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Introduction

Why do you like telling stories about murder?”

“How do you sleep at night?”

These are questions I have been asked many times when I tell people I write and host a Canadian true crime podcast. And the answer is that writing about terrible crimes and cold-blooded killers does often keep me tossing and turning into the wee hours of the night.

But the reality is that bad stuff happens. We cannot escape crime; it happens all around us every day, regardless of who we are or where we live. Evil walks among us, yet it is something that has always fascinated us. Why? Is it a morbid curiosity about the worst of humankind, or does knowing who the monster is hiding under the bed somehow make us feel safer?

Prior to the twentieth century, newspapers went to war in the hope of getting the latest scoops on scandalous murder stories and local crimes. Criminals became famous villains who were either loved or loathed by the masses. Jack the Ripper terrorized the East End of London, while Lizzie Borden took a drastic disliking to her parents and Irish Canadian maid Grace Marks (made famous by Margaret Atwood) was convicted of a heinous double murder in Toronto. Simply put, salacious headlines sold newspapers.

Then radio broadcasting brought some of those same unforgettable crime stories alive. Families sat glued to their RCA or Zenith radios, listening to serialized true detective shows like Ellery Queen, Sam Spade or Dick Tracy. Everyone loved the amateur gumshoes and detectives chasing nasty criminals and solving crimes.

The invention of the moving picture and the rise of Hollywood film studios soon took us into dimmed movie houses to watch murder and mayhem play out on the big screen. The 1940s and 1950s gave us film noir, highly stylized crime dramas that introduced us to the often-disillusioned detective fighting gangsters, crooks and the mysterious femmes fatales.

Movie audiences couldn’t get enough of the dark cinematic dramas, but soon the fedora-wearing private investigator was replaced by the terrifying psychopath. An entire generation of women, including my mother, stopped taking showers after Alfred Hitchcock’s Psycho premiered in 1960.

Psychological thrillers and horror movies became popular entertainment because they exposed us to our worst fears and the scariest of monsters. But we all knew that Freddie Krueger was a Hollywood invention and that a guy named Jason wasn’t likely coming after us on Halloween. Although I will admit, Hannibal Lecter and Silence of the Lambs did give me a few nightmares.

Fictional movie monsters give us an exhilarating, “jump out of your seat” form of entertainment. But what about the real ones? The 1960s introduced us to a real-life madman named Charles Manson who used compliant followers to butcher innocent people in their homes. The ’70s and ’80s presented us with a new kind of killer: the serial killer, lurking in the shadows and murdering out of compulsion—or just for the fun of it. 

But what was perhaps more terrifying than the crimes was the fact that this new breed of killer wasn’t necessarily the monster we had envisioned. He was the good-looking boy next door or the ordinary guy from our hometown. Soon, kids didn’t play outside after dark and we started locking our doors at night. Crime wasn’t just something that happened to other people. It was now in our communities, no matter where we lived.

Growing up in Toronto in the 1970s and 1980s, my first exposure to true crime came by the way of Max Haines and his weekly “Crime Flashback” column in the Toronto Sun. His lurid tales of murder and madness fascinated me. I also remember veteran crime reporter Jocko Thomas reporting “live from police headquarters” on CFRB radio, and what he was reporting was sometimes terrifying. In Toronto, children were going missing—Emanuel Jaques (1977), Lizzie Tomlinson (1980), Sharin Morningstar Keenan (1983), Christine Jessop (1984) and Alison Parrott (1986). Sadly, none of these children would be found alive, and my safe city, “Toronto the Good,” was no more.

Years later, after studying sociology and criminology at university and becoming a social worker, I developed a further interest in exploring the darker side of human nature. My copies of Truman Capote’s In Cold Blood (1966) and Vincent Bugliosi’s Helter Skelter (1974) were dog-eared, and a TV newsmagazine show called Dateline became my new obsession. My Friday nights were dedicated to the latest real-life murder mystery, as traumatized families retold their harrowing stories to the ever-inquisitive Canadian newsman Keith Morrison. Soon, there was a plethora of similar programs like 48 Hours, 20/20, America’s Most Wanted, Forensic Files and Unsolved Mysteries. Clearly, I wasn’t alone in my insatiable desire for crime stories. But who doesn’t love a good whodunit?

Today, true crime has never been more popular, as evidenced by the growing number of books, podcasts and TV shows dedicated to the genre. Entire networks, like Investigative Discovery and A&E, now air murder and mystery 24/7, while Netflix has become the go-to place for true crime addicts to binge-watch gripping series based on shocking real-life events. Shows like Making of a Murderer, Tiger King and Dahmer have brought us into the minds of madmen. I know I’m not the only person who has stayed up until 4 a.m. watching . . . just one more episode!

