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			Chapter 1

			It was one of those summer mornings when all of nature smiles. The sun was shining, birds were frisking, a soft breeze was frolicking in the woods, and, in a tree just outside my bedroom window, a male robin was telling a female robin that he would too respect her afterwards. The sort of morning, in short, when a man of sense pulls the blankets up over his head and refuses to budge because he knows that on such a day something rotten is bound to happen. I paid no attention to the warnings of nature. Leaping from my bed, I donned the bathrobe, slipped on the slippers, strode to the door, flung it open, and very nearly stepped on the body of Ernie Struthers, who was curled up on my front stoop.

			I stared down at Ernie. He stared back, but you could see his heart wasn’t in it. I slammed the door. This would bear thinking on. A fine thing, I was thinking, when a person goes to his front door to retrieve the morning paper and finds, instead of news of death and desolation in far-off places, a local body. Ernie was local all right. He ran the hardware store in town, but lived right here in Bosky Dell. He is—was—in his mid-fifties, a thin reed of a man with a mean face, although I concede that he was not, in his deceased condition, really looking his best. Ernie is—was—a bit of a character, but then, so are most of the people who live here. Figure it out for yourself: would you live year-round in a small cottage community with a name like Bosky Dell if you were normal? Present company excepted, of course.

			I opened the door again, hoping that Ernie would be scrambling to his feet and explaining that it was all a big joke, ha, ha, and I should have seen the look on my face. Ernie liked jokes. Not this time, though; he lay there, dead as yesterday’s news. I bent down and gingerly touched his cheek. Stone cold. That ruled out the possibility that he had conked out while calling around for a morning cup of coffee. Why would he call round for a morning cup of coffee, anyway? The last time I had spoken to Ernie, on behalf of the paper, he had called me a needle-nosing son of a bitch. While I am no expert on etiquette, I don’t think you can call a person a needle-nosing son of a bitch and then drop in for coffee. In any event, the cold, hard touch of his flesh showed that he had been deceased, as we say in the newspaper game, for some time. I slammed the door again; time for more thinking.

			You will be saying to yourself, hey, this guy is a journalist; finding a body on the doorstep will be terrific for him. Not so. I work for the Silver Falls Lancer. The Silver Falls Lancer is interested in death, true, but only so we can crank out those warm-hearted obituaries that begin, “His many friends were saddened to learn this week that Thaddeus Fuddpucker has departed this vale of tears . . .” We are not one of those hairy-chested, hard-hitting papers that is never happier than when it is ferreting out all the dirt about the mayor, or digging into garbage pails behind city hall. When the police chief of Silver Falls killed himself a few years ago—blew his brains out with a service revolver and, if the gossip had it right, barely beat half a dozen others to the job—we reported that he had “died suddenly at work.” We’re that kind of paper. “Mrs. Mildred Lumpen recently hosted a delicious luncheon for the Women’s Institute in her commodious Warren Avenue home”—that sort of thing. The only reason Ernie called me a, what he called me, was that I had asked him, on behalf of the paper, when he was going to pay his advertising bill.

			We are a weekly, anyway, and since this was a Tuesday and we publish on Monday, whatever news value there was in Ernie would not come into play for us until next week, when the story would be history. No, I was not going to get a big pat on the back if I phoned Tommy Macklin, the managing editor, and woke him up to a raging hangover and the news that there was a body on my front stoop. I opened the door again and bent over Ernie again and was just about to roll him over when—

			“Yoo hoo!”

			It was the Widow Golden. She lives across the street from me and likes to, as she says, “keep an eye on things.” A lot of small towns sport those little signs that say, “This is a Neighbourhood Watch community”; ours, if we were honest about it, would simply say, “Emma on Duty.” Emma Golden is a comfortable woman of about forty-five, whose husband expired about a decade ago. From that time on, she has lived on the insurance while keeping an eye out for prospects, but since most of the bachelors around these parts are as shy as shot-over partridge, no business has so far resulted. Although chubby, she is a comely woman, and friendly and nice, and if she weren’t such a damn Nosey Parker, we would get along fine. She was walking out her front door now, and heading towards me.

			“Oh, ah, Mrs. Golden.”

			“Is that Ernie Struthers passed out on your porch?”

			This was not such a surprising question; Ernie had what was known locally as “a bit of a problem with booze.”

			“Looks like it,” I replied, but of course, that didn’t satisfy Emma. She came waddling across the road, wagging a large, jeweled finger at me.

			“Well, my goodness, Carlton,” she said, as she came right up to the porch and bent over Ernie. “I believe Ernie Struthers is dead.”

			“I believe you’re right, Mrs. Golden. I suppose the poor old fellow had a heart attack.”

			“Heart attack, nothing,” she shot back. “There’s a whacking great knife sticking into him.”

			There was, too. How I came to miss it I don’t know, except that Ernie was sort of lying on his side, and the knife was low down and towards the back. I gulped about seven times in rapid succession. The Widow Golden, needless to say, was as calm as a salamander; she waddled round the other side of Ernie, so she could get a really good look at the knife. She touched his cheek once, gently, and sighed. You could imagine her mentally ticking off one more possibility on her Might Marry list.

			“Why, Carlton,” she said, “isn’t this the funniest thing?” 

			“Funny?” I gabbled, “why funny?”

			“This isn’t a knife at all, Carlton. It’s a whaddyecallit.” 

			“A whaddyecallit?”

			“It’s a tool of some sort, Carlton, and it’s one of your dad’s.”

			She pointed to the handle of the instrument, which I now recognized by its round shape as one of my dad’s set of pin punches. I told Emma this.

			“Pin punch?” said Emma, “what’s a pin punch?”

			She had me there. It had something to do with putting holes into wood, but not, at least not usually, people. “Thing for punching pins,” I told Emma.

			“Well, whatever it is, it’s got your dad’s initials on it.” 

			So it did. There, in bold letters for all to see, were the initials “HCW”—for Henry Carlton Withers, my late father. He had burned his initials into all his tools because, as he used to say, “the thieving buggers around here would walk off with a hot stove if they owned oven mitts.” In fact, in the matter of lifting tools that belonged to others, my dad always gave as good as he got—or, rather, vice versa—but local tradition held that if you had actually burned your initials into the handle of something, chances were it belonged to you. So Dad laid a scorching path across every tool in sight and here was the fruit of his labour, so to speak, staring up at me.

			It was hard to know what to say. However, just as I was trying to frame a suitable pronouncement, a police car drove up on the lawn, right over the tulips I had planted a few weeks ago, and out stepped Quentin “Quarter to Three” Winston, of the Silver Falls police. I knew this was going to be a rotten day.

