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Epigraph

It is that these distant pawns
Breach this human wish,
Crashing as they do
Upon so particular a heaven.



DONALD LORIMER,
The Delicate Storm
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1

First came the warmth. Three weeks after New Year’s and the thermometer did what it never does in January in Algonquin Bay: it rose above the freezing mark. Within a matter of hours the streets were shiny and black with melted snow.

There wasn’t a trace of sun. A ceiling of cloud installed itself above the cathedral spire and gave every appearance of permanence. The warm days that followed passed in an oppressive twilight that lasted from breakfast to late afternoon. Everywhere there were dark mutterings about global warming.

Then came the fog.

At first it moved in fine tendrils among the trees and forests that surround Algonquin Bay. By Saturday afternoon it was rolling in thick clouds along the highways. The wide expanse of Lake Nipissing dwindled to a faint outline, then vanished utterly. Slowly the fog squeezed its way into town and pressed itself up against the stores and the churches. One by one the red brick houses retired behind the grubby grey curtain.

By Monday morning Ivan Bergeron couldn’t even see his own hand. He had slept late, having drunk an unwise amount of beer while watching the hockey game the night before. Now he was making his way from the house to his garage, which was less than twenty yards away but totally obscured by fog. The stuff clung in webs to Bergeron’s face and hands; he could feel it trailing through his fingers. And it played tricks with sound. The yellow bloom of headlights glided by, dead slow, followed – after an otherworldly delay – by the sound of tires on wet road.

Somewhere his dog was barking. Normally, Shep was a quiet, self-sufficient kind of mutt. But for some reason – maybe the fog – he was out in the woods and barking maniacally. The sound pierced Bergeron’s hungover skull like needles.

‘Shep! Come here, Shep!’ He waited for a few moments in the murk, but the dog didn’t come.

Bergeron opened up the garage and went to work on the battered Ski-Doo he had promised to fix by last Thursday. The owner was coming for it at noon, and the thing was still in bits and pieces around the shop.

He switched on the radio, and the voices of the CBC filled the garage. Usually, when it was warm enough, he worked with the garage door open, but the fog lay in the driveway like some creature out of a nightmare and he found it depressing. He was just about to pull the door down when the dog’s barking got louder, sounding like it was coming from the backyard now.

‘Shep!’ Bergeron waded through the fog, one hand out before him like a blind man. ‘Shep! For God’s sake, can it, willya?’

The barking changed to growling, interrupted by peculiar canine whines. A tremor of unease passed through Bergeron’s outsize frame. Last time this had happened, the dog had been playing with a snake.

‘Shep. Take it easy, boy. I’m coming.’

Bergeron moved with small steps now, edging his way forward like a man on a ledge. He squinted into the fog.

‘Shep?’

He could just make the dog out, six feet away, down on his forepaws, clawing at something on the ground. Bergeron edged closer and took hold of the dog’s collar.

‘Easy, boy.’

The dog whined a little and licked his hand. Bergeron bent lower to see what was on the ground.

‘Oh my God.’

It lay there, fishbelly white, hair curling along one side. Toward the wrist end, the flesh still bore the zigzag impression of a watch with an expandable bracelet. Even though there was no hand attached, there was no doubt that the thing lying in Ivan Bergeron’s backyard was a human arm.



If it hadn’t been for Ray Choquette’s decision to retire, John Cardinal would not have been sitting in the waiting room with his father when he could have been down at headquarters catching up on phone calls, or – better yet – out on the street making life a misery for one of Algonquin Bay’s bad guys. But no. Here he was, stuck with his father, waiting to see a doctor neither of them had ever met. A female doctor at that – as if Stan Cardinal was going to take advice from a woman. Ray Choquette, Cardinal thought, I could wring your lazy, inconsiderate neck.

The senior Cardinal was eighty-three – physically. The hair on his forearms was white now, and he had the watery eyes of a very old man. In other ways, his son was thinking, the guy never got past the age of four.

‘How much longer is she gonna make us wait?’ Stan asked for the third time. ‘Forty-five minutes we’ve been sitting here. What kind of respect does that show for other people’s time? How can she possibly be a good doctor?’

‘It’s like anything else, Dad. A good doctor’s a busy doctor.’

‘Nonsense. It’s greed. A hundred percent pure capitalist greed. You know, I was happy making thirty-five thousand dollars a year on the railroad. We had to fight like hell to get that kind of money, and by God we fought for it. But nobody goes to medical school because they want to make thirty-five thousand dollars.’

Here we go, Cardinal thought. Rant number 27D. It was like his father’s brain consisted of a collection of cassettes.

‘And then you’ve got the government playing Scrooge with these guys,’ Stan went on. ‘So they become stockbrokers or lawyers, where they can make the kind of money they want. And then we end up with no damn doctors.’

‘Talk to Geoff Mantis. He’s the one who took the chainsaw to medicare.’

‘They’d make you wait, anyways, no matter how many of them there were,’ Stan said. ‘It’s a class thing. Class not only must exist, it must be seen to exist. Making you wait is their way of saying, “I’m important and you’re not.”’

‘Dad, there’s a shortage of doctors. That’s why we have to wait.’

‘What I want to know is, what kind of young woman spends her day looking down people’s throats and up their anuses? I’d never do it.’

‘Mr Cardinal?’

Stan got to his feet with difficulty. The young receptionist came round from behind her desk, clutching a file folder.

‘Do you need some help?’

‘I’m fine, I’m fine.’ Stan turned to his son. ‘You coming, or what?’

‘I don’t need to go in with you,’ Cardinal said.

‘No, you come too. I want you to hear this. You think I’m not fit to drive, I want you to hear the truth.’

The receptionist opened the door to the consulting room and they went in.

‘Mr Cardinal? Winter Cates.’ The doctor couldn’t have been much more than thirty, but she rose from behind her desk and came round to shake hands with the brisk efficiency of an old pro. She had fine, pale skin that contrasted sharply with her black hair. Dark eyebrows knit themselves in a quizzical look now, aimed at Cardinal.

