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			Chapter 1

			Ottawa: Thursday, April 20

			Superintendent Henri Deschenes of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police (Security Service—Operations) opened his car door and paused before getting out. The pause might have been for thought, or for sentimental appreciation of the beauty of the spring day, but it wasn’t. Difficult as it was for him to admit, that pause was to gather enough strength to walk across the parking lot, into the building, and over to the elevator with an appearance of normality. This was his third morning at work after almost three months flat on his back, three months lost because he had tried to spend January working eighteen-hour days while incubating a case of pneumonia. It was the first sick leave he had ever taken, and now he felt aggrieved because he was even more tired this morning than he had been yesterday. What had been the point of all that rest? He got out of the car and straightened up. The cold wind whipped his clothes, all suddenly much too loose on his thin frame, and threatened to blow him over. He bent into it and marched, grimly, into the building.

			Sylvia looked up from the morning’s mail as he walked into the office. “You should be home in bed,” she said in greeting. “You look like hell.”

			“I’m fine,” he said. His shoulders tightened in irritation.

			“And that snotty-faced brat from External is in there already, waiting for you. Sorry. I told you to stay home today.”

			“Metcalfe?”

			“The one and only. Do you want coffee? Or should I just go in and tell him you aren’t coming in? You can hide in Charlie Higgs’s office. He won’t mind.”

			He smiled at his secretary—a thin, weary smile—and shook his head. “Coffee, yes.” The smile vanished. “I have to deal with Metcalfe at some point, and it might as well be now. And for chrissake, stop fussing over me,” he added with a flash of anger. “I am not ill anymore.”

			“And I’m the queen of Morocco,” said Sylvia, not at all cowed. “The bloody trade conference will go on even if you’re not here, you know. And no one is going to get assassinated. This is Ottawa, for God’s sake, not Beirut. Sir.” She stood up. “I’ll get you your coffee. Do you suppose the Boy Wonder wants some cookies with his?”

			Henri Deschenes took a deep breath, felt the familiar stab of pain under a lower right rib from the lingering effects of pleurisy, and squared his shoulders. He hadn’t wasted a moment thinking about standing upright since he’d been a rookie. Until this week. He threw open his door in a parody of his old vigor, hung up his coat, and turned to face the overeducated junior would-be diplomat from External Affairs who was lounging at ease in the visitor’s chair. On his knee there rested a large file ostentatiously labeled, in large white letters within a bright blue diagonal slash across its front cover, “Third International Conference on Tariffs and Trade.”

			Twenty rambling minutes later, the atmosphere in Deschenes’s office had become very tense. “What in hell are you talking about—the tour of the countryside?” snapped Deschenes. “They fly into Uplands, Forces Base side, direct to Hangar Eleven. Guard of honor for heads of state. Then the army picks them up and drives them to their various embassies—”

			“I’m beginning to think that’s not such a good idea,” said Hal Metcalfe brightly. “It might have been better to whisk them off somewhere where they can be kept under guard all the time. We could still hold the conference in the Gatineau—”

			“It wasn’t my idea to have the delegates scattered all over hell’s half acre, Metcalfe.” Deschenes’s words were being dragged painfully out through his tightened jaw. “Remember? Before I went on leave, this was just another international conference. That was before your boss and my deputy director general got their hands on it. At least you’ve put the top-level meetings into a secure area.” His hands lay clasped tightly together on his desk, and his entire body remained rigidly immobile. “I come back from three months’ leave and I find that twenty senior officials and their aides, from twenty countries, are going to be staying in at least twenty—no, it’s more like a hundred—different places. And we have the same number of trained men we had three months ago, not twenty times as many. You might point that out to your minister now—just so he isn’t surprised when some of them get blown into oblivion and come raining down all over Hull.” He unclenched his hands and reached into a drawer for his own file on the trade conference, marked “Sea Gull” in discreet red lettering. “But the program’s been set for weeks.” He tapped the manila folder impatiently. “There’s nothing here about a tour of the countryside. They’re not supposed to have time to go sightseeing. This is a working conference, and don’t let your minister get any crazy ideas about anything else.”

			“It’s too late.” Metcalfe’s voice was flat and gloomy. “It seems when the minister was in Germany last week he got into discussions with industry and trade relations people there. They were talking about expanding facilities into Canada—opening up new auto plants and kitchen gadget factories and I don’t know what all kinds of crap like that. Anyway, he came up with this wonderful idea of a tour for anyone who wanted to come along—you know, possible sites for new industry, Halifax, St. John, Sherbrooke—”

			“Sherbrooke?” Deschenes’s eyes appeared to glaze over as Metcalfe named his hometown.

			“You know the drill; spread it around. The Maritimes, Quebec, then a couple of days in Toronto—”

			“All twenty groups?”

