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Preface

You’re a smart reader. 

You deserve authenticity. You deserve realism. And you deserve a good read. 

I know how to write real crime fiction because I have lived it.

I was a cop for thirty years.

I walked the beat. I chased down murders, rapists, and serial arsonists. I walked 
old ladies cross the street. Hell, I even helped deliver a baby in the back of  a van!

You want real? You’ll find it on every page that I write. Because it’s what I 
know.

You’re too smart for made-up, too convenient, that-would-never-happen kind 
of  fiction. And you’re too busy for anything less than damn good entertainment.
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Chapter One

00:10 a.m., Tuesday, November 1, 2005

“For those of  you who’ve never covered a police funeral, this is the Big Show. 
Nobody is going home tonight,” Marty Osaka advised the room full of  media 
relations officers who had rushed in after he put out an all-call. “I’ve got catering 
bringing down a few trays of  wraps—”

“And those cookies? I love those cookies,” Stevie Jackson called out, causing a 
nerve-releasing laugh to roll through the room. 

“And cookies,” Marty said, loosening his tie. “It’s gonna be intense. It’s gonna 
be emotional. It might even get ugly.”

Marty looked around the room at the group of  particularly photogenic, mostly 
young, and mostly female officers who were hand-picked to be the face of  the 
Toronto Police Service. 

“From this point on, you don’t utter a single word that I haven’t authorized. All 
eyes are on us. Every syllable spoken is scripted. If  you need a break or are having 
a difficult time, come to me immediately and arrangements will be made to relieve 
you, either until you can get your shit back together or indefinitely. Everyone 
clear?”

A wave of  affirmations passed through the room.
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“Ladies, I’m going to be very un-PC here by saying that your makeup needs to 
be perfect. Your hair needs to be perfect. Hell, even your nails need to be perfect. 
The world accepts rough-looking male cops. Not so much for you. The cameras 
will be up close and unforgiving. Having so said, gentlemen, be prepared to shave 
at least once before this shift is over. And all of  you need to assume that the 
microphones are on. Always on. Am I being clear?”

“It’s like he thinks this is our first time out,” Deirdre Lalonde muttered.

“You ever covered a cop killing?” Marty asked.

“Um, no.”

“Then you haven’t worked media relations. Now, I’ll be doing the major news 
outlets. I’ve got Olivia making up lists for who is dealing with whom. For those of  
you doing translations for our multicultural media outlets, please, please, please, 
make sure the translation works. Last thing we need is some sort of  cultural flare-
up as a result of  a misplaced verb ending. And finally, let’s really capitalize on the 
fact that the presumed shooter is white.”

“But he is, so that goes without saying, doesn’t it, boss?” Harvey Bornstein, one 
of  the few older police officers who worked in the unit said.

“No. It doesn’t. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have said it.”

“You know what he means,” Arlene Rampersad, another one of  the sworn 
officers said.

“This city is as close to divided along colour lines as I’ve ever seen, and we are 
not going to add any fuel to that fire. Now one last thing. Do not—I repeat—do 
not smile. And for the love of  God, do not laugh. A cop is dead. We are a Service 
in mourning. Everyone clear?”

*****

“I’ve got a call for you,” Olivia said.

“From?” Marty asked.

“Janelle Austin. Saying—”

“Shit. Tell her I’ll call her back.”

“Tried. She says she’ll hold.”

“Then she can fucking hold. And tell her she’s not the only chick with a mic 
who wants a story.”
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“Sorry?”

“Never mind. I’m sorry. I’ll speak to her in a moment.”

“What was that again…? Assume the microphones are…?” Harvey said, still 
lingering.

“I know, Bornstein. It’s going to be a long few days.” 
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Chapter Two

7:00 a.m., Tuesday, November 1, 2005

“Thank you all for being here today. I know this is a difficult situation, and I know 
that we will do everything we can to ensure that it goes off  without a hitch,” 
Chuck, the Chief ’s executive officer, said, his head buried in a stack of  papers 
barely looking up at the dozen or so men sitting around the table with him, 
knowing he was, at best, in a precarious position. Working as the Chief ’s EO 
meant that he was speaking on behalf  of  the highest-ranking officer in the Service, 
but it still didn’t change the fact that this group of  men outranked him, in some 
cases, significantly. 

“Given the cause of  death—” 

“You mean that he was shot point-blank by some asshole who’s still on the 
loose?” Gary Callahan, a hard-drinking, hard-nosed copper who lived and 
breathed the job and was now the unit commander of  55 Division, stated.

“Well, yes, sir. Given that he was shot, we can expect a huge outpouring from 
both the public and other policing agencies,” Chuck pushed on. “While we are 
not responsible for accommodations, let us try to reach out to our hospitality 
partners to ensure that officers travelling from out of  town are not overly burdened 
by Toronto hotel prices. Calvin, can you look after that?”
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“Absolutely. And I’ve got transportation to and from the airport lined up for up 
to eight thousand people,” Calvin Chaney, a fit-looking youngish man who headed 
Special Operations advised before scribbling something in the steno pad in front 
of  him. 

“Thanks. Now, I think we’re going to try to get the Metro Toronto Convention 
Centre for this one. The Chief  wants to provide an opportunity for as many 
people as possible to be inside, given that it’s November and anything can happen 
with the weather. If  that’s the case, we need to come up with a route.”

“We don’t have a venue yet? What kind of  bullshit is that?” Aiden Connolly, 
the staff  superintendent in charge of  3 District snorted. With almost forty years’ 
service to his credit, he was by far the most senior of  the senior officers. He was 
also accustomed to being treated as such.

“We are working on it, sir.”

“Hang on a sec,” Frank Simone, the head of  Human Resources and the only 
black man in the room said. “I’ve got a connection at the convention centre. Let 
me give him a call and see if  it’s even available and what they need from us. What 
day? Any preference?”

“Likely by the end of  the week. Don’t want to drag this out too long, but we 
have to give other agencies time to get here.”

“Leave it with me.”

With that, Simone stepped outside the board room, cell phone in hand, already 
punching in the number. 

“Okay, then. Well, I guess we just have to consider—”

“What does next-of-kin want?” Greg Thornton, the second youngest man and 
the only civilian unit commander in the room asked.

All eyes looked over at him.

“Jesus, Greg,” Callahan said. “Keep your nose in accounting. We look after our 
own here.”

“I don’t know yet. We’re assigning an officer to his mother.” An uncomfortable 
silence filled the room. “I know. I wouldn’t want to be him right now. Hopefully, 
though, by the end of  it all, he’ll be able to convince her—” 

“Funeral home?” Connolly asked. 

“Still working on that.”
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“Open or closed?” Connolly pressed on.

“What? Casket? From what I saw from the Ident. pictures, his head is pretty 
well gone.”

“Closed. Those people work wonders, but there’s a limit to even their magic,” 
Rory Malone, head of  Forensics said.

The room of  men nodded solemnly.

“Well, if  anyone would know….” Callahan said, looking around at his 
colleagues. 

“If  I might make a suggestion?” Connolly said. “Make sure there’s lots of  
parking. And a place for the horses to stand out front. And the dogs.”

“Dogs?”

“People love to see the dogs.” 

“Gotcha. Okay, I’ll add that to my wish list for funeral homes.”

“And readings?” Thornton asked.

“Fucked if  I know!” Chuck said.

“Okay,” Simone said, re-entering the room and hustling back to his seat. 
“We’re good to go. Tuesday the 8th. South building.”

“Brilliant.” Chuck added the info to his notes. 

“We can get in there to have a look Monday morning. They’ve got some event 
on this weekend, but vendors have to be out by midnight Sunday. It’ll take them a 
few hours to do a thorough cleaning, and then we can give them our anticipated 
floor plan.”

“Don’t they have some sex show going on this weekend?” Callahan said.

All eyes turned towards him.

“For fuck’s sake. I read it somewhere, okay?”

“I don’t care if  they have a Hells Angels convention happening, as long as we 
can get in for Tuesday,” Chuck said. “Are we good to go, then?”

Simone nodded.

“Great. So—”
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“If we’re going with the MTCC—” Callahan said, reasserting his authority in a 
room full of  authoritarian men.

“Which we are, right, Chuck?” Simone asked.

“If the mother agrees,” Callahan pressed, “then based on my experiences with 
such matters, I would suggest that the route should be west on College to 
University, then south to Wellington. From there, we’d best to go west onto 
Bremner to get into the south building.”

