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    One


    Theresa Brewer stifles a yawn as the Sergeant at Arms escorts another irate citizen up to the lectern. She sets her timer for the allotted fifteen minutes he’s allowed to rant about the lakefront condominium development, then continues taking Minutes. She’s never seen so many people out to a Council meeting; every one of the tiered seats is taken and people are standing around the perimeter of the Council Chambers without an inch to spare. All of the regional Councillors are present, as well as Mario DeMarco, representing South Shore Developments. She yawns again, wishing someone would prop open the doors so they could get some air into the stifling room. The air is so thick with heat and heavy with resentment and anger that Theresa feels something is going to happen. Something bad.


    She’s felt the mood getting uglier as the evening wore on, with speaker after speaker objecting to the development. But at least it’s been more exciting than the usual endless motions about by-laws, noise ordinances, tax levys and garbage pick up, all typically carried and passed with no discussion or opposition. The controversy and public debate around this lakefront development has been growing louder and more heated over the past year, which at least kept the long workday less boring. Apart from the tension and anger sparking through the room, tonight’s meeting feels special because her husband is scheduled to speak. She’s even dressed her best for the occasion.


    The timer alarm goes off and the Chair dismisses the speaker, then Gabriel is escorted to the lectern. Theresa pauses to admire her handsome husband before turning back to the Minutes. She gives him a little wave but he doesn’t look in her direction. Disappointment stabs her in the chest. Of course she understands he needs to look professional. Still, a smile would have been nice, she allows herself to think and she makes a point of not setting the timer to give him all the time he wants.


    “Good Evening, Madame Chair. I’m Gabriel Brewer,” he says. “I’m an environmental consultant in the region.” There’s loud applause through the Council Chambers as he holds up a large plastic bottle filled with a thick emerald green liquid. It looks like a spinach and avocado smoothie. Theresa beams with pride but keeps her head down.


    “Earlier today this…water,” he pauses for dramatic emphasis, “was collected from Lake Erie, from the near the Town’s water intake crib.” He slams the bottle down on the podium and a rumble of disgust goes through the crowd. “The Harmful Algae Bloom’s biomass is now over six hundred square miles in size, having doubled in just the past week.”


    “Algae stains our shorelines and beaches for miles. It smells terrible. It looks disgusting. Would you want to swim in it? Or God forbid, drink this?” He holds the bottle up so the entire audience can get a good look at it.


    “The extreme heat this year has warmed the lake temperature early, and that has triggered rapid growth. Who’s gone out for a swim? Who’s been fishing lately?”


    “No point fishing the Western Basin anymore,” shouts one old fisherman from the back of the room. “It’s all dead between July and November.”


    Gabriel Brewer smiles and toasts the fisherman with the bottle of slimy green water. Theresa can feel the energy rise in the room as everyone starts talking at once.


    “Mr. Brewer,” the Chair tries to take back control of the proceedings. “We’ve heard this before, in our last session. Have you anything new to add?”


    “We know it’s caused by fertilizers used in the agriculture industry,” Gabriel continues as if she hasn’t spoken. An angry rumble starts at the back of the room and Tom Lacey, followed by two other farmers, pushes his way up to the lectern. They aren’t even scheduled to speak but nobody would dare ask Tom Lacey to wait his turn. He’d probably knock them over.


    “The run-off flows into rivers and ends up in the lake, where it feeds the algae.” Gabriel starts to speak faster and raises his voice to be heard over the coming disruption. “Studies have demonstrated we need to create a retention pond to slow it down. And that’s why we need to ensure the DeMarco quarry remains…”


    Tom Lacey pushes past the Sergeant at Arms and Gabriel Brewer quickly steps out of his way, leaving the bottle behind.


    “You know who I am,” Lacey begins, standing at the lectern. “And who the rest of us are.” He motions carelessly to the men standing behind him.


    “We object to your blaming us farmers for the problem with the water in the lake,” he turns to the audience, looking for Brewer. Theresa feels her heart start to pound with fear. What if Lacey decides to go after her husband?


    “We’re all organic farmers and have been for generations. I don’t fertilize. I don’t even take from the water table for irrigation. We’re not the cause of this. It’s you,” he points to DeMarco, “who’s ruining our lakefront with your development. And it’s you,” he points at each one of the Councillors in turn. “You’re the real problem here. You’re all in the pockets of the damn developers. How much do you charge him to get his approvals? What’s the price for selling out our heritage, eh? What’s he paying you to sell us all down the river?”


    People in the audience start stamping their feet and shouting Hear! Hear!


    “Order, please,” the Chair shouts, banging her gavel. “Order Mr. Lacey! Or I’ll have you forcibly removed.”