			“I don’t know.” Metcalfe shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe not. He wanted to take everybody out to Calgary and then Vancouver, but they don’t have the time. He was disappointed.” He grinned. “He had been able to see himself in the news for at least five minutes every night for two weeks.”

			“I see. And I am expected to supply security on that level for a tour of factories, building sites, industrial parks?” Deschenes’s voice began to rise.

			“They realized that might be a problem,” said Metcalfe apologetically.

			“Oh, good.”

			“And what they want you to do is organize a training seminar for local police forces in all the towns and cities where the officials might want to visit.” Metcalfe produced this statement as if it were the most natural thing in the world to suggest.

			“Us? I see.” At moments like this Deschenes’s sentences came out in clipped little bursts with significant pauses in between each. In a temper, he reverted to the speech patterns of his French father instead of his English mother. “Do you know,” he snapped, “what today’s date is?” He pulled a desk calendar over in front of him. “It is the twentieth day of April. And do you know when the first delegates are supposed to arrive in Ottawa? The eighteenth day of May. The goddamn conference begins on the nineteenth. And just when am I supposed to train the police from God knows how many cities in the finer points of security? And who am I supposed to use to do the training?” He took a deep breath and surreptitiously pressed his hand over his lower right rib.

			“Well . . .” Metcalfe hesitated. “The deputy minister thought that you could use the Special Emergency Response Team squad for training—after all, they never have much to do—”

			“Holy Mary,” muttered Deschenes. “SERT? We’re trying to protect the poor bastards, not massacre them ourselves. He’s crazy,” he said, shaking his head. “You start teaching a bunch of untrained small-town cops how to rush a group of armed and dangerous men—in five or six days, or however much time they give us—and you’ll end up with a lot of trigger-happy maniacs. They’d kill everyone in sight if trouble turned up. They’re better off not knowing anything.”

			Metcalfe paid no attention. “. . . and that each municipality would send you one representative, and that man could go back and explain what to do to everyone else. So you wouldn’t need a whole lot of instructors.” Metcalfe tried to look Deschenes in the eye and failed. “Great idea, eh?”

			The choking silence spread through the room. “Actually, that’s not so bad.” Deschenes pulled thoughtfully at his mustache. “That means that we really wouldn’t have to train anybody. We wouldn’t use SERT, of course.” He stared off into a corner, counting off points on his fingers as he spoke, but muttering so softly that Metcalfe had to strain to hear him. “We just shoot the breeze about security problems and then pray. Besides, some of these cities do their own security as well as we would. We’ll send our own people into the places that don’t have enough manpower.” He turned back to Metcalfe, brisk and business-like once more. “Do you think your minister would let us vet the itinerary for this tour? We might be able to eliminate some of the more difficult locations. Before I resign?”

			
			In Toronto a week later, a senior officer in the Metropolitan Toronto Police Force stood in his office with a memo in his hand and a look of outrage on his face. “What in hell do those bloody idiots in the Mounties think they are? Teach us how to manage security? When did we last lose someone?” His secretary waited patiently for the eruption to cease. “Papal visit,” he muttered, “royals, even Americans. Not a hitch.” His voice died away in a series of incoherent mumbles.

			“Shall I tell them we don’t need to send someone?”

			“Oh, for God’s sake, don’t do that. They’ll get offended, and there’ll be hell to pay. And if anything goes wrong, it’ll be our fault for not going. Tell them that—uh, let’s see—Tom Flanagan will be down. He has a pal in the RCMP. He won’t mind. Call Flanagan, will you?”

			“Inspector Flanagan has been off on sick leave recently.” Her voice was sweet but inflexible. “He’s back on duty, but his ulcer is still bothering him.”

			“Bloody hell. I’d better see how he is first. But then,” he said, brightening, “a week of sweet f.a. in Ottawa will do him no end of good.”

			
			Wednesday, April 26

			Superintendent Henri Deschenes was at his desk, experimenting with various postures, trying to find one that allowed him a certain air of authority—or at least dignity—without putting stress on his aching ribcage. There didn’t seem to be one. His door opened and Sylvia poked her head into the room. “My God, you look as if someone starched your underwear,” she said. “Are you all right?” He glared at her. “I see you are. Good. Charlie Higgs and Ian MacMillan are here. I’ll send them in, shall I?” Her head disappeared before he had a chance to respond.

			Two men walked into the room and Deschenes stood up. One was thin and gloomy, sunken-cheeked, and dark in hair and eyes; the other was fair and freckled, broad-shouldered, sandy-haired, and hearty in manner. Henri Deschenes was not a particularly small man, but these two filled the room on the other side of the desk. Deschenes sat down again, unperturbed. He was used to being dwarfed by his subordinates. There was a stack of files marked “Sea Gull” on one side of his desk and a single piece of paper in front of him.

