


ILLUSTRATION BY CORINNA HAIGHT
Rory wanted to tell him to get stuffed with a purple Pemberton potato. He
was a P.I. now. No-Go was history.

“Um, sure, okay. Call me,” Rory acquiesced, and slipped off through the
crowd. He told himself he needed the money, and besides, technically
speaking Rumswitz had hired him as a P.l. to keep an eye on MuMu, not as
a snowboard instructor. But what the hell, something stank, and it wasn’t
just the theme gravy, growing sluggish from the burning hotplates. Was it
possible Rumswitz knew about Chuck’s secret stash, hidden way out the
back-forty, up the Hurley River Road? Last fall it had taken Chuck all day
to find the location again, and that was with the map. Several weeks prior,
while out mushroom hunting, Chuck had stumbled across acres and acres
of prime BC bud. He’d showed Rory the plot, and they’d split the map. But
Rory had his doubts. How would they harvest it? Sell it? What would they
do with all the cash? He didn’t know squat about money laundering.
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Across the room, Rumswitz speared what looked like a meatball out of the
gravy river. And then Rory knew: Rumswitz needed an army of workers for
his developments...paid in cash. Chuck and Minty must have looked for
a developer to run the money. Then again, maybe it wasn’t Rumswitz...
Ralph Peterson was just as likely. The town was crawling with sleazebag
developers. You couldn’t piss on your left foot without hitting one. If only
he could connect Chuck and Minty to...who?

Rory felt a soft pressure on his shoulder. He turned. Janna St. James’s face
had become even more beautiful in her grief. She had stopped poofing her
hair into the style of a helmet and given up on the pound of foundation. She
was au naturel. Janna stared into Rory’s eyes as she pressed something
soft into his hands. It had tiny hairs that tickled his palm. A bit of cloth,
perhaps, or a feather.

“Don’t look,” she whispered.
“I won't,” said Rory.
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CHAPTER 9
BY KATHERINE FAWCETT

The truth was, Rory couldn’t focus anywhere but on Janna’s derriere as it
sashayed past the stone fireplace away from him. Oh, she was a package
of Christmas morning. Her hips rocked hypnotically from side to side and
Rory didn’t notice the trickle of saliva that meandered down the side of his
face. He also didn’t notice the old man hitting him on the side of the head
with a newspaper.

“Hey shithead.” Whack. “Numbnuts.” Thwack.

“Oh! Ah, sorry Mr. Rumswitz,” said Rory, shaking himself out of his reverie
and wiping his chin. His sweaty hand still gripped whatever it was Janna
had slipped him. “What’s up?”

“Have you seen this?” Bits of meatball clung to his wormy lips. “This is
what I’ve been trying to avoid, you little schmuck.”

The Pique was folded back to the Partial Recall section, which featured a
shot of Mumu spilling out of her tank top, bleary-eyed and shiny-haired,
petting the bicep of a bartender at the GLC.
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“Gee Mr. Rumswitz, She looks really... | mean, I'm so sorry, | guess | should
have been...” Rory stammered. But no. That was the old Rory. “Actually,
sir, I'm not a marriage counsellor. I'm not a babysitter. I'm a professional
snowboarder and,” he lowered his voice and tipped his eyebrows downward
“your private investigator. Nothing more. | can’t change what she does. |
can’t take the sugar out of a tart. | can’t make her love you. | can only report
on what she does. Besides. Look at the date. This is from weeks ago.”

Rory took a closer look. Mumu’s hair consumed most of the frame, but
something in the background caught his eye. It looked an awful lot like
Chuck. That was definitely Chuck! Who was he with? Wasn’t that Barb
McCann? Minty’s housecleaner? What were they doing together? Was he
whispering something in her ear? or kissing her neck?

Rumswitz grabbed the newspaper and stormed away in a lumbering huff.
Rory looked around for Janna. She was gone. He had to talk to her about
Barb; she was connected to both Minty and Chuck. Everyone knew she was
broke after her lawsuit with VANOC over the “Olympic Cleaning Services”
name. And wasn’t her company famous for their cash-in-hand, “Get High,
Tidy up and Snoop” policy?

