” he asked. “Would that help you research it?”


  Fine scowled, but Green could see the glint of intrigue in his eye. Objects told a tale, and the older and more widely-travelled they were the more fascinating the tale. Without another word, he had his state-of-the-art digital camera out and was fiddling with lenses.


  Ten minutes later, Green left the shop deep in thought about the elderly victim. Having an old piece of jewellery from Russia meant very little, of course. The old man could have purchased it in an antique store here or in any one of the hundreds of Judaica shops in North America. He could even have purchased it online. Fine might be able to pinpoint who the goldsmith ASM was, and when and where he had lived, but that would tell the police nothing about where the victim was from. Green himself had bought a pair of antique silver Shabbas candlesticks from Fine, who claimed they had come from the Ukraine. Green had never been near the Ukraine.


  Reluctantly, he forced the mystery of the dead man from his mind. The routine homicide investigation was being capably managed by Sergeant Levesque and overseen by Staff Sergeant Sullivan, who had fifteen years in major crimes under his belt. The body had been removed to the morgue, and before heading off to the Britannia Yacht Club for his Sunday afternoon sail, Dr. MacPhail had scheduled the autopsy for Monday morning.


  The Ident Unit was still at the scene, painstakingly collecting cigarette butts and trying to lift footprints from the tiny patch of dirt between the sidewalk and the building. The killer might have hidden there, pressed up against the wall in the shadows, waiting to ambush the old man. A team of uniformed officers under Levesque’s direction was conducting a street canvass, searching for anyone who might know the old man or might have witnessed the assault. In the middle of a weekend market day, a near-futile task.


  Against Levesque’s obvious but unvoiced objection, Green had taken over the tracing of the Star of David, arguing that he had the connections and knew more about the significance and possible origins of the religious piece than either she or Sullivan, both lapsed Catholics. But the truth was, he couldn’t resist the lure of the case. It wasn’t simply the desire to be back in the trenches, following up leads and tracking down killers instead of sitting behind his desk. This victim felt special to him. The death of a courtly old Jewish gentleman out for his evening stroll hit a little too close to home for him. Who knew what this man had accomplished and endured over his life? To meet such a brutal and pointless end was an affront to all that Green believed just and fair.


  His resolve hardened as he helped his father through the glass doors of his seniors’ residence and into the staff car parked illegally at the curb. Nate’s Deli was a mere five blocks away, but at his father’s creeping pace, too far for him to walk now. The deterioration had been slow, almost imperceptible, but every spring, Sid Green seemed never to bounce back to the form he’d had the autumn before. The snow, ice and bone-chilling cold of winter sapped his strength more each year.


  Sid leaned on his cane and eyed the alien car with dismay. “Where’s Sharon? And the baby?”


  The baby was now nearly five years old and had just begun kindergarten, but in Sid’s eyes, he would always be the new arrival.


  “They’re going to meet us at Nate’s.”


  A smile spread across Sid’s face, momentarily erasing the pinched frown and the perpetual melancholy in his rheumy brown eyes. “And Hannah?”


  Green didn’t know where his daughter was. She was not answering her cell, and in typical eighteen-year-old fashion, she had not come home Saturday night. She had called just after the eleven o’clock news to say she would be staying at a “friend’s”. Judging from the loud chatter and the booming bass music, it was “friends” in the very plural.


  At least she had called. When she’d first arrived on their doorstep, fresh from a fight with her mother and spitting mad at the world, she had planned to stay only long enough to punish her mother, Green’s ex-wife, and put a face to her father. Two years later, she was almost finished high school, had found a part-time job as a special needs companion and had learned to meet them halfway on rules. Most of the time.


  Green too had made progress as a father in the past two years, but he knew the main reason Hannah had slowly been won over was Sid Green. She adored her grandfather almost as much as he adored her. In looks, she was the incarnation of his dead wife, for whom she’d been named —small and delicate, with an elfin innocence that hid a steely spirit. In Hannah’s presence, Sid shed ten years and half a century of sorrow.


  When Green had to tell his father she wasn’t coming, he could see the old man deflate. Sid lowered himself into the passenger seat with a sigh and barely spoke as they drove to Nate’s. Green knew the sight of Tony would reinvigorate his father, but he’d asked Sharon to come a little later, because he wanted a few minutes alone with his father before the energizer bunny burst in, full of bounce and chatter.


  He waited until Sid was settled with his customary weak tea before broaching the subject on his mind. He was still summoning the words that would not alarm his father when the elderly man raised his hands expressively.


  “Nu, Mishka. You look worried.”


  Green hesitated. Nodded. “Just wondering, Dad. There’s a case...”


  “Voden,” his father said softly. “The old man killed on Rideau Street.”


  Green suppressed his surprise. “You know?”


  “I heard it on the morning news. You want to tell me not to walk alone on Rideau Street. Never mind I haven’t done it for five years.”


  “I know. But just in case you should feel like it...”Green toyed with his spoon, avoiding his father’s skeptical eyes. “But also I wanted to ask if you know a well-dressed Jewish gentleman maybe ten years younger than you, who lives alone around here, walks with a cane and wears a beige camelhair coat.”


  Sid looked thoughtful. “Well dressed. What—a tuxedo maybe?”


  “A suit and tie. But expensive. Classy.”


  “So, rich.”


  “Well off, probably. His camelhair coat is a Harry Rosen.”


  “That you can buy off the rack at Neighbourhood Services.”


  Point taken, Green thought. MacPhail had thought the suit was twenty years out of date, so it was possible it had been given away to a charity shop and snapped up by an elderly man with tastes beyond his current means. But the Star of David had also been good quality gold, and the shoes had been nice enough to steal.


  “I think he had—or used to have—some money, and whatever he’d done for a living, expensive clothes were important.” Green was grasping at straws, but he hoped some small detail might twig Sid’s memory. “It’s possible he was also from Russia.”


  “Ach.” Sid waved a dismissive hand. “Russian Jews are everywhere.”


  “He had an antique gold Magen David from Russia. Think, Dad. Well-off, well dressed, lived alone, might have had a Russian accent, used a cane.” Sid was still looking blank. “Could he have lived in your building?”


  “Not in my building, no. But you could ask at the shul up on Chapel St. If he lived downtown around the old neighbourhood, they might know. The alter kakers go there for services, to say kaddish for their wives and parents who’ve died.” Sid said the word for old men with contempt. He had tossed his faith, and his trust in old men, on the funeral pyres of Auschwitz.


  The suggestion of the Chapel Street synagogue was brilliant, and Green was just about to thank his father when the front door burst open, and a shriek filled the restaurant.


  “Zaydie!” Tony came charging down the aisle, his dark curls bouncing and his chocolate brown eyes shining. Sharon scrambled to deflect him from waiters laden high with trays. A good ten seconds later, to Green’s surprise, Hannah slunk through the door, her orange hair plastered up one side of her head and last night’s mascara still smudged beneath her eyes.


  Sid clapped his hands, all trace of irritation gone. His day was complete.


  Three

  



  Omar Adams rolled over to the wall and pulled his pillow over his head. He still couldn’t block out the incessant natter of his three younger brothers, who were crouched on the floor in the little space between their beds, playing Warcraft II on their Play Station. In the background he could hear his mother and father arguing, his mother in Somali and his father in English. As usual, his mother shrieked like a demented crow, but the scary one was his father, who got quieter the angrier he was. The old man was deadly quiet this morning.


  Morning? Omar lifted the pillow to check. No sunlight was poking through the small, narrow window in the corner of the room, and the smell of spices and onions filled the air. Fuck, had he missed half the day? His stomach lurched, and he had to swallow hard to keep the bile down. His head ached, and his mouth tasted of stale puke. When he shifted, pain shot through his arms. He couldn’t remember why. He couldn’t remember a fucking thing about last night, after that last bottle of vodka and the weed they’d passed around. Special weed, Nadif had said, scored from a new source. Some special!


  He wondered how the other guys felt. Besides Nadif and Yusuf, his street buddies, he knew there were others, even though he couldn’t remember who. Or how he’d got home, or what time. He remembered them all sitting around drinking in the gazebo in Macdonald Gardens, talking about Nadif ’s court case, about the brothers who were refusing to testify against him and the old man with the lousy eyesight who’d fingered Nadif. He remembered them all walking down Rideau Street, ogling the hookers. Yusuf said he did one once, for fifty bucks behind the construction fence for the new condo, but then Yusuf ’s big brother ran a slew of them himself, so he probably got a family discount.


  The thought of drinking brought the bile up again, so Omar tried to make his mind go blank. Blank out the pounding in his chest and the pain in his hands. Blank out the flashes that danced behind his eyelids, the clenched fists, long, glistening ropes of blood, jagged bone, panicked eyes. And the long, thin glint of steel.


  It was the last image that forced him out of bed, tripping over his brothers and staggering down the hall to fling himself over the toilet. For five minutes he heaved, resting his head on the bowl, tears and snot mingling with God knows what as he tried to purge last night from his system.


  What the hell had they done?


  Afterwards, he flopped back against the wall and cradled his head in his hands. That was when he noticed the crusted stains on his hoodie. He must have fallen into bed last night fully dressed. He pulled at the baggy shirt and peered at the stains. Blood. A shiver ran through him. Grabbing the edge of the sink, he hauled himself to his feet and propped himself against the bowl. A freaky sight met him in the mirror—his face, smeared with dirt and crusted with puke. Dark red was caked around his swollen nose. He touched it carefully, swore out loud as the pain shot through his brain.


  The bathroom door opened silently, and his father loomed in the mirror beside him. Omar recoiled in shock and gripped the sink. His father fixed him with his pale blue eyes. Those cold, creepy eyes. The only sign of trouble was the vein pulsing under the skin of his neck.“Where were you last night?”


  Omar tried a little shrug, but his shoulders screamed in pain. “Just out with the guys.”


  “Nadif.” He said the name like it was a cockroach. “What did I tell you?”


  “Not Nadif. Just Yusuf.”


  The flat eyes never blinked. In a contest with Omar, they never blinked. Omar knew he could see right through the lie. “You got in at three o’clock. That’s unacceptable.”


  Omar wanted to ask what he was like when he got home, but he didn’t dare. He just nodded, hung his head, and his father turned away.


  “Clean yourself up before your mother and your brothers see you.”


  The bathroom door closed. Omar reached for a towel, wetted it and began to dab at his face. Slowly his ebony skin emerged from behind the puke and blood. It was scraped. Raw. What the hell? He tried to think, but his brains felt fried.


  He could phone Nadif and try to find out what he knew. But Nadif was already up for attempted murder on that Rideau Centre knifing, and he was going to cover his own ass. No matter what happened, he’d lie or rat out someone else, rather than add to his sheet.


  He could phone Yusuf, who at seventeen was still a young offender and under the cops’ radar. Yusuf would tell it straight, and he’d be on Omar’s side if it came to ratting anyone out.


  Or he could just lie low. Nurse his hangover. Wait till the fog lifted and the crazy jumble of flashbacks faded away. Maybe then he’d remember what had happened. What was real and what was from a horror flick he’d seen in some freaked-out, wasted state.


  Maybe nothing was real at all.


  As Green expected, the old synagogue on Chapel Street was locked up tight on a Sunday afternoon, but he had a back-up plan. He had a personal connection with the rabbi who’d served the aging inner city congregation for twenty-five years before being forced to face old age himself. Rabbi Zachary Tolner had not slipped into retirement easily but spent most of his spare time, when he wasn’t training for marathons, badgering the new rabbi and the board to ensure they didn’t forget how things should be done.


  When Green’s mother had been dying of breast cancer more than twenty years earlier, Rabbi Tolner had tried to visit her in hospital. Sid had thrown him out in a rage.


  “Where is your God!” he’d screamed, in one of the rare moments of animation Green had seen during his mother’s long ordeal. “Where was He in Auschwitz? In Majdanek, where she was a girl—a fifteen-year-old girl who had to sell her soul for...” He’d never said for what, but it was more than Green had ever learned in the years before. Or since. The rabbi had tried to calm him and simply to be with him, but Sid had retreated back into that numbness which had probably served him well in Auschwitz.


  At twenty-five, intoxicated with police work and with Hannah’s featherbrained but perfectly-formed mother, Green had been no more receptive to Tolner’s spiritual overtures than his father had been, but that had not dampened Tolner’s belief that he had a personal line of influence in the police department. Green had a stack of letters Tolner had sent him over the years complaining about everything from drug dealers on the synagogue steps to bums sleeping under the tree by the back door.


  Green knew where to find the man. Now it was time for a little payback.


  Tolner had changed little in the ten years since Green had last seen him. He was bent over the postage stamp-sized garden outside his townhouse, wearing a warped Tilley hat pulled down snug over his bald head and a pair of powder blue jogging pants concealing his spindly legs. His arms stuck out from his T-shirt, sinewy and tanned almost nut brown from a lifetime worshipping the outdoors. As Green approached, he straightened and drew every inch of his five-foot-four-inch frame to attention. His face was a web of wrinkles, but in their midst, his pale blue eyes lit with interest.


  “The mountain comes to Isaac!”


  Green laughed and extended his hand. “How are you, Zak?”


  Tolner peeled off one gardening glove and encased Green’s hand in a powerful grip.“Bored! I hope you brought something interesting.” Worry flickered his gaze. “How’s your father?”


  “Fine. Going to live to be a hundred, kvetching all the way. This is another old man. Maybe you’ve heard? Beaten to death just off Rideau Street?”


  The ready grin fled. “A Jew?”


  Green tilted his palm in uncertainty. “Possibly. We’re trying to identify him. Early seventies, five-ten, a hundred and seventy pounds, thick white hair, used a burled maple cane. Harry Rosen suit, out of date?”


  Tolner had been listening intently, his blue eyes flickering with each new description as though he were searching through some internal database. At the end of the list, he shook his head slowly. “You could try being more specific. You’re describing everybody.”


  “His hair was long and frizzy. Picture Einstein.”


  This time a faint glimmer of recognition shone in Tolner’s eyes, but still he shook his head. “Can’t you show me a picture? Even of the corpse?”


  “Too much facial damage.”


  Tolner winced. “Oy.”


  “You have an idea, don’t you?”


  “No, I don’t.”


  “Yes, you do. You blinked.”


  “Nothing that I’m going to tell you based on ‘Einstein’s hair’. What makes you think he was even Jewish?”


  Green extracted the evidence bag containing the Star of David from his pocket. “He had this in his possession.”


  Tolner took the plastic bag and held it at arms’ length. He squinted, and Green saw another flicker of recognition. “Ahh.”


  “What do you mean, ahh?”


  “Just...” Tolner lifted his shoulders in a classic Yiddish shrug. “This I recognize.”


  “Does it fit with the Einstein hair?”


  “Yes. Damn it, yes. And with the out-of-date Harry Rosen suit.” Tolner handed back the evidence bag. “Sam Rosenthal. Been a member of the shul for years, although he doesn’t come very often. Busy man, back in the days when I knew him. Travelled a lot to medical conferences, lectures and stuff.”


  “So he’s a doctor?”


  “Psychiatrist. Very well-respected years ago, when he was at the height of his career. Got a little wonky near the end, but then half those guys are wonky to start with, so it wasn’t far to go.”


  Green had been jotting notes. “Wonky how?”


  Tolner hesitated, and Green suspected he was weighing the wisdom of discretion against his love of gossip. He brushed at some specks of dirt on his T-shirt. “This is from congregants, you understand. When his wife was dying, he got Eastern religion and started meditating and searching for the deeper meaning of life. I gather he started to question all the drugs his psychiatric colleagues were prescribing. Claimed we had to respect nature’s diversity and the patient’s right to be different. Became the darling of the new age types, I think, but his colleagues were less amused.”


  “You said his wife is dead?”


  “About ten years ago. Her death was a long ordeal— ” He broke off, as if remembering Green’s mother.


  “We’re going to need DNA for a positive ID. Does he have any other family?”


  “A son somewhere in the States.” Tolner nodded towards the west.“Sam used to live in one of those mansions on Range Road overlooking the Rideau River—it’s an embassy now— but he sold it and gave half the proceeds to some group researching meditation, and he bought a falling apart Victorian dump in Sandy Hill near the university. He lives in a cramped one-bedroom on the bottom floor and rents the rest of it out to students for bobkes. I often see him out walking along Rideau Street.”


  “Was he still practising?”


  Tolner shrugged. “He might have been, but I’d be surprised. He’d be up around seventy-five by now.”


  “Do you know the son’s name?”


  Tolner shook his head. “Like I said, he moved to the States to study right out of high school, and he never came back. That was maybe thirty years ago.”


  “Study what?”


  “Oh, I don’t know. Sam wasn’t very active in the synagogue and his son was even less so. I met the son exactly once, at his mother’s funeral. Didn’t even stick around for the Shiva.”


  “Can you remember any details? A first name maybe?”


  “David? John? Some common name.”


  Green sighed. There were probably hundreds of John Rosenthals listed in the United States. He had to hope that a search of Sam Rosenthal’s apartment would yield a lead.


  “One more question,” he said. “Did Sam Rosenthal have any enemies or recent disputes with anyone? Assuming it is Sam, can you think of anyone who might have done this?”


  Tolner had leaned down to yank a weed from the edge of the walkway. He straightened slowly, squinting into the slanting afternoon sun for a few long seconds. Finally he shrugged. “He spent years dealing with the mentally ill. Maybe one of them? He could be a little... arrogant, you know how doctors can get. Maybe some punk accosted him on the street, and he didn’t give in quick enough. What a crying shame. It’s always the good guys, isn’t it? Like the coyote, nature’s bad guys are too wily ever to be victims.”


  Green could have phoned the information in to the station. It was his day off and, as everyone kept reminding him, he was an inspector, whose job was to oversee and administer, not to scrabble around in the streets unearthing leads, but he was curious to see their new Sergeant Levesque in action to reassure himself that she hadn’t booked off early or settled in to conduct the investigation with her feet up on her desk.


  The Major Crimes squad room was deserted except for the familiar sight of Bob Gibbs bent over his computer. The young detective’s head shot up in alarm at his superior officer’s arrival, but he looked relieved when Green asked for the sergeant.


  “She’s out, sir. Checking s-security tape from the pawn shop on Rideau Street.”


  “Has Staff Sergeant Sullivan been in this afternoon?”


  Gibbs shook his head, and Green suppressed his frustration as he pondered his next move. He felt restless and dissatisfied. So many dangling unknowns. He should go home to spend the rest of Sunday with his family. He could simply phone Sergeant Levesque to pass on the information on the victim’s possible identity. Or he could check out just one more little piece of information to round out the story before he handed it off to her.


  His little alcove office smelled stuffy as he squeezed inside and booted up his computer. Stacks of rumpled reports, files and official manuals overflowed the bookcase beside his desk and teetered on the guest chair just inside the door.


  In the Canada 411 online directory, there were two listings for S Rosenthal in the Ottawa area, but neither were anywhere near Sandy Hill. Well, well, he thought. Dr. Samuel Rosenthal might have an unlisted phone number. Not so unusual for a psychiatrist, he supposed, since like cops, they would deal with the troubled and potentially unpredictable underbelly of society.


  He tried a standard Google search—Samuel Rosenthal, psychiatrist—and received 442 hits. He added Ottawa to narrow the search down to 164 hits. A quick scan of these revealed that Dr. Rosenthal had been a prolific author of academic papers on depression, schizophrenia, the role of stress, and the efficacy of various unpronounceable drugs. He had given public lectures, sat on the boards of mental health and community agencies, and taught at the university medical school. Almost all the references were more than ten years old, but the most recent ones dealt with drug efficacy in the treatment of adjustment disorders in adolescence.


  What the hell is an adolescent adjustment disorder, Green wondered in astonishment. Is it a label for kids like me, who’d run a little wild in rebellion against the obsessive overprotection of panicky parents? Out of curiosity, he clicked on the reference but couldn’t access the article without subscribing to the journal. The brief abstract that preceded the article, however, was illuminating.


  Adjustment disorders are by definition short-lived reactions to stress, characterized by mood and anxiety symptoms or acting-out behaviour. Despite the well-documented stress of adolescence, the diagnosis of adjustment disorder in this population is generally overlooked by mental health practitioners in favor of old standbys like anxiety disorder, mood disorder and even the major psychoses, thus squandering the opportunity to provide genuine help. In this rush to pathologize them, the adolescent’s own analysis of his or her experience is viewed of no account.


  And I thought police lingo was indecipherable, Green thought, but there was no denying the challenging tone. He scanned the bio that followed. Samuel Rosenthal had been born in Capetown, South Africa and had been educated at Capetown University and Maudsley Psychiatric Hospital in London before emigrating to Canada in 1964 to accept a post in Montreal. He had moved across the country, working his way up the academic ladder, before ending his career as professor and a chief psychiatrist at the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital, where Sharon worked.


  Green wondered if Sharon had known him before his retirement, and if she knew anything about his reputation as a man and as a psychiatrist. He was tempted to call her, but her reaction to his mid-afternoon detour into work had not been encouraging. He could tell she was hiding her annoyance for Tony’s sake, but neither of them needed what remained of their weekend further invaded by his work. Besides, Rosenthal’s work as a psychiatrist was probably utterly irrelevant to his death at the hands of street punks.


  Green smiled wryly at the irony. Street punks—homeless, drug-addicted and alienated from the world—were the ultimate example of adolescent adjustment disorder.


  As interesting as the information was, however, none of it yielded any clues as to Rosenthal’s current address or telephone number. Green reached for his phone. It took him a few minutes to round up his back-door contact at Bell Canada and secure a listing for the doctor. Rabbi Tolner was right. Sam Rosenthal lived on Nelson Street, only a block from Rideau Street. And also, in a coincidence too close for comfort, only a block west of Sid Green’s seniors’ home.


  I’m coming home, I’m coming home, he promised Sharon silently as he drove to the old doctor’s home. He knew the building, a grand old Victorian mansion that would once have housed a member of Parliament or senior civil servant in burgeoning post-Confederation Ottawa. In its heyday, it would have seen its share of soirées and political intrigue, but it was now divided into six flats, each with its own doorbell and mailbox in the front hall. The apartments were probably occupied by a mix of university students, fixed-income seniors and new immigrants. From the medley of smells in the hallway, some East Indians and Latin Americans were among them.


  The front yard betrayed the same descent from elegance to pragmatism. Most of it was paved over to house a jumble of bicycles, garbage and recycling bins, but under the bay window was a well-mulched rose garden still producing vibrant pink and red blooms at the end of the season. Someone must be weeding it, fertilizing it and encouraging it to grow in this toxic waste of asphalt and dust. Probably Dr. Rosenthal himself, accustomed to the stunning perennial gardens that surround the houses overlooking the Rideau River.


  According to Tolner, Dr. Rosenthal occupied the ground floor flat, but there was no name on his buzzer or mailbox. Anonymous to the end, Green thought, and wondered whether it was professional paranoia that had lingered into retirement, or simply a sense that this place would never be home. Ringing the buzzer brought no response. His fingers itched to ring one of the neighbours. This was not his investigation, he castigated himself, and the follow-up really belonged to Sergeant Levesque.


  He was rescued from his dilemma when one of the interior doors opened, and a young woman came out into the hall. Small, blonde and impossibly skinny, she was dressed in jeans and a frilly purple jacket, with the trademark book bag slung over one shoulder and a bike helmet under her arm. Her weary eyes widened with alarm at the sight of him. He hastened to introduce himself, which reassured her only marginally. She edged towards the door as he recorded her name—Lindsay Corsin—and asked her about the occupant on the ground floor.


  “The landlord? He’s quiet and nice, but he keeps to himself.” Lindsay had a breathy, singsong voice that phrased everything as a question. “I’ve talked to him like maybe three times? Since I moved here. Why?”


  “Can you describe him? Height, weight, hair colour?”


  She shrugged. “I don’t know. Medium, you know? About the same as you, only way older.”


  Green suppressed a smile. In the past, his fine brown hair, freckled nose and medium build had made him look deceptively youthful, but recently strands of grey had appeared at his temples. It was reassuring to know that seventy-five still looked a long way off.


  “What can you tell me about his clothes?”


  “He’s a funny dresser. Always has a suit, even a tie. He’s old-fashioned that way.”


  Mentally Green was ticking off the points of confirmation. “Have you seen him today?”


  “No, but I’ve been upstairs. I don’t think he’s in.”


  “Does he have visitors? Go out much?”


  She wrinkled her brow as if puzzled by the question. Her gaze darted to his closed door, and she seemed to vacillate. “Sometimes he has visitors. I hear them talking, like? You can hear everything through these walls.”


  “Talking about what?”


  “I couldn’t hear. Just, like, conversation? But mostly he’s alone.” She shifted uneasily. Took the helmet in both hands and twirled it. “Umm, I gotta go. I’m late for my study group.”


  “I won’t keep you much longer. One last question. Does he go out at night?”


  She frowned as though trying to figure out why he was asking. “Sometimes, I guess. I think he has trouble sleeping, because he gets on my case when I have friends over. Keeps pounding the ceiling with his cane.” Her face cleared with sudden understanding. “Oh, this is about last week, eh?”


  “What happened last week?”


  “Well, someone trashed his place. Broke a window in the back? Boy, was he mad. But you guys know all that. He wanted you to fingerprint his whole place.”


  Having now run roughshod over Levesque’s first homicide investigation long enough, Green realized the sergeant needed to be brought into the picture. The obvious next move—checking out the apartment and the Break and Enter investigation—was hers to make. So he thanked Lindsay and handed her his card with the usual request to contact him if she remembered anything important. She snatched it and scurried out the door without a backward glance. She and her bicycle were already out of sight by the time he got back into his car.


  He found Levesque crammed into the small utility closet that passed for the security and housekeeping office at the back of the Rideau Street pawn shop. She looked up with excitement, and if she was unnerved or annoyed by his appearance, she betrayed no sign. All business, she gestured towards the grainy monitor in front of her.


  “Lucky for us, the shop has the tape on a two-day loop over the weekend so the shop owner can check for intrusions or missing merchandise when he arrives Monday morning. So we have coverage for the critical time period between ten p.m. Saturday and five a.m. Sunday.”


  Green peered at the monitor. The date and time, down to the second, were stamped in the bottom right corner of the image. The camera seemed to be mounted in the upper corner of the main door frame, and its wide-angled lens showed a blurry, fisheye view of the barred entranceway to the store along with the edge of the shop window and the sidewalk beyond. As it rolled, Green squinted, trying to make out details. “Any sign of the victim?”


  She shook her head. “He must have been on the other side of the street at this point.”


  That makes sense, Green thought, since his home was on the other side of the street. However, in his experience, elderly people with canes were careful to cross at a traffic light. “I wonder what made him cross in the middle of the block,” he mused. “Any sign of trouble?”


  “Just the usual Saturday night. Half a dozen drug deals, a girl having a shoving match with her boyfriend, I don’t know how many drunks pissing in the gutter, sex trade workers strolling by...” Levesque tapped the screen as a figure limped by, trundling a pull cart behind him. “There’s Screech, on his way to his sleeping quarters. Time is 1:33 a.m. He still has his sleeping bag.”


  “Have we talked to him? He may be able to ID some of these people.”


  “We took his statement, but his memory is unreliable.”


  An understatement, Green thought. Screech was a proud Cree from Labrador who’d once worked the mines in Northern Quebec until his lungs gave out, but ten years on the street had not improved his health. Nor his mind. But even so, sometimes Screech knew things about the street that no one else did. The trick was in persuading him to share them. Money usually improved his mood, a fact Green mentioned to Levesque.


  She reached over and rifled a stack of papers at her side. “I’ve printed off stills, and once the pathologist gives us a better idea on time of death, I’ll show them to him. I’ve also put a call out on the street. But we did find one promising lead.” She leaned over and began to fast-forward the tape. Green watched the jerky flashes of people scurrying past the shop.


  In the silence, he plunged ahead. “I have a probable ID, address, and next of kin on the victim.”


  Her finger jerked off the button, freezing the frame, and she swung around to gape at him. In terse, professional clips, he summarized his discoveries of the day. She had the discipline to listen without interruption, but her jaw grew tighter with each revelation. Beneath her dispassionate gaze, he knew she was fuming. Her blue eyes smoked.


  “So I leave it in your very capable hands.” He flourished a grin he hoped would take the sting out. “Public records should turn up the son easily, and the B & E follow-up may give you some very useful information about motive.”


  “I appreciate all of this, Inspector,” she said, not bothering to fake sincerity. “We’ll get a warrant for that address as soon as possible, and I’ll have one of my detectives pull the B & E file. But I have a much more promising lead right here on the tape.” She tapped the play button, and within a few seconds a group of young black males slouched by the camera, their hoodies bagging and their shoelaces trailing. They jostled one another as they fought for space on the narrow sidewalk.


  “Street gangs,” she said with a smug smile. “That’s what this is all about. It isn’t important who he was or what went on last week. It’s only important that at that moment of that night, he crossed their path.”


  Four

  



  Green’s late night walk around the block with Modo was a ritual he’d grown to love. His huge dog padded peacefully at his side, stopping to browse the scents in the bushes along the way, unhurried and unconcerned. Their street of modest old homes tucked behind overgrown maples and shrubs was never busy, and by ten o’clock it was a morgue. Not a single person passed him in the crisp autumn night. It was a time he could lose himself in thought, sort through the events of the day and ready himself for the next.


  Some nights when Hannah was home to babysit, Sharon would join him, and they would walk hand in hand. She’d talk about a difficult patient, or he’d talk about a heartbreaking case. It was a refuge in their busy lives, for which he was grateful.


  He hadn’t expected to like Modo. When he’d agreed under duress to take in the abandoned hundred-pound mutt—half Lab, half Rottweiler, as close as the vet could tell, but with the temperament of a dwarf rabbit—he’d sworn it was only for a month or two until a proper home could be found. Green had never had pets as a child. His home had been full of irrational fears and long, secretive silences that were oppressive to an only child. His mother had flinched at the mere sound of barking. Forever seared into her brain was the memory that dogs had terrifying magical powers to sniff out hiding places and hunt down fugitives. But Sharon had grown up with dogs in her happy suburban Mississauga home, and she’d taken to the traumatized animal instantly. Modo and Green had needed much longer to trust and value each other.


  That evening, Sharon was still doing laundry in preparation for the busy week ahead when he set off for his walk. Random threads of the homicide investigation drifted through his mind as he walked. He considered the theory he was constructing about the victim, once a respected psychiatrist but torn from his moorings by the death of his wife. Like a man of faith, he had questioned the very nature of his professional beliefs. He’d sold his gracious home and bought instead a rundown turreted mansion, where he had to tolerate garbage bins in his front yard and student parties overhead. A solitary man who went out for his daily walk dressed in a suit from his professional days. A creature of habit like Green’s own father, but proud, elegant, unafraid, and unlike Green’s father refusing to be intimidated by the human dangers on the street. Refusing to be violated, even when the violators came to his own home. Ready to fight.


  Tragically, ready to die.


  For once, the walk did not put Green in a better frame of mind. It did not energize him for the week ahead but left him feeling outraged and ready to fight as well. When he came back inside, he found Sharon curled up on the living room sofa with her petite feet tucked under her, sipping a cup of tea. Finally at rest. He made himself a cup and sank down beside her, reluctant to drag her back into the ugly reality of murder. In the end, his expression must have given him away, because she snuggled against him.


  “What is it, Mr. Bigshot Detective?”


  “You know the man who died on Rideau Street? We still need a positive ID, but it looks like he was a psychiatrist named Samuel Rosenthal. He used to work at Rideau Psychiatric.”


  She pulled back, looking puzzled. Recognition widened her eyes. “Dr. Rosenthal! Of course. I didn’t know him while he worked there, but everyone knew of him. My God, poor man.”


  “Was he controversial?”


  “Well, I remember we often had to patch up patients whom he’d taken off their meds. He was into patient empowerment and natural remedies. St. John’s wort for bipolar disorder, for example.”


  “Do you remember anything about what he was like?”


  She took a slow, thoughtful sip of tea. “It was awhile ago. His patients were very loyal to him, so I think he meant well. And he was right, sometimes we are far too quick to pump patients full of drugs when psychotherapy or a healthy lifestyle change would be better. Drugs are faster and cheaper for the healthcare system.”


  She was slowly waking up. She uncurled herself and set down her tea as if to better marshall her arguments. Sharon had been on this high horse before, railing against a public healthcare system which funded doctors to dole out pills during fifteen-minute sessions but not other therapists who might actually talk to the patients to help them sort out their lives. It sounded as if Sam Rosenthal had shared her view.


  “Still,” he said, “he must have made some enemies that way.”


  She chuckled.“Looking for a colleague driven mad by him contradicting their advice?”


  Or a patient. The thought came out of the blue and seemed far-fetched the moment he formed it. Rosenthal had barely practised in years.“Did he treat all kinds of problems?”


  “I don’t know. Most of the trouble came with his young patients. Misdiagnosed bipolars or first-episode schizophrenics. Those were the real tragedies.” He must have looked blank, for she twisted around to study him dubiously.“Do you really want to know all this?”


  “I don’t have much to go on with this guy. The working assumption is a random gang assault, but you know me. Never overlook the longshot.”


  She laughed. “Yes, the champion of zebras. Okay. Schizophrenia can be a devastating lifelong disease, but if there’s any illness where proper drugs can make a huge difference, this is it. But to have the best outcome you should catch them early, before or during their first psychotic break. Typically that’s in their teens or early twenties, where it can be hard to distinguish from other problems, especially if there is illicit drug use. Kids, even their parents, don’t want to accept the diagnosis either, so they’re willing to grasp at straws.”


  “Like a nice herbal remedy.”


  “You got it. Megavitamins or some fancy diet. My favourite is Bach’s flowers, based on some guy’s wacky ideas from the 1930s, as if we haven’t learned a thing about the disease in the decades since then. I’m not saying Western medicine has all the answers in the treatment of mental illness and there’s no place for alternative approaches, but the field is full of quackery and fake science, trading on people’s fears and hopes. That was the biggest problem we saw with Rosenthal’s patients. They’d been treated at the hospital for schizophrenia or bipolar and stabilized on the latest drugs. Then after discharge they’d trot off to Rosenthal complaining of side effects, and he’d take them off. A few months later, bingo, they’re hearing voices again and they’re back inside. With each psychotic break, their life spirals down. Jobs are lost, marriages destroyed, dreams and plans shattered.”


  Green had seen enough schizophrenics to know they often stopped taking their meds of their own accord anyway. They’d cross his path when they ended up on the streets acting crazy enough to scare people. He’d heard their reasons often enough. They felt so good after awhile on the meds, they decided maybe they’d been cured and they didn’t need them any more. Or they hated the side effects, which gave them the shakes and made them feel they were living their life inside cobwebs. A doctor like Rosenthal, who told them they didn’t need the meds after all, would have been greeted like the Messiah.


  If they ever realized they’d been duped, however unintentionally, they would have felt betrayed.


  Betrayed enough to seek revenge? he wondered, then shook his head at his own crazy thoughts. Blame it on the midnight hour. Levesque had her own, much more sensible line of investigation.


  A shadow fell across his desk. “You’ve been a busy beaver.”


  Green looked up to see Brian Sullivan lounging in the doorway. To his relief, the head of Major Crimes had a crooked grin on his freckled face and a twinkle in his blue eyes. Green hadn’t known what the fallout might be from his foray into the trenches yesterday, but now he guessed Sergeant Levesque was too smart and ambitious to complain about the meddling inspector to her NCO directly, particularly when it was common knowledge in the ranks that Green and Sullivan were not only former partners but close friends.


  He returned the grin with a shrug. “What’s a little help between friends? It was my day off, and I just used my connections to speed things along.”


  “She’s smart and she’s good, Green, even if she doesn’t know about your legendary investigative skills. Before her time.” He grinned. Nice payback, Green thought.“She looked into that B & E you mentioned, had read the whole file before roll call this morning. Doesn’t look like there’s much there. Might have been a random thing, or maybe they were looking for drugs or a prescription pad. They turned the place over, but Rosenthal didn’t have either.”


  “He wasn’t a big fan of prescription drugs,” Green said.


  “We’re concentrating on the gang thing, trying to ID the four punks on the security camera.”


  Sullivan’s six-foot-four footballer’s frame filled most of the doorway, but nonetheless Green could get a glimpse of the bustling squad room behind him. Tilting his head, he signalled Sullivan to come in and shut the door. Sullivan obliged, sinking into the plastic guest chair and propping his huge feet on the corner of Green’s desk. The grin had faded from his face, leaving a wary, questioning look.


  “There probably is no connection between the break-in and the attack,” Green said. “But I think Levesque should send someone around to reexamine the apartment and reinterview neighbours. The guy made enemies, or at least pissed people off with his manner, and in today’s hopped-up, macho drug culture, that can be enough.”


  Sullivan’s expression turned smug.“Already done. She’s got Jones working on a search warrant for his place right now. We still need to confirm the ID, so she’ll be looking for the usual— dentist’s name, personal papers, date book, and next of kin.”


  “Any luck tracking down the son?”


  “Not yet, but Levesque assigned it to Gibbsie. He’s checking public records. So far there’s no record of a birth, so it must have been out of province.”


  “Maybe even out of the country,” Green said, remembering Rosenthal’s roundabout academic journey from South Africa through the UK. “But if he’s in a system anywhere, Gibbs will find him.” Green wondered how the son would react. Losing a family member to murder was a horrifying shock, no matter how estranged the family was. “MacPhail doing the autopsy this morning?”


  Sullivan nodded. “But it will be weeks before we get any DNA results back from the lab. There is a hell of a backlog, even when we mark top priority on it. I still think those surveillance tapes and forensics are our best bet. We’re also talking to Lowell from the Guns and Gangs Unit and getting the names of all the known members operating in the neighbourhood, and all the wannabes—”


  “That’s just about everybody!” The Byward Market was one of the central clearing houses for the drug trade. Hardcore addicts and weekend partygoers alike headed down to its narrow, jumbled streets to make a score.


  “These men are black—possibly Somali or Ethiopian from what we can tell from the piece of crap tape—so we’ll concentrate on those groups first. We also think Rosenthal inflicted some damage. There’s tissue under his fingernails, which he kept well manicured, by the way—the guy was a class act—and some blood and hair on the rubber tip of his cane. Our punks may have some visible war wounds, so we want to get a look at all possible suspects ASAP.”


  “Sounds good. Keep me posted, especially if you locate the son. Meanwhile I’ll poke around into this guy’s background using the connections I have. If I turn up anything, I’ll pass it on.”


  Sullivan lifted his feet off the desk and took a deep breath as if gathering his forces for the day ahead. “Sure, Mike. Whatever makes you happy.”


  Green laughed and waved towards the door. “What can I say? Most times the hoofbeats are horses, but you got to keep an eye out for zebras. Now get out of here. I’ve got some pointless action proposal to prepare for Superintendent Devine. She’s revving up her campaign for Deputy Chief into high gear, so I have to solve the spike in domestics by five o’clock today.”


  Omar twitched aside the curtain and peered down the street. The cop car was still there, parked in front of Nadif ’s house. Omar hadn’t seen them go in, but they’d been in there an awful long time. Omar itched to phone Nadif to find out what was up, but he didn’t dare. For one thing, his fucking father would probably hear the phone click and pick up in the middle. For another, Nadif wouldn’t be able to tell him a thing with the cops standing two feet away.


  He paced back into the bathroom to stare at himself in the mirror. He’d cleaned up the snot and blood the best he could and spent most of Sunday in bed, but he still looked like he’d hit a brick wall. There were scrapes on his arms, his nose was swollen, and one eye was half shut. He’d thought of washing his hoodie and jeans in the bathtub, but he was afraid his father would freak out at the mess. Instead he’d bundled them in a ball and shoved them in the back of his closet to deal with when he could sneak out to the garbage bin in the alley behind. His father had slapped him under house arrest for a month, and even now he was downstairs keeping an eagle eye out.


  Omar wished he knew what story Yusuf and Nadif were telling the cops. Maybe they’d all settled on a story Saturday night, but he couldn’t remember. Just like he couldn’t remember what the hell they’d done after they left the park or how the hell he’d gotten blood all over himself. His stomach still felt like the bottom of a sewer, but at least his headache was gone and his brains were back in place. If the cops came, he’d have to wing his version, admit to all the stuff he could remember that was legal—probably even cop to the joints, no big deal—then say he went straight home. Tripped on the curb and fell down on the way. He’d stick to that, say it was all he could remember. Nadif always said if you’re going to lie, best to stick as close to the truth as possible.


  Maybe Nadif wouldn’t squeal on him. Maybe the cops just wanted to talk to him about his court case, or check if he was following his bail conditions. Jeez, Omar you little dick, that’s probably it. Nothing to do with you and the blood and the hole in your memory.


  But then he saw Nadif ’s door open, and two cops came out. Plain clothes, not uniforms. Shit, what did that mean? He watched as they stood on the sidewalk looking up and down the street, before one of them pointed straight at Omar’s house, and they started this way.


  The asshole had ratted him out after all.


  Omar dropped the curtain and pressed himself against his bedroom wall, hoping to be invisible. Maybe he could hide and pretend he wasn’t there. But he had three stupid little brothers downstairs who’d be happy to show the cops the way, and a hardass father who always believed in paying the price for all the bad you’d done and then some. His father had seen the blood. Knew he’d come home at three a.m., drunk, wasted and puking his guts out. His father had barely said a word to him all weekend; the cold shoulder was his favourite father-son thing, and he’d forbidden Omar’s mother to talk to him either. Not that she did much anyway. But the old man would turn him in over a fucking marijuana joint, for chrissakes.


  He was beginning to feel that slow burn that happened every time he thought about his father, and just then the doorbell rang. Squeals of excitement from his moron brothers, a yell for silence from his father, then nothing but voices in the hall, too quiet for him to hear. Footsteps scrambling on the stairs, the bedroom door bursting open, two brothers bouncing up and down, excited because the cops were here. They were asking for him. Dad was talking to them.


  Omar clamped his hands over his brothers’ mouths. “Just wait!” he whispered. “Don’t make the cops’ job easier. Let’s see what Dad’s going to do.”


  He signalled his brothers to stay put, and he sneaked out of the room onto the landing, then edged down the first few steps of the narrow staircase. He stopped just above the stair that creaked. The voices in the hall were clear. His father didn’t yell, but his voice could crack stone it was so cold.


  “Sorry, gentlemen,” he was saying.“I wish I could help you. I’ve raised my boys to respect the police, although Lord knows that’s hard around here sometimes. Lots of temptations and problem kids to lead a boy astray. But Omar’s not here at the moment. I sent him on an errand to the store. Lentils. My wife’s making lunch, and suddenly there are no lentils.”


  Omar heard the easy humour in his father’s voice, like one guy talking to another about the whims of women. But the cop that answered had no humour in his voice.“When will he be back?”


  “Well, my wife likes a particular kind of lentils, so he may have to go all the way to Vanier. On his bicycle. I told him not to come back without the lentils, so it may be an hour. What’s this about?”


  “Can you tell us where he was Saturday night?”


  “Right here, in his room.”


  “He didn’t go out any time between 10 p.m. and 5 a.m.?”


  “He was here doing homework, and I saw to it personally. Twenty years old and still in adult high school because he thought he’d take the scenic route through his education. I want to make sure he crosses the finish line. That’s the least a father should do.”


  “So he was here all night? You’re sure of that?”


  “Absolutely.”


  Omar heard that dangerous little edge creeping into his father’s voice, but the cops wouldn’t recognize it. There was silence in the hall. Omar realized his heart was almost breaking his ribs. What the hell was this about? Dad, who hammered them on the head about honour and honesty— Dad was lying? Bold-faced, calm, friendly. Lying, like it was natural as day.


  “We would still like to question him about an incident his friends were involved in,” the officer said. “Here’s my card. Have him give us a call as soon as he gets back.”


  “Absolutely, officers. I’ll pass it on. What incident is this?”


  “Thank you for your time, Mr. Adams. Have him give us a call.” The door squeaked open and closed again. Omar found he was holding his breath. Waiting for his father’s next move.


  It wasn’t long in coming. Omar had barely made it back to his room when his father was on him, hauling him by the ear into the bathroom. “You little turd,” he hissed. “You’re going to scrub this room until every speck of dirt and whatever else you brought home Saturday night is gone. Then you’re going to scrub it again. You’re a disgrace, and if you bring trouble to your mother and brothers, I’ll cut you off like you never existed. Don’t think you’ll ever see us or a single dime of support ever again. You were here all Saturday night studying for that math credit you’ve been working on. And if your worthless gangsta friends say different, they’re lying. Got that? Lying. That’s your story, or you’ll wish you’d never been born.”


  I already wish that, Omar thought through the pain ricocheting through his head. I’ve wished that ever since I was old enough to wish.


  Five

  



  Sergeant Levesque was a good actress. She stood in the middle of Sam Rosenthal’s living room, surrounded by stacks of files and textbooks, her hands on her hips and her head cocked. Her lips smiled, but her eyes smouldered, midnight blue and threatening. Like a distant thunderstorm, Green thought, chuckling at the image that had leaped to his mind.


  “Inspector Green,” she said. “Not much to report yet. We just got the search warrant, and we’ve been here only a half hour.”


  “I know,” he replied blithely. “I’m just visiting on my lunch hour.” He looked around at the work already done—drawers opened, filing cabinets emptied and cushions overturned— and felt a twinge of frustration. He remembered when he searched a victim’s home, back in the days when he didn’t sit on committees or jump to fulfill every whim from the brass above, but instead spent his shift on the road, running his own cases and calling his own shots.


  Back then he would have spent half an hour just studying the apartment, getting a sense of the occupant, sketching and absorbing impressions before he disturbed a single thing. Sullivan used to call it “communing with the dead”, and he wasn’t far off. The victim told him a lot in those thirty minutes, from what pictures he chose to hang where and what books he had on display to what kitchen utensils were near at hand.


  In most homicide cases, the victim’s identity was key to his death. In this one, Sergeant Levesque thought it irrelevant. She might be right, but it disturbed Green’s sense of due respect. He began his own walkabout, trying to picture the room as Rosenthal would have left it. Everything had an old, slightly-scuffed appearance, but the man had clearly once had money as well as taste. A dining room set of mahogany and velvet was shoehorned into the small nook allotted to it off the living room. An antique roll-top desk with leaded glass bookshelves and cubbyholes for stationery and supplies sat beside the bay window, and matching wing chairs bracketed the cavernous Victorian fireplace. A Persian rug in faded blue and red tones covered the scuffed oak floor.


  The man had chosen a soft blue paint throughout the apartment to complement the many paintings that hung in every space. Green was no expert in art but recognized an eclectic mix of styles and subjects. Some were from Israel— a soft watercolour of the Jerusalem skyline, a vibrant acrylic of Jews dancing at the Western Wall. Some were rugged Canadian landscapes of pine trees and lakes. But the most striking were the portraits. Not happy or posed but raw and real. People lost in thought, lonely, isolated and in pain.


  Rosenthal had spent his whole career dealing with human pain, yet he had not created an oasis in his own home. His home reflected his experience with life. Raw, lost, lonely. None of the artists were recognizable names, at least to Green, but he suspected Rosenthal had not bought the paintings for their investment value but for the feelings they evoked. Love of his spiritual homeland, awe of the Canadian wilderness, and above all, compassion for human pain.


  In contrast to the living area, which was stuffed with treasures, the bedroom was stark, as if it were not a place he enjoyed. Tiny and utilitarian, it held only a single bed against one wall covered with a frayed blue duvet, an antique dresser with a sculpted mirror, and an entire wall of shabby bookshelves stuffed with books. Medical and scientific tomes shared space with philosophy, mysticism and provocative works like The Mindful Brain, An Unquiet Mind and The Doctor and the Soul by Victor Frankl. Green picked the latter up idly. He was familiar with the Viennese psychiatrist who had found a path to spiritual meaning amid the horrors of the Nazi death camps. Perhaps Rosenthal had a more profound grasp of human health and illness than his detractors understood, Green thought, replacing the book reluctantly before resuming his search.


  Neatly arrayed on top of the dresser were a hairbrush, comb, shoe horn, some pill bottles and a small leather box, which the detectives had already opened. It contained cufflinks, tie clips, a gold watch with a broken face and a man’s opal ring with an engraving inside the band. “To my darling, June 16, 1980”. A birthday or anniversary present from his wife?


  Green peered at the labels on the pill bottles. Advil, multivitamins, Allegra, Tums and an herbal medicine that claimed to guarantee sleep. He jotted down the name. Not surprisingly considering his recent concern with over-medication, Rosenthal did not appear to be taking a single drug prescribed by a doctor, which was unusual among today’s elderly. At last count, Green’s father took eight pills a day.


  Beside the bed was a night table on which sat a glass of water, a pair of reading glasses and a teetering stack of novels, one of which lay open face down, By the Time You Read This, by Giles Blunt. Green glanced at the back cover. A Canadian mystery set in a northern town and featuring an apparent suicide. So the man didn’t shy away from the anguish of his profession even in his minutes before sleep. Also in the stack of novels were other Canadian literary titles, along with classics from Dickens and Dostoevsky. Just like his art, his reading tastes were eclectic and sophisticated, yet a touch sad.


  The dresser drawers had already been opened to reveal a jumble of underwear and socks, all either black or white. Green was mildly surprised that the clothes were not folded, since he had formed a picture of a solitary, fastidious man with set routines and perhaps too much time on his hands. Lower drawers contained sweaters, cotton slacks and golf shirts, in blacks, blues and beiges. Not a man inclined to flamboyance, certainly. There were no jeans or T-shirts in the mix, suggesting a degree of formality in the appearance he presented. Fits with the three-piece suit, Green thought.


  Green glanced in the closet, under the bed, and in the bathroom, but none held any surprises. Except one. He returned to the living room.


  “There’s no sign of a computer. I know he’s over seventy, but he’s educated and worldly. Seems unlikely.”


  Sergeant Levesque looked up from the stack of correspondence she was sorting. “A laptop was on the list of things he reported stolen.”


  Green felt a flash of annoyance. A laptop was an obvious target for thieves, but nonetheless one that might contain crucial information. He should have been informed. “What else was on the list?”


  “Some jewellery—his late wife’s diamond necklace and ring—a box of silverware and some papers from his filing cabinet. Typical stuff.”


  Green frowned at her dismissive assessment. To his mind, it was not typical at all. The paintings had not been taken, which suggested the thief was not an art connoisseur, but papers would be of little value to a thief. “What kind of papers?”


  She shrugged.“He wasn’t sure. When he came home, there were papers from the filing cabinet all over the floor. Most of that stuff he had not looked at since he retired. There were professional articles, patient files, workshop notes.”


  The filing cabinet had now been emptied into piles on the floor, and Sergeant Levesque’s partner was sifting through them. Bafflement and frustration showed in his face. “He doesn’t seem to have bothered sorting them out when he put them back after the break-in,” the young constable said. “Just stuffed them all back in. I’m looking for personal papers like his will and insurance policies, but so far all I’ve found is this.” He held up an empty file folder. “It’s labelled ‘will’, but there’s nothing in it.”


  Levesque let out a low whistle and brandished a paper she’d picked up. “Well, somebody might want to find the will. He owned this house completely—and in this neighbourhood that’s probably worth over a million—and this investment statement says he’s got almost three and a half million in an account. His son is going to have a nice surprise.”


  “How’s the search for him coming?” Green asked.


  Suspicion flashed across Levesque’s face, and for an instant she even hesitated to answer. “Nothing yet. Gibbs is still trying to find out his name.”


  “Likely David or John. I’d concentrate on the States somewhere.”


  Levesque swung around on her junior partner, her ponytail snapping. She gestured to the papers strewn on the floor. “There should be a name somewhere in there.”


  “Find any kind of legal document, and that’ll give you his lawyer’s name,” Green said. “The lawyer will have his will on file and probably the son’s coordinates as well.”


  The junior detective began pawing through papers, obviously eager to impress. “I found his income tax records for the last few years. They show lots of donations to charity —United Way, Canadian Mental Health Association, United Jewish Appeal and a bunch of charities in Israel. No lawyer’s name, but I found a dental bill.”


  “Good. Call to see if he has recent X-rays.” Levesque left the young man dialling his cell while she turned her attention back to the correspondence on the dead man’s desk. Green resumed his stroll around the apartment, not gathering impressions this time, but searching for clues to the son’s identity. Photos or letters. There was a large portrait of a woman he assumed to be the late wife hanging on the living room wall, and several photos of her in silver frames on the dining table and desk. She was always hamming it up, as if she hated formality and enjoyed teasing the photographer. To Green’s surprise, however, there was not a single photo of a boy or younger man, nor of small children who might be grandchildren.


  Green thought about his own father, an elderly widower , for whom Green, Sharon and the children were his whole world. Every spare surface in Sid Green’s small senior’s apartment was proudly covered with photos. In contrast, Sam Rosenthal’s apartment felt extraordinarily lonely.


  As he stood in the centre of the bedroom, he noticed piles of boxes stored at the back of the closet. Shoe boxes of old correspondence, cartons of old clothes, and at the very back, an old dusty banker’s box tucked beneath a plastic bin of winter scarves.


  He dragged the box into the room and peered inside at the yellowed stack of old files, inwardly cheering at the sight of the word “Will” scrawled across the tab of one of them. Inside was a sheaf of legal-sized papers, with the words “The last will and testament of Samuel Yitzak Rosenthal” printed in old-fashioned script across the front page. He pulled out the papers and scanned for the date: November 16, 1999. Written not long after his wife’s death, it was probably his most recent will.


  Green flipped rapidly through the pages, noting that Rosenthal had named the lawyer who’d drafted the will as executor of the estate. The executor was instructed to sell his property, pay all the bills and distribute the remainder of the estate as follows.


  Large sums had been bequeathed to charities. Three were predictable—$100,000 each to the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital, the Canadian Mental Health Association, and the United Way—all of which helped troubled people in need. But others, like the Humane Society and the Bytown Association of Rescued Canines, were unexpected. Green had seen no sign of pets in the apartment.


  Besides the half million dollars to various charities, two million were to be used to endow the Evelyn Rosenthal Memorial Chair in cancer research at the University of Ottawa. Green wondered if the man had been grateful for the care his wife had received at the Ottawa Hospital or if he’d found it profoundly lacking.


  The final page was most telling of all. Whatever crumbs were left over after the disposition of the specific bequests, had been left to the son, David Joseph Rosenthal. By Green’s rough calculations based on the worth of the house and the investments, that was still close to two million. Hardly pocket change. However, a line had been drawn through his son’s name and the word “no” had been scrawled over it. Green’s excitement surged.


  He took the will into the living room, where the junior detective had made little headway with the pile of papers on the floor.“Here’s the will, the son’s name, and the lawyer. A lot was left to charities, but the rest is slated for his son. But I think you’ll find the last page interesting.”


  Sergeant Levesque plucked the will from Green’s hands. “Where did you find it?”


  “In the back of the closet.” Green could see that she was bewildered and suspicious, but unwilling to challenge the serendipity of his find. He shrugged. “Old people have their quirks. My father hides his passport and bank records in a cavity under the floorboards as if he’s still in the Warsaw ghetto.”


  Levesque scanned the will, arching her eyebrows briefly at the last page before setting the will aside. “I will follow this up, of course, and contact the lawyer for the son’s address. But the will doesn’t seem too relevant to our investigation at this time. We have a whole list of gang members to check out first.”


  “Beneficiaries are always relevant in a homicide investigation.”


  “He’s been a beneficiary since 1999. I don’t see why he’d suddenly decide to kill his father now.”


  Green frowned at her. “It looks as if his father may have had second thoughts. And the son needs to be investigated, whether Rosenthal wanted him disinherited or not.” He studied the resentment and uncertainty on her face and tried to soften his tone. “The way the economy is now, the son may have fallen on hard times and recently incurred huge debts.”


  She flipped her ponytail in exasperation.“With due respect, sir, we don’t know what that ‘no’ means. Maybe the father was angry, then later regretted it. It was all a long time ago.”


  “I’ll give you more men, if that’s an issue.”


  “It is not an issue. Priorities are the issue. For sure this son will get my attention, along with all the gang punks in the city.” She caught herself and forced a tight smile. “But thank you for the offer, sir. I will let Staff Sergeant Sullivan know if I need it.”


  Green caught the borderline insubordination in the woman’s retort and was tempted to call her on it, but stopped himself. She was like looking in a mirror, ten years ago, when he thought he knew everything. If she was as good as Sullivan believed, she would learn better soon enough.


  Green forced himself to behave for the rest of the day, and by five o’clock he had a passable action plan drafted for Superintendent Devine to address the spike in domestic assaults. It would never be implemented, of course, but that wasn’t the point. It was ammunition for debates on the police budget at City Council, not to mention feathers for Barbara Devine’s Deputy Chief nest. Of course, the real way to prevent the spike would be to get rid of September, with all the stresses it placed on families after the casual, relaxed days of summer. He and Sharon had only two children, of very disparate ages, and yet they felt the stress of finding new schools, resuming full-time work hours, and juggling after-school activities.


  To Green’s astonishment, Tony was going to kindergarten, and Hannah, true to her word, was trying out full-time Grade Twelve in the regular neighbourhood high school. For the occasion, she was letting her hair grow out, transforming the orange-tipped spikes into softer waves. She’d cut back on the black eye-liner and heroin-addict make-up, allowing her freckles and innocent hazel eyes to shine through. For the first time, Green saw not only his mother but himself in her face.


  Naturally, the transformation required a new wardrobe. Hannah was a social animal astute enough to recognize that black rags and metallic studs would not earn her acceptance with the earnest children of the organic-food, eco-conscious set in their neighbourhood. Tony too needed brand new clothes, since last winter’s wardrobe was now several inches too short. The strain on their family budget and their time was enormous.


  In fact it was Green’s turn to pick up Tony from the sitter and take him to The Bay for a fashion outing that Sharon had dubbed a father-son bonding experience, no doubt with tongue firmly in cheek. Green’s fashion sense did not extend beyond matching his cleanest pants to his favourite T-shirt, and Tony’s two-minute attention span, together with his determination to do as he pleased, made any excursion a test of endurance and willpower.


  Sometimes domestic assault was a simple matter of tipping the balance too far.


  Nonetheless, Green had managed to outline a five-point action plan for Devine that involved changes to police response at several levels, from first responding through laying of charges, and he’d thrown in enough buzz words— community partnerships, alternative dispute resolution, strategic intervention—that Devine would be salivating. He was just locking up his desk when he heard the elevator open and saw Brian Sullivan stride out, the tell-tale hint of high blood pressure on his dusky face. Sullivan spotted him and veered over, his colour deepening further. Green wondered if Levesque had complained again. He decided on a preemptive strike.


  “You’re here late! The autopsy done?”


  Sullivan flopped in the guest chair with a groan. “Just came from there.”


  “And?”


  “The man was healthy for his age. Some arthritis in his left hip which might have slowed him down a bit, but otherwise strong and fit.”


  “Explains the cane. So what was the cause of death?”


  “Blunt force trauma to the head. Repeated blunt force trauma, a dozen blows in total as near as MacPhail can tell. Fractured his skull, his jaw, some ribs and his collarbone.”


  “Same instrument or several?”


  “That’s hard to tell from the hamburger that was left. MacPhail’s taken lots of photos, so he’ll take a closer look.”


  Green winced at the image. “Any specs on the type of instrument?”


  “Again, he has to examine his tissue samples, but there’s nothing obvious to the naked eye. Something cylindrical and about five centimetres thick—about the size and shape of a baseball bat.”


  “Not something that’s readily at hand on Rideau Street unless you brought it along.” Green mulled it over. Drug dealers and other punks normally didn’t carry baseball bats or obvious weapons that might draw attention to themselves. They preferred knives and guns. More deadly and easily slipped into the belt out of sight.


  Sullivan’s scowl was easing, and his dusky colour was fading, as if he’d forgotten to be annoyed. “It may make it easier to find witnesses. Somebody walking along with a baseball bat would stand out.”


  “I don’t remember any of those kids on the tape carrying baseball bats.”


  “But we couldn’t see them all clearly. Sergeant Levesque is going to break the tape into stills, see if we can see anything.”


  Green visualized the sequence of the assault. Rosenthal had tried to fend off his attacker with his cane before the killer got a good swing in. The earlier blows were likely less forceful, the latter ones would have produced the carnage.


  “It would take a strong person to hit hard enough to break his skull like that,” he said.


  “Strong or enraged.” Sullivan paused. “Some of the blows were post-mortem. The one that likely killed him was to the base of his neck, delivered when he was already lying down. Snapped his neck.”


  Green tasted bile. “Coward. Attacking an old man in the first place, then hitting him when he’s down. This wasn’t a simple mugging, Brian. This was an assassination.”


  Sullivan ran his broad hand through his bristly hair, frowning dubiously.“Well, it might have started as a mugging, but when Rosenthal resisted, the killer lost it. Maybe Rosenthal got a good hit in, and the attacker saw red.”


  Green was silent. He knew Sullivan was right. They’d both seen enough bloody destruction to appreciate the power of flash rage. But to keep hitting once the old man was already down, already dead, suggested a dangerously unstable man. Green finally broke into their grim thoughts. “What’s his calculation on time of death?”


  “More or less what we figured. Sometime between midnight and four a.m. Sunday morning.”


  “Anything else of note?”


  “We got the dental records, and we’ve couriered everything over to the forensic odontologist. Probably have a confirmed ID by Wednesday. MacPhail says Rosenthal had an iron constitution and kept himself well. Even got regular pedicures. Heart, liver and arteries all in excellent shape, would have lived another ten years. Even had all his own teeth. ‘A lifetime of clean living, the silly bugger’ is what the old Scot announced when he was finished.”


  Both men laughed, grateful for the lighter mood. MacPhail would see that as a lifetime of wasted opportunities. But in Green’s mind, it all fit with the image that was beginning to form, of a thoughtful, philosophical man who had few vices and took meticulous care of himself.


  None of which explained what he was doing walking along Rideau Street during the most dangerous small hours of the night.


  Six

  



  Stop the Carnage!” The Tuesday morning headline stopped Omar cold. He was just heading to the cash with the bottle of laundry detergent his mother had asked him to buy and the jumbo bag of chips that was his reward. She wouldn’t know about the pack of DuMauriers he’d pick up too. Using his own money, so what business was it of hers? What other twenty-year-old man was grounded to the house for a month anyway?


  It had been less than three days, but he was already going insane. He’d practically begged his mother to let him go to the store for her. She was as scared of his father as he was, so it had taken some persuading, but when the old man went off to work that morning, she’d slipped Omar some house money and sent him up to Rideau Street.


  His mother didn’t read English, and his father said the newspapers were all lies, so there weren’t any in the house. Since part of his punishment was no TV, he hadn’t heard any news either. That headline was the first he’d learned of the old man’s death on Saturday night. That fucking black-hole Saturday night.


  The Ottawa Sun screamed the headline in its usual half-page type, followed up with more hype. “Roaming gangs to blame in senior’s death.” Beside that, there was a photo of a building with a body sprawled against it. Details were fuzzy so it took Omar a moment to recognize Rideau Street, but then fear shot through him. He pretended to be cool as he bent to look at the more conservative Ottawa Citizen on the rack below. No headlines about gangs, but a recap of the progress the police were making into the brutal beating. “We are looking at video footage and at known gang members operating in the vicinity,” some cop was quoted as saying.


  Video footage. Fuck! Omar nearly bolted from the store. He snatched up the paper, and it took all his willpower to put his stuff down at the cash and wait for his change. He completely forgot about the cigarettes.


  Back at the house, he shut himself in his room and read the story five times, his brain refusing to take it all in. This was bad. The guy had been beaten with a bat over a dozen times, even after he was dead. His body was pulverized, then robbed. An innocent old guy out for a walk, just minding his own business. Omar felt a dumb surge of anger. Well, that was the old man’s first mistake. What the hell was he thinking, going out for a walk on Rideau Street in the middle of the fucking night?


  Then he felt guilty for the anger. The old man’s actions may not have been too smart, but no way he deserved to get beaten to death. This wasn’t Somalia, where his father said your life was in your hands every second, where just to show your face in the wrong place to the wrong person could mean a machete or a strafe of bullets. Which was why his mother never complained about his father, no matter what he did, because he’d rescued her from that. Picked her from all the village girls in the camp, brought her back here when he transferred back to Canada. Omar had already been born by then, but not too many soldiers married the village women they’d fooled around with.


  His father said it was a matter of honour after the things the military had done in Somalia, and maybe that was true. His father still sent half his money over there for a village school. But Omar knew it wasn’t that simple. His dad liked to be king of the heap, and he knew he had them all by the short and curlies.


  He raised his head from the newspaper. How many times had he asked himself if they’d have been better off if the old man had left them in Somalia? He knew the answer, but it was a game he played whenever the bastard tightened the screws. Martial law, that’s what this was. Once a soldier, always a soldier, and his father had been with the worst. The government hadn’t disbanded the Airborne Regiment after Somalia because the guys had handed out lollipops. They knew all about beating. And killing.


  Omar wrenched his thoughts back to Saturday night. He raked his memory. He remembered something metal, something shiny like a knife. But not a baseball bat. Who the hell had been carrying a baseball bat? A knife could be concealed, but a bat was pretty fucking long to hide under your shirt. Not to mention uncomfortable when you’re sitting down. He tried to picture the four of them sprawled on the grass in Macdonald Gardens, smoking weed and talking about getting laid. He remembered jokes about the size of their hard-ons, about how far up a girl they could go. If anyone had had a baseball bat, it would have come out then.


  Omar shook his head, feeling a bit better. It was possible one of them had picked up a baseball bat later during their walk, but not likely. Not too many baseball bats lying around in alleyways around here, especially when it wasn’t even garbage day.


  He heard his mother’s soft bare feet on the stairs. Quickly he folded up the newspaper and stuffed it under his mattress. He pulled his math textbook out of his bag and had just flipped it open when there was a light tap on his door. As always, his mother waited silently outside his door until he opened it. She was tall, and even after four kids—plus two who died in the refugee camp, but no one ever talked about them—she didn’t have an ounce of fat on her.


  Even inside the house, she kept herself wrapped head to toe in browns and blacks. His father sometimes bought her bright scarves and pretty clothes, but they sat in her closet. She looked at Omar now with her huge, sad eyes.


  “You have laundry?” she asked in English.


  He glanced around his room. His brothers had left their own clothes strewn around, but Omar’s own corner was army shipshape. Just one more sign of his father’s double standard. He handed her his bag of laundry, then remembered the clothes from Saturday night, still in a ball at the back of his closet. He said nothing.


  She peered into the small bag and frowned. “Your jeans?”


  Panic shot through him. “I’ll check if they’re dirty, I’ll bring them down to you.”


  She went out and he closed the door. He ran to the closet and fished out the clothes. They were stiff with dried blood now and gave off a sickening smell. They were probably a write-off, except his father would ask him where they’d gone. He could make some excuse, but he’d never hear the end of it. The jeans had cost good money and were nearly new. He shook them out and peered at them in the light from the window. Against the dark blue fabric, it was hard to tell the stains were blood. They could have been...


  He shook his head. His mother wasn’t born yesterday, she knew blood when she saw it. She’d figure he was into something hot and heavy. But she wouldn’t say a word to his father. She’d wash the stuff and never ask. It didn’t pay to ask.


  He began to empty the pockets to make sure there was no weed or folded bills that could get ruined in the wash. In the third pocket, his hand closed around something heavy and cold. He pulled it out. He stared at it a moment then yanked his hand away like the object was hot. It clattered to the floor.


  Heart pounding, he picked it up again. Stretched the gold band, cradled the heavy disk. It was still ticking, the hands on the gold face keeping perfect time.


  Which was no surprise, because below the dial, in sleek, classy letters, was the word Rolex.


  He was on the phone before he’d even thought it through. “Nadif! What the fuck happened Saturday night!”


  “Sh-h!” Nadif hissed and slammed the phone down without saying a word. Omar raced down the stairs, stopped for a moment to listen for his mother, who was busy with the laundry in the basement. He ran out the front door. Only when his bare feet hit the cold pavement did he realize he’d forgotten his shoes.


  Ignoring the cold, he headed diagonally across the street and had almost reached Nadif ’s townhouse when he saw the curtains twitch in the upstairs room. A few seconds later Nadif came barrelling out his front door and ran at him, grabbing his arm and dragging him behind a van parked in the laneway beside the house.


  “Fuck, man! You want to get us arrested? The cops are everywhere!”


  “Sorry,” Omar said. Sorry was always the first word out of his mouth when trouble started, but now he took a few seconds to process what Nadif had said. His mouth went dry. “You think my phone’s tapped?”


  “I don’t know about yours, but you can sure as hell bet mine is. The cops were all over me about that old man’s death on Saturday night.”


  Omar grabbed his arm. “What the fuck happened? What was in that weed! I don’t remember a thing.”


  “Nothing happened. Got nothing to do with us.”


  “But I got blood all over me. All over my clothes!”


  “You fell off the sidewalk. So wasted you didn’t even see it coming. Fell flat on your face.”


  Omar was silent a moment, testing this theory against his memory. Didn’t ring any bells. “But what about the knife?”


  Nadif ’s face hardened. “What knife?”


  Omar felt panic rising. “I remember a knife. I remember blood.”


  Nadif gripped him by both arms and dug his fingers in. “Listen to me. Nothing. Happened. Nothing. We were out partying, we came home, you tripped and fell, end of story.”


  To his shame, Omar felt hot tears gathering behind his eyes. “But I have a Rolex watch in my pocket. I don’t know where it came from.”


  Nadif released him and stepped back from him almost like he was pushing him away. “I don’t know nothing about a Rolex watch. I don’t know where you got that. But my advice? Get rid of it. Now. Throw it down the sewer, chuck it in the river. Just get rid of it. And don’t ever, ever talk about this again.”


  The phone was ringing on Green’s desk when he reached his office that Tuesday morning. Fearing it was Devine with another last minute demand before her job interview, he debated letting it go to voicemail, but after a long, stuffy meeting with the Provincial Crowns, any diversion was welcome.


  A dulcet Southern drawl greeted him. “Inspector Green? Agent Jim Benoit of the FBI here.”


  The name rang no bells. “Yes, sir. How can I help you?”


  “Your department put in a search request for a David Joseph Rosenthal yesterday?”


  Green masked his surprise. There was a protocol for requesting assistance from south of the border. Had Levesque deliberately circumvented it? “Yes, he’s next of kin in a death up here. Any luck?”


  “Well, we found him for you. That is, we found his residence, and local police paid a visit to his wife. According to her, he’s out of the country on business, and she doesn’t know for how long. Do you want us to trace him?”


  “She isn’t able to contact him herself?”


  “That’s correct. According to her, that’s normal. He’s a busy man, apparently. Flies all over the world.”


  “But surely—” Green stopped himself. There was no point badgering the FBI with his skepticism. He asked for the woman’s phone number, then thanked the FBI agent and asked him to carry on the search.


  Afterwards he studied the information he had jotted down, an address in Baltimore that meant nothing to him. He dialled the number, listened for five rings, and braced for voicemail. He was thrown off-guard when the phone was snatched up.


  “Yes!”


  “This is Inspector Michael Green of the Ottawa Police. May I speak with Mrs. Rosenthal, please?”


  “Who?”


  Green repeated his introduction, as gentle and polite as she was abrupt.


  “Oh. Is this in relation to his father?”


  “Yes. We really need to get in touch with Mr. Rosenthal.”


  “It’s Dr. Rosenthal, even if his father never admitted it. Two PhDs and half an MD weren’t good enough for him. Why do you want David? Did the old man die or something?”


  Green abandoned courtesy. “Yes. That’s why I need to find him.”


  “Huh.” The woman paused. “Well, I don’t know where he is. New Dehli, Frankfurt, Tel Aviv? He doesn’t keep me informed.”


  “Does he have a cellphone or Blackberry?”


  “I don’t have those numbers.” Another pause, the sound of smoke dragging into lungs. “Look, you might as well know. He doesn’t live with us any more.”


  “Where does he live?”


  “Take your pick. He’s got six houses. Well, maybe only four or five now. He’s had to sell a couple off. But he may not be at any of them. He has his own plane, and he’s always off wheeling and dealing.”


  “Who might know how to reach him, Mrs. Rosenthal? His secretary? Executive assistant?”


  “I can give you the company number, that’s all I have.” She was silent a moment, presumably tracking down the number. When she came back, her voice sounded more excited. “I don’t suppose there’s money or...whatever involved?”


  “That’s not my area. But the sooner I can contact Dr. Rosenthal, the sooner you’ll know.”


  That little nudge proved useful. She rhymed off the number, then added as an afterthought, “I never even met his father. David hadn’t talked to him in years, but sometimes that’s the worst kind of loss, isn’t it? For what it’s worth, at this time of year, David is usually up in Canada, duck hunting. The man loves to hunt.”


  After he’d hung up, Green sighed. Duck hunting up in Canada—that really narrows it down. Hoping for more details, he dialled the number the ex-wife had given him. He got the runaround through an automated phone response system before finally snagging a real person. She passed him on, like a hot potato, to Rosenthal’s executive assistant, who was as treacly smooth as the ex-wife was blunt. But impressions could be deceiving. After oozing out the obligatory expressions of dismay, she began to stonewall.


  “I will pass on this message as soon as possible, and I’m sure he’ll contact you as soon as he’s able.”


  Able, thought Green with disbelief. What, when it reaches the top of his “to do” list? “Give me his cellphone number.”


  “I don’t believe he’s in cellphone range. But I assure you, he will call you. Is there anything else I can help you with?” She’d reverted to her script, so he thanked her and hung up. He headed off to alert Levesque and Sullivan, hoping the secretary was right. He was anxious to get his own read on David Rosenthal, who was emerging as more peculiar by the moment.


  By noon the rumour mill on the third floor was going full tilt, and snippets of gossip were seeping down to the Major Crimes Unit on the second. The first round of interviews for the Deputy Chief ’s job had been going on all morning, and the faces of candidates parading in and out of the Chief ’s private conference room were being minutely analyzed for signs of hope and defeat. Green heard that Barbara Devine had swept into the interview wearing her most conservative navy suit and practical pumps, with neutral polish on her nails and only the subtlest hint of red on her lips. He had to smile, thinking the Chief would have to have been blind not to notice the woman’s penchant for scarlet and stilettos in the past three years.


  She had emerged from the interview an hour later—the longest among the candidates so far—and had flashed a discreet victory sign at her secretary. Victory was far from assured, everyone knew, but the prospect of a new boss to fill her shoes left Green feeling ambivalent. A Chief of Detectives who actually knew something about major crimes would be nice, but on the other hand, Devine’s ignorance, together with her blatant self-absorption, left him with a free rein to run his section as he chose. A new boss might be a pain in the ass.


  Green was preparing for an afternoon meeting with his NCOs when his telephone buzzed. “A Mr. Fine on the line, sir. He said he left three messages.” The major crimes clerk sounded dubious. Green wondered if Fine had asked for “Mr. Yiddish Policeman”.


  Green pounced on the phone. Fine’s singsong voice came through. “So, you don’t have private secretaries any more? A bigshot like you?”


  “What can I say? Voicemail, automated menus... Thanks for calling. You got something for me?”


  “Nothing that will do you much good, but yeah, I looked into your piece.”


  “And?”


  “It comes from Russia, like I thought. I’d estimate turn of twentieth century. Czarist Russia.”


  “You can tell that from the gold?” Green asked, impressed. He knew metallurgists could work wonders these days. Microscopic impurities and variations in colour and content could be traced to specific locations or processing methods.


  Fine chuckled. “I can tell it’s good quality gold, yes, and the workmanship suggests old-style hand-tooling. But no, I can tell that from the lettering on the back of the piece. It’s an inscription, roughly translates as To life and hope, my darling. It uses some old Cyrillic letters and spelling which the Revolution tried to eliminate when they standardized things in 1918. Not everyone gave up the old ways, so it’s not absolutely certain that it’s Czarist, but I’m guessing there wasn’t much call for these religious baubles after the proletariat took over. Jews, you know—always at the forefront of new ideas. Always hoping this one will be better.”


  Green didn’t see how all this shed much light on Rosenthal’s past. The Star of David had been made before the old man was even born. “So it’s probably an heirloom passed down from immigrants who sneaked it out of the old country with them when they came.”


  “Yeah. Or not so romantic, he could have bought it in any antique Judaica shop. It makes a nice gift. The chain isn’t old, by the way. Your standard gold chain you can pick up anywhere. It’s a woman’s Star of David. For one thing, the ‘darling’ is feminine, and for another, it’s more delicate than most men would wear.”


  “It was worn by the victim.”


  “What can I say? Some men...”


  “He had a wife. At least, did have.”


  “Then maybe it’s hers.”


  Green turned the idea over in his mind. It made sense. Even the inscription To life and hope, my darling could have had special meaning to them as his wife struggled with cancer, and when she died—the love of his life in whose memory he had endowed an entire cancer research chair—he had taken to wearing it himself. Just as he continued to wear his wedding ring despite the passage of years.


  “I wonder why the killer didn’t steal it too,” Green said. “He took the poor man’s shoes, watch, and wedding ring.”


  “Maybe he didn’t see it. These are normally worn inside the shirt.”


  “No, it was lying on the sidewalk beside his body.”


  “Ah, that explains it.”


  “What?”


  “It was damaged. The chain was broken, and it takes more force than you think to break those things, like it was ripped from his neck. Plus the surface was bent and scratched. I found tiny particles of sand embedded in the gold.”


  Green tried to picture the chain on the ground. “Maybe it got stepped on in the struggle.”


  “Possibly, but the amount of scratching and the way the sand was embedded, it was almost like someone ground it in with their shoe. A pretty violent act, yanking it from the guy’s neck and grinding it into the pavement.”


  That image stayed with Green afterwards, troubling him. The whole attack had been unusually vicious, beginning with the bat smashing the old man repeatedly when he was already down. Then the rings had been pried free, the Star of David ripped off and deliberately crushed into the ground.


  Was there a message in this, or was he being paranoid?


  He reached for the phone and dialled Sullivan’s cell. The staff sergeant answered on the first ring.


  “Where are you?” Green asked.


  “Over in Vanier. About to go for lunch.” Sullivan sounded wary.


  “Meet me at the Rideau Street crime scene. Then we’ll go to Nate’s Deli.”


  “The crime scene’s already been released, Green. There will be a hundred people walking over it.”


  “Doesn’t matter. Humour me. There’s a big, juicy smoked meat on rye in it for you.”


  Sullivan chuckled. “You springing for it, I’ll have two.”


  Green printed off the stills Levesque had made from the pawn shop security tape, tucked them into a folder, and headed downstairs to sign out his staff car. He parked a block from the corner where Rosenthal had been beaten and walked slowly up Rideau Street, passing under the security camera of the pawn shop about sixty feet from the alleyway of the crime scene. He studied the photos and tried to recall the movements of the four young suspects. They had been drunk, jostling one another, oblivious to their surroundings. If the old man was standing sixty feet in front of them, they hadn’t noticed him yet. That seemed unlikely. Most people walking down Rideau Street after midnight were instinctively on guard.


  Sergeant Levesque had dissected every inch of the security tape for the night in question. Besides Screech and the young black males, dozens of other parties had passed by. Couples, singles, hookers waiting for the patrons from nearby bars. Levesque’s team had been trying to track them all down, but in truth no one believed any of the others were guilty. Two were simple working girls, a couple were late-night revellers and still others looked like students from nearby University of Ottawa, stumbling home to their dorms. None had carried bats, none had looked poised for violence. None of them looked like skinheads or white supremacists who would target Jews for sport.


  This morning, Screech had taken up his usual position cross-legged on the sidewalk about half a block from the liquor store. He had an empty Tim Hortons cup today, and kept his cart close at his side. The Ident Unit had confiscated his bloody sleeping bag but had given him a brand new one in its stead, so he was taking no chances. At his feet was a stack of stained pencil drawings, mostly poor imitations of Native animal art. Green doubted he sold many, but it allowed him some dignity.


  Green had crossed paths with him in court a few times in his earlier days, but Screech had a vague look this morning, as if not enough brain cells were firing for him to recognize anyone. Green squatted in front of him and introduced himself, trying to ignore the stench. “Have the cops been around to ask you about what you witnessed the night the old man died?”


  It proved too long a sentence, because Screech wrinkled up his nose and presented a gap-toothed smile. “Spare a loonie for a dying man?” he asked, his head bobbing as he extended his Tim Hortons cup.


  Green extracted a ten dollar bill, held it out and tried again. “The night the old man was killed, did you see anything?”


  “Eh?”


  “Screech, come on. Did you see or hear the fight?”


  Screech’s smile fled, and he whipped his head back and forth, spittle flying. He eyed the bill, but made no move to take it.


  “Where were you?”


  “Behind the wall.” He pointed to the brick building of the grocery store up the block. “Didn’t want no trouble.”


  “From who? Was somebody giving trouble?”


  Screech clamped his cracked lips shut. Green took out the photos and laid them all out on the sidewalk in front of him. “Did you see any of these people?”


  Screech flicked a glance at the line-up, then averted his eyes. “Didn’t see nothing.”


  “Come on, now. We’ve helped you out a lot in the past. Got you this new sleeping bag, bought you food, we even buy your drawings sometimes. If you can help us out this one time...” He registered the fear in Screech’s eyes. The street was a dangerous place for the homeless, particularly in the dead of night. Scores were settled in brutal ways. Green tucked the ten dollars into Screech’s shirt pocket and softened his voice. “I won’t tell anyone you told me. But you saw what they did to the poor old man. I just want whoever did it off the streets.”


  Screech cast a wary eye up the street then bent over to study the photos one by one. Green said nothing as nearby an idling transport truck spewed hot fumes into the air. Screech paused at the four black males. “I seen them.”


  “That night?”


  “Yeah. Drunker than me. Hassling some hooker.” He gave his gap-toothed grin.


  “Is that hooker in the pictures?”


  Screech shook his head. Too fast, Green thought. “What was her name?”


  “Don’t know her. Not a regular.”


  “Did any of these kids have a baseball bat?”


  “Eh?”


  “A baseball bat? Did you see one?”


  “Didn’t see nothing. Didn’t want no trouble.”


  Green could almost picture Screech hiding, anxious to stay out of the way of four drunk young men fuelled by testosterone. “I know you didn’t, and you’re doing great. Did you see anyone else in these photos?”


  Reluctantly, the man returned to the photos. He moved along the line-up, then shook his head and shoved himself away. “Nope.”


  Green thanked him, packed up the photos, and headed up the street. The yellow crime scene tape had been removed, although a small tatter of it still hung from the pole of a nearby bus stop. The alleyway had been hosed clean of all traces of blood and brains. People walked over the spot without a care, sneakers shuffling, snakeskin boots clicking, stilettos tapping a pert rhythm. A bus pulled up and disgorged another crowd, which surged forward over the place of the old man’s death.


  Green walked over to the dusty patch of weeds where the body had been dragged. A short distance but still a very cold-blooded act when you’d just pulverised the man’s brain. The body had been rolled on its side against the concrete wall, likely so that it would appear to the casual passerby like a drunk sleeping it off.


  This killer was cool and collected, anticipating the angles.


  Green studied the concrete wall of the building. It was spray-painted with gang tags, like dogs marking a hydrant. The Market was a free-for-all. No turf was safe.


  “Recognize them?” came a deep voice from behind him.


  Green turned to see Sullivan. The big man was looking rumpled and tired, flushed, as if his blood pressure was up again. “Some,” Green said. “Not all. The city is getting new wannabe gangs every day.”


  “I don’t think the tags have anything to do with the case,” Sullivan said. “None of the paint is fresh.”


  “Still, are there any neo-Nazi tags among them?”


  Sullivan frowned, his dusky colour deepening.“Neo-Nazi? Where did that come from?”


  “Rosenthal was a Jew. That’s a target for some people, especially after a dozen beers.”


  “Not obviously a Jew. No yarmulke.”


  “Maybe they spotted the Star of David. Or, with his expensive clothes and jewellery, he looked as if he had money. For some, that stereotype is enough.”


  Sullivan leaned against the wall, silhouetted against the midday press of Rideau Street. Belching transport trucks, growling buses, and lunch goers scurrying along the sidewalk. He studied Green thoughtfully. “I assume you have a reason for this line of inquiry?”


  Green broke into a sheepish grin.“A couple of flimsy ones. The viciousness of the attack, the overkill, and the fact the killer stomped Rosenthal’s Jewish star into the ground. Didn’t steal it but destroyed it. It smacks of contempt.”


  Sullivan raised an eyebrow. He looked skeptical, but he was too good a detective not to consider the less obvious. “I’ll ask the Hate Crimes guys if they have a lead on any Neo-Nazi groups hanging out around here.”


  Green nodded. “Ask if there’s been any reports of vandalism or harassment. These guys don’t usually start with a full-fledged attack.”


  They don’t usually end with one either, he thought with a chill.


  Seven

  



  Brian Sullivan was on his cellphone when their smoked meat sandwiches arrived, thick, fragrant and spilling over with succulent pink meat. Green picked his up in both hands, sank his teeth in and closed his eyes in ecstasy.


  Sullivan glared and covered his mouthpiece. “Nothing should interfere with a man’s lunch.”


  Green stifled a chuckle with his mouth full. “What are you talking about? At least we’re getting lunch. That’s progress.”


  Sullivan was about to reply when the party came back on the other end of the line. He listened a moment, thanked the individual and snapped his phone shut. Without a word he picked up his sandwich and shovelled it into his mouth. Green watched him chew, shovel in another mouthful and slurp down half his coke.


  “Nu?” Green said finally.


  “Mmm?”


  “What did Deepak say?”


  “Not much. There have been no major anti-Semitic incidents in Lowertown recently. The usual spray-painted Swastikas, eggs thrown at the synagogue door, but nothing directed against people. There are some white power punks strutting around—you couldn’t call them a gang—but they’re mostly targeting blacks and Arabs.”


  “Is it a similar MO? Beating with a baseball bat?”


  Sullivan shook his head.“Mostly threats with knife or gun, sometimes a minor beating meant to scare the guys off. Or pay them back. Mind you, the Somalis are doing some nasty shit of their own.”


  Green nodded, thinking of the high-profile case currently before the courts in which a young Somali had knifed a Lebanese youth allegedly for making a pass at his girlfriend. Too much testosterone and not enough purpose. However, he knew that most incidents of racism and anti-Semitism went unreported. Whether from fear of further retaliation or lack of confidence in the police response, most victims just shrugged and endured.


  He persisted. “Did these white power punks have unusual tags, like the ones at the crime scene?”


  “Deepak is emailing me their most common graffiti, and we’ll take it from there.” Sullivan belched, then fished a Rolaids from his pocket and popped it into his mouth with a rueful smile. “Can’t do this like the old days.”


  They ate in silence, savouring the last of their sandwiches. After a few minutes, Deepak’s email of recent graffiti popped up on Sullivan’s cellphone. The two men scrolled through the tiny attachments. Art, or subtlety, was not the Neo-Nazis’ strong point. Most of the tags were stylized swastikas or the skull-and-crossbones insignia of Hitler’s SS. None of them looked like the graffiti on the wall at the crime scene. But Green couldn’t dispel his sense of unease.


  “I think Sergeant Levesque should get photos of that graffiti over to the Hate Crimes Unit anyway. See if we can connect it to any group here or elsewhere.”


  “Waste of time, but why not?” Sullivan shrugged as he drained his coke. With a grin, he wiped his lips and crumpled up his napkin. “This buys you a bit of wasted time. Thanks, Mike.”


  Green suppressed his annoyance. “Muslims can get into some pretty serious anti-Semitism too,” he added. “Including the scary belief that all Jews are legitimate targets in the holy war to destroy Israel.”


  “That’s what most anti-Semitic incidents are about these days. Muslim kids, not white power punks. Must be nice to be so popular.”


  Green managed a wry smile. “As they say, couldn’t God choose someone else for a change? I’m not saying it was an anti-Semitic attack. Just that it’s an angle we shouldn’t overlook.”


  Sullivan gathered up his cellphone and his jacket. “I’ll pass it on. She’s good, Green. Let her do her job.”


  Green watched the big man thread his way through the crowded tables. He looked marginally more relaxed now, but Green knew he had a lot on his plate, with several dozen active cases to supervise and other units to liaise with. Unlike Green, who trusted no one to work a case as well as him, Sullivan was a natural leader who thrived on coordinated teamwork. However, Sergeant Levesque also had a lot on her plate. Green didn’t doubt that she would follow up, but he chafed at the low priority she was likely to assign to the anti-Semitism angle. It would be a simple matter for Green to find out whether Jews were being targeted in the old inner-city neighbourhood, which had once been heavily Jewish but was now taken over by more recent immigrant groups.


  Rabbi Tolner looked surprised to see him for the second time in two days. This time Green found him in the shed at the back of his building, oiling his bicycle. A colourful knitted yarmulke had slipped a little on his bald pate.


  “I should be getting paid. Police consultant,” he laughed, wiping his greasy hands on a rag hanging on the handlebar. “Any word on who killed Sam?”


  Green shook his head and chose his words carefully. Tolner had a love of gossip and far too much time on his hands. For someone as energetic and outgoing as him, it was a dangerous combination. Green erected the standard police stonewall.


  “We’re pursuing a number of leads. But so far we haven’t been able to connect with his son.”


  Tolner’s eyebrows arched. “He’s a suspect?”


  Green shook his head again, intrigued that should be Tolner’s first thought. “He’s next of kin.”


  He thought the man looked faintly disappointed. “Well, I haven’t seen the son in years. Not since the wife’s funeral.”


  “And how were things between father and son then?”


  “Tense.” Tolner hesitated. “I don’t think it’s easy growing up with a psychiatrist for a father. Especially one who specializes in young people. And Sam—may he rest in peace —Sam could be arrogant.”


  “Know-it-all?”


  Tolner rolled his eyes. “And how. But David was no pushover either. Wore blinkers his whole life through so he would see only what he wanted to. Nearly killed the family dog once, I remember, kicked it down the stairs in a fit of temper. The fights in that house must have been stupendous. Poor Evie was the glue who kept that family together.”


  And when she was gone, it flew apart, Green thought. However, that was no reason for murder years later, and that line of speculation was better saved until Levesque’s team had located the son. He switched gears, trying to sound as casual as possible.


  “Do you know if there have been any threats or attacks around the neighbourhood against elderly people? Or Jews?”


  Tolner’s eyes narrowed shrewdly. “Attacks against Jews? You think it was a hate crime?”


  “No, we don’t,” Green said, moving quickly to squelch Tolner’s overactive imagination. “I’m casting a broad net, looking at all possibilities. You hear things. Anyone had a minor attack or threat?”


  “What’s an attack? ‘Hitler should have finished the job, pig’? We get a few of those, mostly those of us who wear a yarmulke or other visible sign.”


  “Anything worse? Intimidation? Physical threats?”


  Tolner bent over his bike and spun the wheel, watching its alignment. “Nothing much. Every time Israel does something not so nice to the Palestinians, we feel it on the streets. Mostly a glare here, a slur there.” He raised his head thoughtfully to study Green. “Intimidation is a subtle thing, Mike. A group of youths come the other way down the street, black kids swaggering along, or Arabs talking loud and excitedly, and I feel afraid. They stare me down, and I want to take my kippeh off, cross the street and keep my eyes on the ground. I don’t. I force myself to walk towards them, and in my head I pretend they’re a group of chattering school girls. I smile at them, and I step out of their way. So far nothing has ever happened to me. Not even a muttered racial slur. But they own that little strip of street that we’re on, and boy, you feel it.”


  “What if you didn’t step aside? What if you tried to stare them down?”


  “I’m not fool enough to test the idea. You’re a cop, you know all about this top dog game. They don’t want to beat you up, they just want you under their heel. All the rest—the Swastikas on the graves, the eggs on the synagogue door—is designed to further put you down. So they can build themselves up.”


  Green nodded. He was very familiar with the psyche of the bully and the street punk, who used the only tools at hand —their size, numbers and body language— to capture some of the power that belonged to others. It was primitive, caveman psychology, but on a dark street corner, all of us were hardwired to respond. Fight or flight.


  Green could almost hear Sharon shaking her head and muttering “you men”. Since the caveman days, men had banded together, puffed up their team and strutted in front of the other side, testing their power and comparing their strength. Society was more complex now, and power was measured not just in brute strength but in money, possessions, jobs and trophy women, but that basic instinct still lay just below the surface. How did a man feel when his power faded? When he was alone, old and frail, no longer with the job and status he had enjoyed? How would he respond to a group of young men swaggering down the street as if they owned it all? Flight, like Tolner?


  Not Rosenthal.
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  Look, Daddy! I tied my new shoes all by myself!” Green bolted awake just in time to intercept his son, who was making a flying leap into the middle of his parents’ bed. Grey daylight was barely peeking around the edges of the blinds, and Green shivered as he groped his way to peer out the window. Wednesday morning looked blustery and raw, an early hint of the winter to come. Charcoal storm clouds were billowing in from the west, scattering dry leaves along the street. Overhead a horde of Canada geese honked southward.


  Sharon was still fast asleep, and with her stretch of evening shifts, he knew she needed all the sleep she could manage. In the background, he could hear the sound of the shower running. Miraculously, Hannah was up.


  Tony talked in dramatic stage whispers as Green led him back into his own room and helped him select some of his brand new X-Games clothes for school. The choice proved so difficult that they had no time for breakfast, and Green ended up piling Tony into the car with only a bagel and juice box. His protest was loud enough to wake the neighbourhood until Green threw in a bribe of two Oreo cookies for snack. Sharon would not be impressed. It was Green’s turn to do the school car pool, and by the time he had delivered all three chattering five-year-olds to the school yard, his head felt as if it had been jackhammered.


  As abruptly as the chaos had begun, it was quiet again. Heading in to work, Green slipped in a Sarah Slean CD and balanced his bagel on the steering wheel as he savoured his coffee with his free hand. Thank God for solitude, he thought, letting the gentle lyrics wash over him.


  He was anxious to get to the station before Brian Sullivan did his morning parade. Whenever there was a major new homicide investigation, Green liked to attend the briefings. However, by the time he’d delivered the children to school and fought his way past all the downtown construction, the preliminaries were over and Sergeant Levesque was just getting up to summarize the Rosenthal case to date. She used the most modern computer software and entered the updates on a smart board as they came along.


  “The dentist has confirmed our ID of the victim. And we have identified two of the four men on the pawn shop video. One’s a frequent flyer—our good buddy Nadif Hassan, currently out on bail in the Rideau Centre assault, and the second is a YO named Yusuf Abdi. Both of these men had preliminary interviews on Monday as part of our canvass of known gang members in the area. Nadif Hassan claimed he was home all Saturday night, and his mother corroborated that.”


  Eyes rolled. Mothers and their little darlings. Levesque smiled and flicked her ponytail to show she wasn’t duped. “Since there are eight children in that household, I’m not sure she’d even notice. We will interview him again.”


  “This morning?” Sullivan asked.


  She shook her head. “I want to get some leverage on him first, so I asked Detective Jones to get warrants for a wiretap and a search of his residence. We’re looking for a bat or some other long, round weapon, bloodstained clothes, plus the items stolen from the victim—his shoes, watch, rings.” She nodded towards the unit’s warrant drafting wizard, who had just rushed into the room clutching some papers. “Any luck, Detective?”


  Jones waved the papers, grinning. “I got Judge Olds. I knew he’d just bought a retirement condo for himself and his wife in that upscale new high-rise in the Byward Market.”


  Appreciative laughter rippled through the room. While Levesque lined up the logistics and personnel for the search, Green leaned in close to Sullivan. “Who’s feeding the media, by the way?”


  Levesque swung around from the smart board screen on which she’d been writing assignments. It was her first notice of him, and she didn’t miss a beat. “I am, Inspector Green. I wanted to shake the gangs up, see who panics.”


  After yesterday’s headlines, the mayor and city council are the most likely to panic, he thought, but he said nothing. From Levesque’s point of view, it was the right thing to do, and it might even net them more resources for the fight against street gangs. She clicked, and a mug shot flashed up on the screen. The man had skin as smooth as polished ebony and large eyes fringed by long, almost delicate lashes, but those eyes were cold as they stared at the camera. Marie Claire Levesque tapped the screen.


  “Nadif Hassan is our number one guy right now. He lives and operates in the area, and he does not hesitate to use violence. So I also want a canvass of the whole neighbourhood. Find someone he bragged to, find some place he tried to fence the proceeds.”


  Green could stand it no longer. “Hassan is a businessman. He commits crimes to settle a score or send a message. He doesn’t beat an old man twelve times with a baseball bat, adding one for good luck at the back of the neck, just to make sure he’s dead.”


  She was ready even for that. “He’s also a hothead, and he’s under a lot of pressure right now. The old man fought back, maybe challenged him to the very end. And Hassan knows any more felonies while he’s on trial for the Rideau Centre knifing will make things much worse for him. He probably realized the old man could identify him, so what started as a mugging finished with this. Twelve hits with a baseball bat. And...” Levesque glanced at him with the merest hint of a smile, “there is also the anti-Zionist feelings. Hassan is a Muslim, Rosenthal was a Jew. A supporter of Israel. The destruction of the Star of David suggests that Hassan was angry at that.”


  Green nodded. She hadn’t thrown out his wild speculation. Sullivan was right; she was good. Nadif Hassan was not going to know what happened to him once Marie Claire Levesque got him by the balls. Nonetheless, Green didn’t expect the house search to bear much fruit. At twenty-three, Nadif was a wily veteran of numerous police raids, which began with schoolyard assaults at age ten, and he would have learned to keep his premises clean.


  Green had barely worked his way through his morning’s emails, however, when his phone rang.


  Sullivan was chuckling. “Never underestimate the stupidity—or greed—of your average bad guy.”


  “Levesque found something on the warrant?”


  “Not much. Our boy Nadif thought he’d covered his tracks. Not a trace of bloody clothes or sneakers, not even in the trash out back. No weapon longer than a six-inch paring knife.”


  That’s because his father had confiscated all the knives after the stabbing incident, Green recalled. As if that would somehow keep his son in check. Green remembered the tall, slender, dignified man who rarely spoke above a soft murmur. He drove a taxi and was an elder in the Somali Community Association, helping his fellow immigrants adjust to Canadian life. He had been ashamed of his own son’s behaviour and made constant attempts to steer the boy back on the right path. The efforts had merely driven the young punk deeper underground. He became more adept at lying, crying racism and mistranslating official documents brought to his parents’ attention.


  “To judge from the sports equipment in the basement,” Sullivan was saying, “the kid’s never heard of baseball. Just basketball. His room was clean—too clean if you ask me— and he’s got no visible scratches or bruises.”


  Green had been waiting impatiently for the “but”. Finally he supplied it himself.


  “There were fresh ashes in the fireplace,” Sullivan replied.


  Green perked up. In September, when the city had been enjoying glorious, sunny summer weather, people were putting on shorts and sandals, not lighting fireplaces. “Any trace evidence?”


  “Nothing visible to the naked eye, but Ident has swept it clean and taken every last ash for analysis. We may get lucky.”


  “Fireplaces aren’t great for burning clothes,” Green observed. Or anything else, he thought, remembering his dismal efforts to start or sustain a decent fire in his own living room. Of course, what did he know from fires, Sharon would say, laughing from the sidelines. He refocused. “Not unless the guy got it burning full tilt. And that presumably would attract his parents’ attention.”


  “Doesn’t really matter,” Sullivan said. “He doesn’t have to know what we managed to find in the ashes.”


  “No, could be the thin edge we need.”


  “It could.” Now Green could hear the merriment in Sullivan’s voice. “But we’ve got something even better. Down in the basement, hidden in a box behind the furnace in among the spider webs, where he thought we wouldn’t find them, was a nice shiny pair of black Gucci dress shoes. Now, if we can tie them to Rosenthal, I’d say the little prick is toast.”


  Levesque did not bring Nadif in for questioning right away. She knew there was not enough to tie him to the murder itself—no blood on his clothes, no murder weapon—and that even a semi-competent newbie legal aid lawyer could walk right through the holes in the police case. Instead she let him stew while she waited for the preliminary results from Ident.


  The scales tipped in her favour late that afternoon. Sullivan was in the field checking out a call, and Green was just returning from a meeting with the RCMP. He spotted Levesque on the phone and could tell from the glow in her eyes that something had broken. After she hung up, she pumped the air with her fist. At the sight of him, she cut the celebration short.


  He grinned. “News, Sergeant?”


  She didn’t hesitate. No suspicion of his motive, no jealous guarding of her turf. “The shoes, sir. The bastard tried to clean them up, but he couldn’t get into the cracks and the stitching around the sole. Ident found traces of blood. It still has to be analyzed at the lab, but—”


  “Our suspect doesn’t have to know that. The fact we can ID it as blood should be enough to rattle him. What about the ash?”


  Her face clouded. “No luck. Just paper of some sort, too burned to read any of the text.” She thrust back her shoulders and flicked her blonde ponytail irritably. “But we have the shoes. That’s leverage. I’m going to pick him up.” She reached for the phone.


  “It’s not enough for a charge.”


  “No,” she said, “but I can also threaten him with breach of his bail conditions. Maybe I can shake some other names out of him. Or a confession.”


  No way was Nadif going to confess to murder unless it was nailed down. The way he was fighting the Rideau Centre assault charge, despite the testimony of the victim and an eye witness, was proof of that. And with all the hype about the newly minted anti-gang laws, he’d know he was facing life inside. “This is premature. Have you made inquiries on the street? Anyone see him Saturday night? Any corroboration from the wiretap yet?”


  She shook her head. “This is the first step. I want to keep at him, wear him down. Each time I’ll have a little more evidence he has to explain, until he’s so tangled up in lies he can’t think straight.” She punched in Dispatch’s number and ordered a police cruiser to pick up Nadif Hassan.


  “Staff Sergeant Sullivan is on a call,” Green said. “But he’ll need to be informed.”


  “I’ll do that,” she said. “But at this moment I have to set up the video room.” She paused and looked at him darkly. “You’re welcome to watch yourself. But it will be pretty late.”


  Green had been heading for a record—three consecutive evenings home for dinner with his children, if not his wife, who was still on the evening shift. But he couldn’t resist the challenge Levesque had tossed at him. Confident and cocky, she thought she knew what she was doing, just as he had thumbed his nose at the stuffy caution of his own superiors in his early days. And indeed, hers was a time-honoured police tactic—wear the subject down with endless interviews and repetition until he was caught in a lie he couldn’t escape. But Green preferred a more subtle approach: gather evidence and build a web of facts that traps the suspect inside before he sees the trap. Slam every door closed as he rushes towards it. He suspected Nadif still had plenty of escape hatches and might lead them a merry chase.


  While elsewhere on the streets, there was evidence waiting to be found. And a prodigal son who, despite his assistant’s assurances, had so far made no attempt to contact them about the murder of his father. That, even more than his apparent disinterest in his two million-dollar inheritance, cried out for follow-up.


  Nadif Hassan slouched in the hard plastic interview chair and tried to look bored as Levesque ran through the introductions, the Charter caution, and other legalities for the record. He made no effort to demand his lawyer, acting instead as if the whole process were a waste of his time. His arms were folded across his chest and his legs stretched out in front, so long they hit the opposite wall in the tiny room. Not much of an actor, but Green had to admit he was a handsome young man, with clean, elongated lines, huge black eyes and flawless skin the colour of black coffee. He had a face that could have graced the cover of fashion magazines, right down to the sulky pout.


  Really, Nadif, Green thought, your mug shot doesn’t do you justice.


  Marie Claire Levesque was sitting in the chair opposite with a laptop and a thick file open on the table before her and a paper bag on the floor at her feet. Behind her by the door stood Charbonneau, his notebook open. Charbonneau was a fixture in Major Crimes, but never had Green seen him so enthusiastic and alert as he’d been since Marie Claire came on the scene.


  Charbonneau and his notebook, the laptop, the file and the paper bag were all part of the theatrical props, Green knew. After she’d finished the formalities, Levesque stared the suspect down for a few moments, but his eyes were fixed on the wall behind her. When she spoke, her voice was soft.


  “Well, Mr. Hassan, you’re in a lot of trouble here.”


  It was not a question, and Nadif was experienced enough to give no answer. Not even a flicker of an eye.


  “Your trial for attempted murder has barely begun, and here you are committing another crime.”


  Still Nadif said nothing.


  “Where were you last Saturday night, between ten p.m. and four a.m?”


  “You know that. Home with my mother.”


  “Will your father confirm that?”


  A heartbeat’s hesitation. “He was out at work. Blue Line Taxi.”


  “An elderly gentleman named Samuel Rosenthal was beaten to death not six blocks from your house.”


  “Lot of people live six blocks from my house.”


  “So you were home with your mother. You’re sure?”


  “That’s what I said.”


  Levesque opened her laptop and pressed a few buttons before swivelling it so Nadif could see the screen. She pressed “play”.


  Nadif only had to watch the screen for ten seconds before his coffee-coloured skin took on a grey tinge.


  “This is from a pawn shop on Rideau Street,” Levesque said conversationally. “You notice the date and time are stamped in the corner.”


  Nadif sneered. “Gee, I forgot. I went out with some friends for a couple of hours. That a crime?”


  “For you, yes. It’s a breach. Plus lying to the police, in your circumstances, might be too.”


  “Like I said, I forgot.”


  “Okay. So you admit you weren’t home with your mama all Saturday night, but were out on Rideau Street at 2:17 a.m?”


  “Maybe for a bit. But I didn’t see nothing.”


  “No old man walking on the street? No old man lying in the alley by a building?” Nadif had been shaking his head. Levesque flicked her pen toward the camera in the corner. “Yes or no for the record.”


  The young man pouted into the camera and mimed, “No. Bitch.”


  Levesque closed the laptop as if she hadn’t noticed and set it aside. Quietly she reached down into the paper bag and extracted a pair of black dress shoes in a clear plastic evidence bag. She placed them on the table without a word. Nadif ’s pout vanished.


  “What are these?” she asked.


  “I don’t know, pigs’ feet?” She waited. He looked away. “Shoes.”


  “Whose?”


  “Never seen them before. Not my style.” Nadif managed a smirking motion with his lips.


  “They were found behind the furnace in your house.”


  “Don’t know nothing about that. Never go down there.”


  “Hidden.”


  Nadif shrugged. “How do I know you pigs didn’t plant them? Can’t get me on the Rideau Centre beef, so you figured—”


  “Your fingerprints are all over them, Nadif. Don’t you watch CSI?”


  The man grew sullen.


  “Lying again. Remember what I said?”


  “I forgot. I bought them for my dad. A present, you know? For all the trouble I caused him.”


  In the video room, Green laughed aloud. To her credit, Levesque didn’t even blink. “Bought them.”


  “Yeah.”


  “Where?”


  Nadif sat very still. Green could almost see him calculating, wondering how much she knew and what story he should tell. “From a guy.”


  “What guy?”


  Nadif rolled his eyes as if the question was stupid. “I didn’t ask his name. He got a nice pair of shoes at a good price. I don’t got much money to spend on things, you know.”


  “Well...” Levesque picked up the shoes and turned them this way and that, as if examining them. “This nice pair of shoes just happens to have blood on them. Sam Rosenthal’s blood. Someone tried very hard to clean them, but you know, you can never get blood out of all the little cracks. That’s another thing you should know from CSI.”


  Nadif unfolded his arms and thrust his chair back as if trying to get away from the shoes. He looked angry. “Fuck.”


  “Fuck what?”


  “The asshole screwed me!”


  “What asshole?”


  “The guy sold me the shoes. Told me they belonged to his father. No wonder the fucking price was so low!”


  “Did you clean the blood off?”


  “No, no! I never saw no blood!”


  “We can test the cleaners, you know. Compare residue on the shoes to the cleaners in your house.”


  Green smiled. It was a stretch, especially if it was a common cleaner, but the witness wouldn’t know that. CSI had made lots of things seem possible. She was good.


  “So? Maybe he used the same cleaner as we have. You can’t prove nothing!”


  “His name, Nadif.”


  Nadif ’s eyes flashed. “I don’t know his fucking name!”


  Levesque stared him down for a good thirty seconds. “Okay, here’s what we have for the courts, Nadif.” She raised her hand to tick off points. “First, you breached your release conditions and lied about being out on Rideau Street Saturday night. Second, you lied about hiding the shoes. Third, you lied about not cleaning the blood off the shoes. Fourth, you say you bought them from a man but you don’t know who he is.” She waggled her fingers accusingly. “This is not looking good, Nadif. The shoes tie you to the dead man sure as a noose. You took them right off his feet—”


  “No.”


  “After you beat him to death with a baseball bat.”


  “No!”


  “Your prints, his blood, hidden behind the furnace? Come on.”


  “I told you, someone gave them to me.”


  “Gave them or sold them?”


  “Sold them.” Nadif swallowed convulsively. “Sold them!”


  “Who? That’s all we need to get you out of this mess.”


  The man hesitated, cunning flitting across his handsome features. Lightning fast, Levesque slapped the table in front of him. “One name.”


  “Omar!” He shot back. “Fucking Omar Adams. He told me he found them.”


  Green was on the living room sofa, fast asleep in front of the late night news, when Sharon arrived home from her shift. She snuggled in beside him, chuckling.


  “I don’t know why you bother,” she said. “You miss all the good stuff.”


  “I catch the headlines,” he said, fighting a yawn. He returned her kiss and felt a sleepy stirring in his groin. “Mmm. How tired are you?”


  For an answer, she slipped her soft, delicate hand under his shirt. “Where’s Hannah?” she whispered through a kiss.


  “Asleep,” he murmured, taking her hand and heading for the stairs. Upstairs, he surrendered himself to a delicious fifteen minutes in her arms.


  Afterwards he felt wide awake and followed her down into the kitchen while she fixed her midnight snack. She wore that doe-eyed, sated smile he loved so much, and she flashed it at him as she opened the fridge. “That was a nice surprise.”


  “Feel free to surprise me whenever you like,” he replied.


  She twisted around to face him. “You know, I’ve been thinking—”


  “Always unwise after a long day.”


  She hesitated then allowed the slow smile to return. Shaking her head, she bent to peer into the fridge.


  Green cast about for a diversion. “How was your day?”


  She fished out a block of cheese and two eggs. She shrugged as she cracked these into a bowl. “No catastrophes. I count that as a good day.”


  He debated, reluctant to bring work issues into this languid erotic moment between them. In the end, she herself broke the spell.


  “Any more developments on the Rosenthal case?”


  “We’re looking at a group of black youth who live in the area, including the young man who did the Rideau Centre knifing.”


  “So you’re not looking at any of his former patients after all?”


  “Well, I’m looking at everything, including Rosenthal’s son, who can’t even be bothered to contact us to claim the body, let alone care about who might have killed his father.”


  She dropped butter into a pan and began to whisk the eggs. “Who knows what goes on in families?” She paused to test the eggs. Her movements were pensive. “We had an interesting admission at the hospital last night. Remember I was telling you about having to patch up Dr. Rosenthal’s patients when he had them on some off-the-wall herbal remedy?”


  He nodded. “Right. The difficulty of deciding when to drug and when to talk.”


  “Well, there’s no contest in this case. The woman’s a paranoid schizophrenic, been in and out of hospital for years. On her previous admissions she responded pretty well to meds, but she’d gone off them again, and she was completely off the rails. Her thoughts were so jumbled, I could barely do the admission. Screaming, ranting about plots, and soldiers of Lucifer...” She poured the eggs into the pan. The sweet scent of butter and egg rose with the steam. “I’ve rarely seen anyone so agitated. She wasn’t making much sense, but I distinctly heard the name Dr. Rosenthal.”


  He stiffened, all senses alert. “What are you thinking? That she may have really seen something?”


  “What?” Sharon swung around in surprise, her spatula in hand. “Oh, no. It was the way she said his name. Dr. Rosenthal. As if she knew him. I got to wondering if he’d been treating her, professionally, I mean.”


  “But I thought he hadn’t practised in years.”


  “I know, and this could have been from years ago. But maybe he still was, in the odd special case. Maybe he was still preaching his new age illusions to some unsuspecting souls.”
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  As he walked to the police cruiser, Omar Adams shoved his hands into the pouch of his hoodie to hide their shaking. Maybe it might even make him look cool, he thought, although he was sure the cops could hear his heart hammering against his ribs. It was too early in the morning to even think straight. His mouth was so dry, he could hardly talk, so it was a good thing he’d decided to say as little as possible. More than one side could play that game, he thought with a defiance he didn’t feel. The cops bringing him in hadn’t said a word. Two big guys beefed up by Kevlar vests, with caps pulled down to their eyes, had muscled their way in the door past his mother. She’d shrieked and cried and hit them with her fists until he came out of his hiding spot and told her to stop. No point her getting in trouble because of him. This wasn’t Somalia.


  If the old man had been there, it might have been different—he would have demanded to know what this was all about—but he’d gone off to his delivery job. The cops just said Omar was wanted for questioning. Period. Plus other cops had turned up with a search warrant for the house at exactly the same time, as if they’d arranged it. They hadn’t taken no for an answer from his mother either, even when she said she didn’t read English. Omar only got a quick look at the warrant before the first cops hustled him out the door, but what he read made him go cold all over. They wanted all the baseball bats and other long bats in the house, all his clothes, even his shoes for fuck’s sake. A couple of rings.


  And a fancy chainlink watch.


  Fuck. What did they know? How had they found him? The video in the pawn shop? Fingerprints? Or Nadif.


  On the ride into the station, staring through the cage at their black and red police caps, he tried to pull his galloping fears back under control. What could they have on him? He’d thrown the Rolex into the river as Nadif had suggested. Lucky his mother had washed his clothes and his father had made him scrub every inch of the bathroom with bleach. Omar had cursed him the whole time, but it had proved a good thing.


  He didn’t remember finding any rings anywhere in his pockets, and the only baseball bat they owned was in the basement, and he hadn’t touched it in years. So there could be nothing there to nail him. The shoes...the brand new, high top, black Nikes that he’d worn that night. The shoes were a problem, because he hadn’t checked if they had blood on them and he knew the forensics guys could match blood and footprints found at the crime scene. The shoes could be a problem.


  But the biggest problem was the hole in his memory. How could he make up a convincing story that covered all the angles if he couldn’t remember what he’d done? Over the past couple of days, hoping to jog his memory, he’d read every word he could get his hands on about the murder of the old man on Rideau Street. There wasn’t much. The cops were playing this really close to the chest. Either that, or they didn’t know fuck all, and they were just shooting around in the dark.


  There was lots of stuff on Sam Rosenthal the guy himself. Former shrink, former professor at the university, nice guy who believed in old-fashioned talking to people instead of pumping them full of drugs. Omar could relate to that. Their doctor wanted to put his mother on Prozac to stop the nightmares that woke her screaming and made her run all over the house hiding knives, but his father said over his dead body. He sat up with her himself, trying to rub a giant eraser over her mind.


  Maybe if there were more doctors like this Rosenthal, there’d be some help for her. Omar got to feeling sorry for the guy and thinking whoever did this should pay. He hoped to hell it wasn’t him. How could he smash a guy’s head in and not remember a fucking thing? It wasn’t like he got in so many fights that they got to be no big deal. He usually tried to stay out of fights because they scared him, and one fight leads to another and pretty soon it’s what everyone expects of you. But this time he remembered fists, a long flashing metal thing that seemed like a knife, and lots of blood. All over himself. His nose had bled, he was sure of that now, but he couldn’t remember why.


  That put him in serious trouble when he had to face down the cops. Which should be very soon, he realized as the police station came into view—an ugly, concrete shithouse as menacing as the cops in front of him.


  In fact, they stuck him in an interview room, brought him a glass of water, and left him. He’d been hustled out of the house before he could grab his cellphone, and there was no clock in the stuffy little room where they put him—nothing but three plastic chairs and a table—so he had no idea how long he’d been waiting. He suspected the bastards did it on purpose. Let him sweat, let him imagine the worst. He shut his eyes, leaned back in his chair, and vowed to outwait them. This is one time that his father’s silent treatment would come in handy.


  “He’s looking way too calm,” Sullivan observed from inside the video control room, where he, Levesque and Green stood watching. Green was not so sure. The man was too still, as if it were a deliberate effort of will.


  “Anything from the search yet?” Sullivan asked.


  Levesque shook her head. “All his shoes and clothes are being sent right to Ident, so we won’t know for a bit. Cunningham is cutting out some samples for the lab and said he’d do the luminol right away. However, all the clothes were washed.”


  “If there was blood on them, luminol would still show it.”


  “Ruin the DNA, though,” she replied. “But one pair of black sneakers looked to have stains on them, so we may get lucky there.”


  “None of the other items were in the house?”


  “They’re still looking, but so far they’ve discovered nothing. Except a baseball bat, but it’s so covered in cobwebs, I don’t think it’s the murder weapon.”


  “Did anyone ask him about his black eye?”


  “No,” Levesque replied as if in triumph, “but believe me, I will.”


  Green was still watching Omar, who had now opened his eyes and was surreptitiously studying the walls and ceiling until his one good eye stared straight out at them from the screen. Understanding dawned in it. It shuttered, partly in fear, partly in defiance.


  “How long are you going to let him stew?” Green asked.


  Levesque too was watching him. “At least until the search and the luminol results are in. Maybe longer.”


  Green nodded. There was still too much defiance in that gaze. Not enough apprehension. The police computer database had four hits on the man, but all as witness or bystander. The guns and gangs unit did not have him listed even as a gang affiliate. This was his first time inside a police station. It shouldn’t take long for the defiant act to crumble.


  Green was already late for a community outreach meeting, and he was about to head off to put in an appearance when there was a sharp knock at the door. Levesque opened it to admit Cunningham himself, holding an evidence bin containing some folded clothes and a pair of crisp new black basketball shoes.


  “Some blood on the right shoe near the toe, and on the soles of both shoes,” he announced deadpan, as though he were reciting stock prices. Cunningham showed excitement only in the slightest lift of his eyebrow.


  In contrast, Levesque pumped the air. “Can you tell us anything about the blood? Sprayed? Dropped?”


  “I don’t want to second-guess my blood spatter guy—”


  “Come on, Lyle,” Sullivan exclaimed. “Live dangerously. We’ve got our suspect in there waiting to be blown away.”


  Cunningham pursed his lips and pointed at the shoe thoughtfully. “The blood on the toe looks like a smear, like the shoe was rubbed against something bloody. The blood on the soles is pretty thick—it penetrated the cracks in the tread. I’d say your man stepped in a pool of uncoagulated blood.”


  Green could see the disappointment on Levesque’s face. Drops or sprayed flecks of blood would put Omar on the scene as the assault was ongoing, whereas smears could have been obtained afterwards by simple contact with the body before the blood dried. It still left Omar with a lot to explain, but it did not clinch his guilt.


  “I’ve collected a dozen samples of the blood to send to the RCMP lab. They tell me they can have type by Friday, DNA by six weeks.”


  Green rolled his eyes. Funding and staffing shortages were the bane of criminal investigations, delaying the discovery of crucial leads until witnesses had either forgotten or disappeared. The lab results would solidify the case for court, but meanwhile they’d proceed as if the blood was Rosenthal’s.


  “What about the clothes?” Levesque nodded to the folded clothes, already moving on from her disappointment. Sullivan was proving right about her skill.


  “There had been blood on them, for sure. A heavier concentration on this shirt. Minute traces on the jeans, but nothing localized. If I had to guess—” Cunningham glared at Sullivan to express his distaste of guesswork, “I’d say the blood transferred to the jeans, maybe during storage.”


  All three detectives digested this, trying to visualize likely scenarios. Levesque spoke first. “What was the pattern on the shirt?”


  Cunningham shook his head. “There we do have to wait for microscopic analysis. Bigger than sprays or smears, I think. It looks like the blood penetrated deep into the fibres.”


  Green brightened. They were still a long way from Omar wielding the murder weapon, but he knew that analysis of the blood patterns, even on washed fabrics, could establish how and when the blood had been transferred from victim to perpetrator with amazing precision. He looked at Omar, who had peeled off his hoodie. He sat staring at the wall and flicking the occasional wary glance at the camera. He was struggling to hang on to his defiance, but Green could see the glossy sheen on his chocolate skin and the trickle of sweat at his temples.


  “How much did you jack the heat up?” he asked.


  Levesque smiled. “Wouldn’t dream of it, sir. But he looks ready, don’t you think?”


  She gave him an extra five minutes while she checked her notes, before she gathered up the evidence bins, her laptop and her clipboard and headed down the hall. Green could feel Sullivan’s gaze upon him as the two of them settled in to watch.


  “You’ve changed your mind,” Sullivan said.


  “About the Somalis? I agree, it’s looking bad.”


  “I mean about Marie Claire. She’s growing on you.”


  Green considered the observation in surprise. Levesque was not his kind of detective. She seemed too casual, too cocky, too quick to form conclusions and close off the less obvious lines of inquiry. But yes, he had to admire her instincts and her unerring nose for the route that yielded results. Perhaps she was on the right track. Maybe after all his years behind a desk, he was losing his touch, wandering into blind alleys and wasting valuable time and resources on dead ends.


  In the interview room, she set the clipboard and laptop on the table and the bins on the floor underneath. She smiled companionably as she recited the interview details for the video record and cautioned him about his right to remain silent and consult counsel. Omar was sitting upright now. He shook his head at the offer of a lawyer, but his expression was wary.


  Levesque leaned back in her chair and looked around the room. “Sorry about the delay, Omar. A number of things came to light in the searches that I needed to verify.”


  Omar shrugged. Green saw his uninjured eye blink several times in rapid succession.


  “Last Saturday night. Tell me about your Saturday night.”


  The blinking increased. “Nothing to tell. I was home studying. I think my father already told you that.”


  “Where were you born?”


  Omar grew very still. “Somalia.” A pause. “So?”


  “How long have you been in Canada?”


  “Since I was four. I’m a Canadian citizen—same rights as everyone else. Besides, my father’s a Canadian.”


  “Have you got a job?”


  “I’m still in high school.”


  “High school.” She let the silence run. “You’re how old?”


  Omar scowled. “Twenty. I had some trouble, but I’m finishing this year.”


  “What trouble?”


  “I failed a few things.”


  “How many things?”


  He shifted irritably. “You going to ask me about something or not?”


  “Relax, Omar. I’m just trying to understand why you were studying Saturday night, when every twenty year-old man I know would be out partying. Is your father on your case?”


  “Yeah, my dad’s strict. He doesn’t want me to screw up.”


  “What does he want you to do after high school? College?”


  “Join the military. Army, like him. Get an education and do good stuff around the world.”


  “Is that what you want?”


  “Pay’s good, and they’re looking for visible minorities. Dad says I could go far.”


  It sounded like a rote recitation, a mantra that his father had drilled into his head, but not his heart. Something about the young man didn’t ring true. He tried to act like a punk and talk like a punk, and yet, sometimes in an unguarded moment, in his choice of words and grammar, a hint of intelligence shone through. Green wondered if Levesque saw it.


  He watched her slow smile. “But that sure is different from your friends. Like Nadif.”


  Omar’s eye popped wide. He stiffened, as if he feared some kind of trap. “Nadif and I are not... We just hang out, that’s all.”


  “Is that what your other friends will tell me?”


  “Well...yeah, we hang out.”


  “Since Nadif is on trial for attempted murder, I bet your father’s not too pleased about that. Not too good for your chances with the military.”


  Omar didn’t seem to know what to say, so he stayed quiet. Levesque reached below the table and brought out the bin with Rosenthal’s shoes. Green scrutinized Omar’s face as she placed them in front of him. No reaction immediately, then faint puzzlement. His brow drew down over his swollen eye. He went on the offensive.


  “What’s that?”


  “You tell me.”


  “I don’t know anything about them. Shoes, that’s all.”


  “We have a witness who says you sold them to him.”


  Omar snorted. “I don’t sell stuff. And where would I get shoes like that?”


  “That’s the question.” Levesque waited, but Omar didn’t bite. He looked too relaxed for Green’s liking.


  “Who told you I sold them?” he demanded finally.


  “Nadif Hassan.”


  The young man’s serenity vanished in a spasm of panic. “He’s lying.”


  Levesque leaned forward to point to the seams of the sole. “This shoe has blood on it, which can be matched to Samuel Rosenthal, the man who was killed near Rideau Street early Sunday morning. Nadif Hassan had them hidden in his house, and he claims he bought them from you.”


  “Bullshit.” Omar crossed his arms. “I wasn’t even out that night.”


  Levesque didn’t argue, merely opened her laptop and replayed the scenario with the pawn shop video just as she had with Nadif, with the same effect. Omar finally admitted to having sneaked out without his father’s knowledge on Saturday night to go for a short walk with his friends. However, he denied all knowledge of Rosenthal.


  “How did you get those bruises on your face?” Levesque asked.


  “I tripped and fell on my way home.” Omar picked at his fingers. “I did—we did—have something to drink.”


  “How much?”


  He looked relieved. “Some vodka, some beers... I lost count. Over the evening, you know?”


  “Any drugs?”


  The young man seemed to deliberate, a dead give-away. “A joint or two, yeah. One of the guys brought it. Not me.”


  “What time did you get home?”


  “I didn’t check. I was...pretty wasted.”


  “Midnight? One? Two? Three o’clock?”


  Green watched Omar shaking his head, sheepish and relieved that she had moved on. He nodded at three o’clock.


  “Please take off your shirt.”


  The young man looked confused. He plucked at his shirt as if trying to remember if he had anything to hide. He seemed to think a token objection was required, because he tugged his shirt down tight. “No way!”


  “Have you got something to hide?”


  “No, it’s just...you can’t make me do that. It’s a violation, like.”


  Levesque regarded him gravely. Finally she nodded. “I understand. I’ll leave the room, and you can show Constable Murphy here.”


  Before he had a chance to counter her offer, she scooped up her clipboard and left the room. Murphy, recovering from his own surprise, left the corner and loomed over the table. At nearly six-foot six, he cast quite a shadow. Omar flinched.


  “Why did she ask me that?” he whined.


  “Make it easy on yourself,” Murphy said. “She could book you and strip-search you if she wanted.”


  “She’s got nothing on me!” But he began to roll up his T-shirt, revealing first his torso and then his hairless, concave chest. Green winced at what a military doctor’s verdict would be. Murphy prowled around to see all the angles. Omar stopped as the T-shirt reached his armpits.


  “All the way off.”


  Omar’s eyes flashed with anger, and in one swift yank, he pulled the shirt over his head. The bones on his thin shoulders protruded.


  Murphy gazed at his back. “Stand up and turn around.”


  Chin shoved out, Omar obeyed, exposing his back to the camera. The skin was stretched tight across the shoulder blades, chocolate brown but crisscrossed with long jagged ridges. Green sucked in his breath. Scar tissue from long ago. Inflicted by whom, he wondered. By his father? Or by some sadistic thug in the refugee camp where he’d begun his life?


  No wonder the man had not wanted to undress.


  Sullivan nudged his elbow. “Look at his left upper arm.”


  Green shifted his attention and saw what had Sullivan and Levesque so excited. Three much more recent scars— purplish, weltlike and barely healed. Like the marks of fingernails dragged over flesh.


  Levesque waited until Omar had his shirt back on before reentering the room. “How did you get those injuries on your arm?”


  Omar shrugged. “I don’t know. When I fell, I guess.”


  “You fell on your arm?”


  “Like I said, I don’t remember. I must have. Unless—” He broke off, eyes shuttered.


  “Unless what?”


  “Nothing.”


  Levesque waited a moment, but he had retreated behind his immobility. She removed the shoes from the table, and in their place she laid the evidence bin with Omar’s clothes and sneakers. It seemed to Green that Omar ceased to breathe as he stared at them, like a man caught in a cobra’s stare.


  “Do you know what luminol is?”


  The young man said nothing.


  “It’s a chemical that when you spray it on something and shine a UV light, any trace of blood shows up. Here’s your freshly washed hoodie. Looks not bad, eh? A little stained, maybe, but who’d know?” She flipped open her laptop and slipped in Ident’s CD. In no time, the luminol photo of the shirt filled the screen. She swivelled it so that he could see. “Here’s what your shirt looks like under luminol.”


  The screen was black except for luminescent blotches of blue. In the centre, three bright patches an inch or two in diameter, and on the edges a series of paler smears. Levesque let Omar contemplate the image in silence. He ran his tongue around his lips and swallowed, seeming unable to moisten his mouth enough to talk.


  “How did the blood get on your hoodie?”


  “Like I said, I fell. Gave myself a nosebleed.”


  Levesque pressed a button, and the image changed to the sneakers. An even brighter blue lit up the screen. “These are your sneakers. See there is blood on the bottom of them. How would you get blood on the bottom from a nosebleed?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe I stepped in it afterwards.”


  “You stepped in it all right, after Dr. Rosenthal was bleeding all over the pavement.”


  “No! I never saw him!”


  “The RCMP lab is already doing DNA tests on the blood, Omar. You know about DNA?”


  He nodded, again apparently robbed of voice.


  “That will tie you to Dr. Rosenthal’s body.” She shifted subtly, leaned forward and deepened her voice. Not threatening, more companionable. “But we know you didn’t act alone. Maybe it wasn’t even your idea, you just found yourself caught up in someone else’s mess. It was all Nadif’s idea, wasn’t it?”


  Omar didn’t reply, merely stared at his brand-new sneakers on the table, less in reproach than in bewilderment.


  “We want the real bad guy to get his proper punishment, not you. You’ve never even been in trouble with the law, Omar. Why ruin your life for a man who doesn’t deserve it?”


  “Nadif didn’t have anything to do with it.”


  “With what?”


  “With Saturday night. With...with my fall.”


  “He’s on the video.”


  “He went home early.”


  “He had the shoes, Omar. He ratted you out. What kind of friend is that?”


  “I don’t know. I don’t remember anything about shoes, an old man, anything!”


  Green could see that the young man was backing himself up against the wall, shutting down and clinging to the story he had first offered. He looked bewildered but immovable. Green searched his face and his body language for signs of capitulation, a tacit admission of guilt or defeat. There was none. He didn’t even object to giving a DNA sample when Levesque asked.


  Levesque pressed on, reworking the ground, ticking off all the bits of evidence in rapid succession, hammering away at his resistance. Tears glistened in his eyes, his chin quivered, but still he stuck to his story. For the next two hours she worked away, until his lawyer, hastily called up by his father, arrived to demand an end.


  As Omar was being led away, he passed by Green in the hallway. For an instant, he raised his large, limpid eyes to Green’s. He looked haunted, cornered. In his gaze, however, was a question. A hint of doubt. Or guilt.


  In that moment, it was Green’s turn to feel confused.


  Ten

  



  Green was still puzzling over that look when he returned to the squad room, too late to catch even the tail end of his committee meeting. Waiting at his office door was the Major Crimes clerk with a business card in her hand. She handed it to him and told him the gentleman was waiting downstairs for him in the lobby.


  Green glanced at the card, which was plain white but slightly grimy at the edges, as though it had been used many times. G.R. Verne LLB, barrister and solicitor, in simple black letters with an address off Montreal Road in the crime-ridden heart of Vanier. Yet Green had never heard of him. Either he was straight out of law school, or he’d never graced the criminal court.


  The latter, Green decided when the clerk showed Verne into his office. The lawyer looked as if he’d been before the bar for fifty years, each one weighing more heavily than the last. His back was bowed by the weight of a hundred extra pounds, which hung on his frame in billowing folds. His frayed brown suit shone at the elbows and collar, and an odour of sweat and mothballs wafted around him. He wheezed as he wedged himself into Green’s tiny guest chair, set his briefcase on the floor and propped his cane against the desk. He contemplated the room but didn’t speak while he caught his breath.


  “What can I do for you, Mr. Verne?”


  Verne leaned over to unsnap his briefcase and extracted a sheaf of legal documents. “I expected to hear from you before this,” he said, his lips forming a loose pout. “But since I didn’t, I decided I’d better... I am the executor of Samuel Rosenthal’s estate.”


  Green masked his surprise. Verne was not the lawyer named in the will they had found in the dead man’s apartment, nor did he look as if he’d ever handled an estate worth millions in his life. Green wondered whether Levesque had even followed up. “I’m glad you came in, Mr. Verne. We’ve been having trouble locating Dr. Rosenthal’s son, or any other relatives.”


  “There are none. Besides the son, that is. Here’s his address.” Verne produced another sheet of paper and handed it across the desk. An address in Palo Alto, California, different from the Baltimore address the FBI had. Another of his six houses, perhaps?


  “What can you tell me about the son?” Green asked.


  “A spoiled, hothouse only child who turned into an ambitious, self-centred man. Intellectually brilliant but socially bankrupt. Everyone who doesn’t worship at the temple of David’s self-importance is cast aside. His father, three wives, and I don’t know how many employers.”


  Green couldn’t resist a smile. “You’re quite a fan.”


  Verne laughed, a wheezy rumble that ended in a cough. “Neither was Sam. He recognized the mistake he’d made with his son. Hence the new will.” Verne tapped the papers.


  Green perked up. “He didn’t leave half his estate to his son?”


  “Not a penny. He felt his money would be better spent on charities and on other worthy causes that really needed it. Perhaps as penance for inflicting his son on the world.”


  Maybe a bit of spite too, Green thought. In his experience, wealthy people who left all their money to charities had revenge as well as philanthropy on their minds. He wondered if vengeance ran in the family. “Did they ever see each other?”


  “David couldn’t make time in his busy schedule. No, I stand corrected. He made two days for his mother, after she died. Never mind that she took two years to die.”


  “Did David know his father had disinherited him? Would he be the type to hold a grudge?”


  Verne’s eyebrows shot up, becoming lost in the web of wrinkles on his brow. “My goodness, is that what you think?”


  “Obvious question. His son was a chief beneficiary of the earlier will, but cut out of this later one.”


  Verne relaxed and emitted another phlegmy chuckle. “Sam wasn’t even on David’s radar. David has his own biomedical engineering company now. He’s a millionaire many times over, even has contracts with the U.S. military.”


  Sometimes it’s not about the money, Green thought, especially when family feuds are involved. He thought of the empty file marked “will” in Rosenthal’s apartment. Had someone tried to get rid of the newer will?


  “Were you close to Sam?”


  Verne’s levity vanished, and his baggy eyes grew sad. “Not really, but perhaps as close as anyone gets. Sam was a private man.”


  “Always, or since his wife died?”


  “Always. I suspect Evelyn was the only person who ever got inside. Not that he was mean. He was always a gentleman, polite and friendly, but...simply self-contained. I think losing Evelyn cut him adrift.”


  It occurred to Green that he should contact Levesque to give her the son’s address and to invite her in on the interview. But just as quickly, he squelched the idea. She’s busy, he thought, polishing up the murder charge against Omar Adams. He leaned back in his chair and nodded at the document which Verne had placed on the desk. “When was this will made?”


  “Just this past spring.”


  Green tried to remember the details of the previous will, which had been drafted just after his wife’s death. “Why change his will now? His son has been out of his life for years.”


  Verne hesitated, his lips working. “To understand that, you have to understand Sam’s change of heart. He didn’t so much want to cut his son out as he wanted to compensate some people.”


  “Compensate who?”


  “The beneficiaries named in the will.”


  “I thought you said he left it all to charities. Worthy causes.”


  “Worthy causes, yes. But some of those were people.”


  Green sat forward with a thud. “Who?”


  Verne reached into his briefcase and withdrew a single sheet of paper. He studied it for a moment before handing it over to Green. It was a photocopy of a single page of the will, listing six names. None of them were familiar, but that was hardly surprising. Most of them would have dated from ten years ago. Three were female, three male, and the surnames ran the gamut from French Canadian to Arabic.


  “Who are these people?”


  “Patients of his.”


  Green remembered what Sharon had speculated. “Wasn’t he retired?”


  Verne hesitated, then raised his pudgy hand in an equivocating gesture. “He still dabbled. But most of these were former patients. From years ago.”


  “And what was Rosenthal compensating them for?”


  “For what he had come to see as his professional mistakes.”


  It felt like grappling with riddles. As if something important was dancing just out of reach. “What professional mistakes?”


  Verne pursed his lips. “In the interests of maintaining their privacy, I’d rather not say.”


  “There’s no attorney-client privilege here. These people aren’t your clients.”


  “No, but their private health information is confidential.”


  Green quelled his frustration. The old lawyer was far too wily to be bullied, so he tried another tack. “What’s Rosenthal’s estate worth?”


  Verne danced around that question too. “Well, he owns several properties, and I’d have to look at his current investment portfolio...”


  “Ballpark?”


  “Six million and change.”


  “Of which these people get how much?”


  “He still left half that amount to endow the cancer research chair and a few other charities, but the remainder is divided equally among these six. Which means...” Verne paused as if to calculate, although Green suspected he already knew to the penny how much each stood to inherit. “Almost $500,000.”


  Green leaned in, trying to hide his excitement. “Do these individuals know they’re being compensated to the tune of half a million dollars each?”


  “I didn’t tell them, although of course I will now.” He paused thoughtfully. “And I doubt Sam would have. He wanted this kept very quiet.”


  “To maintain their privacy?”


  A rueful smile played across Verne’s thick lips. “To avoid lawsuits.”


  Green studied the list, wondering whether Verne knew something he was unwilling to share directly. He phrased his next question carefully. “Do you know if any of these individuals had a criminal past? Or a potential for violence?”


  Verne splayed his hands in a gesture of ignorance. “I have nothing more than their names and dates of birth. Not even their addresses, although I’ve set my secretary to work on that. But...” his lips worked as if he were mentally chewing over an idea, “That’s why I brought the list to your attention. They are vulnerable people who have been wronged. And even if they weren’t psychiatric patients, half a million can be a hell of a motive.”


  Levesque barely seemed to be listening as Green filled her and Sullivan in on his meeting with Verne. She was too polite and savvy to defy him openly, but when she filed the list of former patients in with her case notes and assured him she would do background checks, Green sensed no urgency in her tone. She was triumphantly putting the finishing touches on her case against Omar, and the new will had no place in it at all.


  Green dismissed her irritably but beckoned Sullivan to stay. “What’s Gibbs working on?” he asked. He had spotted the tech wizard bent over his computer.


  Sullivan sank into the guest chair with a weary sigh. “He’s working up a case for court.”


  “If anyone can dig up info on these people, it’s him.”


  “You’re not convinced it’s the Somalis? Pretty strong case.”


  “I know, and maybe it is them. But all our high-profile miscarriages of justice have occurred because the police jumped to conclusions too early. Dr. Rosenthal treated all these people and may in fact have been treating them at the time of his murder. It has to be investigated.”


  “It will be, Mike.”


  “But now Levesque wants to prove she’s right, and it makes her blind. Don’t give her enough rope to hang the wrong person, Brian.”


  Sullivan’s face flushed red as he hauled himself to his feet. More than one person’s ego is involved here, Green thought. He watched Sullivan stop by Gibbs’s desk to speak to him briefly and to hand him a copy of the list. Gibbs glanced at it, set it aside, and continued with his work. When Green looked out at the end of the day, Gibbs had gone home, and the list was still sitting at the edge of his desk. Annoyed, Green snatched it up on his way to the elevator.


  He spent the evening playing endless games of Snakes and Ladders with his son, who never liked to lose. It took three bedtime stories to mellow him sufficiently to coax him into bed. Hannah by some miracle was doing homework, and Sharon was not yet back from work. A perfect time to have a peek at the list.


  When he and Sharon had been allotting rooms in the rambling old house they’d bought, there had been only two possible places for a home office. One, a damp, windowless room in the basement and the other a minuscule sunroom which the previous owner had tacked onto the back of the house. It barely accommodated a desk, a chair and a filing cabinet, but cheerful sun blazed in for most of the day. It had won hands down.


  Insulation had not been a priority with the do-it-yourself builder, however, so at ten o’clock on a bracing September evening, Green could almost see his breath as he booted up his laptop. He plugged in the baseboard heater, zippered his fleece up to his neck and studied the names, debating where to start. He was no Bob Gibbs, the virtual world still being something of an alien landscape to him, but he finally settled on a quick search of 411 listings in the Ottawa area to see who among the six was still living there.


  After fifteen minutes on the computer and the phone, he had found no trace of two. Four others had Ottawa-area addresses. Two of these were not definitive because the initials were too common, but it was a start. He launched a Google search of the first of the Ottawa residents, Caitlin O’Malley. Google identified dozens of Caitlin O’Malleys, among them a magician and a bride, but all lived in the United States, Ireland or New Zealand. The only promising hit was a Caitlin O’Malley who had co-authored a mathematics paper at the University of Ottawa. Hardly murderous stuff. In contrast, “Victor Ikes” yielded over a thousand hits, including a Wikipedia entry for an actor who’d been in a few B-grade independent films and one short-lived TV series before apparently vanishing from public view a few years ago.


  Green browsed a few other fan-based entertainment sites for more information on Ikes, uncovering rumours of drug addiction, rehab, wild parties, flashes of brilliance and long black bouts of depression. There were no reports of violence, but the internet was hardly an exhaustive or even accurate source. At least this Victor Ikes had some psychiatric issues, and even more to the point, he currently lived in Ottawa.


  On a hunch, Green phoned Dispatch to check the Ottawa Police internal database. If any of the six had had contact with police, even as a witness or victim, that report would be on the Records Management System. Three of the six names produced hits. A Caitlin O’Malley had been picked up once in a sweep of squeegee kids but released without charge and more recently for creating a disturbance. The responding officers had taken her to the Ottawa Hospital ER for a psychiatric assessment. Certainly a more promising possibility than the math whiz.


  Victor Ikes’ results were even more promising; the database yielded sixteen hits covering nine separate incidents. The dispatcher rhymed them off rapidly. Victor had been the perpetrator in eight incidents and the victim in one. Green jotted down the offences—driving while impaired, creating a disturbance, uttering threats against his neighbour, assault in a bar fight... a list of petty offences that suggested a life of drugs and instability. Charges had been laid three times, resulting in guilty pleas twice, for which he’d been handed discharges conditional on seeking treatment for his problems. Perhaps the presiding judge had been a fan of B-movies.


  The one victim report was a 911 call reporting a suicide attempt. Victor Ikes had been found unresponsive in his bedroom by his mother and had been transported to the Ottawa Hospital. Green put a star beside Ikes’ name. With his history of psychiatric problems and penchant for aggressive outbursts, the man certainly belonged on any credible list of suspects.


  In the distance he heard the front door open and close. Modo, who’d been snoozing on top of Green’s feet, struggled to attention and lumbered out of the room. The mistress was home, relegating Green instantly to second fiddle. He listened as keys clinked in the dish on the hall table, shoes thudded against the back of the closet and the fridge door opened. He made some final notes, thanked the dispatcher and hung up just as Sharon appeared behind him with an open container of peach yogurt in her hand.


  She kissed the top of his head. “Everything under control here?”


  “Mmm. We had a marathon of Snakes and Ladders. Our son doesn’t handle losing well.”


  “Really. I wonder where he got that from.” She peered over his shoulder at his laptop. “What are you doing?”


  “Nothing, now that you’re here.” He closed the laptop.


  She chuckled. “You back meddling in the trenches?”


  “No. Well... Just trying to speed things up. Sam Rosenthal’s murder has taken an unusual turn. It appears he left millions of dollars to former patients.”


  “That was nice of him. Why?”


  “Guilt, his lawyer says. He obviously thought they deserved it more than his selfish son.”


  A faint frown darkened her eyes. She watched him in silence for a moment. “Don’t go off on a witch hunt, Mike.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Don’t go assuming just because they’re patients that they’re all crazy killers. People with mental illnesses have enough struggles without fighting that myth.”


  “You know me better than that,” he said, but the protest sounded feeble even to his ears. That’s exactly what he had assumed, as had Rabbi Tolner and even the lawyer Verne. After years in the trenches, he knew that the greatest evil lay among the greedy, the lazy and the just plain heartless.


  Still, it paid to listen for zebras.


  Canada 411 listed Victor Ikes’ address as an apartment unit on Eccles Avenue, just off Preston Street. The area was still called Little Italy, even though it had been more like Little Vietnam or Little Cambodia over the last twenty years. It was a mixed neighbourhood now, with gentrified renos and patches of exquisite garden sprouting up among the converted rooming houses and rundown cottages. More importantly, it was right on Green’s route from his home to the station. At eight o’clock in the morning, he might well wake the man up, but at least he was likely to catch him at home.


  When he finally answered the buzzer, Victor Ikes looked as if he’d never actually gone to bed. He was dressed in torn, dirty jeans, a faded Tea Party sweatshirt and fluffy pink slippers. He looked slack-jawed and hollow-eyed, like a man who’d slept too little and lived too hard for the last twenty years. When Green identified himself, he scowled.


  “You got a warrant?” The door started to shut.


  Green stuck his foot in the opening. “I’m not here for that. I’d like to speak to you about Dr. Samuel Rosenthal.”


  Ikes staggered back and reached for the door frame. “What does he want!”


  Green noted the present tense. Cunning or uninformed? “When did you last see him?”


  “I stopped going to that quack years ago.”


  “How many years?”


  “Eight? Ten? Before I moved to Toronto.”


  “And you’re sure you haven’t seen him recently.”


  A door opened inside, followed by a phlegmy intake of breath. Cheap floral perfume wafted through the doorway an instant before a woman appeared behind Victor, tugging a pink bathrobe across her pendulous breasts. She was built like a Sherman tank, almost six feet tall with shoulders to match. Her face looked like a botched botox job, and over-bleached hair hung in her eyes. Her feet, incongruously, were bare, perhaps to show off her bright pink, half-inch toenails. Wouldn’t want to meet those at the bottom of a cold bed, Green thought.


  “Vic, don’t answer that,” she snapped, bulldozing him aside with her elbow. “The police have no business asking about your personal medical history.”


  She had a faint English accent that reminded Green of Coronation Street. “Are you his mother?” he asked. When she didn’t answer, he introduced himself and explained that he was collecting background information on Dr. Rosenthal. She had obviously read the papers, for she narrowed her eyes warily.


  “We haven’t seen the man in years, good riddance, so we can’t help you.”


  “I’m interested in the types of treatments he provided, not in your son personally. May I come in?”


  “Why are you interested in that?”


  “Because there seem to be quite a few people dissatisfied with his services.”


  “And you figure one of us smashed his head in, is that it?”


  Victor gasped. His hollow eyes bulged. “Dr. Sam is dead?”


  Green said nothing, waiting for the mother to enlighten him. She waved a dismissive hand.


  “Yeah, yeah, I caught it on the news. Didn’t want to upset you, hones.” She turned to Green. “I can tell you what you need, but I don’t want Vic upset.”


  “Just a few questions,” Green said, summoning his most harmless expression.


  She stepped back, muttering under her breath, and headed back inside. “At least let me get my tea.”


  She didn’t offer any to Green, nor even to her son, but Green followed her into a tiny, oppressively hot living room. Blinds were drawn tight against the morning sun. The air was stale with booze, cigarette smoke, and the stench of old clothes and dishes that seemed to clutter every surface. He pushed some magazines aside so that he could squeeze into a corner of the sofa.


  Victor was pacing restlessly, staring at the floor and twirling a cigarette in his fingers. “I liked him,” he said finally. “Bastard didn’t know what the fuck he was doing, but at least he listened. More than I can say for the shrink I have now. Ten minutes in and out of his office, ‘eating okay, sleeping okay, no voices, good, here’s your new prescription’.”


  “But at least you’re well,” his mother said, emerging from the kitchen with a cup of steaming liquid and an unlit cigarette.


  “I’m not well, Mother,” Victor said. “I’m keeping a lid on. That’s different.”


  Mrs. Ikes’ face hardened. She’d put on a slash of pink lipstick, most of which was now on the rim of her cup. She landed onto the sofa with a thud, nearly sending Green off the other end. “We don’t pay him to be a nice guy. That quack nearly cost my son his life.”


  Victor’s pacing increased. “Sometimes this so-called life hardly feels worth saving. Dr. Sam gave me hope, he made me feel worthwhile and energized, not like some chemical reject with parts missing in my brain.”


  “He should have known better. He was supposed to be a trained specialist in diseases of the mind, not a guru with some half-baked theory from Tibet. And that’s the thing, Vic. You have a disease, no different than diabetes or high blood pressure, and you don’t talk yourself out of those. You take medication to correct the problem.” She eyed him shrewdly as he continued to pace. “Goddamn it, Vic, you went off them again, didn’t you?”


  He stopped pacing. Looked trapped. “Just while I do this audition, Mum. I need that energy, that edge. The drugs kill it.”


  “That edge is called mania. And you know what happens next.” She sighed and swivelled to face Green. “It took me years to undo the damage that quack did by telling him all this stuff was part of his ‘natural state’. That maybe his black days were the price to be paid for the ‘pingpong brilliance of his manic mind’, Rosenthal called it. And that he could learn to manage his excesses with fish oil and mind control. Rubbish. Victor is bipolar. His good-for-nothing father, who blew his brains out at thirty-four, was bipolar. Victor was on track to do the same thing if I hadn’t put my foot down.”


  “What happened?” Green asked.


  Mrs. Ikes lit the cigarette with tremulous hands and dragged the smoke deep into her lungs. Green tried not to cough as smoke curled his way. “I knew something was wrong,” she said, puffs of smoke escaping with every word. “I could see the swings—the drug binges, the wild parties for days on end, then the weeks he couldn’t get out of bed. But I was only his mum. My opinion didn’t count. Vic was an adult, Rosenthal said, and he could make his own decisions. Rosenthal wouldn’t even talk to me, wouldn’t return my phone calls. Patient confidentiality, he said.”


  “He knew you were part of the problem, Mum. Not letting me grow up, always expecting the worst of me, hiding all the knives and razors and pills—”


  “I did that to keep you alive! In spite of yourself and that quack!”


  “Fuck it. You never did get it.” Victor resumed pacing.


  Mrs. Ikes drew in another hit of smoke. Behind the hank of hair, her eyes were bleak. “But he managed to get pills anyway. Legal and illegal, he took the whole lot at once. Ended up in hospital, where he lay in a coma for a week, and I had a chance to have a good long chat with the doctor in charge. That’s how we got him on proper meds and back on an even keel.” She glowered at her son. “Most of the time. But the brain damage was done. Vic has short-term memory problems now, and he has a tough time memorizing his lines.”


  “It’s the drugs, Mum. I keep telling you. They deaden my mind.”


  “No, it’s not, Vic. It’s the—” She clamped her mouth shut and shook her head as if to spare her son further. “Anyway, you get the picture, Detective. That’s all water under the bridge. I hated that damn Jew for years, and I’m not sorry he’s dead. But neither of us took a hammer to his head.”


  Sullivan winced when Green related the story, but Green just grinned.


  “I got my own back. I was going to tell them about the half million-dollar inheritance, which it looks as if they can really use, but I decided they could wait. You have to feel for the woman, though. For both of them.”


  “You planning to do this with all six beneficiaries on the list?”


  “No, Gibbs can do that. I was just getting a sense of the nature and scope of the problem.” He sobered. “It’s big. For people with a serious mental illness, every day can be a struggle. They’re vulnerable and desperate, and they put their trust in Rosenthal. If he betrayed them in some way... That’s a powerful motive, Brian. That new will was stolen from Rosenthal’s apartment, so somebody knew about those bequests. Levesque needs to take this more seriously.”


  Sullivan passed a weary hand over his face, as if wishing the problem would simply go away. Then he nodded. “You’re right. But I’m not sure Gibbs is the right one for the job.”


  He didn’t elaborate, but he didn’t need to. Both men had watched Gibbs wrestle with his own emotional demons over the past year and a half. His progress, though considerable, was fragile, and his own emotional grip still tenuous. Green heard the sound of the elevator door, and through his half-open door he saw the reason for that progress—Detective Sue Peters, making her slow, careful way into the squad room. He was getting used to the sight, but it still tightened his chest. Eighteen months after her near fatal beating, she was still a ghost of her former self. Her fiery red hair had been shaved for the neurosurgery and had grown back a bland brown, and her clunky, bulldozer stride had been replaced by a cautious shuffle. By sheer determination and fury, she had learned to walk without a cane, but Green could tell it was a precarious triumph.


  Despite Gibbs’s best culinary efforts, she was twenty pounds lighter and had had to buy a whole new wardrobe. Gone were the garish checkered suits and fuchsia jackets that had clashed so defiantly with her hair. She was wearing a blue turtleneck sweater—the better to cover her scars, Green suspected—and loose-fitting grey slacks.


  She looked infinitely older.


  When she saw them through the open doorway, however, she smiled the same broad, infectious grin she’d always had, now a little lopsided. “Good morning, boys!”


  Same irreverent spirit too, Green thought, surprised at his own relief. Sullivan and he exchanged questioning glances, and Sullivan gestured to indicate that it was Green’s call.


  He strolled over. “Sue, have you got an assignment for today?”


  She had reached her desk and was easing herself into the chair. Although she was only on duty three half days a week, Green had assigned her a desk of her own. Part of her mental recovery.


  “I’m entering the Rosenthal case on VICLAS.”


  Entering all the details of a homicide investigation onto the national RCMP violent crimes database was a tedious but necessary job. “Feel like a break?” he said. He realized belatedly that he’d left his notes and list of the beneficiaries at home, but he handed Sue a fresh copy, filling her in on what he remembered. “We’re looking for background and current whereabouts,” he said.


  Sue grinned and booted up her computer. “Do you want me to call any of them directly?”


  Green hesitated. Peters’ interviewing skills used to resemble a bull in a china shop. Sullivan intervened before he could find a tactful reply. “Report to me or the Inspector before you do that. We may not want to tip them off.”


  Peters’ disappointment was visible on her face, but unlike the old days, she turned to her computer without a word of protest.


  Eleven

  



  Sharon woke uncharacteristically early but lay in bed awhile, revelling in the silence of the house. Morning sunlight filtered through the pale bedroom blind, washing the room in muted gold. She had always loved the evening shift at the hospital, not only for its freedom from the daytime bustle, but also for these morning hours alone. Thank God for car pools. With Tony at school, she had complete solitude for the first time in years. Her thoughts drifted to the question that had been tantalizing her for months. Did she really want to change that? Did she really want to add to the crazy, crammed, conflicting press of their lives?


  She ran her hand over her stomach, remembering the early feelings of pregnancy. The tiny flutter in her belly, the lush, heavy sensuality of her breasts. Morning sickness had barely been an issue with Tony. The pregnancy had been enjoyable, secret, feminine in a primal way she’d never experienced before. She had loved that growing life from her first moment of awareness. Surely she would love the next one just as much.


  The question was—would Mike? He was an only child and a workaholic, already reeling from the demands of wife, daughter, son and father. Would he? He’d been avoiding the subject every time she’d drifted near. But while they vacillated, she could hear the fading tick of her biological clock. She was nearing her fifth decade. Mike was in the middle of his. They couldn’t afford the luxury of time much longer.


  She rolled out of bed, stumbled downstairs into the kitchen and confronted the cold, empty coffee pot. Banishing a twinge of annoyance, she brewed up a pot. While she waited for it to drip through, she hunted for the morning Citizen, surprised to discover it was still rolled up on the front porch. Mike must have been in quite a hurry that morning to race out before his morning fix of either coffee or the headlines. She poured a cup, carried it into the sunroom and sank into the easy chair by the sunny window. Peace. Perfection. She unfolded the paper and glanced at the headline about the interrogation of a young Somali man for the murder of Sam Rosenthal.


  She read the story from top to bottom, along with the two short sidebars on the life of the young “person of interest”. Omar Adams’ story surprised her. Unlike most of Ottawa’s Somali community, he had not come to Canada as a refugee from the terrifying brutality in his lawless homeland. His father had been a soldier in the Canadian Airborne Regiment during their ill-fated peacekeeping mission in Somalia. Stories of the Airborne’s torture and murder of a Somali teenager had led to the abrupt termination of the mission and the disbanding of the regiment in disgrace.


  Yet Omar’s father, who was a sergeant with the mission at the time, seemed to have followed a more honourable path. His mother had been an orphaned village girl who’d been taken in to provide domestic services on the base. I can just imagine what those services entailed, Sharon thought. When she became pregnant, Omar’s father enrolled in Islamic studies and took care of both her and the baby. When the regiment was recalled, he married her just before the last plane left, then battled red tape to get her and Omar to Canada, describing it as one small gesture to right the many wrongs. Omar spent his first four years in a Somali refugee camp in the desert before the final approvals came through, but at least he and his mother were able to cling to hope.


  “This is a mistake,” Mr. Adams was quoted as saying of his son’s arrest. “Omar was in a camp, but he has always had a loving, safe family environment. There is absolutely no way he would have beaten anyone in the manner the police allege. Not in spite of what he might have witnessed as a young child, but because of it.”


  The official police statement was far less generous. They were continuing to gather evidence but were already confident that the evidence to date could support a charge.


  Sharon put the paper down thoughtfully. Her gaze drifted to Mike’s computer desk. If the police were so confident, why had he been hard at work at midnight the night before, researching the former patients of the dead man? Despite his assurances, she still had her doubts about his motives. Psychiatric patients made easy targets in the minds not only of the public but even of policy makers and police. The words “nuts”,“crazy” and “psycho” were tossed around callously by people who knew nothing of the genuine struggles and silent suffering of those coping to overcome mental illness. It was disheartening to find fragments of that prejudice in someone who should know better.


  The laptop was gone, but Mike’s notes were still on the desk. She rose guiltily and went over to glance at his progress.


  The typed list of names was scribbled over with question marks, comments and addresses in Mike’s handwriting. She knew she shouldn’t look and was just trying to tear herself away when a name stopped her cold. She frowned. What on earth could it mean? Could there be a connection? As she deciphered Green’s pencilled notes, her confusion grew. She knew of a way to get the answers, but the question was...


  Even if she did know, what could she do?


  Green was elbow deep in neglected paperwork when the phone rang at his side. Gratefully he pounced on it. A girl’s breathy, singsong voice came through.


  “Hi. Um...is Inspector Green there?”


  Green tried to place the voice but failed. He identified himself.


  “This is Lindsay Corsin? You gave me your card? I rent an apartment above Dr. Rosenthal?”


  Green readjusted his focus with surprise. “Yes, Lindsay. How can I help you?”


  “I don’t know if it’s important? I mean, like if he’s allowed? I watch Law and Order, and... Anyway, I thought I should call. Let you know, in case.”


  “Know what?”


  “There’s someone in Dr. Rosenthal’s apartment. A man. He’s got a van, and he’s taking paintings and stuff out.”


  Possibilities raced through Green’s mind. The apartment had never been a crime scene, at least as part of the murder investigation, so technically this didn’t constitute tampering with a crime scene. Yet the only person with legal access to the place was dead, and it had been the scene of an earlier break and enter.


  “What does he look like?”


  “He’s very tall, looks fit—at least for a guy his age.”


  “Which is?”


  “Oh, I’m not so good with that. Over forty? His hair is going grey. He’s got one of those old-fashioned beards that makes him look like a professor?”


  “Clothes?” He was already grabbing his jacket, keys and gun, but paused to jot down her reply. “I’m sending a patrol car, and I’m on my way myself. Wait for me.”


  “But—”


  “Stay out of sight and wait.”


  He’d barely disconnected when he phoned dispatch and ordered a cruiser to check out an intruder at the Nelson Street address. He rattled off the description Lindsay had given. The man didn’t sound like your standard B&E specialist, but Green had been surprised too many times to rush to judgment.


  Sandy Hill was an exasperating maze of one-way streets and road construction that left him cursing by the time he finally rounded the corner onto Nelson Street. A cruiser was parked at the curb, and the officers were chatting with Lindsay on the front walk. A nondescript white panel van sat at the curb behind the cruiser. Lindsay looked frailer than ever, her pale skin almost translucent and her large eyes circled by blue. She hugged her frilly purple jacket around her thin frame, but it was scant protection against the bracing autumn wind that swept down the street in a swirl of dead leaves.


  She looked guilty when she saw Green. “He left before they got here,” she said. “I thought of stopping him, but I was too scared. He looked so angry.”


  He put his hand on her arm and felt her bones through the thin fabric. “You did the right thing. Which way did he go?”


  She nodded up the street towards Rideau, barely a block away although a road barrier blocked the path. “That way. He was walking. That’s his van there.”


  Green walked over to the van, noting the Ontario license plate and the discount rental sticker. He jotted down the number and handed it to one of the unformed officers. “Phone the rental company and ask who rented it. If they give you grief, tell them it’s involved in a burglary.”


  The uniformed officer trotted up to her cruiser. Green circled the van, peering into windows. In the dark interior he could just make out some boxes stacked against one side and a collection of paintings leaning against the other. On the passenger seat was an open map, a well-worn suede jacket, and a crumpled bag from Starbucks.


  The officer returned from her car. “The company rented it out yesterday to a company called Vivotech.”


  “Name?”


  “That’s all they had, sir. The man paid for a week with a wad of cash to cover the security deposit, and they didn’t get a name.” The uniformed officer grinned. “They’re eager to cooperate, sir. The manager said he looked like a fine, upstanding citizen. How were they to know?”


  Green nodded. Of course they were eager to cooperate, after violating just about every rental rule in the book. Lindsay was still standing on the walk, shivering. For the first time he noticed her frayed cuffs and the holes in her sneakers. He signalled to the uniformed officer and handed her his card.


  “I want you to pull around the corner and set up surveillance on the house and the van. I have to leave for a bit, but if our man shows up, give me a call on my cell. Don’t approach him unless he tries to leave again.”


  The officer bounded off again, her eyes shining. Probably the most excitement she’s had all week, Green thought. He took Lindsay’s elbow and felt the girl shrink back. Did she distrust all men, or just cops? Releasing her, he gestured to his car. “Let’s wait in my car. It will be warmer.”


  She hesitated then picked up her bag in acquiescence. Inside, he turned the heater up, but she sat stiffly with her backpack on her lap like a shield. She had a single silver stud in her left nostril but otherwise she wore no jewellery or make-up. The backpack bulged with the weight of her books, and one of the zippers was broken.


  “Do you have time for lunch?” he asked, trying to ease into the suggestion. “I haven’t eaten yet.”


  The girl didn’t answer, but her mouth worked convulsively as if already savouring the food.


  “My treat,” he added as he started the car.


  “Why?”


  He drove the circuitous route down to Rideau Street and pulled into the parking lot at Harvey’s. Only then, with the smells of charbroiled hamburgers and fresh fries drifting in through the window, did he answer her. “Because I think you can help. You notice things. People. Maybe even more than you realize.”


  Once they were settled into a booth by the window, Green watched her devour the hamburger and wondered what else she was sacrificing to attend university. “Where are you from?”


  Her head shot up, mouth full of fries. “Why?”


  He shrugged easily. “Just remembering my own university years. I had my parents to live with and a full-time job as a rookie patrolman, but I still had trouble paying for it all.”


  She managed a thin smile. “OSAP. I’ll be paying the government back until I’m ninety.”


  “It’s not enough to live on, is it?”


  She shook her head. “I had a job in an art store till they tore it down to build a condo. Dr. Rosenthal was pretty good about the rent, even when I missed a month.” She hung her head and fiddled with the zipper of her bag. Took a deep, wistful breath. “I’m from Timmins. Never thought I’d miss it...”


  Green waited.


  “Here, you don’t know anybody. You don’t know who to trust. Truth is, I wasn’t exactly telling the whole truth when I said I never talked to Dr. Rosenthal. He tried to talk to me lots of times.” She paused to push all the crumbs into a pile in the middle of the plate then picked them up with a wet finger. Green pushed his plate of half-finished fries towards her, but she shook her head.


  “I didn’t know he was a psychiatrist. I thought he was coming on to me. He asked if I was eating all right, and he told me I should never skip breakfast. He even bought me groceries once. Fruits and yogurt and oatmeal and stuff. He came into my room to put them in my cupboards, and he checked in my fridge.” She squirmed. “He told me he never had a daughter. No grandchildren either, so he had nobody to worry about. I thought it was creepy. Because of...” She stopped and reached over to take the smallest fry from his plate.


  “Because of?”


  “Well, there were other girls, you see. At least one that I saw. And they were, you know...hookers. Sometimes he’d bring them home from his walks. Other times they’d come to visit him on their own. This one girl came every week, and she looked young enough to be his granddaughter. I even wondered how many times can an old guy get it up, you know. But she kept coming over.”


  Green had been listening casually as she filled in the lonely details of the victim, but now he grew alert. “When did you first see her?”


  She shrugged. Picked up another fry. “I went home to Timmins for the summer, so I don’t know about then, but for sure she was there last spring when I was pulling all-nighters to finish papers and exams. I could hear them talking, sometimes half the night.”


  “You said she was young but looked like a prostitute. Can you remember what she looked like?”


  “Tall, skinny, long messy brown hair. She seemed jumpy, like she was scared of something. Whenever she visited, she checked all around, even inside the garbage bins, before she went inside. She might have been a street person, but she had some nice things. Better than I can afford. A fur jacket, nice leather boots. I figured he was buying stuff for her. He fed her too. I could hear the kettle whistle like he was making her tea. That’s why I figured he was coming on to me.”


  “Did you see her last Saturday night? The night he died?”


  She froze, another fry halfway to her open mouth. She laid it down and thrust back from the table. “She wasn’t a killer! She was a scared kid, not much older than me.”


  He held up a soothing hand. “I’m not saying she was. But she may be able to help us. If she was with him, she may have seen something.”


  She shook her head. “No. Anyway, she wasn’t with him. I didn’t see her. He went out for his long walk by himself.”


  “What time was that?”


  “Late. Way after midnight. I think it was because he couldn’t sleep.”


  Maybe, he thought. But maybe it was because he had gone looking for the mystery girl.


  Twelve

  



  Staff Sergeant Brian Sullivan was swallowing his third Rolaids when his cellphone rang. He was sitting at his desk with his feet up, reviewing Levesque’s case to date against Omar Adams. She wanted to pick him up and lay formal first degree murder charges as soon as possible, so she was hounding Ident and the RCMP lab to speed up their analyses.


  Even without the final forensics, the case against Omar was impressive. Sullivan could see this was not the blind miscarriage of justice that Green feared, but a carefully reasoned conclusion from the facts. All that was missing was a bloody baseball bat with Omar’s prints on it. Even the Somali community was not protesting his innocence. Green suspected they were so tired of their own unruly youth tarring their reputations as new Canadians that they were reserving their outrage for members they believed to be unfairly targeted. Clearly Omar did not fit the bill.


  Granted, his father was white, which made the boy an anomaly in the conservative Muslim community. But so far, his father had not screamed racial profiling but instead had quietly hired the best Jewish defence lawyer in the city, as if he knew the boy needed every advantage he could muster. The lawyer had a reputation for finding the tiniest crack in the Crown’s case and driving an eighteen-wheeler through it with reasonable doubt. Sullivan wanted to make sure the case was crack-proof.


  He debated letting his voicemail pick up until he saw the name on the call display. He glanced at his watch. Two p.m. This better be quick. “Yeah, Mike. What’s up?”


  “I’ve got a witness who says Rosenthal got together with a prostitute most Saturday nights—”


  Sullivan suppressed the urge to say “Good for him!” He wondered if he’d be up for that when he was seventy-five years old. Recently he’d sometimes found it a struggle at forty-six. He held his breath as he waited for the heartburn medication to do its work.


  “You there?”


  “Yeah,” he managed. Over the phone he could hear the background sounds of people chatting and voices calling. What the hell was Green up to? “What about it? So he was out on the street hoping to score?”


  “There was a sex trade worker caught on the pawn shop surveillance tape. Levesque has a picture of her. Not a very good one, but it might be enough for this witness to ID her.”


  Sullivan thought fast. The hooker might have seen something. This might be the extra nail Levesque needed to crack-proof her case. “I’ll pass this tip on to Levesque and see if she’s had any luck ID’ing the woman on the tape. If not, we’ll send someone else out to ask around tonight. If she’s a regular, we might even spot her.”


  “Screech recognized her, I’m positive, but he didn’t want to rat on her. He watches out for most of the girls, especially the young ones.”


  “Okay, I’ll send—”


  “I want this nailed down ASAP, Brian. Show the photo to Screech again on your way. Use your Irish charm and try to shake a few facts loose from the old bugger. Then bring a photo line-up over to Rosenthal’s place so my witness can look at it.”


  Sullivan shifted cautiously. The heartburn was worse, and he wasn’t sure he could walk to the car, let alone interview witnesses. “Mike, I’m beat. Sean has a big hockey game tonight in Brockville, and I’m driving. I was hoping to book off early.”


  “You can. Right after we do the photo line-up.”


  “What’s the rush? Your witness going somewhere?”


  “No, but the prostitute might.”


  “It’s Friday night. She’ll be at her post drumming up business.”


  There was a beep on the line. “Hold on,” Green said, and the line clicked, engulfing Sullivan in silence. He used the few seconds to lean back and savour the moment of peace. When Green came back on the line, his tone was urgent. Almost angry. “Listen, I gotta go. Talk to Screech, then meet me at the Nelson Street address.”


  The line clicked dead, leaving Sullivan little choice but to pop another Rolaids and haul himself to his feet.


  The traffic on Rideau Street was crushing. Because it was the Friday before the most glorious weekend for fall foliage in the Gatineau Hills, the rush hour exodus across the river into Quebec had begun early. The homebound cars mingled with transport trucks amid the perennial road construction, snarling King Edward Avenue and backing up onto Rideau. Sullivan put on his emergency flashers to almost no avail and finally drove down the bus lane in the wrong direction in order to reach Screech, who was sitting cross-legged on the sidewalk in his spot of choice by the liquor store. He gave those who dropped the occasional quarter into his Tim Hortons cup no illusions about what he would spend it on.


  Screech recoiled instinctively into a ball as Sullivan jumped his pick-up half up on the curb and climbed out. His fearful look gave way to a smile as he recognized the big detective.


  “Hey, Sarge.” He held up his cup. “Spare a loonie for a dying man?”


  Sullivan laughed. It had been Screech’s line since he’d hit the city ten years earlier. That and his snaggle-toothed smile netted him a fairly good take most days. Sullivan squatted and dropped a toonie in the cup.


  “I may have more somewhere. First things first.” Sullivan held out the photo of the prostitute. He didn’t recognize her himself, but he’d been off the street too long, and faces changed rapidly in that business. “My buddy the inspector says you recognized this girl.”


  Screech scrunched up his old, shoe-leathery face, looking blank. “No, I didn’t. I said no.”


  “But your eyes said yes. You gotta give him credit for some brains, that’s how he made inspector.”


  Still Screech shook his head. Sullivan’s legs felt like jelly, and the heartburn was worse. Spreading. Fuck, he was tired. What the hell bug had he picked up? He sat on the pavement and propped himself against the wall next to the vagrant. “Come on, Screech. She may be in danger if she saw something Saturday night. Or if the killer thinks she did.”


  Screech chewed his gums and ran his tongue around his caked lips. He cast a longing glance at the liquor store, and Sullivan twisted to pull his wallet out of his pocket. Pain knifed through his shoulder. Goddamn Green, he thought. He dangled the wallet in view but didn’t open it.


  “She’s not a regular,” Screech said. “But I seen her around.”


  “How long?”


  He squinted. “Who counts? Springtime? She has a fur coat. Fake for sure, but nice. Mostly on Saturdays. Best crowds. I figured she had a home somewheres.”


  “Name?”


  He shook his head. “Never got beyond Foxy, on account of the fur. Don’t know what the johns called her.”


  Foxy was better than nothing, Sullivan thought, taking ten dollars from his wallet. If she was in the police database, that name would catch her. “Have you ever seen her with the murder victim?”


  Screech plucked the bill from Sullivan’s fingers and stuffed it directly into his pocket out of sight. It was still early in the day, but Sullivan saw he had nearly enough to visit the liquor store and send himself into his nightly oblivion. He was already looking vague, as if his brain had fired its quota of neurons.


  “Screech?”


  “Maybe,” Screech replied eventually. “I seen him with some others, the young ones. Brings them a coffee, a bite to eat. Just for talk.” He shrugged. “Well, he’s old, eh?”


  “Was she around that night, when he was killed?”


  Screech’s expression closed. “I didn’t see nothing. I was in my sleeping bag. But I heard...” a sly look flitted across his face, “bunch of black punks shouting to her. Mighta been the ones that killed him. I seen in the papers. She was screaming help, get away from me.”


