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Excerpt from “The Blackpox Threat”
Rideau Hall, Ottawa

May 2007

“God is the greatest murderer of all. He kills the lame and the healthy, the good and the bad. He kills individually and en mass. He kills everything on earth, at times in the most cruel and terrifying ways. Nothing survives His fury.” The man in the impeccably tailored tuxedo stopped his soliloquy for a moment and lifted his head high. “And I’m made in His image. Therefore, I can kill.” 
Feeling proud of his Cartesian reasoning the man approached Rideau Hall, the residence of the Governor General. He ambled toward the ornate entrance of the Large Drawing Room and presented his invitation to the usher. Without waiting to be gestured inside, he headed in and began mingling with the crowd, stopping to shake hands and exchanging a few words with each of the guests he knew. The Governor General, Michaëlle Jean, had thrown a party to promote new and old business in the capital. It was hosted in a room displaying the splendour of the olden days; walls were tapestried with portraits of viceregal consorts of former governor generals and chandeliers reflected light in all directions.

The man in the tuxedo stopped in front of a gilded mirror and adjusted his bowtie. He accepted a glass of champagne a waiter offered him, moved close to the refreshments table, and began to look around. He had come to choose his first target, a female victim whose disfiguration and consequent death would make waves around the world. The Governor General would be the ideal target because her vitality and personal flare would be missed on the national scene and beyond. Regretfully, he dismissed the party hostess as an option. He knew that the security around her was tight—definitely too tight for his liking. The person of his choice had to be easily accessible. 

People around him turned toward the main entrance when a tall woman crossed the doorway. Her short outfit, draped across the chest, was locked in place by a yellow clip on each shoulder. She had spiky blond hair and blue eyes. Her off-white dress parted at the knee as she walked to the centre of the hall, her arm linked with the commercial attaché of the Ukrainian embassy, Vassilli Petrovic.

As if waiting for them, a middle-aged man glided toward the couple, clearly showing pleasure in meeting them. Extending his hand to both, he gestured toward a corner of the room, where a huge terracotta vase full of palm leaves and canes provided a partial screen from the crowd. The woman could be a candidate for his operation, the man in the tuxedo surmised, as he sipped his drink. Vassilli knew only important people. 

He deposited his glass on the table and approached the master of ceremony. “Would you know the name of the lady who just came in?”
“Tamara Smith. She’s representing the company, Ship Me Safely, owned by Mr. Charles Modano. There are pamphlets on the table over there, sir, if you want to know more.” The muscles of his face hardly moved as he spoke, and now his white-gloved hand pointed to the entrance. Clad in 1800s livery, with white trousers and a red jacket festooned with gold trim, he could be mistaken for one of the statues on display at Madame Tussauds Wax Museum.
The man in the tuxedo nodded his thanks and then resumed his search. In the centre of the hall, three young men surrounded a woman, their nondescript, dark suits offering an excellent background for her shiny outfit whose fabric interwove glittering threads with green beads. She laughed at a joke one of the men told, and flirtatiously leaned toward another. Was she important enough to deserve to be his first target? She was surely beautiful; her disfigured face would raise horror in the world and remain in the news for weeks. 

Fortunately, he knew the third man close to the woman. He was Justin Devry, the son of Michael Devry, owner of the most famous private art collection in the country. He wondered why Justin had been invited—he was just a young man with no trade. Maybe he was the woman’s date. 
“And who is that charming lady in the green gown?” he again asked the master of ceremony.

“Stephanie Demoins—she’s planning to open an haute couture shop here in town. The one in London has been very successful, I hear. She’s a former model of Versace, they say.” 

With condescension he acknowledged his appreciation for the information as Stephanie and Justin moved to the refreshments table and helped themselves to a few canapés. He walked toward them and tapped the man on the shoulder. 
“Hi Justin, I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said. “Is your family planning to open a gallery in Ottawa?”

“Oh no, no. Nothing of the sort. I’m just escorting Stephanie for the evening.” He turned toward his companion and said, “Let me make the introductions.” 

