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Prologue

 


September 1941.
Second full year of the war.

A train from
Montreal was pulling into the station located at the south end of
the harbour. Carl Winston stood and pulled his Gladstone bag from
the overhead rack, being careful not to expose the firearm
holstered under his arm and waited while the mob of soldiers
filling the aisle moved slowly to de-train.

Winston was an
agent with the Federal Bureau of Investigation: the FBI,
specifically, with the newly created Special Intelligence Service,
ordered by President Roosevelt in 1940. This agency was
responsible, in part, for domestic intelligence within the United
States, Central and South America.

A few weeks
ago, in New York City during an unrelated investigation, local
agents had apprehended a German agent. Under interrogation, this
agent revealed information about an Abwehr operation in exchange
for a deal. He eventually gave up information on a plot involving
the embedding of agents on foreign flagged merchant ships on route
to Canada for convoy duty. Once the ship arrived, he was to jump
ship and to stay in the port to spy on convoy movements, reporting
through a locally placed contact whose job was to set the agent up
with a place to live and a job. These agents would then gather any
information and send it by radio to the sub packs offshore via a
contact in Portland, Maine.

The Bureau
turned this agent and let him continue with the understanding that
he would relay any information on agents as they arrived.
Unfortunately, the last agent had already left Cuba a week ago and
was likely in a Canadian port, probably Halifax, by now. He gave
them the name of the agent was using along with his description –
Sean O’Shea, an Irishman and the ship he was on. A Panamanian
registered freighter called the Hermes.

The Bureau was
receiving reports that the Germans were active in the port, so it
was decided that it was too risky to involve the local authorities
like the police or Naval Intelligence for now. Instead, they
decided to deal with the problem themselves by sending their own
agent to take out the German. Winston’s assignment was to find the
ship, track the location of the German agent and take him into
custody, interrogate him, then turn him over to the local the Naval
Intelligence authority. He was also under orders to not report to
local authorities about his mission unless his cover was
compromised, or he was successful.

He finally made
it off the train and unto the platform. He made his way out to the
street where he tried to locate a taxi. He eventually flagged one
down but had to agree to share the ride with a middle-aged
couple.

“Where to,
folks?” the driver asked when he got back in from putting two
suitcases in the boot.

“Fifty-two
Liverpool Street,” the old man said quickly, before Winston could
say anything.

“Right.
You?”

“Any hotel with
a chance of a room.”

“That’d be
tough. Everythin’s booked solid,” the cabbie said, easing the car
out onto Hollis Street.

“Got any
ideas?” Winston asked.

“I do. I got a
mate at the King Edward. Maybe I can swing somethin’ for ya. Might
cost ya though?”

“How much?”

“Twenty, maybe
twenty-five dollars.”

“Okay. Take me
there. Where is this place, by the way?’

“’Bout ten
minutes that way,” he said, pointing north. “Up by the
dockyard.”

“What about
us?” the old man in the back seat asked.

“Be there in a
few minutes then it’s up to Liverpool.”

Ten minutes
later, Winston was sitting on a single bed in a room located on the
first floor of the hotel. It was warm and clean and suited him just
fine. The cabbie’s friend managed to get him booked without too
much trouble. When he was asked why he was here, he gave him his
cover story. He was a visiting businessman in Halifax for a
meeting.

Before leaving
New York, he was given the name of a contact working in the city —
Phillip Cavanaugh. He had been assigned to the port at the outbreak
of the war to observe on the convoy operations and to gather
information pertaining to the war. As luck would have it, he
managed to secure a job as a clerk with the local stevedore hiring
hall, putting him at the heart of everything to do with the
shipping situation and convoy operations.

Winston
contacted Cavanaugh that night and, after identifying himself,
arranged to meet him for a coffee at a lunch counter on Spring
Garden Road, only a few blocks from where Cavanaugh was billeted.
Once they met, Winston filled him in on his assignment. Cavanaugh
told him he had been advised of the agent’s arrival and the name of
the ship. It had arrived in port a day ago and was alongside one of
the piers.

Cavanaugh was
also able to pass on information on several possible persons who
might be connected or supportive of the Nazis. He had developed a
small network of informants who kept him alerted to any people
nosing around the docks or ‘chatting’ up the men over drinks.

“So, one of
these people could be O’Shea’s contact?”

“I’d say so,
yeah,” Cavanaugh said.

“Okay. Get in
touch with your contacts and get them to keep an eye out for
him.”

“What makes you
think he’d be hanging around here?”

“We were told
his orders were to gather intelligence on the convoys and send out
reports, so they’d be radioed to the u-boats.”