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			Picture the scene if you will. Over there, glimmering through the trees, we have the tranquil waters of Silver Lake, burnished gold by the summer sun and without a thing on its fat-headed mind. A narrow road wanders along the foreshore, a thoroughfare which our imaginative forefathers called Lakeshore Road. (This connects, in due course, to County Road 32 and meanders fourteen miles into Silver Falls, population fourteen thousand, our metropolis.) Off Lakeshore Road, several streets run southwards into the woods, and cottages, many of them now converted into year-round homes, dot these streets. Along Third Street, my street, the third cottage on the right as you proceed up from the lake is a small, white, frame affair adorned by three brick chimneys, the product of my mother’s determination to be a good citizen, and conserve oil. She had three fireplaces installed during the energy crisis of the early 1970s, and all of them smoke. When you get all three going at once, the cottage is cozy on the coldest winter day, it is also filled with smoke. So you open the doors, let out the smoke, and let in the cold.

			The lawn, a stricken patch of greenery where moss and dandelions cavort among the tufts of grass, is now festooned with three people. We have, reading from left to right, one plump and tender Widow Golden, in a rosy dressing gown decorated with pink kittens, one long and lanky journalist in a dun bathrobe decorated with ancient egg, jam, and coffee stains, and Quarter to Three Winston, who ought, by rights, to be out harrying the criminal element instead of flattening the remnants of my lawn in his size thirteen regulation boots.

			I may say I was impressed, even while I was terrified, to find Quarter to Three so swiftly on the scene of the crime. His name comes from his habit of standing with his broad brogans planted heels together, toes out. He is normally to be found in this pose on the main drag of Silver Falls, where his principal duties are to breathe in and out and, occasionally, hand out a parking ticket to some stranger in town. Locals, needless to say, do not get ticketed, or, if by accident they do (sometimes it takes Quarter to Three a while to recognize when one of the natives has purchased a new car), the tickets are indignantly torn up and strewn across the street. Quarter to Three doesn’t get upset, his mind, such as it is, is normally occupied with thoughts of food or of the delectable Belinda Huntingdon, waitress in the O.K. Café on Main Street. Quentin does not possess one of those steel-trap minds you read about, and it was a puzzle to me how he came to bring me so swiftly to book.

			“Morning, Carlton,” he said. “Nice day.” He smiled at the Widow Golden—you can get the effect of Quarter to Three’s smile if you hit a cantaloupe with an axe. “Morning, Mrs. Golden. Some hot.” (Quentin grew up in the Maritimes.)

			“Oh, hello, Ernie,” he added, “didn’t see you at first.” 

			Quarter to Three had fallen into the same error that Emma had embraced, in supposing that Ernie was supine as a result of the effects of Catawba, his usual tipple.

			“I came to see you, Carlton,” he went on, grabbing me by the elbow and moving me over to one side where we could talk confidentially, “about getting a write-up in the paper for my sister’s wedding.”

			Well, he could have phoned me about that, of course, but that would have courted the danger of being overheard in the police office trying to square the press, or being overheard at home—he lives in Burnt River, one of the surrounding towns—by his wife, who can’t abide any of his numerous sisters. Easier to drop in on me on his way to work. I told him I would be happy to do right by the girl, and would no doubt have eased the oversized flatfoot back into his car and on his way, but Emma Golden stuck her oar in.

			“Quentin,” she said, “somebody has murdered Ernie Struthers.”

			“It’s my sister Clara,” Quarter to Three rumbled on, “she’s marrying that fellow who works with the Hydro.” He stopped, shook his head as if to clear it. Emma’s words had penetrated the concrete and were trickling down inside his head, on the lookout for brain cells. They found some. He looked up.

			“You don’t say,” said Quarter to Three. “What do you know about that.”

			He strode over to Ernie’s body, glowered at it as it he had just caught it hanging a U-turn on Clarence Street, and reached for a notebook. He came up with his book of parking tickets, glowered again, shrugged, unlimbered his ballpoint pen, started to write, stopped, pushed the top of the pen down to produce the ballpoint, started to write again, stopped, shook the pen, gave the whole thing up as a bad job and stood there, looking confused and not unlike a bull worked to a frazzle by a matador, if the bull happened to be wearing a uniform that was several sizes too small for him and had emblazoned across the chest pocket, “Silver Falls Police.”

			Emma decided to be helpful. Helpful people—this is recognized by all the leading authorities—are the cause of most of the world’s unhappiness.

			“Quentin,” Emma said, “shouldn’t you call this in?” 

			“Right,” said Quentin. “Call it in.”

			“You can use the telephone in Carlton’s place,” said Emma, being helpful again. “After all, that’s Carlton’s dad’s whaddyecallit sticking in Ernie’s back.”

			Whatever made me think Emma Golden was friendly? 

			“It is?” said Quarter to Three, as he bent over Ernie and was just about to seize the evidence, when a deep, commanding voice shouted, “Well, good morning, all!”

			Quarter to Three stopped. We all looked back towards the street where, striding purposefully over the weeds and looking, to me at least, quite a bit like the cavalry on a rescue ride, came my neighbour and friend, Hanson Eberley, with a coffee mug in his hand, and a light in his eye.

			The coffee mug was evidence of the fact that Hanson, like many of the retired folks in Bosky Dell, had a habit of wandering around the little village after breakfast, for a chat. Cold coffee, hot gossip. The light in his eye came from the fact that he had spent most of his life on the Metropolitan Toronto police force, and had retained the policeman’s habit of wanting to be in on things. My front stoop, with its recumbent body and confused cop, looked promising. Hanson is a tall, rangy, good-looking man, with steel-grey hair, piercing blue eyes, and a pencil-thin moustache. If David Niven had had steel-grey hair, he would have looked a lot like Hanson and the resemblance was heightened, although I am sure Hanson was unaware of this, by the fact that he is a natty dresser, and always wears a cravat to top off his costume.

			My mother was not fond of Hanson. “What kind of a man, for God’s sake,” she would say, “wears a cravat in a place like Bosky Dell?” My father, on the other hand—it was not the only subject on which they ever differed—was a great admirer of Hanson’s, and often pumped him for stories of his detecting days which Dad turned into flashbacks and sold. He was a freelance, for which read “starving,” writer.

			Hanson had taken early retirement from the Toronto force, where he had attained the exalted rank of staff inspector on the homicide squad, eight years ago and retreated to Bosky Dell with his wife, Nora. They were working, had for years been working, on Hanson’s memoirs, which everybody guessed were really going to be something when they came out. Nora used to be Hanson’s secretary, but they must have worked better together when they were both on the force than they did after settling in Bosky Dell, because no one had ever seen any actual writing result from their joint endeavours.

