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ONE

.ﬁo get ahead in my line, you either get
| a break, make your own or happen to
be in the right place at the right time. I got
one night with all three. Too bad that
eant someone had to die. I try not to
k about that.

My being there had nothing to do with
death of Steve Marsh. He would have
d even if 1 wasn’t there. Good thing for
I was.

When I arrived, I realized he wasn’t at

party. Since I hadn’t taken his picture
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that would cause trouble if not corrected.
I'd been told.

“But he’s not here, darling,” Erica West
told me when I asked if she’d seen Marsh.
As my question sunk in, she arched an
eyebrow at me. The lights in the gallery
made her pale hair shine. It reflected the
dried-blood gloss of her nails.

“He must have been, but I don’t see
him now,” she said. She indicated a back
entrance with a rapid flick of her fingers. A
waiter caught the motion and rushed over
with a tray of drinks. No one denies Erica
West. She has a way about her. But she
wasn’t after a drink. She slid one finger up
and down the neck of the ice swan on the
table beside her. The motion was innocent
enough, yet implied a threat. And not only
to the swan.

“I trust we’ll see his smiling face in your
column in the morning?” she said brightly.

Too brightly. I felt a sliver of fear.

IF IT BLEEDS

I knew I shouldn’t reply. I didn’t have
the right answer. Instead, I asked a ques-
tion. “What’s he drive?”

“Sam can tell you.” Another flick of
those deadly fingers. This time at a thin
man with spiky yellow hair.

“Sam, darling,” Erica called, “what does

~ Steve drive?”
“Ahdi,” Sam shot back. “Silver suv.”

 He barely missed a beat of his chat with
' three women dressed in black. I grabbed
$ my purse and charged toward the back.
oving in the direction Erica had indi-
ted, I passed through a back room and
me out into an alley. It smelled of old
orick and rotten garbage.

Vancouver summer days are long. It
vas after nine at night, and the light was

aused to enjoy it. But not tonight. The
of Erica’s perfect nails melting
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holes in the ice swan’s neck floated in my
memory like a threat.

The alley was a shock. Inside the
gallery, everything was white and clean
and the kind of empty that comes with a
big price tag. White concrete benches on
a polished concrete floor. Hidden lighting.
Music floating on clouds.

That gallery could have been on any
corner in any good neighborhood in the
city. But go out the back door and into the
alley, and you remembered it wasn’t just
anywhere. It was in a part of town that was
changing so quickly no one had bothered
to tell the whores and the night crawlers.

Patrons of the arts enjoy these dances
with the dark side. They think it’s cool to have
to step over a sleeping drunk or two when
they go to a gallery. That way, when they pay
big bucks for the work of some artist they’ve
never heard of before, they know they’re
getting the real deal. It puts them in direct
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contact with starving for the art. Never mind
that most new artists who get those prices for
a painting have the support of a good gallery,
an arts grant or both.

So the alley was a shock after the clean
gallery. A group of junkies saw me come
through the door. They began to move my
way. Slowly. I didn’t think I'd be in danger
if they caught up with me. But I didn’t feel
like getting hassled for spare change. Not in
an alley by myself.

I looked down the alley, thinking Steve
Marsh would be long gone. Then I could
~ head back into the gallery and nurse my
regret with a drink. So I was not happy

when I spotted the silver Audi. It was

omeone in plain sight behind the wheel.
rsed myself. If only I'd tried to answer
e of Erica’s questions. I'd probably still
be in the gallery, and Marsh would have
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The junkie pack was closing in on my
right. I moved toward the Audi, parked
with its taillights facing me. The driver’s
window was up. Marsh faced away from
me. I thought he was maybe talking on the
phone. But I couldn’t see what he was up
e to and I couldn’t see his face.

I waited, hoping he’d sense me standing
next to his car. But he didn’t move. And the
junkies were closing in. I couldn’t just stand

there. I raised my hand and tapped on the
window. Once, twice, three times. Hard.
No response.

By now the whole thing was getting
to me. Sure, talk on the phone. Sketch.
Whatever. But move. Marsh wasn’t doing
any of that. I could see the freckles on the
back of his neck under short dark-red hair.
Even in the dim light, I could see the soft
fine hairs on his neck. But there was no

| movement.
J And the junkies were getting closer.

IF 1T BLEEDS

I tried the car door. I'd expected it to be
locked, but it opened at my touch. Music

~ slid out of the car. The smell of something
|' dark slid out as well. And then, without
v .i the support of the door, Marsh began to
; slide too. I stopped him, pushing him back

blood. Maybe there hadn’t been a great
ruggle. But somehow I just knew.

- I'd never seen a dead person before, but
hen you see it, you know just what it is.
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had been covering a gallery opening.
i That’s what my life looks like. When
someone in Vancouver puts together some
kind of party and they want the press there,
they put my name at the top of the list.

It might be to raise money for people
left homeless by fire. Or when some politi-
cian writes a book. Or a developer has a big
new project. Whatever.

A few publicists have told me that
when I turn up at one of their events, it’s
a good sign. “Sure, the snacks were swell,”
they might say. “And the music was great.

IF IT BLEEDS

But did Nicole Charles come?” And if I did,
everyone is glad. I never get used to that.
Every day, Bryce the mail guy delivers a
thick stack of invites to my desk on the fifth
- floor of the Vancouver Post building. I spend
an hour or so each day looking through
i them. Sometimes the mail includes gifts or
food, which I don’t want and cannot keep.
- My email has just as many invitations,

hough no food or gifts. I notice when I

an email invite followed by a snail-mail
itation followed by still another email. It
ans they’ve got the money to be paying
more promotion. Not just the email,
everyone knows is cheap to do.

- Lots of invites means the food at the
arty in question will be good. If you have
pile of invitations, why not pick the
that’s going to have the best food?
of my fellow journalists would find
things wrong with that, so I don’t
m. I have to pick somehow, don’t I?



LINDA L. RICHARDS

I'have to choose. That seems as good a way
as any.

There are times when I have no choice. In
those cases, one of my editors or a big shot
from the business end will hand me an invita-
tion. "It would be lovely to see you and your
camera there, Nicole. I know it will be a good
party.” They say it like it really is an invitation.
But since they’re bosses, they have power over
me. [ generally put the invitations they hand
me near the top of the pile. Then I make
sure I go to that party. I go early enough in
the evening that everyone isn’t drunk. That
way I can get photos of all the beautiful
people while they’re still looking beautiful.

The day of the night Steve Marsh died,
Erica West, sales manager, stopped by my
desk. She said she was on her way home.
Since her office is on the seventh floor and
mine is on the fifth, I found it odd.

“Darling Nicole,” she said brightly
as she popped her head into my cubicle.

IF IT BLEEDS

 “You look dashing today. Can a woman be
i dashing? If she can, then you are.”
Dashing. I looked down at myself. Tried
" to think what I was doing to have earned
But nothing about my black pants, black
ouse or even the black leather jacket

ng over the back of my chair seemed
g to me.

“Uh...thanks, Erica. You look...kinda
hing yourself.”

'And she did. At five foot five, my height
verage. I have brown hair and brown
s. Fairly average as well.

Erica is not average. She’s tall. Close to
et in the heels she always wears. And
ooks even taller when she piles her
on top of her head, as she had today.
as engaged to the publisher. Not just
s, but the boss of my whole world.
god on his throne up there on the
floor in a corner office with a view

orth Shore.
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“Darling,” the drama queen said. I've
never known anyone who can pull off the
whole “darling” thing quite like Erica. I
thought of her standing in front of a mirror
while she practiced saying it. You’d have to,
really, to make it come out that smooth.

Erica came closer to my desk. I thought
[ saw her swallow distaste while she
avoided looking at my tiny work space too
closely.

She handed me a gold-and-black invi-
tation. It looked expensive. That meant
there’d be excellent snacks for sure.

“You've met Steve Marsh,” she said.

“No,” I said. Erica scares me. She always
has. And she’s scary, so I've probably got
the right idea.

She raised one eyebrow but didn’t say
anything for a moment. “Hmmmm,” she
said finally. And then again. “Hmmmm.”

- "What?” I said, trying to be brave. “I
haven’t met him. So?”

12
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“His uncle is a friend of mine,” she said.

‘promised we’d cover his opening.”

’ - I stopped myself from asking her what
she'd been thinking. After all, she’s not my
s. In the newspaper business, the sales
epartment is equal to editorial, not above
he really had no business even talking
) me. She wouldn't, that is, if I was a real
porter, I reminded myself. I'd discovered
;the society beat fit somewhere else.
n’'t sure exactly where. But it was
arly below both regular beat reporter
e sales department.

idn’t fool myself. When it came to
a reporter, I was as low as anyone
d go and still carry a press pass.  was
y-seven, not that many years out of
"];,‘z ism school. I had a union job. A lot

.
vV

y friends were still covering school-
meetings and minor hockey for
pers in small towns. That was when

been able to find a job.
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Even when the news industry is at its
best, it’s tough to find a job. This wasn’t one
of those times. I'd been at the right place at
the right time and had ended up with my
own beat on the largest metro daily west
of Toronto. The fact that my beat was easy
enough that Bryce the mail guy could have
done it was something I tried not to think
about. But it was the truth.

There’s a rhythm to my job. When
someone plans a public event for some
company or organization, they hope the
news agencies will send a reporter. If they
hope it’s someone from the Vancouver Post,
[ get sent. I arrive in party clothes with a
high-end digital camera so small it fits in
my purse.

When the publicist sees me, she puts a
drink in my hand. Then she spends way too
much energy trying to make sure I have
a good time. But I'm not there for a good
time, even if I'm partly there for the snacks.

14
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se are not my friends and coworkers.
doing my job.

Every event, [ try to make sure I get at
one good boob shot. This was not my
My predecessor was an old guy. Like
of people at our newspaper, he was
ed out of the building in a box. Union
aper jobs are hard to find. No one
unless they have to.

not like the States, where the next
daily is just across the street. In
a, you can count the big papers on
_hands. Maybe add in the toes on one
you're not too picky.

the old guy before me blazed the
He let the publishing team know
reasts sell newspapers. My column
as to have breasts. Since I tend to
I evening events, they are usually in
su pply. Plus, the society women have
out the whole boobie angle and
em in my face as soon as I walk

15
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‘ in the door. Sometimes it makes me wish
f ' I ' was a guy or a lesbian. All those barely
/ | covered boobs are wasted on me. But |

e’s room, a witty couple of column

.s on each event.
B

I know the people reading the paper want Bbars were out tonight! Theater under the

Il to see them, so I get them into as many t is. Or, at least, anyone who’s anyone

(it photos as I can. ks with them. Martinis flowed while

‘}M‘ It’s not just boobs that make my delivered angels on horseback. This
column. I always get at least one hand-
JJ some-couple shot. He’ll have a strong jaw.
She’ll have a heart-shaped face. Both of
them will have teeth whiter than the paper
il the picture gets printed on. Of course, any
I famous people who are there make the cut.
f I People like to see the celebs as much as

they apparently need to see boobs.

er thought that was an entirely appro-
touch, considering that the first produc-

the season will be a musical version of

. Elsa Bergermeister glowed in a gown

ouver’s own Catherine Bert while her

ters, Sara-belle and Jenna-belle, wore

ella McCartney designs selected from the
ren collection.

" Tt Some nights, I only have one event to

} attend. Most of the time, I'm running L o oot Yike that. None of it

around town getting to all the events on oh art. None of it what I trained for. None

2

‘( my list. After my stops have been made and
il the photos taken, I go home or back to the
M office and choose which photos will run.

Bt doing anything beyond scratching the
:;E‘J -dressed surface.
" But then, who trains for this? Does

Then I write all my clever captions and, 1yone go to journalism school and say,

16
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“When I graduate, I want to be the chick
who goes to parties and writes about
everyone”? Everyone wants to report crime
or war, which, these days, is almost the same.
When you study journalism, you want to
tame the mean streets. You want to solve
the city’s problems. To be like a cop with a
keyboard and smartphone instead of a gun.

Then life happens. I was lucky. I wanted
a byline in the first section. Sure I did. But
not enough to kill for it.

Then a dead guy almost fell into my
lap. And everything changed.

18

THREE

stood there for half a minute, looking
"the corpse in Steve Marsh’s Audi.
king at the person that had been Steve
rsh until not so long before.

:"Stood there while I thought about
at to do. And then I knew.

ed out my phone and looked at the
ck zombies still shuffling my way. “Dead
-q e,” I said in a loud, clear voice. “The
' are on their way.”

words had the desired garlic-like
ct, the way the mention of police always
es with street people. They scattered.

19
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It would have been funny had I not been
so scared. And I was scared. As much as I'd
ever been.

I could have run into the gallery and
gotten help. I wanted to. But part of me
recognized that bad as this was, it might
also be a chance. I dialed Mike Webb, the
city editor. I hoped he’d know who I was.

“Mike, this is Nicole Charles. You might
not know me, but we met at the Christmas
party last year and...”

“Christ, Nic. Sure I know you. Everyone
in the city knows you.”

I'd forgotten that my picture ran with
my column every day. Plus sometimes |
ended up in the photos I was supposed to
be taking. The third wheel in the handsome-
couple shot, for instance. Or standing next to

a celebrity at some fundraiser. A local quasi

celebrity, a face and name familiar to everyone
who read the paper, even if they were never
quite sure why my mug was known.