  Earlier in the week Levesque had released the photos of the four gang suspects to the press with the usual police nonsense about wanting to eliminate them from their inquiries. Sullivan was surprised that Screech had even glanced at the newspaper, but then street people were full of surprises.


  He felt a surge of energy. This was an interesting twist. Coincidence was rare in detective work, and if this Foxy had been both a special girl to Rosenthal and the victim of unwanted overtures by the main suspects, that put a new spin on things. Had Rosenthal stopped to intervene? Or had the boys come back to exact revenge for their earlier humiliation at her hands?


  Sullivan hauled himself to his feet, massaging his stiff hand and breathing lightly to avoid the pain. Wishing Screech good luck, he got into his truck and flipped the flashers on. The sooner he got this information to Green, the sooner he could go home to bed. A sliver of fear was creeping into his gut.


  After Green had finished the call to Sullivan, he ducked back inside Harvey’s to find Lindsay dumping her tray into the trash station and preparing to leave. She smiled shyly.


  “Thank you for lunch. I’d better get to class now.”


  “Wait. I have an officer coming over to show you some photos.” He led her out to his staff car. “We’ll meet him back at the house, because the intruder you saw earlier in Rosenthal’s apartment is back. The surveillance officer just called.”


  Lindsay’s face grew pinched. She looked trapped, like a child in water way over her head. Green guessed the cause. “You’ll wait with the patrol officer in my car. He won’t even see you. Once you’ve had a look at the photos, the officer will drive you to school.”


  She had no argument left, so she hung her head meekly and buckled her seatbelt as he slammed on the accelerator. When he pulled up in front of the house, all appeared quiet. The white van was still in place, but the antique oak door to Rosenthal’s house was ajar. After instructing Lindsay to stay out of sight, Green walked back and hopped into the surveillance cruiser.


  “I called you as soon as he arrived,” the patrol woman said. “He’s been in there about ten minutes.”


  “Loading things into his van?”


  “No, sir. He hasn’t come out at all.”


  “What was he wearing? Carrying?”


  “Jeans, a black shirt and a red fleece vest. Not carrying anything.”


  Green pondered his options. The man did not appear to have a weapon, although no one knew what he had already stashed inside. Green sent the patrol woman’s junior partner back to sit with Lindsay and directed the patrol woman to accompany him. Together they slipped into the house and listened at the interior door. Nothing but the creak of floors and the rustling of what sounded like papers. Green banged on the door.


  There was no answer. The faint sound of movement ceased. Green knocked again, his best, authoritative police knock. He heard a curse, footsteps, and the door flew open. The man looming before him was well over six feet, trim, handsome and lithe on his feet despite his grey hair. He peered down at Green irritably.


  “Yes?”


  Green flashed his badge and pushed past him into the room. A quick scan revealed that some of the paintings were gone and that the filing cabinet drawers were open. Stacks of papers littered the mahogany dining table.


  “Who are you?” Green snapped.


  “And who the hell are you?”


  “You’re trespassing, sir. Please answer the question.”


  “I’m Dr. David Rosenthal. I have every right to be here.”


  “Pleased to meet you, Dr. Rosenthal. I’m Inspector Green, in charge of your father’s investigation. These premises are still under police authority—” A small lie, but the man got his back up. “Nothing is to be touched or removed until we release it.”


  “It’s my property! I’m his heir.”


  “The disposition of his property is a matter for the courts, and his executor. Surely, Dr. Rosenthal, you’re aware of proper procedure.”


  Rosenthal grunted and turned away. “I’ve already spoken to his lawyer. There’s nothing valuable here. I’m taking a few personal papers and some paintings my mother bought years ago.”


  “Why did you not contact the police when you heard of your father’s death? You must have known we wanted to speak to you.”


  “Oh, I’m sorry if I violated proper procedure. I was reacting to my father’s death.”


  “Yet the first thing you do upon arriving in town is to try to spirit things out of his apartment.”


  “My things. Therefore mine to take. And I resent your insinuations. I didn’t ‘spirit’ them. I don’t have a lot of time to pick up what little I want of this.” He flicked his hand to encompass the elegant but shabby old-fashioned furniture.


  Green was tempted to tell him about the new will, which he either didn’t know about or was pretending not to know about. But he resisted the cheap gesture of retaliation. There would come a better time for that. Instead he asked for some identification. After a pause, Rosenthal produced his passport. American. Green studied it for a few seconds longer than necessary, flipping through the pages to see the visas and customs stamps. The ex-wife was right; the man travelled all over the world.


  Rosenthal said nothing, feigning disinterest. Green thought it telling that he had expressed no curiosity about his father’s case, not even asking how he’d died, let alone at whose hand.


  “I understand you and your father were estranged.”


  Rosenthal tucked his passport back into his pocket as if buying himself time. “Is that a crime up here?”


  “I’m wondering why you didn’t contact the police for details when you arrived.”


  “I got all the details I needed online.” He grimaced. “Sounded like a pointless mugging by a couple of immigrant thugs. Now, if you’ll excuse me—”


  “Nonetheless, sir—”


  “Am I under arrest here? Because otherwise I’d like you to leave. You’re trespassing—”


  Green’s temper flashed, but he clamped it down. He wanted Rosenthal to lose his temper, not himself. “No, you’re trespassing, Mr. Rosenthal. And refusing to answer police questions—”


  “Because I know they’ll be pointless!” Rosenthal shot back. “I haven’t seen my father in ten years, we didn’t communicate, he didn’t even know he has a grandson! I have no idea what he was doing with his life or who his friends or enemies are, although I bet there are few of the former. The man had lots of time for broken souls, but plain ordinary human warmth was in short supply. I don’t recall ever meeting a single genuine friend of his growing up. I have no idea who might have killed him and frankly I don’t give a rat’s ass—”


  “Then why refuse—”


  “Because I’m not an idiot. I know you’ll be trying to pin this on me. The only son, a high flyer, caught in the middle of the global economic meltdown, estranged from his father but set to inherit the father’s millions. I know cops. Imagination is not a big requirement of the job. I figured up here in this keystone cop backwater, I’d be your number one suspect!”


  Green burst out laughing. “I’m sorry. You’d be the darling of my superiors. They don’t like my imagination either.”


  Rosenthal darkened from red to purple. He stepped forward as if to take a swing, then checked himself. Drawing himself up, he stepped backwards with a mock bow. “There you go. I expect I’ve answered all your questions.”


  “All but one,” said Green, still smiling. “Where were you on the night of September—”


  A prolonged horn blared outside. Distant but approaching fast. Instantly alert to trouble, Green and the patrolwoman rushed to the bay window. Metal flashed in the sun as Brian Sullivan’s brand new black Chevy pick-up slewed across the lawn on the corner and rocketed towards them at full speed, horn blasting. The patrol woman cried aloud, while Green stood frozen, unable to move as before his horrified eyes, the truck smashed headlong into Green’s staff car, obliterating the back end.


  The bang shattered the calm of the street. Glass and metal flew from the impact and ricocheted off other vehicles in the road. The horn stopped abruptly, replaced by an ominous hiss.


  Green came alive. “Call 911!” he screamed at the shocked officer beside him. Not waiting for a response, he raced outside, vaguely aware of Rosenthal at his heels. Neighbours too ran from their houses towards the scene.


  Smoke and steam were hissing from the tangled wreckage. The stink of rubber and raw gasoline filled the air. “Stay back, stay back!” Green shouted at the neighbours. “Get pillows and blankets.”


  At first Green could see nothing in Sullivan’s truck except the ballooning air bag, but as the bag deflated, he could see Sullivan wedged in the driver’s side, his head slumped forward on the dash. The truck’s powerful front grill was crushed, and the hood was folded like a tent, but the cab looked intact. “Thank God, thank God”, the words raced unbidden through his mind.


  In the next instant, he realized the truck’s cab was sitting on top of his crushed staff car. He reached the car and peered inside. The entire rear passenger compartment was folded in on itself beneath the cab, and he could just make out the bloodied head and shoulders of the junior patrolman. Of Lindsay, there was no sign. His hopes lifted faintly. Perhaps she had given up the wait.


  He tried the doors. Jammed tight. He ran around the car and peered through the shattered window at a carnage of blood and glass. This time he caught a glimpse of a single, blood-soaked frilly purple cuff. Fuck!


  “I need help here!” a deep voice bellowed. Green glanced back to see Rosenthal trying to haul Sullivan’s inert, two hundred-and-fifty-pound body through the shattered glass window of the driver’s door. “There’s no pulse!” he snapped, slamming his fist into Sullivan’s chest.


  Green abandoned the staff car and raced to help him, snagging a hefty young onlooker to help in the rescue. Sullivan’s body was eerily limp, his face ashen and his eyes slightly open. Their sightless gaze sent a shaft of horror down Green’s spine.


  The four men heaved and hauled to wrestle the body free, until finally it flopped like a limp sack onto the pavement. Without a second’s hesitation, Rosenthal leaped astride him, performing CPR. His focus was absolute as he shouted out commands.


  Green felt Sullivan’s neck for a pulse, praying to a nameless god. Nothing. He heard the distant sirens. One. Two. Three. Soon the street was awash in red strobe lights and emergency workers swarmed the scene. He left Sullivan’s side to speak to the one in charge. Firefighters descended on the crushed car and paramedics took over at Sullivan’s side, hooking up their monitors and preparing the defibrillator. More ambulances were called in, along with the jaws of life.


  Sullivan was rushed away first, surrounded by tubes, wires and a cluster of very grave, purposeful paramedics. As they left, they gave Green a single curt headshake. As he watched the ambulance scream off with full lights and siren, he fought a lump in his throat. At least Sullivan was alive. They had established a heartbeat. Of sorts.


  It took an hour to free the junior patrolman and load him into another ambulance. He was bloodied and unconscious, but at least this time the paramedics had flashed a thumbs up as they drove away.


  The jaws of life took a long time to unpeel the metal, wire and blood-soaked upholstery from the broken body of Lindsay Corsin. She had been sitting on the right side of the back seat beside the patrolman, waiting for Green. As he had asked her to. The right side had taken the brunt of Sullivan’s truck.


  The firefighters and paramedics who had fought to free her stood in a small circle around her, reduced to silence. Green wanted to scream, weep, run for miles in howling abandon. Instead he called the coroner, Superintendent Devine, and the Chief ’s office. Then he began the painful job of contacting the university to track down Lindsay Corsin’s next of kin.


  Thirteen

  



  Rideau Psychiatric Hospital was a sprawling collection of buildings set helter skelter amid grassy nooks and towering trees which glowed orange and red in the afternoon sun. Sharon’s ward was on the sixth floor of one of the main buildings, modern and brightened by large windows that looked out over the grounds. She arrived fifteen minutes early for her evening shift, snatched up Caitlin O’Malley’s chart off the cart, and sequestered herself in the back room off the nursing station. The chart was thick, testament to the number of admissions the woman had had.


  Sharon wasn’t sure what she was looking for. Evidence somewhere of a connection to Dr. Rosenthal, of mistreatment or misdiagnosis on his part. Something to explain why her name was on the list of Rosenthal’s beneficiaries in his will.


  The resident’s history on her admission summary documented a sad but all too familiar struggle. Caitlin’s psychiatric problems had begun eight years ago, when she had started hearing voices and come to believe she was the love child of God and Prime Minister Jean Chrétien. She had been picked up by the RCMP outside the Prime Minister’s residence at 24 Sussex Drive, where she was parading with a placard that read “Dad, let me come home.”


  She had been twenty years old at the time and a student of mathematics at the University of Ottawa. She’d been diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia. A six-week inpatient stint and a prescription for olanzapine had set her back on the right track, and she had completed her degree, snagging a husband in the process. Her husband was a born-again Christian and soon had her attending his church and seeking the healing hands of the visiting evangelical minister. He’d pronounced her cured, she’d thrown away her meds and six months later was outside Stornoway, the home of the Official Opposition, claiming that she’d been misled by Satan. Opposition leader Stephen Harper was her father, and her mother was a siren who had seduced him in the middle of an Alberta canola field. Only Stephen Harper could exorcise the evil in her genes.


  Sharon suppressed a rueful laugh. The resident, the wide-eyed rookie Dr. Janic, had recorded all this delusional material in colourful detail, probably uncertain which nuggets of information might be important to her diagnostic profile. This time a couple of other diagnoses were tossed around, including manic episode, and a cocktail of anti-psychotic and mood-stabilizing drugs was prescribed. In the process, she divorced her husband, her father was put in charge, and a community treatment order was issued to force her to take her medications and attend support sessions. Staff shortages and lack of resources doomed that plan before the ink was even dry, and Caitlin spent a few months on the lam on the streets of Toronto before her father found her and brought her back into the family fold.


  The father had obviously tried to keep her stable, because he had hooked her up with a respected private psychiatrist, and her next admission was not until two years later. This time, she had abandoned her meds and was living on the streets of Montreal with a dog and a crack addict twice her age. Renewed contact with her father’s psychiatrist friend, a prescription for a more powerful drug, and Caitlin was back at home enrolled in graduate school.


  The new drug had dangerous side effects and would have required much closer medical monitoring, but there were no further notations in the chart until her admission three days ago. Things had obviously deteriorated, however. She’d been picked up by the police, who originally thought she was a regular prostitute until they had her in the cellblock. She curled up in the corner by the toilet, wrapped her arms over her head, and started to rock. Silent, unresponsive, but terrified the moment anyone approached. It had taken six officers, an ambulance, and a shot of halperidol to get her to the emergency room at the Ottawa Hospital.


  Sharon leafed through the file again more carefully, but there was no mention of Dr. Rosenthal. He had never been her treating psychiatrist, nor had she ever given his name to emergency room staff.


  The door opened, and the head nurse stuck her head in. Show time. Sharon arranged to have Caitlin O’Malley assigned to her. The young woman was much more settled now, the day nurse was happy to report, and it appeared the powerful anti-psychotic medications were beginning to take effect. She was no longer pacing and agitated, and she was able to communicate simple needs.


  After the shift handover was complete, Sharon ventured onto the ward and walked down the long hall, which was painted a cheerful apple green and tiled in a warm beige linoleum. She stopped to talk to a group of patients in the sunroom, but Caitlin was not among them. Sharon found her in the room she shared with another woman. Caitlin’s bed was nearest the window, which looked out through safety bars at a glorious orange maple. Caitlin, however, was curled up against the wall in the corner of her bed, her sheet pulled up to her chin and her eyes pressed shut.


  She was a tall, slender woman with a heart-shaped face and pallid skin that showed the ravages of poor diet. Her hair had been freshly washed, and it fluffed about her face in wispy strands, but it was a long time since it had seen a stylist. The Gothic black was growing out, revealing two inches of chestnut brown roots.


  Sharon tapped on the open door and called her name softly. Caitlin didn’t move, but her eyes pressed more tightly shut. As Sharon approached, she saw tears leaking from the corners of the lids. She sat down gently on the bed.


  “Caitlin? Remember me? I’m Sharon, your nurse this evening. How are you feeling?”


  Caitlin moved her head back and forth.


  “Sad? Something you want to talk about?”


  “I feel dead.” It was a mere whisper through dry, cracked lips.


  “The meds?”


  This time a faint shake of the head.


  Sharon reached for the plastic water glass on the night table by her bed. “Do you want a drink?”


  Caitlin opened her eyes and focussed slowly on the room. She looked across at her roommate’s empty bed, her gaze taking in the photos and the vase of flowers on the night table, then her own empty table, before settling on Sharon. Her eyes were bleary, the pallid grey of a cloudy day, but there was a glimmer of knowledge in them. She allowed Sharon to hold the glass to her lips, then sank down on the pillow again. Slowly fresh tears welled.


  “I don’t want to live like this.”


  It was a statement Sharon heard often, and sometimes her pat words of encouragement felt inadequate. Even flippant. She had never walked in a schizophrenic’s shoes, never felt the terror of their shifting, unreal world nor the mind-numbing half-life of the cure. Never faced the social rejection nor the uncertain future of broken hopes and lost dreams. Never lived under the spectre of an illness that lurked inside ready to spin their minds and lives out of control once again.


  Caitlin was a highly intelligent woman. In her lucid times, she would know that every relapse could lead her further down the road of no return.


  “Why am I here?” Caitlin asked.


  Sharon hesitated. It was a question with layers of meaning, and she wasn’t sure which one Caitlin intended. She chose the wisest response. “You’re here to make you well again. You can be well, Caitlin.”


  Caitlin frowned. “No, I can’t. I am who I am. Crazy.”


  “But you can also be well. You have been before.”


  “It’s all pretend. Would you have made Joan of Arc well, so she wouldn’t hear the messages she was put on earth to hear?”


  The reasoning brain was returning, Sharon observed. Not only the ability to form coherent sentences but to apply logic. She sidestepped the challenge. “Did you see your doctor today?”


  “My doctor? No, not mine, but my father’s choice for me. My father, who can’t see and therefore can’t believe. Just as lesser minds can’t see the warping of the universe or the relativity of time. My father’s doctor would have shot Einstein full of chlorpromazine, and there would be no atomic bomb. Just a math retard playing with blocks on the floor.”


  Sharon hesitated. The woman’s mental state was still very fragile, and she had no right to shove her back over the brink with the wrong question. She tried to frame it harmlessly.


  “Doctors do good things too. You must have met some who helped.”


  Caitlin blinked rapidly, as if Sharon had shocked her. “Met? Yes, walking mercies. But they don’t teach that at shrink school. Only the brain, not the mind. Not the soul.”


  Sharon ventured further. “It’s nice to meet a doctor who treats you like a whole person.”


  Caitlin sat up at the far edge of her bed. “No one can know the whole. Even angels can’t know, but can only walk with you on the journey.”


  “Have you met anyone who walked with you?”


  She recoiled, her grey eyes darkening as if prelude to a storm. “Why?”


  “Well...” Why indeed, Sharon thought, still feeling her way along her tightrope. “Maybe they could still help.”


  “Still. All still.” The woman pressed her eyes shut, and a small moan escaped her lips.


  Sharon began a mental retreat. “Do you want—?”


  “No!” Caitlin’s hand shot out and knocked the water glass out of Sharon’s hand, drenching the wall and Sharon’s clothes. “Don’t trick me! Gone, gone, go, go, out, out, spots and all!”


  One question too many, Sharon thought as she backed away to stand at the door, watching carefully to see whether her retreat would be enough or whether another shot of meds was in order.


  It was three hours before Green could get to the hospital to check on Sullivan and the patrolman. He was delayed at the scene dealing with the duty inspector, the collision investigation unit, and various other members of the brass, including Barbara Devine, who demanded to be kept informed of every detail pertaining to Lindsay Corsin’s death. Because the girl had been waiting in the back of Green’s staff car, on his instructions, and she had been killed by another police officer, a Special Investigations team would be convened from outside the Ottawa Police Services to determine if there was any blame to be laid. Devine wanted no surprises.


  Green was being peppered from all sides, including from the media, who lined the police cordon three deep in places. Zoom lenses were trained on the twisted wreckage of his car, no doubt picking up Lindsay’s blood that had pooled on the sidewalk. Green forced himself to focus. There were tasks to be done, families to be notified and reports to be given. He could help no one if he dwelled on the memory of his friend’s inert body as it was whisked into the ambulance, nor on the bloody body of the lonely young girl from Timmins who had perished because of him.


  Throughout it all, he was aware of David Rosenthal, who like himself had been treated by the paramedics at the scene for hand lacerations from the broken truck window but who had refused their recommendation to go to the hospital. He chose instead to stay at the scene answering police questions and providing a far more lucid account of the crash than Green could muster. The paramedics credited him with the fact that Sullivan had even survived for the ambulance ride.


  “I’ve had medical training,” he told the investigators. “I just never practiced, because I prefer research. I don’t know where the strength came from. I work out regularly, and I do a lot of sports, but nothing to explain hauling a two hundred-and-fifty-pound man through the window of a truck.”


  Adrenaline, Green thought, recognizing the signs of it in his own body. The racing heart, hyper-alertness, sense of readiness and need for action. They lasted until he was finally able to climb into a cab and go to the hospital. En route, like a wave crashing on the shore, his strength crumbled, leaving him weak-kneed and tremulous. His hands throbbed beneath the bandages. He got out of the cab at the emergency entrance to the Civic Campus and paused to lean against the rough brick wall by the door. He forced deep breaths. He couldn’t let up yet. On the other side of that door, a crisis was still unfolding. Sullivan was one of the most deeply loved and respected officers on the force. Green had been fielding calls to his cellphone all afternoon from worried officers. He knew the hospital waiting room would be full.


  And then there was Mary.


  Mary Sullivan was Brian’s high-school sweetheart, who at eighteen had followed him to the city from her farm outside Eganville, who had put up with the stress, shift work and long, gut-wrenching hours the job demanded. Who had given him support and correction in equal measure, along with three children now in their teens. She’d learned resilience on her rocky, hard-scrabble farm, and when things got tough, Mary got fighting mad.


  Mary was going to be furious. Green took a final, bracing breath, pushed open the glass doors and walked into the emergency room. The waiting area was filled with people slouched in chairs, reading a book, trying to doze, or pacing nervously. The quiet was punctuated by the rattle of carts and the staccato chatter of the hospital’s paging system, but otherwise the atmosphere was routine. There was not a police officer in sight.


  “They transferred him over to the Heart Institute,” the admissions clerk told him, then fired off directions about the maze of corridors and stairways he should follow. He got lost twice and ended up wandering the back parking lot in a daze, staring at the sprawl of aging, interconnected, red brick buildings that comprised the hospital. He spotted the entranceway to the Heart Institute by chance.


  Inside the surgical waiting room, he found the bedlam he was expecting. The nurses had apparently given up efforts to cull the crowd. Dozens of officers, some in uniform, others in plain clothes or off duty, crammed into every seat and stood leaning against the walls, sipping coffee and talking about anything to stave off thought as they waited for news.


  Green heard snippets of conversation. “The new goalie—”, “Sens game last night?”, “The guy blew point one nine!”, “If Devine gets it—”


  There was no sign of Mary, but Green spotted Gibbs and waded through the crowd to his side. A few hands reached out to pat his shoulder as he passed. A few faces registered surprise.


  Gibbs mirrored the surprise of others. “You okay, sir?”


  “Why wouldn’t I be?”


  “I heard it was your car he hit.”


  So that was one of the rumours buzzing around. Green waved an impatient hand. “But I wasn’t in it.” Gibbs looked pale and wan. Like himself, Gibbs fought grim memories when he was in a hospital. “What’s the latest news?”


  “Touch and go, sir. They rushed him into surgery. That balloon thing they do.”


  “Balloon?” Green tried to think through his exhaustion. “You mean angioplasty?”


  “Yeah. They’re throwing everything they have at him, but the nurses here aren’t telling us much. All the guys think that’s a bad sign.”


  Green dared not think too hard. In all his experiences in hospital waiting rooms, he’d found nurses only too eager to share reassuring news, but when the news was bad, they clammed up and let the doctor carry the ball.


  He was still grappling to make sense of Gibbs’s words. “What’s wrong with his heart?”


  Gibbs’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “He had a heart attack, that’s what caused the crash. The accident itself barely hurt him at all.”


  Green’s mind reeled. He thought back over the days, indeed the weeks, before the accident. Now with the clarity of hindsight, all the warning signs had been there screaming to be noticed. The high blood pressure, the fatigue, and constant popping of antacids. But the man was only forty-six! Who thought of heart disease in a forty-six-year-old who’d been an athlete all his life?


  Other officers approached him, some with sympathies and others with questions. After the fact, everyone was an armchair physician.


  “I didn’t think he was looking too good.”


  “I noticed his weight was creeping up.”


  “It’s the stress. My uncle was only forty-two when he dropped dead, and he didn’t have an ounce of fat.”


  A wave of claustrophobia washed over Green. He detached himself from the crowd and walked outside, sucking in the cool autumn air gratefully. On a patch of grass nearby, a group of smokers huddled against the cold. Green shook his head at the irony.


  The door opened behind him, and he turned to see the tall, cadaverous figure of Superintendent Adam Jules. Jules had been his boss for years before being replaced by Barbara Devine, and he had been both his mentor and his chief advocate in the inner chambers of the force. He had rescued Green from Patrol and brought him into Investigations, where his intelligence, obsessive drive and unorthodox viewpoint were assets. He had also paired him up with Brian Sullivan. Now he gave Green a melancholy smile. “How are you holding up, Michael?”


  “Worried,” Green said. He felt precarious and off-balance. “But Brian’s a strong man, and this is a state-of-the-art facility. He’ll pull through.”


  Jules dipped his lean, equine head in agreement. The grim line of his lips was the only hint of his own distress, but Green knew that the austere, solitary bachelor felt the threat to one of his own more keenly than he would ever show. He had nurtured all their careers.


  “Tragic about the young woman,” he said now. “No one’s fault, but still...”


  He didn’t elaborate. Jules never said two words when one would do. Both of them knew the self-recrimination that Green and Sullivan would feel.


  “Has the OPP located the family?” Green asked, anxious to fill the void where feelings massed. “The university only had an aunt’s name.”


  Jules nodded. “The girl was an orphan. Living on her own since she was sixteen and couldn’t wait to leave the place behind. Aunt’s been milking the media and talking about lawsuits, but the OPP officer who delivered the news didn’t see much grief.”


  “Poor girl’s probably worth more to her dead than alive,” Green said, then regretted it. A girl’s life had ended, and cynicism had no place in the mourning of her. “But I’ll call in the morning. We should send flowers and make a donation. And if things settle down around here, I’d like to attend her funeral. I feel...”


  Jules nodded, then pursed his lips cautiously. “Anything that’s going to come back to bite you?”


  Green shot him a quick glance. Had Jules been sent by the brass to get the whole story out of him, so they could ready their defences? Once again he felt shame for his uncharitable reaction. Jules was not a lackey. He had always stood up for his officers, even under pressure from the brass.


  He shook his head. “She was waiting to view a photo lineup Brian was bringing over.”


  “Why was he in his own vehicle on police business?”


  Green caught his breath. His frazzled mind raced over all the possible complications of using a personal vehicle on duty. The damage to Sullivan’s beloved new truck likely wouldn’t be covered by his insurance, but was there anything else? Any other liability Sullivan would face if the girl’s family sued?


  “I believe he was going straight home afterwards. He...” Green’s throat closed unexpectedly. “He said he was tired.”


  The glass door slammed open with a whoosh behind them and Mary Sullivan stormed out, all fear and fury. She was immaculately dressed in the power suit and suede overcoat of a successful real estate agent, but her carrot-red hair stood straight up as if she had been pulling it, and her mascara had streaked down her cheeks. Her face grew crimson at the sight of him.


  He reached out. “Mary, I—”


  She slashed his arms away. “Goddamn you, Mike. Goddamn you! He was afraid to tell you. Afraid to disappoint you! And now look!”


  He opened his mouth to ask her “tell me what?”, but Jules’ quiet voice cut him off.


  “How is he?”


  Caught off guard, Mary flicked a glance at Jules before slamming Green again with her rage. “He’s alive. Maybe. But he’s probably lost fifteen per cent of his heart function and God knows how much of his brain. He’s in a coma because this job bled the life out of him, and you let it happen. No, you demanded it. You know what? No more. Whatever is left of him—if he ever wakes up—he’s mine!”


  Fourteen

  



  Ablack, moonless night had fallen by the time Green could stand the wait no longer. He’d never been good at hospitals, with their grim portent of death. Medical updates kept drifting in, but the essentials remained the same. His best friend hung between life and death, his recovery far from assured. He might never again be the man Green had known, the man who listened to his wild flights into zebra land with a bemused smile, only to gently, patiently remind him of the facts. The man who understood his passion for justice and his determination to beat the bad guys. The man who’d been content to let him lead but who had always watched his back.


  The man who’d forgiven him a hundred times in their years together. This time, for his worst transgression of all, there might never be that chance.


  Green walked the streets blindly, unable and unwilling to think. Memories of the crash kept sweeping through him— the raw shriek of metal, the stench of burning rubber, the taste of dread in his throat. And Mary lashing out in rage and pain. “You demanded it!”


  On his belt he felt his cellphone vibrate and he snatched it up, terrified of news. Private caller, the ID said. Cautiously he answered.


  “Mike? I just heard on the news! Where are you?”


  Sharon’s voice. Relief flooded through him. “Just outside the hospital, taking a break.”


  “How’s Brian?


  Green filled her in, clipped and professional, in his best cop’s voice.


  Sharon was silent a moment. “How are you holding up?”


  “I’m... I’m...” His throat closed.


  “I’m going to ask to sign out early. It’s pretty quiet here now. I’ll get someone else to do my rounds.”


  He didn’t protest. He raised his head to look westward down the quiet residential street. She was there, less than a kilometre away. He wanted to rush to her. Never go back inside, never face the grim faces of the nurses and the reproachful faces of his colleagues. He had a reputation for driving his officers hard.


  He tried to sound solicitous of her safety. “I’m on Ruskin Avenue. Walk straight along it and I’ll meet you.”


  The traffic along the narrow residential streets was still heavy as hospital visitors came and went, and the headlights cast the landscape in harsh, constantly shifting shadows. He saw her first as a tiny figure backlit by an approaching car, and he quickened his pace. When they met, she said nothing. She merely reached up to wrap him in her arms. He pressed her to him.


  “Brian’s a strong man,” she said eventually. “The doctors always give the worst case scenario.”


  He pulled away. “He was down a long time. I’ve been replaying the scene. I think he lost consciousness and slumped forward on the horn. That horn was sounding for at least fifteen seconds before he hit my car. Another minute or two for us to reach the truck and realize what was wrong. Two minutes to pull him out of the truck—”


  “Time always slows down when you’re dealing with a crisis. It probably wasn’t that long.”


  He shook his head. “Ambulance response time from 911 call to arrival was five minutes. That much we do know. And we know his heart stopped several times en route to the hospital.”


  “But he was getting CPR,” she said. “And he’s alive. That’s already a huge plus in cardiac arrest cases.”


  “But for what? To be an invalid? A vegetable?”


  She slipped her arm through his as they walked down the street. “We don’t know that. Let’s hope.”


  “And if he wakes up, he’s going to know he killed a twenty-year-old girl. He has to live with that.”


  “I know, and that’s tragic. Poor girl. But it was an accident, hardly his fault.”


  Green gazed up through the tall, brooding trees into the sky. Pinpoints of starlight showered the inky expanse. So far away. Some long dead. “I think he may have known he was in trouble,” he began slowly. “Mary said he was afraid to tell me. She didn’t say what, but maybe he knew he wasn’t well.” He shook his head impatiently. “Anyway, it doesn’t matter. Because of us, that girl is dead. She was an innocent kid just trying to help the investigation. I put her in harm’s way, and Brian killed her. We can’t either of us escape—” He broke off. Took a deep, ragged breath.


  Sharon stopped him and drew him to a nearby bench on the edge of the hospital grounds. She took his hands in hers. She said nothing, but he felt his defences slowly crumble. He wanted to flee, to scream, to drive a knife into his insides to gut out the pain.


  “Brian came because I insisted. He knew there was something wrong, but he pushed his limits because I insisted. He had that heart attack because I—”


  “He would have had that heart attack anyway, honey. Maybe when he was driving 100k an hour on the Queensway, taking a bunch of other innocent drivers with him.”


  “But this was an innocent girl who was there because I put her there. She didn’t even want to stay, because she was late for class, but once again, I insisted.”


  She scrutinized him in the darkness for a moment, then sighed. “This was in connection to the Rosenthal case?”


  He nodded. “She was going to ID a young woman who had regular visits with Rosenthal. Brian was bringing a photo line-up to show her. Because, damn it, I couldn’t wait till tomorrow. Levesque is all set to railroad the Somali kid, and I was determined to find out who this mystery woman was and what she had to do with the murder.”


  Sharon pulled back, her gaze probing. “What did she look like?”


  “I don’t know. Another stupid thing. I didn’t even get a decent description from Lindsay, only that she thought the woman was young and a prostitute. I’ve been out of the trenches for so long, I don’t even follow basic procedures!”


  “What makes you think the woman has anything to do with Rosenthal’s death?”


  “Nothing specific. It’s just a coincidence that has to be clarified. The woman apparently visited Rosenthal at his apartment most Saturday nights. We don’t know if it was for sex or—”


  “He was pretty old.”


  Green shot her a glance but squelched a protest. “He’d also been known to try to help people. One of my street sources says he kept an eye on the street kids. Anyway, for whatever reason, this woman was a regular visitor, but the night he died, she didn’t show. But a sex trade worker was seen on video close to the scene.”


  Sharon shivered and rubbed her arms. The night wind had picked up. “Do you have the photos from Brian’s line-up?”


  He was jolted. “Probably still in the truck. When we hauled him out of the truck, he had nothing with him.” He swung on her, energized. “The truck was towed to our forensic bays, waiting for the Special Investigations team to take a look at it. We should get the photos out of it. They’re crucial to the Rosenthal case.”


  “Are there other people who can identify this mystery woman?”


  “Maybe others in the apartment building. It’s worth showing the line-up to them.”


  To his surprise, she stood up. “How far are these forensic bays?”


  “Down at headquarters.”


  “We’ll take my car. I’ll drive.”


  He flexed his bandaged hands. “No, I can—”


  “You’re in shock, Mike. I’ll drive.”


  “But what about Tony? Hannah?”


  “Hannah is more than capable.” Sharon was heading down the street when she turned and slipped her arm through his to pull him along. “Come on, Mike. This is one way I can share the burden a bit with you.”


  He felt his steps quicken. It would fill the long, agonizing hours of waiting, and it would give him a much-needed focus. It would ensure that what Lindsay started did not die with her, and give him something to report to Sullivan when he finally woke up.


  “Oh my God.” Sharon breathed the words with awe. They were standing inside the first forensic bay in front of what was left of Green’s beige Impala staff car. It was still sitting on the flatbed tow truck, awaiting the first of the forensic collision specialists. Involuntarily she reached over to clutch his arm. “You could have been in there.”


  Amid the despair and self-recrimination of the past six hours, that thought had never occurred to him. His reaction now surprised him. If only he had been, instead of Lindsay Corsin.


  “It’s hard to be comforted when a young woman is dead and a rookie patrolman faces months of rehab.”


  “How is he?”


  The ambulance had taken the young man to a different hospital, but his partner had been phoning in with regular updates. “Broken bones, ruptured spleen, concussion. Not to mention every inch of his body is in pain from the impact.” He studied the jagged hunk of metal in the brilliant light of the overhead beams. The truck had hit the rear right corner, and its higher bumper had ridden right up over the trunk, crushing the rear and side windows. The vehicle parked in front of the Impala had blocked its forward momentum, causing it to crumple like an accordion.


  Sitting on the right side, Lindsay hadn’t stood a chance, as the relentless bumper, having demolished the trunk and the seat back, zeroed in on her skull. Sullivan must never see this, Green thought.


  The duty officer was standing at their side with the sign-in log in his hand. He shook his head. “Hell of a mess. I see it all the time when these supersized pick-ups and SUVs hit passenger cars. Even worse with the tractor trailers, of course. We’d have been scraping her up off the pavement.”


  Green gave him a sharp look before turning to look at the pick-up in the next bay. Sullivan’s new pride and joy, intended to carry him not only out to deer hunting camp but well into his retirement years as well. It had sustained almost no damage beyond the shattered windows and the crumpled grill, but Green doubted Sullivan would ever be able to look at it again. He could still see the bloody threads of his jacket caught on the glass shards of the driver’s window.


  Sharon was still holding his arm and her grip tightened. “You pulled him out through there?”


  It looked impossible, yet he barely remembered the strain, only the desperation. And something else. David Rosenthal hammering Sullivan’s chest with a sharp blow, a risky move that can do more harm than good at the hands of a novice. Not for the first time, Green wondered what would have happened to Sullivan if Rosenthal hadn’t been there.


  He shivered and strode briskly up to the cab of the pick-up. He peered inside and there, strewn across the floor of the passenger side was a sheaf of papers. He was about to grasp the passenger side handle when his years of training kicked in.


  “Has Ident been here to photograph all this?”


  The duty officer shook his head. “Tomorrow, they said. They’re still at the scene.”


  Green remembered the pair of them consulting with the collision investigators and fanning out over the scene. They had videoed and photographed every inch of the crash site, including the truck, from every angle, inside and out. That ought to be enough. He grappled with the handle in his bandaged hands and began to search through the papers, lifting the edges carefully so as not to disturb the array of photos.


  It was a good line-up. They were all photos of young women in partial profile, most of them stock photos from police archives doctored to appear amateurish. Only one did he recognize—the grainy photo of the hooker from the pawn shop security camera. He hesitated only a fraction of a second before scooping the photos back into their folder and taking them all out of the truck. It went against all procedure, but he was the boss of this whole section; he didn’t have to seek permission.


  Sharon had been pressing in, peering over his shoulder. Now as he straightened up, she looked at him expectantly. “How do the photos look?”


  “It might be hard to identify the woman, but it’s worth a try.” He signed the duty officer’s log and headed out of the garage.”


  Sharon scrambled to follow him. “What now?”


  He glanced at his watch. Nine thirty. “Now’s as good a time as ever. Maybe I can catch some of the other tenants at home.” He glanced at her. “If you want to go home, my own car is right over there. I should be able to drive.”


  She was eyeing the folder with alarm, as if she were worried about his obsessive state. But paradoxically, he felt better than he had since the accident. He had something to do. But she shook her head as she opened the driver’s door. “I’m not letting you out of my sight. You’re post-traumatic, and whether you know it or not, your judgement is impaired.”


  He snorted but didn’t rise to the bait. What did she think twenty-five years on the force had taught him? Instead, he let her drive while he turned his attention to the photo. The photography tech had done a nice job of cleaning up the prostitute’s image. Green could make out a fur coat falling open over her chest and long, loose hair framing a pale, delicate face. On second inspection, she didn’t look as young as he’d thought. Her facial muscles carved valleys that gave her the apprehensive yet defiant expression of a woman who’s spent years on guard against something ill-defined and hostile.


  They were stopped at a red light, and he sensed Sharon’s eyes straying to the photo curiously. He held it up for her. “With every street person there’s a story to be told.”


  “How do you know it’s a street person?”


  “I don’t. But she was out on Rideau Street by herself dressed like pretty much every other street prostitute, around the time of Sam Rosenthal’s murder. Hardly the time for a regular stroll.”


  Sharon said nothing, instead dedicating herself to the challenge of navigating downtown on a Friday night. The streets were full of young people walking in clusters, some headed for the clubs, others on cellphones trying to make plans, some perhaps even going to spend much needed time at the university library. Nelson Street was still partially cordoned off as the last of the investigators measured marks on the pavement and sampled minuscule bits of debris, all to aid them in their reconstruction of the accident. The crowds of onlookers had long gone, and Number 235 had a dark, forlorn look. Two of its five occupants were dead.


  Two of the other occupants were not home, but a light shone in the window of the top floor. He and Sharon climbed the stairs, and as they drew nearer, Green heard the chatter of a young child and the sound of running water. Eventually an East Indian man answered the door with a pyjama-clad toddler on his hip. He looked damp from exertion, and his expression was wary. Probably understandable, given the murder, the break-in and the accident outside the building.


  When he spotted Green’s badge, his wariness vanished. “I already told the police everything I know,” he said in a precise Indian accent. “I wasn’t here, and my wife was in the back. All she heard was a bang.”


  “It’s not about the accident, sir. I have some questions about Dr. Rosenthal.”


  “I’m very sorry about him. His son was already here earlier, telling my wife he was going to sell the building.” The man’s eyes flashed with anger. “I have only six months left on my course work, then I return to Sri Lanka. It is very inconvenient for us.”


  “I wouldn’t worry just yet. I would wait for the official word from the estate executor,” Green remarked drily. “May I have your and your wife’s names for my records?”


  Dutifully the man supplied the names, spelling the impossibly long surname without being asked. “Most people call me Dharma. Please come in.”


  Inside, the tiny gabled apartment smelled of spices. Green recognized the furniture as second-hand IKEA, but bright colours and knickknacks were everywhere and plastic toys littered the floor. Dharma shoved these aside hastily with his toe and gestured Green and Sharon to a small sofa covered with an ornate red throw. Even before they sat down, Dharma was offering them tea. Sharon moved to decline, but Green suspected that hospitality was important to the man. Dharma shouted their order, presumably to his wife in the back.


  “Thank you for taking the time,” Green began. “I’m making inquiries about people who visited Dr. Rosenthal in recent weeks.”


  “Oh well, I’m not here very often. My wife would be the one, but she’s usually very busy with the children.”


  “Perhaps we could ask her?”


  “She doesn’t speak English very well, and she’s very shy.”


  “You could translate.” Green waited until finally Dharma, looking flustered, went out to fetch his wife. A rapid-fire discussion ensued, and when Dharma reappeared, he had a pretty, dark-haired girl in tow who looked younger than Hannah. She was dressed in colourful flowing pants with a matching top, and she held a small baby in a sling around her waist. She struggled to balance the tea on a tray.


  Sharon reached out. “Would you like me to hold the baby?”


  The woman looked alarmed when her husband translated, but dutifully allowed Sharon to lift the baby from the sling. Sharon tickled the baby’s cheek and cooed. “What’s your name?”


  Green’s felt a twinge of uneasiness as he watched her cradle the baby, but the husband was beaming. “Her name is Jewel,” he said. The wife bent to serve the tea. It was a sweet, milky brew that set Green’s teeth on edge, but Sharon seemed in heaven. Only once everyone had been served did Green come back to the question at hand.


  “Did you ever see Dr. Rosenthal have any visitors in the last three months or so?”


  After an exchange with his wife, Dharma replied, “Sometimes two or three men. He was a very quiet man.”


  “What about young women?”


  Even before the translation, Dharma’s wife stiffened. She started to shake her head. “Please,” Green said. “No one is in trouble. But if you saw any young women...”


  Dharma and his wife had another lively exchange before Dharma turned to them apologetically. “My wife is embarrassed. Dr. Rosenthal was a kind man, and my wife does not want to bring shame.”


  “He helped people, especially young people. It’s important that we find them.”


  “I am very busy with the children,” his wife managed. Green took the photos out of his folder and laid them out one at a time on the coffee table.


  “Tell me if any of these women visited him.”


  They both leaned forward. Green watched the wife’s expression closely as he revealed each photo. She paused to dwell a little longer on the photo from the video, but ultimately she passed on.


  “They are not very good quality,” Dharma offered dubiously.


  “I know,” Green said. “And we won’t be going to court on your identification. But we do need to know who the woman is. She may have witnessed something.”


  “She could be in danger?” Dharma asked.


  Green gave a non-committal shrug, which seemed to be enough for Dharma, who embarked on another long discussion. Finally his wife learned forward to tap the photo of the mystery prostitute.


  “My wife isn’t sure, you understand, but she thinks she has seen this woman. Many times, coming and going from Dr. Rosenthal’s apartment.” He paused. “Often late at night, when she is feeding the baby.”


  “Did she see Dr. Rosenthal at these times?”


  “Yes. He comes out to put the woman in the cab.”


  Green perked up. “What cab company?”


  Another exchange. “She doesn’t remember.”


  “One last question. Did you see her last Saturday night? The night he died?”


  No, she had not, but she had gone to bed early and the baby had not wakened.


  As they said their goodbyes and picked their way down the steep, dark staircase, Green’s thoughts were already racing ahead, planning the next line of inquiry.


  Outside, the cold night air hit them after the stifling heat of the apartment. Sharon had been quiet, but now she broke in on his thoughts. “What’s your next move?”


  “Find her, obviously. She’s a crucial piece of the puzzle.”


  She unlocked the car and climbed in. “How will you find her?”


  “Usual ways. Ask around the street, contact the cab companies and our informants.” He glanced at his watch, which read ten thirty. “Drop me at the station, and I’ll get myself home. If I move fast enough, I can get this photo out into the patrol cars and onto the streets while the night time regulars are still out and about. Someone may know her.”


  “And if not?”


  “Well, if worst comes to worst, there’s always the media.”


  She frowned, drew a breath as if to speak, then shook her head. She remained silent as she navigated the stop-and-go Friday night traffic through the Elgin Street club district. He sensed she had more to say, but he had his own worries. Not the least of which was the riskiness of releasing the photo to the media.


  Until he knew what role she played, he might be putting another young woman at risk.
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  Green lay awake half the night, staring at the ceiling. He replayed the accident, the frantic aftermath, and every word of his last conversation with Sullivan. The shy, wistful face of Lindsay Corsin rose unbidden in his thoughts, along with the young patrol officer who might never return to full duty again. At three thirty in the morning, he slipped out of bed, tiptoed downstairs and poured himself a hefty shot of scotch. Half an hour later, he fell into a fitful sleep on the living room sofa.


  He awoke with a start at seven a.m. to the sound of his cellphone ringing. Sullivan! After a mad scramble, he located it under the jumble of his jacket and snatched it up. Not the hospital but Sergeant Levesque. In her outrage, her accent was more marked.


  “Detective Gibbs just call me this morning. He want to clarify the orders you left last night. I would appreciate this too. What orders? Sir.”


  “It was important to act quickly. I left you a voicemail message. I suggest you check it.”


  “Sir, with respect, I can’t run the case like this.”


  Oh, get off your high horse, Green wanted to snap, but instead he sidestepped. “What’s the news on Brian Sullivan?”


  “I don’t know yet. I just got Gibbs’s call—”


  “Meet me at the station in an hour,” he said. “By then we may have some responses to the bulletin, and I’ll fill you in.”


  “But this is my day off.”


  Green didn’t trust himself to respond civilly, so he said nothing. After a moment, she seemed to realize her mistake. “Very well, sir.”


  Green was showered, shaved, dressed and out the door in fifteen minutes, juggling a fresh travel mug of coffee. Ten minutes later, he was illegally parked in the loading zone and was dashing through the front door of the Heart Institute.


  Even at seven thirty on a Saturday morning, the cardiac care unit bustled with activity. Every moment held a potential life and death drama, so doctors swept through the cubicles on rounds with a full complement of students in tow. Nurses scurried on rubber-soled shoes, equipment trolleys rattled and everywhere was the incessant beep and hiss of machines. The waiting room, however, was almost empty; the police officers had obviously ceased their vigil, and even Mary Sullivan was nowhere in sight.


  “She spent the night by his side,” explained the nurse who came to speak to him. “We finally persuaded her to go home to get some rest and pick up some things for him.”


  “How is he?”


  The nurse hesitated. “Are you family?”


  Green considered the question. Sullivan was his family. “Closer than most. I’m his boss and his oldest friend.”


  She brightened. “Oh, are you Inspector Green?”


  When he nodded, she put her hand on his arm. “He was asking about you.”


  Green’s joy set him floating. “He’s conscious?”


  “Just woke up. He said only five people were allowed to visit him—his wife, three kids, and you. Normally, we would only allow immediate family, but... I’m married to a fire fighter myself, and I know.”


  Green couldn’t trust his voice, so he bobbed his head several times. She smiled. “Do you want to see him? Only for five minutes, and don’t let him get agitated.”


  Sullivan was in a private cubicle barely large enough for his hospital bed, a guest chair and all the monitors and paraphernalia that sustained him. Green hated hospitals. Even after twenty years, the sounds and smells, the wan figures languishing in beds, all brought back memories of his mother’s long, futile fight with cancer, and of his own vigils at her bedside. He’d been helpless to ease her pain or to halt her inexorable drift towards death. Back then, as now, the streets teeming with life and danger had been his refuge.


  Sullivan lay slightly propped by pillows to ease the pressure on his heart. His eyes were closed, but he looked relaxed and pink with health. Green felt a rush of relief at the sight. The small bandage on Sullivan’s forehead and the slight redness on his nose and cheeks from the airbag were the only visible reminders of yesterday’s ordeal. Beside him, his heart monitor tracked a steady beat.


  The nurse checked the dials on his monitor and the drip of his IV before nodding to Green and heading out the door. Sullivan opened his eyes and stared at Green a long moment without a hint of recognition.


  Green felt a niggle of fear. He smiled nervously. “Hey. You gave us a scare.”


  Sullivan didn’t return the smile. “What did I do, Mike?”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I mean I don’t remember, and no one will tell me.”


  Green sat in the guest chair, mindful of the nurse’s warning. “What did they tell you?”


  “Don’t play mind games with me, Mike. I remember talking to Screech, I remember pain...” He reached up to touch the bandage on his forehead. Green saw that he had bandages on his forearms as well. He tried to slip his own hands out of view. “Did I crash my truck?”


  “Look, they’re only giving me five minutes. I want to know how you are. What do the doctors say?”


  Sullivan’s eyes remained locked on his. Understanding dawned in them. “Fuck. Did I hurt anyone?”


  The heart monitor picked up its pace. Green cast about nervously for a change of topic. “I got the photo line-up with the hooker from your truck, and we’re working on an ID.” He watched in alarm as the jagged line leaped up. He leaned forward, trying to sound soothing. “I just want you to concentrate on getting better. Everything is under control on the job. I’m going to supervise the case personally until you’re better.”


  Sullivan sank back amid his pillows. Slowly he shook his head back and forth. “I’m a washout, Mike.”


  “Nonsense. Lots of guys come back better than new after angioplasty.”


  “I can’t concentrate, I can’t breathe without pain—” He broke off, his chin quivering. “I’ve got three kids I won’t see walk down the aisle—”


  “You’ve just had a heart attack! Give yourself some time, man.”


  “I’m forty-six years old, and I’m an old man.”


  “My father is an old man. And he’s lived with heart disease for years.” Green leaned forward and dodged the IV tube to squeeze Sullivan’s forearm. For the first time, Sullivan’s gaze caught the bandage on Green’s hand. His heart monitor spiked, and he pressed his eyes closed. “I did crash my truck, didn’t I? And since everyone is pussyfooting around and won’t tell me the goddamn truth, I have to assume it’s bad. So unless you’re prepared to be straight with me, you can just take your false cheer and get the hell out.”


  “Brian, I can’t—”


  “Won’t.”


  Green took a deep breath. “I will tell you, once I get the details—”


  The nurse popped back into the room. “Time’s up, gentlemen. Mr. Sullivan needs his rest.”


  “I don’t!” Sullivan began, but his protest sounded feeble.


  The nurse reached for his pulse. “The doctor’s orders are very specific, and he’s the boss.” She turned to Green, keeping the bright smile on her face, but he could see the warning in her eyes. He stood up and gave Sullivan a final thumbs up.


  “I’ll be back,” he said as he fled. Feeling a traitor and a fraud.


  Outside, he found Mary Sullivan leaning against his Subaru with her arms folded. She looked haggard and drawn, dressed, not in her usual Real Estate Agent power suit, but in black sweats emblazoned with the logo of her son’s hockey team.


  “I hope to hell you didn’t tell him, Mike.”


  Green was surprised, for Mary didn’t allow a single profanity in her home full of teenagers. “He already suspects something.”


  “So you told him.”


  “No, I didn’t. But I don’t see how we can keep it from him. It’s all over the news.”


  “Then we have to keep him away from the news. His heart can’t take it.”


  “But he asks.”


  “Then lie to him,” she snapped, pushing herself away from his car.


  “I can’t lie to him,” Green retorted. “Our friendship deserves better than that.”


  “And you think our marriage doesn’t? If you can’t do that much for him, then stay away. He needs forty-eight hours to stabilize.”


  He headed around the car to the driver’s side, too angry to trust himself further. Mary didn’t need an argument with him on top of all she was handling.


  But she wasn’t done. “Damn it, Mike, he idolizes you! He puts himself at risk for you. If you weren’t his boss, he’d have moved to a less demanding section the minute his blood pressure started to climb.”


  He took a deep breath. “I won’t lie, and I won’t stay away. But I will try to stall when he asks. But for God’s sake, between you and his doctors, figure out a way to tell him.”


  Green was still upset when he reached the police station, where he found an impatient Sergeant Levesque parked outside his door. She wore blue jeans and a battered leather jacket, but with her blond hair pulled back in a simple ponytail, she still managed to look like a model. She glanced pointedly at her watch.


  “I’ve sent out a fresh bulletin to the patrols in the market, and I’ve assigned a team to check with cab companies. Uniform has been showing those video stills around the Byward Market all week without success, but they’ll try again.” She paused just long enough for her skepticism to show through. “Is there anything else you want me to do, sir?”


  Green unlocked his office and ushered her in. “Look, Marie Claire, I’m not a hard-ass. This case is proving to be much more complicated than our original theory. Staff Sergeant Sullivan has a lot of respect for you. The best way we can help him recover is to work together and solve this case as fast as we can. Bring him some good news.”


  “We have a suspect, sir. He’s at home, just waiting for formal charges to be laid. The Crown has so much confidence in our evidence that she’s ready to go for arraignment first thing Monday. The defence will walk all over her if they learn we’re still looking for suspects.”


  Green held onto his fraying temper with an effort. “We have a son who has been disinherited and a mystery woman who was known to the victim and who was present on Rideau Street shortly before he died. We need to eliminate them both as suspects, or the defence will walk all over us at trial.”


  That seemed to reach her, for she frowned down at her hands clasped in her lap. Before she could speak further, his phone buzzed. The duty officer on the front desk was an old warrior drifting towards retirement. After years on patrol, very little phased him, but he sounded rattled. Perhaps Sullivan’s brush with death has unnerved us all, Green thought.


  “I knew you were in, Inspector, so I thought I’d run this by you. There’s a Mr. Frank Adams here, claims to be Omar’s father, and he’s demanding to speak to the Chief of Detectives.”


  “That would be Superintendent Devine.”


  “Well, I know that, and I tried to tell him it was Saturday, but he’s not taking no for an answer. He’s pacing back and forth across the lobby, clicking his heels and threatening to go to the media. Ex-military. I can spot them a mile off.”


  Green glanced at Levesque. This might be interesting. He told the duty officer that he and Sergeant Levesque would be down shortly.


  “The father will lie through his teeth to protect his son,” Levesque protested once Green had filled her in. “He’s already given a false alibi.”


  Green didn’t bother with a reply as he led the way down the back stairs to the lobby. His first glimpse of Omar’s father was a surprise. Omar was so black that Green had forgotten the father was white, his skin so pale it was almost translucent. His shaved head glistened like a skull, and a network of fine blue veins ran beneath the skin of his forehead and neck. His blue eyes were like the sky on a misty morning, so light they were haunting. Soulless.


  Green felt the man appraising him coolly as he introduced Levesque and himself. The handshake too was devoid of warmth. Green ushered them all into a small, featureless room off the lobby.


  “I asked to speak to the Chief of Detectives.”


  “I’m the senior supervising officer,” Green replied.


  “A middleman,” said Adams with contempt. “I know how it works. Just enough power to carry out orders and take the blame. Not enough to call the shots.”


  Green felt his temper flare. I’ve taken enough crap for a Saturday morning, he thought. “I call the shots in Major Crimes, Mr. Adams. What is it you want?”


  Adams fixed him with his empty eyes for five seconds before he blinked and shifted in his chair. “I want the police department to stop railroading my son. He gets caught in a couple of minor lies, in the wrong place and at the wrong time, and because he’s black, he’s guilty. If you’re going to play the race card with my son’s life, I’ll have the black community so up in arms that the whole justice system will come to a halt. You think the O.J. Simpson trial was a circus?”


  “There’s a solid circumstantial case against your son, but the courts will—”


  “Bullshit. If he wasn’t black, there’s no way it would have gone this far.”


  Levesque leaned forward and placed her elbows on the table. Sensing she was about to erupt, Green changed direction. “We’re still investigating, Mr. Adams. Believe me, I want to make sure we have the right person too.” He paused, trying to soften his tone. “Do you have information that you think would help your son’s case?”


  “Why should I tell you a damn thing?”


  “Because I’m the one in a position to help. I’ve spent twenty-five years tracking down murderers, and it’s important to me that the guilty ones pay.”


  Adams’ eyes flickered. He glanced at Levesque but said nothing.


  “There is something, isn’t there? If it helps your son...”


  Adams flexed his right fist, forming ropes of muscle along his forearm. His jaw tightened, and a vein pulsed at his temple. “I don’t have much faith in middlemen—the military drummed that out of me—but I’ll tell you this because you said you want to get at the truth. My son is not a killer. He’s a physical coward, he could no more cave a man’s head in than he could pull the wings off a fly. We live in a tough neighbourhood where it’s pretty damn hard for a kid to avoid violence. Either you’re beating others up or you’re getting beaten. You either join the tough guys or they eat you for a snack. This starts about senior kindergarten on the playground.”


  Adams raised his head to stare at the wall opposite. His eyes were bleak now. “I chose to live where we do so my kids would know the real world, so I’m not making excuses. I tried to toughen the boy up, but it was no use. Omar used to get beaten up all the time, until he figured out how to hang out with the tough guys. He’s smarter than he looks, my boy. He’s not in a gang, he doesn’t do bad things, but he gets some protection by hanging around with a few who live on our street. I’ve tried to stop it, because I know someday they’re going to make him pay his dues, but you can’t ride a twenty-year-old two-four-seven.”


  Green sensed Levesque beginning to fidget at his side. He wanted to kick her under the table. The man was telling a story, and he had to tell it his way.


  “Friday night, he sneaked out. I knew he was gone, and I was listening for him to come home. I always do. Kids get knifed on buses, they stumble drunk into the paths of trucks.” He paused as though circling the core of his story. “Omar came home at five to three in the morning. I heard someone a block away, running, and I looked out the living room window and saw him run smack into a hydro pole. Knocked him over, and he went sprawling into the street. When he came in the house, he was bleeding like a pig. I thought his nose was broken. He was drunker than I’d ever seen him. Stumble down, passing out drunk.”


  Adams switched his gaze to Green. “Even if Omar was the type to beat up old men, there was no way, that night, he could have landed an effective blow.”


  “Was he alone when you saw him in the street?”


  “Yeah. He was out with his friends, but they’d split up.”


  “Did you speak to him when he came in?”


  “Tried to, but he was beyond hearing. I figured he’d better just sleep it off.”


  “Did you do anything else?”


  Adams frowned. “What do you mean?”


  Green shrugged. “Did you touch him, help him upstairs?”


  “I don’t see why that’s important.”


  Green let the silence lengthen, suspecting there was more to the story. He’d seen the scars on Omar’s back, no doubt part of Adams’s “toughening up” techniques.


  “Well, I did grab him.”


  “Grabbed him how?”


  “By the arms. He was so piss drunk, I was trying to get his attention.”


  Green stood up and faced him. “Show me.”


  Adams recoiled in surprise. He stood up warily, taller and heavier than Green. Omar was also at least four inches taller than Green, but he hoped the comparison would suffice. Adams reached across and grasped Green lightly by the upper arms.


  “That’s it? Just gently like that?”


  Adams dropped his hands. “Well, no, I was mad. It was three a.m. I grabbed him hard.”


  “Shook him?”


  “Maybe a little, to get his attention. But he was beyond that. He just pulled away.”


  “And?”


  “And went upstairs.”


  “What did you do?”


  “Just let him go. No point in anything else.”


  Green returned to his seat and turned to face Adams gravely. “Mr. Adams, your son’s back is crisscrossed with scars. Like he’s been beaten. For years, I’d say.”


  Deep red spread slowly up Adams’s neck and face. He flexed his fist again, and for an instant Green thought he was going to punch him. “Like I said, he used to get beaten up in school as a kid.”


  “These looked like lashes from a belt.”


  “What’s the relevance? Trying to pin the ‘abused kid turns abuser’ label on him?”


  “No, just trying to explain the marks on his body.”


  Adams jutted out his chin. “You think you know. Hard-ass military father from the Airborne, and we all know what those cowboys were like. Probably figured a little harsh discipline never hurts, builds character. That’s what you think.”


  Green said nothing. He knew Adams would set him straight without prompting.


  “I never laid a hand on that boy. At least not a serious hand. Beyond that, you can think what you like.”


  Green pondered his choice of words, his refusal to name the culprit or even to admit there was one. As if he were protecting someone. Green took a shot in the dark. “I’ve seen mothers do some pretty violent things to their children in a fit of rage.”


  Adams said nothing, but the fist flexed.


  “Somalia was a terrifyingly brutal place—”


  “Still is.”


  “Some women suffered unspeakable violence. Sometimes the only way they can lash out is at others who are even more vulnerable than themselves.”


  Adams snorted. “Pop psychology. Same crap all the white, middle-class social workers dish out. Gemalla has panic attacks, she has flashbacks and hallucinations, but she beat Omar so he wouldn’t turn out like his father—” He snapped his jaw shut.


  Green masked his surprise. “You?”


  “Not me.” He shot Green a sharp look. “Omar doesn’t know. How can you tell a boy he’s the product of some rebel thug who raped your mother when she was thirteen years old. After he’d beheaded her father before her eyes. When Omar was little, she swore she could see that thug mocking her through Omar’s eyes.” He smiled, a tight, twisted smile. “I don’t know why she thinks that. Omar is all her—timid and gentle. Not a single drop of that sadistic bastard’s blood runs through his veins.”


  Maybe not, Green thought, but that timid, gentle mother had, in repeated fits of rage, laid open the flesh on the back of her child.


  Sixteen

  



  Levesque was surprisingly quiet as she and Green headed back upstairs to the squad room. At the top of the stairs, she shot him an oblique glance. “He could have seen the marks on Omar’s arms and made up the story about grabbing him to cover it.”


  Green nodded. It was possible, even probable given the man’s protective instincts. But nevertheless it was one more piece of evidence weighing down the scale of reasonable doubt. However, he was even more intrigued by the father’s other revelation. Between his mother’s abusive rage and his father’s efforts to toughen him up, the young man might well be a powder keg. Alcohol, peer pressure and the taunts of a defiant victim—had all that been the match?


  “Maybe,” he replied,“but in the meantime keep on top of the news coming in about our mystery hooker. She could be an important player. And if you’re hoping to beef up the case against your suspect, I suggest you rattle the cage of his buddy Nadif. He’s already shown a healthy appetite for self-preservation.”


  Levesque frowned as she tried to recast his words in her own language. Her English was normally so good that he forgot it wasn’t her mother tongue. “Any suggestions, sir?”


  Her request was unexpected, but he could detect no hidden mockery. “You might want to check his phone wiretaps.”


  “Those have been useless. He uses a cellphone for his private calls. He must know he’s being tapped, because there’s nothing but his mother talking to friends and his father discussing Somali association business. Everything is very controlled.”


  “But they can’t control incoming calls. I suggest you keep on top of it. You never know.”


  “Sir...” She stared back at the elevator door longingly. “This is Saturday. There’s no crisis that the guys on duty can’t address. I want to visit Staff Sergeant Sullivan. Also I have a daughter. She’s starting figure skating lessons next week, and last year’s skates are too small.”


  Green was about to tell her that the updates she needed would take less than half an hour, but he stopped himself. He thought of Brian Sullivan fitting one last thing into his already long day, of Mary saying he could never say no to Green.


  Inside his office, he could hear his own phone ringing. What the hell is this? It was his Saturday too, not Grand Central Station. All he wanted was to hug his own children and go for a long walk with them in the leaves. He debated not answering, but anxiety won out. It could be about Sullivan.


  “No problem,” he said to Levesque as he opened his door. “You can get the duty detectives to contact you if anything important turns up.”


  It was not about Sullivan. It took Green a few seconds to place the wheezy, age-frayed voice at the other end of the line.


  “I’m glad I caught you in. I wasn’t sure who else I should ask.”


  “What can I do for you, Mr. Verne?”


  “Sorry. Yes, it’s George Verne. I’ve just had a very unsettling visitor. It didn’t seem worth a 911 call, but I did want to get a police opinion.”


  Green sat down and snatched a piece of paper from the pile on his desk. A memo from Devine. He flipped it over to its blank side, pen poised. “What visitor?”


  “David Rosenthal, Sam’s son. Very irate, very threatening.”


  “Threatening what? Physical violence?”


  “Well, no. Lawsuits. But have you seen the man? He’s built like a lumberjack. He’s got at least an eight-inch advantage on me.”


  “Where is he now?”


  “Gone. Stormed out. Broke the window on my office door when he slammed it.”


  “Did he say he’d be back?”


  “Oh, yes. In an hour, once I’d had time to consider his proposal and to locate the information he wanted about the will.”


  Green glanced at his watch. Eleven o’clock. In the chaos of yesterday evening, he’d lost track of David Rosenthal. The man had stayed around to give his report to the police and had even shown up at the Heart Institute to find out how Sullivan was doing, revealing a more empathetic side than Green had suspected. However, at some point in the long evening vigil, he had slipped away before Green had even thought to ask where he was staying.


  Green clawed back in his memory to his meeting with the man just before the accident. There were still questions he wanted to ask, not the least of which were when had he arrived in town and what had he been doing last Saturday night between midnight and four a.m.


  “I’m going to send a cruiser over immediately, Mr. Verne—”


  “Then you consider him dangerous as well?”


  “Just a precaution. I don’t know him. But I’m also on my way over there myself. You can fill me in on the whole story once I get there.”


  Green took his own Subaru, planning to go home afterwards, and drove quickly east along the Queensway to Vanier. Like most police officers, he knew every shabby corner of the old neighbourhood, where legitimate businesses and the working poor struggled for dominance amid the drug dens and flophouses. As he turned onto the side street listed on Verne’s business card, he spotted a cruiser parked conspicuously outside a three-storey house. The red brick was blackened with age, but the green paint on the double entrance doors was fresh. A row of rusty brass buzzers lined the wall beside the door. He stopped by the cruiser, leaned in the window and introduced himself. The patrols snapped alert.


  “Pull around the corner a little more out of sight. I don’t want to spook this individual.”


  Once the officers had complied, Green squeezed around the overgrown cedars blocking half the walkway and rang the bell beside Verne’s name. The names on the other buzzers gave little hint as to their business. AMX Ltée., B.P. Père et Fils... As he waited, Green scanned the building, which was more invincible than it first appeared. It was guarded by a well-known alarm company and appeared to have sensors on the windows and doors. The door had a peephole and deadbolt.


  Eventually he heard the sound of a cane thumping along the floor inside, followed by prolonged wheezing on the other side of the door, presumably while Verne sized him up through the peephole. Finally, the deadbolt clicked and the door swung open. Verne peered out, alarm racing across his face.


  “Where is the cruiser? It was here a moment ago.”


  “Around the corner. You’re safe.”


  Verne turned and began the slow process of returning to his office without another word. The outer reception area was little more than a walk-in closet with a desk, a computer, a full wall of filing cabinets, and two small chairs which evidently served as a waiting room. The furniture, Green noticed, was mostly grey metal government surplus.


  They passed through the broken office door into a slightly larger room beyond. Glass crunched underfoot, and Verne scowled. “He’s going to pay for that. For the clean-up as well. Obviously I can’t do it.”


  Verne’s office was a curious mixture of old elegance and new functionality. A carved oak desk and leather swivel chair sat in front of the window, and a wall of built-in bookcases contained a lifetime of leather-bound law books. A network of stainless steel railings ran from the door to his desk and along the length of the bookcases. Green understood their purpose when Verne hooked his cane on the coat rack behind the door and held the rail to traverse the room to his desk.


  He smiled thinly as he eased into his chair. “It works.”


  Green chose one of the two client chairs opposite him. “Now maybe you should start at the beginning, Mr. Verne. From your first moment of contact with David Rosenthal.”


  “I had some warning. I was at my desk catching up on paperwork. I live just upstairs, although few know it.” He twisted and pointed to the wall of books. “Behind there is an elevator that leads up to my flat on the second floor. It’s not much, but over the years I have remodelled it to suit my needs. I own this whole building, you see, although few people know that either.”


  Green thought of the minutes ticking away before Rosenthal’s return. “So you were in the office here, catching up on paperwork.”


  “And I got a phone call from Elliot Solquist, a colleague who’d drawn up Sam’s earlier will. He was the original executor of the estate, so he’d initiated a will search as the first step in that process. That turned up my later will, of course. Therefore, when David Rosenthal arrived at his office this morning, he had to tell him there was a new will.” Verne paused to catch his breath, wheezing into the silence.


  Green tried not to drum his fingers. “How did he take it?”


  “Extremely poorly. He demanded to know who I was, what kind of practice I had, what mental state his father had been in. To which Elliot replied that he hadn’t laid eyes on Sam Rosenthal since he’d handled some property transactions for him nine years ago, at which time he’d seemed of perfectly sound mind. David didn’t let him off easily. He implied that Elliot knew the contents of the new will and had deliberately kept them from him. When that didn’t fly, he implied that Elliot must have been incompetent, since Sam hadn’t asked him to handle the new will.”


  “Why didn’t Sam use him for the new will?”


  Verne raised his palms to gesture eloquently around the room. “Do I look like part of the establishment or the circles Sam Rosenthal would have moved in? Elliot and he had been long-time friends and colleagues. In the old days Sam often testified for clients of Solquist’s firm. I, on the other hand, have a reputation for my pro bono work on behalf of the disabled. In fact, I first met Sam when he brought a young patient in to see me who wanted to contest a declaration of mental incapacity. It didn’t proceed, but I think Sam was impressed by my counsel. He wanted anonymity to make these bequests without questions being asked or objections raised. He did tell me that many of his colleagues hadn’t approved of his new approach to treatment. I assumed Elliot fell into that category.”


  Green nodded. He knew Elliot Solquist by reputation as a senior partner in one of the most influential, politically connected firms in the city. Not exactly the underdog’s lawyer. “Did Mr. Solquist feel threatened at any point in this morning’s meeting with David?”


  Verne chuckled. “Elliot doesn’t feel threatened. He possesses a state-of-the-art security system and a direct line to the police chief himself. But he is aware of my more pedestrian circumstances, and David was pretty heated after fifteen minutes of Elliot’s legendary stonewalling. Hence he phoned to warn me. When David arrived, I had the general gist of the will ready for him.”


  Verne’s levity faded, and he had to stop again to catch his breath. “To say he was angry is to understate the case. He was incandescent. This was a man clearly used to getting his own way and quite prepared to terrorize those who stand in his way. A bully of the first order. He didn’t even try to use charm or diplomacy. He walked in here, took one look around, and asked how the hell his father had even found me. That did not dispose me kindly towards him. I told him that my health required me to operate on a modest, part-time basis, but it by no means affected my faculties nor my acumen as an attorney. On the contrary, I told him, his father was obviously aware of my advocacy work for the disabled and had chosen me to help him implement his wishes.”


  “And he threatened you with lawsuits? Claiming what— undue influence?”


  “Not then. Not yet. He wanted to know the contents of the will, when it was made and what his father’s state of mind had been at the time. From his questions, I suspected he hadn’t had contact with his father in years but was wondering whether his father was depressed or senile. Whether, living alone and missing his wife, he’d become needy, so that his judgment was impaired and easily manipulated by clever con men.”


  “Meaning you?”


  Verne chuckled again, causing a coughing fit. Spittle formed at the corner of his mouth, which he wiped away with a stained handkerchief. When he had spent himself, he draped over his desk and dragged air into his lungs. “He said he certainly intended to look into the charitable causes that I represent, to see whether any of them benefited from the new will. All to be part of his lawsuit, I imagine. But first he’ll contest the will.”


  “Using Elliot Solquist?”


  “Elliot turned him down. Conflict of interest, the sly old bugger. But David wasn’t content just to go after me. Until this point he’d primarily acted like an abrasive bully. Now he wanted the names and addresses of the new beneficiaries.”


  “The six patients?”


  Verne nodded. “He intends to prove they unduly influenced his father and took advantage of his vulnerability. A psychopathic individual, for example, who was faking mental illness for his own purposes.”


  “Some would argue that the psychopath is mentally ill.”


  “But not someone who is treatable by conventional methods. Not someone that Sam Rosenthal would have undertaken to help. But David was convinced that his father had been conned by a psychopath into giving half a million dollars to himself and to other needy sufferers.”


  Green leaned forward and looked at him keenly. “You discussed this will with Sam. You helped him draft it, perhaps even chose the amounts and the beneficiaries.”


  Verne looked affronted. “Not those. We decided on six, and Sam came up with the names.”


  “Did you ever sense he was being influenced by someone? That maybe he was depressed and wasn’t thinking straight?”


  Verne whipped his head back and forth, his jowls jiggling. “Sam was adamant that he owed it to these people because his poor treatment advice had cost them in health, happiness and life success. I wanted him to choose more than six. I’ve seen what a sudden, huge financial windfall like a legal settlement or a lottery win can do to a person used to barely scraping by. But Sam wanted the half million each. That’s ten years of an ordinary man’s annual salary, he said. Ten years that he’d deprived them of. He was very rational, Inspector Green.”


  “And you told this to David Rosenthal?”


  “I did. He still wanted names and addresses. I told him— and I was cognizant of the fact that he was much larger than me and incensed, but I knew Sam would not want them bullied—that since he was not the beneficiary of the will, he had no automatic right to the knowledge of its contents.”


  “And he’s given you one hour to reconsider and provide him with the names.”


  “That’s right.” Verne glanced up at the antique Roman numeral clock that hung over the door. “A time limit that expired five minutes ago, I note.”


  “Perhaps he’s consulting other counsel.”


  The phone on Verne’s desk rang, a shrill old-fashioned ring that made Green jump in his seat. Verne lifted the receiver, spoke, listened, and shot Green a knowing look. “My decision remains the same, Mr. Rosenthal. My advice is to retain counsel in order to examine your options.” With that, the old lawyer hung up and gave Green a satisfied smile. “The crisis has been averted. He spotted your police cruiser around the corner and decided not to come up.”


  “Did he sound calmer?”


  “I suspect David Rosenthal doesn’t calm easily. He’ll be on the lookout for another way to get hold of those names. My worry is that there could be a copy of Sam’s will in his apartment somewhere.”


  Green hurried down into the street and around the corner to the cruiser. “Did you see anyone approach the premises a few minutes ago? A tall man, maybe?”


  The constable in the driver’s seat looked up from his coffee thermos and glanced at his partner questioningly. They shook their heads in unison. “No one’s come near since you went in, sir.”


  “Did anyone drive by?”


  “A few vehicles. Cars, couple of vans, a pick-up.”


  “And a delivery truck,” his partner added.


  “A plain white van?”


  “Don’t think so.” The driver frowned. “Come to think of it, one guy did slow. I thought he was looking for an address. Then he took off in a hurry.”


  “What make of vehicle?”


  “Green Camry.”


  Possibly a red herring, Green thought, but worth following up. “Did you get a look at the driver?”


  “Just a brief one. White, beard, grey hair...”


  Bingo, Green thought. David Rosenthal had a new car. “Which direction did he go?”


  The driver pointed towards Montreal Road, a main thoroughfare where David would be swallowed up in traffic instantly. Green returned to his own car and pulled his cellphone from his pocket. If Sam Rosenthal’s new will was in his apartment, David had not found it during his visit the day before. He might go back for a second look.


  Green sat in his car, toying with his cellphone. If David found the will and its list of new beneficiaries, what would he do? Was he angry enough, and foolhardy enough, to go after them? Green knew that so far he didn’t have enough concrete evidence to justify picking David up, even as a stall tactic. There were vague threats and ultimatums, but neither Verne nor Solquist had laid any complaints or expressed fears strong enough to justify any sort of charge.


  There was one course of action open to him, however, but George Verne would have to take it. As executor of Sam Rosenthal’s estate, he had the power to order the locks changed on the dead man’s apartment to prevent removal of assets. It was probably closing the barn door after the horses were long gone, but it was a start, he thought as he dialled the old lawyer’s number.


  Afterwards he was just steering the Subaru back towards home, hoping to catch a couple of hours with Tony and Sharon before her evening shift, when his phone rang again. Once more, he thought as he answered, and I’m going to turn the thing off.


  It was Levesque, sounding excited.


  Seventeen

  



  Iwas thinking you want to hear this, sir,” Levesque said when she greeted him at the basement entrance to the police station fifteen minutes later. There was a bounce in her stride as she led the way to the large room where the electronic surveillance teams were housed. Banks of computers and monitors lined the aisles like the workings of a giant high tech firm. Their footsteps were muffled by carpeting as they headed to a small cubicle in the audio surveillance corner, passing technicians with headsets who fiddled with dials and recorders. Levesque stopped in front of an automatic wiretap recorder. The technician waiting for them handed Green a headset.


  “This came in about an hour ago from the Hassan wiretap. It sounded hot, so I let Marie Claire know.” The technician flashed her a warm smile, which she ignored. Better stick with your own age bracket, Green thought. At close to fifty with a paunch, a wife and four kids in college, the guy hadn’t a hope. Green slipped on the headphones, and the technician ran the tape.


  The sound of ringing, followed by a male voice saying hello. Young, Green thought.


  “Nadif?”


  “Who is this?” Slow. Wary.


  “It’s Omar’s father, you piece of shit.”


  “Mr. Adams!” Alarm now. “Don’t—”


  “I’ll do the talking.”


  “Sure, but why don’t I come over.”


  “This won’t take long. I just want you to know—”


  “Wait!”


  Green chuckled. Nadif knew his phone was being tapped, and he was trying to stem the tide.


  “You made a big mistake when you tried to drop Omar in it—”


  “Omar’s my friend!”


  “Yeah, some friend. It should be you going to jail, you little rat.”


  “No one’s going to jail, Mr. Adams. It’s all a mistake.”


  “Sure. Just so you know, you’ll get yours back. Omar’s remembering things. The hooker? The knife? Soon it’s going to be you—”


  The line clicked abruptly. Nadif had finally had the sense to slam the phone down. Too late.


  Levesque was smiling in triumph as Green peeled the headphones off. “I knew those punks were involved,” she said.


  Green looked at the technician. “Anything after this?”


  The man shook his head. “That tap’s been stone cold. Nada.” He looked apologetically at Levesque. If he’d found a single incriminating word, Green realized, he would have reported it to her, just for the pleasure of having her near.


  Levesque was fairly dancing, her blue eyes bright above pink cheeks. Green remembered that feeling, that moment when the case begins to break open. He felt his own pulse quicken, but he held up a cautioning hand.


  “What this proves is not that the two were involved, but that Omar has been holding out on us. Or he’s remembering more details about that night.”


  “Absolutely. Either way, I’m going to have him picked up for further questioning.”


  Green glanced at his watch. “When?”


  “As soon as I get upstairs.”


  Green hesitated. She was so caught up in the case that she’d forgotten it was Saturday. Her time with her daughter. Yet this time, the haste was premature. “The other thing the tape proves is that the prostitute is important. We need to find her and get her statement before you have another run at Omar. Any word yet on who and where she is?”


  Levesque scowled, her eyes clouding. “Not yet.”


  “Let’s just check the latest.” Green turned to head back to the exit, remembering at the last minute to thank the technician. It was something Sullivan would have done, always mindful to show respect and appreciation for those under him. In his headlong rush to solve the case, Green often forgot that others existed.


  Up in the squad room, Green made some phone calls to the hospital and to Sharon while Levesque busied herself gathering updates. Sharon was surprisingly gentle and understanding when he apologized for being delayed by the demands of the case.


  “How’s Brian?” she asked immediately.


  He was taken aback. How well she knows me, he thought. Work has always been my escape route. He filled her in on his disastrous morning encounters with Brian and with Mary.


  “The only thing you can do for him, honey, is to be there when he does learn the truth.”


  He grimaced. “Being there” had never been his forte. “The best thing I can do for him right now is solve this case,” he countered, “and it looks as if it’s cracking open a bit.”


  There was a silence, then, “Have you identified that photo Brian had?”


  “Not yet. We’re working on it, especially now—” He broke off as a dreadful thought struck him. He glanced through his open office door to see Levesque striding towards him. “Look, I have to go now. I’ll fill you in when I get home.”


  Levesque came in shaking her head. Before he could voice his fear, she said, “As I thought, some progress but nothing exceptional. A bus driver on the number two route recognized her, says he often picks her up in the Beacon Hill area and drops her off on Rideau Street.”


  Green considered this information. Beacon Hill was a mixed but largely middle-class residential area in the east end of the city, featuring older homes with established families and stable, modest incomes. There were some lower income and subsidized rental properties, but it was hardly the area one would expect a young street prostitute to live in.


  “Anything else?”


  “Our guys spoke to one Blueline cabbie who remembers picking her up several times at the Nelson Street address—”


  “Ahah!”


  She shook her head. “Most times he just delivered her to Rideau Street. Dr. Rosenthal would hand him the money and give him an address—the cabbie didn’t remember it, but it was somewhere in the east end.”


  “Well, it would be in their log.”


  “No, because as soon as they drove off, the woman would tell him to drop her on Rideau Street, and she’d ask him for the extra money.”


  Green processed the implications. “So the good doctor was trying to help her, but she was playing him.”


  She shrugged. “Probably she had a habit to feed. A lot of basically decent girls can find themselves in a bad corner.”


  The glimpse of compassion surprised him. “Anyone on the streets give any more leads?”


  She nodded. “She’s a familiar face. She’s been around for a few months, off and on, but she’s not homeless. That’s to say, the outreach people don’t know her, and she never uses the shelters or kitchens.”


  “No. My guess is she goes back to a regular home in Beacon Hill.”


  “Maybe tonight... It’s Saturday night, she might put in an appearance. I can tell the patrols to keep an eye out. She’ll surface eventually.”


  “We can’t wait for eventually. I want you to release that photo to the news media. We can get it on the local news websites and maybe on TV bulletins right away.”


  “But sir, that may drive her underground. By tonight we should—”


  “We can’t afford to wait.” Levesque was frowning at him, puzzled. “Think about it, Marie Claire. Omar’s father has just tipped off Nadif that Omar remembers a hooker. We don’t know how she fits into the murder scenario, but we can bet one thing. If she was there, if the boys think she saw anything, then Nadif will be looking for her. He’ll want to find her as badly as we do, and he’s not as nice as we are. So we’d better find her first.”


  Green rounded the corner into the hospital waiting room and stopped in surprise. The small TV in the corner was on mute, but the crime scene on Rideau Street filled the screen. A moment later, the grainy photo from the pawn shop video flashed up. That was fast, Green thought.


  The waiting room was nearly empty. Only a couple of seats were filled by visitors likely waiting for medical updates. He located the remote control on the table nearby and hunted among the various buttons for one that would turn on the sound.


  “The woman is not a suspect,” the TV suddenly blasted. “But police are interested in questioning her about the events of last Saturday night, when the seventy-five-year-old retired psychiatrist was assaulted on Rideau Street.”


  The visitors glared, and Green hammered the volume button. “As of today, the police have few leads. Anyone with any information concerning the identity or whereabouts of the woman in this photo is asked to phone Ottawa Police at 613-555-2333.” The camera then panned out over footage of yesterday’s crash, focussing on the crushed remains of the Impala beneath the pick-up truck. “The investigation took an even more tragic turn yesterday when a motor vehicle crash killed one of the police witnesses, a young University of Ottawa woman from Timmins who lived in Dr. Rosenthal’s building. Two Ottawa Police officers were also injured in the crash, which occurred when—”


  A groan sounded behind him and Green whirled around to see Sullivan standing at the entrance to the room with his IV pole. Sullivan sagged against the wall, his face grey with horror.


  Green leaped to his side. “Jeez, Brian! What are you doing out of bed?”


  Sullivan was shaking his head back and forth. “I knew it. I knew it. I fucking knew it.”


  Green dragged him to a chair and thrust him into it. Sullivan bent forward, trembling. His breath came in deep, shuddering gasps. Green looked frantically around for a staff person, but the halls were empty. He clutched Sullivan’s arm.


  “You feeling all right? Dizzy? Any pain?”


  “They’re supposed to walk,” came a voice from the corner, where an elderly woman sat reading a book.


  “Feeling all right?” Sullivan said. “I just killed a woman, Mike.”


  “That was an accident.”


  “That was me! Losing control, passing out! That was this fucking useless body! Killing some poor kid who should have had sixty good years of life left in her.”


  Green groped for Sullivan’s pulse. Not that he would know what he was feeling, but at least he could tell how fast it was going. Where the hell were all the doctors! And why were they letting him wander around unattended?


  Sullivan shook off his hand. “Do you think I give a fuck about me right now? Did you see it? Tell me what the hell happened!”


  Green thought fast. He wanted to shout for help, he wanted above all to be anywhere but here, forced to tell his friend the worst news of his life. He took a deep breath to slow his own racing heart and tried to project a soothing command. “Okay. I will tell you. But first I need you to sit back, breathe deeply, and calm down. Let me go get a nurse—”


  “No! They’ll try to stop you from telling me, like they have all day. Don’t you think I already suspected the worst? That I’d killed people? Maybe mowed down a mother and her half dozen little kids? Why do you think I came out here? So I could see what they were hiding!” Sullivan sat back, his blue eyes blazing and his face now bright red. “I’m calm enough. You fucking tell me.”


  “You did not kill half a dozen little kids.” Green searched for a way to ease into the revelation. “You were bringing me a photo line-up to show my witness, a young woman who rented from Rosenthal. You remember that?”


  Sullivan nodded. “I remember preparing the line-up, stopping to talk to Screech—”


  “Do you remember what he said?”


  Sullivan nodded. “I asked him about the mystery woman. He...” Sullivan frowned as if searching through the cobwebs of his memory. “He called her Foxy, because she wore a fur coat in the cold weather.”


  Green’s thoughts raced. A fur coat wasn’t conclusive, but it fit the comfortably middle-class neighbourhood of Beacon Hill. Sullivan’s colour was marginally better—pink now instead of fuchsia—as he set his mind to work.


  “He thinks our suspects hit on her, and she told them to bugger off. That’s all I remember.” He flinched as if in pain and the grey horror returned to his face. Green felt his own pulse spike. “What did I do, Mike?”


  “You lost control—probably passed out as you said—and hit the police car I’d parked in front of Rosenthal’s place. That’s all you hit. Unfortunately—” Here Green paused, fighting a sudden tightness in his chest. “I had left my witness in the back seat to wait for me while I spoke...” He stopped. No point in complicating things. Sullivan needed to rest, not become more embroiled in the case. “She was in the car.”


  “And I killed her.”


  “Your truck killed her.”


  A strangled grunt escaped Sullivan’s lips. “Fuck you, Mike. You can’t make this go away. I knew I was in trouble. I’d been in pain all morning. My gut was churning, and I’d been ignoring it for weeks. Got an appointment with my GP for some time in the next decade. I was actually going home early yesterday—”


  “But I made you do one last stop.”


  Sullivan shook his head. “No, that’s Mary’s take. I chose this. I chose to ignore the pain, climb behind the wheel of the truck, and set that five thousand-pound death machine in motion.”


  “You couldn’t have known what would happen.”


  “Of course I could have known! How many times have we seen that scenario? Guy thinks it could never happen to him, just heartburn, and boom! I should have pulled over when I felt the light-headedness, and my muscles not obeying me any more...” He stopped. Frowned. “As things closed in, I do remember thinking ‘there’s a parked car. If I can just hit that’.”


  Green felt sick. Tears were brimming in Sullivan’s eyes, and Green felt his own throat constrict. He babbled to stave off thought. “You were doing the best you could. And if that girl hadn’t been there, if I hadn’t put her there—”


  “No! You can’t take this off me, Mike!”


  “She didn’t want to wait. I insisted.”


  Sullivan was staring at the floor, his hands hanging limply between his knees and a single tear running down to the tip of his nose. “The difference is, you couldn’t have known. I should have. That’s why you’ll be able to sleep again. Maybe not tonight, but eventually. I won’t.”


  Eighteen

  



  Green started his car, leaned his forehead on the steering wheel and breathed deeply to wrestle his emotions under control. This was no one’s fault, he told himself over and over, but he knew it would take more than words to shake the profound guilt they both felt. Sullivan’s doctor had ordered him back to bed and prescribed a mild sedative. He was fast asleep before Green was even out the door.


  Green had no such oblivion. He wanted nothing more than a few hours with his family, playing with Tony in the park and sharing his distress with Sharon. But she was headed for work soon. At most, he’d be able to steal an hour with her, but not unless he hurried. Finally he fished his cellphone out of his pocket and dialled Levesque’s cell. She picked up after the second ring.


  “Where are you?” he asked.


  “Still at the station.”


  “Good. According to Screech, the homeless man on that street corner, our four punks tried to pick up the hooker that Saturday night. Probably shortly after that video was taken. So when you do bring Omar in for further questioning—”


  “He’s on his way.”


  “What!”


  “A cruiser has just picked him up. I’m setting the video up now.”


  Green bit back his outrage. What had happened to his request that she hold off until they had the hooker’s story? The woman was insubordinate as well as stubborn. A strangely familiar combination, he conceded with a ghost of a smile, glancing at his watch. It was at most a fifteen-minute drive from Omar Adams’ house to the police headquarters. Even allowing for paperwork formalities, Omar would get to the interview room before he did.


  “Sir? Do you want to observe?”


  Green was surprised that she was asking. They were making progress. He thought of his family waiting for him at home and of Sharon’s comforting arms and unflappable common sense. By the time he finished at the police station, she would be long gone to work.


  “I do. Hold off until I get there.”


  Twenty minutes later he found Levesque in the video control room, watching Omar on camera as she prepared her questions. The young man had adopted his trademark pose, sitting very still with his eyes closed and his arms folded as if in meditation. His expression betrayed no emotion, but he looked gaunt and strained, as if sleep had eluded him recently.


  He didn’t move a muscle all the time that Green and Levesque looked over her questions, but Green sensed he was attuned to every sound. His eyes flew open the instant Levesque and Charbonneau entered the room. His nostrils flared as he wrestled to bring his fear under control. Green watched while Levesque led him through some preliminary instructions about the process and repeated the caution before asking if he wished to add anything to his previous statement. Omar shook his head.


  “My Dad’s hotshot lawyer charges a thousand bucks to walk in the door. I don’t need him here. I’ve got nothing to say to you.”


  Levesque hid her smile and made a show of consulting her notes. “We have some new evidence. I want to give you a chance to respond. We have a witness who says you have remembered more things about that night.”


  “I remember nothing! I had some beer, some bad weed, and I went home. I fell on my way home.”


  “The witness says you ran into a hydro pole.”


  Omar frowned. He sat very still a few seconds, then shrugged. “Maybe.”


  “The witness also says you were running at the time.”


  “I don’t remember.”


  “Running like you were scared. Like you were running from something.”


  “Well, that’s news to me.”


  “You don’t remember running down Nelson and along Clarence Street, running smack into a hydro pole and landing in the street?”


  Omar was shaking his head, but a shard of memory seemed to have broken loose. He looked off-balance. Uncertain. “Maybe.”


  Levesque jotted some notes and studied her file. In the corner, Charbonneau stood by the door, taking notes. They both continued to scribble as the silence lengthened.


  “We have another witness who saw you that night, Omar. Saw you approach a prostitute on the corner near where Dr. Rosenthal was killed.”


  “I don’t remember.”


  “Yes, you do. Maybe not all the details, but you remember the hooker.” Levesque laid the picture of the mystery woman on the table. “Does she ring any bells?”


  Omar stared at the picture and swallowed, his Adam’s apple travelling up and down his lean, curved neck. “She looks familiar. We might have talked to her.”


  “About what?”


  “About... You know. We were wasted.”


  “Looking for action?”


  He inclined his head. “I don’t remember much. It was mostly Nadif ’s idea.”


  “What was she like? Nice? Friendly?”


  He shrugged. “I remember weird. She was yelling. Nadif said...” He rubbed his face. Blinked his eyes. “I remember he said he’d work a deal.”


  “And then what happened? Did you all have sex with her?”


  “I don’t remember. I don’t think...” Omar stopped. His eyes widened, and he seemed to press back against the wall.


  “What are you remembering?”


  “I was wasted! Dizzy. Sick! I just wanted to get away.”


  “From what?”


  “I didn’t want it. I’m not like that.”


  Levesque laughed. “Omar, it was Saturday night. You were wasted, on the make. You expect me to believe you turned down a perfectly good chance to get laid because ‘you’re not like that’? She’s a hooker! She invited you!”


  Omar thrust his lower lip out. “I don’t remember. I don’t remember what happened with her.”


  “Your first time?”


  He flinched. “No.”


  “Sad not to remember your first time.”


  He scowled. Glanced at Charbonneau as if for rescue, but finding nothing but a stone wall, he sat back in his chair and folded his arms. “Maybe I did her, maybe I didn’t. But whatever I did, it’s not a crime.”


  “Does your father beat you, Omar?”


  He stiffened. “What? No!”


  “Never hurt you or tried to toughen you up?”


  “He’s tough, but he doesn’t hit or anything. There’s lots of ways to be tough.”


  “What other ways?”


  Omar scowled. “What the fuck does it matter?”


  “He calls you a coward. He said you never had the nerve to fight, never even to defend yourself.”


  “He’s full of shit.”


  “Have you ever been in a fight? Ever used your fists?”


  “I’m not an idiot. You think you’ll get me bragging, maybe even admitting I beat up helpless old men.”


  Point to Omar, Green thought. He’s smarter than he seems. This time it was Levesque’s turn to shrug. She looked supremely uninterested. “Even the most cowardly, crapped-upon worm turns eventually. Lashes back. I just asked if you ever did.”


  “I never had to,” Omar snapped back. “I learned to outsmart the old man and outlast him. Only an idiot lashes out, and that only gets him in trouble.”


  “So you get other people in trouble instead, is that it? People who aren’t as smart as you, like Nadif and Yusuf.”


  “No!” Omar leaned forward, his dark eyes sparking. “There’s enough moronic violence in this world. Enough people living in fear, enough people lashing out and taking revenge. I can’t stop it, but I don’t have to add to it. Not because I’m a coward, but because it has to stop somewhere.”


  Green was fascinated by this new glimpse of Omar. An intelligent, impassioned Omar. He leaned into the microphone. “Now’s the time to ask about his mother.”


  Levesque didn’t miss a beat. “Are you talking about your mother, Omar?”


  The young man jerked back. “What?”


  “Enough people lashing out, taking revenge? You mean her?”


  “My mother’s seen the worst of it.”


  “And given the worst of it.”


  Omar was silent. However, he didn’t look puzzled, Green noted.


  “Did she give the worst of it?”


  “My mother has nightmares, yes. She hides all the knives in the house and sees enemies everywhere on the street.”


  “What about even inside the house?”


  “My father protects her.”


  “She gave you those beatings on your back, didn’t she.”


  “I got beaten in Somalia.”


  “Those are more recent than that.”


  Green leaned into the microphone again. “Show more sympathy.”


  In response, Levesque frowned faintly. “Your mother couldn’t help herself, could she?”


  Omar’s breathing grew ragged, and his large eyes shuttered. “Ask your fucking questions, but leave my mother out of this.”


  “It must have made you angry. Even if you understood what she was going through, you were only a child. She was supposed to love you.”


  Omar’s hand slammed on the table, making both Levesque and Charbonneau jump. “How many families have perfect mothers and fathers? I have a mother. She loves me. The violence isn’t her fault, that’s why it has to stop.”


  It was not the answer any of them expected. Levesque consulted her notes, looking for ammunition to push him further. Green watched Omar, trying to sort out the implications of what he’d said. Omar had let a rare glimpse of himself show through. Intelligence, passion, principle. Not a dumb gangsta wannabe, but a young man in search of a cause.


  Green headed down the hall and opened the interrogation room door, startling all three of them in the room. Without introducing himself, he leaned on the table. “What violence must stop, Omar?”


  Levesque looked outraged, Omar merely bewildered. “Violence everywhere.”


  “Everywhere? Here in Canada? Africa? The Middle East?”


  “Everywhere.”


  “But some places are worse than others, right? Some countries are worse than others. They hold all the cards— money, power, the biggest armies, the most modern weapons. Right?”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “How does one simple person like yourself fight all the violence and injustice in the world? You take a stand. You do something, however small, to attack the people who are destroying the world.” Green took the only other chair in the room, beside Levesque and opposite Omar. “I understand how it happens. How you feel. You love your mother, and you know she’s lived through unspeakable pain. Pain that she took out on you when you were too young and innocent to understand. You saw how your father tried to shield her. But it wasn’t enough, was it? The world is full of people doing cruel and violent things to innocent people. Believe me, I understand how that makes a son feel.”


  Omar was watching him warily. “If you’re trying to make me say some people deserve to be punished, sometimes I feel like that, but I resist it. That’s how the violence keeps going around. And it still doesn’t make me lash out at helpless old men.”


  “Not helpless. Sam Rosenthal was a fighter. He fought you back.”


  “He was still an old man.”


  “He was also a Jew.” Green dropped the word like a feather into the silence.


  Omar blinked. “A Jew?”


  “You knew that. You ripped the religious chain from his neck.”


  “You think I’d attack him because he was a Jew?”


  “A lot of people think the Jews have done some pretty awful things to innocent people.”


  Beside him, Levesque sucked in her breath. Green forced himself not to look at her. Not to break the spell.


  Omar wet his lips. “The Jews have suffered a lot themselves. They’re the perfect example of what violence does to people.”


  “Like your mother.”


  “Yes, like my mother. I’d never beat up a Jew just because of what they’ve done.”


  “How do you know?” Green countered, leaning in. “If you don’t remember, how do you know you didn’t? Just like your mother, maybe you lost control. You were drunk, wasted, and finally all that anger burst out.”


  Minutes later Levesque stormed into Green’s office, leaving Omar Adams in the interrogation room. Green was on the phone trying to reach Deepak, the head of the Hate Crimes Unit. It was Saturday, but one could always hope. He watched as she wrestled her outrage under control. Caution, and concern for her future, finally won.


  “I thought you believed he was innocent, sir. Now you think he’s perpetrated a hate crime?”


  Deepak’s voice mail kicked in. Green hung up and weighed his thoughts before answering. In fact, he hadn’t a clue what the truth was. He had a mystery prostitute with a personal connection to the victim, he had the victim’s son on the loose with a secret agenda of his own, he had a known gang member with a history of assault, and now he had a physically and emotionally brutalized young man looking for a scapegoat for his troubles. Green had been prepared to dismiss Omar Adams as a suspect, but now he was not so sure.


  In the old days, he would have rehashed the case in detail with Brian Sullivan over a couple of beers and a smoked meat. Thinking of that, his chest tightened. Those days might be gone forever. For now, he was on his own.


  Finally, he chose to equivocate. “I’m exploring possibilities, Marie Claire, that’s all. These are leads to follow up. Until we know exactly what happened that night and how all the players fit into the picture, we need to keep pursuing all the leads.”


  “Fine, but I want to detain Mr. Adams in the meantime.”


  “That’s premature.”


  “With all due respect—”


  “First, you need to find David Rosenthal and the mystery prostitute. Now that her photo has been released, we should be hearing from the public any minute. And you need to talk to Deepak of Hate Crimes about Omar.”


  She glanced at her watch pointedly. The two pink spots of fury on her cheeks were fading, but her tone was icy. “How much more do you want me to do on Saturday afternoon?”


  He sighed. Another lost era. Sullivan and he would have stayed on the case until they had personally tracked down the loose ends. They would have hounded colleagues and witnesses and suspects, in their own homes if necessary. But with an effort, he stifled his frustration. That attitude had cost Sullivan dearly. Now even he, Green, had to go home, because Sharon had already left for work and Hannah, the fall-back babysitter, would be drumming her fingers with impatience. Her Saturday social life awaited. And Tony was waiting for his dad to play.


  “You can assign those tasks to the weekend staff however you want, just get Hate Crimes started on Omar’s background.” He stopped abruptly. “When you searched the Adams’s house, did you find a computer?”


  She shook her head. “They had one, but it was broken.”


  “All the same, have it brought in and ask the tech guys to search it. Chances are Omar still has an email account and uses the internet at the library or school. He may even have a Facebook or MySpace page. Get the tech guys on that too.”


  She’d been jotting reluctant notes, but now she frowned. “Why?”


  “Because if this guy harbours extremist views, or any views at all regarding politics in the Middle East, they’re going to show up somewhere. On chatrooms, listserves, in posts to various websites. A lot of people feel anonymous on the web and feel safe to vent the worst kind of hatred, especially when they’re with like-minded individuals. Get Deepak and Criminal Intelligence’s help to tell you where to look. They’ll know all the Jihadist and Islamist websites. There are thousands.”


  Her eyebrows shot up. “Now you think he’s a terrorist?”


  “No, I don’t. But he may be a confused, angry young man looking for a place to vent.”


  She looked doubtful as she wrote in her notebook. “This could take weeks and be a total waste of time.”


  He merely looked at her, and in the end she slipped her notebook in her purse without further protest. A quick study, he noted with satisfaction, who was learning that in murder, he left no stone unturned.


  Nineteen

  



  Sharon stood in the nursing station and studied the inpatient charts with dismay. She had arrived ten minutes early, full of apprehension and resolve. All day she’d been rehearsing how she would handle Caitlin O’Malley. The woman had still been very fragile the night before, but she had been responding to her meds amazingly fast. Perhaps by this afternoon, her thinking would be coherent enough and her paranoia blunted enough that Sharon could ask her straight out about her relationship with Dr. Rosenthal.


  She couldn’t ask about her presence on Rideau Street or her possible witnessing of his murder, or even about her prostitution activities, because she, Sharon, wasn’t supposed to know about any of that. But she could at least ask about Rosenthal himself, whether he’d ever treated her and whether she’d continued to see him. If Caitlin’s paranoia didn’t kick in, she might even venture further. Her hope was to encourage the woman to go to the police voluntarily and tell them what she knew about that night. If necessary, Sharon would facilitate the contact with Mike. That was far preferrable to violating her ethical and legal obligations by informing Mike herself.


  When she’d arrived on shift, she’d immediately gone to check Caitlin’s chart to see what kind of day the woman had had, only to discover the chart was nowhere to be found.


  “Oh, she was discharged today,” said the day nurse, who was just changing into her street shoes to go off duty. “Dr. Janic has the chart.”


  “Discharged! Already?” Sharon was flabbergasted. The woman had been frankly psychotic only a few days earlier.


  The head nurse overheard the comment and drew her aside. “None of us were too happy about it, but the seventy-two-hour assessment period was over. The father called her private psychiatrist, and he told Dr. Janic to sign the discharge papers.”


  Sharon winced. Dr. Janic was the psychiatric resident on duty over the weekend, a fresh-faced first year ninny with all the experience and common sense of a door knob. The private psychiatrist had seen her only once over the past few days, choosing instead to dictate his orders over the phone. He would have had to take the resident’s word for her miraculous recovery.


  “Voluntary? Not even a community treatment order?”


  The older woman shrugged at the folly of her superiors.


  “When did this happen?”


  “Just happened. I’m surprised you didn’t run into them in the parking lot.”


  “But why? I mean, why risk her recovery? She’s proved she’s not too compliant with her meds when she’s out.”


  “Well, that’s the thing. The father came in here this afternoon claiming that there had been a mistake, that she had been taking her meds and had missed at most a couple of days—”


  “That’s not enough to become that ill.”


  “I know that, and so should he. He’s been dealing with her illness for eight years. But whatever his motives, he said she was much better now, but she was upset about being back in hospital. He was sure she would complete her recovery much faster in her own home under their care.”


  Sharon thought of Caitlin working Rideau Street at two in the morning. “Do they plan to supervise her twenty-four hours a day?”


  “He said they would, at least for the next two months to make sure she’s okay.” The head nurse lowered her voice still further. “Listen, Mr. O’Malley is a lawyer, and he can be very intimidating. Makes you feel like you’re on the witness stand being cross-examined. Poor Dr. Janic just rolled over for him. Accepted his assurances and his voiced concern for his daughter.”


  Something in the nurse’s tone caught Sharon’s ear. “You don’t think it’s genuine?”


  The head nurse frowned. “Sharon, I never said this, because I can’t substantiate a single word. I think something’s up. Earlier in the week, when we first called her parents and he came in to see her, he was so grateful she was here and we were taking care of her. You remember how she was raving on. She didn’t want to be here, because we were all robots controlled by Lucifer. Her father was very firm. ‘You stay, you take the pills they give you, and you tell the doctor everything that’s going on’.”


  Sharon nodded. She had met the father the day after Caitlin’s admission, and he’d been both angry at his daughter and concerned for her recovery. In the past year, she’d been doing so well, he’d said. She wanted some freedom. How could they keep a twenty-eight year old captive in her own home? She was entitled to some life, and her parents wanted her to have some friends, some independence and some goals of her own. They had thought she’d do her part. She’d promised to take her meds and see the doctor regularly.


  “I remember the father didn’t like being duped,” Sharon said. “He’d tried to trust her, and she’d lied.”


  The head nurse rolled her eyes. “But honestly, what did he expect? She’s a paranoid schizophrenic. She’s going to lie if she has to in order to keep her secrets. That father still doesn’t really understand that his little girl—the intelligent, rational girl whom he still remembers—is no longer there. That the disease and the woman can no longer be separated.”


  The head nurse’s lips were pursed, and behind her wire frame glasses, her eyes were hard. Sharon debated what to say. The woman had seen too many patients come back through the revolving door when fragile psyches were sent out into a world too complex and lonely for them to master. She’d become an exceptional organizer and manager, but she had never been a mother. She’d never had to deal with the emotional yearnings and heartbreak that went along with parenting those fragile souls.


  Sharon tried to make her voice soft. “That’s because when she’s well, that intelligent, rational woman comes back to him, at least in glimpses. And he always hopes she’ll stay.”


  The nurse clucked her tongue. “Wishful thinking, or to be more precise, classic denial. That’s what he had in spades today. He came in here on a mission from the moment he got off the elevator. I’m betting Caitlin phoned him and laid on a story about feeling much better—” The nurse paused, her skepticism clearing. “And she was better. We were all remarking how well she’d done in such a short time. She was responding appropriately, with no evidence of hallucinations or thought disorder. If she still thought we were robots, she was keeping her opinion to herself. But she was far from out of the woods. That’s what paranoids do. The minute they’re recompensated enough to pull it together, they hide their craziness. That’s where we were with Caitlin today, I’m convinced of it. She still thinks we’re robots out to get her, but she’s just well enough to be able to fake it. And Daddy, in full denial, bought it hook, line and sinker.”


  “Well,” Sharon said, “as long as she’s been discharged with some proper meds and outpatient follow-up—”


  “No groups, no outreach, just Daddy’s psychiatrist friend.”


  The nurse’s tone said it all. Recovery meant so much more than monitoring of medication. It meant support, encouragement, coaching and even the friendship and understanding of peers. The loving intentions of family were crucial but not enough. Caitlin’s history had already proved that.


  What now? Sharon thought. She still couldn’t tell Mike of the woman’s identity without seriously violating patient confidentiality, and with a father like Patrick O’Malley, she wasn’t eager to step into that quagmire.


  But unless Caitlin was identified soon, Sharon would be faced with an even bigger dilemma. Because now, not only did she know who the mystery hooker in the photo was, but the woman was on the loose again, believing some crazy delusion about an invasion of satanic robots.


  As Green waited for the elevator, his thoughts already yearned for home. He knew it would be some time yet. He had to visit the injured patrol officer in hospital first, to express his regret and to see how the young man was coping. He had been at Lindsay’s side when the poor girl had died, and Green knew the terror of that moment would haunt him long after his broken bones had healed.


  After that, there was the Heart Institute before he could even contemplate the comforts of home. How he wished Sharon was there. He wanted to discuss Omar with her in order to get her opinion on his abuse and his repressed rage. Would such a person, passionately committed to the principles of non-violence but faced with impossibly conflicting feelings for the woman who had borne him, who both loved him and hated him, who soothed him and beat him... Would such a man be capable of explosive rage committed in a kind of automaton state? Afterwards, would he block out all memory of the attack, so that he truly believed himself innocent?


  Green knew what Sharon would say—an unequivocal yes. He’d watched enough expert psychiatrists on the stand and studied enough abnormal psychology in his graduate criminology courses to know all about the phenomenon of displacement. The technical term for scapegoating, in which a person who can’t tolerate their anger at one person, displaces it onto someone else instead. Tyrants the world over used it to keep their restive subjects in line. Hitler had been proof of how well it could work.


  Green also knew the mind was capable of amazing distortions. It would block out intolerable memories, and in extreme cases it could literally split itself in parts. Dissociation this severe usually happened only after prolonged, horrific abuse with no means of escape except through detaching oneself mentally from the experience. He wasn’t sure he understood it all, but Sharon had described several such patients over the years. Sometimes the abused patients had created alternative personalities, and in less extreme cases they had simply wiped the hours or days of abuse from their memories. Could Omar have done that?


  If Omar was charged, the Crown or the Defence might seek formal psychiatric assessment, either as a means of challenging his competence and criminal intent, or as a means of explaining the viciousness of the attack by a heretofore peaceful young man. But meanwhile, in a pinch, Sharon might be able to shed considerable light on the case. He resigned himself to being patient and waiting for her to return home from work.


  The elevator door slid open, and Levesque stepped out with a cherubic young man in tow. He was clean-shaven and spit-polished, sporting a navy blue suit and matching powder blue tie, and on his face was a beatific grin that looked pasted on and wobbly at the corners. Levesque herself wore a grin, but hers was real. Triumphant.


  Green stood his ground, one hand on the elevator door. “Hello, Sergeant Levesque.”


  She nodded and tried to sidle past. Green blocked the man and extended his hand. “I’m Inspector Green. And you are...?”


  “Adrian Crugar.” The man pumped Green’s hand, making his teeth rattle.


  A scowl replaced Levesque’s triumphant grin. “Mr. Crugar thinks he may know the identity of our mystery woman,” she muttered.


  “Oh?” Green arched an eyebrow. A John perhaps, despite the born-again smile?


  “Well, I’m not a hundred per cent sure,” Adrian interjected. “It’s not a very clear photo, and I haven’t seen her in a few years. If it isn’t her, I don’t want to get her in trouble. She’s had more than her share.”


  Green turned and gestured down the hall toward one of the interview rooms. The squad room was almost empty in the late Saturday afternoon, but there was a lone detective pecking at his computer in the middle. Hoping to pry much more out of him than an identification, Green wanted Adrian Crugar to relax without distractions. As if determined not to let Green take over, Levesque led the way.


  Once they were settled in the interview room, Levesque laid the photo on the table. The Ident photographer had done her best to clean up the image, but it was still shadowy. With the woman’s face partially obscured by her hair, Green thought a definitive identification might take a miracle.


  Adrian was frowning unhappily. “See, she didn’t have long hair when I knew her, and she wasn’t that thin. It’s the way she is holding herself, that tilt of her chin, that makes me think... You don’t have any other photos of her I could look at?”


  Levesque was shaking her head when Green interrupted. “Maybe you can play him that section of the video tape. Sometimes movement helps.”


  Adrian’s eyes lit up. “Yeah.”


  Levesque half-rose, looking from Green to Crugar warily. She seemed to find no way to refuse, for she headed out the door. Green reached for her file. A brief glance showed that she’d recorded no details about the young man beyond his name. He clicked open her pen. “Just some information for our records, sir?”


  The man supplied his full name, date of birth, an address in the far-flung eastern suburb of Orleans, and employment as an assistant loans officer at Scotiabank in Orleans. The man lives and works in Orleans, Green thought, a long way from the inner city throb of the Byward Market, but only a short hop across the open pastures of the Greenbelt from Beacon Hill. He was about to ask if he ever went to Beacon Hill when the door opened and Levesque reappeared, carrying her laptop and a CD. She shot Green a suspicious look but said nothing.


  Together they hunched over the laptop and watched the grainy images move across the screen. As the prostitute appeared, first her stiletto boots, white jeans, stylish shoulder bag and finally her fur jacket and swoop of hair, Green heard Adrian suck in his breath. He sat awhile in silence once the scrap of tape was done.


  “Oh, my goodness.” Adrian’s chin wobbled, and tears brimmed. “What has happened to her?”


  “Do you recognize her?” Levesque asked.


  He nodded, sucking breath into his lungs. “I think it’s Caitlin. I—I gave her that handbag.”


  “Caitlin who?”


  “Well, probably O’Malley now.”


  “Spell it.” Levesque took down every letter. “Do you know her address?”


  He shook his head. “I only know her parents’ place. They live in Rothwell Heights. Patrick O’Malley is a big name attorney.”


  Rothwell Heights was an exclusive enclave of wealthy homes on huge natural lots near the Ottawa River. Certainly a neighbourhood befitting a “big name” attorney. More importantly, it was adjacent to Beacon Hill and quite possibly on the same bus route. Patrick O’Malley’s name rang a loud bell in Green’s memory. A specialist in personal injury litigation, Patrick O’Malley sued people for a living, which would go far towards financing a home in Rothwell Heights. There was another distant bell ringing in Green’s memory as well, but he couldn’t place it. Annoyed, he rifled through his thoughts.


  “How do you know Caitlin O’Malley?” Levesque was asking.


  “I used to be married to her. The smartest, most exciting girl I’ve ever known. We were both too young, and her father never approved. Caitlin had...a gift, but she couldn’t always harness it. It scared her sometimes, overwhelmed her and threw her off course.” He paused, his eyes narrowing at the pain of the memory. “She developed a few problems, and her father had a different idea of how to help her. I thought a loving husband, a supportive community and a trust in God’s greater plan would get her through it, but her father wanted her stuffed full of drugs.”


  Green started as the memory clicked into place. Caitlin O’Malley! One of the six beneficiaries of Rosenthal’s will! His thoughts raced afield.


  Levesque did not appear to have made the connection as she plowed ahead. “Do you know anything about her recent activities? Her current whereabouts?”


  Adrian shook his head. “I haven’t seen her in four years. She had a breakdown, and her father took me to court. He had himself declared responsible for her health care and got a court order barring me from seeing her. I was a danger to her health and safety.” A flash of anger tightened Adrian’s jaw, but he quickly quelled it. “That made the breakdown so much worse. I loved her. I never made her feel like a failure the way her father did. Who was to say she was crazy? All through history, God has spoken to a select few. We used to call them saints, not lunatics.”


  Levesque pursed her lips. “Yes, but science—”


  Green nudged her foot imperceptibly, but Adrian was not distracted. “Definitions only. Evil is in all of us. Caitlin felt so alone trying to fight it until she met me. When she lost me...” He took a deep, steadying breath to fight back fresh tears. “I’m sorry, this is something that has haunted me for years. I should have fought harder for her, but I was just out of school, and I had no money and no friends in the courts like he had. But I think when she lost me—when I gave up the fight—she lost her only friend. Her only hope.” He gestured weakly to the laptop screen. “And now look at her.”


  Green tried to recall what else he knew about Patrick O’Malley. The man was a local success story and philanthropist who’d been consolidating his network of friends in high places since his early years at St. Patrick’s, once Ottawa’s most prestigious Catholic college. Adrian Crugar wouldn’t have stood a chance.


  Masking his excitement, he stepped into the silence. “What was her diagnosis, do you know?”


  Adrian dragged himself back from the past to focus on Green’s words. “Lots of them. Schizophrenic, bipolar, borderline—whatever that is. How she hated the labels and all the different meds the doctors tried. They made her fat, they gave her the shakes, they made her feel weird inside. She was afraid they were killing her brain cells.”


  “Does the name Dr. Samuel Rosenthal mean anything to you?”


  “The man who was murdered?” When Green nodded, he shook his head.


  “He was never one of her treating psychiatrists?”


  “Not that I know of. But once her father cut me off, I never knew what was going on. Friends would pass stuff on, rumours they’d heard. She’s back in school, she’s earned her PhD, she’s on the streets. It seemed like a real roller coaster. She probably had lots of psychiatrists, because I’m sure Mr. O’Malley fired them every time she had trouble. Dr. Rosenthal could have been one of them.”


  Green studied the man closely. He looked genuinely distressed, and he had one of those open, honest faces that made lying impossible. Yet there was something... something he was holding back. “What else do you want to tell us?” he asked gently.


  Adrian dropped his gaze. Flushed. “She phoned me six months ago, the first time in four years. I didn’t speak to her. I was out, and she left a message on my machine. She sounded good, she said she wanted me to know she was doing well and finally taking charge of her life. She’d found her own lawyer and was going to stand up to her father. That was all.”


  “Did you call her back?”


  He flushed even more deeply. “I was just starting a new relationship, and I thought... God help me, Caitlin can be so draining. But the new relationship didn’t work out, and when I went to return her call, the number was out of service.”


  Twenty

  



  Levesque navigated the unmarked Impala with one hand. A misty drizzle coated the landscape in a drab grey sheen, and Green peered through the rain-spattered windshield, trying to read the house numbers.


  It had been Levesque’s idea to pay a cold call to Caitlin O’Malley’s father, even though evening was almost upon them, her daughter’s skates were a distant memory, and she claimed to have a dinner engagement. Green had been champing at the bit to follow up on Adrian Crugar’s lead, but once they’d escorted the young man out, he had deliberately refrained from suggesting it. Mary Sullivan’s indictment still rang in his ears. “You demanded it!” His obsession had already cost his friend dearly. Nothing on the job was worth that price.


  Whether Levesque had sensed his underlying impatience to follow up or whether she herself had caught the bug, this time it was she who was not content to delegate the job, she who insisted on doing it herself.


  Police work did not often bring Green into the cluster of winding, hilly streets known as Rothwell Heights, where sprawling mansions were tucked artfully into the hillsides, camouflaged by huge trees and sweeping gardens. Green thought of the decayed, litter-strewn corner where Screech and the mystery hooker spent their nights. If Caitlin O’Malley was that woman, her life had gone into free fall.


  Mental illness could do that, of course.


  “Here it is,” Levesque said as she drew to a stop at the curb. Green looked at the house, a rambling, west-coast style bungalow set well back from the road. Behind it, thick woods dropped away into a ravine of reds and golds muted under the grey sky. A silver BMW sports car sat in the driveway in front of the three-car garage. Green scanned the windows but saw no movement behind the sheer curtains as he and Levesque strode up to the door.


  “Your call,” he said quietly as they rang the bell, sending a melodic church bell peeling through the house. A small dog set up a frenzied barking, obscuring all other sound. No one answered the door, however. Green stepped back to peer in the front bay window while Levesque leaned once more on the bell. The dog reached a frantic pitch just inside, partially masking the sound of the automatic garage door. The roar of a car startled them, and they swung around to see a late model Lexus SUV shoot backwards down the drive and swerve into the street, narrowly missing their Impala. Green caught a brief glimpse of a thin, long-haired woman behind the wheel.


  “Sacrifice!” Levesque shouted, sprinting back down to the Impala. She had started the engine and was gunning away from the curb before Green could even yank his door shut. He clung to the shoulder handle while she slewed through the twists of the winding road. The tires slithered as they struggled for purchase on the pavement slick with rain and sodden leaves.


  Thankfully, because of the rain, there were no pets or small children to contend with, but Levesque had to dodge the occasional bike, each time with a muttered “calice” or “tabernac”. Green refrained from advice. She was a good driver; she kept the Lexus in view but made no attempt to catch it.


  There were few access roads out of this maze of streets, and no matter where the woman fled, she would likely end up at the same intersection. Green dialled the com centre and requested back-up to intercept the Lexus once it reached the major arterial of Blair Road. Levesque relaxed marginally but still drove hunched forward, gripping the wheel with both hands. She risked a glance at Green.


  “You think it was Caitlin?”


  “I couldn’t tell,” he said, “but it’s a strong possibility. People don’t usually take off on the police unless they have something to hide.”


  She was silent while she negotiated a four-way stop sign. The Lexus had blown right through it, but cross traffic stopped Levesque from taking the same risk. The Lexus disappeared from view up ahead.


  “I wonder how she knew we were police,” she mused as she gunned forward again.


  Green didn’t bother to answer. Plain clothes and an unmarked car did not disguise the aura of authority that street people and criminals instinctively seemed to recognize on sight. Perhaps as an attractive young woman, Levesque had encountered that less often, but Sullivan could not step into a room without everyone falling silent.


  On the straight stretch of road up ahead, the Lexus was visible again, along with the stop sign marking Blair Road. Green frowned. There was still no sign of police cruisers. The Lexus approached the stop sign, where two cars waited ahead of her. Cross traffic streamed by, sparse but steady. Green sucked in his breath as the Lexus brake lights came on and it slewed sideways. He could imagine the panicked driver fighting with the wheel. As it hurtled towards the cars at the stop sign, the Lexus jumped the curb, ran through a hedge and a signpost, and flew off the curb again. It landed with a thump on Blair Road, inches in front of a delivery truck. Horns blared and tires screamed. The Lexus roared ahead.


  Levesque raced towards the stop sign, where the two cars still sat as if stunned. She glanced across at Green, seeking permission. Still no cruiser in sight, which was hardly a surprise. In this remote corner of the city, hemmed in by the sprawling National Research Complex, the Ottawa River and the Greenbelt, a routine patrol car was likely to pass by less than once a week.


  He shrugged. “Go for it. She’s already paved the way.”


  Levesque flicked on her emergency lights and deftly steered towards the demolished hedge. Broken branches tore at the undercarriage, but she managed to avoid the signpost, which was bent in two. She swerved back onto the road in front of the startled driver of a Hyundai.


  Green was already studying the map, tracing their route north towards the Ottawa River. “She’s not going far. Blair Road dead-ends just before the parkway. Unless she wants to get trapped in another maze of residential crescents, she’ll end up—” He broke off as they crested the hill just in time to see her brake lights disappearing down a small road on the left.


  Levesque cursed. “Where does that go?”


  He squinted at the map. “Under the parkway to a parking lot by the river. There’s nothing there but a boat ramp and bike trail through the bush.”


  “Not much of an escape plan.” Levesque muttered as she swerved onto the side road.


  They found her in the parking lot, standing on the boat ramp in the rain, peering out into the roiling chop of the river. She turned at the sound of gravel crunching under their wheels and watched without moving as they climbed out of the car.


  The woman was tall and slender, dressed in an elegant, red leather coat and hastily wound white silk scarf that did nothing to offset her pale, pinched face. At first glance, the resemblance to the photo was so strong that Green thought it was Caitlin, but as he drew closer, he could make out crow’s feet around her eyes and deeply etched furrows in her brow.


  “Mrs. O’Malley?” he guessed, extending his hand. Beside him, Levesque had her badge ready.


  The woman glanced at the badge and Green’s hand but said nothing. Her nostrils flared with fear, but her scowl was defiant. A strong odour of Scotch wafted around her.


  “I’m Inspector Green, and this is my colleague Sergeant Levesque.” He made a show of glancing up at the damp sky. “Let’s speak inside my vehicle.”


  “Why were you chasing me?” she demanded.


  “Why were you running?” Levesque countered. Not the approach Green would have used, but he resisted the urge to glare at her.


  “Because you were chasing me.”


  “You didn’t answer the door,” Levesque said. “You sneaked out and took off—”


  “I didn’t know you were the police!” the woman snapped. “Not until I saw your red flashing lights.”


  “Who did you think we were?”


  Mrs. O’Malley clamped her jaw shut. She was trembling in her thin leather coat. Green stepped in front of Levesque and took the frightened woman’s elbow. “Come, let’s talk in the car.”


  This time the woman responded and allowed him to guide her into the rear of the Impala. He slipped in beside her, leaving Levesque no choice but the front seat. She twisted around and draped her arm over the seat back, scowling.


  In the small confines of the car, the smell of booze was almost dizzying. Black mascara was smudged beneath her eyes, but otherwise she wore no make-up. Her brown hair, long and uncombed, showed half an inch of grey roots. Green could see the telltale web of broken capillaries in her eyes and across her cheeks. Drink had been this woman’s companion for a long time. He tried for a gentle smile. “Why don’t you start at the beginning? Why were you afraid of someone coming to the door?”


  “What is this—good cop, bad cop?”


  “You’re not in trouble, Mrs. O’Malley. We were simply coming to your house to ask about your daughter Caitlin.”


  The woman heaved a deep, defeated groan. “So you’ve identified her.”


  He nodded. “We want to talk to her about an incident she may have witnessed—”


  “Dr. Rosenthal’s murder.”


  “Did you know him?”


  She shook her head. “We saw the news clip.”


  “He wasn’t one of the psychiatrists who treated your daughter over the years?”


  “You make that sound like she’s a revolving door,” she snapped, then dropped her gaze to wipe a rain drop off her jacket. “Which she was. A revolving door with more advice and prescriptions than we knew what to do with.”


  “Did he treat her?”


  Vague apprehension flitted across her face, as if some ill-defined fear were niggling. “Not unless she saw him during one of her more outlandish stints when she wouldn’t talk to us for months on end.”


  “Do you know what she was doing on Rideau Street on the night he was killed?”


  She swallowed and ran her tongue around her chapped lips, as if yearning for a drink. “My daughter is a very ill woman. She has battled schizophrenia for eight years, and sometimes it makes her turn on those who care about her the most. My husband used to comb the streets for her, staying out all night. He visited the shelters and volunteered at the Shepherds of Good Hope, thinking maybe someday he’d look up from his soup pot, and there she’d be. Every time we heard of a car accident or rape or unidentified overdose, we’d be terrified.”


  Green waited while the woman brushed every rain drop from her coat and scrubbed at an invisible stain. “I suppose she was...soliciting again. It paid the bills. We stopped giving her money, because she’d give it all away to every bum and addict she came across. Or she’d buy something ridiculous like a mink coat that would be stolen the next day. One of her psychiatrists explained that soliciting gives Caitlin some independence. Some power, for God’s sake. We tried everything to stop it. Community treatment orders that she ignored, fancy private hospitals in the U.S. We even had her committed to an institution for awhile, so at least she’d be cared for, but in the final analysis, we decided we had only two options. Bar her from the house and live in constant fear of a phone call from you folks or the morgue, or let her come and go on her own terms.”


  “So does she live at home?”


  “We still keep her room ready, but she’s more an occasional visitor. My husband still tries. He still tries to reason with her. I...” The woman pressed her eyes shut and waved a dismissive hand. “Some days I’m beyond caring any more. But it’s hard for a father to accept his little princess selling her body on the street.”


  Green felt a wave of sorrow for them both. He remembered his own desperation when Hannah had been out of control, staying out all night, sleeping with God knows what pimply-faced punk, and swallowing dangerous drugs by the handful. Through perseverance, patience, and a hope he often doubted, she’d come around. However, she did not have a mind-altering illness.


  “Was she at home when we called at the house just now?” Levesque asked, and Green saw the implication he’d overlooked, that perhaps the mother had fled to draw the police away from her daughter. But Mrs. O’Malley shook her head. Offered no alternative.


  “Do you know where she is?”


  “No.”


  “She’s not in trouble,” Green said. “If fact, if she saw something, she may be in danger.”


  The woman stiffened. “Why?”


  Green didn’t answer but instead took a guess. “She has been in touch, hasn’t she? Is she scared?”


  He could see the woman teetering on the brink. She looked exhausted from years of battling the complexities of her daughter’s psyche.


  “We only want to help her,” Levesque interjected, just as the woman began moving her lips. Mrs. O’Malley shot her a disbelieving look and pressed her lips closed. Inwardly, Green cursed.


  “I don’t know where she is,” Mrs. O’Malley said. “But she would be scared. She would have seen her picture splashed all over the news, and she’d know that every police officer on every corner would be looking for her.” A ghost of a smile twitched her lips. “A paranoid’s nightmare.”


  “Where would she go if she was on the run?” Green asked.


  “I don’t know that she’s on the run. I just know how her mind works. She’ll think nowhere is safe. She has a thing about satellite surveillance, Google Earth, wireless signals. She thinks they’re all part of the Devil’s network, and we’re fools not to be suspicious. Sometimes she even convinces me. Besides...” She paused, doubt flickering in her bloodshot blue eyes.


  “Besides what?”


  “Did you guys phone this morning, looking for her?”


  Green’s senses grew alert. “It wasn’t us. Who phoned?”


  “I don’t know. Some man with a big, booming voice who said he was an old friend of Caitlin’s.” She grunted. “That put me on guard immediately. Caitlin doesn’t have any old friends whom she hasn’t driven away with her craziness.”


  “Was there a caller ID?”


  “It said ‘private caller’. Normally I don’t answer, but Patrick wanted to keep the line open in case—” She broke off, but Green understood. Against all rationality, you hope they’ll call.


  “What time was this?”


  “Eleven thirty. Just before I usually walk the dog.”


  Green and Levesque exchanged glances. Eleven thirty was after the internal police bulletin had been issued but before the photo had been circulated to the media. Someone had known her name and address even before seeing the photo. Green asked Mrs. O’Malley to repeat the conversation as precisely as she could.


  “Not much of a conversation. He asked if she still lived there, and when I asked who he was, he said he was an old friend who really wanted to get in touch with her, and did I know where he could reach her. I said she hadn’t been in touch for some time, but he didn’t sound as if he believed me. He said that doesn’t sound like Caitlin, which is when I knew he was lying, because it’s exactly like Caitlin. He had a loud voice and a laugh that sounded forced. I admit I was unnerved. I waited quite awhile before I took the dog out. When I came back, as I was walking up the street, I saw a car parked in front of the house. Was that one of yours?”


  “What kind of car?” Green asked, his mind exploring possibilities.


  “A regular car. Dark green. I’m not good with makes, but I don’t think it was out of the ordinary.”


  “Did you see anyone in it?”


  She nodded. “I gather that wasn’t you people? I could make out someone in the driver’s seat, but from where I was, that was all. The windows were tinted.”


  “What happened next?”


  “I stayed where I was. Pretended Zoë was doing her business. He stayed a couple of minutes and then he drove off really fast.”


  “He?”


  “It certainly looked like a man. I had a quick glimpse of him climbing into the car when I first rounded the corner. I think he may have rung the doorbell. But it was alarming how he sat there afterwards, as if he were spying.” She pressed a shaky hand to her lips. “I’ve always feared that some day one of the unsavoury characters my daughter consorts with...”


  Green felt a flood of understanding. No wonder the woman had fled when he and Levesque came calling. “Did you report this to the police?”


  “No, Patrick didn’t think it was worthwhile. Anyway, right after that we saw Caitlin’s photo on TV, and we figured that perhaps it was the police. But if it wasn’t...”


  “Your husband was home at the time of this visit?”


  “Yes, but he was in the backyard planting tulip bulbs, and he didn’t hear the bell.”


  Green thought of the silver sports car in the drive. “Is he home now? Perhaps he saw something useful.”


  She shook her head. “He went out right after we saw the story on TV. Probably out looking for her.” She paused, vague apprehension crossing her face again. “I think the strange visit worried him.”


  Him and me both, Green thought. “Can you tell us anything at all about the man? Such as his clothes or his voice? Did he sound old or young on the phone? Did he use sophisticated language or...”


  “He sounded plain. Rather like a used car salesman. Although...” She cocked her head. “It’s nothing I can put my finger on, but he seemed to have a very slight accent. I couldn’t tell you what kind.”


  Twenty-One

  



  The setting sun was peeking out from under the cloud cover by the time Levesque and Green had finished with Mrs. O’Malley and headed back downtown to the station. The whole sky was an eerie pink. Green spent the drive on his cellphone, trying to track down the dark green car. Neither the families of Omar Adams or Nadif Hassan owned such a car, but David Rosenthal was still a mystery. He and his white van were registered at the hotel he had given to the crash investigators, but neither had been seen all day.


  Green had a bad feeling about the stranger who had come looking for Caitlin. Had the police’s own efforts to identify her on the street tipped off the killer that she might be a threat? Had the police inadvertently placed her in harm’s way? Once they arrived back at the station, he sent Levesque home to her dinner engagement while he headed straight down to speak to the duty sergeant for the Central District.


  “We need to step up our efforts to find this young woman. We now have a name—Caitlin O’Malley—and a possible street name, Foxy.” He handed his colleague a new photo that Mrs. O’Malley had given him of Caitlin smiling in her graduation photo. Although not classically pretty, the young woman looked proud and full of hope. The sergeant studied the photo, his expression softening. Within minutes, he had it scanned and sent out to the in-car computers.


  “You figure she’s downtown somewhere?” he asked.


  “She’s probably on the run, but her mother swears they haven’t seen her or given her money, so I figure she’ll be trying to make some. The fastest means she knows is soliciting, so that’s where we should concentrate our efforts. The Byward, Vanier, maybe even as far west as Gladstone and Hintonburg.” Green stopped to consider other avenues open to them. “We should assume she knows we’re looking for her, but she doesn’t know that someone else is looking for her too. I don’t know if she’s streetwise enough to figure that out. I also don’t know how rational she is. She may be right out of her tree.”


  “Dangerous?”


  “Well, she is a paranoid schizophrenic, so depending on how she’s interpreting things... The mother says she’s never been violent, but maybe she’s never been this frightened before. It appears that she and Dr. Rosenthal were close. If she did witness something last Saturday night, she may have become completely unhinged.”


  “Gotcha.” The sergeant reached for his computer again. “I’m going to send out special instructions to the guys to make sure they get back-up before approaching her. And to take her to Emerg if she loses it, instead of bringing her here.”


  Green turned to leave. He felt bone-tired. “I want to be informed the minute you have any word.”


  “What about her home? You want some surveillance on that in case she goes there?”


  Green weighed the pros and cons. A car, even an unmarked one, would be so conspicuous on that quiet street that it would likely scare Caitlin off entirely. At the end of the afternoon discussion, the mother had seemed convinced of the possible danger to her daughter and of the police’s desire to help. She had his cellphone number and had promised to contact him if she had any news.


  On the other hand, parents often had their own solutions.


  “Do regular drive-bys, and if Patrol spots any signs of unusual activity, phone me.”


  Finally, gratefully, Green headed out into the night. He stopped first at the General Hospital to visit the young patrol officer and was relieved to find him in fairly good spirits, surrounded by flowers and cards. The mood was less upbeat at the Heart Institute. Sullivan was dozing and not to be disturbed. He’d been agitated and medically unstable much of the day, prompting the doctor to order more sedation and slap a ban on visitors outside the immediate family.


  “His wife’s on guard in the lounge,” said the nurse with a knowing tilt of her head towards the waiting room. “No one’s getting past her, least of all you.”


  “But his health—is it improving?”


  “He’s stable now. That’s good news. Beyond that, you’ll have to speak to his wife.”


  Green steeled himself. He was frayed and exhausted, the adrenaline of the hunt still pumping uselessly through his veins. He doubted he had the strength for Mary’s rage, yet he owed her that. He owed Sullivan that.


  She was curled in a soft-backed vinyl chair by the wall, her head propped on a pillow and a hospital blanket draped over her. She’d made no effort with her make-up or hair, leaving her vulnerability on show. She looked asleep, oblivious to the couple who chatted quietly in the opposite corner, but when Green entered the room, her eyes flew open. She stared at him, her expression cold.


  “How are you holding up, Mary?”


  “He’s had a bad day, thanks to you.”


  “I know.” He sat down opposite her. “He would have heard it on TV anyway. I’m glad I was there, to give some perspective.”


  “We wanted forty-eight hours, Mike. So his heart wouldn’t go haywire.”


  “Did it?”


  Her lips drew tight. “No. We were lucky, if you can call it that.”


  “He’s a strong man,Mary. He’s survived this,he came out of the coma without any obvious damage, his heart is hanging in—”


  “But he’ll never be the same.” She threw off her blanket and leaned forward. “Whatever you do, let him make the decisions he has to about his future. This is not about you this time, Mike. So you just step out of the way. Be a friend. If you know how.”


  He told himself it was Mary’s fear talking. She had nearly lost her husband, and now she was fighting tooth and nail to keep him safe. But her words were still smarting when he arrived home to be greeted by an exuberant four-year-old, a large dog wagging her tail shyly, and a teenage daughter all dressed up and ready to go out the door.


  Hannah stiffened when he wrapped her in his arms, but she was too startled to protest. He kissed her head as he pressed her close. She had cost him many sleepless nights, but slowly an intelligent, self-sufficient young woman was emerging. Considering the parent-child minefield of broken lives and hopes, he was incredibly lucky to have her.


  “It’s been a really rough couple of days,” he said when he could trust himself. “Thank you for helping out. And for being you.”


  She twisted away to peer at him dubiously. The black eyeliner was back tonight, but not the death’s door make-up. “It’s okay, Mike. Do you need me tonight?”


  It was on the tip of his tongue to say, “I could use the company,” but instead he shook his head. Ruffled his son’s dark hair. “No, we’ll manage. Go have a good time.”


  She paused on the threshold, and he wondered if there was a hint of reluctance in her parting. Had he made a mistake in sending her away?


  More likely wishful thinking, he decided as he fetched Modo’s leash and Tony’s jacket, and the three of them set off for a walk. The rain had blown over, leaving another starlit night with a threat of frost. Tony held his hand and skipped along the sidewalk, chattering about the Nintendo Wii his friend had just received for his birthday and reminding Green that his own birthday was less than two months away. Four years old, and already the gaming culture had its hold.


  Avoiding Snakes and Ladders this time, father and son spent the evening building an elaborate space station from the hundreds of lego pieces that littered the living room floor. Throughout it all and the bedtime stories that followed, Green kept half an ear tuned for his cellphone, hoping for news that Caitlin O’Malley had been found. By midnight, he figured the prostitution street scene should be at its height, and he struggled to stay awake. Modo was snoozing at his feet, and The Daily Show was blaring from the TV when Sharon arrived home. She kicked off her shoes and peered into the living room, smiling in surprise.


  “You’re still awake!”


  “I’m waiting for some news from Patrol.” He muted the television. Stifling a yawn, he ambled stiffly over to kiss her.


  She seemed distracted. “Why?”


  He returned to sink back on the sofa with a sigh. “We’ve identified that woman in the photo you saw last night, but we haven’t found her. I have Uniforms out scouring known prostitution areas.”


  “So she is a prostitute.”


  He shook his head. “She’s actually a math PhD, but she’s mentally ill. She turns to prostitution sometimes when she’s on the street.”


  Sharon slowly uncoiled her scarf from her neck. “Did you check her home?”


  “Her parents haven’t seen her. That’s not unusual, according to the mother.”


  She hung up her scarf and jacket. “Is it so urgent? I mean that you have an APB out on her?”


  “Someone else is apparently looking for her too. It may be the killer looking to eliminate a witness. We need to find her first.”


  Sharon said nothing as she disappeared into the kitchen. He checked his phone yet again to make sure the battery was still charged. She reappeared with a dish of ice cream and a glass of red wine. “Want some?”


  He shook his head. “My mind is fried as it is.”


  She sat down beside him and ate a spoonful of ice cream. She looked worried, and he brushed a lock of hair from her eyes. “Hard shift?”


  “I’ve been wondering whether to tell you this. It’s kind of unethical—well, no, it is unethical. That woman’s name, is it Caitlin O’Malley?”


  He swung on her, eyes wide. “You know her?”


  “She was admitted to Six North this week. She’s the one I mentioned to you, who came in through emergency, off her meds and extremely agitated.”


  He sat up excitedly and reached for his phone. “I should call the hospital to put some protection on her.”


  She laid a hand on his arm. “No, Mike. Wait.”


  “I won’t say you told me, honey. In fact I’ll get Levesque to make the call. But bottom line, I don’t want anyone getting to her.”


  Sharon had been shaking her head impatiently. “She’s gone. She was discharged this afternoon.”


  He was flabbergasted. “After less than a week?”


  “The nurses were equally appalled, believe me, but her father assured us he could take care of her.”


  “Her father!”


  She nodded. “He came and signed her out this afternoon.”


  “What time?”


  “Just before my shift. About two thirty.”


  Green’s mind raced over the time line. That was before his encounter with Caitlin O’Malley’s mother. Either the woman didn’t know what her husband had done and they hadn’t arrived home yet, or she’d been lying through her teeth.


  Whichever the case, the parents had some explaining to do. More than six hours had elapsed since his conversation with Mrs. O’Malley. Six hours for Patrick to arrive home with Caitlin, six hours for them to settle her in and take stock. Mrs. O’Malley had Green’s phone number and knew damn well that he was waiting for news on Caitlin’s whereabouts.


  He reached for his phone again and this time dialled the official surveillance unit. These guys knew how to be inconspicuous. No suits, no late-model, spit-polished Impalas. They would pick a vehicle to blend in.


  The sergeant on duty sounded harried. Saturday night was a busy one in surveillance.


  “Have you got bodies you can spare?”


  “Life or death?” the sergeant grumbled.


  Green chuckled. “Maybe. I want unmarked surveillance on Patrick O’Malley’s house on Rothwell Drive, and I want a notation of every single movement inside the house, upstairs and down.”


  Twenty-Two

  



  For the second day in a row, Green was up at seven a.m., this time dragging himself downstairs and fumbling around the kitchen to brew sufficient caffeine to sustain him. His dreams had once again been tortured by visions of the crash, of Lindsay’s crushed body and Sullivan’s grey face. He forced them aside with an effort and slumped at the table with a huge mug of French roast in his hand, trying to sort out the priorities of the morning. Despite his worries about Sullivan and the young patrolman, and his concern for Lindsay Corsin’s family, he realized, once enough caffeine had penetrated his neurons, that safety of the public came first. He phoned downtown to get an update on the surveillance of Caitlin O’Malley’s house.


  There was not much news. The surveillance team reported that the lights were out when they arrived, and although they had come on briefly in a downstairs room at 2:36, 3:20 and 4:57 a.m., no one had entered or left the premises all night.


  Someone had a restless night, Green thought, which was hardly surprising under the circumstances. Through the sheer curtains, the surveillance team had been able to establish the movement of at least two people inside, but not three. The team also reported one vehicle visible in the driveway—a BMW sports car registered to Patrick O’Malley. The garage doors were closed, however, and Green knew the Lexus was probably inside. The Motor Vehicle Licensing Bureau listed a third vehicle in the family, this one a Lincoln Town car registered to the law firm of O’Malley, Hendrickson and Potts. Without a search warrant or a clandestine peek, however, there was no way to determine whether it was also in the garage.


  Green sipped his coffee, considering the facts. The vehicles were in exactly the same configuration as yesterday. The surveillance team had seen no usual activity at the house, other than evidence that someone had been awake a few times. Furthermore, they had seen only two people, not three. Was Caitlin even there?


  Abruptly, another sinister possibility jumped into his mind. What if Caitlin had not left the hospital with her father after all? Someone else had been looking for her yesterday, someone who was tall and drove a dark green sedan.


  On impulse, he looked up the O’Malley phone number and dialled. The phone rang four times before switching to voicemail. Green listened to a man’s clipped, authoritative voice and left a message asking them to call him immediately. Afterwards he hung up, feeling queasy. He needed to know if Caitlin was safe. If the O’Malleys refused to cooperate, another search warrant would be needed to confirm that Caitlin was being sequestered there. No judge—no matter how police-friendly—would take on O’Malley, Hendrickson and Potts without considerably more ammunition.


  Sharon came into the kitchen, poured herself some coffee and tossed the morning Citizen on the table. “Caitlin’s front page news.”


  Green snatched up the paper. There, above the fold on the first page, was the fuzzy video photo along with the caption “Police seek woman as possible witness to slaying”. The article itself, short on facts but long on speculation, included the hint that the woman was a known prostitute hiding from gang members implicated in the murder. “Caitlin O’Malley, only child of prominent Rothwell Heights attorney Patrick O’Malley, is a troubled woman grappling with health issues,” the article said.


  “Who gave them this shit!” Green exclaimed, thrusting the paper aside in alarm. It was an empty question. Like cops, reporters had their own network of informants on the street. Now, because of their hunger for headlines, not only did the actual killer know there was a potential eyewitness to the killing, but he had her name and picture, along with a fairly good lead on her location.


  “The man who picked up Caitlin yesterday—are the nurses sure it was her father?”


  Sharon frowned at him, puzzled. “Well, I wasn’t there but—”


  “What did he look like?”


  “I don’t know, Mike, but surely...” Sharon’s eyes widened. “You think someone else took her? But—but Caitlin’s father is well known. He visited every day, and he’s a prominent lawyer in town. Who would be brazen enough to pull that off?”


  “I don’t know if anyone did. I just can’t confirm she’s at home right now.”


  “But why would she go off with a man pretending to be her father? She’s paranoid—she’d never go along with it.”


  Green snatched up the phone again and dialled the Major Crimes Unit. He was lucky enough to snag Gibbs just coming in.


  “Pull a photo of Patrick O’Malley off the internet and show it to the nurses who were on day shift at the Rideau Psychiatric Hospital yesterday. We need him confirmed as the man who signed Caitlin O’Malley out.”


  After he’d signed off, he felt Sharon’s incredulous gaze upon him. “This is crazy. Who else could it be? It would have to be someone white and middle-aged. Your main suspects are young and black.”


  “The most obvious person is David Rosenthal, the dead man’s son. He’s a completely unknown entity in this whole situation. We do know he was estranged from his father and anxious to get his hands on his money. He did not appear to know his father had changed his will, and he became outraged when he learned he was getting nothing. I think he was at the O’Malley house yesterday, looking for Caitlin.” He considered what little he knew about David Rosenthal. “He’s a man of tremendous physical strength, quite capable of beating someone to death. He’s also a man of action, used to going after what he wants. But...” Green shook his head slowly. “I didn’t get any sense of guilt or regret from him. If he’d killed his father, I’d expect some distress.”


  “Unless he’s a psychopath.”


  Green pondered the idea. Despite all David’s arrogance and contempt for lesser beings, Green had a secret liking for the man. Perhaps liking was too strong a word. Esteem. David had been the first on the spot to save Sullivan’s life and had stayed around to see how all the victims were faring before he dropped out of sight again. Surely those were signs of a man who cared.


  Yet psychopaths made excellent heroes, because they were without fear and acted without the complex self-doubts that hampered more sensitive people. Furthermore, a display of caring would be well within the acting range of an intelligent psychopath. Perhaps Green was blinded by the man’s heroic gesture that had saved his friend’s life.


  Green contacted Gibbs again, relieved to catch the young detective before he headed out to Rideau Psychiatric. “Who else is there in the squad room?”


  “Just Sergeant Collins.”


  Green hesitated. It would take too long to brief Collins on the background of the case and would tread too hard on Levesque’s toes. Levesque was probably still in bed sleeping off the effects of her hot date. The woman was entitled to some time free of the job.


  “When you’re finished at the hospital, I want you to do some background inquiries on David Rosenthal. First I want to know exactly when he crossed the border and secondly if he has any history of violent or criminal activity in the U.S.” True psychopaths had trouble keeping their nature completely under wraps and often had a chequered history of driving violations, neighbourhood conflicts and minor disputes. The United States’ patchwork of law enforcement jurisdictions would make it a nightmare to track them down, but if anyone could, it was Gibbs.


  “On Sunday, sir?”


  Green knew the dismay had nothing to do with laziness. Official agencies would be on skeleton staff. “Do what you can. Oh! And check with the Rent-Me car agency to see if he exchanged a white van for a dark green sedan yesterday.”


  A brief silence. “W-would it be all right, sir, if Detective Peters came in to help me? She likes t-to be busy.”


  Another reason for Gibbs’ reluctance, Green realized, reminding himself that all his detectives had lives. Including himself, he thought when he hung up to find Sharon eyeing him dubiously.


  “A dark green sedan? Sounds like a Le Carré novel.”


  “A man driving a dark green sedan paid a visit to the O’Malley house yesterday. Spooked the mother out completely.”


  Sharon sipped her coffee. “But that could be anyone. A door-to-door salesman or canvasser for charity.”


  “It could be, but Mrs. O’Malley didn’t seem to think so.”


  Sharon looked skeptical, a sentiment he was beginning to share. This was turning into a bad spy novel with a young woman in peril and mysterious figures slipping in and out of the shadows. Had Caitlin left the hospital with her father, or had she been abducted by another white, middle-aged man? Was that the same man who had called at her home earlier in a dark green sedan, or were there two different men both out to get her? What for? To find out what she knew? To protect her, or to silence her?


  Equally important, how did this mystery man know who and where she was, even before her photo had been released to the media?


  “Did Caitlin have any visitors other than her parents during her stay at Rideau Psychiatric?” he asked.


  “What, like a young black male wearing a hoodie and giant shoes?”


  He laughed. “Anyone.”


  “Not that I know of. Just her father, who came every night.”


  “Could someone have called to ask how she was?”


  “Yes, but they would get no information, not even confirmation that she was there.”


  He turned the problem over and over in his mind. It was probably a wild goose chase, but he had to explore it. “Let’s assume the killer realized that a prostitute working that street corner had witnessed the murder. He’d be trying to find her. He’d ask around on the street and probably come back to see if he could find her another night. But how would he know she was at Rideau Psychiatric?”


  Sharon’s face registered a belated memory. “Well, Mike, you guys arrested her. Picked her up in the market a couple of days later. Lots of bystanders probably witnessed that.”


  He stared at her. “What? The Ottawa Police?”


  “Yes. She was agitated and ranting, scaring passersby with stories of blood and Satan. Eventually you guys shipped her to Emerg.”


  Green slammed his hand on the table. “Why the fuck did no one tell me! What kind of morons do we have on Patrol that they didn’t think there was a connection? We’re turning over rocks looking for a hooker in the market, and meanwhile they’ve just picked up one who’s ranting about blood?” He was about to grab the phone again, this time to ream out the duty sergeant of Central Division, but he stopped himself and forced a couple of deep breaths. He began to cobble together the chain of events.


  “There were probably lots of witnesses to this arrest, maybe even the killer himself. That may in fact be how he knew Caitlin was a threat to him. It would be reasonable for him to assume the patrol officers took her to Emerg, also reasonable to assume she’d be transferred to a psychiatric facility.”


  “Rideau Psychiatric is the biggest facility,” Sharon added.


  He nodded. “But how would he know where to find her, without her name?”


  “Maybe by checking out each ward,” she said. “He could pretend to be visiting someone else. It might take him a few days, but once he saw her, he’d have his answer.”


  “And her name?”


  Sharon shrugged. “It depends how resourceful he is, and how trustworthy he looks.”


  Green pictured David Rosenthal, white, middle-aged, and well-educated, striding confidently onto a ward with a clipboard in hand and a doctor title to back him up. “I bet he could just ask,” he said.


  Screech snarled and yanked his new sleeping bag more tightly over his head. Green squatted at his side, balancing a fresh cup of Tim Hortons coffee in one hand as he shook the man’s shoulder with the other.


  “Screech, wake up.”


  “Fuck off!”


  Green pulled the sleeping bag back to uncover the old vagrant, who pressed his eyes shut against the invading sunlight. Dried spittle flecked his beard, and yellow mucous oozed from his eyes. Green held the coffee under his nose.


  “Foxy needs your help. She may be in danger. I need your eyes on the street, so sit up and take this. Please.”


  It took some coaxing, but finally the old man was propped against the brick wall, clutching the coffee with both tremulous hands.


  “This better be good,” he muttered. “Disturbing a man in the middle of his sleep.”


  “You remember the night Foxy got arrested? Did you see that?”


  “Foxy?” Screech’s eyes clouded over.


  Green prodded him. “Yeah, your Foxy—the working girl with the fur coat. A patrol car picked her up last Tuesday night. Ten o’clock in the evening, in that parking lot right over there.” Green gestured across the parking lot to a building painted sky blue and surrounded by crumbling pavement intended for client parking but more frequently used for drug deals and fast sex. A cluster of garbage bins, recycling bins and dumpsters lined the back of the building, which housed a discount hair salon in its death throes. The building itself looked on the verge of being condemned.


  Screech swivelled his head to follow Green’s finger. The caffeine began to penetrate, and slowly a frown creased his leathery brow. “Yeah, I seen it. More like heard it. It were enough to wake the dead. Started off just telling people they were all going to die, then they were all dead.” Screech shook his head. “Poor Foxy, always did have a bad view of things. That night all the folks was evil, out to trick her. She was up and down the sidewalk jabbering and scaring off my business. Anyway, they came and got her. Fought them like a wildcat. I never seen her that bad.” He swivelled back to Green. “You got a loonie for a dying man?”


  His eyes were runny and criss-crossed with spidery red, but Green could see the telltale yellow tinge of liver disease. He felt a fatalistic sorrow. He took out a five-dollar bill.


  “This is very important. Was there anyone else hanging around watching her, who might have witnessed her arrest? A John maybe, or just a curious guy?”


  Screech blinked. “What arrest?”


  “Foxy’s. Did anyone see Foxy get picked up?”


  Screech shrugged. “Lots of guys. Peak cruising hour.”


  “Anybody try to intervene?”


  The vagrant scrunched up his nose in bafflement. “Mix in,” Green amended.


  Screech locked his gaze on the five-dollar bill. “Sure. Maybe.”


  The hand holding the coffee cup began to droop, spilling some of the hot liquid on Screech’s leg. He didn’t flinch. Gently Green eased the cup back up towards his lips. Wondering whether he was wasting his time, he pulled a sheaf of photos out of an envelope. He’d downloaded some of them from the internet, but they made a passable lineup. David Rosenthal from his company website, Patrick O’Malley from a recent fundraising gala, and three recent victims of fatal crashes. He held the photos up one by one.


  “Did you see any of these guys on the night she was arrested?”


  Screech studied them all, blinking slowly and flicking his gaze at the money frequently, as if afraid it would vanish. “I was pretty busy, like,” he began. He looked unhappy at the prospect of losing his payment. Then his face brightened. “That one. I seen that one. Not that night.”


  Green glanced at the photo of Patrick O’Malley. “When?”


  Screech wagged his head in bafflement. “Coupla nights later? He was around awhile. Parked his car at the beer store. Asked me the same thing as you.”


  “What exactly did he ask?”


  “If I seen the girl get arrested. If anyone else did.”


  What’s this all about? Green wondered. “What did you tell him?”


  “That I was busy. He asked if she left anything, then or another night.” He slurped his coffee. “Didn’t like the look of him, didn’t want Foxy in trouble, so I said no. He went looking anyway.”


  Green almost dropped the photo. “Looking for what?”


  “Beats me. He was looking through all them garbage cans, dirty job for a fancy man like that, got a silver sports car and all.”


  “What did he find?”


  Screech fixed his gaze on Green’s face. “You gonna give me that five or not? Mr. Fancy pants gave me a twenty.”


  Green put the five away and took out a twenty. “For this, I expect a straight answer. What did he find in the garbage?”


  “Nothing.”


  “Nothing?”


  Screech scowled. “Didn’t I say that? He looked in corners, he opened up bags. Nothing.”


  Green grasped his arm and began to haul him to his feet. “Show me where he was looking.”


  Grumbling, Screech stumbled upright and turned to the wall. “Need a piss.”


  The man stank of urine and sweat. “Later. Show me.”


  Green cajoled him across the street into the vacant parking lot still cluttered with the detritus of last night. Screech shuffled over the cracked asphalt, oblivious to the condoms, needles, and crumpled bits of foil. At a row of dumpsters by the back of the building, he stopped.


  “I ain’t getting up in them dumpsters.”


  Green dragged a chunk of broken cinderblock over and peered inside the first dumpster. It was almost empty, containing a rancid collection of plastic bags, take-out boxes and loose garbage. He did the same with all the dumpsters, to no effect. He made a mental note to check the pick-up schedule.


  “You’re telling me he went through all these?”


  “Yep. And further down the street too. He was some determined.” Screech’s eyes strayed to Green’s pocket. “Gave me another twenty before he took off.”


  Green laughed as he tucked two twenties into Screech’s shirt. “You watch you don’t spend that all in one place, eh?”


  Even before he’d returned to his car, Green was on the phone calling Gibbs. Surely the young man had managed to finish his interviews at Rideau Psychiatric. It was time to talk to Patrick O’Malley.


  Twenty-Three

  



  Bob Gibbs had needed less than ten minutes to locate a good photo of Patrick O’Malley on the web. A simple Google search of Ottawa and his name generated hundreds of images, many of him handing over cheques at fundraising galas, giving keynote addresses at corporate gatherings, and commanding the centre of boardroom portraits. Patrick O’Malley was a busy man. Besides being a prominent civil litigation lawyer, he was also on numerous charitable and social service boards such as The Children’s Aid Society and The Children’s Wish Foundation. He must have a soft spot for children, Gibbs reflected.


  From his thinning grey hair and deeply etched face, Gibbs guessed that he was close to sixty, although in his tailored suits, he was still a handsome figure. But the camera captured something in his eyes that unnerved Gibbs. A challenge, an icy control. Gibbs hoped he never had to meet him on the witness stand.


  He printed off a couple of friendlier photos and tucked them into a file, glancing at his watch as he prepared to leave the station. It was still too early to phone Sue Peters, who fatigued easily and needed at least ten hours’ rest at night. He would make the quick trip out to the hospital and perhaps drop by her place with coffee and muffins on his way back. If she was up to it, they could both spend some time at the station researching David Rosenthal. The overtime would come in useful for the big plans he had.


  Gibbs had only visited an inpatient ward at Rideau Psychiatric Hospital a handful of times in his career, and he was always taken aback by how different it was from a regular ward. Gone were the white coats and officious trappings of authority that separated patients from staff, gone were the ubiquitous IV poles, wheelchairs, and monitors crammed into the rooms and the carts and guerneys that cluttered the tile halls.


  Gone, most strikingly, was the smell of disinfectant, fear and disease. In its place was the friendly cheer of nurses, the chatter of TVs and the sense of shelter and calm. Gibbs knew that every one of the patients sitting in the lounge or walking the halls was desperately ill, but there was not a bandage or a walker to be seen.


  Sunday morning was a quiet time on the ward. Many patients were still in bed, and when Gibbs got off the elevator, two staff members were sitting in the nursing station working on charts. They seemed happy for the diversion and for the chance to shed some light on the mystery.


  Gibbs did not consider himself old—in fact, he battled the image of a baby-faced choirboy in the unit—but he felt old beside the pair who greeted him now. One sported a wedding ring but otherwise had the pink cheeks and ponytail of a high school cheerleader. The other one, with a name tag Zoë Wark, still had a mouthful of braces.


  “The nurse in charge is down the hall dealing with a patient,” said the cheerleader, whose name tag said Jessica Derkson. “She may be awhile.”


  “All I require is a simple ID,” Gibbs said, privately thinking that he might get more out of them without the senior nurse.


  “So it is Caitlin!” Zoe exclaimed. “I was so shocked when I saw the photo on the news last night. Makes you wonder if all her talk about blood and stuff was real!”


  Gibbs pounced on the opening. Green would have been proud. “What did she say? Anything that could help in the investigation?”


  “Oh, it was mostly word salad,”Jessica interjected. “Gibberish. Blood, Lucifer, radio waves orbiting the earth.”


  “She seemed really upset,” Zoe said. “And no wonder, if the poor thing witnessed that murder. She kept hugging herself and shaking her head. Almost like she was trying to wipe out the memory.”


  Jessica frowned. “I don’t think we should read anything into all that. She was extremely delusional. I was amazed when they let her go yesterday.”


  “She wasn’t ready?” Gibbs asked.


  “Absolutely not. She was just beginning to respond to her meds. She needed a stable, stress-free environment for quite some time yet.”


  “But we’re just nurses,” Zoe piped in, flashing Gibbs a smile full of wires.


  “She was signed out into the care of her father, right?” Gibbs asked. “She wasn’t just let free.”


  “Technically yes,” Zoe said. “But nothing stops her from walking out on her father the minute she gets home. She’s done it before.”


  “I don’t think he’ll let her,” Jessica said. “He seemed pretty determined yesterday.”


  Gibbs thought of the steely-eyed stare in Patrick O’Malley’s photos. He doubted anyone crossed the man without a serious fight. “Just for the record, can you describe the man who signed her out?”


  Jessica rattled off a clear, concise description that fit O’Malley perfectly, right down to the pale grey eyes. Gibbs showed them the photo, and both confirmed his identity without a second’s doubt.


  “Those eyes unnerved me,” Zoe said.


  “But you could tell he cared about her,” Jessica countered. “He visited her every day, met with staff, brought her some nice comfy clothes from home. She’d arrived with nothing but—” Jessica broke off.


  “Skank clothes,” Zoe supplied. Jessica frowned. “Well, what else would you call six-inch heels and jeans so tight they—”


  “We shouldn’t be talking about this,” Jessica said. “She’s a patient.”


  Zoe flushed and looked about to crawl into a hole. Gibbs hunted about for a way to keep them talking. At least he hadn’t taken a note. Hadn’t even taken out his notebook, another technique Inspector Green had taught him. “So you feel confident that her father will take good care of her in her own home?”


  “Oh, yes, he assured the doctor of that,” Jessica said. “I overheard his conversation with her treating psychiatrist. Old friends, it sounded like. He told the father to pick up the phone and call him directly if he needed to.”


  “We never met the mother, though,” Zoe added. “She never once came to visit, so I don’t know how supportive—”


  Jessica cut her off. “I’m sure everything will be fine. But if you want to talk to Caitlin...” she drew herself up and seemed to recover the full force of her professionalism, “would you wait a few days? She’s very fragile. Even in the most loving, supportive home environment, she may find the trauma of that evening too stressful to relive.”


  Gibbs was feeling very pleased with himself as he thanked the nurses and ducked back into the elevator without so much as a glimpse of the nurse in charge. He knew he had pried more personal information out of them than they ever should have revealed. He went back to his car. Time to report his news to Inspector Green, and then... On to Sue Peters.


  His phone rang before he could dial out. To his dismay, it was Sergeant Levesque, sounding fuzzy, as if she’d just woken up. “Anything important on the search for Caitlin O’Malley so far, Bob?”


  Gibbs hesitated. He hated squad room politics, because somehow they always managed to bite him in the ass. While he searched for a safe answer, she added, “I see that Inspector Green ordered surveillance on her father’s house last night.”


  “Yes, ma’am, and he asked me to follow up with—”


  “I know, the nurses at the hospital. What did you find?”


  Gibbs relaxed fractionally. At least Inspector Green had kept her informed, rather than doing his usual end run. He summarized his interview with the nurses.


  “So our witness is probably safe and sound at her parents’ home.” She paused. “Did Inspector Green ask you to do anything else this morning?”


  “Background on David Rosenthal. I was going to ask Detective Peters to help. Is that all right with you, ma’am?”


  “That’s fine. Go ahead with that, and leave this hospital information with me. I’ll pass it on to Inspector Green when I speak with him.”


  Her voice cut like a whip now, like she’d woken up in a hurry. Gibbs was more than happy to step out of the line of fire between her and Green. After a totally unnecessary apology, for which he privately cursed himself, he hung up and set off for Sue Peters’ apartment. Breakfast with Sue followed by a leisurely drive back to the station and a morning spent in companionable silence tracking David Rosenthal through cyberspace. That was the police work he loved.


  He and Sue had just arrived in the squad room an hour later, however, when his phone buzzed. It was Collins, the detective sergeant on duty. “Got a man. Down in the lobby. To see you.” He spoke like a train jolting along a rusty track. “Cabbie, called in earlier about your mystery ID. Sounded important. Told him to come on in.”


  “Did you notify Sergeant Levesque?”


  “No. Knew you were on.”


  More squad room politics. Gibbs glanced at Sue and hauled himself tall. Before getting all worked up about who should know what, maybe he should hear what the cabbie’s important news was.


  Hamid Farahani’s dark eyes danced with curiosity as Gibbs ushered him into the squad room. He reminded Gibbs of a spider monkey he’d seen once on the Nature Channel, all scrawny limbs and tufts of black hair. He talked so fast that Gibbs struggled to understand his guttural Middle Eastern accent. Slowly he learned that Farahani drove a taxi for Blueline, but only at night, to supplement his income while he tried to expand his small shwarma take-out shop into a viable restaurant. In this economy, probably not the best idea, but... Farahani raised his spider arms expressively.


  Gibbs finally saw an opening. “You phoned the police because you recognized the woman in the photo?”


  Farahani’s head bobbed. “I want to do my civic duty.” A pause. “But I’m wondering, is there some money for this?”


  “If your story checks out, I’ll have to ask—”


  The man held up his hand. “I do my duty anyway. I only ask because, well, I am trying to start my business, and on CSI....”


  “I understand, sir. Why don’t you start by telling me how you recognize this woman.” He laid the photo line-up Sullivan had prepared on his desk. Because the pawn shop photo had been splashed all over the news, he had removed it and substituted Caitlin’s graduation photo. “Just to confirm, point out the woman you picked up.”


  Farahani looked at all the photos, a deep furrow working its way into his brow. “She is not here. That photo is not here.”


  “But do you recognize the woman in any of these photos?”


  The long spidery fingers hovered over the photos, pausing a long time over the graduation photo before picking it up. “This one, possibly. She looked very different that night in my cab.”


  Gibbs made some notes and packed away the photos. “When did you see her, and where?”


  “Last Saturday night, the night that man was killed. I’m sorry, I didn’t see a connection before, because I picked her up in Vanier, more than a kilometre away. I thought she was a working girl. She dressed like a hooker, so I thought she was working Montreal Road. The girls along that strip, they are everywhere. Used to be even worse. All the side streets, all the alleys. You can’t believe what I was seeing. Friday and Saturday nights, men call me all the way from Kanata and Nepean. Where are they going to find girls on the streets out there? It’s all behind fancy glass doors, booked by cellphone. But down here in the city, if you don’t want a trail...”


  Farahani looked pleased with himself, like he was acting as guide to a dangerous but titillating world. Gibbs could sense Sue Peters grinning. Time to bring the man back to earth. “Did this woman phone for a cab?”


  “No, no, I see her. She is walking along Montreal Road, holding herself like this.” He jumped up and gripped his stomach as he hobbled across the room. “Like she was hurt. It is dangerous that time in the night.”


  “What time was this?”


  “3:20 a.m., sir. I check my log today.”


  “And what direction was she walking?”


  “East, to St. Laurent Boulevard.”


  And ultimately towards Rothwell Heights, Gibbs thought, although it would be a really long walk. “What did you do?”


  “I stop. First I slow down. I was worried. A young woman alone on the street at that hour and dressed in nothing, only a black bra and jeans. I asked her where is she going, and she said she is walking home. I offered her a lift.” Farahani paused. He looked nervous. “I have two daughters, younger, but I hope if ever they are in trouble...”


  “And she accepted the lift?”


  “When she got in the back, I see she is very upset, making no sense, and her jeans are...” He makes a gesture towards his crotch. “I see some blood there. I asked what happened, but she only shakes her head. I want to take her to hospital, but she says no, just take me home.”


  “What address did she give you?”


  Farahani looked at his notes. “1714 Montreal Road. Near Blair Road in Beacon Hill. Much too far walking.” He waved his hands to signal distance. “She has no money, but I say it doesn’t matter. I get her home safe.”


  Gibbs recorded the address then carefully closed his notebook. All the time he was thanking the man and escorting him back downstairs, he was thinking ahead. Caitlin had been captured on video on Rideau Street an hour earlier, at 2:10 a.m. What had happened during that hour, and why had the woman walked over a kilometre from the site of the murder? Had she been sexually assaulted, and even if she had, what did it have to do with the murder of Sam Rosenthal?


  The minute he was back in the squad room, he picked up the telephone. Inspector Green needed to know this.


  Green propped his notebook against his steering wheel and jotted notes as Gibbs reported his interview with the cabbie. He frowned as he wrote down the address. “That’s not Patrick O’Malley’s address.”


  “No, sir. It’s a townhouse unit in a large, low-rent complex. Sue Peters is looking it up now to see who owns it. But I think it’s a red herring, sir.”


  “How so?”


  “It’s just across the street from the back of the neighbourhood where her father lives. I think she didn’t want the cabbie to know where she lived, so she had him drop her on a main street nearby. Maybe she didn’t want to draw attention to herself by pulling up outside her father’s place in a cab at three thirty in the morning either.”


  Green pictured the quiet street, at that hour almost certainly asleep. Nonetheless, there might be some nosy insomniac peeking out the curtains to see what shenanigans the O’Malley family was up to at that hour. Given Caitlin’s erratic history and her mother’s drinking, he imagined the gossip had been fairly fierce over the years.


  “What about the nurses, Bob? Did you get the father’s photo over to the hospital?”


  There was a pause. “Oh, yes, sir. I’m sorry, sir. I—I reported in to Sergeant Levesque. She s-said she would tell you.”


  Green squinted through the windshield as he wrestled his temper under control. This was not Gibbs’ battle.


  “I’m sure she’ll call,” Gibbs rushed on to fill the silence. “She was at home, sounded like she just woke up. Or something.”


  Despite his annoyance, Green had to smile. He could almost hear the young detective’s embarrassment through the phone line. From the sound of it, Levesque had managed a successful dinner date after all.


  His annoyance dissipated entirely as Gibbs’ described his visit to the hospital. With his gentle manner, the kid was developing quite a talent for drawing people out. But in the midst of all the concern about Caitlin’s fragile mental health, no one had asked the very crucial question—why now? Why had Patrick O’Malley suddenly shown up at the hospital that afternoon and insisted on taking his daughter home? Insisted to the point of interrupting her psychiatrist in the middle of his weekend off. What had sent him into a panic? The photo of his daughter released to the media that afternoon?


  “The nurses were pretty surprised she’d been discharged,” Gibbs was saying. “She’s still very ill, they said, and they asked if we could hold off interviewing her for awhile.”


  Green peered at his watch. It was edging towards midday. Sharon was going to sue for divorce, if she didn’t murder him outright. He’d promised to take Tony and his new kindergarten buddy bicycling on their brand new two-wheelers today. And to tackle the yard. There were two massive maples and an oak in the backyard, and if he ignored nature much longer, the house might totally disappear under their leaves.


  “Not possible. But it’s Patrick O’Malley I really want to talk to right now. As soon as Sergeant Levesque shows up at the station, have her give me a call.”


  Twenty-Four

  



  Green leaned on his rake and stared at the back yard with dismay. After an hour, six bags brimming with leaves were already lined up at the curb, but the yard looked untouched. The task was not helped, of course, by the enthusiastic contribution of Tony, his friend, and Modo, who were making a game of jumping in the leaf pile. It was amazing what havoc two little boys and one huge dog could create.


  From inside the house, he heard the distant ringing of the phone. A moment later, Sharon emerged, pouting darkly. She surveyed the leaf-strewn chaos wordlessly before she handed him the phone. About time, he thought, tossing the rake aside. No one should get to spend the whole day in bed.


  To his surprise, the dessicated voice of Lyle Cunningham came through the phone. “Gibbs said I should call you. He thought you’d want to know right away that we’ve got two interesting results back about Rosenthal’s cane. First, the tissue and blood on the tip of it. Levesque wanted me to expedite that analysis, so I rode the RCMP lab hard. They can’t give me DNA yet—that’ll be another few weeks—but they did do some tissue typing for starters, so we could focus our inquiries. The good news—the blood is Type B negative.”


  Green’s excitement jumped. Type B negative was rare and could go a long way to eliminating suspects quickly.


  “The bad news,” Cunningham continued before Green could muster a comment, “is that none of your four suspects, including Omar Adams and Nadif Hassan, are Type B. However, your victim is.”


  “So he was hit with his own cane?” Green pictured the blows to the head, which according to MacPhail were caused by a long cylindrical instrument. “Could it have been the murder weapon?”


  “I highly doubt it. You could hit someone hard enough to stun them or knock them down, especially a frail old man, but I can’t see the cane having the strength to break the skull without snapping in two itself.”


  Green agreed. “But let’s run it by Dr. MacPhail for confirmation.”


  “I will tomorrow. Especially in light of my other finding.” Even the normally deadpan Cunningham sounded excited. “When I realized someone else had wielded the cane to strike Dr. Rosenthal, I took another very careful look at the handle and the shaft. I had checked it for prints before, but I should have been more thorough. My mistake.”


  Green struggled to hear over Modo’s barking and Tony’s shrieks of glee. He edged into the house, bringing a cascade of leaves with him. “What? You found a print?”


  “The cane is covered in latents, mostly unusable. But I did find a partial on the shaft under the handle. Right index finger. If you’re gripping the cane in your right hand in order to swing it, your right index finger would press pretty hard on the wood in exactly that spot.”


  Green’s disappointment vanished. “A partial? Enough for a match?”


  “Yes, indeed.” Cunningham chuckled. “A gift-wrapped present for the lovely Sergeant Levesque. Omar Adams.”


  Omar Adams was sitting on the floor of the bathroom, propped against the bathtub. The morning’s Ottawa Citizen was spread out on the tiles in front of him. Since the police had searched the house and pulled him in for interrogation, his father had been buying every newspaper in the city, including the French Le Droit and tuning into the radio news every hour. Omar found the reporting terrifying. The newspapers invented what they didn’t know and created ridiculous stories out of the tiniest coincidences. He tried not to read them.


