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Prologue

June 1941. Year two of the
War.

 


It was a warm summer night and
Stella Marchand was out past her curfew with two of her
girlfriends, Cathy and Mildred. They were dressed in skirts and
blouses that showed off their youthful figures, shapely legs and
budding breasts to the best advantage. They all wore make-up
borrowed from friends or older sisters and applied to mask their
youth. No one looking at them, especially in the diminished light
of the night, would have thought they were teenagers — the youngest
being only sixteen and the oldest, eighteen.

On this particular night, the
teenagers were walking along Gottingen Street past Fort Needham.
Men dressed in various uniforms crowded the sidewalks; hanging out
around the small park at the end of Young Street. They cruised
through the men along with other women. As they walked, the girls
were greeted with numerous cat-calls, and whistles, several even
tried enticing them to stop awhile for a ‘chat-up’. However, they
continued walking; enjoying the attention.

It was nearly eleven o’clock
when Cathy, the youngest girl, said maybe it was time they should
be heading home. She sounded a bit nervous, looking around at the
nearby men and women; some who had obviously been drinking. There
were several couples kissing and other things. The girls had
stopped walking a while ago and were sitting with three men; two
were young sailors wearing black navy uniforms; the third man was
in civvies. The sailors appeared to be around eighteen or nineteen.
One was sitting next to Stella with an arm around her shoulders,
the other was trying to move closer to Mildred. The third man was
in his early twenties and sounded foreign, maybe English, or
Irish.

“Seriously,” Cathy said,
standing up. “We should be going.”

“Oh, don’t be such a poop,”
Stella said, giggling. She had taken a drink of the alcohol the men
had in a paper bag and it had affected her a little. She was
enjoying having these men doting on her and the excitement that
seemed to fill the city these days. Besides, she was a woman —
almost — like those she liked to watch in the films.

“Yeah, here,” the older man
said, offering the bag to Stella. “‘Ave a pull an’ relax.”

He held out the paper bag to
Cathy. She shook her head and took a step back from him. Something
inside her was warning her to leave.

“Look,” she said, ignoring the
man. “I’m leaving. Are you two coming with me?”

The third girl, Millie, who was
sitting quietly by, stood up and went to Cathy’s side. Both girls
looked at Stella.

“Aw, come on, Cathy,” Stella
said to her friend. “It’s still early and I’m having fun.”

She sat up and it looked as if
she might go with them.

Cathy shook her head.

“On second thought,” the older
man said, sensing the girl might go. “Wouldn’t want ya to git in
trouble with yer momma an’ poppa,” he said in a mocking tone. It
got the intended reaction.

Stella glared at him for a
moment then reached for the bag with the bottle inside, taking it
from his hand. She raised the open bottle to her mouth and took a
deep swallow, sputtering and coughing as the liquor burned its way
down her throat. The effect was almost immediate.

“C’mon Stell,” Cathy
pleaded.”

“Yeah, let’s go,” Millie
said.

“You go if you want. I’m
staying,” Stella said defiantly.

“Okay. Stay,” Cathy said angrily
as she and Millie turned and walked away.

Stella watched her friends walk
away down the street, pushing their way through the crowd. After a
moment she started having second thoughts, but she was rebellious
about the chiding from the older man.

“‘Ere, have another drink, pet,
an’ fergit ‘bout them,” the man said. “They’s jus’ kids.”

“That’s right,” Stella said,
taking the bottle and another drink. She noticed it went down a lot
easier this time.

“Listen,” he said, “let’s git
another bottle, an’ git away from this crowd an’ have us a bit a
real fun. I got a car.”

“Okay,” she said, feeling her
head starting to spin.

“I can’t,” the sailor who was
sitting next to Millie said, standing up. “I gotta get back to the
ship. I’m on watch at midnight. Jus’ drop me at the gate.”

Stella got in the car with the
man and young sailor. It was one of those old two door types she
saw in a lot of gangster movies. She sat between them on the front
seat. After stopping at a house on Creighton Street where the older
one went in picked up another bottle, they drove down to the
dockyard where the sailor got out. Then the other man headed for
the west end, finally arriving at a secluded spot on the Northwest
Arm.

The driver steered the car off
Purcell’s Cove Road into a copse of trees across from the
Revolutionary War prison on Melville Island and turned the motor
off. He kidded with her as he inched the car into the trees, giving
her more to drink. She accepted the bottle and swigged more of the
sweet tasting liquor unaware she was drunk for the first time in
her life. Stella failed to notice they were well away from any
houses or where anyone passing by would see them.