20
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 “I've got a...I've got a situation here,

- “Where’s here?”
b “Gallery opening. Downtown Eastside.
b artist is dead. I found him. In his car. In

“Christ,” Mike said again, but I could
lmn thinking. “So you’re on Skid Row
a dead guy. Who else knows?”

at’s why I called. No one knows,

Not yet. I just found him. Like I said,

»

atural causes?”

1 oked at the tool st1ck1ng out of
h’s neck. “I don’t think so.”

ay, let me think. I'll send someone
1, but I don’t know who’s avail-
ybe Cross, or Hartigan might be
I imagined Webb with a chart
. puter file, looking for a reporter he
send over.

hat's just it, Mike. I want to cover it.”

21
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“I don’t know, Nicole...”

“I can do this,” I said. “And I'm already
here. But I think you should send a photog-
rapher. The kind of pictures I take are. ..
well, they’re not the same as this.”

He kind of laughed, but it wasn’t a
funny sound. “I get your point. Okay. I'll
see what I can do, but you better take what
you can, Nicole. Case like this, your next cked up a few feet and took a picture of
call had better be the cops. I don’t imagine car, Marsh’s head just a shadow on the
they’d want us to camp on a body.” er’s side. And then I called 9-1-1. |

“That’s really the reason I called. I “I've found a dead man in a car in an
wasn't sure if there were rules...” ff Carrall Street.” .

“Rules? When a reporter finds a stiff> e you sure the man is dead, miss?
That’s not in the book, Nic. We’re never ite sure. There is a tool sticking out
there before the news happens. Just take the neck.”

pictures and make the call. Then get back the question, I had a sudden doubt

here and we’ll get you going on the story.” | Jooked back at Marsh. And the doubt
I knew it wasn’t right to smile over a e

dead man’s body, but I couldn’t help it. And

me not getting the story wouldn’t make
Steve Marsh any less dead.

E:a I did what I thought needed to be
' 1 didn’t touch anything, just used my
:digital camera to photograph Marsh
a couple of different angles. I did it
n outside the car, through the front and
. windows. I even zoomed in on the tool
ng out of his neck. Reasoning that no

wants to run a corpse shot on page one,

ite sure,” I repeated.
There was more. | don’t remember
details. I know I gave the address and
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said I'd stand by, and it seemed as though
moments later, the scream of sirens filled
the air. Multiple sirens, which surprised
me. But then, maybe they didn’t get dead
bodies called in every day.

The cop behind the wheel of the cruiser
had her dark hair pulled back under her
hat. Her smile was reassuring and genuine.
I figured her to be someone’s mom. Her
partner was a couple of years younger than
me and looked pretty green,

An ambulance and a fire truck arrived
at pretty much the same time, but it was
clear this was going to be the cops’ show.

The woman said she was Sergeant Itani.
Her partner was Constable Vickers.

“You found the body? Called it in?”

[ just nodded. For once, at a loss for
words.

She checked the scene calmly. Marsh was
dead. That was easy to see. But I didn’t say

anything. Itani looked like she knew her job.

24
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“Yup,” she said quickly. “Dead.” And
then to Vickers, “Tell the ambulance. Let
them do their stuft.”

By now, the alley was more crowded.
The meth zombies had moved on, but
people from the gallery were beginning to
come out to see why the cops were there.
Some of them still held drinks. A few lit
cigarettes as soon as their lungs hit the
night air.

I ignored them all. I was focusing

- hard on keeping emotional distance from

the whole thing. I knew I'd need that
if 1 wanted to cover the artist’s death.
Reporters aren’t meant to be part of the
story. And I was aware of that, even while
I gave Itani a brief statement. After all, I
didn’t really know anything.

It wasn't much of a statement. I'd left
the gallery at about 9:30, looking for Marsh
in order to take his photo for the paper.
No, I'd never met him. Yes, | knew what

25
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he looked like and I'd been told what he
drove. I'd spotted his car up the alley, had
gone to it, seen him inside looking none
too healthy and called 9-1-1.

It didn’t take five minutes. And it was
the truth. But somehow it didn’t cover it.

The silence I'd felt in the alley, the sense
of waiting and—yes—of beauty.

The look of the hair on the back of
Marsh’s neck.

The smell that had come out of the car
with him. Blood. And dying,

The fear I'd had of letting him slide to
the ground. It had been as though I needed
to keep him in his car at any cost.

And, finally, realizing that someone |
had once shared air with did no longer.

I knew that this night had held things

I'd always remember. None of that made
it into the police report. And I knew none

would be in the paper.
It didn’t have a place.

26

FOUR

 Fhile I gave my statement, the ambu-
' lance guys tried to resuscitate Marsh.
ld have told them he was beyond

citation, but they didn't ask me.
Marsh had been officially
unced dead, Itani seemed to gather
?’ii* Constable Vickers trailed
like a puppy.

od in the alley, alone and forgotten
‘ loment.

k a deep breath. I knew a page-
' might never drop into my lap
u were steps I needed to take to

27
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ensure I got what I needed to write a kick-
ass piece on Steve Marsh’s death. I knew
that I knew what those things were. I am a
trained journalist, after all. But now, faced
with doing it, it was like I knew nothing at
all. I thought about the things I'd learned in
school and just drew a scary blank.
I put my hand on the cooling hood of
a car that was parked in the alley and stood
there, trying to clear my mind. Just as I felt
myself begin to relax, I heard my name.
“Nicole.” A man’s voice. I felt my heart
sink when I recognized it.
“Hey, Brent. What are you doing here?”
I already knew the answer. Brent Hartigan
didn’t go anywhere if he wasn’t on a story.
But if he was here, it meant he was working
on my story. And that meant it wasn’t
really my story. At least, not all of it. Not
anymore.
Another thing about Brent Hartigan: he
is beautiful. He looks like an actor playing

28
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B

ot young reporter on a television
¢ where everyone is attractive.

rything about Brent Hartigan's
ance is classical. His nose is aquiline,
heekbones are high, his pale blue eyes
L otic. If that weren’t enough, he is also
:- broad-shouldered, with the careless
»;. someone who doesn’t have to work
7 hard to stay in shape.

R vht now, Brent’s beautiful face looked
amused at my question. “Webb sent
w help,” he said.

.,one, the words were fine. But Brent
gan was no boy scout. I knew he’d be
help to me.

1 didn’t know Brent well. But newsroom
s about him were legendary. The only
on Brent ever helped was himself. If
oubted those stories before, I didn’t
He really was a hell of a reporter, that
h was true. I'd read his stuff. He was

. But he was looking at me the way
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a cat looks at a piece of lettuce. I wasn’t
even interesting. And I could see that what-
ever dreams [ had of being a reporter, they
weren't shared by Brent.

Did Brent’s being there mean that Mike
Webb had no faith in me? Or that the story
was too big for someone as green as me?
Whatever it was, when I saw Brent, I knew
exactly what I had to do.

“Great,” I said. “Sergeant Itani is in
charge.” I pointed to where the police
officer appeared to be gathering her
troops. “You’ll want to get the lowdown,
I guess.”

Brent looked at me closely, the pale blue
of his eyes visible in the dim light. If he
suspected my motives, I couldn’t tell. But
why would he? He wouldn’t think party
girl Nicole was a threat.

“Right,” he said. “Good. I'll go talk to
her. You stay here—I'll be right back.”

IF IT BLEEDS

I‘} nodded, but he didn’t see. He was
charging off toward the sergeant. I
ed back inside the gallery.

‘: [ didn’t have much time. It wouldn’t take
,j  long to get the little information that
s available. My only hope was that Itani
d stay too busy to talk to him for a
e. That might buy me a little more time.
ide the gallery, the crowd had
4 and the people left stood in little
rs. Their voices were low and brittle
ghtened. Word of Marsh’s death had
t me inside.

a spotted me as I came in. Even she
ced frightened. “Nicole,” she demanded
1€ came to meet me, “tell me what you

ot now, Erica. I'm working on the
She looked as though she might
, me. Then thought better of it.
“ can I do?” she said, surprising me.
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“That’s Caitlen,” Erica told me. “Caitlen
Benton-Harris.” She looked at me expec-
tantly. When I didn’t bite, she prodded.
Her father isn’t anyone, but the mother
s of the department-store Bentons.”

nodded. That clan I knew. Earlier
nerations had worked hard to build a
le local shop into a big chain. Later
ations hadn’t done much besides
d the fortune their ancestors had

“You’ve been in here the whole time,
talking with people?”

She nodded.

“Did anyone seem odd to you?”

“No.” She seemed to think, then said
again, “No. The girlfriend...” Her voice
trailed off.

“What?”

“Well, I guess I did think it strange that
the girlfriend arrived late.”

“Which one is she?” I asked.

“Over there.” She pointed out a woman

2 The chain was gone now. All that
ft was the name.

in her early thirties, standing apart. The “ proached the woman gently.
n,” I said. “I'm sorry for your loss.”
looked me over. Her face asked
« rtant I was. Not at all, it replied a
at later.

you,” she said nicely enough,

young woman wasn’t crying, but she had
the air of someone who didn’t know what
to do with herself.

She should have been beautiful. She
had perfect features and figure. She wore

good clothes, and she wore them well. But didn’t offer me her hand.
though she was visibly upset, the expres- ole Charles,” I told her. “With
wer Post.”

sion that came most easily to her face was’

one of dissatisfaction. 10 you are,” she said coldly.

IR
I
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“Someone said you arrived late tonight.”
As I said the words, I could feel what they
might imply. Her face confirmed my fear.
“Excuse me?” she said sharply. The
i people nearest us turned at the sound. I
I fought the urge to melt into the concrete

( I just looked at her. She hadn’t told me
nything. |

" “] told you...I don’t have anything to
It didn’t surprise me when she turned
. But when she kept going and left the
ry, | was surprised. Not only that she’d
| floor. This was what it meant to be a
w reporter, I told myself firmly. This was what
I I needed to do if I was going to get even
{ | a toehold in the story. I must ask the hard
i questions, even if it would be easier not to.
i “The police are bound to ask,” I said
i quietly, stating the obvious. “I thought I'd
I head them off.”

bl “You people make me sick,” she said
with venom. “You're like vultures. You’re
‘(‘ already here. Circling.”

ft, but that she’d been allowed to leave. I
; around quickly. The cops weren’t
‘de yet. Someone would want to speak
ith Caitlen. But would they know to look
her?

. I watched her go. There was nothing

1 her leaving I could write about. Not yet.
ut I'd remember her actions. If 1 played
[ cards right and kept one step ahead of
t Hartigan, and if I showed Mike Webb
I d what it took to do a story this big, I'd
o iting about Steve Marsh’s death for a

“I found him,” I pointed out. “I was

‘ N
!’ here. At the opening. You were not,” I ong time. Maybe months.

M Il pressed. “Where were you?” ‘didn’t have experience covering a
| wrder, but I had a feeling. This was a story
/ fil,a would be retold many ways.

L "I can’t believe this,” she cried. “I told

you...”

L
i

B
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A s I've said, my office is on the fifth floor
of the Vancouver Post building at the
edge of the sea in downtown Vancouver.
Even so, when I got back to the building
around eleven that night, I had the elevator
stop at the fourth floor.

The parking level had been deserted, as
had the big marble-floored foyer when I'd
swapped elevators to get up to the office
level. I knew that had I gone to the fifth
level, things would have been quiet there
too. Some cleaning crew shuffling through
their late-night labors. Maybe not even that.
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f-‘“ the fourth floor, things were
nt. The doors opened right onto the
-oom, and though it wasn’t as hectic
iiwould have been during the day, the
E‘ doesn’t stop at quitting time.

, e noise level was less low. Still, it was
yssault to my senses. When he looked
n his computer at the center of the
‘ Mike Webb seemed surprised to
‘me.

',"Nicole Charles,” I reminded him
tatively.

He grinned. “Stop telling me,” he said.
Je did that already.”

“I know, but that was on the phone...I
ght maybe in person...”

“I’m a newsman, Nic,” he said with a
1. “It’s my job to know who everyone
Okay,” I said, regarding him seriously.

‘His wide face broke into a grin, and
- ook his head. “I'm kidding, Nicole.

i
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I'm sorry. It’s late. We get a little punchy ‘ t, just what he saw as the natural order

around here on deadline. I know a lot of ings. There are news people. Then
people, but I don’t know everyone. But I are feature writers. Then there’s me.
do know you. What I don’t know is what

you're doing here. I sent Hartigan down.”

- “I did my practicum under Philby
onr er,” I said.
“Yes, sir. I know. I saw Brent there. It’s ike nodded. “Homes section, right?”
just that...well, I'd hoped that since I was to his credit, he didn’t say it with a
the one that found the body, it could be my There were others who wouldn’t
story.”

Mike looked at me thoughtfully. “You

said something like that on the phone.”

e been as generous. And we both knew
,;A lot of real-estate reporting isn’t
‘more than advertorial, covering this
I knew I wasn’t likely to get much of an ondo development and that new
opening, so I took the teeny one I saw. “I care product. There might be the
realize you don’t think of me as a reporter,
Mr. Webb.”

“Mike,” he corrected. “And please don’t

hard news here and there, but you
ave to dig to find it.

,” lagreed. “Then Howard Enders
call me ‘sir’ again. It makes me feel like g my last week, and...”
your dad.”