“Makes sense.
Alright. I’ll get on it right away. Where’re you staying if I need
to reach you?”

“The King
Edward. Room One-oh-Three.”

“Not bad. How’d
you manage to get in there?”

“What do you
mean?”

“Well, first,
hotel space is almost nonexistent and, second, that hotel was
recently commandeered by the navy.”

“Yeah? Well,
apparently they also still take in businessmen.”

“That’s your
cover story?”

Winston smiled
and nodded. “Right. I’m off. Keep in touch.”

“By the way,
you going to let the local authority in on this?”

“Not yet. And
if and when I do, I’ll make sure you’re kept out of it.”

 


 


* * *

 


 


Sean O’Shea,
aka, James Ryan, arrived at the port of Halifax three days ago
aboard a tramp steamer called Hermes with a load of sugar and
coffee from Cuba and Jamaica. When it arrived, it was immediately
given a berth at pier twenty-four and unloading had begun. Once he
was cleared to go ashore, he disembarked and headed for the address
of his contact in the port. This man was a Nazi sympathizer and had
a place and a job set up for him. His name was Charles, ‘Charlie’,
Willis and he worked at the King Edward Hotel as the night
porter.

O’Shea was a
soldier in the Irish Republican Army which was aiding the Nazis
against the British. He was working as an agent with the Abwehr,
Germany’s secret service. The Abwehr was losing agents sent to the
United States and Canada at an alarming rate and needed to find a
way to get current information, especially on convoy movements.
O’Shea had been in Cuba for a month and was getting anxious to
leave. While there, he was supplied with a set of false identity
papers under the name James Ryan; an Irishman with US citizenship,
from Boston.

His contact in
Havana finally located a ship in port loading sugar bound for an
east coast Canadian port believed to be Halifax; a known primary
assembly port for convoys. Various merchant ships were regularly
chartered to sail for Canada with cargoes destined for England.
They would pick up cargo en route and make their way north via the
inland waterway along the United States eastern seaboard to avoid
the threat of U-boats ranging throughout the Caribbean. These
ships, on arrival, would either unload their cargoes for reloading
to another vessel or be assigned a position in the convoy. Either
way, he would have no problem jumping ship.

After O’Shea
met up with Willis, he was taken straight away to his new lodgings
in Rockingham. He informed Willis he would be using his false name
from here on, James Ryan, explaining that the authorities might end
up looking for someone named, O’Shea. The place belonged to a
friend of Willis. He was also given the name and address of a small
trucking company and ordered to report there the next morning to
start work. Willis also passed him a message he had just received
from the American agent in Boston, warning him that the FBI had
learned of Ryan’s mission and they had sent one of their agents to
intercept him, possibly to eliminate him. According to their
sources inside the Bureau, this agent’s name was Carl Winston. As
luck would have it, someone with that name had just checked into
the hotel.

“He will need
to be dealt with,” Ryan said when Willis finished talking. It clear
from the thick accent he was an Irishman.

“How?” Willis
asked, looking nervous. “I mean, I can’t...”

“Don’t worry
about it. I’ll take care of him. You just make sure I get into his
room.”

“Sure...sure.
That won’t be a problem,” Willis said, sounding relieved. “I think
the best time will be after midnight. There won’t be as many people
or staff around. I can give you the master key that opens all the
rooms. Uh, how will you do it?”

Ryan looked at
him with cold eyes. “Don’t you be worrin’ yourself ‘bout that now.
It will be clean. It will appear he had a heart attack in his
sleep.”

“Good. Good.
When do want to do it?”

“Tonight. I
will come to the hotel at two in the morning.”

“Very good.
Come to the service door at the rear and I’ll let you in.

Ryan gave him
another look.

“Best if you
come in without the chance of anyone seeing you, you know, just in
case.”

“In case of
what?”

“Well, there’re
always some people about, you know, in the lobby. I assume you
would rather not be seen, yes?”

“Good
thinking,” Ryan said.

Later that
night, Ryan stood outside the service door Willis had indicated. A
moment later, the door opened, and Willis stood aside as he walked
in. Willis immediately closed and locked the door. He passed a
skeleton key to Ryan as he led the way to a flight of stairs.

“Take these
stairs. They go all the way to the top floor. They’re mostly used
by the cleaners and staff. Your man is on the first floor; room
One-oh-Three.”

Ryan took the
key and headed up the stairs. A few moments later he reached the
door to the first floor and cracked it open to check the corridor.
It was empty so he stepped out onto the thickly carpeted floor.
Looking down the length of the corridor he identified room 103.

