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    One


    Old sins cast long shadows I’ve often been told and I can tell you it’s true. Those sins may be dead and buried, but their shadows live forever. And they have claws that will tear the heart right out of you.


    When I walked into the fire I knew it was dangerous, but I hoped I wouldn’t be burned. After all, when you sell your soul, after you’ve made a deal with the devil, the flames might not set you ablaze. But there’s always a cost. I knew it would have to be paid at some point, but I didn’t know the price. And it didn’t matter. I had no choice.


    When Pandora opened the box she released all the evils upon the world. Her curiosity brought misfortune. But I didn’t open the box because I was curious. I already knew what I’d find there. I knew exactly what it would unleash but I hoped I could handle it. I still hope so.


    At least tonight I won’t have to think about it. Nothing is going to happen, not yet. I’ve got two chilled bottles of wine in the backseat calling my name and the bag of takeout Thai food I place carefully into the hatch smells so delicious I’m tempted to grab a spring roll right now, but I resist.


    I slam the door shut and I’m going around the back of the car when pair of strong hands grabs me. A black hood is pulled over my head and I put up a good fight until a second pair of hands restrains me and I’m thrown into the back of a car. There’s no point in fighting two assailants I can’t even see.


    My heart is pounding and my mind racing. Keep it together. Stay calm. I guess they aren’t going to kill me—they could easily have done that by now. So this is something else. The devil wants his due.

  


  
    Two


    Two weeks ago


    “It won’t take long. The bank’s closing in fifteen minutes,” I say as I push open the door.


    “Promise?” I hear Maja ask as I end the call and realize I’ve made a liar out of myself. There’s a long line inside the bank and single flustered teller is serving customers while the head teller is on the phone at the back of the room. I can see the manager is in his office with some clients.


    From the sighs of frustration I can hear and the tense body language of everyone ahead of me, it’s clear they’ve all been waiting a while. At the front of the line, an old guy with his long grey hair in a ponytail is leaning on the counter, monopolizing the teller. His leather jacket and very expensive hand tooled cowboy boots indicate he’s wealthy and his body language and attitude speak of entitlement. I’m sure we’ll be waiting a long time.


    I take a deep breath and scan the line, trying to be patient. Ahead of me is a frail elderly couple both sitting on their walkers, a young mother with a toddler in a stroller and a fussy infant on her hip, and the usual guys in hoodies and businessmen in suits. Just behind the guy at the counter I recognize my friend Rachel. As usual, she’s impossible to miss. Rachel’s plus-sized and doesn’t try to hide it—the purple highlights in her grey hair perfectly match the woven lavender and purple cape she’s wearing. I’m sure it’s something she’s woven herself; Rachel’s a textile artist who lives and teaches at the feminist collective outside town.


    To pass the time I distract myself by glancing around the bank’s interior. Built over a hundred years ago, it’s a beautiful old limestone building and a symbol of our town’s earlier prosperity, especially compared to the shuttered factories and boarded up shops currently lining Main Street. Most of the bank’s original architecture was lost when they renovated and carved up the interior space. I bet there are carved mouldings and ceiling medallions behind the modern drop ceiling that’s been hung a few feet below the original one. The ugly speckled foam boards are stained and water damaged, thanks to the flood last week that forced the bank to close for repairs. Scaffolding is still set up along one wall and there are sections of ceiling still exposed, revealing wiring, and plumbing and sprinkler lines.


    Another impatient glance at my watch tells me it’s five minutes to closing. Just as the security guard is about to lock the main entrance, a man wearing a baseball cap slips in. The guard turns the lock and pulls the metal security grill partway across the glass doors then turns the sign to Closed and stands ready to let customers out as they’ve finished their business. Then the man in the baseball cap yanks a neck warmer up over his face and pulls a gun out of his jacket pocket.


    “Move,” he says, motioning the guard away from the door as three guys in hoodies step out of line ahead of me, pulling balaclavas over their faces and shouting “Get down! Everybody down on the floor!”


    Within a minute they’ve cleared the offices and start herding all of us into one of the back rooms.


    “Drop your cell phones and wallets here,” one of the robbers shouts, kicking a blue recycling bin in front of the door the room. One by one we’re quickly searched then sent inside. Before he locks us in, he tears out the phone on the desk so we can’t call for help. They take the manager with them and I can see the look of terror on his face as the door closes. He knows he’s going to die.


    Nobody says a word as we’re all straining to hear what the robbers are doing. At least they’ve kept the lights on and I’m able to quickly scan the room. There are no windows and the only way out is the locked door.


    “Did you hit the alarm?” I ask the teller. He drops his head, embarrassed. I feel the tension flare in the room when everyone realizes the police aren’t already on the way. “Are they going to kill us?” someone whimpers.


    “I doubt it.” I have no idea, but I try to sound as if everything is under control, even though it makes no sense. Most bank robbers are in and out in a couple of minutes. This looks like they are planning on a longer stay. Why lock us up? Are we hostages?