“Sounds good,” Chuck said. “Let’s make a note of  that, and all things being 
equal, that’s what we’ll do. In terms of  timing on that day—” 

“What I’m thinking is that we’ll have the Chief  lead a procession of  officers 
and emergency personnel from here, with the funeral cortege following a bit later.”

“‘A bit’ meaning what?” Chuck asked, looking up from his notes.

“I don’t know. We’d have to time it. Twenty minutes? Half  an hour? Are we 
inviting the public in?”

“Chief  wants as many people inside as possible.”

“That’ll be fun to organize,” Callahan said, leaning back in his chair as he 
looked up to the ceiling.

“That’s why we’re here, gentlemen.”

“Let’s say, then, that the funeral is at the MTCC—”

“It is, Callahan. Move on,” Connolly said, looking down at the watch he had 
received almost fifteen years before when he had completed twenty-five years of  
service on the force.

“You don’t think that Mom might want a quiet country funeral?” Thornton 
said.

“We will lead her otherwise,” Chuck said, smiling at everyone in the room. 

“In any event, have the Chief  leave here at eleven. Gives everyone lots of  time 
to muster along the streets and the Chief  lots of  face time. He arrives around 
noon. Still lots of  time for people to get their act together if  we’re doing a 1 p.m. 
funeral. There, I’ve put in my two cents’ worth,” Callahan said.

“So now that we’ve got that sorted, let’s pull a logistical team in. We’re going to 
need to run this by the unit commander of  52 Division—" 
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“I’m right here, Chuck,” advised Superintendent Winston McAfee, a man 
who’d had white hair for as long as anyone could remember. 

“Right. Sorry about that, Superintendent. In that case, know that we’ll be 
relying heavily on your people to ensure that the area is secured—”

“Not my first rodeo, Chuck,” McAfee said.

“No,” Chuck said, looking around at the younger senior officers for validation. 
“I don’t suppose it is. And parking. Do we have anyone here from Parking?”

“Here.” 

“Great. Now that we’ve got a route, make sure that it’s clear from, what, 12:01 
a.m. the day of ? Don’t want any issues while officers are trying to find their 
platoons.”

“How about dignitaries?” Callahan asked.

“Oh, Christ. Yes. Thank you for that. 

“Are you sure that you’re up for this, Chuck?” Connolly laughed.

“Assuming his mother—” Thornton began, again.

“With all due respect, Greg, can we please move forward under the assumption 
that she will agree?” Chuck said.

“Certainly.”

“Thank you. So,” Chuck sighed. “I’m thinking the premier, the lieutenant 
governor—”

“I think we should contact the Prime Minister’s Office,” Richard Forsythe, the 
unit commander from 21 Division suggested.

“Really?” Connolly said.

“Elections are coming up. He could use some good press, and we could use 
some additional funding from the Feds,” Forsythe replied.

Everyone nodded in agreement.

“Right. Okay. Well, who wants to take that on?” Chuck asked, looking around 
the room.

“I’ll get my people to come up with a list and run it by you,” Chaney advised. 
“I’m sure our VIP Squad knows everyone who needs to be there.”

“Thank you, sir.”
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“And seating?” 

“I would assume it would be standard fare. Next of  kin in front—is it just Mom 
or is there a father?” Callahan asked.

“By all accounts, just Mom.”

“Then we’ll have you sit with her, Alf ?” Connolly said to the unit commander 
of  Operational Support.

“I guess.” Alf  Witney cleared his throat.

“He was under your command, wasn’t he?”

“And you’d better have a couple of  strong guys, just in case she drops,” Malone 
muttered quietly.

“Good point,” Chuck said.

“Who do we have as our point person with her?” Callahan asked.

“We’ve got Steve Carson—”

“Wasn’t he the guy who got a paper cut a few years back and has been on light 
duties ever since?” Connolly asked.

“He was shot… at,” Chuck said

“And lived. Great. Does he have any connection with our officer or his family?” 
Connolly asked.

“No,” Chuck admitted.

“Oh, shit,” Connolly sighed. “If  we leave that idiot Carson with her, she’ll be 
wanting to have her boy cremated and his ashes scattered over the Don Valley 
Parkway.” 

“Sir?”

“Was there no one else? Someone from his unit, perhaps?” Connolly looked 
directly at Witney.

“There were only three others on his team. O’Shea has just got home from 
hospital, and—” Witney began.

“Wasn’t there a girl in that mix? They’re always pretty good at this sort of  
thing. Send her,” Callahan interrupted.

“Vendramini? I don’t know,” Chuck said. “She was pretty involved in the 
shooting herself, from what I understand.”
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“So? Might be good for both of  them. He’s—was—Italian, too, wasn’t he?” 
Callahan said. “Come on, Alfie. These are your people. You should be all over 
this.” 

“It’s not that simple, Gary—” Witney said.

“No disrespect intended, and I know your unit is going through a tough time 
right now, Alf, but I call bullshit on this one. Chuck,” Callahan turned his 
attention to the lowest ranking man in the room. “Send the girl. Pull Carson. Call 
her right now and get her over there.”

“I’ll have Linda—”

“No. Perhaps I didn’t make myself  clear, Chuck. Call her. Now. And,” 
Callahan looked around the room at the nodding heads, “while you do that, we’ll 
take a break. I need a smoke, and I’m sure, judging by the median age in this 
room, that we all probably have to take a piss.”

Everyone chuckled.

“Fair enough. I’ll do that now. Thank you for that suggestion, sir.” 
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Chapter Three

12:01 p.m., Tuesday, November 1, 2005

Steve Carson sat at the round kitchen table across from Janice Salvatore, his knees 
practically rubbing against hers, nervously sipping the watery coffee that sat in 
front of  him. 

“Did you know my son?” she finally asked.

“Um. No. No, I didn’t.”

He pushed the coffee mug away and looked down at his watch for no reason. 
He knew that it was 12:02, given that it had been 12:01 the last time he checked 
just before picking up his mug.

“Oh.”

She wrung her hands and looked around at the faded yellow walls. She had 
lived in this apartment for seventeen years. It wasn’t much, but it had been enough 
for her and Brian. And then just her. And now, just…her. 

“Do you have any…um, arrangements?” Carson asked.

Janice just looked at him, her eyes red and puffy. 

“He was thirty-two years old.”

“I see.”
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Carson looked at the tiny woman. He saw a nondescript dress covered by a 
thin sweater. Hair that had likely seen too much cheap dye to have any texture. 
Skin that was just beginning to hang off  her face.  

“Have you been a police officer very long? You look young.” 

He noticed her shaking hands as she pushed them down on her lap, under the 
table, out of  sight, likely still shaking.  A cheap ring on her right ring finger. None 
on her left. Nails clean, but not manicured. No nail polish. A cheap-looking small-
faced gold watch hung limply on her left wrist.  

“Fifteen years, ma’am. I had an on-duty accident about five years ago and 
haven’t been on the road since.” 

“Oh. I see.”

“Yes. Got shot at.” 

“I see.”

Carson reached for his mug. The cell phone in his jacket pocket started 
vibrating.

“Excuse me.”

Carson stood up and moved into the small living room. 

“Yes, sir? … No, everything is fine. … No, just having a coffee and a … um, a 
chat. … Sure, that would be good. … No, none taken. When might we expect to 
see her? … Great … Yes, okay. Thank you.”

Janice stood up and placed her mug in the sink before stepping out of  the 
galley kitchen into the living room. She brushed slightly against Carson as she 
took four more steps and placed her hands on the closed drapes that kept the 
morning sun from shining in. 

“Um, Mrs. Salvatore?”

She stopped and looked at the tall, almost gangly, young man.

“Janice.”

“Janice. Another officer is coming to relieve me.”

Janice looked blankly at him.

“She should be here in about twenty minutes. Her name is Julia,” he 
continued. “She worked with—”
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“I’m going to go lie down.”

Janice turned from the living room and walked down the short hallway to her 
bedroom. She fell face-down onto the bed and began to weep loudly into her 
pillow.

“Of  course. I’ll let her in when she arrives,” Carson advised the four walls 
around him. 

*****

“Thank God, you’re here,” Carson said, answering the door almost before Julia 
had finished knocking. “She’s been wailing like a dying cow for the past half  
hour.”

“Here. Take this tray of  coffees. And hold my purse. Where is she?” Julia 
asked, squeezing into the apartment while passing a tray and what could easily 
have doubled as carry-on luggage to Carson.