He noted
several of the doors on either side had pairs of shoes laid out for
the bellman to collect for cleaning. He held a master skeleton key
in one hand and a glass tube with a plunger attached at one end
under a covering cap in the other hand. Willis said he’d slipped
his target a small dose of a sleeping draught in his coffee
earlier. It would make him sleep soundly. Ryan slowly made his way
down to room 103.

Once inside, he
stepped over to the bed. A man lay on his side, facing him. He
pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and held it over his nose and
mouth, then took the small tube and reached out, placing it about
two inches from the man’s face and pushed the plunger. Within mere
moments, the man twitched three times then lay still...dead.

Ryan left the
room quickly, making his way back to the stairs and down to the
main floor where he went to the front desk. A moment later, he
slipped the key back to Willis then turned and headed for the
street.


Chapter One

 


 


Sometimes it
was easy to forget the horrors of the war on a hot humid evening in
summertime. The air carried the smells of the city mixed with those
of a thriving seaport. Bedford Basin, north of the city, was full
with ships of every kind, flying the flags of many nations,
awaiting the order to set sail as part of another convoy to
Britain. Warships lay alongside at the Naval Dockyard armed and
ready for the dangerous contest with German U-Boats lying in wait
outside the harbour. And down the length of the harbour, the piers
and sheds were busy with transiting troops and the loading of war
materials. This was the daily life of Halifax; for the citizens it
was business as usual.

The streets on
the west side of the army base at the Citadel Hill were in the
darkening shadows of the coming night. A perfect setting for
criminal mischief.

Kevin Newman
was nineteen years old; a good-looking young man who graduated high
school at the end of June. He, like so many of his friends, had
tried to enlist but failed the medical. His father managed to
secure a good paying job for him in the shipping department as a
general labourer at the Brandram-Henderson’s paint factory located
on the old cotton siding at Kempt Road and Young Street.

He was walking
under the full trees lining Liverpool Street a block down from
Windsor Street. There was no one else out and about, most staying
safe inside their homes. His parents owned a small house on the
next block and were happy to let him live in his old room, which
worked out great for him since there was not a single vacancy in
the city these days.

He had just
finished a fourteen-hour shift beginning at eight that morning
because two men had not turned up for work. It had been a long day,
but he felt good, especially since he had the next three days off.
Thoughts of spending time with Gladys Miller, his girlfriend, put a
bit of a spring in his step. He did not take much notice of the two
people who rounded the corner ahead of him and walked toward
him.

As they got a
bit closer, he saw both were dressed in t-shirts, light weight open
jackets and dungarees with wide cuffs rolled up above their shoes.
He did not recognize either of them. As they drew closer, he sensed
they might be trouble; they had a rough look about them. When they
reached him, they stopped, blocking his way. He now saw they were
teenagers like himself; maybe seventeen or eighteen.

“’Scuse me,”
Newman said as he stepped to the side, trying to maneuver around
them.

“Hey,” one of
the boys said, putting a hand on his chest. “What’s yer rush?”

“What do you
want?”

“Yer
wallet.”

“Huh? My
wallet?”

“That’s right.
Hand it over. We know ya got money.”

“To hell with
you,” Newman said as tried to push his way between them.

The one who
braced him pulled out a switchblade knife, flicking it open and
brandishing it in Newman’s face. He instinctively stepped back away
from the exposed blade.

“C’mon. Cough
up the wallet an’ ya won’t git hurt,” said the one with the
knife.

Newman
hesitated for several moments then slowly reached for his back
pocket. He felt a mix of fear and rising anger inside him. He had
always had something of a temper and a reputation for getting into
scraps while in school. Besides, he thought, I’m bigger than these
guys.

“C’mon, hurry
up,” the teen with the knife demanded, moving the blade from side
to side.

“Screw you,”
Newman said as he balled his fists and took a swing at him.

The teen was
quick; side stepping the haymaker and slashing at the arm as it
passed his face. Newman wasn’t wearing a jacket so, the blade
sliced into his arm, cutting a four-inch gash over his forearm just
below his elbow,

“Aaaaagggghhh,”
Newman grunted in pain and surprise.

“Ya stupid...,”
the teen said. “I warned ya, didn’t I...I warned ya. Now gimme your
goddamn wallet or I’ll cut ya again.”

Newman turned
and rushed the teen but was partially blocked by the other teen who
stepped in. But he wasn’t fast enough to stop Newman from managing
to get his hands on the one with the knife and wrestled him to the
ground with the other teen jumping into the fray. The two attackers
shoved Newman off and onto his back.

“Holy shit,
Joey” one of the boys said as quickly got to his feet, looking down
at Newman’s body. The switchblade sticking into the guy’s
chest.

The other
attacker stood up and stared down at the body.