			“The training seminar for local police forces has been dumped back on us,” he said without preamble. The two men sat down. “I tried to push it off on someone who isn’t as swamped right now as we are, but no luck.” He spoke without rancor. He picked up the memo from his desk. “This is my memo to the deputy director general. I thought you both ought to hear it before I send it on.”

			He read in a flat, expressionless tone. “‘Re: Security Seminar. Staffing in this department, as you are aware, is particularly tight at the moment and the trade conference is putting extra strain on the department, which is already below minimal strength. In addition, I have few men at my disposal whom I would choose to run an operation that is likely to become politically sensitive. Therefore I am relieving Inspector Charles Higgs of his duties as chief security officer for the conference’s secure site and seconding him to this seminar. He understands the problems and will be able to communicate solutions effectively. I trust that the director general and the Department of External Affairs consider this duty to be worth the reduction in effectiveness at the site that it will cause.’ That’s a warning to the director and to the minister to stop buggering around with our arrangements,” he said with sudden ferocity and uncharacteristic crudeness. “Sylvia wrote it. She’s good at these things.” He nodded and leaned back, looking from one to the other in turn.

			“Politically sensitive?” said the dark man.

			“When one of those delegates gets blown up in Sault Sainte Marie, ten feet away from the guy you trained, there’s going to be a hell of a lot of fallout, Charlie. So be prepared.”

			“Wonderful,” said Charlie Higgs, looking even gloomier than he had when he walked into the room.

			“With luck we’ll be able to blame it all on Deputy Minister bloody Gifford,” said Deschenes. “I’m sorry, Charlie. I really did think we were going to be able to push this thing off onto Training and Development and get rid of it, but Benton’s smarter than I took him for. He dumped it right back on us.”

			“It’s going to take a long time to set all this up, you know,” said Higgs. His tone had shifted from gloomy to hostile. “Jesus, I’m going to have to find lecture rooms and accommodations and . . .” His voice trailed away hopelessly.

			“Just as long as you’ve got rid of them all before the conference starts. Or at least before the delegates set out for their little tour, Charlie. That’s all we need. To be able to say we did it. Okay?” He straightened up again to signal the end of the interview. They both stood up. “A word with you, Ian. Thanks, Charlie. Work out some sort of agenda and let me have a look at it, eh?” Higgs nodded and left the room in silence.

			“A lousy job,” said Deschenes, shaking his head. “I hate giving it to anyone. But Charlie should be able to handle it. Sit down, Ian. This leaves us in something of a hole as far as the conference goes, of course.”

			Inspector Ian MacMillan abandoned formality and settled himself down in the more comfortable of the two chairs in front of Deschenes’s desk, stretching his legs out in front of him. “You want me to take over the secure site from Charlie?” he said. “Sounds kind of interesting. I haven’t even been out there yet.”

			Deschenes shook his head. “It’s well established and running smoothly. Carpenter can look after it. Still, it doesn’t hurt to shake up the director general’s office a bit, even if you don’t really expect trouble. Anyway, now that I’m back and fully operational, I’ll be taking over the day-to-day direction of the whole operation myself.”

			MacMillan sat up, with a puzzled lift of his eyebrows. “Then what . . .” His voice trailed off good-naturedly into a question, but his blue eyes remained sharp and cold, as always.

			“I need someone to coordinate security for the rest of the conference. Can you handle that as well as continue to monitor intelligence reports?”

			“Jesus.” MacMillan shook his head. “That sounds like three or four full-time jobs.” He thought for a moment. “I’ll need some more men. Good ones. At least three.”

			Deschenes shook his head doubtfully. “I’ll see what I can find. I can’t promise you much, though. Just about everyone available with half a brain has already been assigned.”

			“Dammit,” said MacMillan. “I sure as hell could use Steve Collins right now. Do you think there’s any way we could get him back from Intelligence on temporary assignment? There must be some sort of emergency proviso in all those new regulations.”

			Deschenes shook his head. “Not a chance.”

			“I haven’t seen him around lately,” added MacMillan. “He is still with those bastards at CSIS, isn’t he?” His thick, pale brows creased with incredulity. “I never could figure why he decided to leave the department.”

			“Mmm,” said Deschenes vaguely. “Restless, I think. You know Steve—he never much liked Operations. And so there wasn’t much left for him to do here when we lost the Intelligence branch. I hear he’s happier where he is. If no one’s seen him, I suppose he’s back to undercover work.” Before MacMillan could answer, Deschenes was back at the files on his desk.