“In there,” he motioned, leaning back and reaching around to set the coffee 
down on the counter just inside the kitchen. He set Julia’s purse down on the floor 
in front of  the old couch as he grabbed his coat from the corner of  it. 

“Pick it up,” Julia commanded.

Carson stared at her.

“My purse. Pick it up.”

He picked up the purse.

“Put it on the couch, not the floor. Don’t ever put a woman’s purse on the floor. 
Filthy. Not here,” she said, nodding her approval at the sparkling linoleum floors, 
“but anywhere else. Assume the floors are filthy.” 

“Are all you Italians clean-freaks?”

“You’ve been on light duties for the past five years because you’re afraid to go 
out on the road, haven’t you?”

“I was injured.”

“No, my little tesoro. You got scared. See this coat? Pretty crappy, eh?” Julia 
pointed to the fraying cuffs on her black coat. “That’s because I had to pull this 
out of  the basement. My other coat? It’s in an evidence locker drying because it’s 
covered in blood. Her son’s blood. From when I wrapped it around his partner 
who was trying to shove her dead son’s brains back into his head. Yeah, I think 
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you’re right to leave now. Drive safely. There are lots of  cars on the road and you 
might get a little overwhelmed.”

She stood watching him as he slunk past her and out into the hallway. 

“Bitch,” he muttered as she closed the door firmly behind him.

*****

“Non ci sono lacrime più dure di quelle di una madre,” Julia sighed.

Janice lifted her head from the pillow and looked over at Julia.

“I don’t understand.”

“You don’t speak?”

“Brian’s father was Italian.”

“No tears fall harder than those of  a mother,” Julia translated, sitting down on 
the bed.

“You were there with him at the end, weren’t you?” Janice asked, rolling over to 
sit up beside Julia.

“Yes.”

“And you held him?” 

“Yes.”

“Was he already…?”

“Yes.”

Janice turned and began to sob into Julia’s sweater. Julia stroked the bereaved 
woman’s hair with one hand, holding her tightly with the other, feeling the hot 
breath of  every sob against her skin.

“It was supposed to be a routine door knock,” Julia began. “We all knew our 
points. Mike knocked on the door. Sal—Brian—was on his point, and then….”

Janice sat up and turned away from Julia. 

“He was a good boy.”

“I know.”

“He was my only son. My only child.”

“I know.”
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“I loved him.”

“I know.”

“And now he’s gone.”

Janice began to sob again, her head on Julia’s shoulder.  

“I know.”

Julia held Janice a few minutes, and then Janice sat up. The two women, 
shoulder to shoulder, looking for something that neither of  them had to give. 

“Did you really know him?” Janice asked, wiping her nose with the cuff  of  her 
sweater.

“Yes, I think so,” Julia replied, trying to wipe away her own tears without 
smudging her mascara.

“Tell me about him. About Sal.”

“He was kind. He was funny,” Julia smiled. “He was a good cop. He was—”

“Impatient? Short-fused? A boy?”

“Yes,” Julia laughed. “He was a boy.”

“He was my boy.”

“Yes.”

The two women sat silently. 

“I remember when he told me he’d been hired. That he was a cop— It’s okay 
if  I call you cops, isn’t it?”

“Absolutely.”

“I remember that day. I was so mad at him. And proud. All at the same time. 
He’d been working at the dollar store where I worked—still work—stocking 
shelves and the like. Vince, the guy who owns the place and one of  the best men 
I’ve ever known, had been really good to Brian. Gave him extra shifts, said he was 
one of  the best kids he’d ever hired. Told me after Brian became a cop that he’d 
been a reference on Brian’s application. I knew Brian wouldn’t stay at the store 
forever. It’s not exactly a career, working at a dollar store. It’s been good for me, 
but it wasn’t going to be good for Brian. Looking back….” 

She paused. 
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“You know, Brian was that kid who made everyone laugh. He was always 
making me laugh. He had something, Brian did. Never did well at a school, mind 
you, but never got into any trouble either, you know? And never missed a shift at 
the store. Vince liked that.”

Janice paused to wipe her eyes. Julia wiped her own eyes as well.

“And he could be such a little devil. Like, if  you told him something bothered 
you, he’d just do it more, just to get you going. Not in a bad way, and if  it actually 
bothered you, he wouldn’t do it, but….”

The words hung as Julia recalled Sal and his sunflower seeds. On the floor in 
the car. In the office. Once, she even found a wad of  them in her purse. 

“What did you like best about my Brian?”

Julia thought for a moment.

“He was my friend and I loved him very much.” 

Janice nodded.

“I loved him very much, too.”

The two women sat, each absorbed in her own thoughts.

Finally, Janice rose from the bed and checked her hair in the mirror over her 
dresser. “Look at me. I’m a mess. And manners— Can I get you a coffee or 
anything?”

“I brought some, Mrs. Salvatore,” Julia said as she got up from the bed and 
followed the older woman into the living room. 

“Janice. Call me Janice.”

“Janice. Here, you sit. I’ll get the coffees.”

Janice settled on the couch beside Julia’s purse, facing a blank TV screen while 
Julia moved a few steps further into the kitchen to pick up the coffees Carson had 
left.

“For someone who’s not Italian, you have a very clean apartment, Janice.”

“Ha! You can thank Brian’s father for that. Or his mother, I should say. She 
used to come over every Sunday after Mass and scrub the place we were living in, 
the whole time muttering something under her breath in Italian that I’m quite 
sure was unkind.”  
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Janice reached up and took the coffee that Julia was passing to her as Julia 
looked around for somewhere else to sit. Seeing no other chair, she sat down 
beside Janice.

“Lucky you. A cleaning lady.”

“Hardly. I thought I had cleaned the house well enough every week before she 
arrived. Tony, Brian’s father, used to scream at me for hours after his mother left, 
telling me how I had embarrassed him, how his mother was right, that he should 
have married an Italian girl. It was horrible.”

“I’m sorry.”

“And then he left. And never came back. And his mother never came over on 
Sundays after Mass. And Brian never saw his father again.”

The two women sat in silence.

“And that’s when I started working for Vince. He and Edie are like family to us, 
me and Brian. Once Tony left, I saw that bills hadn’t been paid, the rent was in 
arrears, and we basically had nothing. Less than nothing. I was out getting some 
gloves for Brian and saw the sign in the window looking for a cashier. I applied, 
and Vince hired me on the spot. Been there ever since.”

Julia took a sip of  the now-cold coffee.

Janice looked at the TV.

“They’re going to want a big funeral for Brian, aren’t they?”

“Yes.”

Janice nodded. “I’d like that.”

Silence.

“I don’t belong to a church or anything like that.”

“There will be a lot of  people coming to the funeral.”

“Do they pick the church then?”

“They were thinking of  having at the Metro Toronto Convention Centre.” 
Julia said the words carefully.

Janice looked straight ahead at the TV.

“Brian would like that.”

“Is there anything you would like said or done?”
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“Like what? Pallbearers?”

“Well, in this case, they usually have the Chief ’s Ceremonial Unit carry the 
coffin.”

“I see.” 

“There will be seating reserved for the family and friends…”

“We only need three seats. One for me, one for Vince, and one for Edie.”

“What about Sal’s—Brian’s—father?”

“He went out for a walk almost eighteen years ago and I honestly haven’t seen 
or heard from him since.”

“Did you report him missing?” 

“He wasn’t missing. He was gone.”

“What about Sal’s—Brian’s—friends?”

“You were his friends.”

“Any girlfriends or…?”

“I never asked, and he never told, so I’d have to say no.”

“Or outside friends…?”

“You were his friends. You and the boys he worked with before the JPTF.”

“There will be a lot of  media there—”

“So you’re telling me to make sure I look good?” Janice smiled.  

“And dignitaries—”

“Why are you telling me all of  this now?”

“Because I want to make sure that even this is going to seem more like a police 
event than....” Julia stopped. “I just want to make sure that your son has the 
funeral you want.”

“No mother gets the funeral she wants for her child.”

*****

“Do we at least have a venue yet?” Marty asked as he took a gulp of  cold 
coffee, his neck strained to one side holding the receiver up to his ear.

“They haven’t even done the autopsy,” the Chief ’s executive officer replied.
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“What does that have to do with a venue? I’ve got every media outlet in the 
country waiting to hear, and some that are already suggesting where we may be 
going.”

“It’s going to be at the Metro Toronto Convention Centre.” 

“Holy shit. Can I release that?”