‘I’m his son. He asked me to come in with him.’

‘He thinks I can’t drive,’ Stan said. ‘But I know my feet are better, and I want him to hear it from the horse’s mouth. How old are you, anyway?’

‘I’m thirty-two. How old are you?’

Stan emitted a quack of surprise. ‘I’m eighty-three.’

Dr Cates gestured at a chair facing the desk.

‘That’s okay. I’ll stand for now.’

The three of them stood there in the middle of the room, Dr Cates flipping through Stan’s chart. Her hair was held in place by a clip; without it, it would be springing out all over the place, wild and black. She radiated a sense of enormous vitality, barely held in check by the seriousness of her profession.

‘Well, you’ve been a healthy guy up until recently,’ the doctor said.

‘Never smoked. Never drank more than a beer with dinner.’

‘Smart guy, too, then.’

‘Some people might not think so.’ Stan shot a glance at his son that Cardinal ignored.

‘And you have diabetes, which you keep under control with Glucophage. You’re self-monitoring?’

‘Oh, yeah. Can’t say I enjoy pricking my finger every five minutes, but yeah. I keep my blood sugar right in the normal range. You’re welcome to check it.’

‘I plan to.’

Stan looked at Cardinal. His expression said, ‘Is this woman being rude to me? By God, if this woman’s being rude to me …’

‘And Dr Choquette notes you had considerable neuropathy in your feet.’

‘Had. It’s better now.’

‘You were having trouble walking. Standing, even. Driving must have been out of the question, right?’

‘Well, I wouldn’t say that. My feet just felt – not numb, exactly – but like they had sponges on ’em. It didn’t slow me up much.’

Please don’t let him drive, Cardinal was thinking. He’ll kill himself or somebody else, and I don’t want to get that phone call.

Dr Cates led Stan to a door off to the right. ‘Just take a seat in the examining room. Remove your shoes and socks and shirt.’

‘My shirt?’

‘I want to listen to your heart. Dr Choquette noted some arrhythmia and referred you to a cardiologist. That was six months ago, but I don’t see any results here.’

‘Yeah, well, I never got to see that cardiologist.’

‘That’s not good,’ Dr Cates said. There was a note of flint in her voice.

‘He was busy, I was busy. You know how it is. It just never happened.’

‘You have heart failure in your family history, Mr Cardinal. That is not something you ignore.’ She turned to Cardinal. She had the kind of cool gaze he found sexy in a woman, no doubt because it was meant not to be. ‘I think you’d better wait out here.’

‘Fine with me.’ Cardinal took a seat.

There was a rap on the door and the receptionist came in. ‘Sorry. Craig Simmons is here. He insists I tell you he’s still waiting.’

‘Melissa, I’m with a patient. I have patients lined up all day. He can’t just drop in like this.’

‘I know that. I keep telling him. I’ve told him fifty times. He won’t listen.’

‘All right. Tell him I can see him for five minutes after this patient. But this is the last time … Sorry about that,’ Dr Cates said when her receptionist had gone, her dark eyes no longer cool. ‘Some people can’t take no for an answer.’

She went into the examining room and closed the door. Cardinal could hear their voices but not what they said. He looked around at the consulting room. In Ray Choquette’s day it had been all chrome and vinyl. Now there were leather chairs, a ceiling fan and two glass-fronted book-cases crammed with medical texts. A deep red Persian rug gave the place a warm, inviting feel, more like a study than an office.

Fifteen minutes later Dr Cates came out of the examining room, followed by his father, who was looking thunderous.

She pulled out her pad and spoke while she wrote. ‘I’m giving you two prescriptions. The first one is a diuretic; that should help keep your chest clear. And the other one is a blood thinner, to keep your blood pressure down.’ She tore off the scrips and handed them to Stan. ‘I’m going to call the cardiologist myself. That way we’ll be sure to get you in. My assistant will call you to let you know what time.’

‘What about the driving?’ Cardinal said.

Dr Cates shook her head. A strand of black hair came loose and curled around her neck. ‘No driving.’

That did it for Stan. ‘Goddammit. How would you like it if you had to call someone every time you wanted to go out? Thirty years old, what do you know about anything? How do you know what I can or can’t feel – in my feet or any other damn place? I was driving twenty years before you were born. Never had an accident. Never had so much as a speeding ticket. And now you’re telling me I can’t drive? What am I supposed to do? Call him every five minutes?’

‘I know it’s upsetting, Mr Cardinal. And you’re right: I wouldn’t like it at all. But there’s a couple of things you might want to keep in mind.’

‘Oh, sure. Now you can tell me what to think, too.’

‘Let me finish.’

‘What did you say to me?’

‘I said let me finish.’

Good for you, Cardinal thought. A lot of people were cowed by Stan’s bluster – including his own son sometimes – but this young woman was holding her own.

‘A couple of things to keep in mind. First, this neuropathy will probably get better. You’ve been looking after your blood sugar, and that’s the best thing you can do. Three or four more months might make all the difference. Second, everybody depends on other people. We all have to learn to ask for what we need.’

‘It’s like being crippled, for God’s sake.’

‘It’s not the end of the world. Frankly, I’m far more worried about your heart. I’m hearing a lot of fluid in your chest. Let’s get that looked after and then we’ll worry about your driving, all right?’

When Cardinal and his father stepped back into the waiting room, a man got out of his chair and brushed by them. Something about him was familiar – the combination of blond hair and the gym-rat physique – but he entered the consulting room and closed the door before Cardinal could place him.

Cardinal waited while the receptionist explained a referral form to his father. Angry voices issued from the consulting room.

‘Dr Cates get many patients like that?’ Cardinal said to the receptionist.

‘He’s not a patient. He’s a – well, I don’t know what you’d call him.’

‘Can we please get out of here?’ said Stan. ‘Believe it or not, I don’t want to spend the rest of my life in a doctor’s office.’