    “Please, try to stay calm,” I say. “We all need to sit down, especially you two.” I push the two office chairs over to the elderly couple who gratefully collapse into them, their arms around one another. “The rest of you, just sit on the floor, behind the desk. It’ll be safer there.” I’m thinking of gunfire. The walls are just thin partitions—a bullet would go through them like cardboard, in case either the robbers or the police decide to start shooting.


    “Who the fuck put you in charge?” The old guy with the ponytail barks, crossing his arms and looking for a fight. I may be only five foot five inches tall, but I could take him down in a heartbeat if it came to it.


    “She’s a police detective,” Rachel snaps before I can reply. “Asshole.”


    He glares at her and it looks like he’s thinking about starting something with her, then sits on the edge of one of the desks, either unable to get down on the floor or unwilling to look like he’s complying. I no longer care.


    The baby starts to snuffle and cry and my heart falls. The last thing we need in here is a screaming baby. The mother slips it out of the sling and quickly lifts her shirt. An audible sigh of relief goes through the room as the baby starts nursing. The only sound is the embarrassed laugh of the man in the suit. I recognize his face from ads plastered all over the town’s buses and transit shelters. He’s a local realtor: Joe Rossi.


    Rachel sidles up next to me. “Lucy, do you have your gun?”


    “It’s my day off.” I shrug. It wouldn’t have done any good since they’d just have taken it from me anyway. God only knows how much trouble that would have created for me at the station and I’m already in for it with Maja at home: I’m definitely going to be late for dinner.


    I perch on the edge of the desk next to the security guard. “Are there other alarms?” I keep my voice low.


    “Sure,” he says, shooting a glance at the trainee teller. “But someone has to trip them.”


    “What about cameras?” He nods. “Oh yeah, all over the place.” Okay, so at least we may have a shot at identifying them after the fact. Something doesn’t fit though. They didn’t pull up their masks until after they’d begun the robbery. Maybe the cameras aren’t working after all, and they knew it.


    I keep my ear to the door and can clearly hear the sound of machinery.


    “Are they cutting the vault door?” someone asks. “Isn’t that where all the money is?”


    “I doubt we even have 30K on reserve in the vault,” the head teller says. “This is just a small local branch.”


    Not that thirty thousand dollars isn’t a lot of money, but I don’t think it’s enough for four robbers, two with guns, to risk holding up a bank for. Robbing a teller at gunpoint for the contents of a cash drawer is typically the work of a lone robber. This is something else.


    “I think they may be after the safety deposit boxes,” the teller says in response to my look. “They must be drilling out the locks.”


    I feel my anxiety building and know I need to do something, soon. Sitting in here, waiting for something to happen and being unable to do anything about it is not something I’m able to handle.


    A glance up at the dropped ceiling tiles overhead gives me an idea. If I can just get up there the noise of their drills will mask what I’m doing.


    “Did they count us when we came in here?” I ask the security guard.


    “I don’t think so.” He looks confused. “Why?”


    “I need you to boost me up there.” I point at the ceiling. “Everyone else—stay quiet.”


    We both climb onto the desk and I push up against a ceiling tile. It pops up easily and he heaves me up high enough that I can pull myself up above the suspended panels, ignoring the pain in my shoulder.


    “You’re going into the ventilation duct?!” The trainee teller says. “Awesome!”


    “No. Just the ceiling. This isn’t Die Hard.”


    “Still very cool.” He gives me the thumbs up.


    “I’m going to drop down on the other side and unlock the door,” I whisper. “When I do, you’re all going to run out down the hall to the back of the building and out the emergency exit. Help each other,” I point to the elderly couple who are already getting up and clutching their walkers. “Understood?”


    “But when we open the emergency exit the alarm will sound,” the head teller says.


    “I’m counting on it. Count to fifty before you go out that back door. And when you do, keep running—all the way up the street, okay? Get as far away from the building as you can.”


    I carefully keep my weight over the steel ceiling supports as I slide the tile back into place behind me. “If anyone comes in, I was never here, okay?”


    I creep along the inner ceiling, hearing ominous creaking every time I shift myself to crawl forward, but the structure seems stable so I keep going, wondering the entire time what the hell I’m doing this for. We could have all just stayed locked in the room. The robbers would have finished what they’re doing and left the way they’d come. But that’s not me. Feeling vulnerable and exposed, just waiting around and hoping for the best isn’t something I’m capable of doing. I know from painful experience; I tried for years and it ended badly.


    Once I’ve moved about ten feet along, I carefully pop up one of the ceiling tiles and take a peek below to make sure none of the robbers are in sight. I don’t see anyone so I take a deep breath, slide the tile over and I’m about to drop down the nine feet to the stone floor, then I hesitate. What if I turn my ankle or break my leg? That wouldn’t be helpful and I don’t need another injury; I’ve barely recovered from my last one. So I shuffle a little further along, planning to drop down onto one of the sofas that line the wall outside the meeting room, when suddenly one of the robbers appears below me. He’s looking up, curious about the noise and I freeze, holding my breath. I see he has his weapon tucked into his belt, like an idiot. He’ll shoot his balls off one day.