But with true crime all the time, some have warned that we risk glamorizing killers and exploiting their victims with sensationalized coverage. Has our seemingly insatiable interest in violent and dangerous perpetrators meant that their victims are marginalized or overlooked? Where is their voice in these narratives?

When I began Story Hunter Podcasts in the summer of 2020, we were in the midst of an unprecedented event, a global pandemic that left many of us in fear. Suddenly, a mysterious virus became our bogeyman. It came without warning, and it was deadly. Life as we knew it changed in an instant. But we gradually adapted, and we ultimately prevailed because the human spirit will always be stronger than any bogeyman or monster.

And it is the strength of the human spirit that I want to honour in retelling twelve Canadian true crime stories. Beyond the often macabre and shocking details of many of these crimes is something else: the victims and their families; the ones lost and the ones left behind.

For the families of murder victims, their painful memories never go away despite the passage of time. Often their grief is exacerbated when the person who took their loved one away is someone they know. In this anthology, children are left without a father when their mother kills her husband; a family is betrayed by one of their own; and a mother is raising her newborn granddaughter after her own daughter is murdered by the man she loved.

Interpersonal and intimate partner violence accounts for most murders in our country. While we were all taught about “stranger danger” as young kids, the reality is that we are more likely to be sleeping with, socializing with, related to or married to our killer. And that is deeply disturbing. That is why police investigators start close to a murder victim. Who had the strongest reason for wanting that person dead? Motive is key to any murder investigation and can often fall under what is commonly referred to as the four Ls: lust, love, loathing and loot.

Husbands and wives will always be at the top of any list of suspects, and they are often the ones caught holding the proverbial smoking gun. And while love and marriage can be deadly, so too can friendships and family. In the stories that follow, people have been murdered by their best friend, a work colleague, mother-inlaw and even a son. The victims had no idea of the lingering danger that was often right on their doorstep. Were there warning signs? In a few cases, yes, but still, most of us could never believe that someone so close would do us such harm.

But finding a motive for murder doesn’t explain what makes some people commit such heinous acts. Anger, jealousy, hatred—these are all common human emotions. And who doesn’t want more money? However, these emotions and desires, despite their intensity, will not drive most people to kill. But how can we begin to understand the actions of those who do? It is the ultimate betrayal of someone they once loved or cared for. Are they mad, or simply bad? That is the precise question asked in one of the following stories, and that is the question many victims’ families are left with. Who was this person they let into their home? How could they not see them for who they really were?

While some of the stories in this anthology involve Canadian victims, others involve Canadian killers. A few of these killers have made headlines around the world, while others are lesser known but equally as diabolic. A Winnipeg woman transplanted to a sleepy Southern California suburb in the 1960s decides she wants a newer, wealthier husband; a Toronto trust fund baby uses his own graphic novel as a blueprint for a shocking murder in Los Angeles; a teenage son puts an end to his mother’s nagging for good; and a Canadian reality TV star refuses to accept the reality of his own marriage.

These are all Canadian stories, and like it or not, they are part of our history and social conscience. But this anthology is by no means exhaustive, and you will undoubtedly notice some notorious names absent. Sadly, there are many more stories to be told, and tragically, none of us are immune to crime and violence. There are monsters among us. Some are strangers who live in the shadows, while others smile at us from our social media feeds, live in our homes or sleep beside us in our beds.

We are all potentially vulnerable, and perhaps this is why we have become voracious consumers of true crime. This particularly rings true for women, who account for the majority of true crime fans. It does not mean that we find pleasure in other people’s tragedies. A murder is not entertainment. But perhaps our fascination is as fundamental as our basic need for human survival. If we know who the monster is, we can better protect ourselves.

But other people’s trauma should not be overdramatized or sensationalized. What must remain in the retelling of true crime stories is the “true.” Truth in storytelling and compassion towards the voices that have been silenced.

As the true crime genre remains a source of guilty escapism for many, killers old and new will emerge from the darkness and reappear on our screens and on the page. But we can never lose sight of their victims and the many lives forever altered by a single act of violence. And in the face of evil, we must remember our collective strength to overcome it.




Part One

Fatal Friendships

When your best friend turns out to be your worst enemy . . .




1

Murder in the Morgue

The Two Faces of Steven Toussaint

It was just after five o’clock on the morning of April 16, 1998, when the sirens and horns of emergency vehicles woke the sleepy residents of the Bloor and Ossington area in Toronto’s leafy west end. The smell of black smoke filled the crisp spring air and flames could been seen for blocks shooting into the early-morning sky.

It didn’t take long to discover the source of the fire. It was the historic Christ Church St. James on Shaw Street. But no sooner had the fire trucks arrived than they got word of another emergency: two nearby Catholic churches were also on fire. Police and fire crews dispersed to all three locations.