Cardinal had to take it slow up Algonquin. The fog that had been blanketing the region for the past few days was thickest at the bottom of Airport Hill. The end of January and it was as warm as April. Normally this time of year you’d expect blinding blue skies and temperatures so far below zero it didn’t bear thinking about. But the fog was beginning to have a permanent look.

‘Of course, there’s no such thing as global warming,’ Cardinal said, trying to shake his father out of his mood.

‘She talked to me like I was six years old,’ Stan said.

‘She told you the truth. Telling someone the truth is a mark of respect.’

‘Like you don’t have better things to do than drive me all over hell’s half acre.’

‘Well, you’re always telling me I’m in a lousy line of work.’

‘Which is true. Why you want to spend your time chasing lunatics and vagabonds is beyond me. Or those domestics you get? Husbands so drunk they can’t stand up? You and I both know the only reason anyone ever gets caught is because the crooks are even dumber than the – Where are you going, John? That was my driveway back there.’

‘Sorry. Can’t see a thing with this fog.’

‘Look, you can just make out the squirrel there.’

Stan Cardinal had a huge copper squirrel in his front yard, an ancient weather vane he’d salvaged years ago. The fog lent it a nightmarish cast. Cardinal made a careful U-turn and pulled into the drive.

‘Give me a call tomorrow and we’ll get you to the cardiologist. If I can’t do it, Catherine will be happy to – Hold on.’ His cellphone was buzzing.

‘Cardinal, where are you?’ It was Duty Sergeant Mary Flower. ‘We got a 10–47 at Main and MacPherson and we need everyone we’ve got.’

‘I’m on it.’ He clicked off the phone. ‘Gotta run,’ he said to Stan. ‘Call Catherine later and let her know what time tomorrow.’

‘Major crisis, is it? Another one of your domestics, I bet.’

‘Actually, it’s a bank robbery.’



The Federal Trust was right downtown, on Main Street – a low, red brick structure that made no attempt to blend in with the century-old buildings that surrounded it. Cardinal didn’t bank there, but he remembered going inside with his father as a kid. By the time he pulled up in front, there were already three black-and-whites parked at crazy angles in the street and on the sidewalk.

Ken Szelagy, the size of a grizzly bear and by his own description a mad Hungarian, was at the door, jabbering into his cellphone. He raised a hand as Cardinal approached. ‘Guy’s long gone. We’re trying to get access to the security tape right now. Gonna be fun looking for him in this pea soup, eh?’

‘Anybody hurt?’

‘Nope. Shaken up some, though.’

‘Delorme inside?’

‘Yeah. She’s got things pretty much under control.’

Lise Delorme, in addition to being a first-class detective, had a calm, reasonable manner that was a real asset in dealing with the public. She had compelling physical qualities, too, but right now it was that reasonable manner that counted. Cardinal had handled several bank robberies, and usually it meant a scene of excitement verging on hysteria. But Delorme had got all the employees sitting quietly at their desks, waiting to be interviewed. Cardinal found her talking to the manager in his glass-fronted office.

The manager himself hadn’t seen anything of the robbery but led them to the young teller who just minutes before had been looking at the barrel of a gun. Cardinal let Delorme ask the questions.

‘He was wearing a scarf over his face,’ the teller said. ‘A plaid scarf. He had it pulled up like an outlaw, you know, in a western. It all happened so fast.’

‘What about his voice?’ Delorme said. ‘What did he sound like?’

‘I never heard his voice. He didn’t say anything – at least, I don’t think so. He just stood there staring at me and passed a note over the counter. It was terrifying.’

‘Do you still have that note?’

She shook her head. ‘He took it with him.’

Cardinal glanced around. There was a balled-up piece of paper at his feet. He picked it up and opened it by the edges, trying to preserve any fingerprints. There was typing on one side, and on the other, printed in pencil with idiosyncratic spelling: Don’t make a sound or I’ll shot. Don’t press any alarms or I’ll shot. Hand over all the money in your droor.

‘I emptied the top drawer and put it in a manila envelope. That’s what we’re supposed to do in this situation, we’re just supposed to do what they ask. He shoved the money in his knapsack.’

‘What colour was the knapsack?’

‘Red.’

‘Are you sure he said nothing at all?’ Delorme said. ‘I’m sure it happened very quickly, but try and think back.’

‘He said, “Just do it.” Something like that. Oh, and “Hurry up.”’

‘Did he have an accent?’ Delorme asked. ‘English? French Canadian?’ Her own accent was light French Canadian. The only time Cardinal noticed it was when she was angry.

‘I was so terrified he was going to shoot me, I didn’t notice.’

‘Oh my God,’ Cardinal said, staring at the other side of the note. ‘It’s Wudky.’ He stepped away from the counter and gestured for Delorme to follow.

‘What the hell is a Wudky?’ she wanted to know. Delorme had worked the mostly white-collar arena of Special Investigations for six years before moving to CID. There were gaps in her knowledge of the local fauna.

‘WDC – or Wudky – short for World’s Dumbest Criminal. Wudky is Robert Henry Hewitt.’

‘You’re saying you know this Hewitt’s the guy?’

Cardinal handed her the note. ‘Hold it by the edge, there.’

Delorme peered at both sides of the note, then caught her breath. ‘It’s an old arrest warrant. The guy writes a holdup note on the back of his own arrest warrant? I don’t believe it.’

‘You don’t win the title of World’s Dumbest Criminal by half-measures. Robert Henry Hewitt is a real champ, and I happen to know where he lives.’

‘Well, so do I. It’s right here on his holdup note.’



Robert Henry Hewitt lived in the basement apartment of a miniature, rundown house tucked into the crevasse of a rock cut behind Ojibwa Secondary School. Cardinal stopped the car in a grey swirl of fog. They could just make out the row of dented garbage cans at the end of the driveway. ‘Looks like we beat him home.’

‘If he isn’t home by now, what makes you think he’s coming?’

Cardinal shrugged. ‘It’s the dumbest thing I can think of.’

‘What kind of car does he drive?’

‘Orange Toyota, about a hundred years old. Even the spackling is rusty.’