    He goes over to the door and tests it, making sure it’s still locked. Satisfied everything is under control he turns to leave as I allow myself to fall through the ceiling, right on top of him. He’s not as soft a landing as the sofa would have been, but he still breaks my fall. It may also have broken his neck, but I don’t bother to check. I’m not that interested in his well being.


    I run to the door and start to hustle everyone out. Two by two they creep out of the room and head down the hallway, leaving me with the security guard.


    “I’ll just take out the trash,” the guard says as he picks the limp body and tosses him like a rag doll into the office, then gives me a wink as he closes the door.


    First I take the robber’s gun—a 9mm Glock semi-automatic pistol, exactly like my police weapon.


    “Thanks,” I whisper. “Now go. When you’re all there, count to fifty and head out the door.”


    “You aren’t coming?”


    I hold my finger to my lips and shake my head, then give him a little shove to get him going as I creep back down the hall and wait for the alarm to ring. When it does the robbers will come running and I’ll be ready for them. I count to fifty, but no alarm goes off. I wait another ten. Is the alarm silent? Is it even working? Were they not able to get out?


    I can’t risk waiting any longer so I creep up to the end of the hall and look toward the bank vault. I can still hear sound of drilling and metal being smashed and I can just get a glimpse of the men pulling jewellery and cash out of the safety deposit boxes and dropping it all into a bag. A glance behind the counter tells me the teller’s cash drawers have already been emptied.


    How much time has passed? It feels like ages, but I know that’s just the adrenaline rushing through me. They’re working fast and should be done in a few minutes by the look of things. As I watch one of the robbers comes out of the vault carrying a bag that he leaves by the front door. Then he slides something into the inner pocket of his jacket, unlocks the front door, slips past the metal security grill and heads down the sidewalk. He must he going for the getaway vehicle.


    I see two other robbers still in the vault, filling another bag. The bank manager is cringing in the corner of the vault, clearly terrified, but there’s nothing I can do to help him. They still have another gun, and I’m not about to risk endangering the manager by attempting an arrest now. As I turn to head out the back door I see the second gun, just lying on a desk behind the teller station. They must have felt so confident once they’d locked us all in they thought they wouldn’t need it.


    I draw the Glock from my belt and check the magazine. It’s loaded. One of the guys in a hoodie carries a bag out to the front door and puts it down, then peers through the glass, checking for the driver. While his back is turned I creep up to the vault, picking up the second gun on the way.


    I knock on the metal bars of the vault with my weapon and the robber turns, thinking it’s his partner. He goes for his weapon, but remembers too late that he’s left it lying on the counter. He freezes, staring at my gun.


    “Raise your hands.” I see his eyes behind the balaclava, desperately calculating what to do as the bank manager takes the advantage, runs out of the vault and cowers behind me. Then I slam the metal gate shut, locking the robber inside.


    At the sound of the vault slamming shut the last robber comes running and I turn to meet him. He’s already standing in the middle of the bank, eyes wide in astonishment before he even notices me pointing the gun at him. I see his eyes dart toward where the gun had been lying on the counter.


    “Too late,” I shake my head. “Now, lie on your stomach, hands above your head,” I shout over the sound of sirens outside in the street. He panics and starts to run toward the back exit, but I fire a shot that gets him in the leg. That puts him down and as the police rush through the door I lay down both weapons and raise my hands in the air.


    “Hi Detective Gauthier.” One of the Constables recognizes me and grins. “Are you working today?”


    “Funny,” I smirk. Two more patrol officers come in, weapons drawn. They look disappointed when there’s nothing to do but clean up and they holster their guns and head over to the man lying on the floor. He’s moaning in pain from the bullet in his knee.


    “There’s another one in the back office,” I say. “And one locked in the vault.” I look around for the manager, who’s now peeking over the top of the courtesy desk. “Maybe he can help you get him out.”


    “Did you get the driver?” I call after them as they spread out to get to work. They look baffled and stop short.


    “What driver?”


    “There was another guy. He went out the front door just a minute ago.” They shake their heads.


    “Dammit!” I pull out my phone to call Maja. I’m going to be late.


    “Looks like I’m going to be stuck at work,” I say when she picks up.


    “You weren’t at work Lucy,” she sighs. “You went to the bank.” She pauses for a moment. “You did go to the bank, right?”


    “Yeah…Something came up. Now I’ve got paperwork to do.”


    “But Abby and Chantal are coming for dinner! I don’t understand…”


    “Save some for me. I’ll be late.”

  


  
    Three


    When I walk into the station Monday morning I’m greeted by all the administrative staff and duty constables whistling and clapping in applause. I take an awkward bow, flushed in embarrassment. The hostages made a meal of the story and it was splashed across media, though I never gave a statement. Let the police department’s PR division do that if they want. I can’t think of anything worse than being the center of attention, for lots of reasons.