Looking down, Rory suddenly remembered. He slowly opened his hand.
Lifting up the bright pink fabric, he gave it a shake before he could tell what
it was. What the —? Rory grabbed his coat and ran out the front door towards
Minty’s house, where he knew she’d be waiting. He couldn’t believe that
Janna St. James had pressed her panties into his hand.

“Janna!” He banged on the door. “It’'s me! Open up!” The door swung open
and she flew into his arms, kissing him hard. “Janna. Wait. | want this too,
but | need to tell you--" mmphf mmphf. She was kissing him again.

“It’'s about the mur--" Tongue this time.

He held her shoulders away from him. Opened his mouth to speak. But
something about Janna’s smeared lipstick, her big Japanimation eyes and
the way she was unbuttoning her shirt made him forget what he was going
to say.
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ILLUSTRATION BY MEGHAN REID

Rory yanked his fleece and t-shirt over his head. Static made his hair stand
straight up. She grabbed him by the belt loops, and pressed her chest
against him. Static could not be blamed for the other body parts in the
room that were also defying gravity. Murder schmurder. He held her face in
his hands and kissed her like he was in a pie eating contest and she was
lemon meringue. “Spare room,” she growled and started down the hall.
“Follow me.” He tripped taking his boots off. Hopping. Kicking. Lost a
sock. She threw her shirt over a plant. He whipped his belt off and chucked
it into down the hall. A cat meowed from somewhere. A bra landed on the
ceiling fan. She fell backwards onto the bed. He tumbled after her; she
held him by the hair. Their lips mashed together. Exploring. Remembering.
Tasting. He reached behind her waist to undo her skirt, but got confused.
It had been awhile since he’d undressed a real woman. And this was a
wraparound job. With a button on the inside. Somewhere. “Let me,” she
said after she could no longer bear his fumbling.
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Rory remembered that it had been a very long time since his last shower.
He casually tipped his head down and to the left and inhaled discreetly to
check himself. Not bad. But there was a funny odour. “Is this your room?”
he said. “No, mine’s upstairs. Barb’s been staying here,” Rory stopped.
“Barb, the house-cleaner?” “Yeah. But don’t worry, she’s gone for a while.
Who cares?” She finally dropped her skirt onto the floor and flipped over,
naked as a pre-paint Cornucopia model, pinning him down by the wrists
and kissing his collarbone.

“Wait,” said Rory, sitting up. “Where did she go? How do you know?”
“God. What’s your problem?” Janna sat up on the side of the bed. “You’re
really concerned with that old bag, eh?” She folded her arms over her chest
and crossed her legs. “She and Hiroshi went somewhere together. | saw
the map. It was taped together but | could tell it was way past Pemberton.”
She looked around, frowning, sniffed twice. “Ew. Is that you?”

“This is too confusing. Janna, what do you know about Barb and Chuck? |
think they had something going on.”

“Mess-up? Never. Chuck was seeing Minty. Gammy would never have
tolerated sharing him. It was OK for HER to date others, but she held her
firm in her double standards.”

Janna reached down to pick up her skirt. The passion had fizzled so fast
you could practically hear tissues shrivelling. Regret and embarrassment
washed over her like an avalanche. But what was that stink? Maybe the
cat peed on the carpet. She bent down onto the floor to check. Something
under the bed made her catch her breath.

“Rory.” Her voice quivered. “Come look at this.” He bent down beside
her. On the floor was a cat toy, a little purple feathered stuffie filled with
cat-nip.

“Cool” said Rory. “But right now | think we should concentrate on—*

“No, look back there.” In the shadows under the bed lay a pile of rotting
purple potatoes and a black book with gold lettering on the cover: Pilot’s
Log Book.
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CHAPTER 10
By LISA RICHARDSON

7
(%ry slid under the bed, flicking open the stained black book to the last
entry. “Jee-sus.”