“Mike. Okay. But I am a reporter. That’s

e you were.”

gged. That was pretty much how
what I trained to do.” ne. What I didn’t need to say
“How’d you get stuck there then?” we both knew a green reporter
he asked pleasantly. I realized it wasn’t an her practicum after attending a
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community college would come cheaper Bt with his pick of graduates from four-

than either a seasoned reporter or someone ear programs across the country each and

from a better school with hotter pros-

pects. And in the newspaper business, the “Nicole...sit down, will you?”

bottom line is never far from sight. They I perched nervously on the chair near

hadn’t looked far to fill Howard’s post BEek. I wasn’t sure I liked the way this

 going.
Look,” he said, “from what you told

because they hadn’t needed to. I'd been
sitting right there, not looking like I'd cause
any trouble. And not expecting a hefty ., this may well end up being one of our
paycheck. At least, not right away.

Webb kicked back in his seat and looked
up at me thoughtfully. He didn’t speak right

off. He considered his words. “What you're

) stories of the year. Of the year. Now,
ﬁ why you feel it’s your story. You
the guy. On your watch—you were
. g his event, right? But there’s no way

really saying is that you have no reporting rn you loose on this one by your-

experience. That you did the program at... B :00 green. Hell, you're not
where did you say you went to school?”
I hadn’t said. “Delta College.”

He’d know the program—it was right

green. You've never actually worked
real murder case, am I right?”
managed a sort of nod/shrug, I would

outside the city. He'd probably even speak ed to deny it, but what he said was

to a grad class every year or so. I couldn’t

imagine he’d hire anyone for his news- , Hartigan has contacts in all the

room straight out of the program though. places. You know yourself, Nicole.
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I You need those on any story. You wouldn’t . t0o. You know I can’t give you this
’ even know where to start on this one—"
“J “Oh, but I would,” I broke in before

he could finish his thought. “I have, even.

v.” I started to protest, but he stopped
;_:“Not all of it. If it was something
'~., er, maybe, but...well, it’s not. Like
. That’s why I came straight in. I have some id, considering who this guy was and
i very strong stuff, Mike. I spoke with...with

| sources before I left the scene. I'm here to

v he died, this might be one of our top
ies of the year. I've already got Brent on
start right on it.” I told myself it was not yut I think it might be enough story for
a lie. And I didn’t think I'd get a second

1 of you.”
chance. “I thought you’d want something

“He won't like that.”
for the morning edition.” Mike grinned again. “You're right about

He grinned at me again. I liked the way
that grin warmed his face. “You're keen, I

can see that. Hungry. That’s a good thing.

t, but he’s a pro. He’ll do what I say.”
""‘smiled back at him, but I wasn’t so

You’re not planning on staying in the party v ' ow should I...that is...how do you
room forever?”
“I want to be a reporter, Mike. A real “You write something. He'll write
one. The job came up and I've been doing it.
I'm even good at it, I think. But [ want to be
a reporter. That’s all I ever really wanted.”
He sighed and slumped back in his seat.

“You're a smart kid. I can see that. A nice

nething. You guys talk in between.
1l work out. You’ll see.” I must have
ked doubtful, because he said it again.
guys will work it out.” It was more
than observation.
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LINDA L. RICHARDS

I might have said more—I could feel the
words forming even as Mike was finishing
speaking—but the elevator doors opened
with an efficient swoosh and Brent Hartigan
breezed into the newsroom. It was just after
midnight, and he looked as bright and fresh
as a Christmas tree on the first of December.

SIX

¥ here’d you get to?” Hartigan asked
W ¥ as he walked past Mike’s desk.
s didn’t look surprised to see me. I was

rprised at how unsurprised he was.
thought I'd get back here and start on
%story.” I looked straight into his eyes as
::Ifr.a this. Laying it down while the editor
ked on. Our editor, I corrected myself.
 ; raised hackles didn’t seem to raise
igan’s at all, which annoyed me. It
't that I wanted to annoy him. More
e I wanted him to see me as enough
! threat that he’d be a little annoyed.
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But he looked at me mildly. Even smiled

lazily. “Well, good then,” was all he said.
“That’s just fine. And what have you done
so far?”

I was aware of Mike Webb watching
us from his desk. I didn’t know the editor
well enough to tell if he was amused or
alarmed. In either case, I had a sense Mike
wasn’t about to intervene.

“Well...” I said, trying to think of a
good answer. Coming up short. “Well. ..
nothing, I guess. Not yet. Not so far. Mr.
Webb—"

“Mike,” he piped up from his desk.

“Mike was just telling me how he
thought he saw this going.”

“Ah,” Hartigan said, more interested
now. But only slightly. “And how was that?”

He sat on the edge of Mike’s desk,
supporting his weight on his heels. I waited
for Webb to object, but he didn’t. And that

action—a single bum on just one desk—did
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Hy what I guessed Hartigan had meant
it to do. It put me, the little girl who had
,! er way back to Features, in her place.
‘hlked up my courage. While I did,
myself as I'd been in journalism
ol. The bright kid who’d known she
s‘destined to help make the world a
" er place.

sure. I had a way with words. I was
d with people. But there was more to it
', that. I had attacked my classes like
eone who was hungry for each new
ment No weekend keggers, trips to
sic festivals or skiing at Whistler. No
s lost on the beach or rollerblading the
' a]l I'd used all my time to study and
and work. In short blocks of free time,
eamed about what my life would be
-}‘f the reporter I would be. The differ-
ce I would make.

l-, one of it had come true. Things had

ppened in a way that my working-class
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upbringing made it difficult to fight. I'd
skipped a few rungs on the job ladder.
Gone from student to full-time reporter

wouldn’t have it at all if not for me.
angles I wish to follow.” I saw his
 ; eyebrow. Ignored it. Went on. “And
with her own beat. For someone of my age 1 likely do as well. We'll set a time to
and experience level, the money was good. et before deadline. We’ll look over each
The money was real. Enough to allow me ::i ’s stories, edit what’s duplicated, then
to buy a little car when I first started and ﬁj with Mike. He’ll run what he needs

some decent furniture and good clothes r our own bylines or with ‘files by’
if that better describes it.” I'd been
I'Ifn g to Brent, but now I looked directly
vike. “Sound okay?” I asked him,

:’a o on to each shred of confidence for

not long after. Hell, a couple of years later
and here I was, the only one of my gradu-
ating class with an RRSP.

And I didn’t hate the work. Sometimes

it was even fun, and the food was great. | worth.

barely had to buy groceries. But standing ‘Ike grinned. I was beginning to
here, with Brent Hartigan appraising me Ze it was his usual expression. “Sounds
and finding me wanting, it all came back. ] Let’s call it a plan and be prepared to

All the dreams and desires I'd wanted so it as we go. We good?”
3rent and I both nodded.

Okay then,” Mike said. “Because Nicole

badly just a few years before. I'd never
forgotten. And now it was back.

“Here’s how,” I said, my confidence real. sed in the newsroom, we have a

“You are the senior reporter on this story.” logistics problem. Scott is away all

I smiled at him sweetly. “But it is my story. th. Nicole, I don’t see any reason you
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can’t do most of your writing at your desk “Is that what you do there?” Brent
/ 3 on the fifth floor. But if you’d rather work
I

here some of the time, or even just when

ked, deadpan.

- The elevator came and [ walked into it
i you and Brent need to be in the same space, coolly as possible, not answering him as
use Scott’s desk.” He looked us over like
0 he might add something, then changed his

Hih mind. “All right, you two,” he said. “That

e doors shut behind me.

;‘._‘Prick,” I said aloud as the elevator got
“Asshole,” I said to the empty corridor as
alked to my cubicle. And, potty mouth
 , his words, so mildly applied, had hurt.
ean, obviously, I wasn’t going to be nomi-

n covers it. And if we’re gonna get anything
| U\H‘} | about Marsh into the morning edition, you

i ‘1‘\”&“‘“\ guys will need to get to it.”
| I knew there was probably more I needed
’ | to work out with Brent, but I didn’t know the

ed for any awards writing about society

i ‘ ways of the newsroom well enough to even s and corporate geezers. Just because the
il 4

ting [ did that appeared in the paper was

e and largely just captions for the photos

start figuring out what they were.
‘! He caught me while I waited for the
|

1 hoped I still could.
first few minutes at my desk didn’t

|1 elevator. ok, it didn’t mean I couldn’t write. I
| ‘ :“‘ “Goin’ home?” he asked. It wasn’t a d. I hesitated. Then I corrected myself, I
", sneer, but it was close. ' » be able to write. It was so long since
W I smiled sweetly. “More or less. I'm :"‘" anything like report an actual story
|

‘ ‘ fl . . ]

(" ; heading to Features. I will use Scott’s desk,
but not tonight. I'll work better in the space

’ I'm used to writing in.” ' . The same insecurity that had stolen
i s

i
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my words for a while at the crime scene
came back and stole them again. kept
second-guessing myself.

How should a story start? Where was
the line that would sum up the whole piece
in twenty words or less? What did readers
most need to know about the death of

Steve Marsh?
I got up and grabbed a copy of the

previous day’s edition, scanning opening

paragraphs frantically, trying to size up the
perfect hook. What made this one better

than that one? What made that one work

where this one did not?

A man charged with the brutal slaying of
women near the Commercial Drive SkyTrain
station is being held by Vancouver Police though
he has not yet been charged with a crime, the

Vancouver Post has learned.

Too much, I thought. Too many thoughts.
Too much qualifying by stating the obvious.
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’f mboldened by the ability to formulate a
ritique, I pressed on.

Another story.

"'sv,Vancouver mayoral contender Campbell
‘:,. is breaking new political ground in B.C.
aising his own money to finance political
lling and hire a political staff

. Lots of redundancy, and I wasn’t sure
""u would think that using your own
f ey was actual news. Lesson one from
s alism school—or perhaps lesson
n, but something near the beginning:

something is does not make it so.

almost $20,000 in public funds on a trip
this fall to write a report for Prime
er Theroux that is now being kept secret.

of the grammar wasn't even good

aking me wonder about reporters
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LINDA L. RICHARDS

or editors or both. That, along with the
critiques I'd given the others, gave me the
confidence I needed. The reporters who
had written those stories weren’t neces-
sarily better than me, especially not just
because they had desks one floor down.
They were human and flawed. And since I
was also human and flawed, I had a shot.
I put the newspaper aside and settled in
to write.

The Vancouver art world was shocked last
night at the unexpected death of Steve Marsh.

I winced a bit at that “unexpected.”
Also, the line implied that it wasn’t due to
foul play. I left what I'd written, but spaced
down a few inches and started again.

Prominent Vancouver artist Steve Marsh
was found murdered in his car last night
outside a gallery that had just opened an exhi-
bition of his work.

That was closer. But not quite.

A few more inches down.
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Steve Marsh, a prominent Vancouver artist
well as a member of the Point Grey Marsh
mily, was found murdered last night outside

Jancouver art gallery.

at was just plain stinky. Again.

‘Vancouver artist and man about town
Marsh was found dead last night outside

downtown gallery that had just opened an
ibit of his work. Foul play is suspected.

That was it. | wasn’t nuts about the

ole man-about-town thing. But it did
what I didn’t dare say: spoiled dilet-
te son of a prominent local family.

-iforged on, incorporating what I did
A little background and how Marsh
nto the city. The fact that the show had
'ened, and what Marsh’s place in the
"" dian art community had been. The
that he’d been found dead in his sUV.
as important for readers to have that
il so they could build the right picture.
fact that he’d been found in an alley
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behind the gallery, while inside admirers
were toasting his work. I added some—but
not all—of the color I'd experienced. The
summer night, the austere air in the gallery
once Marsh’s death had become known.
I dithered awhile about whether I should
include my part in it, the fact that I'd found
the body. In the end, I decided it wasn’t
important. Including that detail might
cloud the issue and bring my objectivity
into question. There were times when
knowing I'd been there would have been
important, but my part in the discovery
had been small. Mike Webb would be my
net with this. If he decided it needed to be
mentioned, he’d tell me so.

Iread it over a thirtieth time and decided I
liked what I'd written. It was a good opening
piece. I knew this story would continue for
days and even months, depending on what
the police investigation turned up. There’'d

be plenty of time to get more background
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£ll in the details as the story unfolded.

! n-ammg told me the bare facts were what
:-, needed for this first piece.

: With the story written, I connected my
nera to my computer and uploaded the
ll os I'd taken. I chose the best four and
-;.-T iled them to Mike. Then I gave my
»- a last once-over, changing a comma
, a word there, and emailed that to
"‘i- as well. I checked my watch. It was
1 was pleased with myself. I'd turned
;fstory around in a couple of hours. I'd
to the news floor and check in with
e, then home to get some sleep and be
r early to get a big start on a follow-up
.ce in the morning.

.  hen I got there, the news floor was
,serted as | imagined it could ever be.
er Mike nor Brent was there, and the
":1 reporters I saw just looked at me glas-
hen I interrupted their typing to ask
ere either might be.
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[ felt a tremor of doubt when Mike and
Brent weren't around, but only a tremor.
I quelled the small voices. It was late.
They might have gone for coffee or a bite,
together or not. I left a note at Mike’s desk,
letting him know about the email. Then |

left. I was tired, and tomorrow was coming -

at me so fast it was already there.
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m lucky. I always have been. Things
all into place. When graduation was
;_and I needed a job, one came. When
; ob turned out to be in downtown
uver, my family came through with
te aunt’s apartment.