They heard the car approach before they saw it – a disembodied collection of sound effects for the Tin Man. Then it clattered past them, a dangling exhaust pipe scraping the sidewalk as it pulled into the driveway.

‘Open your door,’ Cardinal said. ‘Let’s be ready to move.’

‘But he’s armed,’ Delorme said. ‘Shouldn’t we call for backup?’ She looked at him, those earnest brown eyes sizing him up. Cardinal thought about Delorme’s eyes more often than he would have liked.

‘Technically, yes. On the other hand, I know Robert. We’re not in a hell of a lot of danger.’

The Toyota’s one good tail light dimmed and went out.

Cardinal and Delorme got out of the car and left the doors open so as not to make a sound. Stepping carefully on the wet pavement, they moved in on the Toyota.

The driver, a small man with frizzy ginger hair and a plaid scarf around his neck, got out and opened the trunk. He pulled out a bulging plastic FoodMart bag, slung a red knapsack over his shoulder and slammed the trunk shut with his elbow.

‘Robert Henry Hewitt?’

He dropped the knapsack and the groceries and started to run, but Cardinal caught hold of his jacket and the two of them fell to the ground in a tangle of arms and legs. Then Cardinal hauled him up, and Algonquin Bay’s master thief found himself face down against the trunk of the Toyota, feet spread wide behind him.

‘If he moves, spank him,’ Cardinal said, and patted him down. He pulled a pistol from a jacket pocket. ‘Goodness me. A firearm.’

‘That there is a toy,’ Hewitt said. ‘I wasn’t gonna hurt nobody.’

‘Wasn’t gonna hurt nobody where?’

‘At the bank, for Chrissake.’

‘Robert, what do I say to you every time I see you?’

Wudky turned to look over his shoulder. When he recognized Cardinal, he grinned, showing splayed front teeth in appalling condition. ‘Oh, hi! How you doing? I was just thinking about you, eh?’

‘Robert? What do I say to you? Every time I see you.’

Wudky thought for a moment. ‘You say, “Stay out of trouble, Robert.”’

‘Nobody listens to me, Sergeant Delorme,’ Cardinal said. ‘It’s a real problem. Check the knapsack there. I’d say we have probable cause.’

Delorme unzipped the knapsack and pulled out a plump manila envelope with Federal Trust stencilled in one corner. She opened it wide and showed the contents to Cardinal.

Cardinal gave a low whistle of appreciation. ‘Quite a haul there, Robert. Why, it looks like you made off with tens of dollars.’





2

After Wudky was safely booked and in his cell, Cardinal went back to his desk to type up his supplementary reports.

The amount of money Wudky had made off with was minuscule. If he’d stolen it from a cash register, he wouldn’t be likely to get more than probation, but Cardinal knew the Crown would insist on a charge of bank robbery and wrote his report accordingly.

He was almost finished when Duty Sergeant Mary Flower called out to him, ‘Hey, Cardinal, I think you better talk to Wudky.’ She was coming out of the doorway that led from the cells to the front desk.

‘Wudky?’ Cardinal said. ‘How important can it be?’

‘He says he has information on some murder.’

Cardinal looked over at Delorme, several desks away. She rolled her eyes.

‘Do you know how unlikely that is?’ Cardinal said.

Flower shrugged. ‘Tell him. Don’t tell me.’

Cardinal and Delorme went back to the holding area. There were eight cells that formed an L between Booking and the garage. Wudky was in the second-last cell, the only one occupied at the moment.

‘I ain’t telling nothing for free,’ Wudky said, trying to sound tough. He looked as forlorn a creature as Cardinal had ever seen, with his hangdog eyes and his smelly sweatshirt. ‘I want to like make a deal. Like so’s I can get out on bail maybe?’

‘Chances aren’t great on that score,’ Cardinal said. ‘But it depends what you have to tell us. I can’t make any promises.’

‘But you’d put in a good word for me? Tell them I did my duty as a citizen? I helped the police?’

‘If you give us some valuable information, I will tell the prosecutor that you have been helpful.’

‘And apologetic too, eh? Tell him I’m sorry about the bank. I don’t know what I was thinking.’

‘I’ll tell him. What have you got, Robert?’

‘I mean, I feel bad, you know – especially since you’re always telling me to stay out of trouble – and I appreciate that. I don’t want you to think I don’t listen. I do listen. I just forget. You know, an idea gets in my head and it kinda worlds around in there like a clothes dryer.’

‘Robert?’

‘What?’

‘Just tell us what you’ve got.’

‘Okay. Day before I pretended to rob the bank?’

‘You took money,’ Delorme said. ‘That isn’t pretending.’

‘Okay, okay. Day before. I’m down in Toronto visiting my girlfriend.’

Cardinal made a mental note – when he had a lot of time – to hear more about this girlfriend. She would have to be either a lunatic or a saint.

‘I’m down in T.O. to see my girlfriend, and I decides to go out one night to a bar. You know, just a night out on my own. So I goes over to Spadina – you know the Penny Wheel?’

‘All too well.’ Before Algonquin Bay, Cardinal had spent ten years on the Toronto force. Every Toronto cop knew the Penny Wheel. It was a dank basement on Spadina, the kind of red-vinyl dive that only a criminal could love. The remarkable thing was that, unlike practically every other square foot of Toronto, this particular dive had managed to remain utterly unchanged.

‘So, I’m over at the Penny Wheel, when who comes in but Thierry Ferand. You know Thierry – he’s like a trapper and shit.’

‘I know Thierry.’ Ferand was indeed one of the local fur trappers. Twice a year he came in out of the woods to sell his wares at the fur auction. Every time he did, he was arrested for drunk and disorderly, and often some variation of assault. There were rumours he occasionally did some work for the local version of the Mafia, but nothing had ever been proved. He was a small guy, but mean with it, and sneaky. When he was upset, his filthy little hand would sprout brass knuckles.

‘Well, me and Thierry go way back.’

‘To Kingston Pen if I recall correctly.’

