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Chapter One

"Aw ... what the hell is this?" Constable Bobby Gregory said in a tight whisper when he rounded the
corner into the kitchen.

The incident had started that morning with a call to Gregory to get out to the Caulfield place, and
he had had a bad feeling about it from the get-go, mainly because it involved Reggie Sutter. Reggie hadn't
actually killed anybody ... yet. Still, there was a vacant and distant kind of look in his eye that put some
people in those parts on edge.

Reggie was known for being mentally challenged, and for being mostly harmless, but he was quick
to take offence and his temper could flare in a heartbeat. And his mind may have been somewhere around
the age of a twelve-year old but, physically, he was a very sturdily built thirty-two year old at six feet tall and
two hundred and twenty solid sullen pounds.

He spent his days lumping along the streets and back roads of the village with his MP3 player
plugged into one ear and his cell phone glued to the other, seeking odd jobs for modest payment: he'd
wash your windows, rake your leaves, clean your eaves, or shovel your snow. In the winter, he usually
carried his snow shovel and, in the summer, his bucket and squeegee. Sometimes you'd even see him
hitchhiking with his lawnmower and gas can.

For whatever menial jobs Reggie did, he charged two dollars an hour. That was his set rate, and

he was stubborn about it: no negotiating up or down, that only confused and angered him. Just two dollars



an hour and you got a full and honest effort. It never added up to much but, then, money didn't mean much
to Reggie. He had no real understanding of its value, or of how obsessively most people chase it.

Some in the district couldn't help but wonder: could — would — Reggie ever lose it completely one
day? Have a full-blown psychotic episode and maybe kill someone? Rumour had it that he had snapped
several times and had gone at his father pretty good. Old Gus Sutter, all rake thin hundred and forty
pounds of him — so the story goes — was tossed around like a rag doll by Reggie in full fury on those
occasions. Gus ended up bruised all over and with enough strains and sprains to keep him off his Town-
ship Works Department job. He never went to the hospital, and he certainly didn't go to the police, or to
Reggie's social worker. He just laid low, nursed his wounds, and claimed back holiday time to cover the
missing workdays. But area people knew what had happened.

Reggie supposedly also gave his mother some scary moments, throwing explosive tantrums that
led to smashed furniture and dinner plates. And there were shadowy rumours of Reggie prowling the
ravines and woods late at night, and of him associating with strange out-of-towners, people that locals
didn't know.

The Sutters lived in a modest wood-frame bungalow on the outskirts of the village of Avendon, in
the province of Ontario, Canada. Ontario is a large province — larger than Texas or Alaska — and the OPP
(the Ontario Provincial Police) provide policing for much of it, filling in the large rural gaps between city and
town police forces. The nearest OPP detachment was ten miles away in Orangeville, a medium-sized
farming town in rolling countryside in the Halton Hills, an hour north and west of Toronto. Avendon Village
and Township had its own two-man police department, which co-operated with the Orangeville OPP, and
any 9-1-1 calls originating in the Village were routed first to Orangeville.

The Avendon department consisted of two full-time constables — Gregory and Frank Collard, who

tried to cover all shifts 24/7 on a rotation system — and one civilian, Bessie Cowan, who worked the office
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nine to five Monday to Friday. Patrol times or emergency calls that couldn't be covered by the two Avendon
officers were covered by Orangeville.

That day there was a 9-1-1 call originating from Avendon by cell phone and — Avendon being
thinly populated hill country, and a notorious skip zone for cell phone use — the call came in broken up.
Orangeville was able to relay only fragments to Avendon, along with the caller's ID, which they had logged:
a cell phone registered to Reggie Sutter.

The fragments from the cell call alarmed Bessie Cowan, and she immediately radioed Gregory, on
patrol around the village, to attend at the Caulfield Estate on a 10-75, the police ten code for 'Approach with
Extreme Caution.’

The call caught Gregory's full attention and he radioed back right away: "Yeah, Bessie, what's that
10-75 all about?"

"No idea, Bobby. They just got some broken up call in Orangeville off a cell phone." And she re-
layed the skimpy details as she had received them: "... the Caulfield place ... ", "... right away ... ", "... blood
everywhere ... just awful ..." as well as sounds like sobbing, and other broken bits of hysterical phrases.

"Seems like it was Reggie Sutter's phone," she said.

"Aw shit," Gregory said. "Not Reggie Nutbar!"

Gregory was only a few minutes from the Caulfield place, which was five miles outside town.

"Okay," he said. "I'll go have a look."

Arriving, he crawled the cruiser slowly up the long winding driveway, which lead from County Road
10 to the home. As the car rolled through the grassy, well-manicured five-acre front field, Gregory scanned
for signs of activity around the house. Everything was quiet but, when the cruiser rolled to a stop, Gregory
saw Reggie sitting in the shadows on the front steps, his head in his hands.

"Great!" Gregory muttered under his breath.



Having police access to files on area folk, Gregory was familiar with the background notes and
psyche assessments on Reggie. They were enough to give one caution when approaching him, especially
if he were in an agitated state, which he seemed to be at that moment.

Reggie watched the cruiser approach, but he made no attempt to rise or to greet it. And he seemed
to be crying. Was he injured? Was someone else injured? Had there been an accident?

What the hell is going on? Gregory thought, not for the last time.

Gregory stepped from the cruiser and something told him not to rush things, to just take it slowly
and get a fix on the situation.

He called out, "Hey, Reggie. You okay?"

Reggie was only thirty feet away, but he didn't answer. He just stared at Gregory and continued to
slowly shake his head, seemingly more to himself than at Gregory; and he was mumbling to himself.

Gregory again looked around the place — the front and side of the house, the sprawling lawn and
pond behind him — but there was nothing and no one in sight but Reggie. Just a hot morning sun on the
fields, the grass turning mid-summer yellow, capturing the heat of the day and sending it upward in waves.
A warm breeze shimmered the leaves on the trees along the tree line, and the cicadas made their lazy
resonant hum in the July heat.

"Hey, Reggie," Gregory called again. "Did you call the police?"

Again, Reggie didn't answer.

Gregory decided to stay at the cruiser and radio Bessie Cowan before approaching.

"Yeah, Bessie, I'm out here at the Caulfield place and Reggie nut case is sitting on the steps,
crying. He looks really zoned out. | have no idea what's going on, but I'm going to approach; | sure would
appreciate it if you could see if one of the OPP cars is anywheres nearby for back-up."

"Roger that, Bobby. I'll check and get back."



Gregory clipped the remote to his shoulder and cursed again under his breath: "God damn,
Reggie, you better not have gone off the deep end; not on my shift."

He was about to step around the car, when Reggie suddenly jumped up and bolted directly toward
him.

Gregory froze.

"Reggie, just stop right there!" he yelled.

Reggie ran straight toward the patrol car, and Gregory threw himself onto the hood. He pulled out
his weapon and levelled it, praying that this was going to end better than it was starting.

He yelled again, "Halt! Reggie, halt! | said halt you stupid son of a bitch!"

But without so much as a glance Gregory's way, Reggie Sutter charged, not at Gregory, but right
past him, and continued running awkwardly down the long, winding asphalt driveway, his arms and legs
flailing and wind-milling clumsily, and he kept running until he had made it clear to the road. Then he turned
south and kept going, disappearing from Gregory's sight.

"What the hell is this all about?" Gregory said aloud again.

He looked up at the big three-storey Georgian-style home, or, more accurately, mansion. It had to
be more than ten thousand square feet; the biggest home in the area. Everyone knew it as "the Caulfield
place," although the sign at the road officially declared it Vermilion Estates, Grant Caulfield Prop., Caulfield
being one of the wealthier landowners in the area.

The front doors were wide open, so Gregory approached slowly; wondering what he was going to
face. If there had been an accident, why hadn't Reggie asked for an ambulance, or the fire department,
instead of the police? And why had he sat and waited for someone to show and then bolted? Something
sure as hell wasn't right.

At the front door, Gregory called out.



"Mr. Caulfield? Mr. Caulfield, police. Hello. Is anybody home?"

The only sound was his echo in the cavernous central hallway.

