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A MOST HORRIFIC CRIME


By Candace Gold
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I had gotten out of the hospital on Tuesday. The surgeon had removed another malignant tumor from my stomach. Between the treatments and the surgery, I felt as if I was caught in a revolving door, in and out of hospitals. I knew I was lucky to be alive. I fought to stay alive because I knew my family needed me, especially Robin, my baby daughter. My husband Ralph took care of her while I was away. Luckily, he was able to because he worked from the house.

I thought things were going to be all right. I had survived another surgery and the doctors felt they got the entire tumor. I guess in the long-range scheme of things, I had bought some more time and began to breathe a little easier until the day that the police showed up at my door.

Ralph was out. He had left an hour or so before to meet a client. Robin was napping so I took advantage of the quiet and was resting myself until the loud knocking on the front door woke me.

I opened the door to discover two men standing there. The taller man asked, “Mrs. Canby?”

“Ye...yes?”

“I’m Detective O’Brien and this is Detective Sills.”  Both men flashed their gold shields at me. “May we come in?”

I opened the door and led them into the living room. 

“Is Mr. Canby at home?”

“No,” I said hearing the quiver in my voice. Why were the police here? I was worried that Ralph might have done something unscrupulous like a shady business deal and had gotten caught. I was afraid I might say something incriminating.

“Do you expect him soon or is there a number you can reach him at?”

“I’ll go see if his appointment book is in his office,” I said, practically fleeing from the room.

I collapsed into Ralph’s oversized leather chair. His appointment book wasn’t on his desk or in his top drawer where he sometimes kept it.

When I returned to the living room Detective Sills was studying the family pictures, while Detective O’Brien was finishing a phone call on his cell phone. 

“Did you find the appointment book?” asked Detective O’Brien?

I shook my head. “He must have taken it with him.”  

“Did he happen to mention the name or address of the client he was meeting?”

“No. Please, tell me what this is all about?”

“We need to ask him some questions,” Detective Sills explained.

The way he looked at me made me feel uncomfortable as if he was scrutinizing me. Why? How could I be involved?  He lifted a picture of Robin off an end table. “Is this your little girl?”

“Yes. Her name is Robin.”

“She’s beautiful. How old is she?”

“Going to be four next month. Do you have children?”

“Yes. Twin girls. They’re twelve years old.”

Detective O’Brien’s cell phone rang. He walked out of the room to talk.  Detective Sills pointed to another picture. “Is this your husband?”

“Yes, that’s Ralph.”

He nodded. “You married long?”

“Five years.”

The other detective returned. “We’re going to wait for your husband to return. Go about whatever you were doing and forget we’re here.”

He had to be kidding when he said that. How in the world was I to feel comfortable with two policemen sitting in my living room waiting to question and maybe arrest my unsuspecting husband when he returned home? And I had no way to warn him of what was in store for him.

“Would you care for something to drink?”

“No, we’re fine,” Detective O’Brien, said, speaking for both of them.

The front door opened. Ralph walked into the living room. “Who are you and what are you doing in my house?”  

“Ralph! These men are policemen.”

“They can speak for themselves, Jane.”

“Ralph Canby?” Detective O’Brien asked.

“Yes. Were you expecting someone else? My wife isn’t into that kind of business.”

I was mortified when he said that, even though I realized it was out of anger.  But why should he be angry—unless he knew why they were here or had something to hide.  

“We have a warrant for your arrest and seizure of all your computer hardware and software,” Detective Sills replied, ignoring Ralph’s small outburst. 

“On what grounds?”

Detective Sills stated, “Sexual abuse of a minor and child pornography. And endangering the welfare of your own child, for starters.”

I heard myself gasp and covered my face with my hands. There was no way in the world that my husband could be capable of doing such terrible things. And with our baby? This was totally insane. Yet, I had a terrible feeling in the pit of my stomach that my entire world was going to be turned inside out.