‘Wow! How’d you know that? You guys’re amazing. Anyways, I see Thierry sitting in a corner by himself, so I go over and we start shooting the breeze. And Thierry is really drunk, eh? I mean really drunk. And he starts telling me things.’ Wudky stepped right up to the bars of his cell and peered both ways along the corridor. Then, in a tone implying information of national import, he said, ‘Big things.’

‘Such as?’

‘Oh, nothing. Just a little murder. Would you be interested in that?’ Whatever else Robert Henry Hewitt may have been, he was easily the world’s worst actor. Cardinal had difficulty keeping a straight face. He was afraid even to glance at Delorme in case they both broke up.

‘Why, yes, Robert. We would be interested in murder.’

‘And you’ll tell the Crown guy I helped you out?’

‘That’s it, I’m leaving.’ Cardinal started for the door.

‘Wait! Wait! Okay, okay! I’ll tell you. You’re such a hard-ass. I’ve met guys in stir that’re more calmer.’ As if to clear Cardinal’s impatience from his brain, Wudky inserted a finger into his own ear and reamed it out. ‘So, what I was saying: Thierry is really drunk and he starts telling me this stuff he knew about that like really scared him, you know? He finishes like his tenth beer or so, and he’s leaning all over the table and he tells me what happened to a friend of his. Guy named Paul Bressard. He’s another trapper, eh? Turns out Paul Bressard got himself murdered. Some guy from out of town he owed money to. Could be Mafia, maybe, a godfather or something. You ever rent that movie?’

‘Could we just stick with the story here, Robert?’ Bressard had indeed, though long ago, been charged with aggravated assault after half killing a man who owed money to Leon Petrucci. Perhaps it was the chilling sound on the tapes from the wiretap of Petrucci’s voice synthesizer (legacy of a fondness for Cuban cigars) telling Bressard he’d be well rewarded for ‘explaining their position,’ but the jury had got cold feet and neither Bressard nor Petrucci served a day. It was just possible his mob connections had somehow come back to bite Bressard.

‘I’m telling you. This guy – some bad guy – comes up to Algonquin Bay from out of town and kills Bressard, and Thierry says he knows where the body is.’

Cardinal turned to Delorme. ‘We receive any missing persons report on Paul Bressard?’

‘Not that I know of. I’ll go check the board.’

‘Okay, Robert, where’s the body?’

‘Do I have to know that before you help me out?’

‘Let’s just say it would add to your chances. And how did Thierry Ferand happen to know where the so-called body was buried in the first place?’

‘I don’t know! I didn’t ask!’ Wudky cocked his head to one side like the RCA dog and scratched his scalp. ‘Well, maybe he did tell me, only I can’t remember. I had a few beers myself. But I’m telling you about a murder you didn’t know about, right? The Crown’ll like take that under consignment, right?’

‘I’ll check it out,’ Cardinal said. ‘But I hope you’re not wasting my time.’

‘Oh, no. I would never do a thing like that, eh?’
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Cardinal drove out past his father’s place to the northern limit of Algonquin Bay, where he made a left onto Ojibwa Road. There were only three houses on Ojibwa – two decrepit bungalows and Bressard’s brick split-level. Even in the mist it looked like any other middle-class suburban residence; there was nothing about it to tell the passerby that the owner made his living the way generations of his forefathers had, by trapping animals for their fur.

Paul Bressard himself was another matter. He was just coming out of the house as Cardinal swung into the drive, and he looked anything but suburban. Fur trappers are a breed apart, with a tendency to eccentricity, even wildness, that makes them stand out in a place as conservative as Algonquin Bay. But even among that flamboyant species Bressard was a man who made an impression. He swept down the front steps in a wide-brimmed beaver hat and a floor-length raccoon coat, even though it was too warm for either. He had a handlebar moustache that drooped past his chin and deep-set brown eyes that were so dark as to be almost black. He turned those eyes on Cardinal now and, recognizing him, broke into a grin that would have done credit to a movie star.

‘You working for Natural Resources now? Coming to nail me for some out-of-season crap?’

‘No, I heard you were dead, that’s all. Figured I’d stop by to make sure.’

Bressard frowned. Eyebrows the size of squirrel tails met in mid-brow.

‘I hate to alarm you,’ Cardinal went on. ‘It’s just that there’s this rumour going round that you’re deceased. Guess it could be the start of an urban legend.’

Bressard blinked exactly twice, taking this in. Then once again he flashed his movie-star grin. ‘You came all the way out here just to see if I was okay? I’m touched, man. I’m really, really touched. How was I suppose to be dead?’

‘Story is, some guy from out of town – maybe one of those nasty tourists you take hunting – took it into his head to kill you and bury you in the woods.’

‘Well, I don’t see too many tourists this time of year. And as you can see, I’m still alive.’

‘I know – you’re not even missing. It’s disappointing.’

Bressard laughed.

‘These rumours happen to all the greats,’ Cardinal said. ‘At least now you can say you have something in common with Paul McCartney.’

‘You kidding? I’m way better-looking than that guy. Sing better, too.’ Bressard got into his Ford Explorer and rolled down the window. ‘You should come out to The Chinook on karaoke night. You’ll be begging for my autograph.’

Cardinal watched Bressard drive away toward town, past the edge of the woods where the trapper made his more than adequate living.



At the intersection of Algonquin and the Highway 11 bypass, Cardinal’s way was blocked by an accident. The back end of a tractor-trailer had swung round into the oncoming lane. Nobody had been killed, but the traffic moved in fits and starts while the truck was sorted out. Cardinal listened to the news while he waited. The provincial NDP leader outlined the party’s platform for the upcoming election: health-care reform, daycare subsides for working mothers and a higher minimum wage. Unfortunately, Cardinal didn’t like the guy, even though he agreed with everything he said. Then came Premier Geoff Mantis’s rejoinder, in which he referred to his opposition as ‘the champions of Tax and Spend.’ There was no doubt about it: the Tories had better slogan writers. They just didn’t seem to think the government should do anything for anybody. Close the hospitals, shutter the schools and voilà – everybody’s happy.