She was only vaguely aware of
the man kissing her and his hand on her breast. At some point, she
realized he had his hand on her thigh under her skirt. Somewhere
deep inside her drunken mind she sensed something was wrong. When
his hand touched the bare skin at the top of her nylons reality
kicked in and she tried to resist him with a growing sense of
panic.

“‘Ere nona that. Jus’ relax an’
enjoy yourself,” he mumbled in a thick voice as his hand finally
reached its destination.

She instinctively tried to cross
her thighs.

“I said stop it,” he snapped.
“Be good an’ it’ll go easier on ya an’ ya never know, ya might like
it.”

Stella’s panic increased and she
resisted all the harder. A sharp pain in her face stunned her when
he pulled his hand out from under the skirt and punched her.

“See what ‘appens when ya don’t
behave,” he snarled.

He pushed his hand back under
her skirt again and up to her panties. This time he reached higher
until his fingers reached the waistband. He grabbed a handful of
the cotton material and roughly yanked them down to her knees.

“Oh God...” she cried, weakly.
“Please don’t...please...” This can’t be happening!

He ignored her cries as he tried
to pry her legs apart, but she refused to let him. Her actions only
angered him more and he punched her again, twice, this time hard
enough to push her deeper into the fog of alcohol and pain. Stella
was dimly aware of hearing a voice.

He shifted position, pushing the
girl’s body down onto the seat. He grabbed the underwear still
around her knees and yanked off, raising one of her legs up onto
the top of the seat.

Ten minutes later the man stood
outside the car doing up his pants. He lit a cigarette and leaned
against the car; the only sounds were the soft moans from inside
the car and his pounding heart pulsing in his ears.

He looked in the car at the
moaning and battered young girl, suddenly feeling a little sick to
his stomach. “Jesus Christ. What’ve I done?” he muttered aloud,
turning away.

He took one more drag on the
cigarette then flicked it away. He looked back into the car while
absentmindedly taking out another cigarette. Looking away again, he
lit up, trying to clear his head so he could decide what to do.

He finally made his decision; he
opened the back door then reached in and pulled the girl’s
unconscious body off the front seat. He managed to get the limp
body onto the backseat then he closed the door and went back to the
driver’s seat, sliding in behind the wheel and starting the
car.

Fifteen minutes later he stopped
in an unlit area around the city airport next to a tall row of
bushes. He got out and went around to the other side of the car and
opened the rear door. Grabbing the girl under her arms, he dragged
her unconscious body out of the car and shoved it behind the
bushes. When he finished, he quickly headed back to his car, got in
and took off. He was shaking; fear and a feeling of disgust souring
his stomach

 


* * *

 


The night air was cool and clear
under a late spring sky. A good night for Jason Rafuse to be out on
his routine patrol. He liked cruising his beat at this hour of day.
It was quiet just as he liked it. As he drove his patrol car slowly
down Coburg Road to Armdale, checking the buildings on either side
of the road as he went, he thought about his wife and new baby at
home, knowing he would be with them in a few hours.

He had recently been transferred
from foot patrol to car patrol after almost a year working the
downtown beat. He was happy to be reassigned to the night cruiser
patrol and the back shift. This meant he didn’t have to deal with
drunken servicemen and civilians, the fights, the prostitutes and
other illegal activities anymore, at least not too often. This
section of the city was mostly residential and off the beaten
track; the downtown and waterfront area being the center of the
action.

He was heading around the bend
in the road where Chebucto Road led into the access road for
Purcell’s Cove and Herring Cove roads. This was the end of his
patrol area. There was a small wooded area at the junction that was
sometimes used by couples looking for an out of the way spot to
have sex.

He slowed down and scanned a
large area of bushes edging the road with one of his mounted
searchlights. That was when he spotted something odd sticking out
from under a section of the bush. He eased the car to the shoulder,
keeping the light beam directed on the spot and got out. He had his
flashlight in his hand as he stepped on the grass and approached
the area. He was about ten feet away when he saw the woman’s
legs.

“Miss,” he called out, stepping
closer. “Police. Are you alright?” Nothing.

Rafuse stepped up to stand at
her feet. She was missing a shoe and her legs were bare. When he
reached the area behind the bush, a young woman was lying on her
back, her dress torn, and exposing her breasts, the bottom part
bunched around her hips. She wasn’t wearing any underwear.

She moaned moan and he shone the
flashlight on her face. What he saw made him retch. It looked as if
she had been repeatedly punched; her lips were split and bleeding
and one eye was swollen shut.

