The Don J Ellis Scenario

Just the same as every Friday, Mr. Don J. Ellis drives south to the Gardner Expressway. He turns west and drives through Mississauga, Oakville, Burlington, bypasses the turnoff to Hamilton harbour and continues on to Brantford. Eventually he turns into the parking lot of the Brantford Country Inn.
 Joe Bannock, a private investigator who has Mr. Ellis under observation, drives past the Brantford Inn so as not to be too obvious. He makes a U-turn then drives back to the parking lot entrance. Joe sees Mr. Don J Ellis walking from his blue Defender to the front door of the Inn. As he reaches out for the door knob, a person dressed all in black appears from the corner of the building. 
The assailant says nothing, points a gun at Mr. Ellis and pulls the trigger. A red paintball splashes against his forehead. The person in black immediately turns and disappears around the corner.
Mr. Ellis drops his small suitcase and grasps his chest. He collapses onto his back and appears unconscious. Joe jumps out of his car and goes to check on Mr. Ellis. Joe cannot detect a pulse.
He flings open the front door of the Inn and yells at the receptionist, “Heart attack. Call an ambulance.” Joe kneels down beside Mr. Ellis and starts CPR. For two minutes he tries to breathe life into Mr. Ellis and pump his heart. Another man taps Joe on the shoulder.
 “I know first aid. I’ll spell you.”
 Joe moves aside. The other man continues the attempt to resuscitate Mr. Ellis. Joe and the other man take turns relieving each other for what seems like a very long time.  A small crowd of on-lookers has gathered on the porch of the Inn. Finally the ambulance arrives. The two paramedics take over life-saving efforts.  They check for pulse regularly, but they are unsuccessful. Mr. Don J Ellis is declared dead on scene 30 minutes after the attack.  
The local detachment of the Ontario Provincial Police arrives. One male and one female officer get out of their patrol car. They check with the paramedics and then start taking statements. 
“So you arrived at the Inn and saw Mr. Ellis walking towards the door,” the young female constable asks Joe.
“Yes. You should know that I am a private investigator and I had Mr. Ellis under surveillance.”
 “Why?”
“Mrs. Ellis hired me to catch Mr. Ellis with another woman. They are getting a divorce.”
 “And did you catch him with another woman?”
“No.”
“So the wife could be involved in this. I suppose that since they are still married she inherits everything.”
 “There’s something else you should check out. Mr. Ellis was the architect of a new marina to be built on Georgian Bay. Yesterday two of the investors of that marina were attacked in the same way at the Bay Street Tower in Toronto. They were shot with paintballs to the forehead. Nobody was hurt but it caused a major scene. Last week a third investor was also shot with a paintball to the forehead. Again, no injury but it definitely got attention. Our assailant wasn’t so lucky this time. Mr. Ellis obviously had a heart condition. There is a medical alert bracelet on his left wrist.” 
 “Witnesses tell me you and the other gentleman tried to save his life.”
“We tried. We couldn’t re-establish a heartbeat.”
“What can you tell me about the assailant?”
“Black shoes, black pants, black hoodie, black balaclava and black gloves. I would say about five feet eight inches tall. The black costume makes it hard to guess a weight. The assailant used a paint pistol. It looked like a Browning 1911.”
 “You know your guns?”
“Military Intelligence. World War 2.”
 “Anything that might distinguish the assailant?”
“Nothing I noticed.”
“How long was the assailant at the scene”
“Seconds. It was only seconds. Pop. Splat. Then gone.”
“You saw that Mr. Ellis was in difficulty. That’s why you didn’t chase the assailant.”
 “Yes. I saw him collapse. I checked for a pulse but there was none. I opened the door and told the clerk to call an ambulance then started CPR.”
“Okay, Mr. Bannock. We have your contact information. If we need anything else, like a formal statement, we will be in touch. It sounds to me like a protest stunt gone wrong. Nonetheless it is manslaughter. We’ll have someone inform Mrs. Ellis. You are free to go.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]Joe gets into his Honda Civic and drives home.
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