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Introduction: 

Canada’s Darkest Crimes: 

Three Cases That Have Never Been Closed,

Canada is a country known for its vastness—a land of endless forests, frozen tundras, and bustling cities nestled against the wild. It is a place where nature’s beauty and brutality coexist, where communities are knitted together by harsh winters and shared histories, and where, occasionally, that shared history is pierced by events so mysterious and unsettling that they reverberate for generations. Among the millions of stories that make up the fabric of this nation, there are a few that remain forever unresolved, lingering at the edges of memory and myth. These are the stories of Canada’s darkest crimes—cases that have never been closed, crimes that defy explanation, and disappearances that have left families and communities in the shadow of unanswered questions.

This book, Canada’s Darkest Crimes: Three Cases That Have Never Been Closed, is an exploration of three of the most haunting and enduring mysteries to ever grip the Canadian psyche. These are not tales of criminal masterminds brought to justice, nor are they stories where closure is found at the end of a police investigation. Instead, these are stories where the ending is missing, the truth is obscured, and the ache of not knowing endures.

Why do unsolved crimes capture us so completely? Perhaps it is the human compulsion to solve puzzles, to find order in chaos, or to believe that every question must, eventually, have an answer. When the answer never comes, we are left to fill the empty spaces with speculation, theory, and legend. Unsolved crimes do more than merely unsettle us—they challenge our faith in the mechanisms of justice, the predictability of daily life, and the safety of our communities. They remind us that, no matter how advanced our technology or how thorough our institutions, there are still mysteries that can slip through our fingers like water.

The three cases in this book span the length and breadth of Canada’s geography and history. From the icy expanses of Nunavut, where an entire village seemingly vanished into thin air in the 1930s, to the heartland of the Canadian Midwest with the still-disputed disappearance of Randy Leach, to the bustling urban landscape of 1980s Toronto, where a young girl’s walk to the swimming pool turned into a nationwide tragedy—each story is unique, yet they are united by the echo of questions that have never been answered.

The first case, the disappearance of the villagers of Anjikuni Lake, is a story so eerie and strange that it has passed into the realm of Canadian folklore. An entire settlement, gone without a trace, leaving behind only deserted homes, untouched belongings, and a graveyard with inexplicably disturbed graves. Was it a mass migration, a natural disaster, or something stranger? Theories have ranged from rational to the supernatural, and nearly a century later, the mystery remains as impenetrable as the northern night.

The second case, the disappearance of Randy Leach, transports us to a different kind of wilderness—the emotional wilderness of a small town gripped by fear and suspicion. One spring night in 1988, a beloved teenager went missing after a party, and despite exhaustive efforts by family, friends, and law enforcement, he was never seen again. The case has become a touchstone for rural communities across the continent, embodying every parent’s worst nightmare and serving as a reminder of how quickly the ordinary can become extraordinary—and terrifying.

The third case brings us to the heart of urban Canada, to the high-rise apartment buildings and busy streets of Toronto. Here, in 1985, eight-year-old Nicole Morin vanished on her way to meet a friend for a swim. The city mobilized in a way rarely seen before or since—posters went up, media descended, and residents joined the search. Years have passed, but the questions remain: what happened to Nicole? How could a child disappear in broad daylight, in the midst of one of Canada’s largest cities, without a single confirmed trace?

As you journey through these pages, you will encounter not only the facts and theories surrounding each case, but also the human stories at their core—the families who have waited for answers, the investigators who have devoted careers to chasing leads, and the communities forever changed. Each chapter pulls together interviews, archival material, police records, and media accounts, weaving a narrative that is as much about the search for truth as it is about the mysteries themselves.

But this is not a book that promises neat conclusions or dramatic resolutions. Canada’s darkest crimes are, by their nature, stories without endings. They are cautionary tales and haunting reminders, evidence of the limits of what we can know and control. They are also, in their way, invitations to remember—to keep asking, to keep hoping, and to keep the memories of the lost alive.

Perhaps, in the end, the value of exploring these cases is not in finding the answers, but in refusing to forget the questions. The act of remembering, of bearing witness, is itself a form of justice—imperfect, incomplete, but powerful all the same.

So, turn the page, and step into the shadows of Canada’s past. These are stories that demand to be told, even—especially—when the truth remains just out of reach.
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The Vanishing 

A Night at Anjikuni

The Arctic night in November 1930 was as deep and endless as a well. In the remote expanse of what is now Nunavut, the landscape was a world of white hush—snow blanketing the land, the sky a canvas for the swirling northern lights, and silence broken only by the wind’s whistling lament. It was into this frozen stillness that a seasoned trapper named Joe Labelle stepped, approaching the Inuit village nestled on the shores of Anjikuni Lake. What he found that night would become one of the most chilling unsolved mysteries in Canadian history: an entire community vanished, leaving behind only questions, fear, and legend.