“Sweet Mother of God,” he
muttered aloud. He quickly removed his jacket and laid it over her
then ran back to the car. He reached for the microphone.

“Car twelve callin’,” he said
into the device.

“Twelve, go ahead, over,” a
metallic voice said through the speaker.

“Patrol car twelve here,
Constable Rafuse callin’ in. I got a woman down. Looks like she’s
been attacked, maybe raped, over,” Rafuse said in a controlled
voice, though he was far from feeling that way..

“Where are you, over?”

“At the airport on Chebucto Road
near Connaught, over.”

“Is she dead, over?”

“No, but she needs an ambulance,
over.”

“Right. Stay on site. Will send
ambulance and backup, over and out.”

Rafuse put the microphone back
on its hook and then turned on his roof light. He went back to
where the woman lay and with his flashlight, scanned the
surrounding area for any signs or bits of evidence. He found
several patches of grass that looked as though someone had been
dragged there recently but not much else. He went back to the woman
who was starting to move a little.

He bent down and put a hand on
her shoulder.

“Take it easy there, miss,” he
said softly, holding her down gently. “Help is on the way.”

As if on cue, he heard a siren
in the distance. A few minutes later, an ambulance turned the
corner from Connaught Avenue and pulled up behind his squad car.
The attendants were out and moving toward him with a gurney just as
an unmarked car pulled in front of his car and two men in suits got
out. The attendants quickly began to check the woman.

“I’m Detective Holloway,” one of
the men said. “Whaddya got here?” he asked, as he took in the
situation.

“Constable Jason Rafuse. I was
on my usual patrol when I spotted something didn’t look right and
pulled over to check it out. That’s when I found the woman there,”
Rafuse said, indicating the spot where she lay. “I checked her and
found she was still alive and called it in.”

“Okay. Did you touch
anything?”

“No sir. I did cover her up with
my jacket. She was exposed...her clothes were torn.”

“Anything else?”

I took a quick look around an’
found several patches of grass that looked like someone had dragged
over it recently over there.” He pointed the beam of his flashlight
to an area about ten to fifteen feet away.

“Good work. We’ll take it from
here. We’ll need you to write up a report on everything you did
from the time you found her and bring it to us at the end of your
shift,” Holloway said then joined his partner, who was bent over
the woman. He reached down and picked Rafuse’s jacket off the woman
and passed it to him as he headed back to his squad car.

 


* * *

 


It was a clear day and the seas
were unusually calm for a change. Normally, a ship’s crew sailing
the northern reaches of the Atlantic would have welcomed such
conditions but not now. This was perfect weather for U-boats and
land based air attacks. Instead of soaking up the sun, the crew was
on high alert for any signs of the enemy.

The first wave of attacks came
around mid-afternoon, sending the thirty ships in the convoy into
evasive maneuvers. The planes were based in Norway and covered the
norther sea zone. The air was filled with the sounds of Heinkel HE
111 bombers and falling bombs. They came out of the sun as they
always did, dropping their deadly payloads on their zig-zagging
targets below. Some found their marks, dooming them to the deep.
After what seemed a lifetime, the raid ended. The surviving ships
resumed their courses while two of the escort ships went in search
of survivors.

The ship was lucky; the two
bombs intended to sink her, fell into the sea and exploded within
yards of her on both sides. The concussions from them had caused
damage to parts of her engine room as well as springing several
hull plates, popping the rivets along the seams. The crew was able
to jury-rig repairs, saving her.

Days later, the damaged
freighter steamed through the submarine nets that stretched across
the harbour mouth from Maugher’s Beach on McNab’s Island to Sleepy
Cove under York Redoubt

Her name was Alice and she flew
the flag of Australia on her aft jack staff. Two harbour tugs
waited on the other side of the nets to take her lines and bring
her to the shipyard where men waited to board and begin repairs. It
had been a rough crossing for the twenty-year-old vessel, but she
had survived.

She was secured alongside a navy
frigate that had taken a direct hit on her superstructure from
either a bomb or a deck gun. Almost immediately the Alice was
secured, and several men with tools and parts from the yard boarded
her and headed to the engine room.

It was two days later, and the
repairs were nearing an end. Below in the engine room, several men
were replacing the last of the damaged parts when the accident
happened.

The engine room was close, hot
and noisy, and smelled of oil, steam and old bilge water. Several
men dressed in soiled dungarees and oil stained singlets worked
around two Scotch Marine boilers, adjusting valves and wiping down
gauges; one stood with his hands on a large wheel attached to a
pipe on the side of one boiler while another man bent down looking
into the firebox watching the fire burning inside.