Later that same morning, a woman living in Etobicoke, a middle-class suburb farther west, awoke to reports of the church fires on the news, but she had something more pressing on her mind. Shirley Ivens was looking for her husband, who had failed to come home from work the night before. Bob Ivens was as regular as clockwork and never missed dinner with Shirley and their two kids, Meaghan and Michael. The couple had been married for twenty-two years, and family was Bob’s priority. If something had come up at work, he would have called, as he always did.

Bob worked downtown, at the Medical Sciences Building on the University of Toronto campus. He was a technician in the morgue attached to the medical school, which was where human cadavers were stored for use by medical students. Bob had been at the university for over twenty-seven years, and he took great pride in his work. But lately he had been stressed more than usual. He had confided in Shirley that his long-time colleague, Stephen Toussaint, wasn’t pulling his weight and often didn’t show up for work. Stephen had a serious drinking problem, and Bob was getting tired of covering for his friend.

When Bob didn’t arrive home on the evening of April 15, Shirley called the morgue office, but her calls went straight to voice mail. And the same thing happened when she tried Bob on his cellphone. Worried about the stress he had been under, Shirley decided to drive to the university lab.

When she got there, Shirley was relieved to see Bob’s grey Jeep parked outside the Medical Arts Building. Maybe he had crashed on the couch in the lunchroom, thought Shirley, and would likely show up at home later that night. Shirley drove back to Etobicoke and had dinner with the couple’s children alone. The following morning, she was awakened by a strange phone call. It was Norma Toussaint, the wife of Bob’s co-worker. The two couples had known each other for years.

Norma said two police officers had been to her home in the east end at 6 a.m., looking for Stephen. According to the police, the church the Toussaints attended had caught fire and they needed to locate Stephen because he was a senior member of the church. Norma said she didn’t know where he was—he hadn’t come home the night before. Shirley told Norma she had heard about the church fires on the radio and that her husband had failed to come home from work, too. 

That same morning, a security guard working the overnight shift at the University of Toronto received two frantic phone calls from the wives of the men who worked in the morgue. Neither had returned home the previous evening, and the women were both very concerned. The guard knew Bob Ivens and Stephen Toussaint; like him, they were long-time employees of the university. He checked the morgue but saw no sign of either man, and it looked as though no one had been in that morning. The morgue, which was in the basement, was a secure area that few people had access to. He checked other areas in the building as well, thinking perhaps one or both were sleeping in the lunchroom, as some of the staff in the building were known to do after a long night. But there was no sign of Bob or Stephen anywhere.

Just before his shift ended at 10 a.m., the security guard decided to make another round of the building. Walking into the darkened morgue, there was still no sign of any activity, but this time he decided to check one of the backrooms. It was more of a closet where embalming and cleaning chemicals were kept. When he opened the door, he noticed something odd right away. In amongst the bottles and boxes on the shelves, there was a large black bag lying on the floor. It was a body bag, and it looked occupied.

The security guard usually didn’t spend much time in the morgue—it creeped him out—but he knew bodies weren’t supposed to be stored in that closet. Bending down, he unzipped the top of the bag and was immediately hit by a foul stench. He stumbled backwards, covering his mouth and gagging. Summoning all his nerve, he looked again. He could barely make out any facial features on the body. It was bloodied and swollen, and it looked fresh. Running from the closet, he was certain he had just found one of the missing morgue technicians. 

When homicide investigators from the Metropolitan Toronto Police arrived later that morning, they were led to the battered body of a man they soon identified as Bob Ivens. It appeared that he had been murdered sometime the previous afternoon, as someone had reported seeing him just after 3 p.m. He was still wearing his hospital greens, meaning he hadn’t changed to go home. An autopsy would later reveal that he had died from blunt force trauma to the head. His injuries were so severe that the pathologist deemed it overkill. The sheer brutality of the assault indicated a great deal of rage. But who would have wanted to do this do Bob Ivens?

Nothing was missing from the morgue, eliminating the possibility of a robbery gone wrong, and it wasn’t the kind of place many people ventured into. And now the police had another mystery on their hands: where was Bob Iven’s work colleague, Stephen Toussaint? His wife had reported him missing, and his church had burned to the ground, while two others had been set on fire. The police knew there had to be some connection between the bizarre series of events that had unfolded over the past twelve hours, but they weren’t going to know much more until they found the missing man.

Stephen Toussaint was born on the West Indian island of Grenada in 1943 and immigrated to Canada in the early 1960s. He and his wife, Norma, whom he met at a square dance back in Grenada, had been married for thirty-one years and lived in a tidy bungalow in the eastern suburb of Scarborough, where they raised two daughters who were now young adults. Stephen had worked in the anatomy department at the University of Toronto Medical School since 1967. His job was to receive, prepare and store the donated bodies that were used by medical students in their anatomy lab work. He would also embalm and arrange transfer of the bodies once the medical work had been completed. Some of the bodies were returned to their families for burial, while others were simply cremated and buried in a mass grave.