The pilot had recorded flying two heliskiing clients, Darren Baker and
Minerva St. James, and a 220lb “food-drop” package up to Joffre, dropping
them off to “cache the supplies” with orders to return in two hours for a
client pick-up at a lower elevation.

Rory wormed his head and shoulders deeper under the bed frame, to
wrestle forth the pile of potatoes, and see what other dark treasures were
stashed under the house-cleaner’s temporary nest.

The angry strains of Beethoven’s 9th suddenly reverberated through the

house, followed by an aggressive rapping at the door. Rory recoiled,
smashing his head on the underside of the bedframe.
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Janna jumped to her feet and shimmied into her clothes like a girl practiced
to changing in co-ed locker rooms. She raced for the front door, leaving
Rory mumbling something unintelligible behind her.

%ie Veraceli unholstered her RCMP-issued sidearm. “One more time,”
she nodded to her companion.

Carly Hughes rapped hard for the third time on Minty St. James’ front door,
just as Janna swung it open, her prepared peaches-and-sweetness smile
sliding from her face as she caught the glint of Ellie’s gun.

“What the ...?7?”

Behind her, Rory was holding the Pilot Log out like an offering, “Janna, it
was your grandmother.”

Carly and Ellie moved into the foyer, closing the door firmly behind them.

“I'll take that,” said Ellie, eyeing the black book. “And whatever else you
found under the bed.”

Rory stepped back, putting the book behind his back. “Aren’t you supposed
to be over video-taping the tree-cutting party at Lot 1/9 so you can log all
the local insurgents and hippies into your Olympic watchlist files?”

Ellie’s eyes once-overed Rory’s state of undress. Scowled, “And aren’t you
supposed to be doing anything apart from having sex with minors?”

“I'm 19,” pouted Janna, pushing her not insubstantial chest forward.

“Yeah, well, you always had a thing for age-inappropriate female athletes,”
Ellie spat at her old flame.

Carly, sensing an enhanced level of stress in the air exacerbated by Ellie’s
still unholstered gun and the funk of Rory’s three day stale sweat, stepped
between the two women. “Folks, let’s stay focused. Janna, we’re sorry to
uhh, invade your privacy, but when we heard movement in the house, we
thought maybe the suspects had beaten us to the evidence.”
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Rory jumped two steps down into the sunken living room, brandishing a
decorative fireplace poker before him. “Enough of this shit. I've already
been arrested and released. It’s a set-up, Ellie. Come on.”

“They’ll have already left for the ribbon-cutting,” said Carly, looking at the
clock on her cellphone. “We’ve got to get over there, and fast.”

Ellie flicked the safety back on her gun. “Rory, put the poker down. And get
some pants on. We'll explain in the car.”

“\% you going to put the siren on?” asked Janna, leaning her head
between the front seats of the police cruiser.

“We don’t want to lose the element of surpise,” muttered Ellie, gripping the
steering wheel with bloodless knuckles.

Carly was bagging the Pilot Log and the potatoes into separate ziplock
bags.

“How did Barb get hold of this stuff, anyway?” Rory squirmed in the
backseat of a police cruiser for the second time in as many days.

“She has the cleaning contract at RCMP staff housing. She called me when
she discovered evidence pertaining to the Messup/St. James investigation
in a garbage bag at the back of Constable Baker’s wardrobe.” Ellie
slammed the flat of her hand against the wheel. “Right under my nose. My
own guy.”

Carly angled around from the front passenger seat. “I’ve been debriefing
Hiroshi since he found Chuck’s body. Then when Minty went missing...”
She put her hand gently on Janna’s. “And the only people arrested were an
alcoholic backhoe-driving has-been,

“Hey!”

“...and a 110 pound trophy wife, Hiroshi and | figured it was high time the
rats that were stinking up this place were forced out for air.”
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TLLUSTRATION BY REANNAN TYSON

Rory’s head was starting to ache - his crash course in sobriety, blue-balls,

and efforts at moving the puzzle pieces into place, not to mention the way
Ellie was navigating the gravel entrance to Lot 1/9, were taking their toll.