It was a tiny apartment in a co-op
di ng off South Granville Street. I was
ded on two sides by widows who’d
iiving in the building “since Trudeau
"‘Lm at exciting young man at 24 Sussex,”
e of them put it. This was Mrs. Noble,
w an so old I found it difficult to see the

i
i
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young woman she might have been. The yre than enough money to escape the
fact that she’d been living in the building
for over forty years gave me a clue to her
age. I knew she’d had a life before that.
She talked about it sometimes. A house
in Kerrisdale. Kids, a dog—a husband, |
presumed, though Mr. Noble was never
mentioned and the kids never came by.

On my other side was Mrs. Fast. “Cal]
me Rachel, dear.”

7f!. onton winters and spend time with her
"?, er’s family in Vancouver while keeping
wn space. It all meant that Rachel had
d into the building more recently than
Noble, but she still might have been
a quarter century.

- here were four apartments to a floor.
, two-bedroom suites—and Mrs. Fast
.-Mrs. Noble each had one of those—

Rachel’s hair was not blue. It was a rich,
dark blond, and though I strongly suspected
the color was not her natural shade, I never
saw a paler root or a hint of brass. Whoever
did Rachel’s hair did a good job.

Rachel Fast was a more recent occupant.
She told me that when she moved into the
building, my aunt Agnes had already secured
her end-unit apartment. I knew Agnes had
been keeping an apartment in the city since
her engineer husband did well in the Alberta
oil fields in the late 1970s. It afforded her

| two very small apartments, mine and
ther across the hall that was owned by a
» st from Victoria, who we never saw.

I made my way up the stairs to the third
‘:‘; - of the four-story building. I didn’t
yone, nor did I expect to. This late
t, it was unlikely anyone else would
ring, the Mesdames Fast and Noble
ly tucked away in their beds.

1 didn’t realize how tired I was until I
ed the apartment door behind me and
:J- ed my bags on the table in the small

5
)
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l oked like the handle had been turned
.‘*lathe. It was fine work. And it was old.
: worn. I sat back and sipped my tea. It
-: no sense to me, but a picture doesn’t

foyer. I aimed to hang my jacket on a hook
in the foyer and didn’t notice I'd missed
altogether until I heard the leather hit the

hardwood. I was too tired to pick it up. Top d ,
'The murder weapon was an antique.

thaps even distinctive and of value. I

’ t know what that meant.

| was bone-tired, but I dragged out
computer and checked Google. I
ldn’t find anything about Steve Marsh
’sconnected him with antiques. In fact,

ar art had been opposite. It was new and
ant and modern. Nothing old about it.

,further ,

amily connéctions. As far as I could
1o one in his family collected antiques.
were too many Marsh mentions to
ﬁem out, though after a while I got
idea that the wealth of the prominent
’»u oper family had come from question-
sources That wasn’t unique. But the

tired to care. ‘

My kitchen is tiny. All sunny yellow tile
and ancient appliances. I put the kettle on “
to boil, then perched at the counter, tog
keyed up to do anything but make tea.

Something was bothering me. I am no
kind of mechanic. And I'm not an expert
on tools. But the one sticking out of
Marsh’s neck had been odd. And not just
because it was stuck in his neck.

I grabbed my camera and scrolled to the
photos I'd taken of Marsh in his SUV. When
I found what I was looking for, I enlarged _
the image until the handle of the tool filled
the entire frame. Then I could see it. The
thing that had been bugging me. Though
I couldn’t see the part buried inside Marsh,

i ing I’ ere more colorful
the tool was unlike anything I'd ever seen. ! shes’ connections wi
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than most. There were hints of rum-

running during Prohibition in the 19205

Canadian rye whiskey, probably acquireq
through legal sources in Canada, shipped
by boat to the United States at great risk -

and for great profits. But that was long ago,

I did the math. Three generations? These

present Marshes probably had no recollec.

tion of anything beyond private schools

and exclusive clubs. I shut my computer

It was interesting stuff, sure. But all it was

doing was keeping me awake.
When [ went to bed, I was afraid rd

never get it all out of my head. But I was
wrong. I was so tired that as soon as my

head hit the pillow, there was just nothing

at all.

64
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the morning I got up earlier than
al wiping sleep out of my eyes.
where nearby there was a coffee with
pame on it. More important, there was
'»'spaper with my name on it, not in it
jas usually the case. I couldn’t wait to
of bed so I could see my first-ever
e-one byline.

ce I have the society beat, I end up
ing most nights. No one expects me
up at the office until late in the day.
I wondered if anyone would
r if I didn’t show up at all. If T just
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filed my stories via email. I wondered, but 'it. And under my photo, it said Vancouver

I'd never tested the theory. l‘-gaﬂ' where my name should have been.

Since no one was expecting me— ‘Brent’s name was there. Of course.
perhaps ever—even though it was nine in d as I read the words under his byline,

the morning on a weekday, I pulled on my 7 disappointment grew into something
re dark.

‘Man about town Steve Marsh was found

running gear and charged out the door.

I ran down Fir Street toward the seawall,
then pounded past Granville Island Market d last night outside the downtown gallery
and around the island, slowing only for the H

last half kilometer before I got to Starbucks

t had just opened an exhibit of the artist’s
The Vancouver art community is reeling
for my mocha. I grabbed a paper while I the loss of one of its bright young stars.
waited for my coffee, but I didn’t even look never been one of Brent Hartigan’s
at it until I'd sat down and had my coffee st fans. I didn’t know him well, but

and a pastry in hand. I knew this was a e were things about him I'd never
| liked. Ambition does alienates people
etimes. I could live with that, especially
2 [ didn’t have to live with it.

: it this? This was different. As I read I
ething bend inside me. And then

moment [ wanted to remember. I took a sip

of my coffee and forced a bite of my pastry

before I spread the paper in front of me.
The story was there, of course. Right

would be. One of my photos was there - it snap.

too. But it wasn’t my story. Not even a bit
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pssed my arms in front of me as I looked
ywn at him.

NINE

icole,” he said again, filling the silence
might have thought would be filled with
 shrieks. When I didn’t shriek, he forced
aself to cough up more words. “Look,
"1, I know what we talked about”—
said it as though I'd filled in words of
t— but it was a last-minute judgment
. Eleventh hour, really.” He finished with

M ike Webb had the good grace to 3
: nile, as though he’d lulled himself into

look sheepish when I barged into

the office an hour later. He also had ing my silence was agreement. His

the good grace to look as though he y language told me he knew better.

wished he could melt through the floor ose judgment?” They were the first

rather than meet my wrath. I was glad, ;'I’d spoken.

somehow. It would have been worse if he {e coughed, but it was answer enough.

just didn’t care. I understand, Mike.” I was pleased

“Nicole,” he said. Nothing else. Just voice didn’t betray much of what

my name, as though it were a greeting, or . s feeling. I sounded calm. “Maybe I

perhaps an explanation. ldn’t, but I do. I don’t get the photo

I didn’t say anything at first. Just stood . It is my photo, obviously. So I

next to his desk, not even noticing when I ld have expected it to have my byline.”

68 69




LINDA L. RICHARDS

IF IT BLEEDS

“Me too,” Mike said. “ don’t know how

" “So what now?” I said calmly.
that happened.”

j“Now?” he repeated.
- “My story,” I said, trying hard to keep
y voice from sounding small.

said, using the industry name for an Opening i.. Mike sighed. Rubbed his head. “It’s not
paragraph. “You know how that happenedy” ] ‘

“Look, Nicole, it was a straight-up news

decision. Hartigan looked stuff over last
night and—"

['hesitated a moment before saying what
Wwas on my mind. “But my piece? My lede>” |

yur story anymore. I'm sorry,” he said
. I could tell he was. I could also tell
right then, there was nothing I could
ato change his mind. Not stamping my
et, not shouting, not screeching. Not even
inding him what he’d said the night
ore. So I resisted all those urges. I didn’t
st myself to say anything. I just nodded
 him. Even tried for a smile and headed
‘, the elevator, my dignity in tatters.

Back on the fifth floor, I forced thoughts

' Steve Marsh’s death aside. I sorted
to Mike. Points I could have made. But irough the day’s stack of invites and

none of it would have helped me get rmed up the schedule for the coming
where I wanted to go. I opted instead to e

..»u g,
go forward. There didn’t seem to be much - There were two must-attend events
point in anything else.

owntown. A society benefit at a big hotel

B

“Hartigan did? I sent it to you.”

“T was busy. I had other stories, | put
Hartigan on it.” Mike shrugged. “He made
the call, Nic. And I'l] back him on it.” The |
jovial face was gone now. You don’t get to
be a city editor without knowing how to be
tough when you need to.

There were things I could have said

.
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and a music launch at a club on Granville, “Nicole, this is Sergeant Itani, from the
Then, closer to home for me, there was 3 . ‘couver City Police. We met last night?”
book launch at a restaurant in Kitsilano, '~ “] remember. Of course.”
after which I planned to head home and ;vf‘Ms.—NiCole, I know you’re working
drop my car off before going to a gallery | the Steve Marsh story.” I thought about
opening in my neighborhood on South ecting her, but I did not. “We've found
Granville. It was going to be a busy mething. Something I think you should
1 Can you be here within the hour?”

1 told her I'd be there in fifteen.

Thursday night.

Reading invitations and making notes
and even doing online searches on a couple
of the celebs expected at that night’s events
had taken me completely out of my bad :
mood about losing the Marsh story.

And then the phone rang.

“This is Nicole,” I said absently, still

focused on my schedule.

“Hello, Ms. Charles.” The voice |
was female and clipped, as though the
speaker was in a hurry. It wasn’t a voice I
recognized.

“Nicole, please.” I corrected her auto-
matically.
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uniform but without her police hat
T E N with her hair loose around her shoul-
s, Sergeant Itani looked younger and
endlier than she had the night before.
“Nicole,” she said when she saw me,
f nks for coming so quickly. I appreciate
1 followed her past modern, functional
fices. She stopped at one of these. There
ere N0 personal touches—no family
f Was so new to the police beat, I didn’t 1

otos or funny coffee mugs, no clipboards
# even know where “here” was. I had to

1 cartoons or funny sayings. I gathered
look it up on my phone. is wasn’t Itani’s personal office. Maybe a
Vancouver’s police HQ was a new glass .
tower at the foot of the Cambie Street Bridge,
It was bland enough to be almost invisible
amid the condos that had sprung up around
it. A crisp pale cube in a sea of crisp black
cubes. I drove past it on my first approach.
Sergeant Itani’s office was on the fourth
floor. A receptionist buzzed the sergeant
when I asked for her. I passed the time in

the waiting area pacing mildly.

.ed space that field officers used when
had business at HQ.

She closed the door behind us, then sat
desk and asked me to sit.

“Listen, Sergeant Itani—"

it was her turn to interrupt. “Rosa,
ase.”

b smiled, then went on. “Okay, Rosa. I
el as though I should tell you...that is, I
n't want to tell you, but I should...”

f
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“You're off the story, aren’t you?” she

said calmly.

I looked at her and nodded. I couldn’t

have been more surprised.

“Thought as much,” she said. Where|
was surprised, she was not, which surprised

me even more. “But let me ask you this— 3

did you want to be taken off the story?”

I shook my head and she smiled,

looking pleased with herself. “That’s what
I thought. Listen, between you and me...”
She shot a look at the door and, satisfied
it was shut tight, went on. “Your Brent
Hartigan is a pain in the ass.”

[ 'was surprised at her words, but not so
surprised that I didn’t have a reply. “He’s
not my Brent Hartigan.”

She nodded. “That’s what I thought.
He’s a hotshot. The last thing I need on this
case is a hotshot getting in the way. Now
you”—she stretched back in the chair—
“you're controllable.”
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‘ anks,” I said.

I-’ he smiled. “Well, it’s true, Nicole. You
e. And you're green and hungry and you
ed friends.”

My mind was reeling. I wanted to ask
r how she knew I was hungry. Was it
= ething anyone could see? I didn’t ask. I
pt my mouth shut. She had more to say.
' She reached into the desk. Drew out
". ge envelope. Not thick. Slid it across
o desk to me, an expectant look in her

‘T- opened it. The only thing inside was
"eight-by-ten photo. I could tell exactly
big the subject was because it had been
tographed next to a ruler. It was a good
-tograph. The kind they take of prod-
'ts in magazines. The kind they take of
rpses.

f_}“The photo was of a tool, six inches
% g. It had a handle, like a screwdriver,

de of wood. It was red, but the paint
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had faded, through use or age or a combi-
nation of both.

The other end—the business end—
was a spike with a hook so slight, you told
yourself at first it was an optical illusion,
The spike was sharp. And the tool was
thicker than a meat skewer, and too short
to do that job, but you knew you’d have no
trouble stabbing a roast with it.

“You recognize it?” Rosa asked when I'd

studied the photo for a moment.

“Of course,” I said. “But I don’t know
what it is.”

“It’s an antique,” she said.

“What's it for?”

“We’re not sure. Some sort of tool.
Possibly for fishing.”

“Why are you showing me?”

“Well, it’s the murder weapon—you’ll
have figured that out already.” I nodded and
she went on. “And its use in that context

seems...pointed.”
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,MY eyes widened at the words. It was
7 a very bad joke, which is what I said.
hat’s a bad pun.”