    Lacey can see the elderly Sergeant at Arms start to approach him and he laughs. He could easily knock him into the next room.


    “Over my dead body!” He picks up the bottle of green water Gabriel Brewer left on the lectern and hefts it in his hand, considering for a moment, then he hurls it at the Councillors. It hits the head table and cracks open, its contents exploding over their paperwork as Lacey turns on his heel and leaves the Council Chambers, the door slamming behind him. The other farmers follow him out.


    Gabriel steps back up to the lectern as everyone is doing their best to mop up the stinking mess.


    “As you are aware, or as you should be, given your positions,” he looks at each of the City Councillors in turn, “the algae bloom has been getting worse every year. It thrives on heat and sunshine—exactly what we have to offer the thousands of tourists who visit our beaches every summer. I have serious concerns about local water quality, and how the proposed development will affect it—how it’s already affecting it.”


    Mario DeMarco takes a deep breath and holds up his hand to interrupt Gabriel. “We’ve done studies…”


    “Fuck your studies,” a voice shouts from the audience. Lacey’s outburst seems to have unhinged the audience and the mood is ugly.


    DeMarco tries to continue. “And we’ve done all the required appropriate habitat protection, as per Ministry guidelines…”


    “We’re sick and tired of hearing about all your damn studies, your analyses, your projections,” someone from the audience shouts, punching the air with his fist to punctuate his words. “It’s all crap.”


    “You’re all corrupt!”


    “On the take!” “Crooks!” “In each other’s pockets!”


    The audience leaps to its feet. People are shouting and swearing. Someone throws a chair against the wall. The Chair is pounding her gavel trying to call the room to order as the Sergeant at Arms falls back in a panic.


    Theresa hears the roar of an engine and then an ear splitting crash. Glass shatters as a pickup truck drives in through the heavy wooden doors of the Council Chambers, smashing them to splinters. People scream and shove each other, rushing to get out of the way as the truck ploughs into the room, crushing the benches and folding chairs before it comes to a rest near the lectern. Tom Lacey is at the wheel.

  


  
    Two


    I arrive at Town Hall just behind the fire engines and ambulances. The street in front of the building is full of police cruisers, all with their lights flashing. Even though it’s almost midnight and the sticky heat and humidity haven’t let up, there’s a wall of people out front. They’ve been lured out of their air-conditioned homes by the crash and all of them are straining to get a glimpse of the action. I get it; there’s not else much to do around here on a hot summer night. The muggy air is barely moving, and it’s thick with the smell of people and perspiration as everyone jostles for a better look at what’s going on.


    I start dispersing the crowd and moving everyone behind a barrier when I recognize a familiar face. It’s Peter Kozlowski, an apple farmer from up on the escarpment. He’s pale and shaking and as I lead him over to one of the ambulances it feels like an echo of the day last year when his mother died. I was one of the investigators who’d helped find her killer.


    “I’m Detective Constable Gauthier,” I identify myself to the paramedic, since I’m not in uniform. “I think this man’s in shock.”


    Peter sits down in the ambulance as they take his vital signs and check him over for injury.


    “Lacey was always a hot head,” he mumbles. “But I never thought he’d do something like this.”


    “Why do you think he did it?”


    “He was angry.” Peter shakes his head. “Tom’s always angry.”


    “Did you see what happened?”


    He nods. “I was just over there,” he points to his truck. “Tom got into his truck, then a minute later he just gunned it and drove up the steps and into the front of the building.” He shakes his head at the memory. “I don’t understand.” He looks up at me when the paramedic removes the blood pressure cuff.


    “Is he okay to go home?” I ask.


    She nods then speaks to Peter. “Just take it easy for a couple of days, okay? You’ve had a shock.”


    “How’s Tom doing?” Peter asks once she’s gone. “I guess he’ll be going to jail for this.” He looks up at me, hoping for good news, but there’s no point in sugar coating it.


    “He’s dead.” Peter starts to cry, burying his face in his hands. “Let me find someone to take you home, okay?” I squeeze his shoulder and wave over a young constable who’s standing around with nothing to do. There’ll be plenty of time to ask more questions in the days ahead. “Peter, you can get your truck tomorrow. I don’t want you driving.”


    By the time I’ve finished my evening, a total of ten people have been hospitalized, several with serious injuries like broken bones, a ruptured spleen and a crushed pelvis. Thirty are treated at the scene and released. Two are dead, besides Tom Lacey.


    Lacey’s body is loaded into a mortuary van once the Forensic Services Unit is done and the Coroner has pronounced him dead. The cause of death is clear and the event was witnessed by dozens of people. It’s doubtful that their observations will match up exactly, but that doesn’t matter; there’s no mystery about what happened. The only real question is why Tom Lacey did it. He may have been an angry man, but what could have enraged him to the point that he’d drive his truck into a crowd of people, many of whom he’d known for years?