Bob Ivens began working in the morgue in 1971 and reported to Stephen. For twenty-seven years, the men worked together, handling an average of 130 cadavers a year. But as the medical school grew and its enrolment expanded, more donor bodies were required for the anatomy classes and the workload in the morgue became more physically demanding and emotionally draining. Both men were adept at their job, but the constant handling of human remains did have an impact. They worked with cadavers but never lost sight of the fact that every one of the bodies they prepared had once been loved by someone.

In early 1996, Susan Hausmann joined the two-man team. A licensed mortician, Susan was hired to assist with the preparation of the bodies. Working alongside Stephen and Bob, she soon discovered that Bob was a quiet, hard-working perfectionist while Stephen was more gregarious and outgoing. But Stephen was hardly ever around. To Susan, it looked as though Bob was doing most of the work while Stephen would show up late most days, smelling of booze. It was no secret that he had a drinking problem and kept a whisky bottle in his desk and another behind some ceiling tiles in his office. Everyone in the anatomy department seemed to like Stephen, but Susan suspected he had a darker side. He would often talk about his dedication to his family and his church, but then he would also brag about the number of women he’d had sex with, including some he brought back to the morgue. He even had a little black book of his supposed conquests, where he wrote women’s phone numbers backwards in case his wife ever found it.

Hausmann left the department in 1997, after only twelve months, but agreed to return in March 1998 to fill in for Stephen while he was on a three-week vacation. Susan was shocked to discover that the conditions in the morgue had gone from bad to worse. Bob told Susan that Stephen was rarely showing up for work, and when he did, he was usually drunk. When Susan opened a freezer originally meant to store a dozen donated bodies, she discovered over forty bodies as well as body parts. Bob said that Stephen didn’t want to bother embalming the bodies after the medical work had been completed, so he just kept putting them in the freezer.

While Stephen was away, Susan and Bob cleaned up the backlog in the morgue and sent most of the unclaimed bodies to the local crematorium. Susan felt sorry for Bob and could see that the stress of the situation was wearing him down. He couldn’t keep covering for Stephen, and she urged him to go to their supervisor to complain. Bob was reluctant to do so. After all, the two men had worked side by side for nearly thirty years. But he knew something had to change because his own health was suffering, and it was affecting his family life, too.

In early April, Toussaint returned from his vacation in good spirits. But he soon discovered that the morgue had been cleaned up and reorganized in his absence. He was not happy. Bob Ivens was his junior, and Stephen had not approved any changes. And then, within a few days of his return, the head of the anatomy department, Dr. Bernie Liebgott, issued him a letter of reprimand. It looked as if Toussaint’s shoddy work and frequent absences had finally caught up with him. The letter did not address his drinking specifically, but advised him that the university would be forced to take further disciplinary action if his work performance did not improve within three months. It didn’t take Stephen long to figure out who had complained about him. With just the two of them working full-time in the morgue, he knew that Bob had gone over his head and filed a complaint. Stephen was furious.

On Wednesday, April 15, ten days after Stephen Toussaint returned to work from his vacation, Bob Ivens did not come home for dinner. And while Bob’s wife and kids waited for him to arrive, Toussaint had clocked out of work and was having drinks with colleagues from the anatomy department. It was a regular thing—the group would get together at the Elm Tavern on College Street, across from the Medical Arts Building. Those in attendance that night would later tell the police that Stephen was his regular, jovial self and nothing seemed out of the ordinary. He had his usual shots of vodka with a beer chaser and then left around 6:30 p.m., saying he had something to do.

Hours later, the night sky over Toronto’s Little Italy neighbourhood glowed red as flames danced above three local churches and the two men who worked in the University of Toronto morgue went missing.

On an overcast morning after news had spread about the church fires, dozens of members of Christ Church St. James gathered behind police barricades in front of their beloved house of worship. The stench of charred wood filled the air. Some of the congregants wept, while others stared in disbelief at the blackened pile of bricks and broken glass. There was nothing left of their sacred church, which had long been considered an important gathering place for Toronto’s West Indian community.

Built in 1924, the British Methodist Episcopal Church on Shaw Street served the oldest Black congregation in Toronto, with more than a thousand faithful followers. Some members of the congregation were descendants of American slaves who had escaped to Canada via the Underground Railroad in the 1800s. The church was a spiritual and cultural home to many, and a major renovation had just been completed to update the kitchen and basement. Now it was nothing but a burned-out shell, and it was going to cost millions to rebuild.

