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  Chapter 1
June 1968


Through the patrol car window, Policewoman Christine Lane spied two boats on a collision course to Ward’s Island Dock. The ferry’s horn bellowed as the vessel plowed through the lake, frothing water curling from its prow. The eight-person water taxi raced the ferry from the periphery, peppering the air with its staccato horn. 
“Stop the car!” yelled Christine to her sergeant behind the wheel.
Sergeant Bard slammed his heel into the brake and she pitched forward into the glove compartment, bracing herself with her arm. The car slid to a halt in a spray of gravel stones two hundred feet south of the dock.
“They’re racing!” she said as she sat back in her seat.
Her sergeant looked at her, unruffled.
Fine. She would take care of it herself. She shouldered the car door open and then hurtled across a swath of grass toward the ferry dock, hiking her uniform skirt to go faster, her police-issue purse bouncing against her hip.
She thumped onto the wide wooden dock. “Slow down!” she shouted, waving her hands above her head to get the attention of the ferry captain in his second-story cabin.
The captain spotted her, pausing the throttle. 
The water taxi emitted a jubilant beep as it cut in front of the bigger boat and steered toward the side dock allocated for small watercraft.
Christine staggered as the ferry butted the row of tires lining the dock, engines churning in reverse as the wake slopped over the worn rubber treads. What the heck were the drivers doing? They had passengers on board, for goodness’ sake. She pointed a finger at the bearded ferry captain and motioned him down with a cupped hand. When she saw him move away from the window, she hurried along the dock toward the water taxi.
A leather-faced man stood in the taxi’s hull with a cigarette dangling from his lip, helping passengers disembark.
“Sir, I need to speak with you,” she said over the chatter of the passengers.
Squinting at her from underneath his sun-bleached hat, the boat pilot scanned her six-foot length, from her derby hat down the brass buttons of her dark navy serge jacket, to her skirt, beige nylons and polished black oxfords.
He helped the last passenger onto the dock and then hopped out of the boat. He barely came up to her shoulder—in fact, he was looking straight down the V of her starched white blouse.
She stared at him until he lifted his eyes.
“Who the hell are you?”
Christine turned. It was the bearded ferry captain. He stood in the middle of the dock while ferry passengers with bikes and wagons of groceries flowed past him. 
She pulled her memo book from the purse strapped across her shoulder and took a step toward him. “PW Lane—Toronto Police. Your name, sir?”
“Who the hell is she, Sammy?” he asked the taxi driver.
Sammy shrugged his narrow shoulders. “A stewardess? Island Airport?”
“Goddamn, they’re making them tall,” the ferry captain said. He was compact and muscular, hair a deep barn-red, a good three inches shorter than Christine. Sammy was another five inches shorter than him.
“I’m a policewoman,” she repeated, pointing to the metal badge with the number sixteen on her hat brim. “Toronto Police Force. Both of you were carelessly operating your vessels.”
“Is that so?” The ferry captain crossed his thick, freckled forearms.
“Hey, Sammy. Mike.”
Christine turned at the sound of Sergeant Bard’s voice. Thank goodness. Backup.
Her sergeant’s round face shone under the midday sun as he ambled toward them on the dock. He nodded at the last trickle of passengers, greeting a young family by name. 
Turning to the men, Sergeant Bard said, “Ruffling the new hen’s feathers?”
“She’s yours?” said Mike, the ferry captain.
“A fresh recruit.”
“I’ve been a policewoman for four years,” she said. “And in Records two years before that.”
“She’s a woman,” Sammy observed.
“Don’t I know it.” Sergeant Bard tugged a white handkerchief out of his pocket, pulled his police hat off and swiped his face and then his bald spot. He plunked his hat back on, stuffing the linen into his pants pocket. “She’s caused me a heap of problems already.”
Christine clenched her jaw, schooling herself to ignore his comment. “Sergeant,” she said, “they were driving recklessly.”
Sergeant Bard sighed. “They’re not cars, PW,” he said. “Didn’t they teach you anything at the Women’s Bureau?”
Mike snorted. Sammy grinned, showing tobacco-stained teeth.
Christine ignored the two sailors. “It’s a 221, Sergeant. Operating a vehicle in a manner dangerous to the public.”
“Harbor Police enforce watercraft violations. Nothing to do with us landlubbers.” He turned and started walking toward the Island, his heavy footsteps vibrating the dock planks.
“Call the Harbor Police, then,” she said to his retreating back.
Sergeant Bard said over his shoulder, “See you gentlemen tonight.”
“Can’t wait to relieve you of your money,” Mike said.
“You won’t be getting a royal flush two weeks in a row,” Sergeant Bard retorted as he stepped onto land.
Poker buddies. It figured. The residents Christine had met her first week of Toronto Island patrol were all old school chums, sailing club members, church parishioners or related in an obscure way. Or, evidently, gambled together. And for some reason, they were immune to the laws that applied to the rest of Toronto’s citizens.