			
			Wednesday, May 10

			Steve Collins looked down at his dirty hands and muddy work boots and smiled grimly. He hadn’t looked quite like this at the end of a working day for ten years—not since he left the farm and what he regarded then as the prison of manual labour. The situation wasn’t exactly the same, of course. The end of his shift on the construction crew was nowhere near the end of his working day, and physical labour no longer felt like the imposition it had been when he was nineteen.

			He paused at the little white gate in front of the boarding house and calculated how rapidly he would have to mount the stairs to his room in order to avoid the landlady. Her hunger for small talk had already—in two days—led him to slip once or twice out of his deliberate loutishness. Once or twice he could cover easily enough, but too many evenings of cozy chat in front of the fire would be a disaster.

			He tried the handle. The door was open, of course. His landlady was criminally trusting. “Evenin’, Miranda,” he called in the direction of the kitchen as his boots hit the stairs. “Nice night out there, eh?”

			Before her reply could drift up to the second floor, he was in his room. He sat down on the bed and pulled a small black notebook out of his shirt pocket. After a moment’s thought, he drafted a brief report and cast it into this week’s simple code—one designed to foil nothing more sophisticated than the curiosity of telephone operators and innocent bystanders. He thrust the notebook into the pocket of his work pants, gathered up some clean clothes, and headed into the bathroom to take a shower.

			Hot water gushed over his aching shoulders and then slowed to a trickle. Bloody Miranda and her ancient plumbing. As he waited for the water to reappear he found himself trying to figure out how long it would be before he could contact Betty again. The ache in his shoulders transferred itself to an ache in his loins. He leaned forward, one hand on the mildewed tiles, his head bowed under the faint drip, drip from the shower head, and wondered for the third time that day whether the job was worth it. Suddenly a flood of rusty water, cold this time, drenched his dull black hair. He jumped back out of range and waited. There was a thump and a clang and steam poured up from the nozzle once again.

			This assignment shouldn’t take that long, he thought more cheerfully: maybe he’d be back in Ottawa by next week. He picked up the soap and stepped under the shower one more time. Whoever had been hanging around the workers at the construction site last week, asking odd questions, should turn up again soon enough. And when he did, it was just a question of playing him a bit—leading him on, finding out why he was interested, snatching him, and getting who was behind him. Routine stuff. Maybe he could risk calling Betty from the restaurant after he reported in. He jumped out of the tub, winced as a blister banged against the stool, and began drying himself vigorously.

			
		

	
		
			
			Chapter 2

			Monday, May 15

			In Toronto, Monday morning’s rising sun shone in Inspector John Sanders’s red and gritty eyes as he tried to make out what was happening on the top of the apartment building across the street. Twenty minutes before, he had been slithering backward across the same roof in a burst of gunfire before dropping feet first through an open trapdoor. Someone had already called for the Emergency Response Unit, which had been waiting, bulletproof vests on and snipers poised, for him to get the hell out of their line of fire. Pity. The stupid fool was going to try to shoot his way out of this mess, and that would be the end of him. If he had put down that goddamned arsenal of his and come out peacefully when Sanders had finally tracked him down, he would have been found unfit to stand trial. Six or eight years making leather wallets and he’d be free again. Instead of ending up with his face ground into a gravel-and-asphalt roof. Sanders turned away. He didn’t want to watch. Yawning, he headed back to the car, where Ed Dubinsky, his partner, was already sitting, massive and patient, waiting for him.

			“You’re supposed to call in,” he said. “Want some coffee?” 

			“Naw,” said Sanders, too tired for coffee. “What the hell for?”

			“Something about packing your bags and heading off to Ottawa this morning. Flanagan’s sick again—it’s that seminar the Mounties are running on how to catch terrorists.”

			“For chrissake, it’ll take me all morning to do the paperwork on this thing,” Sanders said, nodding in the direction of the silent apartment building.

			“I’ll do it,” said Dubinsky, reaching forward to turn on the ignition. “I’ll make like you wasn’t even there, boss.”

			“Layoff, Dubinsky.” Sanders let his head drop forward as far as it would go in an effort to ease his aching shoulder muscles. It didn’t work.

			“Besides, it’s those guys over there that are going to have to write out the reports, anyway.” Dubinsky nodded at the square yellow van parked across from them, out of which the Response Unit had poured.

			“Goddammit! I don’t want to go to Ottawa. I want to go home to bed. Jesus!” Sanders swore as he reached for the car radio.

			
			Sanders shifted irritably in the driver’s seat. A hot, needling pain stabbed his right knee, the long muscle running down the right side of his back was beginning to knot up, and he could feel a frozen immobility starting up in his left shoulder that presaged a stiff neck and a rotten temper. Above him the sky was a deep, impossible blue; sun poured down on the road, bleaching the gray concrete to blinding white. The car thumped monotonously over the black joints in the road surface. Trees on either side of the wide, almost empty highway afforded no relief to his burning eyes. They were at worst completely bare, at best outlined with only a faint, ragged web of pale green or reddish budding leaves. What in hell was he doing heading north in May? In Toronto you could be reasonably sure that winter was over by now. In Ottawa, with his luck, it would snow.