“Not yet. Let’s wait until we speak to next-of-kin.”

“Do they actually have a say in this?”

“Not really, but we want to at least make them feel like they do.”

“Spin for ‘we respect the wishes of  the deceased officer’s family and will follow 
their lead’?”

“Pretty much.” Chuck felt something sour surging up from the back of  his 
mouth. 

“Was this guy married?”

“No. Just him and his mother.”

“Good to know. We can really run with that.”

“What?” Bile. It was bile. He wanted to puke.

“Nothing brings a city together like a dead cop.”

“I’m going to pretend you never said that.”

“Go ahead, but I’m serious. Tell me the Chief  isn’t going to score some major 
brownie points for this one.”

“I’m going to pretend you never said that, either.”

“Come on, Chuckie. We both know he’ll squeeze every ounce of—”

“I would watch my step if  I were you, sir. You may outrank almost every 
civilian staff  member, but you do not outrank me, and you certainly don’t outrank 
the Chief. And I would imagine that public relations is a fairly competitive field 
that would become even more competitive if  your last employer failed to provide 
you with a positive recommendation.”

Pause.

“You’ll let me know when you have the venue sorted out?” 

“Absolutely. And the Chief  wants to do a press conference at 2 p.m. today—”
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“That’s in forty minutes—”

“In the lobby. Please ensure that all of  the major outlets are aware.”

“Certainly.”

“Thank you. Oh, and Marty? Unless it is absolutely necessary, I don’t ever 
want to speak to you again.”
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Chapter Four

8:45 a.m., Thursday, November 3, 2005

“The pain caused by the death of  one of  their own is reflected on the faces of  the 
men and women entering police headquarters this morning. It has been a tough 
week that is only going to get tougher as the city prepares to join in their 
mourning. With the suspect still at large, we can expect that emotions will run high 
as friends and colleagues of  the fallen officer do everything in their power to bring 
the shooter to justice.”

“That’s great, Janelle, but we need a man-on-the-street interview,” her 
cameraman said.

“Like I’m not trying? For fuck’s sake, Craig,” the exhausted news reporter said, 
looking around her at the dozen or so other reporters standing on the front steps 
with microphones in their hands, trying to find a fresh spin or a fresh face to fill 
their station’s need for information. “I am pulling every trick I have to get one of  
these knuckle-draggers to stop and talk to me.”

“Try undoing another button,” Craig suggested, a smirk crossing his face.

“Go fuck yourself, Craig. Excuse me,” Janelle said in her most sultry voice, 
shifting gears as she saw a young man in uniform trying to snake his way up 
behind her through the reporters and cameramen, “Janelle Austin, Metro News. 
What is the feeling inside headquarters today?”
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“Feeling? We’re cops. I don’t know. We don’t get paid to feel.”

“How do you feel?”

“Sad.” He looked down at his shiny uniform shoes.

“I can only imagine,” she said, her voice softening. “It must be hard for you 
and your colleagues to come in to work every day, knowing that there’s a cop killer 
out there—?”

“Not at all,” he said, thrusting out his chest. “Makes us want to come in to 
work.”

“How so, officer?” She moved in close enough to the young man that she could 
smell his liberally applied cologne.

“We’re not afraid. I mean, it’s a shitty— Oops. Can I say that on TV?”

“Why not,” she almost purred.

“Yeah. Well. It’s pretty bad that he got shot like that, but we’re all out looking 
for the fu—”

“Now, you can’t say that, officer!” 

“Right. Sorry. We’re going to find the shooter and bring him to justice.”

“We are all counting on you, Officer…?”

“Steeves. Graham Steeves.”

“Thank you, Officer Graham Steeves. And thank you for taking time from 
your busy morning to speak to me. I have—and I’m sure our viewers also want to 
know—one more question?”

“Sure.”

“Word on the street is that Detective Constable Salvatore’s partner didn’t pull 
his gun. Do you think that’s because he was afraid and couldn’t get it up in time 
or…?”

“Well, I don’t know what his deal was, but I’d have shot the fu—killer—right 
then and there. Salvatore’s partner had lots of  time to grab his gun and pull the 
trigger.”

 “I think you would have, Officer Steeves. And there you have it,” Janelle said, 
turning to face the camera, summarily dismissing the cop beside her without even 
a smile. “By all accounts, Detective Constable Michael O’Shea had plenty of  time 
to save his partner, but due to his own fears, did not. I imagine an internal 
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investigation and possibly criminal charges against Detective Constable O’Shea 
will follow. Janelle Austin reporting for Metro News.”

“Great,” Craig said, lowering his camera.

“Um. That’s not exactly what I said,” Graham Steeves said to Janelle.

“I know, but it was kind of  implied. Thanks again, officer.”

Janelle walked down the stairs in front of  headquarters and got into the front 
seat of  their heavily logoed SUV. Craig quickly loaded his camera equipment in 
the back. 

“Well?” she asked as he got in the driver’s seat.

“Well done,” he smiled, putting the key in the ignition. 

“And I didn’t even have to undo another button,” she said, smiling at herself  as 
she pulled down the visor to reveal the mirror behind it and reapplied her lipstick.

“I wouldn’t have minded if  you had,” Craig said, pulling the SUV out from the 
curb and into the street.

“Family show,” Janelle said, smacking her lips and smiling.

*****

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Marty yelled at no one in particular, tossing the newspaper 
down on his desk.

“Everything good, boss?” Harvey Bornstein asked as he poked his head 
through the open door to Marty’s office. 

“No, it’s not. Look at this.”

“Yeah. Well, I wonder where they got that from.”

“Wonder? Fuck. It’s not our job to wonder. It’s our job to MANAGE THE 
MESSAGE! What the hell went wrong?”

“Dunno, boss. This is the first time I’ve seen—”

“Where have you been, Harvey? It’s been all over the TV. And now it’s a 
headline. SCARDY CAT COP TO BLAME. Holy shit!”

“Yeah, well. Consider the source. I mean, who’s gonna believe—”

“Every moron out there with a grade six reading level who reads this 
newspaper, that’s who.”
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“Not to sound callous or anything, but this is our problem because—?”

“A dead cop is PR gold for any chief.”

“Jesus, Marty. And I thought I was callous. What—”

“Don’t get me wrong. I’m not remotely pleased that this has happened, but it 
did. And now we have an opportunity to turn public opinion about this 
organization around. Headlines like this,” Marty said, punching at the newspaper 
on his desk, “are not helpful.”

“Well, it wasn’t one of  us, I can tell you that for sure.”

“Oh, I know who it was. And I know who the reporter was. And believe me, 
calls will be made and both she and her network will be kissing our ass for years if  
they expect anything from us again. But that’s not going to change anything at this 
moment. We need to get you guys out there talking up the bravery of  our men 
and women and their commitment to fighting crime and/or evil on every news 
outlet from now until the actual moment we begin to air the funeral live. Got it?”

“Um—”

“I will have a script prepared for each of  you within the hour. Now do me a 
favour. Grab some more wraps and cookies or whatever the hell it was Stevie liked 
so much and get Olivia to call in everyone for a briefing in…twenty-seven 
minutes. Got it?”

“Sure, boss.”

“Scaredy Cat Cop, my ass. Hero Cop Overcomes All Odds to Save Girls Hours After 
Partner Dies in His Arms: That’s the spin we need. Okay, get out of  here. I’ve got to 
write.”
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Chapter Five

10:45 a.m., Tuesday, November 8, 2005

While the procession from headquarters wouldn’t be leaving until 11 a.m., the 
streets were packed full of  uniformed officers by 9:30 a.m., the sea of  grim faces 
and dark uniforms casting a pall over the otherwise brilliant fall day. The usually 
busy streets were shut down, the sounds of  cars idling and streetcars and buses 
rumbling replaced by the shouting of  platoon leaders alternately calling their 
officers to attention and then to stand at ease as everyone snapped into formation.

The only vehicular traffic that had been allowed since 12:01 a.m. were the 
occasional media trucks that had not yet set up and the half  dozen cars assigned to 
the logistics crew who were bouncing around ensuring that everyone had their 
white gloves and suitably polished shoes. When necessary, a pair of  gloves would 
be dispensed or a stern word would be had as a tin of  polish and a cloth was 
handed to the offending officer. 