He stepped in and called again, but the house seemed to be empty. Off to the right was a large
combined living room-entertainment room, with a theatre-sized TV, and a massive fieldstone fireplace
along the wall two storeys high. Gregory guessed they called such rooms Great Rooms these days. In front
of him was a circular stairway rising to the second floor and also spiralling down to the lower level, the
staircase pushing out into a circular alcove of windows, which ran from basement to ceiling. Off to the left
was a hall, which seemed to run to a dining room on one side, and a sunken sitting room on the other.
Further down the hall was a doorway where Gregory caught a glimpse of a huge country kitchen.

He decided to head that way, though he did so with extreme caution, his gun at the ready, calling
out.

He passed the sunken living room, also with floor-to-ceiling windows looking over a few acres of
well-kept lawn stretching to a mature maple bush behind the house. On his left was the dining room. It was
dominated by a long solid wood table with twenty chairs around it and another fieldstone fireplace at one
end of the room, well blackened. Obviously a room that saw a lot of use. He'd heard about how the Caul-
field place was an Architectural Digest kind of home, and it was impressive to see with his own eyes.

He passed a washroom and glanced in: it had side-by-side Italian marble pedestal basins, gilt-
framed mirrors, two stalls enclosed with sheet marble, like you might find in a luxury hotel, and sumptuous
red hardwood flooring. It was nicer than anything Gregory had in his entire home.

As he approached the kitchen something — an instinct — made him pull up. He raised his gun to
the ready again and rounded the corner, slowly, carefully, and when he looked into the room, he felt his
face flush and his stomach roll.

He couldn't believe what he saw.



Chapter Two

The next morning, approaching noon, Det. Remy Duff was on his way into Fifty-One Division.

Duff worked the Old Clothes Squad, undercover coppers who go under not for a short term nor oc-
casionally, but who live and work undercover every day as a job, to build a network of sources: human
intelligence or, humint, as the military terms it. It's a job most coppers can't do and want no part of, and Duff
was the only man in the Fifty-One to volunteer, so he was a squad of one. The work means dressing down
in old clothes culled from the corners of the closet and pulling mostly night shifts, working the streets and
hanging with felons and lowlifes in late night bars and dives. It's unpredictable and dangerous, but it was
where most criminal intel is found, and Duff thrives on the action: circulating and "perculating” he calls it.

He had pushed it till 2 a.m. the night before and had fallen asleep on the sofa just before dawn. He
had a four-day growth, his eyes were red, and he was tired, but, he was in an upbeat mood. He was always
upbeat: it was his personal policy. That morning he was on his way past the reception counter, manned
most days by a civilian, Peg Turner, a busty, fortyish woman with horn-rimmed glasses, home-bleached
too-blonde hair, and an efficient yet sympathetic manner.

She was also the divorced mother of two teenaged boys who sometimes wondered about Duff as a
candidate to brighten her personal life. However, with a ten-year difference in age and Duff's own irregular
lifestyle, her feelings for him often came across more as maternal, and that morning she had a definite hint
of concern in her expression. Duff looked a little more haggard than usual, but that wasn't the reason for
her concern.

Duff set his coffee cup down on the counter and said, "So, Peg, | did a gig Friday night. A place

called Just for Larfs."



Duff was well known around the stationhouse for his after-hours sideline, which happened to be
magic, and he liked to call himself a Wizard-at-Large. He was also known for having amusing anecdotes
regarding his magic activities. He paused, waiting for Peg to pose the obvious question: "Larfs?", and he
would go on to explain that a Brit friend owned the club, hence the name.

But Peg didn't pick up her cue.

"Um, Rem," she said. "Mr. Glynn wants to see you. He asked me to catch you on the way in."

Duff made a small groan. He did not want to deal with Glynn and his fuss-budget ways before his
day had even started. William Glynn was Superintendent of Fifty-One Division, and Duff's boss, but when
he called Duff in it was usually to rag on him about the slow flow-through of paperwork on one case or
another. From Duff's perspective, it was either stay on top of things in the field or at the desk, and his focus
was always on his field work. As a result, his C&C rate (Collars and Convictions) was the highest on the
entire force but, his reports sometimes lagged. His usual response to these calls to Glynn's office was to
put them off as long as possible and he was about to file him away for a visit later when Peg brought him
back to the moment.

"Rem, | think it's about your dad."

Duff stopped.

"What about my dad?"

The Duffs of South Boston had been supplying beat cops to Eastern Seaboard police departments
for five generations, and Archie Duff was a much-decorated Boston PD uniformed officer. He was a legend
in his own right until his right leg went down a window well while chasing a suspect down a dark alley one
night. He spent the rest of his career paralyzed from the waist down and looking after police union business
from his new "office," a large, round, padded booth over at the police club. Archie was not only Duff's

inspiration, but the model for some of Duff's own more individualistic ways.



" don't know," Peg replied. "But Benny called looking for you too, while you were driving in."

Benny Logan was the long-time friend who rented out the bedroom in the basement at Duff's
house. He also helped run the all-bachelor Duff household, which consisted of Duff, Benny, and three
teenaged boys, the sons of Duff's late sister, Gail, who had died in a car crash years earlier.

"He wants you to call home too," Peg said, trying not to convey undue concern. "He said it was
about your dad, as well."

Duff decided that his magic anecdote could wait for another time.

"Okay, thanks, luv," he said, and he headed quickly up the stairs to his desk.

When it came to family matters, he'd rather talk first to Benny than to Glynn, so he called home.

Benny Logan was thirty-two, had an ample beer belly, wore thick glasses, and was socially re-
served; a slow shuffling, displaced soul who wanted nothing to do with his own dysfunctional family and
had attached himself to Duff's. He came on the line. He had an uncertain, faltering manner of speech.

"Yeah, uh, say Rem, your, uh, mom called and, well, it's about your dad. | think he, um, took a bit
of a fall or something."

Duff had heard this before and was more relieved than concerned.

"What kind of fall this time?"

"Well, near as | could figure from your mom — who was some upset — he fell off some sort of
ramp in his chair. You know your dad. Your mom was a little vague on details, but, well, | think you should
call home right away."

Given his dad's pig-headed insistence on doing everything on his own, in spite of the family's —
and his doctor's — concerns, Duff had come to expect such mishaps from time to time. In the twenty years

that Archie had been in the wheelchair, he had about one good fall per year, most of which were softened
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by his inebriated state. They say that, when you fall, the best defense is to let yourself go limp. Well, Archie
was usually in an advanced stage of limpness so he was seldom hurt.

"Okay, thanks, Ben. I'll give her a call," Duff said, glad that that was all it was about.

He figured that he had better first go see Glynn to stay on the right side of office politics: let Glynn
give him the news Glynn's finicky way before making the call to his mom. So, he wended his way down-
stairs to Glynn's corner office and knocked lightly. Glynn looked up.

"Duff. Come on in. Sit down. Close the door."

Glynn's usual clipped, impersonal greeting.

Duff took the chair across Glynn's large, painstakingly polished oak desk. Duff considered Glynn
uptight to an unhealthy degree. He felt that the guy would benefit greatly from a good booze-up over at the
police club. But Glynn didn't touch alcohol and he never stepped foot in the club, so chances of that
happening were nil. As far as personal styles went, they were about as opposite as you could get; Glynn
the inhibited, desk-bound management type, and Duff the extroverted, take-it-as-it-comes field operative.
Glynn was a "desk man," and had always been, moving straight into the admin side of police work following
an impressive university career with all the right criminal science and management degrees, and without
ever having walked a beat.

"Did Peg talk to you on the way in?" he asked.

"About my dad? Yes, sir."

Glynn frowned, gravely: "Right. When you weren't here, and Peg couldn't raise you on your cell
phone, your mother asked to speak to me."

Duff smiled, thinly. Glynn never passed on a chance to pass a judgmental little comment on Duff's
operating style.

"| still had my phone off from last night," he said, with a touch of strained patience.
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Sometimes, on close surveillance on foot, when it was deathly quiet and he was in the shadows
and close to a target group, he couldn't risk any kind of sound, even a small one. So he would turn off all
his communications equipment: his radio, his pager, his phone. Even on vibrate, one or the other could give
away his position.

"I see," Glynn nodded, not really seeing at all. He had no idea how Duff actually did his job.

"You know that your dad and | have had some, um, spirited shall we say, conversations over the
years since you joined us. So | feel that | know him, even though we've never met."

"My dad's a high-spirited guy, all right," Duff said, ready to end the conversation. "Anyway, | called
Benny when | got in, and he brought me up to date."

He prepared to rise and go call Boston.