			Up ahead a toy truck, its back end painted a hazy red, floated dreamily along the shimmering road. He fixed his heavy-lidded eyes on it and yawned. Without warning it leaped into focus, huge and solid, right in front of him. As his foot smashed down automatically on the brake pedal he jerked the wheel over and then accelerated again, lurching crazily back and forth in the left lane. A horn screamed in his ear. In his rearview mirror he saw a small Mercedes sitting right on his back bumper. No doubt it had been about to pass him when he had swung into its lane, and he could feel the righteous wrath of its driver burn through the windshield. With deliberation he flicked on his turn indicator and moved neatly back into the right lane. The Mercedes shot past with another blast of its Teutonic horn. The slow-moving truck faded into the distance behind him.

			“Christ almighty,” he said aloud. “This time I damned near got spread all over the road.” The words sounded peculiar, echoing, isolated, in the padded interior. Where in hell was he? He glanced at his watch. He had been driving for almost three hours and couldn’t remember having passed by a single landmark since he left the industrial tangle of the outskirts of Toronto. Wherever he was, though, if he didn’t stop soon and get out of this damned car, he’d be driving into Ottawa in a meat wagon. At that point a road sign promised an exit for Highway 2 leading into Brockville in five hundred meters. He grabbed it before it got away on him, passed a motel with a coffee shop before he had slowed down from highway speeds, braked—but not soon enough—to make the turn, took a right through a nearby gas station, bumped over a strip of empty field, shot in and out of a parking lot, and slithered to a halt by the front door.

			The coffee shop turned out to be a bar that also served food. Originally conceived by an enthusiastic architect to take advantage of its hilly, shrub-filled location on the St. Lawrence River, it soared airily above Sanders’s head, all dark beams, potted plants, and shaded glass. The owners were obviously not the dark beam, shaded glass, and fern sort; the room had been cozied up with plaques and posters advertising beer, an assortment of garishly decorated video games, a pool table, and a large-screen television. There was a noisy group crowded around two tables pushed together near the bar. Construction workers, probably, to judge by their boots and coveralls. He looked at the massive collection of bottles on their table and shuddered. He hoped they weren’t trying to build anything complicated.

			Sanders headed for a table in the far corner and folded his long frame into a chair with its back to the room. He glanced suspiciously at the grubby menu propped on the table and ordered coffee and a club sandwich from the harried-looking waitress. His head still roared and thumped with the sound of the road, and he tried—unsuccessfully—to ignore the raucous laughter coming from behind him.

			“Jesus,” said a whining voice, separating itself at last from the general noise, “this country’s turning into a goddamn fast, uh, fash—”

			“Fascist?” said a helpful voice.

			“Yeah, whatever, state, eh? First they tell us that fucking stretch of road’s gotta be finished in three days—three days! Three weeks is more like it. And the other day when I go in the woods to take a leak this fucking Mountie bastard comes racing over and says he’s gonna arrest me if I don’t get the hell outa there.”

			“What’s in the woods?” said the helpful voice. “Besides the RCMP?”

			“Nothing, that’s what.” The whine was getting louder now, and belligerent. “Nothing but fucking Mounties and trilliums. Mounties guarding trilliums, that’s what. We spend billions of dollars so the Mounties can keep people from pissing on trilliums.” He guffawed and repeated his witticism softly. “Pissing on trilliums.” The voice paused as if its owner had suddenly realized some dreadful truth. “Hey, Doreen. We’re dry here. Bring us another beer, eh?”

			“Look, Don, we gotta get going. It’s getting late. You mind riding in the back? Joe’s knee is real—” This was a new voice, reasonable and sober-sounding.

			“I’m not riding in the fucking back of no truck all the way to Smiths Falls. You crazy or something? In with all that equipment and garbage in there? You tell MacDougall to go screw himself. I’m not . . .” His voice faded away as he tried to remember just where he was in his protestation.

			“I’m driving up to Carleton Place,” said the helpful voice. “I can drop, uh, Don off in Smiths Falls on the way. But you people sure do go a long way to eat lunch. It must be forty miles.”

			“We didn’t come here just to eat lunch,” said the new voice seriously. “We had to pick up some equipment in Brockville, and get Joe. He was seeing the doctor.”

			“Besides, we’re not going to—” Another voice, deep and hesitant, inserted itself into the discussion.

			The sober voice sliced through authoritatively. “Anyway, thanks for the offer of a lift,” he said, “but we don’t like to put you out.”