Helicopters began to circle above, taking aerial shots of  the estimated eighteen 
thousand uniformed officers, all moving ten-deep to their designated location 
along the route. The officers on either side of  the street would have it the worst. 
Even though it was a sunny day, it was still November 8th, and the dampness in 
the wind would cut through their uniforms, leaving them shivering, teeth 
chattering, eagerly waiting for the funeral cortege to pass so that they could do a 
quick march into the convention centre. And warmth.

32

Desmond P. Ryan 	 The Funeral



Beyond the uniforms were large pockets of  regular people, some of  whom had 
business in the area, others who were just curious, but many of  whom had come 
specifically to pay their respects to the fallen police officer.

Arrangements had been made to broadcast the funeral live on both local and 
national television. Screens had been set up outside the MTCC for those who 
could not get in to watch. Another live feed had been set up at Dundas Square. It 
would be impossible to be anywhere in the downtown core on this day and not be 
aware that a police funeral was taking place. 

*****

“Are you ready, sir?” Chuck asked.

“As ready as I will ever be,” the Chief  replied. “Where is Janice Sanderson?”

“She is at the funeral home now for a private viewing and will be in the family 
car of  the funeral cortege in…” Chuck looked at his digital watch, “two minutes. 
The cortege will travel the route to the MTCC where she will get out and be led 
into a private room to wait until you arrive.” 

“And then what?”

“You will speak with her, take her arm, and lead her to her seat.”

“And the extended family?”

“Vince and Edie Marcuso. They will follow behind you.”

“And the hat?”

“She wants O’Shea to give it to her.”

“Is he up to it?”

“Says so.”

“But he’s not a part of  the Ceremonial Unit, is he?”

“No, but they’ve choreographed him in.”

“So, I’m going to lead her to her seat, and I will sit…?”

“Once she is seated, the Marcusos will sit to her left, and Julia Vendramini, 
Fred Hogan, and Robby Williams will sit to her right. You will walk back to the 
aisle and proceed to the front to sit with the other officiants.”

“I don’t want to do that.”

“But—”
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“No. I will sit behind the mother, and when I am to speak, I will walk up to the 
podium and speak, and then return to my seat behind her.”

“But we have the premier sitting—”

“Move him.”

“But—”

“When the cameras aren’t on the proceedings or the coffin, where do you think 
they’ll be?”

“On Mrs. Salvatore.”

“Exactly.”

“I’m not following you, sir.”

“And that’s why you’re not chief. Of  anything. I will be sitting in the seat 
behind the mother, just over her right shoulder.” 

“Yes, sir.”

*****

“Are you ready, Janice?” 

“Just a minute, Julia. I just have to go to the bathroom.”

Julia waited, her dress uniform newly cleaned and pressed, her parade boots 
glistening, her pristine white gloves tucked into her belt. She and Edie Mancuso 
sat side-by-side on the couch outside the room where hundreds of  mourners had 
filed in and out while Vince stood. He was a large man who reminded Julia of  her 
father. It was clear by the fit of  his suit and the shine of  his dress shoes that he 
seldom had occasion to wear either, while Edie, clad in the traditional black dress 
and heavy black nylons, reminded Julia of  her Nonna Tramontozzi.  

Julia looked down at her watch, wondering what was keeping Janice. The coffin 
carrying Sal’s body was being loaded into the funeral car while Mike, Hoagy, and 
Robbie looked on. The cortege would be ready to go in a few minutes.  

“All set, Janice?” she called out, standing up.

No answer.

“Hello?” Julia took the five steps over to the locked bathroom door.

No answer.

“Janice. Open the door,” she commanded, looking over at Vince.
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No answer.

“If  you don’t open the door, I’m going to kick it in, and I don’t know….”

No answer.

Julia’s heart began to race. Edie nodded to Vince.

“Janice! Answer me!”

No answer.

“Santo cielo, Janice. You’re scaring me out here.”

Vince violently shook the door handle.

“Wait. Wait,” Janice said, unlocking but not opening the door.

Julia opened the door and saw Janice sitting on the lid of  the toilet seat, staring 
up at the ceiling, tears streaming down her face. The bottom of  her plain black 
dress was pulled tightly under her legs that were covered by plain black nylons. 

“Close the door, please?”

Julia stepped inside the bathroom before turning around to close the door. She 
squatted across from Janice and set her hand on the weeping woman’s knee.

“Bella, I can’t imagine how hard—”

“He was my only child—”

“The car is waiting—”

“I wanted a baby so badly—”

“We have to—”

“Doctors said I couldn’t get pregnant—”

“Let me just open the—”

“He was such a happy baby—”

“We’re okay in here, Vince!”

“Even though he wasn’t much of  a student, all of  his teachers loved him—”

“Where is your purse?”

“When he was about six, he used to make me coffee—water and coffee 
grounds, really—on Saturday mornings. And then we’d sit and watch cartoons 
together—”
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 “And coat? Is it in the closet by the front entrance? Maybe Edie can—”

“I don’t understand how a father can walk away from his    son—”

“Here. Let’s wipe your face with this toilet paper.”

“Brian was always my little man—”

“Janice. We have to go now.”

Janice’s eyes met Julia’s for the first time since the younger woman came into 
the bathroom. 

“He always looked good in his uniform, didn’t he?” Janice asked, not making 
any effort to stand.

“Yes. Very handsome.”

“You look very—”

“Handsome?”

“Not exactly. But sharp. Very sharp in your uniform.”

“Thank you.” Julia smiled.

“Even though the coffin was closed, he would be wearing his uniform now, 
wouldn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“They’re going to bury him in it, aren’t they?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t want him to be dead, Julia.”

Julia tried hard not to cry, but the tears came. Quickly. Copiously.

 “There’s a part of  me that wants to believe that if  I stay in here with the door 
locked, there won’t be a funeral, and they won’t bury him, and he won’t be dead. 
But that’s not true, is it?”

“No, it’s not.” 

Julia reached for more toilet paper wipe her own eyes.

“We have to go now, don’t we?”

“Yes.”

Julia finished wiping her eyes and dabbed her nose.
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“I can’t.”

“Yes, you can. And Vince and Edie and I are here with you.”

“Oh, God. Vince and Edie. You know Edie isn’t well?”

“Yes.”

Julia shoved the spent tissue into the pocket of  her uniform pants.

“But she’s here, isn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“We better get going, then.”

“Yes.”

Janice began to stand up and then sat down again.  

“Julia?”

“Yes?”

“You stayed with Brian until the end, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And now you’re staying we me until…?”

“The end.”

Janice looked up at framed watercolour above Julia’s head for a moment before 
looking back at Julia. 

“If  I could have one wish for the life Brian had, do you know what it would 
be?”

“No.”

“I would have wished that he had married someone like you.”

*****

Every day was the same at this watering-hole. Shit-rats and the desperate 
women who needed them filled the stools shortly after the bar opened at eleven. 
On any given day, most of  them would be drunk by one, fighting by two, out on 
their asses shortly thereafter, with a good percentage of  them spending the next 
eight to ten hours sobering up in one of  the cells down at the police station. And 
then another crew would roll in, be drunk within an hour or so, fight, and get 
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kicked out and left to their own devices. And then another and another until 
closing time at 1 a.m.

The following day, it would start all over again.

The cops very seldom came in. And when they did, they came in teams of  four 
or more. They were not particularly liked in this bar, and the patrons didn’t give 
enough of  a shit to hold back on their opinions. Soupy knew the cops could close 
him down if  they wanted to. His business practices were precarious at best, but 
except to haul out someone for something serious like murder, they left him alone. 

He knew why and so did they. Or, at least, so did their bosses. And that was 
enough.

Today, the regulars were in, sucking back the cheap beer as fast as Soupy could 
line it up in front of  them. The TV in the corner—an old Zenith 21-inch portable 
mounted on a board held up by a couple of  brackets—was on the news channel. 
No big screen sports here. Just cheap beer and low-lying company. 

“Look at that, will ya?” Randy mumbled as he brought the stubby bottle up to 
his lips. “Bet every pig in the city is there.”

“Perfect day to hold up a bank!” Stan laughed.

“Shut the fuck up, Stan.”

“Oh, shit. Sorry, Larry,” Stan replied, looking over at the muscular man sitting 
a couple of  stools down from him with Reene, everyone’s girl, rubbing his crotch. 
Generally, Soupy didn’t allow that kind of  thing in his bar, but Stan had just 
gotten out of  Millhaven a few days ago, and Soupy figured he probably needed it. 
Besides, looking at the guy who had had nothing else to do but work out for the 
last fifteen years, Soupy decided to let this mad dog lie. 