    There’s a lush flower arrangement on my desk, fragrant with roses, freesia and even some early sweet peas. The card is unsigned, apart from a large heart and a lipstick kiss, but I know it’s from Rachel. The women at the collective make crafts and sell flowers to provide employment training and income for the women they shelter, and their arrangements are beautiful—too good to waste on the station. I’ll definitely bring it home at the end of the day; I’m sure Maja will love it.


    It might help appease her. She was furious with me when I got home on Saturday night. They were just finishing dinner but at least I was able to join them for dessert and a few glasses of wine. Maja managed to smile and pretend to be calm when I shared the story of the bank robbery with Abby and Chantal, who were maybe a little more excited than I was able to cope with. It must have been the wine they’d drunk with dinner; they were asking a million questions and praising me extravagantly while Maja sat with a frozen smile. I know that smile. And I knew I was in trouble.


    She brought me out an ice pack, anticipating I needed it. “I’m sure your arm must be aching,” she said. And it was. I just had a cast off two weeks ago and my forearm was tender and weak. Not to mention my old rotator cuff injury in my shoulder was throbbing. She opened her hand, revealing two ibuprophen capsules.


    “Thank you,” I whispered. She just sighed heavily.


    The minute our guests left she gave me a dressing down as she slammed around the kitchen and cleared away the dirty dishes. “Why would you take that risk? You could have been killed. Again. Haven’t you learned your lesson yet? Not even after last time?”


    She barely spoke to me on Sunday morning and it was only after she got back from her shift at the walk-in clinic that she seemed to be back to normal. At least I got a hug and a smile when she walked in the door.


    I’ve just got my coat off and my feet under the desk when DS Agu calls me into the meeting room. I’m sure it’s the bollocking I’ve been dreading. I know exactly what he’ll say: I risked the safety of the bank customers. I should not have escaped through the ceiling. I should have gone out the door with them and not gone after the robbers. I shouldn’t have shot one of them. And I definitely shouldn’t have put the one guy in hospital with a broken neck.


    There’s another man in the office and Agu introduces him as DS Dudek then invites me to sit down. If I’m getting a reprimand—official or informal—it doesn’t look like it’s happening immediately.


    “DS Dudek is in CID out of District 2,” Agu says. “He’s leading the investigation into Saturday’s robbery attempt.” District 2 is one of the largest divisions in the Niagara Regional Police Force, thanks to the fact that more people live there, more businesses operate in the area including a casino and an indoor theme park, and millions of tourists flock to Niagara Falls every year. District 6, where I’m posted, is small by comparison. We don’t even have our own Criminal Investigation Division, which is why District 2 is taking over.


    “I just want to take your statement,” Dudek says, pulling out his notebook and I go over the story again, with him interrupting for clarification a few times. But my story is the same as it was when I gave my first statement after the robbery. Nothing has changed. I’ve never managed to change the past yet, even though I often wish I could.


    “Have you caught the driver?” I ask when Dudek’s finished.


    “No,” he says, with a glance at DS Agu, who looks uncomfortable. “According to the men we’ve got in custody there was no other robber.”


    “Of course there was! There were four of them. I saw one slip out the door.”


    I try not to get defensive, and fail. “Why would I make it up? There was a fourth man. He came out of the vault, dropped a bag by the door then snuck out. He was wearing a baseball cap. You must have seen him on camera. Check the CCTV.”


    “There’s no footage,” Dudek sighs. “The cameras weren’t working.”


    “So that’s why the robbers weren’t concerned about their faces being seen when they were waiting in line at the bank,” I’m thinking out loud. “Convenient.”


    He grimaces. “It appears the flood at the bank last week wasn’t an accident. The necessary repairs gave the contractors a way in to turn off the CCTV cameras and the alarms. We’ve got nothing on video for eighteen hours before the robbery.”


    Which explains why I didn’t hear the alarm go off when everyone ran out the back emergency exit. “So someone at the bank set this up?”


    “We’re checking into it,” he nods.


    “There would have been a lot of workers there,” Agu adds. “Plumbers, electricians, flooring guys, painters, not to mention insurance adjusters and God knows who else. It wouldn’t have been difficult to get in.”


    “How much money did they get away with? Anything?” It can’t be much, since the bags were all retrieved when the last three robbers were arrested. Apart from whatever it was I saw the fourth man slip into his pocket.


    “It’s impossible to say,” Dudek admits. “We know how much cash there was in the tellers’ drawers, but whatever was in the safety deposit boxes is unknown at this time.”


    “People use them to protect valuables,” Agu adds. “Important documents like Wills or whatever. But they’re also good for hiding things you don’t want anyone to find.”


    “Because no-one’s going to admit to having them,” I say as it dawns on me.


    “You’re technically not allowed to keep dangerous or illegal items in safety deposit boxes,” Agu says. “Like guns or drugs or stolen items. But people do all the time. There’s no way to know.”