			“No trouble. I like company when I drive. You ready, Don? You’ll have to tell me where to go. This really isn’t my country around here.” Something about the voice irritated Sanders. It was too smooth; its lapses into the local dialect were too mannered and isolated. Slimy urban bastard trying to be one of the boys. He swiveled around in his chair to watch them leave.

			From where he was sitting, he could see only backs, and they all looked pretty much the same to him. Before they got out of the room, however, one of the last two lurched and crashed into a chair, grabbed the elbow of the man beside him, and then turned around to go back to the littered table they had just left. He was a big, dirty-looking man, deeply tanned, with lank black hair, thick black brows over bright blue eyes, and a gaunt rawboned face. His eyes swept rapidly and sharply over Sanders, as if he were memorizing him for some future contingency, and then he looked, puzzled, down at his old table. He shook his head. Whatever he had forgotten would remain forgotten, and he walked unsteadily back toward the door. His companion stood in the doorway and watched the pantomime. He, too, was a tall man—almost as tall as Sanders himself—and wore his workmen’s coveralls as though they had been designed by an Italian couturier. His face was arrogant and almost handsome, thin, with high cheekbones, deep-set intensely dark eyes, and a full mouth. The symmetry of his thick and arched eyebrows was spoiled by a thin white scar that ripped through his tanned face from eyelid to temple. Handsome, except for that, but not pleasant looking. As the two men started walking again, a fading but familiar whine drifted back to Sanders from the scruffy one.

			“Just a minute, you guys. I gotta go to the can.” So that had been Don.

			Scarface stopped and allowed Don to get ahead of him before turning back toward the bar. He looked around, apparently for the waitress, then reached over and picked up the receiver of a telephone hanging in the darkness against the back wall. Whatever he had to communicate was quickly said, and he was back out in the hall long before Don could have emerged from the washroom.

			Sanders turned back to his food. The sudden silence in the room was overpowering. The waitress, still frowning nervously, emerged from the kitchen and drifted by to refill his coffee cup. When he admitted he didn’t want anything else, she dropped his bill on the table and disappeared.

			Just as he was biting into the third quarter of his sandwich, a piercing whistle tore through the silence. Sanders whirled around in his chair. The remains of the soggy toast and cold bacon crumbled onto plate and table as his hand flew into his jacket and stopped. Nothing. He was alone in the bar. With his heart pounding, unable to catch his breath. Then the same whistle, just as loud. He peered into the dimly lit recesses at the end of the bar beside the telephone and noticed for the first time a large brass cage. He looked again and then laughed out loud. There was a mynah bird standing on a perch in the cage behind the bar, looking at him, its head cocked to one side. At least he hadn’t tried to shoot it. A new set of sounds, vibrating and varied in pitch and length, but not nearly as loud, filled the empty spaces in the room. It took Sanders a few seconds to place them. “I’ll be damned,” he muttered. The bird was moving slowly back and forth from foot to foot while it thoughtfully imitated the sound of a push-button phone being dialed. When I was working on wiretap, Sanders thought, I could have told you what number they’d been calling when the bird was listening in by those sounds. The bird cocked his head meaningfully at Sanders and uttered his introductory whistle one more time; then he slowly and gracefully segued into the dialing sequence. This time a series of numbers crystallized out of Sanders’s tired brain, and with a self-deprecatory grin he jotted them down on the receipt portion of his bill. Neat, he thought, looking at the number that resulted, and considered asking the waitress—who had poked a resentful-looking head out of the kitchen—if she had dialed it recently. Don’t be a stupid ass, he told himself, let a couple of bills flutter down onto the table, and walked slowly out.

			
			The stranger unlocked the door on the passenger side of a dark red Toyota in the parking lot and gestured impatiently for Don to climb in. In seconds he jumped quickly into the driver’s seat, started the car, and turned it rapidly onto the highway in a shower of gravel. “This the fastest way to Smiths Falls?” he asked, as he turned north onto a deserted two-lane road. By now they had left the rest of the road crew a good two or three minutes behind them.

			“Huh?” Don seemed to be sinking fast into a little world of his own. “Oh, yeah. I guess so.” He pulled himself upright and looked at the driver. “You never said t’other day what your name was, didja?” he said, abruptly suspicious.

			“Green,” said the driver laconically. Then, thinking better of it, “Rick Green. You told me yours yesterday, I think, but I forgot what it was.”

			“Don,” said his passenger, “Don Bartholomew,” and lapsed first into apathy, then somnolence.

			Green drove rapidly and steadily. His eyes, constantly alert, flickered back and forth from road to rearview mirror to his sleeping passenger. When they finally reached the sign that announced their arrival in Smiths Falls, he slowed abruptly. “Where to?” he asked.

			“Huh?” Don jerked upright. “We here already? Jesus! Where are the others?”