“Quick,” he
said, reaching down and pulling the knife out. “Let’s git da fuck
outta here.” He grabbed his friend’s arm, leading away from the
body at a run.

Minutes later,
a man and his wife, out for an evening stroll, turned the corner at
Dublin Street, and as they walked arm in arm up the street, they
came across a body lying on the sidewalk. They quickly approached
and when they reached it, realized it was a young man. The woman
gasped with a hand to her mouth when she saw the blood. The man
knelt down and examined the boy.

“Quick,
Muriel,” he ordered, looking up at his wife. “Go to a house and
call for an ambulance...hurry.” He turned back to the boy. Taking
out his handkerchief, placed it over the wound, applying some
pressure in an attempt to slow the bleeding.

She hesitated a
moment then quick-stepped to the nearest house and banged on the
door.

Newman lay on
the sidewalk, his blood oozing out, staining his shirt and pants.
He was semi-conscious and moaning. He was unaware of the man and
woman hovering above him or of what they were saying.

The last words
he would later remember hearing were those of a man’s firm voice as
they filtered through the thickening fog in his mind.“...hold on.
Help is on the way.”

“Uuuhhhh...,”
he muttered, then everything went black.

 


 


* * *

 


 


The world was
in a hell of a mess. Every day the papers were full read of
Hitler’s tightening grip on Europe and of the German U-boats and
surface raiders wreaking havoc in the North and South Atlantic.
However, when it came to England, it looked as if he wanted to
crush its economic lifelines. It appeared to be working. Since the
defeat of France in 1940, which took out the world’s third largest
navy, leaving England vulnerable, the U-boats held control in the
Atlantic. They were using a tactic called, Rudeltaktik: the
Wolfpack: U-boats attacking in groups of five or more vessels. In
addition, they now had access to the open waters of the Atlantic
Ocean from newly acquired bases in France. Nineteen forty-one was
rapidly becoming the most devastating year of the war so far. In
spite of the censorship laws, news of their effectiveness and the
losses reached us from the survivors.

‘There’s no
rest for the wicked’, or so the old saw goes, and these days there
seems to be no end of wicked doings in the world in spite of the
war, I thought, as I read the daily paper.

The news from
Europe did not look good as Hitler continued his march of conquest.
This also included Russia, breaking the Nazi-Soviet Non-Aggression
Pact he had signed with Stalin in August of 1939. Now with the fall
of France, England was an island besieged and isolated. The last
bastion of resistance to his European ambitions. It looked like it
was Hitler’s intention to beat the stubborn Churchill into
submission. That, I thought, might prove to be Herr Hitler’s second
major mistake; his first was breaking his pact with Stalin.

Depression took
hold of me, so I folded the paper and tossed it on my desk,
thinking that at least there was one happy thought: it was my son’s
birthday.

“That bad?”
Pete Duncan asked from his desk.

“It doesn’t
look good,” I answered, getting up with my mug in hand.
“Re-fill?”

“No. thanks,”
he said.

My name is John
Robichaud and I’m a detective with the Halifax Police Department
and have been for the last decade or more. I joined the force after
a brief stint on the Boston Police force which I joined when I
returned from the last war. Now in my forties, I have settled into
a good life with a family and several good friends, like my
partner, Pete Duncan. Since the outbreak of the war, he and I have
worked our way through several difficult and, at times, dangerous
cases. I cannot think of anyone I would want watching my back other
than him.

We are a part
of a small detective unit with the Halifax Police Department. The
force has been working under staff constraints since the war began,
as many of our men enlisted to do their part even though they
qualified as a reserved occupation. We’ve managed to get by...so
far. Luckily, Halifax isn’t a city with major crimes like many
other cities such as New York or Montreal. Mind you, we have enough
to contend with, mostly thefts, black marketeering, bootleggers,
prostitutes and the assorted altercations between seamen, soldiers,
and the general public. There were also a couple more serious cases
since ‘39 involving German spies and an organized criminal gang;
both resulting in a few deaths.

“By the way,
how’s Pat doin’?”

Patrick is one
of my sons. He turned five four months ago and just started school.
Unfortunately, he caught a case of the mumps along with several
other children. He was home now where Louise, my wife, was taking
care of him.

“Good,” I said.
“Louise has everything under control. Our family doctor put him on
medication and says he’ll be okay in a week or two.”

“Good to hear,”
Pete said.

At that moment
the phone on my desk rang and I went back to my seat and picked
up.

“Robichaud,” I
said into the mouthpiece.

“It’s me, Ed,
out front. The VG jus’ called. They got a knifing victim came in
‘round eleven o’clock last night
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