    “Doesn’t the bank need to know for insurance purposes?”


    “Nothing left in a safety deposit box is insured by the bank. Whoever owns the box would need to insure the contents themselves—on a special rider on their home insurance policy.”


    Safety deposit boxes suddenly don’t seem all that safe after all.


    “Were specific boxes targeted?” I ask after a moment. “Or did it seem random, like they were just smashing and grabbing?”


    “The manager said it looked like they were working from a list. We’ll know who the boxes belonged to by the end of the day. And the owners will tell us something, but who knows if it’ll be true?”


    “They’re not likely to admit to anything incriminating,” I say. “If I was hiding something from the law, you’d be the last person I’d tell.”


    Dudek looks uncomfortable. “The only question mark is this fourth robber you claim was there…”


    “I saw him,” I insist, trying to stay calm. “And he put something in his pocket before he left.”


    Dudek raises his hand to forestall me. “DC Gauthier, let’s be clear. I believe your word over that of the bank robbers we’ve got in custody.” I’m relieved to hear it. “But why they deny his existence is interesting. And unfortunately we have no proof. Nothing on camera…”


    “The security guard will remember him. He was the guy who slipped in at the last minute, just as the bank was closing. He pulled a gun on him—just before he pulled up the balaclava. You’d think he’d remember his face.” Dudek thinks for a moment.


    “We’ll speak with him again. Get him to give us a description, maybe do a sketch. Release it to the media.” He turns a fresh page in his notebook. “This item you saw him put into his pocket. Did you get a look at it? What size was it?”


    I think back to Saturday afternoon, trying to call up the mental image of the man as he went out the door. “I saw him from the side. Three quarter view, maybe. He was wearing jeans, and a long olive green jacket. And a baseball cap. The logo on the front…was a sports team.” I’m thinking hard. “It was the Blue Jays. Definitely.” Dudek writes notes as I recall the details. “He was maybe in his late forties. Clean-shaven, round face. About five foot eight inches tall. Slightly overweight—he had a beer belly hanging over the front of his jeans.”


    “Good, thanks. And the item?” Dudek prompts me. “It must have been small, since he put it into his pocket.


    “It was long, white, in an envelope.”


    “You’re sure it was an envelope? Not a jewellery case, maybe? Like for a necklace?”


    “I’m not sure,” I admit. “It was definitely white. About four inches wide, maybe eight inches long. He put it into the inside pocket of his jacket.”


    “Okay, that’s good. We’re checking other CCTV cameras in the area to see if we can pick anything up. This description will help.”


    Dudek thanks me again and gets up to leave, but DS Agu keeps me back. Great. Here comes the bollocking.

  


  
    Four


    “Gauthier,” Agu begins once the door is closed. “I need to review something with you.”


    “Sir?” I brace myself for what’s coming. His use of the word review brings others to mind, like disciplinary and misconduct and neglect of duty.


    “One of the bog bodies has been positively identified,” he begins. “From last summer?” he reminds me when he sees the stunned expression on my face.


    “Bog bodies?” I echo, not quite on the same page as he is. Then it clicks. I’m not in trouble. DS Agu hasn’t brought me in here to reprimand me.


    “Yes. The remains of a female have been identified from her dental records. She went missing in 1990, when she was fifteen years old. Her name is Ella Weaver. Maybe you remember the case?”


    “1990? Sir, I was born in 1992. Before my time, literally.”


    Agu laughs. “I realize that. I meant, maybe you’ve heard of the case, or read up on it at some point.”


    I shake my head. “Sorry, Sir. No.”


    “Ella Weaver went with a friend to see a band perform at a concert at the Buffalo Auditorium. Her friend was found two days later, in bad shape, with no recollection of what happened. Ella Weaver was never seen again.”


    I make a note to read up on the file when I get a minute. “Why did you want to speak to me, Sir?” I assume it has something to do with the bog case, which I’d been involved in last summer. In the process of solving another homicide I discovered dozens of decomposed bodies buried deep in Wainfleet bog, bodies we’re still in the process of identifying, without much success.


    “I’m assigning this cold case to you,” Agu says. “You’ll be the lead on the investigation.”


    “Sir?! Really?” I can barely keep the grin off my face.


    “You’ve earned it,” he says as he sits behind his desk. “You may still be new on the team, but you’ve shown me—several times already—that you’re an excellent investigator with great instincts.” He slides a file folder across the desk to me. “Read up on it. You’ll have a lot of catching up to do.”


    Taking the folder I thank Agu and head back to my desk. What a great turnaround. I thought I was in for it and it just proves how things can change in a heartbeat.


    I turn to Vogel’s desk, eager to share my news, then my heart sinks when I see his empty desk. He’s away on vacation, at his sister’s wedding in the Rockies. DC Vogel gets me. He’s the one person who wouldn’t make a big noise about what happened at the bank, but he’d totally support my being assigned this cold case. He’s the closest I’ve ever had to a friend, and he’s become my emotional support here at the station, almost against my will. I miss him, not that I’d ever let him know it.