Then there was the weather. Fog was expected to continue over most of northern Ontario, and then they’d be in for a little rain. An expert explained why this weird warmth was not necessarily a sign of global warming but more likely just a statistical anomaly.

Cardinal’s cellphone rang.

‘Cardinal.’

It was Mary Flower. She sounded excited. ‘Cardinal, you have to head out to Sackville Road right away – Skyway Service Centre. Delorme’s already on her way.’

‘Why? What’s up?’

‘They’ve found a body. Sort of.’



Cardinal turned around and headed west to Sackville Road. The fog was thinner on this side of town, not much more than a mist. Eventually he came to a bedraggled gas station. Skyway Service Centre, Snowmobile & Outboard Repairs. Dented shells of snowmobiles were stacked against the side of the building like multicoloured cordwood.

As he stepped out of the car, Lise Delorme was just pulling to a stop behind him.

‘We can tell Wudky thanks a million, Lise. We should ask the judge to tack on an extra week to whatever damn sentence he gets.’

‘Paul Bressard is not dead?’

‘Paul Bressard is not only not dead, Paul Bressard is prospering.’

‘Well, this should be a little more interesting.’

A big man came out of the garage in filthy overalls. He was wide at the shoulders, narrow at the hips and at one time would have been an imposing figure. But the overalls were distended in front, as if they concealed a basketball. His face was submerged in the bushy beard of a cartoon woodsman, black shot through with grey. Ivan Bergeron was one-half of the Bergeron brothers, a pair of identical twins who had dominated team sports at Algonquin High for the entire six years they attended it. That had been a little before Cardinal’s time, but he still remembered Ivan and his brother Carl as a dynamite combination on both the hockey and football teams back when he had been a freshman.

‘Tell us what you found,’ Cardinal said. ‘Then we’ll go take a look.’

‘I’m in the shop,’ Bergeron told them, ‘trying to resuscitate a ’74 Ski-Doo that should have been tossed on the junk heap twenty years ago. The dog starts barking. This is a very quiet dog, not usually a problem, and suddenly he’s barking like a maniac. I yell at him to shut up, but he keeps on yapping. Finally I come outside, and there he is in the backyard and – Why don’t you follow me? I’ll show you.’

Around the side, a two-storey house slumped against the garage as if it had lost consciousness. Bergeron led them past it to the backyard. ‘That’s it, right there,’ he said, pointing. ‘I dragged the dumb-ass dog straight into the house when I saw what it was. He was expecting me to congratulate him or something, but I was like, “This is unreal.”’

‘What time was this?’ Cardinal asked.

‘I don’t know – round ten, maybe?’

‘And you waited till now to call us?’

‘Well, how’m I supposed to know what to do? It didn’t seem like exactly an emergency. And to tell you the truth, I didn’t really want to think about it.’

Cardinal had seen a lot of unpleasant things in his twenty years as a cop, but he had never seen a human arm completely detached from its owner. They were standing maybe ten feet away. Ivan Bergeron showed no inclination to go closer. He planted his feet wide apart and folded his arms across his belly.

Cardinal and Delorme approached the thing.

‘You guys are taking it with you, I hope.’

‘Not right away,’ Cardinal said. ‘Are you certain the dog brought it here? You didn’t actually see him, right? You came out and found him barking at it?’

‘He must have dragged it in from the bush. He was rompin’ around out there for quite a while before he brung it back.’

Cardinal’s stomach was making odd manoeuvres. There was something unsettling about a part of a human being so absolutely out of place. It lay on a grubby crust of snow, pale white except for the black hair that curled thickly toward the elbow end, thinner toward the wrist. There were deep claw marks but very little blood.

‘Looks like someone had an argument with a bear,’ Cardinal said.

‘A bear?’ Delorme said. ‘Aren’t bears hibernating this time of year?’

‘They can get confused by a warm patch,’ Cardinal said. ‘It’s not unusual for them to wake up. And when they do, they tend to be peckish. Gonna be fun trying to ID this guy.’

‘Look at the hair on the forearm,’ Delorme said, pointing. ‘It’s grey.’

‘Yeah. We’ll have to run through Missing Persons for older men. In the meantime, we’re going to have to find whatever’s left of the guy.’

‘You’re gonna get that thing out of here, right?’ Bergeron said again. ‘I find I can’t work too good with an arm on my lawn.’



In the end, Ivan Bergeron had to work with an arm on his lawn for the entire afternoon. Cardinal got on the phone and ordered up as many off-duty constables as Mary Flower could muster. Then he called the Ontario Provincial Police and arranged for thirty officers. Last, he called the fire marshall and brought another thirty firemen to help – and most important, they brought with them three cadaver dogs. Cadaver dogs have nothing to do with the Dalmatians associated with fire stations; they are German shepherds trained to sniff out corpses in burned-out buildings that are too dangerous to send a human being into.

Within an hour Cardinal had a squad of constables, augmented by firemen and OPP cops, searching the woods, a small army of men and women in blue uniforms moving slowly among glistening pines and birches. No one spoke. It was as if they were in a movie with the sound turned off.

They tramped through sodden underbrush, the earth releasing rich smells of pine and rotting leaves. Branches stung their cheeks and clung to their hair. After about ten minutes Constable Larry Burke made the next discovery, this time a leg. Once again Cardinal experienced that weird tumbling sensation. What they were looking at was a man’s leg torn at the hip, whole at the foot, with tremendous rips in the flesh of the thigh.

‘Jesus,’ Delorme said.

‘Definitely a bear.’ Cardinal pointed to the wounds. ‘You can see there. And there. Thing must have teeth the size of your hand.’

The fog kept things slow. It was another two hours before they found more pieces of the body: another partially eaten leg and a lower torso so chewed as to be barely recognizable; one of the cadaver dogs had growled at it underneath the trunk of a fallen tree. Presumably the bear or bears had hidden it there to finish it off later.

Later Cardinal found a bit of ear and scalp with a pair of tinted aviator glasses still attached.