			Hanson was one of my heroes, in part because my father admired him, and there were not many people Dad admired, and in part because he radiated self-assurance, a quality I have always yearned for. Once, I tried to grow a moustache like Hanson’s and my mother, after handing me an SOS pad and advising me to wipe it off, asked why I thought I needed a moustache. I said so I would look like . . . and then, thinking quickly, substituted David Niven for Hanson Eberley, not wishing to provoke my mother’s scorn.

			“But, honey, you already look like David Niven,” she said. “David Niven has a head, you have a head. He has two eyes, you have two eyes. He has a nose, you have a nose . . .”

			I wandered off, and cancelled the Great Moustache Project, but my desire to be like Hanson Eberley never faded. When my parents were killed in an auto crash a couple of years ago, Hanson offered me, along with the sympathy that is never in short supply on these occasions, cold, hard cash, which is. While I didn’t take it, the offer increased my admiration for Hanson, and to see him cutting across the lawn, alive with intelligent curiosity, filled me with reassurance. Hanson would fix things.

			It took him about two minutes to “debrief,” as he put it, Quarter to Three Winston. Ernie Struthers was deceased. Right. Apparently stabbed to death with that thing now sticking out of his lower back. Right. Which had Carlton’s father’s initials carved into the handle. Hmm, right. Quentin had been about to check out the weapon, sir, when you came along, sir, and . . .

			“And just stopped you from making an ass of yourself by smearing your fingerprints all over the evidence. Well,” said Hanson, taking charge, “get on your radio, Quentin, call the office, and have them send out somebody from the OPP.”

			“Yessir,” snapped Quentin, and headed for his car, muttering, “The radio, why didn’t I think of that?”

			The obvious response, because you haven’t got the brains God gave a golf cart, sprang to my lips, but died there. Quentin was dim, but bulgy, and it couldn’t all be fat.

			While he was calling the Ontario Provincial Police and letting the world know that a murder had been committed in a quaint little Ontario village where, until now, our idea of crime was the time the municipal clerk was caught using public stamps on his private correspondence, Hanson walked around the body a couple of times, looking thoughtful. He stirred the ground around a bit with a length of stick he always carried with him on his walks—“in case of dogs,” he said, but my personal opinion was that he substituted it for a swagger stick because it made him feel good.

			He didn’t find anything; in fact, the big discovery, when it came, was made by the Widow Golden, who was wandering around after Hanson, checking up on his technique, I guess.

			“Why Carlton,” she suddenly trilled, causing me to leap about six inches and bite my tongue, “this is addressed to you!”

			“This” turned out to be one of those offertory envelopes they use in church so you can crackle a five-dollar bill in your hand in full sight of the congregation before palming the five, substituting a one, and sealing it in the envelope. It was lying under a small bush that grows in the shelter of my front stoop, about a foot from Ernie’s body. Hanson’s swagger stick must have displaced it enough to catch Emma’s eye and sure enough, when Hanson steered the envelope out into the open with his stick—he automatically kept his fingers clear of what might turn out to be evidence—you could see, typed on it in capital letters, “Carlton L. Withers” staring up accusingly.

			“Hmm,” said Hanson, “I wonder what this is all about?” 

			I wondered myself. Whatever it was, it was bound to mean grief for Carlton L. (for Lancelot, product of one of my mother’s bouts of re-reading romantic poetry) Withers.

			Emma immediately started speculating. “I thought you said Ernie hated your guts,” she said. “Why would he come sneaking around at night to bring you a letter? Did he want to make up?”

			“He didn’t, I don’t know, and I doubt it,” I replied, taking her questions in order.

			“Well, we’ll soon have a better idea, in any event,” put in Hanson, “the OPP should be here any minute.”

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter 3

			However, it was close to an hour before the real cops, from the Ontario Provincial Police detachment just outside Silver Falls, arrived, springing Quarter to Three to go back to Silver Falls and spread his feet—and lies—all over town. Hanson searched around to the back of the cottage for footprints and so forth, while the Widow bustled off to make some coffee and Winston and I stared at the ground. There were two police in the OPP cruiser that rolled, inevitably, over my lawn: Sergeant Richard Moffitt and Constable Jack Jeffreys. Since the sergeant was built on the lines of a drinking straw and the constable on the lines of a fire hydrant, they remain in my memory as Mutt and Jeff. They didn’t know what to do, much more than Quentin—murder is not one of the summer festivities in the Kawartha Lakes—and were happy to take gently proffered advice from Hanson, whom they knew by reputation. At his suggestion, a line was strung up along the lawn, to hold back the swarming mobs of twenty people who turned up in response to some unseen tribal signal, in hopes of seeing me hauled off in manacles. Many photographs were taken of the body, by Mutt, the tall one, who produced a camera from the trunk of the car. He also produced a fingerprint set and dusted the handle of the weapon, and the envelope. He called for a coroner, using my phone, of course, and at no time offering to pay the thirty-cent toll to Silver Falls, and in due course up rolled Morton Armstrong, known to one and all as Morton the Morgue. One of those brisk, outspoken doctors, he dreams of the day he will make it into Reader’s Digest as an Unforgettable Character.

			He poked at Ernie and pronounced. 

			“Dead.”

			A couple of minutes later, he produced the pin punch. 

			“Murder weapon.”

			The cops were all over me, of course, when I explained about the pin punch and Dad’s collection. They didn’t actually say, “Aha!” but it trembled there, unspoken. I took them over to Dad’s workshop at the back of the garage, and ducked in to bring out the rest of the set. But it was gone. Vanished.

			“Aha!” said Sergeant Moffitt.

			“Now, gentlemen,” Hanson said, “if anything, the disappearance of the rest of the set—you’re absolutely sure it was here, Carlton?—” I nodded, dumbstruck, “—points away from this young man. He has been with a police officer since the body was reported, and you can easily check with Mrs. Golden on his story about the rest of the set being there.”

			This calmed down the cops, but not me. I never used my dad’s stuff, carpentry not being one of my strengths, but I had seen the set a few days ago. I had been looking for a screwdriver, with which to bang on the innards of my ancient Peugeot, Marchepas, an uncertain beast that will sometimes start if you hit the distributor cap a shrewd blow with a screwdriver. I hadn’t found a screwdriver, but I had found, and used, a pin punch. It hadn’t worked, but I knew the entire set had been on hand on that occasion. Now somebody had stolen it. But who? And when? And why?

			Hanson pointed out that the most likely possibility was that it had been stolen at the time of the murder.

			“But why?”

			“There is no way of knowing, at the moment,” Hanson said. “When we catch up to the killer, we can ask him.”

			He walked away to greet a couple of lugubrious-looking gents who turned up in an ambulance and, after a lot of backing and forthing and filling out papers and getting the cops to sign them, they carted Ernie away. Drove right over the lawn to get to him, too. I wondered if I could stiff the county for a few yards of sod when all this was over.