"Did Benny mention that your has dad sustained internal injuries from the fall?" Glynn asked.

Benny hadn't mentioned that part. Duff paused.

"No," he said. "But you know Benny. He's a hit awkward about bad news over the phone."

"Mmm," Glynn nodded. "So he didn't mention how serious it is?"

This was the first inkling Duff got that this time with his dad it might be different. He sat back.

"Benny didn't use the word serious either," Duff said. "What do you mean: serious?"

"Benny didn't tell you that your dad is in ICU?"

Duff narrowed his focus.

"No. He didn't mention that part either. | guess he was going to let my mom tell me. Did she tell you
that?"

"She did. She said she'd like you to get down to Boston as soon as possible. | told her I'd approve

leave right away."

11



12

In that moment, his dad's mortality flashed through Duff's mind. He had never had to consider it be-
fore. Archie Duff was an iron man, he was never going to die; he was only in his sixties. But, then, he had
been in the chair for a lot of years, and that takes its toll on anyone's health and resilience. But Duff thought
he sensed something else nn Glynn's mind. Was there more news from his mom?

"Is there something else | should know?" he asked.

"About your dad? No, no, not at all," Glynn said, trying to sound neutral.

"But there is something else," Duff prompted.

Glynn cast him a quick, appraising glance. There was no denying that Duff had an uncanny ability
to sense things.

"Actually, there is," Glynn allowed. "Another call came in. Just before your mother's."

"About my dad?"

"No, no. Work related. A disturbing call, really. From the Orangeville OPP."

Duff's eyes stayed on Glynn for some moments, and he could see that Glynn was trying to decide
where to start. Duff slumped back, a little impatiently, and waited, impatiently, for Glynn to just get on with
it.

Finally, Glynn said, "Okay; here it is: Sgt. Grevey from Orangeville called ..." and at that point he
paused and asked, as an side, "... do you know Cam Grevey?"

Duff shook his head and said "No."

"... well, I know him from his days here. With Metro. He's with the OPP now. Made sergeant last
year. Anyway, Grevey called and asked for me, personally. He got right to the point. He said that there's
been some sort of frightful murder in a country house up there. A multiple homicide. An extraordinary case.
In the Town of Avendon ..."

Glynn paused again, and asked, as another aside "... you do know Avendon, right?"
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This time Duff nodded "Yes," but a stray detail caught his ear.

"Excuse me, sir; you said multiple homicides but you didn't say how many. Can | ask how many is
multiple?"

Glynn gave him an odd, troubled look.

"That's one of the strange things. They're not sure."

Now Duff was confused, and also a little exasperated with Glynn and his wonky ways. Even
burned, dismembered, or decomposed, authorities can always tell how many deceased they have at a
scene simply by doing, quite literally, a head count. Something had to be wrong with Glynn's information.
He also wondered why Glynn was telling him this at all, if he was going to be on the next plane out of town?

Glynn sat forward in his chair and straightened himself to desk with his hands clasped before him,
and Duff knew the heart of the matter was coming.

"The fact is, they've asked for you, personally, in Avendon," Glynn said. "The crime scene is ap-
parently ghastly but it's fresh — they only came across it an hour ago. They'd like you to go up and have a
look. | told them I'd make you available. That was before your mother called. You can still catch a flight to
Boston at the end of the day."

Duff's confusion only deepened.

"Excuse me, Chief ... " he began, and Glynn winced a little inside, as he always did when Duff re-
ferred to him that way.

On the Toronto Police Force there is only one chief, the big guy over at HQ. The sixty or so Divi-
sions which are scattered around the city have Superintendents — like Glynn was at the Fifty-One. But Duff
found "Superintendent” too cumbersome, too polysyllabic: "Chief" rolled off the tongue so much easier.

Glynn let it pass rather than make an issue of it. He had enough other issues with Duff.
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"... but can | ask why," Duff continued, "the Orangeville OPP — where | know no one — would ask
for me out of all the outside coppers they could have called for assistance?"

Glynn rotated the single coaster on his desk and said, "Because they believe that this involves
some sort of cult activity."

At that Duff drew an even bigger blank.

"Cult activity? So why me?"

"Apparently, Duff, you're down in APFO (the Association of Police Forces of Ontario) data bank as
some sort of specialist in cult activities."

Duff squinted and thought back to something he might have said or done to lead his fellow officers
to believe that he was in any way interested in cult activity in the province of Ontario, or anywhere else.
Then he remembered, dimly, some sort of generic questionnaire that had circulated a few years back in
which officers were asked to list any outside interests and specialities they might have. He recalled now
that he might have ticked a box marked 'Cults.'

"Jeez, it must have been that form that came around a few years ago," he said. "l think | ticked off
a box, but | thought they meant magic groups. You know, covens, sorcerers, wizards, the occult. The kind
of stuff I do. | don't follow weirdo sicko cults."

"| told you that magic of yours was going to get you in a jam one day," Glynn said, happy to have
the chance to knock Duff's little avocation.

Glynn's opinion was that magic wasn't an appropriate after-hours pastime for a tough street cop
with a senior detective's rank, regardless of the supposed stress relief benefits that Duff claimed. Other
coppers had hobbies Glynn could relate to: motorcycling, snowmabiling, off-roading, beer league hockey or

baseball. But magic? It wasn't ... serious enough.
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Duff shrugged off Glynn's opinion of his magic as he did all of Glynn's opinions. But he was in-
trigued by the little Glynn had told him so far about events in Avendon.

"Chief, can you tell me just a little bit more about this case?"

"l wish | could. I've already told you the little that | know, except that they apparently already have
an individual in custody who's a bit mentally challenged. He called it in, and they don't if he's involved or
not, but, based on the damage they've got at the scene, it seems it has to be the work of more than one
person. Grevey's the one who feels that it's some sort of satanic cult ritual or some such, based on the
gruesome nature of what they've found. Fact is, | agreed to have you take a run up and have a look. That
was before your mother called. Still, it should only take a couple of hours. Just give an opinion and be on
your way. You'll be back by late afternoon and on an evening flight to Boston."

Duff thought about it. It was all pretty rushed — get to Avendon, have a look, give an initial gut as-
sessment, and try to catch an evening flight out — but it was doable. Besides, the sketchy details Glynn
had laid out so far piqued his curiosity.

"Can | ask why Grevey is thinking cults? Does he have some group already in mind based on any-
thing?"

" don't think so. Just the nature of what he saw. And, by the way, they've also asked the Coroner's
Office for some back-up help there as well, and Coroner's agreed to send up Dr. Zaccai."

This Duff found even more odd.

"Esther Zaccai?" he asked. "From here? Downtown?"

"Yes. Do you know her?"

"Just by reputation. She's an explosion trauma expert. So, this is some sort of explosion?"

Duff knew the basics of Zaccai's story: that she had been born and raised in Toronto and had re-

ceived her medical training here, and had then moved to Israel to practice. There she had worked at the

15



16

Ben Gurion Hospital in downtown Jerusalem, serving with the famous Flying Squad, the group of doctors,
nurses, and medical techs who were first responders to the carnage wreaked from rocket attacks and
suicide bombings on buses and cafes in the city. She had moved back to Toronto a few years ago, sup-
posedly to cope with burnout from being on the front lines too long.

"Like | said, they have no idea, but an explosion seems to have been ruled out. Grevey just said it
was beyond the local coroner to deal with. In any case, they requested you and they requested Zaccai."

Duff could only shake his head at these ambiguous details: a mysterious demonic cult? A mentally
retarded suspect? A crime scene so horrific they had no idea how many bodies they had? A bomb expert
called for, but no explosion?

"What the hell is this all about?" Duff wondered aloud, as much to himself as to Glynn.

"No idea," Glynn said. "But | have a feeling this is going to get a lot worse before it's done."

Duff sensed that the "lot worse" Glynn so casually referred to was now going to come down on
Duff's head because he had ticked off some box on a long forgotten form. Still, he was interested. But first
he had to see his dad.

"Okay," he said, his mind already starting to mull things over. "I'll go have a look-see. But first, I've
got to call home and book a flight."

"Of course," Glynn agreed, and he handed a sheet across the desk. "Here's the directions. An es-
tate home in hill country. Some Fortune 500 chap."

"That's the victim?"

Glynn smiled, tensely.

"They think he was one of victims. But they're not sure even of that. Contact Orangeville if you
need more directions.”