    I feel a stab of regret admitting that to myself. Before he went away we hadn’t been getting along. I know it’s my fault; I’m not great with people and I like my boundaries. Vogel tries to get close and he pushes too hard.


    The last time we worked together he just wouldn’t let up.


    “You never talk about your childhood Gauthier,” he’d said with a forced laugh. “Why not? Are you hiding something?”


    I started to panic as adrenaline flooded through me. My heart was pounding and I swear I saw red.


    “Why would you think I’m hiding something?” I’d snapped at him, my voice shrill. “What would I be hiding?”


    Vogel had recoiled in surprise. “Nothing. I’m just…joking.” After that I made a point of avoiding him until he left on vacation. My past is my own business and I’m not about to share it with anyone, not even Vogel.


    I flip through the file Agu gave me. There’s not a lot in it. Many of the pages are brittle and yellowed with age and none of them will have any digital support either, given their vintage. They are thirty years old after all, and I bet most of the investigating officers on the case are retired, or dead. So no help there, but there are also probably boxes archived in storage that I’ll need to requisition.


    How did this fifteen-year old girl end up dead and buried in Wainfleet bog? We still have very little information about any of the bodies that were found buried there; forensic investigation has been slow, given the age of the bodies, the amount of decomposition and lack of resources. All we know for certain is they were buried by a man named Louis Zappa, who had mob connections going back decades. But he’d died before we got a chance to interview him.


    It’s going to be a challenge to go back thirty years and untangle the threads of this girl’s story to find out what happened to her. Having a positive ID is a start anyway. Her dental records and the distinctive belt and earrings found with the body are a match to those in the missing person’s report her mother filed thirty years ago.


    Not much else was found with her body. I glance through the photos of the evidence. There was a tube of lip gloss and some breath mints found in the pocket of her pants. Luckily the pants were polyester so they hadn’t decayed. There were two photographs but they were completely ruined, the images faded to nothing. There was also a folded piece of paper, with some words printed on paper in black pen. The paper was badly degraded when it was found in her pocket, so it’s difficult to figure out what the words mean. They seem random, like some kind of a list, or maybe a poem. I make a note to see if the original can be restored in some way. Forensic technology has progressed a lot in thirty years; it might be possible to use Infrared Luminescence and photography to help restore the missing words and letters. Then I can work on deciphering their meaning.


    From the papers in the file I read that Ella Weaver was born in 1975, she lived in town, had attended the local high school, and was fifteen when she disappeared. She’d lived with her mother, a single parent.


    My heart skips a beat as just like that the day goes to hell. Her mother is Rachel Weaver. Rachel, my friend from Womyn Collective. I stare at the bouquet of flowers on my desk and wonder how I’m supposed to manage this.


    I quickly review all the material in the folder to make sure I know all there is to know, then I requisition the cold case files. They’ll be pulled out of storage this afternoon and with any luck I’ll have them by end of day. Now I have to go speak with Rachel. I’ve delivered several death notifications to family members in my police career, but never one to anyone I consider a friend. I’m not sure I know how to handle it. I push out my chair and slowly pull on my coat. If I could walk any slower as I head out to my car, I would.


    I pull into the Womyn Collective Farm driveway and park close to the shop where they sell lotions, oils and their signature textiles and weaving. That’s Rachel’s contribution to the success of the enterprise. She’s a talented textile artist whose work has been displayed in museums and galleries around the world. She’s also helped create a profitable business for Womyn’s owner, Sophie. The abused women who come to Sophie for shelter are trained by Rachel to dye and spin yarn, to weave and to sew and to create unique table linens, quilts, soft toys, clothing and rugs that they sell at the farm, at markets, and online.


    I find Rachel where she usually is, inside the Womyn shop. She’s sitting in a circle of women who are attempting to learn knitting. Rachel is laughing with them as they struggle with these traditional female crafts, the sort of thing our great-grandmothers all knew how to do blindfolded.


    As usual, Rachel is wearing layers of colourful printed scarves, over a woven tunic and pants, no doubt her own design. The purple streaks in her long grey hair have been enhanced with several new ones in fuchsia since I saw her on Saturday, and they match the chunky bead necklace she’s wearing. Rachel is heavy-breasted and very overweight and her hips and thighs hang over the sides of her stool. She reminds me of an ancient fertility goddess, mystical and radiating power and love. I feel sick at the thought of what I have to tell her.


    “Lucy!” she laughs when she notices me. “My hero!” She shakes the shoulder of the woman next to her. “This is Detective Gauthier,” she says as she gets up and comes around to meet me. “She’s the one who foiled the bank robbers.” All of the women in the circle turn to me and I flush with embarrassment.


    “Thank you for the flowers,” I say. “They’re beautiful.”


    “And so are you, my dear,” she says giving me a big hug. “So are you.” I hug her back, as hard as I can, lingering for a moment before I break it off.