			Meanwhile, I paced back and forth around the lawn, went inside, got dressed, ate a bowl of cereal, and, when Jimmy Swart finally turned up with the Toronto paper, read that. I learned that the usual quota of unfortunates in foreign climes had come to harm at the hands of typhoons and tyranny overnight, but I had no sympathy to spare for them. There were perils closer at hand. I wandered outside to watch Hanson waving a dismissive farewell to the departing ambulance and when he turned and called out sharply, “Carlton!” I gave a convulsive leap and bit my tongue again. Hanson beckoned; I came; he opened the door to the cottage and we went in, Mutt and Jeff, then self, then Hanson, who seemed to have taken over the role of host.

			We sat down in the living room. Not at once, of course; first I had to remove the top seven layers of coats, books, old newspapers, dirty socks, and decaying pizza from the sofa and two chairs. I offered the officers a cup of coffee, but Jeff, after retrieving a mug from the floor, examining its layer of scum with a shudder, and returning it, declined on behalf of both officers.

			“Now, Carlton,” Hanson began, “as a newspaper man, you’ll understand that the officers here have a job to do, and I’m sure you’ll want to cooperate.”

			I didn’t, of course; but I made the conventional reply.

			“Good,” said Hanson. “Now, I have suggested to the sergeant here, and he has been good enough to agree, that, since this envelope Mrs. Golden found with Ernie was addressed to you, it might be as well if you open it.”

			“Can I do that? Isn’t that tampering with evidence, or something?”

			“I think not, in these circumstances,” said Hanson. “It has been dusted, and only appears to carry one clear set of fingerprints. I’m sure we’ll find they’re Ernie’s. If you just take it by the corner here, with a handkerchief, and open it carefully, without touching the paper directly with your fingers, I’m sure it will be all right. After all,” he added, “there may be an important clue here, or something that needs clearing up quickly.”

			Oh, I know, I know, I should have refused to touch the thing, and hollered for a lawyer. But it was obvious that the person in charge here was Hanson, my friend and mentor, and if he said it was okay to open the envelope, I would open the envelope; just as, if he had said, “Take this knife and cut your throat,” I’d have taken the knife and cut my throat.

			Because my hands were shaking, it took me some time to worry the envelope open, and when I had accomplished the feat, I very nearly dropped the contents on the floor. I don’t know what I was expecting—a scrawled, accusatory note, perhaps, or a letter of apology for cluttering up my doorstep. What I drew out was a newspaper clipping which turned out to be the account of the crash that had killed my parents two years ago.

			Silently, I handed it across to Hanson, who said, “Harum, Hmph,” and handed it to Mutt, the police officer closest to him.

			“What is it?” asked Mutt.

			Hanson looked across at me, and when I didn’t say anything, he explained, “It’s a newspaper account of an accident between a car and a truck, two years ago. Carlton’s parents were killed in the crash.”

			Jeff chimed in, “I’ll bet it was some bloody drunk.” 

			“Well, yes, actually, it was,” said Hanson.

			“Knew it,” said Jeff, “and I’ll bet they never caught the bugger.”

			“As a matter of fact, they did,” said Hanson. “It was Ernie Struthers.”

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter 4

			I had never been in a police interrogation room before. I had been in the front office of the OPP station outside Silver Falls, picking up details on car accidents for the Lancer, but that was as far inside the place as I had ever been. I hadn’t missed much; the room I now found myself in was about ten feet by ten feet square, with one window, up high on the wall, three chairs, a table, and a lamp on the table. That was it. Not even a wastepaper basket. It smelled, a combination redolent of ancient hamburgers, stale coffee, cold sweat, and hot fear. About forty minutes after Hanson had dropped his bombshell in front of Mutt and Jeff, they had me in there and they were striving, successfully, to reduce me to whimpering terror.

			“You hated Ernie, didn’t you?” 

			“Well, not exactly hated . . .”

			“He’d killed your parents, hadn’t he?” 

			“Well, yes.”

			“Loved him, did you?” 

			“Well, no . . .”

			“Disliked him strongly?” 

			“Well, yes.”

			“Hated the bugger, in fact.” 

			“Well, yes.”

			“Good, now we’re getting somewhere. That was your father’s thingummy, wasn’t it?”

			“Pin punch.”

			“Your father’s pin punch, wasn’t it?” 

			“Well, yes.”

			“Part of a set?”

			“Well, yes.”

			“Now the set is gone?” 

			“Well, yes.”

			I kept thinking I should work out a substitute for well, yes, just for variety, but my mind didn’t seem to be connected to my tongue anymore, as first Mutt and then Jeff—both of them sat backwards on their chairs, just as on TV, maybe it’s a requirement—hammered questions at me.

			“The person most likely to take the set would be the killer, wouldn’t he?”

			“Well, yes.”

			“So, Ernie came to see you and you just opened the door and stabbed him, is that it?”

			“Well, no. I mean, no, nothing like that.”

			“Oh, I see. You met him somewhere else and stabbed him there?” 

			“No, no.”

			“So, you stabbed him at your place?” 

			“Yes. No. I didn’t stab him. Say,” the thought suddenly occurred to me, “was there a lot of blood around on my stoop?”

			Mutt looked at Jeff. Jeff looked at Mutt. Jeff, almost imperceptibly, shook his head.

			“Well, then, where was he killed?”

			“We’re checking on it. All we know for sure is that the weapon came from your place and the offertory envelope came from the Bosky Dell church.”

			I was impressed. Did they trace watermarks or something? “How do you know that?”

			“There’s a stamp on the back. It says, ‘The Church at Bosky Dell.’”

			I guess I missed that. Our church is non-denominational, which is very broad-minded of us. In the summertime, when it is busy, we have ministers from various faiths alternating, although our permanent cleric is an Anglican. My mother thought it sounded funny to call it just The Church at Bosky Dell. “It ought to be Saint Something,” she contended.

			“Sure,” said my father, “St. Farmer in the Dell.” 

			“Anyway,” growled Mutt, “we know you killed Ernie Struthers, and we know why, and we know with what. Why don’t you save us all a lot of time and make a statement?”

			I was spared the necessity of a reply—thank God—by a commotion in the corridor outside the interrogation room, and in came the local OPP inspector, Fred Burgess—him, I knew; I did a profile on him when he was appointed to the job—and, hard on his heels, Hanson Eberley.

			“It’s okay, Carlton,” said Hanson. He nodded at Mutt and Jeff, just to let them know there were no hard feelings for what he was about to say. “The inspector here and I have had a little chat, and we have agreed that perhaps these gentlemen, in their commendable zeal to get to the bottom of this thing, may have skipped a few steps.”

			Jeff gave him a glare. “Such as?”