She hurried along the dock and across the grass to the police car, irritation spurring her to outpace her boss, even with her stride shortened by her A-line skirt. Not only was she stuck working in this backwater island station, but transgressions were also ignored with a wink and a slap on the back. She got into the car and slammed the door shut.
Sergeant Bard strolled along, the air behind him blurry with heat, as if the city skyline was a mirage. He heaved himself into the driver’s seat with a grunt, the vehicle swaying with his weight.
She could sense him looking at her, but she stared ahead at the waterfront buildings lining the Inner Harbor, the green-blue water like a moat dividing the city from Toronto Island. What she would give to be working in a downtown station, where regulations were followed and culprits apprehended.    
“Don’t get yourself in a snit,” he said. “They’re just having a bit of fun.”
She looked over at him. “What if they had collided? Or rammed through the dock?”
“Mike and Sammy have been at each other for fifteen years. The Islanders expect it. Adds excitement to their day.” He patted his bowling-ball stomach, which strained the threads of his uniform buttons. “Time for lunch. Have you been to Clergy House?” This was a restaurant housed in an old rectory.
After a pause, she shook her head. She had to learn to hold her tongue, adapt, follow her sergeant’s lead. This wasn’t the Women’s Bureau, where female officers were given more leeway for discussion. 
She reached for her purse. She hadn’t expected to lunch out. Her cheese sandwich, apple and bottle of milk were sitting in a brown paper bag in the fridge at the Centre Island Police Station. Thank goodness for the emergency five dollars tucked into the back of her wallet. Clergy House would not be cheap; the refurbished church building was the only proper restaurant on Toronto Island, apart from the pizza, pretzels and hot dogs sold at the Centreville Amusement Park.
Her sergeant eased the car into first gear and drove slowly along the gravel pathway, four-way signal lights flashing. Three minutes later, they’d parked and were following the stone path beside the old residence to the backyard. Reaching the patio, Sergeant Bard hailed a waitress, who pointed to an empty table away from the other patrons.
They wove a course between the cast-iron tables and sat in silence under the shade of the arched poplar trees. Past the patio, she could see a couple walking along the wooden boardwalk that edged the southeastern side of the island. Farther past the pair was a vista of gray-blue water: Lake Ontario. Christine made herself take a deep breath and exhale, letting her anger seep out of her and the velvet green of the leaves calm her.
No more stomping around in front of her superior officer. That would just earn her a poor performance review. Policing was different on Toronto Island. She needed to accept that.  
“It’s beautiful back here,” she said. She thought of her Women’s Bureau friends inside the old brick building on College Street, their side-by-side desks surrounded by hulking filing cabinets. Toronto Island certainly was a different assignment.
Sergeant Bard smiled at her. “A hidden paradise.” He waved at a waitress laden with a tray of food. “A frosty one, Ginny dear,” he called out. He passed Christine a menu. 
Geez, things were expensive. Hamburgers were over a dollar, the steak three dollars. She looked around at the clientele: gray-haired ladies in sun hats, a few couples clasping wine glasses, a group of young women in flowing beach dresses, several families. Tourists, she guessed, at least some of them, here to visit the car-free community or tan on a beach.
“Islanders ever eat here?” she asked.
Sergeant Bard nodded. “During the winter, or midweek dinners. Summertime, it’s the tourists and mainlanders that keep the place afloat.”
“Here you go.” Ginny placed the frosted glass in front of him.
Beer. He was drinking beer. On duty. She had heard of station officers who drank at local pubs when on foot patrol or from metal flasks hidden in their inside jacket pockets, but she had never seen it at the Women’s Bureau. Her colleague Julie kept a whiskey flask in her bottom desk drawer, but that was reserved for birthdays. Or celebrations, like when they finally caught the creep who had been exposing himself to children on playgrounds.
Sergeant Bard tipped his head back for a long draught, then clinked the glass down on the metal tabletop. “Saw your dad on TV, Ginny,” he said to the waitress.
Ginny’s brown hair fell in a shield in front of her face, the tresses highlighted by the sun. “I don’t watch the news.”
“He gave a speech on saving Island homes from the wrecking ball,” he added.
She tucked a swath of hair behind her ear. Her eyes were glacial blue. “My mom and I don’t watch him.” She turned to Christine. “Can I take your order?”
“Hi,” Christine said. “I’m PW Lane. I’m new to Island patrol.” 
Sergeant Bard said, “Ginny’s family has lived here for four generations.”
“Five,” Ginny said, not looking at him.
“Water, please,” Christine said. “What’s your soup of the day?”
“Cucumber.” 
Christine had never eaten that, but it was the cheapest thing on the menu. “It’s cold?” She was sweating along the cinched line of her utility belt, her radio holster heavy on her hip.
“Yes.”
“I’ll take that, thank you.”
Her sergeant ordered the surf and turf. Clearly, he wasn’t minding his finances or his waistline.
His eyes followed the waitress inside. “Her father’s Daniel Rogers—the news commentator. He has a house with his second wife and their kids on Algonquin Island.”