    “I have to talk to you.”


    A slight frown creases her forehead. “What’s wrong Lucy?” She studies my face for a moment. “Your aura is cloudy.”


    “Yeah, I guess it probably is. I have some news.”


    “Is it about the bank robbery?” she asks, once we’re sitting at a table across the room, out of earshot of the other women.


    I shake my head. “I don’t even know how to tell you this.” Now she looks really worried and I know I’m just making it worse by dragging it out. “We’ve identified one of the victims found in the bog last summer.” I’m trying to be sensitive, not saying body or remains, but really, who am I kidding?


    Rachel just looks blank.


    “It’s Ella Weaver,” I say, my voice catching. “Your daughter.” Rachel doesn’t move, but I know she heard me. She just can’t process what I said. I reach over and take her hands in mine. “I’m so sorry.”


    “Ella,” she whispers after a moment. “She’s dead.” It’s not a question.


    “The police said she’d run away. I knew it wasn’t true.” Rachel looks into my eyes, willing me to believe her. I can’t explain whatever the investigating officers said or did all those years ago, but I fear I won’t like what I find out when I go through the files. They’d probably discounted much of what Rachel had said during the initial interviews, putting it down to maternal hysteria.


    “Ella was a beautiful soul,” Rachel says. “A Libra.”


    I pat her hand, but there’s nothing I can say. “I’ve spent my life looking for her,” she says. “And she’s been here all along.” After a minute Rachel pushes herself up from her seat. “Please come with me Lucy. There’s something I want to show you.”


    I follow her past the now empty knitting circle, the women all discreetly gone, into Rachel’s studio. It’s an open well-lit space at one end of the barn, with her loom set up next to a spinning wheel. An easel stands in the far corner, with an unfinished painting on it, and a collection of canvases are stacked next to it on the floor. On the far wall is a massive textile piece, almost a sculpture. It’s a work in progress, destined no doubt for some prestigious exhibition halfway around the world. It’s abstract, but reminds me of a dream landscape, with trees and grasses, moss and lichen and bark, all woven from yarn.


    I sit on a worn sofa while she rummages around her things for a while, then she extracts a photo album. She lays it open on the table, pulls her chair up next to mine and starts to go through the pages. Before my eyes I see Ella’s life pass by, from her baby pictures, held swaddled by a Rachel so young I don’t recognize her, to a toddler and a beautiful blond little girl riding a bike, climbing aboard a school bus, and finally a Ella as a teenager. The last photos in the album were taken on the same day in summer, in a garden full of flowers. Ella is laughing and standing next to her mother, enduring a hug and rolling her eyes like a typical teenager. Both of them are wearing long, flowery and layered dresses with ruffled hems, along with cowboy boots and fringed vests—the height of hippie grunge fashion.


    “These were taken on Ella’s birthday. Her last one,” Rachel’s voice breaks. Ella’s thick hair is almost waist long and wavy, a blonde version of Rachel’s sea of grey waves. “She hated her hair,” Rachel whispers. “Always wished it was straight.”


    “She looks a lot like you. And not just the hair.” It’s true. Rachel is so young and slender she could be taken for Ella’s sister.


    Rachel smiles her thanks. “She was a golden child. Her name means light.” She strokes the photo, then glances up at me. “So does yours, Lucy. From Lucia.”


    “Can you tell me anything about when she went missing?” I change the subject. Rachel doesn’t know Lucy isn’t my real name, and I’m not going to tell her.


    “I know it’s been a long time, but anything you can remember might help.”


    “Even after all this time?” She sighs heavily. “Whoever did this to her is probably dead himself.”


    “Maybe, maybe not,” I say. “But let’s find out.”


    Rachel thinks for a moment. “You know, when I read my chart this morning, I knew something would be revealed. My moon’s in Scorpio, with Neptune and Pluto.”


    “Okay…” I suppose Rachel’s belief in Astrology isn’t so different from most religions. It’s her way of making sense of the world, and her world has just been turned upside down and shaken hard.


    “When Ella first went missing,” Rachel says. “I spent every minute looking for her.” She looks at me intently. “I used divination. I scried crystal balls, threw I Ching, studied astrology and my crystals, consulted various mystics and psychics and healers, all of it. I left the mundane searching, the tangible kind of investigation, to the police and focussed on the ineffable.


    “But none of it worked. Not my seeking and not what the police did. In the end I decided she wasn’t lost after all. That’s why we couldn’t find her. It’s the only thing that made sense to me. The only thing I could accept.”


    She pulls a photo of Ella out of the album and hands it to me. “You’ll need this,” she says. “For your investigation. I never liked the school photo the police used last time. I wasn’t the real Ella.”


    Rachel sighs and studies her hands for a moment. “The day she disappeared, Ella and I weren’t getting along. We’d had a big argument. The last words I said to her weren’t…kind.”


    “What was the argument about?”