Duff studied the directions for a moment, then asked, "Chief, can | ask one last question?"
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Glynn made a small shrug to go ahead.

"How could they not know how many victims they have?"

"Because," Glynn said, in a quiet and deliberate tone. "There are no heads at the scene. | was go-
ing to let you get that detail first-hand from Grevey, but since you asked ... "

Duff stood motionless, considering, and he and Glynn locked gazes for a long moment. It certainly
sounded like it was beyond Grevey's grasp, or, perhaps, anyone's at the OPP, and they had done right to
call for outside help.

"Okay," he nodded, simply, and he rose to leave.

As he did so, his mind ran back to a cases his dad had handled when Duff was just a boy. Archie
had been called to a triple homicide with suicide on a Christmas morning when the Duff family was still
young. A father had killed the wife and two kiddies, and then killed himself with the sawed-off twelve gauge,
all in front of the family hearth and Christmas tree; it was a bloody and unbelievably tragic crime scene, like
a Norman Rockwell from hell. The call had come in at eight a.m., just as the young Duff family was gath-
ered around their own Christmas tree to open presents. Archie spent all of Christmas day at the terrible
scene, not getting home until 6:00 p.m., just as the family was sitting down to dinner. Archie didn't tell Duff
— or his mom — the nature of that morning's call until ten years later. He didn't want to upset them at the
time. But Duff learned from it, that when you're in the police business the worst of the job can sometimes
come at you at the worst moments in your own life.

At the door, Glynn called out, "Oh, and, uh, Duff. Why don't you take John Henry along? To help
work the case. You know, in case you have family matters to deal with as things unfold."

Duff was more than a little surprised. Adding the cost of a second man to any case wasn't some-

thing Glynn did lightly.
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"Thanks, Chief," he said, and he was again about to close the door when Glynn called to him
again.

"Oh, Duff. One last thing: they do not want this to hit the media. Whatever this is, they want to keep
a lid on it until they can figure it out. Grevey's going to do up a report as suspicious deaths for the time
being — a gas leak or some such; try to keep media curiosity to a minimum for now."

"l understand."

"Tell John as well."

Duff pulled the door shut and wondered again, not unlike Constable Gregory had just a few hours

earlier: What the hell is this all about?

Chapter Three

Duff headed back upstairs to the large open area on the second floor that comprised the detective
bureau. His mind was rolling around the disjointed events Glynn had laid out as he sat down to place the
call to Boston. As he was about to do so, John Henry came in the back stairwell from the rear parking lot,
so Duff set the phone down and waited for him. John hung up his jacket, settled his considerable bulk into
the creaky old wooden swivel-back chair across the aisle and looked over at his friend.

John could tell that something was on Duff's mind.

"Hey, little brother, wassup?" he asked.
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At forty-eight, John henry Morgan was twenty years Duff's senior, and, at six foot-three and two
hundred and eighty pounds, he was an ex-pro linebacker. In three years of college football, two years in the
NFL, and eightmore in the CFL he had played clean, hard, and fair, and had torn up almost every ligament
in both knees as a reward. Now he walked with a bit of a limp and his life was all about community policing,
his family, and working after-hours on Baptist Church business. He had come up to Toronto from Detroit as
a young boy in ‘67, glad to flee the ghetto life of 12th Street after the riots. These days he was happy to be
a copper, happy to be on the Toronto PD, a police force that dealt with fewer than a hundred homicides a
year. He liked his chances of getting to retirement and enjoying his pension. So, he and Duff were ex-pats,
close friends, and occasional partners when budget allowed.

Duff swivelled for a moment, organizing his thoughts.

"My mom called," he finally said.

John could take a guess at what that meant.

"Your daddy?"

"Sounds like he was racing around in his dune buggy again and he fell off some sort of ramp."

Duff's term for his dad's motorized wheelchair.

John didn't know whether to smile or be concerned.

"He okay?"

"Not sure. | was just with Glynn. Mom called here looking for me and, when | wasn't here, she
ended up speaking to Mr. Personality. Dad's in the hospital. In IC. I'm going to call home in a minute and
find out what's going on."

"Why not call right now?"

Duff bobbed his head, like he was deciding how to put what else he had on his mind.
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"While I was with Glynn, he had something else. My presence has been requested up in Avendon.
By the Orangeville OPP."

John cast him a puzzled look.

"Why you? Why way up there?"

Duff thought about it for a moment.

"They've got some sort of weird case up there, and somebody thinks I'm an expert in cult stuff.
They also asked for Esther Zaccai, from the Coroner's Office.”

John pulled back, with an even more puzzled look.

"An explosives expert? Cult stuff? Man! What's that all about?"

Like Glynn, Duff wasn't sure exactly where to begin.

"Not sure. And Glynn was no real help. He was his usual fumbling self; who can know what really
goes on in that hermetically sealed mind of his. He just said they've got a messy multiple homicide, a
retarded kid as a possible suspect, and they're afraid word will get out and panic the public about some
crazed killer cult."

"Wow, that is one weird load for one meeting. And this is the same meeting that started off about
your dad?"

Duff had to crack a weak smile: it was quite a few worlds apart.

"Yeah. Glynn says the calls came in one right after the other. Reason I'm giving you that bit of
background, John, is because Glynn said you can ride with me up to Avendon. Work the case with me. He
thought | might be a bit distracted with family matters if this gets going."

"Old Stone Face said that? That | could ride with you so's you could deal with family business?
Man! That's a first. So when we going?"

"Soon's | call my mom and book a flight."
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Duff turned to the phone and placed the call to the boyhood home on Dudley Street in South
Boston where his mom and dad still lived. John Henry listened with patience to his friend's side of the
conversation. Duff seemed surprised at several points and, when the conversation ended, he seemed more
concerned than he had been just a few moments earlier. He glanced at the wall clock. It was less than two
hours to Boston by air. Could he get a flight that night?

"Dad's been unconscious since he fell," he finally said.

"He's going to be okay though, right?"

Duff was lost in his thoughts for a moment. He brought himself back.

"They're not sure."

When not doing police work, John Henry was active with his church, the First Bethel Baptist, and
part of his role as lay minister was grief counselling, mostly with church members in times of distress.

"How you feeling about that?" he asked. "About your dad maybe being hurt bad?"

Duff was looking away again, lost, briefly again, in his thoughts, when he returned his gaze to
John, aware of what he was doing.

"Come on, John, don't start that grief therapy stuff on me — yet. I'm fine, and dad's going to be
fine. Let's just get up to Avendon, see what they've got and let me get on a plane."

And he turned back to the phone to book a flight.

On the drive north, Duff was more reserved than usual. Quiet. Usually, on assignment together,
Duff took centre stage and played the star role and John couldn't get a word in edge wise. But that day he
was saying little, just sitting back and watching the countryside float past, his mind still on other things.

About twenty miles north of Toronto, they turned off the main highway and headed west, into the

Caledon Hills, and Duff reached in and pulled the Perly's map book out of the glove box to find their way to
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the rural address Glynn had given. Prosperous farmland, horse farms, and scenic hillsides rolled past as
Duff, as though on some sort of cross-country car rally, called out directions — "left here ... right there ...
slow down ... | think we want this right," and so on — until, finally, they were on Township Road 20.

Duff wasn't the type to stay in a pensive mood for long and, by the time they neared the Caulfield
place, he had mostly bounced back to his usual upbeat self.

About two miles along, they saw an OPP cruiser parked at the roadside at the head of a long,
winding driveway that snaked through a well-kept rolling front lawn of several acres in size. There was a
large fishpond in a low area to the right and, beyond it, an enormous estate home at the end of the drive-
way. They pulled to a stop and Duff rolled down his window.

"Hey, sport," he said to the young uniformed copper standing beside the cruiser. "We're looking for
Sgt. Grevey."

The young constable nodded stiffly in the direction of the big home.

"He's up at the house," he said, obviously a new recruit and not exactly relaxed about being at a
crime scene of this nature, but determined to do his duty by the book.

Duff and John Henry squinted toward the house and noted two unmarked cars parked in front.

"May | ask who are you are?" the young fellow asked with an unnecessary formality.

He then noticed the small sticker on the windshield that identified the car as a Toronto police
vehicle, and he knew he was dealing with plainclothes guys from downtown.

Duff pulled out his shield to seal it.

"I'm Duff, Major Crimes, 51 Division. This is my partner, Det. Morgan. Sgt. Grevey called us."