“You’re crazy!” Ralph practically screamed. “I’ll have your badges for false arrest.”

Detective O’Brien walked behind Ralph. “Slowly put your hands behind your back.” He handcuffed him as he read him his rights. As he was doing this, Detective Sills had walked to the door and opened it to a group of men. They walked in wearing gloves.

“Tell your goons to be careful with that equipment. It’s all expensive stuff,” Ralph demanded.

“I’m certain it is,” Detective O’Brien replied. 

“Jane, call Ron Liebman. Tell him to meet me at the police station and get me out.” 

Nearly in shock with a new crop of tears taking residence in my eyes, I watched the parade of people leave my house with Ralph handcuffed in the lead.  I roused myself into action and went to call our lawyer. He was at court, so I left a message for him to call as soon as possible.  

There was a knock at the door. It was the two detectives again. I let them back in wondering why they hadn’t accompanied Ralph to the police station.  What could they have forgotten?

“Sorry to barge back in on you like this, Mrs. Canby, but we’ve got to ask you some important questions,” Detective Sills explained.

“There’s nothing I can tell you.”

“I’m sure there is.”

I shook my head no. “I can’t believe any of this. Ralph is a good husband and a good father. I don’t know what I would have done without him.”

“In what way?” Detective O’Brien asked.

“I have stomach cancer. I’ve been in and out of hospitals. It’s hard to take care of a child when you can hardly care for yourself.”

“We understand. So basically, the sole care of your child fell upon your husband’s shoulders?”

I bit my lower lip and nodded. Whenever I thought about that I felt like less of a mother. “But he wouldn’t...”

“Wouldn’t what?”

“Wouldn’t hurt Robin in any way. He’s so gentle with her...”

“Did he want to have a child?”

“More than anything. He was so excited when I told him that I had become pregnant. And when I found out it was a little girl, he seemed to be beside himself with joy.”

The two men looked at each other when I said that. I felt as if I had hurt Ralph by saying the wrong thing. I wanted to run away. Therefore, when I heard Robin stirring, I nearly ran inside to check on her.  

Seeing her golden curls and apple cheeks always brought a smile to my face.  She was my little angel. Had Ralph hurt her in any way?

She saw me enter her room and held her little hands out. I sat down on her bed and held her to me. I looked at her she seemed the same, but was she different? How would I know? Being sick and away from her a great deal, was I a competent judge? What kind of mother did that make me? I was supposed to protect her from harm.

Robin and I went into the living room. The detectives smiled when they saw her. She always made people smile. That’s the kind of child she was.

“Hello, Robin,” Detective Sills said.

Robin giggled.

“She’s beautiful,” the detective added.

“Robin’s my little angel. How could you accuse Ralph of such a horrific crime?”

“It’s not something we contrived from the air, Mrs. Canby,” Detective O’Brien stated. “Your husband offered to swap Robin with other men who had young daughters. One of the men who claimed to have a nine-year-old daughter was actually an undercover detective.”

I gasped. How could this be so? Maybe it’s all a colossal mistake.

“None of that can be true.”

“Are you so sure?” Detective Sills asked.

“Your husband bragged on the internet how he’d been training your daughter since she was three months old. There are pictures of him with the child doing unspeakable things,” Detective O’Brien added.

“Have you seen those terrible pictures?”

“Not yet. The ones that the undercover detective downloaded are in the possession of the D.A.”

“Then the man could be mistaken.”

“No, I’m afraid not.”

“There’s got to be an explanation. My husband is a good father.”

“I understand your reluctance to accept any of this,” Detective Sills added, “but the evidence speaks for itself.”  

“We find no pleasure in deplorable cases like these,” Detective O’Brien said.  “Children are too precious to be treated like sex toys.”

The detectives stayed and questioned me a little longer. I had all but tuned them out. How could I believe that Ralph could have done such terrible things to the child he loved? And wouldn’t Robin cry when he went near her?  No.  My husband was not a pedophile. He would never touch Robin the way he touched me. What possible sexual gratification could a four-year-old child give a man?  And how could I not know? What kind of mother am I? How could I be so blind not to pick up on any of this? Those questions stung me the most. There had to be an explanation. There just had to be!  