“Look at that faggot!” someone called out as the camera zoomed in on the 
police chief  leading a procession of  officers into the Metro Toronto Convention 
Centre.

“I heard he’s dirty.”

“Big whoop! Tell me which one of  those dickheads isn’t?” 

“I heard he’s an arrogant prick.”

“I heard his partner didn’t even pull his gun.”

“I heard his partner is a fag.”
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“I heard the dead cop cried like a baby just before he got his fucking head shot 
off.”

“And I heard,” Soupy said, grabbing the man who had made the last comment 
by the collar and pulling him across the bar towards him, “that it’s time for you to 
fucking leave and stay the fuck away until I fucking forget what you just said or 
what you fucking look like, whichever comes first.”

“What the fuck?” Larry said, his hand over Reene’s, helping her massage his 
crotch. 

“Maybe you morons are too stupid to know that the first place the cops will 
come looking is here,” Soupy said, looking up at the TV screen.

The room went silent. Larry pushed Reene’s hand away and adjusted his pants.

“Yeah, dickweeds. Drink up while you can ‘cause old Soupy will be taking a bit 
of  a holiday to keep his clients out of  jail.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

“If  I dropped a dime right now, I bet more than half  of  you would be arrested 
on the spot for breaching. Curfews, conditions, outstanding warrants, you name it. 
Don’t fucking panic. I’m not calling any cops. You know me better than that. But 
there’s no point staying open for the next week or so until this whole cluster dies 
down. Drink up now because I won’t be open tomorrow, or the next day, or the 
day after that, or however long it takes for those dipshits to catch their man.”

A slight panic passed through the room as its occupants tipped their beers 
faster.

“Barkeep,” a guy Soupy didn’t recognize as one of  his regulars called from the 
corner, just underneath the TV.

“What?”

“A bottle of  Canadian.”

Soupy snapped off  the cap and walked the bottle down to the man, not letting 
go of  it until the man pressed something into his hand. 

Soupy looked down at the hundred-dollar bill.

“And keep ‘em coming.”
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“Sure thing, fella,” Soupy replied, stepping back to open the till and placing the 
large bill under the tray, but not before holding it up to the dim light above him 
and giving the stranger with the patchy beard a second look.
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Chapter Six

12:01 p.m., Tuesday, November 8, 2005

Reggie, it’s on,” Mary Stinson called to her husband. “Just started, I think. I’ve got 
your tea waiting.” 

“Look at that,” Reggie commented, as he settled into the reclining chair beside 
the couch. “They may be able to get their man, but they can’t even sew a hem 
correctly.”

“Likely just the camera angle, Reggie,” Mary said soothingly, placing a tray 
with a plate of  biscuits from the specialty shop he liked and a cup of  tea on the 
table beside him. “The Mounties always look so sharp.”

“Not today. Look at them. A disgrace to uniforms everywhere.”

“Well, if  I thought you’d get this worked up, I would have let you sleep—”

“They probably don’t have a real tailor.”

“Not like you, dear. Now look. Here comes a bunch of  our boys. And look, did 
you outfit them?”

“Most of  them, yes,” her husband replied, leaning in to take a better look at 
the dozens of  Toronto Police uniforms moving across his screen. “But not that 
one. Or that one at the back. Look, Mary—”
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“They’ve passed by, Reggie. I think they all look lovely. You’ve done it again.”

“Me and a couple of  the clerks who do the sewing down there now.”

“No, Reggie. It was you. The clerks may have sewn the hems, but it was you 
who measured them and you who did the chalking. It was you.”

“Thank you, Mary.”

“Are they going to have a get-together afterwards, do you think?”

“I image so. Always do. Particularly after a big event like this. Work our fingers 
literally to the bone to get the entire Service looking sharp. We deserve a couple of  
stiff  drinks, I’d say.”

“I agree,” Mary said, taking a sip of  her tea. “Did you have to dress the officer 
who—”

“No, thank Christ. Closed coffin. I don’t know if  they even bothered—”

“Oh, look, Reggie. The Chief  is leading some people inside. Won’t be long 
now and you can go back to bed and catch up on your sleep.”

“It’s been a gruelling week.”

“Sixteen-hour days are too much for anyone, particularly someone your age.”

Reggie nodded in agreement. 

“Shall I turn it up, Reggie? So we can hear what they’re saying?”

“She shouldn’t be wearing that kind of  collar,” Reggie said, looking at the black 
coat Janelle Austin was wearing over a black turtleneck. “Doesn’t suit—” 

“It’s one thing for you to be checking out the uniforms, Reggie. It’s another for 
you to be checking out the reporters!”

They both chuckled, took a sip of  their tea, and returned their attentions to the 
screen in front of  them.

*****

“Well, lady,” the cab driver said, turning to Mary Margaret O’Shea. “I can’t 
get any closer than this.”

“So I see. Well, then, let me out and I’ll walk.”

She paid the driver and popped out of  the vehicle before the driver had a 
chance to give her any change.
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While she knew Sal’s funeral would be big, Mike O’Shea’s mother had no idea 
that there would be so many people involved. Mike had told her to arrive early 
and had even offered to make special arrangements for her to have preferred 
seating, but Mary Margaret would have none of  it. She wouldn’t have been as late 
today if  there hadn’t been some kerfuffle at the church. It seemed that there were 
a lot of  kerfuffles at the church these days.  Word was that Father Brian was 
leaving. Being replaced by someone younger, faster, smarter. Mary Margaret had 
been around long enough to know a bill of  goods when she was being sold one, 
and this was that. Father Brian was being shipped out because attendance had 
slipped significantly over the years. Mary Margaret had one word for that: 
gentrification. 

In any event, here she was. Time to find the entrance and get a seat.

As she rounded the corner, Mary Margaret saw the funeral car just pulling up. 

Perfect timing, she thought. I’ll get in, get settled, and we’ll begin.

Against all reasonable odds, Mary Margaret maneuvered her way through the 
wall of  police officers and almost to the entrance to the convention centre. 

And then she noticed Janelle Austin. She marched over to her. 

“Excuse me, Missy?” Mary Margaret said, poking the reporter.

“Yes?” 

“Are ye Janelle Austin, then?”

“Yes.”

“I see. I am Mary Margaret O’Shea. Michael’s mother.”

“Okay.”

Mary Margaret looked around her and saw that almost every person within 
earshot was wearing a Toronto Police Service uniform.

“Yes. Michael O’Shea,” she continued, raising her voice to ensure that every 
one of  those people in the Toronto Police uniforms could hear her. “The man who 
saved all of  those little girls from the fire.”

“Okay.” Janelle was looking away from Mary Margaret.

“Detective Constable Michael O’Shea. You know, the man who almost got 
himself  killed trying to stop a ring of  perverts?” Mary Margaret said. 
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“Oh, that Michael O’Shea,” Janelle said, finally turning her head to look at the 
heavyset little woman standing before her.

“The one you called a coward. Have ye ever been shot at, luv? Or best yet,” 
Mary Margaret suggested, looking around at the officers, “have ye ever had yer 
partner shot in front of  ye and had to hold him with one hand and gather his 
brains with another?”

“Um—” 

“Or have ye ever dealt with the likes of  what me son deals with daily?”

“Ah—”

“Or are ye just a face that fits nicely into a short skirt that does what she’s told, 
then?”

Several of  the uniformed officers were struggling to keep a straight face.  

“Craig, is your camera rolling? This is—” Janelle said, looking for her 
cameraman.

“A disgrace is what it is, missy. Ye and yer likes are the bottom feeders of  the 
world. It’s these men and women out here that keep the likes of  ye in fancy clothes 
and expensive lifestyles. And so I would thank ye to refrain from makin’ 
slanderous, hateful, untrue comments about me son or anyone else’s son. Am I 
right, lads? Are ye not all heroes? Every day?”

All eyes shifted from the approaching procession and were on Mary Margaret. 

“And now, if  ye’ll mind yerself, I’ve got a funeral to attend. Excuse me.”

The crowd around Detective Constable Michael O’Shea’s mother parted to 
allow her to walk into the MTCC. She graciously accepted a seat just inside the 
back door that a young man stood up to offer her. 

*****

Someone from Traffic Services always drove the funeral car. It was tradition. 
And it was an honour.