At that, the young fellow straightened up and waved them ahead, and they rolled slowly up the long
asphalt driveway. As the home drew closer, John ducked down to get a better look under the visor.

"Mm-mm my," he said, admiringly. "This is some crib."
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"What a few million will get you outside town," Duff commented as they parked.

As they approached the house, Duff noted the OPP decal in the windshield of one of the parked
cars: that would be Grevey's. The other had no markings; it would be private. He wondered whose?

They entered the open front door and, stepping inside, Duff stopped and glanced around the large
central foyer, doing the visual audit he routinely did when approaching any crime scene. As he glanced
around something about the room didn't feel right, but he couldn't put his finger on it. He did a second,
slower, full turn and realized what it was. He drew John's attention first to the blank wall across the foyer,
and then to two large alabaster pedestals standing in alcoves to each side of the front door.

John looked from the wall to the pedestals but didn't catch Duff's point.

"What?" he asked.

"John what do you see?" Duff prompted.

John looked more closely and this time he saw it: the slightly darker patch on the far wall. A large
skylight above the front door allowed sunlight to flood the area by day and to fade the paint around a
squarish patch at eye level, which was just a shade darker in tone.

"There was a painting hanging there," he said.

John then looked again at the Greek-style pedestals by the door. They were solid white marble,
fluted and about three feet high, with spotlights softly illuminating them from above, like in a museum or art
gallery. Again, it took him a moment, but shortly he caught Duff's point again.

"There was statues or somethin' on them things."

"When did they go missing?" Duff asked, rhetorically. "My guess is: same time as the painting."

"Think it means anything?"

"Dunno. But a joint like this? Can't see the first place the eye goes to inside the front door being

empty for long."
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Was it possible that, regardless of whatever horrific crime might have happened in the house,
something more mundane — like ordinary property theft — had also taken place? Seemed unlikely, given
the outlandish details laid out by Glynn.

They heard voices from the right.

"Guess we better go meet the welcoming committee,” Duff said.

They entered the great room to see two uniformed OPP standing, talking. Duff took the one with
the sergeant's stripes to be Grevey. The men stopped and turned.

"Can we help you?" the one with the stripes asked.

John looked professional enough in a sports jacket, white shirt and tie, but Duff was still in his
scruffy Old Clothes jacket and jeans, he had his hair pulled into a small ponytail and a gold earring in his
right ear. He looked more like a bouncer at a heavy metal bar than a cop.

"I'm Duff," he said. "This is my partner, John Henry."

"You're from downtown?" Grevey asked, still unsure, expecting a bit more spit and polish.

"l work Old Clothes," Duff said. "I've been on assignment lately ..."

He figured Grevey could work out the rest and, when he did, his relief at having help arrive was
apparent. He approached and shook hands.

"Glad you fellas could make it," he said.

Cam Grevey was a stocky fellow, in his early forties, with dark curly hair and with thick black
eyebrows — what they sometimes call beetle brows — and obviously a man in a state of agitation.

"You called for an opinion?" Duff said.

"Yeah. We have our own people on the way from London but HQ said we could call in help from

downtown as well. You'll see why soon enough. If you want to come this way."
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There are a number of London's in the world. Ontario's London was in the centre of the south-west
part of the province — a large area, about the size of Vermont — and was head office for the OPP South-
ern Western Ontario Division, of which Orangeville and Avendon were a part. It was about two hundred
miles from Avendon.

Grevey started across the entrance area and Duff and John Henry fell in beside him.

As they walked through the foyer Duff asked, casually, "You have a robbery here a s well?"

"I never mentioned that to Glynn. How do you know?" he asked, alarmed that a leak had already
made its way out.

"You've got some art missing in the foyer," Duff said.

Grevey seemed relieved.

"Yeah, well, | didn't mention it," he said, "because it seemed pretty minor compared to what else
took place here."

"Mmm," Duff mused. "Anything else missing?"

"We haven't done a full inventory of the place yet, just a walk through. We've been just a little bit
busy with more important matters. But there does seem to be some other art, and some silverware and
jewellery missing, plus the safe in the master bedroom was blown."

Grevey seemed to accept these thefts as incidental: souvenirs or trophies culled by wild-eyed cult
freaks ransacking the place on their way out. Or entirely unconnected to the case. Done at another time.

Duff let it go.

"Glynn said you've also called Dr. Zaccai?" he asked.

Grevey nodded: "She's in there now. Do you know her?"

"Not personally.”
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That explained the other car out front. Duff was a little surprised that Zaccai had arrived so soon,
even before they had. But, then, that was her reputation: a fanatical kind of professional zeal, an obsessed
first responder, always in motion, couldn't slow down. Things she had obviously learned the hard way in
war zones.

At the end of the hall, they stopped just inside the kitchen door. Dr. Zaccai was in the centre of the
room, in a white medical coat, kneeling, poking with a steel pointer at some indeterminate chunk of some-
thing on the floor.

Duff and John Henry could only stare, stunned at what they saw.

"Aw man! What the hell is this?" John said, quietly

Duff just stared, wordlessly; taking in the entire room.

Both had been to bloody and disturbing crime scenes before, but neither had ever been to a scene
as messy, as repulsive — as excessive — as this!

Duff bobbed his head slowly, looking around slowly, absorbing what he saw but barely believing it;
forming first impressions, first opinions.

The room was a combination of large country kitchen and eat-in solarium-style breakfast room,
maybe a thousand square feet total. It comprised the entire west wing of the house, with the bay windows
of the solarium arcing out toward the woods at the rear. Scattered everywhere was blood and human tissue
— pieces of flesh, bone, entrails, and organs: covering the floor, running down the walls, dripping from
furniture. Some were ghastly large chunks recoginizable as human parts — a leg, an arm, a torso — but
other bits were too small, too shredded, or too torn to be recognized as human. And blood was everywhere,
in large, blackening pools. A severed — more like torn — hand lay, palm up, on a table nearby. What

looked like an inner organ lay on a chair.
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It wasn't hard to see why Zaccai had been called. The scene was nauseating; certainly beyond the
scope of most coroners, but probably not unlike the scenes of suicide carnage that Zaccai had attended in
Jerusalem. And it had all the appearance of a powerful explosion, except there was no damage to the room
or contents, other than to the unfortunate humans present and a few knocked over chairs. The scene had
an eerie, unnatural quality about it: otherworldly.

Zaccai looked up and saw them standing behind the several strands of yellow crime scene tape
that she had hurriedly strung between the back of a chair and a countertop and which blocked entry further
into the room. She rose and stepped cautiously through the mess to the tape. Her lab coat and white
hospital shoes were heavily streaked and smeared with blood, and other darker, indeterminate stains.

John Henry felt nauseous, and thought he might be sick on the job for the first time in his career.

Zaccai walked directly toward them, stepping under the tape, and forcing the three men to take a
step back, into the hall.

"Who are you?" she demanded of Duff and John.

Duff explained, briefly, who they were and that they were from downtown, as she was: from the
Fifty-One.

Zaccai, placated somewhat but still wary, said, "You've been called in?"

Duff nodded and she considered for a moment.

"OK. Fine. But please, do not come in. | must ask you to stay behind the tape."

Duff was about to point out that they had been called in to offer assistance — as she had been —
when they were distracted by a commotion from down the hall. They looked to see a young fellow who had
entered the foyer with a clatter. He was loaded with camera bags and gear, and had a tripod on his
shoulder, all of which he swung onto the floor. The fellow looked both ways, saw the small crowd gathered

at the kitchen, and headed toward them. They watched in silence as he approached.
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When he got to the group, Zaccai spoke before anyone else could.

"Excuse me. Hello. Who are you?" she asked, again in a demanding tone.

The kid set down the single bag he was carrying, a little surprised at the frosty reception.

"I'm the photographer. They called me from the station and said to come out. Something about a
body. I do the forensic photography for the Orangeville detachment.”

Zaccai said to Grevey, "This boy will not do any photography here. And | don't want him in the
room. | have my own people on the way. They will be here shortly. Nobody enters these rooms except me
and my people until I'm done, then I'll release the room to you."

Grevey also was a little taken aback by Zaccai's take-charge attitude; after all, it was his case, his
crime scene. It was he who had called her in. Still, with an investigation as distressing as this one was
shaping up to be, he was, in some ways, relieved to leave things in her hands for the moment.