\(% 300-person crowd, some in “Save The Trees” tees, was gathered
behind bright yellow cordon, with RCMP video cameras trained on them.
In counterpoint, 20 long lenses were zoned on the VIP deck, where most
of Patti Peterson’s party had re-constituted to flash unnaturally whitened
smiles, and watch benignly as the Mayor did the honorary ribbon-cutting
for the future Olympic Medals Plaza with a chainsaw.

Ellie slammed the cruiser door shut, and strode officiously to the front of
the dais where the microphone was primed.
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“Ladies and Gentleman! Please!” The media swung their lenses, as one,
to Ellie, thereby capturing her discrete nod into the crowd that signaled
25 navy-coated municipal by-law officers to move into formation, with
5 officers each positioned around the dignitaries Patti Peterson, Donald
Rumswitz, Ralph Peterson, the Mayor, (from whom one officer was firmly
retrieving the chainsaw), and at the back of the crowd, Constable Darren
Baker.

“We’d like to take this opportunity to make an announcement. | have here
warrants for the arrests of 5 suspects in the murder of or conspiracy to
commit murder of Charles Jessup and Minerva St. James. The RCMP has
worked hard, in conjunction with our colleagues at the Vancouver Homicide
Investigation Division, to resolve this crime and ensure the safety of this
community.”

Hiroshi Steinberger and Barb McCann stepped up to the microphone, as
Carly turned to read the VIPs their rights.

Barb spoke, “Last week, in an in-camera meeting, the Mayor had Constable
Darren Baker moved to the top of the employee housing list, ahead of 742
other people.”

There was a collective moan from the crowd.

“He did this at the request of several of the leading figures in this community,
namely the late Minerva St James, Patti and Ralph Peterson, and Donald
Rumswitz, all of whom have recently made sizable contributions to the
mayor’s 2008 electoral campaign.”

20 long-lensed cameras stuttered a rapid-fire cross-examination of the
Mayor’s blanching face, capturing the precise expression of discomfort as
a by-law officer cinched a zap-strap tight around the Mayor’s wrists.

“They lobbied for this deal as payment for Constable Baker’s services to
them.” Barb, who had cleaned the dirty laundry and picked up the crumbs
from Whistler’s elite for two decades, was hitting her stride. “A service
that enabled them to shut down the Pemberton Employee Warehouse
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project, and ensure the next major employee housing would develop land
co-owned by Rumswitz and the Petersons, next to the Peterson Putridity
Purveyors Waste-Water Treatment Plant.”

Barb had made their beds after they’d slept with their children’s friends and
their friends’ wives, and even been summonsed out by the jilted exes, like
Chuck Jessup, to be plied for what inside information she might have, and
there was a sweetness to this moment that she was savouring.

“This deal would give Minerva St. James the exclusive rights to sell the units
in the development, netting her in excess of $1.3 million in commissions.
This development would also net Peterson Putridity Purveyors an indefinite
contractto sell off-the-grid methane heat to the 350 units inthe development,
generating them an annual return of $105,000 a year.”

Barb’s voice was starting to crack, like the knuckles on her chapped hands,
dried out from so much exposure to industrial strength cleaning products.

Hiroshi stepped up, resolved, “The only person standing in their way was
a man who had staked his entire fortune on employee housing moving
up to Pemberton. A man who had been Minty’s business partner on the
Pemberton Employee Warehouse, had been her lover, and her conspirator,
burying a secret for her for more than 10 years. Chuck Jessup.”

Janna sobbed, “How can they say these things about my Gammy?”

Carly whispered, “Her powers of seduction were legendary. She used them
on Chuck. And Constable Baker, when she needed Chuck dead. Even
Ralph Peterson, years ago. She’s had Ralph over a barrel for 10 years, with
incriminating photographs of them together that she’d had Chuck bury.
And that’s how she kept Ralph loyal to using her services in all his real
estate deals, making her the most successful realtor in the province.”