    Our morning briefing and duty assignments are short and focussed on the events of last night. Detective Sergeant Agu has been busy since early this morning with media and I can tell he’s tired and irritable, so when he sends me to go interview Tom Lacey’s family I keep my mouth shut and don’t object.


    “Gauthier, we need some insight into Lacey’s state of mind,” he instructs. “We need to know what made him drive his truck into the building. And the best place to start on that is at his home.”


    I’d already predicted it would fall to me anyway, since I’m the junior on the Homicide Unit. I’d even worn a new shirt this morning in anticipation. Since I’m the only female detective on the team there’s an assumption that I’m better at dealing with messy emotions than a man. Agu couldn’t be more wrong, given my temperament and discomfort with emotional scenes, but it’s not like I have a choice about where I’m assigned. In any case I’m a little afraid of DS Agu. His deep, resonant voice features in several of my recurring nightmares, so I always do my best to stay on his good side.


    Lacey’s people have grown apples in the area for five generations and there are probably dozens of nieces, nephews and cousins around the Niagara region, not to mention his own kids and siblings. So when I arrive at his apple farm on Concession 7 it’s no surprise to find the long gravel driveway full of vehicles. It looks like the entire extended family is probably here, crowded into the century farmhouse.


    As I step onto the large porch that spans the length of the house, a young woman with a short blonde pixie cut intercepts me and brings me inside, leading me through the kitchen and into the living room. Tom Lacey’s wife sits on the sofa next to a woman who looks so much like her I can only assume it’s her sister.


    “Mrs. Lacey,” I begin, “I’m Detective Constable Lucy Gauthier. I’m very sorry for your loss.”


    “Emily,” she interrupts me. “Please call me Emily. Can I offer you a cold drink? It’s very hot today.”


    “Yes, thank you.” I settle into the chair she indicates and take a deep breath. This will take some time and I’m already impatient. My constant anxiety drives me to do things quickly, especially unpleasant things. Get them over with and move on. But Emily isn’t going to let me do that today. “It is hot,” I say, forcing myself to make conversation. “How many days has it been without rain?” I know she’ll have the answer. Farmers always know about precipitation.


    “We’ve had less than a hundred millimeters of rain in over ninety days,” she says, shaking her head. “And over twenty straight days above thirty degrees Celsius.”


    I take a sip from the glass of lemonade that has appeared next to my elbow, courtesy of the young woman who brought me inside. It’s stifling hot in the room and though the windows are all wide open, there’s no breeze. No air-conditioning, of course. It’s too expensive out in these rural areas, unless the farmers have newer heating and cooling systems. But a glance around the Lacey farm tells me nothing’s been updated in decades.


    “I’m with the Niagara Regional police,” I say after a moment. “And I apologize but I do need to ask you some questions about last night.” She looks at me, her eyes dull and out of focus. She’s probably sedated; I would be in her situation.


    “I don’t know what I can tell you. Tom had dinner here at home, then at around seven o’clock he went down to the Council Meeting. That’s the last I saw of him.”


    “What was his mood like? How would you describe his state of mind?”


    Her sister gives me a sharp look as Emily sighs and starts to pluck idly at the fabric of her skirt. “He was the same. The same Tom as ever,” she says, staring out the window. “Miserable, angry, critical—just like always…”


    “He wasn’t a pleasant man,” the sister interrupts, placing her hand on Emily’s to stop her saying any more. “I know it’s wrong to speak ill of the dead, but it’s a fact. Tom was mean. You can ask anyone, they’ll tell you.” That fits with what Peter had said last night.


    “Was there anything going on in Mr. Lacey’s life that might account for his actions?”


    The women exchange a look. “You might say that,” the sister answers for both of them. “They’re about to lose the farm. They’ve been given ninety days to clear out.”


    Emily nods. “This farm has been in my husband’s family for five generations. And now it’s going to be a subdivision.”


    “What happened?”


    She takes a deep breath and gathers her thoughts for a moment. “We had a couple of bad years,” she says. “Tom decided to take out a second mortgage, from a private lender. We were making the payments and everything was getting better, but then they sold the mortgage to someone else. I don’t really understand the ins and outs of it all, but the new company demanded full repayment and when we couldn’t come up with the money in time, they forced us out.”


    “Is that…legal?” It sure doesn’t sound like it should be. They both shrug.


    “Tom was desperate,” the sister says. “He ran around to all the banks in the area and none of them would help him out. Then yesterday he found out the company who bought out the second mortgage is also a developer—South Ridge. They’re the same ones who are building the new subdivision on our land.”