The kid stood looking at Grevey, a little confused.

"What's going on, Cam?" he asked.

"Don't worry," Grevey said, "Hand in your invoice at the station. You'll be covered for it. Right now
this is Dr. Zaccai's scene, and we'll do things the way she says."

The kid, still without a glimpse inside the kitchen at the ghoulish scene, shrugged and headed back
to the front door, quite happy to be paid for doing no photography at all. As they stood in the hall, watching
the kid depart, Duff and Zaccai had a moment to look each other over, size each other up.

Zaccai glanced first at Duff, then at John, and then back to Duff.

"You're both from the Fifty-one?" she asked.

"We are," Duff said, simply.

She looked him over more closely.

"You're the magic guy. I've heard of you."
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Duff wasn't sure what she might have heard, but it was definitely neither the time nor the place to
talk magic.

"A little sideline," he said lightly.

Zaccai made a small, thoughtful humph.

"Well, I don't know why they called you. | don't know that this case has anything to do with magic:
black, or voodoo, or otherwise. But who knows? | guess it could go anywhere. Okay. Listen, | don't want to
appear rude, but I really do have to ask you fellows to just stay back and let me and my people do our job.
It's a bloody mess in here; something that no one not properly trained should have to deal with. When we're
done — and only when we're done — you can come in and look around all you want."

Zaccai was short, slim, and attractive in her own way; maybe five foot three, with alert, cobalt blue
eyes, longish coal black hair let go a bit wild, and little make-up. She obviously didn't obsess about her
appearance, but she had a natural appeal that made that unnecessary. She also had a reputation for being
brilliant — and tough! But when Duff looked into her eyes, when he looked beyond the tough Israeli take-
charge medic persona, he didn't see tough, he saw a deep-seated weariness, fatigue, the kind coppers
sometimes get from too long on the beat, and too many bloody crime scenes. Or soldiers get from too long
on the front. A soul weariness. PTSD, Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. Seeing too much death and human
depravity can do it.

Word was that Zaccai had come home from Jerusalem on the verge of nervous exhaustion, maybe
even breakdown. Duff also heard that she had later volunteered for a tour of Afghanistan with the medical
volunteer corps attached to the Canadian army, where she had once again been thrust into the front lines
of deranged suicide attacks. She returned home again on the verge of emotional burnout. Was it was wise,

Duff wondered, to call her now to a scene like this?
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He also had to admit that he found it strange to be ordered around a crime scene — to which he
had been summoned! — by somebody who should be reporting to them, not them to her. But he couldn't
help admire her style.

He said, "You know, my super did send us all the way up for a look-see, to offer an opinion.”

"What? You didn't see enough in there already?"

What they had seen so far certainly had been enough to give their stomachs a turn, but not enough
to give any hint as to what actually might have taken place in the room.

"Ma'am, we really do have to have another look," John Henry said, sucking up his distaste for the
whole matter and exercising a little assertiveness of his own. "You got to admit, that's one of the most
disgusting crime scenes you ever gonna see. How we going to explain that on the little peek we got?"

Zaccai considered for a moment.

"I've seen worse," she allowed. "But not much. And okay. If you have to have another look: fine,
then look. Just — please — don't call me ‘'ma‘am. I'm not that old. And don't step past the tape. A look is a
look only. Okay?"

They edged back into the kitchen and could only stare again in disbelief.

Duff asked Zaccai, "Any idea what might have gone on here?"

Zaccai cast him a strange, hunted look, and Duff noticed an involuntary little shudder ripple down
her shoulders.

"No idea," she said quietly.

What the hell, Duff wondered, could be out there?
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Chapter Four

The next morning, at 8:50, Duff was at a window seat as the American Airlines flight to Boston did
a slow, banking turn north of Toronto. He stared down and, through thin wisps of cloud, he could see, a few
thousand feet below, the very property in Avendon that they had been at the day before.

The case had been on his mind since they left the scene. In ten years in the business, and coming
from a police family going back four generations, he thought he seen and heard it all. But Avendon was
more troubling than anything he'd encountered before, or had even come across in course studies: the kind
of case that could consume those drawn into it.

Fortunately, for Duff, as for the ghastly nature of the crime scene itself went, he had long ago
learned to "flip the switch"; the copper's self-defense mechanism that allows him to shift to clinical mode
when faced with situations that are overwhelming. He had his dad to thank for that little technique.

But there were so many questions.

Why such excessive force? It had a deranged, beyond-reason quality about it. Who — or what —
could do such things? And why? Some sect of devil worshippers, as Grevey was suggesting? Duff had his
doubts about that. It was too extreme, even for some sort of fanatical group. It was almost beyond the

scope of human behaviour. But, if not human, then what?

31



32

Also baffling was the devastation to soft tissue without damage to surfaces and the hard contents
of the room itself? How was that possible? Then there was the question of removing heads? Trophies, as
Grevey again suggested? Part of some grotesque ritual? Even more puzzling: why remove items from the
house? More trophies or souvenirs, as Grevey thought? Or calculated theft?

So many questions.

Maybe, he thought, he'd get lucky and John Henry and Grevey would have it solved before he
could get back. He wasn't counting on it.

He put his head back against the headrest and turned his thoughts to Boston. His focus for the
next few days would be on his dad.

So he thought.

Had Duff continued to stare out the window another or two, he would have seen, as the plane
gained a few thousand more feet, Hwy. 10 snake it's way north, through the Caledon Hills, disappearing as
a barely visible black squiggle into the Blue Mountain.

The Blue Mountain, in Ontario's Georgian Bay area, is a bustling ski region. Locals like to think of it
as a mini-Vail, with its groomed ski runs and trails, the constant hollow roar of the snowmaking jets on
winters' nights, and three-storey condos choking every square foot from the base of the mountain to the
shores of the bay. It was actually not a mountain at all, but the face of enormous highland ridge that ran
along the shoreline.

About twenty from this busy resort scene, and deep in the backwoods atop the highland, it was a

different world, a throwback world. A wild and untamed mountain country where a wolf bounty was still in
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effect to appease the sparse farm population, and sheep, hogs, and thin-flanked cattle were the standard
livestock, the only ones who could make a go of it on the rocky terrain. Black bears, vultures, and wild cats
still found room to roam, and to thrive.

The desolation of the highlands suited Denholme Carleton — known these days simply as DC —
just fine.

Individuals like DC prompt the old question: are human monsters born or made? It seems to take
elements of both: warped early life experiences as well as some genetic irregularity. In DC's case, both
played their part.

For young Denholme there was a defining moment when it all began to unravel, and that was when
his mother died, suddenly, when he was eight years old. It didn't help that his father was also his mother's
first uncle, her father's brother, and DC considered himself from an early age to be a genetic mistake, a
product of perverse in-breeding with all its pernicious effects on the human psyche.

Born in Salishury, south-west of London, into a long line of minor landed gentry with debatable
connections to the royal family, DC was troubled from an early age; tormenting small animals while still in
grade school, all the classic signs of more disturbed behaviour to come. Young Denny was also a
momma's boy, and when his mom died, he withdrew into solitary bitterness.

Her death also left him at the mercy of an abusive, indifferent and alcoholic father, a hack doctor
who eventually lost his license and who drank himself to an also early death, leaving young Denholme
completely alone in a cold world at a most critical age. Then it was in and out of foster homes until he ran
away for good at sixteen, making his way to Canada on a small commercial trawler. He signed on as an
under-aged junior cargo hand, but he jumped ship in Montreal and began to hustle homosexual sex on the
street to survive. By this time, he was completely disconnected from his inner self, which his gay sex

activities made clear, considering his oft-declared hatred of homosexuals and, therefore by extension, his
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self-loathing of himself. Textbook Freud. From Montreal, he moved on to Toronto where he pursued the
same tormented lifestyle.

By eighteen he had gained a few inches and a few pounds and he eventually fell in with the biker
crowd, and he dropped his name from Denny — which, by then, he considered a wus name — to DC,
which he considered iconoclastic; more fitting for an outlaw biker.

For years, DC lived on the fringe of the biker brotherhood, not strong or aggressive enough,
physically, to be a force among his fellow bikers, but callous and cruel enough to be tolerated as a member
of the gang. They called themselves The Bastard Viking Raiders, or The BVRs for short, taking their name
from the Viking bastard sword of medieval times, known as such because of its stubbornly unconventional
design for that era. It was a half sword and was neither a one-handed nor a two-handed weapon, but could
be thrust and swung either with one or both hands, hence making it not a purebred among swords, but a
bastard. Bastard also fit the worldview most of the BVRs had of themselves: not merely its meaning as
illegitimate, but meaning bad through and through.