“So Ralph killed her? Janna snuffled.

“No. Constable Baker did. Jilted lover thing. She broke up with him after
they dumped Chuck. He was bitter, and figured he could pin it on his old
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showboarding nemesis, Rory MacDougall.”

“And you’re telling me my grandmother did all this for some real estate
commissions?” Janna asked.

“There’s only two things that make this place turn, Janna. Money. And
powder. You’ve just got to know what side you’re on.”

Carly watched quietly as the Cheakamus Four Conspirators and killer
Constable Baker were escorted away.

She put her arm around Janna’s shoulders. “Come on, I'll buy you
a latte.”
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MURDER IN THE GREAT BIG PLAYGROUND
A TALE OoF REAL ESTATE, MURDER, POLITICS AND REALLY GREAT POWDER

A CoLLECTIVE NOVEL

BIOGRAPHIES

WRITERS:

CINDY FILIPENKO
Cindy Filipenko is currently up to her eyeballs in animation scriptwriting.
She dreams of one day penning an Oprah’s Book Club selection.

GRANT STODDARD

Recent Whistler transplant, Grant Stoddard has spent the past five
years working as a gonzo sex reporter at Nerve.com. Working Stiff — the
Misadventures of An Accidental Sexpert is his new book. Having mastered
the Kama Sutra at the tender age of 30, he’s arrived in Whistler ready for
his next challenge — learning to snowboard.
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KEVIN DAMASKIE

Kevin Damaskie moved to Whistler in 1992 in pursuit of cold, deep powder
and hot stories to foster his budding journalism career. About a millisecond
after he arrived, he realized Whistler was the best community in the
world and started building a life in this wonderful valley. He has worked
as a reporter at the Whistler Question, helped design and launch Pique
Newsmagazine and been published in Powder, Skier and Ski Canada
magazines. He’s currently working as the Sustainability Coordinator for the
Resort Municipality of Whistler.

SEAN WILKEN
For more than ten years, London barrister Sean Wilken has returned from
his annual Whistler ski trip to a mugging, robbery or identity theft, which
he’s starting to think is the universe telling him something. He’s currently
completing a manuscript for a children’s chapter book and saving the world
from terrorists.

STELLA L. HARVEY

Socialworker,management consultant,and admitted obsessive compulsive-
turned writer, Stella L. Harvey juggles organizing the Whistler Readers and
Writers Festival, writing her second novel and valiantly striving to improve
her skiing without causing injury to herself or others.

Kim THOMPSON

Kim Thompson is an up-town gal with downtown sensibilities. Her
astrological sign is the double thumbs up and she is at home in the Spud
Valley. Kim is a section editor for the Whistler Question, which is pretty
awesome because that means she writes about the best place on earth -
Whistler.

ANNABELL MAILATH

Annabell Mailath earned a BA in English before moving to Whistler from
Ontario to work at the Fairmont Chateau Whistler. She writes in her spare
time and dreams of becoming a travel writer.
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REBECCA WooD BARRETT

Writer and filmmaker Rebecca Wood Barrett enjoys genre-crossing, and
has written feature and short screenplays, documentaries, commercials,
short stories, non-fiction, picture books and a children’s novel. She
is a cat-person, but has been known to jump the fence for a few very
special dogs.

KATHERINE FAWCETT

Katherine Fawcett came to Pemberton for dogsledding, and writes because
it's easier than scooping poop. She has published a children’s book,
written a play, short stories and poetry, and contributed feature articles to
magazines and newspapers throughout Canada. She wants to learn to play
the mandolin and to make a decent omelette.

LISA RICHARDSON

Pemberton-based Lisa Richardson is a regular contributor to the Pique, as
well as Mountain Life, Kootenay Mountain Culture, Whistler Magazine, and
CBC Radio. In response to a writer-mutiny after two earlier incarnations
of The Collective Novel Experiment which were written on-site, marathon-
style, in gondolas and king-sized bedroom suites during the TELUS World
Ski and Snowboard Festival, she was happy to corrall local writers and
artists into taking part in this third round, reaching newly civilized heights,
thanks to Pique newmagazine.