			“Such as instructing Mr. Withers as to his rights before beginning an interrogation, and giving him a chance to call a lawyer,” Hanson replied smoothly. “And such as explaining why Carlton, if he did the killing, would either stab Ernie elsewhere, such as up at the church, and then drag his body home, or just stab Ernie on his own doorstep and leave him there.” 

			“Ah,” said Jeff. 

			“Um,” said Mutt.

			Inspector Burgess didn’t say anything. He just looked at the cops, who suddenly jumped up.

			“Well, Mr. Withers, thank you for coming in,” said Jeff. 

			“We appreciate your cooperation,” said Mutt.

			“Your voluntary cooperation . . .” 

			“. . . and look forward to chatting with you again, when we have done some more investigating.”

			“Because, frankly,” said Mutt, with a genial smile, “we know bloody well you did it, but we haven’t worked out the details yet.”

			Jeff said that a statement based on our little chat would be ready for my signature later, and added a caution about not departing the district, or they would be forced to come and find me and jump all over me. I replied that I had no intention of departing the district. I told them I would be keeping a keen journalist’s eye on their future investigation, but they didn’t seem much impressed. Then Hanson and I got the hell out of there.

			My car was parked outside the cop shop. Hanson—who seldom drives, and doesn’t own a car—told me he had decided, after he dropped a brick in my living room, and the rozzers had scooped me up, that his best course was to drive in and talk to the inspector, whom he knew from the old days. No doubt they traded fingerprint sets at Christmas. So, he had turned the key in Marchepas—no, of course we don’t lock cars or put away keys in Bosky Dell—and, by golly, the engine had started, first time. Nervously—“I really hate driving,” he said—he had come in to spring me.

			We got in, I in the driver’s seat, Hanson beside me, but I didn’t turn the key, not quite yet. I asked Hanson, aggrievedly, whether it wouldn’t have been better just to let the cops find out in due course that it was Ernie who had killed my parents.

			“They probably wouldn’t have got me into jail until this afternoon,” I complained.

			“It was bound to come up sooner or later, Carlton. In fact, it’s better to have it out in the open now than to have that pair dig it up later.”

			I guessed that was probably true.

			“After all,” Hanson said, “it isn’t as if you ever threatened Ernie or anything. Did you?”

			“No. Never. To tell you the truth, when my parents were killed, I was in such a state of shock, it didn’t occur to me to blame anybody. Ernie was a drunk. We all know that. He should never have been driving. But it wasn’t as if he deliberately set out to kill my parents. He could as easily have been killed himself, except that his truck was a lot tougher than my father’s Datsun. Hell, he and Dad liked each other, they were always stealing each other’s tools.”

			“So you never contemplated revenge?”

			“What was the point? I figured the law would take care of Ernie. When he only got three months in jail, I was angry, sure, but what good would six months, or six years, have done my parents?”

			“There is just the chance that a stiffer sentence for Ernie might have deterred others from driving drunk,” Hanson noted, mildly.

			“It might have. I doubt it, though. You read these stories, but do they stop drunk drivers? Besides, there was another thing . . .”

			“What’s that?”

			“You knew Dad. There wasn’t a mean bone in his body. Revenge wasn’t in him. It wouldn’t have been right for me to go after it.”

			“You’re right. Henry was a hollerer, but not a hater.” 

			“Later on, I admit, when Ernie came into that money, I thought about suing him.”

			Ernie Struthers, for most of his career, stacked groceries in the Red and White store, and if he kept the peas off the corn shelves, considered that he had given good service. Then a rich and distant aunt, always the best kind, died, and for some reason, probably because she didn’t know Ernie, left him quite a lot of money. He bought himself a hardware store, since this was about the time Freddie Burnside, who owned one, was getting ready to retire. Ernest Struthers, wealthy hardware magnate, was considerably more tempting as a target for revenge than Ernie, grocery-stacker, and Hanson wanted to know why I hadn’t gone after him.

			“Same reason. Oh, I thought about it. As you know, he didn’t have any insurance, and all I got was a token payment from the Unsatisfied Judgment Fund, about enough to bury my parents, and not much more. So, I thought, when Ernie came into that money, I thought, maybe I’ll sue the bugger and see how he likes it.”

			“But you didn’t.”

			“No. What was the point? The lawyers would get the money, Ernie would lose his store, and where would that leave us? It sure as hell wouldn’t do anything for my parents.”

			Hanson leaned over and patted my arm. “Well, I’ll tell you, Carlton, there is a certain amount of incriminating evidence strewn about the place, and those two OPP louts obviously think you killed Ernie, but I don’t, and I’ll see you out of this if it’s the last thing I do.”

			A lump, an honest-to-God lump came to my throat, and we sat there for a minute in a solemn silence.

			Hanson broke it by saying, “Oh, I nearly forgot. You may as well have this.” He handed me a copy of the newspaper clipping that was now part of the case of the late E. Struthers and explained that he had asked his old pal Fred Burgess to run off a copy for him before it was bagged and sealed. Two copies, in fact, one for him, one for me.

			The one for me was pure swank; I wasn’t going to be able to make anything of this.

			“What am I supposed to do with it?” I asked.

			“Read, heed, and inwardly digest, as we used to say on the police training courses. There may be something in this clipping that will tell us what Ernie was up to.”

			“Nothing good, I’ll bet,” I said and I leaned down to see if Marchepas would startle the world by starting twice in succession. She did, and I was just about to pull away from the cop-shop when I got an idea. A lulu, if I do say so myself.

			“Hey, Hanson, what if you were to come out of retirement?”

			“Pardon?”

			“Well, think about it. Now, don’t laugh. I remember a few years ago one of the Toronto newspapers brought a famous Scotland Yard detective over from the U.K. to help solve the mystery of a girl’s disappearance . . .”

			“You mean Fabian of the Yard?”

			“That was the name. He was going to find . . .”

			“Marion McDowell. I remember the case.”

			There was a thoughtful pause, and then Hanson said, “He never did find her, you know.”

			“No, but he had a good run at it.”

			“And you think I should try my hand at solving this case?”

			“Why not?”

			“Well, I admit the idea has a certain appeal. Certainly, I was the one who put the notion into those fellows’ heads that you did Ernie in. Perhaps it is up to me to help get it out.”

			“I could get a terrific story out of it,” I pointed out, “and that would cover any expenses.”

			There was another pause, rather longer, while I looked out the window—at a fascinating view of the back of the OPP shed—and then Hanson asked, “Who would you write the story for, the Lancer?”

			“Why not?”

			“I thought the Lancer didn’t go in for stories of this sort.” 

			“Well, it doesn’t, not normally, but in this case we’d have nothing to lose, would we? If you broke the case, we’d have an exclusive—even the Lancer would carry a crime story if it had a world exclusive—and if . . .”

			“I fell on my face, nobody would be the wiser, is that it?” 

			“Something like that, yes.”