For DC, life was pretty much as one would expect for a modern-age Bastard Viking Raider: raping,
pillaging, plundering, looting, partying, selling dope, using dope, running guns, using guns.

Real problems — aside from the occasional inconvenient terms in and out of jail — set in when, in
his late thirties, his contempt for doctors meant that the syphilis he had contracted somewhere along the
way was now at the final %2 and fatal %2 stage. Advanced, or tertiary stage syphilis is now rare thanks to
penicillin and other antibiotics, but that assumes people are going to doctors and clinics for check-ups. DC,
however, was proud of his record of never having gone to a doctor in his life, except for stitches in the
emergency room after the occasional bar brawl. He could thank his poisonous relationship with his doctor

father for that.
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Symptoms of the disease at the final stage are many; damage to the heart, aorta, brain, eyes, and
bones, the formation of gummas, or ugly, tumour-like swellings of the skin, runny nose, regurgitation with a
tendency to sniffle and drool; and DC had them all. It also manifests similarly in some ways to rabies in
animals; erratic behaviour, unstable mental condition, paranoia, hyper aggressiveness, loss of fear and
inhibition, to mention a few. Eventually the body shuts down and the victim dies. However, there's usually
plenty of time to wreak the madness of final stage syphilis on the world before death arrives.

For DC, life was playing out its final fey scenes. Yet, even with his teeth rotting, his nose running,
and his debilitations advancing, it never occurred to him to seek medical help. In fact, he scorned it. Still, he
sensed that his life was coming down to its final few years — or perhaps months — and he felt more driven
than ever to live life it to its fullest, which, in his case, meant more dope, more booze, more women, more
whatever he wanted — and no mercy for those who got in his way. He was no longer going to be denied
anything by anybody!

That day he awoke with a pounding headache. A stab of morning light angled through a broken
blind and right into his eyes, and he threw an arm across his face and rolled away from the glare. The night
before he had had a little one-man party with a fifth of Jack Daniels, a twelve-pack of Coors, and half an
eight-ball of high grade crack cocaine, finally passing out towards 3:00 am.

He groped the bedside table and succeeded only in knocking a half-full glass of watery bourbon
onto the floor. He forced open his eye and squinted at the clock: 10:38 a.m. Son of a bitch! He had wanted
to sleep the day away, but the son of a bitching sun had risen enough to flood the room. It was too damned
early to get up. Still, there was no fighting it; once he was awake he wasn't going to get back to sleep, so
he swung himself onto the side of the bed, and stared around the room.

He was briefly disoriented, blanked out temporarily in the haze of a boozy, dope-fuelled hangover.

He couldn't recall anything, at first, about that night, or about the day before. Then it began to trickle back,
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in bits and fragmented pieces. The solitary all-night bacchanal; the sun starting to come up before passing
out; the big house in the country in the afternoon, and the activities there. Then everything came back in a
rush: it had been an exhausting day, but a successful one.

That morning he was also feeling relief, a catharsis of pent up emotion that his dope and booze
binges sometimes brought about. Something had been building in recent weeks; urges that drove him, and
which had to find outlet and, now, the day after, he was exhausted, physically, but purged emotionally. It
was like some sort of psychic lightning rod had drained away all the repressed energy that had been aching
to discharge.

He sat for several moments and rubbed his eyes. Most days they were bloodshot, rheumy, and
red-rimmed — as they were that day — but, still, they had and eerie quality about them: a flat colour,
metallic blue, and devoid of life. You could see in them that something wasn't right with him.

If DC's life had a chaotic and desperate quality about it, his personal world certainly reflected it.

His bedroom was strewn — around the bed and in every corner — with clothes that hadn't been
washed in months; just thrown aside and kicked around as DC rooted for the cleanest dirty pieces. The
stench of stale sweat and old socks permeated the room, seeping into the very wallpaper. There were no
sheets on the bed, just a barren mattress and an old quilt, which, somehow, always ended up twisted into a
ball by morning. Like most die-hard junkies, this was DC's life: a solitary existence in squalid surroundings.

He sat hunched for a few minutes on the bed, fighting to catch his breath, although he hadn't yet
exerted himself in any way. He always seemed to be out of breath. Sometimes, even breathing was an
effort, and he knew it was his disease closing in on him.

DC was medium-short —five foot six — but sturdily built, and sinewy. His arms were muscular, like
a body builder's, and his waistline had thickened, but was still firm and solid. He had fallen asleep dressed

in jeans and a muscle shirt, and along both arms were pagan tattoos: a helmeted Viking warrior with sword
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patterned his entire right arm and shoulder; and a Viking dagger, a German iron cross, and the double runic
SS's of Hitler's ShutzStaffel ran down his left arm. He had a reddish-brown beard and moustache, long
greasy hair and, over the years, he had cultivated that shaggy, menacing air that bikers everywhere adopt.

He stood, unsteadily, kicking some clothes and beer cans aside to clear the way to the door. His
hair was wild, and a sliver of mucus —one feature of his advanced, or third stage, syphilis — ran from his
nose. He didn't even know that it was syphilis that was altering him in recent years, causing his body tics,
his mental changes. He didn't care. At this point in his life, he didn't care about anything. He was dead in
every way but one. He wiped the snot away with his arm and, as he did so he glanced out the window, at a
little black squirrel that was running along the branches of birch tree and had stopped to nibble animatedly
on some titbit clutched in its paws. DC glanced to the corner where he had last set the Remington bolt
action 30.06, the civilian version of the Marines M40A1 Sniper rifle. It was equipped with a 40x scope, and
a Marine Corps silencer.

"Hey, little sucker. Stay right there," he whispered in a raspy voice.

He stepped over, grabbed the rifle, lifted the window a few inches, rested the barrel on the sill, and
sighted on the skittish little creature. He was shaky after the night he'd just had, but he'd done this before
while hungover. The squirrel filled the scope, seeming to be mere inches away. DC put the little creature in
the crosshairs and squeezed the trigger. There was a muffled crack from the silenced barrel, a mild recoil
into the shoulder, and the squirrel disappeared in a spray of red mist from the high-powered round.

DC stared out the window in languid fashion for another moment, snuffled, yawned, set down the
rifle, stretched, and carried on down the hall to the bathroom, another dirt-caked room that hadn't seen a
mop in years. He stood, facing himself in the mirror. He had a scraggly one-week growth and debated
shaving. Not that he cared what he looked like, but the beard got to the point where it itched and scratched.

He rubbed his chin and turned his face to the left and to the right, deciding, when he noticed his left ear.
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Aw, no! His earring was gone!

He looked quickly around the bathroom floor, then hurried down the hall to his bed and threw the
pillow off. No sign of it. Son of a bitching bitch! It was an expensive piece and important to him: a small
solid gold pendant called Thor's Hammer, the Viking symbol of magic and the power to crush one's
enemies.

He fretted over its loss for several moments, wondering if he should he really care about its loss?
Should he worry about where it might have dropped? Could he have left a clear partial print on it that could
come back to haunt him? Probably not, he decided on both counts: it was too small and its surface too
rough for prints. He decided just to let it go. It was easy enough to get another one and he had the cash to
do so.

Besides, he had bigger things on his mind that day.

John Henry had left his home in a leafy downtown neighbourhood at 8:00 that morning and headed
for the Fifty-One. He wanted to grab his notes, review some files on CAPCISS — the Canadian Association
of Police Computer Information Sharing System, — and organize his thoughts before heading to Orange-
ville. At 9:00 he set out.

He took his time on the drive, mulling over what he would be facing. He wasn't entirely comfortable
heading into a small provincial town, a hundred miles outside the city. There were likely few, if any, black
residents, and few black faces visited from downtown, so he'd be a conspicuous curiosity the moment he
entered the town. However, that would only be the first, and most minor, issue he'd face, and he knew how

to handle that one. More importantly, he didn't know how Grevey would receive him, on a professional
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level, considering the guy thought they were getting the wise and magical Duff, not his second fiddle. And
underlying it all was John's general discomfort with the case. Cults — if that was what was truly involved
here — were a world that Duff could cope with, and he was welcomed to it. In John's opinion, it would have
been better just to let the OPP muddle through until Rem got back. However, when the chief says to follow
up, what can you do?