  This morning’s paper, however, caught his attention from the first page. “Police seek woman as possible witness to slaying”. The name Caitlin O’Malley meant nothing to him, but the photo jolted him. He snatched the paper from the kitchen table where his father had left it and raced upstairs with it. He chose the bathroom as the only place where he could lock the door and read in peace without the eagle eye of the old man and the peppering questions of his brothers.


  He read the article for the third time. The woman was supposed to be in hiding from known gang members. Did Nadif know anything about her? What the hell could she possibly have seen? He stared a long time at the fuzzy photo.


  He knew this woman.


  Slowly a memory drifted into focus of the woman leaning against a brick wall in the shadows off the main street. She was tall, her head bent forward talking to someone, her hair tumbling down. She wore white jeans and a fur jacket that hung open at the front. Underneath, nothing but a black lace bra.


  His heart pounded with fear. He shut his eyes, half trying to remember, half to forget. Nadif had spotted her from down the block. He’d boasted to them, his tongue flicking. As they got closer, Omar remembered shouting. Swearing. High-pitched and frightened. Nadif shouting too.


  There was someone else too. The old drunk? Someone yelling at him to stop and grabbing his arm. Stinging pain on his arms and back. Pain like he hadn’t felt in years. He remembered grabbing something smooth and round, swinging it. Flailing, tearing at flesh. Then steel flashing in the shadows. A knife?


  That’s when he’d turned around to run.


  In the bathroom, he scrambled up and flung himself over the toilet bowl just in time. Heaved until his gut ached and tears ran down his cheeks. Fuck! Had they done it? Had he been part of that? He remembered the feel of the slippery round shaft in his hand, the swoosh of it rushing through the air. He clutched his head and started to cry. Was he going to rot in jail for the rest of his life? Was he going to be raped and beaten and used like a woman in the jungle of the prison yard? He’d done nothing but defend himself. But Nadif, that murderous bastard, must have had his fucking knife.


  He stumbled to his feet, doused his face with cold water and dried his tears. Stared at himself in the mirror. I ran away, he told himself. I ran away because I’m a chicken shit coward that freaks at the sight of blood. I didn’t beat the old man’s head to a pulp.


  He opened the bathroom door and peered out. The hall was quiet. No one had heard a thing. His brothers were excitedly playing their video game and from downstairs came the drone of his parents talking. Omar slipped down the stairs and stopped in the front hall, hardly daring to breathe. His parents were in the kitchen arguing in Somali about money. He knew it was because of him. Because of the high-priced Jew lawyer his father had hired. He’d been against it, but his father said it was the smartest move. Besides them being the sharpest lawyers, it was like hiring a woman to defend you on a rape.


  He pulled on his sneakers, snatched his jacket and slipped out the front door, trying to shut it as silently as he could. He was still grounded, and his father would kill him if he caught him. Dead eyes for a week.


  It was bright and cold out. He squinted up and down the street, adjusting to the sunlight. Now that he was out here, he needed to figure out his next move. Should he ask Nadif? He shivered at the thought. Nadif scared him. Even when they hung out, Nadif scared him. He’d knifed that kid in the Rideau Centre on a dare, for no other reason than the guy made a crack about Nadif ’s girlfriend. “Hey, ho, you ever get tired of Nadif, I’ll show you what a good time really is.”


  Yusuf. That was the guy to ask. Yusuf had a scary side too, but it was mostly show. Imitating music videos and tramping around in gangsta clothes. All fucking hot air. Yusuf wanted to be Nadif, but he’d never stabbed anybody. Maybe this had freaked him out too.


  Omar started down the street towards Yusuf ’s house. It was a long walk across Rideau Street and way down through Sandy Hill almost to the Queensway, but this was one time a cellphone wasn’t enough. He had to see Yusuf ’s face.


  When he’d gone a little more than two blocks, he heard footsteps behind him. Laughter. He turned to look. Nadif was walking up the street about a block behind, cool as could be, with four of his gangster friends. Today they were all wearing the black bandannas of the Lowertown Crips.


  “Hey, Omar! Where you going?” Nadif shouted. The others flashed big grins. They walked five abreast like commandoes sweeping the streets.


  “Buy something for my mom.” He turned to continue his walk.


  “Aw.” More laughter. The five picked up their pace. “Wait up, we’ll help you.”


  Omar smelled danger. A couple of the others had their hands in their pockets. They were slouching along like they didn’t have a care in the world, but Omar knew some of them packed handguns. Nadif was a pussycat compared to them. He had called in the big muscle.


  “I’m late. Thanks, anyway!” He began to walk as fast as he could. Behind him he heard running. He risked a glance and saw they were closing the gap. Giving up the “everything’s cool” act, he began to sprint. The traffic light at Rideau Street was visible up ahead, but so far away. Could he make it? He was skinny, and he was fast, much better at running than at fighting. For once, tough guy muscle didn’t matter. He raced full tilt up the block, dodging cars, strollers and old ladies with shopping carts, expecting a bullet to zing past his head at any second.


  Behind him, footsteps thundered. Curses flew. If he could just reach Rideau Street, he could get lost in the crowds and maybe duck into a shop...


  But the sidewalks along Rideau Street were deserted. What the fuck, he thought as he hurtled down the street. Where was everybody in this useless town? At church? He thought of flagging down a car—any car—but a small voice of caution said no. If these guys were going to open fire, they wouldn’t care if there was a dozen innocent people in their way.


  He dashed across four lanes of traffic and flung himself through the doors of a delicatessen he knew was open. A Jewish delicatessen. Of all the fucking luck, he thought. Inside, he ran down the narrow aisle past the counters of deli food, ignoring the shouts of the guy behind the cash, and ducked through the doorway into the restaurant part, which was full of people and clattering with noise. He made a direct line for the bathroom. Without a second’s hesitation, he burst into the Ladies’ Room, muttered a quick sorry to the woman at the mirror and slammed himself into a bathroom stall. He pressed the bolt shut, stood up on the toilet, and listened. Prayed he wouldn’t hear footsteps, or worse, gunshots. Prayed the woman at the mirror wouldn’t rush out into the restaurant screaming “There’s a man in the bathroom!”


  Astonishingly, there was silence. He heard the soft creak of the door as the woman slipped out of the room, the murmur of voices beyond as people began to react. He strained to hear over his ragged breath, but could only make out frightened fragments. Cops, 911, gun... After an eternity, his breathing quieted and his heart slowed to a heavy thump. He groped in his pocket, dragged out his cellphone, and punched in a single digit on his speed dial.


  “Dad?” His voice quavered. Shattered. “Can you come get me?”


  As soon as Cunningham signed off, Green phoned Levesque. Enough lying around in bed, no matter how nice the company. He updated her on the Ident officer’s news and set up a meeting with her at the station to plan their next move. He gave her an hour to say goodbye to what’s-his-name and get dressed, which also gave him time to jump into the shower to wash the dirt and sweat off. Sharon was sitting on the bed waiting for him when he emerged from the shower. He dropped a quick kiss on her head as he walked by.


  “Sorry, honey, I don’t know how long I’ll be. At least I got some leaves off the ground.”


  “So Omar Adams is the guilty party after all?”


  He stopped, a pair of T-shirts in hand. He’d barely had time to process the idea. “That’s where the evidence points.”


  She shook her head in disgust. “A stupid mugging by a bunch of hyped-up punks. What a waste of a life. Are you going to arrest him?”


  “Probably. I want to get him off the streets ASAP, in case he goes after Caitlin.” He picked the cleanest shirt and pulled it on. “The kid’s an enigma. On the surface he plays a ‘peace and non-violence’ guy, but he was raised by a no-nonsense military father and an unstable, abusive mother. He doesn’t appear to be part of the local street gang, although the others are to various degrees. He can turtle in on himself and block out the outside world, and in interrogation, he claimed he didn’t remember a thing about that night. He’s either very good at hiding who he is, or he’s a seriously screwed-up kid who snapped.” He began rooting through the closet for his belt. “I’m leaning towards the latter. I’ve also got CrimIntel looking into possible jihadist connections. So far he hasn’t shown up on their radar. This kid is adrift, on the fringes of groups without belonging anywhere.” He paused, switching to his search in earnest.


  Sharon reached under a pile of clothes and pulled out his belt. “Gangs are more likely. With parents like that, he probably feels powerless, put down and victimized for things that weren’t his fault. Gangs would give him friendship, protection, excitement, a chance for payback, and most importantly, a place to belong. He’s probably struggling in the mainstream white world of school, jobs, women...”


  Green was familiar with all the social theories about the appeal of gang membership, and he knew Omar fit many of the criteria, yet his gut reaction was negative. “But the kid seems frightened of violence. He hasn’t developed a tough, ‘don’t feel anything’ attitude yet. Gangs may offer a haven, but they are still violent and predatory. They have initiation rites—”


  “Could this have been an initiation rite?”


  “Maybe. An initiation rite gone wrong.” He turned the idea over in his mind as he did up his belt. “But usually the rites are within their own criminal world—like against a rival gang—or a property crime. Omar is more the type of kid you see addicted to violent online gaming, where he can be brutal and cut people down, but it’s victimless. Virtual.”


  “That satisfies up to a point, Mike, but when it’s all imaginary, the person is still left feeling powerless and aggrieved in the real world.”


  He turned to her, excited. “That’s why the internet jihadi stuff. It’s the best of both worlds. You plot, you share fantasies of murder and revenge, you may even meet to pick targets and start preparations. But until you actually blow something up, it’s all imaginary, and the victims you fantasize about are far removed. Jihadism also gives your violence a noble cover.”


  “Is he religious?”


  Green shook his head. “CrimIntel’s looking into that too. So far we have no evidence of that. He dresses like your average gangster punk straight out of a Geto Boys hiphop album. But jihadists typically don’t come from religious backgrounds and in fact are so poorly informed about Islam that they are easy prey for manipulative radical imams.” He glanced at his watch. “Luckily all we have to do today is charge him. We’ll have lots of time to pull together the background before his day in court. And who knows, maybe with this new evidence linking him directly to the assault, he’ll crack and tell us what really happened. If he’s faking amnesia, this might scare him into flipping on his friends. And if he really is blocking it all out, the sight of the cane may open the flood gates.”


  From the downstairs hall, he heard the dim ringing of his cellphone. He contemplated not answering, but after four rings, Tony came bouncing up the stairs, shouting and brandishing the phone. “It’s for you, Daddy! She says it’s very, very important!”


  Green glanced at the ID. Levesque. “Change of plans,” she said. “Meet me outside Nate’s Deli.”


  Twenty-Five

  



  By the time Green arrived at Nate’s Deli, Rideau Street was a parking lot, and the entire block had been cordoned off by police cruisers and yellow tape. A group of civilians stood off to one side outside the cordon, being interviewed by uniformed officers. Restaurant patrons, Green surmised. Black-clad officers from the Tactical Unit blocked the entrance to the deli, and a quick scan revealed more of them positioned on the roofs and corners of surrounding buildings. A tall, ramrod straight man was arguing with the officers at the door, gesturing wildly and demanding entry. Green recognized Frank Adams.


  “He’s not dangerous!” Adams yelled. “I’m telling you, he’s scared. He called me to come get him.”


  “We’re just following procedure, sir,”the tactical commander replied in a patient monotone. “No one’s going to get hurt. First we need to ensure that everyone is evacuated from the premises, then we’ll check on your son. We have a negotiator on his way.”


  “He doesn’t need a negotiator, you id—” Adams stopped himself just short of the insult. “He’s hiding. He says five guys from the Lowertown Crips are after him. Have you bothered looking for them?”


  “There was no one fitting that description in the street when the police arrived, sir. And as you can see—”he gestured towards the motley collection of mostly pot-bellied, middle-aged patrons, “no one among the restaurant customers either.”


  “Then let me in to talk to him. I promise I’ll bring him out.”


  “I can’t let you do that, sir, but once the negotiator arrives—”


  “Oh, for fuck’s sake!” Adams roared. He’s going to accomplish nothing with this by-the-book crew except maybe get himself arrested, thought Green, and he pushed forward through the throng. Tactical officers moved to stop him, bristling with rifles and armour, but Green flicked open his badge. Adams saw him about twenty feet away.


  “Will you tell these cowboys that Omar is no threat!”


  Green approached calmly. “Your son is scared and cornered, Mr. Adams. That makes him unpredictable. Does he have a firearm?”


  “Fuck you guys! He’s harmless.”


  “Possibly, but this is no time for guesses. You have four firearms registered to you. Does he have access to any of them?”


  Adams looked startled. “You checked up on me?”


  Green didn’t answer, and after a moment’s thought, Adams deflated. “I keep them out at the Rifle Club. They have no place in a family home.”


  “What about knives?”


  “He doesn’t own a knife. I keep telling you, he hates violence.”


  Green held up a soothing hand. “Look, Mr. Adams, you may be right. But I also have to tell you that parents are often the last to know what their young people are up to. Does he spend time on the internet?”


  “Our computer is broken. You know that. You’ve been through my entire fucking house.”


  “At the library then, or at an internet café.”


  Adams shrugged. “Maybe to check his email and his Facebook page. He’s not an internet nut, doesn’t even play PlayStation much any more.”


  “How does he spend his time?”


  “We shouldn’t be wasting time on this now. We should be getting him out!”


  “The more time he has to calm down, the better. And the more we know about him, the better we can defuse this. His time?”


  Adams folded his arms sullenly. “He has a part-time job at the Loblaws in Vanier—the usual grunt work stocking shelves and pushing carts. He’s studying at Adult High School. I keep him busy. Less time for trouble that way.”


  “Does he attend church? Mosque?”


  Suspicion flickered across Adams’s face. Beside him, the tactical commander leaned in intently at the mention of the word “mosque”.


  “Mosque? What’s that got to do with anything?” Adams’s scowl blackened to outrage. “My boy’s not in there because he’s a Muslim terrorist! He’s got Nadif Hassan and his thugs after him, trying to kill him because he can rat them out on that murder!”


  Green hid his excitement. “He told you that?”


  “No, but I’m guessing. He was reading the paper this morning about that hooker who’s a witness? I bet Nadif is running damage control.”


  “How did Omar call you? On his cellphone?” When Adams nodded, Green raised his hands in disbelief. “Why don’t you just call him back?”


  “We did,” the tactical commander said. “The suspect is not answering his phone. Word is he may be barricaded in the Ladies’ room.”


  The Tactical Unit was simply following procedure. They had secured the perimeter, evacuated the area and were waiting to initiate communication. Green cupped his hands to the front window and peered into the now deserted restaurant. He could see no movement through the glass, but somewhere inside, a scared young man was hiding, while outside, a dozen commandos trained their rifles on the door.


  Green drew the Tac commander out of the father’s earshot. “I don’t believe this requires a negotiator. Let me go inside. I know the layout of this place, and the ladies’ bathroom is on the far side. I’ll talk to him as soon as I’m close enough for him to hear. He knows me.”


  “Sir, I can’t let you do that.”


  “There are several walls and two doors that will serve as cover.”


  “Too risky. We can’t confirm his location, his state of mind, or whether he’s armed.”


  Green looked up at the grim, expressionless face of the commander. Going strictly by procedure, the man was absolutely correct. Omar was, at this point in the murder investigation, their most credible suspect, a young man who had snapped and flown into a rage so violent that he didn’t even remember it. He was now at the end of the road, trapped between the threat of jail and the street justice of his gang friends. There was no way to know whether he was cowering in the corner of the restaurant or lying in wait with a gun.


  Yet Green could not shake the image of the bewildered and immovable young man in the interview room. A young man who not only claimed to hate violence, but, according to his father, feared it. In all the enigma this young man presented, Green felt sure of only one thing; the boy needed a lifeline. If they followed procedure instead, he would panic. Cornered by an army of black-clad officers armed to the teeth and all intent on railroading him into a murder charge, there was no telling what he might do.


  “You come with me,” Green said. “Just you, and try not to point that thing at my back. The rest of your team can follow and be ready to move up at a second’s notice, but I don’t think it will be necessary.”


  “I’m not authorizing—”


  Green pushed the rifle aside, eased open the door and slipped into the restaurant. Swing music from the forties played softly in the background, muffling their movements, and the familiar smell of smoked meat and garlic dills filled his nostrils.


  Emptiness yawned before him. Green stood inside the door, straining to hear any furtive sounds. Despite his display of confidence, his heart hammered against his ribs, and his mouth was so dry he could barely speak. He prayed he was right about this enigmatic contradiction of a boy.


  He heard nothing but muted trumpet crooning a seductive tune. Louis Armstrong, Green thought. Keeping his Glock hidden at his side, he crouched low. No point making himself a huge target.


  “Omar?” he called, his voice ricocheting around the empty room. “It’s Inspector Green. Can you hear me?”


  There was no answer. Satchmo played on.


  “I’m coming in to get you out of here. You’re safe, Nadif is gone. There’s no one outside but the police and your father.”


  Still no answer. Green crept down the aisle past the deli counter with its briskets of smoked meat and piles of latkes and white fish. He peeked around the door frame into the restaurant and peered up and down, trying to see under tables and behind booths. Nothing. He took a deep breath. Across the room on his left, in a recessed area behind an outer door, was the entrance to the Men’s and Ladies’ washrooms. If Omar was hiding inside the recess, he would be impossible to see until they opened the door.


  Behind him, the tactical officer was almost treading on his heels. Green could feel his hot breath on his neck. So far, however, the commander had not interfered. Green signalled his intention to cross the room to the far wall, which would bring him close to the recess. The commander nodded and waited, rifle trained ahead as Green hurried across the room. He pressed himself against the far wall.


  “Omar? I’m outside the bathroom. I know you’re scared, but you’re safe. Nadif can’t get to you. I promise we’ll protect you. There are lots of police out looking for Nadif, and we’ll catch him. So talk to me, Omar. I’m right here to help you.”


  Still silence. Green felt a tremor of fear in his gut. The longer Omar went without answering, the less hopeful the outcome. The boy was resisting help. What was he planning, holed up in the bathroom?


  “Once you’re out, once you’re safe, we can talk about all the rest. I want to hear the whole story, Omar. Your side. I know you’re not like Nadif. We can work this out.”


  Louis Armstrong played obliviously on through the silent room. His trumpet quavered, high and melancholy. Green pressed gently on the door, which swung open an inch without a noise. The commander rushed to Green’s side and tapped his shoulder. He slipped a small camera through the gap.


  Nothing. Inside, both men’s and women’s washroom doors were closed. Green glanced at the man. Readied his own gun questioningly. The commander signalled to the Ladies’ room, and both men flung open the door at once. They dropped down and froze just inside.


  The room was empty. Four stalls, three gaping open. The commander searched each rapidly, poking his gun inside. Empty. They both looked at the door to the fourth stall. Pressed against it. Locked.


  “Omar? You in there?”


  Silence. Not even the stifled intake of breath. Green got on his hands and knees to slip the camera under the door, praying he wouldn’t get a bullet in the face. The stall was empty.


  The tactical commander radioed his team, and they conducted a thorough search of the whole place, including the kitchen and the supply cellar. Omar was nowhere to be found, but off the kitchen, a service door was propped open by a pail to encourage a breeze. The service door opened onto the back parking lot, but right beside the door was a fire escape leading up to a series of rambling rooftops.


  “He didn’t trust you guys!” Frank Adams raged when he learned the news. “In the end, he didn’t trust you could ever keep him safe!”


  The tactical commander lambasted his team for failing to block the fire escape when they secured the perimeter, but Green suspected Omar had fled long before the team even set up. He strode through the back parking lots, trying to trace the escape route the young man had probably taken. There were drain pipes, cables, ledges and low hanging roofs, all of which would be easy routes for a young, agile fugitive who was desperate enough. Omar Adams was long gone, and it was impossible to know where.


  Levesque joined him as he stood in the back alley. “No question about his guilt now, is there, sir?”


  “Scared people run too, Marie Claire.”


  She thrust out her lower lip in a disapproving pout. “Where do you think he went?”


  “Friends? Friends of friends? Obviously he can’t rely on Nadif and his buddies to protect him.” Green mulled over the events of the day. “If he isn’t guilty, he may be trying to clear himself. Trying to find Caitlin O’Malley to find out what she saw.”


  “Or if he is guilty, to kill her,” she replied.


  He acknowledged the harsh fact reluctantly. “Good thing we have that surveillance on her father’s house.”


  Levesque said nothing, but her sudden quiet unnerved him. “What?” he asked.


  “I took the surveillance off that house this morning.”


  Green whirled on her. “What the fuck for?”


  She shrugged, her pout deepening. “When we learned it was her father who picked her up, and we got the forensics on Omar Adams—”


  “You figured it didn’t matter? That her life no longer mattered?”


  “No, sir. I didn’t consider her in danger.”


  He spun on his heel, not trusting himself to reply. Regardless of whether Omar was after her, Nadif certainly would be after this morning’s news article. Nadif was desperately running around the city covering his tracks, with the help of his gangster friends. Levesque was a dangerous fool to have put a power struggle ahead of civilian safety.


  He rounded the front of the restaurant and caught sight of the duty inspector on his radio, no doubt in complex negotiations with the Com Centre as they coordinated the city-wide search not only for Omar Adams but also for his pursuers. Green rapped on the duty inspector’s window to get the man’s attention. Inspector Doyle raised his finger irritably, signalling for him to wait. Green rapped again, then opened the door without waiting.


  “Get a unit over to 180 Rothwell Drive ASAP. We have a witness needing protection, and Omar and Nadif may be on their way there.”


  He waited to make sure the call went out then phoned the O’Malley residence. After four rings, the machine kicked in. Green called again, but still no one picked up. Not in, or screening calls from the Ottawa Police? He left a message urging caution and suggesting they vacate the premises for a few hours.


  Afterwards he grabbed Levesque’s elbow. “We’re not done with this,”he snapped. “But for now, let’s get out to the O’Malley house. I’ve got some questions for Mr. O’Malley anyway.”


  Rothwell Drive was still deserted when they rounded the curve into view of the house. So much for the ASAP part of my order, Green thought. Fortunately there was no sign of Nadif or his threatening pals either. Five black males with bandannas would face a tough challenge trying to sneak up on the house in any case. Diversity was hardly one of the neighbourhood’s strong points.


  Like its neighbours, the O’Malley house looked sleek and serene, the curtains drawn, the garage door closed, and the silver sports car sitting alone in the drive. Either the SUV and the Lincoln Town Car were in the garage, or the family was away. This time he directed Levesque to park diagonally behind the sports car to block an unexpected exit. Then he told her to go around to cover the back door.


  She didn’t budge. “Aren’t we going to wait for the uniforms?”


  “I’m not expecting the family to come out shooting,” he retorted, his temper still raw. Did the damn woman have to question every simple order?


  She shrugged and started down the flagstone path to the back. Inside he heard a heavy thump and the muffled, furious yapping of a dog. At least someone was home. He pressed the bell and listened as the dog yapping crescendoed and footsteps thudded down the upstairs. Came close to the front door then receded. It sounded like a lot of footsteps for just one person. Green felt a prickle of alarm.


  From the back, he heard a crash, shouts and a scream. He tore around the side of the house, wrestling his gun from its holster. Levesque was sprawled on her stomach beside the French doors which gaped ajar onto the patio, their glass shattered. Blood stained her blond hair and oozed onto the flagstones.


  At the rear of the yard, disappearing over the ornamental black fence, was a young man in baggy pants and massive shoes which snagged on the fence post, sending him plunging head first on the other side. Green raced to the fence, but by the time he reached it, the man had disappeared. Behind the O’Malley house was nothing but a thickly wooded ravine, tipped orange and yellow in the autumn sun.


  Green whipped out his cellphone as he flung himself down at Levesque’s side. Not again, not again, this can’t be happening! All because of my goddamn temper!


  The young woman was stirring. She moaned as she reached up to touch her head. “Don’t move,” he whispered and snapped out information to the 911 operator. “Officer down, send ambulance and police back-up. At least one suspect fleeing northeast on foot. Set up roadblocks in and out of the neighbourhood and send search teams including K-9 to the wooded ravine backing on Rothwell Drive.”


  “What’s the status of the downed officer?” the dispatcher demanded.


  Levesque was struggling to sit up, staring in disbelief at the blood on her hands. Conscious, all extremities moving, he reported with relief. He stripped off his jacket and tried to wrap it around her, but she shoved it off.


  “I’m sorry, Marie Claire. You were right, we should have waited. Can you give us a description?”


  “Tall, black, late teens or early twenties.” Her teeth chattered. “Wearing the Lowertown Crips colours.”


  “Omar or Nadif?”


  She gestured to her face. “He had a bandanna over his face. He rushed the door. There was maybe more than one of them, I don’t remember. Ah maudit, ça fait mal!”


  “The ambulance and patrols are on their way, Inspector,” the dispatcher said. “What are the officer’s injuries?”


  “She’s bleeding from the head, but responsive and coherent.”


  “I’m fine!” Levesque snapped. “A little hit on the head, that’s all.”


  “Green!” bellowed the deep, throaty voice of the duty inspector over the phone. “What the fuck’s going on!”


  “We arrived at the home of that potential witness and surprised an intruder. Perhaps more than one...” Green’s voice trailed off as he stared through the open door into the quiet house. Even the dog had fallen silent. His heart rose in his throat. What had happened to the O’Malleys?


  “Armed?” Doyle snapped.


  Green wrenched his gaze from the interior and repeated the question to Levesque. She nodded. “He hit me with a pistol butt.”


  Green felt a wave of nausea. How close he had come to losing an officer yet again, all because of his impatience! Doyle was talking again, peppering him with questions about the neighbourhood and the suspects. In the distance, sirens began to wail. Still no sound emerged from the house.


  “Listen, Doyle,” he said. “Dispatch another ambulance to the house. I don’t know what’s happened yet, but I’m getting a bad feeling.”


  He heard a siren shriek down the street and come to a stop. Squeezing Levesque’s hand, he rushed around to intercept the responders, two young constables in a cruiser. Leading them to the back of the house, he found Levesque struggling to her feet, propping herself unsteadily against the wall. He ordered her to sit down again and motioned to one of the constables to stay with her.


  Gesturing to the other to follow him, he withdrew his Glock again and pointed through the French doors into the house. Levesque’s eyes widened. “Sir!” she whispered hoarsely. “It’s too dangerous. Someone may still be hiding inside.”


  “Possibly. But there may be injured parties in there as well. As soon as back-up comes, send them in. But we can’t wait.”


  With a bravado he didn’t feel, he stepped inside. The room was designed for comfort, with thick broadloom and huge, overstuffed recliners grouped around a sleek black fireplace. A high definition TV covered almost half the opposite wall, and bookshelves lined the other three walls. The room was empty. He and the constable hurried across, their footsteps muffled by the deep pile. On one side of the entertainment room was a study lined with leatherbound legal volumes, and on the other a granite and stainless steel kitchen. The kitchen was cluttered with pots on the stove and plates of salad on the counter, as if the family had been surprised in the middle of lunch.


  Green felt goosebumps down his arms. He stood in the hallway trying to listen. The dog had resumed its frantic barking from somewhere upstairs. The intruders must have locked it up, Green realized, which showed a modicum of restraint. Some gangsters would simply have shot it dead.


  Through the kitchen window, he saw the paramedics arrive, and soon two more constables joined the search of the house. Green directed the newcomers into the basement while he and the first constable continued on the main floor. Living room, dining room, both glossy hardwood and sleek leather. Both empty. There were cushions on the floor, and newspapers scattered casually on the tables, but no signs of struggle. Oil paintings hung undisturbed on the walls and the fine china and silverware in the glass cabinets had not been touched. The hall closets bulged with fur and leather coats.


  Whatever the intruders were after, they had paid no attention to the commercial riches at their fingertips.


  On the carpet at the base of the spiral staircase, Green detected the first real sign of trouble—a small, reddish brown smear clinging to the rich cream fibres. Green sucked in his breath. He pulled some neoprene gloves from his pocket and gestured to the constable to follow suit as they crept up the stairs. More stains at the top and a long smear along the wall, barely visible against the antique plum paint.


  On the landing at the top of the stairs, they confronted the entrances to four bedrooms and a closed door, behind which the dog was scratching and whining. Green left the dog where it was as they rapidly checked each room. The first was a neat bedroom all sunny yellow, the second an all-purpose room in complete disarray. A sewing table, an artist’s easel, open jars of paint and scraps of fabric all over the floor.


  The third bedroom was also in chaos. Painted soft pink, it was almost entirely papered in photos from magazines, many curled and yellowed with age. Not the posters of rock stars and punk heroes that decorated Hannah’s room, but photos of planets, moon phases and stellar constellations. The bed was unmade and strewn with papers. Clothes, shoes and books littered the hardwood floor. The closet door gaped open, revealing more boxes of files half emptied on the floor. Was the occupant simply messy, or had someone been searching for something?


  The final bedroom was set apart at the end of the hall. A crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling over the double entry doors which were ajar, revealing a Persian carpet also strewn with clothes. In the gloom of the shuttered windows, only the foot of the massive, frilly bed was visible. At the last second, he hesitated before pushing open the door. This is how cops got shot, by blundering into an unknown situation unprepared. All his instincts screamed danger, yet could they afford to wait? He signalled to the constable, and placed his hand on the door. Inched it open. From within, nothing but silence. Stillness. A familiar smell wafted through the gap. His gut tightened as he steeled himself for the sight.


  The woman was lying on the floor by the bed, half underneath as if she’d been trying to get away. Her head was thrown back in a paroxysm of horror, her lips curled back over her teeth and her eyes, already clouding over, bulged. Her chest was a mass of blood that had pooled beneath her and spread red through the brilliant jewel tones of the Persian carpet.


  Green raced over to check the woman and sagged against the bed in shock. Not what he was expecting, but no less a tragedy. In their brutal quest to silence Caitlin O’Malley, the Lowertown Crips had murdered her mother. A woman with long brown hair and a delicate, heart-shaped face, who looked young enough in a poor light, or a fuzzy photo, to pass for her daughter.


  Twenty-Six

  



  Within an hour, every available police officer had been recalled to duty. The com centre crackled with activity as search teams were dispatched to comb every inch of terrain between Lowertown and Rothwell Heights. Omar, Nadif and all the members of the Lowertown Crips were in their sights. Informants were squeezed, gang associates questioned and all affiliated gang hideouts were raided. In Rothwell Heights, officers canvassed every neighbour within blocks. The media dogged their every move in what had become an international crime drama.


  Throughout it all, Green worried most about what had become of Patrick and Caitlin O’Malley. Had they witnessed the mother’s murder and somehow escaped with their lives? Surely if Patrick O’Malley were alive, he would contact the police. The longer the silence, the greater Green’s sense of foreboding. Nonetheless he tried to maintain his optimism as he raced to keep up with the reports flying in from all quarters. Lou Paquette and his Ident team had sealed off the entire O’Malley house, and Green had set up a temporary command post in the neighbour’s house while he waited for the official white truck. Levesque had been treated at the scene but had refused the paramedics’ recommendation of a check-up at the hospital. Instead she sat in the neighbour’s kitchen with a huge white bandage around her head.


  The break came at 4:17 p.m. in the form of a triumphant call from a patrol officer in Vanier that five young black males had been spotted washing themselves in the Rideau River. At the cruiser’s approach, the group had scattered along the bike path, but after radioing for back-up the officer had kept one of them in her sights with the help of local dog walkers.


  Nadif was finally cornered by three uniformed teams converging on the park from opposite directions. He had contemplated his only means of escape, the shallow, fast-moving river, and had surrendered without a fight. Two of his accomplices were apprehended a few minutes later running through a back street of Vanier. Green ordered them all stripped and every scrap of clothing handed over to Ident, then had them all placed in different interview rooms to wait for him. Under other circumstances, he would have preferred to let them stew in the cell block for awhile, perhaps even overnight, to give Ident time to provide some ammunition for the interrogation. But today there was not that luxury. Not with Patrick O’Malley and his daughter missing and Omar still on the loose.


  On the way back to the station, Green drove while Levesque furtively massaged her temples. “I want you checked out at the hospital,” Green said.


  She closed her eyes. “I’m fine! Do you think I would miss this moment, when we finally crack this case wide open, just because of a little headache?”


  “All the same, Marie Claire,” he said gently, “you’re in no shape to conduct an interrogation.”


  “I just want to be there, okay? You can do the questioning, but I want to sit in. It’s my first case, sir! And if I hadn’t removed the surveillance—” She broke off.


  He glanced across at her. Her eyes were glassy and her cheeks flushed, whether from pain, shock or self-recrimination, he didn’t know. But he understood what this apprehension meant to her.


  “Afterwards,” he said, “I’m driving you to emerg personally.”


  “Afterwards you can buy me a stiff drink.”


  He laughed, the first moment of levity since the horrific discovery of Annabeth O’Malley’s body. Marie Claire wasn’t the only one wrestling with regrets. Green’s gut was tight with a dread he barely dared to acknowledge. A dread that had been lurking since his first glimpse of the blood on the stairs.


  What if Levesque was right? What if Omar was the killer, and he had released a killer back onto the streets? Had Green misread the man so badly that it had cost at least one woman, perhaps more, her life?


  At the station he shoved the doubts from his mind and assigned teams to interview the two accomplices while he prepared to face down Nadif himself. As he gathered his props for the interview, he gave Levesque time to change her blood-stained jacket and wash up. The second floor was abuzz with officers and civilian employees hunched over phones and computers, tracking the investigation.


  Even dressed in cellblock-issue white scrubs with paper slippers on his feet, Nadif still presented a handsome figure.


  His eyes were dark with apprehension, but he kept his flawless features expressionless as he watched Green and Levesque sit down. Green dictated the preliminaries for the tape and embarked on the requisite caution. Before he was even halfway through it, Nadif interrupted.


  “I want to talk to my lawyer.”


  Without a word, Green handed him the phone. Not surprisingly, the young man dialled the number from memory, then rolled his eyes while it rang. Green heard the voicemail kick in and Nadif cursed. He left a terse message asking the man to come to the station, then hung up.


  Green smiled at him sympathetically. “Sunday afternoon. Bad time for lawyers. You could be waiting a long time.”


  Nadif shrugged. “I got time.”


  “True. Or...” Green laid his file folder on the table. “We could clear up a few things while we’re waiting. You see, two of your buddies are down the hall talking to my colleagues. You might want to get your story in before they pin it all on you. Things won’t look so rosy when you’re staring down twenty-five years to life.”


  “No crime in playing in the river.”


  “Mrs. O’Malley’s murder was a messy one. You know what that means? Lots of interesting bits of evidence for our Ident team to discover. And believe me, they will. They’ll be there for days going over every carpet fibre and speck of blood. And what do you think they’ll find on your clothes? On the soles of your shoes? I heard you running through their house. One fibre from their carpet in the treads of your sneakers, and you’re toast, Nadif.”


  “I don’t even know who this Mrs. O’Malley is. I was in the park with my friends.”


  “The mother of the prostitute you guys assaulted last weekend. You killed the wrong person, buddy.”


  A spasm of surprise crossed Nadif’s face, but he said nothing.


  “You’re piling them up, Nadif.” Green took out a sheaf of photos and laid the one of Caitlin on the table. “Sexual assault of Caitlin O’Malley...” He laid three photos of Sam Rosenthal’s bloodied body alongside it, including a close-up of his battered head. “Murder of the old man who came to her aid. Murder committed in the course of a criminal act is an automatic first degree. Assaulting a police officer, breaking and entering...” He laid down two photos of Annabeth O’Malley’s body. “Another first degree murder charge.”


  “You got nothing on me, or you’d be charging me.”


  “Patience, Nadif. Forensics takes time. Let’s start with the original murder. We just got the results back today on the old man’s cane. We have blood on the tip and fingerprints on the shaft.” He added Ident’s enlarged photos of the cane to the line-up. “But we know you didn’t act alone. We know your friends Yusuf and Omar were involved. With your previous record and your age, you’re facing the most serious prison time, but if you cooperate—”


  “I’m not ratting!”


  “If you cooperate first, that’s going to show the judge you’re remorseful. I know this didn’t start off as a murder, Nadif. I know you just wanted to get laid, but she turned you down. Who knows why, that’s what she was there for, right? Maybe it was because she didn’t want a foursome, or because you were black. Whatever, she told you to get lost, and things got ugly. When the old man Rosenthal showed up, they got out of control. He was fighting you, you grabbed his cane to stop him, you hit him back...”


  Surprise and fear flitted across Nadif’s face as the scenario unfolded. Finally he burst in to stop the barrage. “Like I said, it wasn’t me. You got me mixed up with some other black dude.”


  Green shrugged. “And like I said, I’m just giving you the first chance to cooperate, because you’re in the deepest. Do you think your buddies down the hall will keep you out of it? Or Yusuf? How about Omar Adams? Omar’s scared to death, you know he’s never been in trouble before. How long before he cracks and tells us the whole story? Only he’s going to paint himself in the best light. He’s going to say it was your idea to proposition the hooker, you who got mad and grabbed her—”


  “We didn’t proposition no hooker! We didn’t lay a finger on her!”


  “But you saw her. You talked to her.”


  Nadif whipped his head back and forth.


  “We have a witness who heard her telling you to leave her alone.”


  The young man was staring at the bloody photo of Rosenthal as if mesmerized. “This is fucked.”


  “What’s fucked?”


  “It didn’t go down like that.”


  “Then how did it go down?”


  Resolutely, Nadif said nothing.


  Green shuffled the photos. “This is your chance, Nadif. Because the others are going to say it was you who grabbed the old man’s cane, you who smashed him over the head—”


  “That wasn’t me, that was fucking Omar!”


  The words reverberated around the room. Nadif froze. Green leaned and tapped the close-up of Rosenthal’s head. “Omar did this?”


  A convulsive swallow. “He went berserk! He smashed the guy till he went down.”


  “And what did the rest of you do?”


  “Nothing.”


  “The man’s head was a pulp, Nadif. A cane can’t do that.”


  “We didn’t do nothing! Maybe Yusuf landed a couple of kicks, I don’t remember. But we didn’t kill him. He didn’t—” Nadif stabbed at the close-up, his lips trembling, “he didn’t look like that.”


  “So when did you steal his stuff? Before or after you kicked his head in?”


  Nadif said nothing. His eyes were wide as he stared at the close-up.


  “Come on, you took his shoes.”


  “Omar took his watch!”


  “We found no watch in our search of his house.”


  “Then he got rid of it. But he yanked it off his wrist. The dude was batshit crazy, I tell you!”


  “But after Rosenthal was down on the ground, you took off his shoes and his rings. Stole the sleeping bag off a homeless man—”


  Nadif jerked back as if slapped. “What?”


  “He was wrapped in a sleeping bag.”


  “We didn’t do that!” The young man whipped his head back and forth. “Something’s fucked here. That picture ain’t right. He must have crawled over there, because we didn’t leave him there.”


  “But you did beat him up, steal his shoes, watch, rings, and the chain around his neck.”


  “Omar ripped that off. Called the guy a fucking Jew.” Nadif held up his hand. “I got nothing against Jews, but like I said, Omar was apeshit. Started whacking away at the guy. Freaked himself right out and took off like a cannonball after that.” Too late, Nadif froze.


  The words hung in the air. Green leaned in. “Let me get this straight. Omar took off before the rest of you did?”


  Nadif shrugged, as if it were a minor detail.


  “What was the woman doing all this time?”


  “Nothing. I think she took off. She got us into this fucking mess, and then she takes off.”


  “But you knew she was a witness. You knew she could finger you. That’s why you went to her house.”


  “Like I said, I think she ran off when the trouble started.”


  “But you had to be sure, so you went looking for her.”


  “I had nothing to do with that.”


  “Come on, Nadif, things are closing in on you. The hooker has been identified, and you knew it was a matter of time before Omar cracked. That’s why you went looking for him this morning.”


  “He’s my friend!”


  “And when he ran away, you chased him.”


  “He’s my friend,” Nadif repeated. “I just wanted to talk to him.”


  “Uh-huh. To make sure he kept his mouth shut about the hooker.”


  Nadif shrugged. He was sitting with his arms crossed, half turned from the table as if avoiding the sight of the photos laid out on it.


  “And when you couldn’t get to him, you went after her.” He laid out some preliminary photos that Ident had taken of fibres, fingerprints and blood stains in the O’Malley house, including one on the frame of the French patio door. “Forensics is going to place you at the scene, Nadif. The poor woman was killed in her own bedroom.”


  “I didn’t do that. Maybe we did beat the old guy up a bit, defending ourselves, but—” He pointed to the old man’s battered body. “I didn’t do that either.” He sat back, his eyes shut and his arms falling limp at his sides. Green recognized defeat. He leaned in.


  “If you didn’t, then save yourself. Tell me what did happen with the old man.”


  Nadif sighed. He wagged his head slowly. When he finally spoke, his voice was a monotone. “He had it coming. He was the one hassling that bitch. We just went in to help, and he turned on us. When he went down, we stole a couple of things off him, and we took off. He was alive. Moaning, even. But who was going to believe us, eh? Four black homeys up against some fancy old Jewish doctor with a cane? Who’s going to believe he’d go after a whore? I knew we didn’t kill him, but you guys were busy stacking the deck, so I figured we had to find her. See if she knew what happened. That’s why we were at her house. We went in the back way, because who’s gonna let four black dudes in if we ring the bell all polite like. We thought there was nobody home, but the dog was going ballistic, and we were afraid it might bite us. Lucky it was stuck in the bathroom. We were checking out the place—”


  “Lots of nice stuff to steal?”


  He flicked his gaze at Green but didn’t deny it. Instead he gripped the table as if to steady himself. “We were just looking around, to make sure she wasn’t asleep, like, and we opened the door and went in the bedroom. She was already there, on the floor.” He stabbed his finger on the photograph. “Just like that.”


  “Already dead?”


  He shook his head sharply. “Don’t know. Just then the doorbell rang, and one of the guys said ‘Cops’, and we knew we had to get out of there. I mean...” He opened his large, dark eyes wide and stared at Green. “Were you going to believe us? That we walked in and the lady’s already dead, and some other killer is walking around out there holding all the cards?”


  Green held his gaze for a good ten seconds. Was this a premiere performance, or the truth?


  “Who, Nadif?”


  Nadif shrugged. “If I knew, I’d be giving him to you, wrapped up in a bow.”


  “The night you beat up Rosenthal, did you see anyone else around?”


  “Just an old drunk down the street, but he was passed out cold.”


  “What about today, when you arrived at the O’Malley house? Did you see anyone around?”


  “We came in the back, over the fence. The place was dead.” Nadif ’s jaw twitched in a grimace. “Quiet.”


  “Any vehicles?”


  “Nothing. I don’t know, man! Maybe Omar came back to finish him off. Like I said, I saw a whole new side of him last Saturday night. Who knows what he’d do?”


  Levesque had lost much of her colour by the time they had wrapped up Nadif ’s interview and returned him to the cellblock. While Green remained at the interview table, sorting through impressions, she leaned her head back against the wall and closed her eyes.


  “Do you believe him, sir?”


  Green turned the question over in his mind. Nadif was a self-serving liar, manipulator and thug. There was no reason to believe him other than a niggle of doubt in Green’s gut. If Nadif had really wanted to put police off his scent and lend substance to his lie, he would have invented a mystery third suspect—someone hanging around in the shadows while Rosenthal was being attacked, or some indefinable vehicle cruising slowly past the scene.


  But if not Nadif, then who? Green’s thoughts roamed afield to other plausible suspects. Omar, who had Nadif ’s vote, was certainly high on the list, but even Nadif had let slip that he fled before the rest of them. According to Omar’s father, he was still running when he reached home that night. Furthermore, he was so impaired that he was barely upright.


  Green returned to the few inconsistencies that had surfaced in Nadif ’s testimony. If he was to be believed, after the initial assault, someone else had taken the time to beat Rosenthal as he lay moaning and drag him into the lee of a building to conceal him from the street. That person also had the presence of mind to steal Screech’s sleeping bag and wrap the body to further delay its discovery.


  Hardly the actions of a drunk, freaked out youth.


  Yet if there was a third suspect, what would have been the motive for such a crime? Not self-defence or robbery or flash rage. This was a calculated assault on a helpless man. Someone had wanted him dead.


  Green shook his head impatiently. What were the chances of the real killer stumbling upon the mugging and seizing the opportunity to finish the job? That required a ludicrous stroke of luck. How would the killer have known that Rosenthal would be on Rideau Street at that unlikely hour? How would he have known that Rosenthal would get into a dispute with a bunch of punks out for sport?


  Green pressed his fingers to his temple, trying to force his thoughts into focus. He needed a coffee. He needed Sullivan, who would have listened to his wild speculations and patiently brought the facts into line. Levesque, exhausted and physically brutalized, was no substitute.


  In his scramble to keep up with the unfolding case, Green could think of only two ways that his unlikely “third suspect” scenario could work. Either the real killer had been lying in wait on Rideau Street waiting to ambush him, or he had followed Rosenthal from his house, looking for the chance to strike unseen and disappear without a trace. Either scenario relied heavily on pure serendipity. In the first, how would the killer even know Rosenthal would show up on Rideau Street at that time and place? The second was more plausible, although the killer could not have known that the four punks would make his task so much easier.


  The obvious suspect was David Rosenthal. His whereabouts at the time of the murder were still unknown. Furthermore, his behaviour had been very odd. He had tried to remove papers from his father’s house even before touching base with the police about his father’s death, he had become incensed when he’d learned he wasn’t inheriting a penny, and most ominously he’d tried to contact Caitlin O’Malley, the one witness who might be able to identify him.


  Abruptly Green shoved his chair back and stood up. “We need to check what Sue Peters and Bob have managed to dig up on David Rosenthal.”


  Levesque didn’t move, beyond opening one eye. Green softened. “You’re going to hospital. I’ll get one of the guys to take you.”


  She shook her head gingerly, wincing at the pain. “Everyone’s busy. I just need a little sleep. I’ll join you in fifteen minutes.”


  He eyed her uneasily. Concussion was a tricky injury, invisible and often undetectable. Sleep was unwise. But before he could overrule her, she said, “I’m not going to sit in the ER for ten hours waiting to see some med student and catching every bug going around. Not when I can spend that time on the case.”


  He didn’t argue further but left her with the silent vow to check on her in ten minutes. Any sign of wooziness or slurring, and she would be off by ambulance. Back in the squad room he found Peters and Gibbs bent over their computers.


  “Any news on the searches?”


  Both heads shook in unison. Omar, Caitlin and Patrick had all dropped out of sight. Patrick’s known friends and associates had all been contacted, to no avail.


  “What have you learned about David Rosenthal?”


  Gibbs’ eyes lit. He spun away from his computer and groped through the stack of print-outs and post-its on his desk. “Lots! Customs has him entering Canada on Sept. 23 through Pearson International...”


  Green did a quick calculation and his hopes fell. “That’s three days after his father’s murder. Shortly after we contacted the FBI.”


  “Yes, sir. But he could have entered the country earlier at one of the smaller road crossings, and it didn’t get in the system.”


  Green looked dubious. “And what? He went back out again to make an official entry?”


  “Yessir.” Gibbs pawed through paper and flourished the one he wanted. “Because it looks like he’s broke. He lost millions in the global collapse last year when companies cancelled contracts. He makes cutting-edge prosthetics for injured soldiers, and he had invested up the yingyang to develop them. He’s been selling off personal assets to keep the core of his company alive. Three houses so far.”


  So Dr. David Rosenthal certainly had motive, Green thought, even though his opportunity was questionable. “Have we found him yet?”


  “No. We do know he’s been to the morgue and arranged for his father’s funeral. It’s tomorrow, out at the Jewish cemetery. But he hasn’t been at his hotel whenever we checked.”


  Green thought of the dozens of officers already deployed in the searches. One more demand, and the duty inspector would have a heart attack. “Put surveillance on the hotel,” he said. “We need to contain this guy. As long as there may still be a killer on the loose, Caitlin and even Omar are in danger. No leads at all on their whereabouts? Friends? Obscure hotels?”


  At a nearby work station, Sue Peters waved her hand excitedly. She was on the phone, jotting notes and nodding. As Green and Gibbs hurried over, she slammed the phone down and swivelled her chair triumphantly. “I think I found them! You remember that address where the cabbie dropped Caitlin off?”


  “Montreal Road?” Green asked. “Near her home?”


  “1714 Montreal Road. It’s a low-cost rental unit. I checked all the tenants, there and nearby. Nada. Students, new immigrants, single moms. The usual.”


  Green’s eyes narrowed. “Who owns it?”


  Peters grinned. “I thought of that, but no cigar. It’s a property development firm. But! On a Google Earth search, I saw there’s another house right beside it. 1710 Montreal Road. It’s a little post-war bungalow slated for demolition and in the middle of a zoning dispute. It’s listed as empty and water and hydro are disconnected. But guess who owns it?”


  “Patrick O’Malley?”


  “Bingo. And what’s more, I was just talking to one of the tenants at 1714 who remembers the last occupants. Newlyweds named Caitlin and Adrian.”


  Green sucked in his breath. “Take me home,” Caitlin had told the cabbie that night, and this must have been what she meant. Not her father’s place but the home she’d shared, however briefly, with the man she’d loved. If Patrick had brought her there after her discharge from hospital, that would explain why the mother knew nothing about it.


  Rapidly he considered his courses of action. Annabeth O’Malley’s name had not been released to the media, but film and camera crews were crawling over the neighbourhood, and the conclusion would be obvious; something catastrophic had happened at the O’Malley home.


  If Caitlin and her father were without power, it was possible they hadn’t seen the news, but more likely Patrick O’Malley had a wireless laptop or Blackberry which would keep him plugged into the outside world. He and Caitlin had to be informed of the mother’s murder as soon as possible.


  On the other hand, a cruiser at full lights and siren would be a traumatic way to learn the awful news. No matter how difficult, they deserved to hear it from the investigating officers themselves. The hideaway was so obscure that it was unlikely either Omar or David Rosenthal would be able to find them.


  In the end he decided on a compromise. He asked Dispatch to send a cruiser to watch the little house quietly until he arrived. When he went to rouse Levesque, she was sleeping slumped over the table, but to his relief she became instantly alert and coherent.


  “Of course I’m coming,” she said, already on her feet before he’d finished briefing her. She swayed but caught herself quickly, shaking off his helping hand with a scowl. Back in the squad room, he signalled to Gibbs. “Round up an available detective and follow us. And I want EMT back-up in case we need assistance. Caitlin is pretty unstable mentally.”


  Sue Peters pushed herself to her feet, trying to hide her stiffness from sitting so long. “How about me?”


  Green felt a pang of regret. She wasn’t cleared for field duty and would be of little help if physical restraint was required. He saw her excitement fade to defeat as he hesitated.


  “Someday, Sue,” he said. “Meanwhile you hold down the fort for us here. Omar and David Rosenthal are still out there, and we need to keep on top of their searches.”


  As the two staff cars headed eastward in convoy onto the Queensway, Green turned the case over in his mind with dissatisfaction. They were missing some part of the puzzle, and other pieces didn’t fit. Maybe those pieces were irrelevant and weren’t meant to fit, but he wasn’t comfortable being unable to form the whole picture. What about the break-in at Rosenthal’s apartment the week before his death? What about the theft of his laptop and personal papers? Why had Patrick O’Malley visited the scene of the murder several days later, asking about witnesses and going through garbage? Why had he suddenly whisked Caitlin from the hospital before she was well, and why had he told his wife nothing about it?


  No matter how the pieces were sorted, Patrick O’Malley seemed to loom larger in the picture than Green had envisaged.


  They were fast approaching the Blair Road exit ramp when his cellphone rang. Expecting an update, he pressed the “hands-free” button and was surprised when the wheezy, measured voice of George Verne filled the car. “Sorry to disturb your day off, Inspector, but I find myself in possession of another piece of information that may be relevant to your investigation. Or not. But here I’m on dubious ethical ground. Entre nous?”


  Green glanced at Levesque and laid a finger to his lips. “What is it, Mr. Verne?”


  “I purchased an Ottawa Citizen to read with my afternoon coffee at the office, and lo and behold, I see a familiar face on the cover.”


  “You know Caitlin O’Malley?”


  “I do. She was never actually a client of mine in the sense of officially retaining my services, but she did consult me.”


  “When was this?”


  “In March of this year. The case I mentioned to you, when I first met Sam Rosenthal. He brought her to see me. He was encouraging her to explore her legal recourses against her father, who’d managed to have himself appointed her guardian. Effectively, he controlled her finances, her holdings, and her medical treatment. She was under a mandatory community treatment order to follow a medication regime, and the last time she’d defied it, her father had sent the police after her.”


  Green nearly missed the Blair Road exit. He gripped the steering wheel, fighting both the car and his excitement. “So Rosenthal was treating her?”


  “I don’t know about that, but he was prepared to testify on her behalf. A Consent and Capacity Review Board had turned down her appeal, and she wanted to pursue the matter in the courts.”


  “To do what?”


  “To have her father’s guardianship and power of attorney revoked. She was quite adamant. A very bright woman who wanted out from under her father’s thumb.”


  “But you didn’t take the case?”


  “In the end it didn’t proceed. Sam Rosenthal merely said later, when he came to make the new will, that it had been ill-advised. I had cautioned them that although I would be delighted to take the case, she should be prepared for an ugly, upsetting battle. Patrick O’Malley doesn’t take prisoners, and her psychiatric history was not a thing of beauty.”


  Green thanked him for the information and disconnected to see Levesque already processing the implications. “So there was no love lost between Sam Rosenthal and Patrick O’Malley,” she said.


  Green was already on the same track. Was it possible? Could Patrick have resorted to murder to keep Rosenthal from his daughter? It explained why Patrick had returned to the murder scene several days later, to find out if anyone had seen her and to look for telltale evidence. It explained his whisking Caitlin away from the hospital once her photo had been released. Anything to prevent the police from finding her and questioning her about Rosenthal’s murder, for given her unstable mental state and her antipathy towards him, she couldn’t be relied on to protect him. It even explained her panicked flight from the murder scene and her choice of 1714 Montreal Road instead of her father’s address. Sam Rosenthal had been her ally, and she’d been running from her father. In her confused and terrified state, she’d chosen the one place she’d ever felt safe from him.


  A new and sinister fear swept over Green. If Patrick O’Malley had killed Sam Rosenthal, he was a desperate man running scared as the truth closed in. Once a successful, respected lawyer, he was now threatened with losing it all. How far would he go? He had already lied to his wife and kept Caitlin’s hospitalization a secret from her. Had he also killed her once she guessed the truth? And what would he do to his only child who, although beloved, could bring his whole world down?


  “We need to get there ASAP,” he said, flipping on the emergency lights and stomping on the gas. “He may not be hiding her at all. He may have taken her there to kill her.”


  Levesque didn’t argue, didn’t even ask for an explanation.


  He felt a swell of satisfaction when instead she reached for his cellphone and ordered immediate back-up.


  The little bungalow was tucked between a low-rise strip mall and the cluster of townhouses that included 1714 Montreal Road. Once it had probably been one of several low-cost, post-war country homes scattered along the road out of town, but the burgeoning city had expanded around it, surrounding it with disparate, ill-matched neighbours. An oak that looked at least fifty years old dominated the front yard, and overgrown cedars obscured the porch. A huge “No Trespassing” sign hung in the front window. Because traffic was light, Green killed the red flashing lights and coasted by, his gaze scouring the property. There was no sign of life and no vehicle in the drive, but a narrow, rutted lane led around the back to a ramshackle shed barely visible from the street. If Patrick was smart enough—and Green suspected he was— he would store his Town Car in the shed and hide all traces of his presence, even from satellite and aerial surveillance.


  Green pulled into the adjacent townhouse parking lot and tucked the Impala out of sight behind the complex. Gibbs drew up behind, and the four detectives climbed out of the car.


  “Are we waiting for the back-up, sir?” Levesque asked. The late afternoon sun was slanting in over the townhouse rooftops, washing her in a rich gold glow, but it could not hide the lines of fatigue and fear on her face. She was in no shape to be charging into the house on full alert, not knowing what danger Patrick might present.


  He nodded. “Get them to meet us here on the east side of the townhouse complex.”


  “What about the Tactical Unit?”


  Green had been vacillating on that score. Patrick was supposed to be an intelligent, rational man, who would surely know when he’d reached the end of his options. Yet what kind of intelligent, rational man would stab his own wife, not in a rage born of jealousy and despair as most wife-killers did, but in a cold-blooded move to silence her?


  He nodded. “Let’s call them in too. You wait here to coordinate it, and you—” he pointed to the detective accompanying Gibbs, “watch the front door of the bungalow. Gibbs and I will take a preliminary look around the back to see if Patrick’s car is there.”


  Levesque blanched. “But sir!”


  “We’ll stay out of sight, don’t worry. And my cellphone will be on vibrate. Back in ten.”


  He didn’t give her more time to object but headed around the back of the complex. A couple of dogs started barking as they passed behind small, fenced patios mostly abandoned to old bicycles, barbeques and broken furniture. Behind one, however, they found a young woman and her toddler picking cherry tomatoes from a sprawling tomato plant just outside her allotted space. She dropped her bowl in fear at their approach, spilling bright red tomatoes all over the grass. Her son squealed with delight and she recoiled, pulling him to her. Green placed his finger to his lips, showed her his badge and drew her inside the shelter of her fence. A pretty oasis of flowers, garden art and a child’s wading pool full of floating plastic toys greeted them.


  She propped her child on her hip, only marginally less suspicious. He gestured to the bungalow, whose roof was barely visible above the lilac bushes and thistle that had taken over the lot. “Have you seen any signs of activity in or around that house?”


  She hesitated. “That’s been abandoned as long as I’ve lived here.”


  “Yes, I know, but has anyone been staying there in the past few days?”


  The son squirmed, but she pressed him even closer. “What’s this about? Is something wrong?”


  “No. We’re looking for a young woman who may be in danger, and our information is that she may be staying there.”


  “Danger? What kind of danger?”


  Green cursed himself for letting too much slip. “We’d like to talk to her, that’s all. She may have some information. Have you seen her?”


  “She says she owns the place, and one day she’s going to build her dream house there.”


  Green hid his excitement. “You’ve talked to her? When?”


  Finally trusting enough, the woman set her squirming son down, and he toddled off towards the tomatoes with a shriek. “Last month? She’s been there on and off for a few months. Looked like she’d seen better days, so I figured what’s the harm?”


  A few months was a long time to be without water or electricity, Green thought. The young mother was frowning as if debating whether to add something.


  Green encouraged her gently. “Concerns?”


  “It’s just... She has been acting weird lately. Like she’s scared of someone. At first she seemed pretty nice, not exactly friendly like, but she’d borrow water from me sometimes or play with my little boy. But recently when she goes there, she sneaks in the back way around behind the strip mall like she doesn’t want to be seen. And she hardly ever comes out of the house, just sneaks out at night, and she keeps the windows covered up so you can’t see in. She won’t answer when I say hello, just looks the other way like she doesn’t want to be seen.”


  “Did you ever see anyone else visit? A man, for example?”


  “She’s not there all the time. I think her father tried to visit, but they don’t get on. A few months ago when we used to talk, she told me he’s a lawyer and he’s trying to tear her house down.”


  “Is someone there now? Did you see a white Town Car, for example?”


  She bit her lip, looking distressed. “I was out so I didn’t see anyone arrive, but I think I heard some sound—maybe voices? A couple of hours ago.”


  “Male or female?”


  “I couldn’t tell. Just a low murmur. But it surprised me, because she’s usually alone.”


  Green’s scalp prickled with dread. “You’ve been extremely helpful. For now, would you please take your child in your house, lock the doors, and stay inside until we give you the all-clear.”


  Her eyes widened. “There is danger!” she gasped, snatching up her child again.


  “Just as a precaution.”


  “Fuck,” she breathed. “You read about these things, but you never think it will ever happen!”


  Green watched to ensure she and her son were safely inside before returning to Gibbs. His eyes scoured the windows of the abandoned bungalow for signs of movement within, but they were all opaque, merely reflecting the late afternoon sun and the pale blue sky. He signalled Gibbs to follow as he continued around to the back.


  The yard was enclosed by a dilapidated wooden fence with numerous broken slats. He slipped between them and fought his way through the tangle of overgrown lilac on the other side. The centre of the yard was surprisingly orderly. The thistle and goldenrod had been cut back, and a propane barbeque sat on a small patch of gravel. Laid out in patterns on the grass around it were odd stone circles, and an elaborate geometric system of steel pipes wove between them like a post-modern sculpture.


  Green dashed across the yard to the shed, crouching low to obtain partial cover from the brush that surrounded the clearing. Thorns clawed at him. Ignoring the scratches, he pressed himself against the rear of the shed and waited for Gibbs. Together they breathed deeply to slow their hearts and to listen through the silence. Nothing but the screeching of a flock of birds in the oak tree. Closer by, a squirrel watched them balefully from a fencepost.


  Gibbs nodded towards the steel pipes. “What do you suppose that is, sir? A water system?”


  Green shook his head. “It’s not connected anywhere. Looks almost like an old-fashioned TV antenna, but who knows?” He turned to examine the shed. Its roof was bowed, threatening imminent collapse, and paint flaked off its weathered wood siding. A small window at the back was crisscrossed with cobwebs but by cupping his hand Green was able to distinguish a glint of glass and chrome inside. As his eyes adjusted, the full shape of the Lincoln Town Car emerged.


  Fuck.


  Green pressed himself against the back wall of the shed, out of sight, and dialled Levesque to tell her that Patrick O’Malley was indeed inside.


  “The Tactical Unit has arrived,” she said. “They’re setting up a perimeter and planning their approach. Any sign of the subjects?”


  Green peered around the corner of the shed and scanned the house. The windows were all covered on the inside by what looked like plywood sheets, but the patio door was uncovered and provided a glimpse into the room beyond.


  “Let me get a little closer, and I’ll see if I can identify where they are.”


  “Sir, that’s a job for the Tac—”


  “I’ll get back to you ASAP.” He hung up on her protests, then squeezed through the shrubs to the far side of the shed, using it as cover while he approached the back of the house. When he reached the front of the shed, he sprinted the short distance to the back corner of the house and flattened himself against the rough brick wall, straining to hear over the hammering of his heart. Nothing. No voices, no footsteps.


  Too silent.


  He signalled for Gibbs to follow, and together they crept along the back wall until they reached the edge of the patio door, then dropped to a crouch to make a less visible target. Pressed against the cold stone of the patio slabs, Green inched forward and peeked through the dust-streaked glass. The room was packed with junk. Not the usual couch and chairs but a broken baby stroller, several upside down lampshades arranged in a circle, a shopping cart plastered with “no trespassing” signs, and an old dog bed buried in broken Barbie dolls in the corner. And around every doorway and window, more steel piping. Green knew enough about the quirks of the schizophrenic mind not to even try for a logical explanation.


  Still no sound.


  He reached up to test the door and felt it slide beneath his cautious push. The door was not locked. He hesitated, trying to muffle his ragged breath. The Tac commander was waiting for a report. Green needed to let the unit do its job, yet listening through the slit in the door, he could sense no threat. Fear crawled through him, not of what might happen but of what had already happened.


  He took out his Glock and stared at it, cold and heavy in his hand. He hated it but knew he needed at least this precaution. Behind him, he heard Gibbs suck in his breath. Before he could protest, Green pressed his finger to his lips. Eyes huge with apprehension, Gibbs took out his own Glock.


  Green slid the door back and slipped inside, assailed instantly by the stench of unwashed clothes, urine and rotten food. Now, within the confines of the tiny house, he heard a sound like the rustling of papers. With Gibbs’ tense breath in his ear, he crept towards the sound, past a gutted shell that had once been a kitchen and towards a doorway at the front. The door was torn off its hinges and propped against the wall. The sound was clearer now, not the rustling of paper but the soft, sibilant sound of breath. A person weeping.


  Green readied his Glock and stepped through the archway. He took a few seconds to make out the shapes in the darkened room. The only furniture was a single cast-iron bed in the corner, made up with a frilly pink duvet and matching pillow. A woman lay on the bed, her hands at her sides and her eyes closed. Her long brown hair fanned out on the pillow as if spread by a tender hand.


  She was still. Too still. Green’s heart leaped in his throat, and he stepped forward in horror.


  Patrick O’Malley sat on the floor by the head of the bed, stroking her hand with his thumb. At the sound of Green’s entry, he raised his ravaged face. Didn’t attack, didn’t even cry out in surprise.


  “Please,” he said, “let her be.”


  Twenty-Seven

  



  Violet darkness had descended. The back-up and emergency response teams had been released, and Levesque had finally been despatched to hospital. While MacPhail and the Ident team did their job inside the house, Patrick paced the little clearing in the backyard. The Tac Unit had set up floodlights, and Green had scrounged three battered lawn chairs from the shed to form a make-shift interview room, but Patrick seemed unable to sit still. He ran his fine, manicured fingers through his greying hair as he circled the yard. His shadow raced in spooky shapes across the dark brush beyond.


  “Caitlin has been very ill for a long time,” he said, “but I never, never imagined that she was capable of murder. All I’ve ever tried to do was protect her.”


  Green eyed him skeptically. He felt profoundly weary and sick at heart. A young woman lay dead inside the house because he had failed to put the pieces together in time. No matter the cause or the reason, that was a tragedy.


  Dr. MacPhail’s preliminary examination had revealed ligature marks on Caitlin’s wrists and bruising on her arms, but no signs of injury that would explain her death. Two prescription bottles sat empty on the floor by the bed, their labels revealing that they were sleeping pills prescribed for Annabeth O’Malley. Also on the floor was a glass with traces of a clear liquid, probably the water used to wash down the pills. Lyle Cunningham had already told Green that a clear set of useable latents could be lifted from the glass and one from the bottle. Green suspected they would be Caitlin’s. Even if he were guilty, Patrick was too clever for such an obvious oversight. He would have set every detail of the stage.


  If this was a performance, however, it was Oscar-worthy. Patrick looked like an old man, his face carved in haggard lines by the harsh lights. He was shrivelled and grey with grief, yet driven by a desperate urge to talk. To be understood.


  “So you’re saying that your daughter killed Samuel Rosenthal?”


  Patrick stopped. Bowed his head in faint assent. “And my wife. God help me, I didn’t see that coming.” Tears sprang to his eyes. “You always hope...she’ll get better, you know?”


  “But what reason would she have? Dr. Rosenthal was helping her.”


  He drew himself up, shook his head angrily as if to banish his weakness and strode over to open the door to the shed.


  “Hold it!” Green snapped. Three detectives stepped forward to block his path.


  Patrick sighed. “I want to show you something.”


  Inside, sitting in the trunk of his Lincoln Town Car, was a box of files and a laptop in a black case. Green glimpsed the name “Caitlin O’Malley” on the tab of one file.


  “These belong to Dr. Rosenthal. I found them inside Caitlin’s bedroom yesterday, hidden in the back of her closet. I was going to turn it all over to you later, that’s why it’s in the trunk of my car. I wasn’t concealing evidence, merely...giving her time.” He raised his hand, ran it through his hair distractedly. “I couldn’t break the password on the computer, but the file told me all I needed to know. Rosenthal had been keeping progress notes on her for a year, ever since he encountered her one night in the Market. At first I think he was documenting her progress without the anti-psychotics so that they would have evidence in her suit against me.” He plucked Caitlin’s file from the box and thrust it at Green before turning away to resume his pacing, a little off-kilter like a drunk. Green placed the file unopened in his lap, too weary to read it. His stomach churned, and the floodlights were giving him a headache. Instead, he waited for the story to resume.


  “Samuel Rosenthal was the agent of his own death.” For the first time Patrick’s voice shook with outrage. “Such extraordinary hubris, to believe he understood her, that he understood schizophrenia and the dark, toxic brew that washed her mind. The man was supposed to be an experienced doctor! If he hadn’t believed that the brilliant reaches of her mind were more important than sober, stifled sanity—‘unfettered insight’, he called it—she would still have been on her clozapine, and she would not have become delusional again.”


  He flicked a restless hand at the file in Green’s lap. “Last spring it seems he realized his mistake. He began trying to persuade her to go back on the anti-psychotic. But a paranoid, by their very nature, sees conspiracies instead of truth. She resisted. She thought he was being influenced by Lucifer, who was trying to destroy her gift. So he started meeting her every week so that he could persuade her to take at least a little bit of medication. Enough to keep away the worst of the scary voices, he told her, but not enough to interfere with her divine gift or her so-called destiny.”


  He stumbled a little on the stony ground and cast a sharp look at Green as if expecting disbelief.


  “Divine gift?” was all Green said.


  Patrick steadied himself. “Caitlin thought her intelligence was being channelled from God through outer space. That’s what these are for.” He waved at the network of steel pipes. “She had all the answers, you know. If millions of people pray to God and think God speaks to them, why not her? Why does her belief make her crazy? In fact, it was her lunatic evangelical husband and his preacher friend who put the idea of Lucifer in her head. Listen to God, they said, destroy Satan. Who was I, the voice of reason, the heretic, in all this? Caitlin has always fought me, even before she got sick. I was already the bad guy. Dr. Rosenthal took a different approach. He didn’t argue with her, he went along with it. He seemed to be trying to keep track of how ill she was while still keeping her trust.” He tilted his head to gaze at the darkening sky and drew a deep breath. “Foolish, foolish man, trying to outwit a brilliant paranoid.”


  A random piece of Green’s puzzle clicked into place. “She got suspicious and broke into his apartment to steal his files. Somehow he gave himself away.”


  Patrick nodded. “Apparently, two weeks ago Dr. Rosenthal phoned me. I knew nothing of his meetings with Caitlin, and as you’d imagine, I wasn’t kindly disposed towards the man who’d planned to take me to court. Worse, he was encouraging my child to explore her sick, delusional world. I was out, but Annabeth must have taken the message. Annabeth is... To be blunt, she’s an alcoholic, has been for years, and both her memory and her judgement are impaired. She never gave me the message, but I’m guessing Caitlin found it or saw his number on Call Display. That would be enough to fuel her paranoia.”


  “How did you find out he called?”


  He gestured to the file again. “The call is documented in there. Rosenthal had come full circle. He wanted to discuss enlisting my support to have her hospitalized. Committed, if need be. In Caitlin’s eyes, that would be the ultimate betrayal. Rosenthal had joined me on the dark side.”


  Patrick’s words hung in the silence. Night had settled in, sprinkling the sky with pale stars. Green’s numb exhaustion robbed his brain of thought. Patrick told a convincing story, but he was a skilled storyteller, well practiced in the art of persuading judges and juries to believe his version of a case.


  “She’s not a very powerful woman,” he said quietly. “How did she kill him?”


  Patrick’s face twisted. “You know how strong a person is when they’re fighting for their life? Caitlin thought she was. She carries a length of this steel piping in her handbag wherever she goes, to help her hear God. She came home last Saturday night in a state, bloody and half-naked. No coat, no handbag, no steel pipe. When I read in the paper that Rosenthal had been beaten with a heavy bat, I began to fear... I searched all over for her things—the whole house, this place, even the murder scene, but I couldn’t find them. She must have thrown them away. In the river, maybe?”


  Green tried to recall the bits of information they had learned about the moments surrounding Rosenthal’s death. Caitlin waiting in the alleyway, talking to someone. The four Somalis coming down the street, hopped up on drink and drugs. Caitlin screaming “help, get away from me.” The fight, the robbery, and an hour later, Caitlin walking down Montreal Road towards home, with no fur coat or handbag. Just her bra and jeans, stained with blood.


  There were still many questions, many pieces to fill in, but at this point Green needed to read Rosenthal’s file and review the forensics being collected at the scenes. But before he could terminate the interview, there was one further question he needed to ask.


  “What happened to your wife, Mr. O’Malley?”


  Despite being a seasoned cross-examiner, Patrick was clearly not expecting the switch in direction. He stopped pacing and sank into a chair, his head in his hands. “Do we have to do this now? I’m so physically and emotionally drained that I can barely put my thoughts in order. Of course, that’s what you want, I expect.”


  “I just want the truth.”


  Patrick stared into the blackness beyond the floodlights. Whereas before he’d seemed desperate to talk, now he had to dig deep to muster the last of his strength. “Annabeth, as I said, was not a strong person. She had given up on our daughter. Given up fighting for her health, I should say. To spare her, I hadn’t told her about Caitlin’s latest hospitalization nor about the files I found in her room. But she knew something was wrong when Caitlin’s picture appeared on the news, and you showed up looking for her. By the time I brought Caitlin back home from the hospital yesterday, she was already well into the sauce. She didn’t want to hide Caitlin from the police. Caitlin must have heard us arguing about it this morning, because while I was downstairs making them some brunch, she went into our bedroom. Annabeth was still in bed...” He paused, his throat working. “I don’t know exactly what happened. All I heard was screaming and doors slamming, which I’d heard many times before. But when I went back upstairs to see why the dog was barking, there she was dead on the floor. And my girl was back in her room, washing her hands.”


  “Why didn’t you call 911?”


  Patrick shook his head helplessly. “That was my first instinct. But in that split second when I saw Caitlin frantically scrubbing her hands, I couldn’t. I knew Annabeth was dead. There was no changing that. But my daughter still needed me.” He looked across at Green bleakly. His eyes were dry, beyond the relief of tears. “She didn’t resist, you know. She knew she’d gone beyond. That small part of her mind that Caitlin still controlled—my Caitlin—knew this was irrevocable. I bound her hands, because I couldn’t be sure, but she came with me... here... almost eagerly. I unbound her. We sat. We talked. About what she’d done and what lay in store for her. Trial, stigma, locked wards, and the unbearable choice between staying crazy or living with the horror of what she’d done.”


  He looked across at the bungalow, where the murmuring of the forensic investigators could still be heard. “She chose this way. And after all the destruction she’d caused, I couldn’t stand in her way.”


  “I think you made a mistake not to charge him, at least as an accessory,” Levesque said unexpectedly. She was propped up in a bed in the Civic ER, her head wrapped in fresh white gauze. She looked pink with outrage. “He protected his daughter when he knew what she’d done. Because of him, his wife is dead. And Lindsay Corsin! We should throw the book at him.”


  Green’s thoughts were still reliving a father’s bleak despair, and he took a moment to shift his focus. Not only Lindsay Corsin, but Constable Rikert and Brian Sullivan. Patrick O’Malley’s decision had cost a lot of people.


  He nodded. “I know. And maybe we will, but we’ve done enough for today. He’s in the cellblock, so he’s not going anywhere. Believe me, he knows what a horrible mistake he made. Under the circumstances I’m more worried about suicide.”


  “Horrible mistake? You’re assuming that story he told you is true? Maybe he killed his wife and his kid, got rid of both his big problems, and now he’s one step away from walking free.”


  Green felt a flash of anger. “I’m not assuming. Never assume. Wait for the forensics and autopsy evidence. But so far we do have one piece of evidence from the Rothwell house—that phone message the mother supposedly took. Lou Paquette’s partner found it crumpled up in the waste basket in Caitlin’s room.”


  “But Patrick could have planted it!”


  “That’s why I asked Lou to put a rush on the prints they lifted off it—they belong to the mother, and Caitlin.”


  Levesque frowned. “So she crumpled the note. That’s one little thing.”


  “But it does support Patrick’s story. I had a quick look at Dr. Rosenthal’s notes, and so far what I read also supports Patrick’s story. Rosenthal was obviously worried about Caitlin. Even a full week earlier, he feared she might be headed for a full psychotic break. She was very paranoid about people around her, including him and her father. She was beginning to believe they were black knights of Lucifer, but she was still rational enough to carry out a sophisticated plan of retaliation. He was concerned, in fact, that his minimal doses of medication might be making her more dangerous by keeping her sane enough to carry out her delusions more effectively.”


  “That still doesn’t eliminate her father as a suspect. He already read the notes himself, so of course he’ll make his story consistent. But what about the sexual assault? What about the cabbie picking her up crying and bleeding?”


  “The cabbie said she was half naked, bloody and upset. He assumed the sexual assault, she never said it. The blood on her could have been Rosenthal’s.”


  Levesque grunted in disbelief. “Convenient that the steel pipe and the handbag are both missing. We only have Patrick O’Malley’s word they ever existed.”


  He studied her ruefully. Her head rested against the pillow, her jaw was slack, but unlike him, her thoughts were still clear, and her eyes burned with excitement. Her take on Patrick O’Malley was far less forgiving than his, perhaps because she’d never been a parent struggling to manage a child whose life was careening out of control. Reluctantly he inclined his head to acknowledge her point. “Tomorrow we’ll get another chance at him, Marie Claire. By that time forensics may have more answers, and we’ll have had time to study the files. But for now, your brain needs a rest.”


  To his surprise, Sullivan greeted the theory with equal skepticism. He was sitting up in his guest chair after refusing to lie in bed any longer. Green was hoping the resolution of the case, albeit tragic, would take his mind off himself.


  “So that skin and bones woman managed to beat Rosenthal to death?” Sullivan said.


  “Looks that way.”


  “But using what? Where’s the weapon?”


  Green hesitated. He’d left Levesque grumbling in her ER cubicle, surrounded by snuffles and bandaged limbs, while he’d dropped in for a quick visit to Sullivan. It was nearly midnight, and he’d promised the nurses on his eternal soul not to discuss the case. They hadn’t reckoned with Sullivan, however, who was thirsty for the diversion. Green decided a few more details couldn’t hurt, so he told him about the steel pipe.


  “Tomorrow I’ll order a search of the route she took,” he added, “including the Rideau River below the Montreal Road Bridge. We might get lucky.”


  Sullivan chuckled. “Right. And how many officers do we have to spare for this?” His laughter faded, and he grew thoughtful. “Steel pipe from the house? That sounds almost premeditated.”


  “Apparently she always carried it with her, to help her hear God,” he said, “but I have been playing with the possibility that the murder was planned, at least partly. Let’s assume father’s scenario for the moment. Caitlin discovered that Rosenthal had contacted her father and she became suspicious, so she broke into his house to steal his files. There she found Rosenthal’s notes on how he and her father were planning to have her committed. God knows what her paranoid mind made of that. She would certainly have seen him as a threat in the days before his death. And look at the circumstances of his death. She always went to see him on Friday nights, but that night she didn’t show up. I think she knew he would go out to look for her, and so she was ready with the steel pipe.” Literally God fending off Lucifer, he thought, but kept the more demented elements of the story to himself.


  “But what about Nadif Hassan and company? They’re the ones who started it all.”


  “I’m out on a limb here, but I’m thinking we may have that backwards. I’ve been putting together the bits we know from Screech and Nadif. Screech says he heard her say ‘help, get away from me’. But he didn’t see who she was talking to, because he was hiding. We assumed it was Nadif, but what if it was Rosenthal himself? Nadif also heard her shout for help. He’s fuzzy on the details, because he’s pretty much wasted on some bad street drug, but he says Rosenthal was hassling her, and he and his friends only went in to help.”


  “But Mike, come on! Nadif ’s credibility is—”


  “I know, but let’s see where this goes. Let’s say she was hiding in the alleyway waiting for Rosenthal. When he showed up, he tried to persuade her to come home with him, and they argue. Then she spotted the Somalis coming along the street, noisy and drunk, and she sees her chance to get them involved. So she calls help, screams like she’s being attacked, and in they charge.”


  “So you’re saying she set them up?”


  Green hesitated. He was way beyond the known facts, way beyond his expertise, but it seemed too devious for a devout young woman who believed in the voice of God. “We may never know if it was a deliberate set-up, or if she just wanted their help to fight Lucifer.”


  Sullivan looked dubious, searching for holes in Green’s tattered theory. It almost felt like old times again. “Either way, it sounds mighty clever and well-organized for someone on the brink of psychosis.”


  “I know. I admit there are still a lot of holes to plug. As to her being organized enough to carry out the murder, I’ll leave that to the shrinks to explain. She was psychotic, but she was also very smart. Rosenthal himself said in his notes that his minimal meds might be keeping her just sane enough to be dangerous.”


  “But Mike, that’s a lot of luck, those punks coming along at exactly the right moment.”


  “If they hadn’t, she would have done the job by herself. That was probably her original plan; they just made it easier.”


  “Assuming she’s the killer at all.”


  Green hesitated. “Well...yeah. Bottom line, she was a confused, desperate young woman who thought she was fighting for her life.”


  Sullivan sagged back in his chair with a sigh, and Green felt a stab of concern. He had stayed too long and dragged Sullivan far too deeply into the case. He stood up.


  “Anyway, I should go before the nurses have my head. I told Marie Claire I’d drive her home when they discharge her.”


  Interest flared again in Sullivan’s weary eyes. “How’s she working out?”


  “She’s a pain in the ass. Contrary, controlling, know-it-all...”


  “Uh-huh.”


  Green laughed. “Touché. But she’s not you—”


  “Don’t even go there, Mike. I’m done. The Big Guy sent me that message loud and clear.”


  Green didn’t argue. Midnight, barely two days after a life-threatening ordeal, was not the time to persuade him. Green could afford to wait. If three days of enforced bed rest had Sullivan craving details on the case like an addict his next fix, Green suspected he would persuade himself.


  Twenty-Eight

  



  The day of Sam Rosenthal’s funeral dawned gloriously sunny and warm. No wind disturbed the gilded, leafy canopy of maples and oaks that stood sentinel over the small community of gravestones in the rural cemetery. Grey squirrels scampered about, snatching acorns and racing up into the trees. Green arrived unexpectedly early, having made good time on the back country roads, and he found the small chapel barely half full. The mostly elderly mourners gathered in clusters and traded hushed gossip about Sam’s life and lurid death.


  David Rosenthal stood near the front, looking stiff and ill-at-ease as his father’s acquaintances filed past offering condolences. He wore the traditional mourner’s black tie, cut to symbolize the tearing of garments, and it contrasted oddly with his brown cords, suede jacket and steel-toed boots. Standing at least a head taller than the crowd, he spotted Green easily and detached himself to join him. He grabbed Green’s elbow and steered him outside to a private corner of the garden.


  “I was going to call you today. I’ve been a fucking moron the past few days, and I apologize.”


  Green masked his surprise. “I didn’t take it personally, Dr. Rosenthal. Losing a loved one to murder is an awful shock.”


  “Yeah, well, I’ve never been good at tact. Been told that often enough, starting with my father.” David extricated a thin sheaf of folded papers from his inner jacket pocket. “I found these in my father’s desk. I think they’re as close to a death-bed accusation as you’ll ever get.”


  Green glanced at the dense, handwritten pages. One was an annotated list of people and the other some notes about Caitlin O’Malley, including one dated the night of his death. The handwriting was spidery and difficult to read. “Is this why you went looking for her on Saturday?”


  David’s gaze flickered with surprise. He seemed about to protest, then thought better. “I should have gone to you instead, but I didn’t recognize their significance. I figured that was the list of my father’s beneficiaries, and I wanted to see her for myself, to see if she was conning him.” He shrugged. “That’s my style, Inspector. I see something needs doing, I do it.”


  “Thanks to that style, my best friend is still alive.” Tempted as he was to try to decipher the notes, Green slipped them into his pocket of his leather jacket for later study. He took out a plastic evidence bag. “I have something for you too. It’s broken, but I know a good jeweller.”


  David’s tangled brows shot up. “My mother’s Star of David.”


  Green nodded. “The inscription says To life and hope, my darling. It seems fitting.”


  David took it from the bag and held it up by its chain. It spun lazily. A peculiar mix of resentment and regret flitted across his face. “She didn’t choose life, you know. She hated the chemo. It might have bought her a couple of years, but it made her so sick that she decided what was it worth, this life she had left? So she took up some macrobiotic diet and meditation to fight the cancer with her mind. It didn’t work, but my father told me it gave her the best few months she could have asked for. At the time I was so furious at him, I didn’t even hang around for shiva. But now...”


  Footsteps crunched on the gravel path, and both men turned to see Rabbi Tolner approaching. He looked spry and tanned, wearing a rumpled suit that was now too big for him and a black yarmulke perched on the top of his shiny pate.


  “It’s time, David.”


  Back inside, the funeral was quick. Tolner whipped through the formalities, leading the mourners through some traditional prayers and speaking briefly about his own admiration for the deceased before inviting David Rosenthal up to give the eulogy. David strode to the lectern and pulled out a crumpled sheet of paper from his back pocket. Even from a distance, Green could see it was heavily scribbled over in red. The speech had not come easily to him. He smoothed it out, surveyed the crowd of expectant faces and took a deep breath.


  “Most of you are luckier than me. You knew my father. Growing up with Samuel Rosenthal, learned student of the mind, was a challenging task for a little boy who was blessed with his father’s brains and stubbornness but not his wisdom. Like any child, I was self-absorbed and defiant but also hurt by what I felt was the crushing burden of his expectations. My father’s compassion for his patients, his devotion to their care and well-being, his forgiveness of their sins—none of that was accorded to me. I say this not to criticize him but to show how poorly I understood him. Neither my father nor I were very good at explaining ourselves, least of all to each other.”


  Grey heads bent in the congregation, whispers were exchanged and frowns suppressed. The unrest seemed to galvanize David.


  “In the past seventy-two hours, I’ve been reading his private papers and now have an idea where he was coming from. It made me feel better, I’m only sorry it took till now, when he’s gone.


  “I chose a career in biomedical engineering for the simple reason that, although the challenges are huge, the wiring extraordinarily small and the connections infinitely complex, at least they are physical. I can see, touch and manipulate them. The human brain is not only a thousand times more complex, with millions of synapses, receptors, and neurotransmitters interwoven in intricate, precise patterns, but it is overlaid with human consciousness, with interpretation, understanding, and an overarching search for meaning that governs every choice we make.” He glanced up and cleared his throat nervously before returning to his notes. Green had to smile in admiration. The speech was far more polished than the man, proof of what he could do when he brought the full force of his intellect to a task. He pictured David labouring over every word.


  “This is hardly a new idea,” David said. “Religious scholars, existential philosophers and Eastern mystics have been trumpeting the notion for centuries. But in his later years my father tried to cultivate it in that most sterile of soils, modern psychiatry. While most of his colleagues preferred to tinker with receptors and neuro-transmitters through the use of drugs, my father understood that to become truly well, his patients had to stay in charge of that search for meaning. How they understood their world, how they defined their illness and how they chose to manage it was more crucial to their recovery than the right dose of the latest wonder drug.


  “I don’t think he was foolish enough to believe that mental illness was merely a state of mind or that medication had no role to play, but he came to abhor our pill-popping shortcuts and our tendency to define every deviation from the mean as a disorder to be corrected. Once in my childhood, some doctor diagnosed me as ADHD. This was undoubtedly true, for it caused me a lot of grief—disciplinary trouble in school, conflicts with my parents and friends, for example. It still costs me, in relationships and in financial and career stability. But it is also a gift that allows me greater vision to imagine what’s possible, greater courage to take the needed risks, and greater energy to carry them through. I was perhaps my father’s first guinea pig, to see whether I could understand and channel the challenges of my brain and to incorporate them into who I was and where I was going, rather than simply drugging them away.”


  David’s voice had picked up confidence. The audience unrest was gone now, each listener barely moving as he turned over the page.


  “Paradoxically, a person defined only by their synapses and neuro-transmitters is diminished when an expert deems these physical functions to be defective. That’s why the halls and outpatient waiting rooms of psychiatric hospitals are filled with people who feel like failures. There’s a huge sense of inadequacy that needs to be overcome. My father’s goal was to try to connect with the person inside the illness, to listen to them and to draw out their hopes and fears and challenges. His hope was to be a partner with them to fight for those things they felt were not only healthy and fulfilling but also provided mastery and meaning to their life.


  “Finding that balance was often a case of trial and error, and towards the end, my father recognized he had sometimes tipped the balance too far. Ultimately, such an error cost him his life, and even more tragically, the lives of others. But despite this, I hope we can all applaud the inspiration he provides all of us to look ahead with hope. In his own words, he believed that even inside the darkest, sickest brain, that messy little enigma—the thinking mind—was the ultimate agent of recovery.”


  A message not just for mental illness but for all of us, Green thought as he made his way back to the station after the service. A hokey idea, this need for meaning. For Sullivan, it would determine the ultimate path of his recovery. For Sharon, it rose from deep inside her biological core—a clarion call that scared the hell out of him. He’d been ambivalent about another child since Sharon’s first subtle hints, but Sullivan’s brush with death had added another layer of doubt which he knew he had to face. Someday.


  For Levesque, however, just beginning her career in major crimes, meaning was all about catching bad guys and making them pay for their assault on social order. She would be waiting at the station to begin the next round of interviews with Patrick O’Malley. He wondered what forensics had uncovered since yesterday, and whether they would ever know what had really happened. Whether there was a bad guy to catch at the end of this chase, or just a series of tragic tales.


  Omar Adams had crept back home late the night before, once the news linking Caitlin to Rosenthal’s death had finally reached him, and his father had brought him into the station himself that morning. Green found them waiting when he arrived back from the funeral. The young man looked gaunt and subdued but no longer so afraid. His father sat at his side, grim and ramrod straight, but with a hint of something new in his eyes. Light.


  “He wants to cooperate,” Frank Adams said. “We had a long talk, and he knows it’s the right thing to do. He still doesn’t remember much, but now at least he knows he didn’t kill that man.”


  “Whatever else I did...” Omar muttered, then shrugged in acceptance as the duty sergeant led him away.


  Charges would have to be laid against him, Nadif and the others. They might not have killed Rosenthal, but they had certainly beaten and robbed him. Without their help, Caitlin might not even have succeeded in her goal. Ultimately the young men needed to be held accountable for their part in the tragedy that had followed. Green doubted it would do much to deter Nadif from his path of crime, but Omar might still be turned around. As with Dr. Rosenthal’s patients, the proper remedy needed to be chosen with care.


  In the squad room, the sense of urgency no longer hung in the air. They were no longer hot on the trail of a villain; Nadif, Omar and Patrick were all in custody, awaiting the interview and forensic results that would construct the case for court. Levesque was busy at her desk, the white bandage already replaced by a much more fashionable flesh-coloured bandaid. She sported two black eyes that made her look wan and frail, but she counteracted the effect by wearing a tailored navy suit and for the first time ever, a subtle pink lip gloss. She’d come prepared for battle against the high-powered, charismatic lawyer.


  She glanced up belatedly as Green reached his office door, then gathered up some print-outs and came to join him. “I booked the video interrogation room for Mr. O’Malley at one o’clock, sir. His lawyer, Elliot Solquist, will be joining us. I thought you’d like to know the latest forensics before that.”


  He sat behind his desk and scowled at the blinking voicemail light on his phone. No doubt there was a similar pile-up of messages in his email inbox as well. He gestured Levesque to a chair. “The executive summary, Marie Claire.”


  She smiled. “At the Rothwell Drive scene, they found the weapon used to kill the mother. An eight-inch pair of fabric shears. It was placed in the cosmetics drawer in the daughter’s en suite bathroom, still covered in blood and smeared with fingerprints. Lou Paquette identified a useable one as Caitlin’s.”


  “None from Patrick?”


  She shook her head, pouting slightly as if disappointed.


  “What about other prints? There were bloody handprints and footprints all over that scene.”


  “Still being processed. Lou says he’ll be busy all month. They did find some traces of blood washed down the sink in Caitlin’s bathroom.”


  Green thought back. “That also supports the father’s version of events.”


  “But—!” Quickly she flipped to another report. “At the Montreal Road bungalow, Lyle Cunningham found some interesting prints on the prescription bottle and the water glass. The ones on the bottle were overlapping and partial, so he could only get enough points for a conclusive match on one. Caitlin’s. But he said some of the partials might have been Patrick’s.”


  Green waved his hand in dismissal. “Patrick might have handled his wife’s sleeping pills any time. It means nothing that his prints are on it. What about the glass?”


  “A couple of partial prints match Caitlin’s, but—” she smiled, the pout vanishing in her triumph, “the clearest, most complete print belongs to Patrick. His right thumb.”


  It wasn’t much to go on, Green reflected once Levesque left the office. The crumpled phone message, the fingerprints on the fabric shears, the blood in Caitlin’s sink...everything was consistent with Patrick’s story. Most of the puzzle pieces fit. Even Patrick’s prints on the glass could be explained away.


  Yet Green was left with a restless sense of unease.


  He pulled out the sheaf of notes that David Rosenthal had found in his father’s apartment and smoothed them out on the desk. He bent close and slowly picked apart the doctor’s scratchy handwriting, still elegant but spidery with age The first page was a list of nine names and accompanying notations. Six of the names Green recognized as beneficiaries of his will, including Caitlin’s. Two other names were crossed out with the words “doing well” beside them. The final name was “David”, followed by three question marks and the word “maybe”. Caitlin’s name also had a question mark beside it and the word ‘father?’


  There was no date or useful explanation on the page. If this list represented Sam Rosenthal’s original deliberations about his new will, he’d later made up his mind to exclude his son and to award Caitlin the money.


  The second page contained two very brief progress notes, under the heading “C. O.”

  



  Sept. 13. Patient arrived 10 p.m. Appeared anxious and fearful, denied concerns but not very talkative about herself. She asked about the High Holy Days, and what Jews did to celebrate the new year. I explained it was not a celebration but a time of reflection and atonement. For evil, she said, then talked on about bad state of world, some talk of Lucifer but denies hearing any commands from God to destroy him. Refused increase olazapine. Major concern, I tried to put some in tea but she didn’t drink it. I sense increasing suspicion. I hope the mother didn’t tell her about my call to her father.

  Sept. 20, 1:30 a.m. Patient failed to appear for her session this evening. Even allowing for her rather loose appreciation of time, this is abnormally late, and she knows I will worry. My optimism that she would respond to my treatment approach appears to be misplaced, and her erratic and deteriorating behaviour has left me concerned for her safety and her future. With each relapse, the hopes for recovery diminish.

  Her father has not yet returned my phone call. I know he cares about her in his heavy-handed, take-charge fashion. Hence I fear he may be starting to lose hope himself. For a parent, that moment when hope is relinquished, is the most devastating loss of all. I will make one last effort to find her tonight and if that fails, I will call him again tomorrow.

  



  Green reread the last note several times. “That moment when hope is relinquished is the most devastating loss of all”.. His thoughts returned to Patrick’s version of the events that had unfolded that tragic Sunday afternoon. Patrick had argued his daughter’s side against his wife, who wanted to turn her in to the police, then he’d gone down to make lunch. He’d heard an argument from upstairs, but that was commonplace so he thought nothing of it. He returned back upstairs to find his wife murdered in her bedroom, and Caitlin in her bathroom washing her hands after presumably stashing the murder weapon in her bathroom drawer. Patrick had chosen not to call 911, but instead to bind his daughter’s hands and bring her to the Montreal Road house. To her refuge, her one true home.


  They had talked about her past and her future, her life at a crossroads. She had reached a decision. Perhaps he had even poured the water, held the glass, emptied the pills...


  The vague sense of unease clicked into focus. With Caitlin’s hands bound, only one person could have brought the bottle of sleeping pills from her mother’s bedside. Only one person could have brought the supply of water needed to wash them down.


  Patrick had known, even before his talk with his daughter, what the outcome would be. He had brought her to that house with all the supplies needed for her suicide. He had intended her to die. Had he let her explore her own way, or had he nudged her along the path to her decision? Had he told her it was her only hope for an end to the torment, her ultimate act of atonement?


  Even worse, had he deceived her with assurances of a long, much-needed sleep? Or with threats and intimidation, forced the pills down her throat?


  Green’s heart pounded. In the privacy of that little bungalow, a tragedy had unfolded. A young woman had reached an impasse, and a father had been forced to make a horrific choice on her behalf. Perhaps she had begged him to end it, perhaps he had made the choice for her. It was impossible to know. More importantly, from a police perspective, impossible to prove. Patrick already faced the possibility of charges as an accessory to murder. At the very least, he would lose his reputation, his good standing at the Bar, and most certainly his social standing, all of which paled next to the losses he had already sustained. Would it serve the cause of justice—for Sam Rosenthal, for Lindsay Corsin or for Annabeth—to bring that horrific choice out of the privacy of that room into the harsh light of law?


  Leaving the pages on the desk, Green switched off his office light and headed out to the interrogation room. It was almost one o’clock. Patrick O’Malley was waiting to retell his story. And to explain, not his desperation or loss of hope, but merely a few questionable fingerprints on the accoutrements of his daughter’s suicide.


  
    
      
    
  


  Beautiful Lie the Dead


  ONE

  



  To Hannah Green, the Number 2 bus was the lifeblood of the city, belching oily fumes as it rumbled along the narrow streets of the inner city. On Ottawa’s transit planning chart, it was supposed to provide a link between two major shopping malls, the Rideau Centre at the heart of downtown and Bayshore Shopping Centre in the west. But it was the whacky journey in between that Hannah loved, first passing the gingerbread Victorian renos of Centretown, then the spice-laden clamour of Chinatown and the thrift shops of Hintonburg before it skulked like a smelly, overweight bag lady into the trendy kitsch of Westboro.


  On Monday night the weather was working itself up into one mother of a snowstorm, adding to the fun. Hannah loved watching the people as they clambered aboard in a swirl of snow, juggling Christmas shopping bags and yanking their mittens off with their teeth so they could fish into their pockets for change or a bus pass. She loved reading the clues they gave away, a weird habit she’d probably gotten from her father, the bigshot detective. The student with the three-hundred dollar Goretex jacket and the swagger in his step would probably get off in Westboro, or worse in her own neighbourhood of Highland Park just to the west of it. The old Chinese lady wearing a long woollen coat, a thousand mismatched scarves and a huge brown vinyl sac was going shopping at the Asian grocery store, and the teenage mother with the neon green ski jacket would wrestle her second-hand stroller and her sleeping baby down the steps into a snowbank outside the St. Vincent de Paul thrift store.


  Sometimes the people surprised her. Sometimes the tall, classy African family would not get off at the Ethiopian restaurant but at the library nearby. Sometimes the boozy trio of loudmouths whom she had pegged for the Royal Oak would head off instead to the stone church that hogged an entire block among the funky old stores of Hintonburg.


  And sometimes, like the young woman who flopped down in the seat across from her, they confounded her. The woman had boarded the bus at the corner of Bank and Laurier Streets, in the middle of the business district. She looked like a fashion natural. Long tumbling hair a shade of burnt red that you couldn’t buy in a bottle, perfect nails buffed to a natural shine. No make-up, but with cheekbones like that, who needed it?


  Hannah would have guessed high-end civil servant, except that it was eight thirty in the evening, too late for even the keenest government workers, and the woman was dressed in skinny jeans, high boots and a red suede jacket with awesome beadwork around the hood and hem. She was put together like a woman who knew what she was doing and had the money to do it.


  But her expression suggested a different story. She leaped aboard, wide-eyed and jumpy like someone high on coke. Her fingers didn’t work; she couldn’t open her purse, couldn’t pick up change. Hannah had been there enough times to recognize the signs. Even when the woman yanked her leather gloves off with her teeth, she took forever to snag the toonie at the bottom of her purse. And then it flew from her fingers and skittered across the floor.


  “Oh fuckety fuck shit!” she wailed, shocking even Hannah, who said much worse herself before she even got out of bed in the morning. The suede jacket and the high boots went better with a ladylike “oh pooh!”


  A dozen fingers groped on the floor to retrieve the coin for her, but among them Hannah noticed only the woman’s. There was a rock the size of Gibraltar on her fourth finger that caught every ray of feeble lighting inside the bus. She looked at the woman again. As rich as she might be, she had obviously snagged someone way richer.


  So why did she look like she’d just witnessed the end of the world?


  Having finally plunked the money in the slot and picked up her transfer, the woman stumbled over a stroller, two backpacks and a walker in the aisle, not seeming to see them as she headed for the one empty seat on the bus, across from Hannah. She flounced down, flipped back her snowy hood, and shook her hair loose. Long auburn curls flew past Hannah’s face. She seemed to be trying to get herself together. Took a deep breath, shut her eyes and pressed her fingers to her temples.


  The drama over, Hannah turned her attention to the next challenge. Where would the woman get off? Not too far west, or she would have taken a transitway bus. If you wanted to get anywhere in this weather and you didn’t want the grime and dejection of the masses sticking to your soul, you took the rapid transitway. Hannah was betting on one of the trendy high-rise condos in Centretown, but when the bus trundled west past Bronson Avenue, she switched her bets to the Civic Hospital area. It was full of upscale homes where lawyers and bureaucrats paid for the privilege of being in town. But the bus inched past Holland Avenue and elegant Island Park Drive without a flicker of interest on the woman’s part.


  A cellphone trilled. After much rummaging in her humungous bag, she pulled out a Blackberry. She stared at the Call Display and seemed to hesitate, but when it rang again, the passengers around her scowled and she punched a button impatiently.


  “I don’t want to talk to you,” she hissed. She gave the person two seconds to respond before whipping her head back and forth. “I don’t care, I don’t care!”


  Trouble in fiancéland, Hannah thought, vaguely disappointed.


  There was no life-shattering crisis, no grand tragedy, just pre-wedding hysterics. Maybe Mr. Rock-of-Gibraltar had hired a photographer without consulting her.


  “It’s not true! You just want to ruin everything!”


  Not the photographer, then, Hannah decided, intrigued by this new mystery. What besides sex could ruin everything?


  “How could you do this to me? Oh my God, why?” The woman pressed her hand to her mouth, crying softly. Hannah felt a twinge of pity. Definitely sex. “It makes me sick to... No! Don’t! Fuck!” The woman glanced out the window. The bus was just leaving the shopping bustle of Westboro and entering the residential neighbourhood where Hannah lived. Abruptly the woman shoved her Blackberry into her purse, leaped up and dashed to the rear exit. Hannah had one last glimpse of her standing on the street corner, juggling gloves, hat and purse. She was peering through the blowing snow, looking bewildered and lost.


  As if she had no idea where she was, or where she was going.


  


  By four a.m. Tuesday, Frankie Robitaille had been on the job for nearly twelve hours and he was dead tired. His arms throbbed from the constant shifting of levers and gears and from the bone-rattling vibrations of the snowplow on the icy streets. He longed for a hot cup of soup and a warm bed, but that was still a long way off. Still, the overtime was amazing. As an independent operator, he only got paid when it snowed. This blizzard was going to pay for his kids’ Christmas presents, and if the forecast was right, maybe even for the trip to Disney World too.


  He could always sleep once the snowfall was over and all the streets were cleared in his quadrant. The main arteries had been done, as had the bus routes. He was doing the side streets now, and his big yellow snowplow was the only machine in the quiet residential grid he’d been assigned. Up one street, around the corner and down the next, his massive curved plow spewing the snow up into a neat bank along the side of the road. The monotony was broken only by the occasional car parked by the curb.


  It was his favourite time to plow, because no one was out. The quiet was unreal. The wind had eased up and the snow was falling softly through the dim yellow halos of the street lamps, cloaking the ground in a white glitter that was almost magical. Christmas lights lit up the front yards, smudges of red and blue in the soft white snow. The roads dipped and twisted, full of surprise sights. Frankie smiled as he steered the big rig around a corner. His mind drifted.


  The curve was sharper than he expected and he had to fight to get the plow around the corner. The bump barely registered. A mere nudge of his steering wheel and a tremor through his floor. He’d hit something buried under the snow, possibly a garbage bin or a kid’s sled forgotten outside. He peered in his rear view mirror and at first could distinguish nothing in the unbroken berm of white snow he had banked along the curb. Maybe a flash of something in the feeble street light. Orange or red, like a kid’s plastic toy.


  He shrugged and carried on. Not his problem. He had miles of road left to plow before the rush hour began, and his hot soup beckoned.


  


  Ottawa Police Inspector Michael Green fought to stay awake but couldn’t help himself. The heat in the deputy chief ’s conference room was cranked up to keep the frigid wind at bay, and the lights were dimmed to improve the visibility of the PowerPoint presentation. A director from Strategic Support droned on as she read, almost word for word, the contents of each slide.


  “These are the tenure targets for 2011 in each division...”


  Green’s eyes drifted shut. A foot kicked him under the table, and he jerked awake to see Superintendent Barbara Devine glaring at him across the expanse of blue folders, coffee cups and empty sandwich wrappers littering the table. He blinked and rolled his shoulders surreptitiously. Every muscle ached from shovelling a foot of snow from his driveway that morning, in the pitch dark of the winter solstice. He had begged, bribed and threatened but utterly failed to persuade his two children to join the fun. Five-year-old Tony was glued to his favourite cartoon and eighteen-year-old Hannah could not be coaxed out from under the covers. “Wake me when it’s spring,” she’d said.


  His gaze drifted to the window, through which he could see an endless string of red brake lights snaking along the Queensway. Barely two p.m. and the afternoon traffic jam had already started. More accurately, the morning one had never ended.


  The door opened, wafting cooler air into the room. Superintendent Adam Jules knifed his gaunt form through the narrow crack and all too soon closed the door in his wake. The surprise woke Green up completely. His former boss, now Superintendent of East Division, was always precise and punctual, his charcoal suit pressed to a razor’s edge and his silver hair perfectly in place. Today Jules was an hour late and dressed in clothes he appeared to have slept in. His tie was crooked and his hair had seen nothing but a passing swipe of his palm. His cheeks were tinged a self-conscious pink, and he avoided the questioning gazes around the table as he slid into a vacant chair.


  At his best, Jules was a man of few words, but today he didn’t utter a single word throughout the entire meeting. But more than once Green felt his eyes upon him. Mercifully the meeting ended at three thirty and the various inspectors and superintendents began to file out of the room. Jules hung back, seemingly engrossed in a study of the file before him. Green felt the man’s gaze tracking him, however, and as if by serendipity, the two men found themselves face to face as they edged out the door.


  Jules bent his head close. “Michael, a word.”


  Green stepped into the hallway. In the distance he saw Devine gesturing him towards her office, but he pretended not to notice. Devine, ever mindful of career advancement, would want to be the first senior brass to get on top of the tenure issue, even if it meant trading away some of Criminal Investigations’ most experienced officers. Having no such professional ambitions, Green sidled down the hall towards the elevator. Jules appeared at his elbow as silently as a cat, his gaze scanning the hall behind him.


  “My office, sir?”


  “No. Outside. Let’s walk.”


  Green hid his surprise. There was still a foot of snow on the sidewalks, and the blizzard continued unabated. Even Jules realized his mistake when he opened the lobby doors to a blast of sleet. Instead, he nodded towards a small conference room off the lobby. Once inside, he steepled his fingers and pressed them to his lips as if in supplication. Green kept his silence with an effort. No one rushed Adam Jules.


  “Michael,” he began eventually, “this is off the record. A personal inquiry. Is that acceptable to you?”


  Green stared at him. Never had he seen the man so discomfited. In all his twenty years under Jules’s tutelage, he’d never caught a glimpse of the private man behind the pressed suits and impeccable manner. There were lines that before now had never been crossed between them.


  “Of course,” he said, not daring to venture further.


  Jules flushed and ran his manicured hand through his hair. “In the past twenty-four hours, have there been any missing persons reports? Anyone unaccounted for?”


  Green frowned at him, puzzled. Before his present post, Jules had been Superintendent of Criminal Investigations for over ten years, overseeing Green’s Major Case Investigations as well as other criminal code cases. Surely he knew Missing Persons didn’t fall under his command any more. Green had received the usual morning briefings from his own NCOs but nothing unusual had been reported, and there were no rumours of people lost in the storm. It was a cold day to go missing.


  “Not that I know of,” he said. “But I don’t get those reports.”


  “I know, but I wondered...sometimes you hear...”


  “I can check with MisPers.”


  Jules bobbed his head. He straightened his crooked tie and seemed to notice his rumpled suit for the first time. He smoothed the creases in vain. “Thank you. Any accidents? Hospitals reporting unknown victims?”


  “Not that I heard. But I can put out an alert—”


  “No!” Jules stopped himself. “No, that’s not necessary. I was just wondering...”


  “What’s this about, Adam? Someone missing? Someone hurt?”


  “No. It’s simply an inquiry. For a friend. It’s not important.” He lifted his head as if relieved and for the first time met Green’s questioning gaze. “I trust your discretion in this matter, Michael. If something should arise... If you learn something...”


  Green saw the steel grey of authority return to the older man’s eyes. Jules had drawn the curtains back down on his private world. Green found himself nodding, but before he even knew what exactly he was agreeing to, Jules had slipped out of the room.


  


  Constable Whelan had just come on duty when the missing person’s call came in. Despite it being the holiday season, he had expected the graveyard shift to be dead because a blizzard was howling outside. He’d barely made it into work with his four-wheel drive. Temperatures were frigid, the winds were brutal, and the snow was slanting in sideways sheets. Snowdrifts made the side roads impassable. No one, not even the most drunk and determined reveller, would be out tonight. For the second night in a row, school pageants and Christmas concerts had been cancelled, neighbourhood potlucks rescheduled and holiday shopping put off for another day.


  Most of his fellow shift workers would be busy on the streets, handling fender benders and rounding up the homeless into shelters while he sat with his feet up on the tiny corner desk on the second floor dedicated to missing persons, reviewing, updating and cross-checking the active files against information from across the country. The two aboriginal girls were still missing, and so were the twins who were last seen going through airport security with their Iranian father.


  The call surprised him. He logged it in automatically as he picked up the line. 12:32 a.m. It was a young man’s voice, brusque as if he were trying to conceal his fear.


  “I want to report a woman missing.”


  “Name, sir?”


  “Meredith Kennedy.”


  “I mean your name.”


  “Dr. Brandon Longstreet.”


  “Address?”


  Longstreet supplied an address on one of the classy avenues in Rockcliffe. Already the case was unusual, Whelan thought, pulling up the MisPers form on his computer. “The missing person is Meredith Kennedy, you say? Age and address?”


  The young man’s voice cracked slightly as he supplied her age, thirty-two, and an address in McKellar Heights. Not on a par with Rockcliffe, but a respectable middle-class neighbourhood nonetheless. The mystery deepened.


  “And how long has Meredith been missing?”


  “I’m not sure of the exact time. Possibly since Monday evening.”


  Whelan did a quick calculation. “That’s less than forty-eight hours, sir. What’s your relationship to her?”


  “But it’s not like her. She’s not home, and her parents haven’t seen her since Monday morning.”


  “She lives with her parents?”


  “Temporarily, yes, but we’re in touch every day. Often more than once.” Longstreet broke off, and Whelan could imagine him trying to muster his argument. “She wouldn’t be out tonight. Not in this.”


  “Normally it would be her parents filing the report, sir—”


  “I said I’d do it. They’re as worried as I am, I assure you.”


  “And what’s your relationship to her?”


  “She’s my fiancée. We’re getting married in less than three weeks.”


  Whelan’s fingers paused over the keys. This wouldn’t be the first bride to get cold feet.


  Longstreet was ahead of him. “She’s very happy about it.”


  “No pre-wedding jitters?”


  “None.”


  “Anything on her mind? Any disagreements with family— hers or yours?” Whelan’s daughter had been married the previous summer, and both she and his wife had been in a constant flap for a month beforehand. Caterers had quit over budget disputes, the bridesmaids hated their dresses, the hall had jacked up its rates. “These arrangements take their toll.”


  There was a slight pause. “The wedding isn’t the issue. It’s exactly what she and I want—a small crowd, just close family and friends, held at my mother’s home, buffet dinner reception afterwards. Non-denominational with a lay clergy, and even her parents are okay with that even though they’re Catholic. Meredith isn’t, at least not any more.”


  It was a lot of information for the question he had asked, which Whelan found odd. He couldn’t resist a smile as he pictured all the trouble brewing beneath the surface of this perfect wedding. The groom’s mother masterminding the whole thing on her own turf, the Catholic parents pretending not to care. A Kennedy marrying a Longstreet. It was enough to make his West Quebec Irish grandparents roll over in their graves.


  And worst of all, a poor dumb groom oblivious to it all.


  He leaned back in his chair. “Have you tried her friends and family?”


  A long silence hung in the air. When Longstreet spoke again, his tone was deeper. Angrier. “Look, I’m not a complete fool. I know this woman. She’s a strong, capable, responsible adult. If she wanted to call off the wedding, she’d tell me to my face. Of course I’ve tried her family and friends, and none of them has heard from her since Monday at six. Her father and I have checked her computer, and she hasn’t emailed or texted or posted on Facebook either. She hasn’t been near her home, and it’s after midnight in a fucking blizzard! So please take the damn report!”


  Whelan could hear the gravel in the young man’s voice. He knew all about fear and loss; he’d recently watched his wife lose a brutal fight with breast cancer. He relished the night shift so he wouldn’t have to spend hours alone in the dark. Now he felt a twinge of shame for his own lack of compassion. He worked his way through the rest of the questions and asked Longstreet to email a photo before he signed off with a promise to be in touch.


  As the photo downloaded, Whelan watched the screen with a sinking heart. The girl looked far younger than her thirty-two years, with red curls tumbling around her face, big blue eyes and a classic Irish turned up nose that gave her an impish charm. She was wearing an over-sized UNICEF t-shirt and grinning into the camera with a big thumbs-up.


  This was far too pretty a girl to be wandering the streets alone at night, in any weather.


  TWO

  



  The sound of doors slamming and voices in the street penetrated Brandon’s sleep. He bolted awake, disoriented and full of hope. Stumbling to the window, he peered down to see a CTV media van parked in the street and two crew members lugging a shoulder camera through the snow to the front door.


  The blizzard had spent itself, leaving sculpted swirls of snow across the front yard. Winter dawn washed the snow in a rosy glitter. For once, he was unmoved. Awash in fatigue and despair, he peered at his bedside clock.


  Seven fucking o’clock, and the vultures were already out.


  He’d managed two hours’ sleep after spending most of the night on the internet and on the phone, pacing the kitchen and speaking in low, urgent tones to avoid waking his mother. They had barely talked when he’d returned from his evening shift, but he’d felt her gaze upon him. There was doubt in it, but also pity. He kept his distance, not trusting himself to be civil should she reach out. Not trusting himself not to blurt out: “She didn’t leave me! You never did like her, and you know it. You made her feel common, unworthy, tolerated only because I insisted.”


  Part of him knew that was immature and unfair, a deflection of blame to avoid looking at his own failings. At his own small niggle of doubt, which didn’t bear thinking about.


  His mother was up now, and he heard her hurrying towards the front door to intercept the crew before they rang the bell. Reluctantly he headed down the hall. On two hours sleep, he didn’t feel up to facing the media, so he hung back in the stairwell as his mother opened the front door. A microphone was thrust in her face. If anyone understood the media, it was his mother. She understood the drama—had used it often enough herself—but how would she choose to play this scene? On Meredith’s side, or against her?


  With the camera rolling, the media were the essence of respect. The young female reporter whom Brandon recognized from the local news introduced herself as Natasha, confirmed his mother’s identity and asked if they could do an interview inside. Their breath billowed white around them, and his mother hugged her velvet robe tightly around her.


  “Certainly,” she said but without moving. “As long as I will do. My son has only just gone to bed after working and staying up all night tracking down leads—”


  “That’s fine,” Natasha interrupted hastily.


  His mother led them inside and left them to set up while she disappeared. In her absence, the cameraman positioned his tripod in the bay window and trained his lens on the loveseat opposite. Brandon knew his mother would be pleased with the choice. It captured the gentility of the room—carved mahogany frame, rose floral brocade, delicate antique lace pillows—and it went well with her royal blue dressing gown.


  When she re-entered the room carrying a tea tray, Brandon felt a flash of frustration. Tea before Meredith—how like Elena Longstreet. To her credit, Natasha ignored the tea and ploughed straight into the questions with no chit-chat or preamble.


  “I understand your son and Meredith Kennedy are engaged.


  When is the wedding?”


  “New Year’s Eve. A choice they may later consider unwise, but at the time it seemed romantic.”


  “When was the last time you or your son had contact with Meredith?”


  “I haven’t seen her in nearly a month, although she’s due to come to my annual eggnog party on Christmas Eve. She’s been extraordinarily busy—”


  “But your son?”


  “He had dinner with her Sunday evening, I believe.”


  “How did she seem?”


  “As far as I know, she was fine. She’s a bride, so she has a lot on her mind. She may have been a little anxious recently, but certainly nothing to worry about.”


  “Any particular things she was anxious about?”


  “Oh, the usual. One of her bridesmaids has withdrawn, and her family wants some young cousin to be a ring bearer, but he’s only two and naturally there are concerns—”


  “Any disagreements with your son?”


  Brandon saw his mother lift her chin to face the interviewer squarely. He knew the fluff she’d supplied so far would not survive the cutting room, but this question was the heart of the interview. The clip that would be replayed throughout the day and possibly across the country. The clip that would be dissected by the police. He found himself holding his breath.


  “They are blissfully happy. They have both waited a long time to find each other, and I truly believe that their love is far more important to them than any disputes over menu or wedding procession. They always find a middle ground.”


  “What do you think has happened to her?”


  Elena hesitated, and Brandon wondered how she would answer. This too might play across the nation. To his relief, she settled on a message of hope. “I hope she simply wanted a day or two of solitude to regroup. We invest so much emotion in our wedding, as a highlight of our lives and expression of our hope for a perfect future. Yet the reality of planning it—balancing out the guest list, finding the right shoes for the dress, choosing between pecan-crusted salmon and Cornish game hen—robs the event of its romantic sheen. Brides in particular struggle with that. She did seem distracted of late, as if her mind were elsewhere.”


  “Distracted by what?”


  “Possibly the move. They were going to Ethiopia after the honeymoon for a two-year posting with Doctors Without Borders. Meredith worked in Haiti for a brief stint, but neither of them have ever been to Africa. Perhaps she was apprehensive. Natural enough.”


  “Are she and her family close?”


  Brandon moved down the stairs. So far, his mother had said all the right things, but he knew she was playing to the jury. He wasn’t sure he trusted her to keep her views of Meredith’s family quite so benign.


  She must have heard his footsteps, for she raised her voice.


  Warning him, he wondered? “Very. She comes from a lovely family.” She rose to her feet. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I hear—”


  “There is no trouble,” Brandon said, striding into the room. He knew he was a sight, still dressed in yesterday’s rumpled hospital garb and sporting a day’s growth. His blue eyes were probably bloodshot and his thick hair plastered in unruly spikes. When the camera swung to him, he faced it square on. A spectacle for sure, but also raw truth.


  “You need to get that message across,” he said. “Meredith was not an overwrought bride who got cold feet. She was excited about the wedding and looking forward to working overseas. She has not run off. Something has happened to her. An accident, a slip on the ice that knocked her out. She could be out there somewhere. Buried. In this weather, hypothermia could set in in minutes...” He broke off, quivering.


  Elena moved to his side, deftly shielding him from the camera.


  “The police are taking this very seriously,” she said. “I believe they have patrol cars on the look-out and are going to search her home for clues.” She glanced outside and allowed herself a small shiver. “We ask for everyone’s help. Check your driveways and the walks in front of your houses. If anyone saw her or has a clue where she might have gone, please call the police. The more eyes we have looking, the sooner we’ll find her.”


  


  Once again, Green glanced at his phone. Almost eleven a.m. and Sergeant Li from Missing Persons still had not returned his call. He didn’t want to phone again, concerned that his impatience might arouse suspicions. A routine inquiry, that’s all it was supposed to be.


  Green loved being interrupted by a real life enigma. By Wednesday, the desk in his little office was awash in memos, updates, reports, and his computer inbox was stuffed with more of the same. As the city dug out from its first major snowstorm of the season, the second floor of Elgin Street Headquarters was eerily calm. Criminals too had been deterred by the weather. It was tricky robbing a bank when the getaway car might get stuck in a snowbank, and sexual assault was much more of a challenge in bone-chilling cold and knee-deep drifts. Only the serious and the desperate were out on the street looking for trouble on days like this.


  In the Major Crimes Unit, detectives were using the lull to catch up on paperwork or follow up on existing cases. They hunched over computers or talked on the phone, jotting notes. Green could see Detectives Bob Gibbs and Sue Peters at their adjacent desks, unconsciously leaning towards each other as they worked.


  On his desk in front of him, Green had assembled the stack of performance appraisals prepared by his NCOs, and he was trying to make decisions he hated. Who to transfer out, who to keep. Organizational policy required police officers to move at least every five years. He knew all the bureaucratic reasons. In theory, it was to ensure a well-rounded, experienced police service, to allow for fresh perspectives and enthusiasm, and to avoid burn-out in the high stress jobs. In practice, it usually meant that just as an officer became really good at the job and developed a network on the street, he or she was moved out, leaving the supervisors with a continual pool of inexperienced, uncertain staff.


  Bob Gibbs was one of the officers he’d been trying to shelter for months. The young detective had always been the most valuable geek in the unit, roaming the vast world of cyberspace with ease to track down bad guys and ferret out information. Now, however, he was finally beginning to gain some confidence and skill as an interviewer. He was a far better detective than he would ever be a front line officer, a paradox Green could relate to. If he himself hadn’t had Jules to rescue him from the uniform division, he likely would have been turfed out of the force within a year. Or quit in a fit of righteous pique.


  Yet Superintendent Devine, herself the master of job hopping her way up the ladder without staying long enough in any job to get really good at it, had issued Green an ultimatum after yesterday’s meeting. She had her quota of underlings to move as well and had hinted that Green’s own name could be on the list if he didn’t play the game. He knew that he was well past due for a transfer and stayed at the helm of Major Case Investigations only because she’d decided no newbie inspector would make her look as good. It was a dubious vote of confidence that could be rescinded on a whim. Barbara Devine was famous for whims.


  Devine argued that more experience in other areas, particularly in Patrol, was just what Gibbs needed to put the necessary swagger in his step and teach him to make decisions in the span of two seconds. “Not just high-pressure decisions, Mike, any decisions,” she’d said. Green wasn’t so sure. It might make him, but it might also break him.


  Mercifully, the phone rang before he had to decide. He pounced on the distraction, expecting the MisPers sergeant, only to hear a slight pause followed by a breathy, little-girl voice from long ago.


  “I want her home for Christmas, Mike.”


  He felt his jaw clench. How his first wife still had the power to do that was a mystery. She’d walked out on him eighteen years ago, putting a bitter, moribund marriage out of its misery. His second wife, Sharon, had brought him infinitely more joy in the years since then, along with a son who had the dark, curly hair and laughing brown eyes of his mother, but whose stubbornness and intensity was all Green.


  Green glanced at his watch. Barely eleven o’clock in the morning, eight o’clock in Vancouver. The crack of dawn for Ashley. She must have been stewing all night.


  “Good morning to you too, Ashley.”


  “It’s time this nonsense ended. I want to see her. It’s the least you can do, Mike. You don’t even celebrate Christmas!”


  “She’s eighteen. I’m not stopping her. She makes her own decisions.”


  “She’s done that since she was two years old,” Ashley retorted. “But you could encourage her. Tell her it’s time to mend fences. You have Tony too, but Hannah’s all I’ve got.”


  Green heard the catch of well-rehearsed tears in her voice. He could have argued the point. Children were not interchangeable or replaceable, and Ashley had had Hannah all to herself for the first fifteen years of her life. But he knew she was right. For her own sake, Hannah needed to reconnect with her mother. She was no longer the defiant, resentful teenager who had landed on his doorstep nearly three years earlier. She was on track to graduate from high school with full honours this spring, an edgy, thoughtful young woman who could run rings around her empty-headed mother.


  In the silence, as Green struggled with his own reluctance, Ashley pressed her case. “I’m not going to force her, Mike. Fred and I have done a lot of talking, and I know that doesn’t work. But she’ll listen to you. She’s just like you. Tell her I’ll promise not to fight with her.”


  A promise that will last precisely half an hour, Green thought.


  In a tight spot, fighting was still Hannah’s preferred mode of expression. It was all she’d known when she’d arrived in Green’s life. Fortunately, however, conflict resolution between mother and daughter was not his responsibility. He only had to get Hannah on the plane, and the rest was up to Ashley and Fred. Disguising a tightness in his chest, he agreed to try.


  No sooner had he hung up than there was a soft knock at his door, and the Missing Persons sergeant poked his head in.


  A twenty-four year veteran of Patrol, Li had been on modified duties for nearly a year while he awaited hip surgery. Most of the time, Missing Persons was a clerical job of filling in forms, making internet and phone inquiries, and liaising with other units and agencies. Every few months a genuine mystery came along that the missing persons team could sink its investigative teeth into. Li looked as if he was long overdue.


  Green beckoned him in and watched as Li eased himself into the plastic guest chair wedged in the narrow space between the desk and the door. He had packed an extra fifty pounds onto his mid-size frame since being parked behind a desk, and his bad hip obviously complained at each new move.


  “I’m guessing this is about the missing girl,” Li said before Green could even form his question.


  Green masked his surprise. “What’s the story?”


  “So far, it’s not clear. Her name’s Meredith Kennedy, thirty-two years old, good family, no known criminal ties. Fiancé called it in last night.”


  Green’s thoughts were already racing ahead, wondering about Jules’s connection to a thirty-two-year-old from a “good family”. Jules was a lifelong bachelor at least twenty-five years her senior. “Any leads yet?”


  “Dead ends. We did the usual checks—hospitals, ambulance, accident reports—with no results. By all accounts the young woman has fallen off the face of the earth. Family hasn’t heard from her for two days. She was set to get married soon, and her fiancé and friends say she was looking forward to the big day.”


  “Banking and cellphone enquiries in the works?”


  Li nodded. “We should have that info by tomorrow.”


  “What’s the last known contact?”


  Li flipped through the file. “That’s the really interesting part. Jessica Ward, a close friend, spoke to her at 5:45 Monday evening. Our girl sounded upset, said she really had to talk to her, and could they meet somewhere for coffee. Jessica couldn’t because she was working an evening shift, so they arranged to get together the next day after Meredith’s work.”


  “That would be Tuesday? Yesterday?”


  “Yes. She never showed up, never phoned to cancel, didn’t show up for work either.”


  “Any prior history of similar behaviour? Or mental health issues?”


  Li shook his head. “Everyone says she’s pretty solid.”


  “What’s Jessica’s theory on the disappearance?”


  “She’s scared. Thinks something has happened to her.”


  “What kind of work does the missing girl do?”


  “Contract work for the government. Citizenship and Immigration.” “Immigration?” Green let his imagination roam. “Could there be anything there? Sensitive file?”


  Li chuckled. “No. She was in Haiti last winter after the earthquake, helping to sort through immigration red tape, but back in Ottawa she mostly drafts policy positions for someone else’s signature. I talked to her boss, who said she does a good job but really wants to get back overseas. That’s their plan after the wedding. He was going to work for Doctors Without Borders in Ethiopia and she was going to teach school.”


  Green was still searching for a connection to Jules. “What’s the fiancé’s name?”


  “Dr. Brandon Longstreet.”


  Green’s interest spiked again. “Related to Elena Longstreet?”


  Li looked alarmed. “Who’s Elena Longstreet?”


  “Big name attorney in town. Years ago she used to do criminal cases, but now it’s mostly complex appeals. Charter challenges are her big thing. She also teaches criminal law at the University of Ottawa.” Green searched his memory for long-forgotten details. Only two stood out. Elena Longstreet was as much a master of courtroom drama as of the law. Her regal elegance and sleek black hair captured centre stage whenever she was in the room. As well, she’d been a ferocious critic of the police for lazy and incompetent case preparation. If the police had fouled up a single step of an investigation, Elena would find it and demolish the case. Even experienced officers had been known to quail under her cross-examination.


  Being her daughter-in-law would be no walk in the park. But surely not enough to drop out of sight.


  Green pondered the other revelations in the case. “So we have a bright, optimistic young woman on the brink of an exciting new adventure, who becomes upset about something she doesn’t tell her fiancé and then disappears in the middle of a Canadian winter.”


  Li grimaced. “Gives me a bad feeling.”


  Privately Green agreed with him. Teenagers went missing on a whim, but seemingly happy, well-adjusted women did not. He couldn’t ignore the darker side of love, which slipped so easily into the toxic swamp of obsession, betrayal and murder. Dr. Brandon Longstreet would have to be investigated.


  “Expedite those enquiries,” he said. “And take a close look at the fiancé. Anger issues, jealousy, previous girlfriends. Also previous men in her life. Have you asked Inspector Hopewell for extra manpower?” Green had learned the hard way not to step on other people’s turf. Luckily Li had not asked him the reason for his sudden interest in the case.


  Li nodded. “She asked if you could give us someone to search Meredith Kennedy’s living quarters. She’s living with her parents at the moment.”


  That in itself sets the girl apart, Green thought. He was mentally running through the list of general assignment detectives when a raucous laugh burst out. It sounded familiar, but it was a long time since he’d heard it. He rose and peered through the door into the Major Crimes room. Detectives were unhurried, coasting towards the holiday season when loneliness, alcohol and too much family togetherness would give them plenty of work.


  A familiar fuchsia jacket caught his eye. It was a long time since he’d seen that either. Sue Peters was sprawled in her chair like old times, legs outstretched and head tossed back. Bob Gibbs had evidently told a good joke, for she was still laughing. The affection between them was palpable.


  A plan began to take shape. Green turned it over in his mind, weighing its wisdom. Missing Persons did not fall under his command and rarely would a Major Crimes detective be tied up in a MisPers investigation unless something sinister was suspected. But all was quiet on the second floor, and this case felt wrong. Staff Sergeant Brian Sullivan, head of Major Crimes, was out on indefinite sick leave and his acting replacement, seconded from Patrol, was over his head trying to keep track of the dozens of active cases currently on the books, let alone managing to give the detectives any useful advice.


  Detective Sue Peters was currently relegated to entering data in online tracking forms, a mandatory but tedious clerical job that would not provide her with the confidence and skill to return to full duties. She had come a long way physically in her recovery from a near-fatal beating two years earlier, but the fuchsia jacket and the hearty laugh were the first signs that her spirit was returning as well. She was not yet well enough to pass her Use of Force test that would allow her back on full active duty, but a simple, behind-the-scenes assignment supporting Bob Gibbs might be the perfect nudge.


  He called them both into his office, watching her try to conceal her stiffness as she hovered in the doorway. Li struggled to rise and offer her the only chair, but she dismissed the offer and stood warily just inside the door. Green had not missed the spasm of alarm that crossed Gibbs’s face as well, and realized its source. Everyone was afraid of being transferred out.


  He held up a reassuring hand and explained the case. “Bob, I’d like you to search the missing woman’s room for clues to her whereabouts and explanations for her disappearance. While you’re there, re-interview her parents. Sue can follow up the leads you uncover.”


  Peters flashed a grin, lopsided now due to her injuries. “I get to go out on the call, sir?” she asked as if not quite believing her luck.


  He looked at her in silence and saw her smile slowly fade. To his surprise, she didn’t argue. “There will be plenty of leads to follow up on the phone,” he said. “Interviews with friends, old boyfriends…”


  Despite her obvious disappointment, Green knew even this was a huge step for her. He was aware of the anxiety she was trying to hide. Peters had been alone when she was attacked, making inquiries in a rough bar while her partner was elsewhere on the strip. To ask her to make cold calls to potentially violent men was a risk, but he knew the challenge was crucial for her. The old Sue Peters would have bulldozed forward without a backward glance.


  “Sergeant Li is running the case,” he added. “He’ll fill you two in on everything you need to know.”


  “She was about to get married, wasn’t she, sir?” Peters asked.


  Green and Li nodded in unison. “Reason enough to disappear,” she said with another hearty laugh. This time Green sensed it was forced, and she cast a small, uncertain glance in Gibbs’s direction as she did so.


  THREE

  



  Sue Peters kept quiet as Bob steered the unmarked Impala cautiously through the narrow residential streets, dodging the piles of snow pushed aside by hasty plows. She was marshalling her arguments for the next battle. Once they’d left Green’s office, she’d managed to persuade Bob to let her ride along in the car.


  “I have to get away from these four walls, Bob,” she’d said. “I’ve been staring at computers for so long, I’ve forgotten what a field call feels like. How am I supposed to get back on my feet if I don’t start somewhere?”


  She could see him wavering, so she pushed. “I can just sit in the car and observe the neighbourhood, make calls while I wait for you.


  It will hardly be different from the station but it will feel different.”


  It wasn’t really a fair fight, for Bob Gibbs never could say no to her. Not when she faced him square on and looked up into his brown puppy-dog eyes. She said nothing more while they were driving out to the Kennedy house. She knew he was taking inventory of the neighbourhood and mentally preparing himself for the encounter with the distraught parents. The initial police notes had described them as a “good family”. From a police officer’s perspective that usually meant nothing more than gainful employment and a lack of criminal connections. It said nothing about whether the father drank or the wife beat the kids, as long as nothing had landed on their police database.


  The neighbourhood wasn’t rich but had a certain charm if you liked the post-war Leave it to Beaver look—little houses peeking out beneath massive old trees, one-car driveways neatly carved by snowblowers, and handmade Christmas wreaths on the door. Despite being built in the 1950s, the homes were being snapped up by young couples eager to avoid cookie-cutter plastic houses and hour-long commutes from suburbia. Sue wouldn’t be caught dead living here. She wanted acres of land somewhere in the rugged Canadian shield west of the city. Hardwood forests, granite bluffs, a meadow for a horse, and lots of trails for the dogs to roam off-leash. She grinned at the image of shy, self-conscious Gibbsie and her lying in the meadow with the sun beating down on their naked bodies and not a prying eye for miles.


  Would she ever be whole enough?


  The Kennedy house came upon them unexpectedly, breaking into her daydreams. It was a red and white dollhouse sitting on a corner lot, surrounded by a trim cedar hedge. Cars crammed the single driveway and crowded the street against the snowbanks, making it difficult for Bob to squeeze by. Only once he’d parked up the block and had one foot out the door did she stop him.


  “Bob, I can observe much better if I’m in there with you.”


  “Impossible.” He didn’t look at her. “The inspector would have my head.”


  “Only if you tell him.”


  “Or the family does.”


  “Why should they? They won’t think anything of it. Two detectives look better than one anyway. One to interview and one to take notes. Looks like we’re taking it seriously.”


  “Sue, you know—”


  “I’ll be as quiet as a mouse. You know how hard it is to deal with upset families, plan questions and take notes.”


  She’d thought that would be incentive enough, but still he shook his head. She changed tactics. “Darling, I need to do this.


  I need to feel normal again, start thinking like a police officer again. How am I ever going to recover…?” She grabbed his chin and turned his face to hers. “How am I ever going to be a hundred percent?”


  That simple phrase proved the key. She suppressed a small smile of triumph as she followed him up the icy street, trying to disguise the slight drag of her left foot. The family would not want a cripple assigned to their daughter’s search.


  The snow on the front walk had been trampled by dozens of boots and as soon as Bob rang the doorbell, the door was flung open. A look of expectation followed by surprise raced across the face of the man who opened it. The loud buzz of voices could be heard inside.


  “Mr. Kennedy? I’m Detective Gibbs of the Ottawa Police.”


  The man didn’t answer. His jaw dropped and he stepped back to yell into the house. “Reg, it’s the cops!”


  A roly-poly sparkplug of a man rushed up. He had a crooked nose, curly silver hair and that Irish leprechaun face Sue had seen in dozens of small Ottawa Valley towns. Minus the jaunty grin and the twinkle in the eye. This man’s eyes were bloodshot, and his skin was bruised grey with fatigue and fear. Behind him came a dumpling of a woman with mousey hair all askew and the same hollow panic in her eyes. Others anxiously crowded into the tiny hall.


  “There’s nothing new,” Bob said quickly, and their faces sagged. He lowered his voice. “Just a few questions. Is there somewhere we can speak privately?”


  The Kennedys led them through the crowd to the tiny kitchen in the back, which was probably outfitted before Sue was born. Only the massive gas stove looked modern. Sue remembered from the file that Norah Kennedy was a housewife and Reginald was a chef by trade, although he was now a bartender at a pub on Merivale Road. It obviously didn’t pay well enough for them to replace the painted white cabinets and arborite counter.


  Two women were hunched over the small counter, making sandwiches. Reg Kennedy asked the women to leave then invited the officers to sit in the homemade bench built under the window overlooking the backyard. The father squeezed in opposite them, but the wife seemed too jumpy. She fussed around, wiping sandwich crumbs from the counter. Reg tilted his head towards the crowd in the living room.


  “We got a search on, everyone wants to help. We’ve lived here almost thirty years, and they all watched Meredith grow up. We’ve checked all her friends and the places she usually goes. Right now we’re checking along the route she would have walked from the bus to home. She could have slipped on the ice, and with the snow the last couple of days...” He broke off as if he couldn’t say it aloud.


  Taking out her notebook, Sue waited dutifully while Bob took up the interview. He looked efficient and in control. No hint of the stutter that sandbagged him when he was nervous. “Any leads from her friends on the places she went? We need to track her latest movements. We know she called her friend Monday evening. Anyone see her yesterday?”


  The father shook his head. “She didn’t go to work, didn’t call in sick. She never answered the emails and texts people sent her asking where she was. Jessica, her maid of honour, left her three messages on her cell and two texts saying ‘call me.’ No answer.” “Was the maid of honour concerned about something?”


  “Not at first. Meredith had called her, upset, and they were supposed to meet. It wasn’t like Meredith not to show up.”


  “Why was she upset? Did Jessica know?”


  “It was probably about the bridesmaid who quit.”


  “What happened?”


  Reg grimaced. “My nephew’s wife. She’s always taking offence, and I think Meredith said something to upset her.”


  “They don’t get along?”


  “Caryn doesn’t really get along with anyone—”


  Mrs. Kennedy looked up from her cleaning irritably. “Well, she’s going through a hard time, losing the baby, Reggie.”


  Sue eyed the exchange, noting the spark in the wife’s eye and the guilt in Reg’s. Crises always brought out the cracks in even the best marriage. Bob ploughed ahead. “So Meredith was c-concerned this might interfere with the wedding?”


  Reg glanced at his wife. “She did seem annoyed—”


  Norah sighed. “She was fine. Caryn would have come around.


  She just needed a few days to calm down.”


  “Did she have any disagreements with anyone else?”


  Both parents shook their heads simultaneously.


  “Any former boyfriends who might cause trouble?”


  At this, Reg and Norah exchanged uncertain glances before Norah answered. “She was engaged a few years ago, but they never saw eye to eye on things. Fought all the time. Meredith does have a temper. I think they were both glad to be out of it.”


  Bob paused like he was looking for another thread to pick up.


  “Any trouble with the current fiancé?” Sue blurted out impatiently. Beside her, Bob tensed, but he was too smart to say anything. “Were they fighting too?”


  “Nothing the two of them couldn’t handle,” Reg said. “They really adored each other. You could see it in their eyes whenever they were together.” A look almost like longing crossed his face.


  “Like they were made for each other. If ever two souls fit together perfectly...”


  Norah grunted. “Perfect, right. Except for that holy terror of a mother.”


  Sue raised an eyebrow. “Trouble with the in-laws?”


  Reg flinched but said nothing. Doesn’t want to put his foot wrong again, Sue thought. Norah replied for him. “Mother-in-law. Meredith’s got her work cut out for her there, but if anyone’s a match for that woman, it’s Merry.”


  Bob finally found his tongue. “The mother-in-law doesn’t approve?”


  “Of Meredith?” Norah flushed. “That woman wouldn’t approve of anyone, but certainly not us.”


  Nose up her ass? Sue wanted to say, but she’d already stuck her neck out far enough. The preliminary notes from MisPers said that Mrs. Longstreet was a well-connected lawyer. Bartenders who looked like they’d gone nine rounds with Joe Frazier wouldn’t fit around her formal dining table.


  Bob was more diplomatic. “Different backgrounds?”


  Reg bobbed his head knowingly. “It’s good the kids are going halfway around the world. Gives them a chance to find their own way.”


  “What about the father-in-law?”


  “Dead,” Reg said. “Years ago.”


  “Violently,” Norah added. Sue thought she heard triumph in her voice. “That’s a deep, dark secret she never mentions.”


  Sue perked up. There had been no mention of criminal links from the past. She jumped back in. “What happened?”


  “No one knows, it was all hushed up.” Norah’s triumph was obvious now. Something to hold over the too-good-for-us Elena Longstreet. “It was back in Montreal. Harvey Longstreet was a law professor at McGill. Her law professor in fact before they got married. That’s all we know.”


  “Probably murdered by a client who didn’t like the verdict,” Reg interjected.


  “Or his legal bill. Brandon was only a baby at the time and grew up listening to what a great lawyer his father had been. But Meredith says his mother never told him a thing about how he died.”


  


  Meredith’s room had the dishevelled, disorganized look of a temporary lodging. She had moved back there only a month earlier when her apartment lease had expired, and suitcases and boxes cluttered the floor. Decorated in frilly blues and yellows, the room had retained its little girl feel, but the stuffed animals on the shelf over the bed looked like they hadn’t been moved in years. The flowery duvet was flung back in a heap, and the sheets were rumpled as if the woman had leaped out of bed at seven a.m. and never given them a second thought. Jeans, a sweater and a bra were slung over the back of the desk chair, and socks and underwear spilled out of a suitcase on the floor. The desk was piled high with papers, and an unopened laptop perched precariously on top.


  Six books teetered on the bedside table, splayed open half-read. This woman had six books on the go, Sue thought in awe as she wandered over for a peek. Multi-tasking or easily bored? Two were travel books on Ethiopia, another on family law, but one was a Mary Jane Maffini mystery. Sue warmed to the woman. Maffini’s light-hearted mysteries had lifted her own spirits many times during those awful months at the Rehab hospital, when doctors said she’d never walk again, let alone return to police work. When she was relearning to guide a spoon to her mouth.


  One book, almost hidden at the bottom of the pile, piqued her curiosity. The Quiet Revolution and Beyond: Quebec in the 1970’s. A weird selection for a woman preparing for a teaching job in Africa. She picked it up and noted that it was splayed open to a chapter on McGill and the erosion of English higher education.


  She turned to Norah and Reg, who were hovering in the doorway. “Any idea why she was reading about Quebec history?”


  They shrugged like matching marionettes. “Maybe because of her immigration work with Haitians last year? She was helping families sponsor their relatives to come here after the quake. Lots of Haitians families settled in Montreal.” Reg paused, and a hint of a scowl crossed his face. “French connection, you know.”


  “But Meredith reads everything,” Norah added. “Ever since she was a little girl. Always had one book or another with her, read on buses, walking down the street, even at the dinner table.” She waved her hand towards the IKEA bookshelf under the window, from which books stuck out every which way. No Nancy Drews, but Sue recognized two entire shelves of Hardy Boys. “I don’t even know where she got them half the time. The shelves kept filling up faster than I could give them to the rummage sale.”


  “Our girl’s got a quick mind. You gotta keep it fed,” Reg countered. “She was always asking questions, and when she wanted an answer, she’d turn to a book.” He glanced at the laptop with a frown. “Or nowadays, a computer. Whenever she was home, she spent hours up here on that thing.”


  “Too many hours,” Norah muttered her usual two cents.


  Sue joined Bob, who had walked over to study the computer. Her gaze drifted over the desk, which was an innocent-looking clutter of travel print-outs, receipts, drafts of wedding invitations, seating plans, to-do lists. She scanned one of these for clues but nothing seemed unusual. Order corsages, speak to E about dessert? nut allergies, dye shoes. A bride trying to keep track of the massive details of a wedding. Sue shuddered at the thought. Not hers. Barefoot on a beach somewhere.


  Bob opened the laptop, and they all watched as the screen lit up with icons. Dozens of them. Meredith’s laptop was as cluttered as her desk and bedside table. Despite her months being chained to the computer at work, Sue didn’t like the things. She still blundered around causing crashes and error messages.


  “I’d like our computer experts to take a look at this,” Bob said. “Is that all right?”


  Reg nodded. “Brandon and I have looked at it, hoping maybe there would be clues, you know? She’s got thousands of emails— saves every one, I think— but we couldn’t see anything strange.


  Except all the people emailing ‘where are you?’”


  “Anyone you didn’t recognize?”


  Reg hesitated. “Kids these days have so many friends, her mother and I can’t keep up. She’s got one of those Facebook accounts too, but it has a password. We tried every one we could think of, but no luck.”


  Bob tucked the laptop under his arm. “No problem. I’ll get it back to you as soon as possible.”


  


  Despite her obvious effort to hide it, Sue Peters’ limp was visible from across the squad room as she and Gibbs made their way towards Green’s office. She was perspiring as if fighting pain.


  She’s still not ready for full-time hours, Green thought with a twinge of guilt. He’d seen her head out with Gibbs earlier but was of two minds whether to intervene. He’d subscribed to the “don’t ask, don’t tell” school of boss management often enough himself in the past.


  The grin on her flushed face soon dispelled his doubts. Whatever role she’d played, the field excursion had galvanized her. She let Gibbs give the official report of his interview, but she couldn’t resist jumping in at the end.


  “From what Bob told me, it sounds like Mom wears the pants in that family, and Dad’s a lovable lump who takes his cue from her if he knows what’s good for him. They’ve still got her room decked out in frills and girly colours from her childhood, and she’s filled it with jeans, Hardy Boys, books on hiking in the third world and law. Books everywhere, but hardly a make-up kit or lacy thong in sight. She mystifies them, and although Dad loves her to pieces in spite of that, I got the feeling—I mean, Bob got the feeling Mom is less forgiving. She thinks her daughter should be more loyal, and don’t get her started on the future mother-in-law.”


  Green sat back, impressed by the glimpse of the old Sue, but wondering if she and Bob had a shred of tangible evidence to back up their gut. “Any conflicts that may be relevant to the investigation? Any sign she may have got cold feet?”


  “Just one small hint.” Sue laughed. “One of the millions of pieces of paper on her desk? ‘Elena’s fucking to-do list.’ But I think the worst Meredith might do is drag Brandon off to get married on a beach in Majorca.” Her grin faded. “But I’d like to keep working on the follow-up tomorrow, sir. On the phone, I mean. I think there’s more there.”


  A smile twitched at the corners of his mouth. “Like what?”


  “Like her computer. Apparently she spends hours on it. We should see what she’s up to.”


  Green nodded. “Okay, but keep Sergeant Li informed.”


  “And...”


  Green raised a questioning eyebrow.


  “She was reading a book about McGill.”


  “How’s that relevant? I thought the parents said she reads everything.”


  “It may not be relevant, but both Brandon’s parents went to McGill. Don’t you always say, in a murder investigation you have to shine a spotlight into the darkest corners that no one wants you to find?” She flushed. “I mean, I know this is not a murder inquiry, but...”


  Green smiled at her. He loved the light in her eyes, the unorthodox insatiability of her mind. He loved especially that she had been listening to him. “Shine away, detective. We don’t know what this is yet.”


  She left his office with a new bounce in her step, giving her dreary computer the finger as she yanked her coat off the rack and headed home for some much-needed rest. Green’s final words seemed to reverberate forever in his tiny office. We don’t know what this is yet. True, but the alarm bells were getting louder. Tips and reports of sightings had been pouring in all day but all had proved useless.


  So far, Li’s cautious probing into Brandon Longstreet’s background had turned up no dark side. Despite his silver spoon birth and Ashbury private school education, the young man seemed to take his commitment to the common good seriously. As the end of his family medicine residency drew near, he had rejected more lucrative private practice offers across Canada in order to join an international aid team. He was a card-carrying member of the Green Party and had never received so much as a speeding ticket. Even his ex-girlfriends thought he was a gem. No temper, no wild side.


  Perfection made Green nervous. It was time to find out what Adam Jules knew about the mystery.


  He had phoned Jules’s East Division office that morning when Sergeant Li first told him about the missing woman. To his surprise, Jules had not yet called him back. Green had also sent an email update to which Jules had not replied, although his clerk assured Green that he was at the station. Green suppressed his annoyance. First the man had waylaid him with a cryptic request about hit and runs and people unaccounted for, and now he was ignoring all Green’s attempts to contact him.


  But if Jules knew something, the investigation had to be informed.


  Opening his address book, Green looked up Jules’s private cell phone number and picked up his phone. The cell phone went to voice mail after two rings, leaving Green nearly speechless. Jules was screening his calls! Not only ignoring him, but actively avoiding him.


  Whatever the hell this was about, Green could keep the investigation low-key no longer. A young woman was missing, and the early darkness of another frigid night was closing in.


  Something more had to be done, he thought, picking up his phone again to call the duty inspector.


  FOUR

  



  Within an hour, a full-scale ground search was underway, and although the duty inspector pulled out all the stops, he was not optimistic.


  “The goddamn city is more than 4500 square kilometres, Green, and that’s assuming she even stayed in the city and isn’t sunning herself on a beach in Cuba.”


  “At least we know that’s unlikely,” Green replied. “There’s no record of her leaving the country.”


  “But in case it escaped your notice, we got forty centimetres of snow since she disappeared and more coming down as we speak. We could be standing on top of her and not know it. Plus the rivers aren’t frozen yet, and if she thought she could take a short cut across the Rideau River, she could be on the bottom somewhere.”


  Green was silent. Inspector Doyle was just sounding off. The two of them were in the communication centre, and Doyle was merely saying in private what he would never say on the record.


  Somewhere in this dark, frigid city, a young woman was lost and no one had a clue where to look. Officers were still piecing together her final day, which according to her parents had started normally enough. She had taken Monday off work to run errands for the wedding, and after her usual breakfast of yogurt and granola, she had set off on the bus for downtown. She’d been a bit vague about the errands, and her mother had not pressed her. Meredith had always liked her independence, she’d said, and she was getting a little tense as the date drew near.


  The bus driver remembered her getting off at the Westboro transit station, but from there she was swallowed up in the crowds of commuters and Christmas shoppers heading downtown.


  Using “Elena’s fucking to-do list” which Gibbs had taken from the house, officers were tracking down each of the businesses involved, from florist to travel medicine clinic, but by eight o’clock that evening there had not been a single confirmed sighting. Whatever Meredith had done that day, she had not made a dent in the fucking to-do list.


  She had phoned her friend Jessica at 5:45, but from her cellphone, so she could have been anywhere. Jessica remembered chatter and Christmas music in the background, so volunteers had been dispatched with her photo to all the malls between downtown and Bayshore.


  “But it’s a goddamn needle in a haystack,” Doyle said. “Every two-bit corner store plays Christmas music. So does the radio. I heard ‘Sleigh Bells’ a hundred times today alone!”


  Meredith’s description was on every radio station, her photo on every television channel and in every patrol car. Taxi drivers had been alerted. “Something will break,” Green said. “Now that it’s caught the public eye, someone will remember seeing her.”


  Doyle eyed him grimly. Both men knew there would be a thousand sightings, and nine hundred and ninety-nine would be false.


  By the time Green finally left the station at nine p.m., however, that one useful lead had not materialized. Snow was falling thickly again, blanketing sound and snarling pre-Christmas traffic on the slippery roads. Red tail lights stretched solid along the Queensway in both directions as cars crawled out towards the suburbs. Turning his back gratefully on the gridlock, Green steered his Subaru along Catherine Street towards his Highland Park home. On his quiet residential backstreet, Christmas lights caught the snowflakes and glistened like rubies and emeralds on the freshly fallen snow. For a moment he forgot how much he hated winter.


  He was reminded again when he reached his house to find ten centimetres of fresh snow waiting for him on the driveway. The double furrow of tire tracks from Sharon’s car was fading under new snow. His wife had long since gone to work, leaving Hannah in charge of Tony and dinner.


  The television was blasting “So You Think You Can Dance” in the living room and the teenager and the five-year-old were sprawled on the floor eating chips and laughing. The only one to notice his arrival was Modo, who padded into the hall wagging her tail shyly. Modo was a humane society acquisition who even after two years in their home still acted as if she feared she was unwelcome. He ruffled her ears as he glanced at the mail Sharon had left on the hall table. Nothing but Christmas flyers.


  A commercial came on, and Tony leaped to his feet and came running into the hall. He laughed when Green swooped him up into the air. “What are you still doing up, buddy!”


  “Hannah said I could watch instead of a story.”


  Green glanced at Hannah, whose expression said “I’ve fed him and entertained him. You want to make something of it?” Not tonight, sweetheart, he thought. Not when we have other things to talk about. At least Tony was in his pyjamas. With a final hug, Green set him down. “As soon as that’s over, then. You’ve got school tomorrow.”


  He went into the living room to drop a kiss on his daughter’s head before heading into the kitchen to see what he could scrounge. The remains of pizza sat congealing in the fridge. Pizza had been ordered in for the teams in the central command post at the station, and he had snagged two slices while he and the duty inspector reviewed reports. Now he bypassed the pizza in favour of chocolate cake. No sooner had he taken his first bite and found the Sudoku in the morning paper when Tony came flying into the kitchen, ricocheting off walls as he imitated the latest contestant. Hip hop. Green shuddered.


  “You want Tom Sawyer, or are you going to read your own book?”


  “I want to stay down here with you and eat cake!”


  Green eyed his son’s broad, infectious smile. Sharon’s smile, dazzling in its warmth. He’d hardly seen the little guy today. Conceding defeat, he cut another slice and listened while Tony chattered on about the show. Through the chatter he heard Hannah switch off the television. She came to stand in the kitchen doorway a minute, watching them, then turned to head upstairs. She looked unusually worried. He wondered if her mother had already been working on her.


  It was almost an hour before he gave Tony his final goodnight kiss and shut his bedroom door. Barely five years old, the little boy seemed to need less sleep than most grown men and had devised a remarkable repertoire of stall tactics. Half an hour of bedtime story was essential, despite the fact that Tony was beginning to read for himself. Then came a dozen questions about the chapter they had read and what was going to happen to Tom Sawyer next.


  Hannah’s door was closed by the time Green finished, and he went down to pour himself a glass of wine before facing her, fortifying himself not for his daughter but for the tricky foray into the mother-daughter minefield.


  To his surprise, she was standing in the kitchen doorway when he turned around. The worried look was back. “That missing woman. That’s where you were tonight?”


  He nodded.


  “Any luck finding her?”


  “Not yet. But she may just have taken off.” Green didn’t like bringing his work home. He needed some walls, not only to shield his family but himself. There had to be a place in his life where evil was barred at the door. He took a deep breath, preparing to change the subject. “Want some wine?”


  Hannah’s smile grew wary. “Uh-oh.”


  He grinned, hoping to ease the path. He had no worries about the example he was setting. In her wild eighteen years, Hannah had done far worse. “Your mother called.”


  “I figured something like that.”


  “She wants you home for the holidays.”


  “I am home.”


  It was three simple words, but it packed a punch. For a moment he couldn’t speak. As if she feared she’d strayed too far into mushy land, she shrugged. “Christmas in Lotusland isn’t the same. It rains, everyone gets hammered and Mom gets the whole thing catered with the weirdest food. Peking duck, Pad Thai, seaweed soufflé. She and Fred get in a fight, he goes off to see his kids and I have to listen to Mom say I’m all she’s got.”


  Green smiled at her sadly. It sounded so like Ashley; she’d always had the brains and maturity of a two-year-old. “Maybe things are different now.”


  “Yeah, maybe she’ll have had so much botox and nip and tuck that I won’t recognize her. Maybe she’ll have dyed her hair black.”


  “She misses you, honey.”


  “She doesn’t even know who I am!” Hannah shot back. She had joined him at the kitchen table, and he noted that she’d already drained her wine glass. He didn’t offer another, suspecting that even the first had been a mistake.


  “Honestly, all those years I lived with her, I never felt like I belonged. I kept thinking there was something wrong with me, because I’d look at Mom with her bleached blonde hair and her pretty dresses and her little girl oohs and ahhs, and I’d feel like a big, ugly lump!”


  Green suppressed his astonishment. Hannah was barely five-foot two, as petite and delicate as a pixie. “You’re gorgeous!” he said, feeling like all fathers the inadequacy of the praise. As he expected, she snorted in dismissal.


  “Why couldn’t I love her, why couldn’t I be what she wanted? I thought she must have messed with some alien from outer space. Until I met you.” She looked across at him and reached for the wine bottle, daring him to disapprove.


  He held his tongue. “The alien from outer space?”


  She grinned. “Yeah, I know. It took me a long time to realize I was staring in the mirror. But I feel more like me here, with you and the Ritalin kid and Zaydie than I ever did in fifteen years with her.” She took a hefty slug. “And in case you start getting ideas, that just means you’re as edgy and crazy and angry as me. You don’t look at the world through this lacy film of superficiality. Mom doesn’t live, she floats. She’s got no anchor, and the minute she bumps up against something ugly, she bounces off into sparkly waters again. I couldn’t stand going back with her, Mike. Not after—”


  “But she’s your mother.”


  “Is she?”


  Startled, Green laughed. “Of course! Of that I’m sure. I wasn’t sure of much else back in those days, but I remember your birth. Your mother was as far from pretty dresses and perfect hair as you can imagine. She sweated and cursed and howled in pain to have you, and when you finally decided to come out—ass first, I might add—she loved you from the first second she held you in her arms. We both did.”


  Hannah stared into her wine glass. She was still, as if the air was too thick to breathe. Green waited, understanding her well enough now to know she was hard at work behind the stillness.


  “Fuck,” she muttered eventually.


  “It doesn’t have to be for long,” he said. “A week, maybe?”


  “I don’t want to miss Hanukkah,” she said, still not looking at him. “Who knows how long Zaydie...”


  There was no need to finish the thought. It was one he himself thought almost every day. His father was eighty-eight, with a feeble heart and failing lungs, facing each cold winter even frailer than the last.


  “Well,” he said cheerfully, “that’s the great thing about Hanukkah. It’s eight days long.”


  FIVE

  



  Only the faintest blush of pink smudged the horizon up ahead as Green drove eastward along the Queensway towards East Division Station. Traffic was light, but he winced at the long line of headlights inching into town in the opposite direction. He would be coming back that way in less than an hour.


  He held a coffee in his right hand and balanced a bagel against the steering wheel with his left, trying to avoid smearing cream cheese or spilling black coffee onto his pants. He’d left home at this ungodly hour because he was determined to catch Adam Jules before he got busy with his day. Before his old mentor could dodge him one more time. He knew Jules lived alone in a high-rise condo downtown, but in all the twenty-five years he’d known the man, Green had never been privy to his home address or phone number. As far as Green knew, no one in the police department knew, except the senior brass.


  Green had had a restless night interrupted by dreams of his ex-wife spiriting Hannah away from him just as she had eighteen years earlier, smashing the fragile affection that had been building between them. Adam Jules was in the dream too, much younger and new to the department, still possessed of his slight French Canadian accent. He had been chastising Green for neglecting his baby daughter and lecturing him that a police officer who was not grounded in family love would ultimately crash and burn on the punishing front lines of Major Crimes.


  This was a peculiar sentiment coming from Jules. Even more peculiar, Jules was animated, even passionate.


  Green awoke from the dream unsettled and confused. After a quarter century picking up the detritus of mankind’s more brutal clashes, he’d grown used to bizarre dreams. His subconscious at work, cleansing his soul. Vicious criminals resurfaced in his dreams along with poignant victims and unlikely heroes, all intermingled during sleep in startling new ways. He’d learned to accept the wild rides through his subconscious without questioning. Actors in his dream dramas were seldom who they seemed.


  In all those years, though, Jules had never been anything but quiet and still, a ghost-like constant in the emotional chaos around him. In reality, Jules had never admonished him for neglecting Hannah. They had barely known each other back then, Jules a new sergeant in Major Crimes and Green an undisciplined young uniform grappling with his first undeserving death, a naked toddler drowned in the family pool. Green had been the one with the passion. Outrage that the parents were passed out on the couch after a night of partying. Horror that they blamed the child, who’d unlatched their makeshift lid on his crib and clambered free.


  Jules had encouraged Green to look beyond the surface, to probe the parents’ backgrounds and to interview more than a hundred people in pursuit of the truth. All the while he’d never once raised his voice or clenched his fist, even at the end when the Crown declined to prosecute, having decided that the parents had done all they could to protect a very difficult, ingenious child.


  Yet last night Jules had appeared to him in his dream vibrant with passion. What was his subconscious trying to tell him?


  What had it detected in Jules’s mysterious request about the missing woman?


  The morning shift was just gearing up when Green arrived at the spectacular new station known as the Colonies. He signed in, traded greetings with the officers on the front desk and took the stairs two at a time to the top floor. Jules’s clerk wasn’t at her desk but his door was ajar, so Green strode in without knocking. Jules was at his closet, unwinding a long scarf from his neck.


  “I was hoping I’d catch you.”


  Jules pivoted, his hands smoothing his collar. A spasm of concern crossed his face, quickly erased. “Michael,” was all he said. “You’re a hard man to reach.Jules didn’t reply. Never explain, never make excuses, had always been his mantra. He closed his office door and gestured to a seat opposite his massive desk, which sat against the window. “I’m afraid I can’t offer coffee just yet.”


  Green sat down. Orleans was a huge suburb which spilled over every inch of farmland and hillside for miles. The Colonies were tucked into the countryside part way up the Orleans escarpment, and Jules had a sweeping view of the Queensway, the lowland swamp and the Ottawa River beyond. He stood now with his back to Green as if fascinated by the view.


  “Like a luxury hotel, isn’t it?”


  “Adam, what’s your connection to Meredith Kennedy?”


  Jules didn’t move. Green could read nothing in his rigid back.


  “None.”


  “Give me some credit. The woman is missing and an entire city is looking for her. And you know something—”


  “I know nothing.”


  “Then why did you ask me about a missing person even before she was reported missing?”


  Finally Jules turned around. He was faintly pink but otherwise unmoved. “I can assure you I know nothing useful to the investigation. If I learn anything, I will tell you.”


  “But how did you know she was missing?”


  Jules grew pinker. Green realized he was angry, although his only gesture was to draw back his white shirt cuff and check his watch. “None of that is relevant. You have my word, and that should be enough.” His nostrils flared as he calmed himself with an effort. “A concern was raised to me privately, but now that there is an official investigation and every effort is being made to find the woman, I have nothing useful to add. Now if you’ll excuse me—”


  He crossed the room to open the door. Green stood up and approached him. “What did you think had happened to her? Did you have some knowledge that she’d been in an accident?”


  “Michael, it was a general inquiry. I knew no details, about an accident or anything else.”


  Green left the Colonies profoundly dissatisfied. He’d never known Adam Jules to lie or to obstruct a police investigation— the man was obsessively honest—yet this time he had come perilously close to both. He knew something, but no amount of badgering was going to pry it from him. Jules was an honourable man, and it was obvious that he’d given someone his word not to divulge what he knew. After twenty-five years of working together, he did not trust Green enough to confide in him. Was this distrust just an expression of Jules’s secretive nature, or was there a more sinister reason for his stonewalling? Green hoped it was the former, but his instincts prickled.


  He had a search to conduct, yet he felt as if there were a door behind which he was not allowed to look.


  


  The pathetic winter sun had barely crawled over the windowsill into her third floor apartment when Detective Sue Peters sat down at her computer. She had already showered, dressed and brewed herself a full pot of kick-ass coffee. She wanted to get a head start before Gibbsie the computer whiz showed up. He was a sweetheart, but she really didn’t need him holding her hand all day, and if she blundered around in cyberspace for hours instead of skipping nimbly to the websites she needed, who the hell cared? It wasn’t like the inspector was holding his breath for information. She hadn’t even told him the whole story in case it turned out to be a dumb idea.


  Her computer was an aging clunker that hated all the fancy new graphics and regularly crashed when she asked too much of it. The trick was to be patient, not ask it to do two things at once, let it go at its own speed, and it would get the job done. She could relate to that. She and her computer were best buds, and she resisted all Gibbsie’s threats to throw it in the dump. Even the idea felt like a personal affront.


  She already had a plan. She’d been awake half the night, too excited to sleep, and as she lay in the dark knowing that at least her body had to rest, she’d let her mind run loose. It still tripped up, forgot where it had been and where it was going, forgot why too sometimes. But much less now than a year ago or even a month ago. That in itself was as exciting as any case she might work on. Harvey Longstreet was going to get the full brunt of what her healing mind could do.


  After coaxing her computer to load Google, she typed in his name and hit “search”. That yielded a huge bunch of garbage about a circus performer in Australia. What a dumb name for a circus performer—whatever happened to Flying Ace? She added Montreal to the search. The circus had been to Montreal, but in between the mush, she found a single link to a lawyer at McGill.


  It was a posting about a student who had won the Longstreet Prize for Criminal Law. A single footnote indicated that the prize had been established in memory of Harvey Longstreet, a popular professor of Criminal Law who had died in 1978. Sue tried a few other search terms to dig up more information but to no avail. Nineteen seventy-eight was just too long ago to have much presence on the web. After surfing pointlessly for an hour, rebooting four times and drinking all three cups of coffee, even she was ready to toss the old pile of crap into the garbage. Time for Plan B. At least she had a date of death to work from.


  She had recently had her driver’s licence reinstated, so she headed down to the parking lot, where she stood looking in dismay at the mound of snow in her spot. Somewhere under there was her Toyota Echo. The roads were still an unpredictable mess of ice and slush. The sun was trying hard but at these temperatures, nothing was going to melt in a hurry. No point in wearing herself out shovelling before she was halfway through her day, so she left her car for Gibbsie to dig out and called a cab.


  The Ottawa Public Library was only a short hop from her Centretown apartment and the cabbie wasn’t pleased, but that was his problem. The library was in a contest with the police station for the ugliest building in the city. She’d heard the architectural style of both was called Brutalism, as if that was something to be proud of. Brutal it surely was, an ugly chunk of rough brown concrete squatting on the corner like a toad at a garden party. Inside, she made her way straight upstairs to the newspapers and periodicals section and approached a bored-looking library assistant picking his teeth and staring into space behind his computer.


  Judging by how long the CSIs and Law and Orders had been around, everyone loved a good old-fashioned crime investigation, so Sue produced her badge and asked for his help tracking down an old lead. The toothpick was whipped out and the guy was all ears. The Montreal Gazette was on microfilm and he could get it in a jiff, but 1978 was a lot of papers. Any idea when in 1978?


  “Bring them all. You’ll have to show me how to use the machine,” she said, giving him a wink.


  He sat her in the corner at one of the viewers and loaded the first tape for her. January 1978 appeared on the screen, blurry and harsh black against white. This is going to give me one mother of a headache, she thought as she turned the dial and the pages whirred past. She’d barely been a twinkle in her mother’s eye back then and had no memory of life before computers. This is goddamn prehistoric. How the hell did cops do research back then?


  In 1978 the economy was in shambles—what a surprise—and the politicians in the minority government were bickering— another surprise. Quebeckers were on strike, and businesses were crashing all over Montreal. The Gazette, which she knew was Quebec’s main Anglo voice, was full of screaming headlines about the Quebec government’s new language law and the repression of English rights.


  Quebec sure was a lively place, she thought as she scrolled through the months. Being a small-town Ontario girl, the only politics she’d grown up with was whether the town council had been paid off when developers won their bid to pave over some prime farm land.


  She was skimming so fast through the blurry print that she nearly missed the first article entirely. It was tucked into the bottom of the second page of the July 13 issue, a mere mention of an unidentified male found dead in an apartment on McTavish Street near McGill University. McGill was the word that caught her eye. There were few other details, other than to say the body had been found by the landlord after a family member expressed concern. The city was engulfed in a heat wave. The landlord was quoted as saying the man was hanging from a hook in the closet, but police refused to confirm any details.


  She spun the dial forward to the next day’s paper, but despite a careful search, there was no mention of the man. The following day had a small sidebar that the man had been dead for several days but that his identity was being withheld pending notification of family members. It was not until the weekend that a half-page spread on the front page of the Local News section identified the dead man. “Popular law professor’s life ends in tragedy”, the headline said. There was a large photo of him in full court gown, looking into the camera like he was about to address a jury. But even the silly outfit and the prissy expression could not hide the guy’s good looks. Dark curly hair, wide eyes, cheekbones and nose like a perfectly carved Greek god. He looked no more comfortable in that pointy, strangling collar than she would. He belonged at the helm of a yacht in the Caribbean. Below the photo was the caption “Maître Harvey Longstreet divided his time between McGill Law School and a select law practice involving criminal code appeals, but still found time to author several books on appellant law.”


  Sue combed through the article carefully. It read like a press release from the family. Although Longstreet had apparently taken his own life in the apartment he maintained downtown close to the university, the word suicide wasn’t even mentioned. According to his Uncle Cyril, Longstreet used the apartment as a retreat for rest and work during his hectic, sometimes eighteen-hour days. There was a bunch of quotes from students who adored him, from colleagues who hailed him as the next Clarence Darrow—Sue wasn’t sure who that was but had a vague recollection of a famous American human rights trial lawyer—and even from an old schoolmate at Lower Canada College. She assumed Lower Canada College was like its Upper Canada equivalent, an incubator for future captains of the country.


  Everyone regretted the loss of a man taken at the pinnacle of his powers, who’d left a legacy of cases untried and a young wife and infant son to mourn his loss. In all this gushing, there was precious little about the death itself. No autopsy results, no mention of nooses or closets. Montreal police were briefly quoted as saying foul play was not suspected, and the landlord who’d blabbed about the body hanging in the closet now had no comment.


  Things sure were different in those days, she thought. Today the landlord would have cashed in big time, selling his story to some trashy rag that didn’t give a damn about facts, integrity or family sensitivities. It was interesting to see that in 1978, Harvey Longstreet’s family had enough money, or clout, to muzzle a story that might have blown the guy’s perfect image to smithereens in their faces. Had the police investigated at all, or had the family’s embarrassment shut them down too?


  There were many questions that remained unanswered, many secrets that the family and Elena had kept to themselves. But the story seemed deader than a doornail, and Sue couldn’t imagine how an old suicide, no matter how tragic, had anything to do with anything.


  


  At ten a.m. Thursday morning, sixty-four hours and three brutal winter nights after Meredith Kennedy had last been heard from, Constable Whelan of Missing Persons finally managed to persuade his contacts at Meredith’s bank to give him a peek at her records. Officially banks and phone companies required search warrants to permit police access to a citizen’s records, but a warrant required proof of a crime. Being missing was not a crime, no matter what the private fears of the police were. Like all businesses, however, banks didn’t want to appear uncooperative when a young woman’s life might be at stake. After ten years in Missing Persons, Whelan had enough inside contacts to persuade someone to open the books.


  By Thursday, things were not looking good. The city had been turned upside down by a burgeoning army of friends, family, women’s groups and other concerned volunteers, and the media was dogging their every move. Medical and weather experts had been thrust on the air, counting down her diminishing chances for survival if she lay injured somewhere. The mood in the incident room had turned sombre, and the search coordinator was already talking in terms of recovery more often than rescue.


  Constable Whelan refused to give up. He had been there from the first call, heard the anguish in Brandon Longstreet’s voice, and seen the hopeful laughing face of the girl in the photo he’d sent. When he finally got the official okay on Thursday morning at the end of his graveyard shift, he headed directly over to the TD Canada Trust branch Meredith used. Everyone at the branch had heard of the disappearance, and everyone knew the woman well. She’d been a customer since she was six years old, when her father had brought her to open her very own account, and she still came in regularly to do business.


  Recently she’d been in to discuss a small loan to cover some of the travel expenses to Ethiopia. She had a smile and a friendly hello for everyone, they said, and she was so excited about this trip. So thrilled about the wedding. She’d been engaged once before, she’d told the branch manager, but they were too incompatible. This time it had felt perfect.


  The branch manager ushered Whelan directly into her office and typed some commands into her computer. “This will show a record of all her transactions in all her accounts, no matter where they occur. She can take money out of an ATM in Vancouver and it will show up here instantly.” She paused as the screen flickered and loaded a long list of entries. Her brow furrowed in concentration as she studied the list. “She has a modest RRSP but that hasn’t seen any activity since last February. Tax time. Besides that, there’s the unsecured line of credit and one personal bank account, a full-service chequing account that typically sees several transactions a day. She uses web banking to pay her bills. Right now this is the balance on that account.”


  She paused to write the figure down for him. $11,328.32. His eyebrows shot up in surprise. So much for the global economic recession.


  “The five thousand dollar loan came through,” the manager explained. “It was deposited three days ago, and it’s reflected in her line-of-credit figure.”


  “Can I have a printout of that entire banking summary, and also of the recent transactions in her chequing account?”


  “Of course. How far back do you want?”


  “The last two weeks.” He hesitated. You never knew what would be important. “Make that the last two months.”


  She clicked some buttons and the printer beside her began to hum. While they waited, she studied the screen, then glanced at her calendar with a frown. “That’s funny.”


  “What?”


  “Her last two transactions were December 14. That was Tuesday.”