The detectives had asked if I ever used the computer. I told them I hadn’t.  I’m not sure I even know how to turn it on. It was going to be Ralph’s computer from the beginning. We bought it with the intention that he would use it primarily for business. I was with him when it bought it along with the printer, scanner, and other stuff.  “Everything had to be top of the line,” Ralph said. It was all top dollar as well. He kept telling me it was a business investment. That I could understand. But child pornography...?

The detectives asked me more than once if I knew what was on the computer. I shrugged.  “Business accounts.” I really had no idea. How many different ways could I tell them that? Why would they continue to ask me things I knew nothing about?

Robin was getting hungry. I wanted the detectives to leave. They had upset me enough. I also wondered why Ron Liebman hadn’t returned my call. Surely, he checked in with his office. I had said it was urgent.  Ralph was going to be furious with me.

“Look, I have nothing more to say to you and must give my daughter her dinner.”

“All right, Mrs. Canby, we’ll be on our way,” Detective O’Brien said and both men rose from their chairs. “We’ll most likely be in touch.”

As I closed the door behind them, the telephone began to ring. I rushed to answer hoping it was our lawyer.

“Hello, Jane. What’s going on?” Ron Liebman, our lawyer, asked.

“Nancy said you sounded frantic.”

“I am. The police just left. Ralph was arrested earlier.”

“On what charge?”
“Are you sitting?”
“What did he do, shoot another driver?”
“I wish that were it. It’s child pornography—-”
“What?”

“I know. I can’t believe it, either.”

“Okay, tell me everything that happened and all you know.”

I gave Ron a quick review of all that had taken place that afternoon. He interrupted every so often to ask a pertinent question.

“Okay, Jane, sit tight.  I’m going down there to see if I can get him back by tonight.  I’ll keep you posted.”

“Thanks, Ron.”

“No, problem. Don’t worry about a thing.”

“I won’t now that you’re on your way.”

Trying to push my anxiety to the back of my mind, I fed Robin. As she ate, I kept getting terrible flashes of pictures of Ralph abusing her. I was letting my anxiety use my imagination to create these terrible thoughts. All because in the back of my mind a little voice kept asking, “What if it is true?” Only, I refused to answer it.

Almost four hours later, Ron Liebman called back with news. Needless to say, I was beside myself at that time. I expected him to tell me that he was bringing Ralph home. He didn’t. Instead, what he had to say made the little voice that was tormenting me seem more credible.

“There was a great deal of hard evidence removed from Ralph’s computer, enough to arraign him. The judge found the charges appalling because a child was involved and granted the D.A. the enormous amount of bail that she requested.”

“How much was the bail set for?”  

“A million.”

“Oh, God! We can’t afford that.”

“He’ll have to remain in jail until his trial because of it.”

“But he’s no flight risk.”

“That wasn’t why the D.A. requested the amount.”

“Huh?”

“She did it so Ralph wouldn’t be anywhere near Robin.”

“But I need Ralph to help me with Robin.”

“That’s out of the question. Is there some other family member who can help?”

“I don’t know. I’ll have to think of something. But, what about Ralph?”

“I’ve done all I can for him down here. I have to come up with some defense to try and get him off. Unfortunately for him, he’s given new meaning to ‘a picture says a thousand words’.”

“Can I see him?”

“I wouldn’t advise it now. I’ll let you know when.”

“What can I do so I don’t lose my mind?”

“Leave everything to me. We’ll get through this.”  

“Thanks, Ron.”

Because most of our assets were tied up in Ralph’s business, I knew there was no way we’d be able to raise the necessary bail money. I could just imagine him fuming in jail. I felt awful for him. I still didn’t believe that he was capable of doing such terrible things to any child let alone his own
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