"‘Is it She looked honestly confused.
j, . Right. Sorry. That’s not what [ meant.
hat 1 should have said is...it’s an odd
' Bon. An antique awl. Why?” She hooked
;photo with her index finger, turned it
ound, studied it briefly and then spun it
to face me. “Why would anyone use
h a thing to kill a man unless they were
"::“ g to say something. See what [ mean?
aless they were trying to make a point.”
] still don’t understand why you're telling
: ,” I said, not commenting on the second
pun. From the look on her face, she didn’t
en know she’d made it. “And if I can be
ctly honest? This seems like the sort of
il police would avoid giving to reporters.”
" She smiled. “You watch too much TV.”
“Still,” 1 insisted, “you’re making a point
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way down here to see the photo. Next ‘And Hartigan?”

you're going to tell me you want me to let «ah, Hartigan. He’s grandstanded on me

people know about it. ’ Maybe I was new to ’j a couple of cases in the past. I wouldn’t

the world of crime reporting, but I could ind seeing him taken down a bit. I figure

see where this was leading. ‘ u might be the one to doit.”
She nodded. “Well, you're half right.

I'm going to give you this photo when you

' 1 let all this sink in. It was hard, because
knew there was more going on than I was
leave today, but before you go, I'll have your mg On the one hand, Rosa Itani had
word that you won't use it for three days.” en me inside information. Stuff I knew
“Three days? Why? And in that case,

why give it to me now?”

nt wouldn’t have access to. It would
ean I'd be back on the story in three days

“We're working the case now. Trying to '! most. Less if 1 managed to discover

figure out who did this. Between you and nething on my own.

me, doors are slamming shut as soon as atever was going on, I'd gotten all

we think we’re opening them. So you now information out of the homicide detec-

have this info no one outside this building | ] was going to get. She was pleasant, but

is aware of. I figure you're going to take d tell she wasn’t going to say anything

this photo with you and not publish it, but: e. Either she was using me or I was

keep it in your mind. If none of us have: ' piven some sort of test. Or both.

a greed to what she’d asked. [ promised

4‘

anything solid after three days, the photo

of the murder weapon in the paper might ldn’t publish the photo for three days.

grab someone’s attention.” e Iplcked up the envelope and left.
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might once have been a posh neighbor-

B

100d, but by the time my parents bought

ELEVEN

e house in the mid-1970s, it was filling up

;.; h immigrant families, like ours.

~ Our house has a gorgeous view toward

uth Burnaby and downtown Vancouver.

t on the front porch on a summer’s

ning and you can see the dome of BC
ce and watch the city light up behind it.

| n the police parking lot, I got back into

:rowing up in that neighborhood had

# my car and headed out with no clear idea n like a kind of perpetual international

where I was going. I had a lot on my mind.

; it. On our block alone, there were

Three days. And since I wasn’t even e Italian families, two Chinese, one

officially on the Marsh story, I'd have to be nese, two German and another Scots

creative and stealthy.

like ours. Or not like ours. The

By now the west side was well behind
me. I'd picked the twisty road that followed

oogans were the type of Scots people

to make fun of. “Hey, Jimmy!” you’d

the river out of Vancouver and into Burnaby. Iris call into the evening. “Stop that

I couldn’t deny where I was going any ij-. and gae in the house,” though it

longer. I was on my way to see my mom. | come out sounding a lot like hoose.

My family home is on Capitol Hill

er’s on the table and I dinna wanna

which is a lot less posh than it sounds ﬁshows.”
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“What’s with the getup?” I asked.

. “Some friends coming in for a bite,”

When they talked to my parents, they’d
pine for the old country or they’d complain
about the price of things. Once out of said.
earshot, my father would say, “If they miss “Sorry, Mom. I should have called.”
it so much, they should go back! Look - “Don’t be silly, dear,” she said, leading
at us—we’ve jobs and homes and good ‘back into the kitchen to continue her
schools for the wee ones. Scotland’s a nice ork while we chatted. “T always brag
place to visit, but Canada’s my home.” | n t you. You know that. It would be
And it was too. My mother and father ely to have you here in person so I can
and my older brother all applied for citi- " ;'you off.”
7set:tled easily into old kitchen rhythms. I

ed things into the dishwasher, wiped the

zenship as soon as they were able. I was
Canadian by birth. My parents and my
brother were Canadian by choice. So we aters and generally made myself useful.
were all Canadians together, in our house ‘Not a chance,” I replied. “I'm outta
on the Hill. But I grew up with the lilt of : before anyone comes. Sorry. You
Scotland all around me. | '- ber what happened the last time?”

'!‘u was nothing. It’s just because

: 50 pretty.”
hough she clearly remembered, I felt

“Nicole,” my mother said as I let myself
in the front door, “what a nice surprise.”
She’s a petite redhead with flashing blue-
green eyes, and today she was fully turned ed to remind her. Just in case. “That
out. She didn’t look like she should be in '”'f" McPhee tried to set me up with
the kitchen at all. .: ew. What'’s his name?”
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ike I said, I'm lucky. And here’s another
e of the ways. My family is terrific. The

“Hamish,” my mom supplied.
“Yes, that’s it. Hamish. As if.”
“Now, now, dear. You don’t know 3 er I get, the tighter my friendship with
thing about him.” | '
“But I do. Ask Dad.”

And now she laughed full out. “Oh,_'

- mom seems to grow. My dad is strong
‘ sweet and supportive. My brother and I
':; L in different circles, but he’s human and
your dad! He’s a fine one. Saying things like
that. Hamish McPhee is...”

“A dork?” ’

She laughed. “No, Nicole. I was going

ent and has grown to be a good man.

:'“.- I could have dumped all my troubles
0 my mom. She would not only have
ed, but helped me sort them out. But
to say he’s a very nice young man. Let me ‘was preparing a nice lunch, looking
see, what’s he studying again...?” ' d to an afternoon chatting with her
“Podiatry. He’s studying to be a foot | f'ends. And there would probably be
doctor. Which, I assure you, is nothing _'-vu wine. For my mom, this was party
like a brain surgeon, though you wouldn’t

know it to talk to him.”

e, and I didn’t want to mess it up with
oblems. And I really, really didn’t want
We laughed together. “p into Vivienne McPhee.
“So, okay then. You're not here to meet e, sure, Mom,” [ said. “Everything’s
up with Hamish. I understand. What are fine. I had to leave the office on a story
you doing here then? Mind, I love to see | - I was in my car anyway...”
you, but we don’t usually see you like this - thought you’d look in on me and
on a weekday. Is everything all right?” | _;.: d. How nice! Sorry I don’t have more
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time to spend, dear. Stir that pot. Thag’s
right, the one at the back. Stir it just a bit
“Where’s Dad?” I asked as I stirred. Byg

ean and walk together. And they trav-
| 2 bit, but never without Dad’s clubs.
R ght then,” I said, giving the contents

I kn:/l\z ;lrﬁjiyl g | e pot a final twirl. “T suppose I should
sed , her eyebrows ack to the office at some point.”

ralsf(g.c)lf’” - N My mom cleaned her hands, then crossed

My mrermedied kitchen to give me a hug. “Well, nice to

' you, my girl. Are you sure you won’t stay

“Where today?” I asked. .
“Who knows? Oh, he tells me, but |
don’t always listen anymore. They’re one
like another to me, you know.”
Ilaughed. T knew. My father had always
been a bit of a golfer, but since he’d retired,
he’d gone at it like a job. Most days he, |
was out of the house by five or six o’clock

 have a wee chinwag with Viv?”

‘ stood back and looked down into her
; and could see she was teasing me.
%"Ummm...you know I'd love to,
“Of course you would.” There was
glint in her eye, laughter on her face.
fou’re just busy, is all. I'll tell her as
ach.” Then I saw the laughter fade away.

in the morning, doing whatever golfing 1
mother Jooked suddenly serious and

things required early-morning attention.

He’d generally be back by early to
midafternoon and then he and mom would
potter about together. They liked to shop.
They liked to eat out. They liked to drive to

than her five foot one.

' “Listen, my girl, 've a feeling you didn’t
1; e here today to talk about my hen party
r your dad’s golf.” I started to protest,
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but she stopped me. “No, no, it’s fine. 'y

not going to press. I've just, as I said, 3

feeling. When you want, you come back and-

talk. Meanwhile, my darling, be careful.”

TWELVE

90

._.f. back to my car, saw Itani’s enve-
e sitting on the seat and had another
gh

N om, before I bounce,” I said, back
the house, “will you just take a quick
at this? See if you know what it is?”

e, dear,” she said. If she was curious,
pt it to herself. “I'll have a go.”

ulled the photo out of its envelope.
* 't hesitate. “Why, it’s an ice pick,”
aid. .
An ice pick?” I repeated. “What's that?
nountaineering or something?”
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“Oh no. Not at all. It’s a kitchen tog] |
From long ago. They’ve not been in USez T H RT E E N
in this country for a hundred years, I'q

imagine. But I saw them at home when |

was a lass.”
“Used for...” I prompted.
“Chipping at ice, of course.”
“Of course.”

“No, truly. For making the block of ice i
Hy maternal grandmother, long since
§ departed, had what some call “the

t.” I thought about that as I drove west

fit in the coldbox, before there was such a
thing as an electric fridge. Or for knocking
a bit off for a drink and so on.”
\g Broadway.

ranny Auden was, as my mom liked
ay, “a wee bit funny.” Which isn’t to say
_:'Aad‘a sense of humor. She did not. But

“You mean, like, in an icebox?”
“That’s right.”

“So it’s a kitchen tool, you said?”
“Idid.”

Somehow, that made sense. things in a different way.

en I was a kid, I used to wish that
‘;u y’s talent or gift would somehow
 off on me. But though I gave it serious

ught and even a bit of practice, none of

i
|
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Granny Auden’s witchiness was ever mine, ill hung. As I looked around, I saw a lot of

'_:- dots.

_ “Everything is sold?” I said.

‘, “It’s sad, but yes, death will do that for
-artist. The phone has been ringing off
hook all day. Suddenly everyone wants
‘get in.” His hands fluttered helplessly.
. in this case, even more so, I think. It

I was ordinary. Average even then.
My mother though. That was a different
story. She was not wildly psychic. Mom’s
was a more gentle gift. She got feelings, ]
Hunches. Like just now, when she’d looked
into my eyes and told me to be careful. It
wasn’t like the warning another mother
might give—a general warning against life’s s 50...dramatic, wasn’t it? Him dying in
 alley like that. It will be the talk of the
ljra all month.”
I made a mental note. As his dealer,
.,Would have had something to gain
n Marsh’s death. Something financial.
of a better place than at the beginning. = ed the small man over carefully and
When he saw me, Sam’s face lit up.
“Why, if it isn't Nicole at Night! In the day,

no less.” He ushered me in. “What bring

hidden dangers. Experience told me it was
best to pay attention.

I found myself heading for the gallery.
It was unlikely I'd find anything there, but I
needed a starting point. And I couldn’t

ded that as far as suspects went, Sam

1't much of one.
t you haven’t told me,” he continued,
you to my humble place of business?” - brings you here today.”

The gallery looked different in the da b investigating the story,” I said,

2 to convince even myself. “The story
ve Marsh’s death.”

:

light. Smaller, somehow, without a crusi
of people filling it. Steve Marsh’s show w

e
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“Oh.” That hand again. “Oh, I see. 1

at’s okay. You can tell me the same
thought...that is to say...” ‘

¢ you told him. Sometimes, in the retelling,
“You thought I only did the society -
pages.” 4
“Well, I guess. But also, a reporter

 details come to light. You said Steve was
ecial client. Let’s start with that.”

“well, I discovered him.” Sam thought

from your paper was here first thing thig 'a second before continuing. “That’s

morning. He gave me the impression he :’m; too much. He’'d been painting for

was covering the story.” rs before he tried to get representation.

“We both kind of are.” It wasn't exactly ‘when he showed me his work”—Sam
the truth, yet it was. [ was covering the
story. Brent just didn’t know it yet. Nor did

the city editor. But don’t bother me with

_' hand to his collarbone, made that flut-
_ motion—"T just swooned.” He led me
_"to the largest painting in the gallery.
details. “We have...different perspectives.” v
I could see that Sam bought this. The
inner workings of a newspaper are myste-
rious enough to most people that I didn’t
expect a lot of questions.

/as hung right in the center of the big
;j; e, on a wall suspended from the ceiling.
 last night, amid the crowd, I'd noticed
h the piece and the pride of place.

| ' he painting was huge. The background
“In that case, I'll do everything I can to bold, all angry reds and glaring greens.
help. Of course. Steve Marsh was a very y to the left of center was a young
special client of mine. I just don’t know )
what I can tell you that I didn’t already tell

Mr. Hartigan.”

n, painted as though by a classical master.
ssed in torn jeans, a bandanna wrapped
und his head. Unposed. He stood facing
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1 “Who is he?” I asked. “Who is Eldert?”

- Sam looked at me, surprised. “You don’t
ow much about this artist then?”

I shook my head.

e went over to a rack at the side of the

the artist boldly, as though he might spring
from the canvas and punch anyone who got
in his way. On one level, it was a portrait, |
But somehdw, it was so much more. I said ag
much to Sam. |
ry and pulled out a brochure. I wasn’t

3

rprised to see that Eldert had been chosen

“Yes, yes,” he said. “That’s it exactly, isn't it? |
Another artist could make this painting and it
would be ordinary. But”—Sam shook his head -
sadly—"Steve saw the beauty in this. He saw

adorn the cover. It was a powerful work.
ere, you can read this. It'll explain Steve’s
it and incorporated everything one could see, rk and, in a sense, the man.”

And perhaps everything that couldn’t be seen.” “Thanks. Can I take this?”

Sam nodded.

;‘,tucked it into my bag. “Did you know

This confused me. “How can you paint
what you can’t see?”