    Emily nods. “They’re connected to the developer who’s building the condominiums along the lake,” Emily adds. “I think that’s why Tom went down there last night.”

  


  
    Three


    If I were Lacey I’d want to kill the developer too, though I don’t share that aloud. Instead I take down all the contact information they have for the company who’s forced them off their land and leave the house. I wonder if the developers will be kind enough to give them an extension before they throw Emily Lacey out, given the fact that her husband has just died. Somehow I doubt it.


    The car is hotter than a furnace when I climb back in and even though I turn the air conditioning on to full I’m soaked with sweat before it gets anywhere near bearable. After weeks of heat warnings with no break in the temperatures it feels like it’ll never end. There’s a fire ban at all the local campgrounds, in case of wildfires. Local beaches are crowded, or they were until the authorities had to close most of them due e-coli and other bacteria levels in the water being too high. They’re now posted as unsafe, not that it stops people from swimming.


    People get angry in the heat. There’s always an increase in violent crime when the temperatures rise. Tempers flare, people are irritable, patience is in short supply, and every day somebody snaps. Sometimes it’s a little thing that sets it off and sometimes it’s something bigger, but the usual result is violence: A guy gets knocked out in a bar, a wife gets punched by her husband, kids get beaten by their parents. Maybe that’s what happened to Tom Lacey; he went crazy in the heat.


    It looks like he went down to the Council Chambers last night planning to at least confront the developer. Maybe his mind turned to murder when he was sitting in his truck after he’d left the meeting. Whatever his plan was, it hadn’t worked. None of the dead or injured was even part of the development team, which I know will disappoint many who are fighting against the South Shore condos.


    I go in through the back entrance of Town Hall, looking for a Clerk who can give me access to whatever information they have about the Lacey farm development. All Emily Lacey had was the name of the development company, but that should give me a start in shedding some light onto Tom Lacey’s actions.


    An attractive woman with cornrows styled into a topknot sees me at the counter and comes over from her desk to help. The name plaque on her desk says Theresa Brewer.


    “I’m sure I told them everything I could last night,” she says, immediately assuming I’m here for some follow up questions about the incident. “I was already interviewed by a police officer.” So she’d been present when Lacey had driven into the building.


    “There’s no need for you to go over it again.” I can read the reports and witness statements when I get back to the station. They’re still coming in and probably will be for a few days yet. “I’m here to look into some building developments. Do you have information about a subdivision that’s being built on Concession 7? South Ridge Developments?”


    She clearly recognizes the name and its significance. “I’ll be right back,” she says before she disappears behind some tall filing cabinets. As a Municipal Clerk she’d have insight into all of the development proposals that come in, into who owns what company and land, and what they intend to do with it. I wonder what she knows about South Ridge and Tom Lacey. When she returns a few minutes later she sits down at her computer screen types in a permit number. In a moment her screen is filled with information: date of filing, project application, environmental studies, zoning change applications, god knows what else.


    “Would you like to come and sit here to look through it?” She motions for me to come around the counter, then gets out of her seat and offers it to me. “I’m going to get a coffee, would you like one?


    “Yes please.” I don’t really want a coffee, but I’ve found that accepting people’s offers of hospitality always puts them more at their ease. As she walks away I notice Theresa Brewer’s black shoes are badly worn, but they’ve been recently polished. I’m also sure she’s applied black Sharpie marker to the heels and toe tips, where the original sheen has disappeared.


    I turn my attention to the screen and pull up all of the records on the Lacey farm development application then I pull a USB stick out of my pocket, insert it into her computer and begin copying the files. It’s cheaper than printing them out, and faster, and I don’t need to ask permission if I work quickly enough. I look for everything I can find regarding South Ridge Developments, as well as whatever there is about South Shore Developments, since the same developer is involved in both projects. I’m copying those onto the USB when Theresa Brewer returns, carrying two mugs of coffee.


    “I hope you take cream and sugar,” she says. “Because that’s what I gave you.” She has a beautiful smile, though she looks tired and tense. As she places my mug of coffee down I see the polyester fabric of her blouse has pilled badly around the waist and sleeves, but she’s tried to accessorize it with a belt, some beaded chains and a bracelet. This is a woman who doesn’t have a lot of money, but who is doing her best to keep up appearances and look professional at her job.


    I nod my thanks as she sits down at an empty desk and leaves me to my work. I spend a few minutes drinking my coffee and looking through the rest of the South Ridge construction and development applications. There’s a chain of ownership and most of them are numbered companies, but a couple of names catch my eye: Brewer Investments and DeMarco Construction, both owned by well-known businessmen in town. It looks like both companies are also involved in the South Shore development, but I’ll need to look through this more thoroughly back at the station. Maybe I can get someone to review it with me; the idea of sitting at a desk reviewing business paperwork and documentation makes me want to run a mile. I’m just not cut out for desk duty.