The Orangeville OPP station was like most other provincial police stations built across the province
in the late seventies; squarish, red brick, single storey raised bungalows, with neatly kept front lawns, and
small parking lot at the side. John parked and walked in. The office was mostly open concept, with separate
interview room, the sergeant's office, and a lunchroom along one side. John saw Grevey near the back,
talking with several others. Grevey spotted him and came right over.

"Hey, there," Grevey said, in a friendly but cautious way, looking past him, toward the door.

"Where's Duff?" he asked.

John looked the man in the eye to deliver the news.

"Det. Duff's dad took a bad fall yesterday in Boston. He's in IC. Detective Duff's on his way to deal
with that. Will I do 'til he gets back?"

Grevey sensed that the question carried a couple of loaded undertones; one being racial, the other
being professional. He looked John Henry over, like it was the first time he'd really noticed him, and this
time he noticed all six-foot three two hundred and eighty pounds of him, as well as the hint of a don't-mess-
with-me attitude of an old pro linebacker.

"Hey, sure," Grevey said, quickly recovering. "No problem. | just wondered, is all. He is the expert,
right?"

Not as much as you think, John thought.
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"He'll be back on the case soon's he clears things back home. Besides, this might not be any kind
of cult business at all, which is why Rem even came. Why don't we just see how it unfolds?"

Grevey recovered quickly again, turning to a nearby desk, where he picked up several sheets.

"Okay. Yeah, sure. Hey, we can start without him, and he can join us later, right? You might want
to have a look at these. Sent up from Zaccai's office this morning."

He handed some printouts to John: several text, and several colour photos.

John glanced at the top one. Zaccai had ordered the morgue's refrigeration truck sent to the scene
and now its grisly cargo was listed like a morbid inventory; how many of such and such a body part was
found, and where; how many separate hair/scalp samples they'd found and catalogued; how many
hand/ffingerprint samples; all with supporting photographs. John knew that Duff could review such docu-
ments while chomping on a toasted western sandwich with ketchup oozing down the side, but John hated
this too-graphic, full-colour CS stuff. He merely glanced at them.

"Good thing | didn't have breakfast," he said, handing them back, "You talk to Zaccai today?"

"She called after sending this. She and her team are back at the house today. Our team is out
there too. We can go out later, if you like."

"That's OK. That's one place | really don't need to see again. I'm sure Zaccai and your people
gonna do just fine."

Grevey cast him another uncertain glance, still not entirely masking his disappointment at Duff not
showing.

"Well," he said. "I guess we should go see Reggie."

He led the way to the rear, to a set of stairs leading to the basement. It was a half-basement,
modern, well-lit, painted concrete floor, a clean well-maintained row of cells down one side. Grevey lead the

way to the furthest cell, where Reggie Sutter sat on a bunk, one knee pulled tight under his chin, rocking
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gently. Sitting next to him was a youngish woman — maybe mid thirties — with the professionally sympa-
thetic demeanour that John Henry recognized as that of a social worker; probably from the Mental Health
Unit.

The cell door was open, so John followed Grevey inside.

"This here's Becky Sayers. Reggie's case worker," Grevey said. "Becky, this is Det. Morgan from
the Toronto Major Crimes Unit. | mentioned that we asked them to assist."

The woman nodded unenthusiastically. She was hunched over, her head close to Reggie's for
sympathy and support, but her thin shoulders were caved in the position of defeat that John saw too often
in social workers: you could only bang your head against some people and their intractable problems for so
long without mostly giving up. He understood her.

"Ma'am," John said, and extended a huge hand.

He sat down on the bunk across from Reggie, to put himself at eye level.

"Hey, Reggie. How you doin' today, my man?"

Reggie didn't move his gaze from a fixed spot on the floor.

"Reggie's not doing too good right now," Ms. Sayers, answered for him.

"Have you had a chance to talk to him?" John asked.

She shrugged: "He really doesn't want to talk."

Great! The only potential witness doesn't want to talk and, being mentally challenged, they can't
use any of the usual psychological strategies to get recalcitrant witnesses to open up. The fact was, they
couldn't use any strategies — except patience. John settled back for a long, frustrating day.

Earlier that morning, John had pulled Reggie's mental health file up on CAPCISS, and he was
familiar with the basics of his case; Reggie's mental/emotional state; his wandering ways with his squee-

gee, rake, and lawnmower; his obsession with his Walkman; some of his other eccentricities. So, he had a
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sense of who Reggie was, and he was getting a clear signal that the kid was not comfortable with Sgt.
Grevey. Probably because Grevey was in uniform, with the ugly dark little grip of an S&W .38 protruding
from his waist holster.

John rose and said to Grevey, "Can we talk outside for a minute?"

They stepped a few feet down the hall, and Grevey leaned in, to listen confidentially.

"Does Reggie know you?" John asked.

"I've seen him around. He's seen me when I've been down in Avendon. It's a small village."

"You ever have to arrest him?"

Grevey shook his head: "Naw."

"Did you try to talk with him earlier today?"

"Sure."

"What happened?"

"Same thing as now: nothing."

John nodded.

"Uh-huh. You know, I think he's uptight around you because you're in uniform. | don't think he's
going to relax while you're in there."

Grevey thought that over and thought that, maybe, John was right. It fit with Reggie's overall
skittishness.

"So, what you want me to do?"

"How about just hang back a bit? Maybe just sit down out of eyesight and listen. Give me a chance
to loosen him up."

Grevey mulled that over as well. There was a chair nearby.

"Yeah. Okay. | guess we could try that."
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John returned to the cell and took his place on the bunk. Reggie kept his stare fixed on the floor,
not moving since John had left, except to rock gently back and forth.

Man, this guy is really locked down.

"So, Reggie," John said, starting again to try to get through. "l understand that you're a handy guy
with a snow shovel or a rake."

Reggie didn't blink; he just kept staring ... and rocking.

"You like your work, Reggie?"

John and Sayers exchanged glances. John could see that she knew what he was trying to do, was
sympathetic to it. He also sensed that the girl was almost as traumatized as Reggie was by the unsettling
nature of the case.

"What season do you like best Reggie: summer or winter?" John tried again.

Reggie continued to stare ahead and rock.

John was groping for another non-threatening question, when Reggie said, in a barely audible
voice, "They shouldn't a done it."

The comment caught John's full attention, but he was careful not to betray his interest, or to make
any movement at all.

"They shouldn't a done it," Reggie said again. "They shouldn't a done it."

After a few moments, John asked, gently, "Shouldn't have done what, Reggie? Who's they? Are
these people you know?"

Suddenly, Reggie let his knee down and sat bolt upright. His face began to contort in some sort of
strong emotion.

"They shouldn't a done it!" he yelled.
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John thought it might be a break-through moment but, without warning, Reggie stood and yelled
once more, "They shouldn't a done it!" and he ran head-down toward the bars of the cell, driving his head
into them with a sickening clang.

John was startled by the explosive action; stunned for a moment by its absurdity.

Becky Sayers gasped in horror, and Cam Grevey raced from his spot down the hall, to restrain
Reggie, who was banging his now-bleeding head repeatedly against the bars, yelling, "They shouldn't a
done it! They shouldn't a done it!"

Reggie was powerfully built, and Grevey couldn't get a firm grip on him, so John joined in to
subdue him.

They wrestled frantically with him, but Reggie was like a man possessed and he squirmed free
and, this time, he raced headlong and head down into the cinder block wall across the hallway, his head
bouncing off with a loud dull crack. He collapsed, unconscious, to the floor, bleeding from deep gashes in
his forehead.

"God-damn!" Grevey said, and he ran to the bottom of the stairs: "Call an ambulance! Reggie
Sutter just smashed himself up."

And he hurried back to where Reggie lay motionless, and where John Henry and Becky Sayers
were kneeling beside him, staring in disbelief.

What happens now? John wondered. Had Reggie been there during the crime? Had he been
involved? Had he seen it happen? Or had he merely found the scene and being questioned brought it all
back? And who were they he spoke of? Were these people he knew? Most importantly: if he had seen
anything, had he just removed himself permanently as any kind of useful witness? Would they ever find the

answers to these guestions now?
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John cast an uncertain glance at Grevey and let out a sigh. He wished, not for the last time that,

that Duff were there.
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