“Does Ginny live with them?” Christine said. The young woman looked eighteen. Maybe she was still in school.
“Nah. Messy divorce. First wife is Nancy Hamilton, who lives on Ward’s Island. Ginny’s been with her since the split seven years ago. Ginny works here at Clergy House, babysits, sells her art.”
“So, were the islands always connected?” she said. Toronto Island was a chain of fifteen islands, the largest being Ward, Center and Algonquin. 
“More or less, either by bridge or land, except Mugg and Forestry. They’re boat-access only.”
After a few minutes, Ginny arrived with their food. The officers ate without talking. The breeze blew inland, bringing the smell of the freshwater lake and the squawks of arguing seagulls. Christine’s soup was cool, creamy and delicious—as it should be, for a dollar.
When they finished eating, she reached for her purse.
“Put your money away.” He stood, hitched his pants and walked away.
“We have to pay for our food,” she called after him. And her sergeant’s beer. He continued walking and disappeared out of sight around the stone building.
She clutched her wallet with two hands. Did he expect her to pay for his meal? Why hadn’t she eaten her packed lunch in the station kitchenette as planned? She could buy her stepbrother Wayne a new baseball glove for the price of today’s meal. 
She walked into the restaurant through the open back door. Ginny was leaning against the bar, tallying a bill on the counter, fingers adorned with silver rings, shoulders freckled under the yellow straps of her dress. Like many Islanders, she was tanned right down to her toes, one foot encircled by a beaded anklet.
Christine said, “May I have the bill, please?” 
Ginny looked up, brow furrowed. “Cops don’t pay for their food.”
No, thought Christine, policemen don’t pay.
“This one does,” Christine replied. She unfolded her five-dollar bill and placed it on the counter. She added a two-dollar bill on top. “This should cover everything. Thank you,” she said and headed toward the door.
Sergeant Bard was drumming his fingers on the car’s steering wheel. “Why do you lady folk take so long?” he said through the open window.
Biting her lip to prevent a retort, Christine got into the police vehicle. It was going to be a long deployment on the Island—two years before they’d consider her transfer to a downtown station, where she would patrol city streets and collar hardcore criminals. Seven hundred and twenty-three days left to go.






  
  Chapter 2

“Lots of people out,” Christine said to her sergeant the next day on patrol. Groups and pairs dotted Cibola Avenue, heading toward Ward’s Island. “Is it because it’s Saturday?” 
“Something’s up.” Sergeant Bard swerved the patrol car onto the grass and pulled on the parking brake. He flagged a passerby. “Danny!” 
A man in khaki pants and a plaid, short-sleeved shirt jogged over, a clipboard tucked under his arm. Christine recognized Daniel Rogers from seeing him on television—and remembered Sergeant Bard talking with the Clergy House waitress yesterday about her famous father. 
“Our man in blue.” Rogers shook the sergeant’s hand. “Are you joining us?”
“What’s going on, Danny?” the sergeant asked. 
“Who’s this?” Rogers said, bending down to look into the car. 
Christine leaned forward in her seat. “Policewoman Lane.” 
Rogers reached in to shake her hand. “Nice to meet you,” he said, looking at her with deep blue eyes. “It’s good to see a woman with a badge.”
“You want her?” Sergeant Bard said.
Rogers smiled, then his face became serious. “They’re tearing down more houses.”
“Metro Council gave the order?” the sergeant asked.
Rogers nodded. “It’s that damn park commissioner, Tommy Thompson. He’s bulldozed homes from Hanlan to Center. Now he’s after the two communities left.”
“What are you going to do?” Sergeant Bard said.
“Stop him,” Rogers said, meeting the sergeant’s glance, then hers. She could see why the camera loved him; his gaze felt like he was looking right into you.
“If you’ll excuse me,” Rogers said. “We’re gathering at the community center.” He gave them a quick smile, then turned and caught up with a group of people walking toward Ward’s Island.  
“Let’s check it out,” said Sergeant Bard to Christine.
“Expecting a problem?”
He shook his head. “Most of the Islanders are peaceful: artists, nature-lovers, summer cottagers with kids. But there’s a few hotheads. It’s an emotional issue. Eviction. Demolition. Some families have been here for generations. Now their leases are up, and the government wants to mow down their houses and send them packing.” He turned the ignition, and the patrol car slowly followed the line of people walking to Ward’s Island. 
Christine heard the crowd before she saw them. Holy smokes. Four hundred people had gathered across the width of the field, bracketed between the community center on one end and the baseball diamond on the other. Daniel Rogers stood in front of the community center talking to a tall, thin man with a gray goatee—Gary Owen, the head of the Toronto Island Residents’ Association. Christine had met him last week.  
Sergeant Bard parked on the far side of the building, and they meandered into the crowd. The sergeant knew many Islanders by name, including the children who were using the field for summer camp. 
A group of young men with shoulder-length hair sat at the back of the field, hand-written placards resting against the home plate fence that read: Down with Fascist Governments and Power to the People.   