			“Well, perhaps it’s worth thinking about. Is this the sort of idea that would appeal to your managing editor?”

			“Tommy Macklin? To tell you the truth, the last idea that appealed to Tommy, really appealed to him, had to do with Dolly Parton and a whole lot of whipped cream, but I’m willing to give it a try.”

			Hanson nodded decisively. “Then perhaps you’d better get down to the paper,” he said, “and give it a try.”

			
		

	
		
			

			Chapter 5

			The newsroom of the Silver Falls Lancer occupies the second floor of a building on Clarence Street, just off Main. The advertising and circulation offices are downstairs, for easier customer access. The building has seen better days, at a guess, May I, 1901 is one of the better days the building has seen and, as a result, the newspaper office, until quite recently, was an appalling place to work. Too hot in the summer, too cold in the winter, and filled with dirt in all seasons. The only inhabitants who truly enjoyed the ambiance were of the four- and six-footed variety. In the days of hot metal type, when the words were actually set in lead on a linotype machine, we got into the habit of keeping a chunk of the stuff on our desks for heaving at the rodents and squashing the cockroaches. We used to hold a pool on the number of vermin exterminated on press day.

			Then we got computers to replace the old typewriters—and, not coincidentally, to allow management to dispense with the services of typesetters—and they fixed the joint up for the sake of the computers. Computers don’t like heat, or cold, or dirt, so all the improvements the peons had been howling for in vain, and which had been rejected on the grounds of needless expense, became affordable. The vermin, except for those actually on the payroll, disappeared. The newsroom is now quite comfortable, a long rectangle punctuated by the desks and terminals of the working stiffs and, across one end, the offices of the lordly—viz., Tommy Macklin, the managing editor, Harry Hibbs, the business manager, and Mrs. Sylvia Post, the publisher.

			Tommy was sitting at his desk when I strolled in about ten minutes after two—the trip back to Bosky Dell to return Hanson to his home, added to the interlude with the OPP, plus ten minutes for an incinerated hamburger at the O.K. Café down Main Street, Silver Falls’s answer to Maxim’s, had made me a trifle late for work. I usually clock in at 9 a.m., give or take half an hour, depending on the mood of Marchepas. Tommy looked up.

			“Well, if it isn’t the jailbird,” he quipped. “I had a phone call from the inspector,” he went on. “He said something about you stabbing Ernie Struthers. You know what this means?”

			“It means I’m fired?” 	

			Tommy nodded, pleased with my ready intelligence. 

			“Wait a minute, Tommy.” And I went into my spiel. I won’t bore you with it here, because, frankly, it was a little sick-making. I appealed to Tommy’s sense of justice—non-existent—his spirit of fair play—ditto—the journalist’s code that every accused person is innocent until proven guilty—actually, every journalist believes the opposite, but I gave it a try anyway—and the fact that, if he fired me right now, he would have to write the Ramblin’ John column himself this week. At this point he appeared to reconsider.

			“Maybe we should wait until you’re actually arrested,” he mused, “and then fire you.”

			I told him he was doing the fine, manly thing. Then, pressing home my advantage, I sprang the scheme about having Hanson work with the police on Ernie’s murder, unofficially, of course, with self taking notes for a world exclusive if he cracked the case.

			“We don’t run that crime crap,” said Tommy.

			“But a world exclusive,” I murmured. “We could sell it to the Toronto papers, maybe even syndicate a series.”

			Tommy looked thoughtful, which is to say, his eyes, already far too close together, seemed to compress even further, and he twirled the end of his quite disgusting moustache with his right hand.

			“There’s money in that,” he acknowledged. “Of course, the paper gets the syndication fees.”

			“Certainly, Tommy.” I wasn’t giving up much. The series wouldn’t appear unless the murder got solved, and I had no faith whatever in those two bozos from the OPP solving it. The way I saw it, Hanson was my best chance of coming out of this without gyves on my wrists. Give me liberty or give me syndication rights, about summed up my view, and of the two I preferred the former.

			“I’ll think about it,” Tommy said, and he pointed me out of his office.

			I waved cheerily at him from the hallway. All the offices at the Silver Falls Lancer—like most newspaper offices—have glass walls. This is so the higher-ups can see what is going on at all times. Since there is generally nothing worth observing, the system may be wasted. Or maybe not. God knows what journalists would get up to if they weren’t under constant observation.

			I wandered over to my workstation. We used to have desks; since computers, we have workstations. When I got there, I felt the way the smallest bear must have felt on that famous morning so long ago when Goldilocks dropped by. Someone had been sitting in my chair, and she was still there.

			The intruder was a young woman and quite good-looking, if you liked the type. I didn’t. She was long-limbed and slender, with brown hair, slightly curled and fastened at the back with a bandana. She cradled a Nikon 35-millimetre camera in one hand, and had a light-metre on a cord around her neck. She wore the uniform—scuzzy blue jeans, sloppy t-shirt, scuffed boots—of a news photographer. Nothing alarming, so far; but what alarmed me were her eyes. Black, they were, and lustrous, with a snap to them, the kind of eyes that keep sending out messages. Messages like, Watch it, Buster, or I’m onto you, Mac, or Just try something and see what happens. She reminded me of Mary Ambree. Remember Mary? She appears in the work of that outstanding poet, Anon, in a verse that goes:

			
			
They mustered their soldiers by two and by three, 
And the foremost in battle was Mary Ambree.

			
			Mary was a troublemaker, and so was this one. I could see it at a glance and so, refraining from the natural inquiry—who the hell are you and what are you doing here?—I merely came to a halt in front of her and assumed a neutral expression.

			To my astonishment, she thrust out her hand and said something that sounded like “Klovack.” I shook the hand—it seemed the thing to do—and said, “Huh?”

			“Klovack,” said the girl again, and tapped herself on a highly interesting chest. Ah, I thought, her name is Klovack. Clearly, this was a foreign traveller visiting in town, without much English. 

			“Withers,” I bellowed—it is always best, with foreigners, to turn up the volume—and tapped myself on the chest.

			“Writer,” I added, giving myself another tap. I pointed to her camera. “You photographer?”

			“Christ on a crutch,” said Klovack, “Tommy Macklin told me you were weird, but don’t you even speak English?”

			I saw that there had been one of those misunderstandings. The girl was not foreign, she was merely rude, one of the modern bunch who think that thrusting out a hand and rapping out a name constitutes an introduction.

			“Um,” I said, and “ah. Perhaps I should introduce myself. I am Carlton Withers, senior reporter here at the Lancer. You again are . . .”

			“Klovack. Hanna Klovack, from Toronto.”

			“Nice to meet you, Hanna Klovack from Toronto,” I said, which was a lie; this girl was going to be a pain. “What brings you to the boondocks?”