    I’m getting up to leave when my phone rings. It’s DC Vogel, a member of the Homicide Unit.


    “Good news Gauthier,” he says. “We’ve got a body in Wainfleet Bog.”
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    I’m pleased to see Dr. Maja Kaur’s blue Subaru parked at the crime scene; she’s the best of our rotating Coroners, but then she’s also my girlfriend so I may be biased. Even though I’m eager to get to the crime scene, I’m reluctant to step out into the humidity. So I sit in the car and watch the road shimmering in the heat, until a young Constable steps out of the tall grass and beckons me to follow him.


    “He’s just along this path,” he says once I’ve joined him. “Maybe a kilometer or so.”


    I start into the grass and within a few seconds I’m attacked by mosquitoes. I hear their maddening whine in my ear and I’m swatting my neck and any exposed skin, desperate to avoid being bitten. Breaking into a run to escape them I arrive at the crime scene out of breath and dripping with sweat. I forgot that my sweat will attract even more of the bloodsuckers, so now I’ve made a bigger problem for myself and I’m swearing and swatting as DC Vogel hands me a bottle of bug spray.


    I snatch it from him and spray my neck and face—drenching the most exposed parts of me.


    “Don’t forget your ankles,” Vogel advises. “The little bastards love to fly up pant legs.” I do as he suggests and spray my wrists as well for good measure before I hand back the bottle.


    Vogel has been on the Homicide Unit for a couple of years and before I got onto the team he was the junior member who got the worst jobs, the ones that now fall to me. We often end up working together on cases, by virtue of our similar age and positions in the police hierarchy: the bottom of the totem pole. Since our unit is so small we aren’t assigned specific partners, but Vogel and I usually end up together whenever a case comes up.


    I have to admit Vogel can get on my nerves, but I’m getting used to him. My anxiety makes me introverted and self-conscious around people; Vogel is the complete opposite, and to me that’s even more off-putting. He always tries too hard: He’s gregarious and loud and talkative and chummy and I’ve seen people running in the opposite direction when they see him coming.


    He’s always sharing his online dating disasters, even though I’ve never asked. I do not want to know any personal details about his life because I don’t need to find a reason to dislike him. For the most part I no longer find him intrusive and irritating, which is a lot for me. I find everyone irritating.


    Vogel leads me over to where they’ve taped off a perimeter around the body. There’s no need to set up a tent, since there’s no likelihood of the public seeing the investigation, nor is any rain in the forecast. Maja is doing her investigation and the rest of the team are either standing back waiting for instruction, or combing the grass and moss in the vicinity looking for relevant physical evidence.


    The victim is a man. He’s lying on his side and looks to be tall and fit, and from what I can see of his face, he’s very good looking. He’s got dark hair and is wearing navy dress pants and a dress shirt—dressed like any guy on his way to work in an office. His shoes and belt look new and expensive. There’s a lot of blood on one of his legs.


    “Who found him?”


    Vogel checks his notes. “Lisa Brandt. She’s one of the Conservation people who work here in the bog. This is a protected area, the public is supposed to stay on the boardwalk, but he’s well off the trail, out here in the middle of nowhere. If she hadn’t been doing a check it might have been a while before he was found.”


    “Any idea who he is?” I ask Vogel. He shakes his head.


    “No ID on the body. No phone.”


    “Body dump?”


    Vogel nods. “Odds are he wasn’t killed here.”


    Maja looks over and both of us shut up instantly. Coroners hate it when police officers try to do their jobs for them. She sees me and smiles.


    “You finally made it,” she says, standing up and pulling off her nitrile gloves. She gives a sign to the ambulance attendants and they begin to remove the body, then she comes over to join Vogel and me.


    “I’ll take a closer look at him in the morgue,” Maja says. “But I think he may need to have a full autopsy.” She doesn’t look happy about that. Maja hates not knowing things, almost as much as she hates handing over a case to the forensic pathologist in Toronto. But ever since the government closed the pathology wing at our regional hospital we have no choice but to send all formal autopsies to the Forensic Center in the city.


    “The cause of death isn’t clear. He has a shotgun wound to the lower left leg, but it’s just a flesh wound—not really serious, though it would have been very painful. There are no other signs of trauma on the body. No abrasions, no stab or bullet wounds. He wasn’t strangled and I doubt he was poisoned either. Some minor bite marks on his tongue and mouth. That’s it.”


    “And it’s not likely he came out to the middle of a bog to drop down dead from natural causes,” says Vogel.


    “Exactly.”