Fifteen feet down a catwalk, a
man wearing a cap and jacket with two zig-zag blue bands around the
cuffs, stood looking between the boilers. He was the third
engineer; a Glaswegian named Carlyle, a ruddy faced Scot with
florid cheeks and bushy mutton chop whiskers covering most of his
cheeks. At the moment, his attention was focused on the two men
bent over a pipe, working on a valve that ran from the boilers.

“You men done yet?” Carlyle
yelled to the two workmen down at the end between the boilers

“Aye,” one of the workers called
back as he stood up and wiped his brow. “Dat otta do it. Open ‘er
up.” The other workman stayed bent over the valve.

Carlyle turned and signalled the
man holding the wheel, gesturing with a circular motion to open the
line. The man gave the wheel three quick turns.

Then all hell broke loose.

A surge of high-pressured steam
flowed into the pipe and hit the new connecting valve like a
sledgehammer. Suddenly, there was a loud bang and then the area
where the two men were working was engulfed in a cloud of scalding
steam. Carlyle heard the screams from the two men working on the
valve over the hissing of the escaping steam. He immediately turned
to the man at the wheel and yelled, “Jesus Christ, shut it
down...shut it down.”

The man spun the wheel, shutting
down the flow of steam.

“Signal the bridge to send
help...an’ hurry,” he yelled before stepping between the
boilers.

When Carlyle reached the men,
both were down; one was moaning but conscious, the other was
semi-prone on the deck, up against the side of the boiler. Half his
face was gone. Carlyle controlled his reaction to throw up and bent
down to check on him...he was dead. By now the steam had dissipated
enough for him to survey the area, that’s when he saw the ruptured
valve. It was clear what had happened: the valve had shattered,
sending shards flying. One had struck the workman on the side of
his face. He took another look at the dead man’s wound and within a
few seconds saw the piece of metal embedded inside the wound. It
entered just under his left eye.

He turned to the other man who
was sitting on the deck. A quick check revealed he had sustained
burns to his hands and face. Carlyle shifted and placed his hands
under the unconscious man’s armpits and slowly dragged him back to
the catwalk. Once clear of the boilers, he called out for the men
to come and help him.

Meanwhile, the man reached the
voice pipe leading up to the bridge. He put his mouth over the
mouthpiece and blew into it then put his ear against it. A moment
later he heard a voice.

“Bridge,” a man’s voice said in
his ear. It was the Second Mate. He had been in the chart room
going over some charts.

Turning his head, the man yelled
into the pipe, “Get help an’ a doctor. There’s been an
accident...hurry.”

“What’s that you say?” the Mate
said.

Somethin’s happened. We need
help an’ a doctor.”

The Mate quickly put the plug
back into the voice pipe and pulled one from another pipe and blew
into it. This one led to the Captain’s room.

“Yes?” A voice said.

“Sorry sir, but the engine room
just piped up that there’s been an accident below. They’re calling
for help and a doctor.”

“I’ll be right there.”

An hour later, the injured man
and the body of the dead man were on their way to the hospital: one
to the emergency department, the other to the morgue.


Chapter One

 


 


It was the summer of 1941. The
war in Europe was still raging, as Hitler continued his march
across Europe, conquering every country his armies entered. England
was struggling for its very survival on a daily basis. The only
thing keeping the country alive were the convoys bringing in
valuable supplies and materials. These convoys bore the brunt of
German efforts to prevent them from arriving. They had to run the
gauntlet of U-boats while crossing the Atlantic, as well as the
weight of German air attacks once within range of the continent.
But, like so many times in its history, this small besieged island
defied the odds and the powers being thrown against it.

I was sitting at my desk with my
feet up on the desk, enjoying my second mug of tea and reading the
local paper, catching up on the war news. The news was not good.
The Germans had marched across Europe, crushing any and all
resistance with help from their main ally, Italy. It looked like
Hitler was having his way as he widened his continental
ambitions.

My name is John Robichaud, Robie
to my friends. I’m forty-three; in pretty decent shape and still
have all my hair. I work at a job I am pretty good at, and happy
doing, with the Halifax Police Department. I’m happily married to
my wife, Elizabeth, and have a couple of great kids, making mine a
nearly perfect life, in spite of the war.

The department is located in the
basement of the city hall building on Duke Street which was the
original site of Dalhousie University back when it was built. We
have a few cells which are usually filled then with drunks and
rabble rousers. We send the more serious cases up to Rockhead
Prison in the north end of the city to await a court date.