“Gentlemen,” Sergeant Bard said as he stopped in front of them.
“Look!” the hippie with the oatmeal-colored goatee said. “It’s Papa Pig.” His two friends snickered. The bearded man glanced over at Christine. “And Mama Pig too.” A few more titters. 
“What’s your business here?” Sergeant Bard said. His voice was calm, but his face was an unhealthy shade of red.
“Why? Are we under arrest?” the bearded man asked. 
The sergeant crossed his arms. “Break any laws?”
The man shook his head. “Just hanging low.” He gestured to the crowd with one arm. “Enjoying the Island with my friends here.” 
The young man pushed himself upright and walked over to Christine, stopping six inches away, staring at her through his overgrown bangs. They were the same height. She could smell him: a combination of body odor, marijuana smoke and patchouli. She looked back at him without blinking. At the Women’s Bureau, she had heard every suggestive or abusive line you could imagine—from prostitutes she searched before they were jailed, drunken teenagers she arrested at a dance and men who hollered out of car windows during her crossing guard duty. This guy didn’t intimidate her.
“Hey, Mama Pig,” he said in a soft voice. He opened his arms wide and called, “Mama Pig, Mama Pig, let me come in.” 
Loud laughter from his friends. A few heads in the crowd swiveled to look at them.  
“That’s enough!” Sergeant Bard wedged his portly body between Christine and the man, forcing her to step back. “What’s your name, son?”
“I’m the Wolf.” He leaned to the side to address Christine. “Want to blow my house down, sister?” More laughter. She pressed her lips together and said nothing. She had to let her sergeant take care of the situation.
Sergeant Bard stepped closer to the young man. “I’ll ask you one more time, and it will be the last. What’s your name?”
“Be cool,” he said, raising his hands in surrender. “Kevin Lamprey.” 
“Where you from, Kevin?” the sergeant asked.
Kevin gestured to the crowd. “Somewhere, everywhere.”
“You’re not an Islander,” Sergeant Bard stated. 
“I’m looking for a specific address.” 
Lamprey paused. “Thirty-seven Russell Hill Road.”  
Sergeant Bard snorted, slapping his thigh with the meat of his hand. He turned to Christine. “Mr. ‘Down with the Man’ lives in his daddy’s mansion in Forest Hill.”  
The smile left Lamprey’s face. Sergeant Bard chuckled, shaking his head. 
“Good afternoon,” boomed a voice. Gary Owen was standing on the community center steps, megaphone in hand. People settled on the grass, on blankets and beach towels, hushing each other.
Sergeant Bard said to Christine, “Keep your eye out for anyone who’s not local—n’er-do-wells looking for trouble.”
Christine thought of the anti-Vietnam demonstrations that had taken place in front of the American embassy on University Avenue. They were mostly peaceful, but several rallies had turned violent, with youth throwing bottles at police and overturning the barricades, resulting in arrests. 
Sergeant Bard continued, “Take the front. I’ll stay back here.” He jerked his head for her to get going. 
She threaded her way toward the community center. Lamprey and his buddies were probably harmless, more likely to be spouting beatnik poetry or picking up a blonde in a miniskirt than inciting violent revolution. Still, she didn’t like to leave Sergeant Bard alone with them. She parked herself under a tree in the field’s corner, where she could view the young men and monitor new arrivals. 
“Welcome, Islanders,” Gary Owen said. “Friends, allies and concerned citizens. This is a crucial time. Metro Council is determined to kick us off Toronto Island!”
People booed.
“Ten years ago, our main street was lined with hotels, restaurants, grocery stores and businesses. There were houses all along Lakeshore Avenue, on Centre Island and Hanlan’s Point. Under the direction of Parks Commissioner Tommy Thompson, they demolished our shops and livelihoods. They bulldozed our hearths, set fire to our homes. And they want to do it again.” Cries erupted from the audience. “But we will not let them!” His fist punched the air. The crowd roared.
People streamed in. Christine nodded at Ginny, the waitress from Clergy House, who was holding the hand of a young, mustached man with long, dark hair. 
Owen passed the megaphone to Daniel Rogers. 
“We’ve written letters, called our politicians and made presentations to council,” Rogers said. He shook his head. “It is not enough. We need our protest to expand. We must have the citizens of Toronto on our side.”
A tow-headed toddler climbed the three stairs and Rogers picked him up. “Dada,” the boy said into the megaphone. A spatter of laughter from the crowd.  
“People need to see us as fathers, mothers and neighbors,” Rogers continued. “We have jobs and families. We pay taxes.” He put his son down and the boy climbed down the stairs to his waiting mother. 
“We live in one of the most beautiful places in Canada.” Rogers spread his arms wide. “From the time John Hanlan set up a fishing hut a hundred years ago, we have been stewards of this place. Our neighborhood is a living, breathing example of Toronto’s history. 