			“I’m working here. For a while, at least.” She raised the camera briefly, lowered it again. “I understand you’ve been taking most of the pictures up until now.”

			This was true, although I have never claimed to be a great photographer. When you work for the Johnson chain—the Silver Falls Lancer is one of the fifty-seven Canadian links in that glittering chain—you take pictures whether you can or not. That is, you point one of these automatic cameras at something and press the button. What comes out usually looks like a scene about halfway down the shaft of a coal mine, but we print it anyway. It may be lousy, but it is cheap, and cheap is the second-favourite word in the Johnson vocabulary. “Free” tops the list.

			“You mean, we’ve hired you as a full-time photographer?”

			“Yep. I start today.”

			“Boy, you must be rotten.” As the eyes snapped, the brows grew together and the mouth tightened, I realized that I might have put that better. “What I mean to say is, I’m sure you’re a terrific photographer, but we don’t pay . . .”

			“No, you certainly don’t pay much. But that’s all right; I wanted to get out of Toronto and work in a small town for a while. I’ve been working for the Star.”

			The Star. The Toronto Star. That brought back memories. I had worked at the Star, soon after I graduated from journalism school, until management decided to relocate me elsewhere. Anywhere but here, is the way management put it, but the point is that I knew the Star, and if this girl had worked there, she knew her stuff. Trouble. I knew she was trouble.

			“Well, we must get together and talk about the Star, sometime. I was something of a rising, ah, star there myself back in the dawn of time. But in the meantime, I wonder if I could have my workstation back.”

			“Sure. I was only sitting here because Tommy said you were going to be fired. Or jailed. Or both.”

			“Just one of those laughable misunderstandings,” I said. 

			So Hanna got up, a swift, easy mover, arrogant as a cockatoo, and wandered off to read back issues of the paper while I fired up the old computer and rewrote a column of Neighbourly Notes from our contributor in Dunsford, one of the outlying hamlets. A tea and bake sale was recently held in the church hall to raise funds for Our Feathered Friends. Life in Dunsford is one damn orgy after another, all of them recorded faithfully in the Lancer.

			I had tapped out about five hundred words when I looked up to see that Hanna had returned. No doubt a few back issues were all the excitement she could stand at one time.

			“Say,” she said, “maybe you can explain something to me. I’ve been looking through your stuff and,” she reached over to my desk and plucked a copy of the current Lancer from it, turned to the inside and held up a piece carrying my byline. “You write this?”

			I murmured a modest assent.

			“It’s all about the swell gang down at Barry’s garage waiting to give you something called ‘suave service.’”

			“I made that part up,” I explained. “In fact, the service at Barry’s is more surly than suave. But everybody liked the piece.”

			Actually, Barry had come in the day after publication and bought an ad; for a brief moment there I could see that Tommy Macklin was contemplating giving me a bonus; but cooler heads prevailed, and I got a friendly nod, instead.

			“This whole paper,” Hanna went on, waving it in the air, “seems to be devoted to sucking up to advertisers and local bigwigs.”

			I nodded brightly. “That’s it, exactly.” 

			“And you approve of this?”

			Approve? The girl must be mad. “What I approve of, young prune,” I told her austerely, “is eating. We have worked out an arrangement whereby I do what I’m told, and the Lancer fixes it so I go on eating.”

			She rolled those luminous eyes. “Great. I’m here to get back to the real stuff of newspapering and I draw a spineless twit for a partner.”

			The “spineless twit” crack didn’t bother me nearly as much as the “partner” bit.

			“What do you mean, partner?”

			“Tommy told me that if you weren’t in jail, or didn’t get fired, or whatever your little misunderstanding was, you and I would be covering some political dinner tonight.”

			“Ah, yes. That will be Orville Sacks, Silver Falls’s gift to the world of politics. Our local member of the provincial Parliament,” I explained. “He’s making a speech to the Rotarians. With an election in the offing, I guess the brass-hats have decided to get behind Orville and push. No mean feat, the man must weigh three hundred pounds.”

			“So, what will they want from me? Groups? Heads and shoulders?”

			“Why don’t I ask them, and see?”

			But when I went back to Tommy Macklin’s office, he was already closeted with Mrs. Post, the publisher, who was shaking her head in a dubious way as Tommy explained, I guessed, the advantages of the scheme I had sprung on him. Tommy saw me hovering and waved me in. Mrs. Post looked up and gave me a cool look. She is a handsome woman, if somewhat imperious, who inherited the paper from her late husband, Donald, and turned out to be so good at buttering up advertisers and putting the screws to the workforce, that when the Johnson chain bought the Lancer a few years ago, she stayed on as publisher, while salting the purchase price into the old sock. Nice work if you can get it. I met her mainly during Christmas visitations when, with Tommy Macklin at her side, both of them reeking of whisky and bonhomie, she circled the room, shook hands with all fourteen of the hired hands, and doled out the Christmas bonus, usually a munificent twenty dollars. She was looking speculative, and as I came into the room, she started in on Tommy.

			“I don’t know about this, Tommy,” she said, “Oh, hello, Withers”—so much for me—“it sounds pretty dubious to me.”

			“Now, now, Mrs. Post, nothing to worry about, nothing at all. If it works, we have a great series, an exclusive; we can syndicate it through the chain across the country. And, if it doesn’t work, we can just fire Carlton, and no harm done.”

			Mrs. Post still looked dubious. She gave me an up and down glance, and plainly didn’t much like what she saw.

			“Tommy tells me that you are in some difficulty right now,” she said.

			That was rich. I was staring at thirty years to life.

			“But he says that Staff Inspector Hanson Eberley—of course, we’ve all heard about him, and the chain did that series on his famous murders when he retired—wants to help prove your innocence.”

			“If any,” chipped in Tommy. “I don’t suppose you actually did it, did you, Carlton? No, I thought not, too much of a wimp. Here, pick up your pen.”

			This last was because on the words, “I don’t suppose, etc.,” I gave a kind of convulsive twitch, propelling the ballpoint I had been fiddling with across the room; it narrowly missed Mrs. Post’s elaborately coiffed hair. I rose, gibbered an apology, picked up my pen. Tommy went on.

			“I gave Eberley a call,” he said. “He says the local OPP aren’t really equipped to handle a murder and will have to bring in somebody from Toronto. May take days. In the meantime, he has spoken to his old buddy the inspector, who says he has no objection if Hanson wants to do a little poking around on his own. In fact, reading between the lines, I gather the idea of having someone with Hanson’s experience on the job right away, unofficially of course, strikes the inspector as pretty shrewd. And Hanson says it would be okay for you to hang around with him for a few interviews.”

			“I’ll try to make the time,” I said.

			“He says the locals seem to talk readily to you . . .” 

			“The journalist’s training,” I interposed.

			“. . . because, at least until now, they have always considered you harmless.”