The building was gone, but so too were the many historic photos and documents that had chronicled the church’s vital role in the development of the city’s Black community. Over two thousand bibles and hymn books were destroyed, along with hundreds of memories and mementoes. But had anything else been lost in the unexplained church blaze? As the distraught parishioners looked on, the fire marshal’s office began searching the rubble with specially trained cadaver dogs. A rumour was already circulating that one of the most respected church elders was missing.

Stephen Toussaint was seen as a pillar of Christ Church St. James, where he had been a member since his arrival in Canada. He was the Sunday school superintendent and treasurer of the church. He was even the captain of the church bowling team. Everyone loved Stephen. He was a hard-working family man with an effervescent personality and a great sense of humour. But beyond Sunday school and bowling nights, there was another side to Stephen Toussaint that neither his family nor church were aware of. He was a man with dark secrets.

In 1998, the corner of Bloor Street and Ossington Avenue was known for its seedy bars and booze cans. And Stephen Toussaint was a familiar face in most of them. At places like D & J Restaurant and Jankie’s Bar, he was well known, and he never left sober. His drink of choice was vodka, straight up. And while Stephen had tried to keep his drinking life secret from his family and church, it didn’t take long for people to start talking.

Nor was it long before Toronto police announced they were looking for Stephen Toussaint. The fifty-four-year-old was wanted for questioning in both crimes, but he had since disappeared.

The announcement caught the attention of a man named Terry Dinsmore, who told a Toronto Star newspaper reporter that he was a drinking buddy of Toussaint’s and had been with him on the night of April 15. Terry, a former biker and ex-con, said he had known Stephen for fifteen years and considered him one of his closest friends. “He’s always helping people,” he said. “If he sees a guy on the street, he’ll give him five dollars or buy him a sandwich. That’s the kind of guy he is.”

Terry told the reporter that, on the night of the church fires, he and Stephen had gone drinking at several establishments along Bloor Street. Later that evening, Stephen met an attractive woman and eventually ended up leaving with her. According to Terry, Stephen drove off in his red Toyota Tercel with the blonde around midnight. “He was so drunk he could hardly walk,” said Terry. “I don’t think he was running around starting fires,” he added.

Terry said he met up with Stephen the following morning and the two shared a couple of glasses of Portuguese wine at another local dive bar. According to his drinking buddy, Stephen was nursing a bad hangover and talked about the blonde he had met the night before. Terry told the reporter he often met up with Stephen for a couple of drinks in the morning before Toussaint went to his job at the university. So, on the morning of April 16, he assumed that was where Stephen was heading when he left the bar, but no one had seen him since.

The police were not convinced of Terry Dinsmore’s story. They had canvassed the bars around Bloor and Ossington, and no one remembered seeing Toussaint with Terry that evening. Nor did anyone recall seeing a mysterious blonde. The last confirmed sighting of Stephen Toussaint had been at 6:30 p.m. on Wednesday, April 15, when he left his work colleagues at the bar across the street from the Medical Sciences Building.

The police were anxious to speak to Toussaint, but he had not contacted his family or anyone else. His wife was distraught, fearing he, too, could be a victim of foul play. But the police had a different theory and were concerned that Toussaint could be on the run and might even try to flee the country. Investigators alerted customs and immigration officials at the airport and at border crossings to be on the lookout for Toussaint. Officials in Grenada were also contacted by the Toronto police. They agreed to interview Stephen’s extended family, but no one on the island had heard from him.

“This is probably the most bizarre case I have ever worked on,” said Detective Greg McLane, the lead homicide investigator on the case. Stephen Toussaint had simply vanished.

On Friday, April 17, two days after Toussaint was last seen, the police found his car. The red Tercel had been abandoned at the Scarborough Bluffs, a picturesque escarpment overlooking Lake Ontario in Toronto’s east end, and not far from the Toussaint family home. The car was unlocked, but there was nothing in the vehicle that gave the police any further clues as to where Stephen might be. Soon after the discovery of the car, dozens of police with specially trained dogs, joined by officers on horseback, began searching the rugged area. The police marine unit was also called in to dredge the nearby shores of Lake Ontario. But there was still no sign of the man they were looking for. For investigators, it seemed that Toussaint had dumped his car and fled. But where he had gone remained a troubling mystery.

While the police continued their search for Toussaint, Bob Ivens’s family mourned their sudden and unexplained loss. Four days after his bludgeoned body was discovered hidden in a closet at the university morgue, the forty-eight-year-old was laid to rest. The attack on the quiet lab technician had been so brutal that the service had to be held with a closed casket. Over three hundred people attended the funeral service, held at Christ the King Anglican Church in Etobicoke. Sitting in the front pew were Ivens’s wife, Shirley, and their two children, fifteen-year-old Meaghan and ten-year-old Michael. Their grief was palpable to all those in attendance. They had lost a husband and father whom they adored, under extremely violent and bizarre circumstances.