Anjikuni Lake: The Setting

Anjikuni Lake lies in the Kivalliq Region of northern Canada, an area then known as the Northwest Territories. In the early twentieth century, this region was sparsely populated, its inhabitants primarily Inuit, who lived by hunting, fishing, and trapping. The lake itself was a lifeline—a source of fish and water, a point of orientation in the vast tundra. The few outsiders who ventured this far north were mostly trappers, fur traders, or members of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police (RCMP), all drawn by the wild’s promise and peril.

Joe Labelle was among those who knew the land well. A trapper by trade, he had established relationships with the Inuit villages scattered across the Arctic, often stopping to trade, share news, and enjoy the warmth of a communal fire. The village at Anjikuni Lake was one he had visited before, and he expected to see smoke rising from chimneys and hear the familiar sounds of laughter and daily activity as he approached that November evening.

The Arrival

But as Labelle neared the settlement, something felt wrong. There were no signs of life: no barking dogs, no voices, no movement at all. The village, comprised of several tents and shacks, was eerily quiet. Labelle called out, but only the wind answered.

With growing unease, he entered the first shack. Inside, he found personal belongings—clothing, food, rifles—neatly arranged as if the occupants had only just stepped out. A pot of stew sat just above the cold ashes of a fire, as if the family had intended to return soon. The other homes were the same: untouched meals, furs hung to dry, tools and weapons undisturbed. Labelle’s sense of dread deepened. He searched for footprints or sled tracks, any sign that the villagers had left en masse, but the snow around the settlement was pristine.

The Search for Clues

Labelle expanded his search, moving through the entire settlement. The village’s sled dogs, typically an essential part of survival in the Arctic, were nowhere to be seen. According to some accounts, he eventually found the animals dead, having starved and been buried by snowdrifts—a further sign that whatever had happened, it had not been a planned departure. The dogs’ fate was especially disturbing; no Inuit group would ever abandon their animals, knowing how vital they were for transportation and hunting.

In the center of the village, Labelle found the community’s food stores—dried fish, caribou meat, and preserved berries—untouched. Clothing and supplies were left behind, as were weapons, another oddity in a region where self-defence against the elements and predators was essential. The absence of footprints, combined with the state of the homes, suggested that the villagers had not left by choice or with urgency.

Reporting to the Authorities

Realizing the seriousness of the situation, Labelle traveled to the nearest telegraph office, which was a considerable distance away. He relayed his discovery to the RCMP, who quickly dispatched a patrol to investigate. The Mounted Police, long accustomed to the challenges of the North, arrived at Anjikuni Lake prepared for the worst—but nothing could have prepared them for what they found.

The RCMP Investigation 

Upon arrival, the RCMP patrol confirmed Labelle’s account. The village was deserted, possessions left behind in an orderly fashion, and no signs of violence or struggle. According to contemporary reports, the officers also examined the village’s burial grounds and found several graves had been opened, their contents missing. This detail, reported in the November 29, 1930, edition of the Halifax Herald and other period newspapers, added a macabre note to the mystery. However, later RCMP statements would dispute the grave disturbance, suggesting that this may have been an embellishment by early journalists or a misunderstanding.

The RCMP conducted a thorough search of the surrounding area, covering miles of tundra in the bitter cold. They found no tracks, no campfires, no evidence of a mass migration or forced removal. The only traces left behind were the empty homes, the silent remains of sled dogs, and the endless Arctic night.

Theories and Speculation

News of the vanished village spread quickly, capturing the imagination of Canadians and the world. Theories abounded: some suggested that the villagers had fled from an unseen threat, such as disease or violence. Others speculated about mass abduction, either by rival groups or, in more fanciful accounts, by extraterrestrials. The supernatural seeped into the story, with tales of “sky ships” and vengeful spirits gaining traction in the popular press.

Skeptics, including some later historians and investigators, questioned whether the story had grown in the telling. Could it have been a misinterpretation of a seasonal migration, or a case of miscommunication between Labelle, the RCMP, and the press? Yet, no concrete evidence was ever produced to explain the complete disappearance of the villagers. The fact remained: an entire community had vanished, leaving behind no definitive answer.