    I can feel her frustration. Maja loves a mystery as much as the next person, and this is one she’s not going to get to solve.


    “And we don’t know who he is either,” I add.


    “There are quite a few cars in the lot today,” Vogel says after a moment. “When the Conservation Area closes and the hikers go home, if there’s one left behind I’ll lay odds on it being his.”


    “Unless he was driven here in someone else’s car and dumped,” I counter and Vogel concedes my point. He always does, which is one of his good qualities.


    “Either way, whoever left his body here was strong enough to carry him in from the road,” Maja says. “Or there were two of them. It’s a long way. Unless he walked all the way out here, of course.”


    “I doubt we’ll get anything in the way of footprints on the path either,” Vogel says, scuffing his toe on the path. “It’s been so dry the ground is like dust. No way to leave a print in that. Anyway, lots of people take that path up from the parking lot.”


    “I have no idea how long he’s been here either,” Maja says. “With this heat it’s difficult to determine time of death. Post mortem lividity, rigor and liver temperature suggest he’s been dead less than twelve hours. Ish.”


    I glance at my watch. “It’s four o’clock now,” I say. “So, killed sometime late last night or very early this morning?”


    “Seems about right,” Maja says. “But we’ll know more after the autopsy.”
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    The Forensic Services Unit starts packing up as the light starts to fail. The site has been photographed and thoroughly searched and they’ve had a difficult enough time in the boggy terrain in daylight; there’s little point in having them stumble around at dusk.


    Just as Vogel predicted, when the Conservation Area closes there’s one car left in the lot. It’s a brand new silver Toyota sedan and when we run the plates we find it’s registered to Gabriel Brewer of Park Street, Wainfleet. We have the car opened and Vogel and I go through it before it’s towed to the police impound lot.


    “There’s some blood on the driver’s seat,” Vogel says, shining his flashlight into the car’s interior.


    “Probably matches the wound on his leg,” I agree. “Safe bet our victim drove the car here.” But for what reason? And how did he end up in the middle of the bog?


    I find a navy suit jacket neatly folded and draped across the back of the passenger seat, along with a patterned tie. I’m sure the jacket will match the dress pants our victim is wearing. There are empty juice boxes on the floor in the back and a kid’s booster car seat. Look like Gabriel Brewer had kids.


    “I’ve got a wallet and a cell phone,” I tell Vogel as I retrieve them from the floor on the passenger side. “They must have slipped out of his jacket pocket.”


    I hand the wallet to Vogel, then swipe across the phone to try and open it. It’s locked.


    “The driver’s license photo is a match to our victim,” Vogel says, holding the wallet open so I can see for myself. “It’s Gabriel Brewer.”


    Vogel has a hot dinner date tonight, so I drive over alone to break the news to his family.


    The minute I knock the door is opened by the same Municipal Clerk who helped me this morning at City Hall. Her expression changes from happy expectation to dread when she sees me on her front step. I’m not sure she recognizes me as the police detective from earlier today but she senses it’s bad news. Theresa Brewer’s eyes fill with tears and she steps back to let me inside. Her intuition is excellent; a police officer at your front door is never good news.


    “Is it the pizza man?” A child’s voice calls from upstairs. “Is he here?” Squeals of excitement are followed by footsteps running down the stairs. Two little girls, already dressed for bed, run into the room. They both have long fluffy Afros and look to be around five and six years old. Their skinny little arms and legs stick out of their nighties as they jump in delight.


    Their mother doesn’t answer them for a moment. She pulls herself together and gently strokes their heads. “No honey, he’s not here yet,” she says, fighting back her tears. “Why don’t you go back upstairs and I’ll call you when he gets here, okay?” The girls look at me suspiciously, sensing something is wrong, but do as they’re told.


    “What happened?” she asks, her voice a husky whisper.


    “Your husband was found late this afternoon,” I begin. “I’m very sorry Mrs. Brewer…”


    “…He’s dead?” She interrupts.


    “Yes. I’m afraid so.”


    Theresa Brewer sinks into an armchair, staring at me. She doesn’t say anything for a moment as she processes the news. Then she takes a deep breath and her lips are moving, in silence. She may be praying.


    “Where did you find him?” she asks, her lips trembling. “How did he die?”


    “We’re still investigating, but I can tell you he was found in Wainfleet Bog.”


    The look of relief that washes over her face is unmistakeable. “The bog?! Are you sure? Not…” She stops herself and I can see her eyes dart around as she considers what else might have happened. Whatever she might have been expecting, it isn’t that he’d died in the bog.


    “When is the last time you saw your husband?” I ask, pulling out my notebook.