So far it had been fairly quiet,
with nothing serious to deal with since we shut down a major theft
operation off the docks last year. Halifax didn’t have any really
serious crime prior to the war compared with other major capital
cities; it was mostly minor crimes and misdemeanours but times were
a changing, and the city was dealing with a lot more people. Before
the war, we mostly dealt with domestic disputes, investigating
accidents and the like.

Our biggest problem now was
dealing with the steadily increasing flow of soldiers and
materials, both destined for the ever present merchant ships
arriving for the transit to Britain, and the lack of places for war
weary servicemen to relax and enjoy a drink. All this has led to
tensions growing between the general population and the servicemen
and sailors from the merchant ships arriving on a regular basis for
the convoys, resulting in numerous altercations. Our cells were
always full at the start of the morning shifts.

However, it was the number of
serious crimes that worried me more than anything else that was
going on since the outbreak of hostilities overseas. These ran from
murders, graft and black-market operators to espionage as evidenced
by the events of last year. Then there was the growing problem of
the women coming to town looking for work and places to stay who,
for any number of reasons, were making do by selling their favors.
The city council had recently issued an new by-law requiring
Halifax Police to pick these women up and charge them as vagrants,
putting even a greater strain on us and our limited resources.

Another problem these days was
the steady inflow of people looking for work and the military using
the city and port as a major staging and departure venue are for
the trip overseas. This gave rise to housing shortages and rent
gouging; food and fuel rationing, and a decided lack of any
facilities or other amenities for the servicemen and merchant
sailors to relax from the stresses of the war at sea.

In addition to all this, there
has been a growing number of thefts of war materials and a black
market, but our biggest problem concerns the moonshiners and
bootleggers.

I didn’t think things could get
any worse until the phone on my desk rang.

I put my paper down and picked
up the receiver. “Robichaud.”

“Robie,” the voice of Ted Wilson
vibrated in my ear. Ted was the duty desk officer. “I got a call
here from the VG emergency room askin’ for a detective.”

“Yeah? They say why?”

“Rape. Seems a young girl was
brought in an hour ago. They say she’s in pretty bad shape.”

“Right. Put it through,” I said.
Jesus, I thought as I waited for the call to be connected.

“This is Detective Robichaud,” I
said when the line opened. A woman’s voice responded.

“This is Nurse Jennifer Jolson
at the emergency room in the VG,” she said. “I’m calling to report
a rape.”

“You’re sure it’s rape?” I
asked.

“Yes, and a violent one. A young
girl was brought in by ambulance about thirty minutes ago. She was
badly beaten, and our initial examination showed signs of sexual
abuse. She looks to be about sixteen or seventeen.”

“Is she...?”

“Dead? No sir, but she’s
unconscious. We have her in intensive care at the moment.”

“Okay. We’ll be there right
away. Make sure you have the ambulance report ready for us and keep
everything she had on and with her.”

“Okay. Thank you,” she said and
hung up.

Pete Duncan, my partner, sat
back and looked at me.

Pete has been on the force for
eight years. He worked his way up from patrolman and qualified for
a position as a detective junior grade. After years or so, he sat
for and passed his sergeant’s exam. He proved to be adept at
investigative work, so I had him assigned as my partner. He’s
twenty-nine years old, six foot tall with a solid muscular build.
He’s pretty good in a scrap and has some training as a boxer. He’s
also not that bad looking, or so I’ve heard some women in the
building remark. Plus, he’s still single.

“Did you say rape?” he
asked.

“Looks that way. A young girl
was brought in a half an hour ago,” I answered, standing up. “Nurse
said she was beaten pretty badly an’ is unconscious. Get your coat
and let’s go.” I grabbed my jacket and hat. We headed for the
parking lot upstairs and took one of the squad cars.

Anger roiled deep in my gut.
Rapes are one of the worst crimes cops have to investigate. Rapists
are the lowest form of coward and deserve the maximum punishment
the law allows.

Pete found a parking spot close
to the emergency entrance. We got out and went inside. I stopped a
nurse and asked for Nurse Jennifer Jolson and was told to head to
another section of the emergency room.

Doctors, nurses and orderlies
were moving among an assortment of patients either laid out on
gurneys, standing, or sitting in chairs. All were bandaged, most
were still wearing their work clothes which were covered in crude
oil. I asked a passing orderly what was going on. He said these
poor devils were some of the survivors rescued by the navy after
being torpedoed. He also said that was becoming all too common
these days.
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