  The day after she disappeared, he realized, just as the manager must have. “Is there a delay in registering it in the system?”


  She shook her head. “Not with debits. On weekends or after business hours, yes, but only to the next business day. Not a whole twenty-four hours later.” She plucked the printed sheets from the machine and handed them to him.


  He glanced at the latest two entries. One was an ATM withdrawal for $300 and the other a payment of $176.25 at The Bay department store. Neither one would have been a preauthorized automatic withdrawal.


  “Can you tell where these transactions occurred?” he asked.


  “I can tell you the ATM right away.” Her fingers flew over the keyboard. “The TD bank on Pretoria Avenue in the Glebe.”


  Whelan frowned. The Glebe was an old residential neighbourhood south of Centretown and Pretoria was a short street running along its northern edge. However, neither Pretoria nor the Glebe was anywhere near Meredith’s work, her home or her fiancé’s home.


  “For The Bay, you will have to find out their store code through them.” The manager smiled. “But I’m sure with a little detective work you can find out not only what store she shopped at but what she bought there. It’s all on computers now.”


  Whelan nodded absently as he folded the printout into his growing file. His mind was already racing ahead to a better idea—the security camera at the ATM in the Glebe. As he rose to leave, she looked up at him, startled.


  “Don’t you want to know credit card activity too?”


  He sat down with a thud, cursing his stupidity. Getting old and soft behind a desk.


  She clicked more links. “Now, there is a time lag with credit cards, because businesses have to submit the charge to VISA, which has to approve it. It can take a couple of days, so to get the most up-to-date charges, we will have to contact the VISA office itself. However, this list is worth a look.” She printed off the past two months, and Whelan studied them. At first glance there was nothing suspicious. The card had a modest balance of $2110.36 owing, and the latest charge had been posted on the Monday of Meredith’s disappearance—a charge of twenty-five dollars at D’Arcy McGee’s, a trendy downtown pub, the previous Saturday. Other charges over recent weeks were for shoes, liquor, gas, adventure gear, pharmacy supplies and odds and ends. As he scanned the list, he was aware of the bank manager on the phone with the credit card company. She was jotting notes as she listened and a flicker of curiosity crossed her face. When she hung up, she glanced again at her calendar.


  “Any activity after Monday?” he prompted.


  “No, but on Monday she did make another charge, which is just going through now. To the bus company for sixty-eight dollars.”


  Whelan blinked. Bus company! “What did she buy?”


  “You’ll have to ask the bus company. Our records just show the transaction.”


  He was already on his feet again, ignoring the creaking in his knees as he stuffed the papers into his file. His heart was racing with excitement. If the purchase was for a bus ticket out of town, the woman might still be alive!


  


  In his excitement, Whelan revved his unmarked car so fast that the tires spun on the ice coming out of the parking lot. Sunlight glared off the snow and snowbanks canyoned the streets, further reducing visibility. Cars raced by, splattering salty slush on his windshield as he tried to merge onto Carling Avenue. He steered carefully towards downtown, his thoughts running ahead. First the bus station and the ATM. Should he call this in? At least ask for some help with the security tapes? He was an old desk jockey working a double shift and in the field again for the first time in three years.


  He slipped onto the Queensway for the latter half of the trip and took the exit for the bus terminal. First things first. Find out where the woman had gone, and when.


  Just before Christmas, the inter-city station was full of travellers, many of them students laden down with backpacks and shopping bags of presents. Long lines had already formed at the platforms for the Montreal and Toronto Express buses. A chatter of voices reverberated around the huge room. The station manager looked harried from his efforts to handle the overflow, but he barely glanced at Whelan’s badge in his eagerness to cooperate. The plight of Meredith Kennedy had captured the city, and any assistance that the bus company could provide in finding her would be not only a goodwill gesture but a PR coup as well. It took the manager less than two minutes on his computer to locate the purchase involved.


  “It was a return ticket to Montreal purchased at 9:27 a.m. on December 13. Departing at 10:00 a.m. and returning at 6:00 p.m.”


  “What day?”


  “The same day. Monday. She bought the ticket and left right away.”


  “Do you have confirmation she was on the bus?”


  The manager’s face fell. “Not in the system. But why would she buy a ticket? She bought it right here.” He gestured out his office window to the large open area where customers snaked behind guide ropes up to the wickets.


  “Then one of the ticket agents would remember her?”


  “Possibly, although with these crowds...and of course, she could have used one of the machines.”


  “You mean you don’t keep a record of who actually gets on the bus?” Whelan allowed some cop disapproval to resonate in his voice. He knew that the bus company had been under fire for their poor security controls, knew also that there was little money or political will to invest in changes. The bus system ferried Canada’s poor and working class from one little town to another across the country. Those with money and influence generally preferred planes, or at least VIA rail.


  The manager glanced anxiously at the crowds milling in the room outside his office. Ticket sellers were overworked and frazzled, and carriers scrambled to add extra buses to handle the long lines. He started to shake his head then spoke reluctantly. “Well, we could check the ticket stubs. The bus drivers hand them in at the end of their shift. Do you want me to have someone go through those?”


  Whelan arched his eyebrows. “Yes, please. And could I have the names and contact information of the bus drivers on those two runs?” Hauling himself to his feet, he stifled a grunt. Each hour his joints stiffened more. He handed the man his card and was pleased to see that before he was even out the door, the manager was already on the phone, eager for his own small moment of playing hero.


  Outside the bus station, Whelan had to lean on his car roof to steady himself. Black spots floated before his eyes and a wave of fatigue crashed over him. The ATM had better be the last stop for today, he decided, before he became more a liability than an asset to the case.


  SIX

  



  He moved between sleep and wakefulness, drifting up and down as if billowing on a soft, fluffy cloud. He felt no pain or anguish, drugged by the Valium he’d taken at two in the morning. After two sleepless nights, he’d finally acknowledged he needed chemical help. He could barely think straight. On his latest shift, he had misread a consultant’s order and forgotten to sign a patient’s chart, and yet he’d lain awake at the end of it, exhausted but staring at the ceiling, unable to escape his thoughts. Meredith needed him. What help would he be to her, what guidance could he offer the police if he collapsed? If he could just get some rest, maybe everything would be clearer and calmer when he woke up.


  But the Valium didn’t quite pull him under. He could still hear voices. The radio news droning on, the commercials blaring. Time stretched. Slipped away. More voices, different now. His mother on the phone. Endless people calling. How many friends did she have? He knew some of the calls were probably for him. Friends and colleagues wanting to help, the Addis Ababa people wanting to know if he was still a go. Curiosity seekers, psychics and other disaster junkies salivating for their next fix.


  Meredith, what have you done? The cry welled from deep within him, jerking him above the surface. He wondered if he had spoken it aloud, and he clamped his hand over his mouth. He’d better be more vigilant. Valium was dangerous stuff, lowering his guard and loosening his tongue when he could least afford it. His mother had already warned him about that.


  “Of course you’re angry!” she’d said at two in the morning when she found him pacing the kitchen. “No matter what happened, no matter who’s to blame, she’s gone. But you mustn’t show it. Anger loses public sympathy, no matter how justified it is. People don’t like anger; it scares them, offends them and raises their suspicions. You’re the victim here, Brandon. Fear and grief are acceptable; they arouse sympathy and understanding. The police expect you to be panic-stricken and distraught.”


  “Mom, I don’t give a fuck what the police think!”


  “But you must,” she’d countered. “They are studying every inch of your life and your demeanour, looking for cracks, inconsistencies, and yes, emotions that don’t ring true.”


  He’d fought his outrage. He was not some damn client of hers being prepped for the witness stand, undoubtedly guilty but trying every legal manoeuvre to stay out of jail. She might mean well and she certainly knew far more about the police than he did, but what the hell was she saying? That he had something to hide?


  “You talk as if I’m guilty!”


  She barely batted an eyelash. The queen of the courtroom stage, trained to make every muscle obey her purpose. “Of course not, honey. But to take liberties with the old legal adage, one must not only be innocent but appear to be innocent as well.”


  He’d hoped the Valium would give his battered mind the strength to protect itself, but as he lay on his bed with the duvet pulled up to his chin and the curtains drawn against the pallid winter sun, he felt his mind teeter instead on the brink of disintegration. Despite the prescriptions he routinely wrote for others, he almost never put drugs into his own system. Even during the exhausting years of med school, he’d avoided the uppers and downers that others used to cope. He’d hoped a small dose of Valium would do no harm, but obviously even that was too strong for his unaccustomed brain.


  Now he gripped his head in his hands, hoping the sheer physical force would stifle the scream welling inside him and still the urge to run blindly from the house.


  How could he control how he acted, let alone what he said, in this disintegrating world?


  “He mustn’t know!” His mother’s voice shafted through the fog of his mind. “I don’t care what you do, he mustn’t find out.”


  He bolted up in bed, his ears straining. Her voice dropped to an indecipherable murmur. The room spun as he struggled to regain his equilibrium. Scraps floated up from downstairs. Was she on the phone in the kitchen?


  “Hundred thousand dollars,” she said. Then “Never...that woman...not that way...search warrants... I’ll meet you.” Silence, followed by a muffled voice he didn’t recognize. Not a phone call then, but a visitor. His mother moved towards the front hall and opened the front door. She sounded calmer as she said goodbye, as if she had resolved something, but before he could mobilize himself to demand an explanation, he heard the distant rumble of her car as she accelerated down the drive.


  He could hardly breathe. Who was she talking to and what the hell did all that mean? Who mustn’t find out? Who was “that woman’”? What was his mother trying to hide, and the most dreaded question of all, what did it have to do with Meredith’s disappearance?


  His head pounded with the effort needed to focus. His mother was a highly respected lawyer with a string of high profile wins and an unassailable reputation. She held herself and all around her to a high ethical standard. She had always taught him that right must prevail and that the moral high ground would be rewarded in the end. It seemed impossible that he was harbouring the fears he was, impossible that she could have strayed so far off course.


  


  Green had called a briefing for noon that Thursday, anxious to follow up on leads and put the pieces together as quickly as possible. In the crowded incident room, the smell of stale coffee and the sound of murmuring voices and rustling papers filled the air. As police officers filtered in from the field, they draped their bulky parkas over their chair backs and rubbed their chilled hands to restore circulation. Once Gibbs had activated the smart board and pulled up the list of assignments, the search coordinator summarized the progress of the ground search.


  It was a brief report. Zero. The neighbourhood around her house had been gridded and searched, as had the blocks on either side of the bus routes she typically used. Meredith was nowhere around her usual haunts.


  Green turned to the computer specialist, who had just started on Meredith’s laptop and was working on accessing Facebook. He launched into an explanation of passwords and security settings, and Green’s mind was just beginning to glaze when Whelan came limping into the room. He was red-faced and breathless. Frost still clung to the scarf around his neck.


  “Sorry I’m late, sir,” he began, looking more triumphant than sorry as he slapped a file down on the conference table. “We’re on the wrong track.”


  All heads turned, and Green abandoned the password conundrum in a flash. “Something to report, Whelan?”


  “I’ve been checking bank records. On Monday, our subject bought a return bus ticket to Montreal, leaving on the 10 a.m. bus and returning at 8:00 p.m.”


  All murmuring stopped. “She’s been confirmed on the bus?” Green asked.


  “Not yet. The bus company has to check the ticket stubs with the drivers of those buses. One is due in from Montreal at noon and the other at two.”


  Green riffled through his memory of the case but could turn up no connection to Montreal. “Anyone know any reason why our subject would make a day trip to Montreal?”


  “Fashion centre of Canada?” the computer tech said with a grin. “The girl was getting married.”


  Green poked the idea for holes. “Possibly, but why wouldn’t the family or friends mention it to us?”


  “It could be a surprise. A special wedding dress or a gift for her bridesmaids.”


  “Good point.” He signalled to Gibbs. “Follow up with the family, see if she hinted at anything like that.”


  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a flash of checkered fuchsia as Sue Peters leaned forward in her chair. He felt a surge of delight at the garish outfit. Bit by bit, the old Sue was coming back to them. In her eyes too was a glint of the old excitement.


  “I don’t know if this is important, sir,” she said, “but there is a bit of a mystery about the death of Brandon Longstreet’s father.


  He was a prominent lawyer and he was found hanging in his Montreal apartment, supposedly a suicide—”


  Green perked up. “When was this?”


  “Thirty years ago, but the whole thing was hushed up. It looks like the investigation was just stopped.”


  “Thirty years is a long time ago,” Green said doubtfully. “Suicide was much more of a stigma in those days.”


  “I know,” Peters said, undeterred. “But maybe Meredith wanted to know more about him and the family secret before she got more involved with them. A day trip suggests she wasn’t going to visit family or go out for an evening on the town with a friend. She just zipped in and out for a few hours, long enough to check something out.”


  “Or to pick up a wedding dress,” the computer tech said.


  Green saw a scowl gathering on Peters’ face. “First things first. Whelan, confirm that she took the trip and came back. It may in fact be irrelevant, but if she went to Montreal, that’s the last thing she did before she disappeared. People do not disappear over a wedding dress, even the worst tailoring job in the world. But a discovery about the family might make her drop out of sight, at least for a day or two, to think things through.” This trip to Montreal was a ray of hope in an investigation that turned gloomier with the passing of each frigid day. The longer they could all hang on to hope, the better.


  Whelan leaned on the table, propping his head in his hands, but at Green’s last words, he lifted his head and blinked in surprise. “There’s more, sir. It looks like she may have been alive on Tuesday morning.” As he explained about the ATM withdrawal, everyone held their breath and even Bob Gibbs stopped typing.


  “Someone could have been using her card,” Peters said.


  Whelan reached into his pocket and pulled out a computer memory stick. “That’s why I brought the video from the ATM camera for that day.”


  “Have you looked at it?”


  “No sir, I only just pried it loose from the bank.”


  Jesus! Green looked at the man in astonishment. For ten minutes he had sat there listening to them discussing wedding dresses and family secrets, while all the time he was sitting on a piece of evidence that could potentially throw the whole basis of the investigation out the window. Whelan’s eyes drooped and his fingers fumbled as he groped through his file. He would probably fall asleep within two minutes of starting to watch.


  Green instructed Gibbs to load the stick into the computer, and the entire table watched in silence as the distorted, fish-eye view of the small ATM booth came up on the screen. In the bottom right corner, the seconds ticked by on the date recorder.


  “Do we have the time of this transaction?” Green asked, trying not to sound impatient. Whelan consulted the accounts print-out. 10:38 a.m. Gibbs flashed ahead to 10:35. A hazy figure was standing at the machine, back to the camera. Gibbs backed it up a couple of minutes and caught the figure pulling open the glass door and entering the booth. It looked like a woman, but she was wearing not only a scarf wrapped around her neck and chin but a coat with a fur-trimmed hood pulled up over her head. Large sunglasses completed the camouflage.


  “Jesus, that could be anybody,” Peters muttered.


  Gibbs zoomed in on key parts of the figure, trying to pick out distinguishing features. The person wore gloves throughout the transaction, so that it was impossible to identify rings. She worked quickly without consulting any notes, more like someone familiar with the PIN number and the transaction process than someone trying to remember, read or guess an unfamiliar PIN or trying to choose between unfamiliar accounts. She kept her head bowed as she punched the keys, never giving the camera a chance to capture her full face.


  “Our subject does have a winter coat with a hood,” Whelan said, still awake. “The family could probably tell if this was it. Also the purse. Women’s purses are pretty individual.”


  Green’s thoughts were way ahead. He was beginning to get a queasy feeling about this whole business. The person at the ATM had been very clever, using posture and clothing that seemed very normal and yet completely concealed their identity. If Meredith had come to deliberate harm, the person responsible would have easy access to the clothes and purse needed to impersonate her at the bank machine. And to throw the investigation completely off track.


  But Whelan was right. Follow-up with the family was the next logical step, but Whelan would probably wrap his car around a lamp post before he got there. Green sent the exhausted man home and had Gibbs print out stills from the video. He checked his watch.


  “Bob, get over to the bus station and grab those drivers before they go off again. After that you can follow up with the families.”


  Sue Peters was hovering behind Gibbs’s shoulder, and finally she broke in. “Sir, can I help Bob with the follow-up? Maybe check out the Harvey Longstreet suicide angle?”


  Green eyed her carefully. She looked wide-eyed and bursting to go, almost her old self. He suspected the true intent behind her carefully vague request. The old Sue Peters let loose on Elena Longstreet was not a pretty sight, but on the other hand, she now knew the case as well as anybody.


  “Let’s get confirmation that she went to Montreal first, before we do any kind of follow-up. Once Gibbs has that, we can discuss it.”


  Peters grinned widely but Green thought he detected a flicker of alarm on Gibbs’s face. This office romance could get tricky, he thought.


  Barely thirty minutes passed before Gibbs phoned in his report. The bus driver doing the morning route to Montreal last Monday remembered the missing woman well, and he’d been wondering whether to call the police. She hadn’t done anything wrong, in fact she had not been acting strangely at all, but he had later wondered whether the police were looking in all the wrong places. Maybe she’d dropped out of sight in Montreal, he said to Gibbs. She didn’t look like a bride excited about her wedding. She looked worried, as if she had something big on her mind, and she’d sat curled up in her seat by the window, staring out and ignoring the young guy who tried to pick her up.


  Did she speak to anyone, Gibbs wanted to know. Or speak on her phone? Text or email?


  She was writing notes, the driver said, and she checked her cellphone often as if she was expecting something. But then kids these days checked their cell phones sometimes fifty times an hour.


  Did she have any luggage, Gibbs asked. Nothing big, maybe a daypack, the driver said, scrunching up his face as he tried to remember. An experienced guy, Gibbs said to Green. Fluent in both languages and been doing the routes around Quebec and Ontario for ten years. If Meredith hadn’t looked worried, he would barely have noticed her. He’d pegged her for a student going home for the holidays, maybe worried about the exams or term papers she still had to face.


  The bus driver doing the afternoon route back to Ottawa had had little time to think of anything but the road. The bus was packed with students travelling home to Ottawa or to the small towns in the Ottawa Valley. At six o’clock it was already dark, and the snow had begun blowing in thick, horizontal gusts that formed icy sheets on the road and swirled into drifts at each curve. The four-lane divided highway between Montreal and Ottawa was bleak at the best of times, passing through acres of desolate bush and farmland. In a blizzard, it could be lethal. The bus driver counted himself lucky to have stayed on the road while smaller cars and less experienced drivers spun out into the ditches.


  All the passengers on the bus seemed to sense the danger, he said, because there was none of the laughter and rowdiness of most holiday season buses. They had stayed pretty quiet as if afraid to distract him, but no one had slept. Everyone watched the road and the pinpricks of red light from the cars up ahead.


  The driver stared at Meredith’s picture for a long time as though he were trying to place her in the bus. “She was in a window seat about halfway back,” he said finally. “I remember because she was upset about something. She had this clipboard and she was always scribbling on it and flipping through pages to look at things. I caught a quick look at them while she was looking for her ticket, and it looked like pages of death announcements, like from the paper? I thought maybe someone had died in her family.”


  “Did she use her cellphone?”


  The driver looked blank. “Like I said, once we were rolling, I hardly took my eyes off the road.”


  “Did she talk to anyone on the bus?”


  “Not that I saw, but I couldn’t see much.” he shrugged, his long, jowly face sad. He looked like a man who was ready to retire, weary of the long hours on the road and longing for more time in his armchair with his favourite sports show.


  “Well done,” Green said once Gibbs concluded his report.


  He felt his excitement mount. “This puts a whole new spin on things. We need to find out why she went to Montreal and what she was so upset about.”


  “I thought of that, s-sir,” Gibbs said with a hint of pride in his voice. “I got the passenger manifest and put out a media call asking anyone who spoke to Meredith on either leg of her trip to phone us. Maybe she told someone where she was going. Or maybe her seatmate was able to see more of what was on her clipboard.”


  “Good thinking. Bring the manifest to the station for Sue to work on while you follow up with the families.” Green glanced into the main room, where Peters had been working at her computer. Her desk was vacant and her winter jacket gone from its peg. He felt a flash of consternation. Had she grown fed up with playing back-up and gone off herself, ready to confront the family with only half the facts?


  Good God, was the old Sue Peters truly back?


  SEVEN

  



  When Frankie Robitaille finally had a chance to sleep, he didn’t wake for thirteen hours. During the two-day storm, which saw wave after wave of snow and sleet blanket the capital, he had put in eighteen-hour days behind the wheel of his plow, keeping himself awake with Tim Hortons coffee and endless country and western songs on his iPod. For over two days, he managed no more than the occasional break to grab some food and a catnap on the couch before heading out again.


  By Wednesday evening, the snow was under control and his shift supervisor had sent him home before he became a serious hazard on the road. Dinner, a quick stop to give his kids a goodnight kiss and a promise of Disney World at March break, and he fell into bed. He slept through the alarm the next morning and the kids’ preparations for school, not waking until the dog shoved her cold, impatient nose into his face. Frankie stared at the clock in disbelief. It was almost noon.


  He turned on the television as he stumbled around the kitchen brewing coffee and fixing himself a heaping plate of bacon, eggs and toast. Every muscle of his body ached. He allowed the local news show to drone on in the background with a mixture of patter, features and brief news bytes. Gradually he became aware of a story about a missing woman. The camera panned the scene of volunteers trudging through snowy streets, probing snowbanks with ski poles.


  He picked up his plate and carried it to sit down in front of the TV. A police spokeswoman was asking all residents throughout the city to check their own properties for any sign of the woman, who was believed to be wearing a hooded red jacket. She had last been heard from on Monday evening, and if she had been injured, she might be lying beneath forty centimetres of snow. So far the official search had concentrated on the residential areas between downtown and Carlingwood, but the woman could have gone anywhere.


  More than two days beneath the snow, Frankie thought. She’s dead, no doubt about it. He got to thinking about all the miles he’d covered in those days, all the acres of pure white snow. The garbage bins, snow shovels and kid’s sleds he’d tossed up from under that pristine cover. A memory rose up, of a slight bump, a flash of red on the snow behind him. Slowly he set his fork down. A strange sensation churned in his gut. Was it possible? What day had that been? Where had he been? On a residential street somewhere, in the dead of night. Wednesday. No, Tuesday.


  He felt sick. Tuesday morning, more than fifty-four hours ago.


  He grabbed a city map and began to retrace his routes, trying to remember where he had been plowing early Tuesday morning. Somewhere in the east end not far from downtown, but nowhere near where the police thought she might be. But what if they were wrong? After five minutes he threw the map aside in frustration. He had to see the streets for himself and replay the night in his mind’s eye.


  He revved his pick-up out of the drive and headed into town. The roads were clear now and a brittle sun glared on the fresh snow. Salt crews had covered the main roads, polishing them a glossy black. Frankie lived in Cumberland at the far eastern extremity of the city, but at midday it took him less than half an hour to reach the fashionable old neighbourhood nestled in the crook where the Rideau River joined the Ottawa. He had covered Vanier to Manor Park that night, but as near as he could remember, he had been around Lindenlea and New Edinburgh when he’d bumped something. Both neighbourhoods bordered the more exclusive enclave of Rockcliffe Park, home to ambassadors and wealthy CEOs, and Frankie was never sure where one area ended and the other began. Rockcliffe had no sidewalks and had an English village feel, despite the multi-million dollar homes set back on huge properties. Lindenlea was quaint and smaller in scale, but still way beyond his bank balance even if he had wanted to rub shoulders with associate deputy ministers and university profs. His black pick-up with the roof rack and the trailer hitch would look like a bouncer at a tea party among the Audis and Volvos in the drives.


  Beechwood Avenue bisected the area, dividing the haves from the have-nots in neighbouring Vanier. Once he’d turned onto the narrow streets of Lindenlea, he eased off the gas and tried to visualize that night. It had been dark and dead quiet, poorly lit by streetlights. He’d been driving around a sharp curve and was just picking up a bit of speed when he’d felt the jolt. Now he drove slowly through the looping streets, searching for the right layout. Nothing. The neighbourhood was full of short, curvy streets clogged with snowbanks. He widened his net, venturing into the nearby fringes of Rockcliffe, where unassuming bungalows worth close to a million peeked from behind snowladen cedar hedges. Turning off Juliana Road onto Maple Lane, he had a memory flash. The stretch had looked like this. He had turned left just like this and had been accelerating towards a wide-open stretch when the bump occurred.


  He inched down the street peering closely at the snowbanks made by plows over the past days. No hint of red. No telltale lump in the snow. He parked his truck and began to walk. There was almost no one out on the street. No volunteers probing the snowbanks or checking under the boughs of huge spruces that drooped to the ground under the weight of snow. Only a solitary woman walking her Labrador retriever off leash. The dog looked at him suspiciously and barked, like a stranger was a weird sight in the area.


  The woman took in his salt-splattered pick-up, his well-worn bomber jacket and his three-inch growth—he’d left without shaving that morning—and her eyebrows shot up. “Can I help you?”


  He started to shake his head then stopped himself. “I’m a snowplow operator, and I think I hit something with my plow a couple of days ago. I’m just checking around.”


  Her eyebrows drew together now, like a teacher who’d heard that line before. “What did you hit?”


  “I don’t know. A sled, maybe? Red shovel? Do you live around here? Did anyone find anything like that?” He wasn’t sure why he didn’t tell her the real reason. Maybe just because she looked like she could get him in a whole lot of trouble if he even mentioned he might have hit someone.


  She was backing away now, her dog tightly leashed at her side. “I think you’re wasting your time. Wait till the snow melts in the spring.”


  He watched her stride off up the street and knew she didn’t believe him for a minute. He took a deep breath. Now what? He hadn’t brought a ski pole, and although he had a shovel in the back on the truck, it was a hell of a big snowbank to be digging up.


  Nonetheless he took out his snow shovel and tested the mound of snow left by his plow. It was granular now and hard to penetrate. New snow had been blown on top of it by the homeowners clearing their own driveways. It seemed an impossible task. He needed help, but if the dog lady was any indication, the neighbours on this street wouldn’t lend a hand. On the other hand, it was too early to call the police.


  Up ahead the dog was barking again, and when Frankie looked up, he saw the animal circling a pile of snow by a driveway halfway up the block. The dog was pawing excitedly.


  Jesus, Frankie thought. Grabbing his shovel, he headed up the block. The woman glanced towards him, her jaw dropping. She yanked at her dog, dragged it away from the snowbank and set off almost at a run.


  I bet she calls the police, Frankie thought. Well, at this point, maybe that’s not a bad idea.


  


  Brandon entered his mother’s home office, which was located on the second storey at the back of the house. Her desk was positioned in the bow window and flooded with sunlight. In the summer, the yard would be a paisley print of perennial beds but a blanket of pristine snow hid them all, and even the snow-laden Colorado blue spruce at the rear of the yard could not improve his mood. The Valium was wearing off, leaving him a brain of cotton wool through which thought moved sluggishly.


  He knew his mother would be out most of the day. The Superior Court calendar had been booked months in advance and nothing, not even the disappearance of her future daughter-in-law, would keep her from the arcane motion being heard today. She hadn’t even tried to send her junior. It was as if she knew there was no great crisis and Meredith was off somewhere for her own selfish reasons, as if the police were poking snowbanks in vain and there would be no gruesome discovery to disrupt her in the middle of her argument.


  What the hell did she know?


  When the desk itself yielded no answers, he spent an hour meticulously going through the papers in her filing cabinet. Like her life, they were carefully compartmentalized. Her university lectures, course notes and student assignments were all in her faculty office, and her case files, court transcripts and legal research were in her law office downtown. Only her personal papers, and perhaps the occasional work in progress, were kept at home, but even so, thirty years of personal papers presented a daunting challenge. Bank and investment statements, household bills and receipts, tax records, minutes of her charitable and committee work. He was astonished to discover an entire file drawer devoted to him. Not just every report card he’d ever received, but every letter he’d sent from camp, every crayoned art offering and handmade Mother’s Day card he’d ever drawn. He knew that as an only child he was important to her, but he’d always thought she had a busy, fulfilling life beyond the home. He remembered her being constantly on the phone, delayed at meetings, and listening with half an ear to his childish chatter while she scanned the latest judge’s decision. He remembered a childhood of cleaning ladies, babysitters and even catered meals when she was in the middle of a case.


  She’d always seemed slightly aloof, avoiding the mushy cuddling that Meredith’s family bestowed at the smallest excuse. He couldn’t recall her ever saying “I love you” except in jest, and the unfamiliar words had not come easily to his own lips when Meredith had first demanded them. His reticence had almost cost him the warmest, most exciting woman who had ever come into his life.


  He sat cross-legged on the floor in front of the open file cabinet, his child’s drawings crackling with age as they filtered through his hands. She had cherished every single artefact of his past, squirrelled it silently away in her own private drawer, never told him how much she loved them or how proud she was of him. In rare moments, uttered only the words “Your father would be so proud.” He had no memory of his father, who had died when he was two months old, but his mother had painted an idealized image. Even as a child he’d suspected no one could be as loving a husband, as devoted a father, as brilliant a lawyer nor as beloved a professor as the Harvey Kent Longstreet of her descriptions. He’d been her professor, thirteen years her senior and light years ahead of all her other suitors in maturity, wisdom and allure. Brandon had once overheard her saying to a friend that, despite plenty of offers, she’d never remarried because a love like Harvey Longstreet came along only once in a lifetime. At the time, he’d been startled, even discomfited, by the tremor of passion in her impeccably modulated voice.


  Now she surprised him again with the strength of her devotion to him. He remembered the urgency in that fragment he’d overheard that morning. “He mustn’t know!” took on a less sinister, more protective meaning. Was she just trying to shield him from something? What? The answer was not on her desk, which was filled with mundane household matters, nor among the drawings and letters of his childhood. He shut the file cabinet and pulled open another one, chock full of carefully labelled file folders. Taxes, telephone, travel, wedding, will... Neither the wedding folder nor the will held anything unusual.


  On a whim, he pulled open an upper drawer for the H’s. Nothing under husband, but thumbing through files in search of Harvey, he came across a file labelled “Hatfield”. Not recognizing the name, he almost skipped by, but its thick, unruly contents gave him pause. He pulled it out, and a jumble of yellowed newspaper clippings from the Montreal Star fell out. He caught the reporter’s name—Cam Hatfield—and a couple of headlines. Tributes pour in for dead professor. The private anguish of a public man. A new brand of teacher.


  His scalp prickled. He picked up one article, unfolded it along its brittle seam, and began to read:


  Confusion continues to surround the death of one of McGill’s most popular professors, who was found dead in his McTavish Street apartment on Monday morning. Harvey Longstreet was a member of the prominent Montreal family that founded the Anglo-Canadian Transportation Company, now known as CanTransco, in 1855. The professor’s young widow and two-month old son are in seclusion at his uncle’s Westmount home and the family is requesting privacy to deal with the tragedy. Colleagues willing to speak to the newspaper expressed shock and disbelief, stating that Longstreet had shown no signs of depression or stress—


  The doorbell rang distantly. Brandon looked up, confusion giving way to fear. Meredith! Quickly he stuffed the articles back into the filing cabinet and kicked the drawer shut as he headed out the door.


  A young woman stood on the doorstep, bundled against the cold in a blue parka, a red tuque with a red and white pompom and matching mittens. Was there a hint of excitement in those blue eyes, he wondered? His hopes stirred.


  Then she held up her badge. “Detective Peters, Ottawa Police,” she said, enunciating carefully as if the label were unfamiliar to her. “Are you Brandon Longstreet?”


  He nodded. “Any news?”


  “We haven’t found her, no sir, but we’re making progress on her movements. May I come in?”


  He invited her in and suppressed his impatience as she removed her boots and coat. She took so long, he wondered whether she was stalling. Settled on the floral living room couch, Peters eyed him gravely. “Did Meredith tell you her plans to go to Montreal?”


  “Montreal?” He was equally incredulous and startled. When Peters said nothing, he shook his head. “Why would she go to Montreal?”


  “That’s what I’m asking you.”


  He felt a flare of annoyance. “We have a wedding in two weeks, she has a million things on her to-do list. Why would she go there!”


  “What’s in Montreal? A dressmaker? A friend?”


  “Nobody,” he said, fighting off the absurdity of the idea.


  Belatedly, reason penetrated the cotton wool in his brain. “You have evidence she went to Montreal?”


  The detective nodded. “She took a bus there Monday morning and returned here Monday evening.”


  He stared at her. That made no sense! He’d last seen Meredith on Sunday evening. They’d had dinner together and tried to finalize the table seating for the dinner. She hadn’t mentioned a thing about Montreal. Brandon closed his eyes, recalling the unpleasant memory for the hundredth time. She’d been furious with him, frustrated at all the Longstreet guests who needed places of importance, resentful that their parents would share the head table with them instead of their friends. In fact, she hadn’t wanted a head table. She’d wanted a series of round tables that made everyone feel equal and included.


  It was such a modern, Meredith idea, and he loved her for it. But his mother was paying for the dinner, and she naturally expected a clear gesture of respect in return.


  Meredith had stormed off in a huff. He hadn’t told the police about it because he wanted them to take her disappearance seriously. He’d seen their cynical, world-weary attitude towards victims too often in the emergency room waiting rooms, and he didn’t want them to think that Meredith was just another immature, spiteful girlfriend looking for payback. She was a fiery, impassioned woman, but she would never go to this extreme. Surely, no matter how angry or doubtful she became, she would never put him and her family through this anguish.


  Yet now, in the cold light of reflection, how well did he actually know her? The sense of connection had been instantaneous, the romance and passion breathtaking, but his long hours at the hospital kept them from actually spending as much time together as they wished. He still didn’t know much of her past, nor of her friendships beyond their shared circle.


  But Montreal? What did Montreal have to do with anything? What was so urgent in Montreal that she would drop her entire to-do list and travel four hours through a snowstorm on a cramped, noisy bus to deal with it?


  “I don’t know,” he said, trying to control the alarm in his voice. “She has some family there, and friends from her Haiti posting.”


  “Anyone she might visit? Anyone she stayed close to?”


  “Just a few work colleagues and some obscure cousins.”


  “Can I have names and contact numbers?”


  “We’ve called them all. No one’s seen or heard from her.”


  “All the same, we have to follow up. They may know things.”


  “I only have a few names, from the wedding guest list.” He rose to fetch the list from the kitchen and waited in silence as she laboriously copied the names down. She seemed to do everything in slow motion. He toyed briefly with a diagnosis of MS before noticing the fine scars at her hairline and another just above her brow, camouflaged by hair. The woman was fighting back from a catastrophic head trauma. He felt a wave of respect and sympathy. It was on the tip of his tongue to comment when she raised her head.


  “No one else?” she demanded, as if daring him to say a word. He shook his head. “Her parents would know more of the relatives down there.”


  “What about grandparents? Any in Montreal?”


  “Her grandmother’s alive, but she’s in a nursing home.


  Advanced Alzheimer’s. In the past couple of years she’s barely recognized Meredith. Meredith used to visit often but recently she’s found it hard.”


  The detective stopped taking notes and leaned forward, her eyes drilling his. “But she could have gone to see her. With her wedding coming up, maybe she felt sentimental. Did the grandmother come up in conversation recently?”


  Brandon shook his head. He felt the detective pressing against the secret fault lines of their relationship and felt himself resisting. But the grandmother hadn’t come up. Not really. “We discussed whether she should come to the wedding or not, and everyone else—especially Meredith’s mother—thought it would be a bad idea. She can’t really travel. She gets confused and agitated, she wouldn’t know what’s going on.”


  “Maybe Meredith got to feeling guilty?”


  Brandon tried to fit that idea with Meredith’s mood on Sunday night. She had struggled, but maybe more with regret than guilt. Was it possible she went to Montreal to visit Nan?


  Nan had been a force when Meredith was growing up, always ready with a big hug, a plate of oat cakes, and a listening ear. He knew it hurt Meredith to see the old lady so diminished.


  He felt uneasy. Maybe he’d been wrong. Maybe he’d misread the depths of her distress. Maybe she was feeling the absence of her grandmother at her wedding and the overwhelming force of two dozen Longstreet guests while a key person from her side was missing. Maybe that, along with his stupid blunder about the head table, had made her second-guess her desire to join her life to his.


  The detective was waiting for an answer, with that challenging look in her eyes again. He forced a shrug. “It’s possible. But you said she came back to Ottawa afterwards, so I don’t see what difference it makes?”


  “Because she disappeared almost immediately afterwards, as if something happened on that trip to make her take off. That’s more than some simple family visit.”


  He turned the idea over slowly. None of this made any sense. It didn’t fit with the Meredith he knew. She loved him, she wanted to change her whole life course to go with him to Ethiopia. She could have—no, would have—just said, “The hell with it all, let’s elope.”


  


  When Sue Peters came out the front door of the Longstreet house, Detective Bob Gibbs was leaning against her car with his arms folded. She could tell he was trying to look fierce, but he couldn’t hide the delight in his eyes. He had pulled his hat down low and turned the collar of his parka up over his ears, but even so he looked frozen. Adorably so.


  That was the trouble with Bob. She wanted to be mad at him for checking up on her and not believing she could do anything by herself. For hovering like a mom on the first day of kindergarten. She’d even gone so far as to wonder, during their pricklier moments, if he really wanted her to get well. But then she’d see his goofy face at moments like this one, and she knew he just plain loved her and was terrified to let her out of his sight. Terrified she’d discover a life without him, or terrified someone would jump out of a dark alley and beat her up again, this time for good.


  She knew he was watching her as she negotiated the slippery path to the road. Watching for a limp or a slight stumble that would betray her fatigue. She drew herself rigidly upright and summoned every ounce of will to force her muscles to obey. The truth was, she was dead on her feet. She’d felt it during the interview, when she could barely persuade her fingers to write and her brain to form words. She’d been at work more than seven hours now, much of it in the field. She’d forgotten lunch and had had no time for a ten-minute power nap to refresh her.


  She smiled up at him as he welcomed her into his arms. “You weren’t supposed to do this,” he said.


  Ignoring his attempt to look fierce, she punched him playfully.


  “We have a lead.”


  He kissed her. She loved his kisses. They weren’t very smooth, but they were all quivery with passion he didn’t know what to do with. Who needed slick when you had real?


  “You’re bad,” he whispered when they came up for air. He headed towards his own car, an identical beige Impala parked behind hers.


  “You can tell me all about it while I drive you home.”


  “No, you don’t. What about my car?” She wasn’t sure she even had the strength to turn the key, but he wasn’t to know that. “What about the Kennedys? We have to ask them about Montreal. And about the ATM.”


  He opened his passenger door. “Someone can pick up your car. And I’ll handle the Kennedys.”


  She sank into the seat, finally letting her muscles go and feeling the last vestige of energy drain from them. She opened one eye. “Only if you let me come with you, so I can tell you what questions to ask.”


  “But Inspector Green—”


  “Inspector Green knows. And he didn’t exactly say no, did he.” He sighed as he navigated the snowy street, and after a while he glanced over at her. “You learned something useful?”


  She smiled inwardly. She felt too tired to make sense of the nagging suspicion in her brain, but there was something... If the person I loved went missing, she thought, I’d be excited to learn about the trip to Montreal. It signalled hope, a possibility that the person had gone off on some secret quest. Why had Brandon seemed determined to downplay the importance of the whole thing?


  The Kennedys displayed no such ambivalence. Norah Kennedy came alive as soon as the Montreal trip was mentioned.


  For the first time, Sue Peters saw a hint of warmth in the woman’s haggard face.


  “That means she’s alive!” she exclaimed. “Maybe she realized it would never work if she married into that family. Brandon’s a lovely boy, I’m not saying he’s not, but she’d be taking on that mother too. He’s all she’s got and don’t think she wants to share him, no matter what she says. I bet she said something to Meredith to scare her off.”


  “Like what?” Sue leaned forward. She’d promised Gibbsie he could do the interview while she kept quiet and observed reactions. It had been either that or he’d take her home, and she’d been too wiped out to argue. But a short snooze in the car on the way over had revived her, and she couldn’t restrain herself.


  Norah’s gaze flicked from Gibbs to Sue, probably trying to figure out who was running the show. She shrugged. “Maybe she sent Meredith to talk to that great-uncle. Lives all alone in a big house on the Circle with a creepy servant with a black belt in karate. He’s sitting on the Longstreet family fortune, and he’s scared off more than a few kids who wanted to marry into it.” Gibbs scribbled in his notebook at top speed so he could get back in the conversation. “Has anyone contacted him about your daughter’s disappearance?”


  “That would be up to Elena. Not too many people are on speaking terms with the old goat.”


  “Meredith’s not going to be scared off by a crazy old man,” the father said. He’d been fidgeting, building up a head of steam.


  “No matter how nasty he is. Brandon’s the one she’s marrying.”


  His wife swung on him. “Well then, maybe the old man threatened to disinherit Brandon and the boy got cold feet. That would be like our Meredith, to go charging in to set the old man right.”


  “Norah, Brandon would never do that. These are modern kids out to save the world, for Pete’s sake.”


  Believing love conquers all, Sue thought, suddenly aware of the nagging twinge in her shoulder that was held together by pins. “What about her grandmother?” she asked.


  Norah’s eyes widened. She shot her husband a look of alarm.


  “What about her?”


  “Could Meredith have gone to see her?”


  “Unlikely. My mother’s in a home. Most of the time she doesn’t even recognize Meredith. Even me she confuses with her sister, who’s been dead twenty years.”


  “But she might still have gone to see her. Maybe she felt a duty. Were they close while she was growing up?”


  “I’ve told Meredith not to go. Mom gets agitated and upset at the sight of her because she thinks she’s a stranger out to trick her with lies. It’s not worth it to get the poor old lady upset.”


  That didn’t mean anything, Sue decided. Meredith might have paid a secret visit despite her mother’s wishes. Weddings could make people act all mushy inside. If the visit had gone badly, it would explain Meredith’s mood on her return. “Maybe we should call the nursing home, just to doublecheck.”


  “I did,” the father said. Seeing the flicker of surprise on Norah’s face, he mustered a sheepish smile. “I was trying to spare you, dear.


  They didn’t think anyone’s been to see her in a month.”


  “We’d like to follow up anyway,” Sue said.


  Norah flushed. “I don’t want my mother upset.”


  “How will speaking to the nurses upset your mother?”


  “Because the nurses will ask her, remind her, maybe even tell her that Meredith is missing!”


  Sue felt Gibbs’s hand on her arm. He leaned forward, an envelope in his hand. “Can you describe M-Meredith’s winter clothing? Her coat, gloves, hat?”


  Norah blinked, the flush slowly receding from her face. “Why?


  We’ve already told you people that. Over and over.”


  “All the same. To s-save me having to search all the notes.”


  Norah described the red suede jacket and leather boots. “I don’t know what kind of hat she might be wearing. She doesn’t like hats.” Hope crept into her face. “Has someone seen her?”


  “Does her coat have a hood?”


  The hope grew. “Yes. Why?”


  Gibbs withdrew two photos from the envelope. Sue guessed they were probably the best images he was able to glean from the shadowy ATM video. “Do you recognize this person?”


  The photos trembled slightly at the edges in Reg’s hand as he and Norah bent over them. The silence was broken only by their breathing. Slowly Sue saw their hope fade, until finally Norah shook her head. She looked questioningly at her husband. “Do you think it’s her?”


  “Do y-you recognize any of the clothing?” Gibbs pressed when Reg shrugged.


  “No. She doesn’t have a parka like that. But—” Norah raised her head. “She could have bought one, right? I mean, if she is trying to hide? She’d know everyone would be on the lookout for a red suede jacket. It’s pretty distinctive. Whereas this parka—it could be anybody in there! Where was it taken? When!”


  Gibbs slipped the photos back into the envelope. He didn’t answer for a moment, and Sue knew he was trying to decide how much to reveal. The first rule in crime detection was always to look first at those nearest and dearest. Were these just desperate parents entitled to the latest information on their missing daughter’s investigation, or were they two more on the growing list of suspects in her disappearance?


  “Just following up every lead, Mrs. Kennedy,” he said, unfolding his tall, lanky body from the chair. “We’ll keep you posted if anything comes of it.”


  EIGHT

  



  Frankie Robitaille leaned on his shovel and wiped sweat from his face. He was starving and remembered that he’d left his plate of bacon and eggs barely touched on the coffee table in his TV room. He had dug half the length of the snowbank where the dog had been pawing but still hadn’t turned up anything.


  He was surprised the police hadn’t shown up yet. Maybe they were too busy with the search to respond to a suspicious lady complaining about a stranger on her fancy street.


  After catching his breath, he plunged his shovel into the next chunk of snow, dreading every new move. Dreading the idea of a young woman freezing to death on a dark, cold night, dreading the idea that he might have hit her, knocked her out and left her to die. Dreading the trouble he’d be in. Nightmare scenarios flashed through his mind. Charges of speeding and reckless endangerment, leaving the scene of an accident, vehicular manslaughter, what the hell else? His livelihood, his licence, his kids and mortgage...all gone.


  Just when he was beginning to hope there was nothing, he hit something soft and solid. He yanked his shovel away, his heart rate spiking. Cautiously he began to explore the area with the tip of the shovel, scraping away the snow from the object that emerged. Something red. Leather. He swallowed and fell to his knees, pawing with his gloved hands to uncover the object. Not a body, not an arm. He worked it free and pulled out a frozen, misshapen lump that he finally identified as a woman’s purse. The zipper was half open and the contents scattered in the snow.


  He tugged at the frozen zipper to open it the rest of the way and looked inside. It was nearly empty. No wallet, no cards, nothing to show who it belonged to. He gathered up the keys, scraps of paper, lipstick and breath mints and stuffed them back into the purse. He was almost afraid to dig further. Maybe this flash of red was all he’d seen. Maybe it was a discarded purse that had nothing to do with the missing woman.


  But he remembered the jolt to his steering wheel and the dog pawing excitedly. This red purse, big as it was, would not have caused that. Reluctantly he picked up his shovel and began another careful probe. Ten feet farther on, he encountered more resistance. This time, as he cleared away the snow, a hand appeared.


  Bare, waxy white, and frozen stiff.


  He sank down in the snow, sick at heart. Pulled out his cell phone and with tremulous fingers, punched 911. He had just pressed the final digit when he snapped the cell phone shut and dropped it from his nerveless fingers into the snow. He clutched his head in his hands, hyperventilating. Glanced up and down the street. No sign of the cops, nor the dog lady. He snatched up his phone and shovel and raced back to his truck, his large work boots scrabbling on the ice. He had to get out of here. To use his own cell phone and make himself known to the police was to invite the ruin of his life. He could just as easily call from a pay phone and leave an anonymous tip.


  He flung himself into the cab of the truck, revved it to life and spun its wheels in a U-turn back towards Beechwood Avenue. But just around the corner, he stomped on the brake. He had probably left a dozen footprints and tire tracks the cops could trace, and who knows how many eyes had been watching him through the fancy curtains of those houses? Watched him pick the spot and start to shovel. If the cops ID’ed him, it would look even worse for him if he fled the scene a second time. If the dog lady had called the cops, he might even meet them on the road out, giving them a perfect make on his truck.


  He started the truck again and headed deeper into Rockcliffe Park. He would take a roundabout route out so that he’d be less likely to meet the cops, and if anyone noticed a black pick-up leaving the area, it would be from a different direction altogether than the suspicious black truck noticed at the scene. He drove through the maze of streets, trying to act slow and calm like a workman going to a routine job site.


  By the time he reached Beechwood, he had a plan. He parked the truck in the middle of the grocery superstore parking lot and headed in through the automatic doors. Inside, he wandered up and down one aisle, grabbed a bag of chips and a chocolate bar and went through the cash before exiting the store farther down and walking away from his truck. He tucked the grocery bag in his pocket and kept a sharp eye open for surveillance cameras, but he spotted none. He only had to walk to the corner to find a pay phone outside a gas station. No cameras there either. Maybe they were hidden or miniature, but he could only hope.


  Holding the phone with one leather glove, he took the other off and wrapped it around the mouthpiece. Using his scarf over his fingertip, he punched in 911. When the operator came on, he spilled out the first line of his carefully rehearsed speech without even having to fake the tremor in his voice.


  “There’s a body! I think I found a body!”


  “What’s your name, sir?”


  “In Rockcliffe, on Maple Lane. Hurry!”


  He heard some clicking and then, “Can you tell me exactly what you found, sir?”


  “In the snow! Oh God, I’m going to be sick!” he gasped and slammed down the phone. He almost was, had to swallow back bile as he shoved his hands into his pockets and strode purposefully away from the phone. He knew 911 would already have located the pay phone and dispatched a cruiser. He needed to be nowhere in sight when it arrived, but he couldn’t afford to draw attention to himself by running.


  He ducked back behind the gas station to the far edge of the grocery parking lot. Heading back into the store, he retraced his steps and re-emerged near his truck with his grocery bag back in plain view. He was into his truck and already sitting at the light two blocks up by the time the first cruiser came screaming down the Vanier Parkway with its blue and red lights flashing.


  He drove on. Figured if they did manage to connect him to the scene, he could say he’d gone to the nearest pay phone to report it because his cell phone was dead, and he’d been too shaken up to stick around.


  


  The call came in to the Incident Command Centre at 3:54 p.m., fifteen minutes after Frankie Robitaille’s initial 911 call. The first responders had confirmed the sighting of a frozen human hand in a snowbank, which at first glance appeared to be female, but since the body had been only partially excavated, they were requesting direction.


  Green’s heart sank. Not matter how much you steeled yourself for such an outcome, you always hoped. He forced himself to think through his sorrow. Partially excavated, he wondered. By whom, and why?


  Still on the phone, he headed down the hall towards his office. “Are there footprints in the vicinity?”


  “Yes, sir,” said the patrolman, whose voice had cracked slightly. He sounded young. Probably his first body. “I didn’t disturb them.”


  “Good work,” Green said. “Secure the whole area, protect the footprints, and look for more arriving and leaving the scene. Teams are on their way.”


  “Should—should I contact the coroner, sir?”


  Green had already reached his office and was pulling on his jacket, wedging the phone against his shoulder. At this point there was no indication the death was suspicious—indeed, hypothermia was the most likely cause—but the fact that someone had deliberately dug it up, on an obscure side street nowhere near Meredith’s usual locations, raised a red flag. He wanted the expertise of a forensic pathologist rather than the routine coroner.


  “I’ll call Dr. MacPhail and Ident,” he told the patrolman. “Your main concern is to secure that scene.”


  He rode with the duty inspector, and on the drive over, they listened to the 911 tape. Dispatch had identified the origin as a pay phone on Beechwood Avenue, the nearest main street to the scene and likely the nearest pay phone. It was a male caller who spoke English with no discernible accent, and to Green’s practised ear, he sounded shaken up. But the muffled tone suggested he was also trying to disguise his voice. Another red flag. From the passenger seat of the inspector’s cruiser, Green radioed the dispatcher again.


  “Send a unit to secure that pay phone until an Ident team can check it out.” Half an hour had passed since the call, but with any luck there might still be fingerprints. Not too many people used pay phones any more.


  By the time they arrived at Maple Lane, a crowd of about twenty had gathered around an area halfway up the block. Two police cruisers were parked diagonally to block access to the spot, and yellow tape had been strung in a large semi-circle in the road. Onlookers craned their necks and several people were taking pictures with their cell phones, dragging voyeurism down to new depths in Green’s opinion. No sign yet of the media, but they’d soon join the voyeurs.


  He left the duty inspector to manage the crowd and ignored the barrage of questions as he pushed through. The hand looked unreal, reaching up through the snow like a prop in a bad Halloween horror flick. It was a left hand, small and delicate with its nails painted a metallic turquoise that looked garish against the waxy white skin. He felt a twinge of intrigue. Meredith Kennedy was reportedly wearing a large diamond engagement ring. This hand had no rings, nor any circular marks on the skin to suggest where a ring used to be.


  He stayed well back, respecting the integrity of the crime scene while he studied the snow. It bore the deep, straight cuts of a shovel in a line all the way along the bank, as if someone had been systematically searching. Numerous overlapping boot prints were visible in the snow, large and deeply treaded like a man’s work boot. Each was marked with an Ident number.


  “There’s a purse too, sir,” said the young patrolman, pointing to a red object about ten feet away. He sounded in control now, excited by his role in the drama.


  “Did you search it?”


  “Yes, sir, there was no ID.” The patrolman looked alarmed, as if realizing he’d overstepped. “But I put it back where it was.”


  The purse lay on top of the snowbank. The snow beneath it was undisturbed, but beside it was a large hole scored with glove marks as if someone had been digging through the snow.


  The duty inspector joined him. “What do you think?”


  “I think our mystery man found the purse first, checked it, tossed it aside and then began to search the snowbank for the body. Maybe he spotted the purse half buried and thought he’d check it out.”


  “While he was walking down the street?”


  Green raised his head to scan the neighbouring houses. By Rockcliffe standards, they were modest, but security would still be paramount. “Get someone to check for surveillance cameras and photograph this crowd—”


  “He wasn’t walking,” came a voice at his elbow. He turned in surprise to see a petite woman in a ski jacket and jeans. Her face was a web of wrinkles, her blue eyes grim. “He drove a black pick-up truck.”


  “Licence plate?”


  She shook her head. “He parked it near the corner. I knew he was up to no good, walking along the snowbank as if he were searching for something. He told me he thought he’d hit a sled or a garbage bin during the storm a few nights ago. I almost called the police.” Her lips tightened. “I wish I had.”


  “Would you describe the man for us?”


  The woman gave a surprisingly vivid description of a workman in his mid-forties, tall and fit with leathery skin that suggested a lifetime in the sun. But he had three days’ growth and baggy eyes which hinted at recent stress. “A working man, uneducated and probably of French origin.”


  Green smiled. The perfect witness. Before he could ask how she could be so certain, she smiled grimly. “I’m an artist. It’s my job to see behind the face. I can draw him if you like.”


  Green took her name and address before sending her off to do just that. He beckoned to a patrol officer who had just arrived. By now, two more cruisers had shown up, along with the Ident van, and Green could see Dr. Alexander MacPhail’s black van rounding the corner. He hastily sent the young patrol down to the corner to look for truck tire tracks before anyone flattened them.


  MacPhail arrived with his usual drama—booming voice, large boots, white bunny suit and kit of macabre tools for taking temperatures and samples. Ident produced supplies for gridding, excavating and sifting the snow, then erected a tent over the snowbank, mercifully shielding the scene from view. By now the audience had swelled to several dozen, and the media cameras were snapping. Green cursed to himself. In these days of instant communication, the discovery of the body would be up on Twitter and on the twenty-four hour news channels within minutes. The Kennedys and the Longstreets had to be warned.


  Doyle seemed to read his mind. “I’ll get a unit over to the Kennedys right away.”


  “I’ll send my man Gibbs over with a photo of the purse. As for Brandon Longstreet—”


  “That’s easy. He lives near here.” He consulted his phone, which showed a GPS on its screen. “Just a couple of blocks farther up.”


  Green’s head shot up. If this DOA was Meredith, maybe that’s why she was here on this street. She didn’t have a car, so she might have got off the bus on Beechwood and cut through here. Had she been on her way to her fiancé’s house, or had she just left?


  And what did a man in a black pick-up truck who claimed he’d hit a kid’s sled have to do with it?


  It would be at least an hour before MacPhail and his crew would have news for him. Meanwhile, he’d never met the formidable Elena Longstreet. Now might be the time.


  As a poor kid growing up across the Rideau River in Lowertown, Green had concluded long ago that the Village of Rockcliffe Park had been designed to keep the riff raff out. Or at least to get them so thoroughly lost in the higgle piggle of streets that they escaped at the first exit they came across. There was not a vinyl-sided cube to be seen. Massive gabled mansions of stone or brick confronted him at every turn, some behind wrought-iron gates and others at the end of circular drives. Expecting to get lost at least twice en route, he was surprised to find the house exactly where Doyle said it was. One block up and one over—an easy walk up from Beechwood along the road where the victim had been found.


  Elena Longstreet’s house looked like a dwarf among Goliaths, a one-and-a-half storey brown brick home that had once probably been the gatehouse for a lumber baron’s estate. Someone had done a good job of gentrifying it, adding leaded pane windows, intricate black trim and a front door of polished honey oak. Curtains were drawn tightly over the windows to keep prying eyes from seeing inside. A black ornamental fence high enough to discourage intruders surrounded the property, and a two-car garage was partially hidden behind the house. The one jarring note in the tightly sealed façade was the garage door, which gaped open to reveal an empty interior.


  Green rang the doorbell and listened to the elegant chimes echo through the house. Nothing. He peered through the small diamond-shaped lead window in the door. The inside vestibule door was wide open, offering him a glimpse of glass-fronted bookcases and terra cotta tiles in the main hall. He rang again. Still no answer, but this time he spotted something familiar hanging from the old-fashioned coat tree standing in the corner of the vestibule. It was a long woollen scarf in an exquisite and distinctive grey cashmere. As he rifled through the images in his memory, his heart began to pound. He had seen that scarf before.


  Around the neck of Superintendent Adam Jules.


  NINE

  



  When Detective Peters had dropped her bombshell about Meredith’s visit to Montreal, Brandon Longstreet’s mind had nearly reeled out of control. He had maintained his composure only long enough to see the detective out of the house before he raced upstairs to access his computer.


  In passing, he thought of phoning Reg and Norah but dismissed the idea. If hugs and kisses were any indication, Meredith loved her family to pieces, but she didn’t confide in them. She hadn’t since she was a little girl, because their comfortable, traditional outlook on the world did not welcome her questions or her doubts. Norah still baked pies for the St. Basil parish Christmas bake sale, for God’s sake. They didn’t disapprove of her wanderlust, exactly, just didn’t understand it.


  Meredith felt the same estrangement from her cousin Wayne, especially since he married and moved to a four thousand square-foot McMansion in Kanata. Meredith felt an obligation—no, a passion—to save the poor and dispossessed, whereas Wayne played golf with his corporate clients and dropped four thousand dollars on season tickets to the Ottawa Senators. Despite all his business savvy, he didn’t have a tenth of Meredith’s vision.


  Tears blurred Brandon’s eyes briefly as he thought of her. A pearl among stones, a woman with a love that encompassed not just him but all humanity and the planet itself. What had she been doing in Montreal? Why had she kept it secret, and what had she discovered there that so altered her course?


  Once on the computer, he went straight to Meredith’s Facebook page and scoured her recent entries, as well as the comments of others, for details that she might have revealed of her trip. There was not a single mention. Meredith hadn’t posted much in recent weeks, and then mostly thank-yous for the good wishes posted by her friends. She had over nine hundred friends. Brandon did a quick search of their locations and found dozens from Montreal. He recognized a couple of distant cousins but most friends were probably Haitians she’d met last year. The limited profiles he could access gave him no further clues. But Facebook friends could have only the most tenuous connections, from a mutual interest in a political cause to shared work ties. None of her Montreal friends had posted on her page in recent weeks.


  Brandon sat back in frustration. The trail was cold. What had she been up to, and of all her friends and family, who was the most likely to know?


  Reluctantly, unwillingly, his mind kept coming back to his own mother and to the conversation he had overheard earlier that day. What did she know, and what was she determined to keep from him? Did it have something to do with Meredith?


  He was no stranger to relationships, but he had never before sensed reluctance on his mother’s part. He’d assumed it was because the relationship had moved so fast, from their first meeting eight months ago to the engagement six months later and a quick wedding planned over Christmas. A wedding with none of the extravagant planning and traditional trappings that the mother of an only child might want.


  He’d also wondered whether she blamed Meredith for his sudden passion for overseas work. Until last February, he had been pursuing family medicine at the hospital with no thoughts beyond finding a good practice once he’d qualified, but then he’d attended an information session at the Ottawa Hospital about relief work in Haiti. Speakers from the International Red Cross, CARE Canada, the Ministry of Immigration, and Doctors Without Borders had shared stories of tragedy, inspiration and need. There had been hundreds in the audience and at least a dozen speakers, but it was Meredith’s passion that caught his eye. She had been sent to Haiti by Immigration to help reunite Haitian Canadians with orphaned island relatives who had lost everything, including identity papers, beneath the rubble. She was supposed to stay a week but had stayed six.


  “We live a life of comfort and security most of the world cannot even dream of,” she’d said. “I can’t sit at Starbucks sipping my low-fat, double shot latte and texting my friends while in Haiti children sit all day waiting for a single drink of water. If I have to carry that water myself, I will. I am going back.”


  Normally he was partial to tall women with long, dark hair and sexy brown eyes. Meredith was a petite woman with an impish face and red hair. She wrinkled up her nose when she was confused, and her blue eyes crinkled shut when she laughed. But that evening, watching her on stage, passionate, angry, even tearful as she talked about her moment of revelation, he’d found her irresistible.


  Intrigued, he’d looked her up on Facebook and found out to his astonishment that not only did they share an idealism and commitment to humanity, but their favourite music was Beethoven’s Ninth, and their favourite book was Crime and Punishment. It felt like destiny. They corresponded sporadically through Facebook while she was back in Haiti and he was completing his residency, and the sense of destiny grew. She laughed at his jokes and finished thoughts he didn’t even know he had.


  Three months later, when she bounced into the coffee shop for their first real meeting, late as always, he felt he’d known her forever.


  They had talked without stopping for four hours, going through three cups of coffee and half a dozen scones. Eager to share their thoughts and explore their common ground, they had jumped from topic to topic, sampling their lives. Movies, university courses, politics, music, favourite foods, childhood fears and dreams. The thrill of discovery grew. By the end, when he took her small hand in his, he knew he’d found his kindred soul.


  Somehow his mother had been peculiar about this relationship almost from the first time she’d met Meredith. Initially she’d seemed to admire Meredith’s idealism as much as he did, but something had caused her to withdraw. Was it the whirlwind wedding or their plan to work overseas?


  Or did it have to do with Montreal?


  On impulse, Brandon shut off his computer and hurried downstairs to snatch his jacket off the coat tree. Juggling gloves and scarf, he locked the house and followed the well-shovelled path to the garage. The door glided silently open to reveal a large concrete room lined with neat rows of shelving and hooks. Skis and hockey sticks were propped against the walls, and bicycles, kayaks and a canoe hung from the rafters. His Toyota Prius sat in its usual spot.


  Normally he cycled or took the bus to the hospital. Even if parking and traffic congestion hadn’t been appalling, he would have made the greener choice out of principle. This time, however, he revved the car out of the garage without a qualm.


  


  “Mom!” he whispered, leaning in close. “We need to talk.”


  His mother barely reacted, telling in itself, he thought. He’d gone downtown only to learn that she was still in court, and had charged straight up the broad stone steps of the Ottawa courthouse and into the courtroom without a moment’s hesitation.


  The lawyer for the Crown was on his feet, surrounded by a stack of banker’s boxes and thick sheaves of notes. He sifted through these as he droned on at the judge, who looked half asleep. Not so Elena Longstreet. She sat ramrod straight, her sleek silver hair glinting in the harsh court light and her expression one of a cat watching a songbird. When Brandon slipped into the chair behind her and whispered in her ear, she didn’t move. A faint furrow between her eyes was the only hint of consternation. Or disapproval.


  “Brandon, we recess in fifteen minutes,” she whispered back, her lips barely moving.


  “What do you know about Meredith’s disappearance?” He was aware of the judge waking up and blinking at them in confusion. Heads turned at the Crown counsel table, and even his mother stiffened.


  “Fifteen minutes!”


  “Is there a problem, Mrs. Longstreet?” the judge asked, almost hopefully.


  His mother rose, radiating dignity and respect. Only Brandon would have known that she was furious. “Begging your lordship’s indulgence, if the court would grant me a five-minute recess—”


  “Granted.” The judge was already on his feet, his black robe flapping behind him as he charged towards his chambers. The half-dozen observers, most of whom appeared to be lawyers, descended into chatter. Elena swung on Brandon.


  “I realize the stress you’ve been under, but surely this can wait—”


  Irrational anger swept through him at her patronizing tone, as if she knew so much more about life than he did. She was always protecting him when he least wanted or needed it. “He mustn’t know!” As if he were a fragile shell.


  “Mother, what are you hiding from me? About Meredith and Montreal!”


  For the briefest instant, she recoiled as if slapped. No amount of self-discipline could prevent the shock that raced across her face. But she recovered well, restoring a perfect mask of puzzlement and curiosity to her fine features.


  “Montreal? Who said anything about Montreal?”


  “Did you know Meredith went to Montreal?”


  Elena looked mystified. “Why would she go to Montreal?”


  “That’s what I’m asking you. I overheard you talking to someone this morning, downstairs.”


  She sat very still. Too still. Her eyes searched his. She’s trying to remember what she said, he realized with a jolt. To remember how much she gave away. He remained quiet, hoping she’d assume too much. However, she must have read the bluff in his eyes, for she shrugged.


  “Nothing relevant, I assure you. I’m trying to take some of the burden of this off you, so I’ve been making some inquiries through my own contacts. So far they’ve proved fruitless.”


  “But you found out something! You said ‘He mustn’t know!’


  What—”


  His mother started and reached beneath her court gown into her jacket pocket. She extracted her Blackberry, which hummed in her hand, and glanced at the screen. For an instant her features froze, and Brandon thought she even paled.


  “I should take this,” she said, rising and turning away from him.


  Fear surged through him again as he watched her face. Her lips tightened and she spoke just three words, “No...thank you,” before clicking the phone off. She turned back to the table and leaned on it as if she were drawing strength.


  “This may mean nothing,” she began slowly.


  He didn’t breathe.


  “They’ve discovered a woman’s body.”


  “Where?”


  “Two blocks from our house. But they don’t yet know...”


  He heard no more, because he was out the door.


  


  Dusk was descending as Green headed back out to the far east end for the second time that day. Jules was not answering his calls, and this time the gloves were off. Jules was an officer sworn to uphold the law, and he damn well would. At the very least, the cashmere scarf cried out for explanation.


  Mercifully the Queensway was dry, but the afternoon rush hour clogged all the lanes as far as he could see. Green flicked on the emergency flashers of his staff car and enjoyed the rush of adrenaline as he streaked along the bus lane past the endless stream of brake lights disappearing into the twilight.


  He had stopped briefly at the excavation site to check for updates, but progress had been slow. MacPhail, apparently suspicious of the body’s appearance, was determined that not a molecule of trace evidence would be lost in the excavation process and that the body’s position would not be altered. The whole scene was shrouded in a white tent through which spotlights glowed eerily. No one else, including Green, was allowed inside in order to avoid inadvertent contamination, but Lyle Cunningham, the Identification officer, showed him some preliminary photos of the woman’s bare hands and stocking feet protruding upwards from deep inside the snowbank.


  “What do you think, Lyle?” Green had asked as they hunched over the laptop screen in the Ident van. “Looks like she was buried that way by a snowplow.”


  Cunningham pursed his lips in disapproval. Conjecture was not in his repertoire of tricks. He preferred to gather facts, present them coherently and let them speak for themselves. In the witness box, it was a laudable stance, but in the early stages of an investigation, it was a pain in the ass. Thorough crime scene analysis could take weeks, during which potential witnesses and criminals slipped through their fingers.


  “Give us three or four hours, and maybe we can confirm that,” Cunningham said.


  Green did a quick calculation. “How about two.” As he spoke he was aware of the media pressing forward and of Inspector Doyle handing them empty platitudes to fill their sound bites on the six o’clock news. Media conjecture would be way ahead of Cunningham on this one.


  Two hours should take him to and from the Colonies with time to spare, but even with the emergency lights, it was past four p.m. when he arrived at the east end station. Jules’s office door was closed, and he caught Jules’s clerk just pulling on her coat to head home. She flinched at the sight of him. Mrs. Capstick was a middle-aged woman who’d worked for the police service for twenty years. In that time she had juggled marriage to a tactical unit sergeant and two daughters who played competitive ringuette, so she did not disturb easily. Perhaps she knows I’m angry, Green thought, and with reason.


  “He’s not in,” she pre-empted before he could speak.


  “Where is he?”


  “I don’t know.” She frowned. “He went out this morning shortly after you left, and he hasn’t been back.”


  “What did he say when he left?”


  “That he had a meeting in town.” She hesitated, and Green sensed she wanted to say more but had been well trained to respect her boss’s obsession with privacy. Jules would be a fair and kind employer but uncompromising in his expectations.


  “What was the meeting?”


  “He hadn’t marked it down. I didn’t ask.” She locked her drawer.


  “I’m worried,” Green said, hoping to draw out her own worry. “Something seems to be wrong.”


  She said nothing but buttoned her coat as if to signal the conversation was over.


  He drew closer. “Judy, did he phone you at all today?”


  She blinked her eyes rapidly. Plunked her purse down as if making a decision. “Yes, just to tell me to cancel his appointments until further notice, without a word of explanation. Two meetings here today and a speech at the local high school. More tomorrow if he doesn’t show up.”


  “That’s not like him.”


  “No, it’s not. But this week...” She paused, fighting her loyalty. “He has really not been himself. Perhaps he talked to the deputy chief and asked for some time off. In the five years I’ve worked for him, Superintendent Jules has never asked for personal time. But we never know, do we, what’s really going on with him.”


  Green murmured agreement, wondering whether to ask the deputy chief what he knew. But he suspected he’d meet the stone wall of confidentiality, and rightly so. He waited until Mrs. Capstick had gone into the elevator then tried Jules’s office door.


  It was locked. Of course it was locked. He tried the clerk’s desk drawers, hoping to find keys, but they too were locked.


  A metaphor for Jules himself.


  En route back to the accident scene, Green phoned the Major Crimes Unit and snagged Gibbs just returning from the Kennedy home.


  “How did the parents take the news?” Green asked.


  “Upset.” Green could hear the distress in Gibbs’s voice. Delivering bad news to family members was never a cop’s favourite job. “But they don’t really believe it’s M-Meredith. Especially Mrs. Kennedy. She didn’t recognize the photo of the purse.”


  “MacPhail should have more details for us in a couple of hours. Formal ID probably tomorrow morning at the morgue.”


  “You want me to take them there, s-sir?” The distress was stronger now.


  “If it comes to that, yes, Bob. But meanwhile I’ve got another assignment for you.” Green explained about the black pick-up truck and the stranger searching in the snow. “It’s a hunch. Find out the names of the snowplow operators assigned to that area in the past three days. Find out the exact times they plowed that street and what vehicles are registered to their names.”


  There was silence on the line, then, “Tonight, sir?”


  Green suppressed his impatience. As an investigator, he’d put in twenty-four hour days as long as there were leads to follow, and it had cost him in relationships and in subordinates. His best friend, Brian Sullivan, was on indefinite sick leave because he’d pushed him to do one last thing before he booked off for the day. Green hated having to slow down to allow for the demands of other people’s lives, but since Sullivan’s health crisis, Green had been trying to turn over a new leaf. He knew Bob Gibbs was anxious to get home to Sue’s waiting arms.


  “Whenever you can get to it is fine, Bob.”


  He disconnected as he was rounding the corner onto Maple Lane. The tent glowed in the deepening darkness, and the street was still jammed with media and police vehicles. Knots of police officers stood around on guard, but most of the curiosity seekers had drifted away. The temperature had dipped several degrees since sundown, and frosty breath danced in the lights that blazed on the scene.


  Green spotted two civilians standing in the middle of the road arguing with Inspector Doyle. He didn’t recognize the tall, slim young man dressed in a battered bomber jacket, but the woman’s silver hair and regal bearing stirred a long-forgotten memory. Elena Longstreet.


  He pulled the staff car to a hasty stop behind a cruiser and jumped out. As he approached, Elena turned on him. She was as striking as ever, but pale in the garish light. Her eyes glittered.


  “Are you in charge here?”


  “I’m Inspector Michael Green, Mrs. Longstreet.” He extended his hand. “I was looking for you earlier.”


  She blinked, and her rage evaporated like a dramatic prop.


  She frowned at him shrewdly. “Well, Inspector Green, I would like some information on—”


  “Is it Meredith?” the young man burst in. He looked even ghostlier than his mother.


  “I don’t know yet,” Green said. “Are you her fiancé, Dr. Long-street?” He didn’t seem to hear. “How can you not know? Just look at her!”


  Green eyed him thoughtfully. The man was gaunt and desperate, and his whole body shook with fear and cold. Green suspected he hadn’t eaten or slept in days. He turned to Doyle.


  “Why don’t they warm up in your car while—”


  “I don’t want to warm up in the car! I want to see her!”


  Green nodded. “Let me see what I can find out. Meanwhile, you could both use warmth and a cup of hot tea.”


  “Don’t patronize me!”


  Elena placed a slim gloved hand on her son’s arm. “Brandon, the officer is right. Let’s see what he can find out.”


  With a nod towards Doyle, Green turned to head towards the tent. At the edge of the cordon he spoke to the log officer. “Can you get Cunningham out here?”


  “Want a peek, Mike?” came Cunningham’s shout from inside the tent. “Just watch your feet.”


  After signing in, Green ducked under the yellow tape and stepped carefully on the white paper squares laid down to make a path. Inside the tent, two Ident officers were bent over the snow, digging with trowels. On the ground beside them sat an evidence bin containing a purse, a boot, and a red woollen beret, each in its own plastic bag. Other bags contained assorted small items. Green distinguished a lipstick, keys, scraps of paper, a map, a pack of Dentine and two ballpoint pens, probably all from the purse.


  Beside the bin, a grotesque shape was beginning to emerge from the snow. The woman was lying on her back with her arms and legs flung up in the air and her neck twisted to one side. One arm was bent in the middle as if broken, and her coat was torn. Her hair, matted dark red with blood, was splayed out over her face, obscuring her features. MacPhail was easing the hair away from the wound at her temple, uncovering eyes opaque with horror.


  Green backed away from the sight. He had always hated that first instant when he stared down death. Felt the ugliness and horror of that last moment of life. He turned instead and gestured to the bin.


  “Can I show the purse and hat to the family?”


  MacPhail didn’t even look up. “Be my guest.”


  Green lifted both evidence bags gingerly and retraced his steps. As he ducked back under the tape, Brandon Longstreet flung open Doyle’s car door and came across the street. He took one look at the bags.


  “That’s not her purse. Nor her hat. I’ve never seen either before.”


  “Could she have changed—”


  “No, it’s not even her style!” He shoved Green aside and rushed forward, ducking under the tape before anyone could stop him. He froze at the entrance to the tent, staring.


  “That’s not her! It’s not her!” He teetered, turned bloodless, and began to laugh.


  TEN

  



  Green arrived home at seven thirty to find Hannah’s backpack on the floor by the front door, stuffed to overflowing. The house was warm, humid and redolent of garlic and basil. He followed the sound of laughter into the kitchen, where a pot of pasta bubbled on the stove. The two women in his life were sharing a bottle of Chianti while they chopped peppers and tomatoes into a salad bowl. From their flushed cheeks, he judged they were well ahead of him, so he kissed them both and poured himself a glass.


  “What’s the occasion?”


  “My last night before the descent into hell,” his daughter said.


  He paused to consider the evidence. Hannah’s favourite meal and her backpack by the door. “You’ve booked a ticket to Vancouver.”


  “The great detective scores again,” Hannah said. “So don’t get too cosy with that wine. My flight’s at ten p.m.”


  Sharon had been eyeing him with concern. As she handed him a green pepper slice, she touched his arm. “You look tired.”


  “It’s been quite a day.” He didn’t want to talk about Jules’s vanishing act or the ongoing mystery of the poor dead Jane Doe. He wanted to retreat to the sanctity of his cave, draw his family close and revel in their company for the short time until Hannah left. But at that moment Tony came bounding in with his usual shriek.


  “Daddy!” His eyes were shining. “You were on TV! Where they found that body! Is that Meredith Kennedy, Daddy? Did they find her?”


  Green hugged him, but a little pain crept into the warmth that he always felt when he held his son. Even here, in his kitchen with the pesto pasta cooking and the Chianti flowing, he could not escape. The fate of Meredith Kennedy was on everyone’s mind, even his five-year-old son’s.


  “It doesn’t look like it, buddy,” he replied.


  “It’s not?” It was Hannah who spoke, half rising from her chair in surprise.


  He shook his head. “This woman is older. We’re working on identifying her, but it looks unrelated.”


  “But where’s Meredith?” Tony persisted.


  “I don’t know, son. It’s still a mystery. We’ll just have to keep looking for her. Now...” He set down his wine glass. “I’m going upstairs to wash up and then you and I are going to set the table!”


  In his bedroom, he stripped off his work clothes and turned on the shower as hot as he could bear, trying to scrub the encounter with death from his mind. He knew he wouldn’t succeed but as always, he had to try. When he emerged from the bathroom, he pulled on a clean sweatshirt and jeans, and was just combing his damp hair when he heard a soft tap at the bedroom door. He opened it to find Hannah leaning on the doorframe. She averted her gaze.


  “You got a minute? I mean, before the Energizer bunny blows in here?”


  Green didn’t laugh, although the image was apt. There was very little private talk when Tony was awake. He stepped aside to let her pass. She perched on the edge of the bed and plucked dog hairs from the duvet.


  “I should have told you about this ages ago.”


  His heart spiked as his fears ran wild. She was never coming back, she’d applied to the University of British Columbia... He held his tongue with an effort.


  “I kept thinking, well, I don’t really know anything, it’s not like I saw where she was going. You must have found out more details since—”


  “What are you talking about, sweetheart?”


  “I think I saw Meredith Kennedy. No, I know I—”


  “When?”


  He must have snapped, because she shot him a sharp look.


  “Monday night. I mean, it was before she was really missing—”


  “When Monday night?”


  “Must have been about eight thirty? I was coming home on the Number 2, and—”


  “What were you doing on the Number 2?”


  “I like it, okay?” Her voice took on an edge. “I was at the Rideau Centre, just hanging out with some friends, shopping and stuff. It was in that snowstorm, so all the transitway buses were taking forever anyway. She sat right across from me.”


  “Why are you sure it was Meredith?”


  “She had red hair and a red coat exactly like the one on the news.”


  His interest stirred. “Where did she get on?”


  “I’m pretty sure it was Bank Street. I’ve been trying to recreate it, but the bus was crowded. The thing is, Mike, she was upset. That’s why I paid attention. She seemed stressed and then she got this phone call that really freaked her out. I figured she was talking to her fiancé.”


  He tried to recall what they had learned about Meredith’s last movements. She’d arrived on the bus from Montreal shortly after eight p.m., so it appeared that she had travelled up Bank Street and caught the Number 2 west, towards her home. She had phoned her friend Jessica at 5:45, presumably just before getting on the bus in Montreal, but there had been no known word or phone contact after that. Certainly Brandon Longstreet had mentioned no call at 8:30. Green reminded himself to check the status of the phone records in the morning.


  “What makes you think it was her fiancé? Did you hear a name?”


  Hannah shook her head. “Whoever it was, they phoned her, and she said she didn’t want to talk to them. She said they just wanted to ruin everything and how could they do this to her?”


  Green felt a rush of excitement at this new twist. Ruin everything. A pretty strong sentiment, strong enough perhaps for her to drop her wedding plans and disappear for awhile to think things out? Was the perfect Brandon Longstreet up to something after all?


  “Did you see where she got off?”


  “Just before my stop. Roosevelt, maybe?”


  Green pictured the intersection. There were no major bus transfers at that corner, nor was it anywhere near Meredith’s home, which was about two kilometres farther west. “Do you recall what direction she walked?”


  “She was just standing there looking up and down, like she had no idea where she got off. Just that she had to get off.”


  Green frowned. “Why?”


  Hannah shrugged. “She just said ‘No, don’t!’ and she got off the bus.” She looked puzzled and worried as she studied his face. “This is important, isn’t it. Fuck. I should have told you earlier. It’s just I didn’t really know what it meant, and I was thinking about Mom...”


  He took her hands in his. “It could be important, yes. It could mean she had reason to drop out of sight.” He kissed the top of her head. “Thank you, sweetheart. This could be the best news we’ve had in days.”


  


  Work had always been therapeutic for Green, and nothing gave him a greater adrenaline shot than a good mystery. When he woke up the next morning, he barely had time to dwell on Hannah’s absence, because he intended to get an early start on his long to-do list for the day.


  First on his list when he arrived at the office was to check for updates on the dead woman. Ident had little to report except that there had been nothing in the contents of her purse to hint at her identity. Suspicious in itself, Green thought, although the wallet and the IDs could have been stolen by a later passerby. To rule that out, Green really had to talk to the man who’d discovered the body. Neither Bob Gibbs nor Sue Peters were at their desks yet, however, so Green moved on to his next task—assigning a lead investigator to the Jane Doe case.


  A week before Christmas, the major crimes unit was short-staffed and in considerable disarray. The head of the unit, Staff Sergeant Brian Sullivan, was still on sick leave and refusing to clarify whether he intended to return to his post, accept a less stressful assignment, or take early retirement. Despite Superintendent Devine’s badgering, Green did not intend to pressure him. He wanted his best friend back on the job he did so well, and he suspected that beneath the bitterness and the self-doubt, Sullivan missed the action. But he’d had the scare of his life, as had his wife. Mary was dead set against his return, and she was a force. If Brian wanted his marriage to survive, he might have to make a choice.


  The staff sergeant who was attempting to fill Sullivan’s shoes was a thoroughly modern bureaucrat who watched the clock, followed procedure to the letter, and took all the vacation and sick leave he was entitled to. This year it meant a two-week holiday to Disney World with his family over the Christmas break. He had flown out the day after Meredith Kennedy was reported missing.


  On paper, the sergeant on duty took over his essential responsibilities, but in practice Green had merely stepped in to fill the gaps. That morning as he consulted the staff roster, he saw that his newest, greenest sergeant was on duty, Sergeant Marie Claire Levesque.


  Levesque was not only green but she was cocky, stubborn and disinclined to appreciate Green’s meddling. With this case, Green intended to meddle. So far there was nothing tangible to tie Meredith Kennedy to the dead Jane Doe except the location of her body less than two blocks from the Longstreet home. Both Elena and Brandon Longstreet swore they didn’t recognize the woman, but with Adam Jules linked to Meredith’s disappearance in some mysterious way, Green intended to keep a close eye on both cases.


  Green had passed Levesque at her desk when he came in and knew she was just gearing up for the morning’s briefings. When he summoned her to his office, he saw a flicker of annoyance cross her brow. She left her computer with reluctance, picked up her notebook and strolled through the unit room. As always, she moved with the fluid grace of a panther, her long blonde ponytail swishing down her back. All eyes, male and female alike, followed her across the room. She leaned against his doorframe and cocked her eyebrow, sending a jolt of electricity through him. Studiously ignoring his body, he invited her to sit.


  “The Jane Doe in Rockcliffe—” he began.


  She perked up, her pout vanishing. “You want me to work it?”


  “If it comes to that, yes. The post is being done this morning at ten a.m. and I’d like you to attend. Ident will be there too, of course, and if Dr. MacPhail rules it suspicious, you’ll be lead.”


  She did nothing to hide her delight as she flipped open her notebook. “What do we have so far?”


  He filled her in on the few known details. “Detective Gibbs and Peters are following up on the snowplow operator. They should be coming in shortly.”


  She looked up. “They’ll be reporting to me, sir?”


  He hesitated. “You’ll be at the autopsy. I’ll keep you informed.”


  Seeing an incipient frown again, he held up his hand. “There are coordination issues here, Marie Claire, between this case and the Meredith Kennedy case, and between us and MisPers.”


  Fortunately wisdom won out over petulance, and she rose without complaint, slipping her notebook into her pocket. “We’ll all keep each other informed.”


  Progress, he thought after she’d gone. Next on his to-do list, Sergeant Li. He reached the MisPers sergeant at his desk. “Any word from Bell Canada on Meredith Kennedy’s phone records?”


  “Oh!” Li sounded flustered. “They were supposed to fax them. I’ll check.”


  “If they’ve arrived, bring them over to my office. There’s an interesting call I want to check. Anything else new?”


  “Oh!” said Li again. Green wondered if the man had been asleep. “That reminds me! Whelan tracked down that Bay purchase which was charged to Meredith’s debit card the day after she disappeared. It was made at the Bay in the St. Laurent Shopping Centre.”


  Green considered the location. It was in Ottawa’s near east end, far from any of her work or home haunts, but not too far from Rockcliffe. “What did she buy?”


  “A parka and a big bag. Whelan is thinking—and I’m beginning to agree—that maybe this woman really did want to disappear, and her red suede jacket was too easily recognized.”


  


  In the past eighteen hours, Frankie Robitaille had barely eaten or slept. The night before, he had held himself together long enough to get dinner, supervise the girls’ homework, and tuck them into bed, but then he had sat glued to the news network, unable to stop crying. He had killed a woman. Not even aware she was there, marking her death with a mere bump of his snowplow. That poor girl! Her whole life ahead of her, about to be married, and in an instant it was snuffed out.


  How could he not have seen her, he kept asking himself. Sure, it was snowing. Sure, the street lighting was poor on the back roads of Rockcliffe. Sure, he was tired and maybe a bit zoned out. But he’d never hit anything before. The lights on his plow were strong and flooded the street for half a block ahead of him.


  It had been a tight curve, he remembered that, and it had taken him by surprise. Corners were always tricky and the visibility poor. The cab sat so high and the blade so far in front that it was impossible to see the road right ahead. The year before, a plow operator in Montreal had crushed an elderly couple to death as he turned a corner. A nightmare Frankie knew the poor man would never overcome. Even so, Frankie blamed himself. A woman walking down that quiet street at four a.m. should have caught his attention, especially with that shiny red hand bag. Everything else around was so white, so still.


  In the morning, he waved his girls off on the school bus and went back into the house. He forced himself to shower, shave and brew a cup of coffee, tuning in to the local TV’s morning show in the background. There was nothing new to report. The dead woman had not yet been identified but did not appear to be Meredith Kennedy. That’s no help, he thought, cradling his coffee in both hands and fighting fresh tears. Some other woman was dead, crushed in a few terrifying, excruciating moments by a ton of sharp, unforgiving steel.


  The doorbell rang and Frankie started, spilling coffee all over the sofa and carpet. He trembled, debated not answering, and sat cowering waiting for them to go away. The bell rang again, longer this time. He set down his coffee, wiped his eyes and headed for the door. Through the small window in the door he could see two strangers, one a tall, lanky young man and the other a short woman with frizzy brown hair. Both were wearing identical black parkas. Cops.


  As he opened the door, he pasted a mask on his face that he hoped looked calm but curious. Right off the bat, the man showed his badge.


  “Are you François Robitaille?”


  Frankie nodded but couldn’t find his voice. The cop introduced himself and his partner, but their names flew right over his head. “We have a few questions, Mr. Robitaille. May we come inside?”


  He stepped back to let them in. No point in pretending to know nothing. If they had found him, they already had him. His mind raced ahead frantically to figure out how much he should tell.


  “Can I...” He cleared his throat. “Can I get you some coffee?”


  They shook their heads in unison and sat down at opposite ends of the living room, trapping him in the middle so that he couldn’t watch both at once. The woman took out her notebook while the man leaned forward.


  “At 3:16 yesterday afternoon, did you place a 911 call from a payphone at the corner of Beechwood and Charlevoix Avenues?”


  He swallowed. He thought of his two girls, expecting to come home this afternoon to his bad jokes and even worse cookies, expecting him to be there forever like he’d promised when their mother took off to Calgary and left them all high and dry. He didn’t dare answer. Let’s see what they’ve got, he thought. Don’t admit to a thing.


  The cop waited a moment, then consulted his notes. “Do you drive a black 1999 Silverado, Ontario license plate KKLT 809?”


  The cops would know that from Motor Vehicles records. No point denying that, so he nodded.


  “Was it parked in the vicinity of Maple Lane in Rockcliffe on or about three p.m. yesterday?”


  He thought of the dog walker. Had she reported the license plate, or were the cops fishing? He said nothing.


  “Was it, Mr. Robitaille?”


  “Why are you asking? Is that a no-parking area?”


  “What were you doing there?”


  “I didn’t say I was there.” Frankie knew he came across as stupid and risked pissing off the police, but he felt like he was standing in the middle of a mine field. One wrong step...


  The woman laid down her notebook and flexed her wrist irritably. She had a lopsided face and spoke with care. “You can make it easier on yourself if you just tell us what happened, Mr. Robitaille. We have a witness who saw you digging in the snow in the vicinity where the body of a woman was later found buried in the snowbank. We know that street was plowed only once during the snowstorm. According to the city’s public works manifest, it was plowed between three and five a.m. on Tuesday of this week. We also know you were the driver of that plow. Tell us what happened.”


  Frankie sat a long time in silence. He didn’t want his voice to shake. “I don’t know.”


  “You don’t remember hitting her?”


  “No. I don’t know if I hit her.”


  “According to the pathologist, she’s got broken bones and gashes all over her body, consistent with blows by a large, heavy, sharp-edged instrument like the blade of a plow. The actual post mortem examination will establish that more conclusively, as well as match the shape of the blade to the shape of the wounds.”


  Frankie winced. He felt his stomach rebel, and he wanted to bolt to the washroom, but he forced himself to stay still. Barely breathed. “There was a snowstorm that night. Everything was white, and it was hard to even make out where the road was. And there was a curve.”


  “You’re saying you didn’t see her.”


  He nodded, trembling.


  “You didn’t see her at all?” Like she didn’t believe him.


  “Do you think I’d have left her there if I saw her?” Frankie began to cry. “I’m a family man, just trying to earn a decent wage for my kids. I’ve never done anything wrong in my whole life.”


  The first cop broke in. “We know that. You’re not in trouble here, Mr. Robitaille. You’re right, it was snowing hard, visibility was very poor and the roads in Rockcliffe are very narrow. We just need to know what happened. We need to know whether she was walking, what direction she was going in and how she was acting. Not too many people would choose to be out at night in the middle of that storm.”


  Frankie dragged his sleeve across his eyes. “I didn’t see her, I swear. I came around the corner and all I saw was white.”


  “If you didn’t see anything,” the woman interrupted, “then why were you back there yesterday, digging in the snowbank?”


  “I–I felt something.” He explained about the bump and about not thinking anything of it until a few day later. “But I swear to God I never saw her. She must have come out of nowhere, because there was nothing, nada, on the road!”


  He hoped it sounded convincing. He believed it. Goddamn it, yes, the more he thought about it, he thought—I wasn’t that asleep. Where the hell did she come from?


  ELEVEN

  



  Inspector Green was in the midst of an argument with Media Relations over the release of information about the dead woman when Gibbs phoned in their report on Frankie Robitaille. Green was grateful for the distraction. Two mystery women within a four-day span barely a week before Christmas had the public hungry for details. However somewhere, someone was frantically worried about a missing middle-aged woman with dark hair and, judging from the red purse and the turquoise nails, a flair for drama. She was someone’s wife or mother or daughter, and Green didn’t want them learning her gruesome fate in a sound bite on the News at Noon.


  He listened to Gibbs’s report carefully. “He seemed genuinely shaken up, sir,” Gibbs concluded. “Sue is gung ho to charge him with leaving the scene or criminal negligence, but he claims he never even knew he hit her. Didn’t see her at all.”


  Green massaged his temple. The old Sue was coming back with a vengeance. “Sounds sensible to me, Bob. At least for now we don’t have reason to believe there was a crime involved. Let’s wait for the PM.”


  “Do you want me to go to that, sir?”


  “Sergeant Levesque is there now. She’s handling the Jane Doe, you and Sue stay on the Kennedy case with Li.”


  “Oh.”


  Hearing the disappointment in the young detective’s voice, Green was about to fill him in on the latest developments in the Kennedy case—the cellphone call from the unknown caller and the purchase of winter clothes at The Bay. At that moment, however, he glanced up to see Sergeant Li himself at the door, waving some papers. Hastily Green told Gibbs to come back in to the station for details then signed off.


  Li set the top paper down on Green’s desk. “Kennedy’s cellphone. Lots of calls from the Ottawa area, usually short. Our girl doesn’t seem to be the chatty type. I’ll track them all down of course, but there’s one number that jumped out at me. It’s not local and there’s no record of it before ten days ago. Then six calls, both incoming and outgoing. The most recent one was at 8:32 Monday evening. Duration ninety seconds. That’s the last call ever made on Kennedy’s line.”


  That doesn’t bode well, Green thought. He studied the number, which had a 514 area code. Montreal. “Who is it?”


  “It’s registered to a Lise Gravelle. I called the number but got no answer.”


  Green frowned. Lise Gravelle rang absolutely no bells. Her name had not come up in the investigation at all, yet judging from the snippet Hannah had overheard, Lise wanted to ruin everything. A secret lover of Brandon’s trying to sabotage the wedding, perhaps?


  “I could get the Montreal police to interview her,” Li was saying. “She lives in an apartment in the Côte Des Neiges area.”


  Green tried to recall his paltry knowledge of Montreal. Côte des Neiges was a major shopping street that sliced through the mountainside deep in the heart of English Montreal.


  “Let’s hold off on that until Gibbs and Peters can do some background inquiries. We need to know how this woman fits in before we start asking her questions. Judging from what we do know, she and Meredith Kennedy were not on good terms.”


  Li shrugged. “Kennedy’s not such a priority any more, now that it looks like she disappeared on purpose—”


  “There are still some serious question marks,” Green interrupted. “Like the death of this Jane Doe so close to the Longstreet home. It could be a coincidence, but I’m not a fan of coincidence. Until we know the circumstances of her death, we keep Kennedy active.”


  “I’ve been making some inquiries on Jane Doe.” Li had another file in his hand, and now he held it out. “There’s no active MisPers case in our own system that fits her description, so I checked everything within a hundred kilometres. The OPP, Gatineau, Sûreté du Québec, Kingston, Brockville... No women aged 30 to 50, 190 cm., 60 kilos have been reported missing in the past month whose whereabouts are still unknown.”


  “She could be a visitor. It is the holiday season.” Even as Green suggested the idea, he thought it unlikely. Visitors and tourists stayed in the major downtown areas. Wellington Street past Parliament Hill, fashionable Elgin Street or the Byward Market. No visitor would be walking along the back roads of Rockcliffe at four in the morning. In a blizzard.


  “There may be more information once MacPhail finishes the PM,” Green said. Apart from the obvious clues like tattoos and birthmarks, a post mortem could tell them whether she’d had surgery or broken bones, whether she’d had children, when and what she’d last eaten, whether she used drugs, and sometimes even where her dental work had been done. All details that would help narrow the search for her identity. “My sergeant is attending, and I’ll let you know what she reports.”


  “Okay,” Li said, hauling himself stiffly to his feet, “I’ll keep tracking down these other phone numbers to see who else Kennedy spoke to in the hours before she disappeared.”


  After Li left, Green turned his attention to his own private Missing Persons case. Superintendent Adam Jules. Jules’s cell phone now went directly to voicemail as though it were turned off or out of battery power. He was not answering his office phone either, and according to his clerk, he hadn’t called in that day. She had been busy on the phone all morning cancelling his appointments with feeble excuses and lying outrageously to his colleagues. She was frazzled, annoyed and worried.


  So was Green. But Jules was a very private man. He might have a perfectly valid reason for his absence, and if Green launched a full-scale manhunt to find him, Jules would be outraged. Green didn’t even dare call the deputy chief to obtain Jules’s personal contact information. Instead he used his back door contact at Bell Canada to find out Jules’s unlisted home address and number. When the home phone also went to voice mail, Green hung up in disgust, threw on his coat and boots, and headed out the door.


  Jules lived in an old limestone school board building that had been converted to tasteful condo apartments. Living at the heart of Centretown only a short walk from police headquarters and from the pubs and restaurants of Elgin Street, he led the perfect bachelor’s life. When he was in charge of Criminal Investigations at headquarters, he had walked to work daily.


  Briefly Green debated walking to the condo himself, aware that it might take more time to find a parking space than to walk. However in the end, thinking he might uncover clues in that apartment that would lead him elsewhere, he took his Subaru.


  There was no answer when he rang at Jules’s apartment. Rousing the building property manager, he used his badge and some outrageous threats to bully his way inside the apartment. The property manager left him just inside the door, no doubt unwilling to incur the wrath of the austere, fanatically private Superintendent of Police.


  Green stood in the entranceway, astonished. The open-concept room before him was stunning. Huge, vibrant landscape paintings hung on the walls, each spotlighted by track lighting on the ceiling. The walls were painted the creamy yellow of a winter sunrise and the floor was a dark polished oak. The twin leather couches glowed like rich Merlot and the end tables were uniquely sculpted pieces of wood. Each lamp was an elegant, minimalist work of art.


  Opposite him was a wall of floor to ceiling windows with built-in, barely detectible Venetian blinds. They were closed against the western sky but Green could imagine the afternoon sunlight bathing the room in colour. Another wall was entirely covered with bookcases. More books were splayed open on the coffee table. General Rick Hillier’s memoirs of his time in Afghanistan, Senator Romeo Dallaire’s Shake Hands with the Devil, and the recent biography of Pierre Elliott Trudeau, Just Watch Me. Stories of great men who had been given the reins of power and guided Canada through turbulent, controversial times.


  Jules also had a Bose sound system and a huge collection of CDs which ran from the classics to some startling surprises. Félix Leclerc and Claude Léveillée, classic voices of Quebec, but also Bob Dylan, Ian and Sylvia, and other folk voices of the Sixties. Green tried to imagine Jules as a child of the Sixties, singing protest songs and throwing himself into the peace, drugs and free love culture. He could not.


  Art and culture aside, the living room yielded few clues as to the whereabouts or recent activities of its owner. There were no dirty dishes or take-out containers, no daily newspapers spread out on the coffee table. The air held a trace of Jules’s expensive French cologne but otherwise gave no hint of recent habitation.


  Green moved on to the kitchen, which was small but exquisitely designed. Here he found an immaculate granite counter, stainless steel appliances, and half a pot of cold coffee in the coffee maker. A single empty cup sat in the sink, sporting the dregs of café au lait. The thick skin on the top suggested it hadn’t been touched for at least a day. Had Jules been in a hurry yesterday morning and rushed off without his second cup and without cleaning up his first?


  There was more artwork in the kitchen along with a wall calendar of smiling third-world children put out by the Plan. A neat stack of mail sat on the corner of the counter, mostly bills and Christmas flyers, but there was no sign of a daily newspaper to give him a clue what day Jules had mostly recently been there.


  Feeling like a voyeur, Green hovered in the doorway to the bedroom, reluctant to invade his mentor’s ultimate privacy. The bedroom was small, and in contrast to the sleek living room and kitchen, it felt homey. A snowy winter landscape of trees and tobogganing children hung over the double bed, which was covered in cream satin sheets and an old-fashioned country quilt. An antique country pine dresser, armoire and rocking chair completed the impression of a French Canadian farm house.


  The surfaces were pristine, the clothes neatly folded in the drawers and the many Harry Rosen and Boss suits arranged by season in the closet. A single book sat on the country pine night table. Margaret Atwood’s latest release, The Year of the Flood. Hardly Green’s idea of bedtime reading. Beside it, however, stood a small photo album propped open as if he looked at it often. Curious, Green picked it up. There were photos of children smiling, blowing out birthday candles and posing proudly on shiny new bikes. Sometimes the same child growing older from page to page. There seemed to be at least a dozen children. His nieces and nephews, perhaps? Green pulled one photo from its plastic sleeve and turned it over. Alain, 12 ans. Merci, mon oncle!


  A nephew, then. Too bad there was no address. He slid out another, this one a young girl with big pink bows in her blond hair. On the back, in what was probably a parent’s writing: Heather at 9. A thousand thank yous. On the dresser was a single eight by ten picture in a silver frame of a young black man looking very serious in wire-frame glasses and a graduation gown.


  Green turned slowly, taking in the country feel. Here was a whole other side to Adam Jules. Not the austere, solitary, obsessively private man he knew, but a man who surrounded himself with children, enjoying not only their smiles but their milestones and triumphs. None of them his own.


  Green left the apartment more puzzled than ever. Jules had a private world that embraced children, art and Sixties folk music, all of which gave Green some bittersweet insight into the man, but none of it gave him the slightest clue where he had gone. Nor what he was up to.


  


  At a loss, Green returned to the station. If this were a standard investigation, he would be working his sources to check bank and phone records, but he had no basis for doing that. Jules himself had asked his clerk to cancel his work commitments and no one had reported him missing, although to Green’s knowledge he had no close friends or family in the city who would notice his absence. There was nothing to suggest that he had come to grief.


  Nothing but the unease in the pit of Green’s stomach. By the time he arrived back at his office, he had resolved to have a confidential word with the deputy chief. Charles Poulin was an outsider from the Peel Police, and he had won the job over the head of Adam Jules, who’d been considered next in line. Poulin was as outgoing as Jules was taciturn, as folksy as Jules was austere, a family man who had quickly become engaged in a number of community agencies and charities. In a job that required both PR and people management skills, Green could easily see why he had come out on top. But it had been a crushing blow to Jules, who had borne his hurt and disappointment as stoically as always. Few other than Green noticed that his shoulders stooped a little more and his gaze was often distant, like a man who was detaching himself.


  To discuss Jules’s disappearance with Poulin would add a further layer of humiliation, but Green feared he had no choice.


  Back at the office, however, he found Marie Claire Levesque at her desk, busy on the phone. When she hung up, she caught sight of Green and snatched up her notebook with a flourish. Green was impressed. Despite all his years of attending autopsies, he’d always arrived back at the station looking and feeling noticeably green. Levesque was a healthy shade of pink, and her blue eyes sparkled.


  She followed him into his office and settled in the guest chair before he even had his coat off. Makes herself right at home, he reflected, feeling an unexpected pang. The only other person who made himself at home was Brian Sullivan, who’d spent hours in the little office with his huge feet up on Green’s desk. God, he missed the man!


  “How did it go?” Green asked.


  She spoke entirely from memory. “The victim was a mature female approximately fifty to sixty years old, 60 kilos, 194 cm. That’s five foot five, a hundred and thirty pounds,” she added, her tone suggesting Green was a dinosaur still stuck in the imperial system. He let it slide. “Natural grey hair, dyed brown, blue eyes, fair skin. She was healthy and physically fit, a non-smoker, non-drug user, moderate alcohol user. She’d had a hysterectomy long ago, and X-rays showed several poorly set old fractures, probably from childhood.”


  Green considered that. Poorly set implied that the child had been either poor or abused. A clue to her past, perhaps, but not her death. “Anything on time or cause of death?”


  Levesque smiled. She likes to control, Green thought, irrationally annoyed. “The body was completely frozen with a core temperature of minus seven degrees, equal to the snow she was buried in, so time of death is difficult to estimate. No decomposition, no insect activity, obviously. Using a formula of 1.3 degree loss in body temperature per hour, and assuming she’d been in the snow since death, MacPhail calculated she’d probably been dead a minimum of about thirty hours. Of course we know it was much longer, since she was hit at approximately four a.m. Tuesday morning. However, MacPhail’s not sure she was in the snow since death, at least in that position.”


  “Oh?”


  “There were some signs of lividity suggesting she was lying face down for several hours after death before being moved. Again because of the cold, hard to say for how long.”


  Levesque’s eyes shone, prompting Green to revise his earlier impression. This wasn’t about control; it was the science that intrigued her. The piecing together of the puzzle. His own curiosity stirred. “What did he find as cause of death?”


  “Well, sir, she had a broken arm, broken shoulder, broken neck—”


  “That would do it.”


  She smiled again. “No, sir, all those fractures were post mortem. There were also lacerations and gouges to the skin on her hips, legs and arms, but no bleeding or bruising, suggesting those were also post mortem.”


  Green tried to visualize the scenario. “So major damage was done to her body after she was dead. How long after?”


  “The doctor took tissue samples to examine microscopically, which will give him a more accurate picture, but judging from the lividity, at least several hours.”


  Green’s interest rose as he grasped the implications. No wonder Levesque had been excited. “So what you’re saying is that she’d been dead for several hours before the snowplow came along and hit her at four a.m.”


  Her grin was now ear to ear. “That’s the hypothesis, sir.” The grin faded. “I mean, not that I’m happy about that, sir. The woman is dead. But it means the snowplow operator is not a suspect and we need to modify our investigation.”


  “But I do remember a lot of blood. If all these injuries occurred post mortem, where did that come from and how did she die?”


  “The head had a compressed fracture at the back of the skull which produced extensive bleeding, both internally and externally, especially around the brain stem. MacPhail estimates it likely would have rendered her unconscious instantly and killed her within minutes.”


  Green pictured the dark snowy strip of road. “What caused the fracture? Could a car or another snowplow have caused it?”


  “He wants to examine the tissue and the lacerations on the skull more closely before he draws a conclusion.”


  “But surely he can give us a tentative opinion, something to go forward with.”


  She shrugged. “Too complex, sir.” Here she did consult her notebook. “With the disturbance and damage caused by the snowplow and with the freezing temperatures affecting bleeding, body cooling and oxygen use, he is not prepared to say.”


  Green snorted. MacPhail had seen hundreds of bodies in his career, and Green had never known him to be shy about his opinions. Perhaps he was trying to enhance the mystique of his powers for the benefit of the attractive new sergeant. Green snatched up his phone and dialled the man’s cell phone.


  Just as he feared it would go to voicemail, MacPhail’s thick brogue growled over the phone. The flamboyant Scot’s voice grew more gravelly every year, the victim of Scotch and Cuban cigars.


  “Don’t rush me, laddie!”


  “MacPhail, come on. When have you not known as soon as you got the body on the table?”


  “When the poor woman’s been knocked from pillar to post.”


  “But I saw the head wound. Lots of blood.”


  “They always have.”


  “I know, but give us a guess. Do you think someone hit her or—”


  “A fist couldn’t cause that damage. Not unless it was wearing iron knuckles.”


  “Okay, so something harder than a fist.”


  “That much I can say. Something hard but not sharp. The skull showed a diffuse radiating fracture pattern, more crushed than penetrated.”


  “So we’re talking the proverbial blow by a blunt object, delivered with enough force to crush the skull?”


  “Lad, you put words in my mouth. I’m a long way from that conclusion. She could have been shoved or tripped backing up, and hit her head on something hard like the curb.”


  “Is that likely?”


  “As likely as not. All I can give you is that her head met up with a hard, blunt object, and it didn’t end well for her.”


  Green thought the scenarios over. By late Monday evening, when this Jane Doe would have been walking down Maple Lane, at least six inches of snow had already fallen, blanketing the road and the surrounding ground. Even if she was shoved or running when she hit the ground, the snow would have cushioned her fall. Not to mention covered up any hard blunt object that might have done her harm.


  “Either way,” he said, “she didn’t incur this fatal blow taking a leisurely stroll through Rockcliffe.”


  “That much I concur. I’ve ruled the death suspicious.”


  When Green hung up, he grinned at Levesque, who was trying to hide her eagerness beneath a bland look. “Okay. We open a major case file. And we get you a team.”


  TWELVE

  



  Major Crimes was abuzz. Levesque’s excitement was contagious, and the tedious paperwork of the past few days was dropped in a flash. This was unlike most homicides they investigated. Not a routine domestic, nor a barroom brawl or settling of accounts in a drug war. This was a mystery. A well-dressed, middle-aged woman had met a bizarre death in the middle of a snowstorm in the exclusive enclave of Rockcliffe. Many of the detectives had never been to Rockcliffe, let alone had the chance to gain access to the elegant homes to interview potential witnesses. The possibility of diplomatic immunity and jurisdictional squabbles with the RCMP responsible for diplomats’ security only added to the spice.


  Who was the woman? Whom was she visiting? And who had left her for dead? Speculation and rumour galvanized the whole force, and the brass crowded in for updates. Even the Chief dropped in to the newly set-up incident room to address the troops and to caution them to be on their best behaviour. “These people have lawyers” was the gist of his message. “Hell, these people are lawyers.”


  Within an hour, Levesque had the bones of an investigation drafted and detectives assigned to canvass the neighbourhood, re-interview the plow operator, and check with taxi and bus drivers on duty in the vicinity that night. Ident had worked up a decent photo of the dead woman, to be shown to all potential witnesses. Others were expanding the missing persons search across the country.


  Because it was home to numerous embassies and high-ranking members of the judiciary and government, the Village of Rockcliffe Park was reputed to have more surveillance cameras per square foot than any other municipality in Canada. Cameras were not just trained on the entranceways but also on the streets and backyards nearby. Some were on embassy grounds and were operated by the foreign governments themselves, presenting a nearly insurmountable barrier to access by the Ottawa Police, but many were operated by the RCMP. In this age of paranoia and national security, Green expected resistance to his request to view the RCMP footage, and he was happy to hand over that delicate jurisdictional dance to the Chief himself. Green suspected lawyers on both sides would get dragged in, and in these days just before the holidays, he doubted he’d see results for at least a month.


  Into the midst of all this discussion came Sue Peters and Bob Gibbs, looking as if they’d struck gold. Heads turned in the incident room as the door burst open and Sue Peters thunked in, leaning hard on her cane but eyes blazing. Gibbs trailed her, quieter and more apologetic but with a small smile trembling at the corners of his mouth.


  “They’re connected!” Peters announced.


  Levesque, who’d been marking assignments on the smart board, scowled.


  “Well,” Gibbs amended, “we think they are.”


  “What’s connected?” Green asked. He’d been conferring quietly with the Chief at the back, trying to let Levesque run the show.


  “Meredith Kennedy and this Jane Doe.”


  Green snapped alert. “Explain!”


  “That cell phone number you gave us—the person who called Meredith at eight thirty Monday night?”


  “Lise Gravelle? Yes?”


  “We called Montreal and spoke with the Montreal cops. Turns out Lise Gravelle was reported missing by her neighbour Wednesday.”


  “They’re sure it’s the same Lise Gravelle?”


  “Well, not absolutely,” Gibbs said, cutting Peters off. “It’s a different street address than the cell phone company gave us, but it’s in the same neighbourhood, and the neighbour said she’d only lived there a short while.”


  “How did this neighbour know she was missing?”


  “Her dog was barking non-stop,” Peters said. “The neighbour had to go in to try to shut it up, and she said the poor dog hadn’t gone out in over a day. There was poop all over the place and the dog was starving.” Peters swung around to Green. “I grew up with dogs, sir. No dog owner would leave a dog like that without phoning someone or making arrangements, unless something bad had happened to them.”


  “What investigation have the Montreal Police done?”


  “Just the usual hospital, ambulance, accident reports,” Peters said. “They probably don’t think a nosy neighbour and a barking dog are enough to put manpower on.”


  In a busy metropolis like Montreal, with its chronic staffing shortages, bankrupt coffers, systemic corruption and organized crime wars, that was probably true, but Green kept his thoughts to himself.


  “But they did open a file, and we have a photo.” Peters whipped an eight by ten glossy from the papers in her hand. “I have a jpeg of this for us to distribute, but I think she looks damn familiar. I’d say Lise Gravelle and this mysterious Rockcliffe Jane Doe are one and the same!”


  Green took the photo and studied the face. Hazel eyes, brown hair, the beginnings of crows’ feet and the suggestion of a hard, bitter life in the set of her mouth and chin. Sue was right.


  


  “Sir, Gibbs and I want to go to Montreal.”


  Sue Peters had followed Green back to his office from the incident room at the end of the briefing. She was now crowding into the tiny room and leaning over his desk. Peters wasn’t big, but she took up a lot of space. Behind her, Gibbs stood uncertainly in the doorway, peeking over the top of her head.


  Green glanced from one officer to the other. What a pair. Combined, they almost made one good detective. “It’s Sergeant Levesque’s case,” he said.


  “But it’s ours too. We’re the ones who tracked down the snowplow operator, the cell phone number and the dead woman’s identity.”


  “You’re not even cleared, Sue.”


  “Then send Bob! This death is obviously connected to Kennedy’s disappearance. Our case.”


  Peters had raised her voice. Flushing, Gibbs squeezed inside and closed the door behind him.


  “I haven’t said anyone is going to Montreal,” Green countered, keeping his voice even. “The follow-up at that end can be done by the Montreal Police. They can track her known associates, interview friends and neighbours, and trace her movements there. Our job will be to find out when and why she came to Ottawa.”


  “That obviously means finding out what was going on in Montreal,” Peters shot back. She was still leaning in over his desk.


  Laying a hand on her arm, Gibbs murmured, “Sue, sit down.” She looked ready to take his head off but thought better of it. She sat down with a thud and took a deep breath. “Meredith went to Montreal on Monday. Before she was even back home, she got a phone call from this Gravelle woman, and by the end of the night, Gravelle was dead. What was their connection? What was it that freaked out Kennedy and left Gravelle dead? We can’t leave all that to the Montreal cops! They don’t have the background.”


  Gibbs was visibly cringing, but insubordination aside, she had a point. He had been wrestling with the same dilemma. The Montreal connection seemed to be at the core of the case. It made no sense to farm that part of the investigation out to the Montreal force. Peters was also right that she and Gibbs had done the lion’s share of the detective work on the case and knew much more about Kennedy’s background and activities than did Levesque. On the other hand, Levesque was higher ranking, Francophone and—he had to admit—more skilled at handling the intricacies of inter-agency cooperation. With one swish of her ponytail, she would dazzle.


  The truth was, he wanted to send none of them. Levesque was needed here to coordinate the Lise Gravelle homicide investigation as a whole, which was still in its early stages. Peters was still medically unfit, and Gibbs would be hopeless let loose in the ranks of Montreal’s tough, overworked police force.


  Further complicating things, it was now two p.m. on Friday, barely a week before Christmas. The Montreal cops would be thrilled at the added workload. After a moment’s deliberation, he rose, opened his door, and signalled for Marie Claire Levesque to join them. Once all three detectives were squeezed in a line opposite him in the tiny room, he addressed them all.


  “The Kennedy missing persons case and the Gravelle homicide are clearly linked. As the last person to talk to Gravelle, we need to find Meredith now more than ever. Sergeant Levesque, I’m assigning Detectives Gibbs and Peters to your team, where they will continue to pursue the Kennedy angle under your direction.”


  Sue Peters scowled, but Gibbs nudged her before she could open her mouth.


  “Follow-up is clearly needed in Montreal to share information with the Montreal Police and to obtain their assistance in tracing both Kennedy’s and Gravelle’s activities. All of you are needed here in Ottawa to follow up on leads. In the staff sergeant’s absence, I will go to Montreal.”


  All three jaws dropped. Before Peters could say anything to get herself into trouble, Green stood up. “It should only take a day or two. I’ll be accessible by cell phone at all times. Marie Claire, you’ll be in charge of the unit while I’m gone.”


  


  Brandon Longstreet drove quickly, both hands gripping the wheel of his Prius in case he encountered an unexpected icy patch. The road surface was dry and bleached white by salt, but the Ottawa-Montreal highway was notorious for white-outs and drifting snow.


  It had taken him almost a day to cancel or rearrange his shifts, take care of emergencies and cajole colleagues into handling everything else. By the time he had freed up a couple of days to make the trip, he was feeling the pressure of lost time. The car’s acceleration was effortless, and in his excitement he didn’t notice how fast he was going until he spotted an OPP cruiser up ahead. He forced himself to slow down. He had so many questions to ask and so many leads to follow up that he’d better arrive in one piece.


  Having recovered from the shock of the discovery of the body, he was now absolutely convinced that Meredith was alive. She had uncovered something upsetting that had taken her on a mysterious trip to Montreal then prompted her to drop out of sight, for reasons as yet unknown. She was running from something, or hiding from someone, or desperately on the hunt for someone. He didn’t understand why she hadn’t confided in him, but Meredith was a stubborn, independent woman, and recently he had not shown her the loyalty she deserved.


  He blamed himself. Replaying their last fight endlessly in his head, he knew he’d screwed up by taking his mother’s side. Years of living with such a forceful, confident personality had taught him to take the easy route, to give in on the little battles. Over time, everything looked small compared to the colossal thrust of his mother’s will.


  But at least he understood that now. He only had to find Meredith, take her in his arms, and promise her that no matter how awful the obstacle, she could conquer it with him at her side. Deep down, he had a nagging suspicion that his mother was at the centre of Meredith’s discovery. Disjointed fragments seemed to hint at that: his mother’s secrecy, her cryptic “He mustn’t know!”, the lies about his father’s death, Meredith’s refusal to confide in him...


  Anger rolled over him. Enough! What was he? A fool and a child? There were too many secrets, and he was damned if he was going to be shielded any more. Meredith’s search had brought her to Montreal. He was flying blind with no idea whom she’d met or where she’d gone, but he figured he’d start with the family and see how many secrets he could pry loose himself.


  In his pocket he also had the newspaper clippings about his father’s death. As the highway curved left onto Montreal’s crumbling expressway, boulevard Métropolitaine, he wondered where to begin. In Westmount, he decided, steering for the Decarie exit ramp and following the sign to Centre Ville.


  


  Sid Green’s face sagged as he watched his grandson light the Hanukkah menorah. It was the first year the five-year-old had been trusted with the honour, and it should have been a celebration. Yet even Tony looked as if he’d lost his best friend.


  It was the first night of the eight-day Festival of Lights, and the single candle looked lonely all by itself on the candelabra. Green felt the ache of its symbolism. Hannah hadn’t bought a return ticket, claiming she’d play it by ear depending on the reception she received. She’d said she wanted the freedom to come back after two days if things went badly, but Green feared the opposite. That she would never return.


  Judging from the wistful faces around the festive table, the rest of the family harboured the same fear. Sharon had dressed the table in white and sparkling silver to honour both Friday night Shabbat and the first night of Hanukkah. A platter of golden latkes filled the air with the scent of onions and oil, but the beauty only sharpened the sense of loss. Hannah’s place was set, as a symbol of her inclusion, but the empty chair spoke volumes.


  “Mike’s going to Montreal tomorrow,” Sharon said to Sid brightly. “I’ve given him a Hanukkah shopping list.”


  Sid raised a desultory eyebrow. “Montreal? What’s in Montreal?”


  “A couple of witnesses,” Green said. “And I have to talk to the Montreal Police. I won’t be there long. A day, maybe two.”


  “You bring back Lester’s smoked meat?”


  Green laughed. “It’s at the top of Sharon’s list. How much you want? Ten pounds?”


  “Ach.” Sid waved a dismissive hand. Green’s father was nearing ninety and seemed to be shrivelling before their eyes. Now, hunched over and turned in on himself, he looked barely a hundred pounds. Green’s heart constricted as he watched him push his single latke around on his plate, uneaten.


  “I’ll miss a couple of Hanukkah nights, but we’ll have a big celebration the last night,” Green said, matching Sharon’s gaiety. “Hannah should be back by then, and we’ll make a big spread of smoked meat and kosher dills.”


  Sharon rubbed her hands with glee. “With presents from the Sherbrooke Street boutiques for Hannah and me!”


  Green smiled. They both knew that trusting him with the selection of designer accessories, even if they could afford them, was an invitation to catastrophe. His taste ran more to discount department stores than Yves St. Laurent.


  Sid glanced at Green. “You’re looking for this missing madeleh?”


  Green was surprised, for his father rarely paid attention to the news. He left the television blaring all day in his minuscule senior’s apartment, but it was tuned to talk shows and old friends like Wheel of Fortune. They provided a background of silly patter that gave no reminder of the darker side of life. Sid Green needed no reminder.


  Green weighed his answer carefully. While it was true he would be investigating Meredith Kennedy’s movements in Montreal, his main focus was Lise Gravelle. He had spent the rest of the afternoon getting the necessary travel permissions and making arrangements with the Montreal Police. They had made no progress yet in tracking Lise’s next of kin, but Green suspected up till now they hadn’t tried very hard. To them she was a throwaway, an anonymous citizen of the city with no one to mourn her loss or push the police for answers. She’d had an erratic history of low-paying jobs and welfare, broken relationships and frequent moves, most recently to a small apartment in one of the dozens of cheap low rises in the Van Horne area. The Montreal Police made the obligatory grumbling noises about the upcoming weekend but agreed to get a search warrant for the place.


  “We’re hopeful Meredith Kennedy is alive,” was all he said now. “She has some friends and family in Montreal.”


  Tony had been listening with rapt attention. “She’s going to be in big trouble when you find her, right, Daddy?”


  Green chuckled. “I think everyone will just be happy to have her home again, buddy.”


  Sid had retreated into one of his faraway places. Back in the Warsaw ghetto with his little children, perhaps. Children who had been lost to him forever. An all too familiar sight to Green.


  “So!” he announced, reaching down and putting a shiny silver gift bag on the table. “Tonight’s presents are from Hannah, who wanted to make sure we wouldn’t forget her.” He distributed the small wrapped parcels around the table. Tony pounced on his and gleefully unwrapped The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.


  Green was afraid he’d be disappointed it wasn’t a Nintendo Wii game he’d been angling for, but he brandished it with delight.


  “Cool! We’re almost finished Tom Sawyer.”


  Green opened his own present, a CD from some indie rock band he’d never heard of. Bit by bit, his daughter was dragging his musical taste out of the eighties into the modern age.


  Sid was looking at his own present, his chin quivering. It was a framed photo of Hannah with her soft orange curls and her sparkling hazel eyes. She’d come a long way from the blue Mohawk and corpse-white make-up of three years ago. She had taken the studs out of her eyebrow and lower lip, and she looked angelic. Across the bottom she had written in a beautiful, elegant script, “To my all-time favourite zaydie, Love Hannah.”


  She sure knows how to tug the heartstrings, Green thought. She better be coming back to us.


  THIRTEEN

  



  It was just past eight o’clock Saturday morning when Green headed east on the highway towards Montreal. Luckily, a crisp northwest wind had blown away all danger of snow, and the morning sky was already a rich blue. The rising sun seared his eyes.


  The four-lane highway was nearly deserted. Setting cruise control, he slipped his new CD into the player and settled in to enjoy his morning coffee and bagel. He had intended to use the two-hour drive to sort out his thoughts on the case and to plan his day, but the indie band was so good that he found himself listening to it over and over, fascinated by the guitar riffs and flourishes hidden in the harmony. Fascinated too by how similar Hannah’s and his tastes were. Before he knew it, the warehouses and big box stores of the West Island were whizzing by and up ahead rose the majestic twin humps of Mount Royal, topped by the rounded dome of St. Joseph’s Oratory on the right and by the white tower of the Université de Montréal on the left.


  Compared to Ottawa, which was confounded by three rivers, a canal, two lakes and a severe shortage of bridges, Montreal did not pose much of a directional challenge. It did, however, present other hazards. The expressways were old, impossibly crowded, and made even narrower by three-foot snowbanks on either side. The road surface was riddled with patches and potholes. In response, Montreal drivers drove as if rules such as speed limits, lane markings and signal lights were just further inconveniences to be ignored. Boulevard Métropolitaine was transformed into a Grand Prix racing circuit, and Green needed every trick he’d ever learned in his defensive driving and emergency manoeuvres courses in order to navigate the trip across the city to the east end.


  Unlike Ottawa, which until a hundred and fifty years ago had been nothing but a rough timber town, Montreal was the birthplace of Canadian commerce. Ornate brick and limestone heritage buildings stood alongside sleek glass towers in the colourful and lively downtown core. Green was disappointed to learn, however, that instead of being housed in the new Montreal Police headquarters on legendary St. Urbain Street, Major Crimes was located in what looked like a glorified shopping mall way out on Sherbrooke Street East. At the height of Saturday morning, cars fought for space as Christmas shoppers tried to get at the shops along the commercial strip, and Green nearly missed the unprepossessing building amid the crush of chain stores and discount hotels. The only advantage to its location, he admitted grudgingly, was quick access to the expressways that crisscrossed the city.


  He was relieved to find state-of-the-art security inside the building with full-body turnstiles controlled by a coded keypad, and a front desk enclosed behind glass that Green assumed was bullet-proof. The ongoing war with Montreal’s biker gangs had been ugly.


  Green stopped at the desk to introduce himself. The head of Specialized Investigations had promised to obtain the necessary search warrants and to assign one of the weekend investigators to assist Green in the Lise Gravelle case. The man had sounded brusque and impatient on the phone, however, even when Green had dusted off his best French, so he was not holding out much hope. He was pleasantly surprised when a huge black man came off the elevator and bulldozed through the turnstile. He would have looked more at home on a football field than he did in his polyester suit, but his broad smile was dazzling against his ebony skin.


  “Inspector Green! Detective Sergeant Magloire. Jean Pierre to my friends.” He engulfed Green’s hand in a crushing handshake. Magloire had a deep gravelly voice and a slight accent that sounded like African tinged with French Canadian. Green guessed it was Haitian.


  “Mike,” he managed through rattling teeth.


  “You must be tired. Hungry. The warrant’s not quite ready. You want to see our offices? No, I bet you want to eat.”


  Since Green’s bagel was now a distant memory, he nodded. “Food would be nice, if there’s some place close by.”


  “I know exactly the place. It’s a bit of a drive, but on our way out to the victim’s home.”


  “But the warrants—”


  “Don’t worry about them.” Magloire tossed on his coat as he strode down the front stairs, leaving Green hustling to keep up. He realized he’d been managed. With fluent ease, Magloire had steered him out of the police station and away from the tardy paperwork. Magloire selected an unmarked Impala from the lot and squealed its tires as he accelerated into the line of traffic headed west along Sherbrooke. He drove the staff car one-handed, weaving in and out of the traffic at a speed that left Green clinging to the shoulder strap.


  Magloire grinned. “Montreal is a living thing, full of fight,” he said. “She does her best to turn you upside down. You have to push back.”


  They zipped past thickly treed parks and the shiny silver dome of the Olympic stadium before heading deeper into the older French parts of Montreal. The cityscape changed gradually from modest residential duplexes to an ad hoc mix of hospitals, agencies and older tenements, their weathered brick and limestone façades pressing close to the street. At boulevard St-Laurent, he turned right into the bumper to bumper traffic inching up the historic street. Magloire began a running patter about the gentrification of the Main, pointing out the strip clubs and drug dealers side by side with fashionable boutiques. All the while he was smiling as if hugely pleased with himself.


  When he slipped the car into a no-parking spot in front of a nondescript storefront, Green looked up at the sign, Chez Schwartz, Charcuterie Hebraïque de Montréal, and realized how thoroughly he had been managed. Schwartz’s Main Hebrew Deli was known around the world for its exquisite smoked meat and its dubious ambiance. Briskets and gallon jars of peppers were piled high in the front window. Green eyed Magloire with a new respect.


  Even in the winter, the line-up of customers straggled down the block. Ignoring the glares of those in line, Magloire pushed inside, where the harried waiter immediately caught his eye. The tiny place was packed with customers crammed into banquette-style tables along the wall. Miraculously two vacant chairs opened up in a spacious corner and the waiter gestured to them to sit down. This gives community policing a whole new meaning, Green thought, reminded that in Montreal, alliances and understanding were everything. From the lowliest sex trade worker on the street corner to the CEO of the largest construction firm, everyone knew someone to watch their back.


  The menu was printed on the placemat, but Magloire ordered for both of them before Green could even decipher it. Smoked meat sandwiches with fries.


  “And a side of peppers,” Green shouted at the waiter’s disappearing back.


  The waiter turned, his grease-stained apron flapping. “Hot?”


  “As hot as you got.”


  The waiter scurried off, and Magloire gave Green his trademark huge grin. “You been here before.”


  “Not here, but it’s a legend.” He leaned forward to reassert control. “Jean Pierre, I’m on a tight timeline here. When will the warrant be ready?”


  “By the time we finish lunch. I told them to bring it here.”


  “Good. Meanwhile, what have you guys uncovered about Lise Gravelle?”


  “Apart from getting the warrant, not much. We’re trying to find next of kin but she appears to be alone. Parents dead, one sibling—a sister—estranged. No children or husbands. There may be nobody to claim her or bury her.”


  “Not even cousins? Nieces or Nephews?”


  “We’re still doing inquiries. The sister hasn’t lived in the province since 1982, so the trail is stone cold.” Magloire recited all this from memory, reminding Green again that beneath the easy cheer and big smile, the man was no fool. But so far there was no apparent connection to Meredith Kennedy or the Longstreets.


  “Where did she work?” Green asked.


  “Here and there. Semi-skilled, for the most part, like secretarial work, sales. We’re still checking background. The local PDQ—sorry, that’s Poste de Quartier, neighbourhood police station—did some inquiries when her neighbour reported her missing, but to be honest, it wasn’t a high priority for them.”


  “Is her neighbourhood a high-crime area?”


  “No, no. But with the snowstorm, and the Christmas preparations...” Magloire shrugged as if no further explanation were needed. “I grew up in Côte des Neiges. It’s mostly low-income, immigrants, students, families struggling to pay the bills. Lise Gravelle would be just one of thousands who live alone in a cheap apartment.”


  “Well, maybe there will be some clues there to tell us where she worked, or why she went to Ottawa.” Or why she died, he was thinking, but then two enormous smoked meat sandwiches arrived, and their fragrant succulence drove all other thoughts from his mind.


  


  Brandon sat in his car staring at the huge stone mansion on the hill. He’d never been inside. His mother, only connected to the Longstreets by marriage, didn’t merit an invitation, although to hear her talk about his Great Uncle Cyril, it was just as well. Cyril did not entertain, he summoned, and family members didn’t receive a summons unless they were being given instructions on how to run their life or a reprimand on how they had failed to.


  Cyril was a bachelor, now well into his eighties, and he lived in the house on Summit Circle that he’d inherited from his parents. The very air smelled of money and privilege. Here, on the western summit of Mount Royal, the denizens of the graceful old limestone homes and modern, multi-million dollar mansions controlled the fate and pulse of the city below them.


  Brandon recalled vague speculation from other relatives that Cyril had been normal enough until he’d spent three years in a German POW camp and the woman he’d planned to marry had eloped with his best friend. Brandon suspected there was more to the story, but among the Longstreet clan, communication through innuendo and understatement had been honed to a fine art. No one liked Uncle Cyril, and in fact those who’d felt the lashing of his tongue despised him, but no one dared reject him outright. Spending beyond their trust funds was another skill the younger generations of Longstreets had honed to a fine art. Uncle Cyril was sitting on millions, and some day he was going to die.


  Brandon’s mother had never cared about the millions, and neither did Brandon. She had built her own legend, and he had his own dreams. He and Meredith.


  It was the thought of Meredith that forced him out of the car. He would face anything, slay any monster, to find her again. He had not called ahead, preferring to catch the old man off guard and give him less chance to refuse. Or to sharpen his knives. He’d stayed Friday night with his aunt, his father’s sister, and when he’d told her his plans, she’d been appalled.


  “You don’t sneak up on Cyril, Brandon. You don’t try to outfox him because you will lose. He aims for the jugular, and he’ll tell you things that will cut you to the bone. Believe me. He hates the fact that both his brothers avoided the war and had wives, children, and now grandchildren. He hates the fact that they both had the decency to die at the height of their powers. He hates being old and shrivelled and feeble. You don’t want to surprise him.”


  Brandon had told her that he had no time for subtleties. He needed answers; Meredith’s life might depend on it. So far none of the younger Longstreets, including his aunt, had been able to supply them. Meredith had not contacted any of them on her mysterious trip to Montreal, nor had they known anything was amiss until they heard about the missing persons search.


  “What makes you think it’s even about us?” Aunt Bea asked. “Maybe she was visiting her own side of the family.”


  “And I will visit them too, but she doesn’t have much family left in Montreal. Most of her cousins have moved to Toronto, Ottawa, or Vancouver, part of the great Anglo-Quebec Diaspora.” He balled his fists in concentration. “I think she discovered something, or someone told her something, that freaked her out. Maybe that’s because I learned something awful too. My father hanged himself.” He gauged her reaction. “The trouble is there were absolutely no details as to why.”


  Aunt Bea sucked in her breath, blinking rapidly. For a moment she said nothing, as if choosing a course. “That’s as much as I know, Brandon. I was away at Cambridge when my brother died, and I got this cryptic phone call from mother. Not hysterical. Longstreets don’t do hysterical. Your father was the golden boy of the family, the one to carry the Longstreet banner forward into the next generation. I know that sounds ridiculous in today’s world, but remember this was nearly half a century ago and the air up on the west mountain was pretty rarefied. Harvey was supposed to use law as a springboard to go into politics. There had been a Longstreet in the Senate and a few at the helm of Crown Corporations, but none of them had ever been an MP. There was talk of a cabinet position, Liberal, of course. Maybe even the successor to Pierre Elliott Trudeau. He had the same élan, the same silver tongue. But my brother wouldn’t play the game. Blew off the Liberal fundraisers in favour of student protest rallies and wrote scathing articles for the Montreal Star on the corruption of the elite. I loved him for it, but Uncle Cyril was not amused.”


  Brandon digested the news with surprise. His father had been an activist. Maybe the two of them were not so different after all. Why had his mother never told him this? Aunt Bea sighed, her eyes shining at the memory. “But in the end, it was his tawdry side that caught up with him. Another Longstreet fine art—dalliances with common girls that have to be hushed up at all costs, while the Longstreet wives keep up the brave front.”


  Brandon struggled to hide his surprise, but his aunt was too quick. She squinted at him. “Ah. You didn’t know. I’m sorry, I thought you did.”


  “Another detail my mother failed to mention.”


  “What does it matter, Brandon? It’s all a long time ago. He was a handsome, charismatic teacher surrounding by nubile, adoring co-eds. The oldest cliché in the book. It doesn’t have anything to do with you, or your mother, both of whom he adored. It doesn’t diminish his legacy as an idealist or a human rights lawyer, either.”


  “Did my mother know about the affair?”


  “Affairs.” She scrutinized him. “She did. Not the specifics of any one, probably, but the concept, yes. She’d been one of those nubile, adoring students herself. She knew his weakness.”


  Brandon pushed the revelation around in his mind. His mother had known this seamy side but had continued to paint him as a saint in his son’s eyes. Well, what would he have done in her place, he wondered. Son, your father was a great mind, but as a man, he was a cheating little shit.


  “Did the whole family know this?”


  “I’m sure, and if they didn’t, the circumstances of his death would have given them a clue. Harvey always had way too much fun with life.”


  Brandon studied her discomfort and finally the light dawned.


  “You mean it wasn’t suicide at all.”


  “Harvey was about as depressed and suicidal as a new winner of Lotto 649. But...” She broke off, looking embarrassed. Aunt Bea was his favourite aunt. Among the earnest Ladies Auxiliary types who peopled the older branches of his family tree, she was the one with the heart of a rebel. She used her money and influence to campaign for wildlife conservation and waved her Green Party membership card triumphantly at family functions. Brandon knew she was trying to spare him.


  But he’d seen far more bizarre sexual experiments during his years in ER. “Extreme sexual sport was right up his alley?” he said gently.


  She flushed. “Obviously it was never proven. But that’s the real reason the whole thing was hushed up. The official coroner’s verdict was suicide, but really neither he nor the police did a lick of investigation.” She leaned forward to grasp both his hands. “I’m sorry, Brandon. I promised my mother, and yours, that I would never, ever tell you. But honestly, if you’re going to see Uncle Cyril, you need to know.”


  “Why?”


  “Because, of all the Longstreet men, Cyril was the only one who disapproved. He was outraged by your father’s behaviour, I think deep down because he himself had been betrayed by infidelity. It made him very unforgiving, another reason why the circumstances of Harvey’s death were suppressed. A lot was riding on that lie. Harvey’s legacy as a professor and lawyer, his reputation as a father and husband, and of course, a family fortune.”


  Brandon frowned. “My mother’s never cared about that, never taken a penny she didn’t earn.”


  Bea’s hands tightened spasmodically around his, and for a moment she looked about to speak. Then she released his hands and shook her head as if to dispel the thought. “Of course not. But his reputation and his legacy, she guarded that. She was fiercely loyal.”


  That she was, he thought now, as he steeled himself to meet the legendary patriarch who’d spurned her all these years. He was beyond caring whether his father’s name was attacked by a bitter, judgmental old man. If she had visited him, Brandon only wanted to know what the old man might have told the woman he loved. Meredith was a thoroughly modern woman who would have been unfazed by this ancient tale of infidelity and sexual misadventure. What else might she have learned?


  Given Aunt Bea’s description, he expected Cyril’s doorbell to be answered by a butler who would usher him into a stifling hot parlour full of antiques and old books. He was surprised when instead, after an interminable wait, the heavy black door swung open to reveal a shrivelled old man. His face was oddly mask-like, and Brandon recognized the telltale rigidity of Parkinson’s. As if by force of will, he leaned on a polished wood cane and peered up at Brandon over gold framed glasses perched on his nose.


  “You’re Brandon,” he said. “Come in, I’ve been expecting you.”


  Brandon’s carefully rehearsed introduction flew out the window. First point to Cyril. Had Bea contacted him?


  Cyril gave a cold, triumphant little smile. “Even if I didn’t have a copy of your graduation photo on my piano, you’re the image of your father.”


  Brandon struggled to recover from this second surprise as he stepped into the foyer and bent to remove his boots. Who would have sent Cyril a photo? His mother, still trying to curry favour after all? Cyril had turned and headed across the hall without a backwards glance, leaving Brandon to hang up his own coat. The cavernous foyer was spotless, but its decor was yet another surprise. The honey oak floors shone with a simple, timeless elegance, but the walls were hung with vivid abstract expressionist art. Not a sombre ancestral portrait among the lot. Brandon recognized a Jean Paul Riopelle and a Jackson Pollock, both of which would likely command seven figures at Sotheby’s.


  “Pick one,” Cyril said as he turned to see Brandon staring. “I’ll put it in my will for you. A wedding present...or a consolation prize.” He uttered a little snort at his own wit and shuffled through an archway into a sitting room, where the decor was more predictable. A large Victorian fireplace, wing chairs, ornate bookcases and a Persian carpet in jewel hues. The walls were hung with still lifes, with not a human figure among them. However, the baby grand piano sitting in the window bay was covered with family photographs, among them Brandon himself and several cousins.


  Cyril was lowering himself carefully into a wing chair by the fire. He waved a gnarled, tremulous hand at the piano. “Might as well put it to some use now that I don’t play any more. No point in playing if you can’t do it well. Insult to the instrument. Sit. I’ll get Armand to bring us something. Sherry? Scotch?”


  Brandon’s stomach lurched. He’d barely been able to get through Aunt Bea’s greasy plate of sausages and eggs an hour earlier. He wondered what response Cyril wanted from him—to accept a drink he didn’t want in order to avoid offence, or to stand up for himself.


  “I’ll have a coffee instead, if it’s on offer,” he said.


  Cyril’s blue eyes flickered. He sat back in his wing chair and clasped his hands together to control their shaking. “So your bride has flown the coop.”


  “I don’t know, sir. Has she contacted you?”


  “Why would she? Checking out the family moneybags, to see if the marriage is worth her while?”


  Brandon held his gaze with an effort, hoping his anger didn’t show. “I think more likely to check out the family background.”


  “Whatever for? Aren’t you enough for her? I hear you’re a doctor. Plenty of prestige and income potential in that.”


  “I don’t believe it’s about me, sir. I think she may have learned something disturbing about my background.” He hesitated. Steeled himself. “About my father.”


  “Afraid depression and suicide might run in the family?”


  “I understand there’s some doubt it was suicide.”


  “Any fool who puts a noose around his neck mustn’t hold his life in very high esteem, don’t you think?”


  A whispering footfall on the Persian carpet startled Brandon. He turned to see a diminutive middle-aged man in a crisp white shirt and perfectly pressed trousers balancing a tray of coffee cups and shortbread biscuits in one hand. Cyril nodded his approval as Armand set the tray with catlike precision on the coffee table between them.


  “People give me these biscuits every Christmas, and I never know what to do with the damn things.”


  Brandon resisted the distraction. “Wasn’t the suicide theory just to protect the family?”


  “Protect the family? You think it’s better to have a defeatist coward in your midst than a man who pushed the boundaries of sexual experience?”


  “Well, to protect my mother, then. It would be a sufficient blow to have lost him—”


  With a snort, Cyril snapped a biscuit in two. “Your mother was just as happy to be rid of him. She’d moved on before the grass was even laid on his grave.”


  Brandon tightened his grip on his coffee cup to control his outrage. “My mother loved him. She’s never even remarried.”


  “Didn’t want all the trouble that came with it, and no doubt she thought it would jeopardize your inheritance. She always was a schemer. Part Gypsy, I’ve always suspected. Harvey suited her very well dead. Gave her a respectable name—not Kerestsy or Kasanova or some damn thing, but Longstreet. She’s done well with that name, without the bother of a reckless, sexually deranged husband.”


  Almost too late, Brandon reminded himself of his aunt’s warning that Cyril would try to cut him to the bone. To what purpose, he wondered, other than to relieve his own pent-up venom? He wondered if this was why the man had so readily invited him in. For sport rather than for the pleasure of human interaction.


  He took a deep, determined breath. “Do you have any information you can give me that might shed light on my fiancée’s disappearance?”


  Cyril picked up his coffee cup in both hands, took a long, careful sip, and then used a linen napkin to wipe his mouth. Brandon resisted the urge to throttle him.


  “Son, I have no intention of encouraging your ill-advised obsession with this search. However, I suggest you ask yourself why, if only you mattered to her, she would be digging around in your background in the first place.”


  FOURTEEN

  



  Midway through the smoked meat sandwiches, Magloire got a phone call. He talked for a few minutes in flawless French Canadian marked only by the musical cadence and slightly rounded vowels of his Haitian heritage. Then he snapped the phone shut.


  “The warrants are ready. A uniform is bringing them over, so we can go straight to the victim’s apartment.” He cocked his head. “Is that okay? I am at your disposal for the day.”


  Green glanced at his watch and weighed his options. The day shift hours were flying by. “I prefer to start with the MisPers file and the investigating officer first.” He didn’t ask if that could be arranged. He suspected Chief Inspector Fournier had given orders to assist him in any way. Why else the lunch at Schwartz’s, the car, the expedited search warrants, and the detective sergeant at his beck and call?


  Magloire had just paid the bill when an unmarked but unmistakable Impala pulled up outside. Despite the wind whipping down boulevard St-Laurent and the salty slush splashing up from passing cars, the line-up to get into the iconic deli still stretched down the street. On Saturday just before Christmas, tourists jostled with ex-pat Montrealers and local shoppers for a place at the tables.


  Magloire retrieved the warrants and headed around to his car. Once again they accelerated out into the traffic with mere millimetres to spare. Lanes were narrowed by the snowbanks, and illegally parked cars cluttered the street still further. He stomped alternatively on the brakes and the gas as he fought his way up town.


  “We’re going to PDQ 26 on Decarie,” he said. “That’s in the old northwest part of the city, where there are more languages and cultures packed into one area than anywhere else in the city. The place is full of duplexes and cheap apartments, with good buses and the Metro, and nearby is Côte des Neiges, the major road that takes you over the mountain into downtown.”


  In preparation for the trip, Green had studied the map of Montreal and Googled the area where Gravelle lived. It was indeed a United Nations, where new immigrants mingled with students at the nearby University of Montreal in what had decades earlier been the heart of the Anglo-Jewish community. As they’d become more established and prosperous, that community had moved further west, or even out of the province, leaving the low-rent housing for newer groups.


  Green caught a glimpse of the wide open slopes of Mount Royal as Magloire accelerated up the hill and entered a residential district of dignified old brick homes. Outremont, Green surmised, home of old French money, Jesuit seminaries and the university. Soon they were crossing raucous, colourful Côte des Neiges, teeming with shops, restaurants and shoppers. Magloire jogged north and continued west along Van Horne Avenue past Chinese take-outs, Korean markets and a Jewish religious school. Beneath tuques and scarves, black, south Asian and oriental faces dominated among the shoppers scurrying along the sidewalks, but every now and then Green spotted an ultra-Orthodox Chassidic family walking home from synagogue.


  “I wonder why the victim lived out here,” he mused. “I assume from her name that she’s Francophone.”


  “We just learned she had a clerk’s job at St. Mary’s Hospital, which is just up there.” Magloire nodded south towards the mountain.


  After a few minutes he reached Decarie Boulevard, turned with a flourish and shot backwards up the one-way street. He screeched to a stop in front of a glass and concrete box that Green had taken for a bank until he saw the police logo and the big blue sign indicating Poste de Quartier 26 Ouest.


  Magloire waved and was buzzed through the glass door into the brightly lit interior painted a cheery blue and yellow. A uniformed officer rose behind the counter. He was obviously expecting them, for he smiled in welcome. “Sergeant? Inspector?”


  Magloire flashed his dazzling smile. “Guilty,” he said in English. “Are you the lucky officer assigned to review the file with us?”


  “No,”the man replied in near-perfect English. “The investigator from St. Laurent station is off-duty, but one of our patrol officers will assist you. She took the original MisPers call and has been active on follow-up.”


  Green wondered how high up the order to cooperate had originated, and why. On the other hand, perhaps the neighbourhood patrol constable was just eager to see a high-level homicide investigation in action. The latter, he decided when Agent Yvette Tessier came bouncing through a door at the back. She looked impossibly young and impossibly tall, matching Magloire inch for inch in height, although half his girth. Her short black hair was spiked, almost as if to add even more height, and her expression radiated focus. She pumped Green’s hand with enthusiasm.


  “Any assistance we can offer, Inspector, any witness you want to interview, Detective Sergeant Giotti has authorized me to provide.”


  “Merci.” Green rescued his hand. Tessier’s English was heavily accented, but he decided it was better than his French. “I’d like to review what your missing persons investigation has uncovered so far.”


  “Certainly! I have all that prepared for you.” Tessier led the way into a large, immaculate conference room. A file folder sat in the centre of the table and a coffee maker gurgled in the corner. The smell of over-brewed coffee overpowered all else. Tessier reached for the carafe. “Coffee?”


  When both detectives demurred in hasty unison, Tessier’s face fell. Recovering quickly, she flipped open the folder. “Lise Gravelle,” she began, reading from the top page. “Fifty-four year old white single female, reported missing by her neighbour in the next apartment on December 15 at 16:30 hours. Mme Gravelle asked her to take care of her dog for Monday night, but when she not return by Tuesday, she get worried. After she keep the dog a day, she call us. The neighbour did not know the missing individual before she move there and did not know her family or associates. However, I interviewed the building property manager. He said that Mme Gravelle is living there since one year and work at St. Mary’s Hospital as a clerk. He had no complaints about her, and she always pay her rent on time. No next of kin is listed on the rent form.”


  Tessier pulled out a sheaf of papers that looked like an action log. “We check hospitals, clinics, ambulance, other police, no reports. I interview her employer and colleagues at St. Mary’s. She quit work—” She shook her head sharply. “Non, left work at noon last Monday, she said because of the storm, but a colleague say she seemed upset—”


  “Upset in what way?” Green interjected.


  “Distraite is what the colleague said. Like something was on her mind.”


  “You mean scared, worried, sad?”


  Tessier paused a moment, frowning into space as if trying to replay the interview. “My English is not one hundred per cent, but I think maybe nervous.”


  Nervous, Green thought. Rather different from frightened or sad. “Did this colleague know why, or offer any theory?”


  “No, sir.” Tessier shifted uncomfortably. “Nobody seem to know Lise very well, not even her colleague and neighbours. After one year, normally people make some friends, but Lise didn’t mix. Never go out with the girls after work, always say she has to go home because of her dog. I have the impression she’s a solitary person.”


  “What about the neighbour who reported her missing? Had she any information on what happened or why Lise was upset?”


  Tessier referred to the file. “The last time she talk to Lise, it was Monday when she ask her to care for her dog. Lise didn’t appear upset at this moment, on the contrary she was happy. Said she was celebrating.”


  “Why?”


  “That’s all she said.”


  “What time was this?”


  “Sixteen hours—four o’clock. Just after.”


  Interesting, Green thought. On Monday she left work early, looking nervous, but by four o’clock she was celebrating. A few hours later she phoned Meredith Kennedy, they argued, and a few hours later still, she was dead on a street in Ottawa, not five minutes from Meredith’s fiancé’s home.


  He glanced at Magloire. “Let’s take a look at her apartment, see what she was up to.”


  Tessier looked up from her file, a worried frown on her face. “I hope that it was permitted, sir. Yesterday when I learn she died, I take her photo and I ask on the streets close to her apartment, and the shop and restaurant. Many people recognize her, see her walk with her dog, but no one talk to her except for ‘nice day’. She appeared very ordinary and was taking very good care of her dog.”


  “Good work. Anyone seem especially curious or worried about her?”


  Tessier took out her notebook and busied herself flipping slowly through it, as if trying to recapture each encounter. Her excitement faded. “No, sir. But there was many neighbours absent, because of the work day. I can go back today if you like.


  Maybe I find more people at their home on Saturday.”


  Green glanced at Magloire again. “Do you have officers to assist in a street canvass?”


  “I can get whatever you need,” Magloire said.


  “But I can do it,” Tessier said. “I know the neighbourhood very well, and not everyone is trusting the police.”


  Her initiative and enthusiasm were palpable. “Okay,” Green said and turned to Magloire. “If you can get two more officers assigned to help her, that should be enough.”


  Once Magloire had dealt with that, they secured some evidence bins and the three set off in convoy with Tessier leading the way. Lise Gravelle’s apartment was on the third floor of a brown brick low-rise that probably dated from the period between the wars. Identical brick buildings lined either side of the street for the entire block. A lot of neighbours to canvass, Green thought, revising his estimate of the officers required. But an easy place to get lost in if one wanted to be anonymous.


  They parked at the curb outside, and Green sent the eager, efficient Agent Tessier in search of the building super while he leaned against the Impala and surveyed the street. Cars were parked all along the curb, competing for road space with the snowbanks. Some cars were still covered in snow, indicating they hadn’t been moved all week, whereas others were hemmed in by the latest snowplow pass. The cars were a motley collection of old American gas guzzlers, cheap Korean subcompacts, and aging Toyotas and Hondas that had probably been recycled through several owners.


  Green scanned the windows of the apartment building directly across the street and caught the faint flicker of a curtain falling into place. Smiling, he counted windows to pinpoint the apartment. This was his favourite kind of neighbour, the nosy kind with too much time on their hands.


  When Tessier returned with the key, he pointed out the window across the street and told her to interview all the second-floor residents on this side of the building first. Drawing her long, lean frame to attention, she set off across the street almost at a run.


  Green and Magloire took the ancient elevator that rumbled slow motion through the floors until it jolted to a stop on the third. The two detectives stepped into a narrow, dimly lit hall carpeted in brown some time in the past century. The air was thick with the smell of damp wool, fried oil and diapers. On the positive side, Green noted the walls were clean and graffiti free, and all the hallway lights worked. The building was modest, but proud.


  Apartment 307 had a peephole, an extra dead bolt, and a chain lock dangling on the inside. Both detectives snapped on latex gloves out of habit before stepping into the room. The stench of feces and urine hit them full force, reminding them the dog had been abandoned for some time.


  “Shall I clean up?” Magloire asked, holding his nose. Green nodded and the big detective headed into the kitchen. Left alone, Green stood just inside the door to gather his first impressions of the dead woman.


  She was neat, but either poor or indifferent to material possessions. The living room was small, sparse, and furnished with a Seventies-style orange sofa that she had probably picked up at the Salvation Army. A small TV, teak coffee table and gold shag carpet completed the secondhand look. But a newer IKEA desk and filing cabinet sat in the corner by the archway to the kitchen. Amazingly, the desk was uncluttered, and not a single magazine or discarded newspaper marred the order of the room. Two teacups were knocked over on the coffee table, however, and a brown stain blotched the carpet below.


  In contrast to the shabby furniture, the walls were covered with stunning photographs. Some were landscapes and cityscapes, but most were black and white portraits that played with light, shadow and mood. There was a whole wall dedicated to dogs and another to small children. Green was drawn to a black and white portrait of a girl, younger than his own son but with the same luminous eyes and impish smile. She was gazing, not at the camera, but at her hand, which was reaching up towards a much larger, adult hand. She seemed to be both touching and drawing away, a study in connection and resistance that Green found fascinating. Wistfulness, yearning and connection were themes of many of the photos. Even the landscapes were exquisite but lonely—snow on gravestones, moonlight on barren trees.


  Green took the photo of the girl off the wall and turned it over. On the back, the title, photographer and date were inscribed in black calligraphy. “Summer on Mount Royal, Amélie series, Lise Gravelle, 1981”. Another photo showed the same scene, but this time the little girl was looking up at a young man. The young man’s profile was in partial shadow, suggesting an illusion almost out of reach.


  Green turned over another photo, this one of a long-eared dog resting its muzzle on its paws mournfully. “Mon Ami, Lise Gravelle, 1989”. He crossed the room and selected a colour photo of a stream in springtime, the water rushing around the shards of ice still clinging to the bank. “Espoir, Lise Gravelle, 2002”.


  Hope, he translated. A world still frozen but coming alive again. Did they mean anything—these portraits of hope and yearning and loneliness—or were they just interesting studies by a talented artist exploring human experience?


  Magloire emerged from the bathroom grasping in his fingertips a smelly garbage bag, which he placed in the hall outside the door. “Where do we begin, Inspector?”


  Green had no idea of the man’s investigative skills, although his apparent lack of interest in the photographs on the wall was telling. He nodded towards the bedroom. “You start in there, and I’ll check this desk. We’re looking for...” He raised his hand to tick off his fingers. “A computer and cellphone, papers that identify friends and family, any family photos, an agenda book, address book, letters, postcards... Most importantly, any connection to Meredith Kennedy or Ottawa.”


  Once Magloire had disappeared into the small room off the living room, Green took out his digital camera and methodically took pictures of every photo on the walls. He wasn’t sure what use they would serve, but in a murder investigation, irrelevance was always better than regret. He then photographed the whole room from different angles before beginning a methodical search. He looked under the sofas, lifted the cushions and the carpet, leafed through the photographic and home decorating magazines stacked on the end table and the small pile of mail on the kitchen counter. Bills, flyers, charity requests—nothing out of the ordinary. He unfolded the bank statement and the credit card bill. The woman had a modest bank balance of two hundred dollars and no large deposits or withdrawals to suggest unusual activity in the last month. The credit card bill showed a similar frugality. She had paid off the card in full at the last due date and made only three small charges in the past month, to a pharmacy, a restaurant and Sears. If this woman had anyone on her Christmas gift list, she had not made her purchases early.


  Green put the mail into the evidence bin, jotted down the names of the charities and turned his attention to the desk. Here too, Lise Gravelle was orderly and minimalist. The desk contained nothing but stationery supplies, stapler, sketch pads and several rolls of film. Where were all the negatives and copies of the photos on the wall? In his experience, photographers had several cameras and took hundreds of photos to get one perfect one. If her career had spanned thirty years, as the dates on the photos suggested, she had very little to show for it.


  In the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet, he found a modern SLR camera, a box of lenses and a whole stack of CDs. He turned the camera on and thumbed through the recent photos. Images of the snowstorm, Christmas lights and bundled up pedestrians slogging through the snow. Portraits of winter life in Montreal, providing no obvious clues to her murder. He placed the camera and CDs into the evidence bin to take back to Ottawa for closer study.


  In the upper drawer, he found neat file folders labelled bills, job applications, finances, taxes. He sifted through all these carefully, seizing anything that looked promising. Lise had no major debts or unexpected sources of income. Last year’s taxes showed no mention of earnings from photography, only her income from her clerical job at St. Mary’s, a pittance that would have been difficult to live on. She was emerging as a solitary, cautious woman who lived a methodical life without much joy or adventure. Like her photos—a life lived on the outside.


  From the back of the filing cabinet drawer, he pulled out a thick file folder with no label. Inside was a jumble of brittle, yellowed newspapers. Green glanced at the dates. 1980, 1978. He froze as a name leaped out at him from the newsprint.


  Longstreet.


  He sat down at the desk, his heart racing, and skimmed the newspaper articles. With one exception, they were all from 1978 and chronicled the life and death of Harvey Kent Longstreet. Obituaries, police press releases, and newspaper features in the Montreal Star. The one exception was an article published in the Westmount Examiner in 1980 announcing that Mrs. Elena Longstreet, widow of prominent McGill law professor Harvey Longstreet, had accepted a position with the prestigious Toronto law firm of McGrath, Wellington, and Associates. Mrs. Longstreet cited exciting job opportunities and a fresh start as reasons for her departure from Montreal.


  Beneath the stack of newspaper articles were some much newer pages, computer print-outs from the web. There was no sign of computer equipment in the apartment, so she must have used a public computer, possibly at her place of work. Most of the print-outs contained stories about Elena Longstreet’s professional successes, including reports on high-profile appeals she had won and charities she supported. It was the last page that nearly took his breath away. A brief announcement of Brandon’s and Meredith’s upcoming wedding at the Ottawa home of prominent attorney Elena Longstreet, complete with a photo of the happy couple.


  All the pages had been printed out on the same date, barely three weeks ago.


  Green took the entire folder over to the evidence bin. His pulse was racing and his hands shook with the familiar rush of adrenaline. Here was the connection he’d been seeking! For whatever reason, Lise Gravelle had been obsessed with Elena Longstreet, enough to track down and preserve every possible piece of news on the woman, including her son’s marriage. The question was why?


  He went into the bedroom where Magloire was sitting on the floor by the bed, sorting through a plastic bin that had obviously been pulled out from under the bed. Green could see camera equipment and packets of photographs.


  “Jean Pierre,” he said, “get on the phone to your office and ask them to pull the police file on Harvey Longstreet’s death in July 1978.”


  “Nineteen seventy-eight?” Magloire looked dismayed. “Is it an open file?”


  “Not likely. It was ruled a suicide.”


  “Then the original would be in a box in a warehouse somewhere, open week days only. It might also be on microfilm in the archives, but they wouldn’t be open today either.”


  Green pulled a face at the prospect of microfilm. “Can you pull some strings? And if possible get the original file. Once we’re done here I’d like to go back downtown and have a look at it.”


  FIFTEEN

  



  Magloire spent the next ten minutes on the phone, arguing in a French too rapid and colloquial for Green’s unpractised ear, although it was liberally peppered with “Non!” He seemed to be repeating his request over and over as he went up the chain of command, his tone changing from jovial to cajoling to impatient until he seemed satisfied that the request would be carried out.


  Once he hung up, he shrugged.


  “Budget cuts. On the weekend there is no one in records administration to deal with such a request.”


  Green opened his mouth to protest, but Magloire held up his hand. “But I have my ways. The original file I can’t promise, but with luck at least the microfilm should be sent to us.”


  “Thank you. Have you found anything useful in the bedroom?”


  “Besides these expensive cameras and hundreds of negatives she had stored under the bed?” Magloire lifted his broad shoulders in another shrug, as if the whims of women were beyond him. “I can tell you, for a Montreal woman and a photographer, her fashion sense is terrible. Striped socks, flowered polyester, nothing elegant, nothing sexy. No sign in her bathroom that she has a boyfriend or a sex life. La pauvre. Just lots of vitamins, medicines and an empty prescription bottle for Paxil.”


  “An anti-depressant.”


  Magloire nodded. “Filled last year at St. Mary’s hospital pharmacy.”


  A sharp knock at the front door caused them both to turn. Tessier was standing in the doorway to the apartment, gazing at the photos on the wall. “Tabernac!” she breathed. “She was good!”


  Green nodded, pleased at the young officer’s perceptiveness.


  “When you get back to your station, you can research whether she’s ever had a show or worked as a professional. Anything from the street canvass?”


  Tessier snapped to attention. “You were right about the apartment across the street, sir. He is an old gentleman with a walker who passes all the day to observe the street. He saw her get into a taxi at...” she consulted her notebook, “just after sixteen hours last Monday. He remarked the time because it was getting dark and the snow was beginning to fall. She was all dressed up—boots, hat, winter coat, large hand bag...”


  Green calculated quickly. Lise could have been heading for the five o’clock bus to Ottawa, one hour earlier than Meredith, in which case she would have arrived at seven p.m. An hour and a half before she phoned Meredith. Why wait so long? Perhaps to find a hotel?


  Or to track down Elena Longstreet’s address?


  There was another knock at the door, softer and more tentative than the previous, and a thin, tired-looking woman peered in, clutching her winter coat around her. Her eyes were huge as she stared at Tessier.


  “Is it true? She’s dead?” she asked in French. “The news trucks are outside.”


  Green stepped forward before Tessier could respond. “You’re her neighbour?”


  The woman nodded, switching to English. “I reported her missing. Poor woman. What will happen to T’bou?”


  “That’s her dog,” Tessier said. “This is Mme Lasalle from the next apartment.”


  Green showed the woman inside. Mme Lasalle perched on the edge of the sofa but kept her coat wrapped around her as if guarding herself against the chill of death. Green began the routine battery of questions. How long had she known her? One year. Did Lise have any family or close friends? No, she never talked about her family, said her parents died years ago. Did Lise have any enemies or disputes with anyone? No, she was quiet and kept to herself. Did Lise ever talk about Ottawa?


  Here Mme Lasalle coloured and dropped her gaze. “She didn’t have much use for the government. Not for the English either, in fact. All rich, all stuck up, she thought they controlled everything and got all the breaks. I don’t think she ever wanted to visit there.”


  “Did she mention any rich English person in particular?”


  The woman shook her head. “She only mentioned it a couple of times, when she was angry. Most of the time we avoided politics. I think she was just sounding off, you know? Because she had a lousy job in an English hospital.”


  “Did she ever mention the name Longstreet?”


  She shook her head again.


  “Meredith Kennedy?”


  “We didn’t socialize much. She was a bitter woman, not fun to be with.” She shrugged in apology. “I should have been more sympathetic.”


  “I understand she asked you to take care of her dog last Monday evening.”


  “Yes, just that night. But he’s still at my place.”


  “Did she say where she was going?”


  “No, but I told the officer she seemed happier. Maybe...”


  Her eyes widened. “Wait a minute! There was someone coming out of her apartment earlier that afternoon. I was coming back from the store, and this woman nearly knocked me over as she got on the elevator. She was very upset, crying, and I think she didn’t even see me. I never saw her before.” She leaned forward, excited. “I can’t be certain where she was coming from, naturally, but when I go down the hall, Lise is there in her doorway. She appeared... I can’t even describe the expression on her face.”


  “Nervous?”


  “Oh no! It seems strange, but almost...triumphant.”


  Green blinked. Triumphant was a hell of a strong word. It implied a battle. A conquest. A victor. “Can you describe this woman in the elevator?”


  “Thirty years. Quite beautiful, red hair, beautiful red coat.”


  Bingo, Green thought.


  


  Early winter darkness was already seeping into the streets as the two detectives emerged from the apartment building. A Radio Canada media van was parked at the curb, and they had to dodge the glare of camera lights and the press of microphones as they made their way to the Impala. Magloire stopped only long enough to flash his trademark smile at the camera and say that he could not release any details at this time. He herded Green into the car and accelerated away in a spray of ice.


  While Magloire drove, Green sat in silent thought, trying to plan the next steps in the investigation. The Kennedys needed to be interviewed about whether they’d ever heard of Lise Gravelle, and Elena Longstreet needed to be questioned about what possible connection there could have been between Lise Gravelle and her husband’s death. Knowing Elena, Green suspected it would be more a confrontation than an interview. No one up in Ottawa—not Sue Peters, Bob Gibbs nor Marie Claire Levesque—was ready to go up against her.


  In fact, even Green hesitated to face her down until he had all the facts he could muster about that old case and about the intervening years. Had Lise Gravelle nurtured her obsession with Elena in private, or had she contacted the woman? If so, why? In the end, he phoned Gibbs. From the sound of rock music in the background, he suspected he’d caught the young detective off duty. At five p.m. on a Saturday, why not?


  “When you’re back on, Bob, I want you to do some deep background digging on Elena Longstreet. Perform your magic with the internet. Go back as far as you can, 1978 if possible, and find out if she ever had dealings with Lise Gravelle, if their paths ever crossed in any way. Do the same with the Kennedys, both Meredith and her parents.”


  “You want me to do this tomorrow, sir? S-Sunday?”


  “No rush,” Green said, knowing full well Gibbs would be on it the moment he got off the phone. “Get Sue to help you. I know it’s a needle in a haystack, but whatever that connection is, I think it’s the key to both cases.”


  Just as the two detectives were arriving back at major crimes, Green’s cell phone rang. It was Chief Inspector Fournier with the news that the Longstreet file was not immediately accessible but should be delivered to headquarters first thing in the morning. The chief inspector apologized but jokingly suggested that Green might enjoy a night on the town in Montreal. The chief inspector would love to join him but unfortunately had family obligations. He could, however, recommend some excellent restaurants. Green thanked him and hung up, quelling his impatience. He didn’t want a night on the town, he wanted the warmth and comfort of his own home.


  The lights were dim and the sixth floor was almost completely deserted as the two detectives lugged the evidence bins upstairs. Presumably, the day shift had gone off and the evening shift was already out on the streets. Magloire showed no inclination to punch the clock, however, but instead immediately set Green up at a desk adjacent to his in the open office area. The floor was a maze of cubicles equipped with the latest in computer and telephone technology. Except for the bulletins and lists of assignments covering the walls, it looked more like a corporate high tech firm than the hub of police investigations.


  Magloire checked his phone and email messages and muttered a few curses under his breath. “Nothing worse than a bottle of Christmas cheer and a guy with no reason to celebrate.”


  Chuckling, Green gestured to the computer in front of him. “If you’ll get me into your system, I can entertain myself while you deal with the drunks and domestics.”


  Magloire pushed himself away from his computer screen. “The evening boys have all that under control. I’m assigned to you, so what’s next, patron? ”


  Suppressing a smile, Green pulled out the file of newspaper clippings he’d found at the victim’s apartment. He sifted through the faded papers. The eulogizing and the dead man’s achievements filled pages, but details of the investigation were surprisingly thin. The same reporter, Cam Hatfield, had covered the story from the initial report to the final wrap-up, and Green could almost feel his skepticism. It was worth finding out what else he remembered. But a subtle, oblique approach would be best, without the intercession of the large, amiable but decidedly cop-like Magloire.


  “We need to widen our net,” he said instead. “Lise Gravelle has had no contacts with Montreal Police, but I want you to run checks on possible relatives—”


  “Agent Tessier had no luck finding any so far.”


  “Then check all the Gravelles.”


  “That will be hundreds!” Magloire exclaimed. “Montreal has more than three million people. Here!” He swung back to his computer and Green could see him typing in a 411 search. His face fell. “Okay, maybe not that many.”


  “Good. See what you can learn about them, and their relationship to Lise. Run checks on the Longstreet name too, and the Kennedys. See if any family members have been in the system.” Green affected a yawn that was not entirely fake. “The 411 stuff can wait till the morning. I’m going to check into a hotel, grab some dinner, and maybe follow up on a couple of these news stories. Once you’ve done the police checks, you should knock off for the night. It’s Saturday night. You got a family? Girlfriend?”


  “Can I say both?” Magloire laughed. “Just kidding. I’ve got a wife and a beautiful little girl who keep me too busy to get into trouble.” He hesitated. “You want to come meet them? Come for dinner?”


  Green heard the reluctance in his voice and shook his head.


  “Thanks for the offer, but you’ve gone above and beyond today.


  I’m going to make it an early night.” He stood, stretched and nodded to the evidence bins. “I’ll leave those for you to sign in, and I’ll just use the photos I took with my own camera.”


  Stepping out the front door of the major crimes unit five minutes later, he took a deep breath of the bracing winter air and drew in the scent of crisp snow, salt, car fumes and the hint of grilled steak from a nearby restaurant. Cars streamed along Sherbrooke Street East in a blur of red and yellow lights, their engines revving and their tires hissing on the salt-slushed pavement.


  He had already booked a room for the night in an inexpensive boutique hotel on Sherbrooke Street West near McGill University, and once he’d checked in, he connected his laptop to the internet. Thirty years was a long time in the life of a news reporter, and since the Montreal Star had been defunct for decades, Cam Hatfield might be anywhere in Canada, or even abroad. Green was delighted when a simple Google search turned him up as a freelancer writing the occasional political and current events piece for the CanWest chain. Even more delighted when a Canada 411 search found him living on Greene Avenue, less than five kilometres from Green’s hotel.


  


  The old women were lined up along the wall of the sunroom like gargoyles, mouths sagging, empty eyes staring at the TV across the room. Most were propped in wheelchairs, although a few clutched canes or walkers in palsied hands. The two closest to the door did not react when Brandon appeared in the doorway, but a woman with a walker in the middle of the room perked up.


  Eagerness replaced the boredom in her eyes.


  “Well, hello, stranger,” she said, struggling to turn her walker towards him. “Who let you in?”


  Brandon smiled doubtfully. One of the nurses on duty had offered to introduce him to Meredith’s grandmother, but she had looked overworked and harassed. Out of sympathy, he’d declined her offer but confronting this parade of blank faces, he regretted his decision.


  “I’m here to see Mrs. Callaghan,” he said.


  “Oh, pooh. She’s gaga. You won’t get the time of day out of her.” The woman inched towards him across the room, her wraith-like frame hunched over her walker. “You’ll get a lot more out of me.”


  Brandon was acutely aware of the locked doors, the bars on the windows and the bright, washable decor. He tried to picture his mother reduced to this. Geriatrics had been his least favourite medical school rotation because it felt like looking into the abyss. Meredith’s grandmother had once been the glue of her family. She’d left school after Grade Eight to work in a clothing factory to supplement the family income during the Depression, but she’d always had a strong sense of folk wisdom. Nan had an answer for every question and a salve for every hurt. Mostly it consisted of “God has his reasons,” and if that didn’t work, she fell back on “That’s life, get on with it.”


  She had worked in the factory throughout the Second World War but married the first Irish lad to disembark from the troop ship in Montreal harbour afterwards. Her folk wisdom continued to dominate the family throughout the raising of her five children and nine grandchildren. Meredith’s eyes always danced when she talked to Brandon about her Nan, even when the woman was at her most old-fashioned and infuriating. Nan believed in family, church and babies; to fail at those elements was to fail at life.


  A shell was all that was left of the woman now, and the sight would be excruciating for all the children she had nurtured. Had Meredith come to visit her that mysterious Monday afternoon, Brandon wondered. And had something spooked her from taking the next step along her own life path, as if by not getting married, she could stop the clock and prevent her own bodily decay?


  The nurses at the station had no record of such a visit, nor did they remember the young woman in the photo Brandon showed them. That would have been a different shift, the charge nurse said, although usually something as important as an outof-town visit would be charted. Mrs. Callaghan didn’t get too many visitors. Only one daughter still lived in Montreal and she came twice a week. But there hadn’t been an out-of-town family member in at least two months, and they would have noted it because any unfamiliar person could be upsetting to the patient. Families meant well, but they stirred up feelings. Sometimes the patient didn’t remember them or mistook them for someone else, and it triggered unpleasant memories.


  Another nurse who was nearby had pitched in. “The last time Meredith’s mother visited, it was like that. Mrs. Callaghan accused her of hiding things, keeping secrets and lying.”


  “Lying?” Brandon’s interest was piqued. “About what?”


  The nurse shook her head sympathetically. “It doesn’t matter, it doesn’t mean anything. When the mind gets confused and no longer remembers connections, it’s easy to think people are lying and keeping secrets. It’s a very scary place to be. Please remember that when you speak to Mrs. Callaghan. When she gets upset, it’s hard to calm her down again.”


  Brandon was still holding Meredith’s photo when he entered the sunroom. He was just debating how to proceed when the woman with the walker reached his side. Her whole frame shook with the effort, but her eyes were bright as she spied the photo.


  “I remember that girl! She came to see the old bat. Not that it did her any good.”


  Brandon assessed the woman dubiously. She had two round circles of rouge on her cheeks and a matching bow of red lipstick. Pearls encircled her thin neck. She looked about four feet tall and a hundred years old, but she smiled like a young girl and her gaze was shrewd. His hopes lifted. “Do you remember when?”


  “Of course I do. Nothing wrong with my mind. Or my eyes,” she added with a slow smile. “Just last week.”


  He sucked in his breath. “Did you hear their conversation?”


  She rolled her eyes. “You can’t talk to her! Nothing but gibberish. She shooed the poor girl away. Said she wasn’t part of the family and shouldn’t try to trick her.”


  Poor Meredith, Brandon thought. To come all this way and be forgotten. “What did her granddaughter say?”


  “She kept telling her to remember when she was little and such. The old bat just screamed at her to go away until the girl gave up.”


  “How was she? Upset?”


  “Mad as hell.” The woman mouthed a flirtatious “Oh” and pressed her fingertips to her lips. “Not supposed to say that.


  Perhaps you’ll have more luck with the old bat than the girl did, although she’s not having a very good day.”