“That’s the very essence of art, I think,” ’s girlfriend? Caitlen Benton-Harris?”
he said. “Anyone can paint what anyone can “Yes, of course. I've met her on many
see. But to paint in a way that makes you asions.” It was possibly my imagination,
feel something? That’s mastery.” I thought I saw a moue of distaste.

I looked at the title of the painting.
“Eldert?”

“Yes, yes,” he said again. “Isn’t it

“Did you see her here last night?”

Sam pondered for a moment. “Now
wonderful? Just Eldert. So in a sense, it is just t you mention it,” he said finally, “I
a painting of this young man. And yet...” n't. Hmmmm...that’s odd.”
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“It sounds harsh, I suppose. But yes. I

guess that’s it all right.”

~ “And Steve had that?”

. “Talent? Oh yes! Steve did. And so
ch more. You never met him?”

I shook my head, trying not to think of
‘:; dead man in his car. That didn’t count.

7 “Steve was...well, he was extraordmary
on't know how else to say it.”

‘Ihere was something in Sam’s face. Or

By the time Caitlen had arrived, Steve
was dead and Sam was occupied elsewhere.

“Do you know where I can find her?”

“I'm sorry, but I don’t. She’d show up
with Steve sometimes. I don’t have a number

for her. I had no reason to call her.”
“Of course. What does she do?” I asked.

“Where does she work?” |
“She’s an artist too. She once asked me

to represent her.”
“And you wouldn’t?”
“No. Not then. The work was too raw, ,'

he explained, “too unfinished. I told her to:
come back when she had some more miles
on her. Honestly, though? I was being kind.
I didn’t see anything that made me thin
she had what it takes.”
“And what does it take?” I asked.
“Well, a lot of things, really. But v"‘

low of something.

8 You guys were close?”

h no. Not really.” Sam shrugged. “

is dealer That is a special relat10nsh1p
own right.”

ou said his paintings are selling well
er than when he was alive?”

said, that can be what happens when
,'dies. And when that happens? Well,

thing is key. Talent.” ’. ne up for opportunity, don’t they?”
“You're saying she lacked talent?” k.
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0 n my way back to the office, I thought
about what I knew so far. While the
ice-pick thing was huge, I'd promised Itani
I wouldn’t use it for three days. That meant
that in three days I'd have an exclusive on
the ice pick. This was a byline there was
no way Brent was going to wrangle from
me. But I didn’t think one story would be
enough. I needed to make such a splash
and impact that I'd secure a position in the
newsroom once a spot opened.

Brent was already on the elevator when

I got in at the parking level.

IF IT BLEEDS

3 ‘VVell well,” he said with a little smirk,

re ’s our talented gossip columnist. And
1l me, please, what will Nicole be up to
,;;this night?”

No word on my absent byline, my
len opening paragraph. Nothing at all,

; lly, beyond the patronizing emptiness I'd
ways gotten from him.

[ groped for an answer that would stop
im in his tracks, shut him up and remove
e smirk from his face as though by a kick
rom my pointy-toed shoe to his groin. I
ouldn’t think of anything.

- When the elevator doors opened for
im, 1 gave up. I felt the defeat through my
ole body. He got off the elevator and I'd
ai ely looked at him. As the doors closed,
‘heard him call out sweetly, “Have a nice
* - Nicole.”

'. I stood for a moment in the empty
levator, my heart pounding. He'd put me
n my place without ever lifting his voice.
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We’d had some kind of contest. He had
won. :
“Prick,” I said, just as I had the night
before. I retreated to my cubicle with a fear-
some relief. This was home, I told myself.
This was safe. As I sat at my desk, I fingered
the neat stacks of invitations. I looked at
the corkboard where I'd pinned up a couple
of choice photos and some nice memo-
ries. “Nicole at Night” was mine. No one
would contest me for it, no one would take
it away. I was good at it, I told myself. And
the parties were fun. There were aspects of
the job that I really loved.

The food was great. Event food all the
time. Canapés and caviar and cheese and
tiny wontons served on delicate spoons...
my grocery bill was next to nothing, just
eggs and bread and Earl Grey tea.

The notoriety. That was fun. It was like
I was famous, though in a small enough

dose that it wasn’t irritating. My drycleaner
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3

gave me special treatment, rushed my stuff
‘;: t through. At the market, the occasional
heckout girl would recognize me from my
icture in the paper and be gently flustered
va d admiring. The best part of fame. Not so
Liv ch that you needed to watch your steps
" that people asked for your autograph
dinner. Just enough that people were
,1; to you when they realized who you
ere. That was pleasant. I'd gotten used to
world that was nice to me.

jAll those things were good, and I was
'{' Why would anyone want anything
_? As I thought these things, I realized
ething. Brent was a master manipulator.

impossible-to-get quote. The illusive

erview. The access behind closed doors.

t all reporters have this gift, but some do.

:._‘,;«- how he could he make me feel

small with a word and a glance. I pulled

 up and felt as though I was adding

2L to my spine. I felt mad and determined
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and yet serene. I knew what I wanted. And | '

knew how to get it.

I pushed aside my self-doubt and

reached for the phone.
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ood afternoon, Giggling Gourmet,”

%A a chipper voice said on the other
n of the line. “This is Terese. Can I help
o

“Hey, Terese, this is Nicole Charles
. the Vancouver Post. I was wondering
'Ji could ask you a few questions?”

“Hi, Nicole!” It was a gush. Caterers
re among those who always recog-
ize me. They’re probably big readers,
couring my column daily looking for
'ntions of them or their food. “I would
ve to talk to you, but it’s mad here today.
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We're getting ready for an event in under
an hour and there’s a lot to do. Can it

hold until tomorrow—no, scratch that.”

- Industry awards were hung on the
wall, so despite the goofy name, Giggling
Sourmet knew what it was about. If I
tood very still and listened very hard,
‘could hear it. Giggling. If that wasn’t
‘ough of an invitation, the wonderful

. smells were. I followed the sounds and
mells to the kitchen.

She didn’t even let me answer. “We've
got a lunch and two evening events. The
best thing might be for you to drop by in
person. We're always busy, but we can blab
while we work.” She rattled off an address

near Granville Island, then hung up before

‘As goofy as the reception area and the
[ could respond.

ime were, the kitchen was all business.

I did a final check of my email, adjusted ically clean stainless steel from bottom

my schedule and headed out the door.

Giggling Gourmet operated out of a I~
brightly painted reclaimed brick building -
near the public market. I pushed the bright -
orange door open on a lime-green recep-
tion area with a purple ceiling. A rugin
front of the empty reception desk was
the color of milk chocolate. A lamp was a

vibrant lilac that cast a purplish glow over:

top. Half a dozen young women were
llved in various stages of food prep.
d, of course, giggling. The giggling
d when they noticed me standing there.
d then: “Nicole!” It was a chorus from
se of the six voices. guess I'll never
. closer to feeling like a pop star.

1‘ iping hands on aprons, they mobbed

nd I guess in their world, I was a

ority. I was someone who had the power

1ake a good business better. If only

the yellow walls. But not the ceiling, @

course, since that was purple already.
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I would slide a word in here, a photo there,

You couldn’t buy the kind of advertising

I could dole out with a single nod. That’sa

big responsibility. I don’t take it lightly.

[ saw a tall blond with long legs and a
delicate pot belly under a smeared apron
wipe her hands harder than the others,

then extend one of them to me.

“Hi, Nicole,” she said, smiling. “I'm

Terese. We spoke on the phone.” And
then, “Back to it, ladies. The food for the
Zimmerman batmitzvah isn’t going to
walk there on its own.”

At her words, the little crowd dispersed
throughout the kitchen, but none of them

were out of earshot. Terese led me over

to the station where she’d been working.

A vat of tasty-looking chicken in a cream
sauce stood next to pastry casings.

“I really have to finish this vol-au-vent,”
she explained. “But we can talk. We talk all

the time.”

IF-IT BLEEDS

- “We do,” chimed in the girl working
earest us, a half dozen piercings in her left
ar. “We talk nonstop!” She was chopping
3 dly—carrots, onions, celery—and drop-
ing bits into a huge pot while she talked.

~ “On the phone, you said you had ques-
jons,” Terese said, expertly stuffing the
shells.

. “I'm covering the death of Steve
farsh,” I explained. I was the gossip
plumnist. I understood the question in her
ok. I decided not to reply to it.

R spoke with someone from the paper
' morning. Buzz somebody.”

~ “Brent?” I asked. “Brent Hartigan?”

. “I think so,” she said. “I didn’t have
ch time for him. We were getting ready
r a lunch thing.”

:~ “On the phone,” I said. It wasn't a ques-
on. She would have made time if she’d
: ) en him. Probably wouldn’t have forgotten

s name either. Brent is that hot.
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“Right,” she said, still stuffing. “I'm

sorry, but there wasn’t anything to tell him
I was there the whole time—"

“So was I,” a voice chimed in behind
me.

“Me too,” said another from across the
room.

“—but I didn’t see anything.”

We couldn’t, could we?” said someone

across the room. I looked over at a faunlike
girl who didn’t look big enough to manage
the Dutch oven she was moving across the
room. ‘A lot of people. A big-deal event.”

Terese nodded agreement. “Big, big
deal. We’ve done bigger parties, of course.
But they pulled all the stops.”

“Why?” I asked.

Terese shrugged over her work. “I don’t
know. I don't ask those kind of questions.
Just make the food.”

“And cash the checks,” said earrings girl,
madly chopping.
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”-; «I think it was his grandfather.” This
s the faunlike girl, now finished moving
i‘r Dutch oven and carefully stirring her
rew on the stove.

' “His grandfather?” I said.

. “Well, isn’t he rich and famous?”

. I nodded. Shrugged. I hadn’t thought
out the fact that Marsh’s family might
e been paying for some of his gallery
ctivities. But it was worth thinking about.

. Terese nodded. “You know, I think Ann
night be right. I mean, we’ve been super
y, and I hadn’t really stopped to think of
ything but work.”

“And work and work and work,” a voice
srumbled from across the room. Terese
shot her a glance and a grin and went on.

:, “Yeah. And work. But when I think of
’ , it was way over the top for a gallery
ening. You know, they ordered ten
pounds of beluga for last night. For blini

and caviar.”
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:-.f‘Now you're a cop?” It was knife-and-
ings, though by now she’d put the knife
and was shredding ginger with a

I blinked. I did enough of my major :
eating at events to know that ten poundg
was a lot of beluga. And blini and caviap
just did not show up at gallery openings, |

“And the oyster bar,” knife-and-earrings
added. “Don’t forget the oyster bar.”

L that looked like it belonged in a wood-
orking shop.

“I'm not a cop,” I said solidly. “But
Terese rolled her eyes. “One will not stigative journalists have been known
forget that, will one?” she said in clipped be extremely helpful in uncovering and
tanes, posing criminal behavior and activi-
I wanted to ask—I really did—and 5.” I don’t know where the words came
Terese so obviously wanted to tell me, but m. Some manual from Journalism 101,
we were getting offtrack. expect. But I flushed as I said them and
ished I could take them back.

“What book did you get that out of?”

Jj. the girl with the earrings, whom I was

“So...okay. You were super busy at the
event. Did you notice any weird comings
and goings out of the back door?”

Terese lifted her eyes from her work to
shoot me a disbelieving glance. “Seriously?
At a gallery opening? There was nothing but
weird comings and goings.”

arting to think about not liking.

~ “Ingrid, c’'mon. Play nice.” This was

2" e

- Ingrid shrugged and went back to her
“Still,” T insisted, “the guest of honor

ended up dead. Anything you might

remember could be helpful.”

ger.
. “Well, we didn’t see anything. We
‘ ked about it after, of course. We haven’t
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[ felt my ears prick up.
- “Buddy?” I asked.
. Terese wiped her hands furiously again,

talked about much else all day. And we’d .-1
hired on extra serving staff for the event,
None of them saw anything either.”

“You talked about it?” alked over to a small desk in the corner of
Terese nodded. “We went for a drink e room, flipped through an old-fashioned
, lodex and extracted a business card.

~ “Buddy Gareth. You might want to talk

afterward. We were so shaken. And we all
agreed. We saw a lot of people coming and
going. A lot. People were going out there «_:.him. We use him on a lot of our jobs,”

to smoke. Some people were parked back erese said, handing me the card. I turned

there. But there was no one that caught the ver, saw a dove’s wing that looked like
attention of any of the catering staff.” lass. Turned it back again. Buddy Gareth, it
id in plain black lettering. And under it,
_ The Ice Man.

k.

I felt something inside me that had been
hopeful crumble slightly. Terese sounded
sure. They’d discussed it among themselves
and come up with zip. I wasn’t surprised.
It was too much to ask to find a solid lead
this early in—I knew that from journalism
school as well. Still. It would have been
amazing to uncover something significant at
this stage. Something Brent hadn’t gotten.

“What about Buddy?” Sioban asked
suddenly.
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It came back to me when the words Art
S I X T E E N ‘_ Schizophrenia caught my eye. Now, art
itself is not funny, and certainly schizo-
: enia is no laughing matter, but the two
" them together? To me it felt like mush-
pom gravy on ice cream. I couldn’t recon-
ile them as a set.
- I braced myself for the sight of painting
{ chizophrenics and was disappointed when
n my way to the Pan Pacific Hotel, ulled open the ballroom door and saw
0 I tried Buddy’s number and got voice crowd that looked like every other fund-
mail. 1ng group I'd ever encountered.
Rock music. Something thick and old. . I checked the room quickly, trying to
And over the music, “Hey, you've reached ' ermine if any of my bosses were there,
the Ice Man. Leave your digits and I'll slide ien made a beeline for the buffet table,
ing only to take a glass of wine from a
ssing tray.
}Either I was very hungry or the food

ya back.”