			Mrs. Post jumped in, “So the proposal is that you would make notes on how the investigation is proceeding from Staff Inspector Eberley’s point of view, and if he manages to crack the case . . .”

			“We get a world exclusive,” crowed Tommy. “If you don’t, or if anything embarrassing comes out, why, we just dump you.”

			I said, of course, that I would be delighted to work with Hanson, I had every confidence in Hanson, and I knew he would see me returned to my former high position in the community.

			This drew a quizzical glance from Mrs. Post, who didn’t think much of my position in the community, and who still wasn’t convinced that this was a good idea.

			“The Silver Falls Lancer has a certain position in this town,” she said, “a certain reputation.”

			This was unchallenged. I have already indicated that we were not famous for our robust reporting. There was the time a city alderman, driving home after a Friday night spent at the legion hall trying to answer that age-old question, is it possible to chug-a-lug twenty-one glasses of beer within five minutes and not throw up (the answer is no), took a shortcut between William and Main Streets via the front window of Elder’s soft goods store. He was extracted from the wreckage by his brother-in-law, then second in command of the local constabulary. The accident was put down to “Sudden acceleration of the vehicle in question due to causes unknown.” That was the wording on the Occurrence Sheet. There were those bold enough to wonder whether the matter should have been pursued further, but none of them worked at the Lancer. Other newspapers take mottoes like, “Truth Above All”; our is, “Curiosity Killed the Cat.”

			Mrs. Post didn’t want to see us turning into one of those sensational newspapers, like the ones they have in Toronto, New York, London, and other barbarian capitals, but Tommy was able to persuade her that he would exercise rigorous control over the entire operation and that, at the first sign that anything was going wrong, he would, as he put it—unnecessarily, in my view—kick Carlton’s butt out the door.

			Mrs. Post took comfort in this. I did not. She gave the enterprise her blessing. So did I. I told Tommy that, in the circumstances, I would be happy to devote my full energies to the pursuit of this story, which would mean, of course, setting aside all other work. Billy Haldane, our junior reporter, could take up the torch, I said.

			Tommy gave me one of his looks. “This is not a charitable organization,” he said, one of his favourite lines, although I have never heard anyone, anywhere, make such an assumption. “You can do the other stuff in your spare time.”

			“By the way,” he added, “we’ve hired a full-time photographer for a couple of weeks. Just to see how it works, since your pictures are always so lousy. Take her over to the Rotarians with you tonight.”

			I sighed and got up to leave. Tommy spoke again.

			“Oh, this murder thing. I don’t think you did it, Withers, and I expect you’ll be found innocent. I certainly hope so.”

			I murmured a thank you.

			“Because if you aren’t, it wouldn’t reflect well on the paper. I wonder,” he was saying as I left, “if we could fire you retroactively, and wash our hands of the whole thing?”

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter 6

			The Rotarians hold their bunfights in the Ye Olde England Room of the Dominion Hotel. There was a slight mix-up at the door, when I arrived with Hanna Klovack in tow at 7 p.m.

			“What is this?” Frank Oakley, the sergeant-at-arms, wanted to know, and I was thinking that if he didn’t recognize a female human being, we were in for a lot of tedious explanations, but then Hanna held up her camera, and we were ushered to the press table. It was not so much a table, really, as a couple of places at one of the eight-person tables set up for the dinner.

			The usual performance followed. There were club announcements, and a lot of fun stuff where they fine members and visitors for various things. Marvin Swack was fined fifty cents for having his picture in the Lancer last week (not that anyone recognized it; this was one of my efforts, so we very prudently put Marvin’s name under it, so that people could see that it was not, as might be supposed, a photograph of streptococci dancing in the dark). Henry Roper was fined for sitting at the same table as his best friend, Colin Starnes, and I was fined for bringing a visitor, and Hanna was fined for being a visitor, and then she was fined again for being a girl (much whistling and laughter from the rubes). I paid this second fine, hastily, because I could see that Hanna was seething with rebellion, and I didn’t want a scene.

			“The money all goes to a good cause,” I told her, “retarded children.”

			“I can see that,” Hanna replied.

			We ate dinner—rubber chicken, plastic peas, and fossilized mashed potatoes swimming in grey gravy—and then the president rose to introduce Orville Sacks, our MPP and a man who needed, the president said, no introduction. He then proceeded to give him one full of the ripest tripe you will find this side of an abattoir. This cleared the stage for Orville to lurch to his feet, wave grandly to his pals, burp twice, and then launch into about thirty minutes of oratory. He hammered the Liberal party which was, he wanted us to know, the most scandal-ridden bunch of slackers God ever strung guts in, a scurvy collection of knaves who would, unless we dismissed them at once and replaced them with the sterling, four-square, God-fearing representatives of the Conservative cause, undoubtedly drag this once-great province down the tubes within a twelve-month. All good stuff, if somewhat familiar; there was no need for me to make notes as he went along. It was the refrain as before.

			Hanna got up and unlimbered her flash and fired off a few shots—Larry Beaminister, the high school principal, sound asleep with his mouth open, Harvey Menzies picking his nose, Orville, in a pause from his labours, ostentatiously ogling Hanna. She also captured the great man waving his arms and thrashing the wicked Grits, and

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	

	

	
		About the Author

		Walter Stewart was a Canadian writer, editor, and veteran journalist. Over the course of his career, Stewart worked for the Toronto Telegram, Star Weekly (published by the Toronto Star,) Maclean’s magazine, and the Toronto Sun, and was a regular guest on the CBC’s As It Happens. A prolific writer, Stewart penned more than twenty works, including Shrug: Trudeau in Power, Towers of Gold, Feet of Clay: The Canadian Banks, The Life and Political Times of Tommy Douglas, and the fictional Right Church, Wrong Pew and Hole in One, featuring reporter-turned-sleuth Carlton Withers. Stewart died of cancer in 2004.

	

	 
	
	


	
		
			
				

				About the Publisher

				HarperCollins Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd.

				Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street
Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia
http://www.harpercollins.com.au

				HarperCollins Publishers (Canada) Ltd.

				2 Bloor Street East - 20th Floor
Toronto, ON, M4W 1A8, Canada
http://www.harpercollins.ca

				HarperCollins Publishers (New Zealand) Limited

				P.O. Box 1
Auckland, New Zealand
http://www.harpercollins.co.nz

				HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

				77-85 Fulham Palace Road
London, W6 8JB, UK
http://www.harpercollins.co.uk

				HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

				10 East 53rd Street
New York, NY 10022
http://www.harpercollins.com

			

		

	OEBPS/image/book1.jpg
WALLER
STEWARL





OEBPS/image/bookcover.jpg
WALTER STEWART

TWO-BOOK
BUNDLE






OEBPS/image/hc_logo.png
& HarperCollins e-books