‘Does this distribution look random to you?’ he asked Paul Arsenault, who was photographing the glasses. ‘Or do you think somebody could have spread the parts around?’

‘You mean somebody not a bear?’

‘Somebody not a bear.’

Arsenault sat back on his haunches, chewing one end of his moustache. ‘If there’s a pattern, I don’t think we’re going to see it from here. We need an aerial view.’

‘The fog’s thinning, but we’re still not going to be able to see anything through the trees. Not even with red markers.’

Arsenault chewed the other end of his moustache. ‘We could put up helium balloons. My daughter had a birthday last week, and we’ve got a bunch of ’em at home.’

A constable was duly dispatched to Arsenault’s house and returned twenty minutes later with the balloons. They attached thirty yards of fishing line to each balloon, tied to a weight on the ground near each piece of evidence. Then the OPP took pictures from the air.



Cardinal and Delorme were back at Skyway Service Centre redeploying searchers when a black Lexus pulled up. Cardinal recognized it and sagged inwardly. Dr Alex Barnhouse was the kind of irritant an investigation didn’t need. A good coroner, true, but he ruffled feathers, and not just Cardinal’s.

Barnhouse rolled down his window. ‘Let’s get a move on, shall we? I haven’t got all day.’

Cardinal waved cheerily. ‘Hi there, Doc! How are you?’

‘Can we get moving, please?’

‘Isn’t this the most gorgeous day you’ve ever seen? The trees? The mist? Right out of a storybook, don’t you think?’

‘I can’t imagine anything less relevant.’

‘You’re right. Better park that beautiful Buick of yours over there and we’ll get started.’

Barnhouse got out of the car, carrying his bag. ‘God help us,’ he said, ‘when the local constabulary can’t tell the difference between a Buick and a Lexus.’

‘You’re being naughty,’ Delorme said quietly as they headed to the backyard.

‘He does tend to bring out my immature side.’

Barnhouse examined the severed arm, then followed them into the woods, black bag in hand. He barely glanced at the various body parts.

‘Detective Cardinal,’ he said. ‘It is my professional opinion that this unidentified male met with his fate in an unnatural manner. There being no clothes near the body is one such indicator. The small amount of blood is another. Given the severity of the injuries inflicted by the animal or animals, these trees and leaves should be covered with blood. They are not.’

‘But that could just mean the bears killed him someplace else and dragged the body all over the place.’

Barnhouse shook his head. ‘The bear or bears ate him. They didn’t kill him. You can see it in the major bones. It is my opinion that some of the injuries were inflicted not by an animal but by a man or men wielding an axe or other sharp object. The bones appear to be chopped through, not yanked out. I am no expert in such matters and no doubt you will be availing yourself of the services of the Forensic Centre in Toronto.’

‘What can you give us on time of death?’

‘Great God, man. How can I give you anything on time of death? We haven’t even got a stomach to measure contents.’

‘Well, what about this axe business? Was that inflicted after death, or before?’

‘After. There’s no bleeding into the bones, which means the heart had stopped before the chopping up. And for that, I’m sure we’re all grateful.’ Barnhouse scribbled on a form, tore off the top sheet and handed it to Cardinal. ‘Give my regards to the Forensic Centre. Now if someone will be good enough to show me the way out of here, I’ll bid you good day.’

Cardinal motioned to Larry Burke.

‘This way, Doc,’ Burke said. And Cardinal watched the two of them head off into the mist.

‘I should be used to him by now,’ Delorme said. ‘But I’m not.’

Cardinal’s walkie-talkie squawked and a voice said something unintelligible.

‘Cardinal. Could you repeat that?’

‘I said we’ve got a structure down here.’ It was Arsenault’s voice. ‘I think you should take a look.’

‘Where are you?’

‘Downhill from the service centre. Follow the creek west.’

Delorme looked off into the woods, the webs of pale grey. ‘West? It would be nice if there was a trail.’



They found the creek and followed it, and eventually they heard voices. The dim outline of a cabin took shape. Arsenault was on his knees beside a bush, doing something with a penknife and a test tube.

‘What have you got?’ Cardinal asked.

‘Paint scrapings. Looks like someone drove in here recently.’ He jerked his thumb behind him, where there was a faint outline of tire tracks. ‘This could be where it went down,’ he added. ‘I mean before the bears got to him.’

Cardinal took a closer look at the tire tracks. ‘You think we can get a mould out of these?’

‘Nope,’ Arsenault said. ‘Too many leaves.’

‘That’s what I figured. What is this, an old logging road?’

‘Yeah. Must be from eighty years ago. You can see it’s been used, though. Probably by whoever owned that wreck of a place.’

Arsenault’s ident partner, Bob Collingwood, was inside the shack.

‘Gah,’ Delorme said. ‘The smell.’

The cabin was hardly more than twelve feet square, constructed of rough-hewn lumber that did little to keep out the cold and nothing to keep out the damp. There was a fridge, a rusted cot with a stained mattress rolled up at one end, a metal counter with two sinks and an ancient cast-iron wood stove with the door hanging open on a broken hinge. The whole place smelled of decay – mildew, mould and rotting wood.

‘There was no lock on it,’ Arsenault said from behind her. ‘The door was just hanging open.’

‘Hasn’t been used for a long time.’ Delorme pointed at the giant cobwebs around the doorway. ‘Is it a trapper’s shack?’

‘Totally illegal, of course,’ Cardinal said. ‘They build them wherever they damn well want. The question is, whose trapper’s shack? There must be at least a dozen guys make their living out here.’

Collingwood was young, jug-eared, thorough and silent. Cardinal could count on one hand the number of complete sentences he had uttered in his entire career, because he tended to speak, when he spoke at all, in single words. He was pointing silently to the sinks. They were the kind with a pump handle where the taps should be. Wearing a latex glove, Collingwood stuck his finger in the drain and brought it up again, stained.

‘Is that rust or blood?’ Cardinal asked.

‘Blood.’

‘So he could have been killed here. On the other hand, it may just be animal blood.’