  She edged her walker out of the way and gestured towards an elderly woman in the corner. Meredith’s grandmother was slumped in her wheelchair with her large bony knees protruding from her nightgown and her hands hanging like claws over the arms of her chair. Her pure white hair clung to her pink scalp in strands like a thin cirrus cloud, and spittle collected at the corner of her mouth. Her pale blue eyes were fixed on the television.


  Brandon slowed midway in his approach, struck by the futility of his quest. Struck too by the voices on the television. A woman reporter was standing in the snow outside an aging brick apartment building.


  “The police are not yet releasing any details about the dead woman, pending notification of next of kin, but neighbours have confirmed that she is fifty-four-year-old Lise Gravelle, an employee of St. Mary’s Hospital, who lived alone in this apartment building with her pet dog.” Briefly the Missing Persons photo filled the screen. “This afternoon, detectives from both Montreal and Ottawa searched the apartment and removed two large boxes of evidence.”


  The camera panned through the dark and caught a brief glimpse of three people climbing into cars at the curb. Brandon squinted. Shock raced through him as he recognized Inspector Green. What was he doing in Montreal?


  “Keep away from her!”


  The screech jolted him back. He swung around just in time to see a cane flying through the air towards him. It clipped him on the shoulder before he could duck. The grandmother’s eyes were bulging as she looked wildly at him.


  “Stay away! You think I don’t know who that is? Devil’s child!


  Devil’s child!” A slipper flew across the room.


  The staff moved quickly to whisk her away to her room, leaving the rest of the patients muttering in annoyance. And leaving Brandon open-mouthed in the middle of the room, wondering what the hell all that was about.


  “Well, you sure made an impression,” said the little old lady, reappearing at his side.


  SIXTEEN

  



  Green stood outside the old Montreal Forum building, looking up at its modern metal cladding with dismay. A Futureshop and an AMC theatre now occupied most of the building, their gaudy red lettering replacing the sturdy brown brick of the original façade. He recalled the only other time he’d been inside. His father, the timid immigrant tailor from Poland, had never watched a hockey game in his life but had believed his twelve-year-old son should share the quintessentially Canadian father-son dream of watching the Montreal Canadiens during their legendary Stanley Cup run.


  “Meshugas,” he had announced after three hours of plugging his ears and trying to watch the tiny black disc ping-pong around the rink. Craziness. Green had never been to a game since, although Tony was beginning to wheedle, and he knew he’d have to give in. History had a way of racing ahead, leaving nothing but regret in its wake. He pushed aside the twinge of nostalgia as he reached for the door of Guido and Angelino’s.


  Once a news hound, always a news hound, he thought as he walked into the bar and caught sight of the rumpled figure perched on a barstool at the very end of the bar. The man was facing the door, keeping an eye on the action as he nursed a drink. Not much got by him, Green suspected, meeting the man’s gaze. Without a flicker of acknowledgment Cam Hatfield picked up his drink, slid off his barstool and moved to a table in the corner. He was a stubby man, and in his yellow parka, he reminded Green of a fire hydrant. His feet were encased in massive boots that clumped as he walked and he had to shove the table out nearly a foot further to accommodate his gut. Dirt and age had faded his clothing, and his greying hair stood in unkempt spikes. He looked as if he’d spent the previous night under a railway bridge, but his blue eyes, set deep in his leathery face, were keen.


  He grinned as he appraised Green. “You don’t look much like an inspector.”


  To avoid the intimidating inspector persona, Green had dressed in his favourite jeans and faded sweatshirt for his night on the town and had tossed on his battered suede jacket. He knew that with his slight build and boyish freckled face, he didn’t look very inspectorish. The reporter was good.


  He returned the man’s grin. “But you knew it was me.”


  “Cops have an aura. The way you scan a room, always aware of your surroundings. We’re not so unalike, you know.”


  “Thanks for meeting me.”


  “Yeah, well, don’t go all Pollyanna. I’m intrigued. You know what that means.”


  Green nodded, suspecting the man needed a big story more than he let on. “I’ll do what I can. For now, this is just background.”


  “To do with the Lise Gravelle murder, I assume?”


  Green kept his face blank. Cam Hatfield was no fool. Why else would a high-ranking Ottawa police detective be in the city in the first place? “I’m exploring leads.”


  “Right,” Hatfield said drily. He signalled the barman for a refill. “So what leads did you uncover in Lise Gravelle’s apartment that bring you back to the thirty-year-old Longstreet case?”


  “When I know, Cam, you’ll be among the first to know.” The barman approached and Green ordered a local St. Ambroise pale ale. Catching Hatfield’s scowl of disgust, he held up a cautionary hand. “I know that sounds like bullshit, but the truth is, I’m flying blind right now, and I can’t afford to jeopardize the investigation. I have a feeling you knew there was more to the Longstreet case than was reported. If you can help me get to the truth, you have my word you can be in on the Gravelle story when it’s safe to break it.”


  Hatfield studied him in silence, twirling his Scotch glass on the beer coaster before him. Despite his rumpled, down-on-his-luck looks, his gaze was astute. Finally he picked up his glass and took an appreciative sip. “Well, my sources in Ottawa tell me I should stick to you like glue, so I’m in.”


  Green laughed. “Don’t tell me. Corelli.” He and the Sun reporter had a chequered history of cooperation.


  Hatfield shrugged, giving nothing away. “So, for some reason that you will at some future date reveal to me, you want to know about the Longstreet clan and most specifically about the peculiar death of Harvey Longstreet thirty-two years ago.”


  “You remember it?”


  “Oh, I remember it. I quit my job over it. Mind you, I knew the Star was about to fold, so it was no big loss.” He chuckled.


  “I couldn’t stand my new boss, or the direction the paper was taking under the new management, so it felt great to stand in the news editor’s office and say ‘That’s it. This is my line in the sand, and I quit.’ Of course, I had a lead on a much better job with Canadian Press wire service before I did my grande geste.”


  “I had a look at the press clippings from both the Star and the Gazette. It looks as if the story just died.”


  “Killed.” Hatfield made a slicing motion through the air. “The word just came down from on high. ‘There’s nothing there but prurient curiosity that is damaging the reputation of an honourable man, so the Star is no longer participating’.”


  “Who was putting on the pressure?”


  “Oh, the Longstreet family, without a doubt, through one of their Westmount lawyers who played footsie with the Star’s owners over drinks at the St. James Club. Old English money in Montreal is completely incestuous. Everybody who’s anybody is married to someone or related to someone who’s somebody, and the Longstreets, from their castle on top of Westmount, are right in the thick of it. It’s a dying class now, with most of the power brokers moved on to Toronto or Calgary, but thirty years ago they were still a force.”


  Hatfield took another sip of his Scotch, nursing it and relishing his soap box. Green was silent, happy to let him fill in the context. “You have to understand, thirty years ago the English were under siege. René Levesque and his Parti Québecois had won their first victory in 1976, businesses were deserting the province in droves, real estate values were in the tank. The separatist wolves were at the door, smelling blood. The Anglo elite was circling the wagons to protect its image and honour from the contempt of the Quebec intelligentsia and the resentment of the Quebec masses. During his life Harvey was one of the few to earn their respect, because he took on the English establishment. If the truth about his death came out, it would have been a humiliation, proof of the utterly corrupt and decadent depths to which the great Anglo industrial complex had fallen.”


  At this point Green rolled his eyes. “Back to earth, Cam. I get it; the bigwigs wanted the story suppressed. But who exactly were these bigwigs?”


  Hatfield pouted. “But you have to understand the Anglo-Quebec dance. Nowhere was it more exquisitely executed than right here in this building in 1955. When it was still the Montreal Forum, thousands of Montreal Canadiens fans took to the streets in a riot because their beloved hockey icon, Rocket Richard, had been suspended by the English-speaking rulers of the NHL.”


  Green sighed. “I live in Ottawa. Trust me, I know the English-French dance. But behind the politics, there are always personalities pulling the strings. René Levesque, Pierre Trudeau, Lucien Bouchard... Who were the people pulling the strings in the Longstreet affair? Elena Longstreet? Her father-in-law?”


  Hatfield grunted in dismissal. “Elena Longstreet was a nobody. The daughter of a Hungarian immigrant who’d fled the communists in 1956 claiming he was a count. Elena had looks, brains and charm, and luckily for her, an infant son with Longstreet blood in his veins. Without that, she’d have been back making goulash.”


  “She’s not a nobody any longer.”


  Hatfield nodded. “So I hear. But in 1978 she was a bewildered, heartbroken young widow barely out of law school.”


  Green raised an eyebrow. “Heartbroken?”


  “That may be an exaggeration. She certainly knew what she wanted—to preserve her husband’s good name and of course by extension, her own.”


  “Was there money involved? Insurance?”


  “A drop in the bucket compared to what Uncle Cyril controlled from his perch at the top of the Circle.”


  Green perked up. Here was a name. “Uncle Cyril?” “The actual man at the helm of the Longstreet fortune. Others had shares and trusts, but these were set up so that Cyril maintained control. Cyril never married and he had no children, but after his brothers died, he decided who among all the nephews, nieces and grandwhatzits got any money.”


  “Is he still alive?”


  “Oh, he’ll never die. He’s pretty much housebound now, but too stubborn to relinquish his iron grip on other people’s lives.”


  Green sipped his beer thoughtfully. The picture was taking shape. Realizing he was starving, he signalled the waiter. “So Cyril quashed the story.”


  Hatfield said nothing until the waiter arrived with a menu. “Try the cannelloni, it’s a safe bet if you’re cheap like me.”


  With a grin, Green ordered the meat cannelloni while Hatfield ordered another Scotch. Single malt this time, Green noticed and realized that the Ottawa Police Services would be paying. Once the new Scotch was in front of him, Hatfield closed his eyes in bliss. “Yeah, I always assumed Cyril quashed the story. No big thing for him. He and his pals had been manipulating the news for years.”


  Determined to divert Hatfield from his favourite political soap box, Green plunged ahead. “Tell me what you do know about the Longstreet case.”


  “I know it wasn’t suicide.”


  Green’s eyebrows shot up. “What did the autopsy find?”


  “Asphyxiation due to strangulation. That much was released before the hammer came down. But get this.” Hatfield leaned in close, breathing Scotch. “He was naked as a jaybird.”


  The penny dropped. “Ah. And the cops knew this?”


  “Of course they did! So did the coroner. But they killed it to avoid the scandal. It wasn’t that common back then, or at least as openly talked about, but obviously sex was involved. But whether the guy was doing himself, or had an over-enthusiastic partner who miscalculated, the cops never said.”


  “But surely the cops would have at least investigated whether there was another person in the room. There was no DNA back then, but they would have looked for fingerprints, a second wine glass, hairs on the sheets...”


  “Everything was wiped clean.”


  “Everything?” Green leaned forward. “You mean door knobs, toilet seats…?”


  “And the dishes in the drainboard. All washed, all whistle clean, according to the investigating cop.”


  Green sat back in disbelief. “Didn’t that strike anyone as suspicious? If you were about to engage in a little game of autoerotic asphyxiation, you don’t wipe all the dishes and surfaces clean. You don’t expect to die!”


  Hatfield laughed. “You’d think. I asked the cop that, in fact. Some fresh off the farm kid who’d just landed his first case. Not even a detective. The force hadn’t even called in the big guns, and when the coroner ruled it suicide, they just left this kid with this stinking political mess in his lap.”


  Green sidestepped the political reference. He knew the force wouldn’t have left the young officer to his own devices. Someone higher up had pulled the strings. “So what you’re saying is there was no investigation. What about witnesses? The landlord, the neighbours?”


  Hatfield shrugged. “Suddenly blind and deaf, even after I offered a substantial sum. Never heard a thing. Professor Longstreet was a quiet, considerate neighbour who wasn’t there very often, and when he was, he was as helpful and hard-working as you could possibly want. Even offered to help one woman with her restraining order and another with some minor traffic charge. All-round saint.”


  Green’s cannelloni arrived, smothered in thick sauce and fragrant with basil and garlic. He sank his fork into the cheesy mixture and prepared to take a bite. “Okay, but you know something, I can tell. Something the Star wouldn’t let you print.”


  Hatfield chuckled. “I had something, but it vanished between my fingers the minute Cyril Longstreet’s minions paid a visit to the apartment building with a chequebook in hand. The tenant in the apartment underneath was a med student working eighteen hours a day at the Montreal General and off-hours as a bartender to pay for her studies. She was upset at all the noise— the parties, the singalongs, the gung-ho student meetings to plan their next protest that always ended with some bed-banging deep into the night. She told me Longstreet had sex every night he spent there, got so she hated to see him arrive because she needed her sleep.”


  Green’s pulse quickened. “So there was almost certainly a lover present when he hanged himself. Any idea who?”


  “Some pretty young thing. The med student, who was anything but, was not very specific.”


  “Always the same girl?”


  “Well, there were lots to choose from back in those days before all the politically correct sexual harassment crap. And it would be in keeping with the type of sleaze who screws co-eds while his wife is home with a two month-old baby.”


  “Co-eds? It was one of his students?”


  “That’s just a guess, but it was his pattern. Elena herself had been his student, and thirteen years his junior.”


  “Did the Montreal Police know this?”


  “I told that baby-faced cop, but I doubt he followed up. Too much work. He might even have to investigate. Nobody wanted this case to be anything. They all just wanted it to go away.” Hatfield grinned and drained his glass, rolling the last of the Scotch around on his tongue. “It’s kind of poetic justice in a way, that now it’s come back to bite everyone in the ass.”


  


  The aroma of coffee wafted into her dreams and wrapped itself languidly around her naked body. Tickled her nostrils, brushed lips across her forehead.


  Lips?


  Sue Peters opened her eyes to see the morning sun carving slats of shadow on the wall opposite. Above her, Gibbsie bent his sleep-tousled head, a smile on his face and a cup of coffee in his hand. His other hand roamed her belly, tentative and tender. What a hardship to wake up to on a Sunday morning. Fighting the stiffness of her damaged body, she pushed herself partially upright against the pillows and took the coffee. Strong, black, fabulous. He fetched his own coffee and slipped in beside her.


  “I love waking up beside you in the morning,” he said.


  “Mmm...” she said, wary. “You make a mean coffee.”


  He reddened and his Adam’s apple bobbed. A bad sign. “I’ve been thinking, we’d save money so much faster living together.”


  “Money maybe, but not sanity. I told you, I’d drive you nuts in less than a month.”


  He leaned over to kiss the little ridge of scar below her breast.


  Once she’d been ashamed to let him see her, let alone explore every inch of her.


  “You could never drive me crazy, ever,” he murmured. “Except by saying no. You know you’re going to marry me someday.”


  She rolled her eyes. “And you know it’s not going to happen until I can keep up my end one hundred per cent.”


  “You can! You said you’d marry me when you could walk down the aisle without a cane, and you can!”


  “Sometimes. But I’m just as likely to pitch sideways into the pews.”


  He didn’t answer right away, and she figured he was thinking the same thing she was, that she might never be one hundred percent. After all, it was nearly three years since the assault. Then he touched her hand. “Don’t you dream about it sometimes?”


  She nodded, took a sip of coffee and silently swore at her shaking hand.


  “Then let’s do it! Just go for it. Grab it. Holy jumpin’, Sue, you of all people understand that we never know what’s around the corner. Look at poor Brandon Longstreet—one minute he thinks he’s got his dream in the palm of his hand, and the next minute it’s ripped from his hand.”


  “Meredith’s choice, Gibbsie. Obviously not such a perfect dream after all.”


  “We don’t know that. We only know this Lise Gravelle spooked her and made her take off.”


  “But not even telling Brandon where she is? You got to admit, Bob, that’s a pretty good kick in the teeth.”


  “Oh, Sue, that’s not the point!” He shoved himself up in bed.


  “The point is, b-bad stuff happens. We can’t control that, but we can control what we do. I love you just the way you are. I don’t want to wait months or years to be with you—”


  He was winding himself up into a rant she’d heard before, but this time she was barely listening. An awful thought had occurred to her, and she wondered why they’d both missed what had been staring them in the face for days.


  She clutched his arm. “Bob, why do you suppose she hasn’t contacted Brandon?”


  He sputtered mid-rant. “What?”


  “Think about it. If they loved each other, if they trusted each other, why wouldn’t she send him a sign?”


  “Because...she’s freaked out?”


  She whipped her head back and forth. “That might work for a few hours, but not days. She’s supposedly an intelligent, levelheaded woman, not some hysterical bimbo.”


  “Then because she’s mad at him? I don’t know! Sue, it’s Sunday morning. I haven’t even finished my coffee yet, I’m in bed with the woman I love, talking about marriage—”


  “This is important, Bob!”


  “So’s our marriage!”


  “Oh, for Pete’s sake, I never said I wouldn’t marry you—”


  “This spring?”


  “What?”


  He grinned. Still red but no longer sputtering. “This spring. When the tulips are in bloom and the fruit trees are budding.”


  “Can we discuss this case?”


  “We can have an outdoor wedding, maybe in the arboretum, on the little footbridge.”


  She stared at him. He wasn’t grinning any more. His cheeks were flushed and his dark eyes sparkled. He was serious.


  “Yes or no,” he said. “And I’m not taking no.”


  A strange heat raced through her whole body from her toes all the way to her scalp, setting her skin on fire. A laugh bubbled up in her. Relief. Joy. Who the hell knew?


  “Is that a yes?”


  “I guess it is.”


  He dived for her, spilling the dregs of her cold coffee over the blanket. “Finally!” he managed before burying himself in a kiss.


  It was a full hour before he turned to her with a puzzled look.


  They were both showered and dressed, and the remains of eggs and toast sat on her tiny breakfast table.


  “Were you saying something about Meredith Kennedy before I...?”


  “Before you dragged me off topic?” She smiled. The brilliance of her insight had dimmed now, but it was still a damn good idea. “I was. I was saying there are only two reasons I can think of why she hasn’t sent word to Brandon in all this time, especially if she knows how frantic everyone is.”


  “Well, obviously if she’s dead...”


  She nodded slowly. “That’s one.”


  “I know you have your doubts about that, since her credit card was used and Lise Gravelle turned up dead, but it’s hard to see why else—”


  “The other reason is if she’s the one who killed her.”


  SEVENTEEN

  



  Don’t you think we should tell the sergeant?” Bob asked. He was driving the way he always did, eyes straight ahead, both hands on the wheel. The roads were dry as bleached bone now but still narrowed by icy snowbanks on either side. As the crow flies, it was a short hop from Sue’s apartment to the station, but the one-way streets turned the trip into a labyrinth.


  The sun, just days from its winter solstice, was barely making it over the rooftops and its pale glare was blinding. No warmth to it, though; the car thermometer read minus fifteen and the exhaust from cars and chimneys billowed white in the bitter air.


  Sue suppressed a shiver as she figured out an answer. “We will,” she said, “but Inspector Green assigned us some background checks, so I think we should do those before we tell anyone our theory.” She could see the little smile on his lips, and she knew he didn’t want to report in to Marie Claire Levesque any more than she did. This was their case and the inspector had made the requests to them personally, so she was damned if Levesque was going to get all the glory for their work.


  Luckily, when they arrived at the station, the sergeant wasn’t even there. Murder cases didn’t take days off—how many times had Sue seen the inspector work all week without a break—but Levesque was probably off tobogganing with her daughter.


  Let’s not go there, she chided herself, pulling herself back to the task at hand. Marriage, kids, the impossible Mommy dance—that was getting ahead of herself. It was bad enough she was now staring at a spring wedding!


  She stopped at her desk next to Bob’s, and they hung up their coats and fired up their computers in perfect unison. He looked at her and laughed. On the way over, they had divided up the computer searches, with Bob ferreting out the links and her following along behind to jot down any relevant findings. No one navigated the web like Bob, and if there was information to be found linking Lise Gravelle to Elena Longstreet or the Kennedys, he would find it.


  At the end of three hours, they’d found precious little, although Bob claimed that in itself was significant. From what he could find, Lise had never crossed paths with Elena, either as a client, witness or adversary. They did not belong to the same associations, support the same charities or frequent the same online sites. In fact, although Elena showed up on the web all over the place, Lise’s cyber footprint was very small. Almost invisible. The woman barely existed. There were a couple of payments to the Parti Quebecois, some charitable donations to Médecins sans Frontières and Plan, nothing more.


  By comparison, Elena was a cyber star, showing up on the boards of several charities and law associations, frequently featured in the social columns and lifestyle pages of both Toronto and Ottawa newspapers. Interviews with local radio and television stations were archived on sites. The woman was a passionate defender of the Charter of Rights, which may have been Prime Minister Trudeau’s proudest achievement and a defence attorney’s best friend, but an obstructive pain in the ass to law enforcement efforts across the country.


  Still, as she listened to the videos and read the articles, Sue couldn’t help admiring the woman. She’d fought for respect and equality among the white-haired, middle-aged men who controlled positions of power in the legal profession. She’d quit a prominent law firm in Toronto when she found herself bashing her head against its glass ceiling, and she’d come to Ottawa to establish her own firm. Hired her own juniors, taken on the white-haired bastards in court, and won more times than not.


  All the time raising a kid entirely on her own.


  In all this blitz of media coverage, however, there wasn’t a single connection to the poor little invisible woman who worked as a hospital clerk in Montreal. Bob had even less luck with the Kennedys. Norah had virtually no presence on the web, only cropping up as the secretary of her local church women’s group and a few years ago on an amateur curling team. Reg had written some letters to the Citizen editor complaining about high city taxes, police inaction on low-level crimes such as vandalism, and the decline in parental supervision due to single-parent families. But besides being a complainer and a hard-nosed, law-and-order type, Reg Kennedy kept out of the spotlight. He was in their police system as witness to a few disturbances and impaired driving cases, but being a bartender, that was to be expected.


  In his perusal of public records, however, Bob did discover one interesting fact. Both Reg and Norah had grown up in Montreal and had moved to Ottawa only after their marriage.


  “Plus Elena Longstreet left Montreal in 1981. That’s all pre-internet, so if the connection between them all dates back to Montreal, it will be on paper records only,” he added in frustration.


  “We need to find out what part of Montreal they grew up in, what schools they attended, what children’s camps, college activities...” Sue raised her eyebrow skeptically. “You think the Kennedys went to college?”


  He shook his head. “Probably not, but the Quebec CEGEPs are like junior colleges, and I’ll bet back then there weren’t very many of them, so English kids from all over Montreal might have been thrown together. You have to go to CEGEP for two years before university, so even Elena would have attended. One way to find out. They’ll have records.” He reached for the phone.


  “But Lise Gravelle is French.”


  He hesitated in mid-dial before shaking his head. “Still worth a shot. We’re going to have to use the phone to get at this earlier background anyway.”


  He looked adorable, bent over his computer clicking through links as he dialled with his other hand. She pulled herself to her feet stiffly and went over to drape her arms around his neck. She nibbled his ear. “It’s Sunday, Gibbsie. Nobody’s going to be there.”


  He flushed deep red, jotted down a number and hung up.


  “Damn.”


  “We could just ask them, you know. Drive over to the Kennedys and ask them where they lived in Montreal, where they went to school, if they ever met Lise Gravelle.”


  He turned into her arms. “The inspector just asked us to do background. Maybe he doesn’t want to tip them off just yet.”


  “Tip them off about what?”


  “About Lise Gravelle. That we suspect a connection.”


  She stood up and snatched her jacket off her chair back. “For Pete’s sake, Gibbsie, we won’t give away any state secrets! It’s a routine inquiry, all part of trying to track down where their daughter might have gone.”


  She knew he’d cave. He could never say no to her. As he drove them to the Kennedy home, she leafed through her notes and papers in Meredith’s case, trying to see if they’d overlooked some small detail she could use as a wedge. Her pulse jumped when she found one.


  Norah and Reg Kennedy had just come home from church and were still in their finery—Reg looking like an undertaker in a navy wool pullover and white dress shirt, and Norah in a black knit dress that stuck to her in all the wrong places. The week of worrying had worn them out. Their skin was grey and their eyes had sunk into their skulls as if in retreat from the world. They flinched at the sight of the two detectives. The house smelled of a thousand foods—chocolate, basil, cabbage and vinegar. Sue suspected the parade of friends and helpers had continued all week, but the living room was so clean you could eat off the floor. Funny how some people cope.


  Figuring to put their fears to rest, Sue spoke as soon as she sat down. “No news, I’m afraid. We’re just doing some routine follow-up to see if there’s anything we missed.”


  Without her having to ask, Gibbs took out his notebook and let her lead. “Have you thought any more about who Meredith might have visited in Montreal?”


  Norah shook her head. “She knows people there through her work, so maybe it was one of them.”


  “You’re both from Montreal, right?”


  A flicker crossed Norah’s face. The briefest hesitation. “Yes, but we moved here years ago.”


  “Where did you live there?”


  “Beaconsfield. It’s...” Norah gestured in vague dismissal. “It’s a suburb on the lakeshore. West Island.”


  “Do you remember the address?”


  Norah frowned. “I can’t see why...”


  Sue improvised. “In case Meredith felt like tracing her roots.


  Feeling sentimental…”


  “There’s nothing sentimental about Montreal—”


  Reg interrupted to supply an address, earning a scowl from Norah. “Anything that helps, Norah,” he said.


  Norah watched Gibbs record the address. “I doubt anyone will remember us there now. Pretty well all our neighbours were leaving too. Probably all French now.”


  Sue tried to sound casual and sympathetic. This Norah was proving a tough nut. “Is Beaconsfield where you two grew up as well?”


  Norah snorted. “I wish! Neither one of our families could afford to own a home. We both grew up in a tougher neighbourhood near downtown.”


  “You know Montreal?” Reg asked.


  Sue shrugged, trying to sound believable. “I have relatives there.”


  “Park Extension, in the top floors of duplexes.” he said. “Hot, airless and cramped. The Irish, the Jews and then the Greeks moved through there, kids grew up tough. Not mean—they had good, hardworking parents—but they learned the value of a dollar early.”


  Sue shifted her stiff body so she could aim her next question at Reg. “Were there English schools around? Could you at least get a good education?”


  “Oh yeah, we both finished high school no problem. There was no money for college, but that never held me back.”


  “College? You mean CEGEP?”


  “Oh, we went to CEGEP. Had to travel halfway across the city to get to the English one back then—”


  “Dawson College?” Sue plucked the only name she knew.


  “Yeah, it was free, and both Norah and me got our start that way—me in small business and her in typing and book-keeping—”


  “Reggie!” Norah snapped. “I don’t see how the detectives could be interested in our life story.”


  He was undaunted. “Norah even got her first job working for the police—”


  “Reggie!”


  “Wow,” Sue said. “Right in the mean streets of Montreal?”


  Norah bolted to her feet, tugging to get her dress in line. “Where are my manners? How about some tea?” She was halfway through to the kitchen when she paused to glance back at her husband. Doubt was written all over her face. She doesn’t want to leave me alone with Mr. Chatterbox, Sue thought.


  Sure enough, she returned and sank back on the sofa with an exaggerated sigh. “Reggie, why don’t you get us tea? I’m dead on my feet.”


  Once he was gone, Sue turned to tackle Norah. “Did you ever meet a woman named Lise Gravelle during your Montreal days?”


  “It was so long ago. I don’t recognize the name.”


  “She’s the woman found frozen in the snowbank in Rockcliffe last week.”


  “Oh! I never heard her name. Poor woman. She was from Montreal?” When Sue nodded, she shrugged. “Montreal’s a big place.”


  “She never phoned here?”


  “Here?” Norah’s tired eyes widened in shock. “Why should she?”


  “To speak to Meredith. She phoned Meredith six times on her cell phone in the week before her death.”


  Norah suppressed a gasp and stared at Sue in bewilderment.


  In the stillness, the only sound was Reg moving around the kitchen, running water and clattering cups. Norah swallowed. “I have no idea why. Maybe Meredith knew her from work?”


  “Meredith never mentioned her? Never asked about her?”


  “No.”


  Sue reached into her folder and drew out a single photocopied page containing the phone records to the Kennedy’s home line obtained through unofficial channels by Sergeant Li. She pretended to study it. “This is a record of Lise Gravelle’s phone calls.”


  Norah recoiled. “What?”


  “The records from her cell phone.”


  “What—what…?” Norah reached for the paper, which Sue deftly moved from view. Luckily Bob didn’t utter a peep, just sat as transfixed as Norah.


  “Sorry, this is confidential information. Part of a murder inquiry.”


  Norah was silent, staring at Sue’s file. For added drama, Sue drew her finger down a column of numbers. “The records show she placed six calls to Meredith’s cell in the past two weeks. However, your home phone number also shows up on her list of calls.”


  Still Norah said nothing. Sue could feel the faint quaking of her body on the sofa beside her. She softened her voice. “Lise Gravelle phoned this house last Monday evening.”


  “I don’t understand. Maybe she was looking for Meredith?”


  “Meredith wasn’t home. She never came home, remember?”


  “But perhaps this woman called looking for her.”


  “This call to your house was placed at 8:54 p.m. Just after she’d spoken to Meredith on her cell.”


  “There was no call. I don’t remember a call.”


  A footfall sounded in the hall and Reg appeared. “There was a wrong number, you remember, honey? While we were watching Little Mosque.”


  Norah swung around to stare at him. She looked the colour of death. “What are you talking about?”


  “I answered it, remember? A woman mumbled something and hung up.”


  “Oh!” Colour rushed back into Norah’s face. She made a funny hiccupping sound. “Of course. So much has happened that I never gave it a moment’s thought. We get telemarketers all the time.”


  “And you spoke to her for how long?”


  “Oh...” Reg blew out a breath. “Seconds.”


  Norah was still the colour of a corpse. Sue leaned towards her. “The records show the call lasted four minutes.”


  “Nonsense.” Norah hiccupped again.


  Again Reg stepped in. “I must have forgot to press the ‘off ’ button. I do that all the time.”


  


  Brandon trudged through the snow, trying to match his aunt’s description to the blurry white landscape that lay all around him. Gravestones were strewn across the gentle slopes of the mountainside as far as the eye could see. Bea had mentioned a big pine tree, but the cemetery seemed to be full of trees as old and majestic as Mount Royal itself. Thick oaks, pale, arching poplars, maples that spread their lacy crowns wide over the tombstones below. Brittle morning sunshine bleached the snow, and wind tugged at his dishevelled hair. He hunched his shoulders and turned up the collar of his jacket.


  Brandon had always thought Ottawa’s Beechwood Cemetery was a stunning resting place, with its dappled shade, terraced gardens and meandering paths. But it could not rival the location of the hundred-and-sixty-year-old Mount Royal Cemetery nestled on the northern slope of the mountain. The spectacular domes of the university and St. Joseph’s Oratory peeked over the distant trees, and the northern cityscape faded into the pale horizon beyond. Here the snow seemed whiter and the air crisper. Against the grandeur of the natural setting, even the mausoleums and obelisks of the wealthy old Montreal families looked humble.


  His aunt had told him the section of the cemetery where generations of Longstreets had been laid to rest, and he trekked in the snow from grave to grave, studying the names with detached bemusement. These were his relatives. Why had he never heard of them, met them, or heard the stories of their lives? His mother had never even brought him to visit his father’s grave. When he’d thought about it, which was rare, he’d assumed she was trying to spare him the stark reminder of his father’s absence. Or trying to spare herself. Now he wondered just how false her devotion and grief had been. Had she instead been trying to blot the man out of her mind and erase all reminders of his betrayal?


  Brandon found himself on unfamiliar, shifting ground, the illusions of his childhood destroyed amid questions about who his mother and father really were. After leaving Meredith’s grandmother the day before, he’d spent the day poring over the old newspaper files he’d taken from his mother’s office and surfing the internet in vain for further details. Bea had been no help, suddenly changing her tune after his visit to Cyril and suggesting that he should let the past rest.


  “Your father was fundamentally a good man, with more ideals and ethics than the rest of the Longstreet men put together, and your mother was right to preserve that in your mind. Not his one weakness. Sexual appetite can bring down great men, but it shouldn’t be the only yardstick by which they are judged.”


  She must have seen the dismissal on his face, for she pressed further. “You were the centre of your mother’s world after he died. Everything she said, every choice she made, including leaving Montreal, was for your wellbeing. I don’t think it hurt you to have an idealized father to live up to.”


  She made him feel childish and petty, like a small boy who’d believed in Superman and now pouted at the truth as if he’d been personally betrayed. He wanted to tell her this was not about his father’s sexual appetite nor even his mother’s lies, but about the corrosive effect of those secrets thirty years later. A woman was dead, and Meredith had disappeared.


  But the truth was, Bea was partly right. Tramping through the graveyard in search of his father’s tomb, he did feel like a small child, not sure why he’d come and perilously close to weeping at the potent symbolism of the act.


  He pulled himself back to reason with a sharp shake of his head. The grave must be farther over, set apart from the older Longstreets who had lived out the full measure of their lives. There was a tall pine just up the slope, its boughs bent almost to the ground with the weight of snow. The vague indentations of a path wove towards it through the sparkling white quilt crisscrossed with the prints of rabbits and squirrels foraging for food.


  He veered towards the pine, braced against the wind that whistled up the mountain. The cold snow seeped into his thin leather boots. He had less than an hour before his meeting with the reporter, whom he’d managed to track down on the internet the night before. Cameron Hatfield had revealed little over the phone and had grilled him with numerous questions about who he was and what exactly he wanted to know, but he’d finally agreed to meet with Brandon. Noon for brunch—on Brandon’s tab—was the earliest he was willing to face the world. Hatfield warned him it would be a waste of his time. He recalled the case only in the vaguest detail, because there hadn’t been much to it.


  As Brandon trudged closer, he could make out a black shape through the thick branches. Closer, a curious splash of colour. Red. He quickened his pace as the black shape became a tombstone nestled in the hollow beneath the tree. Protected from the snowfall, its polished granite was almost completely bare. He ducked under the pine bough and stepped close enough to read the inscription.


  Harvey Kent Longstreet

  1938-1978

  A beautiful soul, taken before his time


  His brief moment of triumph faded as the scene registered. Propped against the tombstone and partially covered by a light mantle of snow, was a bouquet of red roses. Fresh and crisp, as if they’d been placed only yesterday. Brandon frowned and glanced at the ground at the base of the grave, noting for the first time the delicate footprints half-filled with snow. Footprints came in under the bough, trampled around and then faded out again into the deeper snow of the open field. He bent closer to brush the snow from the petals, looking in vain for a card. Who still cared enough about his father to bring flowers thirty years after his death? Bea had not mentioned it. His mother? She hadn’t left Ottawa all week.


  For one crazy, hopeful moment, he thought of Meredith.


  EIGHTEEN

  



  Green awoke late Sunday morning, the result of one too many St. Ambroise with Cam Hatfield. Lying in the unfamiliar bed, he felt a wash of loneliness. He phoned Sharon and could hear the staccato chatter of his son in the background.


  She sounded mellow, and he pictured her at the kitchen table, reading the paper and sipping her mug of french roast. Envy seeped into his loneliness.


  “Miss you,” she said with a playful hint in her voice.


  “Miss you too. Did Hannah call?”


  “No, but it was Saturday night and this is Hannah we’re talking about.”


  “I hope she’s not having too much fun. I want her to come home.”


  “She will, because she has the rest of Grade Twelve to finish. After that...”


  She didn’t have to complete the thought. Hannah had spent the past month researching and applying to university programs for next year, and on her short list along with McGill and Ottawa’s Carleton University was the University of British Columbia. The very possibility was unthinkable.


  “They do grow up, Mike,” said Sharon gently.


  He sidestepped the comment, which was laden with too much innuendo for this hour on a Sunday morning. He missed his daughter, he missed his wife and son, he even missed his dog, and in a moment of weakness, he might agree to her wish.


  “I hope to be home tonight,” he said, sitting up on the edge of the bed. “Maybe we’ll call her then.”


  She backed off, as she always did. But for how long, he thought? To be fair to her, he had to face the issue of another child head on sometime. She would be forty next month, and her chance was ebbing away.


  Determinedly, he refocused his thoughts on the day ahead. Interviews with Cyril Longstreet, other relatives, and the old super at Longstreet’s apartment if he was still alive. But before he could do any of that, he had to see what was in the Longstreet police file.


  When he finally arrived at the police station, however, he was greeted by an irritated, apologetic Jean Pierre Magloire. Neither the microfilm nor the original Longstreet file had arrived. He’d been on the phone harassing everyone he could think of, but the only response he’d received was, “We’re trying to locate it.”


  Settling into his temporary work station next to Magloire, Green roused Inspector Fournier at home. This time the chief inspector was far less cordial.


  “The request has been made, Inspector. It’s a very old file and since it’s a closed case, the original may be in one of several warehouses. In order not to inconvenience you further, may I suggest you return to Ottawa and I will send you the microfilm once we locate it.”


  Green had no intention of letting up the pressure. He needed to check the witness statements, the officer’s notes, and other details that had not found their way into the official police press releases.


  He needed most of all to know what everyone was hiding.


  “Thank you for the offer,” he replied in his best French. “I have several leads to follow up here today, and the file is essential to my investigation, so I will wait for it. Please continue to do all you can.”


  When he hung up, he saw Magloire’s dark, watchful eyes upon him. The detective was smiling, but he looked thoughtful. “Why is that file so important?”


  Green wasn’t about to admit he had no idea. Call it a hunch, or maybe his obsessive drive to uncover everything about the cases he investigated. Or just maybe because the Montreal Police seemed reluctant to show it to him. He was saved from providing any answer by the ringing of his cell phone.


  It was Bob Gibbs, sounding excited and out of breath. “I-I hope I’m not disturbing you too early, sir.”


  Green glanced at his watch, which read eleven thirty a.m. Hardly early. He asked what was up.


  “Reporting on the results of our searches, sir. Not much luck on the internet, because the Longstreets and the Kennedys left Montreal too many years ago. Nothing really connected them. But...” Gibbs broke off and Green sensed his hesitancy. He could almost see his flushed face and bobbing Adam’s apple.


  “What, Bob?”


  “Well, maybe we shouldn’t have. I mean, I-I know you didn’t tell us to—”


  “Bob!”


  “Sue thought maybe we should just ask them. I mean, where they lived in Montreal, what schools they went to...”


  Green sucked in his breath. “You talked to Elena Longstreet??”


  “Oh no, sir! N-not her! Just the Kennedys.”


  Green’s pulse settled. “That’s okay. What did you learn?”


  As Gibbs began to summarize the interview, Green grabbed his notebook to jot down the details of the Kennedy’s past. He hadn’t realized they too were from Montreal. In fact, no deep background had been done on them at all, because it hadn’t seemed relevant.


  Something else to follow up on. “This raises a new—”


  He heard Gibbs suck in his breath. “There’s something else, sir.


  Lise Gravelle placed a four-minute phone call to the Kennedy’s house at 8:54 the night she died.”


  Green bolted up in his seat. “After her call to Meredith’s cell?”


  “Yessir. It’s the only call she made to that line. The thing is, I think the Kennedys are hiding something. They pretended it didn’t happen, then they said it was a telemarketer. The husband seemed to be coaching the wife.”


  Green leaned forward. “What’s your take on it?”


  “Well, Sue thinks—and it makes sense—that they didn’t take that call at all. That Meredith did.”


  “But she wasn’t home.”


  “She could have got home. We know she hung up on Lise twenty minutes earlier, so maybe this time Lise called her on the home line.”


  Green weighed the new possibility. “But the Kennedys said she never came home. You’re saying she came home and went out again without them knowing?”


  “Yes, sir, that’s possible. Maybe the TV was loud or they weren’t even home. But Sue has another theory.”


  He could hear Sue’s voice in the background, arguing. “Bob?” he said. “What?”


  “Um, she thinks they know Meredith took the call but they’re lying about it because...well, because...”


  It hit Green like a flash of light. So simple, so clear. “Because they’re afraid Meredith killed her.”


  


  Green scribbled furiously in his notebook, drawing connecting lines between facts as he tried to make sense of this latest twist. Emotions had run high between the two women when they’d met Monday afternoon at Lise’s Montreal apartment. Meredith had been devastated, Lise triumphant. Was it triumph or determination that had made her follow Meredith to Ottawa and phone her twice in the span of half an hour? Six hours later, en route to the Longstreet house, Lise was dead and Meredith had dropped out of sight. Had they connected during that second phone call? Had Lise told her where she was going? Had Meredith chased her down, desperate to stop her from contacting Elena? Or Brandon.


  Why?


  He shook his head in frustration. Certainly the timeline was plausible, but there was still a huge hole in the theory. Motive. He studied the photo of Meredith from the missing person file. What would make this intelligent, attractive, seemingly well-adjusted young woman desperate enough to kill? It had to be an act of desperation or panic. He did not see flash rage or opportunistic cunning being part of her make-up.


  Still, it added even more urgency to their efforts to find her.


  “Jean Pierre,” he said, breaking the silence that had enveloped the room. Magloire thrust his swivel chair back and spun it around. His smile lit the gloomy room.


  “Yes, boss!”


  Green laughed. “We need to check out the past connections between Lise Gravelle, the Longstreets and the Kennedys here in Montreal. As far back as their childhoods if we need to. I’ve got a team working on it in Ottawa, but this is where the connection probably is. You may have to wait until offices open tomorrow—”


  Magloire’s smile faded. “Schools and many offices are already closed for the Christmas break.”


  “I know, but harass a few administrators if you have to. I don’t want to wait two weeks while a young woman is missing and the temperatures are in the minus teens at night.”


  Magloire’s smile returned, gleeful this time. “Harassing bureaucrats is my specialty!” He spun his chair back to his desk just as Green’s cell phone rang again. Another cheerful voice sang through the air.


  “Hey, Inspector! How’s it going?”


  Green peered at the call display. A blocked number. “Who’s this?”


  “Hatfield. You got anything for me?”


  “It’s been barely twelve hours, Cam.”


  “Twelve hours is a lifetime to a news hound nowadays. I’ve been busy. You interested?”


  Green could hear the barely controlled excitement in the man’s voice. Was the guy going to be useful or a pain in the neck, pretending to have tips so he could pump Green for information?


  “Always. With the same caveat, Cam. Silence for now.”


  “I know,” Hatfield said, his cheer unabated. “But this is fun! I haven’t been on a good crime story in a long time, and man, this is going to be good! Such sweet revenge!”


  Green winced as he imagined the story Cam Hatfield would ultimately spin, full of class struggle and political hyperbole.


  “What have you got?”


  “Guess who I just had brunch with?”


  “Cyril Longstreet?”


  “Hah! Like that’s ever going to happen.” Hatfield chuckled.


  “Another Longstreet. Brandon.”


  It was Green’s turn for surprise. “Where are you?”


  “Here. In my home.”


  “Brandon Longstreet is in Montreal?”


  “Yup. On the trail of the disappearing fiancée. Spitting image of his old man. If he has his old man’s sexual—ah, proclivities, it’s no wonder the fiancée split.”


  Green absorbed the news along with Cam Hatfield’s observation. He himself had only had one brief meeting with Brandon, but in that time he’d seemed distraught and desperately in love. “Did you get the impression he’d cheated on her?”


  “No, but as a reporter, it never pays to trust too much in man’s better nature.”


  Nor as a police officer, Green thought wryly, making a mental note to check on Brandon’s love life more thoroughly. “What did he want?”


  “Same as you, he’d read my stuff on his father’s death— his mother kept the clippings—and he wanted the rest of the story.”


  “What did you tell him?”


  “Don’t worry, not much. He has no clue who Lise Gravelle is, not even that Meredith had met her here, and I didn’t enlighten him. He knew his father liked it varied and kinky, but he didn’t know specifics. He’d asked all his relatives including scary old Uncle Cyril, but no one budged. No one admitted to seeing Meredith either. However, he did uncover one really interesting fact that I thought you should know.”


  “Uhuh,” Green said drily. Waiting. Once a storyteller, always a storyteller.


  “He went to visit his father’s grave this morning, and someone had put fresh red roses on the grave.”


  “How fresh?”


  “Well, he said hardly any snow had fallen on the flowers and on the footprints around the gravestone, and the flowers still looked fresh, so they were probably put there in the past few days.”


  The snow had started Monday, Green thought. The day Lise Gravelle died, and Meredith disappeared. “Meredith?”


  “That’s what the kid thinks, although I’m not so sure. Why would Meredith go there, to put flowers on the grave of a man who died years ago? No matter how much she loved the son.”


  


  Green drove through the stone archway into the cemetery and eyed the rows of tombstones stretching out over the snow-covered slopes, bleak markers of death in this strangely idyllic scene. Armed with the section number Hatfield had given him, he studied the map displayed just inside the gate. Longstreet’s section was off to the right. He found the grave without trouble by following the trail of footprints leading up the slope. More than one fresh set of boots had tromped through the deep snow on the same path, Green observed. Clutching his camera, he bent to peer under the overhanging pine bough, careful not to disturb what was left of the footprints. Ahead of him, a simple granite tomb was cradled in the hollow of snow. Green read the inscription.


  Gotcha.


  Trying to see past the fresh boot prints, Green took in the scene. The older trampling of the snow had been made by delicate, high-heeled boots. The rose petals were still plump and red, and the leaves glistened a bright green, but a frosting of fresh, fluffy snow covered everything despite the thick shelter of the tree.


  He stepped further inside to check the depth of the fresh snow. Everywhere beneath the tree, it was only an inch deep. Brandon was wrong. These flowers had been placed before last week’s snow, but they were high quality silk that looked as lush as the real thing. He snapped half a dozen photos of the footprints and the grave before reaching forward to brush the snow away from the base, revealing something Brandon, in his haste to capture hope, had not seen—a shiny red satin heart pinned to the stem of the bouquet. No card, no insignia. A simple heart.


  This bouquet had been left not by Meredith on her journey to discover Brandon’s father, but by a woman who, after thirty years, still loved him.


  He took more photos before retracing his steps through the snow as quickly as the uneven path allowed. Finally he was on the hunt! Here was physical evidence to confirm his speculation. This mystery stemmed from the past, with the man in that grave at the centre of it.


  Back in his car, Green booted up his laptop and searched for Cyril Longstreet’s address. Green suspected the old man knew exactly what had happened thirty years ago and who all the players were. At the time, he’d had the power to have the whole investigation stopped, but Green was counting on old age and frailty to have mellowed his defiance and perhaps piqued his conscience as well.


  As he followed the narrow, twisting road up the mountain towards Summit Circle, Green could see glimpses of the city far below; silver steeples, glass towers, and the St. Lawrence River glittering blue in the distance. He passed an eclectic mix of homes. Old limestone mansions stood next door to bold, sleek slabs with walls of windows overlooking the city below. New construction was everywhere. Once the exclusive domain of Montreal’s English elite, Green wondered if most of the homes weren’t owned now by Hong Kong millionaires and oil sheiks.


  The winter sun reflected off the snow and cast deep shadows that hampered his efforts to read house numbers. Rounding a curve, he was straining to see the next house number when he heard the roar of an engine and a car careened around the corner in the opposite direction. Instinctively Green jerked the wheel and swerved just as the car sped past. Green glanced over just in time to catch a fleeting glimpse of the driver’s profile. Head bent, gaze focussed ahead, features in shadow. Green barely had time to register the make of the vehicle and the Avis rent-a-car sticker on the rear bumper before the car disappeared.


  Green sideswiped a snowbank as he slithered to a stop. He took a few deep breaths. Up ahead on his left was Cyril’s house. Sitting in the car a minute to collect his wits, he replayed the near-accident. Recalled the driver’s intensity of focus and complete inattention to his surroundings. A man on a mission, hell-bent on something.


  Green had caught only the briefest glimpse of his profile. The sun had glared off the window, casting the figure in light and shadow. Yet the image struck a chord. Was there something familiar about it? Had he seen it before? There was almost no traffic on this exclusive circular street, and the roar of the engine suggested the car had accelerated hard. Where had it come from? Possibly from Cyril’s house itself?


  Green didn’t believe in coincidences. A vaguely familiar face, visiting one of the central architects of this decades-old secret? Green rifled his memory, trying to conjure up the image he’d seen before. It also had been a vague profile, full of shadow and mood. Almost artistic.


  That was it! Green booted up his laptop and accessed the photos he’d taken at Lise Gravelle’s apartment. He scanned through the thumbnails quickly until he came to the framed photos on her wall, among them the Amélie series. He clicked on the first and watched as the image of the little girl filled the screen. She was looking up with outstretched hand, but only the shadow of the adult with her was visible. He clicked on the next photo, and both figures filled the screen. Little Amélie’s curly hair, sparkling eyes and round cheeks glowed in the sunlight, but the young man was in shadow as he looked down at her, his fingertips touching hers.


  It was the same man! Despite the tricks of light and the decades separating the two, Green was convinced of it. Here was one more person linking the Longstreets to Lise Gravelle, over a span of almost thirty years. Green raised his head to study Cyril Longstreet’s house. It looked deceptively calm and unassuming, a solid, two-storey block with leaded windows, an arched oak front door and a grey limestone façade. Freshly painted black shutters framed each window and a sweep of carefully trimmed evergreen shrubs bordered the front walk. All signs of an attentive owner who preferred quality to ostentation.


  He was just wondering how he was going to breach Cyril’s defences with this latest discovery when his cell phone rang. It was Magloire, triumphantly announcing that the original Longstreet file had been found at last and was on its way to the major crimes offices by cruiser. Green hesitated. Cyril Longstreet was less than a hundred feet away, and he had a dozen questions to ask the man. A return to Sherbrooke Street East in the pre-Christmas Sunday traffic would set him back well over an hour. However, right now he would be going head to head with Cyril lacking the most crucial piece of information in the case to date—the identity of the man in the photo. He doubted Cyril would let it slip by mistake. The old man had not dominated a multi-million dollar empire for half a century by being a poor poker player. He would call Green’s bluff and knock down the entire house of cards on which this case was propped.


  If the police file contained the identity of the mystery man and even better, his role in the case, the brief diversion would be worth it. Cyril had kept his secrets for thirty years; he could wait another hour.


  NINETEEN

  



  At one o’clock on a Sunday afternoon, the Montreal Major Crimes floor was virtually deserted. Dozens of work stations sat idle, but Magloire was at his desk in the corner. A battered legal box sat open on the floor beside him and he was bent intently over a folder, frowning.


  “That the file?”


  Magloire nodded. “Not going to be much fucking help.”


  Green wheeled a desk chair over beside him. “Why not?”


  “Nothing in it. After all that stonewalling and fuss, it’s nothing but a whitewash. Worst example of record keeping I’ve ever seen.


  I know this was policing pre-computers, but come on!”


  Green reached out a hand for the file, but Magloire was on a roll. He slapped the piece of paper on top. “Autopsy report. Nothing we didn’t know. Healthy, well-muscled male died of asphyxiation, ligature bruising to the neck but no other signs of trauma to the body, no defensive wounds, no evidence the body was moved or tampered with after death.”


  “That’s something we didn’t know.”


  Magloire shrugged it off. “Okay, a few things. Tox screen positive for cannabis and alcohol. Tested .15. Our guy was pretty drunk.”


  Drunk enough to impair his judgment, but not drunk enough to pass out, Green thought. Alcohol was often the drug of choice for depressed men, although it never improved their mood and more often lessened their self-control. Had it been false courage in a bottle to help a suicide attempt? “Is there a doubt about suicide?”


  “None mentioned. They found traces of the rope fibre in the ligature marks but no finger marks from clawing at the rope.” Magloire tossed the report aside and snatched up the next. “Witness statement from landlord. Gained access to apartment when victim’s uncle expressed concern.”


  “Uncle?”


  “Yeah. Cyril Longstreet. Harvey’s wife alerted him when he failed to come home.”


  What is this? Green thought. Nobody in this family says boo without checking with the old man at the top of the mountain? He held out his hand for the report again, but Magloire was holding it close to his eyes, peering at it.


  “Wait. It’s in French, and the handwriting is impossible. Landlord says the door was locked, and no one else was in the apartment. He found the victim in the closet, hanging out the open door. He was too freaked to notice anything else, but he didn’t hear or see anything out of the ordinary in the previous few days.”


  “Was anyone with him when he discovered the body?” Magloire glanced at the report. “Doesn’t say. Maybe the investigator never asked. Here’s another thing. No forensics. No fingerprint report, no analysis of dirty dishes. Just a few dozen crime scene and autopsy photos.”


  Green snapped his fingers impatiently. “Let me see them. Those I can read.”


  This time Magloire handed over the thick packet of photos and Green studied the old, slightly discoloured Polaroids. Harvey Longstreet’s body hung from a hook on the closet ceiling, not from the rod as he’d imagined. It seemed a strange place for a hook, as if it had been placed there for a purpose. The body sagged forward. Avoiding the protruding tongue and bulging eyes, Green focussed instead on the ligature marks on the neck. A clear purple line ran below the jaw line and up on an angle behind the ear. Classic example of a hanging death.


  Oddly, however, the toes touched the ground, suggesting that had he wanted to save himself, he could simply have regained his footing. The closet was completely bare except for a pair of slippers on the floor and a couple of shirts hanging to one side. All the clothing looked neat and undisturbed. Longstreet had not fought back or thrashed around in his final moments of consciousness, suggesting he hadn’t been coerced. Even suicides sometimes panicked at the last minute unless they were extremely drunk. Harvey Longstreet had submitted quietly and willingly to death.


  Green flipped through the rest of the photos. Autopsy close-ups of the body showed no other signs of violence, although Green thought he could detect some red marks on the genitals. The apartment was neat, the dishes all washed and the counter clear. There were no ropes, handcuffs, or other paraphernalia of sex play. The queen-sized bed was perfectly made, its pillows plumped and its satin quilt smooth, as if the apartment was there only for show and not for habitation. Amid the perfection, the naked man was an affront.


  He looked up. “How often did this guy stay there?”


  Magloire leafed through more papers. “The rest of the witness statements are a joke. Neighbours were busy, kept to themselves, didn’t notice a thing. Blah, blah, blah. Longstreet’s widow said about once a week when he had a late seminar. She also said he sometimes went there during the day between classes, for some peace and quiet.” Magloire said these last words with heavy sarcasm.


  “Did she say he was a neat freak? That keeping the apartment this neat was usual for him?”


  “It’s not in the reports. Probably didn’t ask that either.”


  Green was beginning to understand Cam Hatfield’s accusation of shoddy police work. It was as if the police had been paid off.


  Green was betting Longstreet was not alone when he died, but someone had cleaned up the scene after the fact and locked the door, to erase all evidence of another person. The police had failed to ask the crucial question why. Was it just to hide the embarrassment of kinky sex? Or to cover up a murder.


  “Let me see the notebooks. Maybe there’s more detail in the police notes.”


  “There are none.”


  “What!”


  “That’s what I’ve been looking for. They’re not here. Nada.


  Almost like the file’s been purged.”


  Green was appalled. “Let me see that!”


  Wordlessly, Magloire handed the whole box over and Green pawed through the papers, trying to decipher the French. Formal statements, final reports, photos and an incredibly short witness list, but no officers’ notebooks. On the top of the box, however, along with the file summary and table of contents, was the name of the investigating officer.


  Agent Adam Jules.


  


  Green slammed out of the police station, fumbling for his cell phone. His heart hammered. Despite his best efforts, Magloire had seen his reaction and watched open-mouthed as he dashed out without a word.


  On the trip down in the elevator, Green tried to make sense of this latest shock. He hadn’t even known Jules was from Montreal, let alone that he’d begun his police career there. The man had been in Criminal Investigations in Ottawa since Green was a rookie street cop. Thirty-two years ago, Green had barely been in high school. How old could Jules have been?


  Yet there was no other officer of record on the file except a note from his supervising sergeant. Had Jules alone been responsible for suppressing the investigation, or had he received orders from above?


  Heading over to his car with his fingers freezing and his breath swirling around him, Green phoned both Jules’s cell and home number, reaching nothing but voice mail. A cold sense of foreboding gripped him. Where was Jules? What had he been involved in all these years ago, and to what lengths would others go to keep the secret from coming to light?


  Now desperate, he thumbed through his contact list and did the unthinkable. He phoned the deputy chief on his Blackberry. On Sunday afternoon, at the height of the holiday season, the man would not be amused.


  The phone rang six times and Green was just trying to formulate a suitable message when clipped voice broke in. “Poulin!”


  “Deputy Chief, it’s Michael Green of Major Case Investigations, sir. I’m sorry to disturb you—”


  “What is it, Green?”


  Green could hear laughter in the background over the murmur of voices. Terrific, he thought, the man has company. In the chilly confines of his car, he turned the heat on full blast. In his headlong rush, he’d forgotten his coat.


  “I’ve been trying to contact Superintendent Adam Jules for three days without success, sir. There’s no answer at either of his phones, no one at his apartment, he’s not replying to email or phone messages—”


  “What’s this about?”


  Green took a deep breath, hating to thrust Jules into the middle of a quagmire. But the deputy chief had to take him seriously. “I need to speak to him about a case—”


  “What case?”


  “Lise Gravelle and Meredith Kennedy.”


  “What’s Jules got to do with it? He’s not CID.”


  “He was involved in a case years ago that’s connected—”


  “Green, it’s Sunday. The superintendent is off somewhere enjoying his well-deserved time off. Take your concern to Superintendent Devine in the morning, and she’ll follow up through channels.”


  Green forced himself to calm down. The deputy chief was an outsider; he couldn’t be expected to understand the network of loyalties that knit the old original Ottawa force together. All he knew was the chain of command.


  “Sir, I think this is urgent. I’m very worried. Adam Jules is an old friend of mine as well as my boss for years in CID, and it’s not like him to disappear without a word. He knows me. He’d never let a dozen messages from me go unanswered.”


  Silence on the line. Nothing but the trill of distant laughter.


  Then, “Spit it out, Mike. What are you saying?”


  “I’m afraid something bad may have happened to him.”


  More silence, then a softer tone. “Nothing’s happened. He’s on two weeks’ vacation leave, back home in St. Hyacinth. He came to me last week to request it personally to attend to a family matter. I looked at his record, Mike, and the man hasn’t taken a Christmas vacation in years. He was more than due.”


  Green felt a rush of conflicting emotions. Relief, but even more so, confusion. Jules had never mentioned any family. “Did he give an address in St. Hyacinth, sir? Or say how he could be reached?”


  “He did not, and to be honest, the man is entitled to his privacy. I’m sure when he finds the time, he will return your messages.”


  The line clicked dead. Green realized he’d been dismissed, without a word of goodbye. Poulin was pissed.


  Well, fuck him, that’s the least of my worries.


  Staring out his car window into the crowded parking lot, Green tried to put together the chronology of Jules’s connection to the case. Thirty-two years ago he’d been the young officer of record in the Longstreet case. As part of that, he’d met Elena Longstreet and presumably other witnesses in the Longstreet case, ultimately agreeing to close the investigation and turn a blind eye to any suspicious evidence. Shortly afterwards, he’d not only left the Montreal police to join Ottawa, but he’d never mentioned his Montreal days again, at least to Green.


  Flash forward to last week, when Jules had begun to act oddly. First asking Green about a possible missing person hours before anyone was reported missing, then cutting Green off abruptly when he asked for details afterwards. Next he’d begun to avoid Green’s calls, failed to attend to his police duties, and finally stopped coming to work altogether, without a word of explanation to his clerk. The crowning touch—his scarf hanging at Elena Longstreet’s house on the day he dropped out of sight for good.


  Bit by bit, Green was beginning to form the haziest theory of how the pieces of the Longstreet Gravelle puzzle fit together. Suspicious circumstances in Harvey Longstreet’s death had been hushed up and witnesses either bribed or threatened to keep quiet. By whom was an open question, although Green suspected Cyril Longstreet was the only person with that kind of power.


  Somehow, however, Lise Gravelle had known something and had been trying to keep track of Elena Longstreet ever since, but had lost the trail after Elena’s move to Toronto. Perhaps she had only rediscovered her three weeks ago during a lucky internet search, unleashing a tragic cascade of events which began with her contacting Meredith Kennedy and travelling to Ottawa. She’d been murdered en route to Elena’s home, presumably to prevent her from bringing the mysterious secret to light. Murdered by whom? Meredith?


  Who besides Meredith even knew who Lise was or what she was up to?


  A cold sweat formed on Green’s brow. Over all these questions loomed the dark, formless shadow of Adam Jules. But Green had known Jules for over twenty years! The man was rigidly moral. Impossibly upright. He might have found himself caught in an ethical trap from his past, he might even have dropped out of sight, at least temporarily, to avoid exposure. His reputation as a police officer was all he had, but it paled against the worth of a human life. Surely, he would never, ever, resort to murder.


  Green shook his head and forced himself to confront his worst fear. How often had he told his detectives “Never assume anyone is incapable of murder. Everyone is capable of murder, of the right person in the right circumstances and for the right reason.” The right reason. What would make Jules desperate enough, and ruthless enough, to kill? And what from his past, besides the spectre of professional ruin, could have returned to haunt him? The shadowy images in his head came together with a sudden, startling shock. In his horror, he struggled to breathe. Reaching under the passenger seat, he retrieved his laptop and booted it up. He watched with fascination as the beautiful, poignant snapshot once again filled the screen. Amélie reaching up, touching fingertips, gazing with awe—and yes, a mixture of fear and adoration—at the dimly-lit man looking down at her. Adam Jules.


  


  Irrational rage billowed through him. Outrage, pain, and fury at being thrust into this position by a man he’d held up as an icon all his years on the police force. He couldn’t protect him. Not against a crime this heinous.


  What had connected Jules to Lise? Had they been lovers, way back in his Montreal days? And who was Amélie? Their child? He studied the strange mixture of emotions on her face, the tentative, almost reverent touch between them. Certainly closer than strangers. But if she was their child, what had become of her?


  He forced himself to slow down. He had absolutely zero evidence to support this wild speculation. He needed to put one foot in front of the other, to chip away at the puzzle until one at a time he uncovered the facts to connect the dots.


  Heading back upstairs, he found Magloire still at his desk reading a file which he put aside the moment Green appeared. Concern was written all over his face, but Green merely shrugged.


  “Ottawa business. Sorry.” He sat down. “We need to find out much more deep background on Lise Gravelle. Specifically, did she have any connection to Harvey Longstreet’s death? Did she work for the police back then, maybe as a low-level clerk? Was she a neighbour in the apartment building where he died? I want you to phone this...” He paused to read the supervisor’s name on the file, “Sergeant Martin, and find out if he remembers her. He’s probably retired by now—”


  Magloire grimaced. “Retired? Try dead. I attended his funeral myself two years ago.”


  “What did he die of?”


  Magloire shrugged. Sensing hesitation, Green pressed. “This is important. There’s something funny going on.”


  “He was old.” More hesitation. “But I don’t think his liver looked any too good by the end.”


  “How many years had he been drinking?”


  “Forever. He was one of those old-time cops, always went out with the guys after a shift. Just to unwind, you know? Two hours, three, four...”


  “Only after the shift, though? He was good on the job?”


  “Maybe at first. But by the time I knew him, he was a...”


  Magloire searched for words. “Hazard.”


  Green suppressed his disappointment. He’d been holding out hope that Jules had been a rookie bullied into line by a powerful sergeant who ran the show. It was equally likely, however, that the drink-addled sergeant had not even listened to the briefings nor read the reports he was signing. Seeing conspiracies everywhere, Green wondered whose idea it had been to put the man in charge.


  When he handed back the file, Magloire flipped it open. “What about this Agent Jules? Why don’t we ask him?”


  Green shook his head. “I just tried. He’s no longer with the force. But...” He hesitated only briefly, feeling one last twinge of guilt about the investigation he was about to launch against his old idol. “He comes from St. Hyacinth. Where’s that?”


  “A town about a hundred kilometres east of here.”


  “Make discreet inquiries to try to locate him, but don’t tip him off. Meanwhile I also want you to see if you can find any other police personnel who remember the case. We also need to know if Lise Gravelle ever had a child, or if anyone named Amélie Gravelle even exists.”


  Magloire was jotting notes. He glanced up in surprise. “We found no record of children.”


  “Broaden the search beyond Montreal. I’ll get my officers to check Ottawa, you check the neighbouring areas and villages around here, including St. Hyacinth. And try searching under the name Amélie Jules as well.”


  Magloire’s eyebrows shot up. “Wow! Boss, what are you digging up here?”


  “I don’t know. I’m casting a net, trying to see what connects Lise Gravelle to the Longstreets. That connection may start with Adam Jules.”


  Looking perplexed, Magloire waved his hand across his jotted notes. “Most of this will have to wait until tomorrow. Checking old birth registries in little parishes, that would be a nightmare today. If there was a witness I could ask...”


  Green caught his breath. There was one. Two, in fact. He’d been so shaken by the revelation about Jules that he’d forgotten all about them. Grabbing his jacket, he stood up. “Get your notebook, Jean Pierre. I’m going to pay a visit to Cyril Longstreet, and I need you along to make it official.”


  


  Magloire steered the staff car down Sherbrooke Street, ignoring all yellow lights and dodging in and out of traffic with an aplomb Green had to admire. He never swore at the winter cyclist who cut him off, nor honked his horn at the puttering old jalopy searching for a parking space in front of him. He never lost his dazzling grin.


  Clinging to the ceiling strap, Green thumbed through his cell phone contacts until he found Cam Hatfield. When the reporter answered, Green could hear Springsteen blasting over the rumble of traffic in the background. Was Hatfield in his car?


  “You got something for me, Inspector?” he shouted.


  Green smiled to himself. “Getting there. Do you remember any mention of Lise Gravelle in the Longstreet case? Police secretary, neighbour, witness, background source?”


  “Born in the U.S.A.” screamed through the silence. An engine roared by. “No,” Hatfield said finally.


  “Even the smallest mention? Name ring any kind of bell from back then?”


  More silence. “What have you got, Green?”


  “More and more evidence that there’s a crucial connection in the past.”


  “Any idea what it is?”


  “No, but Lise has a history of low-paying jobs over the years. I think she knew something about the Harvey Longstreet case.


  Something that was hushed up, possibly something that got her killed.”


  “Can I use that?”


  “All in good time, Cam. I have to figure out what’s going on first, without tipping the guilty parties off.”


  “I guess... I may be able to save you some time.”


  Magloire veered abruptly right onto Guy Street, causing Green to slew across the seat. His grin broadened as Green hung on.


  “What?”


  Another engine roared by. The sound of a fast-moving transport truck blocked out Hatfield’s reply.


  “Where the hell are you?” Green yelled. “The Indy 500?”


  Hatfield laughed. “On my way out of town. Wait,” he shouted, and Springsteen fell silent in mid-note. “That’s better. Here’s my tip for you. I called in some of my old sources. Lise Gravelle may have been a low-level clerk in later life, but in 1978 she was a second-year law student at McGill. Here’s the interesting part.


  She never returned for her third year after Longstreet’s death.”


  Green nearly shouted aloud as he made the same deduction Hatfield obviously had. “Our mystery co-ed?”


  “My source couldn’t say, but they did say she was as pretty and innocent as a lamb straight off the farm.”


  Green’s imagination raced even further ahead. “Where did you say she was from?”


  “I didn’t. But that’s tip number two. I tracked that down too, and she’s from a two-bit village called St. Dominique, east of Montreal.”


  Green thanked him, disconnected, and immediately turned to Magloire. “You got a Quebec map in here?”


  Magloire was navigating the winding road up the mountainside in a suicidal tsunami of cars. He nodded at the cell phone in Green’s hand. “Don’t you have a GPS on that?”


  “I do, but I hate it. Fiddling with buttons, peering at a tiny screen and listening to that infuriating voice. I’m a techie dinosaur.”


  Magloire chuckled and yanked a very crumpled map from his side pocket. “Welcome to the 1980s.”


  “That doesn’t sound so long ago,” Green muttered as he unfolded the map in his lap. He found St. Hyacinth quite quickly, but it was the network of small roads running through the sparsely populated countryside around it that drew his interest. Finally he felt a surge of satisfaction. St. Dominique was a tiny dot on a minor back road, barely ten kilometres from St. Hyacinth. Home of Adam Jules.


  Green’s hand trembled slightly as he refolded the map. With each successive revelation, Adam Jules was being sucked deeper and deeper into the vortex of this case. Fortunately Magloire was too busy fighting across several lanes of traffic to notice, and by the time they were climbing past the breath-taking mansions towards the top of the mountain, Green had wrestled his apprehension under control. The interview with Cyril Longstreet lay ahead, and Green had even more ammunition now with which to challenge him.


  The crescent was quiet, and when they pulled into the double drive, Magloire sat in the car a few seconds staring at the house. “A cool three million,” he murmured.


  “Or more.”


  “When I first came from Haiti as a small child, my mother took me on the bus along The Boulevard. She looked at the old stone houses and said, ‘Someday we’re going to live here’.” He laughed, but without regret. “We live in Saint Leonard.”


  Green turned his attention to the house. Its façade was still, the curtains drawn and the door to the double detached garage closed tight. He climbed out and walked up the shovelled flagstone walk. Even the door chimes sounded expensive, a few orchestral bars of a classical piece even Green had heard before. Beethoven was his best guess, although most of his musical knowledge ran to Seventies and Eighties rock.


  Green rang again. “He has a butler. Someone should answer.”


  Two minutes later, both detectives were trudging around the house through the snow, peering in the heavily curtained windows in a futile attempt to spot activity inside. Nothing. They stood on tiptoe to look through the tiny side window of the garage. Inside, the vast space was empty.


  Magloire chuckled. “By now I bet a dozen neighbours have called to report intruders, and we’ve been caught on half a dozen security cameras.”


  Green laughed. “How long till you guys respond?”


  “Up here? Five, ten minutes. We’ll wait out front and give them a nice welcome.”


  Magloire was still laughing, but Green had other things on his mind. Cyril Longstreet had disappeared. The eighty-five-year-old man, who was by all accounts too frail to leave the house, was gone.


  And Cam Hatfield, the crafty bugger, was “on his way out of town.”


  TWENTY

  



  Both detectives were on their cell phones, while in front of them their platters of smoked meat and homemade French fries sat untouched. Magloire talked in rapid, animated French, but Green was listening with growing frustration to the endless sound of unanswered rings. When the voice mail clicked on, he hung up in disgust. He drummed his fingers on the table and popped a small morsel of smoked meat into his mouth. Two smoked meat sandwiches in two days! He should be in heaven, especially since this was the first time he’d ever been to Lester’s on Fairmont Avenue, the legendary home of the only smoked meat his father deigned to eat. Shipped up to Ottawa in briskets, it was delicious, but here, freshly sliced and piping hot, it was incomparable.


  But Green’s mind was elsewhere. The damn reporter was not answering his cell, but Green was absolutely positive he was chasing down a lead in the case and wanted to keep it all to himself. Green suspected he’d been doing it all along, feeding Green only what he felt like, starting with the mysterious flowers on Longstreet’s grave. That second set of prints Green had detected at the graveside had probably been made by Hatfield, checking out the story Brandon Longstreet had told him and noticing the extra detail the surprised young man had missed—the small satin heart pinned to the bouquet. Like Green, Cam had realized the significance of the heart and, armed now with the name Lise Gravelle, had set out to uncover who that faithful lover was.


  What else was the bugger keeping from him? “On my way out of town,” he’d said. Where? East to St. Dominique to see if Lise’s family knew anything about the affair or the circumstances of her death? Or west to Ottawa to confront Elena Longstreet in the hope that a surprise attack would pry crucial secrets out of her.


  Fuck, Green thought with alarm. Cam mustn’t get to her first. Green had been saving that interview until he returned from Montreal with all the ammunition he could muster. If Cam Hatfield tipped her off, he might ruin it all.


  With Magloire still on the phone, apparently climbing the chain of command in the Sûreté du Québec, Green turned on his phone again to call the Major Crimes Unit in Ottawa. In the middle of Sunday afternoon, not surprisingly, voice mail picked up. The skeleton staff would be out in the field. Green hung up and dialled Marie Claire Levesque’s cell phone. He knew he shouldn’t bother her during her family time, but this could not wait until tomorrow. When her phone also went directly to voice mail, he suppressed the urge to hang up in frustration. Goddamn voice mail was a scourge! After suffering through her bilingual announcement, he left a terse message.


  “Marie Claire, an urgent situation has arisen regarding Elena Longstreet. Call me ASAP.”


  After hanging up, he dialled Bob Gibbs. Ever faithful, Gibbs answered right away. Green winced when he heard soft, romantic music in the background. “Sorry to disturb you, Bob.”


  A second’s hesitation. The music clicked off. “It- it’s all right, sir. We’re not busy.”


  “Hey!” Green heard Sue’s shout in the background.


  “I wouldn’t call if it weren’t important. I need two things done. First, I need an alert on the vehicle owned by Cameron Hatfield of Greene Avenue in Montreal. I don’t know the plate or make, but look it up. Don’t intercept, just record the whereabouts— unless he shows up at Elena Longstreet’s premises, in which case detain him and call me.”


  “Yes, sir? Do you think he... I mean, is he armed and dangerous?”


  Green chuckled at the picture of the grizzled old reporter wielding an assault rife. “Not unless you count loose cannons. He’s a freelance reporter horning in on the investigation.”


  “What should I do with him once I detain him?”


  “Call me. Secondly I want someone to keep a discreet watch on the Longstreet house.”


  “You-you want me to do this personally, sir?”


  Green could hear the dismay in Gibbs’s voice. “No, pass the word on to patrol. Frequent drive-bys will do, but nothing that would arouse her suspicions. Make sure I’m called the minute anyone spots Hatfield, especially if he goes near the Longstreet house.”


  “Are you still in Montreal?”


  “Yes, but not for long. I may be...” He glanced at Magloire questioningly. The big detective gave him the thumbs-up signal. “Making a quick trip to St. Dominique.”


  “Oh.”


  “What’s in St. Dominique?” Sue burst in, presumably on the other line.


  “Lise Gravelle’s family, I hope. Whatever there is of it.”


  “We could only find a cousin,” Sue said. “And there’s no point going to St. Dominique. He’s on his way here to Ottawa to claim her body.”


  “Then I’m on my way too.” That solves my dilemma, Green thought after he hung up. Even if Cam Hatfield did go to St. Dominique, he was not likely to find anyone useful to interview. Back in Ottawa, the list of interview subjects was growing every minute.


  Magloire was digging into his smoked meat with alacrity. He looked up between mouthfuls and patted his stomach, which was as firm and flat as a pro athlete’s. “If you stay longer, I’ll be in trouble even before my wife’s Christmas baking.”


  Green grinned as he picked up his own sandwich. “You’re safe. I’m leaving as soon as I finish this. Lise Gravelle’s next of kin is on his way to Ottawa.”


  “The sister?”


  “We haven’t been able to track her down. This is a cousin. I didn’t get his name.”


  Magloire nodded. “Must be Denis. The SQ detachment that covers that area says the Gravelle farm is abandoned now, and Denis is the only family still in the vicinity. Sister left Quebec when she got married, and Lise hasn’t returned for years either.”


  “Did they say how long?”


  “Well, they finally connected me to an old SQ sergeant who used to run that detachment, and he said she’d been estranged from them for years. Didn’t want the farm life, wanted the big city and the fancy college degree—the family’s words, not the sergeant’s. The father used to complain to anyone who’d listen. The final straw was going to McGill instead of the Université de Montréal. A complete vendue. Sell-out. Later, the father seemed happy she fell on her face. what did she expect? The old man sounds like a piece of work. High walls, narrow mind.”


  No wonder the young woman left, Green thought with a twinge of sympathy. With any luck the cousin would be able to shed more light on what exactly had happened at McGill two years later.


  “Had anyone seen or heard from Lise recently? Anyone come looking for her or asking questions about her?”


  “I asked them to conduct some inquiries, talk to old school friends and neighbours. It’s a very small place, and now the news of her murder is spreading through the community. Everyone will talk about her, and if someone has a piece of gossip, they’ll share it. Or they’ll make it up.”


  Green nodded. In his experience, people in small communities lived in each other’s pockets. If there was anything to know about Lise Gravelle in the past half century, it should come out.


  


  When Brandon walked in, the house echoed like an empty tomb. He shook his head to get rid of the spooky image. The air smelled stale and dusty as if nothing had stirred in days. He knew instinctively that his mother wasn’t home, especially since her BMW was missing from the garage, but nonetheless he went from room to room checking. Everything was neat and orderly.


  No sign of haste or panic, until he came to her home office on the second floor. Her filing cabinet was wide open and file folders were scattered on the floor as if someone had been searching in a desperate hurry.


  Had his mother discovered that her file on his father was missing? Had she realized that he’d taken it? Is that what had precipitated her departure?


  She could simply be out for Sunday lunch with friends or at her office downtown, or even out in the Gatineau for her first cross-country ski outing of the season. She loved the crisp exhilaration of the trails and looked forward to the first good snowfall of the winter. After the record storm of last week, the trails would be fabulous.


  But even as he considered the possibilities, he knew they were wrong. The house had been empty far longer than a few hours. Perhaps ever since Friday, when he himself had left.


  What the hell was she up to? He had a dozen questions to ask her, yet once again she had outmanoeuvred him. Frustrated, he splashed a little medicinal Scotch over ice and went to sit at his computer, hopeful against all odds that there would be a message from Meredith. Nothing. Not on Facebook nor on his private email account. A faint flicker of anger stirred. Behind the worry and the grief, outrage was gathering. She was alive; she’d been running around Montreal meeting strangers and tracking down some secret from the past, all without trusting him enough to confide. Then, without giving a damn about the anguish she was causing, she’d taken off.


  On her Facebook page, he stared at her last cheerful posting of a week ago. “Shots for Ethiopia all done. Ugh. What we do for love ever after!”


  His fingers shook over the keyboard. He wanted to type “Bitch! Whatever happened to love ever after?” He wanted to type “Where the fuck are you? Answer me!” He wanted to type “You can go to hell!” He sat back instead and took a slow sip of Scotch. Swirling the ice in the glass, he gazed down into the fractured amber light. After a few deep breaths, he wrote, “Meredith, I don’t care what’s happened or even what our future might be. I just want to know you’re okay.”


  He exited Facebook and sent the identical message to her email account. He’d already sent dozens over the past week, as had her friends and family, and all had been met with silence.


  Why should this one be any different? What could he say that would change her mind? He took another sip of Scotch and typed a new message.


  “I know about Montreal. I know about the past. I’d understand if you can’t come home, but just tell me you’re safe. One little word. Safe.”


  After pressing send, he picked up his empty Scotch glass and headed downstairs to the kitchen. He wasn’t hungry, but he knew he had to eat if he wanted to preserve his strength. He’d had nothing since he’d forced down half a croissant and coffee with the reporter.


  He still bristled when he thought how little information he’d managed to pry out of the cunning old bastard. He’d told Hatfield everything—about Lise Gravelle being run over by a snowplow near his house, about the flowers on his father’s grave, even about the fairytale his mother had invented about his father all these years. Hatfield had listened without taking a note and pretended to confide important details that were in fact just a rehash of old newspaper reports. He’d pretended to be as baffled as Brandon about the mysterious graveside visitor and agreed that it could well have been Meredith, but Brandon had seen the crafty gleam in his eyes. What did he know, and what was he planning next?


  He had the guy’s card with his cell phone number, which he’d given to encourage Brandon to keep him informed, but that cut both ways. Brandon intended to keep close tabs on what the man was up to, and what he found out. Everyone was keeping secrets from him—Cam Hatfield, his Aunt Bea, Uncle Cyril, and most of all his mother. How did all the secrets connect to Lise Gravelle, who had ended up dead just blocks from their home? And to Meredith, who had disappeared on the very same night. His breath quickened with fear.


  He poured a second Scotch. As he stood at the kitchen counter with his runaway thoughts, he heard a rumbling sound. He glanced out the window just as his mother’s BMW slipped past him into the garage behind the house. He watched as she climbed out and stood studying his car. She walked around the front of it, wiped some salt stains off the front bumper, then strode purposefully towards the house. He steeled himself. That second Scotch had been a mistake.


  He stayed where he was and listened as she opened the door, unzipped her boots and hung her coat on the hall rack. He heard a faint gasp and a whispered “Damn!” He wondered what had rattled her, but when she appeared in the kitchen archway, she had a smile pasted on her face.


  “Darling! I’m so glad you’re home.”


  He remained rigid in her embrace. She drew back, her eyes searching his, and for the first time he saw her as a stranger, tired, bruised and middle-aged. Her eyes, already haggard, darkened further at the accusation she must have seen in his. She pulled away and turned to the Scotch bottle still open on the counter.


  “Right. I’ll have some of that.”


  Once she’d poured herself a shot far healthier than his, she waved the glass towards the living room. As always it was a command, not a request, but nonetheless he followed. No point in escalating the battle before it had even begun. She sat down in the wing chair by the window that had always been hers, but now had the added benefit of casting her in shadow while his every expression would be bathed in light. He dragged the second wing chair over to the window opposite hers. A minor victory, but he needed all the advantage he could muster.


  She crossed her legs and gripped her glass in her lap. “I did it for you, darling. And for your father’s memory.”


  “Sure.”


  She paused. “All right, yes, I did it for me too. Because it was humiliating enough that the whole of Montreal knew how your father died. At first it seemed like the best foot to put forward, and then the story—”


  “The lie.”


  “It wasn’t strictly speaking a lie.”


  “Spare me the legal hair-splitting, Mom. People were paid off, who knows, maybe even threatened, to kill the story and promote this fiction. That this wonderful man, this brilliant, dedicated, overwhelmed professor had succumbed to the pressures of life.”


  “He was all those things. His...his weakness didn’t negate all that. But in the public’s eye, in the police eye, it would have. Great men can have—”


  He held up a sharp hand. He was surprised by the energy he felt. “Don’t! I’m a man. That ‘great men’s weakness’ is bullshit. I don’t care what the public thinks or remembers him for, I care that the father I treasured and admired for three decades was a lie. I care that for reasons I haven’t fully uncovered, it may have cost me the woman that I love!”


  She took a deep breath and sipped her Scotch with a rock-steady hand. Before she could regroup, he leaned forward.


  “Mom, what the hell is going on! Did Meredith learn something, see something that caused her to disappear?”


  “I honestly don’t know, Brandon. Everything I know is thirty years old. I can’t imagine why it would matter to her.”


  “I went to Montreal—”


  “I know you did. Cyril told me.”


  A chill ran through him. “You were in Montreal too?” She nodded. “Your Aunt Bea called me to tell me you’d arrived and she was going to tell you the truth about your father.”


  “What the hell were you doing? Sneaking around trying to shut everybody up?”


  “No, Brandon.” She sounded calm. Patient, reassuring Mother talking to him as if he were five years old again. He felt his gut clench. “I only wanted to know what you’d been told, and to talk to Cyril before you did. But you beat me to it.”


  “Why did you want to talk to Cyril?”


  “Because...” She paused, studying him. He had the strangest feeling that she was re-evaluating what he knew and what lie she could safely tell him next. “Cyril was my rock when your father died. I was devastated. I know that’s hard for you to believe, but I was fresh out of law school, barely twenty-five years old, a bewildered, hurt young mother with a two-month old baby.”


  Brandon remembered both Cyril’s and Cam Hatfield’s opinion that his mother had come off far better with his father dead than alive. He hardened himself against his mother’s poignant portrait. “Come off it, Mother. Cyril hasn’t a tender bone in his body.”


  Her eyes narrowed. “That’s not true. Your father’s death—and the manner of it—affected him very profoundly. He’s a deeply wounded man, Brandon. He’s always kept those wounds private, but in the aftermath of your father’s death, he was the one family member I could count on.”


  “To pay people off, to threaten the newspapers...”


  “To shield me. To shield you, and yes, to shield your father’s memory. I know Cyril comes across as austere and calculating, but he’s an old man who’s lived alone too long—”


  “Jesus. Please give me some credit. He’s a vindictive, controlling old bastard, and if he was nice to you when my father died, it was for his own reasons. Maybe just keeping the Longstreet name out of the shit, maybe something else.”


  She drew in a quick breath. “Like what?” He reined in his anger. Once again he sensed she was holding out and wondering what he knew. He tried a bluff. “You know perfectly well. It’s what you’ve been trying to keep from me all along.”


  “I haven’t been keeping anything from you!”


  “Okay, let me ask you this. Did you go to Dad’s grave when you were in Montreal?”


  She looked blindsided. “Of course not. Why?”


  “Did you know Lise Gravelle, the woman who was killed—”


  “I know who you mean. I didn’t know her.”


  “Was she coming to see you?”


  Her brow furrowed. “I have no idea, Brandon. I’d never met her, never heard of her.”


  His mother was the consummate actor, used to playing with truth and obfuscation on the courtroom stage. She had mastered every emotion—disbelief, outrage, bewilderment and hurt. Her denial rang with such authenticity that he had to remind himself not to believe a word.


  “Why would she come to see you?”


  “I don’t know that she was! I don’t know the woman from Eve.”


  “Who else did you see in Montreal besides Cyril?”


  “A couple of old friends and cousins.” She supplied names, all relations who had had no useful information to offer Brandon during his trip.


  “Did you warn them not to talk to me?”


  Her lips twitched. “You missed your calling going into medicine.


  You should become a lawyer.”


  “Did you warn them?”


  “Darling, I’m not the enemy! I knew the cat was out of the bag. I told them you were all grown up now and could handle whatever they wanted to tell you.”


  He didn’t believe her for a minute. “And did you say the same thing to Cameron Hatfield?”


  “Who?”


  “The newspaper reporter who covered Dad’s story.”


  She blinked, and her playful smile grew rigid. The spasm lasted only a second, but it told him all he needed to know. She hadn’t spoken to Hatfield, but there was indeed more to the story that she didn’t want him to know.


  TWENTY-ONE

  



  It was five thirty in the evening. Green had spent the first hour of his westward drive squinting into the setting sun. In the cloudless winter sky, its white rays had shattered prism-like over the horizon before mercifully slipping out of sight. By the time Green finally neared Ottawa, the evening sky had deepened to velvet blue over the countryside, but his eyes ached.


  He’d phoned ahead when he was about an hour out to ask Gibbs to pick up Lise Gravelle’s cousin and bring him to the station. It wasn’t the most compassionate way to handle a next-of-kin interview, but he doubted this cousin, after thirty years of estrangement, would be too grief-stricken.


  Gibbs had phoned back half an hour later to warn Green that Denis Gravelle spoke virtually no English, although he’d managed to convey his displeasure at the request. He was hungry, tired and in no mood for English cops. Gibbs awaited instructions.


  “Tell him to get some food, and I’ll meet him in the restaurant with a translator.”


  Through some unknown combination of gestures, guesswork and fractured French, Gibbs and Gravelle had settled on the Ethiopian restaurant just up the street from the cheap Rideau Street hotel Gravelle had booked. Green had mulled over the wisdom of attempting the interview on his own, but decided that Marie Claire Levesque might get far more cooperation out of him. Besides being Francophone, she was a lot easier to look at than Green.


  Levesque was already waiting for him when he walked into the restaurant, almost deserted on a Sunday night. The pungent smell of spices filled the room with promise and the modest decor was soft and discreet. Far from looking annoyed at the interruption of her Sunday, she was lounging back in her chair chatting with a rugged bull of a man who was grinning from ear to ear. Small wonder. Wearing only jeans and an oversized grey turtleneck, she was stunning even without make-up. As Green approached, she glanced up with a lazy smile. She gestured casually.


  “Denis, this is my boss, Inspector Green.” Her tone said “boss, but don’t bother about him.”


  “Bienvenue à Ottawa,” Green said, extending his hand before continuing with the French speech he had rehearsed, all the more important now after Levesque’s subversive start. “Thank you for meeting me at this difficult time. French is not always my strength, so I have asked Sergeant Levesque to join us to help if it’s necessary.”


  The waiter brought two bottles of beer, an Ethiopian brand for Levesque and a Molson Export for Gravelle. The waiter glanced inquiringly at Green, who pointed to Levesque’s. While he shed his coat and settled in, Green surreptitiously sized up the cousin. Thickly muscled and tanned, he looked like a man who spent his days at heavy labour in the sun and his nights at the local tavern. Bristly grey hair sprouted in odd patches on his head and his face had clearly encountered too many fists. Or hockey pucks. Missing teeth, flattened nose, torn ear and a network of lumpy scars that suggested old acne. All in all, an ugly, hard-headed son of a bitch, with the expression to match. He took a deep slug of beer before scowling at Green.


  “I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with her,” he said, speaking so fast through his missing teeth that Green had to scramble to understand. “Hardly remember her, with her fancy clothes and her snob ways. Broke her mother’s heart, never even came back for her funeral, and you want me to pay for hers?”


  Green was still deciphering when the man continued. “But I’m here and I don’t want to waste more goddamn time in this city that I have to. So get on with your questions.”


  Green had been planning a more subtle approach, but decided to match straight talk with his own. “Why did she break with her family?”


  “Her and her sister thought they were too good for us. Didn’t like putting their hands in cow shit at four o’clock in the morning.”


  “Just the two of them? Two sisters?”


  “Yeah. There was a brother who died as a child, and her mother wasn’t right in the head ever since. But don’t get me wrong. My uncle adored those girls, his little princesses, and he’s the one insisted they get an education. He just didn’t expect them to turn their backs on him when they did.”


  “Where is the sister?”


  “Lilianne? Who knows?” He waved a dismissive hand into the distance. “I heard she and Lise had a falling out and she took off to Ontario with some guy. There was always some guy.” For the first time his ugly features softened at the memory. “Pretty girl. They were both pretty.”


  Green leaned forward to draw him out further, only to have the waiter arrive with a huge platter of hot, spicy foods. Denis recoiled in dismay at the display, barely recognizable beyond some hard boiled eggs and chicken legs covered in yellow sauce. He groped around for a non-existent fork.


  Laughing with amusement, Levesque explained that one ate with one’s fingers and demonstrated by tearing off a scrap of flat bread and digging in. Denis’s face collapsed in a grimace, and he pushed his chair back, signalling for another Molson’s.


  Green tried to recapture the mood. “It must have been hard on Lise to lose touch with her sister like that.”


  Denis took another swig and eyed the food out of the corner of his eye. “Harder on her poor maman. After losing her son too. She had no friends. You had to drag her to family evenings, she never went out of the house. I don’t know, some kind of phobia? Used to run inside the minute a car turned up the lane. When the girls left, well...” He shrugged to express his defeat. “My uncle wasn’t much for words either, but I know he never forgave them.”


  Not a happy home for a child, Green thought. He felt the same twinge of sorrow he’d felt looking at the photos of loneliness and yearning that filled Lise’s apartment. Yet maybe the father too had felt the same loneliness on his isolated, loveless farm. Maybe the departure of his daughters was more than he could bear.


  “Did you ever hear from Lise? Know what she’d been doing?”


  With two stubby, calloused fingers, he picked at the corner of the bread. “If you’re asking if I know who killed her, no. But one hears things—people come back from Montreal for the holidays with stories. I know she had a hard life. Dropped out of school, couldn’t keep a job. Someone heard she was in a mental hospital.” He dipped a piece of bread into the nearby pile of spicy lentils, as if edging into the meal. Levesque cheered him on with extravagant raves about the food. Green’s stomach contracted.


  As Denis chewed, he sneaked her a grin and tore off a larger piece. His expression softened. “It wasn’t much of a life. My wife says the whole family is tragic, and poor Lise never found the dream she was searching for either. No husband, no children, no home or big city success to show for all the years she searched.”


  Levesque burst in. “No romantic alliances at all, man or woman?”


  Gravelle turned red, whether from embarrassment or the spicy chicken leg, Green wasn’t sure. “Eh bein, she was not a lesbian! Back in St. Dominique, she had lots of boyfriends. Her father was very strict, and it was difficult for her to go out with them, but no, no, she found a way.”


  “You’re saying she played around?”


  Denis struggled not to cough. “She was young. She was pretty. It gave her some attention, that’s all. I’m not saying she was a slut or something like that. Not like Lilianne. When Lise went to the city, it was for studies. She had big dreams. Pity that it ended like this.”


  While Levesque was following up, Green had set his laptop on the table and opened it. Now he leaned forward to interrupt. “Were there any rumours of her having an affair with a professor?”


  Denis had picked up a second chicken leg and was laying into it with gusto. His eyes widened, and he started to shake his head.


  Then he stopped, mouth half open, and squinted as if trying to peer into the distant murk of memory. “The lady at the church, who made friends with my aunt, said the parents were very upset about something. Lise had got herself in trouble...”


  “Trouble?” Green raised a questioning palm.


  Denis shrugged. “I was young. I didn’t listen to that stuff much, but my mother was mad about it. It was like Lise shamed the family. She never came home after that.”


  Green opened up his photo file on his laptop and pulled up Harvey Longstreet’s photo on the screen. “Have you ever seen this man? Look carefully.”


  Denis sucked noisily on his sticky fingers before leaning forward to look. He didn’t look for long before he shook his head. “Never seen him.”


  “Did you know Lise was a photographer?”


  “What? As a job?”


  “No, as an artist.” Green showed him some of the photos on Lise’s wall.


  Denis reacted to the photos of the dogs. “She always loved dogs. Was good to train them too, even as a little girl. Dogs listened to her.” He pointed to the melancholy border collie resting its head on its paws. “That one looks like TinTin, they had on the farm. She took him everywhere. After school he’d wait for her just like that at the end of the lane.”


  Green called up the first of the Amélie series on the screen. “Bon Dieu,” Denis muttered. “She had some talent!”


  “Do you recognize the little girl?”


  His eyes narrowed. “Pretty girl.”


  “Her name is Amélie.”


  He was still staring at her. “She looks...there’s something about her.”


  Green clicked on the next photo, of Amélie smiling shyly as she reached up to an unseen adult. Denis sucked in his breath. “What do you see?” Green asked.


  “She reminds me of Lise at that age. I was young myself, so my memory is not...” He gave a gesture of uncertainty. “But the curly hair, that little nose. Like it could be...”


  “Her own child?” Green asked softly.


  Denis gave a sharp shake of his head before pulling back. “But I never heard— No, I would have heard, if there was a child...”


  Green’s thoughts were doing cartwheels, but he forced himself to keep his movements slow and his voice calm. Beside him, to his relief, Levesque had the sense to remain silent. Green pulled up the next photo showing the profile of the man Amélie was smiling at.


  “Do you recognize this man?”


  Denis stared for a long time, probably trying to make out the details of the shadowy face. “Is that the father?”


  “I don’t know. Have you ever seen him before?”


  “No. If that’s her lover, she met him in Montreal.”


  “His name is Jules. Adam Jules.”


  Beside him Levesque gasped. He shot her a warning glance. Her mouth was agape and her eyes were wide with shock, but fortunately she said nothing.


  “I went to high school with some Jules, but I don’t recognize that name.”


  “But you knew some other Jules?”


  “Yeah, yeah, Lilianne went out with one. They hung around, you know. Not neighbours, but there was a Jules family that owned a farm over the next valley. Bunch of drunks and crooks, ran a still in the woods back of their farm. I remember the kids ran wild. You stayed away from them in school.”


  “Did Lise ever go out with one?”


  “I don’t think so. Normally she was looking up, you know? Not down at that gang.” His brow creased as he stared at the photo. “Sacrifice, I hope she didn’t get knocked up by one of them.”


  


  Dinner was a tense, silent affair. Brandon and his mother always ate in the kitchen when it was just the two of them, preferring it to the formal dining room with its crystal chandelier and its mahogany table for ten. But even the small kitchen felt empty and the intimacy forced. As soon as he could, Brandon excused himself and went into the den to watch TV. Anything. An inane comedy, a hockey game, even Canadian Idol. He was on his third Scotch and was well aware that he should stop.


  His mother appeared a few minutes later lugging a large, rectangular box which she emptied into the middle of the floor. A silver artificial Christmas tree slid out. She eyed it glumly.


  “I decided it was time we trimmed the tree.”


  “Why?”


  “Because it’s almost Christmas, Brandon, and we can’t pretend time has stopped. These traditions can help keep us going in difficult times.” She paused then resumed more softly. “Believe me, I know.”


  She stood the tree in the corner, adjusted its placement with a critical eye then left the room again. He glared at the tree, irrationally angry. How did she expect him to care about Christmas, to care about anything, when his whole future had been shot to hell? Then he thought of her last words, about all that she had gone through. Was she a monster, a conniver, or simply a mother whose only crime was to love him? He felt a wash of bewildered shame.


  Setting aside his Scotch, he hauled himself out of his chair. He was just straightening the tree when she reappeared with two boxes of tree decorations stacked on top of each other. He caught her fleeting smile of delight.


  “Let’s put on some music,” she said, switching off the TV.


  “The Messiah, or Christmas Carols.” “The Messiah would be nice,” he said, thinking he wouldn’t be able to bear a whole CD of saccharine songs. He found he couldn’t even look at her, so he reached for the first box, determined to get busy. Together they trimmed the tree as they always had, in a yearly ritual of just the two of them. It had never felt so empty. He was grateful for the triumphant voices of Handel’s Messiah, which blocked out all possibility of conversation.


  His mother always approached tree trimming as a task of perfect balance. All the lights were white and blue to complement the silver tree, and they had to be distributed exactly equally. The ornaments were delicate glass, some decades old. No plastic Santas or homemade reindeer. He found himself wondering what Meredith would have thought of it and felt almost grateful that she wasn’t here. She wouldn’t have argued, but she would have thought it dry as dust.


  The thought shamed him again, and he walked over to pick up his Scotch glass. As a soft alto aria began, his mother selected a clear glass angel. With great care, she reached to hang it.


  “Brandon.” Her voice in the quiet made him jump. “We need to do something about the wedding.”


  “Why?”


  “You know why.”


  “There’s still plenty of time. Anything could happen.”


  She moved the angel to another branch and studied the effect.


  “Darling, she’s not coming back.”


  “We don’t know that.” He paced over to the window, feeling precarious. “We don’t know where she is. Maybe—”


  She turned from the tree to face him. “I don’t know how else to say this. I’ve been trying to let you have hope—”


  “Then let me, damn it. How can I tell her, when she walks through that door in a week, a month, or a year from now, that I gave up on her less than a week after she went missing!”


  He realized he was shouting when she held up her hand. Her cheeks were red and her eyes were sad. “Brandon, in this cold, I think she’s—”


  “Don’t! This is my girlfriend. My wedding. Don’t you dare cancel a thing! If I have to on the day of the wedding, I’ll call every single guest—”


  The phone rang. They both froze, staring at it as they had every single time in the past week. His mother reacted first, snatching it up from its cradle in the hall. He heard the quick disappointment in her voice.


  “Oh! Hello.” Her tone dropped as she turned her back. By the time he made it to the hall, she was speaking in a low, urgent voice. “No, that’s best. Yes... Yes... Don’t worry about him.”


  He stepped closer just as she hung up and turned, startled at the sight of him. She snatched her coat and began to pull on her boots. “That was an old friend. I’m going out for awhile, but I won’t be late. I promise.”


  He should have stopped her. Grabbed her, shaken her and demanded answers. But the distress on her face stopped him in his tracks long enough for her to slip out the door. She left without so much as a glance in the mirror to check her appearance. For his mother, that was unheard of.


  He went back into the empty living room. Music filled the room, building towards the triumphant Hallelujah chorus. Nerves jangling, he switched it off. In the unnatural silence, he took a last look at the perfect, symmetrical tree before heading upstairs. As always, he phoned Meredith’s cell. Still straight to voicemail. Flipped on his computer to check online. First his Facebook page, depressed to see the stream of mindless trivia posted by people he barely knew. His wall was full of inquiries from concerned friends. Next he checked his email. Spam ads, notices, six real messages containing the same questions from friends. Most were urging him to call them, but one tactlessly asked if the wedding was off.


  There was one name he didn’t recognize. Yourgirl. He wondered whether it was an online sex invitation until he clicked on it. One word.


  “Safe.”


  TWENTY-TWO

  



  Green had barely left the restaurant when he dialled Magloire. The big detective tried to sound cheerful, but Green could hear his enthusiasm waning. He glanced at his watch. Nearly seven o’clock. He felt a stab of guilt.


  “Jean Pierre, sorry to disturb you at home. Tomorrow when you get to work—”


  “I’m off tomorrow.” He mustered a chuckle. “My reward because I chased you around all weekend.”


  “Okay, well, whoever is doing the follow up. I have some information that will make the background check on Lise Gravelle easier. Remember you were going to check if she had any children?


  I’ve narrowed down the date. See if she had a baby girl named Amélie sometime in 1978 or early 1979. March at the latest.”


  “The cousin confirmed this?”


  “No, but it’s the only thing that makes sense. I think Harvey Longstreet is the father.” Green thrust the question mark of Adam Jules out of his mind. Adam played some kind of role, and obviously he knew Lise and Amélie, but what reason could there have been for the cover-up if he’d been the father?


  “I’ll do it first thing!”


  “Handle it however you want, mon ami, but it really is grunt work. Hours on the phone, most of it on hold.”


  But Magloire was undeterred, and when Green hung up, he couldn’t help smiling. He could almost picture the man’s ebony face lighting up with excitement. He was going to miss Magloire. In a flash of insight, he realized why. Magloire reminded him of his oldest and closest friend, Brian Sullivan. How many cases had they worked together, with Sullivan trailing along patiently while Green pursued his every whim? How many times had Sullivan drawn him back to earth, tactfully or not, when his imagination ran too wild. Sullivan had always been there with the safety net and without complaint, until the dreadful day when his own safety net had failed.


  It had been three months since the catastrophe, and Sullivan had not stepped over the threshold of the police station since. When Green visited him, all talk of the accident, the station and the future were off limits. Mindful of Sullivan’s fragile recovery, Green had never pressed the issue and had been content to chat about football, the Senators’ chances, or the new boat Sullivan was building with his sons in the garage. The visits felt forced, as if Sullivan didn’t really want him there.


  But the estrangement had left a huge hole in Green’s life, and never had he felt it as acutely as now. Adam Jules’s shadow and his whereabouts hung over the investigation like a shroud, and there was no one else on the police force he could confide in. Or share his fears with.


  Shoving aside his doubts, Green started the car and aimed it towards the Vanier Parkway and Sullivan’s Alta Vista home. It was dinner time, family time, and Mary Sullivan was almost certain to slam the door in his face, but he had to try.


  As it turned out, Mary was not even home. When Sullivan himself answered the door, Green stepped back in surprise. He hadn’t seen his friend in over a month, and the transformation was astonishing. His six-foot-four frame looked twenty pounds lighter, the jowls and the fatigue lines were gone, and his mottled complexion had been transformed to healthy pink.


  He smiled, actually smiled, at the sight of Green. “Come on in, stranger! Just me and the kids tonight. Mary’s up in Eganville because her mother’s ill. She’s looking for a home for her, and I’m praying to sweet Jesus she doesn’t bring her back here.” He led Green into the family room, which was cluttered with videos, newspapers and take-out containers. In the background, a huge HDTV blared out a hockey game. Sullivan grabbed the remote from the jumble on the coffee table and hit the mute button. Somewhere in the recesses of the house, a radio was playing teenage pop.


  “Can I get you a drink? Beer? Scotch?”


  “If you’ll join me,” Green said, wary of this unexpected enthusiasm.


  Sullivan grinned. “Mary’s not here, so maybe a beer. She’s got me on a regime to punish a saint!”


  “You’re looking good, though. Really good.”


  “Yeah? I feel pretty good.” Sullivan had headed into the kitchen and had to shout over his shoulder. “Better than I have in years, to be honest.”


  “You’re not getting bored?”


  Sullivan reappeared with two Coors Light and gave Green a wary look. He pointed to his heart. “This has to come first. For years I never had time to think of anything but the job. I wanted a piece of land in the country, never had time to look for it. I wanted to build my own classic boat, never had time. This is an eye opener, Mike. You should try it.”


  They sat in opposite lazy-boys nursing their beers while Green let him talk. Finally he leaned forward. “Brian, I’ve got a problem.”


  Sullivan’s eyes narrowed. “You do, Mike. I don’t.”


  “Can I tell you about it?” Green spread out his free hand in a soothing gesture. “That’s all. I talk, you listen. There’s no one else on the whole goddamn force I can tell.”


  “Try the departmental shrink, Mike. They’re paid to listen.”


  “It’s about Adam Jules.”


  Sullivan paused, his beer halfway to his lips. He lowered it.


  Stared at the floor. “Fuck.”


  So Green told him, from Jules’s very first query to the scarf in Elena Longstreet’s hall, to the car outside Cyril Longstreet’s home, to the photo on Lise’s wall. The recitation took more that half an hour, during which neither man touched their beers and Sullivan didn’t say a word. At the end of it, Sullivan stared at the floor again. “Fuck.”


  “My sentiments exactly, Brian. And I don’t know what the hell to do, I don’t know where Adam is!”


  “You’re absolutely sure it was Adam you saw in the car and in the photo? You said it was only a glimpse. Maybe you have him on the brain.”


  “Wait here.” Green heaved himself out of the lazy-boy and headed out to the car for his laptop. Inside again, he booted it up and opened the photo of Amélie. “You tell me.”


  Sullivan chuckled. “Not a very good photo line-up, Mike.


  You’ve already biased me.”


  “Just look at it.”


  Sullivan peered at the photo. Zoomed in on the shadowy figure’s face, then his hands. He sighed. “Certainly could be. But what are you thinking, Mike? If this is Longstreet’s kid and not Adam’s, where does Adam fit in?”


  “I think...” Green groped through his jumbled impressions. “I think Adam knew Lise from when they were kids, or maybe he just felt a bond because they were both from the same area. When he was assigned the case—”


  “Longstreet’s death?”


  “Yes. He investigated and found out Lise was the man’s lover. Pregnant with his child, maybe even present at his death. He saw her for what she was—a naïve country girl who’d been used by her prof. So when he was pressured by the Longstreet family to bury the whole investigation, he did so, because he saw it as a way to protect Lise too.”


  “But this is Adam Jules we’re talking about. Mr. Straight-and-narrow!”


  “Now. But maybe not then. He was young, probably in over his head and getting no support from his superiors.”


  Sullivan bent his head, thinking. “Even so, I don’t see Adam doing that. Not just to protect reputations or family names, particularly when the reputation getting the most protection is this sleazeball Longstreet himself.”


  He was right, and that was a sticking point for Green too. “He stayed in touch with Lise. He probably continued to help her.”


  “And you’re absolutely sure it’s not his kid?”


  “I’m not remotely sure of anything! But it makes sense. He...” Green pointed to the screen, to the fingertips brushing each other. There was something warm and familiar in the gesture. He was transported back to Jules’s apartment, to his bedroom and the album of children on the night table. All ages and colours, smiling out at the photographer with affection and thanks. “He’s done this other times.”


  “Done what?”


  “Helped children.” Green felt his way forward. “Been involved in their lives somehow, like a big brother. No, more like a benefactor.” “What the hell are you talking about?”


  Green told him about his search of Jules’s apartment. Once


  Sullivan had recovered from his shock, his eyes grew dark. “You could put a whole different slant on this interest in children, you know.” Green suppressed a shiver. He’d had the same fleeting fear.


  “Adam’s a pretty odd guy,” Sullivan added. “No women, no family ties...”


  “We have no evidence of that.” Green knew his voice lacked conviction. “I found no child porn or paraphernalia in his apartment, just pictures of happy children.”


  “We both know what that’s worth. How charming these guys can be. You’ll need to track down this Amélie kid. She’d be a young woman by now, I guess. If your theory is correct, thirty-two?”


  “I’ve got a Montreal detective looking for—” Green broke off. A thought came crashing through his consciousness, driving out all else. “My god!”


  “What?”


  Green rummaged through his folder, which contained bits and pieces about the case that he’d accumulated. At the bottom was the Missing Person poster of Meredith Kennedy. Without a word he held up the picture side by side with the black and white photo of Amélie. A round, cherubic little girl and an impishly beautiful young woman. The hair was straighter and the dimples gone, but the upturned nose was the same.


  Furthermore, Meredith Kennedy was thirty-two years old.


  


  Green’s first instinct was to drive straight over to confront Meredith Kennedy’s parents. Even if they didn’t know Meredith’s biological parenthood, why wouldn’t they at least have mentioned it if she’d been adopted?


  Unless they had something to hide. Unless it wasn’t an adoption but something worse.


  It seemed an impossible coincidence, but coincidences happen, and Green couldn’t believe he’d missed that possibility when it was screaming to be noticed. He’d been so obsessed with the minutia of the case—the role of Adam Jules, the secrecy of Cyril Longstreet, the identity of the lover—that he’d failed to ask the most obvious question of all.


  What the hell did Meredith have to do with any of this?


  Why had Lise contacted Meredith rather than Elena or the Kennedys? This explained all the niggling pieces that had not fit anywhere in his grand reconstruction of the case. It explained Meredith’s complete meltdown upon learning the truth, for she was about to marry her half-brother. It explained Lise’s continued obsession with the Longstreets and her expression of triumph upon meeting Meredith. It explained Lise’s willingness to brave snowstorms in the middle of the night to contact the families once she’d learned that the two young people were about to wed.


  Most importantly, it could also be a powerful motive for murder.


  As he drove away from Sullivan’s house, Green almost turned west towards the Kennedys’ house but restrained himself with an effort. He needed to step back so he could think through all the new implications, and he needed to confirm some facts before he confronted anyone.


  For tonight, he would only set a couple of balls in motion. Tony was asleep when he arrived home, but Sharon was waiting to share dinner and a glass of wine. He slipped away only briefly to make two phone calls. The first was to Magloire, whose cell phone was wisely turned off for the night. Green left him a message asking him to check Montreal birth and adoptions records for Meredith Kennedy during the same time period as Amélie, and to check for cases of child abduction or disappearance.


  The second call was to Gibbs, who picked up on the second ring. He rushed into a report before Green could get in a word. “I-I put out the alert, sir, and Patrol’s kind of keeping an eye on Elena Longstreet’s house. Nothing to report yet. Patrol sergeant was pretty hopping, said the place is already crawling with RCMP and we should let the horsemen do the damn job. S-sorry, sir.”


  “Thanks, Bob. I’ve got one more small thing for you and Sue to do in the morning. I know you’re checking into school and community connections between Lise Gravelle and the Kennedys.


  Try to find out if Norah or Reg ever worked for the Longstreets or for the apartment building where Harvey Longstreet died.”


  “Oh! Well, Norah did work for the police.”


  “The Montreal police?


  “Yes. Just a secretary or something.”


  “When?”


  In his urgency, he snapped the word out and he sensed Gibbs recoil. “I-I don’t know, sir.”


  “Then that’s another job for the morning. Find out the exact dates, location, who she worked with and what her job was. But try to do it without tipping off the Kennedys.”


  Green’s mind was still racing long after he and Sharon had gone to bed. He slipped out and took his laptop downstairs. Sitting in his easy chair, he drafted a list of questions to which he still had no answers. At the top of it were four people, whose current whereabouts and activities were unknown. Meredith Kennedy, Adam Jules, Cameron Hatfield and Cyril Longstreet. Four people on the loose, each with their own agenda. Some were hunters, some the hunted.


  Some of them, perhaps, were both.


  


  Brandon sat at his computer, staring at the word. Safe. Adrenaline coursed through him, pummelling his body and washing thought from his brain. Tears blurred his eyes.


  His first instinct was to run into the streets, screaming “She’s alive! She’s alive!” But he remained rooted in his chair. Bit by bit he caught his breath and retrieved his scattered thoughts. She’s alive, but where is she and why the secrecy? Why the code name and the ridiculous, cryptic message? He checked the email address, a Yahoo account that told him nothing. Anyone, anywhere in the world, could set up a Yahoo account with any user name they chose.


  He typed in a reply asking both those questions. “Where are you and why the secrecy?” Once he’d pressed “send”, the adrenaline finally drove him from his chair. He paced. Wrung his hands, pulled his hair, returned to check for a reply. None. It had only been two minutes. Maybe she didn’t have continuous access to the internet. He paced again, considering his next move.


  The police and her parents needed to know. Even as he picked up the phone, however, he stopped himself. Why the secrecy? Was she in hiding? In danger? What was the reason she couldn’t let anyone know where she was? Meredith was smart and levelheaded. She was no drama queen, and yet that message, sent after a week of silence, suggested she feared for her life. What other reason could there be? If she’d simply wanted to disappear from his life, she wouldn’t have answered at all, or replied ‘Sorry to hurt you. I’m fine but it’s over.’ Or even more likely she’d never have run away at all, but just told him to his face.


  Unless she had something to do with the murder. The appalling possibility had been dancing around the edges of his mind ever since the body had been discovered, but he’d refused to face it head on. Now dread raced through him. Could the compassionate, peace-loving woman he knew be capable of such a brutal act? Impossible. He knew that, but would anyone else? What if the police suspected her? Was that why she had fled, because she knew they’d be after her and she had no defence?


  As he paced, the questions swirled in his head, refusing to settle, refusing to make sense. No, maybe instead she had witnessed something and feared for her life. But from whom? And why wouldn’t she simply go to the police?


  Unless the danger lay with someone close to him.


  His hands trembled at the thought. Equally horrifying, equally impossible. He needed answers. If he simply blundered in to tell the police, they would try to track her down, thereby putting her at risk. How could he find out more while still protecting her? He sat back down at his computer, created a Yahoo account with the user name yourboy, and sent her a simple message.


  “Tell me what to do.”


  Then he paced some more, replaying every minute they’d spent together, every conversation he could remember and every place and friend she’d ever mentioned. He made a list, longer and more thorough than the one he’d given the police. He studied it with only one question in mind. Where would she have gone that no one would think to look for her? Where no one would know her or recognize her picture from the news?


  By the middle of the night his brain was exhausted, but he had no answer. A shorter list, but still no way to go forward. He’d heard his mother arrive home but dared not go downstairs to speak to her, in case his suspicion gave him away. Paranoia paralyzed him. Until he knew what the danger was, no one— especially his mother—could know.


  He lay down on his bed to try to rest, leaving his computer on to receive the reply which never came. At five o’clock in the morning, he fell asleep.


  TWENTY-THREE

  



  Green had drifted into a fitful sleep just after two a.m. His last conscious thought was that, like it or not, he had to apprise the deputy chief of his suspicions in the morning. To hold back now, in the face of all the evidence implicating Adam Jules in this tangled web, would not only be career suicide but also detrimental to the case. The senior brass needed to know about this threat by one of their own. Briefly he considered bringing his concerns to his direct superior Barbara Devine, but rejected the notion. Surely even “By the Book” Poulin would see the folly in that.


  By the time he arrived at the station Monday morning, however, he was having serious second thoughts about his whole cockamamie theory of the case. The coincidence was too impossible. Of all the women Brandon could have fallen in love with, what were the odds of it being his own half-sister? Neither one even lived in the city in which they were born, neither one had retained any ties to the mutual past that might have bound them. He felt a little sheepish that he’d sent Magloire out to comb through adoption registries and missing child reports from three decades ago in search of the proverbial needle in the haystack.


  Before he blew Adam Jules’s career to smithereens, he needed more confirmation from Magloire and Gibbs. He didn’t expect any results from Magloire for hours, possibly days, but he was pleased to see Gibbs already at his desk on the phone, following up on his assignment.


  Green spent a restless, impatient morning dealing with the emails and phone messages that had piled up over the weekend, and combing through all the reports on the case, looking for any small detail the detectives might have missed.


  Gibbs was the first to report. Norah Kennedy had worked for the Montreal Police only briefly, in the general typing pool in 1980. Before that she’d worked for a temp agency and after that she’d moved to Ottawa. Green’s first reaction was disappointment, for the dates didn’t fit. But then he remembered that Amélie had not been a baby in the photos on Lise’s wall. She might have been adopted as a toddler, in which case 1980 fit very well.


  To his surprise, Magloire phoned back in the early afternoon. It had been a slow day in Major Crimes, and he had enlisted most of the staff to help him. At Saint-Camille Church in Montreal North, they’d found a parish record of the baptism in March 1979 of an Amélie Marie Gravelle, born November 4, 1978. Mother Lise Gravelle, father unknown. This birth had been subsequently registered at the St. Hyacinth town hall, but neither the town nor the province had any further record of a girl by that name. No school registration, no health card, no driver’s license or social insurance number. Nor was there any record of adoption or death.


  The Kennedy question was more straightforward. There was no record of a Meredith Kennedy being adopted anywhere in the Greater Montreal area, but even more telling, Magloire had found no trace of her birth either. No registration or birth announcement. Little Meredith Kennedy had surfaced briefly as a two-year-old when a Quebec health card was issued, before dropping from bureaucratic sight again. That’s because she moved to Ontario, Green thought.


  “It’s possible she was born in another province,” Magloire said. “Even another country.”


  Possible, Green admitted, although the Kennedys had never mentioned it. “What about missing or abducted child reports?”


  “So far, nothing in the system. I asked some of our old-timers, and they don’t remember a case like that. Normally you don’t forget child abductions, especially a beautiful little girl.”


  So true, Green thought. The cases involving harm to children stayed with you forever. Despite the negative findings, he still felt a nagging unease. People were hiding something. He was about to sign off when Magloire spoke again.


  “There is something else interesting, however. The recorded birth dates of the two girls, Meredith and Amélie. They are only a week apart.”


  


  It wasn’t much, but enough to justify a visit to the Kennedys. Green was tempted to haul them down to the station for the confrontation, but restrained himself. They were frightened, desperate parents; the fact that they had kept a few pieces of crucial information to themselves did not change that. Besides, he’d always found it useful to observe witnesses on their own turf.


  He enlisted Levesque to accompany him. It was technically Gibbs’s case, but the two cases had blurred into one and he wanted Levesque to observe, and to learn. Nonetheless, he caught the faint look of reproach on Gibbs’s face when they left him behind at his desk.


  Green was pleased to find both Kennedys at home. Although the police search for their daughter was still active, the ground search had been terminated and most of the search team’s hopes now rested on tips. Norah and Reg looked as if they too were losing hope. Green had not yet met the Kennedys, relying instead on Peters’ and Gibbs’s reports. Reg answered the door, dwarfed inside an old, baggy sweat suit as if his very soul were shrivelling up. Greasy strands of thinning hair stuck to his scalp, and several days’ worth of stubble darkened his face, giving him a haunted look.


  Norah came up behind to peer over his shoulder. Unlike her husband, she looked determined to keep up appearances. She wore black slacks and a knitted red sweater with reindeer across its front. Santa earrings dangled from her ears. Green suspected it was she who had put the Christmas wreath on the door and the luminescent plastic snowman on the front lawn. To welcome Meredith.


  When Green introduced himself, a spasm of fear crossed their faces. He held up a soothing hand. “No news, I’m afraid. But I have a few new questions.”


  She dragged aside her husband, who seemed frozen in place, and invited them in. The house was immaculate, each table surface covered in knick-knacks and framed photos. A tall, genuine Christmas tree stood in the corner almost drowning in tinsel and ornaments, and a carved wooden nativity scene sat in the bay window ledge.


  Norah saw Green looking at it. “We’ve put that out every year since Meredith was a baby. She’ll want to see it when she comes home.”


  Green settled casually in an easy chair as if for a friendly chat, pleased to see Levesque slip unobtrusively into the opposite corner and take out her notebook. The Kennedys sat together on the sofa, trying in vain to keep both in their sights.


  “Do you have pictures of her when she was little?” Green asked.


  Norah looked startled. “Little? Why?”


  “She was born in Montreal, right?”


  “Yes, but we’ve already told the other officers that we moved here when she was very little.”


  “But you have pictures of her?”


  “I don’t see what—”


  Reg stirred himself from his semi-stupor. “We lost them all in a basement flood. Sewer back-up. That was the worst of it. Losing the baby pictures.”


  “Not a single picture?” Green said incredulously. He thought of the dozens of pictures of his children that filled the walls and side tables of not only his own home but his father’s tiny senior’s apartment.


  Norah picked up the tale. “Not of her first two years. That was what finally made up our minds to leave Montreal. Our house was near the lakeshore and was always flooding in the spring.”


  Green leaned forward. “I’m curious about those first two years. We’ve been trying to track your daughter as part of our routine inquiries, and we found no registration of her birth.”


  Norah blanched. She shot a glance in Reg’s direction but quickly stopped herself. She pretended to look confused. “What?


  She was born at Lakeshore General. I’m not likely to forget that day, ever.”


  Green shook his head dolefully. “No record of a Meredith Kennedy.”


  “Well...there must be a mix-up. That’s Quebec bureaucracy for you.”


  “There were no birth announcements in the papers either.


  Montreal Gazette, Star, La Presse—”


  “Oh, we didn’t put one in.”


  Green feigned surprise. “Why not?”


  “I—I don’t know. Reg was supposed to do it, but...”


  Her husband looked slightly green. “Truth was, I was afraid to jinx it. She was born ten weeks premature and we weren’t even sure she’d make it. Poor Norah was beside herself, because we’d tried for so long. So I held off the announcement, and when she was finally out of danger, it seemed too late.”


  “What about a baptism certificate? If we checked with your church, would they have it?”


  Colour flooded back into Norah’s face. “Oh yes, but no need.


  We have it right upstairs. Reggie, would you get it?”


  Reg was out the door like a shot. Norah turned to Green, her face collapsing in on itself. Her breath snagged as she tried to speak. “Inspector, why are you asking this? What do you think has happened to my daughter?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “But in your experience, when a young woman goes missing in the dead of winter...?”


  “Women go missing for many different reasons, Norah. Sometimes for a fresh start, sometimes to escape the law, sometimes to run away from an abusive or dangerous situation.”


  “But none of that fits! She didn’t need a new start. She hadn’t fallen in with bad company. Or…” Here Norah stumbled, as if on an unwanted thought. “Or-or broken the law.”


  “So what do you think happened?”


  “I think...” Her voice trembled and she glanced towards the hallway to ensure her husband wasn’t returning. “I think she’s dead. God help me for saying it, I think he killed her.”


  “Who?”


  “Brandon.”


  Green leaned towards her and lowered his voice. Could it be that the perfect son-in-law façade was finally crumbling? “Do you have any particular reason to believe that? Any information?”


  “No.” She shivered. “But it’s what they do, isn’t it, these boyfriends? When the girl tries to leave.”


  “Was Meredith trying to leave him? Did she say something to you?”


  “I’ve been thinking about it. She said something a couple of days before she disappeared. She asked me if I thought she and Brandon were too alike. She asked if her dad and me had been soul mates and if it felt spooky. She seemed to be questioning things.”


  Reg’s footsteps thudded on the stairs, weary and sad. He reappeared and handed Green an old, creased copy of a baptismal certificate. It was dated June 10, 1981, at St. Basil Church in Ottawa. “This is when she was two and a half years old,” Green said.


  “She wasn’t baptised in Montreal as a baby?”


  Reg looked at his feet. “We didn’t have a church in Montreal. Since I wasn’t Catholic, no one would marry us. But we were young back then and it didn’t matter. But when we moved here, Norah... ” He trailed off.


  Norah seemed to notice Green’s glance as it flitted from the nativity scene to the large wooden cross hanging on the wall. She flushed. “I decided it was important for Meredith’s sake. I grew up with mass, Sunday school, all the sacraments, and I wanted that for Meredith. Everyone should have something spiritual in their lives.”


  Green thought of Hannah, groping her way towards her Jewish roots from the sterile consumer worship of her mother’s world. He thought of Tony, who sang the Shabbat blessings with lusty abandon and revelled in the magic delight of the candles and the white linen. All Sharon’s doing, just one more debt he could never repay.


  He set the paper aside, clasped his hands and leaned forward. “Here’s my problem. There is no registration of Meredith’s birth, no announcement in the papers, no baby pictures before age two, and no infant baptism certificate. The Quebec health care system has no record of a Meredith Kennedy except briefly in 1981, but the Ontario health system has no record before that.”


  Both of them stared at him, unmoving.


  “It’s as if she didn’t exist, at least as Meredith Kennedy, before 1981.”


  Reg said nothing, but Norah erupted. “That’s ridiculous! It’s just paperwork, and what does it matter anyway!”


  “Because it’s the reason she disappeared. You lied to the police and let us beat around the bush blindly for a week instead of telling us right away what we should be looking for!”


  Norah half stood from the sofa, a red flush spreading up her cheeks. Tears glittered in her eyes. “What are you talking about!”


  “Where did Meredith come from, Norah? Did you buy her, or did you kidnap her yourselves?”


  Both of them recoiled as if the blow had been physical.


  Norah’s jaw dropped. “Kidnapped! Is that what you think?”


  “Lise Gravelle had a daughter whose records stop at the same time a little girl with an almost identical birth date appeared in your life.”


  Reg had said nothing. He seemed to sag into the sofa, but Norah didn’t flinch. “How dare you... How can you even think...!”


  “I just follow the facts, Norah, and that’s where they point. I’ve seen parents do far more desperate things in my twenty-five years on the force. I know the power of the maternal drive. I know how desperate the urge can feel. All around you, your friends are having babies, and even women who don’t want a baby, don’t deserve a baby, can have them. It’s not fair. With each passing month, the unfairness and the emptiness eat away at you.” Green could feel Levesque’s curious eyes upon him, but he kept his gaze firmly on Norah’s. Willing her to relent. “A momentary impulse, an irresistible urge, and suddenly this beautiful little girl is in your arms. Right now, I’m not concerned with what you did thirty years ago. I just need to know whether Meredith had any inkling before she was blindsided by Lise Gravelle.”


  Reg stirred. A small moan escaped him. “No,” he whispered.


  “Reggie! Don’t!”


  Draped in despair, Reg lifted his head to look at her. “Norah, I can’t do this any more. He thinks we kidnapped her. Sweet Jesus, do you want him to think that?”


  “Then tell me the truth,” Green said.


  Norah remained rigid, her hands gripping each other as she willed her tears not to fall. Reg took up the tale. “We adopted her, fair and square, but Meredith never knew. We should have told her years ago, but we could never find the right time or the right words. You read about adopted children never being happy, always wanting to find their natural parents, wanting to know why they were given up. Like they weren’t lovable or worthy enough.”


  Norah came alive, trembling with an emotion that had been pushed aside for thirty years. “Meredith was loved. We loved her like she was our flesh and blood, and we never wanted her to have that doubt. After awhile, we thought, why does she ever have to know?”


  Because back in Montreal she had a mother who loved her and never forgot her, Green thought. And more practically, because nowadays people needed to know their genetic and medical legacy. But he stayed on track. “Who set up the adoption in Montreal?”


  “It was done through a priest and a lawyer at the Good Shepherd’s Mission. They were good people, there was never any money exchanged, just a small donation to the mission. In exchange they found homes for the babies who were brought there. Mostly abandoned. We were told Meredith was left in the church sanctuary.”


  Convenient, Green thought. For the moment he forced his cynicism aside. “Were you given her birth certificate?”


  Reg shook his head. “Just the record of her birth. A paper that said ‘Infant Female’, her date of birth and a doctor’s name. Not even a hospital. They said she’d been born at home. Back in those days in Quebec, civil registration of births was not mandatory. It was left to the priest or minister to keep a record of the baptism and send a duplicate to the government. Lots of room to fall through the cracks.”


  Norah had recaptured her spirit. She thrust out her chin. “Priests had been quietly placing unwanted children with good, loving families for decades in Quebec just by a simple private agreement. Much better than when the bureaucrats start messing around.”


  Reg smiled thinly. “We were getting the run-around at Social Services because Norah was Catholic and I wasn’t. Father Fréchette was a godsend.”


  “But I thought you said neither of you was religious. How did you even hear about him?”


  Reg opened his mouth but Norah beat him to it. “Word gets around.”


  Green took a stab in the dark. “You were working for the Montreal Police in 1980, isn’t that right?”


  She blinked. “What? I—I...yes, for a few months.”


  “And you left when you adopted Meredith?”


  “Yes, that was part of the agreement with Father Fréchette. I wouldn’t work, and I would raise her Catholic.”


  “Did your work bring you into contact with any police officers?”


  She whipped her head back and forth. “I was just in the typing pool.”


  Green opened his own notebook and pretended to consult his notes. “Mr. and Mrs. Kennedy, I can’t help without knowing all the facts, and all the people involved. You weren’t religious and you probably didn’t know Father Frechette from Frankenstein, but at exactly the time you adopted Meredith, Norah was working at the police station where a young constable worked who was closely connected to her mother. Was that the person who introduced you to the priest? Was it Adam Jules?”


  Her quick intake of breath was all the answer he needed.


  TWENTY-FOUR

  



  As Levesque drove, Green studied his notes. Bit by bit, he was chipping away at the mystery of the past. After a little more probing, Norah had finally admitted that she’d known Jules back in Montreal. The tall, handsome eligible young constable with the impeccable manners had been the talk of the typing pool, and they all vied for the chance to do his reports. “Not me, of course,” Norah had added with a hasty glance at Reg. He was always the perfect gentleman, always said a personal thankyou, and none of the girls received special treatment. But one day she’d just returned from yet another disappointing doctor’s appointment, and she was upset when Jules came in. He brought her a cup of tea and listened.


  “What a sweetheart! He never talked much, but you knew he listened. Afterwards, he never mentioned it again, but a couple of months later he asked if Reg and I would like to meet a friend of his.”


  Green was surprised by the story. He’d never known Adam Jules to have a tender side. He’d cared about his officers and done a lot to protect and nurture their careers behind the scenes, but rarely was a word spoken about it. Green remembered the touch of fingertips between Amélie and him. Something had changed in the man over the years.


  The Good Shepherd’s Mission was in Montreal’s northeast district, not far from the simple bachelor quarters where Adam Jules lived. He told Norah that he’d been volunteering at the mission every Sunday since he’d moved to the city, running the soup kitchen. Occasionally his work brought him in contact with frightened, desperate young women. He never knew where the babies ended up, just that Father Fréchette was very careful with his adoption choices.


  Norah didn’t know when and why Jules left Montreal, since he’d never been in touch with them since the adoption. Both Kennedys hotly denied having spoken to him in the past week. Curiously they seemed more relaxed and talkative once they’d confessed. Was it the relief of letting go of the secret they’d kept dammed up all these years? Or relief that Green appeared to accept the story? Norah wept unabashedly. Even Reg’s eyes brimmed with tears as he talked about how the news would have destroyed Meredith. Terrified that she would somehow find out, they had sworn their family to absolute secrecy. Except for Norah’s mom, Reg said. That was the one person they could no longer trust, now that her mind was going. They were so scared she’d blurt it out during one of her rants.


  “Touching story,” Levesque muttered as she steered the car up towards the Queensway. “We did it all for Meredith.”


  Green thought of his own colossal mistakes with Hannah. “Even with the best intentions, parents make mistakes and find themselves in corners which they can’t get out of.”


  She shot him a skeptical glance. “You believe them?”


  “I’m keeping an open mind. Their emotion seemed pretty real.” He didn’t mention the role played by Adam Jules. Their story did not exonerate Jules from shady dealings, but it was far easier to think his mentor was facilitating private adoptions than running a baby peddling racket.


  “They’ve had years to rehearse it,” was all she said before turning her attention to the road. Green knew she was right. He had not even had to push that hard before their sad, self-serving tale came pouring out.


  Elena Longstreet would be a different story. She was next on the interview list, and as Levesque accelerated east towards Rockcliffe, he reviewed the questions he wanted to ask her. He knew he was going up against one of the foremost cross-examination tacticians on the Ottawa Bar, and he had to have every angle covered. Elena was not going to be bullied, outmanoeuvred or driven to tears.


  He’d phoned her as they were leaving the Kennedys to let her know he was coming. He considered the advantages of a surprise attack but decided the risk of her wrath outweighed the good. If he wanted any chance of cooperation, an honest, straightforward approach was best. She had been impeccably polite but non-committal on the phone when she informed him she could spare him half an hour. “I’m due in court,” she’d said as if to remind him how important she was.


  A sleek, champagne-coloured Town Car was parked at the curb in front of Elena’s house, the silhouette of its driver visible through the tinted glass. Idling chauffeur-driven luxury cars were such a common sight in Rockcliffe that Green gave it no thought. Elena greeted them at the door dressed in what he assumed was her court attire—a simple black dress to be worn under her gown and a string of white pearls at her neck. She gave Levesque only the faintest nod before turning to lead the way to the living room. She didn’t offer to take their coats, as if she didn’t intend them to stay long. Ignoring the subtext, Green hung his coat on the coat rack on his way past. Jules’s cashmere scarf, he noted, was gone.


  To his surprise, the wing chair by the bay window was occupied by an old man who seemed to be all head above a tiny, wraithlike body. He peered at Green through hostile eyes but made no move to greet him.


  Green stepped across the room with his hand extended. “Mr. Cyril Longstreet, I assume? I’m Inspector Michael Green of Ottawa CID, and this is my associate Sergeant Levesque.”


  The man’s hand felt like dry twigs in his, but even so he emanated strength. Perhaps it was his unblinking stare or the pugnacious set of his jaw, so different from Green’s own father. Despite his frailty, Cyril wanted him to know who was still the boss.


  As the two men appraised each other, Green quickly rethought his approach. With Cyril at her side, Elena was twice the adversary. She had not yet invited him to sit down, but before she could choose a place for him, he selected a seat on the sofa with a view of them both. He was again pleased to see Levesque take a chair without prompting on the opposite side of the room. She extracted her notebook.


  Green leaned in. “Mrs. Longstreet, since we haven’t much time, we’ll skip the preliminaries. We all know why we’re here; to find out what information you can give us regarding the disappearance of Meredith Kennedy and the death of Lise Gravelle. After a week of intensive investigation, we’ve uncovered considerable evidence linking Lise to Meredith and to you—both of you, in fact—but to save us some time, perhaps you can tell us what you know.”


  From the second wing chair, Elena eyed him, deadpan. After a long moment, she shrugged. “Nothing more than I read in the papers, I’m afraid.”


  “All right, here’s what we know.” Green held up his hand to begin ticking off points. “For the past thirty years, Lise Gravelle has been keeping tabs on you. She saved clippings of your husband’s death, of your departure for Toronto, your court trials, and three weeks ago, an internet story about your son’s engagement to Meredith. Two weeks ago, she also began placing calls to Meredith’s cell phone, six in all, and last Monday, Meredith paid her a visit in Montreal. Lise caught the bus up here immediately after the visit, placed a call to Meredith during which Meredith became hysterical and accused her of wanting to ruin everything. A few hours later, she was killed, on her way over here to see you.”


  Elena looked about to object but seemed to think better of it. Green knew the facts alone did not begin to support any wrongdoing on her part, but perhaps she was hoping to give him enough rope to hang himself.


  “Since then,” he continued, “the Kennedys have admitted that Meredith was in fact adopted and that a young police officer who volunteered at a Catholic mission arranged it with the priest. Until last Monday, Meredith never knew.”


  Now Elena did react, her lips parting in shock. She breathed a single “no.”


  Green tried to interpret her shock. Was she reacting to the news that Meredith was adopted or that she’d never been told? He decided to press further.


  “So we go back thirty years now, to your husband’s death. I’ve looked at the Montreal police file and crime scene photos, talked to a newspaper reporter, and this much I do know. Lise Gravelle was a second-year law student of your husband’s—young, pretty and straight off the farm. Your husband was not alone when he died, but his apartment was cleaned up to erase all trace of his lover. The young police officer who helped the Kennedys adopt Meredith was also the investigating officer who looked the other way.” Green paused, debating whether to mention Adam Jules’s name. In the end he chose to hold back. For now. “Five months later, Lise Gravelle gave birth to a baby girl who has since vanished into thin air. These are some of the facts. I’m sure you can see how I’m connecting the dots.”


  Still shaken, Elena had flushed more deeply at the mention of her husband’s lover. She sat very still as she considered her next move. Before she could speak, Cyril cut in. “I’m sure you can connect the dots in all kinds of imaginative, entirely unsubstantiated ways, but what is it you actually want from us today?”


  Green kept his eyes on Elena. “The answers to some questions that would help me move the investigation forward. Firstly, were you aware that Lise Gravelle was your husband’s lover?”


  She looked across at him. If looks could kill, he thought. “At what point?” she asked.


  “At any point. Either before he died, or in the weeks that followed.”


  “Not before. But afterwards, yes.”


  “How did you find out?”


  “The police told me.”


  Adam Jules. Had that been the beginning of their connection?


  “Did you know she was pregnant?”


  She glanced at Cyril, not for guidance it seemed, but in reproach.


  “Yes, I did. The officer told me that too.”


  “What arrangement was made?”


  “What do you mean?”


  Green gave a gesture of incredulity. “A hapless young student was having your husband’s baby, and all of a sudden the whole investigation is buried and none of the witnesses remember a damn thing. Was Lise hung out to dry?”


  “No,” Cyril interrupted, his voice like a shot. “And cut the ‘fresh off the farm’ crap. She played the oldest trick in the book, and if he hadn’t died, she’d have taken him to the cleaners. She was failing law school, not cut out for the rigours of the profession, and she was facing an ignoble retreat back to the farm. As it was, she got an apartment, child support, payment for photography courses and equipment, and all she had to do was keep quiet. She accepted the deal before the ink was dry.”


  People like her don’t have much choice, Green thought. “Who brokered the deal?


  Cyril eyed him. “You don’t want to know.”


  Green’s heart sank. He took a few seconds before refocusing on Elena, who looked unnaturally pale. “In the past three weeks, did Lise Gravelle try to make contact with you?”


  Elena shook her head.


  “She managed to locate Meredith’s cell phone number and her parents’ home line, and she obviously knew where you lived. You’re telling me she never phoned you?”


  “That’s what I’m telling you.”


  “You’re aware I can check phone records.”


  “I’m well aware of that. With a warrant.”


  “What were you doing last Monday evening, between six p.m. and midnight?”


  “Oh my. I need an alibi.” Her lips twitched as she fought a smile. Green found it interesting that the discussion of her husband’s lover had distressed her more than suspicion of murder. “I arrived home at about eight o’clock. The storm was dreadful, so I cut short a Christmas dinner with friends and came home to read by the fire. Brandon was on night shift so I had the house to myself. I went to bed around eleven. And no, I did not hear or see anything unusual.”


  “Was Brandon at the hospital all night?”


  “Presumably, but I don’t keep tabs on my thirty-two year old son. He’s asleep upstairs if you want to ask him.”


  “Where is Adam Jules?” He dropped the name as quietly and unexpectedly as he could, but she showed no surprise. She’s been waiting for this, he thought.


  She arched her eyebrows. “He’s here in Ottawa. You should know, he’s your boss.”


  “I mean, where is he right now?”


  The eyebrows arched further. “I have no idea. His office, I assume.”


  “Adam Jules hasn’t been seen or heard from in four days.” She blinked, and a spasm of bewilderment crossed her face. Green swung on Cyril. “Correction, sir. I saw him myself on Saturday when he almost ran me over up on Summit Circle as he was leaving your place.”


  Cyril smiled. “If you’re looking for a conspiracy, son, you’re missing the mark. Neither Elena nor I kept up any contact with Jules, although we watched his career success with some satisfaction. He’d been smart when smart was called for, and he’d always kept his word with us.”


  “He kept in touch with Lise and the baby.”


  Cyril nodded. “Well, he would. He was an honourable man. We didn’t want to have any further contact with her, but we did ask him to keep an eye on her. For the child’s sake.”


  Green felt the interview slipping from his control. He was venturing into emotional territory that didn’t seem to faze the old man one bit. Surreptitiously he tightened his fists to fortify himself. “Why did he visit you on Saturday?”


  “It’s simple. He wanted to ask me what I knew about Lise Gravelle’s death. He knew who she was and he knew she’d died only a couple of blocks—”


  “Murdered.”


  “Murdered. Ah.” Here at last Cyril paused and took out a linen handkerchief to wipe some spittle from his mouth. Green thought his hand shook more than earlier. As the silence echoed through the house, Green heard a floorboard creak overhead. Finally Cyril resumed. “I hadn’t realized. Elena told me she’d been hit by a snowplow.”


  “No,” Green said, looking from one to the other, noting the hidden tension in their faces. “She was killed by a blow to the back of the head from something blunt and hard.”


  Cyril recovered first. “Well, then that explains why Jules was so upset when he visited me. He wanted to know whether Lise Gravelle had been in touch with me, whether she’d told me anything about the baby, and whether I’d told—” He broke off as if he’d only just seen the implications of the question. He pressed his handkerchief to his mouth again.


  “Whether you’d told Elena?” Green prompted. “What? About Lise’s search for her baby?”


  “Well, Lise hadn’t been in touch with me, so it’s all moot. We hadn’t heard from her in years, and neither Elena nor I had the least idea she was searching for the child.”


  “Her name was Amélie. What happened to her?”


  “We have no idea. Jules told us later she’d been adopted—”


  “Sh-h.” Elena held up her hand. She looked alarmed, and Green realized how quiet the house had become.


  When she resumed, her tone was hushed. “We knew nothing about the baby by choice. I know that sounds cruel, and in retrospect, it’s a decision I’ve come to regret, but at the time I was a young mother myself, trying to deal with some dreadful blows. I’ve thought about her often and wondered what became of the baby. Brandon’s sister, after all.”


  “But never enough to contact Lise to find out how she was doing?”


  “No.” She dropped her gaze. “We left all that to Adam.”


  Green leaned forward, forcing her to look up at him. “When did you yourself connect the dots and realize that Meredith and Amélie were the same person? That your son was about to marry his half-sister and that Meredith herself had uncovered the truth.”


  “I didn’t. Not until just now, when you told us Meredith was adopted. It had never quite made sense to me before, but there was something about the girl that made me uncomfortable—” Elena’s answer was cut off by the rush of footsteps on the stairs. Brandon appeared in the doorway, pale with horror and rage.


  Elena leaped to her feet. “Darling!”


  “What the hell have you done!” he shouted before whirling around, snatching his jacket, and slamming out the door.


  Green was on her heels as she raced to the front door and flung it open just in time to see Brandon disappear into the garage. Pushing past Elena, Green rushed out towards the drive, his stocking feet sinking deep into the snow. Just as he reached the garage, a silver Prius shot past him backwards down the drive and slewed into the street. Seconds later it was out of sight.


  TWENTY-FIVE

  



  As he accelerated down Beechwood Avenue towards the Vanier Parkway, Brandon tried not to think. His sister! It was preposterous. Impossible. Of all the women in all the world, what were the odds? What kind of proof did this Gravelle woman have? Did she have papers? DNA results? Or, as Uncle Cyril had hinted, had she seen the chance to cash in on a little blackmail?


  His mother had always warned him to watch out for gold-diggers more interested in his bank balance than in his humanity. Had she been speaking from bitter personal experience?


  From his course work and case studies, he was familiar with the power of genes to influence not only a person’s physiology and medical history but also their psychology. Temperament, attitudes, values, habits, interests and even choice of career were affected by one’s genetic inheritance. Identical twins who’d never met often had more in common than siblings raised together.


  Rationally he knew all this, but his emotional side refused to follow. Meredith didn’t feel like a sister. He didn’t look into her eyes and see hints of himself. He saw the beautiful, fiery young woman he loved. Unique, compelling and powerfully erotic. Reflecting back on her now, he didn’t feel the slightest twinge of shame or aversion at that arousal. Didn’t that count for something? Surely if there was a blood tie, no matter how hidden, he would have sensed it.


  Yet somewhere, his half-sister existed. Cyril and his mother had admitted as much. How could his mother have kept this from him all his life? How could she have written Dad’s flesh and blood out of their lives as if the baby were no more than a pawn? All those years he’d spent growing up in the company of a nanny, alone in the playroom creating imaginary friends from his action figures while he waited for his mother to come home. To think that all along, there had been a sister his own age...


  Rage and panic bubbled up in equal measure, squeezing off his breath. He forced his thoughts elsewhere, away from the appalling question that rose unbidden in his mind. What had Cyril and his mother done to Lise? And worse, to Meredith? He didn’t believe for a minute that they’d had no knowledge of Lise’s impending visit. Despite the Valium and the exhaustion, he’d distinctly heard his mother’s words—“That woman...a hundred thousand dollars” — hours before Lise Gravelle’s body had even been found.


  He shook his head sharply as he turned onto the Queensway. He couldn’t think about any of that now. He had to find Meredith. Whatever the reason, the woman he loved was running scared and afraid to come home. He glanced at the laptop on the seat beside him. There had been no reply to his second message. If she still had access to the internet, she’d chosen not to answer him. Was she on the run? Or holed up in an isolated hotel somewhere?


  The germ of a solution had come to him when he’d awakened earlier that day, re-energized for the search. He had the single email from her. Perhaps a clue to her whereabouts lay deep in the coded circuitry of his email program.


  He had a rudimentary knowledge of computer software, but the intricate, arcane codes inside the machine had never interested him as much as animate things, so he always brought his technical problems to an IT specialist. As he drove west in the vague direction of Ottawa’s IT sector in Kanata, he ran through the various firms he’d used. Most had been manned by an ever-changing parade of near-adolescents. Some were just voices on the other end of the phone, who’d taken over the inner workings of his computer by remote control and fixed the problem in less than fifteen minutes. He wasn’t sure he’d even learned their names.


  One computer geek stood out in his memory, however. Dylan, a cultural anthropology student and reformed video game junkie, who was now doing his PhD dissertation on gaming cultures. To finance this obscure academic pursuit, he did websites, troubleshooting and software set-ups. He lived in a minuscule apartment on the third floor of a dilapidated old house in the Preston Street area, as close as he could afford to the university. Brandon had been there only once and couldn’t even remember the guy’s last name. Now, as he cut across three lanes of traffic to the Bronson Avenue exit, Brandon prayed he still lived there.


  Guided entirely by instinct and sight memory, Brandon drove up and down the jumbled back streets that spread out in the shadow of St. Anthony’s Church. Formerly the working class home of Ottawa’s Italian community, the area was now an eclectic mix of multi-national new immigrants, university students, the working poor and the criminals who preyed on them. However, the occasional Volvo and Subaru in the laneways suggested that gentrification was sneaking in.


  He stopped in front of a narrow white clapboard house that listed slightly to the right. He’d not called ahead since he had no telephone number nor even a full name, but he hoped Dylan was home. The young man hadn’t seemed to have much of a life beyond his computers and his books. On the doorframe, there was a column of four rusty buzzers without identifying names or apartment numbers. Brandon took a guess and pressed the top one. There was no sound from within, no distant buzz or footsteps. He tried again, clutching his laptop and peering up at the top window for signs of life. Still nothing. A slight push opened the front door, however, and he found himself in the same cramped hall he remembered. A door off to the right, a radiator shelf piled high with junk mail on the left, and steep stairs straight ahead.


  He climbed up two flights and hammered on the plain white door at the top. Rustling within. He hammered again.


  “Who is it?” came a squeaky voice.


  “Dylan, it’s Dr. Longstreet. Brandon. You did some work for me last year. I need your help.”


  The door cracked open and a young man peered out. Dressed only in boxer shorts, he was even thinner than Brandon remembered. His hair hung about his shoulders in lank strands and his chin bristled with patchy stubble. He blinked at Brandon with uncomprehending eyes.


  “Sorry, I pulled an all-nighter. Can you come back?”


  Brandon pressed his palm against the door. “Please. I have one simple task. You can either do it, or you can’t.”


  “But I don’t—”


  “This is important!” Brandon stepped forward then saw the alarm on the young man’s face. “Sorry, I know it’s an intrusion. If you could just look at this.”


  The young man managed a crooked smile and moved aside to let him in. “All right, but you enter at your peril.”


  Once he was inside, Brandon saw what he meant. A cloak of hot, rancid air closed around him. The apartment was even worse than he remembered. Food-crusted dishes, bits of computers, tangled cables and splayed books littered every surface, including the floor. Dylan kicked a path through to what had presumably once been a kitchen, although dismantled computers sat on the counters and stove top and the table was covered with papers. Dylan pushed these aside to clear a space for Brandon’s laptop.


  “I’ve been pretty much holed up here for the past month,” he chattered, as if to hide his nerves. “My advisor wants the first draft before Christmas! This is my third extension, and I’m not coming this far just to get thrown out on a technicality.”


  “It shouldn’t take long, and I’ll make it worth your while.”


  “Yeah, yeah, it’s okay. This way, maybe I’ll get to eat tonight.” He took Brandon’s laptop and with expert fingers booted it up. “So what’s the problem?”


  “Can you trace the origin of an email?”


  “You mean the source computer?”


  “No, I mean the physical location of the person.”


  Dylan looked surprised. “Depends. Sometimes it’s tricky, but I can give it a try this evening.”


  “Could you please do it now?”


  Dylan grabbed his hank of hair and pulled it back into an elastic. “No, I’ve got a couple of things in the pipe already. Just leave it with me and I’ll call you. I’ll have the source ISP number, owner information, whatever you need.”


  Brandon glanced at his watch. Three o’clock. He cursed his forced inaction. “How long?”


  “Nine o’clock, latest.”


  He could have taken the laptop elsewhere, but it might take hours to find someone else to do the job faster. In the end, he booted up his email program and opened Meredith’s single email reply. Sitting alone on the screen, surrounded by the clutter and decay of the kitchen, it looked both poignant and sinister. Dylan, however, barely gave the email a second glance as he took down Brandon’s passwords and contact information.


  As Brandon descended the steep, narrow staircase to the street, he turned his restless thoughts to his next move. He was due at work to cover the evening shift, but he couldn’t even think about that now. Not when he was so close. He mentally reviewed the list of Meredith’s friends and contacts he’d compiled the night before when he was trying to figure out where she was hiding. Last night his mind had gone around and around in futile circles, but now, without the fog of fatigue, alcohol and emotion, one name jumped out. Tanya Neuss, one of her childhood friends, who was away on a six-month overseas posting.


  Perhaps that was why he hadn’t given her a second thought last week when he was trying to find out where Meredith was.


  


  Tanya Neuss lived in a spacious apartment on the top floor of a chunky brick low-rise in Westboro. Brandon parked on the side street in front of it and studied the façade, trying to pick out the window. For the second time in less than twenty-four hours, his hopes soared. How had he been so stupid as to discount Tanya simply because she was overseas? How could he have forgotten that she had left Meredith her keys so that Meredith could keep an eye on her apartment? What better place to hide out than in an obscure apartment building on a dead-end side street, where it was possible to come and go through a back door that opened onto the parking lot?


  Tanya lived modestly. Working for NGOs overseas was never guaranteed to make you rich, but in addition, Brandon knew she funnelled all her savings back into the organization. He was grateful for her frugality as he opened the Sixties-style glass door and entered the tiny vestibule. No lavish lobby here, no fancy security system or coded entry buzzers. Just an old-fashioned intercom and a panel of buzzers labelled with the apartment numbers, which he contemplated with dismay. He and Meredith had visited only once and he could picture Tanya’s apartment in his mind. Top floor, but that was all. In any case, if Meredith was in hiding, she would never answer the buzzer.


  He began to buzz other apartments and was astonished when one of the tenants came on the intercom. “Apartment 402,” he mumbled in falsetto. “Forgot my key.”


  The door buzzed open and he was in. Too impatient for the balky old elevator, he bounded up the stairs two at a time, huffing by the time he exited the fire door onto the top floor. He padded along the deserted hall and came to a stop partway down, outside #408. There was a peephole but no extra deadbolt on the flimsy wood-panelled door. Meredith had often bugged her about that. This had to be the one.


  The hallway was utterly silent. Not even the murmur of TV or tenants emanated from the nearby flats. Holding his breath, he laid his ear to the door. Silence, except for the beat of his racing pulse. Leaning against the wall, he drew deep breaths to slow himself down. Tried again. Still no sound from beyond the door. On a wild chance, he reached above the door for a spare key. The walls were high and the door tall, discouraging all but the biggest of burglars from reaching it. But there it was, a single brass door key covered with dust. He blew it off, inserted it and heard a satisfying click as the door drifted silently open.


  He searched the one-bedroom apartment in less than five seconds. Nothing. He returned to the kitchen for a closer look. The whole place looked tidy and uninhabited. There were no dishes in the sink or on the rack. The garbage pail under the sink was empty and scrubbed clean, the fridge, coffee maker and toaster all unplugged. The cupboards contained only some pasta, spices and a few cans.


  No one had used this kitchen in a long time. Disappointed, he moved on to the bathroom. Also clean and dry. The bed had been stripped and a dust cover spread over it. Not a single rumple disturbed its surface. It took him ten minutes to go through the apartment inch by inch, methodically looking for any signs of covert habitation that Meredith might have missed. There was nothing. The phone was disconnected and unplugged. Tanya was nothing if not thorough.


  He wanted to scream. He had come so close, yet he was nowhere. She was not here. She had to be somewhere else, but where? This had seemed like such a perfect idea—a friend out of town for months and her apartment lying empty for the taking. As he travelled back down in the elevator, he thought about the last time they’d seen Tanya. It had been her going away bash, held not in her apartment but at her parents’ cottage on Loon Lake. It was a ramshackle cottage built with spit and salvaged lumber by her grandfather and his brothers decades ago. The other cousins squabbled over it during the premium weeks of summer, but Tanya loved to party there in the autumn, when the colours were glorious but the bugs and other cottagers were gone. It was on a dead-end dirt road, all alone on its section of the lake, and they could make as much noise as they wanted. Bonfires, guitars, off-key singing, and way too many coolers of beer.


  Halfway out the front door, Brandon froze. Tanya had been drunk and maudlin by the end of the party when she’d given Meredith the keys to her apartment. “I’m so sorry I’ll miss the wedding. If I could, I’d fly home. But you guys have a great time and if you want to use my apartment or my car for—you know, a getaway—just do it. It’s my present to you.”


  The car! Brandon sprinted around the edge of the apartment building into the parking lot at the back. Meredith had planned to move the car every few weeks to make sure it didn’t seize up. It was an ancient, rust-riddled red Honda, and Meredith had joked that she wouldn’t let it die on her watch.


  The parking lot held about a dozen cars, each parked in their designated numbered spot. Nowhere among them, however, was there an ancient red Honda.


  TWENTY-SIX

  



  As soon as they arrived back at the station, Green sent Levesque to begin work on the DNA warrants while he shut himself in his office to redraft his notes on Adam Jules to include the new revelations from Elena and the Kennedys. The deeper Jules’s involvement became, the more worrisome his absence. Deputy Chief Poulin had vetoed a missing persons report but had reluctantly agreed to an off-the-record meeting Tuesday morning.


  Green was on his third reworking and ready to pack it in for the day when his phone rang. It was the front desk. “There’s an individual down here, Dylan Whyte, sir, who says he has information on the Kennedy case.”


  Glancing through his half-open office door, Green spotted Gibbs bent over his phone, scribbling in his notebook. “I’ll send someone down to see him.”


  “Sir, he insists on speaking to you. Well, to the head honcho that runs the show.”


  To Green’s knowledge, the man’s name had not come up in the investigation. Could this be a new angle, new information, he wondered, as he told the officer to bring him up. Or just another glory-seeker.


  Likely the latter, Green decided when the young man got off the elevator. The kid was one step away from a cadaver. Even his bulky parka could not disguise the protruding bones and the hollow cheeks. Jesus, Green thought, what’s he on? The man’s clothes were clearly thrift shop, but he looked too well groomed to be a street person. His face had a few fresh razor nicks and his hair was pulled back into a neat ponytail.


  “Bob,” Green murmured as he walked by, “get some sandwiches and coffee and meet us down the hall.” He extended his hand to the newcomer. “Mr. Whyte? I’m Inspector Green.”


  Dylan nodded towards Gibbs with a nervous laugh. “I hope that’s not Detective Brown.”


  Oh boy, Green thought as he led the man down the hall. He hoped it was just nerves. In the interview room, the young man shed his parka, unwound his long wool scarf from his neck and placed a laptop case on the table between them. His body trembled with anxiety, but Green was reassured by the clear intelligence in his gaze.


  The young man took a deep breath. “This is Brandon Longstreet’s computer.” He moved to open it.


  Alarmed, Green stopped him. “Wait a minute, where did you get it?”


  “He brought it to me and asked me to trace the source of an email he’d received. It’s all legal.”


  “For you, but without a search warrant, not for me.” Green looked for a way around the procedural snag. Elena Longstreet would have his head. “Why don’t you tell me the entire story from the beginning. Who you are, what happened, and why you’ve come to the police.”


  Dylan sat for a moment frowning at Green in bewilderment before the light seemed to dawn. With a nod, he embarked on his tale. Gibbs arrived with the food, and Dylan became visibly more enthusiastic as he tucked into a slice of pizza. His story came out in a flood.


  “It took me awhile to figure out who he was. I’ve been barricaded in my own little world for over a month, so I haven’t really been following the story. His name was sort of familiar but I’d done some work for him before. But anyway, when I started searching his computer for other emails to and from the same person, I realized what this was—an email from this girl who’s been missing all week. When I checked news websites, I saw not only was the whole police force looking for her but it might be connected to another woman’s death. So—”


  Green’s pulse leaped. “Hold it! You’re talking about a recent email from Meredith Kennedy?”


  “Yes. From last night.” Dylan bit off another chunk of pizza. “It didn’t say much, just ‘safe’, but I got to wondering why Brandon didn’t bring it to you. You’re the guys investigating, and he must know you have the resources to trace this even better than me, so I got worried. I don’t want to get involved in anything criminal, or obstruct a police investigation or anything. And what if the girl was running from him, and I hand her over to him? I’m your quintessential peace and love geek, just want to study how people get along and how their play reflects their values. I...I could just have called him up and said I couldn’t find anything, but I figured he’d go to someone else, and besides, this is something the police should know, right? That she’s alive, but it looks like she’s in hiding.”


  Green’s mind was racing ahead, but he said nothing. He knew he needed to let the young man make his statement in his own way, that he mustn’t ask specific questions about the contents of the computer. Gibbs too was so excited that he’d stopped taking notes, but at least he also remained quiet. This girl’s fate had consumed them for almost a week, they had explored every aspect of her life and felt they knew her very soul. They had tried not to imagine the worst. Now this! Yes, she was alive, but not yet out of danger. Technicalities stood between her and rescue.


  “Is there more?” Green finally prompted, as vague as possible. Dylan hesitated. Fingered the laptop uncertainly. “He’s sent her a whole lot of emails over the week, and there’s stuff on Facebook as well, but until last night, there was nothing from her. Then this reply from a brand new Yahoo account. Like she was expecting her regular emails to be intercepted or something. The thing is, it’s hard to track an email to its exact source. It takes a lot of detective work and cross-checking. Cyberspace doesn’t know physical boundaries like we have. It’s easy to find the IP address it came from and to track down who owns that IP address, but that might be a company in Windsor or Quebec City that’s managing servers in Ottawa, St. Catherine’s, Guelph, wherever. See what I mean?”


  Green nodded. He had only the vaguest idea, but it didn’t matter. He just wanted the young man to keep talking.


  “I considered searching that IP address on Google to see what other emails had come from that address. Had she sent out any others? Or had someone else used it and mentioned where they were sending from? But that would take time, and I was still trying to figure out if this guy was a danger to her and if I should bring it to you guys. So I started looking at recent activity on his computer. There were a whole lot of email inquiries and website searches. Nothing rang an alarm bell until I checked his recent documents file.”


  Green held his breath while Dylan gulped his coffee and once again half-opened the laptop. “I really wish I could show this to you.”


  “Just keep talking.”


  “I found a list he wrote last night, after he got this email. Names of people and places, with pros and cons listed beside them. Questions like ‘would she trust them, would anyone else know them?’ Places where no one would recognize her or get the Ottawa news. Then below that a list of the most likely places and people. It spooked me out. He’s got an idea where she is, and he was using me to narrow down the search. When I found that, I thought, that’s it. I’m handing this over to the cops.”


  Green nodded. “You did the right thing. We don’t have any specific suspects in this case, but we do need access to all available information if we’re going to have a safe resolution to the case for all involved.” He paused, took a sip of coffee and held the young man’s gaze. “You do understand I cannot by law examine the contents of that computer without a warrant. I could get a warrant, of course—” Inwardly he winced at the likelihood of that if Elena Longstreet was on the opposing bench. “But it would take time. Do you have any further details to add to your statement?”


  Dylan’s eyes held his, and Green was grateful for the intelligence reflected in them. “From that list of places and from the IP address I tracked down, I’ve got some pretty good clues where she might be. That is, where she sent the email from. Am I allowed to tell you?”


  Green smiled. “As a private citizen, you’re allowed to provide me with any information you have that you consider relevant to the case.”


  “Then she’s probably at someone called Tanya’s cottage, somewhere in West Quebec.”


  “Tanya?”


  “That’s all there was on the list. Tanya’s cottage. But the IP address could be from somewhere in the Buckingham Papineau area. I figured, cottage, Buckingham—probably go together.”


  Green was already weighing the odds. Buckingham was in the heart of Quebec cottage country about an hour north east of Ottawa. He pictured rugged lakes and forested slopes settled decades ago by simple working families looking for a slip of lakeside to put out a dock and a row boat. Most of the cottages would be boarded up for the winter, with few neighbours to spy and ask questions. The locals might notice someone living there, but would be unlikely to concern themselves with news of a missing woman out of Ottawa.


  If there was plenty of firewood, it was a perfect place to hide.


  


  Dylan Whyte had no sooner left the station than Green was on the phone. First to Brandon, in the hopes that the young man would volunteer Tanya’s last name and the cottage address without Green having to betray Dylan’s involvement. Dylan had been instructed to claim failure when Brandon showed up to ask what he’d found out. Brandon’s cell phone remained unanswered, however. The hospital said he had phoned in sick, but a quick call to Elena revealed that he’d not come back home. Elena was so furious about Brandon overhearing the truth that Green didn’t ask her about Tanya. Given that a killer was still roaming free and Elena’s behaviour was far from innocent, the fewer people he tipped off to Meredith’s location, the better.


  Green hung up with a glance at his watch. It was now well past five thirty, and the Major Crimes Unit was nearly deserted. Everyone had wanted to go home early. Families were decorating Christmas trees or braving shopping malls. Levesque had booked off shift on the dot, but Gibbs was still hanging around, waiting for Green’s okay. Green felt restless and impatient. He hated to leave a question unanswered.


  He reached for his phone again, this time with some reluctance. He had left the Kennedys in an uproar earlier that day, upset that their daughter had found out about her adoption through a phone call from Lise Gravelle. Upset that she hadn’t trusted them enough to come to them for confirmation. Upset that she was out there alone somewhere, suffering. Or worse, dead.


  When Reg answered the phone, Green hesitated about how much to disclose. He hadn’t told them about Meredith’s latest email to Brandon, but no matter how badly they had mishandled the story of her adoption, they deserved to know she was alive. But he didn’t want yet another potential player running around on the loose, any more than he’d wanted Elena. It was bad enough that Brandon was out there on his own, doing God knows what.


  In the end, he elected to say nothing. “Mr. Kennedy, I’m following up on some of Meredith’s friends, in whom she might have confided about the whole adoption business. We have a name—Tanya. Do you know her last name?”


  “Tanya’s out of the country.”


  “Oh. But with email these days... Were she and Meredith close?”


  “Pretty close. Whenever Tanya’s in the country, they...” His voice trailed off as if something had just occurred to him.


  “What?”


  “Oh, nothing. I’m just...you know. It’s a lot to take in.”


  “Tanya’s last name?”


  “I don’t know. They weren’t really that close. Tanya’s away a lot. I think I met her maybe once, a couple of years ago. My memory... I’m sorry, this has just been so hard.”


  Tears clogged his voice. It was on the tip of Green’s tongue to tell him that Meredith was safe, but he stopped himself at the last moment. Muttering vague platitudes that he shouldn’t give up, he hung up. Now what?


  He called Gibbs over and together they looked over the list of Meredith’s friends. Green settled on Jessica, Meredith’s maid of honour and presumably her closest friend. If anyone knew, it should be her.


  “Tanya Neuss,” Jessica replied instantly. “But she’s out of the country. She’s always out of the country. I don’t know why she doesn’t sublet her place—omigod, you think Meredith might be there?”


  Green thought of the latest email, sent from an IP address in West Quebec. “We’re checking all her friends’ places again. I understand there’s also a cottage?”


  “Oh, it’s a dump! A beautiful piece of property, gorgeous lake, loons, ducks, perfect canoeing. But in winter? A wasteland.


  No electricity, no water.”


  “Where is it?”


  “Up north of Buckingham somewhere. I’ve only been there once and I’d get lost if I was driving myself. Talk about boonies.”


  Green jotted notes.“Thank you, that’s most helpful. Meredith’s father couldn’t remember her last name.”


  “What?” Jessica snorted.“That’s ridiculous. Tanya and Meredith went to primary school together.”


  Green paused. Had the man been that rattled? Or drunk? He ignored a niggle of concern as he doublechecked the spelling of Tanya’s name, thanked Jessica, and disconnected. Without missing a beat, he turned to Gibbs.


  “I want you to find out the exact location of the Neuss cottage on a lake somewhere near Buckingham.”


  Gibbs couldn’t mask his dismay. “There are dozens of lakes near Buckingham.”


  Green glanced at his watch and cursed. Outside, the winter night had descended. It was too late to contact land registry offices and too dark to try searching the vast Quebec back country. He was dog-tired, and despite his impatience, he had nothing to justify an emergency response.


  Sensing his concern, Gibbs’s gaze drifted to his computer. “I could start calling all the people called Neuss in the phone book.”


  Green brightened. “Good idea, but be vague. I don’t want anyone tipped off. Call me the instant you learn anything.”


  


  Green arrived at the office at the crack of dawn the next morning, feeling refreshed and anxious to get on with the search. He had celebrated the fourth night of Hanukkah with Sharon, Tony and his father the night before and for a few brief hours had managed to forget the case. They had indulged in a spectacular feast of Lester’s smoked meat, latkes smothered in un-Kosher but delicious sour cream, and a salad on the side, Sharon’s rueful nod to healthy eating. He had phoned Hannah, managed a civil conversation with Ashley, and listened to his daughter grumble good-naturedly about the Vancouver rain, traffic and crowds. The only worrisome note in the whole exchange was Hannah’s rave reaction to the University of British Columbia, whose spectacular seaside setting and hot guys had her excited to learn more.


  It made him think of Norah and Reg Kennedy, whose loss eclipsed his own. Not only had their daughter disappeared, but quite possibly in her outrage she had written them out of her life. He was still thinking of that when he sat down at his desk in the morning to check his messages. Reg might have been confused and drunk last evening when Green had called, but Jessica was certain he knew full well who Tanya was. Was Reg’s impairment sufficient explanation for his lapse, or had he been lying?


  Green was listening to his voice mail with only half an ear until the hesitant, squeaky voice of Dylan Whyte came on. “Um, it’s late, but I guess you’ll get this in the morning. I thought you should know Brandon never came back for the information last night. Never picked up his computer either.”


  According to the time log, the call had been placed at 2:48 a.m., typical hours for a graduate student in that last desperate push to a deadline. Green felt a flicker of concern. Now, not only were the Kennedys possibly up to something, but so was Brandon. Did they both have a theory about where Meredith was? If so, why were they keeping it secret from the police?


  We’re the ones in charge of the fucking investigation, he wanted to shout. But even as he cursed, he knew the reason. This case was not just about a missing person, it was about murder, and the lines between the two had become very blurred. Even for Meredith herself.


  He spotted Gibbs rising from his desk and summoned him hastily. “Any luck locating that cottage?”


  Gibbs nodded. “Yes, s-sir. No luck with the phone book, but I just got through to the land registry office. It’s on Loon Lake, off county road 315.” He flourished a printout and laid it on Green’s desk. “I just tried a Google map search to find out the exact location and how to get there, but I could only get the general vicinity.”


  “Jessica said it’s at the end of a road.”


  “But the addresses are not all in the system. I tried to get a satellite view so we can see what’s around it and maybe spot the cottage, but the satellite’s not detailed enough up there. All you can see is trees, lakes and streams.”


  Green bent over the map to trace the roads. The main road showed as a narrow ribbon twisting and weaving through the forests and lakes in the general direction of north. Away from civilization. There were several dead-end spurs, but only one ended up at the edge of a good-sized lake. Loon Lake. On the one hand, anyone hiding there would have no escape. On the other hand, the lack of alternative access routes should make it easy to control the entry and exit points.


  A sharp knock at his door startled him. He looked up to see Marie Claire Levesque leaning against the doorframe, her eyes travelling from Gibbs to the map. “Any new developments?” she asked.


  He gestured her inside and filled her in on Dylan Whyte’s tip. “We have a pretty good lead on Meredith’s whereabouts,” he said, showing her the map. “But we have to move quickly because Brandon and her parents may be on to her as well.”


  Levesque’s eyes lit with excitement. “Do we need a full tactical response, sir?”


  Green shook his head. “It’s the Sûreté’s jurisdiction, so we need to get them on board—”


  “Should I call them, sir? I have a cousin who works that district.”


  Green smiled to himself. He had not relished the idea of negotiating interprovincial cooperation through official channels using his rusty French. Personal connection was always better, family best of all. “Yes, get on it. Arrange for a unit to meet us at...” He studied the map. Given the windy, narrow road, most of it likely gravel or ice, it would be at least an hour’s drive from here to the cottage, even if they pushed it. The SQ would have a considerable head start and could get there well ahead of them. Was it necessary? He tried to pinpoint his sense of unease. Both Brandon and the Kennedys were off pursuing their own agendas, perhaps even now converging on Meredith’s hiding place. Nothing he’d uncovered in the past week suggested that Brandon was a threat to her, except Norah’s suspicion. The Kennedys, for all their flaws, were her parents. Throughout the week-long search, all three of them had seemed desperate for one thing. To find her safe and sound.


  But even as he puzzled over his unease, he knew the reason. This was not just about missing persons, it was about murder. And a big unknown hung over the whole case. Who had murdered Lise Gravelle and why?


  His finger hovered over the map as he debated his options. In the end, his own need for control won out. This was far too delicate a situation to send an uninformed SQ patrol unit in blind. He found a small dot at the intersection of two country roads, halfway to the cottage.


  “Mayo. We’ll go from there together.”


  Levesque paused on her way out the door and glanced at Gibbs, who was watching Green like an eager puppy. She arched her brow. “We?”


  “The three of us. Marie Claire, I’ll drive with you. Bob, you can take...” He peered out his door at the small collection of officers in the unit room. With this skeleton holiday staff, he really couldn’t afford another detective.


  “Sue Peters, sir?”


  Green shook his head. This time he really had to draw the line. Even though Peters had put her heart into this case and many of the breakthroughs had been hers, she wasn’t cleared for full duty. Regulations aside, she wasn’t nearly ready to handle a crisis or a physical response should something unexpected happen. They were going into an unknown, potentially dangerous situation with a killer on the loose. The risk to all of them was just too great.


  “Not this time, Bob. Take Zdanno from General Assignment. And get radios, vests and the full range of use of force, just as a precaution.”


  Even Gibbs knew better than to argue the point. Bobbing his head, he followed Levesque to the unit room to make the preparations.


  Green grabbed his coat and boots and took his Glock from his drawer. As an afterthought, he stuffed some latex gloves and evidence bags into his pockets. He needed to cancel his meeting with the deputy chief and bring both him and Superintendent Devine into the picture, but all that could wait until they were en route. He felt the familiar rush of adrenaline that accompanied the unknown. The hint of danger, the thrill of the hunt. He locked his door and was heading across the room just as the elevator door slid open. A uniform constable from the front desk emerged, followed by a plump, middle-aged woman with a pile of sun-bleached hair and the leathery brown complexion of the Florida beach. The tip of her nose was bright red from the cold.


  “This is Inspector Green,” said the constable.


  The woman’s gaze met his, level and frank. “Hello,” she said in a rich, smoke-laden voice. “I am Lilianne Gravelle.”


  TWENTY-SEVEN

  



  Green could have demanded proof, he could have dismissed it as a hoax. Whenever a dramatic, high profile case captured the public’s heart, the glory seekers surfaced to claim their moment in the spotlight. The fact that almost no one knew about Lilianne did not negate that possibility; Lise herself could have talked about her sister. But Green only needed one look to see the resemblance. The woman had shoehorned her middle-aged body into a fake leopard fur jacket and slathered on black eye liner, but the upturned nose and sharp blue eyes were unmistakable.


  “Adam—Adam Jules—told me to come,” she said. “You’re the cop in charge of my sister’s death?”