    She takes another deep breath and I can tell she’s trying to decide how much of the truth to tell. How much must she share? What can she leave out? I’m sure she’s about to lie and wonder why she might feel the need to do so. People are like that. They’ll lie even when they don’t have to, to protect some idea they have about someone who’s dead. Even when the person isn’t worth it, or when it doesn’t matter in the end. And in my experience it usually doesn’t.


    “I saw him at the Council Chambers last night. He gave a presentation.”


    “And you were in the audience?”


    “I take the Minutes,” she says. “Every Town Council meeting.”


    “What was his presentation about?”


    “Water quality in Lake Erie. He’s an environmental consultant,” her lip starts to tremble again. “His presentation was really good,” she whispers. “I was going to tell him…” She looks away for a moment. “But then there was the crash and all hell broke loose, everyone running and screaming.”


    “And you didn’t see him in the crowd?”


    She shakes her head. “I thought he’d be outside with everyone else, after it all happened. But I didn’t see him. So I just assumed he’d come home to look after the kids.”


    “But he wasn’t home when you returned?”


    She shakes her head. “My mother was still here. After she left I just went to bed.”


    This is going to be awkward, but it isn’t unfamiliar. Wife goes to bed, doesn’t bother to wait up for her husband, and doesn’t seem to be worried when he’s not lying next to her when she wakes up the next morning. What does that add up to? Usually it means that he was in the habit of not coming home some nights, and that either she didn’t care or she was in the habit of pretending not to notice.


    “And this morning, weren’t you concerned?”


    She looks down at her hands, either hiding her expression or thinking of what to say.


    “I…take medication to help me sleep. When I woke up I thought he’d left early for a meeting in city,” she says. It’s obvious she’s lying and doing a bad job of it. “He often has to meet with his agent, or some other consultants.” Then she starts to cry, muffling her sobs with a tissue so the kids upstairs won’t hear.


    I nod and make some notes, giving her a chance to calm down.


    “Do I have to see him? To identify him?” Her voice rises in panic. “I don’t think I can…”


    “That won’t be necessary,” I’m quick to assure her.


    “May I ask how he died?” she says after a moment, keeping her voice low.


    “We don’t really know. Yet.”


    “Will there have to be an autopsy?” She glances at me over her tissue and sees my nod.


    “The Coroner has already ordered one.” Theresa Brewer’s shoulders droop and she slumps further into her chair. She’s obviously upset by the news, but there’s nothing she can do about it. Many people hate the idea of an autopsy, but in the case of a suspicious death the court will insist.


    “Could it have been a seizure?” she asks after a moment. “My husband has epilepsy.”


    I remember Maja mentioning the bite marks on Gabriel Brewer’s tongue and on the inside of his mouth. I can certainly share this information with Maja, but have no idea if it could have caused his death. “Was he on medication?”


    She nods. “Yes, it was controlled. He has a few different prescriptions.” She looks over her shoulder and seems nervous. “But the neurologist had just changed his medication and sometimes that can cause breakthrough seizures. So can stress, excitement. Maybe what happened last night triggered one…”


    The doorbell rings and Theresa starts in surprise. The kids come thundering back down the stairs. This time it really is the pizza man.


    “Excuse me,” Theresa says and she grabs her handbag and goes to answer the door, with the two girls jumping up and down behind her.


    Pizza seems to be a really big deal in this family. Maybe it’s something they don’t get very often.


    “Do you mind if I take a look upstairs?” I ask as she’s paying the deliveryman.


    “Sure,” she says. “Help yourself.” Most people resent police snooping through their stuff, and rightly so, but Theresa doesn’t seem reluctant or wary. Maybe she’s still in shock.


    The master bedroom is messy and there are clothes tossed all over the place, all hers. Theresa is a slob, that’s obvious. I quickly check through the bedside tables. On one side of the bed there’s nothing of interest, apart from several cannabis joints in a small plastic baggie in the drawer of the bedside table. I leave them where they are. The other side of the bed has several prescription bottles, all Theresa’s, as well as a new package of over the counter allergy medicine.


    In the wardrobe I find his clothes are all orderly and precisely hung. He—or someone else—seems to take good care of them and they are barely worn. A glance at the labels tells me they are high-end brands, and he has two suits that seem brand new. The dress shirts are ironed, and there’s a stack of neatly folded t-shirts and sweaters on the top shelf.


    Theresa’s side of the closet is the complete opposite: a jumble of dresses, skirts and blouses are shoved in there, some sharing hangers, others draped over one another. The clothes are wrinkled and crushed together. Most look like they’ve been rehung after being worn and they don’t smell fresh. On the floor of the closet must be twenty or thirty pairs of shoes, none of them fashionable. Everything is old and worn and I’m sure they’ve all come from off-brand stores or consignment shops. It all feels shabby and soiled and I feel like I need to take a shower.