I left my digits, then promptly forgot -
about him as I parked my car at the Pan |
Pacific. I didn’t realize I'd forgotten the - super good, because before I'd even
name of the event I was attending until I oduced myself to anyone or taken any
stood in the hotel foyer and checked the ctures, I found a standing-height table in
board. ! r corner and began to stuff my face.

118 119




LINDA L. RICHARDS IF IT BLEEDS
- speak to you. You were vulnerable with all
“_chat food in hand.”

I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”
“Why not?”

I indicated my jacket. “Not enough
rass buttons.” Then my hair. “And my
highlights plainly didn’t cost enough.”

- Al right. You have me there. So why
m I here talking to you?” It was in his eyes,
he reason. And in his voice, startlingly inti-
nate even while he spoke of things that
'4 € not.

“It’s my food,” I said. “You thought, Look
that girl. She’s small. I can push her over
and grab something off her plate.”
'f‘Is that what I thought?”

: “You did. But here.” I snagged a piece of
asparagus from my plate and handed
him. “I'll save you the trouble. It
‘ dn’t look good, you pushing me to the
. What with you playing host and all.”

“I wish I could do that.” The voice was

masculine. And nearby.

He was standing at the next table with
a cocktail glass in hand, dressed in a tuxedo
that was obviously not a rental and looking

as at home in it as other men do in chinos.
There was something familiar about him,
but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

I swallowed the canapé I'd been working
on and said, “Why can’t you?”

He moved to my table.

“I'm on the organizing committee for
this event, for one. That puts me in a sort
of host position. And it wouldn’'t do for the
host to be seen loading up on the grub.”

“It wouldn't?” [ said. “Why not?”
“I'm meant to be mingling and taking

people’s money from their wallets.”
“But you're not doing that now.”
“Maybe I am,” he said smugly. “Maybe
that’s why I chose this moment to u~
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He took the asparagus, bit the top off " brunette, so I crossed to her and chatted her
gingerly, then reached across and put it

gently back on the edge of my plate. “Thank
you,” he said seriously. “You've saved me

from falling down in a hungry heap.”
“You'’re welcome,” I said. “Now what

up myself, knowing her cleavage would be
,the perfect fit for my column.

Before long we were joined by a tall
blond in a jade-green dress. More cleavage.
;- en a third friend showed up—a redhead

will you do?” this time—I knew I had my money shot. I

“I've got hosting duties, don’t I? And
checks to seduce from willing hands. You’re
not leaving right away, are you?”

“No. I'm not,” I agreed. I

As he walked away, I found that I liked

watching him move.
He started chatting with a beautiful

ed them up near the sign about arts and
schizophrenia.

. Asl got ready to leave, I looked around
ut didn’t see the beautiful man in the
stom tux. It was unsurprising to me that
ince Charming would show up early and
gone before the evening became full

brunette in a clingy dress. He responded ﬂz of my life.

to something she said with a laugh that
was more than polite. Just then, he lifted
his head and looked straight into my eyes.
I flushed at the look and hoped he hadn’t
noticed in the room’s dim light.

I pulled myself together and got « |
work. He’d finished chatting with the cling} ght. I have to run, but it was nice to

And then he was there, standing right in
nt of me.

“Trying to get away?” he said.

smiled back, asking my heart to be

a ot trying. This isn’t my only party
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have met you,” I said, extending my hand.
“I'm Nicole Charles.”

He smiled at that. “T know who you
are, Nicole,” he said, taking my hand. “I'm
Reston Marsh.”
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\ 't was hard, after that, to keep my mind on
“my job. I tried to connect the dots. Had I
heard Reston Marsh’s name before?
_didn’t ring any bells. How many society
sh families could there be in Vancouver?
j And Reston Marsh had sought me
ut, [ knew he had. Why? Sure, I was an
active young woman alone at a charity
‘v(;.tion. But the place was crawling with
tractive women.

ZLF‘Are you related to the artist Steve
sh?” I asked.

?'Yeah. Our fathers are brothers.”
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“So he was your cousin?”

“That’s right.”

“Not close, T guess?”

“No,” he said. “We weren’t. You might
say we lived on different sides of the tracks.”

“On which side of the tracks did he
live?”

“All that artsy stuff. He had an apart-
ment in Yaletown and a studio at 1000
Parker.”

I didn’t think Yaletown was the wrong
side of the tracks. It also wasn’t a surprise.
I'd known where he lived. But the studio?
That was news to me.

“You guys weren't close,” I said again.

“What makes you keep saying that?”

“You're here instead of off crying in
your beer someplace. I did the math.”

“Well, we weren’t tight, but we weren’t
unfriendly. Some bad blood with our dads
when they were kids, so Steve-o and I never
really hung out.”
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' “Bad blood?”

“Something about his dad, I think it

was. But no one was ever really talking

i_'-n out it.”

“What about his girlfriend?”

“Caitlen?”

“Sure,” I said.

“We’ve both known her since school. I
ever got it, really. She always seemed a cold
ne to me.”

~ “In what way?”

. He looked at me carefully. “Off the
ecord?”

“Okay.”

“She was never quite right.”

“Right?”

“Just this"—he searched for the right
_ ord—“distance? She just wasn’'t someone
:- ou could talk to. Even when we were kids.”
B “Did they live together?”

To my surprise, he laughed. “Oh no.

Steve lived in Yaletown.”
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“I know.”
“But I'm pretty sure Caitlen had a place

EIGHTEEN

on English Bay.”

“That seems an odd detail for you to
know.”

“Not really. Our family has owned the
building for decades. I got the idea Caitlen’s
family had money problems a few years
ago. Steve had to get the family trust to
approve her living there. This is turning
into quite the little interrogation.” |

I indicated the party still going on around f
us. “Just doing my job. But now that you -
mention it, you did seem awful eager to talk -
to me. What was that about?” |

He reached out then. Slid one smooth

hand down my bare arm. Looked straight

| here was flirting. Digits exchanged.
: Arrangements made for an unspecified

i: er at some future point. I took some
0tos and left.

I was done and got to 1000 Parker, it
(‘;11:30. I told myself I was Just driving
- e my way home. It was too late to be
into my eyes. B

“You have to ask?”

We didn’t talk anymore about work '
dead cousins after that. ._ morning. The thought of Hattigen
‘.,in Was never far from my mind.
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In Vancouver art circles, 1000 Parker is
well known. A huge old beast of a building
in a crappy part of town. Outside it looks

~ across an elevated walkway and up another
f_ stairway to the top floor.

. AsImade my way through the building,
I heard more signs of life than I saw. Bare
“‘wood floors, blank gray doors. I tried not
ito think about rats when I heard scuttling
corners.

like a warehouse. Inside it’s worse. Until
you get behind the doors in the maze, to
where the magic is made.

I'd been to events at 1000 Parker. Every
fall the Eastside Culture Crawl brought thou-
sands of people through the building. But

- When I reached my destination the
tudio was dark and the lights off. The
lock looked serious. Not high security,
t beyond my nonexistent B-and-E skills.
4.ere was a pane of glass on either side of
e door. It wasn’t flimsy. But neither was it

ecurity grade.

most of the time, it was just as it was tonight.
Lots of studios where artists worked behind
battered doors and windowed entries.

I looked for a directory but didn’t see
one. When a bearded man with multiple
piercings came out of a studio and looked ’ It was late. There was no one in sight.
And it didn’t seem like the kind of place
at would have an alarm. That, and the
real possibility I'd find something
nt didn’t have, spurred me one. Before
uld stop myself, I took off my shoe,
vinted the heel at the glass closest to the

at me curiously, I returned the look, then '
asked if he knew where I could find Steve
Marsh’s studio.

“The dead guy, right?”

[ nodded. ,

“I think he was up on the third floor.” -

He directed me up a couple of stairways, - orknob and gave the pane a resounding
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thwack. It didn’t shatter right away. It took
a second tap. And then a third. But when it
shattered, it did so completely. I didn’t have
to push any glass out of my way before I
reached around and opened the door from
the inside.
I found the lights and looked around.
A desk and computer were pushed against
one wall with a couple of filing cabinets.
Stacks of painted canvases leaned against
both side walls, and at the end of the room,
in a window I imagined would be filled with
light during the day, sat two large easels.

One of the easels held a painting. The
work in progress was different than what I'd

already seen of Marsh’s work. The subject :
matter was starkly different. A man ona =
boat. A different era, but something familiar
in his face. The boat was long and low and
wood. Fleetwood in script text on her stern. -
It looked like it was on a river. I didn’t know -
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._ what I was looking at. I was sure of that.
3! But I knew it was something to see.

I looked around some more. Nothing
': unexpected on the desk. The computer
was password protected. The bookcases
held books. The filing cabinets, files. I kept
:poking, losing hope as I did so until I came
‘across a letter. It was neatly folded in an
ddressed envelope that had clearly not
been sent. Dated three days earlier, it was
from Steve to Sam at the gallery. In formal
anguage, it terminated their agreement,
effective the first of the upcoming month.
rested my butt on the edge of the desk
vhile I thought back over my interactions
‘th Sam. I was certain there had been
o hint that there was anything wrong
stween Sam and the artist he said he’d
overed.

';-Steve had intended to end the relationship.
- And now Steve was dead.
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‘The brochure Sam had given me at the
N N E T E E N gallery. I'd forgotten about it. I read more
' ‘about Steve’s background with interest.
1 wasn't surprised to discover that there
1 eally was someone in Steve’s life named
_ldert. It was there in the brochure, in the
extract below the picture of the painting.

_ dert Harris was the son of my grandfather’s
friend. The friendship ended badly and

Eldert took on his father’s legacy of anger. The

'} v the time I got back to my place,
L I was so tired it was all I could do to
keep from just dropping into bed fully painting before you was created from my imagi-
dressed. The extra effort I was putting into ation. That’s how I think of Eldert: angry and
covering a crime had pushed me over the ‘assionate for a reason. So much that happens
top of my resources. Still, I had work to etween us as humans doesn’t get washed away

by the water of life.

do. I uploaded the evening’s photos to my
computer. I went through and organized

them, wrote a few captions and some inane The water of life. I was suddenly wide

copy, then filed my column to the Post’s I grabbed my laptop and went back

news server for the early edition. to Google. The first entries I found meant

I was just about to drop into bed when __ othing to me. The phrase was often tied

I saw something sticking out of my bag. into Christian ideology. I hadn’t known that,

134 135




LINDA L. RICHARDS

but it wasn’t what I was after. I read a
bunch of definitions until I saw that the
phrase could refer to “a concentrated solu-
tion of ethanol.” More online searches.

“Booze,” I said.

So much that happens between us as
humans doesn’t get washed away by the water
of life.

There was something I was missing,

that was clear. But what?

TWENTY

‘ was so tired I would have slept all day
"l‘ had my phone not started ringing in the
orning. I checked the time as I pulled
‘-t toward me. Eight fifteen. And I didn’t
ecognize the number.

“This is Buddy Gareth,” a man’s voice
» id when I answered.

~ “The Ice Man,” I said before I thought
about it.

. He sounded pleased. “Yes. That’s right.”
;‘ I asked him much the same as I had of
e caterers the day before. The big differ-
ce was that he knew something.
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“I saw Steve getting into his car just
after I installed the ice sculpture.”

“Before the opening?”

“That’s right. Maybe half an hour. And
I thought it was odd.”

“What was?”

“Well, it was his big night, wasn’t it?
You wouldn’t think he’d leave.”

“And you're sure it was him?”

“Absolutely. I didn’t really know who he
was before I was contacted for a sculpture.
Then I paid attention, you know? Celebrity
client.”

“But you thought it odd he was leaving?
Had he just forgotten something? Or was
going to pick someone up? Or—"

“No, sure,” he interrupted. “I thought
about all that stuff. But I saw them arguing.
Then he just took off, you know? Like
someone was chasing him.”

“Arguing?”

“I mentioned that, I think.”
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“You did not. Tell me now.”

The Ice Man described an argument in
the gallery between Steve and a man, What
“man? The Ice Man didn’t know.

“He was blond and kinda girly, you
know?”
.~ Itold him I did. “What was said?”
Buddy couldn’t tell me. He’d been too
far away to hear.

‘ “But then he left, just as I was leaving.
j‘That’s when he almost slammed into the
“old man.”

“Old man?”

“I mentioned that.”

“You did not.”

- “Pretty sure the old guy was waiting for
h1m They had words, like, fast, you know?”
'ﬂ While the two argued, the ice man had
'jgone on his own way.

 “Let me get this straight.” After finding
‘out a whole lot of nothing, hearing all of
this was a gift. [ wanted to make sure I got
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it right. “You saw Marsh arguing in the
gallery with an effeminate, blond man.
Then you saw him outside, arguing with
another, older man. But you don’t know
how it ended.”
“But I do. Steve Marsh ended up dead.”
After I got off the phone, I went over
the small pieces I'd uncovered. There was
Eldert Harris and his water of life. There
were Steve’s arguments with a couple of
men, along with the agency termination
agreement I'd found at the studio. The fact
that the show had sold out once Steve was
dead was never far from my mind. And
Caitlen’s lateness at the opening still struck
me as curious.
It was a gorgeous day and I felt like
stretching my legs, so I headed toward
Granville Island on foot. I grabbed a coffee

at the Blue Parrot in the market, then -'
wandered up along the shore, past Bridges s

Restaurant and the party boats moored !
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nearby and up along the walkway at the
seashore that got so much less traffic than
the main entranceway to the island.