“We have to take this vision of our community to the television screen, broadcast waves and newspapers. To our tennis clubs, churches, libraries and workplaces. Torontonians must know about us, see us, recognize themselves in us. We cannot be silent. Look what that got us.” He pointed toward the uninhabited side of the island. “We can be silent no more.”
A surge of applause. People stood up cheering, the noise thunderous. 
Christine looked around for Sergeant Bard but couldn’t see him through the throng. 
What did this protest mean for Islanders? For Island patrol? For her? 






  
  Chapter 3

“Teeny, telephone,” Donna announced from the bedroom doorway. Christine’s little sister was still in her pajamas, wiry arms showing in the short sleeves of her dress. 
Christine checked her watch. It was seven thirty in the morning. “Who is it?” she asked her stepsister.  
“It’s a man.”
Christine walked down the hallway to the kitchen. “Hello?” She cradled the black telephone receiver in both hands. 
Donna sat down at the kitchen table to eat her bowl of cornflakes.
“PW Lane?”
“Sergeant Bard!” Christine straightened her cotton top and miniskirt. 
“All hands on deck. I need you to come in.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Damn Metro Council. They ferried demolition equipment over to the Island last night. A construction crew is going to take down 42 Lakeshore within the hour.”
It must be a house on the boardwalk, near Clergy House restaurant. “Is it vacant?” she said.
“No,” he replied. “The Whitmores are removing their belongings as we speak. They’ve paid no attention to the eviction notices.”
Christine pictured the Ward’s Island meeting. “Is there a crowd?”
“The Islanders are rounding up as we speak. A siren’s going off and they’re knocking on doors, gathering people. Those damn hippie protesters arrived five minutes ago. I don’t know how they heard about it so fast. There’s about fifty people, but that’s changing quickly. Pilkington’s here. I’ve called in Morano and Fillingham. A water taxi will pick you up city-side and take you to Ward’s.”
“I’m on my way.” She hung up. In the living room, her ten-year-old stepbrother was still sleeping on the pullout couch.
“Donna,” Christine said as she sat down at the kitchen table kitty-corner to her sister, “I’ve been called into work. You and Wayne need to go to school on your own this morning. Mom’s sleeping—it’s her day off.”
Donna’s spoon halted halfway to her mouth. “I don’t want to go with Wayne. You said you would take us.”
On Christine’s day off, she usually walked her siblings to school; that way, she could navigate them around the occasional drug user or old man yelling to himself.  
“I know,” Christine said, placing a hand on her sister’s leg. “It’s an emergency. I’ll be back to pick you up after school. How about we drop by Farley’s for some penny candy?”
Donna frowned but nodded. Christine kissed her on the head and ran to get ready.  
Hoping the sergeant would reimburse her, she used the emergency money in the tin on top of the fridge for a taxi to the ferry docks; from there, she hopped in a water taxi. After she disembarked at Ward’s Island dock, she spotted a bike leaning against a tree trunk; she hopped on, hoping the owner wouldn’t mind.  
She pedaled quickly toward the Ward’s Island Community Center, her legs pushing against the bias of her skirt. Residents were running across the field from their homes, children trailing behind mothers, men buttoning shirts, calling to each other to hurry. Christine biked through the throng filling the path, calling, “Excuse me. Police!” as she headed toward 42 Lakeshore. 
As she turned onto the wooden boardwalk, she heard the rumble of heavy machinery. Geez, they were starting the demolition. 
Christine slowed down as the crowd thickened near the gray clapboard house. A hulking yellow excavator sat beside the cottage, its claw like a snakehead. After tucking her bike behind a tree, Christine headed toward the line of police officers.
Sergeant Bard stood ten feet from the excavator, his arm around a woman’s shoulders, her two adolescent children by her side. The Whitmores. Behind them were stacked boxes, a desk, kitchen table and two mattresses. A heavy, two-inch diameter rope hung across the width of the property, bisecting the yard. Pilkington and Morano were standing at either end of the rope, corralling people behind it with large, swinging arcs of their arms. A short, blond police officer was positioned in the middle. Must be Fillingham; she hadn’t met him yet. 
Over a hundred and fifty people were penned behind the rope. Gary Owen was gesticulating wildly, screaming at a man with a clipboard, his words swallowed by the excavator roar. Beside him stood the manager of the Algonquin Island Yacht Club, his face red from yelling, then Ginny from Clergy House and a few more restaurant staff Christine recognized. She saw Mike, the ferry captain, and several other ferry workers. People were holding hands, singing lyrics that couldn’t be heard over the machinery. Half of the crowd was anxious parents with children clinging to their legs. Near Pilkington were the three bearded protesters from the community meeting, their fists raised, chanting in unison. Kevin Lamprey punched a sign into the air with thrusts of his sinewy arm. 
Christine ran over to Fillingham and tapped his shoulder. He looked up at her for a second, eyes flicking to the badge on her hat brim, then moved over to make room for her. Christine grabbed the thick, heavy rope in both hands, arms spread wide as bodies pressed again the barrier. The cordoned group was spreading, amassing all the way to the dump truck, bulldozer and trailer parked at the back of the property—the equipment to haul the debris away later.