Everyone was still reeling from the shock of what had happened. Bob and Stephen were good friends. Stephen had introduced Bob to West Indian food, and Bob had taken Stephen ice fishing. But now one of them was dead and the other one was missing. It just didn’t make any sense.

On Thursday, April 23, one week after the discovery of Bob Ivens’s body, the Toronto police announced they were still looking for Stephen Toussaint, but now they were issuing an arrest warrant for him on a charge of second-degree murder. Investigators also announced that all three of the west end church fires had been classified as arson, and they believed there was a connection between the murder of Bob Ivens and the fires. That connection was Stephen Toussaint, and there was even speculation that the fires had been set to cover up additional crimes. The police were also investigating possible fraud. As treasurer, Toussaint had access to church funds, and police needed to know if any money was missing.

Back at the small bungalow in Toronto’s east end, Toussaint’s family did not want to believe that he was capable of the crimes he was being accused of. The past week had been a nightmare for Norma Toussaint and her two daughters. Stephen’s picture was on the front of every Toronto newspaper, and the press had been camped out on their front lawn for days. They couldn’t make sense of what had happened. Norma had known Stephen for over thirty years, and he had never been in any kind of trouble. Stephen’s daughters adored their dad, and he had encouraged both of them to pursue musical careers.

The close-knit, private family retained criminal lawyer Scott Fenton to speak for them. “The family is concerned the police are overlooking the possibility that Mr. Toussaint may be a victim of a crime as opposed to being a principal suspect,” Fenton told the press. “It does not appear to be a theory that has even been seriously considered,” added the lawyer. He said the past few days had been extremely difficult for the family and that they had been given very little information about the investigation from the police. Now they just wanted Stephen found alive so that he could explain everything.

But while the Toussaint family maintained that the loving husband and father they knew could not be capable of such a heinous murder and arson, the police had a much different theory about the missing man and his bizarre crime spree. Investigators believed he returned to work after his vacation and became angry when he discovered that Bob Ivens and Susan Hausmann had straightened up the morgue without his permission. When Dr. Liebgott reprimanded him, directing him to clean up his act, it looked as though his days at U of T were numbered. His secret life, the one spent sitting in rundown bars drinking and picking up women, had been exposed, so he snapped. In a fit of rage, he bludgeoned Bob Ivens to death before stuffing him into a body bag and hiding him in the cleaning supply closet. The murder weapon was never found. Then, as the police later discovered, Stephen Toussaint did something else. At 5:18 p.m., likely not long after he had killed Ivens, he left a cryptic phone message for Dr. Liebgott. In an almost giddy tone, Toussaint said, “Hey doc, come on down to the morgue. I’ve got some bones to show you.” After leaving the message, Stephen casually walked across the street to join other colleagues for a few after-work drinks . . . just as he always did.

As the weeks and months passed, investigators made no headway in their search for Stephen Toussaint. His passport and citizenship documents had been found in his home, so it didn’t look as though he had left the country. But where was he?

While Toussaint’s whereabouts remained a mystery, the story continued to make national and international news. Toussaint was added to Canada’s most wanted list, and Ivens’s murder was reenacted on the crime-related television show America’s Most Wanted, which portrayed Stephen Toussaint as a man living a double life. To many, he was a respected church elder and an upstanding family man, but in reality, he was a chronic alcoholic and philanderer who spent more time in bars than at his job. And when his two worlds collided, he killed his work colleague and friend. Then, for reasons unknown, he burned down his church and two others.

Because of the coverage, millions of people across North America had seen Stephen Toussaint’s face, which meant he was going to have a much harder time hiding out. The Toronto police were confident they would eventually get their man. And while America’s Most Wanted did generate renewed interest in the case and the police received hundreds of tips about potential sightings, none of the leads panned out. Months went by without any further developments, but Stephen’s family continued to hope and pray he would be found alive.

On July 23, 1999, eighteen months after the murder of Bob Ivens and the mysterious church fires, Norma Toussaint received a disturbing phone call. It was a friend telling her that a body had been found, and local media were reporting that it was her husband, Stephen. Norma thought it must be a mistake since she had not heard anything from the police. If they had found Stephen, wouldn’t they have notified her? Norma turned on the television.

Reporters and camera crews were gathered at the Scarborough Bluffs, where badly decomposed human remains had been found by a hiker in a heavily wooded area of the park. Discovered with the body were a decaying jacket, underpants, blue jeans and one shoe. The police said they believed the skeletal remains were those of the suspected murderer and arsonist Stephen Toussaint. The following day, the Toronto police confirmed their suspicions. An autopsy didn’t reveal how he had died, but dental records verified his identity. The search for Stephen Toussaint was over.