This walk, coffee in hand, has always
~ been a peaceful respite for me. A place to
3 think and reflect. So when I looked up and
. saw a familiar hull tied up in one of the
. marinas, [ almost discounted what my eyes
1', told me was truth.

: I was so anxious to get to the boat I'd
"'_ seen, I had to stop myself from running
',I‘along the wharf. I told myself I couldn’t be
' right. But how could I possibly be wrong?

. Whenl got to her I tried to keep down
;. y excitement. She was old and wooden and
solutely right. I couldn’t imagine that this
was not the boat from the painting. She was
moored on a finger, bow in, so I couldn’t see
name to confirm. But when I got closer,
man’s voice distracted me just as I read the
' e Fleetwood stenciled on the stern.

;: “You lost, young lady?”
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The man who peered at me from the

boat’s interior was beyond elderl
old.
“T'm...I'mnot,” | stammered.
“Explain yourself then.” Despite his

€xtreme age, as he came out of the cabin

he looked fit and upright. His voice wag -

tinged with dust, but it held steel.
“This boat. I saw it. In 4 painting.” [t
was all I could do to keep from Stammering,
"And you are. »” he asked, making
me think he wasn’t 2 regular reader of my
paper.
“I'm Nicole Charles, sir. I'm a reporter

with the Vancouver Post.”

“And what might a newspaper be
wanting with me?”

“It’s not the paper, sir. It’s this boat. As |
said. I saw it. In a painting.”

“Not one like it>”

“No, sir. It was called Fleetwood.”

That does seem a strange coincidence.”
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“Yes, sir.”
“Well, what can I do for you?”
“Nothing, Mr....” It was then I realized

~ he hadn’t given me his name.

“Harris,” he said, extending one leathery

" mitt. “Eldert Harris.”

“How do you do, sir.” Inside I was
hesitating. And it didn’t take me long to
formulate the question. “Are you related to
Caitlen Benton-Harris?”

“My granddaughter.”

“Do you know her boyfriend, Steve
Marsh?”

His face darkened. “I did. Marsh. He’s
dead.”

“Sir, forgive me, but I have to ask. | was
told that Marsh had words with someone
who meets your description not long
before he died.”

“Did you now?” To my discomfort, the
old man looked amused.

“Yes, sir. I did.”
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“Did this ‘someone’ also tell you that Marsh
had been cheating on my granddaughter?”"

“No, sir. [ haven’t heard even a whisper
of that.”

“Well, it’s true. He told me, that day,
that he’d broken it off. That he was going to
finally ask Caitlen to marry him because he
was free. I told him I didn’t care. They’re a bad
lot, those Marshes.”

“Are you saying you didn’t kill him?”

“Me? Honestly? I wouldn’t dirty my
hands. Anyway, better or worse? Caitlen
loved him. And I think, after a fashion, he
loved her as well.”

“She didn’t kill him?”

“Caitlen? Don’t be daft. She had more
to lose than gain if she got rid of him.”

“Can I ask who he was having an affair
with?”

“I'm not going to tell you that, no. Ask
Caitlen herself. If she wants you to know,
she’ll say.”
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As I walked back home, my mind was
racing. Once in the door, I grabbed my laptop.
Reporters have access to good online tools,

but I didn’t need any of those today. Fifteen
~ minutes with Google filled in some of the
~ blanks, though I needed to bring out a steno

pad and take notes in order to keep track.
Eldert Harris was the son of the original

rum-running Harris, Ebenezer. Ebenezer
- had been partners with Phineas Marsh,
,. but where Phineas Marsh and his descen-
_ dants ended up with a fortune, Ebenezer
~ Harris ended up dying in jail in Walla Walla,
Washington, near the end of 1930.

The things that had bound Steve Marsh

- and Caitlen Harris were deep and old, and,
4 it seemed, both had been aware of this. The
,_5  connection of these two might even have
righted an ancient wrong. I drew myself up,
chided myself. I was just being dramatic.
‘- Romantic. But a picture was beginning to
i emerge. | knew who I had to talk to next.
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quick call to Itani had supplied me
with an address. She’d gotten it from
Steve Marsh'’s cell phone.

The Rosewood Building on Beach
Avenue was built in 1928. Itani didn’t
tell me that, a plaque on the building
did. The building wasn’t tall, but it was
beautiful. Just five stories of nothing but
charm. A place built for rich people who
wanted to pretend they were living some-
place warm. There was a buzzer, but I
didn’t want to use it. | waited at a discreet

distance until a slow-moving matron
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came into the foyer with three tiny dogs.
I darted forward to give her a hand with

the door.

“Thank you, my dear!” she exclaimed as
she went out.

“Don’t mention it,” I said from inside.

“So many young people are not polite
these days,” she said as she and the dogs
made their way down Beach.

If there’s one thing I am, it’s polite.

Itani had told me Caitlen was in 106,
which I found without much trouble.
When she opened the door, 1 could tell I
was the last person she expected or wanted
to see. She started to close the door so
quickly, I was glad I'd thought to stick my
foot in it just as it opened.

“You,” she said in a voice that said she
remembered me.

“May I ask you a few questions?”

“You may not. In fact, if you get your

~ foot out of my door, I'll close it.”
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“Eldert Harris,” I said. It wasn’t a ques-
tion, but it got her attention anyway.
“Is he okay?” The concern on her face

was real.
“He’s fine. I was just wondering about

your connection to him.”

“Excuse me?”

I planted my foot more firmly in the
door.

“He’s your grandfather?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“But he was also your boyfriend’s
enemy.”

“Please. Get your foot out of my door.”
She squeezed the door on it so tightly,
I could feel tears starting. I held on and
hoped like hell my foot wasn't broken.

“Your grandfather is the enemy of your

boyfriend,” I insisted.

“But that’s ridiculous,” she said, though

she didn’t ease the pressure on my foot.
“I don’t think so.”
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“Steve didn’t have any enemies.” Her
gaze was innocent. And blue. .

“There’s an ice pick at the cop shop says
that’s not true,” I said, though I felt bad
when I saw her pale at my words.

“Please. Why are you doing this? Just
leave me be.”

“Your grandfather killed Steve Marsh!”
There. I'd said it aloud.

“No.” She shook her head, firm and
confident. And I bought it. Whatever was

. true, this woman didn’t know about it. I

: sailed on anyway.

“Sure. He’s hated the whole Marsh

3 family since he was in jail and Phineas

,‘ Marsh stayed free and—"

She interrupted me. It didn’t take a genius

to know she was glad to be able to do so.

~ “That’s ridiculous. My grandfather was
‘never in jail. He was really only a boy himself
‘when his father—Eldert Senior—died in jail.”

“Senior?”
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“That’s right.” She stopped fighting with
the door now and stood back on her heels, her
arms crossed in front of her, looking pleased.

“I've made a mistake,” I said. And now

that she’d said it, and I did the math, it was
the only obvious thing. The man I'd met
had been very young when the bad blood
between the Marshes and the Harrises had
been spun. “I'm sorry.”

“You're sorry? Imagine how sorry I am.
Steve not two days gone and you here accusing
my poor grandfather of God knows what.”

“But it all made so much sense.” I could
feel my sketchy theories crumbling in the
face of her confidence.

“My grandfather was upset with Steve,”
Caitlen said. Her voice was slightly softer
now. I had the feeling she might even be
feeling a little sorry for me. “But not for

the reasons you think.” She shifted her eyes -

left and right, as though searching for the
answer to a question that hadn’t been asked.
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Then she surprised me by saying, “Why
don’t you just come in?” I was too startled
to do anything but follow her inside.

The living room had a wonderful view
of the beach at English Bay, but I barely
noticed. Caitlen directed me to sit on a
long white sofa, perching herself opposite
me on a matching chair.

“The thing is, Gramps found out that
Steve was having an affair.”

“So he went to talk to him? Isn’t that a
little—?"

“Extreme?” Caitlen supplied. “Absolutely.

- But he’s very protective of me.”

“You see how this looks.”
. “I do. But I'm sure Gramps didn’t kill

“How can you be certain?”
“Because I think I know who did.”

Caitlen told me a story. It was one that

“\'made sense and also confirmed what her
-‘grandfather had told me at the Fleetwood.
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I sat with her for the better part of an
hour, occasionally interjecting with a ques-
tion but mostly listening to a tale that was
obviously difficult for her to tell. Sometimes
while she talked, she cried.

“But why didn’t you tell the police?”

She looked at me. “I thought about it.
Truly I did. But answer me this—would
you have?”

Afterward, I got back in my car and
headed in the direction of the Cambie Street
Bridge. I could have told Itani with a phone
call, but I wanted to be with her when she
rolled out to make the arrest. That would
even be in my story—the cops rolling out.
[ was going to get my byline. There was no
way Hartigan could have scooped me on
any of this. Turns out that’s another thing
they don’t teach you in journalism school:

every truly good ending has a big twist.
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After I met with Itani, I wrote the story
as quickly as I could. I was scared
Hartigan might get wind of even part of it
and break it ahead of me. But he did not.
There were details I left out. I knew I'd
clean up some of those in follow-up stories
over the next few weeks.

When I was done, I didn’t even upload
my piece to the server. I put it on a thumb
drive and walked it down to the fourth
floor, where I put it into Mike’s hands.

“I don’t want Hartigan’s mitts on this,”

' Isaid. I sat on the chair opposite his desk,
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trying not to try to read his face while he
read.

“Good work, Nic,” he said when he was
done. “Far as I know, the art dealer wasn’t
even a suspect.”

“That’s right.”

"And Steve had been having an affair
with him? Your source is good?”

“The best. His fiancé, Caitlen Benton-
Harris.”

Mike whistled.

“Exactly,” I said. “Steve was using him,
Mike. He tried to end it some time ago,
but the dealer was in love with him. Plus
Steve still needed him to sell his work. But
recently he started getting bigger. Caitlen
told me Steve had an offer from a gallery
in Toronto that would have taken his work
international.”

“So Steve was going to end it.”

“Right. Which would have meant the

end of these growing commissions, not
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to mention the relationship. So Sam kills
Marsh outside the gallery, which is perfect.
Not only does it secure Sam’s position as
agent of a fairly large body of work, but
the timing and location—right outside the
gallery where Steve’s show was opening—
meant that the publicity from the killing
alone would make Sam a fortune.”

“You said the show sold out by the next
day.”

“Tt did. Plus there were stacks and stacks
of finished canvases at the studio and more
in the basement at the gallery when they
went to arrest Sam. Steve was prolific.”

Mike whistled. “So hundreds of thou-
:“ sands?”

“In commissions, yes. I did a rough
v:‘_ calculation. The gross from sales of every-
1/ thing we know about would have been in
' the millions.”

- "But the ice pick, Nic. Why the hell use
.fan ice pick?”

155




LINDA L. RICHARDS

“Itani says that’s the best news of this
whole thing. Without it, Sam might have
gotten away with manslaughter. But the ice
pick indicates premeditation. See, Sam was
trying to frame Caitlen’s grandfather.”

“You've indicated that in the story. I'm
still not sure I get why.”

“He was in the rum-running business
with Marsh’s great-grandfather when he was
a kid. His own father went to prison. Sam
knew all of that and thought he could make
it look like Old Man Harris did the deed for
revenge of crimes against his family.”

“And the ice pick?” Mike prompted
again.

“It wasn’t from Harris’s boat. The police
think there might be no actual connection
with Harris, but it’s definitely from that era.”

“So it could have been from that boat,
which was all that mattered.”

“Exactly.”

I asked if I'd be moving downstairs.
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Mike shook his head. “You did a good
job, kid. But we’re set down here just now.
And I gather things are not so set upstairs.”

[ couldn’t help myself. I sighed. “Gossip.”

“That’s right.” He gave me a crooked
grin. “It’s a tough job, kid. But someone’s
gotta do it. You can be proud of yourself
on this one though. You did a good job
reporting. And you uncovered some stuff
I'm pretty sure no one else would have

done. You can give yourself a pat on the
back.”

I just looked at him.
“Okay. That’s not what you want to

- hear. I get it. But it’s all I've got right now.
,. Maybe things could have been different,

.~ but you and Hartigan don’t play well
- together—"

“It’s not my fault!” I interrupted.
“I have no doubt of that at all. I've met

f« m, right? It’s just so much more compli-

ated than all of that. Budgets and head
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counts and so on. Plus they need someone
on your beat, right?”

Budgets and head counts and being
good at something that wasn’t my dream.
Still, there were worse fates. Much worse.

I'd turned to head back up to the fifth
floor when Brent’s voice stopped me.

“Good job, Nic,” he said as he came in.

“Thanks.” And I meant it. But at the
same time, I was waiting for the other shoe.

“You never told me how you knew.”

“Pardon?”

“You were so cool about everything.
How did you put it together? No one else
had a clue.”

“Ididn’t.”

Now it was his turn to be confused.

“Not really. I mean, I had some hunches.
And I asked some questions. Got the right
answers.”

Hartigan nodded, grunted something
and went on his way. But his question left
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me thinking. That was really all reporting
ever was. At its finest, it was asking the right
questions, getting the hoped-for answers. I
was good at it. [ hadn’t achieved my goal of
being a reporter—a real reporter. Yet. But I
would. I knew that too.
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