    So how is it that he gets to buy expensive new clothes while she shops at the thrift store? Something isn’t right in this house.


    Theresa is still with the girls when I come back downstairs, so I take a closer look around the living room. It’s definitely not tidy; it’s not even clean and I shudder in revulsion. A dirty house is one of my many anxiety triggers. The furniture is old and ratty and it looks like it’s been pulled off the side of the road and set up in this living room. I adjust my position on the couch and shift forward slightly to sit on its edge, sorry I’d sat down in the first place.


    I can see into the kitchen from my perch. The girls are happily eating pizza, but there’s still breakfast stuff left out on the table and the sink is full of dirty dishes.


    There’s an old sewing machine left out on the end of the counter, with a pile of fabric heaped on it. What is it? New curtains? Slipcovers? From the books and other junk heaped next to it I’d say it’s an abandoned decorating project. That kind of thing makes me crazy. I can’t stand unfinished things, messes, or dirt.


    Theresa calls to me from the kitchen. “Would you like a coffee, or a cup of tea?”


    “No! No thank you.” I can’t decline her offer fast enough. The idea of drinking or eating in this house turns my stomach. I’m sure her dishes aren’t clean. The house doesn’t smell very good and now I’m also aware of the ammonia stink of cat litter that needs changing.


    As if on cue an old grey cat lurches into the room and flops down onto a sofa cushion in the corner. It looks like it’s planning on dying very soon.


    “Is it okay?” I ask Theresa when she comes back in, carrying a mug of herbal tea.


    She smiles tenderly at the cat. “Oh yes,” she says. “Bella is very old now, almost twenty. But, as long as she eats and is able to find her litter box I don’t want to put her down.”


    The house smells like she might have missed the litter more than a few times, but I’m not about to say anything. Then I glance behind the couch and see the litter box is actually in the room—just tucked behind a chest of drawers. Theresa catches my look and I hope she can’t see my disgust.


    “She can’t manage to go downstairs to the basement, so I’ve had to move it up here,” she says. “Does it smell? I can’t tell anymore.”


    I shake my head. “Nope,” I lie. “Can’t smell a thing.”


    Theresa sits down in the chair next to me so she can keep an eye on the kids as they eat their dinner.


    “We don’t usually eat so late,” she says. “I was waiting for Gabe to come home. They were hungry and asking for daddy. I kept calling his cell but it went straight to voicemail. I didn’t know what to do.” Her eyes fill with tears again and she wipes them away on her sleeve. “So I ordered pizza, to distract them. We don’t usually have take-out food.”


    I realize it’s probably not in the budget. Theresa Brewer is one of the many working poor in our area, which would explain the old furniture and her shabby clothes. Not the mess and dirt, but I try really hard to get past that. It’s my problem, not hers.


    The lack of money explains the stained carpet and the worn furniture. And the ancient television I just notice. It’s enormous, and almost as deep as it is wide. It comes from the era before flat screen televisions.


    “Is that a VCR!?” I blurt, before I can stop myself. There’s an old VCR connected to the monster television with a large bin of VHS tapes next to it.


    She smiles, oblivious to my value judgement. “It was free—can you believe it? We’ve got all the Disney movies and Winnie the Pooh. And we don’t have to pay for cable.”


    I smile at how she’s making a virtue out of necessity. They probably can’t afford cable, let alone streaming.


    “We do a lot of reuse and recycle,” she continues. “We don’t want to raise the kids to be consumers.” I nod politely as I pull out my notebook. It’s a good philosophy, but all I can think about is how much I want to wash my hands right now.


    “Can you tell me a bit about what your husband was working on recently?”


    Theresa thinks for a minute. “Gabe was an environmental consultant. He worked for the Watershed Environmental Coalition. And his book came out two months ago, so he was doing a lot of media to promote it.”


    “Is that his computer?” I point to an ancient desktop computer sitting on the dining room table, another recycled appliance from the look of it. “We’re going to need to take it for a while, as part of the investigation.”


    “No, that’s for the kids,” she says as she hands over a state of the art tablet that’s lying on a side table. The cell phone we’d found in the car was a brand new iPhone. Looks as if Mr. Recycle Anti-Consumer didn’t scrimp when it came to himself.


    “Mama,” one of the girls calls out. “We’re done,” she says. The girls are so quiet and well behaved I’d forgotten they are even there.


    Theresa leaps to her feet and goes over to them. “Time for bed then,” she says, ushering them upstairs. “Brush your teeth! I’ll be right up,” she calls.


    “Daddy never made it for pizza,” one of them says in a tired voice as she trudges past. How is Theresa going to tell them their father is dead?
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