  Green shook off his astonishment. “Yes. Come this way, Ms Gravelle.” Signalling Gibbs to follow, he led her into their most comfortable interview room, still little more than a sterile cubicle with a coffee table and four fake leather chairs. “When did you see Superintendent Jules?”


  She flounced down in a chair, perspiration beading her cheeks, and began to pry herself out of her jacket. Large rings adorned all her fingers and bracelets jangled on her wrists. “He came to see me Saturday. First time I seen him in—oh, thirty years—and we didn’t exactly part as friends back then. When I saw him standing on my doorstep, you could have knocked me over with a feather. He’d done well for himself, not that I ever doubted that, he was the smart one—”


  “Why did he come to see you?”


  She tugged at her blouse to rearrange her ample flesh. “To tell me about Lise’s death. Not that it was a surprise. I thought she’d killed herself years ago. Like our mother that way. Life just kept knocking her down more times than she could get up.” Lilianne paused to wipe the sweat from her face, which had turned bright red in the heat of the room. “I don’t suppose I could have a cold drink?”


  “Coffee?”


  She pulled a face. “Diet Coke would be better. Menopause is a curse.” Green dispatched Gibbs to get the drink then steered the woman back on track. “Where did this visit from Jules take place?”


  “I have a place in Belleville. Not much more than a shoebox, really, but it’s mine and it’s more than my last husband got out of the divorce, so I can’t complain. I got a job at Swiss Chalet where the tips are good if you’re nice to people. I meet lots of people, so it suits me fine. I was never ambitious like Lise. All I wanted was a nice little home with a husband and children.” She paused for breath and chuckled wryly. “Well, I got four of the first but none of the second. That’s why I had such hard feelings towards Lise and Adam.”


  Green tried to hide his confusion. “Because she had a child and you didn’t?”


  “No. Because she wouldn’t give Amélie to me when she had her breakdown. They decided I wasn’t good enough to provide for her, and Adam persuaded Lise to give her up to strangers instead.” Lilianne’s cheeks flushed red again and her nostrils flared. “I should have been the one to raise her, then we could have all been happy. I’d have let Lise be involved as much as she wanted. Instead it damn near killed her the day Adam marched her into that Catholic do-gooder’s office and handed her flesh and blood over without so much as a proper goodbye. Father Fréchette wouldn’t let Lise give her anything. Not a letter, not even her favourite blanket. Said she had to make a clean break from the past. I don’t have much use for the church, as you can tell—”


  Gibbs arrived with a tall glass of Coke. Lilianne downed half of it greedily then pressed the cold glass to her flaming cheeks. “Holee-e, I needed that.”


  “What was the relationship between Adam Jules and your sister?”


  She cast him a sidelong glance. “Not what you’re thinking. I always thought if it was up to him, there would have been much more, but Lise was a broken soul. Harvey Longstreet did that to her. With his curls and those dimples, he could charm the pants off a nun. And he was so full of life, he lifted everyone along with him. She fell for him hard, and when he died—in her arms, actually, but that’s all I’m going to say—she was a basket case. Amélie was all she had left of him and she became Lise’s whole world. No room in it for shy, stuffy Adam Jules.”


  “And yet he persuaded her to give Amélie up.”


  “Well, Lise wasn’t much of a mother. She tried, but some days she couldn’t even get out of bed. Our mother was like that, and I can tell you it’s not much fun for a kid. It’s cold, lonely and confusing. You’re always wondering what you did wrong, what you can do to make it better, how you can make her happy. In her good times, even Lise could see it wasn’t good for Amélie. She knew she’d made Amélie too much her whole world and she was always scared she was going to lose her. She’d freak out every time Amélie got sick, she’d sit by her crib staring at her while she was sleeping, like she was afraid Amélie was going to stop breathing. Like Harvey, I guess.”


  She paused as if caught up in the past, and Green let her collect her thoughts. When she resumed, her voice was softer. “Now I know it was the hardest thing Adam ever did. But back then I only thought about me, and about the kid I could never have, or Lise either. She haemorrhaged after the birth and had to have a hysterectomy. Still, he was probably right about me. I’ve not made such a success of things since then either.” A look of sorrow crept over her flushed face. “Ain’t life a bitch.”


  Regret hung heavy in the silence of the interview room. Even Gibbs had stopped taking notes and sadly looked across at her. Green was the first to pull his thoughts back to the present.


  “Do you know where Adam Jules is now?”


  She shrugged. “Going home, I think. Don’t we all go home sooner or later, if we have any home left to go to?”


  “St. Hyacinth?”


  “He wanted you to know the whole story. He said if he didn’t call back by Sunday night, I should come here myself. I’m sorry...” She ducked her head and played with the bangles on her wrist. “It took me a couple of days to decide if...”


  “Decide what?”


  She stopped twirling and looked up abruptly. “There’s more.” She took a deep breath and reached into her purse to extract an envelope. “He gave me this. He wanted me to give it to Amélie. I mean Meredith. It’s the letter Lise wrote to her that the priest wouldn’t let her have. Damn near broke my heart.”


  Green reached out, but she made no move to give it to him. “It’s taken many years and miles to put this all behind me, and now... It’s like opening it all up again, you know? ”


  Green gently extracted it from her fingers. It was a short, simple note written in a beautiful French script. ‘Darling Amélie, I’m doing this for you. You deserve more than I can give you, and because I love you more than myself, I must put your need above mine. But always know that you were conceived in love and will be forever loved.’ Green felt his scalp prickle. The message spoke across the decades, across the divide of death.


  “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Lilianne said.


  He nodded. But he also understood why the priest had not let Lise give it to Amélie. It was a burden beyond a young child’s years.


  “I think Lise would have been all right, you know? If Harvey hadn’t died. She said he loved her.”


  Green had his doubts but didn’t voice them. What mattered was not what might have been, but the present. “Why could Jules not give her this himself? Why didn’t he come himself?”


  “I don’t know.” She spoke slowly, frowning as if trying to bring a vague impression into focus. “Maybe it would bring back too much. I think he had a lot on his mind. He said he’d made a mess of things, and he couldn’t fix it.”


  Green felt a twinge of alarm. Belleville was a town on the St. Lawrence River between Montreal and Toronto. It was a good four-hour drive, yet Jules had visited Lilianne in Belleville the same day after his visit to Cyril in Montreal. He’d been so upset after seeing Cyril that he’d nearly run Green off the road. What had sent him on such a frantic drive?


  “Did he say what the mess was? Or why he couldn’t fix it?”


  “Because it was too late. Lise was dead.” She paused and drained her Coke. She looked calmer now, but troubled. “I tried to get more details, but he didn’t say much. Somehow he saw her death as his fault. He’d made one too many mistakes, and because of that, someone had panicked.”


  “And killed Lise.”


  “Yes. And killed Lise.”


  “Who?”


  “He didn’t say. Just that he shouldn’t have tried to play God, and now a whole lot of innocent lives were ruined.” Lilianne leaned forward, her face still moist but drained of colour. The brash, blowsy façade had gone. “I had a bad feeling when he said goodbye that night, Inspector Green. It felt...so final.”


  


  Levesque squealed the tires as she accelerated out of the police parking garage. Behind them Gibbs was struggling to keep pace. Once she’d wrestled the car onto Elgin Street, she glanced over at Green, who was already dialling Magloire.


  “Do you really believe Meredith is in danger? From Brandon? From her own parents?”


  Green listened to the ringing. “Adam Jules is a very astute man. If he said someone was panicking, he must know something.” Relief surged through him when Magloire picked up. “Jean Pierre, I want you to contact your SQ friend out at Ste. Hyacinth again. Not about Lise Gravelle, but about Adam Jules. He’s still missing but he may have gone home. I’m concerned for his safety.”


  “Why?”


  “Lise Gravelle’s sister has shown up.” He filled Magloire in as fast as he could. Precious seconds were ticking by. “I believe Jules may have guessed the killer but more importantly, the killer may know that. We need to find him first.” He left Magloire to draw his own conclusions, likely erroneous. Shielding Jules’s reputation was only one reason. The SQ would search far more vigorously for a fellow officer under threat than they would for one about to kill himself.


  Moreover, Green had a nagging fear that Jules was trying to play God one last time, by drawing the killer after him and away from the innocent players in the drama. A redemption of sorts.


  Magloire needed no further urging. He recorded the sketchy details Green knew of Jules’s rental car and signed off abruptly, a man on a mission. Levesque was in the fast lane now, streaking across the Macdonald-Cartier Bridge to Quebec. The car was rock steady beneath her capable hands. Glancing at his watch, Green saw that he’d already missed his meeting with Poulin. He thumbed through his contacts and dialled the deputy chief ’s cell phone. This time he was prepared to go to battle for Adam Jules’s life.


  The man picked up with his characteristic “Poulin!”


  “Sorry about our meeting, but I have new information,” Green said before Poulin could cut him off. “I believe Adam Jules is in danger. He’s been conducting his own investigation—”


  “Green, what the man does on his own time is his prerogative.”


  “But he may have spooked the killer. I’m not sure he’s aware he’s in danger.” I’m also not sure he cares, Green thought but kept the doubt to himself.


  “Have you solved the case, Green?”


  “I’m coordinating things with the SQ. We’re on our way—”


  “What the hell is going on!”


  For the first time, Poulin’s voice roared through the line, full of urgency and indignation. Is that what it takes to get your attention? Green thought. Not concern for a missing officer, not the possibility of threats to his life, but the spectre of an inter-jurisdictional turf war? And the failure to follow the proper chain of command?


  Taking a deep breath, he filled Poulin in with all the patience and calm he could muster. To his credit, the man stopped interrupting and actually heard him out.


  “All right, what do you need me to do at this end?” “We have the cooperation of the Papineau district in the area and we’re planning a joint response—”


  “Tactical?”


  “No, sir. The SQ will handle the operation.” Anticipating another protest, he said, “But I’d appreciate your involvement to coordinate operations at the higher level. Time may be critical, that’s why we’re moving ahead.”


  “Done. What else?”


  “And we have to examine Adam’s telephone records to see who he’s been talking to and where he’s made any financial transactions.”


  “You think he’s involved in this current incident?”


  Green considered the idea. He didn’t see how Jules could know about the cottage unless Brandon or the Kennedys told him. But Jules had been full of surprises. “All the more reason to know what he’s been up to,” he replied.


  There was a longer pause. Levesque was now playing slalom with the transport trucks on the four-lane highway that ran east along the Ottawa River. Green glanced back. In the cruiser behind them, he could see that Gibbs had a terrified look on his face.


  “Done,” Poulin said finally. “But I’m getting our Tac unit commander on board at this end, Green. Stay in touch.”


  Green hung up and stared grimly ahead. The unknown hung over him like a cloud. Was Poulin overreacting and would he authorize a joint tactical raid on a flimsy little cottage in the back woods? Where for all Green knew, a fragile, devastated family was just trying to put the pieces back together.


  But that was the problem. He didn’t know.


  Levesque shot him a quick, questioning glance. “There may be no cell phone reception out there, but we should at least try phoning Longstreet. Pretend it’s a routine follow-up. It might help us evaluate his state of mind.”


  Green toyed briefly with the idea before rejecting it. He had no idea why Brandon had set out on his own to find Meredith, if indeed he had, nor why he’d chosen to circumvent the police. The young man was a loose cannon, overwhelmed with horror and despair.


  “As long as we don’t actually know the situation, it’s too risky. Without being right there to contain their reaction, we could spook someone or scare them away.”


  Or worse, he added privately.


  TWENTY-EIGHT

  



  Snow began to fall as they turned left off the four-lane Highway 50 onto the twisting country road that ran north into the rolling foothills of the Laurentians. The road ran like a bobsled run between two ridges of snow left by the plow, and the car bucked on the cracked, pothole-riddled surface. The wind picked up, and Green watched the blowing snow with alarm.


  Not only would it threaten driving, but it would also obliterate any tire tracks or footprints left around the cabin.


  When they reached the village of Mayo, which proved to be little more than a crossroads, a country store and a church, there was no sign of the Sûreté du Québec cruiser which was to meet them. Levesque phoned her cousin, who apologized and said the unit was delayed because procedure dictated that it be sent from Papineauville detachment headquarters further east, at least an hour away. They were on their way, but still fifteen kilometres out.


  Green grumbled in disgust. The SQ’s jurisdictional red tape was as strangling as any on the Ontario side. “I don’t want to wait. Tell them we’re going ahead and to meet us out at the cabin as fast as they can.”


  Levesque passed on the message, but he could hear the doubt in her tone. Afterwards, she lifted her foot off the brake and eased the car back onto the road. They drove in silence through rocky, wooded terrain dotted sporadically with farms, then along a small lake bordered by cottages. Many were closed for the winter, but huge Christmas displays of Santa and mangers adorned the front lawns of the others.


  The road grew narrow, hilly and slick with snow as they followed the map towards the tiny red dot Gibbs had marked at the end of the road. Gravel replaced pavement, forcing Levesque to ease off the accelerator. To make up time, she gunned it again as she rounded a corner onto a straight stretch. Careening towards them, full tilt down the centre of the road, was a dirty pick-up which showed no sign of slowing. Levesque jerked the wheel hard to the right and brought the Impala onto the shoulder just as the pick-up shot past. Green caught a glimpse of a woman at the wheel, open-mouthed in terror.


  “Jesus H! That was Norah Kennedy!” He swung around to see her barely miss Gibbs’s car before slewing around the corner out of sight. He grabbed Levesque’s cell phone and pressed redial, grateful there was still a signal this far out. When her SQ cousin answered, he described the situation.


  “She’s heading south on 315, about 10 k north of Mayo. Send someone to intercept her, and call me the moment you have her!”


  After he’d hung up, he sat in silence, wrestling his apprehension under control. What had freaked Norah out? Was she fleeing for her life? Going for help? Was it possible that Meredith—or Brandon—had turned on her parents?


  “What next?” Levesque finally said.


  “We continue. It’s more important than ever that we find out what’s going on. But we’ll scout it out carefully before we make any move.”


  “Out there, there’s going to be nothing but bush and silence. No way we’ll come up on it unnoticed.”


  He mentally reviewed their equipment. Radios, Glocks and vests, but nothing but city boots and light winter jackets against the building storm. But how much danger could one frightened young woman present, even if she was the killer? A big if.


  Levesque shook her head in disapproval as she pulled back onto the road. As they drew closer and turned down the final spur, Green had to admit she was right about being noticed. There was no sign of a cabin visible through the thick trees, but the lane was rutted with tire tracks and a hint of wood smoke drifted on the damp wind. They crept forward, peering through the blowing snow. Gradually contours took shape, filmy silhouettes that filled with detail as they came near. A silver car was parked in the lane up ahead, and further up was the angular roof line of a cabin. Green told Levesque to back up out of sight. Then all four detectives climbed out of their cars, left the car doors ajar, and stood in the falling snow, deciphering the silence. Green thought he heard a distant cry, but as he strained to listen, the snow swallowed it up. Maybe it was just an animal call or the wind in the trees.


  “Someone is definitely here,” Levesque murmured. “There’s a fire.”


  Green sent Gibbs forward to check the vehicle. “A silver Prius, Ontario plate,” he reported upon his return, and without being asked, he slipped into his car to run the plate. Meanwhile Green studied the ground for tracks. Snow blanketed the boughs of the trees and lay in a soft, pillowy quilt on the forest floor, crisscrossed with animal tracks. He could see no boot prints, but at least two distinct sets of tire tracks overlapped in the ruts.


  Gibbs returned. “Brandon Longstreet, sir.”


  Green wasn’t surprised. “There is only one road exit out of here, but we’ll spread out through the woods and approach the cabin as quietly as we can. Bob, you go left side, Marie Claire right side. Zdanno, you stay with the vehicles in case he makes a run for it.”


  He looked down at their city rubbers. It couldn’t be helped. They fanned out and moved forward, Green staying to the edge of the road and trying to keep the Prius between him and the cabin windows. The tire tracks leading up to the Prius were partially filled in with snow, but another fresher set overlapped for part of the way before coming to a halt behind the Prius. A faint drop of oil stained the snow. The Kennedys’ aging pick-up truck?


  They reached the clearing, which was heavily trampled with footprints. The cabin sat in the middle, a squat, rectangular bungalow made of wooden planks aged almost black. Its back door faced the lane and a boarded up screen porch stretched the length of the opposite side. Down the slope beyond, the flat expanse of a lake glistened in the muted light. A ramshackle shed and outhouse sat at the far edge of the clearing, and firewood was stacked high under a lean-to behind the house. An axe was propped against the lean-to, and splinters of wood littered the snow nearby. Levesque had taken cover behind the outhouse, Gibbs the woodpile. The cabin looked peaceful. No murmur of voices, no shuffling of movement. From their positions, the other two squinted through the snow at him questioningly. Green almost laughed. The three of them made a great take-down team.


  He undid the holster of his Glock as he made a run for the back stoop. Nothing. He peered through the small window into the gloom of the cabin. There was a single light illuminating the kitchen, but the rest of the space was in shadow. The boarded up screens prevented all but a few shafts of pale daylight from penetrating the interior. However, it looked like one large room with a kitchen at one end and a chair and sofa in front of a woodstove at the other end.


  The whole place looked deserted. Green tried the door, which creaked open easily beneath his touch. He signalled to the others and slipped inside. The smell of wood smoke and damp wool was strong, and his footsteps clomped on the plank floors as he checked out the rooms. In addition to the main room, there were two minuscule bedrooms along the back. One bedroom contained bunk beds that were stripped bare. He paused in the doorway to the second bedroom. The double bed was rumpled and unmade, the one pillow bunched in a ball and the heavy duvet tossed half on the floor. A heater glowed orange in the corner.


  He heard footsteps and returned to find Gibbs and Levesque examining the kitchen. “No one here,” he said.


  “The fridge is stocked and one stove burner is still warm,”


  Levesque replied. “Someone’s been here recently.”


  Green took in the living room. There was an old Fifties-style sofa against one wall which had a pillow and blanket bunched up on it. Two logs were burning down in the wood stove, but the room was still toasty. On the pine table at the edge of the kitchen sat an open carton of milk, two empty coffee cups and two plates with traces of egg yolk. The sink was piled with more dirty dishes, including two dinner plates.


  He inspected the contents of the fridge and cupboards before peering out the window to consider the tire tracks in the laneway. “Two people were here since last night. Norah Kennedy arrived this morning after breakfast was over. She doesn’t appear to have even shared a cup of coffee, so we can assume she didn’t stay long. She left in a hell of a hurry. But there’s no sign of disturbance in this room. Nothing knocked over or broken.” He paused to look out the side window down the slope to the lake. “Brandon appears to have come last night in time to have some dinner, and he slept on the sofa. Meredith, I would say, had a restless night on the double bed.”


  Levesque had been watching him and now she broke into a smile. Respect or disbelief, he wondered. He hoped she’d taken note.


  “The question is,” he continued, “how did Meredith get here? You can hardly grab a cab or a bus.”


  “Oh!” Gibbs flushed. “Th-there’s an old car parked behind the woodshed. It looks abandoned.”


  Green looked out the side window again. From this angle he could just see the hood of a red car hidden behind the shed. The hood was clear of snow, not what one would expect from a car left there for the winter.


  They went outside to check out the car and the surroundings.


  Snowshoe and cross-country ski tracks radiated out from the clearing in several directions. One trampled path led down to the lake, another into the pine woods. Several of the trails were partially filled by the falling snow but some, including a trail of boot prints, looked fresh.


  He was about to radio SQ to request a full search and rescue team when a blur of movement in the woods caught his eye. Another. Someone wearing a brown jacket and snow shoes. The figure was approaching fast, thrashing and slipping as he tried to run. Ragged breathing filled the still air. A few minutes later the figure burst into the clearing and looked around, red-faced and gasping. It was Brandon..


  “Oh, thank God!” he said, doubling over to catch his breath.


  “I thought I heard cars.”


  “What’s going on?”


  “Meredith’s out there! She’s run away, and she doesn’t have a jacket or proper gear. Not even a map or compass. The lake isn’t frozen yet, and I’m afraid she might fall through. She’s not thinking straight.”


  “How long has she been out and what is she wearing?”


  “She’s been gone about two hours. She left when her parents arrived. But it’s cold, and she’s only got a sweater and woollen slippers.”


  “Hat and mitts?”


  Brandon shook his head. “I know it’s a short time, but in this weather, hypothermia—”


  “She’s not going to freeze in two hours,” Green said. “Let’s go inside and get a Sûreté du Québec search team out here. When we find her, we’re going to need a good fire and hot water ready.”


  Inside, Green sent Gibbs to brew a fresh pot of coffee and Levesque to radio SQ to include cold water rescue equipment. Drawn by the excited voices, Zdanno radioed from his post by the cars. “Any sign of that SQ back-up?” Green asked him.


  “No sign of anything but two deer, looking spooked,” Zdanno replied.


  Green had no time to dwell on where the back-up was. He turned to Brandon. “Tell me what happened this morning.”


  The young man was red and perspiring, but still shivering.


  “She was calm this morning. We talked half the night. She wasn’t freaked out. She said she couldn’t tell me why she left, could never tell me, but I just had to trust her. She had to think some things out, she said, and get some results back—”


  “Results?”


  “She sent some samples for DNA testing to this private lab in Winnipeg. Just double-checking. She seemed fine. Resigned, but fine.”


  “Happy to see you?”


  “Not at first. She seemed shocked that I’d tracked her down, but when I told her I hadn’t told anybody where she was and I knew all about the adoption, she seemed okay with it. Until her parents showed up this morning. That’s when she took off.”


  “Wait a minute. Both parents?”


  He nodded. “She didn’t even want to talk to them. She saw them through the window and she said to me, ‘Get rid of them. Don’t even tell them I’m here’, and she grabbed her sweater and went out the opposite door. She didn’t even put snowshoes on.”


  Green’s mind raced. “Then what?”


  “They knew she was here. They saw the dishes and her jacket on the peg. I tried to say she’d gone to town, but they started to argue. They hadn’t passed anyone on the road. Then they wanted to know what she’d told me and why would she be avoiding them. I said I didn’t know, but I don’t think they believed me. Especially Reg. By this time, quite a bit of time had passed and I kept thinking about her out there in the cold. Reg and I wanted to go after her, but Norah was trying to persuade him not to. With his weight and drinking, he’s a heart attack waiting to happen. When I left, they were still arguing, but their truck’s gone, so I guess they finally left.”


  Green felt himself grow cold. “We met the truck. Only Norah was in it.”


  Brandon frowned in surprise, but before he could voice the thought on all their minds, Levesque reappeared from the bedroom. “SQ was delayed because this crazy woman had crashed her truck into the ditch and she flagged them down in hysterics. Her husband had killed a woman, she said, and now he’s so upset she doesn’t know what he’ll do.”


  


  Norah was able to tell Green very little over the radio about the risk Reg presented. She was barely coherent. “No, he doesn’t have a firearm,” she said, “but then he didn’t have one the night he went out after Lise Gravelle either, and that didn’t stop him. He’s a strong man when he’s in a state. Reg loves Meredith with all his heart, but he’s afraid she’ll never forgive him for killing her real mother. I just…don’t know.”


  “We can’t wait for the SQ,” Green said when he signed off. Out the window, the snow was falling more thickly now. He knew it would be obliterating the tracks and wiping out all chance of picking up Meredith’s trail. Yet how far could they get in city boots that had neither the traction nor the protection for deep snow hiking?


  “Brandon, how far did you track her trail?”


  Joining him at the window, Brandon gestured to the right alongside the lake. “Maybe a kilometre along the edge of the lake. It’s rough going through the bush and there’s nothing else out there. I remember Tanya saying there were no cottages on the other side of the lake. It’s part of the Papineau reserve over there. Acres and acres of bush. If she was trying to run away…”


  “Are you sure you were on the right trail?”


  “I’m not sure of anything. I was trying to follow the prints. It was hard to tell which were hers, but they seemed to go out on the lake.”


  Green had started to pull on his winter coat again. “How deep is the snow?”


  He gestured to the city boots Green was wearing. “Too deep for those. But there are spare boots in the closet.”


  At that moment Levesque came back in juggling skis and poles. “These were in the shed.”


  Green eyed them dubiously. Being an inner-city working class boy, he had mastered skating, but Sharon had never managed to get him on skis.


  “You can wear my snowshoes. I’ll use the skis.” Brandon said, already unlacing his boots. As if he sensed Green’s hesitation, he gave him a sharp look. “I’m going with you. You may need a doctor out there.”


  Green weighed the alternatives unhappily. With a panicked, potentially dangerous man on the loose, the search party was no place for a civilian. Yet the man knew what trail he’d taken and his medical training could be an asset. In the end, Brandon made his mind up for him by hefting a knapsack onto his back.


  “Emergency medical supplies, the best I could throw together. Hypothermia is the biggest danger, especially if she’s fallen in the lake. I’ve got hot tea, a tuque, dry clothes and a waterproof jacket, plus packing and bandages if she’s hurt.”


  Green nodded, grateful for the man’s forethought but hoping medical intervention wouldn’t be necessary. After much cursing and sweating, he managed to strap the snowshoes on and waddled out the front door, leaving Gibbs and Zdanno behind to guard the cabin.


  Levesque and Brandon glided ahead, silent and effortless while he floundered about in the soft snow. They moved through the tall, swaying trees without talking, their ears attuned to every sound and their eyes straining to track the trail. The snow lashed through the branches in stinging pellets that swallowed up sound and reduced the footprints to vague outlines. All around, whiteness blurred the contours of space. Sky blended with snow and with the very air they breathed. Brandon and Levesque would ski ahead then stop to listen and scan the woods until Green caught up.


  He was puffing and drenched with sweat by the time they reached a point of land that jutted out into the lake. The tracks ended here at the edge of the white expanse that marked the lake.


  “This is as far as I’d got when I thought I heard your cars,”


  Brandon said. “I wasn’t sure if she’d gone out there...”


  Green followed his gesture out onto the open expanse, where the wind swirled the snow into thick drifts. Further out from shore, patches of open water glistened black through gaping holes. Despite himself, Green shivered at the appalling thought. They squinted at the surface of the snow, looking for tracks leading out onto the lake. His mind played tricks as he studied the small hollows carved by the wind. It was Levesque who headed the other way, inland. A moment later, she called out. She’d found a faint trail heading up the slope toward a dense stand of spruce. Brandon dug in his poles and raced off to join her. Green was grateful to turn his back on the black open water for the protection of the trees. His eyes were attuned to the ground by now, and he could distinguish not just a vast blanket of white but the small tracks of squirrels and rabbits, the deep, delicate cloven hoofs of deer, and even the maze of bird tracks etched around the base of a tree covered with pine cones.


  He pressed on doggedly, trusting the two younger people to track the trail while he concentrated on keeping up. One foot in front of the other, swinging his snowshoes in huge, awkward steps to avoid tripping on the tips. Damn, he was out of shape! After what seemed an eternity, he came upon Brandon and Levesque waiting for him again under cover of a huge, spreading pine. Levesque pointed to the bits of broken bark littering the snow below.


  “Porcupine,” she murmured, peering overhead. “He lives way up there somewhere, but he’s hidden by the pine needles. Nature is perfect, isn’t it?”


  Green leaned against the tree trunk, trying not to appear too winded. Porcupines and perfection were the last thing on his mind. “Look, why don’t you two go on ahead. You can get to her faster than me.”


  Brandon wasn’t listening. He’d skied impatiently a short distance up the trail and was tilting his head intently. Then he raised his hand to silence them. As quietly as possible, they moved to join him.


  “Hear anything?” he whispered.


  Green stood stock still, holding his breath and straining to hear past the pounding of his heart. In the utter silence, even the falling snow seemed to whisper. Far off, some bird tapped a rhythm on a tree and a squirrel chattered a warning. Nothing else.


  “There!” Brandon’s whisper was hoarse with excitement. Green listened again, and faint snatches of sound drifted on the breeze. A sound that didn’t belong in the forest. A human weeping.


  “Oh my God!” Brandon plunged in his poles and struck out ahead. Forgetting his fatigue, Green struggled to catch him, swallowing up the distance with huge, clumsy steps. The sound softened, then stopped. Green forced himself forward, chasing only the memory now. With every step his fear grew.


  A fresh wail broke the silence, much closer now. Green’s scalp prickled. It was a deep, guttural sob torn from the throat of a man. Green was almost upon them before he saw Brandon bent over two figures huddled in the snow under the shelter of a pine. Reg was on his knees, rocking back and forth as he cradled his daughter in his arms.


  “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” he wept. Dread raced down Green’s spine. Please God, don’t let us be too late. But then he saw Meredith move and extend her own arms around her father’s shaking form to hug him back.


  TWENTY-NINE

  



  Are you arresting me?” Reg asked as Green handed him a cup of coffee. Gibbs had brewed it, and it smelled as if it could strip paint. They were the first words Reg had uttered since Green and Levesque had pried him and Meredith apart. He’d hung his head in defeat and allowed himself to be guided back to the cabin without protest or explanation. From time to time during the long trek, Meredith had cast him a worried glance but like the others, she’d said little, as if preserving her strength. but like the others, she’d said little, as if preserving her strength.


  Darkness had begun to shroud the forest by the time they reached the cabin. Green had dispatched Levesque to handle the SQ , who had arrived en masse for the search, and asked Gibbs to make coffee and food while he brought Devine and the deputy chief up to date. Brandon was tending to Reg, who had collapsed into an easy chair by the wood stove and sat staring through the glass at the glowing flame. His face was still alarmingly grey, but his breathing had slowed.


  Green hesitated. Poulin had asked him the same question, and he gave the same answer. “I want both you and Meredith checked out at the hospital just as a precaution, and then I’ll take both your statements. There’s no rush.”


  “I killed her mother,” Reg said. “There’s no getting around that.”


  “Reg, don’t talk now. Drink some coffee and get your strength back.”


  “I don’t know what came over me. Yes, I do. Panic. I’ve lived in fear of this happening for years. Ever since all those organizations and websites started cropping up allowing parents and children to reunite. Meredith was so different from us, and I heard those horror stories of children who met their natural parents and felt this instant connection to them, like some kind of telepathy, and the parents who’d loved them since they were little are shoved aside to make room for some stranger who dumped them outside a church when they were babies.”


  “Reg, before you make any statement, I need to warn you—”


  Reg waved him aside. “I don’t give a fuck about Miranda or whatever you call it. I’m not going to fight this. I’m not going to put Meredith through any more. She’s lost her mother, she’s lost the man she was going to marry—”


  “Meredith is fine.” Green thought fast. Reg’s statement should be done by the book, complete with the Charter warning, properly prepared questions and a video record. Green had been burned too many times by suspects eager to confess in the heat of the moment, only to recant when their lawyers got hold of them. He made a quick decision.


  “For the record,” he said, signalling Gibbs to take notes, “I’m going to give you the Charter warning and then we can talk. Detective Gibbs will document it.”


  Reg listened with disinterest while Green recited the warning. At the invitation to consult a lawyer, he scowled. “Bunch of bottom feeders. I always said crooks shouldn’t be able to weasel around the law, and now it’s my turn to stand up and take it like a man. I’m sorry for what I did to that woman. I haven’t had a moment’s peace since it happened. But she wouldn’t listen to me. Wouldn’t take no for an answer.”


  “You spoke to her?”


  Reg shrugged. “Well, you know that, don’t you? At least he does.” He jerked his thumb at Gibbs. “I could tell him and his partner didn’t believe that story about the phone call. Norah knew I’d answered a call that night too, but she had nothing to do with any of this. I told her it was my buddy’s car stuck in the snow and I had to go out and help dig him out. I threw a bag of salt and a shovel in the back of the truck to prove the point, and that’s all she figured it was.”


  Shovel. Green thought about the blunt force wound on Gravelle’s head. A strong swing, the momentum of the blade through the air...


  “It was your partner tipped her off.” Reg thrust his chin at Gibbs. “When she asked us about those phone records. Lise had called before, about two weeks back, at my work. She wanted to know about the adoption, where we’d gotten Meredith from and all. I told her she was nuts, Meredith wasn’t adopted, and if she called again, I’d call the cops. I thought that would scare her off. I didn’t know...” He faltered and the coffee cup shook in his hand. Green rescued it. “I didn’t know she’d go straight to Meredith.”


  He shook his head bitterly. “I was ripping mad when I found out she had. When she called that night, she said she was in town and she was going straight to the Longstreets to tell them the truth. The rich bitch owed her, she said. I don’t know what I thought. That I could stop her, I guess, and make her see sense. I didn’t believe that Brandon was Meredith’s brother. I mean, what are the fucking chances! I figured she was lying just to tap into all that Longstreet money, but she was going to ruin my daughter’s life and blow our whole family sky high, and for what? For what!” Reg had grown red and spittle had collected at the edges of his mouth. He swiped at it savagely.


  “It was snowing a bitch and you couldn’t hardly see a thing in front of you, and I had a couple of beers inside me that didn’t help. So I spot this woman walking down the middle of the road and I think how easy it would be to run her down, but I stop. Ask if she’s Lise. She won’t get in the truck, so I get out. She looked super pissed off at me, says she’s got nothing to say to me, that this is between her and her daughter and the Longstreets now. And the next thing I know, I whack her.”


  He stopped. He shook, and tears seeped into his eyes. “I whacked her. Fuck. She went down and I thought... Well, it wasn’t that hard a hit, eh? Maybe I knocked her out, but someone will come along and find her. So I grabbed her wallet and phone—I don’t know, hoping maybe nobody would connect her to us. Then I got back in the truck and gunned it out of there. When no one was reported dead, I figured I was safe. That she’d recovered or someone must have found her on time.”


  “I found her.”


  They all turned to see Meredith standing in the doorway. Brandon stood behind her, his hand on her shoulder. “You don’t have to do this, Mer,” he said.


  She shrugged him off and came into the room. “No more secrets. We are all responsible. I was walking up the street myself, hoping to get to Brandon before she did. It was so much to absorb. I needed to check out her story and if it was true, he needed to hear it from me, not from some stranger showing up on his doorstep.”


  Green found he was holding his breath, praying she wasn’t about to confess to another crime herself. “Meredith, I think all this should wait till a doctor—”


  “It’s waited long enough. A woman is dead because of a dream she’d held on to for nearly thirty years. From up the street I saw Dad arguing with her, I saw her shove him away and him grab the shovel from the back and hit her. He crouched at her side for a moment and then took off.”


  Reg grabbed her arm in panic. “No, Meredith! Don’t! I would have seen you.”


  “I ducked out of sight when you drove past. You weren’t seeing anything, Dad. You were staring straight ahead like a wild man. I ran up to her. She was lying face down in the snow, eyes open, blood all over the place, and I knew she was dead. I should have called 911, but all I could think of was how much trouble you were in, and how it was all my fault. I’d been so angry at her. I’d told her I didn’t believe her, so she got in touch with you instead.”


  Reg had grown deathly pale. She reached out to take his hands in hers and fixed her eyes on his. “We’re both to blame for what happened, Dad. We both ran, and we both left her alone in the street. I was completely freaked out. My life was shot. The man I was going to marry had turned out to be my half-brother, and the woman who claimed to be my mother was lying dead at my feet. Because of me, my father had panicked and killed her. If anyone found out who she was, the clues would point straight to him.”


  Reg clutched her hands as if they were a lifeline to hope. “I was so scared. I was so afraid you knew, because I didn’t know where you’d gone!”


  “I didn’t know what to do. I couldn’t go home and face you and pretend nothing had happened. I couldn’t go to Brandon and snuggle up in his arms the way I wanted to. Even though he was my brother, I still wanted to. But I couldn’t, maybe ever again. So I checked into a hotel, and all night I thought about what to do. At first, I thought of dropping out of sight altogether. I could just start a new life. But I knew the police would be checking my bank accounts and credit cards, even my passport if I left the country. So I holed up here, buying myself time to think of the best way out. It was only going to be for a couple of days, but as I thought about it, I realized I had to find out the truth above all else. Was I adopted, and was Brandon my brother? Once I had those answers, I might know what to do next.”


  She sat down on the sofa, her head bowed, and continued so quietly that Green had to strain to hear. Everyone sat transfixed. “There’s no phone or internet access out here, so I didn’t know exactly what was going on in Ottawa. I figured people would be worried, especially Brandon, but when I checked the Ottawa Citizen at the village store on Wednesday, I found no mention of either me or a dead woman. So I hoped you’d figured I just had cold feet about the wedding because we’d had that huge fight about it on Sunday night. After a few days I went back to the village. I had to know if they’d identified Lise and traced her to us. That’s when I saw there was a massive search on and everyone was frantic. The village store had an internet connection, so I sent an email to Brandon hoping at least to reassure him while I waited for my DNA results.” She raised her head finally and her gaze met Brandon’s. She smiled at him sadly.


  “But I think it’s a formality. I look at you and I love you, but in my gut I know the truth. Holed up in this place, I had a chance to look over the proof she gave me—the newspapers that had no announcement of my birth, the birth registrations for November 1978 that had no record of me. And I’ve been doing some research on the web about family members raised apart. There is a powerful attraction based on similarities in temperament, values, interests, even habits and tastes. It’s as if our DNA bonds us even if we’re unaware. I thought about how we laugh at the same jokes, share the same dreams and even finish each others’ sentences.”


  Brandon was watching her, anguish and resignation reflected in his eyes. Yet he didn’t argue with her. “If you aren’t raised together, a powerful, physical attraction is normal. Oedipus and Electra weren’t far off the mark. We can’t be together, but I don’t feel guilty that I love you. I wish...” Her eyes brimmed with sudden tears. “I wish things were different, but at least in all this, I haven’t lost everything. I have a very cool, very kindred brother.”


  


  “Talk about bizarre,” Sharon exclaimed. “To discover that the man of your dreams is your brother. To think you slept with him and planned a life with him. I can’t imagine feeling that way about Jake! I don’t think we’re the least bit alike.”


  She and Green were sprawled out side by side on the sofa, sharing a late night bottle of wine. For the first time in days, Green felt peaceful. Every muscle in his body ached and he knew he would pay for his snowshoeing expedition the next day, but for now the universe was the best it could be, considering a woman had died and Jules was still missing.


  Reg was in custody but his confession, and the end to all the secrets, seemed to have buoyed his spirits. He knew he’d have to do time but some of his more dubious bar patrons had already slipped him the name of a good defence lawyer who could wring a tear from the most jaded judge.


  After consultation with the Crown, Green had elected not to charge Meredith in connection with Lise’s death. She and Brandon were last seen heading out for a showdown in Rockcliffe, no longer hand in hand but united in purpose. Elena Longstreet had a lot to answer for.


  It was six o’clock by the time Green escaped the station. He had just put the finishing touches on his report to Barbara Devine when he heard a great cheer outside his door. He peered out in time to see Brian Sullivan walk into the squad room with a silly red Santa tuque on his head, a sack of gifts in his hand, and a broad grin on his freckled face. He strode from desk to desk as if he owned the place, handing out gifts and accepting bear hugs. When he reached Bob Gibbs’s desk, he pulled out a box wrapped with silver bells.


  “I heard some fool is brave enough to take on our Sue.”


  Gibbs flushed purple. “H-how..? Who...?”


  “I know everything that’s going on around here, and don’t any of you young lads forget it.”


  Green had brought his own blue-wrapped Hanukkah gift home. A bottle of vintage Merlot. Does he think I earned it, or need it, he wondered as he closed his eyes and took another sip. He thought about Sharon’s last words, about blood ties and love and that sense of connection that defied all geography.


  “You and Jake were raised together,” he said. “Your relationship was molded by the rough and tumble of childhood, the sibling jealousies and competition, and the intimacy of shared experience. There’s no magic of discovery, no sense of a mysterious destiny at work. But I feel it with Hannah all the time.”


  “But at least you knew what your relationship was. Brandon and Meredith were lovers. How are they going to get past that?”


  “Time and distance for starters,” he said. “He’s going on to Ethiopia as planned, she’s going back to Haiti. And she’s taken on the name Amélie. Part of redefining herself, distancing herself from the Meredith who’d planned a life with him.”


  “It’s not going to be as easy as that,” Sharon said. “She can’t erase who she’s been for thirty years. She can’t erase the Kennedys.”


  “I don’t think she wants to. She says the name change is unofficial, at least for now, while she gets her head around this new identity. After reading the letter that her mother wrote to her, it just felt right. The little girl who was Amélie should never have been lost.”


  “Uncanny, the power of that mother-child bond.” She snuggled up beside him. “Makes me wish...”


  He looked into her eyes. Deep, luminous, and full of hope. He looked at the fire she had lit, and the dog asleep at her feet. It was on the tip of his tongue to answer her when the doorbell rang.


  Sharon held his arm. “Don’t answer that. It’s ten o’clock!”


  No sooner had he settled back down when it rang again. Two soft, short rings. He hauled himself to his feet.


  Standing on the doorstep, his tall, stooped frame bathed in yellow porch light, was Adam Jules. With a rush of joy, Green yanked the door wide.


  “Michael, sorry to disturb you at this hour, but a phone call would be insufficient. I wanted to explain, before tomorrow’s news came out.”


  Green invited him in and offered him a glass of wine, which he politely declined. He perched on the edge of Green’s old lazyboy and crossed his hands in his lap. He was controlled and still, but Green could see the haggard circles beneath his eyes. The week had aged him.


  Sensing the pain in Jules’s stillness, Sharon excused herself and withdrew. Jules pursed his lips. “I have just been to see the deputy chief. I handed in my resignation.”


  Green stifled his dismay.


  “It seemed the wisest choice, given the circumstances, which you know.”


  “I know some, Adam. Not all.”


  “There’s no need to know more. You have the facts you need. Lise Gravelle is dead, Meredith Kennedy knows the truth, Reg Kennedy is in custody. A tragic, tragic story, Michael. No need to compound the tragedy.”


  Green exploded. “I spent a week searching for you, worrying about you, wondering if you were impeding my investigation. Wondering if the man who taught me ethics had himself been as dirty as they come. Afraid in the end that you might have taken your own life! I think I deserve more than a fucking ‘no need to know more’!” He broke off, shocked. In all the years he’d lost his temper with Jules over the frustrations and restrictions of the job, he had never sworn at him. Never made it personal. Jules didn’t flinch, but a tightness around his eyes betrayed him.


  “I’m sorry I caused you distress, Michael.”


  “Did you accept a payoff from Cyril Longstreet?” Jules didn’t answer right away. He steepled his fingers and pressed the tips to his lips while he considered. “Perhaps I’ll have some wine after all.”


  Green remembered the array of fine brandies and whiskies in Jules’s apartment. “How about a Scotch instead. It’s Glenlivet.”


  Jules arched an eyebrow. “Neat, please.” He swirled the amber liquid around and took an appreciative sip before resuming as if there had been no interruption. “Not a payoff, no. But I made a deal. Not one I regret. One that spared several innocent lives, including two babies, from humiliation and possible destitution.” A faint smile played across his weary face. “That much you will learn when tomorrow’s edition of the Montreal Gazette hits the stands. That clever reporter tracked me down in St. Hyacinth, where I admit I thought I had reached the end of the road. He said he had a deal with you to expose the old cover-up.”


  “He was stretching the truth a bit.”


  Jules savoured another sip. “I had no doubt. I remember him well. But secrecy had gotten us all to this appalling juncture— Lise dead, Meredith missing, Brandon betrayed, Reg and Norah Kennedy sucked into the maelstrom. While the two people who’d orchestrated the cover-up and profited the most from it—Elena and Cyril Longstreet, who got to keep their dignity and family honour—were still unscathed by it all.”


  “So you told Cam Hatfield what? That Lise had been at Harvey Longstreet’s apartment when he died, and that you’d helped cover it up?”


  “Not directly. Lise was at the apartment. They were in bed when they...miscalculated. She called Elena in a panic to ask what to do. Rather than telling her to phone the police, Elena told her to get out of the apartment and never say a word. Then she phoned Cyril and together they unhooked Harvey from the bedpost, hung him in the closet, cleaned the whole place up, and locked the door on their way out. Then they left him for two days before Elena phoned in a missing persons report.”


  Green shuddered. What ice ran in the woman’s veins?


  Jules’s mouth twitched in disgust. “I knew someone had tampered with the apartment, but I hadn’t proceeded very far in my investigation before Lise contacted me with the truth. She recognized my name from home, St. Hyacinth, and she hoped I would tell her what to do. She was pregnant but when she’d phoned Elena to ask for her help, Elena denied all knowledge of her and insisted it was all a lie to extort money. Lise was a babe among wolves. She was convinced Harvey Longstreet loved her, but Elena laughed in her face. I could have pursued the case and charged Elena and Cyril with some offence, but that wouldn’t have benefited Lise.”


  It was the longest speech Green had ever heard Jules make. The most passion he had ever displayed. In the silence, he looked spent.


  “So you made a deal with the devil.”


  He nodded. “To get her some child support. But in the end, it wasn’t enough. Lise never recovered from the trauma of Harvey dying in her arms. And poor little Amélie...”


  “Did you keep in touch with either of them after the adoption?”


  “No. In Amélie’s case, it was not allowed, of course, and Lise blamed me for pressuring her into giving Amélie up. I’d thought it was best for all, but... We don’t cut those ties so easily, do we. So I left Montreal and joined up here. I thought about her often, but I knew her recovery was too fragile.” He took a deep breath as if to say more but stopped himself, tightened his lips and sipped his Scotch.


  “So what happened? How did you get involved in this present case? You said it was your fault.”


  “I got a call. Voice message, at the station. From Lise.”


  “When?”


  Jules squinted. “About three weeks ago. In her message, she asked two things. Was I the Adam Jules from the Montreal Police, and was Meredith Kennedy her daughter?”


  “What did you tell her?”


  “I didn’t call her back right away, because I wasn’t sure.


  I’d helped the Kennedys connect with Father Fréchette, but the actual adoption details were kept secret. There were many babies. So I started checking. Father Fréchette was dead, as was the lawyer, and the old mission was torn down. The church records had been travelling around in church vaults for years. I was able to confirm that Reginald and Norah Kennedy had indeed adopted a girl in the right time frame. I called Lise back a week later. I told her the adoption records were lost, but it was possible. My worst mistake. My absolute worst mistake.” He sipped on his Scotch with a trembling hand. “Before I knew it, Elena Longstreet phoned me.”


  Green leaned in, holding his breath. “This was...?”


  “Last Tuesday morning. The day after Lise’s death. Elena was upset with me. She said some woman claiming to be Lise Gravelle had phoned her the night before to tell her she was on her way to the house with important information about Harvey’s daughter. Elena thought there was a threat in her words. A hint of blackmail.”


  “Was that likely?”


  Jules shrugged. “Not the Lise I knew. Stopping the marriage and getting Amélie back, that’s all Lise would want. But in her line of work, Elena has been a fighter for so long that she sees adversaries and dishonourable motives where there are none. She even thought I’d put Lise up to it and told her where Elena lived.”


  “Had you stayed in touch with Elena?”


  Jules grimaced. “As little as possible. Our paths crossed from time to time at charitable or legal functions. I admire her skill, and she claims to feel bad about her treatment of Lise. That’s possible. She was young, and the shock must have been considerable. But she was suspicious when Lise renewed contact out of the blue, and when Lise failed to show up, she wondered whether I knew anything.”


  Which is when you asked me about missing persons and accidents, Green thought. So Elena had been lying. What a surprise. She had known Lise Gravelle was coming to her home that night, and possibly had some idea why. He felt a hard knot of anger for the woman.


  Jules had drained his glass and gave no hint of protest when Green topped it up. He heaved a deep sigh. “Once I learned Lise was dead, I did wonder whether Elena might have had a hand in it. But she is a woman of some stature and integrity in her own right, and to risk it over old news seemed unlike her.”


  “Not if that news might cost her the love of her only son,” Green said.


  Jules didn’t seem to hear. His own thoughts swept him on. “My worst mistake… When she disappeared, I thought Meredith herself had done it. Cyril Longstreet told me she was beside herself with shock and anger when she visited him in Montreal.” He cast Green a silent glance, as if acknowledging it was indeed his car that Green had encountered up on Summit Circle that day. “Poor, innocent Amélie. What we put that young woman through—the shock, the loss of her dreams—it was my fault. I had set it in motion, thirty years ago and once again three weeks ago. How could I betray her now? How could I turn her in?”


  Jules’s eyelids were drooping now, betraying the exhaustion the week had wrought. “Instead,” he said, draining his second glass, “it was that poor bugger Reg Kennedy who got caught in the trap.” He set his glass down abruptly and hauled himself to his feet, swaying slightly. “How did you get here, Adam?”


  “Cab.”


  “Let me drive you.”


  Jules shook his head. “I’ll walk a bit. Hail a cab on Carling. I’ve imposed enough.” He made his way to the hall, where he pulled on his coat and wrapped a brand new cashmere scarf around his neck. “The silver lining in this? I found Amélie again. In looks, she’s like her mother, but her brains and her willpower, that’s all her father. Ironically, both of them are like their father. On balance, that’s a good thing.”


  Green stood at the open door watching him walk down the driveway into the night. He seemed to be enjoying the soft magic of the Christmas lights on the fresh snow.


  Green heard Sharon come up behind him, felt her arms slide around his waist. “Such a lonely man. Do you think he’s loved her all these years?”


  Green thought of the photos of the children in Jules’s apartment. Of the tender fingertip touch between him and Amélie. Of the resolutely solitary life he’d led.


  “Possibly,” he said slowly. “I think he loved Amélie, would have loved to be a father to her, but I don’t think loving a woman came easily to him. He put the welfare of her child before his love of Lise. He’s been paying ever since.”


  “Such a waste, for all of them.”


  He smiled faintly. He felt equal parts of sorrow and hope. “But at least he has reconnected with Amélie.”


  “A daughter of sorts.” She paused and tipped her head to look up into his eyes.


  “Yes,” he said in answer to the question he saw in them. God help me.


  
    
      
    
  


  The Whisper of Legends


  
    


    Chapter One

    



    Nahanni, July 4


    The river was barely a whisper as it licked past Hannah’s toes. Its surface shone like burnished bronze in the late evening sun. She drew a deep, grateful breath and looked across to the opposite shore, where black spruce rose up in jagged silhouette against the distant peaks of the Mackenzie Mountains.


    So peaceful now!


    Hannah pressed her palms against the rock beneath her, not quite believing it wouldn’t move. In her mind’s eye, the river continued to pitch and roll, and rocks reared up out of the foamy mist in a never-ending rush. Her head throbbed. Every muscle in her body shook with fatigue.


    For three solid days they’d been battling the whitewater of the upper South Nahanni River. Stunning wilderness and thrilling rapids, Scott had promised her when he’d sold her on the trip. Sixty kilometres of class II to IV rapids. He knew she loved a good adrenaline rush, the more remote and wild the better, but this was beyond wild. This was suicidal.


    It had been three long days of scouting and arguing, of trying to read the river and plan a route through the rocks and holes. Scott was getting on her nerves. He seemed distracted and hurried, as if he had somewhere to go and no time to enjoy the trip. Surrounded by incredible glacial peaks and black spruce wilderness, this was a river to be savoured. Each bend should be analyzed to plan the safest paddling course, and each eddy should be a resting spot to admire the pink wildflowers along the shore and to search the mountain ridges for sheep. They were Dall’s Sheep, he’d told her, as if the rare, reclusive creatures sat on the right side of God. Not that she believed in God, but up here, cradled by soaring peaks and sky a blue you never saw in the city, even she could hear the faint, haunting whisper of something divine.


    So what was Scott’s hurry? Ever since the Twin Otter had dropped them and their gear at the Nahanni headwaters, he’d been in a mad rush to get down the river. Instead of enjoying the thrill of each successful run and eddying out at the end to relax and celebrate, he’d herded them through the shallow, boulder-strewn current of the infamous Rock Gardens at breakneck speed. For three days she had sideslipped and backferried and fought each wave that rose up before them. The constant, churning surprises of the river had exhausted and hypnotized her.


    At noon on the third day, their canoe had rebelled. Hit a rock in the middle of Hollywood Rapids, flipped over, and dumped Scott and her into the racing foam. She remembered plunging into the frigid darkness, struggling to position herself as she’d been taught, facing downstream on her back with her feet up, watching for trouble.


    She’d surfed down the rapids, deafened by the roar of water. A smooth, shiny rock rose up ahead. Too late she’d scooped her arms to the right. Her head glanced off the rock, helmet cracking and body jolting. Pain shot through her. She floundered to regain her position but felt herself swirling, sucked under, lungs bursting, head exploding.


    Until the rushing water spat her out into an eddy and she drifted to shore.


    Scott had been waiting for her, their rescued canoe in tow. He had barely waited for her to regain her breath, let alone check out her scrapes and bruises. As soon as they’d bailed out the water and secured their spray skirts, he’d urged her back down the river toward the next set of rapids. She could barely paddle. Her head ached and the world heaved.


    Finally they’d arrived at the end of the run and paddled ashore to wait for Daniel and Pete. Exhausted and shivering, she’d crawled up on a flat rock in the sun.


    Now Scott was glancing uneasily at the sky. Overhead it was a deep, crisp blue, but grey clouds were massing behind the mountain range to the west. “That’s the last of the rapids,” he said. “Now it’s an easy drift down to the Little Nahanni, where there’s a great place to set up camp.”


    “Easy drift,” she muttered. “What’s wrong with right here?”


    “There’s still lots of daylight left. And we should take advantage of this good weather.” Squatting by the canoe, he fished the GPS out of his sodden life jacket. His dark hair fell in wet curls over his eyes, and when he looked up at her he tossed it back impatiently. There was no hint of concern in his eyes, even though she knew the cut on her forehead was bleeding. Anger flashed through her. What’s with the jerk?


    He must have caught her glare because he flashed his killer smile. “This thing is on the fritz. Battery or circuitry got wet in that swim. No big deal, I’ve got all the maps. We’ll stay put tomorrow to dry out our stuff and try to repair this. Maybe take a hike.”


    One minute you’re breaking speed records and the next you’re planning hikes, she thought but hadn’t the strength to argue. He had that faraway look in his eyes that she’d come to know too well. Once they were on the water again, he barely spoke to her. Instead he let her steer while he scanned the mountains ahead through his binoculars. Beneath the canoe, the river hissed as it swept them along in the fast, smooth current.


    He removed a topographical map from its plastic casing and spread it out in front of him. This isn’t rocket science, she thought. The river’s only going in one direction and we’ll get there eventually. Her head throbbed and her hands were blistered. What the hell use was a boyfriend if he couldn’t show a little heart every now and then?


    It was past ten in the evening when they rounded yet another bend and found a creek with wide gravel beaches at its mouth. She glanced at Scott questioningly, but his binoculars were trained on the huge ragged mountains in the distance. The golden light of evening polished them copper and black.


    Not waiting for him to object, she steered the canoe toward the widest part of the gravel bar. It was a perfect spot for the tents and she was damned if she was going one foot further than she had to.


    Scott lowered his binoculars in surprise when the canoe ground up on the beach, but he didn’t protest. Behind them, she heard Pete and Daniel cheer as they too rounded the bend and spotted the beach. Together they pulled the boats far up on the gravel and fanned out to patrol the beach, looking for danger signs. Recent grizzly scat or wolf tracks.


    Hannah could barely walk. The ground seemed to tilt as waves of dizziness washed over her. She took off her helmet and probed her head gingerly. Her right temple felt swollen and tight, and the light stabbed her eyes. She doused herself in more bug spray and sat down on a large log, hoping to give her body a rest. Pete and Scott seemed oblivious, but Daniel was watching her through narrowed eyes. He drifted over to join her.


    “You feeling nauseous?”


    She nodded, wincing at the movement. She forced a small laugh. “All that up and down in the rapids made me seasick.”


    He stared into her eyes. First-year med students make the worst friends. They’re always diagnosing you with fatal illnesses.


    “I’ll be all right. The helmet took most of the hit.”


    “Even so, you should rest. We’ll set up camp without you.” He smiled. He reminded her of a rabbit, small and jumpy, but he had a nice smile. Gentle and even a little wistful. Why had she never noticed that before? She knew why. Because next to wild, dangerous, incredibly sexy Scott, he was as fussy and boring as a little old lady. Right now she was grateful for boring.


    “I’ll call you when dinner’s ready,” he said.


    Scott had disappeared into the bush, probably scouting a place for the latrine. Daniel and Pete grumbled as they set about putting up the tents and collecting driftwood by themselves. Hannah watched from her log, feeling guilty but afraid she wouldn’t be able to stand up without falling on her face. They had the fire blazing and the preparations for dinner well underway before they began to wonder where Scott was. At first it was just a low mutter between the two of them, barely audible above the hiss of the river, but finally Daniel came over to her. Worry pinched his thin face.


    “We have to go look for him,”


    She felt irrationally irritated. “He’s probably just gone to scout out tomorrow’s hike. You know Scott, always planning the next adventure.”


    “He knows better than to go alone.”


    Hannah tried to think through the throbbing in her head. Their voices were like gunshots to her ears. “Did he take his bear spray? And the banger?”


    Pete strolled over. He was Scott’s friend from university, and Hannah wasn’t sure she liked him. No sense of humour and a shell even pricklier than hers. From the beginning she’d sensed that he wasn’t happy to have her on the trip.


    “If anyone knows the bush, it’s Scott,” Pete said. “He’ll be back. He’s hoping we can climb that mountain tomorrow.” He pointed to the nearest mountain thrusting its bare flank out of the forest. It looked impossibly steep and high. Hannah’s stomach lurched at the thought, and Daniel shot her a worried look.


    A flicker of movement partway up the slope caught her eye, but by the time she got her mini-binoculars out of her day pack, it was gone. She focused her binoculars and drew them slowly over the slope. Nothing. Had she seen something, or were her eyes playing tricks? Mesmerized by hours of dancing water?


    She could swear it had been a flash of brown. A grizzly, a moose? Or a human? But before she could voice her thoughts or ask the men to take a second look, Scott burst out of the trees and crossed the gravel bar toward them at a half-run. Gone was his look of irritation and impatience. His eyes danced. He paused to give her a big hug.


    “That’s going to be an awesome hike! I found a game trail through the woods and once we get on that slope, it’s an easy day’s climb to the top.” He pointed high up toward a barren peak. “We’ll be able to see all the way to the Yukon!”


    She thought of her throbbing head and wobbly legs, of the mysterious brown shape halfway up the mountainside. “Did you see anything, Scott? Or hear anything?”


    He swung around to stare at her. “What are you talking about?”


    “While you were scouting. Other hikers?”


    He hesitated. Concern flashed across his face but before he could answer, Pete broke in.


    “Of course not! No one hikes that mountain. It’s not in the guidebooks. But look at it! Scott’s right. What a challenge!”


    Ottawa, July 5


    For the tenth time in ten minutes, Ottawa Police Inspector Michael Green abandoned the dreary operations report and sneaked a peek at his BlackBerry. The time was inching toward noon. What time was that in the Yukon? Nine a.m.? The start of their business day? Of course, he had no idea what time the owner of Nahanni River Adventures actually came to the office, nor even whether he had an office in the normal sense of the word. But Green figured nine a.m. was a respectable time to phone. It would sound like a reasonable request for an update, which it was, rather than a panicked call for reassurance.


    Which it also was.


    Hannah had told him very firmly that there were no cellphone towers or Internet signals in the Nahanni National Park Reserve. It was thirty thousand square kilometres of mountains, glaciers, canyons, and waterfalls along a wilderness river so spectacular that it had been named a UNESCO World Heritage Site. There was no communication, period. Cut off from the outside world. That’s the point, Dad.


    The police officer in him was horrified. What if you get hurt or lost, or crash your canoe?


    Once a Jewish parent, always a Jewish parent, he’d thought wryly, but he couldn’t help himself. He’d grown up on the inner-city streets of Ottawa, more at home with shadowy back alleys and roving gangs than with trees and rock. At first Hannah hadn’t even dignified that with an answer, but she finally admitted that the tour guide would have a battery-powered satellite phone strictly for emergencies.


    It was almost a week now since she’d begun her odyssey. A week of silence. He toyed briefly with the idea of phoning his ex-wife. Knowing Hannah’s hysteria-prone mother, if anyone could manage to track down news on their daughter, it would be Ashley. But that would mean admitting to Ashley that he was worried, after he, anxious to stay on Hannah’s good side, had unwisely supported her claim that hurtling down a river in the middle of bear country was a perfect summer vacation.


    He’d never hear the end of it.


    No, the sensible thing would be to call the tour company and speak to the man in charge of things. Man to man. According to his website, the man had thirty years’ experience piloting groups down northern rivers, and he would know exactly how Hannah’s group was faring.


    Ian Elliott sounded confident and reassuring over the phone, as if he fielded such calls all the time. “What’s your daughter’s name?”


    “Hannah Green. Or possibly Hannah Pollock. She uses both names.” Depending on which parent she’s more mad at, he thought gloomily.


    There was a long pause, and when Elliott spoke again, his voice was less confident. “Nahanni, you said?”


    When Green agreed, there was another long pause. He could hear the man muttering to himself. “I’ve checked all our lists. She’s not with us. I didn’t think I recognized the name.”


    “She must be. She’s been up there almost a week. Last we heard, she was catching a float plane with your outfit out of Fort Simpson.” Even that thought had been scary, but Green had resisted the urge to phone South Nahanni Airways to make sure the plane had landed safely.


    “Maybe she went with another tour company. There are a couple of others who guide on the Nahanni.” He supplied names and phone numbers. “They are both excellent companies with experienced guides. I’m sure your daughter is fine,” he added in a patient tone that suggested he said those words often.


    But neither company had any record of Hannah. Pollock or Green. After he made the second call, Green stared at the phone in disbelief. There had to be another explanation. Another company. Maybe a private tour out of Vancouver, where Ashley lived.


    He had no choice but to phone her now. She didn’t answer until the fifth ring and her voice sounded foggy. It was eight-thirty in the morning in Vancouver. He pictured her hovering slit-eyed over her first cup of coffee, trying to summon a welcome for the new day. Wisely, Fred would have left for work before she was even up. Ashley was still a beautiful woman, but at forty, that beauty took more and more coaxing. Right now she would be a tangle of over-bleached hair and smudged mascara.


    “You did what?” she asked.


    He explained again about his calls to Whitehorse. This time there was a pause.


    “Oh.”


    “What do you mean, oh?”


    “I guess she didn’t tell you.”


    “Tell me what?”


    “Don’t get mad at me, Mike.”


    “Tell me what?”


    “She didn’t go with a tour.”


    Green stiffened. “Who did she go with?”


    “Scott and a few other friends.”


    “A few friends? A few friends just packed up, flew two thousand kilometres into the north, and figured they’d go camping?”


    “I thought she told you.”


    “No, she didn’t tell me! She told me she was going with Nahanni River Adventures. How could you just let her go on her own?”


    Her voice gathered force. “Since when could I stop her? Since when could you?”


    “You could have refused to pay —”


    “She’s nineteen years old, Mike. She’s been doing what she wanted since she was two!”


    He took a deep breath. Shouting at Ashley would accomplish nothing; this wasn’t her fault. But he hated feeling so powerless. Hannah had been back in Vancouver with her mother for over six months now. She had intended to stay only for the Christmas holidays, but a wild New Year’s Eve party had changed all that. That’s where she had met a University of British Columbia geology graduate student with a devilish charm and a craving for adventure. For Hannah, that was a magnetic combination in a man. Ashley said that until the attraction had run its course, nothing was going to budge Hannah from Vancouver. Before Green knew it, Hannah had applied to and been accepted into UBC for the fall. It was Green’s worst fear.


    Until now. He knew very little about Scott. Hannah had emailed a single photo of the two of them. Scott had the kind of rangy, effortless athleticism Green had always envied. Hannah barely reached his chest as she tilted her adoring pixie face up at him. Green had disliked him instantly.


    He reined himself in. Petty jealousy had no place here. “What do you know about Scott and his friends? Do they know what they’re doing?”


    “Scott spent his college summers up in northern B.C. and he’s done river trips a few times. He’s gone wilderness camping since he was a kid. His friends too.”


    “That’s a far cry from —”


    “I think they wanted the challenge, Mike. They didn’t want to be part of a group being led by the nose.”


    “But Hannah is a city girl. Summer camp doesn’t count.”


    “She’s in good hands. Scott is a good kid, and she’s no pushover herself.”


    He glanced at the calendar on the desk beside him, where he had blocked off the dates of her trip. He forced himself to be calm. “Okay. She’s due back in Fort Simpson on Monday anyway. Let’s hope she calls when she gets there. The minute you hear, call me.”


    “Oh,” Ashley said. Another ominous oh.


    “Now what?”


    “She’s not due out for more than two weeks.”


    “She said the tour was ten days. I know she’s not on a tour, but that’s how long the river trip takes.”


    “She …” Ashley’s voice faded. “She went up to the headwaters, Mike. They started at the top of the river.”


    “But that’s —” He broke off, his fear rising again. When he’d read up on Hannah’s expedition, he’d paid scant attention to the upper parts of the river, concentrating instead on Virginia Falls and the canyons he thought she’d be travelling through. But he had a vague recollection of extreme whitewater that only expert paddlers should attempt.


    “She told me …” He sank back in his chair. “Damn it, she didn’t tell me.”


    Ashley grunted something dismissive, but when she spoke, her voice had mellowed. “They have a satellite phone and if they run into trouble, they’ll call for help. That’s what I keep telling myself, Mike.”


    After he hung up, he pulled up the trip descriptions on the tour website and read about the upper river. He’d been born and raised in the inner city, and the wilderness was an alien world full of threat and ambush. He felt a prick of shame that Ashley was being the more sensible one. She seemed to have sensed what was beneath his anger and his outrage. Not only fear for his daughter’s safety, but also hurt. That she had lied to him.


    As if he, a homicide cop of nearly fifteen years, needed to be shielded from the dangers she had chosen.

  


  
    


    Chapter Two

    



    Nahanni, July 5


    By eight a.m., when they set off up the mountain, the sun was already high in the sky, sparkling on the river below and burnishing the pinks and greens along the shore. Hannah knew the view was awesome, but despite her sunglasses and her hat pulled down low over her eyes the brightness drilled right into her head. Spots floated in her vision and her head pounded. She stumbled as the rocky trail wound relentlessly uphill around boulders and through prickly spruce. At each jolt her stomach lurched.


    It will pass, she kept telling herself. It’s just because I didn’t eat breakfast. She’d pushed the oatmeal around in her bowl, hoping Daniel wouldn’t notice. He’d been giving her the eagle eye and there was no way she was getting left behind at the camp while the rest of them hiked. Even if there weren’t the possibility of bears, there was no way she was letting Scott down. He was so excited he’d hardly slept last night, and this morning he’d herded them onto the trail as soon as their dishes were washed and their backpacks stuffed. He’d insisted they pack in most of their gear, in case the climb took more than one day. Anyway, leaving it behind was an invitation to bears.


    An invitation she could do without.


    She supposed they were following a game trail, although only Scott seemed to know where it was. He raced up ahead and stopped at lookouts to peer at the topographical map and scan the mountains ahead through binoculars. It didn’t seem to be the easiest route, but what did she know? Orienteering at summer camp didn’t quite compare to this.


    Eventually the trees thinned and they emerged onto a steep, rocky slope. A flat rock, slick with lichen, slipped beneath her foot and she fell hard. Pain shot through her hip and she shrieked “Fuck!” so loud that even Scott, way ahead, turned around.


    Daniel was at her side before the world stopped spinning. He pulled off her sunglasses and peered into her eyes. When she looked away, he took her hands in his. “Squeeze my hands as hard as you can.”


    She pulled away. “Daniel, leave it! It was that stupid rock. I just need to catch my breath.”


    He dug into the side pocket of his bag for a power bar. “I want you to drink and eat. Now.”


    Her stomach flipped, but she knew Mr. Worrywart was watching. “I’ll take some water.”


    From far above, Scott asked what was wrong. His impatient shout seemed to echo forever across the valley. Or is it just my banged-up brain? she wondered, wincing as the echoes drilled into her.


    Daniel pretended he didn’t hear Scott as he got her water bottle for her. She brought it clumsily to her lips, spilling some down her shirt. Fuck, keep it together!


    “Scott!” Daniel shouted. “I’m taking her back. You two can go on, I’ll stay with her.”


    She pushed herself to her feet. “Don’t I get a say in this?”


    “Hannah, you can’t —”


    “I can!” She started ahead, trying to walk straight. All those years of trying to act sober when she was wasted should be good for something. Feet, don’t mess up again.


    Scott came back down, half slithering on the loose rock. He peered at her, and a little concern flickered through his impatience. He pointed up at a dip between two peaks. “We should make that level spot in a couple of hours. It’s a good place to rest and have lunch.”


    Daniel peered up the slope. “There’s no way —”


    “We’re not splitting up,” Scott said. “That’s a cardinal rule of wilderness trekking.”


    “Then we should all go back. We can try again tomorrow.”


    “Tomorrow it may be raining,” Scott countered.


    Hannah squinted at the sky. It was a deep blue without a single cloud. The first perfect day on their whole trip. But weather, she’d learned, could turn on a dime up here. Far below them, pale slivers of river wove in and out between the trees. Up above, the mountaintop still seemed impossibly far away. But to go back now was a terrible waste of all that effort.


    “Trust me, if we pace ourselves, she’ll be fine,” Scott said. “I’ve seen much worse.”


    Hannah watched the two stare each other down. Daniel was the one with the medical training, but Scott had more experience in the wilderness. He’d been tramping over mountains and running rivers since he was a kid. If she had to choose sides, she would throw her lot with Scott even if he wasn’t her boyfriend. He might not be the warmest guy in the world right now, but he did love her. If he wasn’t worried about her, then there must be nothing to worry about.


    She pushed past both men and clambered over a boulder in the path. She could make it to lunch. A bit of food in this butterfly stomach, a little rest, and she’d be fine.


    The slope was steeper now. They seemed to be following a creek bed and she had to clamber over boulders on all fours, steadying her balance with her hands. Each footstep caused a mini landslide of loose gravel. Spots clouded her vision and she had to stop frequently to catch her breath. Blood pounded in her ears. Scott had been after her to train for this trip and she’d taken up running with him some mornings, more to get time with him than to get fit. But obviously her idea of fitness was way off. He was far ahead now, out of sight beyond the rocks. The rest were straggling along in a line, finding their footing and making their own speed. Mindful of bears, Pete ran through his entire repertoire of Hawksley Workman songs, but she and Daniel just panted their way up the hill. Daniel lagged behind her and she knew it was on purpose. He kept up an endless babble.


    Look at that pretty coloured stone. Wow, all these different colours! Do you think there’s gold in these mountains?


    “I’m still alive, Daniel. I’m walking, okay?”


    “I know you are. But Scott’s a moron and if he had half a heart, he’d be here himself.”


    She stopped so suddenly he bumped into her. He jumped back as if she’d burned him. “Scott’s getting us there. That’s his job right now. So put a cork in it, Daniel.”


    He shut up then for at least half an hour, while she dragged herself up over boulders and along rocky ledges. The only sounds were the ragged rhythm of their breathing and Pete’s off-key singing. Wildflowers peeked out of the cracks, delicate bursts of purple and white. It should have been pretty, but Hannah could only think of getting to that level spot. One inch at

    a time.


    “I also think,” Daniel said, so softly she wondered if he was talking to himself, “that this is really beautiful and I don’t understand why he’s rushing to the top. He’s a geologist. He should be in total awe of this landscape. Look at these layers! I bet there are hidden secrets of the earth in every single one.”


    Hannah didn’t know one rock from another. She’d seen nothing but rocks since they began this expedition, and they all looked alike. Okay, they were different sizes and colours but they were all in her way. Now she took the little jagged black rock Daniel held out to her. It had a ribbon of white crystal running through it, and flecks of silver on the surface.


    “There must have been a landslide,” he said. “I’m not an expert like Scott, but I do remember my environmental sciences course. This is quartz formed by huge pressure inside the mountain. I bet it’s on the surface now because of a landslide. It’s not eroded enough to be on the surface very long.”


    She looked at the other rocks in the creek bed. Some were smooth and rounded, but a swath of jagged rocks ran down the edge. The landslide was only a metre wide, but she shivered as she looked at the boulder up ahead. If it decided to roll, it would crush them both.


    “Let’s catch up. I’m hungry.” It was a lie but she surged ahead with new energy. After awhile the trail levelled out and she paused to steady herself. They had reached the plateau. Thank God, she thought, hiding her exhaustion from Daniel.


    All around her mountain peaks rippled like a carelessly tossed cloak toward the misty horizon, and far below, a blue ribbon of river meandered into the canyons. The sky was still clear overhead, but dark clouds had begun massing behind the mountains to the west. She caught sight of Pete just ahead, sitting on a rock in a meadow of wild grasses. He was wolfing down a pita sandwich.


    Scott, however, was exploring the rocky meadow, map in hand and eyes on the ground. Every now and then, he nudged some rocks with his toe. He didn’t even wave to her as she and Daniel appeared over the rise. Annoyed, she marched up to him.


    “What are you up to now?”


    He looked up, puzzled, as if returning from some place far away. Then he smiled. “How’s the head?”


    “Still attached.”


    His grin widened. He took a deep breath and drew her to him. “Isn’t this awesome? Look at those mountain peaks. Billions of years old.”


    They strolled arm in arm. She nestled against him, revelling in his moment of tenderness. “Daniel says there is lots of interesting geology around here. Landslides, minerals …”


    She felt him tense. “Daniel said that? What does he know about geology?”


    She shrugged. “Maybe we’ll discover gold, like in the Klondike!”


    He stopped dead. At first she thought it was the idea of gold, but he was staring at the ground. In front of him, almost hidden under a rocky overhang, was a strange-looking pile of stones. Old from the looks of it, blackened and covered in lichen, but too tall and symmetrical to be arranged by the forces of nature alone. An animal lair? Scott squatted beside it and reached for the top stone. His hand shook slightly.


    “What is it?” She felt a frisson of fear that an animal might leap out.


    He didn’t answer. He removed the top stone, revealing more underneath. He took them off one by one.


    “Scott? What is it?”


    “A cairn.” His hand hovered over a stone the size of a football.


    Her scalp pricked. “A cairn? You mean a grave?”


    “I don’t know. Explorers used to bury things up here. Sometimes bodies, sometimes mementoes.”


    “Bodies?” she squeaked. But as soon as the word was out, she knew it was wrong. The pile was too small to hide a body. Even so, she held her breath as he lifted the last rock.


    Underneath was a glass jar. Miraculously intact. Inside she could see a folded square of paper. “Ohmigod!” she whispered. “Someone left a note!”


    His hands were shaking so hard now that he had trouble unscrewing the lid. Weather and rust had sealed the threads. He picked up a small rock and smashed it against the jar, cracking it into pieces. Oblivious to the sharp glass, he reached inside to pull the folded paper out. It looked as crisp and white as the day it was placed inside.


    She forgot her headache, her dizziness, and her exhaustion. She leaned over his shoulder as he carefully unfolded the paper to reveal a sketch of a landscape. Mountains, valleys, distances, and a little arrow in the corner marked N.


    Nahanni, July 7


    Constable Christian Tymko eased up on the throttle and dropped down two hundred feet. Billows of dark cloud buffeted the little plane but Chris wasn’t concerned. The storm had blown over earlier in the morning and now sun was streaming through ragged holes in the clouds.


    He was still well above the blunt tops of the Nahanni Range, but the braided strands of the South Nahanni River valley were visible on his left. They shimmered silver and misty green in the fresh sunlight, but looks could be deceiving. He knew the river was swollen and angry as it raged over gravel bars and swept through canyons. He dropped down still further to take a closer look. Last night’s storm had rampaged across the mountains, dumping almost ninety millimetres of rain, which ran off the mountains into the creeks and rivers, causing potential flash floods.


    The Nahanni was legendary for its sudden storms. There were always campers and canoeists who ignored the advisories and found themselves stranded on gravel bars or fighting dangerous currents. Chris was on a weekend’s leave from the RCMP detachment at Fort Simpson, and he was flying up to join some buddies at a fishing camp on O’Grady Lake. But like most bush pilots, he was always on the lookout for trouble. Floating debris, stranded campers, or dangerous water levels.


    Today the turbulent river worried him. On any given day during July and August there might be up to a hundred visitors in the park. Although some were only on day trips to Virginia Falls and others were backpacking in the mountains, the vast majority came to the Nahanni for the spectacular wilderness river trip. Chris knew the tour company guides were skilled at reading the river and the skies, and would keep their charges safe. It was the self-guided adventurers and thrill-seekers who worried him, especially the Europeans and Japanese who had no idea of the vastness, isolation, and sheer savagery of the land.


    He stayed low over the river and followed its wandering course between the mountain ranges on either side. He wished he’d invited a friend along on the trip to provide another pair of eyes on the ground. The sun was gradually heating up the valley and burning off the mist as he flew northwest above the stunning canyons carved eons ago through the limestone rock. He slowed over the eddies at the end of rapids, scanning the shore for dumped or damaged canoes.


    Even from five hundred feet, Hell’s Gate looked scary. A red canoe was bucking down the middle of the channel, its solo paddler frantically trying to keep it on course and away from the canyon wall. Chris watched until he reached the end of the stretch and paddled gratefully for shore.


    Chris passed one other group, but no signs of distress as he flew past Virginia Falls toward the park warden’s cabin at Sunblood Mountain just above. Mists from the swollen falls plumed high into the air, blurring his view of the river. He spotted a massive spruce tree swirling in the Sluice Box Rapids just above the falls, and farther inland a thin column of smoke rose up from the forest floor. On impulse, he radioed the park warden. Reggie Fontaine would have reported any major difficulties to the Fort Simpson RCMP, but what the hell. Chris was here.


    “Just coming up on you now, Reggie. There’s a small fire about one kilometre inland below you, looks like it’s just starting up. Everything all right? Need some backup?”


    Reggie’s familiar voice came through the airwaves, gravelly from forty years of cigars and bad whisky. “Yeah, we’re watching it. Lightning strike in last night’s storm, probably. Blew that big old tree right out of her boots. I’ve got a couple of kids keeping an eye on the wind, just in case it spreads this way, but it looks okay so far.”


    “Anyone in trouble? Any ‘failures to report?’”


    “So far no one’s phoned in. But I’m guessing a couple of groups will be late, waiting out the high water.”


    Chris could just see the warden’s cabin through the trees as he flew overhead. He raised his hand in a salute that he knew Reggie couldn’t see. “Okay, I’m off fishing. I’ll keep you posted if I see anything.”


    “Okay, have a good one.” Reggie said cheerfully. The man had been a warden for over twenty years and Chris had never seen him in bad humour. Scared once or twice, when a storm or a rogue animal threatened the park, but never out of sorts.


    “Maybe I’ll drop off a couple of sunfish for you on my way back Sunday,” he said.


    Reggie snorted. “Make that two bull trout, you stingy bastard.”


    Chris signed off with that promise and continued upriver toward Rabbitkettle Lake. On this stretch the river lazed along a slow, meandering course. Mud and debris from the storm cluttered the shore and tree branches drifted in the slow current. They would wash ashore on the next gravel bar and eventually bleach to the greyish white of perfect firewood. Nature recycled.


    The midday sun beat down on the white river stones, forcing him to squint. Up past Rabbitkettle Lake he spotted an odd shape drifting downstream. Ragged and red against the muddy grey of the water. He dropped down farther to peer at it as he flew overhead. It looked like a tarp or a tent. Some camper will be unhappy tonight, he thought. He continued on, searching the banks more carefully now. Up ahead was a sharp bend in the river and as he rounded it he saw a bright turquoise canoe washed up in the shallows. It lay deep in the reeds as if tossed up on shore by a mighty force. As indeed it had. How long had it been there? Its shiny colour suggested it was fairly new, not yet weathered by sun or sandpapered by the silt in the river.


    A tent and a canoe, but no people signalling from the riverbank. Not a good sign.


    He reached for his radio to let Reggie know.


    Reggie was his typical unflappable self, but suggested Chris double back to check the Rabbitkettle campground and warden’s cabin there.


    “That’s where they’ll likely go if they’re stranded,” he said. “But Lord knows how long that canoe’s been there. The storm could have taken it from anywheres and thrown it up there.”


    Chris banked the Cessna low as he circled back. “Still no reports?”


    “Well, to lose a canoe on that stretch, they might be coming from up above the park. There’s four guided parties coming down from Moose Ponds and one from the Broken Skull River. The next group’s expected in Rabbitkettle tomorrow. Could be them.”


    “Most likely. Any unguided parties?”


    “Not on my books, but you can check with your buddies in Fort Simpson. Of course, that don’t mean squat.”


    Reggie didn’t need to explain. Visitors entering the park itself were required to get a permit and register with the park office. Those who started at the Nahanni headwaters outside the park boundaries were advised to register their planned itinerary with the Fort Simpson RCMP, but it was not mandatory. The official airways flying visitors in and out of the Nahanni kept careful records and encouraged reporting, but there were always enterprising bush pilots eager to make a buck or two without asking too many questions.


    Chris said goodbye as he spotted Rabbitkettle Lake spread out before him, rippling gently in the afternoon breeze. There was no sign of people, but a cow moose and her calf were down at the water’s edge, nibbling the tender reeds. As he circled to line up the landing, they looked up and bolted for the trees. A pair of Mallards took flight. A Prairie farm boy from southern Manitoba, he’d been raised on wide open skies and endless fields of golden wheat. When he’d first been posted to the north five years ago, he’d found the trees and mountains claustrophobic, but then his partner invited him to climb Mount Wilson. Changed his life. With a view of mountains peaks and glaciers that stretched for miles, he’d felt if he reached up, he could touch heaven. There wasn’t much for a young single guy to do in Fort Simpson, and certainly few enough women to choose from, but he dreaded the day he’d be posted away.


    He splashed down and taxied toward the dock and warden’s cabin at the end of the lake. The small wooden cabin was unmanned these days but served as a base and emergency way station for park staff and visitors alike. It was stocked with emergency supplies and equipment, including satellite radio and personal locator beacons. Chris patrolled the perimeter but saw no signs of occupation. The door was locked, the windows intact, and the emergency key covered in dust. He peered through the windows. Porcupines were making some headway chewing their way inside, but otherwise the cabin looked untouched. Chris made a mental note to warn Reggie about the prickly invaders.


    Chris hiked the path through the woods to the river to check the camping spots on the shore. He was pleased to see not a single residue of human habitation, not even a pop-can tab. People came and went like whispers in the wind, leaving no trace of their stay. He unlatched the information kiosk and took out the logbook, where all visitors were encouraged to record their passing. Besides the park staff, who had checked out the site that spring, the only entry was a group from Moose Ponds, which had come through three days earlier.


    The damaged canoe was becoming something of a mystery to him. The RCMP and the park office had no record of any other parties, and none of the guided trips coming down from the headwaters had radioed in to report a party in distress. Yet some group was without at least one of their canoes and quite possibly the gear and food that went with it.


    The next float plane landing site was at Island Lake, nearly a hundred kilometres farther upriver to the west. It was extremely unlikely that the canoeists would have dumped that far up. The meandering stretch of water between Island Lake and Rabbitkettle was the most likely place. The river was peaceful but full of islands and twists. Chris was betting on Elbow Rapids, the only substantial bit of whitewater on the stretch. Its sharp bend and series of tiny islands took many an unwary boater by surprise.


    Back in the air he flew low over the abandoned outfitter’s cabin at the mouth of Broken Skull River, about twenty kilometres downstream from the rapids. He examined the gravel shore carefully. Anyone who dumped at Elbow Rapids might very well regroup here, but there were no beacons, fires, or SOS signals in the sand. No piles of bright-coloured gear. He circled and did another pass, with the same result. A little farther up he spotted a canoeing party paddling lazily down the river, likely one of the guided trips from Moose Ponds. The leader waved cheerfully but made no signal to suggest he was concerned about stranded boaters farther upstream. With increasing puzzlement, Chris flew on, reaching the cabins and hot springs of the Island Lakes at two o’clock.


    On his first pass he saw a group lounging in the hot springs by the creek and more sunning on the river’s edge. Colourful gear was spread out on the upturned canoes to dry. Must have got a soaking in the storm, Chris figured. The sunbathers shielded their eyes and waved. This crowd has no worries either. Even so, he banked north to land on the largest lake and hiked across to the river. For a moment he felt a schoolboy flush as he recognized one of the tour leaders, Olivia Manning, walking toward him. In shorts and tank top she glided with the fluid elegance of a long-limbed colt. Her skin was a riot of freckles and her hair was bleached almost white from the sun.


    She pushed it out of her eyes as she smiled up at him. “Hello, fly boy.”


    He returned the grin. “Still the river rat, I see. Couldn’t resist the bugs and the bears?”


    She gave him a teasing nudge. “Or the other local wildlife. I had a job at the university, but at the last minute Ian Elliott called. How could I say no? I dread the day I finish grad school and have to get a real job. Want a drink? A Kool-Aid special?”


    He shook his head. Much as he would have loved to spend time with Olivia, the mystery of the canoe, not to mention his fishing buddies, took priority. “Your group get wet in the storm?”


    She laughed. “Did we ever! Blew one tent right over and soaked everything inside. Plus four went swimming in the Sequel yesterday. We’re taking today off to hike until the water drops.” She touched his arm and led him farther out of earshot. “We’ve got some inexperienced paddlers this time. A history prof and his wife, and some mining tycoon from Utah. They shouldn’t have booked Moose Ponds. We had to repair two canoes yesterday.”


    “Any get away from you?”


    She looked surprised. “No, why?”


    “There’s a turquoise one on the rocks just above Broken Skull River. Did you see anyone? Here or farther up?”


    “Does a grizzly count?” She gave a light laugh. “We haven’t seen a soul since we started. Usually we don’t, this far up. Yesterday we had to stop early just above the Little Nahanni, because of the storm. We just got here.” Her blue eyes narrowed. “Are you worried, Chris? Is there a group missing?”


    He liked the way she looked at him, as if she too knew the implications of the damaged canoe. “Well, you know,” he said, “there’s no one unaccounted for, but it’s a long swim down the river without a canoe. I’m just checking things out. Unofficially.”


    “Okay. If I see anything or hear any news, I’ll call it in to Reggie Fontaine.”


    “Thanks, Olivia.” He paused. “Maybe … Well …”


    “Well what?”


    “Drop by to say hi next time you’re in town.”


    She grinned, that gorgeous, toothy grin that had first tied his tongue in knots the summer before. “I’ll even buy you a proper drink,” she said


    Back in the sky, he made one more pass and dipped his wing at her before shoving the throttle forward and banking hard into a climb. His heart was racing. He knew she would likely not have given him the time of day back in Ontario, surrounded by her university friends, but up here under the magical spell of a Nahanni summer, anything was possible.


    He lost his concentration briefly, his thoughts on Olivia instead of the stranded canoeists on the river. Shaking his head, he forced himself back on track and dropped back low over the endless swaths of spruce.


    Olivia called him by satellite phone the next evening, just as he and his friends were stoking the campfire to fry some trout.


    “I’ve already notified the park warden, but I thought you’d want to know,” she said in her clipped eastern accent. She was a native of Northern Ontario, from bush country almost as remote and wild as the territories, but years of schooling in Southern Ontario had gentrified her speech. “We found your turquoise canoe. I had a good look at it. The storm really battered it around so it’s hard to tell what happened. But it was beyond repairing, so maybe they just ditched it. We didn’t find anything else, like gear, or …” Her voice trailed off.


    Drowned bodies, he thought. “Could you get the serial number?”


    “Yup, and I passed it on to Reggie. He checked it against their registration list, but no go.”


    “No canoe with that serial number?”


    “Not only that, but no group listing a turquoise canoe even registered for the park. No reservation at Virginia Falls either.”


    He pondered this. Both park registration and reservation of a camp site at Virginia Falls were mandatory. “So we have a rogue.”


    “Looks like it. Who knows, maybe it was some guy paddling solo, or someone who never intended to go into the park at all.”


    In which case, Chris thought, this is a hell of a big place to get lost in.

  


  
    


    Chapter Three

    



    


    


    Ottawa, July 10


    Green’s cellphone vibrated on his belt while he was in the middle of a meeting with the deputy chief and the head of human resources. The meeting concerned the reassignment of Staff Sergeant Brian Sullivan, who was back from sick leave, and Green was determined to have him back in Major Crimes. Human resources was of the view that no one was indispensable, but where Major Crimes was concerned, she was wrong. Green ignored his phone but when it vibrated for the third time in less than five minutes, he peeked at the call display.


    Ashley calling


    Hastily he excused himself and rushed out into the hall.


    “She’s missing!” Ashley wailed.


    “What?”


    “She’s gone! No trace of them! The canoe’s wrecked and she’s … oh God, Mike!”


    Green cut through the wails. “What happened?”


    “They found the canoe abandoned —”


    “Who?”


    “What? I don’t know! They found it on the rocks.”


    “Who called you?”


    “I don’t know, I said! Some cop. They won’t tell me anything! Just questions. Where was she going? Who was she with? What was she up to? Like she’d done something wrong!”


    Green wrestled his own fear under control. “Ashley, hang up and look at your call display. Write down the number and phone me back.”


    “I don’t have call display! Not on our home line.”


    “Jesus.” He bit back his frustration. “Hang up, dial star-six-nine, and phone me back.”


    “Mike, please!”


    Belatedly his own cop’s mind kicked into gear. “Okay, Ashley, I’ll find out. Sit tight and I’ll get back to you.”


    The words were barely out of his mouth before he hung up and opened the meeting room door to make his apologies and his escape. Back in his office, it took him less than five minutes to track down the police detachment with jurisdiction in Nahanni National Park. The park lay in the southwestern corner of the Northwest Territories, which meant the RCMP were in charge. Careful to identify his rank, he asked to speak to the officer who had called about Hannah Pollock.


    “Oh, that would be Constable Tymko.” The woman on the phone sounded impossibly young. “He’s out on a call but …”


    “Then please patch me through.”


    There was a pause, during which Green wondered whether such basic communication technology was beyond them up in the north. But just then the woman spoke again, in a muffled tone as if she were covering the phone.


    “Oh, Chris! There’s an Inspector Green from the police in Ottawa on the phone, calling about that canoe.”


    The man answered in less than two seconds, his voice crisp and well-rehearsed. “Constable Tymko here. How can I help you, sir?”


    Green forced himself to be equally professional. “I understand you found an abandoned canoe on the Nahanni. I believe you traced it to my daughter Hannah. What’s happened?”


    “Yes, Inspector, I phoned her emergency contact —”


    “I know, and she phoned me. Tell me what’s happened.”


    “That’s what we’re trying to determine. We’re not sure anything has happened, we just haven’t been able to locate them.”


    Green listened as the man described his sighting of the canoe and the subsequent tracing of the canoe’s serial number. “The park office has no record of this serial number —”


    “And should they?”


    “Park regulations require visitors to provide details of their gear; colours, makes, and any serial numbers; to assist in identification and rescue.” Before Green could interrupt, the man plowed methodically on. “The canoe was found just inside the park, so technically they may not have been in breach of park regulations. Technically we don’t even know if they’re missing. But it’s a big wilderness out there, Inspector, and the well-being of everyone in it is our responsibility. I’m not too happy to ignore a wrecked canoe and the fact there’s no sign of its owners. I understand your daughter was canoeing the Nahanni from Moose Ponds?”


    Reason found a toehold in Green’s fear. “Yes, but what makes you think it’s my daughter’s canoe?”


    “I traced the serial number to an outfitter in Whitehorse. It was purchased in June by a Scott Lasalle.”


    Scott. All hope that it was someone else’s canoe vanished.


    “Do you know Mr. Lasalle?” Tymko was asking.


    Reluctantly Green admitted that he did.


    “I checked airways and independent operators until I found the plane he hired. A bush pilot who does private runs. The flight manifest lists four in the party. Is that correct?”


    “I don’t —” Green stopped himself from admitting how little he really knew. “I believe so.”


    “The pilot says he dropped them off at Moose Ponds with two canoes. That sound right?”


    With sinking heart, Green agreed.


    “Four people can’t travel in one canoe, if that’s all that remains. What was their planned itinerary?”


    I haven’t a fucking clue, Green wanted to say. Because my daughter lied to me. “I believe they were travelling all the way to the end, to Nahanni Butte.”


    “They weren’t registered to enter the park,” Tymko said. “Do you know if they were carrying emergency communications equipment, like a satellite phone or GPS?”


    “Yes, they were. At least that’s what my ex-wife was told.”


    Tymko paused for a beat. “Who was leading the group?”


    “Scott Lasalle.”


    “Is he an experienced outdoorsman?”


    “I don’t know him, but my ex-wife says he is.” Green grimaced at how ineffectual he sounded. How had he let this happen?


    “What about the others in the party?”


    Green had to admit he didn’t know them either. “My daughter has some canoeing and camping experience from summer camp in British Columbia, but nothing that would prepare her for this.” He forced his fear back. “What are you planning to do?”


    “Officially, nothing yet, sir. We have received no distress signals or calls for help, and no one has spotted any signs of injury or —”


    “Except their canoe! You yourself said four people can’t get down the river in a single canoe. That’s what? Over five hundred kilometres?”


    “Yes, but it’s early days yet. And sometimes there are other canoes cached up there for emergencies. Technically, they’re not yet missing and no one has reported them missing.”


    “I’m reporting them missing!”


    “But you don’t know that. According to this bush pilot, their take-out from Lindsberg Landing is July 23, and until they miss that —”


    “That’s nearly two weeks away! Two weeks wandering the bush. Maybe lost, maybe hurt —”


    “That’s why I said officially,” Tymko began, but Green barely heard him through the roar of blood in his ears.


    “Goddamn it, I’m coming up there!”


    “Of course you have to go,” Sharon said.


    Green was surprised. He had been expecting a thousand objections, and who could blame her? Even now, as the words were out of her mouth, she lay back on the couch and propped her swollen feet on the coffee table, wincing at the pummelling the baby was inflicting. This baby was proving more difficult than Tony. At six months’ gestation, it was already shoving its feet under her rib cage, making her nauseous and short of breath. She laid her hand on her belly and caressed it. She’d had all the genetic testing done and knew the baby was a girl. She’d even chosen her name, Aviva, which meant springtime. A new beginning.


    Green had accepted the name without hesitation, feeling guilty enough that everyone treated him like an equal partner in this venture. All the suffering and indignity had been hers. At forty-one years old and five-foot-two-inches tall, those were numerous. She’d waved aside the doctor’s mutterings about “geriatric” and “high-risk” pregnancy with an impatient snort. For eons, good Catholic women dropped out fifteen to twenty babies between farm chores, so why should a healthy, modern Jewish woman not manage two?


    But this pregnancy was wreaking havoc with her body. High blood pressure, weight gain, water retention, and dizziness had laid her flat on her back a few times, and she’d finally heeded the doctor’s advice to take a leave of absence from her nursing job. To help her cope, she had even organized day camps and carpools for Tony so that she could nap in the afternoon.


    As a husband and father, Green knew he wasn’t much help. Between his erratic, demanding job and his general domestic ineptitude, Sharon had often been left carrying the responsibility. And now he was proposing to leave her all by herself in charge of the household and their five-year-old son, who was a full-time job in himself.


    She was entitled to be a diva, pampered with breakfast in bed and back rubs after dinner. Instead, he was deserting her.


    “If there was any other way …” he said, feeling even guiltier.


    “There is no other way. I’d go with you if I could.”


    He slipped his arm under her shoulder and massaged her neck. She purred. At their feet as always, their oversized dog sprawled the length of the couch, snoring softly. It was a rare moment of quiet in the house. Green had come home from the station in the middle of the afternoon, before Tony’s arrival from day camp.


    He chuckled. “What a pair we’d be. Me, who’s never been in a canoe in my life, let alone a tent. And you …”


    “The princess from Toronto?”


    “Worse than Toronto — Mississauga.”


    She laughed. She’d been living down her over-protected, suburban Toronto roots since she was sixteen and first felt the stirrings of her global social conscience. And her need to rebel. “But the local RCMP and Parks Canada staff will know what they’re doing, Mike. That’s their turf.”


    Hardly a comforting thought. Green was used to being in charge and he hated to feel at a disadvantage. “But they’ll have their own procedures and priorities. I know. I’m a cop. I don’t want to be twiddling my thumbs in some one-room RCMP shack in the boonies listening to them debate procedure.” He pulled his arms free and stood up, too restless to relax. In truth, the prospect of going up into the hinterland, where he didn’t understand the land and couldn’t read the danger signs, terrified him. Only Hannah’s disappearance terrified him more.


    Outside a car door thudded and then the front door banged open. Tony spilled into the hallway, stopping short at the sight of his father. A big, gap-toothed grin split his face. He dropped his camp bag on the floor and bounced into the room.


    “Daddy, you’re home!”


    Green swept the little boy up in his arms and tossed him overhead, barely catching him on the way down. Either he was getting too old or his son too big.


    “Is it a special treat, Daddy? Can we go to the beach?”


    Westboro Beach was one of the many delights of their neighbourhood, a quiet enclave of aging houses, overgrown trees, and narrow streets located mere minutes from the shops of Westboro and the parks of the Ottawa River. At Sharon’s insistence, Tony had been taking swimming lessons since he was six months old. Unlike Green, who could barely manage a dog paddle, he had developed a passion for the water.


    “Not today, buddy. I have to go away on a trip for a few days.”


    “In an airplane?”


    Planes were another of Tony’s passions. Where are my genes? Green sometimes wondered ruefully. But he knew that despite having the curly dark hair, the chocolate brown eyes, and the adventurous spirit of his mother, his character was all Green. Impatient, obsessive, impetuous, and dogged as a mule.


    “Yes, in an airplane.”


    “What kind? A Boeing 737, an Airbus 330, a …”


    I’ll be lucky if it has wings, Green thought, but before he could formulate a reply, Sharon interrupted. “Daddy is flying up north to Yellowknife. Remember? Where Hannah went.”


    Tony looked incredulous. “You’re going to go with her in a canoe?”


    Green had to laugh. “Probably not. I just have to meet with some people up there.”


    Sharon interrupted again. She was propped up on pillows now, looking very serious. “Hannah might be lost, honey. Daddy is going to help find her.”


    Green shot her a silencing look, which she pretended not to see. Tony’s expression changed from excitement to alarm as he tried to figure out the news. “Lost? You mean in the woods?”


    Sharon nodded.


    “With all those bears?”


    “Who told you there were bears?” Green asked.


    “Hannah did. She said there were six hundred grizzlies in the park she was going to.”


    So much for sheltering the kid, Green thought. “Well, not all in one place. It’s a big park.”


    Tony’s excitement was back. “Will you see a grizzly bear, Daddy?”


    “I certainly hope not, but if I do, the police officers I’ll be with will know what to do. And you, my little man —” He hugged the boy close, “you be a help to your mother back here. Remember she’s got little Aviva in there to look after, and she needs all the rest she can get.”


    Sharon smiled. “You take care of us, and Daddy will take care of Hannah.”


    “And the bears,” Tony replied.


    The doorbell rang. Modo, roused to reluctant guard duty, lumbered into the hall, barking. To Green’s astonishment, Brian Sullivan was standing on the doorstep, dressed in jeans, T-shirt, and sandals. Green was so completely thrown off guard that he could only gape.


    Before he could find words, Sullivan spoke. “I heard your daughter’s giving you a few more grey hairs.”


    Green grabbed Modo’s collar. “Where did you —?”


    “I hear everything, remember? I also heard you’re planning on heading out after her.”


    “Well, I can’t just sit around waiting.” He wrestled the dog back. She was a hundred-pound Lab-Rottweiler mix, and immoveable if she so chose.


    Sullivan ruffled her ears. “I figured that. And I figured you might need some company.”


    Green stared at him. “Seriously?”


    “Absolutely. It might take two of us to tackle those Mounties, and anyway, Mike, what do you know about the bush?”


    Green laughed to cover the rush of gratitude that welled up. “But your —”


    He left the word hanging unspoken between them, but Sullivan brushed it off. “I’m in better shape now than I’ve been in years. I’ve been running again, and my boys and I just came back from a week hiking the Appalachian Trail. It’s not like they got me doing any important work over in recruitment, Mike, and you know it.” He gestured inside. “So come on, let’s get you geared up and ready to go!”


    Green led the way, speaking over his shoulder. “I’ve been trying to find a flight that would get me into Fort Simpson tonight, but it’s a rinky-dink airport that seems to have only one flight a day.”


    “Forget that. We can’t rush into this thing blind, Mike. We have to plan. Get maps, equipment, survival gear —”


    “Meanwhile Hannah could be trapped or hurt.”


    “And you want to join her, do you? And make it two more people the SAR guys have to rescue?” He stopped at the entrance archway to the living room and grinned at Sharon reclining on the sofa. “I don’t suppose this man of yours even owns a pair of hiking boots, does he?”


    Sharon laughed, but Green’s temper flared. “I’m not a complete idiot, Brian. I’ve printed off an equipment list from this outfitting guide online. The one Hannah was supposed to be going with.”


    Sullivan snatched the paper from him and his eyebrows shot up. “We’d better get cracking if we’re going to get all this stuff by tomorrow morning.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Four

    



    


    


    Fort Simpson, July 11


    Gespite what felt like an interminable day, the sun was still high in the western sky when the small turboprop plane banked over the sprawling river plain and swept in low for a landing. The shadows were stark and the sun glared off the little cluster of roads and buildings below. Green peered out the window with interest.


    During their long travel day, most of it seemingly spent waiting in airports for connecting flights, Green had managed to learn quite a lot about the village of Fort Simpson and its local law enforcement. Fort Simpson, population twelve hundred, occupied an island at the confluence of two massive northern rivers, the Liard and the Mackenzie, which at 2,635 miles long was the longest river in North America. The village had once been a bustling fort of the Hudson’s Bay Company during the height of the fur trade, but now served mainly as a base camp for adventurers and ecotourists bound for the Nahanni.


    In the summer months it did a booming business in hospitality, outfitting, and Native arts and crafts. Float planes, wheeled aircraft, and barges ferried the tourists to and from the surrounding wilderness, and a highway connected the village to civilization farther south across what was euphemistically called an ice bridge. Meaning you drove across the frozen river and if the river was thawed, you took a ferry.


    Adventure tourism flourished three months of the year, while during the other nine months the village seemed to return to its traditional life, albeit connected to the larger world by satellite TV and Internet. Fort Simpson was the metropolis for the surrounding area, boasting community centres, a high school, an RCMP detachment, a fully operational airport, and even a golf course. But it was still a simple northern village, Green observed as the plane descended. The so-called airport was a single runway carved into a meadow, and when the plane taxied to a halt he and Sullivan clambered out into the middle of a field. The other passengers on the plane were all tourists bound for the wilderness, and they talked excitedly among themselves about their upcoming adventures. They discussed bug sprays, wilderness toilet facilities, and the latest in paddling gear.


    Assorted vans and pickups were waiting at the edge of the runway and quickly loaded their charges and gear aboard. Green was standing in the surprising warmth of the mid-afternoon sun, wondering where one got a taxi, when the co-pilot walked over.


    “Where you two staying?”


    “Wherever we can find a room.”


    The co-pilot arched his eyebrow. “This time of year? Without a reservation?” He squinted across at the ring of trees and roads in the distance. “I’ve got a minute while they refuel and load me up, so I’ll make some calls for you. I’ll try Andy’s place first. Not fancy, but they can usually squeeze a couple of strays in.”


    Andy, as it turned out, was a tiny bird of a woman with a steel grey braid down her back and skin like parched leather. What she lacked in size, she made up for in strength. She hefted their packs — Green’s with the price tag still attached — into the back of her truck for the trek into town. The hand-carved sign outside her little bungalow announced it as Andy’s Crossroads. Painted statues of a moose and grizzly graced the lawn, and a few geraniums struggled to grow in window boxes out front.


    “You can bunk down here for tonight —” She gestured to the painted plywood floor in the main room. “And in the morning maybe we can find you a proper bed. I’ve got two checking out.”


    “You’re a saint, Andy,” Sullivan said with his easy grin. She grinned back like a dewy-eyed school girl.


    “You want some food?” Without waiting for an answer she disappeared through a door in the back.


    Green eyed the bare floor dubiously. Sullivan had already tossed his Therm-a-Rest and sleeping bag into the corner, and he laughed. “Get used to it. At least this is flat.”


    Green was still trying to make sense of his sleeping-bag zippers when Andy reappeared with two steaming bowls of stew. After a day of pretzels and miniature sandwich buns, they smelled heavenly.


    Andy looked at his tangled sleeping bag and smiled. “Cops, eh? First time in the north?”


    Green nodded and explained about Hannah. “We’re hoping to see Constable Tymko today. You know him?”


    “Chris is a good man. But he’s away in Fort Liard. I’ll call him in the morning for you.”


    “But I want to get started as soon as possible. Is there anyone else?”


    She shrugged. “Better to wait for Chris. Everything is closed for the day.”


    Green glanced at his watch in surprise. It read 10:00, still on Ottawa time, but he realized it was already eight at night. Andy shrugged again. “Daylight tricks the mind. You should eat and get some rest. Morning comes early.”


    Morning arrived around 4:00 a.m. when the sun, barely having gone to bed, peeked back out from the other side of the Mackenzie River and washed the living room in lemon yellow light. Birdsong filled the air. Green gave up trying to sleep. He’d spent four hours tossing and turning on the ridiculously thin Therm-a-Rest, trying to ignore Sullivan’s snoring, the pale grey of the northern night, and the fear worming within him. He’d felt a temporarily relief when they’d landed in Fort Simpson, for the weather was warm, the river placid, and the village civilized. Hardly the deadly wilderness of his imagination. But fear crept back in the solitude of the night.


    At five o’clock he gave up the effort, slipped on some clothes, and tiptoed outside. It was far too early for the police station to be open, but maybe they had a man on duty.


    Despite the sun, the air was frigid. Dew glistened on the grass and pink mist rose from the water. The sky was a ragged patchwork of clouds rolling in from the west. The village was still asleep and only dogs roamed the streets, ignoring Green as he walked toward the village office. It was a handsome, modern two-storey building that doubled as a visitor’s centre and housed most of the municipal offices, including the police. It was locked up tight, however.


    Green turned back, disappointed but not surprised. The detachment had a total of six officers, hardly enough to provide twenty-four-hour coverage. Probably the officers took turns being on call. When he returned to the B&B Andy was awake and the smell of fresh coffee greeted him. She smiled and offered him a cup as he squeezed into her tiny kitchen. He cradled it gratefully to warm his hands.


    “You get used to it,” she said. He wasn’t sure what she was referring to, but she said no more. Just sipped her coffee.


    “What’s it like on the Nahanni? Colder than this?”


    “Sometimes.” She sipped again. “Your daughter is healthy?”


    He nodded.


    “Smart?”


    He hesitated. She smiled. “Yes, she’s smart. But she doesn’t know this kind of wilderness.”


    “It is wild, but there are many people on the Nahanni River. If she’s in trouble, they will help her.” She began in her gentle, unhurried way to gather the fixings for breakfast.


    “What time does the police detachment open up?”


    She dumped flour into a bowl. “Chris will come. When we’re finished breakfast.”


    He quelled his impatience and went out to rouse Sullivan. When this Chris guy did show up, Green intended to be ready for action.


    Just as they were draining their second cups of coffee, a dusty Jeep pulled up outside and an RCMP officer climbed out. He tossed his cap on the seat and adjusted his sunglasses against the morning glare.


    Andy glanced out the window and a slight frown puckered her placid face. She flicked Green a look. “I guess I was wrong.”


    The Mountie knocked on the doorframe and, without waiting for an answer, pushed open the door. Like Green, he was about five-foot-ten and one hundred and seventy pounds, but there the similarity ended. This man worked out, obsessively from the look of it. Muscles rippled across his shoulders and chest, and he moved with the bounce of a coiled spring. As if to reinforce the effect, he wore his grizzled grey hair in a marine-style buzz cut and mirrored aviator sunglasses, which he now propped on his head. He nodded a perfunctory greeting at Andy before turning to Green.


    “Inspector Green? Sergeant Nihls.” He thrust out his hand to grip Green’s in a vice. Green managed not to wince. Ah, he thought. Detachment Commander Travis Nihls. Was this a show of respect, or power? He decided to sidestep the potential power struggle.


    “Thanks for coming. Travis, right? And I’m Mike.” He introduced Sullivan. Nihls’s manner changed subtly as the two men sized each other up. Sullivan had at least six inches on him and even in his new, trimmer shape, fifty pounds. Whereas Green could be dismissed as a mere suit, obeyed only because his rank required it, Sullivan commanded respect effortlessly. An alpha male among alpha males, Sharon always said. But Nihls did not look impressed.


    “What can I do for you gentlemen?”


    “We’re not here in any official capacity,” Green said. “My daughter has gone missing on a canoe trip and we’re here to lend a hand with the search.”


    “Missing.” Sergeant Nihls pulled a chair back and joined them at the table. Andy had been very quiet, and now she pulled back from the table. “I understand your concern, Inspector, but it may be premature. Constable Tymko apprised me of the situation, and it seems to me you daughter does not yet meet the criteria for missing. No distress signals or reports have been received, nor have they missed their take-out.”


    “But their canoe was found —”


    “When canoes get damaged beyond repair, as in this case, the party simply doubles up and carries on. Your daughter’s party will turn up.” He paused and seemed to realize a greater show of sympathy was required. “I’ve seen this before, Inspector. Plenty of times.”


    “What have you done so far?”


    “Done? About what?”


    “About verifying their status.”


    “Nothing. As I said, we have no reason to think they’re missing.”


    “I know, but have you interviewed other travellers or searched the area for distress signals?”


    “Searched the area?” Nihls’s face tightened. “With all due respect, Inspector, we’re talking about five hundred kilometres of river, surrounded by hundreds more of mountains and forests.”


    “Even a simple aerial trip —”


    “Do you have any idea of the cost of a simple pass up the river? And where am I going to get a plane? Civilian pilot? Armed forces? Who’s going to authorize that expenditure?”


    “I understand Constable Tymko has a float plane.”


    “Constable Tymko has other duties. He has done a preliminary pass on his own initiative and on his own time, but beyond that he has no authority to investigate further.”


    “Who does have the authority to order a search and authorize the expenditure?”


    Nihls’s eyes narrowed. “I do, sir. If I deem human life is at risk. Until such time —”


    “Sergeant, please give me some credit. I’ve been a homicide investigator for nearly twenty years and I know all about danger to human life. I know all about chain of command. If you have to authority to say yes, do it!”


    Nihls sat perfectly still but the muscles in his neck twitched. Andy leaned across the table, and even Green found himself holding his breath. He knew he’d crossed the line. “Please.”


    “Sir,” Nihls said quietly, “I cannot authorize that. I have limited human and financial resources at my disposal, and with those I have to provide police services to this entire district, including the Nahanni Park. My responsibility is to all the citizens, and the rules of police engagement are there to help me make an informed decision. If I committed my officers to the search, hundreds of kilometres up in the bush, then I would be ill-prepared to handle a real emergency down here, or even elsewhere in the Nahanni.”


    “But can’t you use civilian search-and-rescue personnel?”


    “I do, but the same concerns apply.”


    The man was maddeningly right, and Green took a deep breath. All his career he had butted heads with the likes of Sergeant Nihls. Men who never took a step without checking the procedure manual, who said no if there was no box to check yes. By contrast, Green followed instinct that often led him into territory for which there were no procedures. The only thing that saved him from the wrath of the senior brass was the fact he was usually right.


    Frustrated by his own impotence, Green considered threatening to go over the man’s head to his superiors, but he knew Nihls had already done that. Procedure, and the protection of his own ass, would have dictated that.


    Now the man made his exit on that high note, tipping his head to Andy on his way out. She said nothing, but poured them all a fresh cup of coffee.


    “That went well,” Sullivan said.


    “Don’t.” Green paced restlessly to look out the window, where a sheen of dust from the Jeep still hung in the air. “I need to talk to that Constable Tymko.”


    “You’ll get him in trouble.”


    Green shot him a defiant look. “Only if Nihls finds out.”


    “In this tiny town, he’ll find out.”


    Andy stirred. “I have a cousin.”


    Both men looked at her expectantly. She smiled. “He teaches at the high school, but in the summer he runs a youth camp. He can ask Chris to come over for some advice.”


    Green nodded. “Thanks.”


    Andy’s cousin Jethro was a clone of her, a tiny stick man with leather skin and the same quiet smile. His black hair was drawn into a neat ponytail that almost reached his waist. He was sitting on the riverbank with a bicycle propped beside him and a collection of willow strips and a half-woven basket at his feet. A tall, lanky man in an RCMP uniform and windbreaker was sitting on a log beside him. He was all limbs and angles, like an adolescent still growing into his body, and if not for the uniform Green would have taken him for one of the campers. But then he unfolded himself to his full six-and-a-half feet and stepped forward. He hesitated between Green and Sullivan before extending his hand toward Sullivan.


    “Inspector Green? Chris Tymko.”


    Sullivan laughed but Green suppressed a flash of annoyance. With his footballer frame and his unflinching gaze, Sullivan looked like a cop, whereas Green blended into the shadows. Smaller, slighter, and deceptively young-looking. It was an old problem, one that Green usually accepted with good humour. Being underestimated, indeed often invisible, had proved useful in the past.


    Tymko blushed a deep crimson when he realized his mistake. Choosing his words carefully so as not to put the young man on the spot, Green explained his meeting with Nihls.


    “The sergeant is correct, sir, as I informed you on the phone. There have been no developments in the case since we spoke two days ago.”


    Chris had avoided his eyes, pretending to study the sand at his feet as he spoke. Green sighed and sat down on the log, motioning to Tymko to join him. “Chris, I’m here as a father, not a police officer. I need to know what to do to find my daughter. I don’t care how it’s done, whether it’s official or not. I just want to look for her, and I need your help.”


    Chris chewed his lip. He had a friendly face that invited trust. Still too inexperienced to stonewall with conviction, Green thought.


    “The Parks Office has been informed, sir, and they’re keeping an eye out. Asking boaters as they come down the river. And the pilots flying upriver know to keep an eye out too. She’ll show up.”


    The muddy river swished past Green’s feet, carrying small bits of debris. A family of ducklings played in an eddy along the shore. He gazed out across the wide, flat valley that seemed to stretch to infinity. The place was so damned huge. He felt like an insignificant little speck in the cosmos. Somewhere out there, Hannah was in trouble.


    “I can’t just do nothing,” he said. “You have a float plane. Could you —?”


    Chris shifted his long limbs awkwardly. A dull flush spread up his neck. “The sergeant would have my ass in a sling, sir.”


    Andy’s cousin, who until now had been quiet, looked up. “You could rent a plane. There’s always some for hire to fly people into the park and pick them up. You could hire one to fly you up the river valley.”


    Green and Sullivan exchanged looks. At that moment, as if on cue, an engine roared and a moment later a float plane came into view from the direction of the town. It was lumbering through the water, laden down with huge pontoons. Green’s heart rose in his throat as it ran out of water and almost clipped some trees in its struggle to get airborne.


    He nodded. “A plane like that?”


    “Oh, likely smaller than that.”
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    “Sooner or later, you know, we’re going to have to fly in one of those things,” Sullivan said.


    Green had been peering through the truck window at the village. It had the prosperous look of a place lavished with government money as befitted the gateway to a world heritage site. It had a new arena, a visitor information centre, a library, and a couple of modern schools. It seemed a very civilized place from which to conduct a search.


    Now he shot Sullivan a reproachful look. “Not before I try to light a fire under the park superintendent. I can understand the RCMP dragging its feet. They’ve got enough on their plate with this whole area and the whole gamut of crimes, emergencies, and crises to respond to. But everything that happens in the park is the responsibility of the park super, and a bungled rescue operation is not the sort of PR he’d want. I bet if he says ‘jump,’ the RCMP will.”


    The Parks Canada office turned out to be a simple bungalow on the outskirts of the town, and except for the familiar bilingual Government of Canada sign on the lawn, it might have been the home of some moderately successful entrepreneur. A cluster of SUVs and pickups sat in the gravel parking lot out front, and when Green and Sullivan walked in they found several people browsing the pamphlets in the main room. It was an eclectic mix that included two young, bearded outdoor enthusiasts and an aging hippie couple. A young woman with spiked purple hair and a dozen piercings sat at a computer. She reminded Green of Hannah.


    Introducing himself this time simply as Michael Green from Ottawa, he asked to speak to the superintendent.


    “I don’t know,” she said without moving. “Can I tell him what it’s about?”


    “My daughter is in a party of four who seem to have gone missing up in the park.”


    “Oh!” She seemed about to say more but stopped herself. Instead she stuck her head inside one of the offices, and he heard a muffled exchange before she reappeared. “Come on in here, guys. Your lucky day, you get two for one today.”


    About as deferential as Hannah too, Green thought as he and Sullivan made their way to the office. Inside were two men, both middle-aged and casually dressed in plaid shirts and jeans. The white man had a shiny bald dome, stooped shoulders, and a gut that spoke of too many hours chained to a desk. The Native was half his size but powerfully built with sun-creased skin and deep-set brown eyes. Despite the prominent no-smoking signs the smell of cigars hung in the air, and both men were grinning, perhaps enjoying the girl’s spunk.


    “Pearce Bugden,” said the white man, extending his hand. “I’m the super here, and this is Reg Fontaine, chief park warden.”


    Green picked up a trace of Newfoundland in Bugden’s speech. He introduced himself and Sullivan, but before he could even launch his opening strike, Bugden pre-empted him.


    “We were just talking about your girl. Reg is up at our main Virginia Falls station, and he’s been asking every party that’s come through if they’ve spotted anything. Nothing. Your wife says —”


    Green started. When had Sharon called? But an instant later he made the connection. “Ex wife.”


    “Oh. Well, she says they have communications equipment, But they haven’t used it, at least to call for help. We’ve asked all pilots to keep an eye out — we have flights up there almost every day, at least to the lower river. We’re asking new visitors to report any signs. So far, nothing.”


    “What else can you do?”


    “At this point? Nothing.”


    “But four young people have gone missing!”


    “In all honesty, Mike, I don’t think they’re in trouble. It’s just not reasonable that an entire party and all their gear would be swallowed up without a trace. We’d find someone waving from the riverbank, or a backpack caught up in the brush. There haven’t even been reports of four people crammed into one canoe either.”


    “But isn’t that significant in itself? Can four people just disappear into thin air?”


    “They didn’t file an itinerary, so we don’t know where they were headed. Maybe they’re on a hike. We can’t search the whole backcountry. There’s thirty thousand square kilometres of park and that doesn’t count the section above the park where they started. They could be anywhere.”


    “So you’re going to do nothing.”


    Bugden’s expression hardened. “We’re not doing nothing. We have numerous search procedures in place. But until we find further evidence of distress or they miss their take-out rendezvous, more intensive procedures are not warranted.”


    Green fought back his impatience. He needed the man’s help, and bullying him would not gain him that. He softened his tone. “I know my daughter. I know she would try to get word to me if she thought I was worried. She would know that a lost canoe would scare the hell out of me.”


    Green saw Sullivan glance at him, and he prayed the big man would have the sense to keep quiet. In truth, Hannah thrived on scaring the hell out of her parents. In her younger, angrier days, she thought nothing of disappearing into the street culture for days at a time. In the past year he thought she’d made some headway on growing up, but maybe six months back with Ashley had reversed all that.


    “And maybe she will call, Mike. Let’s give it a couple more days at least,” Bugden said, his temper back in check. He stood up, signalling the end of the interview.


    “I’d like to go up there myself,” Green said. “At least fly over, to get an idea what we’re dealing with. Can you recommend a good pilot I can hire?”


    The superintendent pursed his lips in thought. “Sure thing. Good idea. It’ll run you about three grand, but Ben of Wolverine Air —”


    Green sucked in his breath at the cost.


    “I’m flying back up in a couple of hours,” Reg said in a singsong gravel drawl. “I just came down for this meeting.”


    “Who are you flying with?” Bugden asked.


    “Ian Elliott. He wants to check out the storm damage up the river and plan some alternatives for his groups. But he’ll be coming back down here first thing in the morning. He might be willing to take you along.”


    “Ian Elliott?” Green masked his surprise. “The head of Nahanni River Adventures?”


    “Yup. He’s much more than a suit. He’s a legend, been guiding on the Nahanni for over thirty years. He personally vets every trip he sets up. You can’t get a more knowledgeable river man than him.”


    “What kind of plane does he use?” A Learjet hopefully, Green thought.


    “He’s got a little Cessna 185. Can’t get a better bush plane than that up here. Hundreds of kilometres of bush with mountains rising out of nowhere, and you never know what kind of postage-stamp lake you’ll have to land on at the end of it.”


    By now Green had revised his image of Elliott from a jet-setting businessman to a shaggy-haired bushman, so the sheer ordinariness of the man came as a surprise. First his sunny blue eyes and broad smile, then his battered Tilley hat perched atop pure white hair. He had plain, practical clothes and a slight frame that looked neither muscular nor strong. In short, an everyman like Green, easy to underestimate.


    He also required no explanation or cajoling to agree to their request. They met down at the dock where Elliott’s little plane was docked. As soon as the handshakes were over, he gestured to Green and Sullivan’s light windbreakers.


    “First, let’s get you some warmer gear. We’ll stay overnight somewhere up there, and the temperature can really drop. You two have sleeping bags and a tent, right?”


    Green manage a nod, still transfixed by the tiny cigar tube he was about to board. This whole day was rapidly spinning out of control.


    “Our gear is all at Andy’s,” Sullivan said.


    An hour later Green was clinging to the roof strap as the little plane bounced over the water and accelerated down the river. The noise was deafening. Elliott had equipped them all with earphones and headset, and as the plane miraculously angled up into the sky, he smiled.


    “How are you doing? First time?”


    It was not actually Green’s first time. Years ago, as part of a drug raid in rural Quebec, he’d flown in on an RCMP helicopter and vowed never again. He croaked a “Fine.”


    “You’re in for a treat. Usually we don’t fly directly over the river, so as not to disturb the wilderness experience for those down below, but today we’ll follow it up. You’ll see some astonishing topography. Once we reach the juncture with the Nahanni itself, I’m going to fly as low as I can, but sometimes the winds make it hard to get over the mountains. I don’t want to crash into a mountaintop.” He flashed a teasing grin.


    As if in response, the little plane bounced around as it climbed toward the clouds, and Green felt his stomach lurch. Shreds of white mist whipped past his window. Elliott flew over the Liard River as it meandered west in fat, lazy loops through a wide green valley. Gentle rolling hills rose up the sides, forested in rich, dark green. Beautiful, Green thought. Almost tame.


    After almost an hour of endless water and trees, Green’s optimism began to fade. The winds picked up and the plane swayed and pitched. White clouds grew thicker around them, obscuring the ground. Elliott slowed and dropped down below the clouds just as a small cluster of buildings appeared on the riverbank.


    “Nahanni Butte,” Elliott said. “Used to be a fur trading post, now it’s a Dene village. This is where the South Nahanni comes in. All the canoe trips pass through here.”


    “I checked with them,” Reg said. “But your daughter’s party won’t be this far down yet. Not for at least another week.”


    “Even so,” Elliott said, “we’ll keep an eye out from here on. If you’re being swept along by the current …” His voice trailed off but Green’s imagination finished the thought. If the person was not in control, if they were unconscious or dead, their body might continue far downstream.


    “But that’s a thousand to one shot,” Elliott added hastily. “The river is full of twists and shallows. Much more likely they’d run aground. Watch the elbows and the islands especially — one of you river right and the other river left.”


    Sitting in the front, Reg reached into a forward compartment and extracted two pairs of binoculars, which he handed back to the detectives. Soon the river spread out into an intricate pattern of narrow channels and gravel islands that looked from the air like a loosely woven braid. Irrepressible, as if programmed by years of guiding, Elliott kept up a running patter about the land below. About the legends of dead trappers and prospectors, about the local First Nations bands and the unique topography. Sinkholes, tufa mounds, hot springs, sand blowouts.


    After the first mention of Deadman’s Valley and Headless Creek, Green could barely listen. He alternated between peering through binoculars and staring out over the whole. The land was huge. The canyons — the deepest river canyons in Canada, Elliott announced proudly — soared up three thousand feet of sheer cliff in spots, and the river raged through them in a churn of white. On either side, flat-topped mountains thrust up through the blanket of trees. Miles and miles of barren, unforgiving rock.


    How was he ever going to find her?


    “Awesome,” he heard Sullivan mutter. Sullivan had given up on the binoculars and was staring ahead in fascination. Up ahead, out of the mist, rose Virginia Falls, twin tongues of foam split around a tall thrust of rock.


    “Twice the height of Niagara,” Elliott was saying. “Can you believe they were going to build a hydroelectric dam on it? Can you imagine! All this obliterated by power stations and generating plants and huge corridors of hydro towers?”


    He flew on, banking over the falls and coming back for another pass. From the air even Green could see the rugged beauty of the falls plunging down between rock cliffs and spewing white foam high into the air. A cluster of hikers stood on top of the cliff, dwarfed by the sheer size of nature.


    They flew on to the park warden’s station, where they stopped to drop off Reg Fontaine, talk to the summer staff, and check the visitors’ log. No word. After another stomach-lurching takeoff, Elliott pointed the Cessna west along the river again and they flew on over the endless ribbon of river. They spotted a bear along the shore but not a trace of humans. Around them, mountains rippled out beneath the leaden sky.


    “God, they could be anywhere!” Green said.


    “For what it’s worth, I don’t think they’re in real trouble,” Elliott said. “Thousands of people have gone down the Nahanni but the list of casualties is very, very small. I know one of their canoes has dumped, but I suspect it’s a matter of pride for them to finish the trip. Paddlers are a stubborn lot. If they were in real trouble, they’d be on the riverbank waving for help or trying to get to the next park station to use the radio. They’d leave their gear where it could be easily spotted from the air or the river. They’re not doing any of the basic things a wilderness paddler would do to get help.” Elliott put on dark glasses as the afternoon sun slipped below the clouds, and he tilted his head to the side, searching the ground.


    “They could be injured or trapped!” Green said. “One wrong step or one loose patch of gravel could pitch you off a cliff.”


    “Again, it’s possible, but what are the chances all four of them are so badly incapacitated that no one can go for help?”


    “They could be lost! Going in the wrong direction. How do you tell where you are in this endless …” Green gestured to the expanse, lost for words.


    “Anyone with a basic compass or knowledge of the sun would eventually find the Nahanni. There are dozens of creeks slicing through these mountain ranges and they all flow into the Nahanni. All you’d have to do is follow one of them. Or climb up above the treeline to get a view. Most boy scouts could do it.”


    “Maybe Yukon boy scouts, but these are city kids. If their leader, Scott, were injured, I don’t know if any of the others would know what to do.”


    Elliott shot him a glance. Behind his dark glasses his face was inscrutable, but he’d stopped smiling. “We’re a long way from doomsday,” he said. “For one thing, if they’ve lost both their canoes, they’d still be a lot further upriver. We’ll go up as far as the Island Lakes and see if we can spot anything. Besides the riverbanks, try searching the nearby creek beds and the alpine slopes. If they’re on foot, they will try to stay out in the open. The walking is easier and they’ll want to be visible.”


    They continued to work their way up the river, skimming the razor peaks. Elliott flew as low as he dared. After another hour of staring, Green’s eyes blurred. He sank into a trance. Mountains, valleys, tumbling creeks. Rocky meadows and dark forests. He began to doubt his eyes and his mind. Would he even spot them in all this vastness? Even if they were standing on a mountain peak, waving a dozen red flags?


    Just when he thought they’d left civilization for good, they spotted a group of campers on the shore. Nearby the land bubbled and mounded like moon craters.


    “Tufa mounds, one of Nahanni’s natural wonders,” Elliott said. “This is one of my groups. We’ll land on the lake and ask them.”


    Elliott set the little plane down expertly and taxied to the dock. A short hike took them to the riverbank, where a group was gathering driftwood and pitching their tents. A tall, tanned blonde waved as she walked toward them. She gave Elliott an enthusiastic hug.


    “This is a surprise. You staying with us?”


    Elliott shook his head and introduced her to Green and Sullivan. “Olivia Manning, another of Nahanni’s treasures. Mike is looking for his daughter. Her party lost a canoe and we’re not sure where they are.”


    “The turquoise canoe? Right. We saw it up above Broken Skull River a few days ago.”


    Broken Skull River, Green thought, hiding a shudder. Headless Range, Deadman’s Valley, and now Broken Skull River. Good God, what circle of hell had Hannah blundered into?


    “Any sign of them along the way?” Elliott asked.


    She shook her head. “Not even an SOS marking on the shore. I’ve been on the lookout. If they’re between Island Lakes and here, they’re not making any effort to be seen.”


    As a precaution Elliott searched the area and checked the logbook but Green knew Hannah wasn’t there. Olivia was right. If Hannah and her friends were somewhere on the river, they weren’t trying to be found.


    Almost as if …


    Green pushed that thought away, and once they were airborne again he renewed his search with vigour. Elliott wanted to cover the hundred miles to Island Lake before dinner while the light was still good and before the thickening clouds shrouded the surrounding mountains in fog. The river was peaceful here, drifting down the green valley like a twisting silver ribbon. In the distance to the south, the massive peaks of snow-capped mountains loomed up. Creeks carved erratic paths through the valleys between.


    Soon the river took a sudden, angry turn, churning whitewater as it poured around a rock face. Terrifying spires of sheer black rock stabbed up into the sky, marring the landscape like a surreal city of skyscrapers in an alien planet.


    “Vampire Peaks,” Elliott said.


    “They look impenetrable.”


    Elliott grinned. “For some, that’s the challenge.”


    They flew over more creeks and gullies. Finally Elliott banked and descended toward a cluster of small lakes that gleamed black beneath the gunmetal sky. He skimmed the surface of the largest lake, rose, and came back around to land. All three men clambered from the plane onto the pontoon, stiff from hours in the air. Mosquitoes swarmed them instantly. Green swatted at them ineffectually as he massaged his aching neck. Sullivan dug out the bug spray.


    Elliott seemed oblivious as he stood on the pebble shore, studying the clouds. They had eclipsed the sun and looked restless. “We may get a storm tonight. You two pitch the tent and I’ll get supper.”


    Green had never pitched a tent in his life, nor had he ever felt the inclination. His mood was black as he followed Sullivan’s directions. He was exhausted from hours of fruitless searching and terrified at the sheer size of the wilderness in which Hannah was lost. At the core of his despair and fear, against his will and his better judgement, a small kernel of anger was beginning to form.


    Elliott himself put words to it as they shared a can of beer and the steaks he had grilled. “It’s odd that we’ve found no trace of them. No distress signals, no gear abandoned to lighten the load. It’s almost as if they didn’t come this way.” He paused and took a long, thoughtful swig of beer. “They never registered with the park, never left a trip plan with the RCMP. As if they didn’t want anyone to know what they were up to. If you’re stranded and want to be found, there are a half dozen ways you can signal for help. But if you don’t want to be found, well then, in this forty thousand square kilometres of wilderness, all you’d have to do is hide. Could that be it?” He looked at Green in the fading twilight.


    “Instead of trying to be found, could they be trying to hide?”


    Green slept fitfully, disturbed not so much by the tandem snoring of the other two men nor by the eerie grey of the northern night, but by fragments of dreams lurking at the borders of his consciousness. Images of roiling rapids, plunging waterfalls, sheer cliffs, and endless, desolate mountains. Was Hannah wandering around at the mercy of Scott, an unwitting pawn in some scheme of his? Or had she been party to the devious plot from the start? Lying to her parents about her destination and her purpose? He didn’t know which possibility upset him more. That she was a hapless captive or a witting liar.


    How well did Green know her anymore? She’d arrived on his doorstep an angry, untrusting teenager consumed with the need to punish him for his years of neglect. She’d lived a reckless life on the edge. Drugs, men, deception — she’d embraced them all in her quest for love, meaning, or just pure oblivion. Father and daughter had won each other over step by timid step, but all too soon she had slipped from his grasp again, back into that toxic swamp of guilt, narcissism, and manipulation that was her mother’s life. Scott had become her next great fascination, her next great answer to the meaning of it all.


    In her eagerness to please Scott, what had she done to herself?


    The faint baying of a wolf travelled on the night wind. The sound stirred the hairs on Green’s neck. He shivered and pulled his sleeping bag over his head, as much to block out sound as light. Heard a crunch of gravel outside the tent. He lay rigid, barely breathing as he sifted the night sounds. More crunching, sniffing. A bear? A wolverine? Or an inquisitive racoon in search of leftovers?


    The other two snored on, oblivious, but long after the snuffling had faded away Green lay awake, new fears competing with the old ones in his mind. He was helpless in this environment, but investigation was what he did best. As soon as he got back to the civilized, manmade world, he would start looking for answers.


    The next afternoon, after another fruitless search without a sighting, Elliott piloted the little Cessna back down to the landing dock at Fort Simpson and dropped them off. No sooner was Green back in Andy’s B&B, this time in his own proper guest room with a bed, sheets, and a hot shower, than he was on the phone to Ashley.


    “Don’t blame me, Mike!” she whined as soon as he explained his concerns. She always contrived to act as if she was the innocent dupe in everything. “I hardly know anything about Scott!”


    “I’m not blaming you. I just need answers. What is Scott’s background? What’s his family like?”


    “I never met them. Honestly, Mike, you know Hannah. She lives for herself. Doesn’t share a lot.”


    “But she’s been living with you for the past six months.”


    “With me? Come on, Mike! Since March she’s practically lived at his place. But he’s a Ph.D. student, Mike. I mean, compared to what she used to bring home …”


    Ashley had a point. Where men were concerned, Hannah had the taste of a tomcat and the attention span of a gnat. Six months with any guy, let alone a Ph.D. student, was a minor miracle. “Okay,” he said. “But do you know anything about his background?”


    “He’s an only child, grew up in Vancouver with his father. Oh, wait —” Ashley forgot to whine, “he died last winter. The father, I mean. Cancer. He went quicker than expected, and Scott was pretty shaken up. Hannah asked if I could store a bunch of old furniture and boxes from his dad’s place in our basement, just till Scott got his own place.”


    “So Scott lived with his father?”


    “Yeah. He sold the house, rambling old place in Richmond. He got a nice pile of money for it, that’s why he splurged on this trip. The Nahanni was a dream of a lifetime, Hannah said.”


    “What did the father do?”


    “I don’t know, Mike.” The whine was back. Green heard some conversation in the background, presumably with Fred. “A prof at UBC, retired last year, Fred says. History. But he was born in the north.”


    Green grew alert. “Where in the north?”


    Her voice was muffled. “Fred, did Scott say where in the north? …Whitehorse?”


    Green pondered the relevance. Whitehorse was in a different territory much farther west. “Any relatives up there? Brothers and sisters?”


    “Scott was an only child.”


    “What about his mother?”


    “Never mentioned her. Estranged, I think, living on the east coast somewhere.” More input from Fred. “Fred says she remarried. I don’t see what all this has to do with what’s happened, Mike.”


    “I’m covering bases, that’s all. Trying to figure out if Scott was up to more than he let on.”


    “He’s a lone wolf, I know that. That’s what attracted Hannah. And I think this trip was a kind of tracing his roots thing. I got the impression he and his father were close but his father lived for the past. Well, I guess he would, being a history professor. The house was full of papers. Stacks and stacks of mouldy old notes, student exams, whatever the father had accumulated his whole life. Even stuff from his grandmother. He was supposedly writing his memoirs. Fred tried to help Scott clean some stuff out one day with a truck and it was so bad he came down with an asthma attack. Scott wouldn’t let him set foot in the place after that.” Ashley paused. “That’s what makes me think he’s a good guy, Mike. He cares about Hannah. I think outside his studies, she’s the only thing he cares about now.”


    Green had seen plenty of damage caused by men who cared too much, but there was no point arguing with Ashley. The woman had always painted the world in bubblegum pink. He shifted gears.


    “You said last week he was a geology student at UBC?”


    “Geo-something. To do with rocks, anyway.”


    “Do you know who he’s studying with?”


    “No, Mike, why would I know that?”


    “I just thought maybe he mentioned it.”


    “He hardly ever talked about himself. Shy that way. When he talked about himself, it was always about his summers up north. He had summer jobs researching rocks for his professor. I don’t see the appeal, myself, but he could get quite excited talking about how a little rock on a mountainside can tell us a whole story of how the mountain was formed.”


    Something stirred in Green’s intuition. Rocks. Mountains. Was that Scott’s passion? Was that the real reason for his adventure on the Nahanni? Not a whitewater thrill but some sort of field exploration to further his own research?


    He signed off, tracked down the number, and put in a call to the University of British Columbia geology department. He glanced at his watch as he listened to the ringing at the other end of the line. It was past five o’clock, and in July, what were the chances of reaching a professor in his office anyway? Green was mentally rehearsing a voicemail message when the phone was snatched up by a woman, breathless and very young.


    “They’re all gone for the day,” she said when he asked to speak to the department secretary. “No one’s here but me, and I’m only here because I couldn’t get the spectrograph. Well, you don’t want to know that. You can call back, maybe tomorrow, but I don’t know because a lot of us are on holiday or out in the field or … and anyway, the real secretary is on mat leave. So that’s not much help.”


    “Well, maybe you can help me. I’m trying to get in touch with Scott Lasalle’s supervisor, but I don’t know his name.”


    For once the woman was at a loss for words. “Scott?” she said finally.


    “Yes, do you know him?”


    “Yes, I do. I mean did. Well, I guess I still do. But he’s not here anymore.”


    “No, I know he’s on holidays up north.”


    “That’s not what I mean. I mean he’s not in the department anymore.”


    Green waited, hoping she’d continue. “He quit. Had a big fight with his supervisor and up and left.”


    “Who was his supervisor?”


    “Professor Valencia. Not somebody you usually walk away from, not if you want a future in the field.”


    “Do you know what the fight was about?”


    “Nope. Big mystery. Scott just said it wasn’t for him anymore.”


    “When was this? Recently?”


    “Oh no! Months ago. Sometime in February, maybe? We all wondered if it had to do with his father. Dying and all. Some sort of delayed nervous breakdown.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Six

    



    
      Whitehorse, September 20, 1943


      My Darling Guy,


      Parting is such sweet sorrow! Even though I know it’s not forever and it’s in a good cause, I wish there was an easier way. I know you are worried about me, but I’m in the best of hands. We women of the north stick together out of sheer necessity. Everyone is busy knitting booties and bonnets and bunting bags. Goodness, so many Bs!


      You and Gaetan are the talk of the town. I know he will have success in Edmonton. With all this excitement, investors will be lining up, and you will prove all those horrid naysayers wrong. With the papers so full of dreadful war news, what warms the heart more than beautiful jewellery? There will be plenty of buyers, even here in town. Whitehorse is overrun with Americans since they joined the war. They have quite taken over the place. Building new highways, airport, oil pipeline, and refinery. And soldiers everywhere! There are so many new buildings that you will scarcely recognize the place when you return. An eventuality which is all too far away!


      As always, I remain,


      Your loving wife, Lydia

    


    Prince Edward Island, July 14


    A cellphone trilled deep in the jumble of clothes and towels beside them. Detective Bob Gibbs sat up and began rummaging in pockets. Detective Sue Peters rolled over and shielded her eyes from the broiling sun.


    “Seriously, Gibbsie! You brought it to the beach?”


    “Well, I …” He gave a sheepish grin. “A hard habit to break.”


    “This is our honeymoon. We’re incommunicado, remember? July, Prince Edward Island, red sandy beach?”


    He was still rummaging, first in his pants pockets and then in his shoes. The phone continued to ring. “I know, but it might be an emergency. People know not to call us.”


    “Let voicemail pick up. You can check it when we get back to the cottage.”


    He plunged his hand into their day bag. It emerged triumphantly clutching his phone, silent now.


    “Who was it?” she asked, sitting up and brushing sand from her bare stomach. The pink and yellow bikini had been a wedding present from her sister, a message that she had nothing to be ashamed of. That she was alive and whole and in love, the scars more badges of honour than disfigurements.


    It had taken her nearly a week to work up the courage to wear it to a beach, with its clamourous parade of perfect bodies and glistening copper skin. There were no stares, no pitying smiles, no averted eyes. Bob — wonderful, shy, bumbling Bob — had been right.


    Now he was sitting beside her on their beach towel, a thick, fluffy number featuring a garish collage of seashells and suns that had been another gift from her sister. He was staring at his phone display. Nothing shy and bumbling about his expression; he had snapped to attention.


    “It’s the inspector.”


    “What inspector?”


    “Inspector Green.”


    Sitting here on the beach with the volleyball players and gaily coloured umbrellas, she felt so far removed from the Ottawa Police Major Crimes squad room that at first the name made no sense to her. “What’s he doing calling you here?”


    “He has all our cell numbers. It must be important, it’s his private cell. Probably a question about a case due in court.” He started to clamber to his feet. “I should call him back.”


    “Gibbsie! Listen to his message at least. Maybe it can wait.”


    He looked down at her with a rueful smile. They both knew he would call right away. When it came to the job, Bob Gibbs could never say no. Particularly to Inspector Michael Green.


    “I’ll only be a minute.” He leaned over to plant a kiss on her lips. She slid her hand up his inner thigh, trying to tempt him, but he merely grinned and slipped away.


    He was gone longer than a minute, and when she saw him coming back toward her along the wide beach his stride was purposeful and his expression worried. She struggled to her feet, trying to hide the stiffness of her damaged body.


    “What’s wrong? What’s the emergency?”


    “Not an emergency. At least, not like you’d think. He has something he wants us to d-do. Off the record, not a case, and he said we c-could refuse but I-I …” His stutter betrayed his confusion even more than his bobbing Adam’s apple.


    “Bob! What! What’s going on?”


    “His daughter has gone missing up north, and he and Staff Sergeant Sullivan have gone up there to look for her.”


    “Oh, no! How? Where?”


    Gibbs told her about the Nahanni canoe trip and the broken canoe.


    “But we’re in Prince Edward Island,” she said, puzzled. “The other end of the country. How can we help?”


    Flustered, he explained about Hannah’s boyfriend and the possibility he had lied about his plans.


    “He may be unbalanced. There’s a mother out east here somewhere —”


    “Out east is a big place. Where?”


    “He doesn’t know. He wants us to try to locate her and find out if she knows anything about what her son is up to.”


    “Try to locate her. Hmm. Do we have a name, at least?”


    “No, but we have her son’s name, and we know she used to live in Vancouver —”


    “Ah.” She smiled wryly. “He wants you to work your Internet magic to find out her name, address, and whole life story.”


    He sat down beside her and ran his hand across her back. For a moment he didn’t say anything. Together they listened to the rush and hiss of the surf.


    “He sounds really worried, Sue.”


    She sighed. It had been on the tip of her tongue to protest. This was their honeymoon. A hard-fought, hard-won reward for the struggle that had brought them to the altar, when two years ago she’d thought she would never walk again.


    The inspector had no right to intrude on this. He ran every moment of their lives the rest of the year. His whim was their command. Yet even as the protest formed on her lips, Sue knew they would not turn him down. For all his demands and his impossible hours, he had always been there for them. The first to champion her efforts to return to work, the first to see the unique talents in rookie Bob Gibbs when he’d been too timid to interview his own shadow.


    She laid her head on Bob’s shoulder and gave a rueful laugh. “Well, we’ve had one week of sun and sand. Not bad. And our cottage has wireless Internet, so we should be able to get a lot done without even leaving the privacy of our bedroom.”


    He kissed the top of her curly head. She’d cut her unruly hair short for her wedding and dyed it the same carrot red it had been before the attack.


    “You,” he murmured.


    Fort Simpson, July 14


    “You did what?”


    “I asked Gibbs to track down Scott Lasalle’s mother.”


    Sullivan continued to stare. His fried eggs sat forgotten and his coffee cup was suspended halfway to his lips. Slowly he lowered it. “I don’t fucking believe you.”


    “He’s on the east coast. So’s the mother.”


    “He’s on his honeymoon!”


    “I know. He could have said no.”


    “But he didn’t, did he? Jesus, Mike, we may not know what the hell’s going on here, but this is not a full-scale, no-holds-barred police investigation.”


    Green shoved away his own plate of fried eggs. “And I’m not sitting around here waiting for Nihls and Bugden to decide it is! There’s not a lot I can do up here, Brian. I don’t know a riffle from a raffle, but I do know how to conduct an investigation. I’m going to find out everything I can about this bastard who’s seduced my daughter. I’m going to get inside his mind until I understand his every move. Where he’s gone and why.”


    Finally Sullivan raised his cup to his lips and took a long, deliberate sip. He set the cup down. “All right. I understand. If it was Lizzie —”


    “But it’s not Lizzie. Your daughter grew up in a nice, stable home. She’s got brains and a father who’s been there for her all her life, so she doesn’t do crazy things. She doesn’t go running after guys who will give her nothing but grief.”


    Sullivan eyed him searchingly, then thrust back his chair and stood up from the table. Andy, who’d been hovering near the kitchen archway, gave him a stern look. “You guys have to eat. Before the hunt, a warrior has to eat. Old wives’ tale.”


    Sullivan laughed. “I’m not letting those outstanding eggs go to waste, don’t worry. But right now, can you get us a couple of notebooks? Old cop’s habit.”


    She grinned and disappeared. Alone in the room, Green sensed Sullivan’s eyes upon him. He knew he’d gone too far, opened up the wound too deep, but he’d felt powerless in the face of his fear. He’d had to lance the wound.


    Andy was back within a minute. Sensibly, Sullivan said nothing as he returned to the table with two notepads emblazoned with ANDY’S CROSSROADS and featuring her trademark moose and grizzly on the front. He gave one to Green, opened his, and took out a pen. “Okay, what do we need to know?”


    “Scott’s state of mind. His intentions. Not what he told the bush pilot, but what he really planned to do. Why the hell he went to the Nahanni. Why he insisted on starting at the very top, at Moose Ponds.”


    “We don’t know he insisted. Your ex-wife said they wanted the challenge. It’s all remote whitewater up there, the road less travelled. Adventurers like that.”


    Green had been jotting some notes and he slashed a line through his page impatiently. “But it all boils down to his state of mind. I’ve got Gibbs and Peters working on what the mother knows, but we need other sources. His graduate supervisor, what he was working on, why he quit, his fellow students, other friends.” Green glanced at his watch. He had woken late after a fitful night. The sun was already high in the sky and the village was enjoying the weekend. Andy had made them breakfast at nine o’clock but it was still early to call anyone in Vancouver.


    “There are also the two other guys on the trip. We can talk to their families.”


    “Right.” Green shook his head to clear the cobwebs. That line of inquiry should have been obvious to him. “Their names should be on the bush pilot’s manifest. That Constable Tymko should have it.”


    When they arrived at the RCMP detachment, however, they ran into the stonewall of Sergeant Nihls, who informed them that Constable Tymko was responding to a call in Jean Marie River and might be gone all day. Green explained that they simply needed some information from Tymko’s file.


    “Those files are confidential, as you well know.”


    “I do know that. And I also know I could call up Eagle Air to request the information, but I’m trying to be of some help here, Sergeant. You said you were thin on the ground up here, and I respect that. Staff Sergeant Sullivan and I are investigators. We can’t do wilderness search and rescue, but we can gather background and provide leads that would help you focus your search.”


    “Trust me,” Sullivan injected with an affable grin, “you’d rather have him busy than not.”


    Green knew it was part of a game, but when Sergeant Nihls returned the smile, he bristled. That simple non-verbal exchange spoke volumes about the folly of the senior brass and the brotherhood of NCOs. Without a word the sergeant turned to his computer, which looked several years more modern than Green’s, and accessed the file. He shielded the screen subtly as he clicked through links.


    “Constable Tymko doesn’t have a lot of detail on this case. He tracked down the canoe, spoke to the pilot, recorded the passengers and the dates of entry and exit. Here we are. Four passengers: Scott Lasalle, Daniel Rothman, Peter Carlyle, and Hannah Pollock.” He looked up with a sharp frown. “Pollock?”


    “That’s her mother’s name,” Green said, forcing the twinge of hurt away. It had taken Hannah almost two years with him before she added Green to her name. “What are the addresses and emergency contacts of Rothman and Carlyle?”


    Nihls scrolled through the file, his frown deepening. “There aren’t any. There are phone numbers with a Vancouver area code.” He read them out and Sullivan jotted them down.


    “Okay,” Green said, “we’ll follow up on Carlyle and Rothman —”


    “And I assume you will pass on any information relevant to the case?”


    Green was itching to get his hands on the computer, to run a simple CPC search on the two names to find out if they had a police record. But he knew Nihls would be a tight-ass, because there were strict regulations against accessing police databases for personal reasons. He was searching for a way around the roadblock when Sullivan snapped his notebook shut and stood up.


    “Absolutely,” Sullivan said.


    “And should you acquire any information that changes the status of this case …?”


    “We’ll be back on your doorstep in a flash,” Green said without a trace of a smile.


    Not surprisingly, there were no car rental agencies in Fort Simpson since there were not many places to go, but rather than having them tie up the single taxi, Andy had lent Green and Sullivan her aging truck for the day. As Sullivan backed out of the detachment parking lot, which was little more than a thin dusting of gravel outside the front door, he looked across at Green.


    “We need a command post,” he said. “Or at least a base of operations where we can make and receive phone calls and use the Internet.”


    They drove in silence for a block. “Has to be Andy’s,” Green said finally. “Poor woman’s going to wish she never took us in.”


    Sullivan shook his head. “Not up here. It’s like the country everywhere; something happens, everyone pulls together.”


    Sure enough, Andy set them up at her dining table with a spare phone, a printer and fax machine, and a Northwest Territories business directory. She even volunteered to take messages. She shrugged when Sullivan thanked her. “I have three daughters. They’re down south now, but they never leave your heart.”


    Green’s first call was to Rothman’s Vancouver number, his second to Carlyle’s. Both netted him an answering machine with a young male asking him to leave a message. Of course they weren’t home, they were lost in the wilderness!


    His third call was to Eagle Air, which seemed to be nothing but a voicemail box somewhere in cyberspace. Frustrated, he left a message for the pilot to call him and slammed the phone down. “Voicemail is going to be the end of us. God knows when they’ll pick up those messages.” He turned his attention to the Internet. A simple Google search of Daniel Rothman turned up a Facebook page, a few articles in the University of British Columbia’s medical students’ newsletter, and a comment on someone’s wilderness adventure blog about the treatment of hypothermia. Scanning the articles, he concluded Daniel Rothman was a medical student. His hopes lifted. Hardly a sinister portrait; in fact a useful addition to a stranded wilderness party.


    Next came a search for contact information. Neither Daniel nor Peter had filled in the emergency contact portion of their Eagle Air ticket — indeed, Eagle Air seemed to be quite casual about such things — but since Daniel Rothman was a medical student, there was no guarantee that his family lived in Vancouver. Or even in Canada.


    According to Canada 411, there were eighty-eight Rothmans with listed landlines spread across the country. Far too many to begin cold calls. But of those, eleven lived in British Columbia and almost half of those in Vancouver. If Daniel Rothman was Jewish, as Green suspected, someone would know him. Most Jewish families kept close ties.


    Half an hour later, he hung up in discouragement. Of those he’d been able to reach, none had ever heard of Daniel the med student, even when they combed their memories for distant cousins. Over half the calls had gone to voicemail, however, forcing Green to leave a vague, rather cryptic message about trying to locate a friend of his daughter’s who might be in trouble.


    After the last such message, he stared at the phone grimly. “No one’s going to answer that. Even I wouldn’t. I’d think it was a crank. Why are people too goddamn busy to answer their phone these days?”


    “Too busy, or too suspicious,” Sullivan replied. He’d had slightly better luck with the Carlyles, locating one woman in Whistler who said Peter was her brother, although she only saw him twice a year and had no idea what he was up to. Studying mountains, she thought. Pete wasn’t big on family ties, but none of them were. Their parents were off on a round-the-world sailing trip and would know even less about Pete than she did.


    “Did she seem worried that Pete was missing?” Green asked.


    “No, she said he’ll show up when he’s ready. He’s used to doing his own thing and not thinking about anyone else. We’re both boarding school brats, she said, and Peter’s not the most lovey guy in the world. But she said he’s pretty experienced in the wilds. Grew up mountain climbing and kayaking on the B.C. coast.”


    “Terrific,” Green said glumly. “Someone else who thinks he’s immortal.”


    Sullivan tipped his chair back. It was hand-carved and it creaked beneath his footballer’s frame. “On the plus side, Hannah’s in good company. One has medical training, the other wilderness experience. Good people to have when you’re lost.”


    Green shook off his foreboding with an effort. He knew Sullivan was right. He needed to think like a cop and turn a rational eye to the next step of the investigation. Glancing at his watch, he saw that it was almost noon. Eleven a.m. in Vancouver. He wanted to follow up at the university but first he had to phone Ashley. Steeling himself, he dialed.


    For the first two minutes she did nothing but rant. She’d been sitting by the phone all day and she was half dead with worry she hadn’t eaten she’d called every single one of Hannah’s friends and why the hell hadn’t he bothered to call her she was only the mother after all.


    When she drew breath, Green plunged in. “Ashley, I need your help. We haven’t found her, but we don’t really know where to look.”


    “She’s in the park!” Ashley screeched.


    “It’s a fucking big park.”


    That shut her up. Two octaves lower, she said, “Oh.”


    “I need information on the other two friends.”


    “I don’t know much, Mike. Hannah didn’t tell me.”


    “And you didn’t ask?”


    “They were both friends of Scott. What difference would it make who they are?”


    Green gritted his teeth in search of patience. He always thought like an investigator, trying to fill in the gaps and follow the leads to get the whole picture. It was a habit that had not been well received by Hannah over the years. Hannah lived by the motto “The less he knows the better.”


    A motto Green himself often followed in his relations with his superiors. The irony did not amuse him.


    “Maybe Scott or Hannah mentioned something about them,” he said. “Daniel Rothman is a med student and Peter Carlyle is also a student of some kind. Any other details, however unrelated?”


    “Mike, I don’t —”


    “Try to remember, Ashley!”


    There was silence and he hoped she was searching her memory. But when she spoke, her voice was low and thin. “I’m not a moron, Mike. Don’t you think I’ve tried to remember? I never heard of Daniel Rothman. There was a Pete I met a few months ago, maybe that was him.”


    “What can you remember?”


    “Nothing! I think he was in school with Scott. Fred didn’t like him much, thought he only hung around Scott because he had money. Scott and him were grumbling about some professor who had a fancy condo on Granville Island. They’d been invited there for a Christmas party.”


    “Did you know Scott quit university?”


    “What? Who told you that?”


    “He had a falling out with his professor. He hasn’t been there in months.”


    She was silent a moment. “I don’t think Hannah knew that. She said he was really excited about his research and planned to do some rock collecting on their trip.”


    He perked up. “Where on their trip?”


    “I don’t know. The mountains up there. It meant nothing to me.”


    “What kind of rocks?”


    “Little rocks. I don’t think he was planning to bring boulders home on the plane.”


    He could almost see her pout. Patience, he told himself. “What kind of rocks was he studying?”


    “Those hard, brown bits of ground? How anyone can find that exciting is beyond me.”


    Sensing he’d pressed her imperfect memory and her even more imperfect understanding as far as he could, he switched gears. “Ashley, how did he seem in the past few months? Any changes in his mood or behaviour?”


    “What are you getting at, Mike?”


    “Just exploring. You said his father died last winter and now we know he quit university. I’m just wondering if he seemed depressed.”


    “He had been, I think. Hannah had a couple of rough months with him, they got into a lot of arguments. He was very close to his father, and clearing out the house was really hard on him. Being stuck with all those memories. He didn’t have anybody left, just some cousin he’d never even met, and he was feeling pretty alone. But he took some time away last winter, and that helped. When he came back, he’d kind of found a new purpose. He was really excited about this trip to his father’s roots. Planning every detail, spending a lot of money as well — he got a lot of money from his father’s house. No, I’d say far from being depressed, by the time they left he was just the opposite.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Seven

    



    


    


    Prince Edward Island, July 14


    “Cops, eh?” Veronica Taylor raised one black, pencilled eyebrow as she looked them up and down. “You don’t look like cops.”


    Sue Peters bristled. To help out the inspector she had ditched the bikini and flip-flops for sensible flats, navy slacks, and a white-and-navy-striped jacket. When she’d bought clothes for her seaside honeymoon she’d gone overboard on the nautical theme, an impulse she now regretted. Gibbsie at least was wearing what he always did: khaki pants and polyester golf shirt with a dinky collar.


    He seemed oblivious to the veiled insult. “This is not an official inquiry, Mrs. Taylor,” he said. “We’re helping out a colleague on a personal matter.”


    “It’s not Taylor anymore.” The woman flicked a dismissive hand as if to bat the name away. “I ditched him last year.”


    “My apologies. That was the information I had.”


    “I haven’t bothered to make it official yet, but I’ve gone back to Pratt, my maiden name. Not the prettiest name, but after five husbands the whole business was getting to be a nuisance. I spend winters in Florida, and since they’ve made all these ridiculous passport requirements, I end up in silly arguments all the time.”


    Sue had already guessed there was a sun destination involved. According to the records, Veronica whatever-her-name-was-right-now was fifty-six years old, but despite the maroon hair, the trowels of makeup, and the inexpertly applied red lipstick, she had skin the texture of a parched desert. Sue’s own grasp of fashion was dubious but even she could see that the clingy, see-through tank top and the denim miniskirt were a bad idea. Links of stuffed sausages came to mind.


    Gibbsie had worked some major miracles on the Internet to track her down. She had come a long way from her humble logging-town roots in northern British Columbia, passing through Vancouver long enough to meet and marry Scott’s father before hopping across Canada to land, ultimately, on the southeastern shore of Prince Edward Island. She was comfortably ensconced in a chaise longue overlooking her pool. A half-smoked cigarette sat in the ashtray on the chair arm. Narrowing her eyes to take in Bob’s reed-thin body, she didn’t invite them to sit. Without a word, Sue yanked a patio chair back from the table and plunked herself down. Bob, ever the gentleman, remained standing.


    “But I’m sure you’re not interested in my travels.” Veronica chuckled. “I hope. What’s this about?”


    “Scott Lasalle.”


    A look of blank incomprehension passed over her face. She reached for the cigarette and took a long drag. It seemed to take her a full five seconds to remember. “My son? Good grief.”


    “When was the last time you had contact with him?”


    “Last year sometime?” She looked more wary than concerned. “What about him?”


    “Are you aware he took a canoe trip up north to the Nahanni?”


    Surprise flickered in her eyes. More than surprise. Interest. “The Nahanni? Huh!”


    Even Bob picked up the clue. “Is that significant?”


    “I don’t know. That’s where his grandfather lived.”


    “Are they close?”


    She chuckled and drew another puff. “I hope not. He’s dead. Way before Scott was born. In fact, his father was just a baby.”


    “What was he doing up there?”


    “I have no idea! We’re talking sixty years and four husbands ago! I think he was one of those bushmen chasing gold or something. One winter he just …” She snapped her fingers. “Vanished.”


    “Are there any relatives still up there that Scott could be in touch with?”


    “Never heard of any. Look, I don’t know what he’s up to. I haven’t known what he was up to since he was six years old.”


    “You’ve had no contact with him?”


    She thrust her lower lip out in a gesture more combative than rueful. “Some. But like I said, that was four husbands ago. Lot of water under the bridge.”


    Bob looked flummoxed. Even after eight years on the job, he still clung to a rosy view of motherly love. Wasn’t it innate? Universal?


    Sue could see he was about to say something stupid, so she leaned forward. “What happened?”


    “Life. Men.” Veronica blew out a stream of smoke. “Too many adventures, too little time.”


    Sue waited.


    “Look, it’s not like I miss him. I hardly know him. He hasn’t been a part of my life in nearly a quarter century.”


    Still Sue held herself in check. The old Sue would have barged in, demanding to know details of the custody agreement and the reason for the estrangement, but she’d learned a thing or two about patience while lying in pieces in a hospital bed and struggling to put one foot in front of the other in rehab. This woman had a story to tell, but only if she chose to.


    “So what’s the deal?” Veronica said finally. “What’s he done up on the Nahanni?”


    “Scott is leading a group of friends on a wilderness canoe trip, and they seem to have disappeared.”


    “What do you mean by disappeared?”


    Sue explained about the broken canoe and the lack of sightings. Veronica looked unperturbed. “He’ll show up. Once he ran away from home when he was three years old. Wanted to go somewhere he wasn’t allowed, and threw one hell of a tantrum. He was gone six hours, the cops were looking all over town, but then he walks through the front door cool as a cucumber. He’d been down where he wasn’t allowed. The gravel pit on the far side of town, collecting rocks. Miles away.”


    Bob was frowning. “You think he’s doing this to punish someone?”


    “No, no. It’s just when he got an idea into his head, he’d go full steam ahead on it. Didn’t think about anyone else, but smart enough to get himself out of anything.”


    “Was he close to his father?”


    “Oh yeah. Because his father gave him everything. Said he was a genius and we had to encourage that. William was a two-bit lecturer making peanuts and taking a dog’s life to finish his degree. The younger guys were all passing him by. He was never going to go places.” She stubbed the cigarette out with sharp, angry jabs. “I blame his mother for that. She was a bitter old hag stuck in the past, never could get over losing her husband. Blamed everyone but the fool himself. The Indians were lying, the RCMP were incompetent. It was all one big cover-up. She taught her son to complain about what could have been instead of grabbing what could be. That’s why I had to get out.”


    Sue saw a thread of a lead. When Bob didn’t pick it up, she leaned in. “Was Scott interested in these stories about the Nahanni and his grandfather?”


    Veronica reached for the cigarette pack. Twiddled a cigarette longingly, but didn’t light it. She shrugged. “Could be. Scott asked me once, when he was a kid, if his grandfather had been murdered. That was my mother-in-law’s pet theory. His body was never found so she figured someone had deliberately got rid of it. Wacky stuff. Nobody paid any attention to her, including the cops, I heard.”


    Sue saw Bob jot something in his notebook. “What did the cops think?” she asked.


    “Beats me. I turned a deaf ear when she started up. So did William. Been doing that all his life, I think. He’d never have passed it on to Scott.” She finally stuck the cigarette in the corner of her mouth. “William used to say that Scott got all his brains, but my energy and my character. Properly harnessed, he said, Scott could go places we could only dream of.” She paused and her painted lips parted in a mischievous smile. “I was a bit of a wild thing, truth be told. Those tantrums? They were mine. And the spirit, the stubbornness. I could see it all in Scott, and I think that’s what scared William more than anything. That if I stuck around, all that would rub off on him. The extremes, the passion, the blackness. The hunger for more.” She shrugged. “He was probably right. I had no patience for runny noses and soccer games and all those fucking questions, ‘Why?’ The kid was better off without me, even if it pissed me right off to hear the judge agree with him.”


    Bob was looking thoughtful and Sue could see he was working up to something. She gave him an encouraging look.


    “This is an awkward question,” he said. “We’re trying to gather as much information as we can about Scott’s motives and his state of mind. You mentioned his tantrums and extremes. Do you think there could be any instability — I mean, is there any history of mental illness on either his grandmother’s or father’s side, or…?”


    She flushed. “Mental illness. Mental illness. Fuck, that’s a condescending term. Like it’s something to whisper behind curtains. Wacko. Nuts. Those are nice, clear words. William is as sane and boring as anyone I’ve ever known. If Scott is wacko, he got it from Lydia or me. But look at me.” She spread her arms to encompass her luxury bungalow, her pool, and the Northumberland Strait lapping the shore just beyond. “I’ve done all right for myself. Just don’t bore me. Or cross me.”


    “Not sure all that’s very helpful to the inspector,” Bob said as they tucked into a huge bucket of mussels. Fresh homemade bread sat at their elbow, ready to soak up the tomato garlic sauce, and two glasses of crisp Pinot Gris glowed in the setting sun. Beyond the patio, the ocean licked over the rocks and seaweed of low tide, and gulls wheeled overhead. The rich smells of salt, seaweed, and garlic mingled in the air.


    Sue savoured a mussel. “The grandfather’s death is a lead he can follow up on up there,” she said.


    “The man is worried sick about his daughter. There’s got to be more we can do down here.”


    She reached for his hand, turned it over, and stroked his palm. “Can we talk about this later? First things first. Food, wine, and then … maybe …”


    He laughed then, and his fingers tightened around hers. She managed to keep his attention focused on her, and on the spectacular food, until their dessert arrived. Homemade cinnamon apple pie with ice cream oozing down its sides, a dessert straight out of her own small-town Ontario childhood. But after three bites, he thrust it away and pulled out his cellphone.


    “After I make this report, the evening will be all yours.”


    Sue’s twinge of irritation vanished when she heard Inspector Green’s hello on the line. If Bob had had to leave a message, God knows when he’d call back and what he’d be interrupting.


    Bob flipped open his makeshift notebook, all business. “Any news, sir? Oh … w-well, it’s early…. No, we didn’t have much luck at this end either. I mean, yes, we found the mother but she doesn’t know much. She hasn’t lived with her son since he was six…. No, she didn’t seem worried.” Bob passed on the mother’s story about Scott’s stubborn streak and her apparent total lack of interest in her son. “She didn’t ask a single question about him, and I got the impression she wouldn’t lose a wink of sleep over his disappearance.”


    “Don’t forget the grandfather,” Sue whispered.


    “What? N-no, sir, that was Sue, reminding me. The one thing the mother showed any interest in was the fact Scott was going to the Nahanni. His grandfather disappeared up there, but that was years ago. Scott never knew him.” Bob extended his fork and carved off a mouthful of pie. “No, sir, no relatives, but I did find out some background on Scott’s parents. I don’t know if it’s relevant, but do you want…? Y-yes, sir.” He flipped back a few pages in his notebook.


    “The father was born in Whitehorse in 1944, but moved to Vancouver early on and went to school there. I guess that was after the grandfather died. He met Scott’s mother, Veronica, there, but she’s from Prince George…. I don’t know, sir. She’s ten years younger than him. They got married in Vancouver, June 3rd, 1979, and Scott was born October 24th, 1980. William Lasalle — that’s Scott’s father — got his B.A. from Simon Fraser University in 1970, his M.A. in 1979, and Ph.D. in 1988, both from the University of British Columbia.”


    Listening to Bob’s succinct summary, Sue did the math in her head. William Lasalle had been a late bloomer, both in marriage and in educational achievement, and there was a peculiar, nine year gap between his B.A. and M.A. that seemed long even for the poorest or most lackadaisical student. The pregnancy had come hard on the heels of the marriage but not within nine months. Veronica had been ten years younger than him, and her speech and current lifestyle suggested a woman far less interested in education and ideas that he was.


    Sue could understand Veronica’s interest in him. For one thing, where men were concerned, she seemed pretty indiscriminate. If it walked upright, it was a candidate. For another, Veronica was from a rough logging town in the middle of nowhere. Her choice had probably been between mill workers and fishermen. An older man with not just one university degree but two must have seemed like the perfect catch.


    On the other hand, what had William seen in her? Her zest and passion? Her sex appeal? Sue tried to imagine Veronica before the assault of advancing years. Without the leathery skin, the over-bleached hair, and garish makeup. Without the ripples of fat where once there had been curves.


    The marriage had lasted a mere eight years. A mismatch that had probably been a disappointment for both of them. Sue dismissed the small niggle of doubt that crept into her own thoughts as she looked at her own brand new husband, so stiff, formal, and unsure of himself on the phone. When he was with her, he never stammered, yet he could barely manage a single report to the inspector without tripping over his words. Gibbsie and she were as different as earth and wind, and yet they shared the same passions: solving crimes, catching bad guys, helping victims to find justice. Drummed into them by that man on the other end of the phone.


    She thought about how they had both reacted to the inspector’s request. With only the barest flicker of hesitation, they had interrupted their holiday to lend him a hand.


    Even now, as she listened to Gibbsie’s fumbling answers over the phone, she knew it was not over. There were more questions to answer, more background to unearth, if they were to get to the core of Scott Lasalle. Veronica had revealed a lot about the influences that had shaped his early years, but her insights stopped at age six. Sue could almost hear the inspector’s voice inside her head. Find out more about the grandfather. The grandmother. Other relatives.


    If anyone knew what Scott was up to and why, she and Bob would be trying to find them. That was the message behind Green’s questions. She smiled ruefully as she watched the coral ocean slowly fade to grey on this working honeymoon day. There was more work to be done.


    Fort Simpson, July 14


    When Chris Tymko finally arrived back at Fort Simpson it was 8:00 p.m. The sky was still bright but his shift was long over and an ice-cold beer on his deck was calling to him. He planned to stop off at the detachment office only long enough to file a brief report on the Jean Marie River call — a toddler gone missing but fortunately found unharmed and fast asleep in a neighbour’s shed.


    However, he was surprised to see a familiar Jeep parked next to a cruiser in the gravel parking lot, and when he pulled up next to it, the driver’s door opened. Out stepped Hunter Kerry, the Eagle Air pilot he’d spoken to about the Lasalle/Pollock case. He knew Hunt casually through local fishing derbies and charity air shows, but the man remained an enigma to him. Ex-military, Hunt was generous with his time for a good cause but he kept to himself. He was rumoured to cultivate his personal supply of marijuana in his bungalow outside of town, but no one had ever been invited inside. He seemed happiest when he was in the air, but he hunkered down in the cockpit of his Otter as if he was still in enemy territory. Chris suspected he clung to his own rule of law and survival. Don’t trust anyone.


    Hunt opened the cruiser door and slipped in beside him. In his hand he held a small black canvas satchel.


    “They told me inside you were due in around eight, so I figured I’d catch you before.”


    With Hunt, it was wise to know all the subtext. In the evening light, he studied the man. Pupils normal, speech clear. No smell of booze or pot. He grinned. “Avoiding the sarge, are you?”


    Hunt flushed. “I didn’t want this too official if it didn’t have to be.”


    “What?”


    “I got a voicemail this morning on the company line from some Ottawa cop, name of Inspector Green?”


    Chris nodded, volunteering nothing.


    “He wanted info on that missing party of canoeists I flew into Moose Ponds.”


    Still Chris volunteered nothing.


    “I figured I’d rather talk to you about it than some brass from national headquarters. I mean, it’s your case. So I figured you should be in on it. What’s Ottawa’s interest anyway?”


    “That cop is not on the job. He’s a city cop, not RCMP. Hannah Pollock is his daughter.”


    “Oh.” Hunt fingered the black satchel, pulling the zipper open and closed. “Well, anyways, I already told you everything I know.”


    Chris knew Hunt had not lain in wait for him that evening just to relay that message. He thought he saw a flash of relief on Hunt’s face when he’d heard there was no national-level investigation. He nodded at the bag. “What’s this? You mug an old lady?”


    The man glanced at the bag in his lap. “There’s not much in it. It’s a waterproof pouch, the kind boaters carry everyday stuff they need to keep dry. Medical first aid, spare batteries, repair kit …”


    “Typical old lady stuff. Does it belong to one of the canoeists?”


    “Oh, I didn’t take it! No, no! Don’t get that idea. I found it under the seat, when I cleaned out the plane back at my dock.”


    “Under the seat? Imagine.” He sensed Hunt had one foot out the door. Hunt was a skilled and focused pilot who knew the southwestern territories like his own backyard, but the rest of his mind had been pretty much fried on a so-called peacekeeping tour with the Canadian Airborne Regiment in Somalia twenty years earlier. Conversation was like pulling teeth. Even Chris’s best teasing was not softening him up. Chris reached out to take the bag, but Hunt tightened his grip.


    “What’s in the bag, Hunt? Any essentials they’re going to miss?”


    “Nothing much. Well, maybe the phone battery.”


    Chris snapped to attention. “So they have no phone?”


    “Well, most people bring a backup battery. In case one gets wet, like.”


    “Most people but not all. Weight and space are always at a premium. What else is in the bag?”


    “Just some first aid and canoe repair stuff, matches, documents …”


    “What kind of documents?”


    “Not maps. Just some legal looking papers about some dead guy. They looked pretty old and I couldn’t make heads or tails of them.”


    “Heads and tails are my specialty.” Chris tugged on the bag and this time Hunt relinquished it. Chris opened it and spread the contents on his lap. It was as Hunt had described; a basic wilderness first-aid kit, but luckily not the main one the group would have brought along. If they had half a head on their shoulders, that one would contain thermal blankets, antibiotics, splints, and many kinds of bandages. This was a small one for treating small cuts and blisters on the fly during the day’s travel.