Ron Roberts was an unlikely candidate. He was neither taken by or given to 
such honours. Today was different, though. At the request of  Janice Salvatore, 
Ron Roberts was driving the hearse that carried her dead son for his final journey. 
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The roads were clear, the sun was bright, and the snail’s pace the cortege 
moved at the closer they got to the convention centre ensured that nothing could 
go wrong. 

There was no police escort. Another one of  the few requests Janice Salvatore 
had made. Instead, it was the funeral home’s own lead car that deftly navigated 
the route, exceeding the speed limit at times in anticipation of  the walking pace it 
would be taking as it neared its destination. It was clear to Ron that the driver had 
a great deal of  experience ensuring that the cortege he was leading would arrive at 
the prescribed moment. 

Ron liked that. He liked that he was dealing with professionals. He also allowed 
himself  to like, albeit momentarily, driving the black Coach Cadillac Deville that 
carried Sal’s body. Handcrafted, the director from the funeral home had told him. 
And this one was brand new. Perfect for a day like today. 

Ron would have to agree. Despite its tank-like feel, the funeral coach was 
incredibly responsive. As was he. Had to be. No more than two feet behind the car 
in front, the funeral director had suggested. People will want to try to pull in 
between you if  you don’t, he had said. Ron knew how to drive in a procession. He 
was a Traffic man. Always a Traffic man.

No more than two feet behind Ron was the family car carrying Janice 
Salvatore and Vince and Edie Mancuso. And the mourning car following behind, 
carrying Mike O’Shea, Julia Vendramini, Hoagy Hogan, and Robby Williams, 
was the same. Four cars in total. And the best-of-the-best from Traffic Services on 
their motorcycles, leapfrogging from intersection to intersection, stopping traffic as 
the cortege moved without stopping from the northern-most part of  Toronto 
down towards the lake. 

When they got to College Street, the cortege slowed down to a crawl. The 
streets were now fifteen-deep in a sea of  uniforms. White-gloved hands snapped 
up into a salute like a wave as they approached, dropping back down once the cars 
had passed. Many people threw flowers at the car, causing Ron to flinch the first 
dozen or so times until he realized that they were, in fact, flowers and not rocks or 
the other things he had grown accustomed to having thrown at him while driving 
in uniform. Occasionally, he even had to flick on the windshield wipers to push the 
flowers away so that he could see.

As the lead car pulled onto Bremner Boulevard, Ron felt an overwhelming 
sense of  claustrophobia. Most of  the thousands of  officers who had lined the 
streets had fallen in behind the cortege. The massive group of  people filtering into 
the MTCC had stopped, frozen, when the funeral car appeared. Ron was grateful 
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for the experience of  the lead car driver who, without seeming to notice, brought 
the cortege to a soft stop. 

Ron’s car was approached by the Regimental Sergeant Major of  the Chief ’s 
Ceremonial Unit and eleven of  his officers, eight of  whom would carry the coffin. 
They waited by the funeral car until Mike O’Shea, in full dress uniform, his ankle 
in a walking cast, began to approach on crutches. And then he stopped, turned 
back to the car, and tossed the crutches inside. He cautiously made his way 
towards the Ceremonial Unit. The back of  the funeral car was opened by one of  
the officers who then reached inside and removed the cushion carrying Detective 
Constable Brian Salvatore’s uniform forage cap. After a host of  commands, most 
of  which Mike neither heard nor understood, the cushion and cap were passed to 
him.

The cameras shifted from the coffin to Janice Salvatore stepping out of  the 
family car behind. Unassisted, she walked towards the back of  the funeral coach 
and watched the officers pull the coffin bearing her son out towards her. A 
confused hush fell around her. This was not choreographed or scripted, unlike 
almost everything the Ceremonial Unit did. Containing his own emotions by 
falling back on the traditions and discipline that his unit was steeped in, the 
Regimental Sergeant Major stepped forward, touched the side of  the coffin and, 
making brief  eye contact with the eight pallbearers, commanded: “Reverse. 
Orders.”

The pallbearers hesitated for a second before sliding the coffin back into the 
funeral car, stepping back into formation, and awaiting further instruction.

“Stand at. Ease!”

The eight officers snapping their arms behind their backs and pushed their 
right foot out to shoulder width and stamped it down. 

Janice waved off  Vince Mancuso and stood alone, staring into the back of  the 
funeral coach at the flag-covered wooden box. She stepped forward and placed 
both of  her hands on the sides of  the coffin. Then, turning her head slightly, 
embraced it. 

This would have been a photo op like no other. Cameras should have captured 
the moment; video camera lenses should have eaten it up. But they did not. Julia, 
Hoagy, Robby, and Mike—still holding the cushion carrying the cap—circled 
Janice, shielding her from the outside world. The expression on their faces as they 
stared down the media made their message perfectly clear: This was a private 
moment between mother and son.
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Julia was the first to turn towards Janice. She was the one to feel the sobs that 
came from the grieving mother’s heart. She was the one to gently lead Janice away 
from the coffin towards the MTCC doors.

“Non ci sono lacrime più dure di quelle di una madre,” she said as she moved Janice 
towards Vince Mancuso. 

“Le parole più vere non sono mai state pronunciate, mia cara,” Vince said, nodding in 
agreement.  

*****

“Even a place as big as the Metro Toronto Convention Centre will not be big 
enough to contain the grief  that this city will feel when we watch the coffin 
carrying the body of  Detective Constable Brian ‘Sal’ Salvatore, the man who 
swore to protect us all, pass by his grieving mother.”

“Yes, Janelle. And I can see on our cameras here that the premier and his wife, 
along with the mayor and several other senior officers from numerous police 
services throughout the country—”

“Throughout the world, Gord,” Janelle said. “Throughout the world.”

“That’s right, Janelle, the world. I see everyone just making their way into the 
convention centre. Now, this is the first time that I’m aware of  where we’ve had a 
funeral like this at the MTCC. What can you tell us about that?”

“Well, Gord, it was Janice Salvatore’s decision. She wanted the public to have 
an opportunity to pay their respects to her son and to the incredible work the men 
and women of  the Toronto Police Service do every day, and given the 
extraordinary outpouring of  support that she and the entire policing community 
have been receiving over the past few days, it was determined that this venue,” 
Janice motioned to the space around her, “would be the most appropriate.”

“Clearly.”

“Yes. And as you can see, the number of  officers, paramedics, firefighters, and 
members of  the general public taking part in this special funeral is enormous. In 
fact, according to their own count, this is the largest police funeral in Canadian 
history.”

“Well, there’s certainly a lot of  planning behind this. I see the Chief ’s 
Ceremonial Unit lifting the coffin out of  the hearse and that there is a flag draped 
over the coffin. What can you tell us about that, Janelle?”
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“That’s pretty standard, Gord. When a police officer is killed in the line of  
duty, out of  gratitude for the supreme sacrifice that the officer has made, the flag is 
placed—”

“Wait, Janelle. Are they putting the coffin back inside the hearse?”

“It would appear so, Gord,” Janelle said, turning around to see Janice 
Salvatore standing at the back of  the vehicle.

“That’s not usual, is it?”

“Not at all, Gord. Not at all.”

The camera panned to the funeral car.

“I see some officers around Mrs. Salvatore. Can you tell me what that’s all 
about?”

“It’s hard to—”

As quickly as it had begun, whatever was going on ended. 

“Detective Constable Salvatore’s uniform hat,” the news anchor jumped in. 
“It’s in the hearse. What happens with that?”

“Detective Constable Salvatore’s forage cap will be carried in by his partner, 
Detective Constable Michael O’Shea,” Janelle replied as she, along with the dozen 
or so other reporters, returned back to their prescribed posts. 

“Detective Constable Michael O’Shea. He held Detective Constable Salvatore 
as he lay dying, did he not?”

“Yes. Yes, he did, Gord. And the cap will be carried into the convention centre 
by Detective Constable O’Shea and placed on the coffin for the duration of  the 
service. At the end, Detective Constable O’Shea will present it to Janice 
Salvatore.”

“Wow. Tough day for both Detective Constable O’Shea and Janice Salvatore, 
Detective Constable Salvatore’s mother.” 

“Very tough indeed, Gord. Very tough.”

Both paused while the camera showed Detective Constable Julia Vendramini 
leading Janice Salvatore into the MTCC.

“What can you tell me about the bagpipes that we are hearing now? That’s a 
bit of  a throw-back to the Irish/Scottish link in policing, isn’t it?”
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“Exactly. The bagpipes, as some of  our viewers may not know, originated in 
Ireland and were kind of  adopted by the Scots, and have been a part of  police 
funerals from the beginning.”