For a man who was on Canada’s most wanted list and had been the subject of an international manhunt, it turned out he hadn’t gone very far at all. Toussaint’s final resting place was less than five hundred metres from where the police had discovered his car two days after the murder and approximately three kilometres from his home. How had they missed him?

With the discovery of his remains, the police announced they were ending their investigation into the murder of Bob Ivens. They were confident that there were no other suspects to pursue. But while they were closing the books on one of Toronto’s most bizarre murder stories, the people who knew Stephen Toussaint best still had many unresolved questions and feelings. Was it a case of Jekyll and Hyde? Who was Stephen Toussaint really, and how had he kept his darker side so well hidden for so long?

The congregation at Christ Church St. James had never stopped praying for Toussaint and his family. Many still didn’t understand what could have driven the former Sunday school supervisor and church treasurer to commit such evil. And while rumours circulated that the fire had been set to cover possible theft, a thorough financial audit revealed that Toussaint had never stolen money from the church. There would be many questions left unanswered about that fateful night of April 16, 1998, but the congregants harboured no ill will towards their former fellow church member. Their house of worship was eventually rebuilt, and Norma Toussaint and her two daughters were always welcome.

For Bob Ivens’s family, the discovery of Stephen Toussaint’s remains left them without any answers as to why his long-time friend and colleague had brutally murdered him. Bob’s sister, Marilyn Hodgkinson, believed that the university was partially to blame since it was aware of the overwhelming workload both men were working under. Cutbacks at the university had left the medical school morgue understaffed. A former University of Toronto employee herself, Hodgkinson claimed the university knew about the problems in the department for many years and hadn’t done anything about them. Now her brother was dead, and sadly, the family would never get justice.

Today, a beautiful white chestnut tree flourishes outside the University of Toronto Medical Sciences Building in memory of Bob Ivens. 
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Deadly Secrets

The Murder of Gladys Wakabayashi

In 1992, Murder, She Wrote was one of the most popular shows on television. Every week, amateur detective Jessica Fletcher, played by famed actress Angela Lansbury, solved murder mysteries using good, old-fashioned logic and reasoning. The solution to every episode’s whodunit usually involved the methodical unravelling of some character’s secrets and lies. And no one was better at uncovering the truth than the inquisitive Mrs. Fletcher. But in real life, a murder can be notoriously difficult to solve, and police can spend years chasing down leads and frustrating dead ends.

When a real-life whodunit happened in a wealthy Vancouver suburb in 1992, the city’s seasoned homicide detectives were initially perplexed. A quiet, middle-aged woman who taught music to children had been brutally murdered in her home, and the attack looked personal. Who would want to harm such a kind woman and mother? She didn’t appear to have any enemies. But investigators soon found out she had a secret—a deadly one that led directly to her killer. And unlike a television drama series, investigators were going to need more than simple logic and reasoning to trap their suspect. But very much like Murder, She Wrote, there would ultimately be a script and some award-winning acting.

Gladys Wakabayashi lived at 6868 Selkirk Street in Vancouver’s Shaughnessy neighbourhood, a wealthy enclave of gated mansions and historic homes. The soft-spoken, petite forty-one-year-old was the daughter of Taiwanese billionaire Y.S. Miao, the chairman of both the Union Petrochemical Corporation and the giant Lien Hwa Industrial Corporation.

In 1976, Feng Ling Miao, who went by Gladys, moved to Canada from Taiwan to study piano. Not long after arriving in Vancouver, Gladys met Shinji Wakabayashi, a manager for Japan Airlines. The couple married in 1978 and had one daughter, Elisa, a few years later.

In April of 1991, after thirteen years of marriage, Gladys and Shinji amicably separated. Shinji moved out of their luxurious property in the west end of the city, while Gladys remained in the 4,800-square-foot home with twelve-year-old Elisa. The couple continued to have a civilized friendship and a supportive coparenting arrangement. At forty-one, Gladys was a good-looking woman with a slim figure and long, curly black hair. And while she hadn’t dated in over fifteen years, she was excited about her future.

Wednesday, June 24, 1992, was shaping up to be an unseasonably warm summer day in Vancouver. At 8:45 a.m., as per her normal routine, Gladys drove Elisa to school and then returned home. A neighbour later reported seeing her pull into her garage around 9 a.m. At 10:30, Gladys had a regularly scheduled piano lesson with her instructor, Edward Parker, but she failed to show up. She was extremely punctual and had never missed a piano lesson. Parker was concerned, so he phoned the Wakabayashi house but only got the answering machine.

Later that same afternoon, Gladys didn’t arrive to pick up Elisa from school. This was very unusual, and Elisa couldn’t reach her mother on the phone. She waited for two hours before finally calling her father to come and get her. He hadn’t heard from Gladys, either.