			“Oh, I think we’re ahead of them,” said Green. “I don’t suppose they drive that truck as fast as I push this little car of mine along. Where shall I drop you off?”

			“Well, jeez, I dunno.” Don’s eyes narrowed with cunning, and he glanced sideways at the driver. “D’ja say you’re going to Carleton Place?” He pronounced it Kerlton, in the manner of the native born. “’Cause if y’are, you can let me off there, eh. The guys are gonna drop Joe off to home here. We gotta work s’afternoon.”

			Green smiled. “Sure. No problem. You just tell me where to go,” he said, negotiating the car out of the town traffic and back onto the highway. “Your work site right in Carleton Place?” he asked casually. “Because I’m actually going to a place on the other side of town, visiting a friend out in the country. Maybe I can let you off right where you’re going.”

			Don looked at him suspiciously. “Yeah? Well, maybe. This is one of them government secret projects like. Yeah, secret projects, you know what I mean?” He burst into a fit of laughter. “Anyway, it’s a couple, three miles th’other side of Carleton Place—near Mooreton.”

			“No kidding!” said Green. “What a coincidence. My friend said his place is just past Mooreton.”

			“One of them places on the river,” said Don enviously.

			“I don’t know. Maybe. So which way do we go when we get into town?”

			“Naw, don’t go into town. Turn at Highway Seven and I’ll show you where to go from there. This sure beats sitting in that fucking truck,” Don said, looking around with satisfaction at the shiny newness of the car.

			The red Toyota sped through the sunny countryside, moving from highway to paved secondary road to narrower road, and from grassy fields to woods to thickly forested landscape. “This really is in the middle of nowhere, isn’t it?” said Green.

			“Just about there,” said Don. “Slow down, it’s that left turn up ahead. You can just leave me off there. Keep on to the next crossroad, take a right and then a left, and you’ll be in Mooreton.”

			Green pulled smoothly up onto the shoulder and looked across at a newly paved road that lost itself in the forest. “That’s really something,” he said. “Does it go anywhere?”

			Don’s deep-set eyes studied Green under their half-lowered lids for a few moments. “You’re damned right it goes somewhere,” Don said at last. “You should see the place. Used to be someone’s house, all run-down, like, with a crappy road. Now they’ve gone and done it all up with lawns and flowers and big fences and stuff like that. And that road. The old gravel road ain’t good enough for all the rich bastards coming out to use this place.”

			“I’d like to look at it,” said Green, putting the car back into gear and beginning to turn into the road.

			“Jesus! You can’t do that! The fucking Mounties’ll be all over you. You wanna look at it? I’ll show you where to go.” He gave Green a sly look. “There’s this little path, see, and a place you can leave the car. I’ve been up to look at it lotsa times. It’s a nice place,” he said wistfully. “I’d like a place like that.”

			Green parked the red Toyota on a firm patch of ground behind some bushes and followed Don across the road. He looked back to check on the car and smiled. It had disappeared completely from view. Don was moving quickly along a small path, making no noise at all, apparently completely sobered up. Suddenly he stopped dead and gestured for silence. Then he eased himself back to where Green was standing and spoke directly into his ear. “Got to be quiet as hell. There’s a big path up there where the Mounties patrol. With dogs and all. You get by them and it’s a piece of cake.” He slithered ahead, stopped beside a tree, listened, moved farther, and gestured toward Green to follow. Suddenly they were in front of a chain-link fence looking at an enormous yellow-brick house, standing, mellow in the sunshine, in the middle of sloping lawns. “This what you wanted to see?” said Don in a whisper and stepped back.

			“That’s pretty nice,” said Green. “I don’t suppose you can get in there, though, for a closer look, can you?”

			“You want a closer look?” said Bartholomew vaguely, and looked around him. “If you go up there where that stream is, the fence is broken and you can get in.” The part of the garden they were beside had been left to grow wild, and they were screened from observation by flowering shrubs and small trees. “This is a good time to try it, too. Guys are all in the back of the house having coffee. No patrols right now. You can go up this way and look right in the windows if you want.” Don crouched down to see under the low-lying branches, reaching casually into his jacket as if to scratch his ribs. A shout from somewhere nearby distracted him, and for one disastrous moment he turned his head toward the fence. Green reached into his pocket and extracted a neat, professional-looking cosh. Before Bartholomew had a chance to look back at the man he was leading, that man raised his arm and swiftly drove it down. Don crumpled without a noise.