A wail erupted from the crowd. Christine turned around. 
Sergeant Bard was holding up two fingers. Two minutes until demolition. Mrs. Whitmore began rocking back and forth, her arms clutched around her body. Her children huddled closer. People were running in from the boardwalk, the lake an Aegean blue behind them. The crowd was no longer contained behind the rope; they spilled out in a broken circle around the house. 
Christine ran over to Fillingham and leaned down to cup her hand to his ear. “We should call it off!” she yelled. 
He pointed to the house. 
She turned. The excavator bucket lifted off the ground. The machine rolled closer to the house. Christine felt its vibrations through the ground, zipping up her legs to her spine. She tensed as the arm rose higher. The claw stopped, tilted, then swooped down and pierced the roof. Roof shingles, two-by-four planks and red bricks tumbled down.
Mrs. Whitmore fell to her knees, mouth open in an unheard wail. Christine felt rather than heard the screams from the crowd behind her. 
The claw descended again, tearing through a wall to reveal a bedroom with green ivy wallpaper, framed paintings still on the wall. The house resembled an opened sardine can. 
Sergeant Bard started running away from the house toward the crowd, pushing people to the side, belly shaking as he ran, his face distorted with effort. When he reached Christine, he pushed her hard in the chest. She tripped over Fillingham’s foot and fell on her back, Fillingham crashing down beside her. 
She gasped, the wind knocked out of her. The dump truck from the back of the property careered by, plowing through the middle of the crowd, who were pushing and lunging to get out of its way. She could see the driver through the passenger window, his mouth drawn back in a grimace, arms pulling at the wheel. 
Christine scrambled to her feet and watched the truck lurch over the boardwalk and drive through the sand straight into the lake. It shuddered to a stop thirty feet from shore.  
The excavator rumble stopped, like it had been unplugged. People were standing, their faces slack with shock; others were lying on the ground, looking around in confusion. 
Someone tugged her jacket sleeve. 
“Help her.” It was a mustached young man with long dark hair. He looked familiar. He pulled her over to a patch of nearby grass. 
Ginny Rogers lay on her back, one leg splayed at an awkward angle, dirt smudged in a line across her clothes. Fillingham reached Ginny at the same time as Christine.
“Ginny!” Christine said as she fell to her knees beside her. The young woman opened her eyes, which were a startling blue in her pale face. 
Fillingham pulled his radio from his belt as he kneeled on Ginny’s other side: “Dispatch, 52-25, PC Fillingham. Requesting an ambulance.” His chin lifted as he scanned the crowd. “Four ambulances to 42 Lakeshore; 10-78. I repeat, 10-78.”
Christine touched Ginny’s hand. “Help is coming. Hold on.” 
Ginny looked at her, her glance questioning, then past Christine to the birds soaring above the lake. Her eyelids slowly closed. 
Where were the firemen to help with first aid? Their station was down the street. They should be here by now for crowd control. Standing up, she peered through the dazed crowd.  
A stream of young men ran into the lake, splashing through the water to the partially submerged dump truck. Christine recognized Kevin Lamprey in the lead. In their hands were bricks and planks of lumber. One man batted the side of the truck bed with a two-by-four while the other threw a brick against the passenger window. Lamprey stepped up on the running board of the truck and pried open the driver’s door. Grabbing the trucker by the shirt collar, Lamprey pulled him out of the cab and threw him into the water. 
Christine ran toward the lake, stumbling in the sand. Water splashed up her nyloned legs, shockingly cold, as she waded in. The men were hooting and swearing as they kicked the water in a tight circle, churning it frothy, their faces alight with glee. 
She pulled her billystick from her purse and squeezed the leather handle, feeling the buckshot shift inside. 
Something hit her right temple and knocked her into the waist-high water, her billy shooting out of her hand. Everything went black. 
She took a deep breath, inhaled water and sputtered, then inhaled again, swallowing more water. Suddenly, she was yanked upright by her loosened hair. Stumbling on the uneven sand, she coughed out lake water. Fillingham grabbed her upper arm to steady her. He was hatless, and his blue shirt stuck wetly to his chest. 
Behind him, Morano pressed Kevin Lamprey’s face hard against the truck cab, slamming Lamprey’s head twice before handcuffing him. The other two protesters waded toward Sergeant Bard, who was yelling at them from shore. Sergeant Bard grabbed the first young man and pushed him down on his knees, then kicked him in the back so he landed flat on his stomach with an “Ooomph.” Kneeling heavily down on one knee, the sergeant wrenched the man’s arms back and handcuffed him. The other protester quickly lay down beside them and was handcuffed. Sergeant Bard barked at the two to get up, and they rose awkwardly to their feet. Morano and Sergeant Bard walked the men up the beach back toward the half-demolished house.
Christine wiped the wet hair out of her face. Her hand came back bloody. 