ILLUSTRATORS:

PHRESHA LE VANDALE

Once upon a time, there was a silly girl who wasted all her time drawing.
She drew night and day, from dusk till dawn on every surface that would
dare challenge her. Armed with a bag full of paint, she roamed the alleys of
the big city, hopping from roof to roof, hunting down abandoned walls and
scavenging discarded treasures... deviantethics.com
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KATIE GREEN

Born and Raised in Barrie, Ontario in a beautiful old red brick house,
Katie Green was schooled at the University of Edinburgh and Mount
Allison University in everything from Photography and English Literature to
Basket Weaving. On moving to Whistler in 2006 to pursue her love of the
Outdoors, Green started an inner tug-of-war between family, and beautiful
surroundings, but is hopeful she can strike a balance.

CHRISTINA NICK

Christina Nick is a multi-disciplinary artist whose intense interest in nature,
travel and the environment are reflected in her artwork. Since graduating
from Mount Allison University in 1989 with a Bachelor of Fine Arts with
distinction, Christina has been living her vision of bringing her experiences
in nature to life through her art.

JON PARRIS

Artist Jon Parris works as a designer at Pique newsmagazine, where he is
also the gatekeeper of the paper’s cover-art, which has featured over 600
pieces of original art from local artists.

DAvE PETKO

Dave Petko is influenced by Rick Griffin, Victor Moscoso, Stanley Mouse,
Derek Hess, Frank Kozik and a whole mess of other artists, both lowbrow
and highbrow. Rock posters and stickers were his main influence when he
began screenprinting stickers and serigraphs 15 years ago. Rarely does
Dave work in pen and ink anymore as he discovered acrylics 13 years
ago and is still having fun with that medium. He is currently tattooing
at Black Ohm Tattoos in Whistler BC which he has called home since
1995. Dave’s paintings and other works can be found at davepetko.com;
blindmuteproductions.com; and blackohmtattoogallery.com.

JASMINE ROBINSON

A Whistler native. She has parlayed a Visual Arts degree from UVic and an
Advanced Diploma in Graphic Design from the Art Institute of Vancouver,
into an in-demand gig designing creative campaigns and collateral for the
TELUS World Ski & Snowboard Festival, Old Spice Rail Tour, Avello Spa,
and Prior Snowboards.
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JUSTIN ORMISTON

Justin Ormiston is currently working out of Ormiston Inkworks Ltd, his private
tattoo studio in Whistler, BC. Please allow his art work to do the talking.
You can learn more about Mr. Ormiston’s work at: www.ormistonink.com

CORINNA HAIGHT

Corinna is a self-taught, mixed media artist, from Collingwood Ontario who
moved to BC in 2000. Her works have been shown in many local exhibits,
including Artrageous, WinterPRIDE, and Artwalk. In February 2008 Corinna
was commissioned to create as much art as she could for Luna’s Castle
Hostel in Panama City where she completed 35 paintings in 37 days. Her
love for art knows no boundaries.

MEGHAN REID

Meghan Reid is a Graphic Designer and owner of Perfect Line Graphic
Design, located in Whistler, BC. After graduating from Langara College’s
Publishing Arts program in 1999 Meghan has held a variety of Graphic
Design positions in Calgary, Vancouver and Whistler. She has worked with
a wide range of clients on Print and Web media projects. In her spare time
she enjoys traveling, snowboarding and hiking.

REANNE TYSON

Reannan has a solid appreciation for snowboarding and the awesomeness
of Whistler. With many creative threads in her family, her favorite is her
accomplished fashion designer sister Brooke. Obsessed with plenty of
aesthetically influenced environments, she majors in fashion as a makeup
artist- and dabbles in media and textile design at university. She has
aspirations of publishing a book, having many exhibitions and furthering
herself in textile/fabric and wallpaper design. All the while, attempting total
snowboard domination.
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