			Green stopped and listened for a full thirty seconds. He bent over, pressed a finger delicately into the side of the still neck, and waited another few seconds. He opened Bartholomew’s grubby jacket and noted the shoulder holster and pistol without surprise. He pried the dead man’s fingers off the butt and transferred the weapon into his own pocket; he picked up the body carefully and easily, and walked away at right angles to the fence. When he hit the larger path, he paused to listen again, long enough to make sure that it was not being patrolled, and then retraced his steps back to the road. He carried his burden over to a small hollow on the edge of the wood. There was a thud as Don Bartholomew landed in the flower-filled clearing, the noise covered by the sound of indignant birds chattering and chipmunks scurrying for shelter.

			
			The sun burned through the windows onto his face and neck as Sanders followed the long line of cars into the center of the city. Chrome, glass, and water glittered hard and unpleasant around him. His head ached. He had clearly missed the turning for the parkway that would whisk him up the east side of the Rideau River and then into his motel—a turning that at least four people had assured him he couldn’t miss—and was condemned to fight his way through the heavy downtown traffic. On the grass beside Dow’s Lake, young women with fish-belly-white skins shivered in bikinis in the bright sun; on the pavement beside them, other young women rushed by, clutching coats and jackets around them to protect themselves from the cold. The much-vaunted tulips—pride of the city—were huddling in the dry wind, too, looking short and scraggy, their foliage thin, their blossoms small and dry-looking. The grass appeared brittle and yellow, as if it had dried up before it had begun its spring growth. But it was no drier than he was himself this bleak sun-filled afternoon. Dust and debris—pollen, dried-up tree blossoms, and scraps of old paper left over from the winter—beat on the windshield and flew in the half-open window, making his exhaustion-gummed eyes burn.

			Why, in the name of God, hadn’t he just yelled no into the phone when they told him to pack up at once for five days in Ottawa? He knew why, of course. If he hadn’t said yes, he would be finishing off today’s paperwork right now and facing a week’s leave. Leave he had been postponing for months now, getting more foul-tempered and erratic by the day. Leave he would have to spend alone, watching the walls of his concrete rabbit warren of an apartment slowly close in on him until he went mad. Before Eleanor packed up the green tracksuit and herbal shampoo that she kept in his drawer and walked through his front door for the last time, she had pointed out with bitterness that he was incapable of sharing even a corner of his life with anyone else. Perhaps it was true. Perhaps he was doomed to live out his existence in echoing solitude. And if that were so, then there wouldn’t seem to be much point to it.

			That thought carried him through a bizarre series of left turns and right turns—including one that seemed to lead him in and out of a parking garage—to the street where, three lanes over on the left-hand side, he could see his motel. Of course. As he waited for a break in the traffic, he glowered sourly at it. Scruffy, standard, two-story North American, sitting, as far as he could tell, in the middle of a couple of major construction projects, surrounded by more swirling dust. The department was on one of its cyclical money-saving kicks, evidently. And he had been assured that this was the room booked for Tom Flanagan. Not bloody likely. Flanagan would have been staying with all the politicians at the Chateau Laurier at one-fifty or so a night.

			When he finally stumbled into the room, he dropped his suitcase on the bed by the door, yanked the curtains shut, and began ripping off his clothes as soon as he had two free hands. He gave his surroundings one quick look, decided he had been in worse rooms, and headed for the shower. Three minutes later he stepped naked out of the bathroom, ripped the covers off the nearest bed, and collapsed on the cool sheet. The mattress billowed up around him, rocking with the motion of the road and swaying dangerously into the corners of the room. As he drifted into unconsciousness, he was troubled by the thought that he had seen, or heard, or done something that should have been noted, reported, called in, filed.

			Whatever it was, it had to do with a telephone that kept on ringing and ringing and ringing. He reached into the space where it should have been and found emptiness. The ringing went on. Oh, God, he groaned, that must be a real phone, and pulled his eyes open. The room was still bright with the daylight that filtered through the motel room curtains; he finally located the phone over on the table by the door. The ringing persisted. He lurched dizzily off the bed and scooped the receiver from its cradle. “Yes,” he said, his mouth thick and dry and foul-tasting.

			“Inspector Sanders?” It was a cold voice, unpleasant and peremptory in tone. “Higgs. RCMP temporary liaison, civilian police forces. We were expecting you this morning.” He waited, apparently for a reply. “Toronto called us yesterday when Flanagan came down sick. We understood that his replacement would be leaving before six in the morning.”

			Sanders stared at the receiver in his hand, stupefied. “At six this morning,” he said, finally, anger rising and clearing away the sleep, “I was on the roof of an apartment building, being shot at by a man wanted for the murder of three juveniles. No one thought to tell me to let him go so I could jump in my car and drive to Ottawa.”

			There was another pause. “The motel switchboard says that you checked in at two o’clock. Your orders were to call at once.”

			“I used my initiative,” said Sanders. He was getting bored with this conversation. “And got some sleep first. If you object, you can go to hell—or call Toronto. Or both
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