    The phone battery was a late model Iridium, suggesting that it had been purchased just before the trip, and the knife was a standard sheathed blade, sharp enough to cut straps free in a river emergency but not much defence against a wolf or bear.


    Crumpled in the bottom of the fanny pack was an invoice from a wilderness outfitting company in Whitehorse, the same one Scott had bought the turquoise canoe from in June. This invoice was from the same transaction. It listed the purchase of waterproof barrels, dry bags, sleeping bags, tents, and a dozen other pieces of equipment that travellers usually rented for a fraction of the cost. The total was $3,781, paid in cash by Scott Lasalle.


    Out of habit, Chris jotted down the list. If he decided to follow up on Lasalle’s intentions the outfitter might be a good place to start.


    Tucked into a side pocket of the bag, encased in two plastic sheaths, was the legal document Hunt had mentioned. The paper was clean and white, as if it were new. But it looked like a photocopy of a much older document. The lettering was faded and fuzzy, like a copy made with carbon paper rather than a photocopier. It bore the crest of a Whitehorse law firm, and from what Chris could determine it was the last will and testament of one Guy H. Lasalle, dated August 10, 1944.


    Chris glanced through it. It was a very short will, leaving all his worldly goods to his wife, Lydia, including an insurance policy, a prospecting kit, some mining shares, and the rights to any claims still active at the time of his death. Written by hand in the margin was a number, a date, and a scribbled note.


    
      60 to Dawson, 20 miles to Nahanni, 128 days 30 miles to Watson

    


    It seemed like directions of some kind. Chris scrutinized the page in the light. The added writing was photocopied but not fuzzy like the original carbon copy, suggesting that someone had written the numbers into the margin of the carbon copy itself, and then photocopied the whole. Scott perhaps? Did it mean anything to the current investigation? Why else would Scott have it with him, carefully encased in double waterproof sheaths?


    Hunt was shifting in his seat, anxious to bolt. Maybe being confined to a police cruiser brought back bad memories.


    “So do you need all that stuff?” Hunt’s fingers inched toward the paper. “I mean, if you don’t …”


    “What do you want with this, Hunt? It belongs to the kids and should be returned to them.”


    “Oh, yeah! Oh, sure. No problem. I just thought, it doesn’t look very important.”


    Like hell, Chris thought, tightening his grip on the will. “Did you show this document to anyone else besides me? To help you understand it, maybe?” He used the term loosely. Understand its worth, is what he meant.


    “Well. I …” Hunt hung his head and wagged it back and forth. “I did show it to Olivia. You know, that river guide?”


    “Olivia Manning?” Chris frowned. Olivia was still on the river. To have talked to her, Hunt would have had to fly into Virginia Falls and intercept her. Hardly a chance or spur of the moment meeting. “Why would you show it to her?”


    “Well, she’s in university. Graduate school. Engineering, I think, right? I figured she’d know what it all meant.”


    “And did she?”


    He shook his head. “Just said it was an old will. Probably not worth a thing anymore. Nobody can even get up in some of them mountains, unless you’re a mountain goat.”


    Chris grew alert. “That’s what she said this was? These directions pointed to some land in the mountains?”


    Too late, Hunt seemed to see his mistake. He scrunched up his face, trying to look confused. “I-I don’t remember. She just tossed the idea off, that it might refer to land. Wilderness, mountains, barrens … I can’t remember.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Eight

    



    
      Edmonton, November 3, 1943


      Salut mon frère,


      I hope you are not disappointed. I am not going to spend Christmas in Whitehorse with you and Lydia. The Edmonton backers seem interested, but they are waiting for more results. We need to save money until we are more sure of them. I think we should trap again this winter. I have made friends with a nice Indian family in Nahanni Butte and will spend Christmas with them. The Indians are starting to trust me and I hope this will stop the disputes over the traplines. There is a lot of beaver and marten in the upper Nahanni for everybody.


      With Lydia’s condition and your small house, you do not need me in the way. But I wish you a most joyous Noël.


      Your devoted brother, Gaetan

    


    The next morning Chris radioed the park warden’s station at Virginia Falls. When Reggie’s soft drawl came over the airways, he wondered what excuse he could possibly give for his inquiry. He pretended to be calling for an update about the missing canoeists.


    “You know I’ll tell you the minute I get any word on them,” the warden said.


    “Did Hunter Kerry fly in there yesterday to drop off some people?”


    “Yeah, he brought a party of Japanese hikers in to do Sunblood Mountain. Dropped them off and hung around all day for them. Getting in my hair, the crazy warrior.”


    “They must have some big money to tie him up like that.”


    Reggie chuckled. “I don’t think he minded. He could have done an extra run, but I think it was all an excuse to check out a certain woman.”


    “You mean Olivia Manning of Nahanni River Adventures?”


    “You noticed. Yup. They went off for a nice little powwow while her group was setting up camp. Not that the crazy old warrior is going to get to first base with that one.”


    “Hunt’s not one to let reality stand in his way. Do you know what they talked about?”


    “No idea. But I can ask her. She’ll be dropping in here later to say hi. Her group is hiking the mountain today and they’ll be dead asleep by nine tonight.”


    Chris had a vision of Olivia striding up the ridge across open alpine meadows, her long tanned legs fluid and her blond ponytail flying in the wind. He felt a jolt of arousal. Nine o’clock that night. Theoretically he was off shift at four, although on call throughout the evening. He could fly up there in plenty of time, provided no fools got too drunk or argumentative here in town tonight.


    “Thanks, Reg. Tell her to stay put and I’ll fly up. I’ll need to borrow her for a half hour or so. Official business.”


    Reggie chuckled again. “Official. Sure thing, Chris. You guys get all the perks.”


    It was not at all official, in truth, and Chris knew he was going against both the rules and his sergeant’s express orders, but in the north more than anywhere else, officers had to follow their own instincts. There was often no backup, just a lone constable responding to a situation and making the best judgment call he could.


    Chris persuaded himself that since he was doing this on his own time, the sergeant’s rules and orders did not apply. He packed an overnight bag and a couple of bottles of Mission Hill Sauvignon Blanc from British Columbia. He knew almost nothing about wine, but it was expensive. It had better be good. Less than thirty minutes after he signed off duty, he was airborne, sweeping west over the river and up toward Virginia Falls. The sky was cloudless and the evening sun burnished the canyon cliffs in stunning red. The stress of his job slipped away, and by the time he circled around and touched down on the upper river he felt as light and free as an eagle.


    When he spotted Olivia walking toward the dock his joy reached even greater heights. With the westerly wind whipping her hair and no trace of makeup, she was gorgeous. And she was smiling at him.


    He waved the wine bottles aloft as he leaped nimbly from the pontoon to the dock. Her smile widened.


    “Well, well, flyboy. Is this work or play?”


    He returned her grin. “Some work, all play.”


    “Just like my job.” She gestured to a driftwood log on the beach a little upstream, out of sight of the warden’s cabin. “Reg said you wanted to know what Hunter Kerry talked to me about.”


    He nodded. “Hunt’s the one who flew those canoeists in, but he’s a crafty bugger. Doesn’t like cops.”


    “Law enforcement in general. RCMP bureaucrats specifically. My guess is he doesn’t want anyone turning a magnifying glass on his own activities, in the air or on the ground.” She sat down on the log, kicked off her sturdy sandals, and wriggled her bare feet in the sand. Her toenails were painted bright pink.


    Chris resisted the urge to ask why. In the main, Hunt was a good pilot, experienced in a crisis and the first to jump in and lend a hand in search-and-rescue missions. If he grew a couple of plants in his attic or occasionally bent the rules in his business records, that was not Chris’s concern. Let the bureaucrats and bean-counters do their own investigating.


    He began as open-ended as he could. Let her lead. “So what did he want?”


    “First things first.” She waggled her fingers toward the wine that he had propped against the log. “We wouldn’t want that to get warm.”


    Although the evening sun still washed the mountains across the way, deep purple shadows stretched along the river and a chill had settled in. A brisk breeze kept the blackflies and mosquitoes at bay. Not much chance of the wine getting warm, but he wasn’t going to argue. He unscrewed it and filled two clear plastic glasses almost to the brim. Closing her eyes to concentrate on the flavour, she took an appreciative sip.


    “Ah-h. So much better than the plonk we bring on the trip.”


    As they traded banter about bad wine, he almost forgot his pretext for seeing her. Almost lost himself in the warm closeness of her body and the soft gaiety of her voice. He forced himself to steer the conversation back to business.


    “What Hunt asked me about didn’t really have anything to do with the missing canoeists,” she replied. “I mean, it doesn’t shed any light on what’s happened

    to them.”


    He chuckled. “Light never was his strong suit. But what was it?”


    Instead of answering, she ducked the question. “Has he spoken to you?”


    “Yes.” He frowned, debating. “He brought me the fanny pack they left in the plane.”


    “Oh, good. I told him to, but I wasn’t sure he would.”


    “Why did he bring it to you?”


    “I … I …” She looked nonplussed. “Is this an interrogation, Chris?”


    “No! No.”


    “Because I don’t like it. I feel like you’re fishing when you already know the answer. Trying to trip me up.”


    He reached for the bottle and topped up both their glasses. Ostensibly as a peace offering but also to buy himself time to regroup. “I’m sorry. Thumbscrews put away, I promise.” When she didn’t even smile, he blundered on. “It’s an occupational hazard, Olivia. Don’t give away information, just ask for it. Verify and verify.”


    She studied her wine through narrowed eyes. “So do you know the answer?”


    “I know what he told me. That he wanted your interpretation of a document.”


    “Did you see the document?”


    More questions. He felt the interview slipping through his fingers. He nodded.


    “And what did you make of it?”


    “The will? The notes looked like a date and some directions. Maybe to a piece of land.”


    “Agreed. It was hard to read, but that’s what I thought. That’s what I told him.”


    “But why did he want to know? What difference would it make to him what it was? It belonged to Scott Lasalle. Not even to him, to some distant ancestor.”


    She didn’t answer for a moment. Instead she watched a hawk sweep across the mountainside opposite and hover almost motionless before plunging out of sight. She shivered and pulled her jacket more tightly over her shoulders. He longed to put his arm around her but he didn’t dare. “I think he just wanted to satisfy his curiosity,” she said. “He didn’t like not knowing.”


    “It wasn’t because he figured it might be relevant to what they were doing up here, and there might be some angle he could work?”


    “What the hell does that mean?”


    “Oh, come on, why else would he ask about it, if he didn’t think there might be something in it for him?”


    “You’re a suspicious bastard, aren’t you?”


    He felt a flush crawl up his neck. “Another occupational hazard. It keeps us alive sometimes. Olivia, what did you tell him?”


    “I’m not sure I feel like telling you.”


    “Olivia, four young people are missing. I need to know if Hunt is withholding relevant information.”


    “I told him exactly what you just said. That it could be a piece of land, maybe an old land grant, but that it was probably way too old to have any meaning today. The will is a copy and it’s not even a notarized one, so it has very little legal value. The directions seemed like gibberish — Dawson, Nahanni, and Watson Lake are hardly near each other. Unless you triangulate or something. And chances are good it’s park or Dene land now anyway.”


    He sipped his wine, feeling the tension between them. He tried to salvage the evening. “I don’t want Hunt going off half-cocked, that’s all. As much to keep him out of trouble as to not make things worse for the missing party.”


    She said nothing.


    “Truce?”


    She nodded. Very slowly. “Hunt is a nice enough guy, but flying is all he knows. He can hang out in his own flying cocoon, he can land and take off just about anywhere, he can read clouds and wind like a Native. But he has trouble with all the forms and regulations and red tape. He wouldn’t survive a week down south in one of the more commercial airports with advanced instrumentation. He doesn’t like to admit it, but I think he’s afraid someday they’ll take his licence away. So he comes to me sometimes for help with forms or new regulations. He knows I won’t laugh at him and I won’t turn him in. We need him up here.”


    He sneaked a glance at her profile, which was soft and affectionate in the fading light — at her downcast eyes and her slightly rueful smile. He hated to break the spell.


    “I know … I know this puts you on the spot, but could you keep an eye on him? If he seems to be getting himself into something he shouldn’t — concerning those missing canoeists, I mean — or if he tells you any more, could you …” His voice died in his throat at the look in her eyes. Dark, stormy, and full of reproach.


    Fort Simpson, July 16


    Green checked Andy’s answering machine for the third time in an hour. It was Monday morning. They had been in the north since Wednesday, but he felt no closer to finding Hannah.


    “We would have heard the phone,” Andy said, pouring him more coffee. He’d already had more than enough that morning, but he didn’t object. “And I would have answered it.”


    “I know.” He forced a tight smile. “But I can’t stand just sitting around waiting for answers. Why don’t people call back? Where the hell is that pilot? I left him four messages!”


    Sullivan sipped his own coffee wordlessly. How well he knows me, Green thought. Words were a waste of effort until he wound down.


    “Weekends are slow,” Andy said. She was still trying for rationality. “A few people called back. That Daniel Rothman’s mother.”


    “And all I succeeded in doing was freaking the poor woman out. It looks like he didn’t tell his mother anything either!”


    Now even Sullivan joined in. “But now we know Daniel has wilderness first-aid training and was a last-minute addition to the group. Not a close friend of Scott’s, so maybe not in on the planning.”


    Green nodded glumly, recalling his conversation with Mrs. Rothman. Her son — Danny, she called him, as if he were six years old — had met Scott on a weekend canoe trip on the Fraser River earlier that spring, where they were both practising their whitewater skills. Scott’s interest had been piqued by Danny’s paddling skills — that he gets from his father, Mrs. Rothman said with heavy disbelief — and even more by his medical training. “You’re the answer to my prayers, he’d said, and he even offered to pay half the cost of Danny’s trip. I thought that was suspicious, but you know, you mention a wilderness river to my son and there’s no way he’s not going. Sure didn’t get that from me, but his father’s been taking him and his sister camping since they were little. Me? Bugs, snakes, bears? Not on your life. But who listens to me?”


    Who indeed? Green thought when he finally extricated himself. He felt a rueful twinge when he realized that Daniel had probably kept quiet for the same reason Hannah had. To avoid the panicked parental rants.


    If Daniel Rothman had been included in the party because of his medical skills, an idea that set Green’s fear racing, Pete Carlyle appeared to be the only true friend of Scott’s going on the expedition besides Hannah. The two men had been studying under the same professor in graduate school. The professor Scott had disagreed with so strongly that he’d quit the department and walked away from his graduate degree. Professor Valencia was off doing field research in Colombia and had not yet returned Green’s phone calls.


    Green picked up the phone again, flipped through his notebook, and dialed Pete’s sister again. Luckily she was home.


    “I told you everything I know on Saturday,” she said.


    “I know. But I’m looking further into what they were studying. I understand Pete and Scott were both studying geology. Do you know exactly what?”


    “Geology, right. Something to do with what happens inside mountains when the ground thaws. I know Pete spent a few months researching in the mountains up near the Alaskan border last summer.”


    “Do you know what he was working on?”


    “No. Like I said, I just tune him out when he gets talking.” Her voice rose. “But I do remember him saying Scott was upset after he quit the program. Maybe even obsessed? Like he was throwing everything else aside for this one new project. He was even paying Pete’s way, and they weren’t even that close.”


    “No?”


    “Not before this. But Pete never was one to turn down an offer of free money, not since our father turned off the tap.”


    Through Andy’s living-room window, Green saw a dusty black Jeep pull into the drive. An unfamiliar man climbed out, small, wiry, and wrinkled from the sun. He took off his baseball cap to scratch his bald head, then reached into his cab for a little black bag.


    Andy glanced out. “Here’s your pilot now.”


    Hastily Green thanked Pete’s sister and hung up just as Hunter Kerry pushed through the front door. He favoured one leg, which gave him a rolling gait. He and Andy nodded to each other cordially but Green sensed no warmth between them. Kerry tossed the bag onto the dining table amid the clutter of notebooks, pens, and laptops, then swung his stiff leg around a chair to sit down.


    “I was passing by and decided to save us both a phone call.”


    “Thank you for taking the time, Mr. Kerry,” Green said. Despite his best behaviour, a touch of sarcasm crept into his voice.


    “I’m out in the bush a lot,” Kerry said as if to explain the delay. “And I got no reason to think anything’s gone wrong with that party. They’re not due for pickup for another week. But I’m glad to get rid of this meantime.” He tapped the bag.


    Green pulled it closer and opened it. “What’s this?”


    “One of their day packs. Left it on the aircraft. Usually you wear it around your waist so it’s nearby if you dump.”


    Green rummaged through the contents, which appeared to be mostly emergency supplies. “Does this mean one of them is without their emergency supplies?”


    “Yes, sir, but the others will have them. Not a big problem. The phone battery is another story.”


    Green picked up the battery and his chest tightened. “This means they have no way to call for help.”


    “No new-fangled way, but there’s still lots of ways. Ways we’ve been using for decades, before all this satellite shit. Flares, beacons, bright-coloured flags, even old-fashioned smoke signals. Any experienced wilderness trekker knows to go out into the open on the riverbank and wait. And those guys are experienced.”


    “How do you know?”


    “Just listening to them talk as we flew up. They knew every mountain range and landmark. They could tell alpine and boreal and moraines and kettles, and all the different rock patterns like solifluction lobes and frost polygons. They can read the land, and if you’re going to get lost that’s a good thing.”


    “What else did they say? Anything to hint where they might go besides the river?”


    “No, sir. Mind you, I wasn’t listening the whole time. I’m kinda deaf and so it’s hard work over the engine noise. They did get pretty excited by the Ragged Range, but then it’s a pretty awesome sight. Serious rock climbers practically cream themselves.” He shot a sheepish glance at Andy, who didn’t react.


    “Why didn’t you give this bag to the police?”


    Hunt shrugged. “Why would I? I was gonna give it back to the party when I picked them up. But then you called, and I figured …”


    “But you must have known there’s concern about them. Did you at least tell the RCMP about it?”


    Hunt shoved his chair back and stood up. “Like I said, sir, I been in the bush. But I did tell Tymko, off the record. Anyways, I got a run to make, and that’s about all I can tell you. I still have their take-out in my book, so if they show up earlier or you hear any different, let me know.” He headed toward the door.


    Green didn’t move. “Just a couple more questions, Mr. Kerry. The young woman, Hannah, how did she seem?”


    He scrunched up his face. “Fine, I’d say. What do you mean?”


    “I mean was she excited, scared, unhappy to be there?”


    “Oh, no, definitely excited. If she’d leaned any farther to see out the window, she’d have fallen out. And she was all over that Scott guy too.”


    “How did he seem?”


    “I wondered about that. He was super excited but uptight, like the whole trip was his responsibility. He was the one did all the talking. On and on about the mountains, the creeks, and the water flow. Stuff that was Greek to her. Still, in all, they were a good bunch of kids. I’m betting they’re just off adventuring, the way kids do.”


    After he’d gone, Green examined the contents of the bag more closely. It was then that he found the small plastic packet with the piece of paper folded inside. Once he had it spread out in front of him, his heart began to race. He’d seen enough crucial clues as a detective to recognize a possible breakthrough.


    It was an old will dated 1944 in the name of Guy H. Lasalle, presumably a relative of Scott. The grandfather, perhaps? The will mentioned mining shares and mining claims, but it was the handwritten notations that caught his interest. A date, some directions, and a string of numbers that meant nothing to Green, although he sensed they were important. Why had Scott brought this? Why take such care to pack it up and transport it into the wilderness if it was irrelevant to their journey?


    He refolded the paper carefully and stood up. “I’m going to pay another visit to Sergeant Nihls at the RCMP. See if he knows what these notations refer to. I have no idea, but I’m willing to bet Scott does.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Nine

    



    


    


    Sergeant Nihls mouthed the numbers silently as if it would help him understand them. His eyes drifted down the flimsy piece of paper. He turned it over to look at the blank back, and then he squinted at his computer screen, clicking through links. For several minutes he ignored the two detectives seated opposite him.


    Green resisted the urge to drum his fingers. He and Sullivan had waylaid the RCMP commander on his way into the detachment at 10 a.m. Nihls strode in, harried and impatient like a man who’d already done a day’s work on the battlefield and had another awaiting him inside. Since Green needed the man’s co-operation, he forced himself to behave.


    “You say Hunter Kerry just gave this to you?”


    Green nodded. This had already been mentioned several times, but he bit his tongue.


    “There’s no mention of it in Constable Tymko’s report.”


    “Mr. Kerry didn’t report it.”


    The sergeant raised an eyebrow then, the first hint of reaction on his deadpan face. “He didn’t, eh?”


    Green leaned forward, as if willing the sergeant to share his urgency. “This changes things. It gives us two new pieces of information. First of all, the kids don’t have a functioning emergency phone —”


    “May not have.”


    “That’s close enough. So if they’re in trouble, they may not be able to call for help. And second, this wasn’t a simple pleasure trip down the Nahanni. Scott Lasalle is after something, and whatever it is, those numbers are a clue. Do you know what they are?”


    The Mountie pursed his lips. “They wouldn’t tell him a thing by themselves.”


    “But what do they refer to? A piece of property? A file or case number?”


    “If I had to guess …”


    “Guess.”


    A shadow of a smile flitted across the man’s rigid face. “It’s probably a mining claim number.”


    Green stared at him. “You mean this Guy Lasalle owned a mine?”


    “Not owned, no. No one owns mines in this country, Inspector. People can own the surface land but, with rare exceptions, everything under the surface is still owned by the Crown.”


    Green knew that. It was one of those obscure quirks of law that sometimes found its way into trouble. Mainly when some poor unsuspecting farmer or cottager suddenly found his property being dug up by a mining speculator who’d decided there might be nickel, uranium, or some other valuable metal under his fields. All the speculator needed was a permit from the Crown, and the drills and back hoes could move in.


    He rephrased his question. “He had a claim to a mine?”


    “Looks like it could be,” the officer said. “The first number, that is. But it’s all irrelevant today. That claim is almost seventy years old. I don’t know what the law was back then, but now a claim is only good for two years unless you do some work on it, and even then it’s only good for ten. After that you have to piss or get off the pot.” He waved the paper dismissively. “This is nothing but a historical curiosity.”


    “But Scott might not know that. And if he’s gone looking for a mine …” Green looked at the huge map of the southwestern district of the Northwest Territories that hung on the commander’s wall. Apart from a few small villages clustered along the rivers, the land was empty. He went for a closer look. “If he went looking and ran into trouble, without a satellite phone —”


    “There are other ways to signal for help. We have found nothing.”


    “But you’ve been searching only along the river. These directions say it’s twenty miles to Nahanni. What if they ventured inland and ran into trouble?”


    Sergeant Nihls looked grim. “The South Nahanni River is over five hundred kilometres long. And there’s also the North Nahanni and the Little Nahanni. That is millions of acres. Without more details, impossible to search.”


    “But we have reference points: Watson and Dawson. Where are they?”


    “Those directions make no sense. Dawson’s up near Alaska, way off the map. Watson Lake is nowhere near here either.”


    Green studied the map. Nihls was right. Even using the locations as triangulation points, the result was nowhere near Nahanni National Park. He considered the notations again. “What about this mining claim number? Somewhere there will be a record of the claim. Where?”


    “That’s outside my expertise. It’s so long ago that it is probably stored in some archive somewhere. Yellowknife is my guess.”


    “Can you make some inquiries?”


    The sergeant cut him off with a look. “And I have nothing better to do than run all over the territory to track down a seventy-year-old document, on the off chance some Vancouver city kids with too much time and money on their hands decided to go chasing after a family legend?” He slapped his hand on a stack of papers. “These are incident reports and witness statements from the past week, and I have to go through every one, because if we miss something a wife could die, or a kid could be beaten, or an argument in a bar could mean a knife in the back the next time the two meet.”


    Green fought back his frustration with a deep breath. “I understand that, believe me. I’m in charge of major cases in Ottawa, and I’ve been knee deep in blood and rage for over twenty years. But these are not just spoiled city kids —” He felt his voice snagging and fought for control.


    To his surprise, Sullivan reached for the piece of paper and stood up. “This is already a big help, Travis. We can take it from here, and if we get any useful leads we’ll let you know.”


    The sergeant met his gaze, and once again Green felt a silent understanding pass between the two NCOs. He barely managed a civil thank you before heading out of the office into the bracing morning air. Clouds lay low over the town, draping the streets in a chilly grey shroud. Rain threatened. Rain and cold. And four kids were wandering in the mountains somewhere, in search of some mythical pot of gold.


    Gravel crunched as Sullivan came up behind him. “You know nothing about being a northern detachment commander, Mike.”


    “That’s not the issue. He doesn’t think beyond his rules.”


    “You don’t know that. How would you react if he barged into your office and started giving orders?”


    “I’d like to think I would —”


    “You wouldn’t.”


    Reluctantly Green laughed. He felt the tension thaw as they headed back to the truck. They heard the drone only seconds before a float plane broke through the cloud cover and began its descent toward the river. As the plane approached, Green made out the trademark canoe painted on its side.


    “Isn’t that Ian Elliott’s plane?” Sullivan asked.


    “Yes, it is,” Green said, setting off at a run toward the landing dock. “Elliott knows everything there is to know about the Nahanni. Maybe he’ll be more help than that tight-ass horseman.”


    By the time they reached the dock, Green was gasping for breath. Sullivan, he noticed, had barely broken a sweat. All that cardiac conditioning was obviously paying off. Elliott taxied his plane to a mooring spot, jumped down, and secured it before turning his attention to the two detectives on the shore.


    “Any news on your girl?”


    Green shook his head. “But we’re making some progress on what they might be up to. I want to ask you about mining claims.”


    Elliott didn’t mask his surprise. “Up here in the Nahanni? There is no mining allowed in the park. That was one of the major reasons for establishing the park in the first place and for pushing for the recent expansion.”


    “Well, it’s an old claim, predates the park.”


    Elliott unloaded some packs from the plane. “Then it’s useless.”


    “So Sergeant Nihls told us. But I’d still like to pick your brains. Can I buy you an early lunch somewhere?”


    Elliott glanced at his watch. “I have a tour group flying in from Yellowknife in a couple of hours and I have to get this gear to the inn, but yeah, I could use some lunch. We can grab a bite at the inn.”


    Elliott seemed to know every patron in the restaurant, and he stopped to chat with each one. Green envied him his effortless charm. There was not a hint of boredom or pretence in his smile as he asked about their families or latest ventures. Green wrestled his impatience back and waited until they were all settled over burgers, fries, and coffee before pulling out a copy of the will. He pointed to the number.


    “Does this mean anything to you?”


    Elliott smiled. “Nineteen-forty-four. Wow, the heyday of prospecting! Every Tom, Dick, and Harry was out in the mountains, laying down stakes and filing claims. You know, in the Klondike gold rush thousands of guys who knew nothing about the north and even less about gold came pouring over the Chilkoot Pass. Almost none of them struck it rich, but the dreams and the hopes kept them coming.”


    “But the Klondike was much earlier and farther west. Was there a similar gold rush here too?”


    “Oh yeah! Back in the early twentieth century.” Elliott piled his burger high with pickles, onions, and coleslaw and licked his fingers with alacrity. “There’s the story of the McLeod brothers, who claimed they found gold in one of the creeks up the Nahanni, but they died in mysterious circumstances. Lots of people died in the wilderness in those days. Starved, frozen, drowned, beheaded …” His devilish grin faded as if he realized too late the implications of his words. He rushed on. “Anyway, that news spawned a flood of adventurers and prospectors trying to find the creek. Every time a reporter ran the story a new bunch would show up.”


    He stretched his mouth wide enough to take a huge bite of his towering burger, and for a moment he was reduced to shaking his head. “Sorry,” he mumbled, mustard dribbling down his chin, “there is no other way to eat Lilian’s burgers than to go for it. So! Back to gold. There’s no verified record of gold ever being found in the Nahanni watershed, but there are plenty of other valuable minerals. The mountains, especially in the upper Nahanni from the Ragged Range on up to Moose Ponds, are perfect for that. Earthquakes, glacial scouring, fluvial deposits, frost heave, and of course the eruption of the mountains themselves make them a diverse place for rare earth metals, which are all the rage right now, but also for gemstones.”


    “What kind of gemstones?”


    “All kinds.” He chuckled and his sunny blue eyes lit up. “Back in the early days, when this place was mostly fur trappers and speculators, the mining companies used to hand out prospecting kits with samples of the different stones and send the adventurers out into the wilds with a pick, a trowel, some sacks for samples, and a mineral identification kit to see what they could find. These weren’t geologists, they were bushmen, trappers, and assorted dreamers seduced by the get-rich-quick scheme.”


    Elliott looked as if he were settling back to regale them with colourful tales of the wild, wild north. It was clear he loved his land, but Green had other priorities.


    “So this mining claim could be one of many?”


    “Oh, absolutely. The motto back then was stake a claim first and then send the real prospectors in to find out if there’s anything worthwhile. The point is, you can’t do any work in an area until you’ve registered your claim with the Mining Recorder’s Office. They record where the claim is, who staked it, and when, and that gives that person exclusive right to work the area for a set period. That’s to prevent a whole bunch of prospectors claiming they found gold on the same land. The guy who registers it first has the legal right.”


    “So how do you actually stake it? Literally with a stake in the ground?”


    Elliott laughed. “Yup. You mark the borders of your claim using wooden stakes stamped with your company name and the date, you draw a rough location map, and then you take that information to the Mining Recorder’s Office.”


    “So it’s a kind of race to get there first and prevent others from beating you to it?”


    Elliott nodded gleefully. “And there were plenty of dirty tricks, believe me. Lies, misdirection, secrecy… When diamond deposits were found in the barrens up north, speculators went crazy. Staked half the wilderness.”


    Sounds like a recipe for paranoia, Green thought as he studied the cryptic notes on the will. “Whenever there’s big money to be made …”


    “Well, most of the time there’s nothing valuable in the land. Or it’s valuable but far too expensive or too small a deposit to justify developing it. But mining companies and speculators still stake claims willy-nilly in the hope that one in a thousand will pan out.”


    Green thought about the miles and miles of mountainous wilderness they had flown over. All impenetrable and unreadable. “But how do they even know where to look? I mean, you could walk your whole life and never cover the whole area!”


    “That’s why they hired the trappers, who were there anyway. Sometimes it’s a chance sighting, for example a trapper stumbles upon an interesting rock on the trail. But prospectors also look for favourable geological conditions. As I mentioned, places where the glacier had dug deep into a hillside or a landslide had brought mineral deposits up to the surface. Prospectors also waited for the Canadian Geological Surveys being done in a particular area. The moment the scientists released their findings, the prospectors were ready to pounce. They’ve been known to fly over the promising areas in a helicopter and drop their stakes out the door.”


    He chuckled as he finished off his burger and licked his fingers. “Takes half the fun out of it, but that’s progress.”


    “But back in 1944 …?”


    “Back then it would have been old-fashioned staking. Guys would tromp over the ground, studying soil composition, glacial deposits, geological reports, rock layering on mountainsides, and they’d take soil samples in promising areas to look for indicator minerals. Back then they wouldn’t have been looking for rare earth metals, which are all the rage today for use in modern electronics and technology. Back then it would have been the old standbys: gold, silver, copper, zinc.” Elliott glanced at his watch and exclaimed in dismay. They were now the only people in the restaurant.


    “One more thing,” Green asked hastily. “You said this mining claim number is recorded somewhere? Where? And would that tell me where the claim was staked?”


    “Absolutely. To register a claim you have to provide a map. Back then it might be hand drawn and pretty iffy, but it should at least have the coordinates and the major landmarks.”


    For the first time Green felt a swell of hope. Here was a concrete direction, a place to start the search. “And where would this record be?”


    “That old? Probably archived in Yellowknife. But one of my former guides, Kim Swift, works at the Mining Recorder’s Office there. She’s a sweetheart, she always kept a soft spot for the Nahanni. And I bet she can track it down.” Elliott was standing now, pulling some money out of his wallet. “I’ll give you her number and tell her to expect your call.”


    
      Nahanni Butte, January 2, 1944


      My Darling Lydia,


      Leaving you yesterday was the hardest day of my life. But this is not forever. We are not giving up. I don’t trust the sample report. Once we get more money, we will expand the claim ourselves. Gaetan will leave soon to earn good pay on the CANOL pipeline, and I will continue the traplines near the claim. The Indians are angry about all the white trappers using poison to bait their traps. They say it is wrong and the land is punishing us all. The beaver and marten stop coming to our traps. Bizarre ideas these people have.


      But the marten are still very plentiful farther up the Nahanni. I made a good bargain with the post here. When I will come home in May, my wallet will be full. I wish I could be there to hold you, but my bad English writing is all I can offer. But with all the books you gave me, Dickens, Shelley, and your favourite Shakespeare, I will get better. What is the news of your health? Gaetan tells me he will be a father soon too. Nicolette, a daughter in the family he is lodging with.


      I remain,


      Your lonely but loving husband, Guy

    


    When the two detectives got back to Andy’s B&B, Green put in an immediate call to Kim Swift, but was connected to her voicemail. Frustrated, he left a message and then began to toss some clothes into his backpack.


    “What are you doing?” Sullivan asked.


    “I’m getting ready. We have to go up there again.”


    Sullivan watched in silence for a moment. “We’ll need a whole lot more than a couple of sleeping bags and backpacks.”


    “Then we’ll rent the gear,” Green said. “There must be some place to rent in town.”


    Andy, in her usual quiet way, had come to stand in the doorway of the bedroom. “My cousin can get you what you need,” she said. “He used to do private guiding when he was younger.”


    Andy’s cousin Jethro arrived in less than half an hour. Sitting at her dining room table, he was as serene as always, and didn’t blink an eye when Green explained their request. He spread a checklist out before him. “How many in the party?” he asked.


    Green glanced at Sullivan. “Just the two of us.”


    “And a guide,” Sullivan cut in. “We’ll need a guide. Do you know someone?”


    “Maybe. Four people is better. Three canoes. Can you paddle whitewater?”


    “I can,” Sullivan said. Green’s denial stuck in his throat.


    Jethro kept words to a bare minimum as he worked his way through his list, checking off items. “First-aid training?”


    “Some. We’re cops,” Sullivan said without looking at Green. Green had passed his medical course by the barest of margins, and despite — or perhaps because of — attending dozens of crime scenes and post-mortems, the sight of blood still made him queasy.


    “How many days?”


    “We don’t know. Probably a week.”


    “Until we find her,” Green said.


    Jethro pushed back from the table and went into Andy’s front room, which she had decorated in a cozy frontier style with a wood stove, a mismatched jumble of well-worn couches, and a woven Native rug on the floor. Tacked on the wall beside a huge pair of moose antlers and assorted stuffed fish was a large map of the Nahanni watershed. Jethro stood in front of it, motionless. “The Naha Dene is a big place.”


    Green joined him and traced his finger up the river until he found Broken Skull River. “Their canoe was found around here, so they may have capsized somewhere before that, up here.”


    “That’s still a lot of —”


    The phone rang and Green snatched it up. A woman with a high-pitched, impossibly young voice asked for him, and then introduced herself. Kim Swift.


    “Ian Elliott told me about the situation. Sorry it took so long, but I had to hunt for the original files. Those ledger books don’t seem to be on microfilm here yet, for some reason. The paper is yellowed and hard to read, sometimes the quality isn’t the best, and the entries were handwritten, so I can’t be exact.”


    “Anything would help.”


    “It was registered by two brothers from Whitehorse, Gaetan and Guy Lasalle. Two adjacent claims actually, forming a swath of the Selwyn Mountains on the south side of the South Nahanni River, just below its confluence with the Little Nahanni River.”


    A thrill ran through Green. That was not far above where the canoe had been found. Surely they were on the right track! He remembered Elliott’s description. “Isn’t there supposed to be a map? Coordinates?”


    “No map on file here, but there are always four corner posts in each claim to mark the boundary. We have the coordinates for six posts. But back then, working on foot and without the help of a GPS, those coordinates would have been approximate. And two of them are smudged so may be wrong. But here’s my best guess for you.” She read out six pairs of coordinates, and two alternatives. Green scribbled them down and read them back to her for verification.


    Just as she was about to sign off, Kim gave a little chuckle. “This is a long shot, this claim. Someone was dreaming off the scale. Do you know what the Lasalles thought they’d found?”


    “What?”


    “The rarest gemstone in the whole world. Mainly found in the remote mountains of Burma. Rubies.”


    Green was still reeling from that surprise when he passed the coordinates to Jethro, who took them over to the map. Jethro outlined an area on the map in the Selwyn Mountains, exactly as Kim had described.


    “Still a lot of ground,” he said doubtfully. “At least fifty square miles.”


    “At least it’s not the whole park,” Green said. “Fifty square miles is a manageable search area.”


    “Pretty rugged up there. Could take all day to cover a square mile.”


    “Then the sooner we get started…. If possible, I’d like to fly up there today, to get an early start on the search tomorrow. Can you get us the gear and a guide that fast?”


    Jethro looked at him. His face was inscrutable, but Green sensed a hint of affront. He forced himself to back off. “I’m sorry. It’s a lot to ask on such short notice, and I’m grateful for whatever you can do.”


    The cousin moved toward the door. “I need half a day to assemble this gear. You get us a plane to carry four people and three canoes. A Cessna will do.”


    “What about a guide?”


    “I have a guide.”


    “Should we bring firearms?” Sullivan asked.


    “Have you got any?”


    “My 308.”


    Green was startled. It had never occurred to him to bring his Glock, which was locked in his desk drawer in Ottawa where he preferred it. But Sullivan, country boy and avid deer hunter, had brought his hunting rifle.


    “Good,” Jethro said. “But keep it stored away in the park. The guide will have one too.”


    For such a quiet, calm man, Andy’s cousin could move very fast when he wanted to. He jumped into his pickup and tore out of the drive, spraying gravel into the purple flowerbed that bordered Andy’s house.


    No soon had he gone than Green turned to Andy. “Can I borrow your truck again? Ian Elliott may still be here, and if we’re lucky we can catch a flight up with him on his way back to Whitehorse.”


    He found Elliott at the park office, conferring with the superintendent. They both listened as Green briefed the superintendent on the new developments.


    “What a bunch of young fools,” Bugden said angrily. “Rubies in those mountains? Impossible. The geology is all wrong. Emeralds yes, sapphires quite possibly, diamonds by the truckload farther north, and lots of other less valuable gemstones. But rubies? That’s what happens when you give some dumb trapper a prospecting kit with a bunch of mineral samples in it and send him out to find riches. He thinks he’s found rubies.”


    A long-forgotten scrap of information fell into place in Green’s mind. “But Scott is not a dumb trapper. He’s a geology researcher and he has spent many summers in the mountains. I don’t think he’d be chasing this mining claim if he thought it was worthless.”


    “If it’s in the park, it’s worthless anyway,” Bugden countered.


    “The coordinates may straddle the park boundaries,” Green said stubbornly. “It could be just to the north.”


    “But that adjacent area is a possible future park too, depending on how much of the Nahanni headwaters the government chooses to protect. Right now it’s under negotiation, and development is frozen.”


    “But maybe Scott and his friends don’t know all that!” Green exclaimed in frustration. “Or maybe they just want to find out what happened to his grandfather, not stake a claim. Regardless, this is our best lead on where they’ve gone. Now we know they probably left the river to explore inland, and they have no phone to call for help. They may be in trouble miles from where anyone would see them. I’m going up there, and Ian, if you’re flying out, maybe we can hitch a ride.”


    The superintendent looked appalled. “You’ll need equipment.”


    “We’re getting equipment.”


    “You’ll need a guide. You don’t know a damn thing about —”


    “Andy’s cousin is getting us a guide.”


    “Jethro?” The super’s scowl cleared. He swivelled to his computer and clicked it open. “Okay, let’s get your paperwork done. I’m not having more amateurs wandering around up there without giving me one damn bit of information on where they are. And who to contact when they get killed.”


    Elliott had said nothing throughout this exchange, but now he smiled at the superintendent’s mood. “The cousin is outfitting for four, you said? Who’s the fourth?”


    “I don’t know. It doesn’t matter as long as he knows how to paddle a canoe. Because I don’t.”


    Elliott chuckled. He kept the smile on his face as he thrust his chair back. “Yeah, I can take you up. I’ve got some business here in town so give me a shout when you’re ready to go.”


    It was a busy afternoon of phone calls, last minute shopping, and packing the waterproof sacs Jethro had dropped off. Green was astonished at the amount of gear they were packing for one week. Had Hannah known about all of this? Or had she been caught out, without those extra pairs of wool socks and long johns?


    Sharon’s voice sounded thin and tired when he called her, but she tried gamely to disguise it. “Don’t think of it as the wilderness, Mike. Think of it as Algonquin Park, only three hours’ drive from the comforts of home.”


    Algonquin Park was already too remote for him, but he didn’t say so. He was focused ahead, facing the unknown but determined to master it.


    But Sharon, as always, knew his every heartbeat. She sensed his fear. “You’ll find her, Mike. I know it. She’s your daughter, smart and resourceful.”


    She’s also Ashley’s daughter, dumb and hysterical, was Green’s instant thought, but he banished it. It was unworthy of her. Hannah was not the least like her mother.


    He signed off, filled with gratitude that Sharon was not at all like Ashley either. Sharon would cope, and she would manage not just her own duties but his while he was away. Sullivan was having less luck with Mary, who was clearly tearing a strip off him on the other phone. Mary, however, had lived through her husband’s near-fatal heart attack and she was like a mother bear where his health and safety were concerned. In her eyes, Green brought nothing but trouble. She resented the bond the two men shared and Green’s power to influence him.


    Finally they were ready to go. Andy piled their packs into her truck and drove them down to the float plane dock, where Elliott’s plane bobbed in the water. Next to it was a larger Twin Otter with Eagle Air stamped on its side. To Green’s surprise, Elliott and Hunter Kerry were loading a canoe into the belly of the Otter.


    Jethro’s pickup was parked at the edge of the dock. Green could just make out the silhouette of a dog sitting alertly in the cab. Elliott jumped down from the plane and came over to greet them, dressed now in sturdy khakis, a bush jacket, and hiking boots. A moment later, Andy’s cousin emerged from the plane and walked over to his pickup to open the door. A shaggy black dog the size of a border collie shot out and raced around the lot, sniffing excitedly.


    Jethro grinned as he hefted the detectives’ bags from Andy’s truck. “Hunt’s dropping us off, so we’ll have plenty of room in the Otter.”


    “Us?” Green asked.


    “Yeah. We four. We’re it. The search party.”


    Green gaped at Elliott. “You?”


    Elliott shrugged. “I wrote the book on this river. And Jethro’s qualified in civilian search and rescue. More importantly, he’s a damn good tracker.”


    Jethro grinned as he called his dog to heel. “Tatso’s an even better one.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Ten

    



    


    


    For once, it was a slow afternoon at the Fort Simpson RCMP detachment. The sergeant was cloistered in his office, cursing over the weekly ordeal of file reviews. The other duty constable was out on a routine traffic call, so Chris Tymko was manning the desk. He had seen the inspector from Ottawa storm out of the station just as he was arriving, and he knew all had not gone well. But when the sergeant briefed him on the day’s alerts and assignments, he made no mention of it.


    “Still no new developments in the Lasalle case,” was all Nihls said.


    Chris nodded. “I saw the father just as I came in. He looked black as sin on Sunday.”


    “He’s off on some new theory that the group was looking for a mine.”


    “What mine?” Chris kept his voice neutral.


    “They had some worthless old claim number from the 1940s. Green’s grasping at straws. I told him if he found out the location and any useful history about the claim, we might look at it again. But we don’t have the time or resources to dig in the archives.”


    How hard can that be? Chris wondered as he sat at the front desk, waiting for the phone to ring. He should have been grateful for the slow time to get caught up on his computer, but he felt oddly troubled. He’d seen the Nahanni after that storm, and he’d seen the canoe tossed up like broken refuse onto the shore. He’d even seen Hunter Kerry’s peculiar interest in the document. He had only Hunt’s word that the group had left the pouch behind. Was it possible that Hunt had stolen it, sensing it might relate to something of value?


    By 2:30, Chris could stand the uncertainty no longer. The sergeant had gone off to a meeting with the band chief, and Chris knew once he was in Jim Matou’s clutches he’d be gone for the rest of the shift. Chris looked up the Mining Recorder’s Office in Yellowknife and put in a call. It took less than five minutes to connect with a cheerful young woman who exclaimed in surprise when she heard his request.


    “Oh, no! I hope I haven’t done anything wrong.”


    Baffled, Chris assured her it had nothing to do with her.


    She giggled. “Oh, I didn’t mean that. It’s just, someone was asking about this mining claim just this morning. I still have the file box right in front of me.”


    “Let me guess. Some guy called Green.”


    “He said he was a cop too. I thought it was weird, because he came from Ottawa, but Ian Elliott vouched —”


    “He’s a persuasive guy. What information did you give him?”


    She read out the coordinates, assuring him Green already had the name and date.


    “What about the map?”


    “No map. It’s possible it got destroyed. Some of them were pretty flimsy back then. Or maybe there never was one.”


    “Anyone else made inquiries about this claim recently?”


    She paused. “Hmm. Not recently recently. But the name Lasalle rings a bell. It was in the winter, mid-February maybe? Someone came into the office and asked to look at the records from the time period during World War Two.”


    Chris grabbed his notebook. “Did you get a name?”


    “You know, I think it was Lasalle too. I remember more what he looked like. Hot-looking guys don’t walk into this office in the dead of winter very often.”


    Her playfulness was so infectious that he had to remind himself to be firm. “Can you give me a description?”


    “Hot looking isn’t specific enough?”


    “There’s no check box on my computer form for it.”


    She laughed. “He was white, over six feet, slim but in shape. Like an athlete, maybe a runner, you know? Brown hair, brown eyes. His eyes were …” She paused as if groping for a word. She gave another laugh. “Hot.”


    “Would dark cover it?”


    “It’s more of a woman thing. It felt like he was undressing you, but … you wanted to be undressed.” She gave another laugh. “I imagine that’s not on your form either.”


    “I’ll pencil it in. Did you mention it to the man who called this morning?”


    “Mr. Green? Oh no! I didn’t mention this guy Lasalle at all. It’s only when you asked that I remembered him. He was interested in all the Lasalle claims from that period.”


    “You mean there is more than one?”


    “No, no. At least, not that I know of. He took the whole batch of records from 1940 to 1950 and spent two days in the back room going through them. I don’t know what he found. They’re not searchable, obviously, so you have to hunt through them line by line and page by page. Really boring. He did seem mad that he couldn’t find a map. He wanted to know who else could have looked at the files and when.”


    “What did you tell him?”


    “I’ve only been working here for a year. I asked my boss, but he didn’t think anyone had been in those file boxes for decades. He said more than likely there was no map. Things got kind of loose during the war, because they were understaffed.”


    “Okay, thanks, Kim. Can you stand another question?”


    “Are you kidding? This is making my day!”


    He chuckled. “We always aim to please. Okay, question: was there any work registered on that claim after 1943?”


    In the silence, Chris heard the sound of paper rustling. “It might take awhile to figure that out,” she said finally. “It looks like they just did the one exploration when they filed that claim and took some samples.”


    “Wait a minute. They?”


    “Yes, the original claim was filed by Gaetan and Guy Lasalle, both of Whitehorse.”


    “When?”


    “June 1943. If there’s anything more recent than that, it might be in another box. But I can look for you, when I get the time.”


    “You’re a peach. Thanks. One last question: is there any record of that claim changing hands? Being sold or traded?”


    “Not under this claim number. It’s a very thin file, not much activity on it at all. Nothing after 1944 in here anyway. But of course, it was rubies, so they would have been laughed out of the bar in Yellowknife if they’d tried to sell it.”


    “What’s so funny about rubies?”


    “Rubies up there? In their dreams. More likely rose quartz, or red beryl if they were lucky. A bushman with a prospecting kit couldn’t tell the difference, but any geologist would know there are no rubies up there.”


    Chris thanked her, checked his watch, and on a whim ran the name Lasalle through CPC, the national police database. There were dozens of Lasalles, although a quick scan revealed that most were from Quebec. Refining the search further, he found none with birthdates in the first quarter of the twentieth century. Not that he was surprised. If he were still alive, Guy Lasalle would be committing crimes from his wheelchair by now.


    There were, however, two hits on a Scott Lasalle from Vancouver. One was a conviction for driving while impaired, registered late last year, and the other a guilty plea for assault on February 23 of this year.


    The first offence had taken place in Vancouver, but the recent assault had occurred in Whitehorse, around the time of his visit to the archives in Yellowknife. Was there a connection? Details were scarce on the database. Just the location of the incident, which was a bar in Whitehorse, the time, which was 12:30 a.m., and the name of the victim, another man who was probably just as guilty as Lasalle: Victor Whitehead.


    Chris put in a call to the Whitehorse RCMP, hoping for more details. The duty sergeant didn’t recall the incident until he heard the victim’s name.


    “Oh, right. I took that call myself. It was a typical bar fight. Two guys sitting at a table and they started to argue.”


    “About what?”


    “The bartender said it was about someone cheating someone. A woman, if you ask me. This Lasalle guy’d had quite a bit to drink by then, and the other man stood up to go. The bartender remembers him warning ‘Stay down south where you belong,’ and Lasalle took a pitcher of beer to his head. Knocked the guy down, there was blood all over his fancy suit. Nothing serious once it was all checked out and he didn’t want to press charges, but by then we’d caught the call and so we wrote it up.”


    “And Scott Lasalle pleaded guilty?”


    “Yeah. He probably could have got off if he’d fought it, because Whitehead didn’t want to pursue it, but I remember Lasalle was in a hurry to go back down south and he didn’t want to be stuck in Whitehorse any longer than he had to. Plus once he’d sobered up, he felt bad. He obviously hadn’t meant to hurt the guy, it was a spur of the moment thing. If you know Vic Whitehead, it’s not hard to imagine. So he pleaded to assault. Judge gave him a conditional discharge so he wouldn’t have a record if he kept his nose clean.”


    “So just two strangers, had a run-in in a bar?”


    “Well, no, I wouldn’t say they were strangers. I think the bartender said they were cousins?”


    Chris was startled. Cousins? “This Victor Whitehead, is he from Whitehorse?”


    “Lived here all his life. Native. He works for the territorial government, really big on northern development opportunities. You either love him or you hate him.”


    After thanking him, Chris hung up and scribbled in his notebook, trying to fit the pieces together. He had a feeling he was on the brink of something important. An old mining claim, a fight between cousins, one of whom was a big proponent of northern development. That was code for mining, oil and gas, or some other massive industrial project that promised jobs and prosperity at the expense of the land.


    Rubies were a recipe for trouble.


    Prince Edward Island, July 17


    Sue Peters woke to the hushed tones of Bob’s voice, but when she opened her eyes their little cabin was empty. Through the window, bathed in the morning sun, she could see his tall, lean frame folded into a wooden deck chair. His cellphone was glued to his ear and his notepad was propped on the arm of the chair.


    It was a small deck, weathered grey and black from the sun and salt, just large enough for two sagging deck chairs and a small table of equal vintage. The owner of the string of seaside cottages had brightened them with pink and yellow cushions featuring crabs and starfish and added a matching umbrella, which Bob had not opened. He was wearing a fleece sweater and had abandoned his flip-flops in favour of sneakers. On this breezy seaside morning he needed all the warmth he could get.


    It was the last week of their honeymoon before they both reported back to duty Monday morning. Sue squinted at her watch. Barely seven o’clock. She wrapped the duvet around her naked body and went out to join him, sinking into the second deck chair with a murmured “good morning.”


    He cast her a quick smile before returning to his conversation. Listening to his side of it, she deduced that he was talking to the inspector again, who was asking them to track down more background information on Scott Lasalle. She was surprised. Unless the inspector was back east, he was up and at it awfully early. Five a.m. Mountain Time.


    She and Bob had already spent much of yesterday trying to trace Scott’s extended family and friends, with little to show for it. Scott’s family was the very definition of estranged. There were several branches of the Lasalle family, which had originated in New Brunswick. Some had remained there, but during the great depression of the 1930s the two youngest brothers in an impoverished family of fourteen had migrated west and north. Bob and Sue had tracked down an old uncle, still living in New Brunswick, who remembered the stories of two brothers who had packed up all their belongings into a bundle and jumped a freight train west. Family legend had it that they had heard of gold lying for the taking in the creeks of the Mackenzie Mountains. Having no other skills, they apparently scraped out a living trapping in the winter and fishing in the summer, but despite their early boasting, very few dollars ever made their way back to New Brunswick.


    Up until the Second World War the family heard sporadic stories about the brutally cold winters in a land teeming with furs and fish. There was money to be made if one could survive the harsh conditions. All correspondence ceased at some point during the war, and the family assumed the young men had perished. The uncle was surprised and pleased to learn that at least one of the brothers had survived long enough to produce a son and grandson who were successful on the west coast.


    Sue could see the intensity and excitement on Bob’s face as he relayed all this to the inspector. To quell her curiosity, she went inside to dress and pour a coffee before returning just as he was hanging up. He swung on her with dancing eyes.


    “It’s a treasure hunt!” he exclaimed. “Not gold, but rubies.” He told her about the inspector’s inquiries and his flight up to the Nahanni headwaters the evening before.


    She was incredulous. “The inspector is going to canoe the Nahanni?”


    Bob chuckled. “I don’t think he’s slept a wink up there in that tent, listening for wolves and bears. That satellite call will cost him a fortune. I told him about the brothers, so he wants us to dig up what we can about the old RCMP investigation into their disappearance.” He grimaced. “Nearly seventy years ago, way up there in the north? God knows where that case file is.”


    “I suppose we start with their headquarters in Yellowknife. When it opens.” She smiled as she eased herself out of her chair. Circling behind him, she slipped her hands across his shoulders. “That gives us three hours, Gibbsie. Whatever will we do?”


    He half turned to her. “He also wants us to track down other heirs, and whether there’s been any recent interest in the mining claim. That depends exactly where the old claim is.”


    She slid her hand down his chest and under his belt. “Morning is so delicious.”


    “Because if it’s inside the new park boundaries —”


    She sank into his lap and silenced him with a kiss. It was a full hour before he picked up the thread of his sentence again. He was balancing on one foot, pulling on his jeans.


    “If the claim is inside the new park boundary, it’s worthless, but if it’s outside, even one kilometre outside, then it could be worth billions. The inspector has given me the coordinates, so it should be easy to determine. Rubies. Imagine!”


    “Mmm,” she said languidly. She was still lying in bed, the sheets a sweaty tangle beneath her. “Nothing is sexier than rubies. Blood red. Fire red. The stone of passion and death.”


    Within hours Bob had the answer to the question, but it did not advance their knowledge much. The coordinates Green had given him traced through a rough rectangle of land in the Selwyn Mountains around the Little Nahanni River. The land was partly within the park boundary, partly beyond, in an area criss-crossed with old mining roads and defunct exploration camps.


    It seemed lots of prospectors and geologists had dreamed of riches in the Selwyn mountain range but none had ever found a viable motherlode.


    Leaving Bob to fight RCMP red tape in Yellowknife, Sue took on the task of hunting down the offspring of Guy Lasalle and his brother. In the year since she’d been back on light duties at the police force, she had spent most of her time parked behind a computer and had learned a secret or two about the machines. Bob had taught her the rest. She loved piecing together the jigsaw of people’s lives from the tidbits on the Internet. What she couldn’t find online, she uncovered by phone.


    By the time she called it quits for the day, her patience exhausted and the ocean surf beckoning, Sue had determined that the two brothers had built a cabin in the remote Nahanni above Virginia Falls and traded furs and supplies at the trading post in Nahanni Butte, a tiny First Nations village at the mouth of the river. In June 1944 a young Dene woman in the village gave birth to a daughter, whom she named Isabelle Lasalle. As far as Sue could determine, the Dene woman died of tuberculosis at the age of thirty in 1952. Her orphan daughter, Isabelle, was taken in by the nuns and placed in a residential school in Yellowknife, where she remained until her graduation from high school in 1962.


    Halfway through her reading of residential school names and statistics, Sue paused to lay her head down on her arms. Within those cold lists lay the story of Canada’s greatest shame. Of children torn from their communities and from the culture that gave meaning to their lives. The Canadian government’s ill-conceived plan to educate and assimilate thousands of Aboriginal peoples into white, Western, “progressive” society had backfired horribly. No one had thought about the psychological scars of losing one’s family and culture, the message of inferiority, the simple terror and bewilderment of little children far from home. No one had thought about the flawed purveyors of so-called enlightenment. The pedophiles, the sadists, the righteous adjudicators of the saved and the damned.


    Had Isabelle Lasalle been one of those casualties?


    Sue wondered if she had been one of the thousands of survivors who appeared to seek compensation and healing from the Truth and Reconciliation Commission. An odd title for a government commission designed to identify and compensate the victims. There should be no reconciliation, she thought, only apology and restitution.


    When Isabelle’s name cropped up as a youth worker and as a winner in her age class in a recent Yukon Challenge bicycle marathon, Sue felt an unreasonable relief. The woman had not sunk into depression, alcoholism, and early death. Maybe she may have been one of the lucky ones.


    Sue couldn’t find any online records of marriages, births, or death concerning Isabelle Lasalle, so she resorted to the phone. Since it was by then late afternoon in their idyllic Prince Edward Island honeymoon cabin, Whitehorse City Hall was sure to be open.


    At first the clerk on the phone wouldn’t provide any details. Confidentiality, privacy protection, all kinds of stone walls. Sue identified herself as a police officer, leaving vague the jurisdiction, and explained about her efforts to track down relatives of a young man missing in Nahanni Park.


    The clerk sucked in her breath. “Not Victor!”


    “Who’s Victor?”


    “Her son. I don’t think Isabelle has any other relatives.”


    “I believe the missing man is probably her nephew.”


    “No nephews, I’m sure. Isabelle’s alone in the world except for Vic. Her mother died years ago. Oh! Unless you mean the kids she fostered.”


    Sue chatted a few minutes about the foster children Isabelle had cared for. Eight in all, all Dene First Nations. This was how the woman at City Hall had come to know her, through her community work.


    Sue expressed her admiration for Isabelle’s warmth and determination, and then casually slipped in her next question. “Do you know anything about Isabelle’s father? Did she ever talk about him?”


    “Never mentioned him. She was … I don’t suppose she would mind me mentioning it. She was a res school kid. Orphaned early on.”


    “What about her son’s father?”


    “Never married him. Good thing, too, he was no good for her.”


    “Still, I wonder if he knows the nephew who’s missing. What’s his name?”


    “Whitehead. I don’t know his first name. He used to work for one of those big game hunting outfits in Yellowknife.”


    “Do you know when and where her son was born?” Sue held her breath, expecting the clerk to balk and demand to know just how that was relevant. “Just so I can figure out if there is a connection or if I’ve got it all wrong.”


    There was a pause. The woman’s voice was doubtful. “I … I guess I could look it up.”


    “Only if you …” Sue trailed off. She waited, doodling on the sheet on which she was tracing the family tree. She still had a question mark beside the name of Isabelle’s father, but it had to be one of the Lasalle brothers. She wasn’t sure how this ancient history could be relevant to the present search for Scott, but her job was to fill in all the blanks. Maybe someone somewhere had reconnected with Scott, or knew something about the mining claim.


    Finally the woman came back on the line. “Victor Whitehead, born Watson Lake, Yukon Territory, December 3, 1973. Mother is Isabelle Lasalle — well, you know that. Father John Whitehead. Isabelle worked hard all her life, trained as a youth counsellor, and worked for Social Services, camp director, women’s shelter, all kinds of victims’ groups. She made sure her son stayed on the right path, went to university, and got a good profession.”


    “Good for him. What does he do?”


    “I think he’s an engineer, but he works for the territorial government here in Whitehorse. In northern development.”


    Sue wanted to ask more, but just then the woman sucked in her breath and dropped her voice. “I gotta go. But you got what you needed, right? And I hope you find this young man, whoever he is.”


    Sue hung up and glanced over at Bob, who was deep in conversation with some clerk in Victoria, B.C. He was scribbling in his notebook. Must be the will, she decided. Her stomach was grumbling, her head was spinning, and the best part of the day was slipping away. She Googled Victor Whitehead and received nearly ten thousand hits, many of them to do with the long-delayed gas pipeline running from the Arctic down the Mackenzie River valley to the United States. Local news releases, press clippings, transcripts of hearings, survey results, petitions. Victor Whitehead was a busy man. She groaned at the prospect of wading through the websites in search of relevance.


    Perhaps it was easier to call Victor Whitehead directly and ask if he knew anything about his cousin Scott. She’d do that, after she’d had some food.


    
      White Horse, February 18, 1944


      My Dear Guy,


      Our baby was born three days ago but this is the first moment I have had to write. It is a boy, 8 lbs. 8 oz. Blue eyes like mine but they say that might change. He has all his fingers and toes, and he is beautiful. I am naming him William, in honour of our Shakespeare. I will write with more news when I am rested. Mrs. Quinn has moved in to take care of us until I am on my feet. I hope I can survive that!


      Your proud but weary wife, Lydia

    

  


  
    


    Chapter Eleven

    



    


    


    


    Nahanni, July 17


    Ian Elliott sank back on his canoe seat, his normally sunny face grim with dismay. Green had just run the canoe up on yet another rock, scraping the plastic bottom with an awful growl. Sullivan was sitting in the stern, flailing his arms.


    “Jesus, Mike! I said back ferry!”


    “I did! I fucking did! But you said it too late.”


    Elliott paddled alongside in his solo canoe and pushed their canoe gently off the rock. They were at the headwaters of the Nahanni, in a shallow stream barely wider than their canoes, practising manoeuvres they would need for the serious rapids downstream.


    “No point blaming each other.” he said. “You’re a team. You make a mistake, you solve it and move on. Remember, Brian, this morning Mike didn’t even know what end of the canoe paddle to hold. Now we’re expecting him to handle class III rapids by tomorrow.”


    “It can’t be done,” Sullivan said. “It’s suicidal. We should have started farther down the river, below the rock gardens.”


    Green held his tongue. In truth, he was terrified. He knew he was putting the other paddlers at risk as well as himself by insisting on starting at Moose Ponds, but there was no other place on the upper river wide enough to land the float plane. The coordinates of the mining claim put the search area near the confluence of the South Nahanni and Little Nahanni, which was just below the terrifying sixty-kilometre stretch of whitewater. To land farther downstream at the next accessible place would be pointless.


    Elliott steadied the two canoes and eased them up on the rocky riverbank. He looked thoughtful. “We’ll manage,” he said. “I know every twist and boil in this river, and we have a number of options. We’ll take each stretch slowly. Scout, discuss, plan the route ahead of time. On some of them we can make a canyon rig by lashing two canoes side by side. Other places Brian can solo and I will paddle with Mike. If we need to, we’ll portage or pull the canoes on ropes. We’ll get there.”


    They had been practising basic paddling and rescue techniques all day. First in the placid water of the Moose Ponds and now in the trickling current of the rocky stream. Jethro had paddled ahead to wait just below the first run of whitewater. Elliott claimed it was an easy class-I stretch, which would be good practice to assess Green’s skills. They would set up camp at the end so as to start the serious paddling fresh and rested the next morning.


    Green ached all over. Blackflies had feasted on his bare flesh. His shoulders and arms screamed from paddling, portaging, and hoisting packs, and his new hiking boots were strangling his feet. His knees felt permanently locked in the kneeling position. Even Sullivan showed the strain of a long day.


    To make matters worse, Green had woken up at 4:00 a.m. to sunlight pouring in through the tent window and the sounds of birds, insects, and frogs singing all around him. Picking up his rented satellite phone, the bug spray, and the turquoise bear horn, he’d walked down to sit on a rock on the edge of the pond.


    He wasn’t sure what he’d been hoping to see. Some sign that his daughter had been there, perhaps. A lost sock in the outrageous striped pattern she favoured,

    a lock of orange-tipped hair, a delicate footprint in

    the sand.


    But there had been nothing. No sign even that dozens of campers passed through every year. That’s as it should be, Elliott had said earlier. We have no right to desecrate this place. In the morning light, Green had to admit the view was magical. Tendrils of silver mist rose off the water, unveiling a pair of elegant grey swans patrolling the shore. Across the way two moose stood ankle deep, nibbling the reeds. The ponds shone like jewels in the palm of the distant mountain range, at the centre of which a pyramidal, snow-capped peak rose up into the lavender dawn. Mount Wilson, Ian Elliott had said. Now called by its proper Aboriginal name that Green couldn’t pronounce.


    Within that extraordinary setting, Green had managed to feel a moment of peace before he remembered why he was there. Then he’d phoned Gibbs and, fighting a cranky satellite signal, he managed to give him a quick update and some follow-up tasks. When he hung up he felt a twinge of guilt. The diligent, eager-to-please young detective was on his honeymoon. It had been long in coming and hard fought, because Sue Peters had refused to get married until she could walk down the aisle unassisted.


    Now, twelve hours later, as he savoured a brief respite on the riverbank, he wondered what the two of them had uncovered in the course of the day. He fingered the phone in his pocket, but with an effort he resisted the urge to call them for an update. It would be 8:00 p.m. in PEI and the young couple was probably in the middle of a romantic, seaside dinner. Lobster perhaps. He’d never seen the appeal of the hideous creatures, but others rhapsodized at each succulent, buttery, hard-won morsel.


    As if by telepathy, a phone rang. It was coming from inside Elliott’s day pack. Green glanced down the river, but Elliott was standing on a rock in the river, deep in conversation with Sullivan. He seemed to be explaining water patterns.


    Green dumped the bag, snatched up the phone and pressed the button. Silence greeted him, followed by a tentative, gravelly voice. “Ian?”


    The voice had a familiar ring but Green took a moment to place it. “Warden Fontaine? It’s Mike Green. Have you got something?”


    “Yeah. Maybe. A canoe party just came in to Virginia Falls today and they’d spotted a backpack floating in the water. They hauled it aboard and turned it over to me. There’s a name sewn into it: Daniel Rothman. That’s one of your daughter’s party, right?”


    Green felt the news like a physical blow to the gut. For a moment he couldn’t breathe. “Yes,” he croaked. He fought back a wave of panic. “Where did they find it?”


    “Around Hole-in-the-Wall Creek. A little more than a hundred kilometres west of Virginia Falls, just below Rabbitkettle.”


    The unfamiliar names washed over him. “How far from the canoe?”


    “Oh, a good sixty klicks or so. But things can drift pretty far down the river and the pack was very buoyant. Have you got your map handy? I can tell you exactly where it was.”


    “Just a minute.” Green stumbled along the riverbank, tripping and slipping on the loose stones. He waved the phone but his shouting was drowned out by the rush of the river. Finally he got Elliott’s attention and the man leaped nimbly ashore across the rocks. After handing over the phone, Green watched as Elliott bent over his map and traced the location with his fingers. His face had grown grave. When he signed off, he looked up at Green.


    “What do you want to do? That location is below Rabbitkettle. We could call Hunter Kerry back to take us down there. Save a few days.”


    “But the backpack would have drifted from farther up, right?”


    “That’s likely. But no telling from where.”


    Green shook his head. A fierce focus had descended over his mind, sweeping away the panic. “Get someone else to fly up and check out the vicinity. There’s nothing more we can do there.” He swallowed and nodded down the river. “We have to go on.”


    It took them less than fifteen minutes to load the gear into the canoes. After a final check of the spray skirts, Elliott pronounced them ready for their very first real whitewater run.


    Green took his seat in the bow and stared at the river ahead. More like a boulder-strewn stream than a river. One last time Elliott talked them through the complicated path they would take. It looked impossible. Some of the passages were barely the width of the canoe. On one side was a truck-sized rock and on the other a deadly looking cowlick that would flip the canoe in an instant.


    “But remember,” Elliott said with a grin, “you’re wearing a helmet, a wetsuit, and a life jacket. Going for a swim is part of the whitewater experience. Just keep your head up and your feet downstream so you can see where you’re going, and enjoy the ride. Your canoe will be waiting for you at the bottom of the run, with any luck still right side up.”


    Sullivan laughed, but only Green’s desperate determination to save Hannah forced him to set foot in the canoe. Then Sullivan nosed them into the current and all possibility for thought vanished in the headlong rush of the river. Green felt the current snatch them and suck them downstream with a roar that overpowered all other sound.


    The canoe pitched and rolled through the endless chop. They hit one rock, rode one stretch sideways, and emerged from the run backward, but they survived. Sullivan gave a whoop of joy as he swung the bow around and paddled. Farther downstream around a bend, ready to catch any wayward canoes or gear, were Jethro and his dog. He had already pitched his tent and gathered a pile of driftwood for a fire.


    He broke into a broad grin as he grabbed their bow. “Awesome, eh?”


    Green clambered from the canoe, weak-kneed and quivering, but he managed a nod.


    Encouraged, Jethro continued. “And this is nothing! Wait till we get to Initiation Rapids tomorrow.”


    Elliott’s canoe cruised around the bend and slid smoothly up onto the beach as if he’d just been navigating a kid’s backyard pool. He was smiling broadly at the thrill. As they set up camp he talked Sullivan through some of the mistakes he’d made on the run. With adrenaline still coursing through his veins and the evening sun still high, Green was impatient to continue. Elliott, however, stood firm. Fatigue was the cause of many an accident when precise timing and bursts of strength were needed.


    Green reluctantly admitted he was right when he found he could barely stand up after dinner. He crawled to the tent he shared with Sullivan and fell into a deep sleep, not waking until Sullivan waved a cup of coffee under his nose.


    They were just packing up and loading the canoes when Elliott’s phone rang. Without thinking, Green snatched it up. This time Reggie Fontaine recognized his voice.


    “I talked to a guy who flew up the river as far as Rabbitkettle Lake early this morning. Saw two other canoe parties but nothing unusual. Nothing else floating in the water, nothing along the shore. Just wanted to let you know.”


    Green was not reassured. Bodies were something he knew a thing or two about. “In this cold water, how many days would it take for a body to surface?”


    There was silence, probably as the warden tried to frame a tactful answer. “Hard to say, because in a river current lots of things could pin a body underwater. Like a whirlpool, an underwater rock shelf, or a submerged tree. Especially if the body gets trapped in the branches. But in the absence of those things, as much as a week to ten days. But if he was wearing a life jacket, as he should have, he’ll pop up right away unless he’s pinned.”


    Green stared out into the water. He pictured the panicked young man struggling to free himself from a tangle of dense spruce branches. His voice sounded dead to his ears. “And if he’s pinned, how long?”


    “Maybe never. I’ve just put in a call to the RCMP, officially reporting a canoeing party missing. I don’t know what the hell’s happened to them, but I figure it’s time to call in the cops.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Twelve

    



    


    


    Fort Simpson, July 18


    Now that the search was official, Constable Christian Tymko no longer had to fabricate an excuse to get permission for an overnight trip to Whitehorse. In a search area as vast and remote as the Nahanni watershed, the RCMP, Parks Canada, and Dehcho First Nations would coordinate the effort using bush pilots, skilled local civilians, and SAR personnel flown in from Yellowknife, perhaps even from Winnipeg.


    The problem was that no one knew where to look. Bush pilots and helicopters could fly over the mountains, and teams on the ground could travel down the river, but with only the turquoise canoe and the floating backpack to help pinpoint the location, that was still a lot of territory.


    Pearce Bugden and Sergeant Nihls stood in front of the large map on the wall in Bugden’s office and scratched their heads. The locations of the canoe and the backpack were marked with two pins, along with the estimated coordinates of the mining claim. They minutely dissected the bends, currents, and gravel bars upstream, trying to estimate where the party had capsized.


    “My guess is somewhere in this twenty-five-k stretch between Elbow Rapids and Broken Skull River,” Nihls said. “It would be tricky for an empty canoe to get around that bend at the rapids without washing up on shore.”


    Bugden shook his head. “But the river below there is very slow and winding. Not enough force to crack up the canoe as bad as it was. Besides, the mining claim is way up here.”


    “But that’s almost a hundred kilometres upriver!” Sergeant Nihls said. “Some canoeing party would have spotted them on the shore.”


    “Green thinks they might be trying to get to the mine.”


    “Green’s grasping at straws! Have we confirmed the kids even knew where the mining claim is? You said Green had to phone the Mining Recorder’s Office.”


    Chris had been listening quietly, biding his time. Now he cleared his throat. “Well, sir …” He hesitated. His head was about to go on the chopping block. “In fact, Scott Lasalle did too.”


    Nihls crossed his arms over his chest. “Care to tell me what the hell you’re talking about, Constable?”


    “I made some background inquiries, sir. On my own time.” He filled them in on his call to Kim Swift, and watched Sergeant Nihls’s expression grow thoughtful.


    “Maybe not such an off-the-wall theory after all,” he said.


    “Bloody idiots!” Bugden muttered. “College boys from Vancouver who think they can just traipse around in this wilderness and find a supposed ruby mine? What do they expect? Signposts? You know how many legends there are about secret fortunes up there in the mountains? Ever since the Klondike there have been morons tramping about in hopes of finding that one motherlode. Getting lost and dying too.” He stalked back to his chair and flung himself into it, nearly tipping it over. “And for nothing. There’s no mining in the park. Even if they’re lucky enough to find this claim, even if there’s a ton of gemstone grade rubies in it, it’s worthless.”


    Chris was studying the map. It was the first time he’d seen the coordinates marked on the topographical map. Just beyond the boundary of the park lay the Cantung Mine, where the rare metal tungsten had been mined on and off for decades. Also beyond the boundary was an old mining road that penetrated deep into the mountains. The coordinates of the claim lay mostly within the park but extended some distance south and west of it, possibly as much as fifteen kilometres depending on which coordinates were accurate. If rubies were found there, it might still be possible to get them out across the Little Nahanni River via the mining road.


    “I think we need to know more about what Scott Lasalle was up to, sir,” Chris said. “He had an altercation with a cousin in Whitehorse last winter. It’s possible that man knows something.”


    “And how the hell do you know —?” Nihls checked himself. “All right, fine. We’ll get the Whitehorse detachment to interview him.”


    “Since I know the background, sir — and this cousin may not wish to help us find Lasalle — it would be better if I talked to him myself.”


    “Out of the question. There’s too much to do here.”


    “Well, at the same time I could talk to the outfitter who equipped Lasalle, and the bartender who witnessed the assault.”


    Nihls’s eyebrows shot up. “I thought you said altercation.”


    “It got physical. That’s why the victim may be less than co-operative.”


    “I don’t want to lose you to the search effort, Constable. Your Cessna will be needed.”


    Bugden was back at the map, frowning. “This doesn’t make sense. That whole area is serious mountain-climbing territory. They’d be fools to try to get in that way. Of course, we already know they’re fools.”


    Chris pointed to the deep fissures, creek beds, and glacier lakes cradled in the middle. “Maybe they were trying for an easier access through one of these creek valleys.” He turned to the sergeant. “I think it’s worth a shot, sir. If we can find out where he intended to go, we’ll be able to narrow down the search area considerably. Twenty-four hours, that’s all I need. And if you want, I’ll take a SAR team up the river and drop them off on my way.”


    Chris could tell from his tight lips and ramrod shoulders that the sergeant didn’t like being outmanoeuvred, but he couldn’t argue with the logic.


    In the end the sergeant sent him off to Whitehorse later that morning, empty-handed, arguing there was no point wasting a SAR team on a speculative run without any clear idea where they should be looking.


    “The sooner you gain the intelligence, the better, and meanwhile we’ll start mobilizing down here. Besides, Ian Elliott is already up the river. He may have two city greenhorns with him, but he also has one of the best trackers around.”


    Whitehorse, July 18


    Carrying nothing on board but his overnight bag, Chris pushed the Cessna hard and splashed down into Schwatka Lake just south of downtown Whitehorse in a little over three hours. Mindful of protocol, he dropped into the RCMP building to introduce himself to the desk sergeant and to fill him in on his plans.


    With nearly twenty-six thousand people, Whitehorse was the largest city in the Yukon and home to nearly half its population. The RCMP station was a fancy glass and brick building that took up half a block in the historic waterfront downtown. To Chris’s eyes, it looked completely out of place in the north, but Whitehorse was a modern metropolis and the RCMP was a state-of-the-art police force, so both were trying to look the part.


    Sergeant Doran too was a complete contrast to Nihls. Roly-poly and out of shape, he sweated from the effort of rising from his chair to shake Chris’s hand. But his grip was warm and his grin infectious.


    Until he heard Chris’s request.


    “Vic Whitehead, eh? Hmm. Want some company?”


    “Do I need it?”


    “Well, let’s just say, if you’re a cop it’s best to have a witness to back up your version of the interview.”


    “I’m not accusing him of anything.”


    “I know, but you’re asking him about that assault. That’s probably enough to get his back up.”


    Chris wavered. In truth, he didn’t want this interview to seem too official. He was hoping for a friendly chat, but this was Doran’s turf, and his call. “Okay, can you spare someone for an hour?”


    “I’d say me, but I don’t think that would improve Whitehead’s mood. So I’ll get someone off patrol.” He winked.


    That someone turned out to be rookie Constable Jennifer O’Neill, who was younger than Chris thought possible and who filled out her uniform in all the right places. Crafty old bugger, Chris thought as he folded himself into the passenger seat of her cruiser.


    In keeping with his low-key approach, Chris had phoned Whitehead’s office and arranged to meet him in the coffee shop around the corner. He kept his reasons vague: “Hoping you can help us with an ongoing inquiry.”


    Victor Whitehead was fifteen minutes late, and strode into the coffee shop with the impatient scowl of a man far too busy to be inconvenienced by police inquiries. At the sight of Constable O’Neill, his frown faded and he even smiled as he squeezed into the chair opposite her. Knees almost touching.


    Constable O’Neill kept the poker face that Chris suspected she’d had to perfect early on to deal with the frontier male of the north, often drunk and always on the make. Victor Whitehead was no prize worth going for in any case. He might have an engineering degree and a high-profile job, but as a man even Chris could see he was as ugly as the devil himself. Short, bow-legged, and top-heavy, with a face carved up by acne. His chest and shoulders rippled with steroid-enhanced muscle, like he spent every spare hour in the gym.


    After undressing Constable O’Neill with his eyes, Whitehead turned a contemptuous stare on Chris. Despite himself, Chris felt his face flush. He rushed to take back control.


    “Thank you for meeting me, Mr. Whitehead. I’m from Fort Simpson and we’re trying to locate a canoe party that has gone missing in Nahanni Park. One of the party is your cousin, Scott Lasalle.”


    Surprise flickered in Whitehead’s eyes, but he said nothing. As if he were waiting to see what else Chris would lay on the table.


    “I understand you met with Mr. Lasalle a few months ago here in Whitehorse. Can you tell me what that was about?”


    “Why?”


    “Why what?”


    “Why should I tell you?”


    “We hope it will provide information that might lead to his whereabouts.” For once Chris was glad of the rote line that had been drilled into him in training.


    “I know absolutely nothing about this Lasalle fellow, or about any cousin for that matter. I assume you’ve been misinformed and I’m sorry you’ve wasted your time. And mine.”


    “Sir, you met with him in the Rocky Mountain Bar and Grill. February 23rd, to be exact.”


    “Says who?”


    “There was a police report filed. You had an altercation in which Scott Lasalle struck you. You declined to press charges but the police laid them anyway, based on eyewitness accounts. I’m sure you wouldn’t forget an incident like that.”


    Whitehead said nothing for a moment. His ugly face was expressionless. “I do remember some drunken idiot in a bar, but that’s all. I didn’t know he’d been charged. Who says he’s my cousin?”


    “It was in the police report. I’m assuming he did.”


    “Well, that’s news to me. I had no idea who he was and I forgot his name — forgot the whole incident — until you reminded me.”


    “So what was the fight about?”


    “What is a bar fight ever about? Who the fuck knows? I looked at him wrong, or he didn’t like my face.”


    “The report says you were talking together.”


    Whitehead shrugged. “I don’t honestly remember. It was a crowded bar, everyone is pretty friendly up here, and sometimes people get to talking. Most times they don’t even remember in the morning.”


    “So you’re saying he was a complete stranger who just happened to punch you out?”


    Whitehead nodded. “It was kind of embarrassing. I don’t usually get in those situations. That’s why I didn’t press charges. I just wanted to put it behind me.”


    Chris took a sip of coffee, stalling for time as he searched for a thread to unravel. “Do you remember talking to him about a mine?”


    “A mine?” Whitehead barked a laugh. “Everyone talks to me about mines. Especially when they’re three sheets to the wind. Always looking for special treatment or inside information, as if I’m a fucking oracle when it comes to mining.”


    Chris gritted his teeth. “Did Scott talk to you about a mine. Please try to remember, sir. It could be important.”


    Whitehead paused, but Chris had a feeling it was all for show. Then he shook his head. “He had liquor and women on his mind, as far as I remember. Nothing about a mine.”


    Chris declined Jennifer O’Neill’s offer of a ride to his next destination. He didn’t want to spend one more minute in humiliation. He was furious with himself for letting that smirking asshole wipe the floor with him and for letting her watch. He should have been better prepared, he should have known how to turn the tables, get under the man’s skin, and box him in. But he was not an investigator. He had no special interview training, he was just a Prairie farm boy.


    He stormed around the streets of Whitehorse for an hour, ignoring the warm evening sunshine and the bustle of tourists on the busy streets. Aware only of the black cloud inside his own head. What a loser he was. On his weeks off, instead of heading to the big city where he could meet new people and expand his horizons, he always went home to the farm. To his mother’s perogies, his sisters’ giggles, and his father’s stiff, quiet pride in him. Neighbours he’d known all his life came by to visit in a steady stream. They asked him about his adventures in the faraway world he’d gone to, as if he was their link to bigger dreams.


    When in reality he was just a two-bit constable in a six-man detachment in the back of beyond.


    He didn’t even dare report back to Sergeant Nihls. The man had clearly thought the whole trip a waste of time and resources, so he’d better have something positive to report by the time he got back.


    Downtown Whitehorse was a whole lot bigger than Fort Simpson, but even its novelty had been exhausted in Chris’s hour-long walk. He was still deep inside his black cloud when he passed — possibly for the second time — the Rocky Mountain Bar and Grill. He remembered the bartender. Surely a more co-operative witness. A shot at redemption.


    A band that sounded awful even to Chris’s Manitoba farm-boy ear was tuning up on the stage at the back. The bar was dimly lit and half full. Dishes clattered as patrons dug into platters of nachos, wings, and burgers. Reluctantly Chris’s appetite crept back through his humiliation. He took a stool at the bar and ordered a buffalo burger with all the trimmings. The bartender pulled him a pint of Yukon Gold with a practised hand.


    Chris waited until he was on his second pint and halfway through his burger before he introduced himself. He’d worn civilian clothes for his interview with Whitehead, but the bartender pegged him right away. Frank Flaherty had an east coast accent you could cut with a knife and he proved as talkative as Whitehead was tight-lipped. He was no fan of Whitehead.


    “Look around ye,” said the bartender, leaning on the edge of his bar as if he had not a customer in the place. A couple of waitresses rushed around, coping with huge trays of food. “I makes most of my money off tourists, and they don’t come up here to see tailing ponds and ugly gashes in the mountainside, boy. They don’t want to hear company jets flying overhead or eighteen-wheelers hauling ore down the river valleys. Vic Whitehead peddles a line of bull that he’s just after bringing jobs and prosperity to the people of the Yukon, and God love ’em, they need it, but he would sell out our future to the highest bidder, which these days are the Chinese. All those jobs and riches will go to China, not us. Just you watch. We’ll be like the girl at the end of the party, lying on the bed with her legs spread. Oil, natural gas, gold, diamonds, and all them rare earth metals everyone is hot for these days — all that will last just a few decades but the rape of the earth will last forever. You can never put it right again, once you’ve destroyed it.”


    Frank was obviously winding up for his favourite rant, but Chris didn’t take the bait. “So Whitehead is a big supporter of mines?”


    “Vic is the best thing that ever happened to them. He recommends in their favour every time.”


    “What can you tell me about the scuffle he got into back in the wintertime, with a man named Scott Lasalle?”


    The bartender grinned. “That was a beaut. Nice to see Vic taken down a peg or two, even though I didn’t think the young fella had it in him. Vic’s built like the side of a mountain, and whatever time he doesn’t spend chasing the ladies, he spends in the gym. Did college wrestling too, a few years back.”


    “I guess the other guy took him by surprise?”


    “I don’t know how much of a surprise it could be. Things been heating up pretty good between them for awhile there.”


    “Oh, they weren’t just strangers passing by?”


    “Oh no, boy. They were together a good hour or so, sat right at that table in the corner there.” Frank pointed across the crowded room to a table by the window. “They had dinner together and went through two, three pitchers of Yukon Gold.”


    “Maybe the place was crowded and there was no other place for either of them to sit?”


    “Oh no, no. The young fella was waiting here at the bar, and soon as Vic walked in he introduced himself, they shook hands, and Vic pointed to the table in the corner. The place was crowded, but not that crowded. Looked like they was after a private chat.”


    “Could you hear any of their conversation?”


    “Not at first.” Frank squinted through the noisy bar at the table, now occupied by five young men intent on getting drunk. He seemed to be trying to replay that night. “At first it was just talk, you know. What the young fella was studying, what places he’d visited in the Yukon, a bit about adventure trips. Then they got into it. The young fella —”


    “Scott?”


    “Scott, yeah. He had a backpack and took out a bunch of papers. Some of them were maps, I could see that, and a couple looked kinda legal. I remember Vic got pretty excited. Then the young man got mad about something. They started to argue. Scott showed him some more papers. Vic said it was all worthless anyhow, and how could he prove he was who he said he was.” Frank chuckled. “Scott called him a cheater and Vic called him a fraud and that pretty much did it. Next thing I knows, the pitcher of beer went flying. Sliced Vic’s head up good. Jumpin’ Jaysus, there was a lot of blood!”


    Frank seemed caught up in the bloody aftermath, but Chris was back in the thick of the conversation. Before the argument. “Do you have any idea what the papers might have been? A mining claim or a map of one, for example?”


    “Mine?” Frank’s expression cleared. “Now that would make sense. Nothing would get Vic’s blood up like a mine. And come to that, I did hear something about rubies. Vic said, ‘Rubies!’ And he laughed. The kid said, ‘Somebody thought so.’ I didn’t hear exactly, but something about his grandfather getting cheated, maybe even killed. Vic got mad then and that’s when the young fella — what’s his name again?”


    “Scott Lasalle.”


    “Lasalle.” Frank’s eyes widened. “Lasalle, you said? Jumpin’ Jaysus! That’s what this is about!”


    “What?”


    Frank laughed. “I’ll be the devil. I never made the connection!” He pulled two pints of beer and nodded his head toward the patio. “We’d best sit down for this one, boy. It’s quite the tale. Angel, I’m going out for a smoke, can you take the bar for me? And watch those young fellas at table five.”


    Settling outside, Frank took a long swig of beer, lit a cigarette, and blew out a slow, lazy stream of smoke. “Lasalle. That’s a legend up here with the old timers. More in Yellowknife and Fort Simpson than here in the Horse, but good stories travel far. There was two Lasalle brothers come up from New Brunswick during the Depression to make their fortune. Not a penny to rub together but there was good money to be made if you knew how to trap, and lots of shifty-eyed speculators willing to take advantage. They’d hire them to trap and prospect. Drop them in the bush for the winter and pick up the furs in the summer. Summertime, they set them to prospecting with nothing but a kit, a compass, and a lousy map. The Lasalles worked the Nahanni-Flat River area, panning for gold in the creeks and taking rock samples. One time, so the story goes, they failed to make their pickup point and then they showed up instead down at Nahanni Butte.”


    He sucked deeply on his cigarette and blew the smoke sideways. “This was back when the Butte was a trading post, before all the tourists started using it. They had a sack full of rocks they said were rough rubies. They went to record the claim and round up some backers. Next summer, they went back up for more samples and that’s when things started to go to shit. The geological report on the new samples said they were worthless. No rubies, no red stones of any sort, so the story goes. The investors pulled their money, called them a fraud, said they must’ve salted the original claim. The whole venture collapsed and left them penniless. But they were tough buggers. They set up their own company called Northern Rubies, and one of them went to work the oil pipeline where there was big money to be made — this was during the war and the Americans wanted it built in a hurry. The other brother, Guy, stayed in the bush trapping. Good money in furs in those days.”


    “So they were going to develop the mine themselves?”


    Frank nodded, pausing long enough to drain half his beer and take another long draw on his cigarette. The street was still busy and the patio was filling up with revellers enjoying the warmth of the northern summer night. Chris found himself holding his breath as he waited for the story to resume.


    “Yeah. Word is Guy Lasalle got a touch of bush fever and started getting suspicious, thinking the other was in league with the backers, maybe trying to squeeze him out. So he stayed behind at the base camp all winter to guard the claim. All alone, all winter long in the dark with his suspicions. That’s the last anyone ever saw of him.”


    “Was there a search?”


    “Oh yeah, people looked. Locals and you fellas. It was like the wilderness swallowed him up.” Frank shrugged dramatically. “Some say the wolves got him. Some say he went bush crazy after that long winter and killed himself rather than face the humiliation,” Frank leaned forward and waggled his eyebrows, “and some say he was murdered.”


    Chris grinned. “And why would that be?”


    “No shortage of motives where gemstones are concerned, boy. Maybe the local Indians objected to him trapping on their land, maybe the backers got greedy, maybe the other brother came back and finished him off. Who knows? But the point is, the story never died. Every now and then someone comes back from a hike with a tall tale about red stones lying for the taking in the till on the mountainsides. Or glittering from the bottom of creeks. And now it sounds like the Lasalle blood has risen up again to take up the cause.”


    “What do you think Scott’s relationship is to Victor? Both grandsons of Guy Lasalle?”


    “Could be. I can tell you there were some lively times out there in the bush back in those days. Lots of kids weren’t sure who their daddies were.”


    Chris made a mental note to check birth records for the name Lasalle during the period around the 1940s, as well as Scott and Victor’s birth records. The registry offices would be closed for the day, but he’d get an early start on the search in the morning. At least he now had some interesting information to report to Sergeant Nihls when he got back. He wasn’t sure what relevance all this history had, and he suspected Nihls would say it had none, but Scott clearly had planned something bigger in the Nahanni than a summer wilderness trek.


    A tall blond young woman was coming toward the bar, a look of intense concentration on her face. She was dressed in blue jeans, flip-flops, and a tight tank top, with a bright pink purse slung over her shoulder. With a jolt of pleasure and surprise, Chris recognized Olivia Manning.


    He called her and jumped to his feet, knocking his chair over. She stopped. For an instant, confusion and alarm flitted across her face, but then her big, beautiful smile came back.


    “Well, well, well. Flyboy! What are you doing here?”


    It was too much to explain, especially in his tongue-tied state. “A case,” was all he managed. “What about you? I thought you were doing a Nahanni tour.”


    Her gaze flicked to Frank, who was stubbing out his cigarette and scrambling to his feet.


    “Only as far as Glacier Lake,” she said once he’d gone back inside. “I had a meeting I couldn’t miss here in Whitehorse.” She wrinkled up her nose in distaste. “School stuff. But not till tomorrow. It looks as if I can buy you that drink I promised. And you can tell me all about your case.”


    He nodded. As she pulled up a chair and stretched out her long, lithe body, all words, and all thought of the case and his plans for tomorrow, fled from his brain.

  


  
    


    Chapter Thirteen

    



    


    


    
      Little Nahanni cabin, March 12, 1944,


      Mon amour pour toujours!


      I am so happy to receive your letter. An Indian trapper from the Butte brought it today, and I am so glad to have some news of our baby. I knew he must be born. William is a fine name. It is also English for Guillaume, my full name. How I wish to see him and hold you in my arms. It is so quiet up here. I have no company but the dogs, and at night the wolves. It seems colder than other years, and this time Gaetan is not here. At least now the days are longer.


      Do you have news of Gaetan? I hope he got a good job on the pipeline. The furs are not so good as I hoped, even the Indians say so. I am obliged to extend my lines farther west.


      I am reading Romeo and Juliet you gave me, but the English is hard and it makes me lonely for you. What a grand love they shared. I confess sometimes I read Huckleberry Finn in its place.


      I live for your letters, and promise to come home to you and the baby soon!


      Your ever devoted husband, Guy

    


    Chris woke the next morning to the caress of unfamiliar sheets and the delicious scent of female skin, overlaid with musk and sweat. He hardly dared move. He could hear the soft rhythm of breathing next to him and the distant rumble of traffic though the closed window. He blinked at the white ceiling of the hotel room. Plain, cheap, anonymous, but transformed to a sensual paradise in the heat of last night.


    He could barely believe his luck. They had shared two bottles of wine with dinner, walked the streets arm in arm, and finished up in the small bar of his hotel, ordering the only brandy on the menu before picking up their glasses, wavering down the hall to his room, and tearing off their clothes. In the end, no words, no awkward requests, no coy innuendos. Just a look exchanged between them.


    He wondered if she’d regret it when she woke up. Did she do this often, or had she really shared the connection he’d felt all evening? Had she found him lacking, despite her three orgasms and his considerable staying power, at least for that third one? The wine and brandy had barely touched him, although he knew he’d talked too much. The isolation of months, the rigid control of the job, the pent-up need…. He’d unleashed it all last night in his eagerness to keep her with him. He’d talked about his farm, his homesickness, his dreams for advancement in the RCMP, his impatience with the promotion process, with the unspoken motto of the RCMP: “Don’t screw up. Follow procedure. Cover your ass, cover your boss’s ass, and above all, cover the force’s ass.” Too much turmoil and bad publicity, too many complaints and bad choices, had made cowards of them all.


    It wasn’t the noble vision he had dreamed of when he joined the force.


    “Oh how the mighty have fallen,” Olivia had said at one point, midway through the second bottle of wine. She’d commiserated, saying that university had been just as disillusioning. The world is a compromise and if you want to do even some small bit of good, you have to wade in the crap where the game is being played.


    He told her about his attempts to investigate Scott Lasalle’s disappearance, about the contortions he’d gone through just to convince his sergeant that this trip was important. That tracing Scott Lasalle’s recent movements and checking out his relationship to Victor Whitehead was important.


    He didn’t mention what an idiot he’d made of himself during the interview, but she seemed to sense it.


    “Whitehead is a creep,” she’d said. “It’s bad enough he wants to put roads and dams and pipelines all over the north, but he’s the slimiest slug a woman ever had to pick off herself. You get him, flyboy.”


    Last night, fuelled by the wine and her obvious admiration, he’d wanted to march right over to Whitehead’s house, grab him by the lapels, and demand to know why he’d lied about his meeting with Scott. This morning, however, he felt far less confident. Much as he wanted to squash the slug for the woman who slept like an angel next to him, he knew Whitehead would wipe the floor with him again. He hated to admit it, but he needed reinforcements.


    As he slipped on his clothes and tiptoed around the room, hoping not to wake her, he stubbed his toe on the table. A curse escaped his lips. She stirred. Opened her eyes. Miraculously, she smiled.


    “Mmm. That was a night.”


    He paused, shoes in hand, and came back to the edge of the bed. “Sorry. My feet aren’t looking where they’re going this morning.”


    “I wonder why.” She yawned and stretched like a cat, long limbs arcing through the air. “What’s on the agenda for today?”


    “I want another crack at Victor Whitehead. But I have to figure out the connection between Whitehead and Lasalle first. They’re related somehow. Cousins of some sort.”


    “No kidding.”


    He nodded. “And whatever it is, it seems to go back to Lasalle’s grandfather. To that mining claim.”


    “But that’s ancient history.”


    “Maybe. But maybe people have long memories. Frank Flaherty says the grandfather disappeared. That may be ancient history but if Frank’s ears aren’t deceiving him, Scott still thinks there’s a score to be settled.”


    Prince Edward Island, July 19


    Sue permitted herself a long, silent wail. It welled up from the core of her battered body, a cry of both anger and despair muffled by the months of self-discipline she had imposed. It wasn’t often that she felt sorry for herself, but this morning, as she watched Bob put on his running outfit and jog off along the beach, she cursed her limitations. Every ounce of her cried out to join him, to feel the salt wind against her skin and the wet sand beneath her bare feet. To feel the strength of her muscles and the pounding of her heart.


    To know that she was his equal, by his side in all things.


    Instead she stood in the cabin doorway, cradling her morning coffee and searching for distraction. This was their last full day on the island. Tomorrow they had to pack up the car for the two-day trek back to Ottawa. Their new home and their old jobs waited for them there.


    Inspector Green was never far from her thoughts but now he loomed up to fill her mind. He would not be in the office when they got back. He was still up in the north, searching for his daughter. Guilt distracted her from her frustration. Compared to his ordeal, what was a minor limitation on her part? To make matters worse, she had made almost no headway unravelling her part of the mystery in the past two days.


    So far Bob had hit a wall of procedural red tape from the RCMP records department in Yellowknife, but he had managed to obtain faxes of both Scott’s father and grandfather’s wills and had tried to trace the inheritance of the mining claim. The grandfather’s will had left everything to his wife, Lydia, rather than to Scott’s father, William, who would have been only a baby at the time. Lydia had moved south to Vancouver when Guy died in 1945, and as far as Bob could uncover she had never remarried or had further children. It appeared that she had lived with her son in his Richmond house, possibly helping to raise Scott, until her death in 1984. Sue recalled the ex-wife’s description of her: “A bitter old hag stuck in the past.” Poor Scott.


    “Not exactly one big happy family,” Bob had observed. “Everyone seems to have existed on their own little islands. Lydia and Guy, William and Scott, and now Scott all by himself. No aunts and uncles, no cousins to help out in a pinch. What a sad, lonely way to live.”


    Sue, who had grown up on an Eastern Ontario farm with two dozen cousins living almost within shouting distance, could barely imagine such loneliness. She vowed that no matter how overwhelming and intrusive the family became, she would never again complain about the noise and crowds at holidays.


    There was no mention in either will of the brother, Gaetan, and his share in the claim, nor of a Dene wife and child. Nor could Bob find any information about Gaetan’s later life. Lasalle was too common a name to search the Internet without having a starting point. Nonetheless, Bob tried searching databases for the Yukon and Northwest Territories. Nothing. If Gaetan was still alive, he was leaving no digital trace. More likely he had died sometime in the pre-digital era, but a search of dusty census listings and city directories would have to wait for another time.


    Yesterday Sue had started the search at the other end of the trail, with Victor Whitehead. She had placed two phone calls to him in an attempt to find out what he knew about Gaetan and Scott, but the man had not returned her calls. Now, tired of feeling sorry for herself and determined to be useful, she marched back into the cabin and put in a third call. Too late she checked her watch. Nine o’clock. That made it six a.m. in Whitehorse. A ridiculous hour to solicit co-operation.


    Preparing herself to leave another message, she was surprised when the phone was snatched up before the second ring.


    “Yeah?” a man barked.


    “Mr. Whitehead?” Sensing he was about to slam the phone down, she rushed on. “I’m Sue Peters, Detective Peters of the Ottawa Police, and I apologize for calling so early.”


    Silence greeted her, but at least he was listening. “I miscalculated the time difference.”


    “How did you get this number?”


    After the two unanswered calls she had coaxed his private cell number out of the clerk at City Hall, but Sue wasn’t fool enough to tell him that. “This won’t take long. I’m working on a case involving a young man missing up in the Nahanni —”


    “Goddamn it, not that fucking Lasalle business again. I already told you guys I don’t know anything! So quit hassling me or I’ll lodge a complaint.”


    Sue was startled. “What are you talking about?”


    “You know what I’m talking about! One of your guys was nosing around here yesterday, making all sorts of insinuations —”


    “Who was?”


    “Some two-bit Mountie from Fort Simpson. Are you guys so incompetent the one hand doesn’t know what the other is doing?”


    “What insinuations?”


    “Well, I’ll save you the trouble. I told him he was flat wrong. I never heard of this Scott Lasalle, I don’t know where he is, and he sure as hell isn’t my cousin!”


    Sue scrambled to keep ahead of him. This was getting interesting! She tweaked the truth for effect. “Our information is that he is your cousin.”


    “Says him! I don’t know what his game is, but I never saw him before that night in the bar.”


    Sue’s mind raced. Clearly there were developments she and Bob knew nothing about. She sensed he was only one question away from hanging up on her, so she’d better make it a good one.


    “What do you know about your grandfather Gaetan?”


    The phone slammed in her ear. Okay, wrong question. But at least she had opened up several leads. First of all, Scott and Victor had connected before, and Scott knew he was a cousin. Secondly, for some reason the Fort Simpson RCMP had questioned him about it. Was it possible the RCMP was quietly investigating behind the scenes? For a force obsessed with protocol and red tape, that would be a surprise.


    But the third lead was the most telling of all. The name Gaetan Lasalle had touched a nerve.


    It was nearly two hours before she could reach the commander of the Fort Simpson detachment. The sergeant was clipped and professional but initially unwilling to discuss the details of an ongoing investigation. She had to drop not only Inspector Green’s name but also the Ottawa Police Chief’s, and was well on her way up the RCMP ladder before he capitulated.


    “Constable Tymko is conducting some inquiries in Whitehorse, yes. But only regarding the missing man’s recent activities.”


    When she asked for Tymko’s contact information she met with further resistance, until she informed him she might have information that would assist him in his inquiries up there. Nihls requested that she give it to him to pass on, and it took several more exchanges to convince him that direct communication between herself and Tymko would speed up the process.


    Just as she hung up with Constable Tymko’s cellphone number in hand, she spotted Bob’s lanky figure jogging toward her along the sand. He was red-faced and dripping with sweat, but his eyes sparkled.


    “Man, I’m going to miss this!” he exclaimed after he’d downed half a litre of orange juice.


    “Maybe Prince Edward Island could use a pair of crackerjack major crimes detectives.”


    He laughed. “Major crimes? Here? I bet the worst thing that happens on this island is someone robbing the collection plate on Sunday. Besides, we’d have to transfer to the RCMP.”


    She made a face. “How to ruin a good idea. Speaking of the RCMP …” She filled him in on her phone calls. “You’d be proud of me. I was very well behaved.”


    He leaned over to plant a sweaty kiss on her forehead. “I’m going to jump in the shower. See if you can work your magic on this Tymko guy.”


    Unfortunately Constable Tymko didn’t answer his phone. As she listened through eight rings, she glanced at her watch. Almost eight o’clock Yukon time. Surely not too early for a cop on the job. When his voicemail kicked in, she left a detailed, professionally-worded message dropping not only Inspector Green’s name but also Sergeant Nihls’s. If he were acting true to RCMP form, he would no doubt check with his superior before returning her call.


    Sure enough, he called back fifteen minutes later, just as Bob was emerging, naked, from the shower. She took the phone and herself out onto the deck. She needed all her wits for this call. As it turned out, Constable Tymko was a sweetheart. As informal and co-operative as Nihls was uptight. He waved aside the constable label in favour of Chris, and he sounded very excited to have someone other than himself investigating the mysterious connection between Scott Lasalle and Victor Whitehead.


    “Wow!” he exclaimed when he’d heard her out. “So you think Victor Whitehead might be Gaetan Lasalle’s grandson?”


    “That seems most likely. Both brothers spent time in the bush in the Nahanni area where Victor’s grandmother grew up. She got pregnant about the same time.”


    A rumbling roar drowned out his reply. “Hang on!” he shouted. “I’m on the street playing chicken with semis. I have to find some place to hide so I can write all this down.”


    She waited, listening to the sound of traffic and heavy breathing as he found a place to settle. “Safe,” he said finally, “I’m all ears. Take me through this step by step.”


    She consulted her own draft of the family tree before starting at the beginning, with the two brothers heading west during the Depression and ending up in the Nahanni region. She explained about the Dene baby named Isabelle Lasalle.


    “There’s no father listed, but with that name, it’s a strong possibility it was one of the brothers. Guy was by that time married to Scott’s grandmother, Lydia, and from the wording of the will, he seems to have loved her very much.”


    “That doesn’t mean much after months in the bush, I can tell you,” Chris replied. “For a lot of those bush men, Native women were just …” He hesitated.


    Sue appreciated his discomfort. “Play things?”


    He mumbled agreement.


    “My money’s still on Gaetan,” she said. “Guy does seem like an honourable man. A loyal one too. He used to send money home to his mother in New Brunswick whenever he could. If he’d made some woman pregnant, I think he’d have done something for the child, at least in his will. Remember, when he wrote that will, he thought he’d struck it rich.”


    “But he disappeared himself about the same time. Maybe he never knew about the Dene baby. It’s not like news travelled fast in those days, especially during the winter.”


    “What do you know about his disappearance?” Sue asked.


    Chris filled her in on the story the bartender had told him, concluding with the mystery surrounding Guy’s death. Sue bent over her chart. “All right, let’s see what we have so far. We have two brothers who discover a possible ruby mine and stake a claim. They register the claim with the Mining Recorder’s Office in 1943 and raise funds for exploration in the summer of 1944. But the samples prove to be worthless and the investors pull out. Lots of people lose their shirts, so they would have been angry with the brothers.”


    There was silence on the end of the line. Then Chris grunted. “Funny. The brothers don’t give up on the claim. Guy spends that whole winter in his cabin, trapping to make money but mainly to guard the claim, so the legend goes. And Gaetan goes to work on the oil pipeline. They’re still trying to raise money.”


    “And less than a year later they’ve both dropped out of sight. Guy is presumed dead, but Gaetan?” Sue stared at her family tree. At the links as yet unexplored. All women. Scott’s grandmother, who must have known something about her husband’s intentions and his continued belief in the mine. The Dene woman in Nahanni Butte, who had borne a child from one of the brothers. And that child herself.


    Isabelle. Victor’s mother, the only one still alive who might have heard stories about Guy and Gaetan. Who might know what had happened that summer in Nahanni Butte and up in the mountains where the rubies were. Sue had wanted to talk to the woman herself, woman to woman, victim to victim. A woman like herself who had fought adversity and, despite the crippling scars of residential school, had risen above it. But she knew this interview had to be conducted face to face, so as to read the silences, the nuances, the shared moments.


    Chris seemed like a nice man. Maybe he could handle it. Much as she hated to, she had to hand it over.


    “Can you find Isabelle?” she asked. “She lives in Whitehorse. We need to know what she knows.”
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    Whitehorse, July 19


    After he hung up, Chris remained sitting on a low retaining wall outside the Whitehorse RCMP detachment. He was oblivious to the morning traffic and to the sun already heating up the crisp northern air. Instead, through the faint throb of his lingering hangover, he contemplated the information that the Ottawa detective had presented. How could he break down Victor Whitehead’s wall of denial? How could he find out his true connection to Scott Lasalle?


    And more importantly, his reason for lying about it.


    Chris could see no good reason why Victor would deny a connection unless he was up to something. Surely if he had simply been ignorant of Scott’s possible relationship to him, he would have expressed curiosity, maybe even excitement given that he was an only child with very little family. Not flat-out rejection.


    In Chris’s opinion, Victor knew exactly who Scott was, but wanted at all cost to cover up the connection. Chris was dying to confront Victor with the bartender’s statement and demand the truth from him, but now he hesitated. Victor could still weasel out of all the bartender’s accusations. He could still say it was a chance encounter in a crowded bar and they had shared a table out of necessity. He could still say their hour-long conversation was nothing more than harmless drunken banter, their fight the result of the other man’s inability to hold his liquor. He could even concede with astonishment that maybe Scott was his cousin after all but that it was complete news to him.


    Chris had learned two basic tenets of police interrogation strategy: leverage and corroboration. Sometimes the second provided the first. He needed confirmation of the blood ties. That meant talking to Isabelle first.


    With this new goal in mind, he headed to City Hall. Contact information for Isabelle Lasalle was not hard to find, including her date of birth: June 19, 1944. The time frame was perfect.


    He’d expected Victor to warn his mother that the cops might come snooping, but when the woman opened the front door to her small wood-frame house she was smiling cheerfully. Her smile crinkled her eyes and accentuated the deep laugh lines carved into her face. Chris could tell at a glance that she had some white blood. Her skin was honey-coloured, her eyes brown, and her thick salt-and-pepper hair pulled back into a single braid. Her face, however, was narrow and angular, her nose aquiline, and her eyes too round to be pure Dene.


    He introduced himself. He had dressed in uniform today for his confrontation with Victor, but the sight of the uniform did not seem to disturb her. Her smile faded and she looked concerned but not alarmed. She was probably used to police, but as a counsellor and community activist she was not afraid of them.


    She drew her short, squat form to its full height and nodded for him to enter. Inside she settled him on a sofa that sagged in all the right places, and then offered him coffee. He accepted, welcoming the trappings of an informal chat. The yeasty sweetness of fresh bread filled the house, but he resisted the urge to follow her into the kitchen. Instead he looked around.


    The house was quite old, possibly even from frontier days, and it still had its original plank floors, pitted and knotted but polished to a golden gleam. The living room was tiny but packed with mementoes, plaques, and odd bits of artwork that looked homemade; beadwork, wood carvings, woven mats, leather hangings. On the floor was a large braided rug in a Dene design. Above the fireplace hung a framed photograph of Virginia Falls shot through golden mist.


    “One of the Creator’s great wonders,” she said, startling him as she came up behind him. She set down a tray with two cups of black coffee and a plate of buttered rolls. The butter had melted and oozed down the sides. He suddenly realized he was famished.


    “How can I help you, Constable?” she asked once he had sipped his coffee. He suppressed a grimace, for it was strong enough to peel paint.


    “I hope you can provide me with some background,” he began, picking his words with caution. “I’m investigating the disappearance of a party of young canoeists up in the Nahanni. One of them is Scott Lasalle.” He watched carefully. Surprise flickered across her face. “He may have been trying to find a ruby mine that his grandfather had staked out over sixty years ago, up in the Mackenzie Mountains.”


    Now she leaned forward, listening intently.


    “There were two brothers involved in the claim. Gaetan and Guy Lasalle. Guy was Scott’s grandfather. Does either name mean anything to you?”


    She shook her head, but slowly as if wary. “But Lasalle is my last name, of course.”


    He hesitated. His heart was racing and he set his cup down to hide his trembling. “They would have been friends with your mother, in Nahanni Butte back in the mid-1940s.”


    Her face grew rigid. She didn’t speak but she left the hint dangling in the tense air.


    “This is … awkward,” he said. “The fact is, Scott Lasalle met with your son Victor a few months ago about this mine. He called Victor his cousin.”


    “Cousin.”


    “Yes.”


    “Tell me about this Scott Lasalle.”


    “He’s a young geology student. He grew up in Vancouver but his father was born in Whitehorse, the only child of Lydia and Guy Lasalle.”


    “Are you implying Guy Lasalle is my father too?”


    “No.” He coloured. “Not necessarily. I mean … well, I think one of the Lasalle brothers may have been your father.”


    She sipped her coffee and took a careful bite of her roll. “I never knew my father, barely remember my mother. She died when I was six. I was … sent away.”


    “And no one ever mentioned who your father was?”


    “I didn’t stay in Nahanni Butte. After I got out of residential school, I mean. I lost touch with the place.”


    “Did you ever try to track down your father?”


    She shook her head. “Not seriously. I know he was white. My uncles told me he was a kind, gentle man who treated her well, not like a Native squaw. But he left her. Got her pregnant and disappeared, so I didn’t believe them.” She straightened her shoulders, as if she was trying to shrug off the resentment that was creeping in. “That must have been a surprise for Vic. Some white boy showing up claiming to be his cousin.”


    “They were meeting about the mining claim. Victor flatly denies they’re cousins.”


    She nodded. “He would. I never told him anything about my mother except she came from Nahanni Butte. When he was young, I wanted him to look ahead, not back. Now I wish I’d given him more pride in the traditional ways.”


    She stared out the window into the quiet street and a puzzled frown crept across her face. “Even if this was true, how would this man Scott have found out about us? Did his grandfather tell him?”


    Chris shook his head. “Guy died — or at least disappeared — in the 1940s. The mining claim was abandoned.”


    “And what about the other brother?”


    “We don’t know what happened to him. He seems to have disappeared too. I can find no record of him.”


    She sat back and looked at him. For the first time, she seemed excited. A young girl peeked through the wrinkles and pouches of middle age. “My father went away. I remember my uncles saying he promised to come back and marry her, and they’d be rich. She waited and waited while the village ridiculed her, until finally she believed them that she was nothing to him but an Indian squaw. But —”


    Her eyes snapped wide. She set her cup down and hurried out of the room. He heard her thumping around overhead and a moment later she called for his help to drag a wooden crate down the rickety stairs from the attic. Both of them held their breath as she pried it open on the living-room floor.


    Inside it was packed to the brim with a young woman’s memories. Beaded pouches, dried and curled with age, an old bearskin hat, caribou hide boots, skirts, jewellery, old books, baby clothes …


    “When my mother got TB, her brothers packed up her things instead of burning them and sent them to the nuns who were taking care of me. I think my uncles wanted me to have some connection to her. But the nuns didn’t show them to me for years. They wanted me to forget, or maybe they were superstitious. Maybe I was too. I have hardly looked at this, but now I remember there was a book …”


    She began to dig in the box, eventually pulling up a battered hand-stitched leather journal from the bottom. Inside, its yellowed pages were covered in large, awkward print. She ran her fingers over them. “My uncles said my mother was trying to educate herself, because she wanted to please him when he came back. She was afraid he’d be ashamed.”


    She gave an odd little smile as she scanned the pages, peeling them back carefully. “She wrote about daily events, ordinary things. Her father shooting a bear, the ice breaking on the river, her dreams. She wrote about being pregnant and having to make new clothes, being sick, wishing my father was there. I didn’t read it all, but I seem to remember …” Her voice trailed off as she stopped to squint at some pages.


    “Interesting. She’s keeping track of the CANOL pipeline project.” She frowned, focusing her thoughts inward. “That was a massive oil pipeline built during the Second World War from the Norman Wells oil fields to Alaska, to supply the American military with oil.”


    Chris felt a surge of excitement. Was this a lead he could trace? “Right. It only lasted a couple of years, didn’t it?”


    “The war ended. And it was an environmental and financial fiasco. Oils spills, forest fires, no permits or assessments. I wonder why she —?” She bent her head back to the book. “My mother even tracked the movement of the workers. She worried about the dangers to the crews from the cold or lack of food. Oh! Here she says, ‘Good news, the war is over. I can’t wait. How long?’ And here again ‘The pipeline is closed. How long now?’”


    She raised her head, looking pale and moved. “By the end, she thought he had abandoned her. But what if something happened? What if everything she believed was wrong? What if my father died on the pipeline?”


    “I can check. There should be records of that,” Chris said.


    “Would you?” She smiled and took the leather book over to the sofa. Sitting back down, she laid it on the table beside her. “I will read this in more depth later. But I thank you for this. It’s an odd feeling to have one’s past defined.”


    He nodded. His eyes strayed back to the box and to the little pouch of jewellery inside. He picked it up and fingered through the trinkets, stopping when he came to a stone roughly the size of a cherry pit. It was rough and oddly shaped, out of place among the cheap glass and painted baubles around it. But held up to the light, he could see, glinting through the dark exterior, a deep, rich red.


    He looked up, his heart racing. “Do you think Victor could have looked in this crate?”


    “I don’t see why.” She snatched the stone back with alarm. “I doubt he even knows it’s here. He has no interest in our past.”


    Chris could barely hold back his excitement as he left Isabelle’s home. He’d been careful not to reveal his suspicion to her for fear she might tell Victor about his visit and their discovery of the journal. If he was to have any leverage against Victor, he needed the element of surprise.


    Like all mothers, Isabelle wanted to believe the best of her son, but all Chris’s instincts were screaming that Victor had not only snooped in his mother’s attic but he’d figured out the significance of the journal and the rough red stone. Had he connected them to the Lasalle brothers and the old mining claim? Had he figured out that his own grandfather might well be one of the Lasalles? If so, then he knew Scott was a cousin, perhaps even before he’d met the young man in the bar.


    By then it was noon and the streets of Whitehorse were awash in tourists. Every kind of language and accent chattered around him. Japanese, Germans, British, and Scandinavians were everywhere, all soaking up the last of the world’s great wilderness. He barely noticed them as he worked away at the puzzle. There were way too many ifs in his theory, way too many gaps that needed to be filled in before he could present it to Nihls or the Ottawa detectives with any confidence.


    This theory of Victor and the crate, for example. It provided some clue as to how Victor knew Scott’s identity, but it hinged on Victor knowing something of his grandmother’s life in Nahanni Butte and of the legend of the Lasalle brothers there.


    There was one more lead he should follow before facing down the slippery weasel. He put in a phone call to Fort Simpson and got hold of the number for the band office in Nahanni Butte. It was a bustling, enterprising little village with close ties to Fort Simpson. Its business people were co-operative and always alert.


    Chris had met the chief himself on several visits to the local school. The man had been part of the local council for over a quarter century and he knew everything. What he didn’t know, he could find out.


    Chris had one simple question for him, but with Jim Matou nothing was ever simple. After an exchange of greetings, news, and good wishes Chris eased into it sideways. “How’s the busy metropolis, Jim?”


    “It’s July. Hopping.”


    “Have you had a visit recently from someone asking about the old days?”


    “Lots of interest in the old days recently.”


    “I mean about mining and prospecting.”


    “People from all over come to our village in the summer. We teach them about the traditional ways.”


    “But anyone in the winter? From Whitehorse, say.”


    “Maybe.” Chris could almost see Matou leaning back in his chair, enjoying the game. “There were questions about my family, the Konisentes, the other first families here — how did we get along with the white trappers and big game hunters. Especially the prospectors.”


    “Who was asking these questions?”


    “A party came in March, not the usual time for visitors, wanted to talk to the elders about their treatment by the whites. Not the residential school stuff, they weren’t interested in that, but the village. How much the whites mixed with us, and with our women. One of them was a student from the university, doing research. The elders said they got pretty personal, wanted to see documents like birth and marriage certificates.”


    Chris’s excitement stirred. “Whose documents?”


    Matou paused, then dropped the playful tone. “Is this about that Lasalle kid who disappeared?”


    “Could be. What happened?”


    “Yeah, these guys were asking about the Lasalle brothers. One of the great legends of the river, they said, trying to act all casual. Did anyone in Nahanni Butte ever meet them? Know anything about what happened to them? Of course we did. The Lasalle brothers spent lots of time in the community every spring and fall. Traded furs, picked up supplies. This was before the park and all the tourists. It wasn’t really a town like today, more like a trading post and a few tents.”


    “Jim, whose documents did they look at?”


    “They talked to my mother, who was a young woman at the time. She told me they were very curious if any of her girlfriends got cozy with the Lasalles.”


    “And?” Chris pressed. He sensed the minutes slipping away from him.


    “She told me the same she told them. Her friend Nicolette got pregnant by one of the brothers and he promised to come back for her. Nicolette always believed he would, but she died waiting. Took the fight right out of her, waiting for that bastard to come back for her.”


    “Which brother?”


    “Not the one disappeared in the bush. He was the shy one, my mother said. Always lonely for his wife, never mixed with the village girls. No, this was the one went to work on the CANOL pipeline. Guess the big money and all those city girls took his mind off her.”


    Chris thought fast. It was a small piece of the puzzle; someone was trying to confirm the existence of Gaetan’s child. But the inquiry had occurred in March, after Scott’s confrontation with Victor, not before.


    Jim’s voice broke into his thoughts. “I think they were interested in the mine. The research was just an excuse to talk to the elders, to find someone who was close to the Lasalles. They didn’t know where the mine was, you see. I bet they were hoping we knew. They sure asked my mother enough questions about it.”


    “Who, Jim?”


    “Some big mining guy from Whitehorse. I remember my mother thought it was funny. Whitehorse, Whitehead. She didn’t like him much. Indian but not interested in our traditional ways at all.”


    “And the other guy? Was his name Lasalle?”


    “Never got his name, just kept in the background taking notes. He was supposed to be researching the elders. Could have been the Lasalle kid, but Whitehead seemed more interested in the old family connections than he was.”


    This time Chris did not bother to play the nice guy. He didn’t phone ahead for an appointment either. With Sergeant Doran in tow, he marched straight out to Victor Whitehead’s workplace, waved his badge, and demanded to speak to him.


    Victor wasn’t there, the secretary informed him.


    Chris checked his watch. One o’clock. He asked where Victor usually had lunch. The secretary hesitated but before she could answer, another co-worker bellowed over the top of a partition in the open office room. “He took the rest of the day off.”


    Frustrated, the two officers drove to his home, a large, rambling house in one of the expensive new developments nestled in the hills west of town.


    “Huh. Looks like we don’t pay our public servants enough,” Chris said as they pulled into the drive, which was empty. The three-car garage door was closed.


    Doran grunted. “He’s pro-development, and those guys can be very grateful.”


    Chris shot him a sharp look. “Pay-offs?”


    “Did I say that?” Doran laughed. “Nothing’s been proven, but then no one is looking too closely either. Especially not with the economy in the shape it’s in. Anything that brings jobs and money to the north is a good thing, right? Can’t say I blame them.”


    The two cops walked up the expensive stone path and rang the bell. No answer. They rang again. Still no answer. Because they were there, they walked around the house to peer in windows. The blinds were drawn tight on most of them, but at the rear they found a stone patio with a built-in barbeque and a seating area of rattan sofas and chairs. The patio door had no covering. Chris shielded his eyes from the sun’s glare and peered through the glass. Inside, he could make out a huge room with the latest in big-screen TV, leather furniture, and slate floors. The room had none of the scattered newspapers, clothes, or dishes he would have predicted from a bachelor’s pad, but in the middle of the slate floor was a neat stack of sweaters, socks, and rain gear. A pair of knee-high rubber boots stood beside the stack and a hooded Gore-Tex jacket was slung over a chair. Was Victor packing to go somewhere?


    Chris stepped back, puzzled.


    “He’s probably off running errands,” Doran said. “We could wait. These look like mighty comfy chairs.”


    Chris wavered. The booze and lack of sleep were catching up with him. He knew if he sank into a chair he’d be snoring in an instant. But time was running out on his trip to Whitehorse. His tight-ass boss was expecting him back that evening. “We’ll come back. I have another inquiry to make. If you lend me the cruiser, I’ll drop you back at the office and swing by in a couple of hours.”


    Doran had Chris drop him off at McDonalds instead. Chris left him ordering a bacon double cheeseburger combo and headed back onto the road. It turned out that the outfitter Scott had used was in the heart of the historic downtown, right on the edge of the Yukon River and a mere half dozen blocks from the RCMP. Feeling conspicuously official in the RCMP cruiser, Chris left it in the police lot and walked down to the river, where he joined the throngs on the waterfront walkway. Kayaks and canoes were stacked at the water’s edge and outside the outfitter’s itself. Inside, the store was packed with adventure enthusiasts browsing the aisles for the latest gadgets and space-age clothing. At the desk, every clerk was occupied, but Chris spotted a glass-fronted office at the back of the store, where a couple of men were bent over a computer screen. There was no sign on the window but Chris assumed one of them would be the manager.


    He headed toward them. When he was about ten feet from the door, one of the men looked up and pointed through the window at something in the store. Chris stopped in his tracks and ducked behind a rack of life jackets. The man nodded and returned to the conversation. Chris watched from his hiding place as the two of them — outfitter and customer — worked their way through an online order form.


    What the hell was Victor Whitehead doing in a wilderness outfitter’s store?


    
      White Horse, April 14, 1944


      Dear Guy,


      Your letters take an eternity to arrive! Every day I wait for the post. Will this winter never end? Thirty below for days on end, without a ray of sunshine to lift the spirits! William has been sick with the grip for weeks, and I daren’t take him outside. I sent Mrs. Quinn packing, which may have been a mistake since now I can’t get out at all. But the wretched woman disagreed with every aspect of my childcare, from his feeding to his crying. He cried every night but she would not let me go to him. I admit that it was exhausting but I cannot think that such callous disregard for a crying infant is character-building.


      I am counting the days until you are back home, but I am giving you fair warning. This is the last winter I spend alone in this dreary, frigid, small-minded town. Nothing but rations, secrets, drunken Americans, and horrible news of the war.


      Impatient for your return, I remain,


      Your loving wife, Lydia

    

  


  
    


    Chapter Fifteen

    



    


    


    Nahanni, July 19


    Green had intended only to rest. It was their third day on the river and they had pulled ashore for lunch. While the others inspected the equipment and unpacked the food, he had crawled onto the shore, propped himself against a boulder, and shut his eyes. His hands and feet were blistered raw and every muscle in his upper body screamed, but he was so exhausted that he promptly fell asleep. The murmur of voices blended with the soft hiss of the current as he drifted into oblivion.


    He awoke with a start and blinked in confusion. Clouds had blown over the sun, bringing a chill to the air. A plate of bannock, beef jerky, and dried fruit sat on the rock beside him, along with the bear horn. The canoes were repacked and lined up at the water’s edge ready to go, but the beach was deserted. As far as he could see, there was nothing but brooding pewter skies, endless rows of jagged spruce, and the silty grey river. He was alone. An irrational fear shot through him.


    He shouted, but his voice was dwarfed by the emptiness. Nothing but a faint shred of sound echoing down the valley. He gripped the bear horn and scanned the shore for grizzlies. The wolves would only come at night but the grizzlies were unpredictable. He tried to picture the lunch spot on the map. They had finally reached a lull in the rock gardens. Up ahead the river was wider and deeper, but they were still miles away from a cabin that might provide protection from either beast.


    The last set of rapids had been a nightmare. He and Sullivan had hit a rock and flipped the canoe early on. Green had ridden a long, terrifying surf through the boiling foam, struggling to keep his head above water, his feet downstream, and his sights on the path ahead. He had no idea where Sullivan and the canoe were until he crashed into some rocks and scrambled to his feet in time to see his canoe sail past, miraculously upright again but sideways. Sullivan followed, hanging on to the tow rope.


    Downstream, Jethro and Elliott were standing on the gravel shoreline ready to toss the rescue bags. Jethro had managed to snag the canoe and clip it before it and Sullivan disappeared around a bend. The river broadened where a small creek fed in, and the gravel bar was wide and flat.


    “Well done!” Elliott had shouted, with a hint of disbelief in his laughter. “We’re almost through. A bite to eat, and then we tackle the last two class IVs.”


    Now Green glanced up at the sky. The clouds were darkening to the west, skimming low over the mountaintops. Their gear had barely begun to dry out, and now it threatened to be soaked in an afternoon storm. Where were the others? They needed to get back on the river to face those rapids before the weather became impossible. Anxiously he scanned his surroundings for movement.


    Just downriver, he spotted a motionless figure sitting on top of a bluff. At first he thought the man was catching a snooze until he realized he was looking through binoculars at the mountains ahead. Green gathered his lunch and picked a path down the creek bed and up the side of the bluff. As he came over the rise, he saw Sullivan and Jethro sitting on the ground with the topographical map spread out before them. Elliott sat on an adjacent rock.


    Elliott put down his binoculars. “How are the blisters holding up?”


    Green flexed his hands beneath the bandages and grimaced as pain shot through them.


    “I’ll dress them again before we leave. And you should put on some more bug spray after that swim.” Elliott held out the spray can.


    Green took the spray and eased his aching body down onto the rock beside them to apply it. “Here you go, you little buggers. Martini time.”


    Elliott laughed. “You could always try bear fat, like Jethro here. Jethro’s been doing some thinking.”


    Green looked at the small, quiet guide, who hadn’t joined in the laughter. “What?”


    It was Elliott who spoke. “You know how there’s been no sign of them farther down the river. No one has found any trace of their camp either. No tents, tarps, canoe. That’s a lot of gear to lose. Even if the remaining canoe dumped and everything was lost —” He held up his hand to forestall Green’s protest. “Someone should have spotted something. Not everything would sink to the bottom of the river.”


    Green turned to Jethro. The man’s unreadable stillness irritated him. As if he had secrets he was unwilling to share. “So what have you been thinking?”


    “They have left the river,” Jethro replied quietly.


    “What? And carried all that stuff inland? Over that?” Green nodded to the thick forest and steep mountains to their right.


    Jethro bent his head and traced his finger over the map. “No. They set up a base camp on one of these creeks, out of sight of the main river.”


    “Why?”


    Jethro and Elliott exchanged looks. The Native’s face was still inscrutable, and once again he left the talking to Elliott. “Probably precisely so they wouldn’t be spotted from the river.” Elliott leaned over the map and pointed to a series of squiggly lines. “If they camped in one of these bigger creeks, they would have access to these mountains behind while at the same time being invisible to other parties passing by on the river. We’re here.” He pointed to a spot on the map. “And the coordinates of the mining claim are around here.” He traced a large circle through the mountains inland. It seemed to encompass miles.


    “But we don’t even know if we have the right coordinates. What about those directions to Watson and Dawson?” Green squinted at the map. “That’s a lot of territory to cover!”


    “Not all the creeks are good for setting up camp,” Jethro said. “We’re almost through the serious whitewater now. I suggest we check out each creek as we go downriver.”


    Green eyed all the lines on the map with dismay. “But that will take hours.”


    “Not as bad as if we canoe on past without seeing them.” Jethro folded the map and stood up. “This is our best shot. The official searchers will find them if they’re on the Nahanni somewhere. But if they’re hiding their base camp inland, the planes might not spot them.”


    Green turned to Elliott. “What do you think?”


    “I think Jethro is right. There are probably dozens of creeks feeding into the river through these mountains. Most are not navigable, some even dry in summer. But they can make a good pathway, and we might miss them unless we check.”


    Green swivelled to Sullivan, who was seated cross-legged on the grass, stroking the dog’s shaggy fur. She lay quietly with her eyes shut, as unreadable as her master. Sullivan gave Green a long stare before he nodded. “They’re the experts, Mike.”


    Reluctantly Green capitulated. But silently, he cursed. Cursed his aching body, his clumsiness, his complete ignorance. This wilderness made him feel small and weak and incompetent. Feelings he’d not had to face in a long time.


    They woke up the next morning to light rain and paddled in the chilly drizzle without much conversation. Short forays into shallow creek beds yielded no signs of a camp. The mist lay low over the spruce trees and the river was as damp and gloomy as Green’s mood. It was wide and leisurely now, its slopes and bends seemed endless. Jethro and Elliott were mere specks up ahead, scouting the riverbanks for traces of camps. At each meander, Green lost sight of them altogether.


    The river silt was a dull hiss below their hull, but gradually through the noise Green became aware of a louder roar. One he’d come to know.


    He looked back at Sullivan nervously. “More rapids?”


    Sullivan shook his head. “There aren’t supposed to be any more along here.”


    They rounded the bend and saw the other two canoes pulled up on the gravel shoreline to river right. Beyond them Green could make out the white tips of churning water. His stomach clenched. Only once Sullivan had steered the canoe to shore did they see the other river pouring in from the right. A wide, flat river delta lay just beyond.


    “This is the Little Nahanni,” Elliott said as Green and Sullivan hauled their canoe up beside the others. “We’ll camp just in there, grab some lunch, and then we’ll explore up here on foot.”


    Green felt a surge of excitement. The Little Nahanni River was near the boundary of the mining claim. “You think they went up there?”


    “It’s one possible route they could have taken up into the mountains back there. There were all sorts of mining exploration up there in the past.”


    Green eyed the tumbling water dubiously. “But surely they couldn’t canoe up that.”


    Elliott shrugged. “An expert could. You can paddle the easy parts and line your canoe up through the fast parts. But people canoe down it all the time. Helluva lot of fun, actually.”


    “Down, yes, but …” Green struggled to slow down his impatience. These were the search experts, not him. As Sullivan kept reminding him.


    As usual, Jethro had said nothing to that point but now he handed Green a thermos of hot soup. “Another thing. On the other side of those mountains there’s an old mining road. Not much of it left anymore, but you can still get out that way on foot.” He pointed into the snow-capped mountain range in the distance. It was the longest speech he had made all day.


    “On foot?” Green sized up the mountains. “But it’s got to be fifty miles!”


    Jethro shrugged. “Locals used to walk that easily. Take a month to walk out from their traplines in the bush in the spring. But it’s not fifty miles. Maybe only a few days’ walk to the point where an ATV could manage it. There’s an operating mine back up in there, and they’ve fixed up some of the road.”


    For the first time in days, Green felt a surge of hope. He turned to Elliott. “We should inform the SAR team. They should keep an eye on that road.”


    “Trust me, they’re on top of it. If the kids come out through there, they’ll know.”


    After lunch they began to hike up the Little Nahanni River. The light drizzle continued. Between the steep slopes and slippery rocks, progress was slow and frustrating. At times they had to hack a path through dense brush and other times they splashed through the shallow water’s edge. Smaller, nimbler, and more experienced, Jethro went ahead with his dog to check out the trail for signs of other people. He had retreated back into his silence. The other three straggled along in single file, their mood like the mist hanging heavy around them. After an hour, Green’s whole body was scratched by spiky spruce branches, his clothing was soaked, and his spirits sodden.


    But he trudged on. If somewhere back in here was the mining claim and an exit road, he would walk through fire to find them.


    Until they reached an impasse. Rounding a bend in the river, Green could see a canyon cutting through the mountain ahead of them. Nothing but sheer rock and rushing water. Then, high above them on top of a cliff, he saw Jethro searching the distant peak with binoculars. Elliott held up his hand and Green stopped. After a few minutes Jethro turned to go back into the bush. Still Elliott waited without speaking until Jethro emerged from the forest, barely ten feet in front of them. He walked slowly, peering at the branches and ground carefully.


    “They didn’t come this way,” he said.


    “How do you know?” Green asked.


    Jethro merely looked at him before pushing past and heading back down the river.


    “They would have had to set up their base camp here,” Elliott explained. “If not earlier. And they would have taken that path on foot. If Jethro saw no tracks, there are none.”


    “But it’s raining! And animals could have disturbed the trail.”


    No one replied. Green looked up at the tumbling river. “We’ve wasted the whole fucking day!”


    “Mike, shut up,” Sullivan muttered as he turned to follow Jethro. The others trudged back without a word.


    That evening, while the rest pitched camp, Jethro stripped a willow branch and, without a word, headed along the riverbank with Tatso at his heels. A short time later he reappeared with three large trout. Elliott cheered and stored the dehydrated stew he’d been preparing back into its container.


    A small grin sneaked across Jethro’s face. He gutted and filleted the fish with a few swift knife strokes, and within minutes the aroma of frying fish and wood smoke filled the air. Green’s stomach contracted. He realized he was famished. As he polished off two helpings of fish and bannock, he felt his tension slip away.


    After the dishes had been washed and the food safely stored, they gathered around the fire, drooping with fatigue. It was past ten o’clock. The valley was still misty grey, but shafts of sunlight lit the clouds with gold. Elliott rummaged in his backpack and pulled out a bottle of single malt Scotch. Sullivan whistled. Elliott poured a generous measure into their plastic mugs.


    As the Scotch burned down Green’s throat, it brought tears to his eyes. He took a deep breath. “Sorry for being such a jerk today. This is tiring, discouraging work, but I know we all want the same thing. Jethro, you’re the expert, and I’m so damn grateful you volunteered to help. Brian here will tell you I can be a real pain in the ass sometimes —”


    “Sometimes?” Sullivan said. Smiles broke out.


    “When I fix my mind on a goal, it’s hard for me to set it aside or listen to others’ points of view. But you two — Ian and Jethro — are lifesavers.” He looked into his Scotch glass, mostly empty now. “Don’t ever think I don’t appreciate what you’re doing.”


    Elliott leaned over to top up his glass. Green hesitated, tempted, before moving his glass out of reach. “It certainly takes the edge off all this crap, but I’d better stop. One more sip and I might say something dumb.”


    “Impossible,” Sullivan said.


    Elliott grinned. For a man of action, he seemed remarkably at ease with sentiment. “A lot happens around these campfires,” he said. “What is said here stays here. I have two kids myself. Grown and married now, but you never stop worrying about them. If it was me in your shoes …”


    Jethro glanced up. He was sitting by the edge of the camp, drinking his own tea rather than Scotch. He looked far less at ease with sentiment. “We will find them. Tomorrow we go on. There are other creeks. Other places to hide a camp.”


    Green awoke the next morning with a fresh optimism and a surprisingly clear head. As if in concert, the rain had stopped and the sun was breaking through the clouds in the east. They were back in the canoes by eight o’clock, with their damp rain gear spread over the packs to dry in the sun. The river was muddy with the silt from the Little Nahanni, but its flow was steady and deep. Occasional branches bobbed downstream beside them. Green and Sullivan drifted on the current and focused on watching the shores. Not just scanning the muddy gravel bars but peering into the dense forest as well. If Scott’s party was trying to avoid detection, they would camp inland under cover of the trees.


    In almost no time, the next inlet was upon them. Smaller and shallower than the Little Nahanni River, it rumbled through a narrow gap in the steep banks. Hugging to river right, Jethro paddled hard through the gap toward a far bend. Green and Sullivan drew their canoe alongside Elliott’s.


    “What’s in there?” Green asked. “Looks pretty small.”


    “It is, at this point. But there’s a —”


    A shout up ahead stopped him. Jethro. At the second shout, this one sharp with excitement, the three of them dug in their paddles and fought the current through the gap. Green was panting hard by the time they rounded the bend and found themselves in an open area with a cliff on one side and a flat expanse of mud on the far side. Tangled in a mess of mud and debris was a jumble of brightly coloured gear. Jethro raced his canoe across and ran it up on the beach.


    Green could barely speak. Joy and terror shot through him. Joy that maybe they had finally found the camp. That everything wasn’t at the bottom of the river. That maybe he was one step closer to finding Hannah. Terror because the camp had been obliterated. Limbs, boulders, and whole trees were strewn across the gravel beach, their leaves still green even in death. A canoe had been picked up and tossed halfway into the willow thicket behind, and tarps and dry bags were scattered. Everything was covered in mud. Backpacks had been ripped open, clothes and supplies hung in the trees.


    Green’s voice stuck in his throat. He felt a gentle squeeze as Sullivan placed his hand upon his arm. Sullivan found the words he couldn’t.


    “What the hell happened? A bear? Caribou stampede?”


    Elliott shook his head. “Last week’s storm. Caused a flash flood down this valley. Probably swept right across this beach, and everything that wasn’t nailed down …”


    Green found his voice. “What does that mean?”


    Elliott pointed to the snow-capped mountains that towered to the south. “All the rain that falls in those mountains flows down into these creeks. If it’s a lot of rain in a short time, as it was last week, the water coming down this creek can triple in volume within hours. Less. It’s got nowhere to go but down that canyon and across the flat bars like this.”


    “But …” Green groped for hope, “there would be a warning, right? They’d see the water rising and they’d move to higher ground.”


    Jethro had been picking his way carefully toward the woods beyond the beach. He looked back and merely shook his head.


    “Last week’s storm was in the middle of the night,” Elliott said. “If they were inside the tent, sleeping …” His voice trailed off, leaving the worst unsaid. Somewhere beneath that pile of mud and debris, four young bodies might be buried in their beds.


    Elliott clambered to the top of the canyon and phoned in a report to the SAR team, requesting assistance in the form of digging equipment, extra manpower, and paramedic support. Planes could not land in the area, but a helicopter could do a drop or pickup. Green listened as he argued with Bugden over jurisdiction, because the location was outside the current park boundaries and therefore under RCMP rather than Parks Canada control. Even out in this wilderness, the fucking red tape ruled, Green thought.


    In the end, Bugden agreed to liaise with the RCMP, but indicated it would take at least twenty-four hours and a hefty chunk of local resources to organize a search. He hoped the missing party had insurance.


    Green stared at the piles of debris, fuming. Every hour counted. What if Hannah was trapped under there? What if she could hear him but hadn’t the strength to call out?


    “We can’t wait,” he snapped once Elliott had reported on the call. “What if someone is alive under there?”


    “That’s unlikely,” Elliott said softly. “It’s been over a week. With the cold nights and with no food —”


    “They could get water, and that’s the most important thing. Earthquake victims survive for days!”


    Jethro had walked to the far end of the mud flat with Tatso, where the two stood motionless. Green realized he was sniffing the wind. Green’s skin crawled. He knew the smell Jethro was trying to detect. He forced himself to take a short, tentative sniff. Mud, musk, and the tang of spruce, but not a whiff of body decay. He allowed only a tingle of relief to sneak through his fear. Jethro probably had a much better nose. Certainly the dog did. He watched as both turned and walked back along the water’s edge. Jethro seemed to be studying the flow of water and the pattern of debris on the shore.


    “They would have drowned,” he said. “To move these heavy trees and boulders this far up onto the shore, the water had to be very high. All this gravel flat would have been covered with water, probably for almost a day before it started to recede.”


    A chill of dread coursed through Green anew. He fought for a toehold of hope. “But it’s still possible they found a shelter or an air bubble. You didn’t smell their bodies, did you? We have to search!”


    Jethro started to shake his head but Elliott intervened. “You’re right. No point doing nothing while we’re waiting. Let’s start digging.”


    After rounding up sturdy branches, pots, utensils, the hatchet, and the camp saw to aid in the digging, they began to tackle the wreckage. For hours they searched. With a process to focus on, Green could distract himself from the horrific possibilities of the end result. He insisted that the whole operation be treated like a crime scene, with careful excavation, notes, and photos at each new step so that afterward they might be able to piece together what had happened. No one dissuaded him.


    The boulders and the uprooted trees presented the greatest challenge. With no means to dislodge them, the team dug around and under them. It was slow, tedious work and often the surface debris was cleared away to reveal nothing underneath.


    Out of the muddy, rocky mess, they unearthed tarps, packs, life jackets, and canoe paddles, as well as the contents of bags broken open and strewn around. But they did not find a single body part. Each new discovery was cleaned and laid out in the sun on the riverbank. By the end of the day the remaining canoe was the only thing that had not been checked out. It lay pinned upside down beneath a massive tree trunk. The cavity beneath it was large enough to conceal — and possibly protect — a person, but all their efforts to push, pull, and pry it away had been in vain. Elliott had even cut a hole in the hull and peered through, but could see nothing through the debris.


    The others paused for rest and food. Elliott was doctoring blisters, but Green couldn’t relax. “We need to get underneath that,” he said to Sullivan.


    Sullivan was sitting on a rock, propped against the canoe and looking tired and discouraged. “It won’t budge.”


    “We can rig up a pulley by wrapping ropes around several trees so we can pull the tree off.”


    “There is no one underneath,” Jethro said.


    “I don’t see how you —”


    The guide gestured to his dog, who sat peacefully at his side. “She would tell us.”


    Words stuck in Green’s throat. Furious, he grabbed a few lengths of rope and headed over to the fallen tree. The others watched for awhile as he fed the rope around the trunk and wound the other end around a nearby spruce. Soon the others set aside their food and joined the effort.


    It took all their ropes and numerous configurations but the large tree finally began to shift. An inch or two at a time, until Green and Sullivan were able to pull the broken canoe out.


    There was nothing underneath but sand.


    Green sank back on the ground. He wanted to weep. “Where the fuck are they?”


    “Swept down the river,” Elliott said. “I think that’s what happened to the turquoise canoe and the backpack we found. The canoe didn’t dump, it was broken right here by the force of the flood. Probably dashed against the rocks and then swept out into the main river.”


    Green was shaking his head. “Okay, I buy that, but all four bodies? Why hasn’t anyone found a single body floating on the river?”


    “They wouldn’t have been wearing life jackets,” Elliott said. “They could still be on the bottom.”


    “One of them would have washed ashore. Surely! Along with more gear.”


    Jethro had left the group again and was walking through the debris they had salvaged and spread out in the sun. They had opened all the dry bags and sifted through the contents for identification.


    “Their tents are missing,” he said, so quietly that the others had to go closer. “And their sleeping bags and personal backpacks.”


    “You’re right,” Elliott said. “Half the camping equipment is missing.”


    Jethro nodded. “And none of it has shown up downstream.”


    “They weren’t here!” Green cried. Long-abandoned hope slammed through him. “The night the storm hit, they weren’t even here. That’s it! They left their canoes and some of their heavy gear here, but they’ve gone.”


    Excitedly the four of them scanned the mountains, as if certain the four small figures would be visible perched on some distant slope.


    Green grabbed Elliott’s arm. “We’ve got to figure out exactly where that mine is.”


    Elliott was already pulling out his phone. “I’ll call this in to SAR. They can do flyovers and start concentrating their search area.”


    Jethro called his dog to his side. “I’ll see if we can pick up a trail from the perimeter. A lot will be washed away but maybe I can figure out what direction they headed.”


    Juggling his GPS, maps, and phone, Elliott had headed across the rocks to the canyon top where he could get a signal. Green could see him on the phone reporting in to Bugden and tracing routes on his map. Afterward he stayed where he was, his head bent over his map. Green watched with mounting excitement as Elliott trained his binoculars on a distant peak.


    Sullivan had made himself useful brewing fresh, strong coffee, and he brought a cup over to Green. “We’re closing in, Mike. We’re going to find her.”


    Green fought a sudden tightness in his throat. “When I saw this mess here, I can tell you …”


    “Me too. But you’re right, they’re off somewhere. Completely oblivious to the fact we’re all scared out of our wits and half the territory is looking for them. When we do find them, do I have your permission to personally strangle her?”


    Green gripped his cup in two hands to steady himself. He sipped his coffee, which was strong enough to straighten hair. Shook his head. “You’ll have to stand in line.”


    “How about Scott?”


    “Absolutely. Although I suggest beheading. But Hannah … I think I’m just going to hug her and maybe never let her go.”


    “Yeah. I hear you.”


    They watched in silence as Elliott began his descent toward them, jumping nimbly down the rocky slope. He was holding his map in one hand and binoculars in the other. As he drew nearer, Green could see the excitement on his face.


    “I think I know where they went!” he cried when he was close enough. He flung himself down on the gravel beside them and spread his map out on the upturned canoe. “Those words that were handwritten on the will? That we thought were directions? I think it’s a coordinate. I think Scott’s grandfather, or whoever pencilled the notes in the margin, was trying to pinpoint a location but in a way that wasn’t obvious. A clue to be deciphered.”


    He held out the paper on which they had written the claim number and the mysterious code:


    
      60 to Dawson, 20 miles to Nahanni, 128 days 30 miles to Watson.

    


    “If we use the numbers and the first letter of the words, we get sixty degrees, twenty minutes north, by one hundred twenty-eight degrees, thirty minutes west.”


    Green grabbed the map. As he traced the measurements, his hope faded. “But that’s way off! The one hundred twenty-eight longitude is close, but sixty latitude is on northern Alberta.”


    “Exactly, but what if we read it as ‘sixty-two’ and ‘twenty-two’ instead? If I’m not mistaken, that coordinate is the top of that mountain right over there.” He pointed to a tall, rounded mountain inland from the river. It loomed in the sunlight, smooth, barren, and serene.


    “That’s where they’ve gone.”
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      Edmonton, July 13, 1944


      Mon Cher Guillaume,


      I’m sorry I have not written, but I have not had good news before this. The pipeline is completed now, so they don’t have need of workers anymore. I have a plan for a new job, and if it works, I will make much more money.


      I hope you are well, and the trapping was good this winter. Does all go well with Lydia and the baby? I long to see Nicolette and my new daughter, who is named Isabelle after Maman. I miss them more each day. I think I will settle in Nahanni Butte after the war. That feels more like my home than New Brunswick or Whitehorse ever did.


      I promise to send money to Northern Rubies as soon as possible so we can build up the capital for a new exploration. Can you give some to Nicolette? I don’t know when I can write to you again, but I will when I can.


      Try to be patient. I am doing what I can for our future. Don’t tell Maman about Nicolette.


      As always, P’tit Gaetan.

    


    Whitehorse, July 21


    Despite a very late start to his day, Chris was having trouble mustering any sense of urgency. His body was singing and his mind a delightful, hazy mush. He’d been wakened early enough by the soft nuzzle of lips on his shoulder, moving down to the small of his back. He’d rolled over and she had not missed a beat. His navel, his thighs, his knees…. When she reached his toes, he’d wrapped his fingers in her long tumbling hair and drawn her to him.


    They had not left the bed until almost eleven, when Olivia had glanced at her watch with a gasp. “I gotta go!”


    “Where?”


    “Another meeting. Boring academic stuff.”


    He pulled her back. “It’s Saturday.”


    “I know, but my prof is in town on some consultant gig and he wants me along. Corporate brunch.” She made a face. “I’m window dressing. Besides, don’t you have cop stuff to do today?”


    He sighed. She was right. He had managed to persuade Sergeant Nihls that he needed another day in Whitehorse in order to follow up on Victor Whitehead. The truth was, however, that he could have wrapped up that lead yesterday and been out of town before sundown. The promise of Olivia had kept him here.


    He hadn’t quite believed she would actually show up last night, so he’d had a thousand excuses stockpiled in his mind if she hadn’t. She couldn’t get the extra night off, her meeting ran late, her professor had other plans for her. That last one scared him the most. Admittedly, he didn’t know much about postgraduate school or research consultants, but he could think of no plausible reason a professor would insist on flying his graduate student all the way to Whitehorse to hold his hand during meetings. Unless he wanted to do more than hold her hand.


    If so, how could Chris hope to compete?


    True to her promise, however, Olivia had bounced into the hotel bar only five minutes late. When she enveloped him in a kiss, he vowed to keep his childish insecurities to himself. Even if the professor had entertained other hopes for this business trip, she had obviously dashed them.


    He fought back a renewed stab of jealousy now as he watched her pull on her jeans and zip them over her flat, sexy belly. He reminded himself she had chosen him last night over the professor, who was rich, powerful, and way smarter than he was. That morning, on a scale of one to ten, Olivia was a twelve. Everything else, including Sergeant Nihls’s orders and Victor Whitehead’s meeting with the outfitter, had plummeted below one.


    “I do,” he replied. “But I don’t know when I’ll see you again. Will you be still here tonight?” He had no idea how he’d swing that with Nihls, but he’d find a way.


    Placing her finger to his lips, she shook her head. “But don’t worry, flyboy. Next time I’m in Fort Simpson, you won’t escape me.”


    “Lunch at least?” He winced. He was whining.


    She laughed. “Wasn’t that lunch? But maybe coffee later, if I can get away. What do you have planned today?”


    “I have to touch base with Whitehead. I missed him yesterday.”


    “Oh, right. About his relationship to Scott.”


    “Yes. I talked to his mother yesterday, and it looks like he might have known about Scott all along. Looks like he might have known about the rubies too.”


    Her eyes flew open. “How?”


    “That’s what I have to check.” He grinned. “And if you meet me for coffee …”


    She sat on the edge of the bed and slid her feet into her sandals, wiggling her toes. “You devil, you. Is that a bribe, officer?”


    “Absolutely.”


    “I’ll see what I can do.”


    She was out the hotel room door in a flash, her musky scent lingering in the air with the memories. He showered and dressed in a daze, forcing himself to put one foot in front of the other to begin his day.


    His first stop was Isabelle’s house. Sergeant Nihls had torn a strip off him for neglecting to take the red rock sample with him. “Of all the fool things, Constable!” he’d said. The phone line had practically snapped taut at the urgency of his voice. “We need to have the damn thing analyzed.”


    “I don’t see how that’s relevant, sir.”


    “It’s relevant to Scott Lasalle’s intentions, Constable! And, as such, to his possible disappearance. I’ve got half our SAR annual budget committed to this thing, an armed forces helicopter coming all the way from Winnipeg, and if this thing is going to blow up in my face, I damn well want to know so I can pull the plug!”


    Put that way, Chris could see the sergeant’s point. If Nihls dragged not only his own staff, but civilians, park staff, and even the goddamn Canadian army into this search, his ass would be in a sling if it proved a wild goose chase. Nihls might be stuck commanding remote northern detachments for the rest of his career.


    So Chris put Victor Whitehead’s follow-up on hold and headed back to Isabelle Lasalle’s house. This time she didn’t offer him tea or cookies. She barely invited him in.


    “I really think, if you have more questions, you should talk to my son directly.”


    “And I will, Mrs. Lasalle,” he replied, trying to keep his friendly smile in place. Why was she frowning? Why was she blocking the doorway? There was no car in the drive, no sign that Victor was there. “This is not about your son. This is about the contents of that crate. I wonder if the police might borrow it for a week or so.”


    “Why?”


    “Well, I’m just a constable at a local detachment. Our experts would like to examine your mother’s diary and her other personal effects. To see if there are any more clues about what’s going on.”


    “About Scott Lasalle, you mean.”


    “Yes. About his disappearance.”


    She folded her arms. “You want to test the stone, don’t you.”


    He didn’t reply but his expression must have given him away. “No,” she said.


    “Pardon?”


    “No. I won’t allow you to analyze the stone.”


    “Why not?”


    “Firstly, I don’t like being misled. Secondly, I don’t like being taken for a fool. And thirdly, I don’t want to know if the damn thing is a ruby, and I don’t want anyone else to know.”


    A slow flush crept up his neck. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to mislead you.”


    “Yes, you did.”


    He bit his lip. There was no escaping, except through the truth. “My boss did. I’m just the poor guy delivering the request.”


    He was hoping she would laugh, but she grew red. Her eyes sparked. Stepping out onto the porch, she slammed the door shut behind her.


    “Think for yourself, Constable! There are plenty of powerful people in the north, people who hire and fire cops, people who would love to see this part of the country opened up. They claim there’s a fortune under the ground up here. Enough to make us all rich and maybe even save the bankrupt south too. They think the territories can be the new Alberta, pave the streets with gold and give every poor little Indian a job. I’m having no part of it.”


    He’d heard the arguments before, even broken up the fist fights in the bars in Fort Simpson. One side pointed to construction and service jobs for the locals, fat royalties to the First Nations who owned the land, and taxes to the governments. On the other side, the tree huggers, traditionalists, and conservationists argued about chemical leaks, global warming, soil erosion, contaminated watersheds, and the ruined balance of nature. Chris hadn’t figured out where he stood on things himself; he only knew the world couldn’t stand still.


    “The analysis will be confidential,” he said. “The results will be known only to you and to the police —”


    “And to all the lab workers involved in the test. Don’t underestimate the gossip chain up here, Constable. Before the report is even typed, someone will have told their cousin, who will tell their friend. The answer is still no. In fact, frankly I think your boss’s rationale for wanting the test done is suspicious.”


    She was no longer red with outrage but she looked as resolute as ever. He knew he would not budge her. Not without a subpoena, which he had no wish to pursue. Her protest and her suspicions about Nihls’s motives had struck a chord. If Nihls really wanted the ruby identified, let him take charge of it.


    “Okay, I accept that. But I have to ask you, do you think your son had it analyzed? Do you think he knows whether it’s a ruby or not?”


    Her shoulders sagged, and the resolute snap vanished from her eyes. “I don’t know. I honestly can’t say, because I’ve paid no attention to that crate for years. I hope to hell he didn’t, but there was less dust on it than you’d expect. But I want you to know, in case he hasn’t got hold of it yet, that I’ve disposed of it. No one is going to be able to misuse it, ever again.”


    When Chris phoned in his report, Nihls wasn’t as upset as Chris expected him to be. He made a half-hearted stab at reprimanding him.


    “Did you ask her where she disposed of it?”


    “Well, no, sir,” Chris said, flustered. “I didn’t think she’d tell me. But the stone is less than a cubic centimetre. You could hide it in plain sight in your river stone walkway and no one would ever find it.”


    Nihls grunted. “Not so important now anyway. We’ve located the mispers’ camp. Technically, Elliott and the cops from Ottawa located it.”


    Chris let out a whoop. “That’s great news, sir! Are they all right?”


    “We have no information at this time, but the camp was extensively buried in a flood. We’re sending a recovery team in there in the morning. I can tell you it doesn’t look good.”


    Chris’s euphoria died. He asked a few more questions but Nihls had no details. “Do you still want me to follow up with Whitehead, sir?”


    “That was your initiative in the first place. But yes, until we have further confirmation on the mispers, carry on.”


    Chris trudged back down to the waterfront. Much of the glow of the morning had worn off. He had grown to admire Inspector Green’s tenacious passion to find his daughter, so to have it end like this weighed heavily.


    It being Saturday, the outfitter’s store was more crowded than ever. Chris waded through the customers toward the office at the rear. Inside he spotted the man who’d been talking to Victor Whitehead the day before. Chris’s uniform announced his presence and his authority even before he knocked on the window. He saw the man frown and close the ledger he was working on before he rose to open the door. Once they’d finished the introductions, he invited Chris to sit.


    “Fort Simpson,” said the man, who’d identified himself as the owner Quincy Burke. “You’re a long way from your jurisdiction.”


    “Anything to get out of the office,” Chris said with a grin. When the man didn’t respond, he switched gears. “We’re trying to trace the whereabouts of a young man who’s gone missing in the Nahanni Park. We have receipts that indicate he purchased supplies at your store.” Chris decided to ask about Scott first, hoping Burke would relax enough that he could broach the more sensitive subject of Victor Whitehead.


    Burke showed no signs of that. Instead he folded his arms. “What’s the man’s name?”


    “Scott Lasalle. He was here on June 18th.”


    “There have been a lot of customers in my store since then. Almost all of them purchase or rent equipment.”


    Chris showed him a photo he’d taken from Scott’s Facebook page and described some of the items on the purchase receipt. “Sounds like he bought half your store.”


    Still the man continued to frown. “And this relates to his disappearance how?”


    Chris had not expected resistance and his police antenna went up. “Maybe not at all. But he did not file a trip itinerary, so I’m hoping he discussed his destination and his needs with you. Maybe asked you for advice on what equipment to get.”


    Burke studied him without blinking for what felt like an eternity. Chris forced himself to hold his gaze. He was used to public suspicion, even antipathy, but sometimes it annoyed the hell out of him. I’m one of the good guys, he wanted to say. I’ve got no hidden agenda here. I’m helping someone in distress, not threatening to bring down the law on them.


    He added a touch of humility. “We don’t know where to look for him, and time may be running out.”


    Abruptly Burke went to his filing cabinet, flipped through it, and yanked out a file overflowing with papers. He searched these until he found the one he wanted, and read it without expression. He was an unusual man, Chris noted. He had curly, carrot red hair, a full beard, and pale blue eyes, yet he had none of the constant animation of the Irish. He was almost Native in his stillness.


    “You called about this man last week,” he said. “He and his friend rented two canoes for a party of four. I advised them to rent three, for safety reasons and because they had a lot of gear, but his friend said no.”


    “Anything unusual in that gear?”


    “Not really.”


    Chris sensed a split-second hesitation. “Perhaps a little?”


    Burke shook his head. “No. They just didn’t seem to see eye to eye. I remember the friend wanted some pretty heavy-duty lighting, enough to light up the entire camp, and a bigger camp tarp than they needed, considering he was skimping on the canoes.”


    As Chris jotted down the information, his mind was already making connections. Lighting and tarp to protect and illuminate a substantial area. Was Scott planning to take rock samples and test them on the spot?


    “Did they have any research equipment? Anything fragile?”


    Burke shrugged. “Well, I wouldn’t know that. They didn’t volunteer much. Didn’t talk much at all.”


    Chris pretended to study his notes. “I was in here yesterday,” he began “But you were busy with Victor Whitehead. Someone else I want to talk to. Was he asking about this guy Scott?”


    Surprise flitted across Burke’s face. “No, why would he?”


    “Well …” Chris tried to keep his voice casual, “Scott is his cousin.”


    “You’re kidding. Really?” Burke blinked a few times. “Then maybe that’s what he’s doing.”


    “What do you mean?”


    Burke shrugged. He seemed to have abandoned his earlier suspicions. “He was planning a trip. Rented a canoe and a bunch of gear. I was surprised because he’s more the city type and he didn’t know much about tripping. But maybe he was going to search for Scott.”


    Chris was in a taxi on his way back to Victor Whitehead’s house, determined to talk to the man even if he had to stake out the premises and wait for him, when he received a call from his boss.


    “We’re calling off the investigation,” Nihls said. “You’re to return to Fort Simpson ASAP.”


    “Has the party been found?”


    “Negative.”


    “Have they reported in?”


    “Negative.”


    In the back of the cab, Chris rolled his eyes. He pictured the sergeant in his office, ramrod straight behind his spit-and-polish desk, secretly enjoying this little power trip. “Then why are we calling it off?”


    “We have obtained new information.”


    Silence again. Chris decided not to play anymore. “Sir, I have some new information of my own. Scott Lasalle’s cousin Victor Whitehead has an interest in northern development initiatives and it would appear —”


    “Yes, I know him. I heard him speak at a conference on the Mackenzie Valley pipeline.”


    “Well, he may have independently learned about the ruby mine, and he’s just rented a bunch of wilderness gear for a river expedition.”


    “Nothing unusual about that, Constable. This is July, prime holiday time.”


    “Except he’s not the wilderness type. Likes the inside of a smoky bar better.”


    There was a pause. “What are you thinking? That he’s going to meet up with Lasalle on the Nahanni?”


    “I don’t know yet, sir, but since Scott tried to crack his head open in a bar fight. I don’t think their interests are the same.”


    “Not a police concern, Constable. We have no evidence a crime is being committed.”


    “No, sir, but I’d like to question Whitehead one last time before I fly back. I know there’s been no report of a crime but I think one or more of these parties may be up to no good in the Nahanni. We should know what they’re up to, so we can be prepared —”


    “It wouldn’t matter if they were meeting ET, they’re not breaking any laws. And Whitehead is not a guy you want to get on the wrong side of, Constable.”


    Chris bit back a protest. Nihls’s last words held a warning. Whitehead had friends and influence in the upper reaches of power, perhaps even of the senior RCMP itself. So far Nihls had not outright forbidden Chris to question him. It would be wiser not to push his luck.


    The taxi had pulled into the drive of Whitehead’s expensive home. The drive was empty, the blinds were drawn, and Chris could see no signs of activity. He cursed and checked his watch. Olivia had said she would meet him for coffee between three and four if she could escape from her professor’s clutches. If he waited here for Whitehead, possibly in vain, he might miss her.


    “Very well, sir. I’ll return to base. Are there any other leads I should follow up on before I leave?”


    “Negative, Constable.” Nihls paused. “The missing party appears to have gone inland in pursuit of this mining claim, so Bugden has called off the search.”


    “Why would he —?”


    “We have no reason to believe they are in distress, and I needn’t remind you of the cost of this wild goose chase.”


    Chris cut short his protest. He knew he was the one who had started the wild goose chase when he spotted the turquoise canoe. It was best not to argue. Once he’d signed off, however, he felt a surge of frustration. There were too many unanswered questions, too many hints of conflict and threat to simply abandon the entire investigation. The answers to many of the questions were tantalizingly within reach. But if he wanted any career in the RCMP, orders from the sergeant could not be ignored.


    After double-checking that Whitehead wasn’t home, he instructed the cab driver to take him back to the hotel to pick up his overnight bag and from there to the coffee shop. Light rain was falling, chasing all the patio patrons inside. The interior was dark, warm, and noisy with the hiss and clatter of the espresso machine. He pushed through the crowds eagerly, but there was no sign of Olivia. He picked up a coffee and chose an armchair by the window so he could keep a hopeful eye on the street.


    Sipping his coffee, he opened his laptop and typed notes as he let his mind roam over the case. Over the past week he had chipped away at the mystery of where Scott and his party were and what they were up to. He’d uncovered a few facts, enough to hang a pretty good theory on. First Scott had come into possession of his grandfather’s will, which mentioned a mining claim. After that he visited the Mining Recorder’s Office in Yellowknife to discover further details regarding its location and operational history. He met Victor Whitehead in Whitehorse shortly afterward, apparently to discuss the claim, but the meeting had degenerated into a fight and an accusation of cheating. Then Scott had returned to Vancouver to plan an exploratory trip to the Nahanni to check out the claim.


    At the same time — and here Chris was far less sure of his facts — Victor had gone through his grandmother’s effects after Scott’s visit and had come across both the ruby and the diary. He’d visited Nahanni Butte to find out more about his ancestry. It seemed likely he’d figured out he was Gaetan Lasalle’s grandson and learned about the existence of the ruby mine claim. Since it seemed to be common barstool gossip, that would have been easy. He was strongly pro mining, a view his own mother did not share, and now he was packing up for a river trip of his own.


    Studying his notes, Chris could see some striking gaps in the theory. Most important, how had Scott found out about Victor? There were no official birth records linking Victor to Gaetan Lasalle, let alone to Scott’s own grandfather. Had Scott also visited Nahanni Butte? Or had there been mention of Gaetan’s romance in his grandfather’s other papers?


    Equally puzzling, why had Scott set up the meeting? Had he hoped that Victor, with his inside connections, would work with him to explore and finance the mine’s potential? Had Victor refused, precipitating the argument? Why had Victor denied the blood ties and why had he refused to work with him? Did he have his own plans to exploit the mine without sharing the success with Scott? Since neither cousin had any legal claim to the mine after all these years, whoever could slap a new mining claim down first would walk away with the prize.


    Chris felt his heart spike with excitement. Was that the real reason for Victor’s sudden trip to the Nahanni? To beat Scott to the claim? It was a theory with a lot of whys and ifs, but now at least the picture was slightly clearer. That only served to bring his own vague unease into starker relief. Scott seemed like a lamb among wolves here, eagerly contacting his cousin for help and then setting out on his own to find the claim. Victor’s motives were murkier. Darker. Like a wolf circling its prey in the night.


    The thought chilled him further, yet there was nothing he could do. He felt like a dog who’d caught a whiff of scent, only to be called back to its pen.


    His cellphone rang, jerking him from his thoughts. He glanced at the display. Olivia. His hopes surged and he realized he’d been waiting over an hour.


    “Hi, flyboy,” she shouted above the rumbling in the background. A truck engine, possibly.


    “I’m still here,” he said. “On my third cup of coffee.” Then he winced. Did that sound too eager?


    “Oh, how I wish. But the meeting ran late.” She lowered her voice until he could barely hear it above the noise. “I tried to sneak out but there was no way. And now I’m out of time.”


    “Where are you? I could come —”


    “No. It would be too rushed and we’d have no time alone.” He heard a man shouting her name in the background. “Let’s hold on to our goodbye from this morning. That was delicious. And next time —”


    “When will that be?”


    “I’m on a trip for a couple of weeks, but don’t worry, I’ll be back.” The man’s voice was closer now and Chris could hear her reassuring him that she was just checking her messages. Then she returned on the line with a breathy whisper. “Gotta go, love. But hold me tight in your dreams.”


    Then she was gone, leaving him in a flush of arousal. The word love danced through his blood. Lifted him, buffeted him. For a moment he thought only of her and of her whispered promise. Before long, however, the man’s voice broke through his euphoria. The man had sounded insistent and in charge. He’d clearly expected her to jump to his tune, and she had. She’d lied about talking to Chris. Why? What kind of hold did he have on her? Why would she need to hide her personal life from any man, especially one who was only her professor?


    Chris didn’t like the answer he came up with. He flipped open his laptop and began a Google search of Olivia and geology and Waterloo University. Very quickly he pinned down the name of her professor, Dr. Anil Elatar. A further search for his bio revealed that he was a mining engineer with an expertise in ground geochemical sampling, who served as advisor to governments and mining companies worldwide, including a company with the odd name of Northern Rubicom. Elatar’s publications ran several pages long with technical titles Chris couldn’t begin to understand.


    His attention was distracted by the photo accompanying the bio, of a middle-aged man with a shiny bald head, a thin grey comb-over, thick eyebrows, and the beaked nose of a hawk. He looked at least fifty years old, maybe more. His skin hung in folds around his scrawny neck and Chris doubted the rest of him looked any better.


    No way this man could give Olivia what she wanted. Not if the last two nights were any sign. Chris felt his pulse slow with relief. Maybe she was just trying to show the man how committed she was to their work and to her future career.


    He closed his laptop, grabbed his overnight bag, and headed outside to find a taxi. Darkness was still several hours away but it was time to get back to Fort Simpson. Time to put this frustrating case on the back burner and return to regular duties. He felt a twinge of regret and disappointment at the thought.


    The taxi drove down Miles Canyon Road alongside the broad, bustling Schwatka Lake. Float planes bobbed at docks all along the shoreline, and boats big and small were out on the lake despite the fine drizzle. Steep, dark cliffs rose up on the other side.


    Chris was leaning forward to scan the docks for his own plane when an Otter with a familiar Eagle logo on its tail caught his eye. He was startled. Hunter Kerry usually operated out of Fort Simpson, or occasionally the smaller towns up the Mackenzie River. Rarely did he venture to Whitehorse. He noticed Hunt loading a canoe into the belly of the plane. More gear was piled on the dock. A moment later, Victor Whitehead emerged from the plane and began to pick up the gear to toss it inside. Another man was supervising from the dock. Curious to see who else Victor was travelling with, Chris signalled the taxi driver to pull over out of sight.


    He watched as Victor loaded the rest of the packs and turned to speak to Hunt, who climbed into the cockpit and started the engine. A few seconds later a fourth figure appeared in the doorway and hopped down onto the dock. The figure was dressed in jeans, hiking boots, and a hooded rain jacket, but as Chris watched she thrust back her hood and shook lose her ponytail.


    Olivia.


    He sat frozen, wordless, as Olivia turned to the mystery man, rose on tiptoe, and gave him a soft, playful kiss. He was still watching as Victor climbed into the plane, Olivia unhitched the ropes, pushed off, and leaped nimbly aboard. The mystery man remained as the plane taxied away toward the middle of the lake. He lifted his hand to wave as it gunned down the water and rose into the air, its wings dipping in the cross wind. Only then did he turn and walk back down the dock to shore.


    By then Chris felt no surprise. Professor Elatar.


    
      Fort Simpson, September 24, 1944


      My Darling Lydia,


      It broke my heart to say goodbye. I miss you and little William already, but the cabin in winter is not a place for a baby. Or you, ma cherie. In Whitehorse you will have company, help, all the comforts. I know it’s difficult, but I don’t want to give up on the mine yet. When the war is over, there will be lots of people looking for new investments. For now, we just need a little more money to bring more equipment to the site. I hope we hear from Gaetan soon, or at least receive the money he promised. I am very upset with him. It has been more than two months. Nicolette is in despair. He has not even written her to ask about his child.


      Please be patient, my love. The war is almost over. The Germans are in retreat. Imagine the future. Imagine peace, no more rations, everyone driving cars, buying gas and jewellery for their girls. One more winter. Maybe less if the fur is plentiful.


      Yours forever, Guy.

    

  


  
    


    Chapter Seventeen

    



    Nahanni, July 22


    Green paused in his climb and leaned against a boulder at the edge of the trail, gasping for breath. Sweat poured into his eyes. He dropped his pack to the ground so that he could peel off another layer of clothing. Up ahead, Sullivan was wearing only a T-shirt as he strode confidently upward.


    They were following what Jethro called a game trail almost straight uphill toward the ridge. Must be a mountain goat trail, Green thought. It had rained lightly overnight, and the stones still glistened damp and slippery in the pale mist. Like Hannah and her group, they had left their canoes and heavy gear down by the creek and were carrying only the essentials for inland camping. The other three were shouldering most of the weight, leaving Green ashamed and cursing his desk-bound existence. Once again, in an effort to distract himself, he planned the fitness regime he would institute once he returned home. He even managed a private grin at Sharon’s imagined reaction.


    They were above the treeline now, scrambling up barren slopes of loose shale and rock and past clumps of lichen and wild grasses that nestled in the damp pockets of the hillside. To Green, the acres of rock and grass looked undisturbed, but Jethro pointed out the minute signs of intruders. Lichen nibbled by sheep, stones overturned by a passing foot. He even pointed out a tiny set of parallel ridges carved into wet sand.


    “A hiking boot,” he said. “We’re on the right track.”


    After years of looking at crime scenes, Green thought his eye should be better attuned to the minuscule bits of trace evidence. As he pushed off the boulder to continue the climb, he focused on the ground and trained his eye. Soon the stones lost their grey uniformity and became multicoloured, shot through with rust, white, purple, and green. The grasses took different shapes and sometimes he even spotted tiny flowers nestled at the centre.