Delorme was kneeling in front of the wood stove. ‘Looks like somebody tried to burn clothes in this thing. Collingwood, have you got a drop sheet?’

Collingwood opened a leather case that contained all the tools of his craft and together they spread a thin plastic drop cloth, white so that evidence would be visible against it. They used a pair of tongs to extract the blackened mass from inside the stove. There was a pair of denims, reduced to little more than the waistband, a shirt collar, several buttons, most of a pair of shoe soles and a mass of burned, unidentifiable material.

Collingwood took an instrument from his case and measured the shoe soles. ‘Elevens.’

‘All right,’ Cardinal said. ‘We’ll need sizes from the waistband and the shirt collar, too, if there’s enough left to measure.’

Delorme, ever so gently, was stirring the burned matter with the tongs. ‘What’s this?’ She said it more to herself than to the others.

She held a small lump of fused metal in the tongs. She turned it over on the drop sheet. The other side was shinier, and there was part of the incised outline of an animal.

‘Looks like a loon,’ she said. She looked at the two men.

Cardinal leaned over her shoulder to get a better view. ‘I think I know exactly what that is.’
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The northern shore of Lake Nipissing is one of the prettiest places in Ontario, but Lakeshore Drive, which runs along the top of the inlet that gives Algonquin Bay its name, could have been designed for the sole purpose of keeping this fact from the public. It has been a magnet for eyesores for as long as anybody can remember. On the lake side there are fast-food joints, gas stations and quaintly named but charm-free motels; across from these, car dealerships and shopping malls.

Loon Lodge was at the western edge of this ugliness. It was not actually a lodge but a dozen miniature white cabins with green shutters and country-style curtains, having been built in the fifties before the log-cabin look became the fashion. Many people in Algonquin Bay imagine such businesses are closed in winter, but in fact they have two sources of winter income. One is from ice fishermen, the dentists and insurance salesmen who take a few days off to come up north with their buddies and drink themselves into oblivion. The other is from people who want a dirt-cheap place to live, and nothing is cheaper, off-season, than a cabin on Lakeshore Drive.

Cardinal had been to Loon Lodge a few times. Every so often one of the winter residents would knock his wife’s teeth out. Or the wife would tire of her husband’s drinking and insert a steak knife neatly into his ribs. Occasionally there were drug dealers. Then in summer it was all sunburnt Americans, families on a tight budget, taking advantage of the reliably frail Canadian dollar.

Cardinal and Delorme were in the first of Loon Lodge’s white clapboard cabins, the one marked Office. It was four times bigger than the rental units, and the proprietor lived in it with his wife and kids. He was an egg-shaped man named Wallace. His face was puffy, with a wounded expression, as if he suffered from toothache. An equally egg-shaped and disconsolate four-year-old boy was watching cartoons in the next room. Smells of supper hung in the air, and Cardinal suddenly realized he was hungry.

Wallace pulled out a guest register, found the name and turned the book around on the counter.

‘Howard Matlock,’ Delorme read aloud, ‘312 East Ninety-first Street, New York City.’

‘I wish I’d never set eyes on the guy, now,’ Wallace said. ‘Was a really slow week last week, so I was glad as hell to see him, even though he only wanted to stay a few days.’

‘Ford Escort,’ Delorme read, and copied down the licence number.

‘Yeah,’ Wallace said. ‘Bright red one. Not that I’ve seen it for a couple of days.’

‘What day did he arrive?’ Cardinal asked.

‘Thursday, I think. Yeah, Thursday. I’d just turned away a couple of Indians who wanted to rent a place. Sorry, but I don’t care how many vacancies I’ve got, I won’t rent to those people. I just got tired of cleaning up the blood and the puke. I have a reputation to maintain.’

‘You better hope none of them lays a discrimination complaint on you,’ Delorme said.

‘People don’t understand about Indians. Put two or three of them together with a bottle of Four Aces and you got a unit that’s unrentable.’

‘And what have you got now?’

‘You say you took this key ring off a dead body?’ He pointed to the melted mass in the Baggie that Cardinal had put on the counter.

‘More or less.’

‘Then I guess I got a bill that’s not paid and a tenant that’s not alive.’ Wallace shook his head and cursed under his breath. ‘Do you have any idea how long it takes to build a reputation like Loon Lodge? It doesn’t happen overnight.’

‘I’m sure it doesn’t,’ Cardinal said. ‘Did Mr Matlock say why he was in Algonquin Bay?’

‘I’m telling you, something like this comes along and all that effort – all those extra little touches that make a motel a special place, the kind of place people want to come back to – all of it comes to nothing. I might as well take down my shingle and declare bankruptcy.’

Cardinal wondered how anyone as gloomy as Mr Wallace would have had the optimism to open a motel in the first place, but he stuck to his original question. ‘Did Mr Matlock say why he was in Algonquin Bay?’

‘Ice fishing’s what he told me.’

‘Little early in the year for ice fishing. Even without the warm spell.’

‘That’s exactly what I said. I told him no one’s going out on that lake for at least another two weeks, even without the warm snap. He said he was well aware of that fact. Said he was only up here scoping the place out for a bunch of buddies who were planning to come up with him late February.’

‘From New York?’ Delorme said. ‘New York seems like a long way to come just to check out the ice fishing.’

Wallace shrugged. ‘Americans.’

He plucked a key from the rack behind the counter and they followed him outside past several cabins.

‘Never seemed like much of a sport to me,’ Cardinal said to Delorme. ‘The fish are stunned with cold. They’re starving. Where’s the skill? Sitting over a hole in a dingy little shack.’

‘You’re leaving out the beer.’

‘Oh, don’t leave out the beer,’ Wallace said. ‘You wouldn’t believe the cases these guys haul out there. I keep a toboggan in each unit, supposedly for the kiddies, but do you see any hills around here? They use ’em to haul their two-fours out on the lake.’

‘You say Mr Matlock arrived on Thursday. When did you notice the car wasn’t here?’

‘I guess that’d be Saturday. Two days ago. Yeah, that’s right. Because I asked him to move it Friday morning. Had
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