––––––––
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Legacy of the Mystery

The Anjikuni Lake disappearance has persisted as one of the North’s most enduring legends. It is cited in books about the paranormal, Arctic survival, and Canadian folklore, and has been the subject of documentaries and investigative articles. Despite repeated attempts to debunk or explain the story, its core mystery remains intact: a village lost to history, its people swallowed by the tundra, leaving only fear, confusion, and the chilling reminder of how quickly a community can disappear.

For the Inuit families who once lived by Anjikuni Lake, and for the descendants who still remember the stories, the mystery is both a source of sorrow and a warning. In the North, where the land is harsh and survival is never guaranteed, the fate of the Anjikuni villagers is a haunting lesson in both resilience and vulnerability.

As the northern lights dance above the silent lake, the questions remain: What happened to the people of Anjikuni? Where did they go, and why? And will the tundra ever give up its secrets?
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The First Discovery  

Joe Labelle’s Arrival

The story of the Anjikuni Lake disappearance would never have become legend if not for the observant eyes and steady nerves of a lone trapper, Joe Labelle. Labelle’s journey to the isolated lakeside village in November 1930 was intended to be a routine stopover on his long trek through Canada’s northern wilderness. Instead, it would thrust him into the heart of one of the country's most perplexing mysteries—a story that would haunt him, and the imaginations of Canadians, for generations to come.

Joe Labelle: The Man Behind the Discovery

Joe Labelle was not an outsider to the harsh realities of the North. Like many trappers of his era, he was a man accustomed to solitude, hardship, and the unyielding demands of the Arctic environment. The region demanded resilience and resourcefulness; trappers were often the first to witness both the wonders and the tragedies of the land.

Labelle’s familiarity with the Inuit communities around Anjikuni Lake made him more than just a casual visitor. He had built relationships with the villagers, trading furs and goods, sharing stories around fires, and learning the rhythms of their lives. By all accounts, he was respected and trusted—a man who understood the customs and the dangers of the land.

The Approach to Anjikuni

On the day of his fateful discovery, Labelle was making his way along the familiar path to the village. The snow was deep, muffling the sound of his snowshoes, and the sky was a pale swirl of clouds and intermittent sunlight—typical of the season. He expected to be greeted by the bark of dogs, the laughter of children, or the smoke trailing from the village’s fires.

As he drew nearer, however, Labelle’s instincts told him something was wrong. The Arctic is a place where silence is rarely benign. The absence of sound—no dogs barking, no voices, no activity—struck him as unnatural. The closer he got, the stronger his unease grew.

Entering the Village

Labelle entered the village cautiously, calling out in both English and the Inuit language he had picked up over the years. No one answered. The cluster of tents and sod huts, usually bustling with activity, was now eerily still. The snowdrifts pressed against the sides of the structures, undisturbed. There were no footprints leading away, no sled tracks, and no sign of a struggle.

He moved from dwelling to dwelling. Each was a tableau of interrupted life. In one, a half-eaten meal still sat on a crude table. In another, a kettle hung over cold ashes, as if someone had meant to return at any moment. Furs were draped over frames to dry, tools and weapons lay in their places, and children’s toys—carved from bone and wood—rested on the ground. The scene was not one of hurried departure, but of sudden, inexplicable abandonment.

The Sled Dogs and the Silence

A particularly chilling aspect of Labelle’s discovery was the absence—or, in some accounts, the fate—of the village’s sled dogs. Sled dogs were not only companions but vital to survival in the Arctic, providing transportation and assistance with hunting. According to some early reports, Labelle found the dogs dead from starvation, still tethered and partially buried by snowdrifts. Others suggest the dogs were simply gone, their fate unknown.

Regardless of the exact details, both variations underscore the peculiarity of the situation. No Inuit family would ever willingly leave their dogs behind, let alone allow them to starve. The loss of the dogs would have made any escape or migration in the harsh winter nearly impossible.

Searching for Explanations

Labelle’s initial confusion quickly turned to alarm. He scoured the area for signs that might explain the villagers’ disappearance—a mass exodus, an attack, or perhaps a natural disaster. He found no evidence of violence or panic. The personal belongings left behind suggested the villagers had not prepared for a journey or been driven out by force.

One of the most disturbing details Labelle noted was the untouched state of the food stores. Dried fish, caribou meat, and other provisions were left behind, a fact that contradicted any theory of a planned migration. In the Arctic, where survival depended on careful preparation and rationing, such waste was unthinkable.

The Graveyard Enigma

As Labelle moved through the village, he came upon the small cemetery—simple graves marked with stones or wooden markers. According to some newspaper accounts from the time
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