When Elisa and Shinji arrived at Gladys’s house around 5:30 p.m., Shinji found the back door ajar, which again was unusual. Gladys always kept her doors locked. Inside, the house was quiet and there were no signs of his ex-wife. Shinji decided to look upstairs. Maybe she was sleeping or ill in bed. When he entered the master bedroom, nothing seemed out of place and the bed was neatly made. On his way to the ensuite bathroom, Shinji was startled by a frightening sight. Gladys was lying face-up on the floor of her walk-in dressing room. A large pool of blood had soaked into the plush white carpeting close to her head and she wasn’t moving. Shinji bent down to touch her. She was cold to the touch, and he could see a large gash on her neck. Rushing down the stairs, Shinji grabbed Elisa and ran next door to his brother-in-law’s house. He was hysterical, saying something had happened to Gladys. The family dialled 911.

When Vancouver homicide detectives Murn MacLennan and Barry Peters arrived at 6868 Selkirk Street, they were presented with a gruesome scene. It was obvious that Gladys’s throat had been slit by a sharp-bladed instrument and she had bled to death. She also had numerous slashes on her arms, legs and chest, and there were defensive wounds on her hands. The petite woman had tried desperately to shield herself from her attacker. The nature and extent of her injuries suggested the killer had acted in a violent rage. But no murder weapon was found and it didn’t appear that a robbery had occurred. For the seasoned investigators it did not appear to be a random murder. It looked personal. Someone wanted Gladys Wakabayashi dead. 

Whoever the killer was, they had been careful. There were few forensic clues such as fingerprints, and Gladys had not been sexually assaulted. But the police did discover one unique clue: a partial shoe print, left in blood, on the ceramic tile going into the master bathroom. MacLennan described the print as having a pointed toe, and a honeycomb pattern on the sole. It was obvious that the bloody shoe print had been made by a high-heeled shoe. The police didn’t know if they were looking for one killer or more, but they were certain that a woman had been in that bedroom when Gladys Wakabayashi was murdered.

Based on the savagery of the attack, the police also believed the killer had to be someone close to Gladys, so they quickly turned their sights on her ex-husband, Shinji. But there appeared to be no animosity between them. They had remained friends after ending their marriage and were both focused on raising their daughter. Shinji was soon ruled out. The police began to dig deeper into Gladys’s life, searching for other clues because someone clearly hated Gladys Wakabayashi enough to kill her.

As the police investigated Gladys’s seemingly quiet life, nothing appeared out of the ordinary. They discovered that she had had a short-term relationship with a music teacher after her divorce, but that romance had also ended amicably. Then, just a few weeks into the murder investigation, investigators started hearing a strange rumour. It appeared that Gladys had a new man in her life—a secret romance with a married man. And apparently his wife had recently found out about their affair.

Derek and Jean Ann James were a middle-class couple who lived in a modest home on Bridge Street in the Vancouver suburb of Richmond. Derek was an air traffic controller. Jean, who was originally from England, had trained as a nurse, but after immigrating to Canada, she had worked as a flight attendant with Vancouver-based Pacific Western Airlines. The couple had a son named Adam.

Derek and Jean met Gladys and Shinji Wakabayashi at a school event in 1985. Their children attended the same Montessori school. An unlikely friendship developed over their kids and their common careers—both husbands worked in the airline industry, as did Jean. The Jameses and Wakabayashis began spending time together at social events and dinner parties. But by 1991, Gladys and Shinji’s marriage had collapsed, and they had decided to divorce. And by 1992, Jean’s marriage with Derek was also troubled. Jean confided to another close friend that she believed Derek had been unfaithful.

But Jean wasn’t prepared to give up on her marriage, so she began following Derek, trying to catch him in the act. Using a friend’s car, she spied on Derek for a few months but couldn’t confirm her suspicions about another woman. In June 1992, when Derek told Jean he had to go to Toronto on business, she suspected he was lying, so she asked a friend to get Derek’s telephone records for the weekend he was supposedly in Toronto. The friend, who worked for a market research company, was able to surreptitiously obtain a copy of Derek’s hotel bill. The bill confirmed that Derek had been in Toronto that weekend, and it included a list of the phone calls made and received from Derek’s room during his stay. There was one number that appeared multiple times, and Jean recognized it right away. It was Gladys Wakabayashi’s home phone number. Jean’s suspicions about her husband were confirmed. He was having an affair, and the other woman was one of her closest friends. Two days later, Gladys Wakabayashi would be dead.

After Gladys’s brutal murder, Jean reached out to Shinji Wakabayashi to express her shock and sorrow. Through her own tears, she wanted to assure the grieving widower that she and her husband were there for him. Two days later, she approached Shinji again, asking more questions about how Gladys had been killed. “Did she suffer?” asked Jean. Her concern seemed natural, since the couples had been close
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