    When he finally topped the crest, he found Jethro and Sullivan sitting on the ground, eating pita with peanut butter and dried apples. Jethro was slipping dried moose meat to his dog. Green unsnapped his pack and let it drop to the ground with relief. He flexed his shoulders and took a long swig of water as he looked out over the valley. The sun was beginning to burn through the mist, lighting the land with silver and gold. Below them lay the dark folding swaths of boreal forest and the winding silver ribbon of the river. In the distance, tumbling one behind the other in a timeless skyscape, the gauzy silhouettes of the Ragged Range. For a moment he was transported from the fatigue and fear he had carried up the mountain.


    “God, it’s beautiful,” he muttered.


    Sullivan arched his eyebrows in surprise. He held out a pita rolled with peanut butter and apples.


    “Not exactly smoked meat on rye,” he said. “No one is going to recognize you when you get back, Mike. Look at those biceps already!”


    Green chuckled. “Yeah, and it will take me months to lose this tan. My reputation may never recover.” He flopped down at Sullivan’s side. “Where’s Ian?”


    Sullivan nodded to a small dip farther along the ridge. “He got a phone call and he went over there to take it. Better reception, or privacy. Not sure.”


    The distant drone of an airplane caught Green’s ear and he shielded his eyes to search the sky. The sound grew louder, and a few seconds later a float plane appeared through the wispy cloud, flying low over the mountain range to the south. Green felt a surge of hope.


    “Part of the SAR operation?” he asked.


    Jethro trained his binoculars on the sky. Green watched as the plane dropped lower and circled back. “That’s Hunt Kerry’s plane,” Jethro said. “Flying awfully low for those mountain peaks.”


    “I wonder if he’s spotted something.”


    The plane was a mere pinpoint of white against the clouds as it banked in a wide circle before disappearing behind the mountain peaks. It looked to be several miles farther inland, away from the river where the search had been concentrated.


    “Looks like he’s going to land.”


    “Pretty tricky to land in there, even for Hunt,” Jethro said. “No water big enough.”


    As if in answer, the plane reappeared a few minutes later, banked east, and climbed rapidly until it was swallowed in the distant clouds. At that moment, Elliott came into sight over the rise.


    “Did you see Hunter Kerry’s plane?” Green asked excitedly. “Looks like they’re expanding the search farther from the river.”


    “Hunt’s not part of the search,” Elliott replied. His normally sunny expression was taut and his tone brusque. He stood over them a moment in silence, fingering his satellite phone. Green recognized that look. He’d used it often enough himself when he was trying to formulate bad news. His gut tightened.


    “What is it?”


    “The Mounties called off the search.”


    “Why?”


    “They think the group is not missing or in jeopardy.”


    “But Hunt was clearly looking —”


    “Then he’s acting on his own initiative. The Mounties now think the group is on a hike inland, and no longer their concern.” He imitated Nihls’s prissy tone. “‘Until we receive new information to the contrary, we will not be committing costly resources to the search.’”


    Green was driven to his feet by outrage. “A thousand square kilometres of trees and ravines and wolves, and they’re not going to help? Not even flyovers or infrared imaging?”


    Elliott shook his head unhappily. “You have to admit things have changed. This is looking less like a crisis and more like an expedition.”


    Green swung on him. “Are you pulling out too?


    “Mike, that’s not fair.”


    Elliott held up his hand. “No, Brian, it’s a fair question. I’m not pulling out. We’ll find these kids. For one thing, I’m not convinced they have the expertise or the equipment to survive in the wild. They’ve already made some very stupid mistakes, including failing to register their itinerary with anyone. Not even their families, let alone the Mounties or the park. This is not some city park. People die up here.”


    Jethro shot him a swift glance and Elliott winced. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to imply —”


    “But it’s true,” Green said. “That’s why we have to find them. And why the RCMP’s decision is so infuriating.”


    “I know, but from the SAR perspective, a full-scale search is premature. Park staff and trippers will still be on the lookout, of course, and Nihls did ask me to keep him posted. At the first sign of danger, they will re-evaluate.”


    “These are professionals, Mike,” Sullivan said. “We have to let them do their job.”


    As they were talking, Jethro had packed up his lunch and wordlessly left the group. He carried a short willow branch that he called his tracking stick. It was marked with O-rings that he moved up and down with precision. With his dog criss-crossing behind, he was exploring the ridge top.


    “Just like him,” Elliott added softly.


    “I’m sorry. You’re right.” Green started to pack up his own lunch. Most of his pita was uneaten but he’d lost his appetite. “Should we be helping him?”


    Elliott shook his head. “We need to stay out of his way until he picks up the trail. He’ll let us know.”


    Just like an Ident officer, Green thought, taking out his phone. “Fine. Maybe I should phone Hunter Kerry and find out what he was looking for, and whether he saw anything.”


    “Hunter flies people up here all the time. Over to the Cantung Mine that’s back in there, or up the Flat River for fishing.” Elliot seemed to read Green’s expression, because he smiled sympathetically. “He wouldn’t call you back before next week anyway.”


    Green had to admit the truth of that. He sank back down on the ground and pulled his notebook from his pack. He had intended to keep a detailed log of their activities and observations for the future, but he found himself instead watching Jethro with fascination. The man was wandering in seemingly aimless loops across the ridge, backtracking, studying, retracing his steps. Now and then he’d bend down to study the soil. He’d lay out his tracking stick, mark, measure, and then examine another spot. His brow was furrowed in concentration, his movements precise.


    Green knew that tracking, like crime scene searches, was meticulous. Down to grains of sand, sometimes. But after half an hour he felt his impatience mounting.


    “Were they even up here?” he shouted finally.


    Jethro looked over, his expression unruffled. “Oh, yes. But there are four of them, all going in different directions.”


    Green approached. “Can the dog help?”


    Jethro glanced up in search of Tatso. He had sent her to the farthest perimeter of the ridge, where she was zigzagging methodically along with her nose to the ground. So far she showed no signs of being on the scent.


    Jethro shook his head. “The scent’s too old. Might be ten days since they passed through here. Probably before the flash flood. There are a couple of good tracks but very worn. But they are changing directions, sometimes taking big steps, sometimes small. Like they’re looking for something. Or undecided.” He straightened. “If we can figure out what they were looking for, we may be able to pick up a trail.”


    In his quiet way, Jethro seemed to read Green’s pent-up impatience and helplessness, for he pointed to the edge of the ridge where the land dropped precipitously into a gully. The terrain was a series of folds, like a clumsily folded quilt that had been tossed open upon the land.


    “I’m going to follow the edges of the ridge to see where they began their descent. You three can do a line search of the middle area here for any signs of them. Tent peg holes, flattened vegetation, burnt stones. It’s open land so twenty feet apart should do.”


    Green had ordered enough line searches in his career to know what to do. Usually they were in dense shrubbery or woodland, where the smallest piece of evidence could be invisible one foot away. In comparison, this search was easy. The three of them soon developed a rhythm that covered half the top of the ridge in less than an hour. They had just finished their eighth pass across and were approaching a small, lichen-covered ledge when a flash of sunlight caught Green’s eye. It seemed to be shining from a jumble of rocks beneath the ledge. Was there something reflecting the light?


    He broke formation to get a closer look, expecting a shred of foil or plastic wrap. Instead, nestled amid the odd pile of rocks was a broken mason jar.


    He stepped away and shouted for Jethro. The man was the closest thing he had to an Ident officer. If anyone could read the evidence to find out how it had been broken and how long ago, it would be Jethro.


    Soon all of them were clustered in a circle as Jethro crouched on the ground. He balanced a shard of glass in his fingertips and studied the glass, the broken edge and the debris that had collected inside.


    “This break is very new. Almost no wear from the weather and no dirt inside. Even the outside is clean. But the metal top …” He looped the rusted metal ring around his finger. “Is very old.” He sat back on his heels to study the scene.


    “So what you’re saying is that this jar has been here a long time. Years?”


    “Yes, years.”


    “But it was broken very recently?”


    Jethro nodded. “But I think it was inside a cairn — this pile of rocks has also been disturbed recently — so it was protected.”


    Green’s heart began to hammer. “You mean someone deliberately hid this jar years ago, and just recently it was found and broken open?”


    “To get what was inside,” Elliott added.


    “What would someone hide inside a jar like this?” Green asked.


    Elliott shrugged. “Typically mementos, notes left for others to find, a token to mark their reaching the summit.”


    “But it could be something more,” Green said. “Scott’s grandfather left a cryptic clue in his will that pointed to this spot. Maybe up here, he left another clue. More coordinates, or directions, or a map.”


    Sullivan snorted, but Jethro didn’t react. He reached to move some of the other pieces of glass. Belatedly the policeman in Green snapped to attention.


    “Don’t touch those! Brian, we need to photograph these, bag them, and tag them.” He saw the bafflement on the others’ faces. “A precaution. In case this ever turns into a crime scene.”


    Jethro and Tatso spent most of the afternoon searching far and wide along the periphery of the ridge, looking for tracks. The other three chafed under the forced inaction, but Jethro was adamant.


    “Better to get this right than to spend days going in the wrong direction.” He gestured out over the folding hills. “There is a lot of room for mistakes.”


    Knowing he was right, Green stifled his grumbling and walked over to the rise to phone Sharon. She sounded weak and far away, but he hoped that was just the weak signal.


    “We’re all fine down here,” she insisted. “Much better now that I know Hannah’s not in trouble on the river somewhere.”


    He looked out over the steep, rocky ravines and suppressed a twinge of worry. Sharon didn’t need anything else to fret about.


    “But Mike, will you please phone Ashley before I get out the voodoo doll? She claims she has stuff you should know.”


    “About what?”


    “About the other campers. She wouldn’t tell me. You know Ashley — knowledge is power.”


    After Green hung up he immediately phoned Ashley. There was certainly no problem with the connection this time. Her shriek could be heard fifty feet away by Sullivan, who smiled in sympathy.


    “I’ve been waiting for days, Mike! Days! Did you phone her? Pardon me for being catty, but I am the mother here.”


    “Sharon said you had information?”


    “Oh, and I’m supposed to give it to you before you even tell me whether my daughter is dead or alive?”


    “She’s alive,” he said, rubbing his temples. “I’m really sorry, Ashley. You’re right, I should have called before this. But I’m sitting on top of a mountain in the middle of nowhere. Satellite phone connections are iffy and I had no news till now.” He filled her in on the discovery of their base camp, omitting the flash flood and the broken glass jar. “We’ve found their tracks. We’re going to follow them and find them, believe me.”


    “Oh.” Ashley managed a sob. “The other families have been calling me demanding to know what’s going on. It was driving me crazy.”


    “They’re worried too, Ashley.”


    “Well, I didn’t hang up on them, if that’s what you think. Jesus, Mike.”


    “What information did they give you?”


    “I don’t think they’re going after the mine. Pete’s sister called me from some island somewhere. She’d been doing more checking on Pete. When I mentioned the mine, she said Pete was a real eco-nut. He’d never want a mine up there. He and his prof had a big fight over it.”


    Green fished his notebook from his day pack

    and flipped it open. Scott had also had an argument with that professor. “What exactly did she say about the fight?”


    “I don’t really get all this scientific stuff, Mike. You know that. It goes in one ear and out the other.”


    “Try.”


    Her sigh lasted a full five seconds. “It’s something to do with temperature and how it freezes and thaws the ground, and how the ground is thawing more and more up north. This geology professor was studying what happens to the rocks near the surface. Pete and Scott have the same prof — Valencia. Anyway, Pete found out the prof owned shares in some mining company —”


    “What’s the name of it?”


    Another sigh, this one short and impatient. “I don’t know, Mike! Northern something. Anyway, Pete freaked out.”


    Green felt the frustration of being thousands of kilometres away. Ashley was the most unreliable of witnesses but he had no way of verifying her story. But if she was correct, it added a new twist to the tale.


    “Give me the sister’s number.”


    “Like I said, she’s on an island somewhere, Mike, and doesn’t seem in a hurry to get off it. Unlike Daniel Rothman’s sister, I should tell you. Another one who’s been driving me crazy. I don’t know what’s with these sisters. I wouldn’t care less if my brother fell off the face of —”


    “What about Daniel’s sister?” Green was watching Jethro out of the corner of his eye. The tracker was squatting in the short grass at the far end of the ridge, poking it with his tracking stick. Green sensed a potential breakthrough.


    “You finally call me and then you hardly give me —”


    “Ashley! What?”


    “She wants to come up to join you.” Green thought he heard a hint of triumph in her voice. “She doesn’t think you guys from Ottawa know what you’re doing. She’s a doctor and did some training up north. She thinks she can help, and she’s the type who doesn’t take no for an answer.”


    Green rolled his eyes. Just what they needed. “She’s wasting her time. She won’t be able to reach us.”


    “Don’t count on it,” Ashley said. “I bet she’d parachute in if she had to.”


    Green mouthed a silent curse. In the distance, Jethro rose and turned to them. “Listen, Ashley, I gotta go. I suppose a doctor might come in handy.”


    “She’s a shrink. Good luck with that.” With a triumphant laugh, she hung up.


    Jethro was beckoning to them. As they gathered up their gear to follow him, Green filled in the others. “When we stop for the night, I’ll try to reach Daniel Rothman’s sister, to tell her not to come,” he said. “But with this trail getting colder by the hour, we have no time to lose. If Jethro has found something, we’re going on.”


    Jethro had found the most microscopic trace of human passage — a dried twig broken in two places about five inches apart. “About the width of a man’s hiking boot,” he said. “Look at the broken ends. Still quite clean, so it’s a fresh break. They passed through here. If we assume they were following a map or a compass setting, it’s likely they would head in a straight line that way.” He pointed down a steep ravine. “But they would also follow the path of least difficulty, so we’ll do the same. Me first. I’ll track as we go along. It will be slow, so …” He raised his eyes to Green, “patience.”


    Shouldering their gear, they proceeded single file down the slope. Jethro picked a wavering route, avoiding steep drops, pockets of loose gravel, and boulders the size of trucks. Every now and then he would stop to study a stone or a low-lying bush. He’d point out the flattened leaves or the hole where a stone had been dislodged.


    Sullivan seemed to hang on his every word. “How do we know it’s not an animal?”


    “There are plenty of animals who take this path. You can see from the scat and the torn bits of grass where they have grazed. But only a human boot flattens grass like that.”


    The sun was sinking below the mountain peaks by the time they reached the bottom of the ravine, deep in the woods. Mosquitoes closed in gleefully. By then every muscle in Green’s back ached and his legs quivered with fatigue. Despite bandages and moleskin, he knew his feet were a mass of blisters.


    Even Sullivan looked weary. He leaned against a tree trunk and swatted bugs away as he took a long swig of water. For a moment Green’s pulse spiked with fear at his red face and laboured breathing. “We should stop for the night soon,” he said.


    Jethro nodded. “We’re going to lose the light, no good for tracking. But I’d like to find their camp. They wouldn’t camp in here. It’s too dense and buggy, and they’d want to find water. Let’s see what’s ahead.”


    Arms raised in self-defence, they ploughed along an animal track though the dense bush. Branches scratched their legs and whipped their chests. Their eyes struggled to adjust to the deep shadows. From up ahead the sound of rushing water grew from a murmur to a roar. In the damp, shaded underworld, blackflies joined the mosquitoes in their quest for blood. The bugs filled their eyes, ears, and noses. They were swearing, sweating, and exhausted by the time they emerged from the woods onto the rocky shore of a small stream. Sunlight burst through a gap in the mountains and lit the distant tree tops.


    They stood staring in disappointment at the damp, boulder-strewn terrain. It was impossible to set up camp here.


    Elliott dropped his pack onto a large flat rock. “We need a rest and some food. We’ll cook dinner, then scout upstream for a suitable camping spot. We still have some daylight left.”


    “I don’t want to lose the trail,” Jethro said.


    “We won’t. But they didn’t camp here, obviously. They’ll be looking for a good campsite just like us.”


    They were silent through dinner, Elliott’s dehydrated stew this time. Their euphoria of the afternoon was replaced by exhaustion in every bone. Afterward Green just wanted to curl up on a rock and go to sleep, but he forced himself to follow the others up the creek bed. The sunlight had left the valley in twilight now, but the mountain peaks and clouds overhead still shone with gold.


    After a few painstaking moments, the creek banks became steeper, and the trees grew gnarled and desperate as they clung to the rocks. Jethro paused to look up at a dip in a gentle slope high above.


    “We have to go up there. I think that’s where they would camp. There are some trees for shelter but it’s high enough to see their surroundings. Away from the grizzlies and wolves that come to the stream for water.”


    He led them away from the creek, back through dense forests, and upward in a seemingly endless climb over rocks and scrub. Green fell twice, scraping his knees and palms. He struggled to keep one foot in front of another. One more step. One more step….


    Until finally the path opened up onto an unexpected ledge high above the creek. Flat and spongy with lichen and sage. The perfect camping spot.


    “They were here!” Jethro cried in a rare show of excitement. Even Green could see the flattened sage and the tent peg holes in the rocky soil. A few charred branches lay on the ground. Relief and joy crashed over him in waves. When he sank to his knees to kiss the ground, the others didn’t even laugh.


    They didn’t bother with a fire. It was a warm night, and their exertion had made them hot. They erected their tents, unrolled their sleeping bags, and fell into bed.


    In the morning, Elliott was up early. He had sausages and eggs frying on the griddle and a full pot of coffee sitting on the fire by the time Green crawled out of the tent. Jethro had already gone out to scout the area but Sullivan was still asleep. Elliott greeted Green with a hot cup of coffee and a big smile.


    “Eggs and a hefty dose of cholesterol to stoke the body for the day. Brings me back to my guiding days. A quarter century ago. Never realized how much I missed it.”


    Green nodded. Every muscle screamed, but his mouth watered. “There is something to be said for this. Kill yourself during the day and the rewards seem even better at the end. Sleep, coffee …”


    Elliott laughed as he shovelled eggs and sausages onto two plates. “We get awfully far away from it in the city, don’t we.”


    “I was born in the city. Never saw a blade of grass till I was ten and went to a friend’s who owned a real house.”


    “We get a lot of Europeans up here, looking for wilderness. There’s not much of it left in the world. That’s why we have to save it.”


    Green looked around at the ragged peaks that cradled the valley. “Is there a lot of mining potential in these mountains?”


    “Everywhere there is geological upheaval and instability, everywhere there are mountains, there are rich mineral deposits. Silver, copper, and zinc, all through here. Emerald deposits just west of here in the Yukon, diamonds to the north in the Barrens. And rare earth metals, tons of them, the hot new metals that we use in everything from cellphone circuits to aerospace coatings. That’s where the big money is today. Even now we’re in a fight to protect the headwaters of the Nahanni from mining interests. There is going to be a new national park, extending to Moose Ponds and protecting the whole watershed, the animals, the ground water, and the unique wildlife habitats.”


    Green mopped up egg yolk with a chunk of sausage. “Oh, damn, this is good, Ian. Amazing what you can whip up with a bit of deadwood and an open fire.”


    “This is the only way I can cook. My wife complains whenever she wants me to cook dinner I have to set fire to half the backyard.”


    “I can relate to that. Only I don’t do it on purpose. The barbeque and I are only just making friends.” He waved his fork to encompass the mountains around him. “Do you think this area will be protected by the park?”


    “Some of it. That’s the big question mark. There have been consultations with the Dene Nation, resource developers, tour operators like me, environmental experts, and other interested parties. We’re still waiting for the decision. The government has to decide how much of these mineral-rich mountains to leave open for mining, and how much to protect.”


    “Not a reassuring thought,” Green replied, thinking of the government’s track record and its emphasis on jobs and money compared to environmental concerns.


    Elliott shot him a grim look. “I’m not against all development, but it has to be sustainable and responsible. So far the companies have not shown they can be trusted to put the greater good of the environment ahead of jobs and profit margins. This river’s ecosystem is unique in the world, but it’s hard to get the rest of the country to care about a few caribou and a remote river they’ve never seen when they are losing their own jobs. But it’s nice to know these kids we’re following may be on our side.”


    “Then what are they doing out here?” Green asked. “Following cryptic clues from a will and tracking down an old ruby mine.”


    “That, of course, is something we will ask them, once we get them safe and sound.” Elliott pointed toward the edge of the plateau. “Jethro thinks they were here the night the storm hit. That means from now on, the trail will be easier to follow. Wet ground means more prints.”


    Cradling his coffee, Green headed over to take in the view from the far side of their camp. It was a glorious morning. A brisk breeze tugged at his hair and sunlight bathed his face. Once again he felt hope. A massive ridge rose up on one side, and down below on the other lay the creek bed. Deep, boulder-strewn troughs had been carved out of the mountainsides, as if a giant had raked his fingers through the land. Not a giant, Elliott had explained earlier, but glaciers scouring the mountains millions of years ago.


    Overhead the sky was a blue he’d never seen in the city. Three large black birds floated in lazy, wide-winged circles above the valley, their plumes burnished almost purple in the sun. The legendary ravens, he wondered, or just some country cousins of the scavenging city crow? As he stood at the edge of the ledge looking out across the valley, a spot of colour at the base opposite caught his eye. Bright red against the greys and browns of rock. Hints of blue too. Quickly he took out his binoculars and focused them on the hillside. It was a steep, almost vertical drop from the ridge above. The sheer rock face glistened with moisture in the morning sun. He moved his binoculars toward the base, searching for the spot of colour. He caught a flash of red. He moved his glasses, twirled the lens, and gradually the shape came into focus. Half red, half blue, a small figure at the base of the cliff.


    A human form.
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    “What colour is your daughter’s hair?” Elliott asked.


    Green struggled to remember, but fear obliterated all thought. Blue? Orange? She’d gone through a Goth black-as-death phase and a blue Mohawk. But now? He shook his head in defeat. “I’m not sure. I haven’t seen her in awhile.”


    They were all clustered at the edge of the plateau. When Green first spotted the body he’d tried desperately to find a way across to it, but a steep ravine separated him from the narrow ledge on the other side where the body lay. The descent was too treacherous. His shouts had brought the others running, and they had descended as close as they dared. Elliott had trained his powerful binoculars on the crumpled form.


    “It’s not moving,” he said. “I can’t tell much else.”


    Green took the binoculars. He was sure he’d be able to identify Hannah. What father wouldn’t recognize his own daughter? However, once he focused on the shape, he couldn’t distinguish a thing. The body was splayed face down, the neck twisted and the face turned away. Hannah was petite but the victim’s clothing was bulky, making it impossible to estimate size.


    Several crows flapped around the body, squabbling as they tried to peck. Nausea swept over him, the sausage and eggs roiling inside. His hands shook as he moved the binoculars over the steep terrain, looking for a path. He sensed Sullivan behind him before the man put his hand on his shoulder.


    “Any chance they’re still alive?”


    Lowering the binoculars, Green pointed to the crows. “Looks like quite a crowd is gathering.”


    Sullivan fell silent. It was answer enough to his question. Jethro stepped away from the group and shaded his eyes from the sun as he peered at the ledge.


    “I wonder what they were doing down there?”


    “I don’t care how or why they got there,” Green replied. Impotent anger billowed through him. “Our first priority is to get down there. We need to see what the hell happened to him.” He clenched his jaw. “I’m assuming it’s a him. Odds are three to one.”


    Elliott was already heading back toward the campsite. He turned. “Our first priority is to report this. This changes the whole game.” Shading his eyes, he studied the peaks all around them. “Helicopter is the only way in here, but it will be tricky. Especially if the wind picks up any more.”


    “How long till they get here?”


    “No idea. Let me try to call.”


    Green left the edge of the plateau and followed Elliott to the middle of the clearing, where he located a signal. Green listened without interruption as Elliott spoke to Nihls. After reporting the body and their GPS location, he argued about the urgency. “We don’t know,” he said. Followed by, “We don’t know that either, Sergeant.” Finally he held out the phone to Green. “He wants to talk to you.”


    Before Green had even raised the phone to his ear, Nihls started in. “Can you confirm this individual is dead, Inspector?”


    “We haven’t examined him, but it seems likely.”


    “How likely?”


    “The crows are circling.”


    “Do you regard the death as suspicious?”


    “We need to get at the body before we can determine that, Sergeant. How soon can you get a recovery team up here?”


    “Tomorrow, first thing.”


    “Tomorrow!” Green nearly choked on his outrage. “The crows will be done by then.”


    “I’ll expedite it as much as I can, but the wind is too strong today for that kind of operation. Besides we just sent the army helicopter back to Winnipeg and it will need turn-around time.”


    Argument proved futile in budging the sergeant’s timeline. Elliott smiled sympathetically when Green signed off and handed the phone back to him. “Nihls is one of those managers whose default position is ‘no,’” Green muttered. “We’ve got a whole day to twiddle our thumbs, so let’s get started. Let’s find a way down to that body.”


    They had to clear up the breakfast, bury the fire, and secure the food before Elliott gave the approval to leave the camp. Green fought back overwhelming worry by concentrating on the mundane. With Jethro in the lead, they retraced their route back down the stream and followed it up over steep bluffs and boulders. At times they splashed through water. Green was completely disoriented by the time they came to a small gap in the bank where a smaller stream tumbled in. The merest trickle over slippery rocks. Jethro turned to clamber up it.


    They slogged through dense forest, swarmed by mosquitoes and ankle deep in muck. Gritting his teeth, Green prayed Jethro knew where he was going. After an apparent eternity, they emerged onto an open stretch of gravel bordering a steep slope. Green recognized the view and caught the dreaded smell of rotting flesh.


    “The body’s up there!” he shouted, pointing to a pile of boulders up the slope on the right. Leaving the others, he scrambled up over the debris, slipping and tearing his hands as he fought for purchase. The stench grew stronger. He pulled his shirt up over his nose and pressed on. Finally the crumpled red-and-blue figure came into view. He covered the last few yards in a blur of panic, scattering the crows in his path, and flung himself down beside the body.


    It took a moment for the horror of the sight to strike. He reeled backward and vomited onto the rocks. He’d seen animal destruction before. He’d seen the crows at the body. He should have been prepared.


    The figure before him was beyond recognition. The eyes were plucked out, the face and hands were gnawed off, and flies buzzed around. Maggots seethed in the exposed flesh.


    “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph,” Sullivan muttered as he knelt at his side. Green said nothing. He concentrated on trying to see the little things. The remains of an ear, unpierced. Strands of short, wavy black hair still clinging to the swollen head. He breathed. Once. Twice.


    “It don’t think it’s her,” he said through chattering teeth.


    “No.”


    Jethro and Elliott loomed over them briefly before reeling away, pressing their hands over their noses. Both men struggled with their breathing before Elliott managed to speak.


    “Can you tell who it is?”


    In this rocky, treacherous, mosquito-ridden corner of hell, Green summoned his professional self. Taking shallow breaths, he looked back at the body and made calculations. “It’s a male, dark, wavy hair, about five-eight. With the bloating it’s difficult to estimate weight, but I’d say he’s slight and small-boned.” He scanned the body slowly, then forced himself to run his hands over it. It was flaccid in his grip, moving like limp pasta. He pressed and probed. Without a word, Sullivan took out his camera and began to video the scene — first from a distance before coming in for close-ups. Green dictated a running commentary.


    “One leg and both ankles appear broken. It’s difficult to tell what else is broken, but the skull —” Steeling himself, Green probed the underside. Broken bits of bone pricked his fingers. “— appears shattered above the orbital on the left side. A sharp, penetrating injury from —” He scanned the ground for a likely sharp rock but saw none. The ground was loose rock, covered with rusty dried blood that glistened amber in the sun. There had been a lot of blood. “At a guess, I’d say the blow to the head knocked him out, and bleeding did the rest.”


    Sullivan stepped forward for close-up stills of the body and the surrounding rocks. “We should cut his clothes off,” he said.


    Green grimaced. He knew Sullivan was right, but the thought of bloated flesh teeming with maggots and already turning glossy green felt beyond his steel control.


    Jethro pulled out his sharp hunting knife. He was beginning to recover some colour as he knelt down, prepared to slice open the jacket. Grateful for the chance to escape, Green went to join Elliott, who was slumped against a boulder thirty yards away.


    “Jesus. You guys do this all the time?”


    Green shook his head. “Sometimes they’re bad. Worse. But this…. With the animals having at him too.”


    “Who do you think it is?”


    “I have photos and descriptions of them all. Scott is over six feet, Pete’s blond. Daniel is the only one with dark curly hair. Of course, we have to wait for the autopsy to confirm it.”


    “Dental?”


    Green nodded. “And DNA.”


    “Can you tell how long he’s been dead?”


    “Again, we’ll need to wait for the autopsy. The pathologist will need temperature records for the last week here, because that affects decomposition. We’ll collect maggots and other bugs.” He paused. “I’ll ask Nihls to send along some evidence sample kits. Never thought to pack any of those.” His eyes narrowed as he forced himself through his mental checklist. “Based on the degree of decomposition and bloating, I’d say close to a week.”


    Elliott’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “That long? How did he get here? What was he doing here?”


    Green studied the landscape. It was a narrow gully, with no easy way in or out. He looked up at the steep slope of loose rock and debris above them. Farther up it became a sheer cliff. Higher still, a ragged mountain ridge. “From his broken ankles and legs, I’d say he fell. Possibly from way up there.”


    Elliott looked up and blanched. “Holy shit. A hiker’s worst nightmare. This rock is very unstable. One slip and the scree slides out from under you and down you go. Not usually over a cliff, though. Poor bugger.”


    “We need to get up there and see what happened.” Green frowned. “This makes no sense. Why was he by himself? Where were the rest of them? Where are the rest of them?”


    “And more importantly,” Sullivan broke in, coming back to join them, “why didn’t they sound the alarm? If he fell, why didn’t they try to rescue him, or at least signal for help? Stand on the top of the mountain, light a bonfire, anything!”


    Green felt his professional control waver. Fear bubbled up again. He didn’t dare articulate the answer that came to him.


    “We need to get up there. ASAP. We need to see if they’re still there. To see if anything else happened.”


    The body looked forlorn, like a used handkerchief crumpled and tossed aside. It went against all Green’s instincts and training to leave it there, but they could not afford to split up and they needed to find out what had happened on the ridge above.


    The day had grown cooler as charcoal clouds shrouded the sun. When they climbed above the trees onto the open slope the wind picked up, sharp with the chill of glaciers. Digging his heavier jacket out of his backpack, Green reluctantly conceded that Sergeant Nihls was right. To bring a helicopter into these narrow gullies in this wind would be deadly, and even if the pilot succeeded, dropping a line down to extract the body would be deadlier still.


    It was early afternoon by the time they crested the top of the mountain. As the vista opened up before him, Green held his breath in fear that they’d find a scene of carnage, with bodies torn limb from limb. But there were no ravens circling, no stink of rot on the wind, so he allowed himself a faint hope. Maybe they’d be there, bustling around brightly coloured tents and chatting over maps.


    But the ridge was empty; nothing but grass, rock, and lichen. Beyond, white-capped mountains stretched in folds and peaks to the horizon. While Elliott studied his compass, Jethro strode across the rock-strewn grass to the edge, where the ridge seemed to fall away into nothingness. Green followed, inching toward the edge. His hands clammy and his heart in his throat, he peered cautiously over.


    Not the vertical cliff he’d been expecting, but a steep gravel slope. With nowhere to grab a toehold, however, just as lethal. Below the slope, an abyss. The base of the mountain where Daniel’s body lay could not be seen.


    Jethro walked along the edge, his feet sinking into the loose gravel at times and sending it cascading down the slope in silver streams. Green forced himself to follow but at a safer distance from the edge. He could stare a killer in the eye, face the most deranged and volatile witness, but heights reduced him to jelly.


    Abruptly Jethro came to a halt and peered at the ground ahead of him. He pointed. The ground was churned up and rounded indents were visible in the gravel leading to the edge. A thin, straight trough was carved down the slope to the abyss. Jethro looked out over the valley, his brow furrowed.


    “This is where he went over,” he said. “That long mark is his body sliding down. At the top, see all these footprints? Maybe a struggle. Or an attempt to scramble back to safety.”


    Green studied the impressions in the gravel. He was used to analyzing footprints, but these had no form. “Can you tell if it’s one person or two?”


    Jethro shook his head. “Can’t even tell if it’s human. There’s no edging, no definition. It could even be someone trying to save him.”


    Green shuddered as he tried to imagine the terror of those last moments when Daniel realized that he couldn’t stop his slide. That he was heading toward certain death. Had he clawed desperately at the loose ground, scrambled for a toehold? Or had he frozen in terror and abandoned himself to his fate?


    Green could see no sign that Daniel had struggled. He felt sick as he backed away. A shout pulled him away from his dark place. Sullivan and Elliott were standing in the middle of the ridge, where the land dipped slightly to form a bowl and where the grass, sage, and moss formed a soft carpet. He walked gratefully away from the edge.


    As he drew nearer he could see clear depressions in the grass. Big squares where tents had flattened it and smaller squares where presumably their packs and other gear had been stored.


    “This is where they camped,” Elliott said excitedly. “Two tents, a firepit, and Brian found a latrine over behind that rock.”


    Green followed his gesture to a rock some distance from the campsite, close to the point where Daniel had fallen. The wind was brutal across the top of the ridge but the shallow bowl at the centre offered protection as if cradling hands welcomed the feeble sunlight in.


    “Jethro, can you tell how long ago they were here?”


    Jethro looked deadpan. “Sure, I’ll just get my crystal ball out of my bag.”


    It was the first moment of levity in the grim horrors of the day and they all welcomed the chance to laugh. Elliott felt the ashes in the firepit.


    “Before today, for sure. Stone cold.”


    Jethro squatted to examine the holes left by the tent pegs. “A few days. It’s rained and dried since then, and the edges are crumbling. See how they’re smoothing out? And rain has washed soil into the holes. Nature reclaims its own.”


    Green thought back to the last rainfall, three days earlier, and his heart sank. The trail was days old. They were still far behind.


    He tried to put himself in the group’s shoes. They were excited, hot on the trail of a treasure, and following directions left decades earlier by Scott’s grandfather. In a mason jar, of all things. It was beyond a fairytale.


    But the fairytale had turned deadly when one of them had drifted too close to the edge and slid to his death. Had it been an accident? Was Daniel stumbling around in the dark, maybe drunk and looking for the privy? Or had it been a terrified run for his life, away from a bear or a pack of wolves?


    He glanced at the surrounding ground, trying to read the land as Jethro did. He saw lots of flattened areas, piles of firewood, and some flat stones, but no obvious signs of violence, like churned up earth, bloodstains, or fragments of torn fabric.


    “Jethro, can you tell if there was a struggle or an animal attack?”


    “I’ll just get that crystal ball again,” he said. Then his eyes rested on Green thoughtfully. “I’m sorry. No, I don’t see that. They were here awhile, or planned to be here awhile. They had collected firewood and flat stones to serve as tables. And when they left, it was not in a hurry. They put sand on the fire, covered over their latrine, and cleaned up after themselves.”


    Green frowned. “Then they were not under threat when they left?”


    Jethro shrugged. “Not immediate. That doesn’t mean they weren’t scared.”


    Green looked around the pristine campsite. An inconsistency nagged at him, and the possible answers were even scarier than the questions. He signalled to Sullivan to come away from the group. He’d always done his best thinking with calm, practical Sullivan as his sounding board.


    “I don’t like this,” he murmured. “Something doesn’t add up. If one of us had just fallen off the cliff, what would be our natural reaction?”


    “To go look for them. Which they don’t appear to have done.”


    “Or if they did, they just left him there once they found out he was dead.”


    Sullivan didn’t reply, merely waited, as he always did, while Green followed his train of thought. “The only reason they wouldn’t go to look for him would be if they were running for their lives.”


    “Which also doesn’t appear to be the case.”


    Green stared bleakly out over the mountains. “Why did they just pack up and leave? They even covered their shit hole, for God’s sake. Why did they leave him there? Why didn’t they call for help? Surely to God —” He swallowed. “Surely to God Daniel’s death was more important than their damn treasure hunt!”


    “There might be another explanation. They might have decided to abort their mission, gone back to their canoes to get help.”


    “We would have seen them when we came up. We were following their trail.”


    “I know, Mike. I don’t have an explanation. I just think there probably is one. They panicked when Daniel died. They didn’t know what to do, so they packed up and moved on.” Sullivan pursed his lips and grew thoughtful. “You know, most animals are nocturnal. Maybe a bear or wolf attacked the campsite at night and drove Daniel to his death, but the rest of them fended it off. In the morning, the animal would be gone but they knew he’d be back the next night, so they packed up camp and left. Careful to leave no trace of their presence so it wouldn’t attract the animal again.”


    As an argument, it hung by a thread. Green searched his face. He saw no hint of deception or disbelief, but he suspected Sullivan was just trying to reassure him. Sullivan, the pragmatist, the devil’s advocate, had relinquished that usual role in favour of friendship.


    Movement distracted him. He turned to see Elliott and Jethro setting up camp. He glanced at the sky. The wind was still sharp but the sun was struggling to shine through the clouds in the west.


    “What are you doing?” he demanded. “We should be looking for their trail.”


    Elliott shook his head. “We’re going to wait for the recovery team. This is an excellent place for a helicopter to land, and they’ll need us to lead them to the body.”


    Green’s face flamed red with shame. How quickly he had forgotten the poor man lying at the bottom of the cliff. Even now, his frustration battled his shame. The recovery team would be bringing Daniel’s sister as well, at her own insistence. She would need, and deserve, answers and support. But all the while, Hannah was forging ahead through the wilderness, her whereabouts and safety unknown.


    And all the while, the scariest question of all. He didn’t know Scott. He didn’t know Pete. But he thought he knew Hannah. How could she have simply packed up camp and moved on, leaving a fellow traveller dead or dying at the bottom of the cliff?


    “I have to go after them,” Green said.


    Elliott was pounding a tent peg into the rocky soil and he paused in mid-swing. “The SAR team and helicopter will be here in the morning. That will be soon enough.”


    Green shook his head. “Something is wrong. My daughter wouldn’t take off like this unless she was in trouble.”


    “Maybe she just went along with the others’ decision.”


    “I know Hannah! She’s stubborn as they come. She wouldn’t let someone else call the shots. She’s scared, or she’s being forced.”


    Elliott scanned the endless hills, as if in search of them. Or answers. “We can’t split up. Too dangerous.”


    “I’ll take that risk.” Green bent down to pick up his pack, summoning a semblance of calm. He knew Elliott would never let emotion be the guiding principle in a dangerous situation. Nor would he, if he were in charge of this operation. “We’ll go two and two. Brian will stay with you. He’s an investigator second to none and can give the Mounties all the advice and help they need. Jethro is a tracker. Let me take him and the dog with me.”


    Elliott started to shake his head.


    “This is my daughter! I don’t have a choice. Do you want me sneaking off by myself into the wilderness? Because that’s your choice.”


    Elliott flushed a dangerous red. “You’ll be dead in a day, you fool. What good will you do your daughter then?”


    Green straightened up, slinging his pack onto his back. “Let’s put it to a vote.”


    “A week ago you couldn’t even pitch a tent!”


    “Desperation makes a fast learner,” Green retorted. Without giving Elliott more time to protest, Green turned his back to round up the others. Much the same arguments ensued.


    “I have no problem surviving out there by myself,” Jethro said to Green finally. “But I don’t want you getting me killed. I’ll take you as long as you promise to do everything I say.”


    Sullivan had said nothing but he’d been frowning. Now he grunted. “That’ll be the day.”


    Green swung on him. “I don’t want either of us killed, Brian, so yes, Jethro will be in charge of protecting us against nature. But if it comes to danger by people, then I call the shots.” He turned to Jethro. “Deal?”


    Jethro nodded but Sullivan still wasn’t done. “Mike, you’re not a SWAT team. And don’t forget, you have others relying on you too. A five-year-old son, a baby on the way. Don’t they rate?”


    “Fuck off, Brian. This is not an either or. This is about Hannah, period.”


    Fury quivered in the silence between them. Finally Elliott stepped into the brink. “I still want you to wait till tomorrow. Then we can send a properly equipped team.”


    Green steadied himself with a deep breath. “Tomorrow you can send all the teams you want after us. We’ll even mark the way for you. But we have to get started today.” Fed up with the united front, Green turned on his heel to stride across the grass. With daylight waning, he knew they had little time to get started on the trail.


    “You don’t even know where the fuck they went!” Sullivan shouted.


    “I do, in fact,” Jethro said, calmly packing up his own bag. “I picked up their trail on the far side of that mound. They’re heading south into that valley.”


    It took the four of them half an hour and more argument to divide up the supplies. Green chafed as he watched the precious daylight trickling between their fingers, but there were still a few good hours left when Jethro led off at a half trot. Green pushed himself to follow, determined not to be a hindrance to the mission.


    The valley was deep in twilight by the time Jethro stopped at the base of yet another bluff. They had slogged through forests, up boulder-strewn creek beds, and across alpine meadows, all the time working their way farther and farther south. Away from the Nahanni and into the deepest, most untouched backcountry. Jethro had rarely broken the silence except to give instructions, but Green was grateful. He needed every breath for the journey.


    Up ahead rose the grey flank of another formidable mountain. Jethro pointed toward it. “Looks like they’re headed through there. Probably skirted around it or went through that pass. But it’s getting dark and dangerous. We’ll camp here and figure that out in the morning.”


    Green sank to his knees and pulled out his water canteen. He doubted he had the strength to pitch their tent, let alone prepare dinner, but Jethro wasted no time. Barely an hour later, warmed by a roaring fire and a bowl of rehydrated chili, Green was dead asleep.

  


  
    


    Chapter Nineteen

    



    


    


    The next morning, half an hour after waking, they were tackling the mountainside, following a dry stream. Green’s body protested every move, but he kept quiet. Luckily Jethro moved slowly as he picked the trail from the rocky ground. Just after lunch, he lost the trail. They were working their way across a broad slab of rock toward a gap in the mountain range ahead. He roamed in a wide arc, sent Tatso out to search, backtracked, juggled his map and compass, retraced the wide arc, and finally returned to Green. He spread out the map on the rock.


    “No physical trail,” he said. “Solid rock. So we use logic. Our party has been heading pretty steadily southwest. Even when they detour to go around a difficult point, they return to that direction, as if they’re following a compass reading.”


    “So that means they’re probably going to carry on southwest.”


    Jethro nodded. “I think they’re going toward the Little Nahanni River. There used to be a lot of prospecting interest up in those mountains. But this ridge is in the way. They might go around it through this valley —” He traced a large arc on the map.


    “But that might take days.”


    “Right. Or they might go through that pass up there.”


    To Green, the solution was obvious but he held his tongue. He’d made a deal; Jethro was in charge. “Which do we do?”


    Jethro eyed the steep, barren slope up to the gap. The ground was unstable, the climb formidable. “We go around.”


    “But —” Green stopped himself. “How much time would we lose?”


    Jethro shrugged. “As long as time is all we lose, we’re ahead.”


    “If you were on your own, would you go over the pass?”


    “We each know our own wilderness,” he replied.


    In the background a dull roar began to grow. It swelled until the thundering drumbeat of a helicopter echoed off the mountainside. Jethro lifted his binoculars and pointed. At first the helicopter was a distant speck against the leaden sky, but soon it took shape, circling and swooping downward out of sight like a huge yellow bird. With a nod of satisfaction, Jethro sheathed his binoculars.


    “Good. We’ll leave them a marker of the direction we’ve chosen.”


    They made better time now that they were walking across open ground. Jethro paused now and then to check for tracks, but he had his eye on the thick forest that marked the ravine at the foot of the mountain. By mid afternoon they had reached the trees and stopped to pull on bug shirts before working their way slowly through the dense brush. Jethro found an animal track and followed it, carefully examining the soft forest loam.


    “Wolves, moose, grizzlies…. This is a busy highway. Can’t tell if any humans used it yet.”


    Up ahead they heard the gurgle of water, first a soft whisper that soon grew to a sibilant rush. Both Jethro and Green quickened their pace. They needed to replenish their water supply and Green longed to plunge his burning feet into the ice-cold stream.


    Jethro stopped so abruptly that Green crashed into him. “Look!” Jethro whispered.


    Green peered ahead, but could see nothing but trees. Jethro inched forward. He was crouching, every sense alert. At his side, Tatso wagged her tail excitedly. Slowly the silhouette of a peaked roof emerged through the brush.


    “It’s a cabin,” Jethro whispered.


    “A cabin! Here?”


    Jethro nodded. “There are old cabins scattered all through the mountains around here. Trappers built them, sometimes prospectors too. Mostly in the valleys and by creeks where the game is plentiful.” He approached until the whole outline of the log structure was visible in what had once been a clearing but was now filled with wildflowers; pinks, purples, and vivid red. The cabin was little more than a shack with a filthy window, a splintered front door, and a roof that was collapsing on one side. The rough spruce logs were grey with age, the corners encased in blackened tin.


    Green was about to rush forward when Jethro grabbed his arm. He pointed to the ground, where even Green could distinguish the faint outline of a tread.


    “Someone’s been here.”


    Jethro left Green on watch at the edge of the clearing as he circled the cabin and approached from the rear. Green waited impatiently as the man slowly worked his way around, inspecting the ground at each step. Finally he reached the splintered door, which had been patched with a chunk of rough lumber. After a cautious push, it creaked loudly open.


    They both froze, listening. Nothing. Jethro sniffed and poked his head inside.


    “Sometimes porcupines take up residence in this prime real estate,” he said. “Or wolverines. Don’t want to surprise one of those.” After a quick peek, he motioned to Green and stepped through the crack. Green rushed forward.


    The first thing to hit him was the stink. A powerful musky animal smell that choked his lungs.


    “Is there an animal in here?”


    Jethro shone his flashlight across the floor and into the corners. “Porcupines, but they’ve been evicted. Someone has swept this place out.”


    As Green’s breathing and eyesight adjusted, he noticed the primitive but neat interior. The cabin was about twelve feet square. A rough bunk bed took up one corner and a makeshift oil-drum stove the other. A table and two wooden chairs, one with a broken back, sat in the middle. Cool, fresh mountain air blew through the broken window at the back.


    “Oh, wow!” Jethro was looking around the room and for the first time since Green had known him, he looked excited. “This is it! There was an old rumour in the bush about a lost cabin up near the Little Nahanni. A trapping cabin built by a couple of prospectors near their claim.”


    “You mean the Lasalles? This is the Lasalle cabin?”


    Jethro nodded. “No one’s found it in years.”


    “Obviously …” Green picked up the fresh spruce bough with its needles still green that was propped against the wall by the door. “Someone found it.”


    “And recently.”


    “My daughter’s group?”


    “Probably. That spruce is less than a week old and that patch on the door is new. Most of these cabins are fifty to a hundred years old, from the trapping and prospecting days, and most have fallen down. The land reclaims its own. But hikers and trippers do use them, and they’re encouraged to repair them the best they can.”


    Green looked around. There was not a single trace, not even a food wrapper, to suggest anyone had been there. His wave of euphoria crumbled. “They’re gone,” he said. “Almost looks like they were trying to erase their tracks.”


    “That’s common. ‘Leave no footprint’ is the park motto. And you don’t want to leave anything that would attract animals.” Jethro was inspecting the interior of the wood stove. “But there was a fire in here recently. Not today, but recently.” He pried the cabin door open further, allowing daylight to flood the interior. Green began a systematic examination of the room, as if it were a crime scene. The table top was clean and free of dust. There were no mattresses on the bunk beds but the wooden slats were also free of dust. Swept into a crack between the floor planks, he found the foil wrappings of a pill. VIL was visible. Probably Advil, which was hardly a surprise. He’d consumed almost his whole bottle of the anti-inflammatory pain reliever himself on this trip.


    The walls were rough logs with moss, lichen, and mud stuffed in the gaps to ward off the cold. Visitors had carved initials, dates, and simple messages into the wood. Most were quite old, with dates in the 1950s and 60s. Some of the messages were hard to read. Some were funny: “Beware the killer stove,” “porcupine heaven.” Some hinted at trouble: “Snowed in,” “Love you, LL Scary mountain.” The date of that one was 8/4/45, signed GL. Green’s pulse spiked. Guy Lasalle? Was he referring to the mountain behind them?


    “Bullet hole,” Jethro said. He was standing on the front stoop, poking at the door.


    Green spun around. “Don’t touch it.” He hurried over. In the middle of the door, about chest high, was a small round hole.


    “Some nights when you’re staying in these cabins you get a visit from a grizzly,” Jethro said, “or a pack of wolves. Especially in the early spring when they’re hungry and you’ve got food in here. You’re not going to open the door to go after them, but you might shoot through it if you’re desperate.”


    Green shone his flashlight at the hole and shook his head. “This bullet was shot from outside, into this room.” He fished around in his pack for his camera and took a series of shots. Then he took out a long, thin steel tent peg, cleaned it off, and slid it carefully into the hole. The peg pointed straight across the room toward the broken window on the opposite wall. With his flashlight he inspected the window. Fragments of glass littered the ground outside, but there was no sign of the bullet or an indent outside.


    Fear stirred in the pit of his stomach. “It looks as if the bullet broke this window and disappeared somewhere into the woods. Judging from the diameter of the hole in the door, it’s a large calibre rifle, probably pretty powerful.”


    “Most rifles in these parts aren’t toys. They’re made to stop grizzlies or moose.”


    “A grizzly or moose wouldn’t be inside here,” Green said. “Someone fired a shot at something in here.”


    “Fired two shots.” Jethro had moved to the other side of the window near the front corner, where another hole was barely discernible in the log. Like the other hole it was waist high and had a horizontal trajectory. This time, however, the shot was angled to the right and when Green searched the other side of the cabin, he found the exit hole buried in the corner.


    Bile rose in his throat. Forcing himself to think, not like a father but like a police officer, he squatted to examine the floor. The plank floor was well swept but decades of debris had collected in the cracks. Water stains and black patches marred the old wood, but he couldn’t see any traces of blood. Not even the smallest drop. Maybe both bullets had missed their mark and passed harmlessly by. How he wished for luminol!


    He went outside to see where the bullets had come from. The wildflowers in front of the cabin were undisturbed, but he traced a line with his eye back to a copse of trees about twenty feet away. The gunman might have hidden there and fired at the cabin wall, but he would have little idea what he was shooting at, beyond a vague form visible through the front window. The two shots, aimed more than three feet apart, suggested he’d been guessing.


    Green walked out to the copse of trees and studied the area. Propped against a tree was a very old axe with a rusty head but polished blade. On the ground sat an upended stump, which was covered with wood chips, as was the surrounding ground. Even Green, who bought all the wood for his fireplace precut, recognized this as a chopping block.


    He picked up a wood chip and held it to the light. It had not yet turned grey. He sniffed it. Sweet resin tickled his nose.


    Jethro had been watching him and now joined him with a smile. “You read the signs just like me. Just different signs. The cuttings are very recent.”


    Green was on his hands and knees, probing the soft ground. “No casings, but the shooter might have picked them up, if he was trying to cover up all evidence of

    the crime.”


    “Crime? There are lots of stories about shootings in the bush, half of them maybe even true. Freaked-out hikers mistaking a person for a bear, or getting bush fever and shooting anything that moved. Like a porcupine in the cabin.”


    Green pushed himself back to his feet and dusted off his hands. He shook his head. “Maybe, but I don’t like the looks of it. The wood fibres in the hole don’t look weathered. That means those bullet holes are recent. I don’t know how recent, but certainly not from Guy Lasalle’s time.”


    
      White Horse, October 20, 1944


      Dear Guy,


      The trip home was difficult. Endless delays and detours! Whitehorse had six inches of snow when we arrived, with more promised. There is nothing in the stores. Nothing! I am not spending another winter here. My mother insists we go to Vancouver. She says they have fresh milk, butter, and sometimes even eggs in the stores. I love you, and I worry about you in that wretched cabin all winter, but I have to think of our little boy now too. He’s not going to remember his father by the spring.


      There is no money in the bank, and still no letter here from Gaetan. No one in town has seen him. He is probably having a gay old time in Alaska somewhere and has forgotten all about the squaw and the child.


      Forgive me, that sounds petty. I am not myself. William and I are both tired and hungry and cold. I promise to take care of us if you take good care of you, my love.


      Your loving, ever-waiting wife, Lydia

    


    Green had to clamber halfway up the hillside behind the cabin, to a point where the forest thinned abruptly, before he could get a signal on the sat phone. He checked in first with Sullivan, who reported that a single rescue helicopter with a long extraction line had flown in. Rothman’s sister had bullied her way onto the crew manifest by virtue of being a medical doctor. A rookie constable from the Fort Simpson detachment had also accompanied the SAR team, but she had almost no clue how to evaluate the scene.


    “I gave her a crash course in the basics,” he said with a chuckle. “They’re just setting up the extraction now, and once we get the post-mortem results we’ll know whether a full Ident team needs to be deployed here. I had a lot of time yesterday to search the campsite and the body for evidence of foul play.”


    “And did you find any?”


    “Not directly.” Sullivan paused. Green could almost see him running his broad hand through his brush cut, as he always did when he was disturbed. “Just a minor inconsistency. As you recall, Daniel had a penetrating skull fracture like he’d hit a sharp stone, but I couldn’t find any stone consistent with that in the vicinity. Nothing with blood, tissue, or hair on it.”


    “That could have been washed away.”


    “Agreed. Or he could have hit a rock halfway down. It’s impossible to search that cliff face without rappelling equipment. It’s just a small thing. Maybe I’ve been spending too long with violent death.”


    “How’s the sister taking it?”


    Sullivan’s levity vanished. “Like a trooper, under the circumstances. She’s mad as hell, but mostly at Daniel. She says he should have known better. He’s been a wilderness nut and rock climber all his life, but he’s never been reckless. Super safety conscious, in fact, especially since he started medical school and saw how vulnerable the human body is.”


    The fear coiled in Green’s core began to grow. “Sounds like he was scared. Maybe running from something?”


    “Possibly.”


    Green heard the hesitation in Sullivan’s tone. He tensed. “What?”


    “Well … I don’t think it’s relevant. I mean, don’t read too much into it.”


    “Brian, what?”


    “She said the only reason Daniel agreed to go on the trip was Hannah. Scott asked him to go, Pete was apparently against it.”


    “So what —”


    “Daniel was sweet on Hannah. The sister put it bluntly: ‘He would have followed her off a cliff.’”


    Before Green could recover his voice, Sullivan exclaimed. “Oh crap, I didn’t mean … I meant, I’m sure she meant that his objectivity was compromised. He might have taken risks to protect her that he wouldn’t just for himself.”


    “You mean like fending off a bear attack?”


    There was silence on the line. Green felt a wave of lightheadedness. Sullivan wasn’t going to say it, but the answer was there in the silence. Daniel might have died so Hannah could live.


    Jesus. Poor Hannah.


    “So … so how does the sister know about Daniel’s feelings? Are they close?”


    “Since he started med school, yes. She’s eight years older than him and was always the big sister who babysat him and took care of him. He’d go to her for advice rather than his parents. So she says, and I believe her. She’s a dynamite woman.”


    “So he told her about Hannah?”


    “He wasn’t going to go on the trip. He didn’t want to take the time off his studies. But then he met Hannah at a planning meeting and he was head over heels inside of an hour. Cancelled his whole summer program.”


    Green thought of Hannah’s record with men. “Was there anything between them?”


    “The sister didn’t think so. Daniel was an awkward guy, never the guy to get the girl. Daniel himself figured he didn’t stand a chance against Scott. But he went along just to be with her. And to …” Sullivan’s voice faded.


    “To what?”


    “Well, he had some doubts about Scott’s judgment. He even asked his sister’s professional opinion. He thought Scott was a bit too high. Too obsessed, too reckless. He wasn’t sure he had a good handle on the challenges of the trip or Hannah’s skill level.”


    “Fuck,” Green breathed.


    “I’m sorry, Mike. But I thought you should know. It means Scott may have ignored danger signs and pushed them all too hard.”


    “And now …” Green squinted down the rocky slope toward the cabin. “They’re running around in this goddamn wilderness without their voice of caution. Without their first aid specialist either.”


    “Look, one step at a time. Things are about wrapped up here. Elliott and I will start out first thing tomorrow morning to join you.”


    “That’s good. The cabin’s at the base of a steep mountain, you can’t miss it, but we’ve left you markers too. But before you leave I want you to ask Hunter Kerry if the kids had a hunting rifle among their gear.”


    “There’s no hunting in the park.”


    “I know, but …” Green explained about the bullet holes in the cabin. “They look recent but I can’t tell how recent. And if one of these guys is carrying a firearm, I want to know …” His voice trailed off as an odd-looking orange object caught his eye through the trees down near the cabin. He pulled out his binoculars and trained them on the spot. Slowly a food barrel came into view, suspended about ten feet in the air between two trees. Hastily he wrapped up the conversation, gave Sullivan the cabin’s coordinates, and hung up.


    For a moment he remained where he was, crouched down behind a boulder. When they’d reached the cabin, they’d been so excited by the discovery that they had not done a search of the area. An amateur oversight. The cabin was cradled in a small valley, fronting on a creek and backed by a steep slope that rose to the tall peak behind. On either side, willow and spruce fringed the water’s edge. Now he scanned the area through binoculars carefully for more packs and gear. If they had left some of their food behind in a cache, that suggested that they were coming back. Or perhaps that they weren’t far away, despite the empty cabin.


    He was about to return to the cabin to report his discovery when his binoculars caught a flash of light farther along the slope. He swung back, focusing as he tried to distinguish the faint, dark smudge hunkered down in the brush, partially hidden behind a tree.


    It was a person, with their binoculars trained on him.

  


  
    


    Chapter Twenty

    



    


    


    For an instant both men froze. Then the stranger dropped his binoculars and ducked back behind the tree.


    “Hey!” Green took chase, tripping and slithering down the hillside as the figure disappeared through the trees. “Wait!” he shouted between gasps. “I won’t hurt you!”


    The stranger didn’t even break his stride as he ploughed through the woods diagonally toward the creek. Green kept shouting, more to alert Jethro than to stop the man. Up ahead he only caught occasional glimpses of the man’s grey camouflage jacket.


    The man was younger and more agile than Green, and soon even those glimpses ceased. Green stopped, cursing his weakness as he dragged air into his lungs. Cursing his twenty years behind the desk, his love of smoked meat and cheese bagels, his aversion to all things fitness.


    Finally he straightened up. All was not lost. Running full tilt through the woods, the man would have left a trail that probably even he could follow. He had just turned back toward the cabin in search of Jethro when a frenzied barking broke the silence of the forest. He froze. The echo ricocheted around the hills, but the barking seemed to come from the direction the man had fled. Excited, Green turned and hurried through the dense brush. Roots twisted his ankles and sharp branches left welts on his hands, but he ignored them all.


    Soon he burst through the dense willow onto the stony creek’s edge, where he spotted Jethro kneeling in the icy mountain stream. Pinned beneath him and thrashing with fury was the man in the camouflage jacket. The man had easily four inches and fifty pounds over Jethro, but he was no match. When he spotted Green, he went limp and held up his hands in surrender. Jethro hauled him, dripping and shivering, to his feet.


    Green scrutinized him in silence. He looked younger than Green had first thought, with a tangle of blond hair, a lean, muscular body, and the deep tan of an outdoorsman. He carried a small day pouch around his waist and binoculars around his neck, but no other gear. Sullen defiance blazed in his eyes.


    “Who the hell are you?” Green demanded.


    “Who the hell are you!”


    “I’m Inspector Michael Green of the Ottawa Police, and this is —”


    The defiance vanished. “Hannah’s father. Thank God!”


    Green’s eyes narrowed. “Are you …?”


    “Pete Carlyle.” Pete splashed through the water toward him. “Am I glad to see you!”


    Jethro grunted. “You sure didn’t act like it. I caught him trying to escape up the creek.”


    “I didn’t know who you were. I thought you were Scott!”


    “What the hell are you talking about?” Green said. “Where are Scott and Hannah?”


    “I don’t know, I don’t know. They …” Pete’s teeth chattered and he swayed sideways.


    Green grabbed his arm. “They what!”


    Jethro took his other arm. “Let’s get him inside. He needs to get out of these wet clothes. That water comes straight off the glaciers.”


    Pete stumbled as they led him toward the cabin. Green could feel the man’s shivering but his own fear made him impatient. “Where are they?”


    Seconds ticked by before Pete shook his head. “Gone.”


    Inside, Jethro built a fire with a few quick, expert moves, while Green helped Pete strip off his soggy boots.


    “Where are your dry clothes?”


    Pete shook his head. His fingers fumbled with his jacket zipper. “They took everything.”


    Jethro unrolled his sleeping bag and held it out. “Here, get everything off and wrap yourself in this. We’ll get you warm. Mike, go get some water from the stream.”


    “But —”


    “For tea. He needs to get warm.”


    Green studied Pete closely. It was true that he was shivering and his teeth were chattering, but Green wasn’t convinced. Although chilly out, it was still summer. Pete’s colouring was pink and healthy, and only a few minutes ago he had been running through the woods without difficulty. But he opted to go along with the pretense, if there was one. He needed the young man’s co-operation, and accusing him of lying would not secure that. There was still an aura of stubborn defiance in his mood.


    As he filled their pot with water down at the creek, he scanned the surrounding woods carefully. They were silent, undisturbed. Back up in the cabin, Jethro’s fire was blazing and Green set the pot upon the stove. Prying open the food barrel, he rooted inside for tea. Pete was by now wrapped in the sleeping bag with only his head visible.


    “I thought I was going to die. I’ve been here for days! No food, no shelter, no clothes. At night the wolves came so close.” He shuddered. “I didn’t know how to get back. Scott had all the maps, so I was trying to wait it out here until someone found me.”


    Green held off his questions until he’d made the tea. He poured a cup and held it out to Pete. One hand snaked out from the warmth of the sleeping bag to hold it. Green pulled a chair close to sit in front of him.


    “Okay, now what happened? Are Scott and Hannah all right?”


    “I don’t know.”


    “What does that mean?”


    “I mean … there’s something wrong with Scott. He’s lost it. A few days ago …” His voice faltered and his hand shook as he raised the cup to his lips. “Daniel was killed. I don’t know how, I was asleep. I heard this awful screaming outside the tent, and when I got outside Daniel was gone. Scott said it was a grizzly attack, Daniel ran outside but it was dark and he didn’t see the edge.” Pete shut his eyes. A single sob broke from his lips.


    Green was unmoved. A much greater panic was howling at the gates. “Why didn’t you go for help?”


    “I wanted to! Hannah too! But Scott was obsessed. He’s been obsessed from the beginning with what happened to his grandfather. But after Daniel died, he just lost it. He said we couldn’t help Daniel because it was too dangerous to go look for him, and his grandfather’s cabin was safer because no one knew where it was. He said we could use it as our base.”


    “But why didn’t you and Hannah go back for help?”


    “Because … because Scott had all the maps, the compass, the emergency supplies. And he said people were after him.”


    “What people?”


    “I don’t know! That was part of his paranoia! He said years ago his grandfather was murdered, but the killer got away with it because there was no body. He was convinced the brother did it to get the whole claim. He said he had to find proof and stop bad people from getting it now.” Pete shook his head in bewilderment. “I’ve known Scott for a few years now and he’s always been kind of driven. Didn’t let anything stand in

    his way if he wanted something. But this … this was crazy talk!”


    Green forced himself to stay focused on the questions. “All right, so what happened when you got here?”


    “He made us search the whole area for his grandfather’s body and the old mining stakes. So we’d do these trips around the cabin and up the mountain, and when we didn’t find anything, he got more and more paranoid. He said we were sabotaging him because we wanted the mine for ourselves. ‘You’re working for them,’ he said to me. ‘That’s why you were so eager to come along on this trip.’ Hannah was scared of him. She even thought … Oh fuck, it seems impossible!”


    “What does?”


    “She was afraid he’d killed Daniel himself.”


    “Why?”


    “Because Daniel wanted to turn back. Hannah was having dizzy spells, she was falling down. It got scary on some of those clifftops. Daniel and Scott had a huge fight about her the night he died.”


    Green struggled to breathe. Focus. “Is she all right?”


    “This is all my fault, but I didn’t know what else to do. One night, I tried to sneak into his pack to get the maps and compass, we figured we’d make a run for it. He caught me and he just went ballistic. He grabbed this rifle — I don’t even know where it came from, I’d never seen it! I tried to hide in the cabin but he shot right through the door! I dove out the back window and hid in the woods. Then he packed up all our gear — except one food cache that he forgot — and he and Hannah took off.”


    “Where?”


    Pete shrugged. “Still looking for the mining claim, I guess.”


    Green fought the bile rising in his throat. “So Hannah is out there with the wolves and the grizzlies and a crazy man with a gun?”


    Pete nodded. His lips trembled but he didn’t speak. Didn’t need to, Green thought. Imagination filled in the silence all too well.


    “We’ve got to find them,” Green said. He and Jethro were conferring outside the cabin. Pete had fallen into an exhausted sleep by the fire. Green had already reported in to Sullivan, who was still back at the scene of Daniel’s death. He and Elliott had planned to make their way to the cabin the next morning, but with this new threat they had rethought those plans. Sullivan said he would contact the RCMP to initiate a more official search. Helicopters and surveillance aircraft would be deployed and more officers dropped in to provide backup.


    “Good idea,” Green had told him. “But then you and Elliott get down here. Bring any cops and SAR people who are already on the scene. I need all the help I can get, and I can’t wait around for official search parties. He’s got Hannah, Brian.”


    Sullivan had conferred with Elliot and they agreed to set off the next morning at first light, which was 4:00 a.m. Green had calculated quickly. Too late, damn it! It meant twelve more hours with Scott on the loose with Hannah. Doing God knows what.


    “This guy Pete will be here at the cabin,” he said. “He’s pretty shaken up but he’ll tell you where we’ve gone.”


    “Mike, wait!”


    Green had hung up. He didn’t have time to waste arguing with Sullivan. He expected enough trouble trying to convince Jethro.


    But to his surprise, when he told him Jethro merely nodded and began packing up. It was Pete who panicked. He struggled to throw off the sleeping bag.


    “But what about me? You’re just going to leave me?”


    “We’ll leave you that sleeping bag and some more food. You’ll be safe until the others get here tomorrow. They should be here by late morning.”


    “Can I at least have a gun?”


    Green eyed him sceptically. Jethro’s rifle was their only firearm. “Do you know how to use a gun?”


    “Yeah. Well, no. But if a grizzly comes at me, or Scott comes back, I’d rather have a chance!”


    Green shook his head. Sullivan also had a hunting rifle, but Sullivan was a full day behind. Green needed Jethro’s rifle for the pursuit.


    “We’ll leave you our bear banger and some flares,” Jethro said. “If you run into trouble, go up to the open slope behind here and signal. Flares, smoke signals, everything you can think of. Before long, this area is going to be thick with planes. They’ll see you.”


    Pete was clearly not convinced. He stood in the doorway scowling as Jethro and Green set off. Jethro had sent Tatso on a long, circular scouting expedition, and she had picked up a trail with little difficulty. It continued to trek southwest up the creek bed toward the valley of the Little Nahanni.


    “The trail must be more recent,” Jethro said as he scrutinized a patch of soft loam once they were out of Pete’s sight. “She’s picking up a scent without trouble.” He pointed to a print that even Green could recognize. The checkered grooves of a hiking boot. “But they’re moving fast. See how deep the depression is? The push off at the toe? They’re running.”


    “Can you tell who?”


    Jethro nodded. “The size of the boot, the weight it carried, I’d say a small woman.”


    Fort Simpson, July 24


    Constable Christian Tymko had flown back to Fort Simpson from Whitehorse two days earlier. Instead of being assigned to the helicopter recovery team, however, he found himself behind the desk while Sergeant Nihls sent the rookie constable instead. His excuse was that it would be an excellent training exercise for her, but Chris suspected a more petty reason. Chris had been the one to sound the alarm first about the missing trippers, and now that he had been proved right Nihls wanted him as far from the action as possible.


    News of the hiker’s death in the Nahanni had been all over town that morning, and rumours of the Lasalle party and its search for the lost mine were rampant. Chris spent more time fielding calls and handling curiosity seekers than he did on his paperwork backlog. All the while he kept a sharp eye on the sky and an impatient ear for the roar of a Twin Otter coming in. Hunter Kerry had not returned to Fort Simpson since leaving Whitehorse. His flight logs revealed trips to Cantung Mine, Flat Lake, and Yellowknife, but made no mention of Victor or Olivia.


    It was close to noon by the time Chris made it down through his inbox to a pile of faxed documents from Yellowknife RCMP headquarters. He glanced at the first page and his excitement shot up. It was dated September 13, 1945, and labelled Summary report, Investigation into Missing Person Guy Lasalle.


    He waved the papers under Nihls’s nose. “When did this come in?”


    Nihls’s eyes strayed briefly from his computer to the papers. “Oh, they came in while you were in Whitehorse. More Ottawa cops sticking their oar in, requisitioning old files. HQ decided it should go through us, and since you’re the one most familiar with this Lasalle file it’s all yours. Not much there or I would have told you. The Ottawa officer’s contact info is on the cover letter there, if you want to follow up.”


    Chris glanced at the name. Detective Bob Gibbs, not the woman he had dealt with. He returned to his desk and began to decipher the faded and uneven typing of the original report, made even more illegible by the fax. It appeared that the disappearance of Guy Lasalle had remained unsolved, and the case was still technically open. Two officers had flown up to the cabin in June when Lasalle’s wife reported him missing and it became clear he had not shown up at the trading post as arranged. They had found the cabin empty. There was no sign of violence, animal or human, and no sign of Lasalle himself. However, the cabin had not been cleaned up, let alone closed up for the season. His food and furs were still in the cache. His coffee pot was on the stove top, his bedding was still on the bunk, all his clothing and gear were stored in the cabin, and even his breakfast dishes were unwashed, as if he had intended to return at any moment.


    Letters to and from his wife sat in a neat pile on the little kitchen table along with other mail, sacks of rock samples were stacked outside the door, and his dogsled was propped against the cabin. The two officers noted that his parka and mukluks were missing, however, as were his axe, shovel, and rifle. The officers had searched his trapline and the area around the cabin, including the creek, to a radius of one kilometre, but without success. His two dogs were long gone, of course, but the remains of their gnawed harnesses were still attached to the tree outside.


    The fur trader and various Indians in Nahanni Butte had been interviewed, but the last confirmed sighting of the missing man was in February, when an Indian trapper had come by the cabin. Lasalle was reportedly in good health at that time, but suffering from loneliness and anxiety about the poor haul of furs he had made so far. Lasalle had also asked numerous questions about the activities and whereabouts of his brother Gaetan.


    For lack of evidence, the officers ruled out suicide, but left the results inconclusive. The officers speculated that perhaps Lasalle had gone hunting and had fallen prey to a surprise storm, an animal attack, or the treacherous ice on the creek. In either eventuality, his carcass could have been carried off by wolves. In the absence of clear leads the officers had concluded their investigation and packed up all Lasalle’s effects from the cabin, including the letters and the sacks of rocks, to be sent off to his wife in Vancouver.


    Chris reread the report twice. No wonder rumours had been rampant. The man had disappeared, apparently almost in the middle of breakfast, and had never been heard from again. The facts seemed to rule out death by misadventure during his return from the bush. Lasalle had simply walked out of his cabin one morning and never returned. No wonder the wife had cried foul. No wonder speculation about murder had run wild.


    Chris was about to phone the Detective Gibbs listed on the cover page when he caught the faint drone of a small aircraft coming from the west. He looked up. Listened. It was a Twin Otter, possibly Hunter Kerry. Shoving aside the file, he grabbed his keys and utility belt and raced out of the station. Hunter Kerry was as slippery as an eel and he had no intention of letting him disappear.


    He intercepted Hunt just as the man was unloading his overnight gear from the plane. Chris skidded the Jeep to a stop in a cloud of dust. Hunt raised his head, bemused and wary. He said nothing as he watched Chris approach.


    “Welcome back, Hunt. Enjoy your trip around the world?”


    Hunt scowled. “Just dropping off customers, picking up supplies. Busy.”


    “In Whitehorse? A little out of your territory, isn’t it?”


    Hunt tried to hide his surprise. “I offer services all across the Southwest. Didn’t know there was a law against that.”


    “As long as you file all the proper flight plans and passenger manifests. Which you always do, right?”


    Hunt’s expression shuttered. He glared through narrowed eyes. “I’ll get to it. What’s it to you, anyway?”


    “That missing Lasalle group you flew in early in the month? One of them has turned up dead.”


    The pilot’s eyes widened briefly before he could hide his shock. “Sorry to hear that.”


    “So I need to know who you flew into the area. I’ve got all the tour groups covered, but it’s the private parties that might get in our way.” It was a ludicrous explanation but he hoped Hunt was too rattled to question it.


    But Hunt merely shrugged. “They weren’t going into the park, so it’s not an issue.”


    “Then where were they going?”


    “I don’t see how —”


    “Let me explain.” Chris thought fast. He didn’t want to mention Victor Whitehead and Olivia, in case Hunt tipped them off that Chris was on their trail. He took a guess. “You’ve got to know who your friends are, Hunt. Your clients, who asked you not to register the flight or their names? Or us, who watch out over your pilot’s licence, your income tax, and your nice little, private, energy-guzzling bungalow in the country?”


    Hunter Kerry blinked. Three times. As if his mind was having trouble weighing the odds. Finally he slumped. “I dropped them at Flat Lake. A celebrity honeymoon couple. They said they wanted the privacy and the whitewater challenge of canoeing the Little Nahanni.”


    Chris drove straight to the Parks Office, where he found Bugden in his office in animated conversation on the phone. With a free hand, he beckoned Chris to enter. Chris went immediately to study the map of the park and surroundings. The locations of the turquoise canoe, the flooded campsite, and Daniel Rothman’s body were all marked with red pins. Daniel Rothman’s body was inside the current park boundaries but near the southwest boundary.


    Still on the phone, Bugden walked over to peer at the map and picked up another red pin. With his finger he traced coordinate lines and stuck the pin into the map just southwest outside the park boundary.


    “Got it. Huh. What do you know, the mystery Lasalle cabin. Yeah, it’s outside the park as it stands now, but who knows what the new boundaries will be, once the government is through twiddling its thumbs? Looks like your party is heading pretty well due southwest but they’ll run into the Little Nahanni. Unless they have a boat, they’ll be pinned down. I’ll let the Mounties know. Tymko just walked in. And keep me posted on when you get the body out.”


    Bugden signed off and turned to Chris. “SAR’s just relayed the latest report from Inspector Green. He and Jethro found a cabin in this region here. It’s empty, the Lasalle party are gone, but the cabin shows signs of recent use.”


    Chris studied the location of the latest pin. It looked as if the Lasalle party was continuing its southwest trek, over rugged, rarely travelled backcountry. They were now outside the park boundary, but Chris was interested to note that since his last visit Bugden had pencilled in the three possible boundaries of the new section of park being planned by the Canadian government. That park would protect almost all the South Nahanni watershed from development, all the way up to Moose Ponds. The final boundary was in hot dispute. The mountains were rich in mineral resources and there were already a number of mining operations in various stages of development.


    It was also home to possibly the most stunning, varied, and fragile ecosystem on the planet. Chris knew the arguments well. On the one side, invasive roads, acidic waste rock dumps, chemical spills, tailing ponds, and waste water contaminating all the creeks and rivers downstream. On the other, prosperity and growth in a largely uninhabited land. With all the environmental protection measures in place and the royalties and jobs flowing to the local First Nations, mining was not always the exploitive and destructive force it once was. Whatever the government’s decision, the final boundary would be a compromise. For now, it was still caught up in consultation and red tape, although Chris suspected the conservationists would not be pleased. In recent years the government had shown a decided bias in favour of industry and jobs over environmental protection.


    As a Parks Canada employee, Bugden had to stay neutral but his decision to pencil in all three boundary possibilities was telling. Chris studied the map, the pins, and then Bugden’s face, which was deadpan.


    “Hmm,” Chris said, “if the ruby mine is near the cabin, which makes sense, and the government goes with the most protective boundary for the new park, it looks like this ruby mine will be inside the park.”


    Bugden said nothing.


    “But if the government chooses the more limited boundary, which leaves lots of land for further mining development, this mine might actually be viable.”


    “Yes.”


    “Assuming it even has rubies.”


    “It doesn’t. But there are other valuable red stones, there’s gold, copper, silver, and zinc. Not to mention the hot new rare earth metals. No end of riches are possible. And if they rebuild this old mining road up from Cantung, it will be easy to get them out.”


    Chris followed the man’s finger and his pulse quickened. The little red pin marking the cabin was maybe six kilometres away from the old road, although over very rough terrain. But more importantly it was even closer to the Little Nahanni River, which at this very moment Victor Whitehead and Olivia Manning were preparing to descend. In less than two days they would pass within a few kilometres of Green, Jethro, and the mythical ruby mine.


    
      Little Nahanni, January 8, 1945


      Dear Lydia,


      This is a difficult winter. I have not seen a human being since November, when Albert visited on his way to a new trapline. I don’t know when this letter will get to you, and I despair with no letters from you. I will walk down to Albert’s when it warms up. I think it will never stop snowing. It is now as high as the window ledge, and new snow falls every day. Every day I dig the traps out and start again. Many days I have no meat for myself or the dogs. Even the wolves have trouble finding food, and I hear them at night around the cabin. I sleep on the top bunk, with the rifle and the axe nearby. I am reading Twelfth Night, a silly play that takes my mind off things. Your Macbeth is too hard.


      I am happy you are in Vancouver with your family. I know Whitehorse is difficult in winter, but don’t forget it’s our home. Don’t forget the rivers and the mountains purple with fireweed in summer. I hope you will be back in our home when I come out in the spring. Who is watching out for the house, and the bank? There is still no news from Gaetan. I don’t think he’s putting money in the bank.


      Embrace my son for me, and don’t let him forget me.


      Your Guy

    


    In less than ten minutes Chris was back at the station, making preparations to fly up to the Little Nahanni. He had a bad feeling about this. One group of people hiking in overland, another coming down by river. The motives of both were unclear, but he was pretty sure Scott and Victor were not on the same side. And with potentially millions of dollars in play, the stakes and the danger were high. Caught up in the middle of this, with her own motives the most unclear of all, was the woman he’d spent two perfect nights with.


    It didn’t bear thinking about.


    It was a seven hundred kilometre round trip from Fort Simpson to the headwaters of the Little Nahanni. In case he had to get down on the river, he needed a boat and camping supplies for at least one night. It would be a reconnaissance mission to see where they were and what they might be up to. If he spotted the Lasalle or Green party as well, all the better.


    Neither Bugden nor Nihls were happy about his solo venture, but they couldn’t argue with his reasons. Even Nihls admitted the advantage of having more eyes in the sky over the search area.


    At first light he was airborne, watching the town drop away as the Cessna’s nose lifted into the pale pink clouds. He flew high, hoping to make maximum speed. By seven o’clock he was flying over the ragged, snow-capped peak of Mount Nirvana poking through the mantle of cloud. He dropped back down as he approached the Flat Lakes and was startled when jagged scars of waste rock, roads, and buildings emerged out of the wilderness. Cantung Mine.


    From this height, he could see nothing but trucks and loaders beetling back and forth, and smoke belching from the flat concrete buildings at the edge of the mine. He circled to give it another pass, but could see nothing unusual. Men glanced up, shielded their eyes, and waved at him before carrying on.


    He flew on, following the path of the river up toward Flat Lake, where Victor and Olivia would have started their journey. There was no sign of them. High above sea level in the cradle of snow-capped mountains, the vegetation was sparse and the land desolate. Beyond the perimeter of the mine lay nothing but wilderness. He could just make out a thin, faint scar running alongside the water, all that was left of the mining road that had once brought prospectors and speculators deep into the core of the Mackenzie Mountains. Nowadays only backpackers and adventurers, along with the occasional mountain biker, used it.


    Chris planned to follow the Little Nahanni River but didn’t want to fly directly overhead because Olivia would recognize his plane. The very thought of her brought a surge of very unprofessional anger. He didn’t want to tip her off that he was searching. She and Victor would hear the plane, of course, but might think it was mining personnel or even a commercial pilot bringing in a party of canoeists. The presence of his plane would mean only one thing to them; that he — and perhaps the RCMP — was suspicious of their activities.


    He edged the plane left to fly over the gravel road, keeping one eye on the river and another on the ragged terrain below. He had covered less than ten kilometres before a flash of metal on the road below caught his eye. Had he imagined it? A mere wink of water through the trees? Or something else, something manmade where there should be nothing at all?


    Curious, he banked and flew back over for a second look. This time he caught a glimpse of a shape before the canopy of trees shielded it from view. It was shiny, solid, and black, larger than a bicycle but too wide for a canoe.


    It was impossible to know how long the object had been there, but its shiny exterior suggested that it might be recent. It could mean nothing. It could be an old piece of mining equipment junked long ago. Or it could be a sign that someone was in trouble. Chris had worked in the wilderness too long to ignore even the smallest irregularity.


    He headed back toward the mine, landed in the lake closest to it, and taxied up to the dock. By the time he had secured his plane a truck was pulling up. A man climbed out and introduced himself as the site supervisor. He was wearing a hard hat with mosquito netting and a heavy jacket. Chris was in civilian clothes and immediately regretted his bare arms and head. The air was cold but still the mosquitoes descended.


    “Have you got a vehicle stranded up on the track about thirty K north of your mine?” he asked once he’d identified himself.


    The site supervisor looked astonished. “What kind of vehicle?”


    “Can’t tell, but big enough to be a truck.”


    “That road’s not passable, at least not yet. There are beaver dams, washed out culverts, and trees down all along it. We get adventurers on ATVs and dirt bikes sometimes, but anything bigger … Maybe a modified Land Rover, if you don’t mind taking the bottom out of her.”


    “Have you seen any vehicles or other visitors in the vicinity in recent weeks?”


    The supervisor frowned. He was a large, beefy man and his jacket buttons strained against his gut. “This is a private facility with a valuable product, so we keep a close eye. I’ll check with security but I don’t think so. Of course, we’ve heard about that man dead in the Nahanni. That why you’re here?”


    Chris nodded, letting the explanation ride. The supervisor gestured him toward his pickup and Chris climbed in, grateful to escape the mosquitoes. Back at the mine, a check with the chief of security revealed no unusual sightings.


    Chris consulted the large topographical map on the wall and tried to pinpoint the location of the mystery vehicle. “Do you guys have a couple of ATVs that can handle that road?”


    The two men nodded simultaneously. “We both have one. Other guys too.”


    “How long would it take to get up there?”


    The supervisor grimaced. “Thirty K on that road? At least three hours, maybe more. And that’s if the bridges aren’t washed out or the road swamped. We had a hell of a rainstorm a couple of weeks ago.”


    Chris hesitated. The trip there and back would take the rest of the day. On the one hand he wanted to pursue his original goal of checking up on Olivia and Victor. On the other, the presence of that vehicle was very odd indeed, especially if the road was nearly impassable. Cantung Mine itself was at least a hundred kilometres from the nearest civilization, and this road was more remote still. No one drove up that road by accident, or just to take in the scenery. If the truck had broken down, they would be in serious trouble.


    “How soon can we get started?” he asked.


    Half an hour later, three ATVs drove out the gates of the mine and headed up Nahanni Range Road. The security chief and site supervisor had both chosen to come along and the ATVs were loaded up with winch, pulleys, ropes, and chains as well as emergency and medical supplies. Chris said nothing when the men secured a couple of big-game rifles on top.


    Initially the going was smooth, but once they left the mine entrance the ruts and boulders grew bigger. Soon the road became nothing but an overgrown track, bone-jarring and mosquito-infested. Chris was glad he’d put on his helmet with mosquito netting. The three men didn’t talk as they slogged up the road, powering through ditches, over broken culverts and massive stones.


    Faint tire tracks carved ruts into the marshy sections, but when Chris dismounted for a closer look he could see they were not fresh. They were nearly obliterated by weeks of weather and rain.


    They were nearing the three-hour mark when Chris drove around a curve and came upon a big, black, late-model Yukon SUV pulled to the edge of the track under partial cover of overhanging pine boughs. He skidded to a stop. The Yukon was mud-splattered and speckled with debris but a quick visual inspection revealed no obvious damage. No flat tires or broken axles. The windows were tinted, making it difficult to see inside. Chris signalled the others to stay back while he scanned the ground around it. Rain and erosion had wiped out all prints to his inexperienced eye. He circled the vehicle and cupped his hands to peer inside. There was no one inside, but he spotted some waterproof containers, blankets, and small packs, along with chains, axe, and shovel. This vehicle was well equipped for trouble. He wiped the mud from the plates. Yukon plates. He pulled out his notebook and jotted down the number.


    In full investigative mode, he used his glove and tested the door handles, careful not to smudge any prints. All the doors were locked. He attempted to phone the plate in, but his sat phone registered no signal. The group was halfway back to the mine, driving through open scrub, before his phone finally came to life.


    He called the detachment, relieved to hear a cheerful young voice instead of Nihls. He waited while the constable ran the plate.


    “It’s registered to Enterprise Rent-A-Car in Whitehorse.”


    Chris grinned. Enterprise would be thrilled to see the condition and location of their expensive new vehicle now. He asked the constable to find out who had rented it, when, and for how long. The constable called back in less than ten minutes. He sounded excited.


    “It was rented on June 15 by a company, Northern Rubicom, on a long-term rental due back August 15.”


    Chris’s pulse spiked. Northern Rubicom was the company to which Olivia’s professor consulted.


    The constable was rushing on. “It was charged to the corporate account, but get this! Guess who the designated driver is?”


    Chris could think of a few possibilities. Scott Lasalle himself had been in Whitehorse in the middle of June, buying his trip equipment. “Scott Lasalle?”


    “No, but close. His travelling buddy, Peter Carlyle.”

  


  
    


    Chapter Twenty-One

    



    


    


    Chris and the mine employees had just arrived back at the mine when the call came in from Sergeant Nihls. After six bone-jarring hours on the ATV, Chris was exhausted, sore, and starving. The mine supervisor had offered beer, a hot meal, and a soft bed for the night. With that temptation, Chris had already decided to wait until morning to check out Victor and Olivia. It was nearly 7:00 p.m., and although there were several hours of daylight left Chris suspected the two would have set up camp for the night.


    The sergeant’s call changed all that. He brought Chris up-to-date on Green’s encounter with Pete and the likely route taken by Scott and Hannah. “They’re on the run. If they hold that direction, they’re going to intersect the Little Nahanni, probably just south of Crooked Canyon. Your location is ideal so we need you to conduct aerial searches up that way.” Nihls’s parting shot was almost an afterthought. “Surveillance only, Constable. The male subject is armed, mentally unstable, and should be considered extremely dangerous. Report any sightings but do not, under any circumstances, engage either subject, is that clear?”


    Chris couldn’t see how he could possibly engage the subjects from a hundred metres up in the sky, but he dutifully agreed. The sun was a ball of flame suspended over the western mountaintops by the time he’d fuelled up and become airborne again. His flight path took him almost directly into its glare, and his visibility was further hampered by the deep purple shadows in the valley below.


    He flew over the lakes quickly before edging over to the west side of the river valley and dropping altitude as much as he dared. The surface of the meandering Little Nahanni became ruffled as the river gradually picked up speed, and the shoreline of willows and reeds gave way to rocky twists. He was still at least fifty miles south of Crooked Canyon when he started to search in earnest for a single canoe and a couple of tents tucked onto shore. He spotted the camp on a broad, flat gravel bar just below a particularly scary stretch of whitewater. Two figures were sitting on a tarp by the fire. He peeled away, but not before he saw one of them glance up and shield his eyes. Chris knew his plane would be almost invisible against the sun. The two would know they’d been spotted, but not by whom.


    He continued downriver until he saw the steep canyon walls and foaming water of the Crooked Canyon. From this height, it looked unnavigable, and many paddlers did portage around it, but the true thrill-seekers went right down the middle on the tongue of rushing water.


    The canyon was deep in shadow at this time of the evening. Chris dropped his plane lower and his eyes strained to penetrate the gloom. The canyon and the cliffside looked untouched. He banked the plane inland toward the east, flying low over the ridges and up the creeks that rushed between them. The forests huddled black and impenetrable in the valleys, the alpine slopes gleamed almost blood red in the sunset. He suspected this assignment was a waste of time. If Scott and Hannah were really on the run, they would not be standing out in the open waiting to be spotted. They would be hunkered down under the dense, dark canopy of trees. At most, he might glimpse a pinpoint of light from their fire.


    After circling the area in ever-widening spirals three times without success, he called in his report and headed back to the mine. As he flew back over Victor and Olivia’s camp, he saw no lights or signs of activity. The busy pair had gone to bed.


    The next morning, after a hearty breakfast with the mining staff, he checked in with Sergeant Nihls again. Continue your aerial sorties, he was told. He raised the question of Peter Carlyle and Northern Rubicom.


    “We need to check out the company, sir, and find out who set it up. Who else is a director.”


    “Not now, Constable. We have our hands full.”


    “But it could be Scott Lasalle, sir. If so, he’s got some pretty heavy-duty consulting and lobbying help all lined up. Victor Whitehead and Professor Anil Elatar, who is on half a dozen mining companies’ boards.”


    “Let’s concentrate on apprehending Mr. Lasalle without loss of life, Constable. All the rest can wait.”


    Chris could hear the edge to Nihls’s voice, picture the tight line of his lips. He changed tactics. “Agreed, but what about the abandoned Yukon SUV, sir? It appears functional. It could provide an escape route for him. We need to keep it under surveillance.”


    “Negative, Constable. No manpower. Can it be towed to the mine?”


    “Negative, sir” was on the tip of Chris’s tongue but he stopped himself. “The terrain is too rough, sir.”


    “Then disable it,” Nihls snapped before hanging up.


    Chris considered asking the mine personnel to puncture the Yukon’s tires but it was a long trek not without risk. Instead, he asked them to block the exit road with boulders.


    Fog had rolled in overnight, blanketing the ground in a damp, chilly mist. It was nearly nine o’clock by the time the shroud had lifted enough for him to get into the sky again. He stayed low as he flew along the abandoned road, spotting the SUV at exactly the same spot he had the previous day. It was still too early for Scott and Hannah to have reached it, assuming that was their goal. The slog up the creeks, through the mountain pass and across the Little Nahanni itself, would likely take several days.


    He returned his attention to the Little Nahanni River valley, flying across the broad flatlands and down over the first rapids. The cloud cover was thick and low, blocking the glare of the sun and washing the landscape in a pale, moody glow. He banked away from the gravel bar where Victor and Olivia had camped, hoping to avoid detection this time. The shore was empty. He flew on downriver, expecting to spot them in the wide gentle valley. Nothing but stands of silent spruce and a couple of startled moose.


    After half an hour he saw the Crooked Canyon up ahead, where the placid river churned white as it hurtled through the narrow funnel. He banked, flew across it, circled downriver, and flew back. Wind and mist buffeted the plane as his eyes combed the landscape below.


    Nothing.


    He flew further downstream, puzzled. How could Victor and Olivia have travelled this far downstream in a few short hours, unless they’d left camp at four in the morning? He flew on until he was convinced they were not further downstream, before he circled back up to the canyon. Maybe they’d taken the portage. Olivia was a daredevil who loved every boil and wave, but Victor was a city boy. Perhaps she had played it safe for him.


    If they had been hidden by the trees on the portage during his first pass, they would have emerged by now. But the river flowed beneath him, empty. No sign even of a capsized boat or a figure stranded on the shore.


    Fear began to crawl its way into his belly. Olivia was an experienced guide, but this was dangerous territory. Besides the lethal class IV rapids on the river itself, there were grizzlies and wolves, used to prowling the land unchallenged.


    And there was Victor Whitehead.


    The liar, the schemer, the unknown factor in this expedition. Olivia’s words from the week before came back to him. “Sometimes if you want to do some small bit of good, you have to wade into the crap where the game is being played.”


    What if Victor was using her? Using her knowledge and contacts as a mining engineer and as a wilderness guide for his own ends? What if she was not his willing partner but his dupe? She was alone with the man, hundreds of kilometres from safety.


    At that thought, he gave up all attempts to go undetected. Fighting back fear, he dropped still lower over the wide valley above the canyon. His eyes raked the treeline, looking for any sign of them.


    Finally he spotted a small scrap of green tucked deep in the trees. It blended so well into the landscape that it was barely visible through the canopy. If Chris hadn’t known their canoe was green, he would never have noticed it. He circled and flew lower, skimming the river as he tried to make out details. It was a canoe all right, stashed out of sight.


    The rest of the gear, and the two paddlers, were nowhere in sight.


    At the last second, he spotted the cliff ahead. He pulled up sharply just before the canyon walls, clipping the tops of the spruce trees on the clifftop. Heart pounding, he climbed high into the sky to catch his breath. Questions crowded in. Had they gone inland? Had they arranged a rendezvous? Cresting the mountain peak, he headed north over the inland creeks. He scanned the ground below for signs of them. Nothing but wilderness. Endless wilderness. He felt as if he’d been staring at wilderness for days. Steadying the plane, he radioed Nihls to report his findings.


    “Sir,” he added, “I think we need to send a team in by boat down the Little Nahanni. ASAP, sir.”


    He listened to the man mutter as if he were studying the map. Finally he grunted. “Duly noted, Constable. For now, let’s hold off. We’ll have helicopters in the air and men on the ground out there soon. Once I have the search commander’s report —”


    “Sir, all that takes time. If you fly the equipment and personnel up here to the mine, I can have us on the water this afternoon.”


    More silence. “As I said, Constable, duly noted. Meanwhile, you work from the air and coordinate your search sectors with the field CO.”


    Chris checked his frustration. He peered one last time out his side window at the tangle of creek beds below. “There is one thing to note, sir. If Whitehead and Manning are going straight inland, as I assume, and Scott Lasalle continues his route southwest, the two groups are going to intersect.”


    Nihls muttered. “How soon?”


    “Depends on their speed and terrain. It’s pretty rough out there, and unless they know the terrain —”


    “We assume they don’t.”


    Chris didn’t argue. He had given up assuming anything. He didn’t know what anyone was planning, nor what they were capable of. It seemed safe only to assume the worst.


    “Tomorrow some time is my guess,” he said. “Time is ticking.”


    Nahanni, July 26


    Green hunched over the fire and cradled his coffee cup, trying to draw every bit of warmth from it. Everything was wet. Their tents, the ground, the firewood, the tarp under which all their gear was stored. Moisture dripped from the overhanging spruce boughs. The morning dew had been heavy and now fog suspended them in nothingness.


    Jethro had already been out scouting the area and had returned with two fish caught in a nearby stream. Fried up over the fire with bannock, fish had never tasted so good.


    “I don’t know how you do it,” Green said, “but thanks for this.”


    “The fish gave themselves to me,” Jethro replied, deadpan. “They knew we needed them.”


    Green eyed him across the smouldering flames. “Do you believe that?”


    Jethro grinned. “I don’t disbelieve it. I walk two worlds. I didn’t used to, when I was at res school and university. But there is a lot of wisdom in the traditions of my ancestors. The Dene belong to the land. We take care of the land and it takes cares of us. We have survived for millennia because we listen to the land and respect the spirit of all things. I know about science, but I also know these waters, these trees, and these mountains have a lot to tell us. You have to feel their spirit.”


    “Right now I feel only myself,” Green replied. “My aching feet. My fear. Can the trees speak to me? Tell my where my daughter is? Tell me she is safe?”


    “Well, we can ask them. Whether they’ll talk to you is another story. They probably know you don’t much like them.”


    Green glanced across at Jethro’s solemn face. Irrepressibly, he laughed. His sodden spirits lifted. They had made slow progress the day before, inching their way across marshes and over rocky bluffs. But instead of heading straight southwest, the trail was erratic, as if Scott were lost and overwhelmed. Or crazy. By the time the light grew too dim, there was still no sign of them.


    But this was a new day. A fresh day. And suddenly Green felt anxious to get on with it. Anywhere, it didn’t matter. He tossed the dregs of his coffee on the ground and stood up.


    “You won’t stumble upon her walking around out there without a plan,” Jethro said. “This isn’t the city. This is a thousand times bigger than any city. You need to watch for the signs the land gives us.”


    While Jethro brewed a second pot of strong, hot coffee to fill their thermoses, Green began walking around the area, practising his newly acquired tracking skills. But he could see nothing but rock and spruce and emptiness. A moment later Jethro appeared, striding confidently with Tatso at his heels.


    “Tatso found the trail,” Jethro said calmly. “It is not the smartest trail, not the fastest, easiest route to take.”


    They followed the dog as she led the way back and forth across a narrow creek bed toward a distant slope shrouded in mist. Clumps of pink and blue wildflowers dotted the path.


    “Monkshood,” said Jethro with a chuckle. “Very poisonous if you don’t know what you’re doing.”


    “Crime scene investigation would sure be different out here,” Green replied. They were almost up the creek and he was breathless from the climb. Tatso was ranging ahead, her tail waving and her nose to the ground. She searched in a tight, zigzag pattern, and each time they crossed the stream, Jethro sent her out again. After the third such crossing, Tatso began to roam back and forth, following trails that seemed to disappear and loop over each other. Her tongue was lolling and her tail whipping with frustration.


    Green’s experience with dogs was limited to Modo, his hundred-pound rescued mutt that admittedly was not a typical example of the species. But he thought Tatso looked excited and confused.


    “She is,” Jethro agreed as they stopped for a coffee break to watch the dog track. “Something strange is going on. She follows any human scent, but she’s acting like there are several, going in different directions.”


    “You mean Hannah and Scott are going in different directions?” Green pictured his daughter in a panic, running to escape the madman her lover had become.


    Jethro shrugged. “Maybe they’re just collecting firewood.”


    After the coffee break, Jethro set off again to try to pick up the trail amid the maze of conflicting clues. Tatso had disappeared through the trees toward the slope, and as Green stood on the creek bank he was struck by the solitude. The silence was absolute, save for the trickle of water over the stones. No planes, no cars, no hum of human life. Even the songbirds were quiet, and only a single red squirrel chattered at him from a high branch.


    The fog had lifted but the grey clouds hung close and heavy over the land. Green shut his eyes. Tried to feel the spirit that Jethro described. He just felt trapped. Closed in by the land, unable to see the sky or the distant glacial peaks that soared above.


    Tatso barked, once, twice, followed by silence. Jethro emerged from the trees and beckoned to him. “She’s found something,” he said once Green reached him. He gestured to the dog, wagging her tail some distance away, alert and intent. They both followed her to a soft marshy dip in the land. Here she stopped, her nose to the ground. To Green’s astonishment, she began to dig.


    “Something is buried there,” said Jethro, heading over to join her. Her digging was determined, focused, even a little frantic. Loose clumps of grass flew back from her paws. Jethro extracted a small, folding shovel from his backpack and began to dislodge large rocks from the soil. Green joined him, tearing at the rocks with his bare hands.


    Five minutes later, Jethro gave a little cry. He fell to his knees and began to paw the dirt. Green stared. His mind refused to analyze. Even when the first fingers were uncovered, he refused to acknowledge the possibility.


    One careful shovelful at a time, they unearthed the body. Jethro had tied Tatso to a tree to prevent her from interfering. Belatedly the police officer in Green’s screaming brain snapped into gear and he fetched his camera. Only by an extreme effort at detachment was he able to photograph the remains as they emerged. Fingers, hand, arm, shoulder. Jethro brushed the debris away carefully. The fingers were almost perfectly formed. Brown, curled, unmarred by decay or insects.


    A recent burial, Green realized. He’d been concentrating on the camera, but now he stared at the hand. Lean fingers, short blunt nails, broad palm. Not Hannah’s, his mind looped over and over. Not Hannah’s hand at all.


    Together they uncovered the hip and left leg. The body was lying on its side with the head thrown back and out of sight. Slowly they began to dig around it, freeing up the neck, the ear, the jaw, the strings of short, dark hair. No piercings, no blue tips, no pointed pixie jaw. Green fought a lump in his throat as he dared to hope.


    When the head was entirely excavated, both Jethro and Green squatted beside it staring. The hair was short and dark, the eyes wide and filled with sandy grit. Despite the opaque, milky film, they looked blue.


    Like Green’s, Hannah’s eyes were hazel.


    He studied the full length of the body. Even dressed in jacket, jeans and hiking boots, it looked tall and lean. He tried to conjure up the photos he’d seen on the Internet, of Pete Carlyle, Daniel Rothman, and Scott Lasalle. One was lying dead at the bottom of a cliff, another cowering in fear in the cabin they had left. The third was here.


    “It’s Scott Lasalle,” he breathed when he dared put his thoughts into words. “Scott Lasalle is dead. That means my daughter …” His brief surge of euphoria died. “My God, she’s wandering around out here all by herself!”


    Jethro was very still. His steady brown eyes rested on Green. “He didn’t bury himself.”


    Green’s thoughts floundered. “Maybe … Maybe she buried the body so the wolves wouldn’t get at it.” He leaned forward for a closer look at the body and gently brushed some dirt from the man’s chest. Revealed the jacket, ragged and stained, with a hole ripped through the centre of it and a familiar red stain blooming out over the fabric.


    Green fell back on his heels, fighting for breath. Suicide? Please let it be suicide. He forced himself to poke through the hole to feel the path of the bullet. Straight in, angled slightly down. It could have hit half a dozen vital spots — arteries, stomach, heart, spleen — causing massive internal bleeding that would have killed the man in minutes. There were no powder burns on the jacket. No suicide would have created such a wound.


    He forced words through his dry, numb lips. “We need to excavate the rest of him. Search for the weapon. We need to photograph —”


    “We need to notify the RCMP,” Jethro countered quietly.


    Up on a rock, out of earshot and in satellite range, Green called Sullivan. He relayed the news along with their estimated coordinates, and asked him to inform the RCMP. “I don’t know where Hannah is. For all I know, she’s underneath …” His voice cracked. He dragged air into his lungs. “She doesn’t know how to fire a gun. She hates guns. She couldn’t have done this.”


    “Mike —”


    “We have to ask that bastard Pete —”


    “Mike!”


    “What?”


    “We’re here at the cabin. Pete’s not here.”


    Sullivan phoned back an hour later. By that time Green and Jethro had methodically excavated a deep circular trench and laid bare the young man’s entire body. Besides the bullet hole in his chest, he had scratches on his hands and face that were still fresh and bleeding at the time of his death. Green photographed each carefully. The pathologist would be the one to determine whether they were inflicted by tree branches or human nails.


    Careful digging had turned up no sign of another body underneath. The ground under Scott was rocky and difficult to penetrate, as if it had been undisturbed for a long time. There was no knapsack, no rifle or gear of any kind. Green had sent Jethro off with Tatso to scout the area. He had told him to look for human tracks, but they both knew the main reason. If there was another body or burial site, Tatso would find it.


    “Any news?” Sullivan’s voice was very faint.


    “Nothing so far.” Green stood up, unable to say more. As he walked up to higher ground, he fought for composure. “No sign of her.”


    “I’d say that’s good news, Mike. We’ve got a search team coming in to help you. Just have to get the helicopter in place. The fog is holding things up a bit. And the RCMP is going to drop in a crime scene team from Yellowknife too.”


    “I’ve dug him up.”


    “They won’t be pleased.”


    “I don’t give a fuck. I had to see if she was there with him.”


    “I get it, Mike. Ian Elliott and I are on our way —”


    “No, wait. I need you to search the vicinity of the cabin.”


    “We’ve done that. He’s not here.”


    “For her. For … a burial site.”


    Silence. “She’s alive, Mike.”


    “I know. But …”


    “Okay, but we’ll get to you as soon as we can.”


    Green had just hung up when he spotted Jethro coming across the slope toward him. His face was tense with excitement.


    Green’s hopes leaped. “You found her?”


    “No, but I found something you should see.”


    He led the way farther up the hill with long, loping strides. The meadow thinned to loose, stony soil dotted with boulders left eons ago by glaciers. The whole area looked undisturbed, but hidden in the shadow of one boulder was a large canvas bag. It was open, and a dozen wooden stakes were strewn on the ground. They were numbered, and Green saw that one had a shiny metal plaque on its side. On the plaque was a number, a name, and a partial date: Northern Rubicom, a blank space, and 2012.


    He straightened. “This is very recent. Not an old stake!”


    Jethro nodded. “My guess is Scott was getting ready to stake the claim when he was killed.”


    “And what the fuck is Northern Rubicom? His company?”


    “Probably. There should be at least three other stakes in the bag, one for each corner of the claim. Unless he got them in the ground before he was killed.”


    A quick search of the bag revealed only one other corner stake. Jethro was scrutinizing the bag. He lifted it to peer underneath. Even Green could see the gouges in the ground around it.


    “I think this bag was dropped from a height.” Jethro searched the surroundings. There were no hills or cliffs. “Maybe even from a plane.”


    They exchanged looks. Read each other’s minds. “Hunter Kerry,” Green said. “That’s what he was doing when he flew over here. The bastard. He’s in on it.” He shoved himself to his feet. “You keep looking for Hannah. I’ll call this in.”


    Green watched Jethro set off with Tatso before phoning Sullivan back to relay the latest discoveries. “Get the RCMP to find out about this company and to question Hunter Kerry about his involvement. Find out what the bastard knows. And keep an eye open for other stakes between the cabin and here.”


    “None around the cabin, Mike. We’ve just finished another search and there’s no sign the ground has been disturbed. Or …”


    It was a small relief, but Green seized it like a drowning man. “How long till backup gets there?”


    “Probably not till the morning. The fog’s still a problem farther east.”


    “Fuck!”


    “But we’re on our way. Hang in there.”


    Green’s respite from panic was brief as he contemplated the impossible task ahead. One lone little girl, probably blind with fear and grief, was stumbling around in this vast, unforgiving land. He walked back down the slope toward Scott’s body. It needed to be guarded against animals and covered with a tarp to protect it from the elements. Whatever Hannah’s fate, this murdered young man might hold the answers to what had transpired between the foursome on this tragic trip.


    He was anchoring the tarp with boulders when he heard a shout from farther upstream. It was Jethro calling. Green abandoned the tarp and rushed over the uneven shore, slipping and stumbling over the wet rocks. Some distance up, he found Jethro waiting for him on the shore. He gestured to a narrow animal trail barely visible through the willows, leading away from the stream.


    “I think I’ve found something,” he said as he followed the trail. “Watch your step, it’s muddy. Moose, bear, wolf, they all use this path to get to the water, but up here …” He stopped and stepped off the trail. Squatting, he pointed to the trampled ground. “This is a human boot print. Not as recent as the wolf tracks, but still visible. In the last couple of days, I’d say.”


    Green leaned over. The print was small and made a shallow indent in the ground. He held his breath.


    “If we go further,” Jethro was saying, stepping over the print to carry on up the trail, “we see more of them. Here and here …”


    The next print was overlaid with a paw print, too large to be Tatso. A wolf. With an effort, Green pulled his attention back to Jethro, who was squatted over another print. He laid his tracking stick on the ground and moved it back and forth across the rutted soil.


    “She’s running now,” he said. “The strides are far apart, the impact heavier. And she’s digging in with her toe.”


    “She?”


    Jethro smiled. “Yes, she. She’s getting away.”


    Green had to put his hand down to steady himself. Emotion closed his throat. He pictured her scrambling up the trail, terrified, lost, stones tripping her and branches tearing her limbs. Breath ragged, not daring even to scream.

  


  
    


    Chapter Twenty-Two

    



    


    


    “We can’t wait for them,” Green said. “We have to go after her.”


    The fact that a man was lying dead with a bullet in his chest and his daughter was running away didn’t bear thinking about. There would be an explanation — an accident, a struggle, self-defence. Pete had said Scott had gone crazy. Perhaps he had turned on her and she’d reacted the only way she could. Hannah hated guns, but she was a fighter. Enraged or cornered, she could be a firestorm.


    He couldn’t think about that now. He had to take it one step at a time, follow her tracks, find her, make her safe. And only then would he worry about the explanation.


    Jethro stood on the path behind him and folded his arms over his chest, expressionless. “We wait. They’ll make good time with the GPS, and it’s much safer to travel together.”


    “But every hour we wait, we lose precious daylight.”


    Jethro smiled. “There are eighteen hours of daylight. For now, we wait. And we eat.”


    Green knew he was right, but that was no comfort. His stomach was in knots. Leaving Jethro to unpack the food, he climbed to the top of a nearby rise and looked out. The fog still hovered over the mountain peaks but slivers of sunlight shot through. Touched the valley floor. A small lake glistened in the distance, nestled between rolling hills.


    On a distant slope he caught movement and a flash of white, but when he trained his binoculars it was two Dall’s sheep bounding across the alpine grass. He swept the binoculars slowly across the landscape. Nothing.


    He cupped his hands. “Hannah!”


    Her name echoed over the endless folds of land, inconsequential, like a pebble dropped into the ocean.


    “Haan-nahhh!”


    He listened to the ripples of sound until they faded away. No answer came back to him.


    He circled the rise, calling in all directions, before acknowledging it was futile. When one is running, one hears only the pounding of footfalls on the ground, the crunch of gravel, and the ragged gasps of one’s own breath. He walked back down the hill. Jethro handed him a hot cup of tea and the two ate in silence. By the end of lunch, there was still no sign of the other two men. Green paced. He cursed. And finally he climbed the rise again and called the Fort Simpson RCMP.


    Sergeant Nihls sounded brusque and harried, but he took the time to outline his plans to fly in additional SAR and crime-scene personnel first thing in the morning. These latest developments have brought the original death of Daniel Rothman into question as well, he said.


    “Any intel yet on this company Northern Rubicom?”


    “Not been much time to work on that, Inspector. But I did ask Yellowknife HQ to look into it. So far they have just the obvious information. It’s a new company, registered in March of this year. Two partners, each in for a hundred thousand.”


    “What are their names?”


    “Not our subjects. Two professors. Dr. Valencia of Vancouver and Dr. Anil Elatar of Waterloo, Ontario. One’s a geologist, the other a mining engineer. A sensible combination for the start-up phase, I might add.”


    Green sucked in his breath. Valencia was the thesis advisor both Scott and Pete had fallen out with. “Any business activity in this company yet? Any mining claims or other assets?”


    “Yellowknife HQ is looking into that. So far there are no claims registered at the Recorder’s Office.”


    “What about Hunter Kerry? What does he know?”


    “Mr. Kerry is being uncooperative. So far. But we’ll work on that. For my money, he’s just an errand boy. No one would trust him with any serious responsibility.”


    Green revised his earlier opinion of the man. In a pinch, Nihls was proving a capable leader. Green thanked him and rang off, now more puzzled than ever. He tried to link the information together to see where it led. Both Scott and Pete were reportedly against mining development, and yet Scott had devised this whole adventure trip as a pretext for tracking down his grandfather’s old ruby claim. Scott claimed to feel so strongly about mining that he had thrown his geology career out the window and walked out on the geology advisor who only a month later founded a mining company with the suggestive name of Northern Rubicom. Now someone working on behalf of that company — Scott, Pete, or someone else? — had planned to stake a claim to that very ruby mine Scott had been seeking.


    Nihls thought Hunter Kerry was peripheral, yet he had been the one to fly the party in the first place, and the will and the initial clues about the mining claim had “accidentally” been left in his plane. Quite the coincidence.


    It felt like a Chinese puzzle, with the solution just one twist away. But the more he worked one twist free, another twist emerged. He knew his mind was only firing on one cylinder, and the more frustrated he became the more scrambled his thoughts. He was grateful when Tatso’s loud barking announced the arrival of Sullivan and Elliott.


    After a quick exchange of updates, Sullivan drew Green aside. His broad, freckled face looked pinched. “How you holding up?”


    Green shrugged. He didn’t dare open the door to his feelings. “I just want to find her.”


    Sullivan nodded. “Where’s the body?”


    Green led him back down the stream to the tarp. Sullivan squatted down, peeled back the tarp, and studied the body quietly. He poked the toes, the hands, and the head. Then he gazed at the horizon, his eyes narrowed. “Rigour’s dissipating but still present in the legs. Buried like this, with the cold nights, hard to say. What do you think?”


    “Thirty-six to forty-eight hours?”


    Sullivan nodded. “So she’s been out there, on her own for almost two days.” He prodded the stony ground thoughtfully. “How big is Hannah?”


    Green stared at him. Sullivan knew perfectly well how big she was. Barely five feet. “What does that mean?”


    “I know people can summon incredible strength when they’re desperate, but burying him like this would have taken hours. More like deliberate intent than desperate impulse. The question is, why bother digging such a deep hole in this hard soil?”


    Green shrugged. He’d not lingered on that puzzle, merely assumed she wanted to cover up the killing. But now, as he walked through the scenario in her shoes, he could see the flaw in that logic. Why would Hannah, panicked and overwhelmed, have taken the time and effort to bury him?


    Another possible scenario came to mind. Perhaps the killing had been a desperate act of self-defence or accident, but in her grief and guilt afterward she had resolved to give him a loving burial. That way his body wouldn’t be ravaged or carried off in bits by wolves and crows. Hannah had the steel determination to carry out such an act, but did she have the strength?


    “I don’t know, Brian. Let’s hope we get a chance to ask her.” He drew the tarp back over the body and began to pile the heavy stones on top. “We can’t do any more for him. Let’s get the hell away from here.”


    They found the other two on the rocky slope farther upstream. Elliott was squatting on the ground beside the mining stakes. His topographical map was spread out on the ground and he was shaking his head.


    “Interesting. Presumably the other two corner stakes are already in the ground somewhere.”


    “Is it still legal with only two?” Sullivan asked.


    Elliott shook his head and consulted his map. “I doubt this claim is legal anyway. It’s outside the present park, yes, but remember, the government is in negotiations about a new park up here. The boundaries aren’t decided yet, but all resource development on the land has been frozen until a decision is made. Mining interests are fighting hard to keep this area outside the boundaries because there is so much mineral potential in these mountains. There is already a mine quite close to here in Lened Creek and another being considered for just the other side of the Little Nahanni River.”


    Green and Sullivan clustered around the map as Elliott traced his finger down the river. Green was studying the map for clues to where Hannah might go, but Sullivan was listening intently. “When will this boundary be decided?”


    “Who knows?” Elliott grinned. “This is the Canadian government we’re talking about. No matter which way they go, they know there will be howls of protest. But right now Canada needs all the economic stimulus it can get, and the present government has few qualms about the environment, so I’m guessing the mining interests will win out.”


    “So this claim could be okay?”


    “In the future, but not while the freeze is on. That’s why the date is not filled in yet. I’m guessing either they’re just hoping to get the jump on it —”


    “Or they know something the public doesn’t.” Sullivan’s eyes were grim with suspicion.


    Green broke in impatiently. “How close are we to the Little Nahanni River?”


    Elliott measured with his fingernail. “Only a couple of kilometres.”


    “How wide is it?”


    “At this point? A good size. And fast moving.” He glanced at Green. “She couldn’t get across without a raft or boat.”


    “So she’s going to be trapped.”


    “Assuming she goes that way,” Jethro said. “We don’t have any idea where she’s going, or even whether she has a map. We found no gear with the body, so she may have it all.”


    “I’m assuming only one thing,” Green said grimly. “That she’s trying to find a way out. So let’s get tracking.”


    Because both Sullivan and Green had developed some skill in reading the ground by this time, Jethro took the lead with his tracking stick but spread the other three out in a horizontal line behind him to search for signs. Slowly but surely they worked their way across the slope, saying little as they concentrated all their attention on the ground. At one point Jethro squatted and measured, then nodded.


    “She’s stopped running. Maybe she’s not as scared.”


    Or she’s exhausted, Green thought, but he said nothing. A few moments later the land dipped sharply toward a ravine below and Jethro stopped. He carefully moved some loose stones ahead.


    “She fell here. Probably slipped.” He moved a few yards farther and pointed. “Blood.”


    A single drop glistened on a rock, so tiny that Green was astonished he’d seen it.


    “Not a serious injury,” Sullivan said. Too quickly, Green thought. Thanks for trying, my friend, but I know all too well the danger she’s in. Would the bleeding attract the wolves? Or bears? When he asked, Elliott pursed his lips.


    “Any scent attracts animals,” he said. “Even hand soap. But wolves are shy. If there is plentiful game, they won’t bother her.”


    They picked their way down the ravine into the softer grass below. Here, a ribbon of flattened grass was clearly visible. “She’s limping,” Jethro said.


    “How close are we?” Green asked.


    “She was here, maybe yesterday?”


    His heart sank. Still so far behind. Each time Jethro paused to study the ground, he chafed. They were moving more slowly than she was. Losing ground every moment. How were they ever going to catch up? By late afternoon, as he scanned the surrounding hills for the hundredth time, he spotted a familiar bluff.


    “We’re going in circles!”


    Jethro nodded gravely. “She is disoriented. Sometimes she moves fast, sometimes slowly. This is the pattern of someone without a plan. Panicking. I think she has no map or compass. After a while, these hills and trees all look the same.”


    “She may have nothing,” Green said. “Not even food or water.”


    “Water is easy. As for food, there are berries.”


    “She won’t eat berries!” Green said. “She’s a city girl. Berries come in a plastic box from the supermarket.”


    Jethro picked up a willow branch that draped over the trail. Its end was cut cleanly through. “She’s eating these, and she’s got a sharp knife. Trust your daughter, Mike. I’ve seen this before. People have an instinct to survive. Her actions tell me she’s exhausted. She will find a stream and she will make a bed for the night. In the morning, she will make a plan.” He smiled. “Even a city girl knows the sun rises in the east.”


    At 10:00 p.m. that evening, just as the shadows were deepening across the valley floor, they came across a pile of flattened willow and spruce branches at the edge of the creek. “This is where she bedded down for the night,” Jethro said. He was optimistic, even smiling as he pointed out that she still had the presence of mind to prepare a primitive shelter rather than collapsing without care. No fire, but possibly she had no matches.


    The foursome pitched their tents hastily, cooked dinner, and curled up for the night. “We’ve almost got her,” were Jethro’s last words. “Tomorrow, at 5:00 a.m., we go on.”


    That night, while the others snored, Green drifted in and out of sleep, his ears sifting the night sounds — the gurgle of the stream, the howling of the wolves — for the scream of a terrified girl. There were two wolves close by, possibly watching from the hillside above the campsite. They were just curious, Elliot had assured him. But Green pictured them circling slowly, heads lowered, eyes gleaming. Hunting for prey. Looking for weakness. He shivered and wrapped his sleeping bag more tightly around him. Forced his thoughts away from Hannah, huddling in some makeshift bed of willow boughs, listening too.


    When the first shafts of sunlight struck the mountain peaks to the west, he crawled out of bed. He took his binoculars, satellite phone, and bear horn, and climbed up the rocky hillside. When he reached the summit, the distant ridges were ablaze in amber light. He searched. Cupped his hands and called. Nothing.


    Why didn’t she answer? If she was only a couple of kilometres away, as Jethro believed, why didn’t she hear him?


    He felt an overwhelming need to reach out. Hunkering down, he phoned Sharon, who would be awake with Tony by now. He imagined them in the kitchen, Sharon propped awake over coffee, Modo hovering underfoot for scraps, and Tony chattering away about his latest fascination. Was it still airplanes, or had he moved on?


    Sharon answered on the fourth ring, sounding foggy with fatigue.


    “Oh, honey, did I wake you?”


    “No.” She gave her wry chuckle. “Our children have already accomplished that. Any news?”


    “We’re very close. We should find her tomorrow.” He skimmed over Scott’s death, Hannah’s frightened flight, and the wide open wilderness in which she was lost. “I just wanted to touch base. See how you are.”


    “I’m fine, Mike. I will be fine, no matter what.”


    “What do you mean, no matter what?”


    “Nothing.”


    “Sharon, is something wrong?”


    “No, honey. Aviva just seems to be in a bit of a hurry, that’s all.”


    “You mean …?” What the hell did she mean?


    “Nothing. She seems impatient, that’s all. Of course, what else? She’s your daughter. She’s not going to make things easy.”


    “But are you all right? Is she all right?”


    “We’re fine. I’m resting. I’m keeping my feet up. And whatever will be, I’ll manage.”


    “She’s not due for two months!”


    “And we’ll try to hold her to that, but you may be in for a bit of a surprise when you come home.”


    He gripped the phone. “I don’t want to miss the birth.”


    Sharon laughed. “She may not give you any say.”


    He stared out over eternity, unseeing. Oh my God, please, God, no more. How much was Sharon holding back, to spare him the added worry? She was laughing now, the fatigue gone from her voice as she talked about the daily trivia of family. She spoke no more of premature birth, stubborn babies, or surprises. Before she hung up, she promised to phone him if there were any developments, but he didn’t believe her. Like Hannah, Sharon would tell him only what she thought he needed to hear.


    He rested his head in his hands, breathed deeply, and offered a mute prayer for the lives of all the women he loved. To whom, he didn’t know. Perhaps just to Jethro’s spirits that controlled this vast, open, sunlit land. If there was any way to reach those spirits, or his own austere, unattainable God, it was here.


    When he raised his head again the first fingers of dawn were touching the hillside, glistening off the dew and burnishing the grey rocks with gold. It felt almost like an omen, a ray of hope in the bleak days he had endured. Further up the slope a huge boulder clung precariously to the edge of the slope, a perfect vantage point from which to watch the sun spread across the valley. As he climbed closer, he could see unusual scoring on its face, set into relief by the slanting light. Closer still, he froze.


    It was a message, scratched into the surface of the rock by a ragged, uneven hand.


    
      To Dad, Mum, Sharon, EB, and sister-to-be, I hope someone finds this and lets you know. Luv you, sorry Dad …

    


    The final words blurred in the searing pain that filled his eyes. He sank to the ground, his head in his hands. For a moment all thought, all strength, deserted him. Is this your omen, God? Is this your answer? Then he raised his head and ran his trembling fingertips over the stone. Touched where she had touched.


    “We’re going to find you, my little girl. No fucking way this land is claiming you.”


    Back down at the campsite, Elliott was brewing coffee. His eyes rested on Green’s thoughtfully for a moment, but he said nothing. Waving off the coffee, Green began to pack up his things. As he packed, he told them about her etching.


    “We’re going. We’ll eat on the trail. She’s near the end of her rope.”


    Wisely, no one protested. He led them to the rock, where Tatso eagerly picked up the trail down the slope. As they hurried to keep up with her, Elliott fell into step beside Green.


    “Who’s EB?”


    “Energizer bunny. My son.”


    “Your wife’s pregnant?”


    Green nodded. “It’s a girl. Aviva. Hannah’s been so excited.” It was one of the means by which he had hoped to lure her home. Hannah had grown up alone most of her life. She’d only had her brother in her life for three years, since she’d reconnected with Green, and she was thrilled at the prospect of a sister. She’d threatened to teach her everything she knew about being a girl. Green had shuddered in mock horror at the thought.


    Now he’d give anything for that.


    As they walked they took turns calling, to no avail. But the silence slowly filled with a sibilant murmur, which grew louder when they crested yet another hill. Below them, in the distance through the trees, shone the sparkle of water. High over the water a bald eagle surfed the wind in search of fish.


    With fresh excitement they rushed forward until the wide flood plain of the river became visible through the trees. A broad, flat stretch of willows and marsh, followed by acres of river stone beach before the river itself. Broad, meandering, and deceptively peaceful in the misty sun.


    “That’s the Little Nahanni,” said Elliott. Smiling, he took out his binoculars. “I’ve never approached it from here. Beautiful.”


    “But she can’t get across it?” Green asked.


    When Elliott shook his head, Green’s hopes surged. “Then we’ll find her.”


    Elliott didn’t answer. He stiffened suddenly and adjusted his binoculars. “I see movement.”


    Green and Sullivan both pulled out their binoculars. “Where?”


    “On the shore. Wait.” Elliott continued to stare. “See that big boulder on the other side of the river? Look across to this side and to the right a bit, maybe twenty feet. Through that gap in the trees.”


    Green could see nothing but a blur of green and blue. The water shimmered, the branches swayed in the gentle river breeze. Nothing. Nothing!


    “Is it a person?” he asked in frustration.


    “Yes. Wearing a red jacket.” Elliott pointed. “Look, they’re running.”


    Sullivan’s binoculars were riveted to the spot. “Looks like they’re trying to get across.”


    “Suicide,” Elliott muttered. “It may look placid but the current’s too strong.”


    “Hannah!” Green shouted, plunging headlong down the hill. They were still hundreds of yard away, but he had to try. “Hannah! Stop!”


    He could hear the others pounding through the bush behind him, but he had only one thought. To save her. They reached the treeline and were swallowed in the dense willow brush. Holding his arms out to break a path, he stumbled on. Dodged around trunks, tripped over roots, ignored the long, thin branches whipping his face. He couldn’t see the river any more, but above the snapping of branches and the rasp of their breathing, he could hear its hiss.


    Finally a glimpse of water through the brush, much closer now. Shrubs and marsh. Mud sucked at his boots. He floundered and fell. Scrambling to his feet, he unsnapped his backpack and threw it to the ground. Saw the figure at last. A small red shape splashing along the edge of the gravel bar. Still too far! Miles of muddy marsh stretched between him and the river.


    He clambered out of the mud onto a small knoll. Panting, his heart bursting his chest. “Hannah! It’s Dad!” He waved his arms above his head.


    The figure turned back. Saw him, then wheeled and began to run.


    “No!” he screamed. What the hell? Was it Hannah? Or someone else? Who?


    As he shouted, the others came up behind him. They watched the figure disappear around the bend.


    “She ran away,” Green cried. “Damnit! Why?”


    “If it is her,” Sullivan added.


    Jethro looked worried. “She’s not rational. She’s operating in full flight mode.”


    “And if she tries to cross the river …” said Elliott.


    “Don’t even think it!” Green snapped. “How do we get across this swamp? How do we reach her?”


    As they searched the riverbank downstream, new movement flashed through the trees. Weaving in and out. Grey blending with rock. Another figure, running in the same direction as the first.
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    “No time!” Green shouted as Sullivan swung his pack from his back and fished his phone out. Stubbornly Sullivan shook his head, muttering something about backup. Green turned away. The figures had vanished from sight, but he plunged diagonally through the alder bushes in the direction they had headed.


    He slipped, tripped, flailed, and cursed as his hiking boots squelched in the mud and his lungs burst for air. For each hard-fought yard of advancement, the shoreline seemed to recede by two. The copse of trees where the figures had disappeared seemed as far away as ever, the river bobbing and hissing as it swept toward the bend.


    On the horizon far upriver, three tiny dots appeared. Bucking down the ribbon of water with the buzz of a hornet, leaving a widening ripple of white in their wakes. Green halted in surprise. Behind him, he heard Sullivan swearing at the phone as he tried in vain to raise a signal. On the river, the three objects drew closer and the buzzing louder, until Green realized what they were.


    Zodiacs! Ploughing through the current under the power of a small outboard motor. One figure steered in the stern while the other leaned out over the bow with binoculars.


    “Hey!” He rushed forward, sucked down by willows and reeds and mud. “Hey!”


    The lead boat slowed. The driver paused, hand on the throttle, glanced in Green’s direction, and waved. The boats were drawing directly opposite now, but still too far away to make out any features.


    “Wait!” Green flailed his arms and quickened his pace. The lead driver signalled ahead down the river and turned the throttle back up. Cursing, Green glanced back at the others. Sullivan had given up on the phone and both he and Elliott had their binoculars trained on the river. Green could barely make out a logo on the side of the boats.


    “They’re from the mine up the river,” Elliott shouted over the noise. “That’s their company logo on the boats.”


    Sullivan was shaking his head. “I think they’re cops.”


    Green couldn’t see how anything could be gleaned from the figures, who were concealed from head to toe in helmets and bulky orange life jackets. The first two boats had disappeared around the bend and the last was fast approaching it. Soon nothing was left but the ribbons of wake on the grey water and the hum of distant engines in the air.


    Green fumed as he waited for the others to catch up. “They saw us! They fucking saw us and blew us off! We could have been in trouble or —”


    “They were in a hurry,” Sullivan said. “Whatever they’re up to, it’s a higher priority than us.”


    Green took a deep breath to rein in his temper. He was tired and frightened, but he needed to think like a cop. He turned to Sullivan. “What makes you think they’re police?”


    “Instinct?” Sullivan said. “They were searching for something, but very methodical. Moving fast but efficiently like a trained team. One guy steering, the other scouting.” As if he read the doubt on Green’s face, he shrugged. “Pretty professional for a bunch of miners.”


    “Mining companies often hire ex-military and ex-cops to run security,” Elliott said.


    Green felt himself go cold. The lure of a mine had drawn them all into this wilderness, cost two young men their lives, and now put his frightened daughter at risk. “We’ve got to get moving!” was all he said as he surged toward the river. Once they had reached the gravel flat he broke into a run. Sounds filled his ears — the crunch of boots on stone, the ragged hiss of his own breath — but nothing else. No shouts, no screams for help.


    No gunshots.


    He faltered midway to the bend, his lungs on fire. Jethro passed him with ease, his head down, his soft boots floating over the stony ground. He too had shed his heavy pack, but in his hand was his rife. At his heel, tongue lolling and tail straight out, ran Tatso.


    “Wait!” Green gasped. “Don’t try anything —”


    Elliott placed his hand on Green’s shoulder. “Let him go ahead. He’ll scout it out but he won’t tip anyone off.”


    Grateful, Green lowered his head, channelled his breathing, and concentrated on a long even stride. The ground rushed beneath him. Reeds on one side, river on the other, driftwood, boulders, wildflowers, all unfurled beneath his stride.


    Before he knew it, the bend was upon them. Ahead, the river ran through a wide valley of beach and trees before narrowing between high canyon walls at the end. The cliff above the canyon walls was the perfect spot to lie in ambush.


    They all skidded to a halt, panting. There was no sign of Jethro, nor of the two figures they had been chasing earlier. Nothing but the empty beach and the dense, dark forest. However, at the far end, just before the canyon bluff, three inflatable Zodiacs were pulled up on shore. Nearby, one of the boaters stood under cover of the cliff face. He was looking up, searching the clifftop.


    Green was about to call to him when he turned slightly, revealing the distinctive silhouette of an assault rifle cradled in his arms.


    Seizing Sullivan’s arm, Green dove into the cover of the woods. Huddled behind the shelter of a large pine, he tried to estimate distances. The forest was only about a hundred metres wide before the land rose in a sharp slope and the trees thinned. The valley looked about half a kilometre long before pinching into the canyon.


    Not a large area to search, but with only three of them, a challenge. He dredged up his long-rusty knowledge of search tactics and beckoned to the other two to come close.


    “We’ll do a line search straight down the valley floor,” he whispered. “As far apart as we can manage while still keeping each other in sight. Probably thirty feet in these woods. Hand signals only, except in an emergency.” He paused. He’d always hated his firearm and passed his requalification test every year by the skin of his teeth, but now he fervently wished for its cold, alien weight in his hands. For its power to overcome, even to kill.


    He picked up a hefty length of driftwood and told Sullivan to get his rifle out. Elliott and Green would walk the perimeter while Sullivan provided cover to both from the middle. They edged carefully through the underbrush toward their positions. At each snapping twig and rustling leaf, Green winced. They stood in position a long time while he searched the silence for sound. Footsteps, whispers, breaths. He heard nothing but the hiss of the river. How could eight people be moving through this forest without a single telltale crack?


    There was still no sign of Jethro when Green gave the signal to advance. They inched forward across the spongy forest floor, gently easing branches aside and placing each foot with care. Ears and eyes sifted the stillness. Green felt a surreal calm, as he imagined soldiers felt when they went up over the trench wall into the guns of the enemy vastly superior in numbers, weaponry, and tactical knowledge. He had one goal: Hannah. Find her, shield her, and bring her to safety.


    They had advanced less than a hundred yards down the valley when Sullivan signalled and pointed ahead to something bright green lying on the forest floor. A few steps farther on, peering through the overhanging boughs and tree trunks, Green recognized an overturned canoe. Tucked under it, a backpack.


    Green signalled to Sullivan to ready his rifle and advance. Elliott slipped through the trees to his side. “Probably stashed there by some hikers,” he whispered. “It could have been here for years.”


    “It looks new,” Green said, taking in the shiny hull. Sullivan was just approaching when Jethro materialized at his elbow. Green had not heard a sound, and he nearly swore aloud in shock.


    Jethro drew them deeper into the bush. “There was a tent and a campfire here yesterday. “Whoever it is, looks like they went inland. Up that slope toward the pass.”


    “How many?”


    Jethro shrugged. “A canoe that size? Could take three, or two with lots of gear.”


    What the hell did this mean? Green wondered. Were they just a pair of random hikers who’d chosen this time and place for their adventure? Or were they connected to Scott’s group? Rivals? Co-conspirators?


    And more important, were they friend or foe?


    “Did you see anyone else?”


    Jethro nodded. “Looks like the guys from the boat are searching too. They’re doing a sweep this way, like you guys, only they’ve got 308s and assault rifles.”


    “Did they look like cops?”


    “They looked professional to me, but I wasn’t getting close enough to those assault rifles to find out.”


    Too many dangers, too many unknowns, Green thought. “Stay out of sight,” he whispered. “All we want is Hannah. Don’t do anything to jeopardize that.”


    They had barely resumed their positions when a rifle shot cracked the silence. All four of them dove to the ground just as an answering volley of shots burst from the woods up ahead. Green signalled to Jethro and Elliott to stay down. Then he rose to a crouch and scurried over to grab Jethro’s rifle. He’d never fired a rifle, but what the hell.


    “You and Ian crawl back the way we came, out of harm’s way. I don’t know what the hell this is, but Brian and I are cops —”


    Another rifle shot. Green spun around to search for the source of the sound. It had come from up on the open slope. As he watched, a figure raced from one boulder to another in a blur of grey. From down below came an explosion of return fire.


    “Stop!” The cry came from another cluster of rocks, a few yards beyond the sniper. It was a howl of panic. Piercing, female …


    A chill of horror raced through Green. He didn’t dare call out, didn’t dare put her in more danger. Waving Elliott and Jethro away with a frantic hand, he scrambled on hands and knees to join Sullivan.


    The sniper on the slope fired again. This time the bullet slammed into the tree near Green’s head, spitting wood chips into the air. The gunman had spotted him. A responding rifle burst from down below spewed rock and gravel at the boulder. The sniper fired back.


    “RCMP!” came a shout from the woods. “Hold your fire, Whitehead!”


    A head popped up behind the rocks above the sniper. “That’s not me —”


    “Hands where I can see them, Whitehead!”


    The man ducked for cover instead. “Holy fuck!” Green whispered. “What the fuck?”


    “Chris?” A blond figure jumped up beside Whitehead. Screaming Chris’s name, she started to scramble down the slope. Rifle shots burst in both directions. The woman cartwheeled, arms flailing, blond hair swirling, and pitched face down in the gravel. Her body slithered to a stop.


    Shouting erupted from the woods below. Automatic rifle bursts tore up the hillside as one of the Mounties raced toward the woman. Green started forward, but Sullivan grabbed him in a powerful vice.


    “It’s not her, Mike! The hair’s blond.”


    “I don’t know what colour her hair is, Brian!”


    Sullivan tightened his grip. In the delay, the Mountie reached the woman and dragged her to safety. The sniper fired once as he raced from his spot up to the rocks where Whitehead was hiding. A moment later he rose from behind the rock, his body shielded and his rifle pressed to Whitehead’s back. Green recognized the blond hair and the grey camouflage jacket.


    “That’s Pete Carlyle!” he exclaimed. The pieces of the puzzle realigned. Fucking Pete Carlyle had been the traitor all along. Green shoved Sullivan’s hand away and scrambled to his feet. “The Mounties don’t know who they’re dealing with here. He’s killed two people, he’s got nothing to lose!”


    Seeing Sullivan about to protest, Green spun away and began to run forward through the trees. Seconds later he heard Sullivan running behind him. “We’ve got no fucking radio and no fucking ID, Mike. We’re going to get shot!”


    Green spotted the cluster of Mounties hunkered down in the trees. They were dressed in black. Two had taken positions behind trees and had trained their weapons on the hillside. Another was crouched on the ground, shouting vainly into a phone. The last two were bent over the fallen woman, doing CPR. One of them had pulled off his helmet, and his young face was contorted with anguish.


    “Chris!” Green shouted. “Constable Tymko!”


    Two guns swivelled to face him. He held up his hands, one of them still holding Jethro’s rifle. Hastily he introduced himself. The other cops looked to Chris for confirmation, but he was frantic.


    “Call for the fucking helicopter!” Chris yelled at the man with the phone. “We have to get her to Yellowknife!”


    “No signal, sir!”


    The officer doing CPR sat back on his heels. “Chris, she’s gone.”


    “You don’t know that! We can save her. We have to save her!”


    Green approached to look at the woman on the ground. Long limbed, tanned, and blonde. Not Hannah. “Who is it?” He hoped his voice was calm, unlike the cartwheels of relief in his head.


    “A girl who —” Chris’s voice snagged. “Who should never have got involved with that snake!”


    Green glanced up through the trees to the slope, where Pete Carlyle stood, defiant with the rifle to his hostage’s head. In that instant, old training kicked in. “Who’s in charge here, Constable?”


    Chris looked up from the injured woman finally. Took in the gunman, the hostage, and his waiting colleagues. He blinked. “Me.”


    “What’s your plan?”


    “I don’t … I don’t …” Chris took a deep breath. He signalled to his colleague to resume CPR and he hauled himself to his feet.


    Green joined him and lowered his voice. “I suggest you radio the guy waiting by the boat. Send him and another officer around the side and up the slope behind Carlyle —”


    “Carlyle? It’s not Lasalle?”


    Quickly Green explained about Scott and Pete. “Pete had his own agenda to stake the ruby mine. When he met with resistance from the others, he killed them. I don’t know what these two had to do with it —”


    “Victor Whitehead, total sleaze. He was meeting up with that bastard from the other side. I don’t give a fuck if he shoots Whitehead!”


    “Yes you do,” Green murmured, drawing close. “So send your two men up around the back of him. Let him know there’s no escape.”


    Chris nodded. He was deadly pale, but he retrieved his radio and relayed the order. Pete and his hostage were still on the hillside, but Pete was beginning to edge diagonally down the slope, careful to keep Whitehead as a shield.


    “I want one of your Zodiacs,” he shouted, “and a full tank of gas. And if I see anyone following me, today or any day, this slimy bastard will get a bullet in the head.”


    “Hey!” Whitehead cried. “We’re supposed to be —”


    “Plans have changed, partner.”


    “The Zodiacs can’t handle the canyon, Pete,” Chris replied. “You’ve only got one way to go — back up toward Cantung Mine.”


    “None of your business where I’m going!” Pete yelled. Green saw a flash of movement on the bluff behind him. Chris’s men were about halfway into position.


    “You won’t get past the mine,” Chris shouted. “It’s crawling with Mounties.”


    Pete and Whitehead reached the edge of the slope against the bluff. Behind them, the two Mounties stepped out into the open with their rifles trained. They spoke too softly for Green to hear their words, but Pete reacted by tightening his grip on Victor and screaming.


    “Get them the fuck away from me!”


    Chris had knelt back down at the injured woman’s side, but now he tore himself away and stormed to the bottom of the slope.


    “It’s over, Carlyle! You’re done! There’s no escape.” He sucked in a deep, steadying breath and resumed, calmer. “We found the Yukon you stashed up on the old road and we immobilized it.”


    “Then you’ll get us another one. I haven’t made it all this way for nothing!”


    To Green’s astonishment, Elliott emerged from the woods, unarmed and hatless, and stepped in front of Chris. “I’m sorry to disappoint you, Mr. Carlyle, but that’s precisely what you’ve done. The mining claim, even if it’s full of rubies, is worthless. The government has finally chosen its boundaries for the new park, and the claim lies within it.”


    Pete’s jaw dropped. “You’re lying!” He jerked Whitehead’s shoulder. “You told me it would —”


    Whitehead looked about to faint. “He’s bluffing,” he stammered. “There’s no decision yet, Pete.”


    “I haven’t got where I am without having some friends on the inside,” Elliott said. Chris shot him a surprised look, and very subtly Elliott waved his hand to silence him.


    “Then you’re worthless, Whitehead!” Pete raged, jabbing his rifle into Whitehead’s back.


    “No!” Whitehead slammed against him, throwing him off balance. Pete stumbled and tripped over a rock. The rifle fired. Whitehead flung himself to the ground. Simultaneously the two officers leaped forward, one to shield Whitehead and the other to pin Pete to the ground.


    Seconds later, Pete was in handcuffs.


    Pete’s bellows of rage were still echoing down the valley when Green detached himself from the crowd. He wasn’t needed here any longer, but Hannah was still at risk. Elliott, ever calm and focused despite the extraordinary gamble he’d just taken, had taken over CPR and Sullivan was helping with Victor Whitehead. Green could hear Chris up on the bluff, screaming over the phone to his superior, demanding a medical helicopter and backup immediately. Green didn’t think it would save the woman’s life, and from the frantic edge to Chris’s voice he suspected the young constable knew it.


    Olivia Manning had been shot through the chest and back, and all around her the gravel was slick with her blood. Green knew that a thorough analysis of the bullet wounds, trajectories, and crime scene would be needed to determine who shot her. He hoped, for the Mounties’ sake, that it was Pete, but in the fog of war anything was possible. The Mounties had probably been trying to provide cover fire for her, but one of their bullets might have gone wrong.


    He searched the woods as quickly and methodically as he could, but without making a sound. His senses were alert to unexpected danger. Jethro had said the canoe could hold three people, which meant that an unidentified potential enemy was still out there.


    That was the first question Chris had demanded when Victor Whitehead stumbled down the hillside. As a precaution, the officer had cuffed him, but Green suspected he had no fight left in him. He was pale to the point of collapse and tears poured down his cheeks.


    “I had nothing to do with this,” he’d sputtered in response. “None of this was supposed to happen. I’m just an advisor.”


    “You weren’t here to take Pete out the back door, once he’d killed the others?”


    “No. No! Are you crazy? Olivia and I were just supposed to look for a feasible land route to the mine, linking to the old mine road on the other side of the river!”


    “Bullshit, Whitehead!” Chris snapped. “This was obviously the rendezvous point.”


    “No! We were all supposed to meet at the claim site to collect samples. Pete knew we were coming in from the Little Nahanni. He must have decided to escape this way.”


    “In all this wilderness, he just happened to find you?”


    “This is the only route in!” Spots of colour had returned to Whitehead’s cheeks. “For fuck’s sake, the bastard had a gun to my head! You think we were friends?”


    Chris’s reply was lost in the roar of the river as Green walked away. He’d heard it all so often before. One weasel turning on another when the plan went sour.


    He stopped by the campsite in the middle of the forest, wondering where to look. Had Hannah escaped over the canyon bluff? Was she hiding in the dense brush, still too terrified to realize she was safe? Green wasn’t even sure it was Hannah they had seen fleeing along the beach. It could have been Olivia or Whitehead running from Pete. But if she wasn’t here, where was she?


    Sullivan joined him. “Anything?”


    Green shook his head. “I don’t even know where to start. Where she might have gone.”


    “Dad?”


    Green whirled. Stared at the trees, at the low lying bush.


    The overturned canoe.


    “Hannah?”


    The canoe shifted. “Dad?” Quavering. Up an octave.


    Green dropped on all fours beside the canoe and peered underneath. There, deep in the sheltered gloom of the hull, two huge, incredulous eyes stared back at him.

  


  
    


    Chapter Twenty-Four

    



    


    


    
      Little Nahanni cabin, April 26, 1945


      My darling, darling love of my life,


      I pray you are well. No letters have come from you, and I fear someone is keeping them from me. Strange things are happening. I think someone was in the cabin while I was out on the line. They didn’t take anything, but they were looking for something. Why didn’t they wait for me? Why were they sneaking around? I think they were after the rubies. The samples or some kind of proof. Maybe Gaetan put them up to it. I don’t know where he is. I don’t even know if he found new work. The Indians at the Butte say he was not working up on the pipeline, and Nicolette and his daughter haven’t heard from him either. Maybe all that talk about the good-paying job was a lie.


      I think he’s up to something. I think he and the geologists are lying to me. I have tracked the creeks and I think I know where the stones are coming from. I want to take some samples on the mountain just above the cabin. I will make very little money from the pelts this year. Without Gaetan paying his share, there will be no money for core sampling this summer. If I don’t do it myself, no one will.


      It is warm now and soon the snow will be melting on the mountain. It will soon be time to come out. But before I leave, I will take some samples myself up on the mountain. And I will get them tested in Vancouver. I do not trust Edmonton. I know there are rubies!


      Your humble, devoted husband, Guy


      p.s. I have hidden the map, but if anything happens to me, check the will. But don’t tell anyone, especially not Gaetan.

    


    Mesmerized, Green watched her sleep. He listened for every small catch in her breathing, watched for every small quiver in her face. She looked incredibly tiny, a pale wraith against the crisp whiteness of the hospital sheets. Her hair, not orange or blue but fine brown like his, spilled onto the pillow in sweaty disarray from the nightmares and the tossing.


    Two days. At first, during the evacuation, she’d done nothing but cling to him and shake, barely letting the paramedics near her to do their job. Then later at the hospital in Yellowknife, during the tedious round of doctors, CT scans, and blood tests, she couldn’t stop talking. Two weeks of terror, trauma, rage, and grief came tumbling out. Rage at Scott for telling her nothing of his plans, for tricking her into coming on a mission that had nothing to do with a river adventure. “Fucker lied to me,” she kept ranting over and over, as if each time it was a new discovery.


    Rage at Scott for ignoring her health too; for putting his obsession, however noble, above their very survival. “Daniel knew I had a concussion,” she said. “He told Scott a hundred times, but the bastard didn’t give a damn about me. Or Daniel.”


    Whenever her thoughts lighted on Daniel, they ricocheted off again into hurt and confusion. “What the hell happened to him?” she wailed. When she went to bed he was asleep in the tent he shared with Pete, and the next morning he was gone. Vanished without a trace, without a word of goodbye.


    “He’s dead?” she cried in horror when Green finally told her. “Oh my God, we left him there? Pete told us he’d just left. Said this wasn’t the trip he’d signed on for, Scott was a domineering prick, and he’d had enough. He was going back down to the Nahanni to hitch a ride with another group.”


    When she learned the truth she wept for a long time for the gentle young doctor who’d tried to care for her. Her reaction to Pete’s trickery was more muted. She had already endured his worst. She’d watched him turn his rifle on Scott and her, chillingly deaf to their pleas for mercy and Scott’s last-ditch effort to bargain for her life. She’d watched him aim and fire from ten feet away, seen her lover’s chest explode in red, seen the rifle turn on her. And after that, her scrambling, tearing, stumbling, breath-searing flight for her life.


    The terror of that would never leave her. Even now, when she’d finally fallen into an exhausted sleep, the panic welled up within her. She was running and running from wolves, but when she rounded a bend, there was Pete. Face hard and eyes dead, as they had been when he pulled the trigger on Scott.


    From that memory, finally, came her grief. Overwhelming, regretful grief for the young man whose longing for the truth and determination to protect his grandfather’s land had cost him his life. Grief that he’d been betrayed by one of his rare friends, duped into leading the enemy straight to the prize.


    Green never asked her to explain or to connect the scattershot of her memories. He was not the cop here, he didn’t have to build a case. He simply held her, and waited.


    By the third day, when she was recuperating in the Yellowknife hospital, the RCMP were clamouring to talk to her. She held the key to two deaths. Pete was in custody, spinning a ludicrous story about self-defence in which it was Scott and not he who had started it all. The RCMP investigative team from Yellowknife headquarters were late on the scene. They had interviewed everyone else involved, including Sullivan and Green, but the one witness who might know the whole story was out of their reach. Green, backed up by her doctors, refused to allow them access to her until she was stronger.


    He got unexpected help on that front from the young RCMP constable from Fort Simpson. Chris Tymko had flown the prisoner to Yellowknife and had requested to stay on, hovering around the fringes to assist in the investigation. On Hannah’s third morning in hospital he had come to check up on her. He looked pale and sad, and readily accepted Green’s invitation for coffee down in the cafeteria.


    “How’s Olivia?” Green ventured once they were both seated at one end of a long table.


    Chris stirred his coffee, his gaze fixed on the swirls of milk. Green could sense him drawing up his courage. Finally he shook his head. “Her parents are flying in this afternoon. They’re going to talk about pulling the plug.”


    “I’m sorry.”


    Chris shrugged. “Once they do the autopsy, we’ll know who actually shot her. It doesn’t really matter. Pete Carlyle meant to kill her, and we meant to save her, but in the moment …”


    “These things happen,” Green said. Knowing his words were hopelessly inadequate.


    “She … I know she wasn’t innocent in this. She shouldn’t have stepped into the middle of a firefight. She shouldn’t have been there in the first place, working with that weasel Whitehead to help the mining company. She was in bed with crooks and liars and murderers, and she —”


    “Was she?” Green interrupted softly.


    “According to Hunter Kerry, absolutely. Hunt’s usually not a big talker, but a whole day down at Yellowknife headquarters had him covering his ass big time. He says he would never have gotten into this if it wasn’t for Olivia. She approached him last month, said she knew he was flying Scott and the others up the Nahanni, and asked him to find out where they were going. Eavesdrop, steal, she left it up to him, but there would be big money in it for him. So it was Hunt who hid the day pack under the seat. He started to have second thoughts about her when the group disappeared, so he brought the pack to me. If she hadn’t done that … Maybe she wouldn’t have died.”


    “But did she know what Pete was up to? That he was going to double-cross Scott?”


    Chris deflated. His flush of emotion faded. “Probably not. At least not the whole story. Victor Whitehead is singing like a canary too. After his brush with death, he says he’s a reformed man. Deception and betrayal have no part in honest resource development, he says. None of them knew Pete was capable of murder. He was just working for the company. They didn’t know exactly where this mine was, you see, because the original map from the claims office was missing. So Pete arranged to go along with Scott, who was the only one with any clue. Victor and the rest of the company had no idea to what lengths he would go.”


    Green grunted. “Of course not. Snakes never recognize each other.”


    “Well, his story is consistent with the two company directors’. RCMP officers interviewed the two professors down in Vancouver and Waterloo, and they both hung Pete out to dry. They claimed to be a legitimate company exploring a potential mineral development in the north. Pete had been sent up to locate and stake a promising deposit, based on information from an expired mining claim, and they both thought Scott was onside as well. Whitehead had contacted them this spring, wanting in on the mining company, and they figured he might be useful because of his connections and influence in the north. So they signed him on, mostly for lobbying work, but they also contracted him to scout out possible land and bridge access routes. Olivia … she was the student of one of the professors, very interested in getting a piece of the action, her professor said. He had absolutely no knowledge of her offering Hunt Kerry a bribe —”


    “Absolutely not,” Green said drily.


    “They said they hired her because of her mining expertise, but I’m guessing that her knowledge of the Nahanni backcountry and her skill as a wilderness guide were even more useful. I don’t think they’d have been interested in her at all except for that. She was just a kid from a small town with big stars in her eyes. Her father said she believed in responsible mining and got into this thinking she could keep the company accountable. She got in over her head. Way over her head.” Chris pursed his lips together. He swallowed. “Kind of … like me.”


    Green felt sorry for him. Chris’s own losses — of innocence and of love — were etched on his pallid face. But that very pain was heartening. How many years would it take before he was as detached and hardbitten as the detectives assigned to this case? Or as he and Sullivan, for that matter.


    “Chris,” he said, “don’t shortchange yourself. Without you, who knows… And now I have one last favour to ask. We have to get it past the investigating team, but I think I can persuade them.”


    An hour later, Chris was seated at Hannah’s bedside. No notebook, no backup, no intimidating formality. Just a young, soft-spoken RCMP constable in shirtsleeves, preparing to guide her through her story. Green sat by the window, listening and trying not to interfere. The RCMP detectives hadn’t objected nearly as loudly as he’d expected. Perhaps they were intimidated by his rank and experience. Perhaps his bull-headed insistence that it was this way or no way had won them over.


    Or perhaps they had more common sense that he’d thought.


    Hannah was sitting up in bed, looking wan and fragile amid a mountain of pillows. But as she sized the young officer up, Green detected a hint of that familiar challenge in her eyes. His heart swelled. Hannah was coming back.


    Maybe Chris too had noticed the challenge, for he seemed to be having trouble figuring out how to begin. He looked around at the dozens of flower bouquets that graced every surface, half of them from Green. He produced a bright smile that trembled at the edges.


    “Any roses left in Yellowknife, do you think?”


    Hannah didn’t even blink. Flustered, he cleared his throat and changed tactics. “That was a terrible ordeal for you. Are you okay? To talk about it, I mean.”


    She shrugged. Didn’t help him at all.


    “We’ve interviewed a lot of the others involved, including your father here, and we’ve pieced a lot of things together. But you were there, at the heart of it all from the beginning.”


    Still she said nothing. She lowered her eyes and picked at the IV bandage on her hand. Took a shaky breath. Green felt her slipping under again. He bit his lip to keep from intervening. Chris must not be coached.


    Finally the young man seemed to find his stride. “Why don’t you start at the beginning? When you four were planning this trip.”


    “That’s not the beginning.”


    “Okay, your beginning then. Please.”


    She sighed. “It started in January. After his father died, Scott began clearing out his papers from the basement, and he started to go weird. Not right away, but he had a fight with his professor and quit the program. Over his grandfather’s letters. No, I mean the mine.” She stopped and pressed her fingers to her temple. “Well, I didn’t know that then. Sorry, can’t go too fast. It hurts to think.”


    Chris held out her juice glass and she took a sip. Smiled at him, that lovely pixie smile.


    “What did he tell you?” he asked.


    “At first nothing. At least not to Daniel and me. We thought it was just an adventure trip. But Pete was in on it. Pete and Scott were friends — well, so he thought. Scott showed him the letters and the rock samples.”


    “What rock samples?”


    “The ones he found in his dad’s basement. I didn’t know anything about it. Like I said, he confided in Pete, not me. I’m not a geologist but I’m not dumb! When he found that map in the Mason jar, I started to wonder. He said he wanted to follow it. Just a fun adventure. When we found the cabin, he admitted it was his grandfather’s. He said his father had talked about it just before his death, about how his own father had died up there, trying to make a life for his family but betrayed by the person he trusted most.”


    She paused. Her chin trembled. “I never met Scott’s father, but Scott seemed to think that explained a lot about him. He’d missed his own father his whole life, so the only thing that mattered to him was Scott, like he was going to be the father he never had. Scott thought it was very sad. At the end, his father said his big regret was that he never went up north to find out what really happened to him. ‘Maybe someday you’ll get the chance,’ he said.”


    Chris was frowning. “So for him the trip was about finding out what happened. Not finding the mine.”


    “Yes. No. It was all jumbled together. Scott didn’t want the mine. He wanted to stop their professor from developing it.” Hannah’s breath quickened. She started to quiver. “One day Scott and I were exploring near the cabin and we came across this open bag on the ground. It was full of wooden poles. Mining stakes.” She opened her eyes wide. “Scott freaked out! Stormed back to the cabin and had a screaming match with Pete. He called Pete a traitor. Next thing I know Pete pulls this gun out of his pack. He said it didn’t have to be this way, we could work together. ‘Never,’ Scott says. We ran inside the cabin but he fucking shot through the door!”


    She broke off, shaking. Caught back in the memories. The whites of her eyes wild. Green was about to rush to her when Chris leaned forward. “Take your time, Hannah.”


    She waited. Breathed. This time Green let her fight. The clock ticked by. Finally she folded her hands, wet her lips, and resumed. “I didn’t see what Pete did to Daniel, but I did see him shoot Scott and I’ll stand up in court to describe every step of it. Scott only told me half this stuff afterward, while we were running for our lives. Back in the winter, Pete persuaded Scott to take the sample to their professor. He said if it was rubies it would be amazing, because rubies are very rare and this would contradict everything they knew. Turned out it wasn’t rubies, but there was some really important rare metal that the whole world wants now. Behind Scott’s back, the professor formed a company so he could stake it and explore it. When Scott found out he went ballistic. He’s seriously against ripping up the north just to feed our hunger for oil and gadgets and pretty jewels. He thought Pete agreed with him. They’d both quit the program to try to figure out how to stop the professor from staking the claim.”


    “How?”


    “A bunch of dumb ideas. First Scott was hoping he still owned the claim, but that was wrong. Then he figured he’d guard it somehow, maybe get the conservationists involved, try to get it included in the park.”


    “But Pete was really working for the professor?”


    She nodded, and promptly clutched her head in pain. “Scott was so freaked out. Thought it was all his fault because he led Pete straight to it. I never liked Pete. Even the first time I met him. He didn’t have any real friends. If he thought you could be useful to him, he was all over you. But everybody else, he just ignored. Scott didn’t see that about him. Scott was all about his research and science. He didn’t read people well. He thought Pete was interested in the same things as him. That was all that mattered.”


    Very perceptive of my little girl, Green thought. Pete was a user. He pretended to be Scott’s friend as long as he needed him to find the mine. And he was on Victor Whitehead’s side too, until Victor became more useful as a human shield.


    A true snake in the grass.


    Even now, in jail in Yellowknife awaiting charges, Pete was blaming everyone but himself for the carnage in the Nahanni. Daniel had come at him with an axe, they’d struggled, and he got too close to the edge. Scott had wanted that claim just as much as he did and had grown greedy. He would have killed both Pete and Hannah if Pete hadn’t stopped him.


    Hannah was tiring now. She leaned her head back amid the pillows and shut her eyes. Her features twisted with pain. “What a curse, that mining claim. Scott’s father was convinced his father was betrayed by his brother over the mine. And now, seventy years later, Scott’s betrayed by his friend.”


    She fell silent, her eyes still shut. Green eased himself out of his chair. “I think that’s it for now.”


    Chris glanced up at him. Green could see his excitement on his face, his frustration at the interruption. “Oh, but I just need to know —”


    “I think she’s had enough for today.”


    “Dad, I can speak for myself.” She opened one eye and fixed it on Chris. “What?”


    “What did Scott tell you about his meeting with Victor Whitehead in Whitehorse in February?”


    She shook her head, moving cautiously this time. “Not much. More betrayal, I think. I know he went up there hoping to track down his cousin. After his father died, Scott didn’t have any family, and he was really excited when he learned about this guy.” She paused. A frown flickered across her brow. “When he came back, he wouldn’t talk about it, but that’s when he got really determined to make a trip back to his roots.”


    “Do you know how he found out Whitehead was his cousin?”


    “From the letters. They mention …” Hannah drifted off. Her eyes were closed again, and this time Green sensed she’d really fallen asleep.


    “You can get the Vancouver cops to check those letters,” he said to Chris before remembering that he wasn’t in charge of the investigation. “They’re all stored in a box in my ex-wife’s basement.”


    Dimly through the closed door of Hannah’s room, Green heard a growing commotion in the hall. A woman’s voice raised in shrill demand. Just as he recognized it, the door banged open and Ashley stood on the threshold with two large suitcases in tow.


    “There you are!” she hissed at him. “You could have checked your messages. I had to get a cab from the air —” Her eyes lit on Hannah and her outrage evaporated. With a shriek she rushed over to the bed, where Hannah was now wide awake again. Ashley swept her up in a suffocating hug. For a moment she did nothing but weep, but then the questions began. Was she all right? What did the doctors say? Do they know what they’re doing up here?


    When Hannah didn’t reply, she swung her sights on Green. Same questions, but with an accusatory tone. Hannah looked at him imploringly. He laid a soothing hand on Ashley’s arm and drew her out into the hall, easing the door shut.


    “Ashley, she’s going to be fine, but what she needs right now is rest.” Ignoring the daggers in Ashley’s eyes, he forced himself to speak gently. “Have a short visit with her now. Constable Tymko and I will wait for you down in the cafeteria and I’ll update you on everything.”


    “Fine. But take these things with you. I’m not lugging them another inch.” She yanked the smaller suitcase toward her and unzipped it. A faint odour of mildew wafted up. Inside was a shoebox and piles of papers separated into batches and tied with red ribbons. They were curled and yellow at the edges.


    “These are all papers from Scott’s grandparents that were in our basement,” she said. “You asked me to check if there was anything useful to the investigation.” She waved a dismissive hand. “Be my guest.”


    Five minutes later, waiting in the cafeteria for Chris Tymko to finish his report, Green picked up a packet of pale blue letters from the suitcase. He flipped through them, noting the faded, almost illegible handwriting. The personal letters that Scott had found, to be read another time. Another packet appeared to be official papers related to the mine and to geological results. The shoebox was tied shut with twine that had grown old and brittle with time. Old bills was scrawled on the top. Green wrestled the twine off and opened the box. Inside was a pile of letters addressed to or rerouted to Mr. Guy Lasalle c/o Nahanni Butte. Most of them appeared to be bills and invoices from companies and the federal government, dating from the spring and summer of 1945 and unopened, Green assumed, because by then Guy Lasalle had disappeared. And his grieving wife had not had the heart.


    At the bottom, however, was a sealed letter from the Government of Canada Radiotelegraph Service in Dawson City. Green slid his finger under the flap.


    
      OTTAWA, ONT 1945 FEB 20 AM 10 42


      MR. GUILLAUME LESSARD,


      14 FOURTH AVENUE,


      WHITEHORSE, Y.T.


      DEEPLY REGRET TO INFORM YOU THAT YOUR BROTHER INFANTRY PRIVATE GAETAN LESSARD L NINE SIX ZERO THREE FIVE WAS KILLED IN ACTIVE SERVICE OVERSEAS FEBRUARY 18 STOP PLEASE ACCEPT MY PROFOUND SYMPATHY STOP LETTER FOLLOWS


      CANADIAN ARMY CASUALTY OFFICER

    


    Hannah ran her hand across the satin duvet, smiling as her fingers sank into its feather down. Amid the rich reds and creams of the hotel decor, she already looked less ghostly and frail than she had in the hospital.


    Upon arrival in Yellowknife three days earlier, Green had booked himself and Sullivan into the most modern, luxurious hotel in the city. When Hannah’s doctors had categorically refused to let her travel for forty-eight hours after discharge, Green had transferred to their biggest two-room executive suite, which had a king-sized bed and pullout sofa. The marble bathroom alone was twice the size of his tent. Seeing Hannah’s delight, he was glad he’d persuaded her doctors that she would recuperate faster there than in a hospital room.


    The most ordinary things seemed to enchant her: the crystal water glass, the tiny wrapped toiletries, the chocolates on the pillow. She flounced down on the bed, turned on the massive wall TV, and lost herself in a kid’s cartoon.


    Green picked up the room-service menu. Hannah had eaten almost nothing since her rescue and was in danger of blowing away. “Let’s order up. Your wish is my command. Chocolate pâté? Crème brulée?”


    She flicked her gaze at him before returning to the cartoon. “I’m not hungry yet.”


    He laid the menu on the bed beside her. “Okay. I’m going to give Sharon a call in the living room. When the mood strikes, have a peek at that.”


    “How long do we have before Mom descends?”


    He grinned. “Probably only fifteen minutes. She’s just down the hall freshening up.”


    She pulled a face and returned to the TV. Green slipped out. To his surprise, his mother-in-law answered the phone. Sharon’s parents lived in Mississauga, west of Toronto, and even Sharon was glad of the five hundred kilometres between them. They loved her and Tony to pieces and over the years had grudgingly come to tolerate their cop son-in-law. He wasn’t the doctor they’d hoped for and he didn’t bend to their will in the least, but he did good work. And most of the time, he was good to their daughter.


    “What’s wrong?” he asked immediately.


    “What should be wrong?” Pearl countered.


    “Is Sharon all right?”


    “As all right as any forty-one year-old woman in her seventh month of pregnancy with an active young son to chase around, a dog to walk, blood pressure up and down like a yoyo, and no husband within two thousand miles.”


    Against his better judgment, Green laughed. After a bristly moment of silence, she laughed too. “How’s Hannah?”


    “Better every day. We’re at the hotel till this weekend. Once I see her and her mother off, I’ll be on the next plane.”


    Silence.


    “Promise.”


    The silence stretched on. Finally “You want to speak to Sharon?”


    Sharon’s voice sounded strong and cheerful, as if she had been laughing. Relief flooded through him. “Okay, now the truth, honey,” he said. “How bad is it?”


    “I’m fine. Really. Tony’s been a trooper, takes his big brother responsibility very seriously. But I couldn’t fend her off any longer. At least this way the house will be vacuumed and the sheets clean when you get home. Which is tomorrow, I hope?”


    He filled her on the doctors’ orders, Hannah’s progress, and Ashley’s arrival. He chuckled. “Ashley thought she was coming to the North Pole, so it was a shock to discover eiderdown duvets, wireless high speed, and a stunning waterfront view that stretches for an eternity. She’s already booked a spa morning.”


    Sharon laughed. “Glad to hear the old Ashley is back in full form.” She paused. “Is Hannah flying back to Vancouver with her?”


    “I assume so. Ashley certainly assumes so. Hannah’s enrolled at UBC for the fall.”


    “I wish I could see her,” Sharon said. “If it weren’t for her baby sister here, I’d be out there in a flash, making sure she’s okay. As it is …”


    Hannah appeared in the doorway. She looked sombre, a girl with a heavy weight on her mind. Green cut short his phone call, sent kisses over the phone line, and hung up. Hannah came to sit on the sofa beside him. She held the room service menu in her lap. Fingered it.


    “Dad, I don’t want to go back to Vancouver.”


    She didn’t meet his gaze. He waited.


    “Would it be okay …?” Her voice quavered. She shook her head as if angry at herself. “Can I stay with you?”


    He wanted to crush her in his arms. Cover her in kisses. Instead he took her hand gravely. “I would love that. We would all love that.”


    Her fingers twined in his. Her eyes filled. “I just can’t face …Vancouver, Scott, the memories.”


    He folded her against him. “After what you’ve been through, honey …”


    “I want to be with you, and Zaydie, and the Energizer bunny, and Sharon. I want to see my little sister being born. After all this, I just want to go home.”


    “Me too.”


    “Can you explain it to Mom?”


    “Ah.”


    Snuggled against him with her head buried in his chest, she giggled. “Sorry to dump the worst on you.”


    “Yeah. But after facing wolves, grizzlies, and class IV rapids, how hard can your mother be?”


    “You don’t want me to answer that.” She paused, tilted her head up. “I punched a wolf on the nose with my bare fist, you know. When it stuck its nose through the branches I’d rigged up for a tent.”


    He tightened his grip. “My girl,” he managed.


    She allowed him to cradle her a moment longer, then she picked up the room service menu. “We’ve been through a lot, haven’t we?”


    “We have.”


    “Done things we never imagined we’d do.”


    He nodded.


    “And survived.”


    He nodded again. “And survived.”


    “I’d like the 8-ounce tenderloin, rare, with Yukon Gold buttermilk potatoes.”


    “But you’re vegetarian.”


    She met his gaze. Arched her brow.


    He reached for the phone. “Two tenderloins it is.”


    “And Dad, what would you say if I decided to become a cop?”

  


  
    


    Epilogue

    



    Nahanni, August 24


    Chris Tymko wiped the GPS and peered at its foggy screen one more time. He could see Jethro waiting impatiently for him down by the stream ahead. They were both tired, hungry, and wet. It had been a difficult trek from their fly-in at the little lake nearby. A violent summer thunderstorm had raced through the mountains the previous evening, drenching their campsite, washing out creek beds, and turning the ground slick with water. Despite their rain gear they were both soaked from the fine mist that hung over the mountains and dripped from the branches overhead.


    “I know exactly where I’m going,” Jethro snapped.


    “Maybe, but give a Prairie boy a break. All these mountains and trees make me claustrophobic. I feel like I can’t see a thing. But according to this, the cabin should be just over the next bluff.”


    “Uh-huh. Then you might want to use your eyes instead.”


    Chris squinted through the trees, where the vague contours of a cabin could now be seen. He flushed and put his GPS away. Together they approached the cabin nestled on a narrow strip of shore between the creek and the steep mountainside.


    Chris had seen numerous old bush camps during his time in the north, most like this one, built in the heyday of trapping and prospecting and now overtaken by wolverines, porcupines, or the forest itself. This one was in surprisingly good shape, maybe because Guy and Gaetan had built it to last and serve as the original base camp for their mining explorations.


    Perhaps someday it would again, Chris thought grimly. Two days earlier he had stood with Sergeant Nihls and the entire Parks Canada staff in Bugden’s office, listening to the prime minister announce the final boundaries of the new park. The mining interests had won. The river itself would be protected but huge swaths of the surrounding mountains, including here, would be open for business.


    “Do you think Victor Whitehead knew?” Chris had asked.


    Nihls had started to equivocate, but Bugden cut him dead. “Absolutely. Why do you think they hired him?”


    So we’ve come full circle, Chris thought. Back to the days when greed and paranoia ruled the day.


    Jethro was walking around the perimeter, studying the ground and the cabin walls carefully. “Looks the same as when Mike and I were here,” he said. “Here are the bullet holes.”


    Chris approached the door for a closer look. It wasn’t that he disbelieved or distrusted the forensic expertise of Inspector Green, but he was hoping for some small detail the man might have overlooked in his haste. This expedition to the cabin was on his own initiative, and his reputation hinged on finding some answers. Sergeant Nihls was not interested in solving the seventy-year-old mystery of Guy Lasalle’s disappearance. He argued that since the original RCMP investigation had failed to turn up an answer, he doubted there was one.


    For Chris, it wasn’t only a matter of justice, although dispelling the cloud of suspicion that had hung over Gaetan Lasalle for decades had been a form of justice. It was a matter of putting to rest the spirit of Guy Lasalle himself. It was clear now that Gaetan had not murdered him, but was himself dead at least two months before Guy disappeared. But Guy had obviously believed someone was out to get him. It was difficult to tell from the letters whether this was merely a delusion of a bush-crazed mind, but the fact was, he had disappeared under odd circumstances.


    If his brother hadn’t killed him, who had? Another trapper? The Indians of the Mackenzie Mountains, who had resented his intrusion into their land? Although most of the witnesses and possible suspects were likely all dead by now, the question still deserved an answer.


    He took out his magnifying glass to study the bullet holes. As Green had reported, they were about chest high and clearly fired into the cabin. He examined the exterior wood of the cabin. It was faded and mottled from years of mould and moisture, but the interior surfaces of the holes were clean. He felt a twinge of disappointment. Green was right; the shots had been fired recently, rather than seventy years ago, and they backed up Hannah’s version of Pete’s assault on them.


    He stood in the doorway surveying the small meadow. According to the RCMP report, Guy Lasalle had left his cabin as if for a normal morning outing. His tin coffee pot was still on the stove, his bedding lay rumpled on the bunk, and his food supplies and furs were still up in the cache in the nearby woods. His mukluks, parka, and fur hat, however, were missing. Had he wandered off in a snow storm? Been attacked by hungry bears just waking from hibernation? If so, no one in the intervening seventy years had ever found a trace of him.


    At that moment, Jethro appeared around the edge of the cabin from the rear. “I don’t know what I was hoping,” Chris said. “That we would read something in the scene that none of the other investigators did.”


    Jethro gave him a strange look. “Maybe we can. I’ve found something you should see.”


    He led Chris to the back of the cabin and pointed to the earth that was pressed up against the bottom logs. Moss and rot had largely eaten the logs away.


    “No bush man worth his salt would bury the logs like that. There was a landslide down this mountain after the cabin was built.”


    Chris looked up the hillside. Now he could see the difference in the trees that ran down the middle. They were younger and smaller, the boulders less overgrown.


    “There’s more.” Jethro started up the hillside, passing from the woods to the steep, rocky slope. He stood on the gravel midway up and pointed toward a sheer cliff face above. “I’m not a geologist but I’d say the mountain face sheared off and came crashing down this slope.”


    “What caused it?”


    “Happens all the time up here. Earthquakes, erosion, moisture seeps into the mountainside and cracks the rock. Could be a winter avalanche that brought the hillside down with it, could be spring run-off softened the slope. Or it could be — didn’t Guy’s last letter say he was going farther up the slope to take some samples? If he was digging through the snow and trying to melt the frozen ground …”


    “You mean he could have brought the whole thing down on himself?”


    Jethro was gazing up at the sheared cliff. “The mountain took its revenge.”


    A lesson for the politicos, Chris thought. He poked the unyielding, stone-covered ground. “In that case, no wonder no one ever found his body. Never will.”


    A faint smile played across Jethro’s lips. “Not unless the mountain itself decides to give him up.”
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