“Where’s the truck driver?” she asked Fillingham. He shook his head, his blue eyes widening.
She plunged underwater where the circle of men had stood, her arms and legs spread-eagle, feeling for his body. Coming up for air, she saw Fillingham dive into the water several feet away. 
She submerged and resubmerged, her breath holding for fewer and fewer seconds. Although she tried to be methodical, search a section at a time, the lake was cloudy from the stirred-up sand, and she couldn’t always tell where she had searched. She ventured farther into the lake, her feet sinking in the soft bottom as she scanned the top of the water.
Something dark bobbed at the surface and disappeared. There! There it was again. Christine dogpaddled toward it, never looking away, her arms and legs churning the water. 
She swam to the spot, circling. Something banged her shoulder, and she lunged for it, submerging. It was him. She rolled him onto his back, grabbed the collar of his shirt, and started to swim back to shore. She kept sinking and then kicking up for air, then submerging again as she pulled his weight. A flicker of fear tickled her gut as she tried to touch bottom but couldn’t. Fillingham surfaced beside her and held the man’s face above water as they swam toward shore. When she felt sand under her toes, she grabbed the man under the armpits and Fillingham lifted the driver’s legs. They stumbled toward the shore and dumped the construction worker on the beach. His mustached face was gray and still. He looked like a morgue photograph.  
Fillingham kneeled on the sand and thumped on the driver’s chest with his palms. Christine stood panting beside them, trying to catch her breath, counting Fillingham’s compressions. Sixteen. Seventeen. Eighteen.
The driver’s face grimaced, then gray liquid projected out of his mouth, over his workman’s navy shirt now darkened to black. Fillingham quickly turned him on his side. The driver finished vomiting onto the sand and lay gulping air, eyes closed. 
“Thank God,” she said. She looked toward the demolition site, looking for Sergeant Bard, scanning for the boxy outline of an ambulance or fire engine.   
Fillingham looked up at her: “You need a doctor.” 
“I’m okay,” she said, although her forehead tingled like it was on fire. And she was having trouble seeing out of her right eye. “The girl—Ginny. Did the firemen treat her?”
He looked down at the sand. She waited, but he wouldn’t meet her eyes. 
No. It couldn’t be. 
Ginny Rogers was dead. 






  
  Chapter 4

“Help’s arrived,” Fillingham said, waving to someone behind Christine. 
She turned toward the sound of an engine droning. A large wooden boat charged toward them from the west, a Canadian flag snapping from the transom, a Harbor Police officer standing in the cockpit while another shadowy figure steered the craft inside the windowed cabin.  
The engine idled as the boat neared. Fillingham pointed to the truck driver lying on the sand, chest rising and falling in quick pants. The officer in the boat’s stern opened an equipment cabinet and extracted a wooden rescue board. 
The boat cut its engine. Fillingham waded into the water, grabbed the backboard from the officer and held it over his head as he walked it in and placed it alongside the truck driver. Kneeling, Christine and Fillingham lifted the driver onto the board. He was dead weight. They buckled him in at the knees, waist and chest. 
Christine stood up and immediately toppled over, falling to one knee, fingertips digging into the sand. Gosh, she was dizzy. She tried to push back onto her heels to right herself, but she couldn’t. It felt like her elbows were made of spaghetti. 
“Stay there,” Fillingham said. He motioned to the boat. 
The Harbor Police officer slid into the waist-deep water and headed toward them. 
Christine watched the two men lift the stretcher off the ground, using the slots around the board edge as hand holds. “Give me a second,” she said.
They ignored her and waded into the water, the board wobbling as they raised it to keep the driver dry. When they reached the boat, they slid the backboard onto the hull’s edge. Fillingham held it there while the officer hauled himself into the vessel. The construction worker disappeared into the belly of the boat.   
Fillingham returned to shore. “You’re next,” he said to her. 
She couldn’t leave now. She had to help with the injured, isolate the accident scene, check on Ginny, in case Fillingham had made a mistake. She shook her head. A bolt of pain shot through her temple. 
“Hey, PW, over here!” a loud voice called. She turned. A man in a wrinkled suit held up a camera, and Christine blinked at the blinding flash of light, white spots dotting her vision.
“What the hell!” Fillingham stomped across the sand to the man holding the heavy black camera, its round, silver flash as big as a grapefruit. Fillingham stood chest-to-chest with the photographer, livid, police uniform clinging wetly to his lean frame. “This is a crime scene,” Fillingham said. “No civilians.” He pressed a finger into the man’s chest. “Unless you want me to arrest you right now for interfering with an investigation, get the hell away!”
The man’s mouth twitched. He was five inches taller than Fillingham and looked fifty pounds heavier, but he turned and walked across the sand to the boardwalk, his equipment bag slapping his leg. 
Fillingham watched him for a few seconds, then turned back to Christine. “You’re going to the hospital,” he said, motioning with his thumb to the police vessel.
“We have to find out what’s going on,” she protested. “Assess injuries. Take witness statements.”