    “Typical mother-daughter stuff. Nothing important.” I feel like she’s evading the question but don’t see the point in pressing her.


    “What can you tell me about her friend? The one she was with the night she went missing.”


    “Kim Parsons. Her best friend for years.”


    “Is she still in town?”


    “She went away for a while, after it happened. But then I heard she came back a few years ago, with a daughter of her own.” I hear Rachel’s voice break. Ella might even have had kids by now too, if she’d lived. “She’s living on her mother’s goat farm, out by Stevensville.” I make a note of what she tells me and give her time to collect herself.


    “Do you ever see Kim Parsons? Speak with her?”


    Rachel shakes her head. “She avoids me. I’m sure it’s too painful for her. For me too, so I’m grateful for that.” She exhales deeply and stands up. “I’m going to have to call my son.”


    “Your son?” I’m not up to another surprise today. “I didn’t know you had a son.”


    “He’s Ella’s half-brother, born after she disappeared. He’s grown, of course. Lives in town. “


    “What’s he do?”


    “Nothing, really.” Rachel shrugs. “He was born with his moon void of course. And his Mars in retrograde, among other things. Destined to spend his life ambling around…amounting to nothing.”


    “We all amount to something, Rachel.” I shouldn’t correct her, but I don’t want her to say something she’ll regret.


    “Okay,” she says. “Aimless, then? Yes, I’d say that’s fair: aimless. No real direction or focus. He gets along. Takes what comes.”


    “What’s his name?”


    “Dillon. My ray of hope.” I suppose that’s what his name means, but I somehow doubt he’s lived up to it.


    “What does Dillon do?”


    Rachel puffs out her cheeks, thinking of an acceptable answer. “You could say he’s a petty criminal I suppose. He has lots of friends and acquaintances from all walks of life…”


    If this weren’t so tragic I’d have to laugh at Rachel’s delivery. How was this woman coping with the train wreck of her life? And how did I not know about any of it before now?


    “What’s Dillon’s last name? Weaver, like yours?” I’m definitely going to look for his police record the minute I’m back in the station.


    “Byrne. My ex-husband’s name is Sean. We divorced years ago, when Dillon was just a boy.”


    I have one more difficult question for Rachel then I’m going to leave her in peace.


    “Who’s Ella’s father, Rachel? Is this something I should be telling him?”


    “Her father,” Rachel muses, shaking her head. “You’ve just seen him, actually. On Saturday.”


    “I did? Where?”


    “He was in the bank with us. The guy wearing the leather jacket?” I think back to the other customers who were there. And remember the hostility Rachel had for the guy in the leather jacket and cowboy boots. I’d just put it down to our having been in the middle of a bank robbery.


    “The old guy who thinks he’s a rock star?! Are you serious?”


    “He wasn’t always old,” she says with a smile. “Not when he fathered Ella anyway. And he actually is one. A rock star, I mean.”


    “What are you talking about?” Rachel? A rock star?


    “Haven’t you heard of Running Deep?” I shake my head. “They were a big deal in the 80’s and 90’s, touring the world, their music all over the radio. Ella’s father is Stan Price, the bass player.”


    “How’d you meet?”


    “He grew up here, over in Ridgeway. My friends and I’d sneak into bars to watch his band play. I lied about my age, had some fake ID. We had such fun in those days. Running Deep was really good. They had this country rock sound, kind of like the Eagles.”


    “Stan was a Leo, and his Mars was in Scorpio.” A slow smile spreads as she meets my eye. “I was crazy about him. Over the moon. We had a volcanic sexual connection.” She shrugs, and as her smile fades I can’t help but think of her animosity toward him during the bank robbery. Where does that kind of love go?


    “He wrote Star Queen for me, because I was always doing our astrological charts. It was one of their early hits,” she adds in response to my blank look. “Then he ran off to become a rock and roll star…”


    “Leaving you pregnant?”


    She nods. “I was just eighteen when Ella was born.”


    “And he’s back in town?”


    “Years ago now,” Rachel waves it off. “He opened a vanity winery, over near Pelham. I’ve heard he buys a lot of art and antiques. Just what you’d expect from a guy with too much money.”


    Money that Rachel clearly doesn’t have now and didn’t have when she a single parent, struggling to raise Ella. “Does anybody else know about the two of you? About your connection?”


    “You’re asking me if I told him, right? If Stan Price knew?” It’s the obvious question, especially given how wealthy he became. If he’d denied it, she could have forced him to take a paternity test.


    “Who’s going to believe me?” Rachel laughs bitterly, avoiding the question. “I know what people would say. They’d all think I’m a fantasist, because he’s famous.” She makes a face as she says the word.


    “It’s not like he’s Mick Jagger,” I say and she nods in agreement. People are cruel and petty and I’m sure they’d doubt her story. Not that it matters at this point. Ella has been dead a long time.


    “So you’ve never told anyone the story.” She shakes her head.


    “I couldn’t bear to see the look on their faces. I have a mirror, Lucy. I know what I look like.”
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