“Yes. I can see that. And—”

“Sorry to cut you off, Gord, but I believe the service is about to begin.”
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Chapter Seven

1:00 p.m., Tuesday, November 8, 2005 

The command was made and the kilted piper began his mournful dirge, leading 
the pallbearers with their precious cargo down the red carpet towards the front of  
the convention centre.

All eyes were upon them. Uniforms from multiple jurisdictions were seated in 
formation. Neither the piper nor the pallbearers took their eyes off  the stage 
ahead of  them.

Mike O’Shea, emotionally tattered and torn, his ankle throbbing in its cast, still 
looked crisp in his dress uniform. Forgoing his crutches, he hobbled behind the 
coffin and the Regimental Sergeant Major, holding the cushion carrying Sal’s cap. 
Beside him was another officer from the Ceremonial Unit carrying a folded 
Toronto Police flag on another cushion. The two officers behind them carried 
cushions bearing the forage caps of  the pallbearers. The back of  the convention 
centre had been opened up to the general public, but as the procession neared the 
front, Mike was struck by the sea of  officers, all standing. All here for Sal. 

There was not a dry eye in the building. White shirts and front-line rookies 
alike were wiping away tears, some discreetly, some not so much. It was a lot to 
take in, but what was most striking was the silence. But for the lonesome wail of  
the bagpipes, only sniffles could be heard.
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Finally, the procession arrived at its destination, passing Janice Salvatore. Julia 
sat on the aisle, and then Janice. And then Vince and Edie. Alf  Witney, the unit’s 
superintendent, was nowhere to be seen. Mike did not recognize the other people 
in that row, nor did he care. He just saw Sal’s mother. 

And the Chief, just to the right and behind her. 

Julia stood, eyes forward, tears streaming down her face. Janice lowered her 
head slightly as the coffin passed by, eyes closed tightly, lips pulled in. Mike though 
he heard something over the bagpipes but wasn’t sure. Vince stood tall, his eyes 
tired of  weeping for the man who had been like a son to him, and Edie held on to 
Vince’s arm to steady herself.

In precise steps, the pallbearers turned, waited for the bagpipes to stop, and 
then side-stepped towards the catafalque, awaiting the Regimental Sergeant 
Major’s command before gently setting the coffin down. They then dressed off  the 
coffin and stood by while the Regimental Sergeant Major took the cushion 
carrying Sal’s forage cap from Mike’s hands and set it on top of  the coffin. He 
then returned to the other officer standing beside Mike to retrieve the cushion 
carrying the flag and placed that on the coffin as well. After a moment, he 
returned to the formation and marched Mike and his own officers away. 

Everyone remained standing while the national anthem was sung by one of  the 
dispatchers who was called upon to sing at public functions. This was her first 
police funeral. She held up well, all things considered. 

Fifteen thousand uniformed men and women lucky enough to get inside the 
MCTT stood in silence with heads bowed in remembrance of  Detective 
Constable Brian Salvatore. The rest stood silently outside, the damp air chilling 
them to the bone.

And then the pipes began again. And so, too, did the tears.

The coffin stood alone, huge floral arrangements on the stage behind where the 
officiants sat. There were no media allowed inside except for one news outlet that 
had been granted permission to mount their cameras discretely and provide live 
coverage. No flashes, no crews. Just a couple of  video cameras being operated 
remotely from a truck outside.

A senior officer stood up behind the podium and talked about the day Sal was 
murdered, and how it had started out like any other. He spoke about Sal’s years of  
policing experience, and about how this was the day every police officer feared. 
He walked over to the stairs at the side of  the stage, stepped down towards the sea 
of  uniforms and, picking out his own son, hugged him tightly.
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Another officer read a poem he had written, while someone sang one of  Sal’s 
favourite songs. 

A woman in a long-sleeved black dress talked about how Sal had a gift for 
spitting sunflower seeds. 

Everyone laughed.

The chaplain offered prayers.

And then the Regimental Sergeant Major marched over to her son’s coffin with 
Mike O’Shea.  A few commands, and then Mike was standing in front of  her, 
while the Regimental Sergeant Major held out the cushion carrying her son’s 
forage cap. 

She looked into Mike’s eyes. Soft. Kind. Gentle. Swollen.

Mike turned his body to face the Regimental Sergeant Major and then reached 
for the cap, gently lifting it off  the cushion. He pivoted his body around on his 
good leg to face Janice. And that’s when she began to weep all over again.

Mike eyes never left hers as he held his dead partner’s forage cap out to her. 
She looked up at him, down at her dead son’s cap, and then back up into his eyes 
again. His eyes never left her.

They stood like this for what seemed like forever and no time all at once. 
Neither would be able to recall whether the pipes had started up again or not. All 
they heard was the beating of  their own hearts. All they felt was the absence of  
Sal’s beating heart.

Finally, Janice reached out to take the cap from Mike. For a second, both of  
their hands were on it. For a second, they were one. And then Janice took the cap 
from Mike’s hands and held it in her own.

She then moved toward Mike and hugged him. He hugged her back, and they 
held on to each other, survivors of  an unspeakable tragedy, she crying on his chest, 
the cap still in her hand behind his back, he stroking her hair. And then Mike’s 
tears began. He couldn’t hold them back. He didn’t want to. 

The Regimental Sergeant Major gave them a moment before issuing a 
command. Mike did not hear it, and even if  he had, he wouldn’t have cared. This 
was Sal’s mother. He would hold her for as long as she wanted to be held. They 
remained frozen for another minute until Julia stood up and peeled Janice away 
from Mike.
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The Regimental Sergeant Major gave another series of  short commands, and 
Mike was gone, marched away. 

And then they all walked back up towards the entrance to the convention 
centre and that was it. Janice was led back to the limousine, and the cortege 
continued on to the cemetery where her only son would be buried in a very 
private ceremony.

All that remained was to have Detective Constable Brian Salvatore’s name 
added to the list of  names of  fallen officers engraved on the wall at the Ontario 
Police Memorial Park.
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Chapter Eight

2:35 p.m., Tuesday, November 8, 2005

“JPTF D-Delta, call Dispatch,” Rose called out from the designated workstation 
that had been wired specifically for this moment.

No response.

“JPTF D-Delta, call Dispatch,” Rose called again, her hands shaking as she 
held the piece of  paper where she’d typed out what she would say next.

No response.

All of  the dispatchers in the room stepped away from their own workstations to 
stand behind Rose, some dabbing at their eyes, more than one needing to step into 
the hallway where they wept openly. 

Rose took a deep breath and then another before continuing with the End of  
Watch Call. 

“Detective Constable Brian ‘Sal’ Salvatore, we thank you for your dedication, 
loyalty, and service to the citizens of  Toronto, Ontario, and Canada. You made 
the people you were sworn to serve your priority. You showed,” Rose’s voice began 
to tremble as she continued, “courage, compassion, and humour throughout your 
exemplary career. You have changed the lives of  many, and your commitment to 
making the lives of  others better was outstanding. Your sacrifice will not be 
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forgotten. God be with you, Brian Salvatore. 10-7 forever, and may you rest in 
peace.” 

Rose began to cry as she uttered the final words. “End of  watch: Monday, 
October 31st, 2005.”

-The End-
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Book Two Coming February 2019

Death Before Coffee

In Death Before Coffee, the second in the six-part Mike O’Shea series, Mike, an 
inner-city police detective, struggles to balance his responsibilities as a son, 
brother, and newly single father with a homicide investigation and his sworn oath 
of  duty.

By 2:27 on a Thursday afternoon, the one-legged man from Room 8 at 147 
Loxitor Avenue had been beaten to death with a lead pipe. Twenty-eight minutes 
later, Detective Mike O’Shea is testifying in a stuffy courtroom, unaware that, 
within an hour, he will be standing in an alleyway littered with beer cans and 
condoms while his partner flicks bugs off  of  a battered corpse. 

When a rogue undercover copper leaves Mike balancing what is legal with 
what is right, an unlikely rapport develops between Mike and the lead homicide 
investigator, a cop’s cop in stilettos. At the end of  his seventy-two-hour shift, three 
men are dead, and Mike O’Shea is floating in and out of  consciousness in an 
emergency room hallway, two women by his side. 

For updates, out-takes, a sneak peek, and the inside scoop, sign up for the 
newsletter at www.realdesmondryan.com. To apply to be a beta reader, email 
des@realdesmondryan.com.
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