Fillingham retrieved his utility belt with attached radio and gun holster from underneath a shrub. Unlike Christine, he must have hidden his gear before running into the water. Depressing the black button on his radio, he said, “Dispatch, 52-25. PC Fillingham. Harbor Police has arrived at 42 Lakeshore. Requesting transportation of injured civilian and injured PW to the mainland. Over.”
Before Dispatch responded, a crackle: “52-25. Sergeant Bard. Detail injuries of PW. Over.” 
“52-25. PC Fillingham. Head injury, contusions, no obvious broken bones. Walking ambulatory. Over.” 
“I don’t need to go to the hospital,” Christine repeated, still on one knee. She wanted to tell him to give her a second, then she would be able to return to the demolition site to help, but she couldn’t get the words out.
Fillingham ignored her. 
The radio crackled. “Dispatch to 52-25. Civilian and PW transport verified via Toronto Harbor Police THP 11. Ambulance directed to the ferry dock. Toronto General Hospital notified you are en route. Over.”
Fillingham hung his utility belt over one shoulder and pulled her to her feet. She staggered and leaned heavily on his other shoulder. 
“Jesus, you weigh a ton,” he said. He grabbed her under her armpits and steered her toward the water. She tried to help, make her legs walk underneath her, but her knees kept giving out. They stumbled the first ten feet until they were waist-deep and he could pull her along in the water. Looking down, she realized she no longer had her purse or shoes, her soaked radio sat ruined in its holster and her nylons were shredded like webbing around her legs. 
The officer in the boat helped her up the metal ladder overhanging the hull; her knees buckled inside the cockpit, and she slid down on her side beside the truck driver, like a netted fish. Fillingham pulled himself into the craft, and the two men stood in the cockpit, water pooling in the hull from their wet clothes. The engine gunned. Christine rolled toward the driver as the boat turned. It straightened and accelerated; she was jostled as the boat smacked the waves.
Her stomach churned. She tried closing her eyes, shutting a curtain on the day’s clear blueness to curb the nausea, but she kept getting flashes of Ginny’s bent leg, of her troubled final look. Christine swallowed. She tasted bile and the metallic tang of blood. Groaning, she pulled herself up by a metal cleat on the gunwale, leaned over the side and vomited into the foamy wake, her long brown hair whipping around in the wind. Someone held on to her by her belt as she leaned over the side and threw up twice more. Finished, she slid back down to the floor and closed her eyes. 
She woke up in the ambulance as the attendant listened to her heartbeat, the two of them connected by the blue tube of his stethoscope. Behind the attendant, Fillingham came in and out of focus. 
“What day is it?” the attendant said.
She knew what he was doing—a neurological check—and it was a simple question. No problem answering. Except that her blurry vision was confusing her thinking. What had he asked? About the weather? Her mom’s name? The siren wailed; she couldn’t think with that sound penetrating her skull.
“It’s sunny,” she said during an ebb in the siren howl. 
The attendant turned and said something to Fillingham in a low voice.  
Inside the hospital, a nurse directed the three of them into a cubicle in the emergency ward. They lifted Christine onto the narrow bed, and the nurse shooed the men away. After horseshoeing the curtains around the bed, the nurse approached Christine with scissors.
“I’ll cut off your clothes,” she said. “It’s easier.”
“No,” Christine grunted. Police officers were granted one uniform every two years. And she had to have hers custom-made because of her height. “I can take them off.”
“They’re pretty stained,” the nurse said.
Christine looked down at the sodden wool, the dark blotches on her tunic and skirt—bloodstains. “That’s okay.” As the nurse helped her out of her clothes, Christine squeezed her eyes closed against the pain. Grunting, she shifted sideways so the nurse could wriggle her skirt off. The nurse dressed her in a faded blue hospital gown, easing her arms into the sleeve holes the way Christine used to dress Donna for bed when her sister was younger. 
Christine lay back exhausted, her mind flickering to the demolition, replaying ten-second reels of the morning: Sergeant Bard running toward her; Ginny’s boyfriend grabbing her sleeve saying, “Help her”; Kevin Lamprey and his buddies gleefully kicking the submerged truck driver; Ginny lying broken on the grass, like a daisy run over by a lawn mower. 
Christine swallowed, closing her eyes to stop the replay. She raised a shaking hand to her face and felt the swollen lump of her eye. 
“Don’t touch,” the nurse commanded. “I’ll clean you up before the doctor comes in.” She inclined the bed. 
Christine felt the nurse clasp her wrist, pressing her pulse point. She smelled the alcohol before it touched her face. Stinging. Stinging. Christine sucked in her breath. She must have a cut above her right eyebrow. Her eyes watered in response, and she blinked the tears away. Her head pounded. The nurse spoke to Christine, but her words sounded muted, like she was speaking underwater.
The police force’s physician came in and introduced himself as Dr. Jim. He was energetic and cheerful, used to attending to the broken bones and minor injuries police officers were prone to when on street patrol. He asked her to follow his finger
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